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     Pilar ran, breathing heavy, through the darkness. Dodging the obstacles, keeping to the shadows. Her pursuers, though, were close behind, yelling taunts, making her want to turn and fight. Finally, deciding what she had to do, she turned to them, smiling cruelly. "What's wrong, Pill head? Outta breath? Here let me give ya some!" one of them, Mayday, yelled as he spat at her. She dodged it quickly, replying dryly," You're all going to die. You know that, right? I hope you said your prayers tonight… you'll need them once I'm through with you." " Woo hoo! Big toughie here, huh? Well let's see how tough you are with out a head!" Mayday shouted. She just laughed. It was a hollow sound, chilling to some of the group." You are so arrogant, it's not even funny! It's actually sick! That's it! You sicken me!" she began to walk towards them, laughing still. " Buh bye!" she leapt up in to the air as the first one came at her, doing a half twist ending with a kick in the jaw. He flew through the air, smashing into a wall, blood streaming down his face. " Come on! I'm ready for you!" she yelled as another one attacked from her left side, she turned, slashed him down the side of the face with her bare nails. He fell back, bleeding profusely. Mayday was getting annoyed. 
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He knew that when MR. BIG asked him to do his bidding, he best get it done." This bitch is goin' down! He said to himself, as he slowly made his way around to her back." Look out! 

He's behind you!" a voice yelled from somewhere. Pilar turned from smashing two's heads together, but not in time. She yelped in pain as the metal rod came down on here shoulder. She crumpled at his feet, as he laughed, stomping on her hand. Another painful scream came from the recesses of her mind. She lay there for only God knows how long until the voice showed itself. It was a boy, nineteen or so and a black cat." Oh, shit. This can not be good. Well I can't leave her here, can I. Well, let's get you home. He carried Pilar to his house to see if she was even alive. He laid her limp form out on a cot, his bed. "Are you alive? Can you talk?" he asked, worried. Pilar's eyes slowly flickered open, obviously in much pain. "Where in the hell am I?" She mumbled out, slowly trying to lean up." Who are you? Wait, I know, you're one of Mr. Big-shit's cronies, right? Well, if you're going to kill me, do it now." "I'm sorry, but I don't know what the hell you're talking about. By the way, what the hell were you doing in the middle of the alley at night, anyway?" he asked, warming up to her now. "You must really like the word hell or something… But, I have a reason for being where I was: they were chasing me." She said. "What' s your name?" he looked back at her. "What, who me? My name is Christian. 
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Why, What's your name?" Pilar glanced again at the ceiling" OH. My name is Pilar. Pilar Ravenchild." He got up, to pour himself a drink." Okay then, Pilar, Why were they chasing you? At eleven o'clock at night?" she rolled her eyes." It's a long story, but I guess I'll have to explain. Okay. About a year or so ago, I formed a band called Child of the Crow. We didn't make it big or anything, but we had some fun. Then, one night we were doing a concert and these guys came in and started shooting at us and the crowd! It was total bullshit! We got out and so did most of the crowd, except these three people. We were all running away, but then Eric, another guy in the band, and me turned around and went to go help them. The guys turned at us and started to shoot! I grabbed two of them, and the other one ran off, but Eric got shot, and dropped there. I let go of the two people and went to him. The next thing I knew, I was in the hospital, and Eric might have died. Forty-eight hours later, he did die. I was so mad, and I knew we had to take revenge, but …" she stopped for a minute, turning away to choke back tears. He watched sadly, as her dark black makeup began to run. " It's okay. I'll help you. I remember you guys. I was there. I was the guy you knocked out of the way." She looked up, eyes huge, stark with amazement " YOU! I knew I recognized you!  OH MY GOD!" She got up to pace, as she did when she was nervous. "Holy shit! That means… You know what he looked like! 
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You remember the guy who was going to shoot you!" She yelled, on the brink of discovery. Then, she turned to him; eyes crazily fixed on him. " You can help me!" She made her way up to him as he backed up against the wall, cringing." I know you can!" she grabbed him by the shoulder, clamping down tight. She looked him in the eye, gritting her teeth in excitement." You can find Him!"
Chapter Two
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" I don't care if you left her in the middle of the alley! I want you to find her, and I want her dead! This Ravenchild shit is screwing up my life and my work!" Mr. BIG paced nervously back and forth in front of his assembly. Then Mayday rose up." Sir, I assure you that…" he was cut off as Mr. Big slammed him against the table." What did I tell you about talking back!?" he fell to the floor." Sorry sir. It will not happen again," Mr. BIG returned to reprimanding his group." Now, you all are capable of destruction. I want you to go out there, find her, and kill her immediately and do the same to anyone who gets in your way. Is that clear?" silence." I said IS THAT CLEAR!"  "Sir, yes sir!"  He smiled cruelly." Good. Now get the hell out of here."

Three weeks later…

     "Pilar, you can't go! They are all looking for you! You'll get your ass killed!" she turned from her work of wrapping her hands in black electrical tape, and putting on her makeup. "Look Chris, I don't have time for your shit! This has to be stopped! And I need revenge!" she turned back, unprepared for another lecture from Christian. " Look, I don't want you to go because... because I love you."   She turned to him with surprise." WHAT? What did you say!  I don't believe this! I told you: I will not give up on him!" Chris, now 
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getting angry, retorted" God, will you just let him go? He probably hired that guy to kill him… you're obsessed with him. Just let it go." She turned, truly hurt and now very angry," How can you say that? How can you tell me to let go of him? I loved him. Do you know what that meant to me? Not friendly love, I loved him. We had plans. And you ruined them. It's all your fault. I should be reprimanding you… not the other way around!" She yelled, nearing him, eyes blaring. She grabbed him by the throat "Pilar! What are you doing?" Chris screamed, gasping for breath. She threw him against the wall, then picked him up again by his shirt collar. "Now, I'm going out for the evening! Are you coming with me, or will I have to find someone to take care of you so you don't hurt yourself?" she slammed him hard against the wall again, and yelled behind "Make yourself  ready and meet me downstairs!" She got back to getting ready. She couldn't believe him. He wanted her to forget him, when it was his fault he was gone. The hell with it all, anyway. She wouldn't have to worry much longer." Come on! Let's go!"

     "Now, where exactly are we going, anyway?" he asked as they walked down the dark street." We have a little meeting at the warehouse." She said, not even looking at him." Why the hell are we going there? " He asked, confused. She turned 
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nervously to him." Look, will you just follow me and please stop talking? They might here us coming." When they got there, he saw her looking around. "What are you looking for?" "Never mind. Follow me", she said, nodding towards the fire escape. "I don't know if that'll be possible. Look!" he whispered loudly, gesturing towards two men on the roof. She smiled" Now that is where your wrong, my friend. Watch and learn!" She quickly made her way up, while he stayed on the ground watching nervously. She crawled along the ground, barely visible against the shadows. She crept up behind the one, and jumped on his back, taking him down. "Who the hell are you supposed to be?" he asked as she grinned wickedly. "Oh, come on. You remember me, don't you? About a year ago, you were at a concert, right?" he nodded his head now, looking confused. "Yeah some shit ass band, whatever." She slapped him hard on the face "Pay attention! Now, you did something that you shouldn't have done, right? Something very, very naughty." She now had his attention with the classic psycho smile." No! You're gone! You can't do this! You're dead! Mr. BIG will find out about this, and when he does…" She grabbed him by his shirt collar, holding him off of the edge." Mr. BIG can kiss my ass! Buh Bye!" she said, grinning as she let go, watching him plummet to the ground below. She then turned to the other one on the roof, laughing. "you…you ain't not gonna kill me are you?" 
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he asked, quivering with fear. She laughed loudly. "NO. You're going to be my messenger. Tell Mr. BIG to be expecting a visit from an old friend." she then leapt off, laughing still.

     "And then she grabbed him by the neck and She threw him off! OH shit, MOMO! " Jon Jo fell to the floor, yelling muffled words of anguish. Mr. BIG then got up looking at him, annoyed. "Anything else?" Jon Jo lifted his soggy face and replied" Well… Yeah! She said.. Um… oh yeah! She told me to tell you to expect a visit from an old friend! And she said she was gonna git me next!" "Listen! She won't get you if she's dead!" Mr. BIG yelled in John's face. Jon Jo shook his head in fear. "But that's just it! She is dead. She's the bitch from the concert! The one who died with that Vleznicoff guy!" Mr. BIG started laughing. "Sure. Whatever you want to believe." He was about to start talking again when he was interrupted by a loud crash. " What the hell was that?" they found out when Pilar came walking in, with an evil smile. "Well, I'm very sorry that I'm so late, but, now down to business. Where were we… ah yes, I remember now: I was about to kill you all." She said, crossing her arms. " Kill her." They opened fire on her, but to no avail, as she sidestepped, dodged, or blocked every hit." Now it's my turn to have some fun!" she said as she began her attack on them. Grabbing the 
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fire extinguisher, she fired at will, creating a smoke screen, which lifted lightly. She crawled her way around on the floor, one by one, picking them off under the cover of the white cloud. When it had lifted, Jon Jo was left hiding in the closet, whimpering." Oh Jon Jon, come out and play!" she called evilly. Walking around, she slowly made her way to the closet door. "Oh Jon Jon, COME OUT AND PLAY!" pulling out a large chain, which she quickly wrapped around her fist as she dove at him yelling "COME OUT AND PLAY!" She smashed it into his face, smashing into his teeth. Blood flecks flying everywhere as she grabbed him by the neck, and held him against the wall. "Quoth the Raven," she slammed him against a spike in the wall, blood flying, and walked away. "Nevermore." She then jumped the fifteen feet off of the fire escape, and found Christian." That was easy enough." She said to him, turning to look at him." Holy shit! You're hurt! I thought I told you to stay behind." He looked up from his sitting place, face full of shame." I tough you were in trouble when I heard the gunshots. She laughed dryly" Chris, I was in trouble before I even met you! I told you to stay behind because I was afraid something like this might have happen. Although you're an ass sometimes, I care about you. And I owe you for saving my life." He looked down as she tied her torn off sleeve to his slashed arm. "I'm sorry." He said, voice sad." Don't be. Just listen to me next time. For your own 
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safety."  "Well, what a sweet little sight. To bad I have to end it with such violence." They both turned around to see Mr. BIG smiling, brandishing a long sword. Pilar slowly, and painfully, got to her feet to face him." Look! Leave him out of this! You know this is about me, not him." She stood looking at him angrily. He leapt at her, deftly hooking her with a right slash across the chest, bringing her down in a single blow. He laughed cruelly as he walked over to her, preparing to seal her fate.  "Well, this has been fun and all, but, like they say, all good things must come to and end, right? From what I've heard, you fight quite well for a bitch in all but, it seems that you don't fight quite well enough. What the hell, good night! "As he began to bring down the blade on her heart she slammed her fist, with the heavy chain wrapped around it, into his face, knocking him off of her. "Go back to hell, shit face!" she yelled as she limped off into the shadows. After a long and painful run, she found the comfort of her old apartment, crawled in, up the stairs, and made her painful way into her old bedroom. She checked where she had been cut, and sure enough, the blood was everywhere. She lay back on the cold floor, remembering what it was like before all of the shit had happened.

     Christian found himself laying limply at his old friend, Blake's house." Oh, shit man. Where the hell is she?"  Blake 
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heard Christian as he was walking in from the kitchen." Who?" he asked. Christian turned to him surprised." Pilar. And, why the hell am I in your house? " Blake walked over to his couch, and sat down, rolling his eyes at Chris." Christian, there's something I have to tell you about your friend Pilar. Now, you may not like it, but it's true." Christian sat there, looking at him in annoyed anticipation "And what is this strange and coveted knowledge?" Blake said then," Well, don't look at me like I'm crazy or something, but, fact is she's dead." Chris raised his eyebrow, suspecting a strange joke at the bottom of this. " Blake, shut up. She is not dead. Her boyfriend is, so that's why she's doing all this crazy ass shit." Blake shook his head. "No. You're wrong. Even look in the obituaries. It says that she and her boyfriend were killed in a shooting at their concert." Christian sat there in fearful awe. "Holy Shit! That means that… I just had my life saved by… a ghost? We gotta go find her. Dead or not, she's my friend, and I'm the only one that can help her." They left that minute to go find her, unaware of what they would find.
Chapter Three
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     "Pilar? Are you here? Where are you? Come on man, I'm really getting nervous!" Christian and Blake walked around her old apartment, searching for signs of life. All they found was a sheet with lyrics on it, lying on the floor. "Well pick it up, dumb ass!" Blake yelled at Christian as he looked at it. He bent down to get it, then nearly dropped it after reading it." What is this? Some kind of suicide note or something? Read it… it's scary ass shit." Reading the lyrics together, they both stood aghast, looking towards the broken window and mirrors. The paper read:
                          A lamentation of Evil Deeds

  I think that it is time for me to finally say goodbye,

 After coming to this world, a world of ground and sky,

 I am shit and worthless, Life is without a plan,

My life now holds no purpose, The hysterics of mere man.

They stole you from my life, I could have been your wife,

But that is in the past, From the passing of the knife.

I have no purpose now, I see not why nor how,

I should live without you here, Living in the constant fear, Of never seeing you again, My dear beloved, my unforgotten friend.
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The seasons change, But I still stay the same,

I stay here waiting for you, Driven… by remorse…

To sick madness, it's true. I'll stay forever yours,

Though through  life's closed doors ,

My sadness through this pours,

None know what is in store. 

As I wait for a time, 

When I'll see you again.

 My dear, sweet eternal love,

My brethren, my Friend.

           Yours forever,

Pilar Ravenchild

     They stood in awe of the letter, not knowing what to do now, or where to turn. They just stood there; unaware of what was going to happen next. "She killed herself. She jumped. But… if she was already… how?" Christian kneeled there puzzled by this strange thing, until Blake broke the silence. "It's like she's guilty or something. Like it was her fault… but it wasn't. I don't know what happened to her. I don't know where she is." Christian now let the tears falls. " When I fist met her, I thought she was crazy. The more we talked; I started to like her. Soon enough I fell in love with her. When I told her, she almost killed me, saying she would never let go of him. I never knew how much he meant to her. 
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Oh Pilar, I'm so sorry. I wish I could take back all that shit I said about him to her." Blake placed a comforting hand on his shoulder, "What's that?"  They turned around, hearing a soft noise. "I didn't know you cared." They turned around to see her standing there, back turned towards them. "Pilar!" Christian yelled as he saw her turn around. "Oh God, I was so scared. I didn't know what happened to you! God, I'm so sorry!" She made her way over to him, smiling sadly. " I should be sorry. You saved my life, and I tried to kill you, when I knew you were right… wait a minute… is that Blake?" Blake turned around. "Well, sure is nice to see YOU again. You know, you should at least tell me before you start with this shit, cavorting around, almost getting killed… again." Pilar kicked him hard in the shin, making him scream. "I told you not to tell anyone!" Blake pulled back, "He already knows. He said he doesn't care and he'll help you anyway. God, could you please try no so being so violent?" she turned to Christian, her eyes hopeful in her misery "You will?" he walked over to her, taking her in his arms. "Of course I will. You saved me. You're like…almost… like my dark little angel or something." She smiled and laughed. "Oh, I'm so flattered!" she said, kissing him lightly. Wait a minute… you guys know each other?" Pilar and Blake turned to Christian simultaneously, eyebrows raised. "Yeah? Oh! God, I'm sorry… I never told you about Pilar. You see, she's my sister. 
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Well, actually, she's adopted, but it's the same thing."  Blake then turned to her, confused  "By the way, didn't you used to have a television in here?" She looked down sheepishly, laughing softly. "Yeah, I … did have one… used to… not any more." Christian looked at her, raising on eyebrow, suspiciously, "Pilar, did you throw the television out of the window?" She put her arms around both of them, smiling. "Well, we have a lot to do, so we ought to be on our way! Come on, let's go!" Though they were all enthusiastic now, only Pilar was apprehensive of the hardships to come.

     " Well, Maurice, I think you should be a little more compassionate about this. I mean for god's sake, we lost most of our members," Monty, his second in command said, drolly. Mr. BIG liked Monty: he liked his British accent. He also liked his" NO MERCY" outlook on some things. He turned to him, and laughed." My, my, my! It seems that you are slipping. Are you… wasted?" Monty cocked his head in confusion. "What makes you think that, sir?" MR. BIG turned to him again. "Well, first of all, you called me by my first name. You know the rules… or you should by now. 

Also, you were acting like you felt sorry for those shitters! Frankly, I don't give a damn who dies, as long as it ain't no one real important." He turned back to look out the window again. He didn't know what his world was coming to. He had 
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lost almost his entire force to…what? A Walking dead girl? He knew there had to be a logical explanation to it. He just hadn't found it yet. " Stop the car!" he yelled at Monty, " Whatever you say." he pulled over into the side lane. "What was that about?" Monty asked, confused again. "There," BIG pointed." I think that's one of our guys. Look!" they turned to look at the scummy character walking down the street, dressed in rags." That's him all right. That's Brick." Monty said, surprised. Dixie turned to BIG, eyebrows narrowed. "I thought you said they all died, Sweetheart." He rolled his eyes as he patted her hand gently." Now, now. I wasn't lying to you. I just thought they were all there at the meeting. I guess he was just lucky, hmmm?" Monty turned to look at him, ready to work. "Should I get out and get him, sir?" BIG yelled, annoyed" Well, shit! What do you think?" Monty got out of the car, running over to the scumbag, and dragged him back to the car. "WHOA! Shit! What the hell is goin' on? I ain't likin' this so far." Monty quickly began to drive back.  "C'mon, wadda ya want from me? Money? My car? C'mon! Tell me!" Mr. BIG turned to him and slapped him across the face to silence him. " Mr. Brick I presume! Well, sure is a damned good thing you didn't make it to our little meeting last Friday! Hey, bitchface! I'm talkin' to you!" Brick looked at him, eyes growing huge in fear. "You mean… that was this Friday! Oh shit! Man oh man! Please don't kill me!" Mr. BIG 
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Started to talk again. "No. Actually, it's a good thing you didn't make it this time. You see, our old friend Ravenchild paid us a little visit and, well, basically, killed all the other guys."  They were all quite now, Brick nervously awaiting his fate; Mr. BIG pondering what to do about Ravenchild; Monty thinking about the last time he ate… All of their thoughts were interrupted as a large black something leapt onto the top of the car. There was a glint of metal and a flash of white, "Stop the car! Stop the mother-lovin' car Monty!" Mr. BIG yelled as the car spun out of control.  When the car finally stopped, with Brick, in the front, he could see all too well WHAT IT WAS THAT HAD JUMPED ONTO THE CAR. He began screaming in terror. "Well hello there! How is everything? It's about time you and I had a little talk! " Pilar yelled as she smashed through the wind shield, grabbing Brick by the throat. She carried him, screaming in terror, to the nearby bridge, where she was one step closer to her goal. " Well, I think you smell like shit, and I think you look pretty dirty as well, so let's give you a bath. But first, tell me: What do bricks do when they're dropped into water?" he looked at her, nervously laughing, confused. "Duh dumb ass! They… Sink? Oh no! NO! NO! NO! Please No! Save me! Someone! Please Save me!" He screamed as she lifted him up, over the railing, laughing (again)." That's right! They sink! Don't worry though. AT least you won't need your painkillers 
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anymore! " She yelled in a sing-song voice as she threw him off of the bridge. She stood, listening to him scream, waiting for the inevitable splash. 

Meanwhile, back at the car…

     "Shit Monty! Start the frigging car already! Monty! What in God's name is wrong with you?" Monty turned around to face Mr. BIG. "Sir, I would but… I can't because the engine won't turn over. The only way we can pursue them is by getting out and walking." Mr. BIG turned to him, obviously annoyed. "Then get up, get your guns, and walk." They all began to walk, unaware of anything. "Monty, where do you think she went? You're smart, right?" Monty replied" Well, don't get mad but, she probably took him somewhere high. You know the usual way of death."  "Okay then. Where's somewhere high? I mean, I don't think she could have gone very far, considering the time." Mr. said. "Maybe she threw him off of the bridge." Dixie chimed in, no emotion in her voice. Monty and Mr. BIG looked at each other, then began to run towards the bridge. When they got there, they saw a large figure, all in black.  "Don't move! You by the side of the bridge!" she turned around to face them, her face showing no 
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emotion. "Who are you to tell me what to do?" She said, as she jumped off of the bridge. They all ran over to the side, thinking they'd find her clinging to the edge, or floating in the water. They were all disappointed to find that that she was no where in sight." Hey you! By the bridge! Looking for me?" she said, from behind them, as she dove at Dixie, smashing her against the railing. "You always were a bitch! Buh Bye! " she said, smiling cruelly as she threw her into the second lane of traffic. Dixie, dazed, slowly began to get up, in the middle of the road. "Dixie, no!" Mr. BIG yelled, reaching out to grab her. "NO!" he yelled as he watched the car smash into her, throwing her off of the bridge. "Where is she! Where is she!" He screamed , looking for Pilar." "I'm right here. But, you'll never find me. Have a good night!" she said as she leapt off again. This time, no one ran over to the bridge. Mr. BIG just collapsed onto his knees, cursing Ravenchild. 

Chapter Four
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Back at Pilar's apartment…

" The murders have been all undisclosed, and no suspects have been found. In most of them, there has been evidence of a struggle, except for the most recent one, a man identified as Brick by anyone who saw him, was found floating under the Water street bridge last night. The other two murders, one from a rooftop, the other one was a man smashed against a spiked wall. In other news, a bake sale…" Blake turned off the television (a new one from his apartment) and sat down shaking his head. "This is definitely not good." Christian looked up from reading. "What isn't good? There's going to be a bake sale?" Blake rolled his eyes at Christian. "no dumbshit. That's all fine and dandy. What's bad is that Pilar's work is surfacing. I mean she's not hiding it or anything. You'd think she would have the sense to at least get rid of the bodies or something."  "But if she's dead, they can't pin it on her…can they?" Blake shook his head at Chris. "no. But, they can pin it on us… or it can become a conspiracy or something. Wait… did you just hear something?" Christian shook his head. "No. Why?" Blake shook his head. "Nothing. I just thought I heard footsteps."  Just then, there was a knock at the door. " Once upon a midnight dreary…" Blake got up to let Pilar in. 
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She walked in , grinning at Christian. "while I pondered weak and weary…" she put her arms around his neck "Over a quaint and curios volume of forgotten lore…" She kissed him on the cheek. "While I nodded nearly napping, suddenly there came a tapping, as if someone gently rapping, rapping at my chamber door." Blake came over, hands on his hips, looking annoyed at Pilar. "'Tis some visitor, I muttered, tapping at my chamber door. Only HER and nothing more. Yes that's very nice and all but, What exactly in the name of the unholy hell were you doing, out killing people at one  in the morning?" he yelled at her, while she sat on the arm of Christian's chair, smiling. "What the hell is so frigging funny?" he yelled at her "Quoth the raven: Nevermore! " she yelled, falling off laughing. Christian then started laughing too. Blake just stood there with his arms crossed. "PILAR! Stop and think about this: what if they find out about this? What if they pin this on Christian or me? What'll happen to you? Honestly, do you even think before you do things?"  she looked up from on the floor, eyes now sad, she said  (with her head cocked),"And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting, on the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber's door; And his eyes have the seeming of a demon's that is dreaming, And the lamplight over him streaming throws his shadow on the floor; 

And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the floor shall be lifted… Nevermore!" she cried out the last line 
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of the poem, then flopped over onto the floor, shaking in hysterics. Christian and Blake exchanged worried glances, as Blake slowly walked over to her. "Um, Pilar… um, yeah. Uh, are you going to um… I don't know, maybe… Get Up?" he yelled at her, as she cringed, inching her way against the wall. "Get me out of here! Please kill me! " She yelled, falling over when she tried to get up. Christian, sensing the worst got up to follow her as she limped off. "No! Pilar don 't even joke like that! It's not funny!" he yelled fearfully as she leaned against the broken windows frame, smiling cruelly. "What's the matter? Afraid I'm going to… get hurt?" She started laughing again, now harder than before." I'm sorry. It's just that, you're starting to get in my way. Therefore, I'm going to do one of two things. 

One: Let you back off quietly and leave me to my work, or

Two: I kill you. Your decision. Choose wisely." She then stood with her arms crossed, looking at him, waiting. "Well?" he sighed. "Pilar, I guess your just going to have to kill me, considering I'm not going to let you kill yourself." He said, looking at her intensely. She nonchalantly sauntered over to him; arms still crossed until she reached him.  She then lunged quickly at him, slamming him against the wall… Blake sat up in the chair, which he had dozed off in. "Christian?" he said nervously, now frightened by the sudden silence. He got, and to walk towards the stairs. When he was 
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nearly there, he heard the sound of braking glass, screams and pounding. He hurried up the stairs. "Okay then. I guess this is goodbye. You know, I kinda started to like you after a while. To bad about this. Guess it just pays to listen to me, huh?" she said, throwing him across the room, watching him hit it. She walked over to the window again. She turned back again to see him, lying dazed in a puddle of his own blood. At that moment, Blake walked in. "Christian!" he yelled running over to him. " Pilar! What in the unholy hell are you doing?" he yelled, looking at her with her arms spread open, smiling insanely. "I think I'm gonna find the stairway to heaven… And jump right off." Pilar said as she let her self fall out of the window. "Shit! No!" Blake yelled, running over to the window. He looked out, seeing nothing, and ran back to Christian. "What… Why? Why did she do this to you? I mean, did she tell you anything?" Christian looked up, coughing and wincing in pain. "She said that I was getting in her way and… something like… she had work to be done. I'll be okay… but I'm not so sure about her." Blake stood up, concerned for Chris. "Are you sure you can handle trying to find her?" Christian laughed painfully as he got to his feet. 

"Hey, if I can handle that, I can handle anything. C'mon. Let's go find her.
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     Pilar walked alone down the dark street, avoiding any light, staying off the main roads. She wondered where she would find BIG, wondering if she could defeat him. She needed time to sit down and really think. She ran to the old warehouse, quickly climbed the fire escape, and made herself comfortable on the roof. She was wondering now what would happen if BIG found Eric's locket, the same thing she was searching for.   When Eric had still been alive, he had bought two identical pyramid- shaped lockets. The front was clear glass and he had the back of hers inscribed with:

To Pilar, With love from Eric.  He had given it to her on her birthday. Neither of them had small enough pictures to fit, and they wanted something more than that so, they both sliced their arms (A small cut, just enough to draw blood) and dripped their blood into the lockets, his blood in hers, her blood in his. They made an oath to never take them off, and  they had been buried with them on. When Pilar came back, she was still wearing hers. Unknown to anyone else, this locket, which had given her a second chance, also could be her doom. His blood, as well as hers, was what kept her alive. Each time she had been wounded, some of Eric's blood dripped out of the side of her locket, making her a little weaker. She knew that BIG would find out eventually, and when he did, she knew she would be in trouble. Feeling that she had to go soon, she leapt down onto the fire escape, 
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landing lightly on her feet. As she began to climb down, she stopped, sensing something was wrong. She looked around, unable to find anything, but she knew there was something none the less. She began to back up towards the rail, to protect her self from a back-attack. She turned to the right, hearing something. "Come on! If you want me, come and get me! " She yelled, unaware of the next surprise. "Well! It's Mrs. Bitch! C'mon girlie! Show me what you got!" Mayday, whom she thought was dead, began to close in on her. "You're making a terrible mistake. You will pay dearly for it." She said, monotone as she prepared to duel. He dove at her, wielding a sharp knife, aimed at her through. She quickly parried the attack with the chain. She swung the heavy chain, catching his arm, slashing it open. He replied the attack with a stab, into her hand. She dropped to her knees, bleeding. She looked up at him, watching him edge closer to her, ready to stab her in the neck. "I tried to kill you once, but it didn't work. I'm sure it'll work this time!" he said as he brought the blade, down. At the last second, though, she rolled back with her feet in the air. She then crouched low, waiting for him to try again. When he began to move again, she lunged out, kicking his feet out from under him. She now, was up on her feet, while he was beginning to get up from having his feet knocked out from under him. Once he was on his feet again ,she kicked him hard in the ribs, hearing him yell, then 
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grabbed him by the collar of his jacket. "Well, I don't think you should be so sure of yourself… we're all just mortals… or at least MOST of us are." She said as she flung him off the fire escape. She turned away, sighing. She didn't want this anymore. She just wanted Eric back; to see him again; to hear him laugh. She leapt off and began walking back. On her way, she passed by the club she had died at, and on impulse, walked in. "Well lookit this! We must have made it big or something' cuz here comes someone dressed up like Pilar!" It's Justin, thought Pilar, the ex- lead guitarist of Child of the Crow. Pilar smiled and laughed at him. "I don't know whether to take that as a complement or an insult. You see, this is how I always dress." She said, walking over to the bar. Lee, another guy from the band came over to Justin, eyeing her nervously. "Hey, man, she looks a little too much like her if you ask me." Justin turned to him, annoyed. "Well no one asked you, shitface! Now sit down and shut up!" he then turned to Pilar with a sly look on his face. "Hey, why don't you come over here, and I'll buy ya a drink. What do ya say, hmmm?" Pilar was on her way out the door, when she turned around to flash him a mysterious smile." Sorry. But I drink alone." She walked out, humming one of their unreleased songs, WAR SONG. The last thing they heard her say was "I think I'll go and find the stairway to heaven, and jump right off." When she was gone, Lee turned to Justin, eyes huge." 
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Shit man! Did you here what she was humming? That was WAR SONG! Pilar wrote that! We never played it, and it wasn't released! Oh my god! What the hell is going on?" Justin looked at him seriously, shaking his head. "I don't know man. I really don't know." Just then, the most unbelievable happened: Mr. BIG and Monty walked in, looking around suspiciously. The bartender ran into the back room, full of fear. Lee and Justin were casually talking, when Justin screamed" Lee! Turn around and look at who's holding your shoulder! " Lee turned around, and sure enough, there was Mr. BIG. "HOLY SHIT!" Lee yelled as his stool toppled over, him going with it. Big was laughing as he confronted Justin. "Well, look who we have here! It's Justin Halk : Lead guitarist of Child of the Crow! Pleased to meet you… again!" Justin turned shaking, "What do you want? Tell me and I'll give you anything!" Mr. BIG stared at him intensely, smiling cruelly. "Well, you haven’t seen your old friend Ravenchild come through lately, have you?" Lee piped up from the floor. "Like hell we didn't! She just came in, not even ten minutes ago! Justin asked her if she wanted a drink and she said she drank alone. Then she walked back out, singing one of our unreleased songs! I knew it was her." Mr. BIG smiled cruelly. "Good. Now let's go." He said as he and Monty began walking out the door. "Um… sir?" Lee said from the floor. Mr. BIG turned in his direction. "What the hell do you want, 
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boy?" Lee yelled" Can you please get me out from under this god-forsaken thing!" Mr. BIG turned to Monty, grinning evilly. "We'll do even better! We'll get you out completely! " Monty opened fire on him as he convulsed under the bar stool. When they were sure he was dead, they started laughing. Justin looked at them confused and disturbed. "Now what the hell was that for?" Mr. Big snarled at him. "Because I felt like it!" he then shot Justin dead, laughing, and left the bar. "Come one, Monty. We still have to go and find Ravenchild." "Sir, you shouldn't do things like that. It does attract attention sometimes." Mr. BIG turned to him, confused again. "Excuse me? Are you telling me what I can and cannot do?" Monty replied quickly, nervously. "No sir! Not at all! I'm just saying that… killing those two idiots… " BIG started laughing coldly "Why? Because they were supposedly INNOCENT? Ha! I'll tell you why I killed em'. They're witnesses! We're lucky they haven't said anything yet!" Monty silently wondered. They walked on silently until they were almost at the warehouse. About Sixty yards away from the warehouse, with it in sight, Mr. BIG pointed at a lump in front of it. "What in God's name is that?" he asked, looking at it with disgust. "Only one way to find out." Monty said as he began to run over, followed by BIG. "Dammit! We lost another one!" Monty yelled as he looked at Mayday, dead and covered with blood. "NO! Wait! He ain't dead yet! 
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Look!" BIG yelled as he saw his head move. "She… back!… she was… dead!… the one! Ravenchild…" he flopped over lifelessly. Mr. BIG kicked his dead body in anger. "Damn her! Damn her and her stupid- ass dead boyfriend! Damn em' all to hell! C'mon Monty. We're going to go and find her. And when we do, she is going to pay for all this damage she's done."

Chapter Five
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     "Blake, I'm not trying to get off easy for not keeping her here but, I don't think we should go. Call it a gut instinct or something. But I do not think we should go. Not now. This isn't the right time." Christian said nervously, letting the wind blow the paper out of his hands. He had read about more coverage of the deaths. No one knew of the fourth death, nor would they any time soon. He turned to Blake. "Are you SURE? I believe in gut instincts or whatever you want to call them. Believe me; Pilar had enough of those to teach me their real." He turned around and sat down, just as Mr. BIG and Monty were on their way to torch Pilar's apartment. "Shit Monty! Let me see the frigging thing!" Mr. BIG yelled, as the rain distorted his view. He grabbed the can of gasoline from Monty. "What the hell was that?" he said, turning as he saw a black shape looming close by. "You shouldn't play with fire. You might just get burnt. " It was Ravenchild. She ran towards him, as Monty pulled out the gun. "That's not gonna work this time!" she yelled as she leapt up, scissors kicking in mid-air and knocking it out of his hand. "Crazy-ass bitch!" he yelled as she jumped at him again, drop kicking him in the chest. She sent him sprawling across the pavement. Mr. BIG grabbed Monty by the neck, and ran down the street. "This isn't the end of it Ravenchild! You'll see the end soon enough, 
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believe me!" he yelled running off. She stood there, looking up at the sky. She sighed, tired and in pain. She let herself collapse onto the sidewalk, just as Christian rushed out the door. "Pilar!" he yelled running over to her. He bent down, seeing if she was alive. "Oh my god! No! NO, don't die! Not now!" he yelled shaking her. He carried her to her room and laid her down on the bed. She began to get up, groaning in pain. "Shit! I let them getaway!" she yelled, shaking her head. Blake ran over to her, worried about her. "Pilar! Are you alright? Here, let me help you." He said as he helped her over to the chair. Christian knelt down next to her. "What happed? What were they doing?" she looked up at the ceiling in despair. "They were going to torch the apartment. They were going to use it as a kind of revenge against me." Christian stood up. "Well, we're just going to have to do something about this, aren't we?" he said, angrily. Since he had found Pilar, half dead in the middle of the street, he had wanted to protect her. When he heard her story, he wanted to help her even more. But every time he tried to protect or help her, she usually ended up saving his ass or something. "You're right… but we can't do it now. Let's sleep on it. Come on. I'm going to bed." Pilar said to Christian. "Okay. G'night Blake." Blake went into the living room to go to sleep on the chair. "Good night, you two." Pilar went over to him to hug him. "Night 
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night, big brother." She said laughing. She then ran off to go to bed. "Pilar, what are we going to do about this? I mean… by the way… if you don't mind my asking, why did they shoot you guys up, anyway. " He turned to her, laying next to her. He heard her sigh. "Well, about a year and a few months ago, me and Eric were at this party. It was some bar, I can't remember what it was called, but, anyway, we were at this party when all of a sudden, these dudes came in. They were normal looking enough, so we didn't pay any attention. While we were just hangin' around, we heard them saying something about bombs or something. We didn't do anything, cause we didn't want to scare the other people. So, when they were starting to leave, Eric got up and started following them. I, got up too, not knowing what was going on. We followed them onto a bus, where they went to the back seats. We sat in front of them. Eric and I overheard them talking about a lot of things; but it all boiled down to three things: drugs, money, and revenge. It turned out that they were in an-international drug ring, and had been cheated out of a deal. I figured that all they were going to do was get in a fight, something childish like that. But Eric found out that they were planning on blowing up the drug dealers' headquarters. Eric got up to confront them, and started threatening them. They got in a fight, and they were going to beat the shit out of us, but we 
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fought them off. They stopped the bus, and got off, telling us this wouldn't be the last time we saw them. One of them was Mayday. I don't know who the others were, but that's not important. What's important is about a month or so later, we were having a concert. It was going great, and we were having fun and all, when all of the sudden, the doors burst open and four guys burst in, shooting like no tomorrow. The crowd began to panic, and most of them got out, except for you guys. I was already running, when I noticed that Eric wasn't there. I turned around to see him running back at this guy with a machine, blaring at him. I turned around and ran after him. When he reached out to grab you, I dove out, seeing the other guy shooting, and nearly got hit. Eric knocked you out of the way at the last second. He got shot in the chest, and I did too. The next thing I knew was I was in the hospital and Eric was dead. Than I died…From what I've heard, Eric's last words were... something from  Ozzy… something……I think in War Pigs. So that's my story. You may not believe me but, it's true." She nodded tearfully as she looked at him. "So… he died for Me?" said Christian. Pilar nodded smiling sadly. "Yeah, so now you see what I meant when I said it was kind of your fault?" he nodded, looking at her, eyes huge. "Oh God! NO wonder you were constantly trying to beat my ass up, shit, I must have been so wasted that I don't even remember. "I'm so sorry. But, we have to put that 
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behind us. I can't change the past, and neither can you. But we can help." He looked at her "I think I know what you mean." She smiled and nodded again. "I know you do. Goodnight." She said as she kissed him and then curled up next to him. He smiled, thinking of the future… 

Chapter Six
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     "Okay. This time we won't mess up." Monty said as he and Mr. BIG climbed in through a broken window. "We better not or else WE will have some trouble." They slowly climbed up the stairs and eased the unlocked door open. They quietly walked in, and noticed Blake asleep on the chair. "Just leave him. We need the other one. Her boyfriend." Pilar had snuck out of the house, at eleven forty, because she needed to think. Christian wanted to help her, but she knew that he couldn't. It was between her and Mr. BIG. She thought more on the subject as she walked alone down the dark streets. She found her way to the park, where she and Eric used to hang out. She walked in and found a bench. She curled up and fell asleep, thinking about Eric. "WHAT? What, what the! AH! Help me! Blake Pil-" Christian never finished the sentence as Monty and Mr. BIG grabbed and dragged him out of the house. "Monty! Throw him in the trunk, but make sure he can breathe! We need him alive!" Mr. BIG yelled as he and Monty got into the newly fixed car. Christian yelled one more time, loud and long. Pilar, in the park jumped up on her bench. "Christian!" she yelled as she back flipped off of the bench, landing smartly on her feet. She turned around and began to run, mind racing. She knew what they were going to do and knew that she had only one chance to save him. She 
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soon saw the warehouse in view. She ran faster now, pushing herself faster. She watched as the fire escape loomed closer. She leapt up high, spinning in mid air to kick the man in front of her out of the way. He got up and turned to face her. She dropped down, pulled out the chain, and knocked him off his feet. While he was down, she kicked him in the temple, taking him out. She was now one step away from her goal. She smashed through the heavy door, screaming with rage. Her eyes now burned with her hellish fury. "Where is HE!" she screamed. She turned, hearing a gunshot. "CHRISTIAN!" she screamed, running forward towards the stairway. She never even saw Monty come up from behind the box, or level the gun at her. "Pilar! Look out!" she turned, but not in time. The bullet came flying at her, as she began to turn, but not in time. The bullet pierced her locket, filled with Eric's blood. "NO!" she cried out, falling to her knees. "Woops! Guess he missed!" She turned when she heard the evil laughter. "You piece of shit!" she yelled in his face. "Well, those are pretty strong words for the dead. I would think you would be pleading me for mercy. After all, I do hold your LIFE in my hands." He said, twirling Eric's locket it his hand. Her locket, destroyed, and was no use to her anymore. If Eric's was destroyed, she would die with it. "You give that back now! You have no right to it!" she yelled, pointing her finger at him. He walked closer to her. " Oh come on. All I want is 
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you." He said, bending down to pet her head softly. Her hand whipped up, grabbing his, and twisting his wrist as hard as she could. While he cringed in pain, she kicked him hard in the chest. He then grabbed her by the neck and flung her across the room. "All I need is you." He called out in an evil sing-song voice. "All I need is that black thing you call a soul!" he called out, looking for her amidst the boxes. "You can't have something that isn't there!" they all turned to see Blake standing in the doorway, brandishing two fully loaded machine guns. "Bitchface!" Mr. BIG yelled as he began to turn, dragging Christian with him. "C'mon. I still need you." He said as he began to drag him up the stairs to the roof. Pilar dragged herself out of the hole in the wall and began to get up. Blake, being quite a good aim, had nailed Monty, and was now coming to her aid. "Oh shit! Great. C'mon get up! What's wrong?" Pilar shook her head. "I can't. They hit me." She said, taking her hand off her side where the blood was everywhere. "shit girl! What is wrong with you? I thought you were dead and … you know… dead!" she rolled her eyes at him. "Well, I'm not now. I have to go. Just make sure nothing happens down there. I'm going up to get Christian." She turned and began to run towards the stairs.  " Pilar! You can't do this! You'll die.. again!" she ran ahead, not paying attention to her brother. Her time was almost over. And she needed to save Christian. He had saved her, and now she had 

38

to pay him back. She leapt over the boxes fallen in front of her, and vaulted over more crates as she ran on. Second floor. She stood there in the darkness, trying to find something; a ladder or steps, until she turned and saw BIG dragging Chris up a ladder. "Pilar! Help!" he screamed. One hundred feet away isn't very far, and she covered the distance within seconds, but it seemed like forever. At the last second, she dropped down, hearing a strange whizzing noise. She turned to see a throwing star, coming for her face. She laughed and stood back up. "Come on, BIG! Show me what you got!" she yelled as it came closer. 'Die bitch, DIE!" he yelled watching it fly at her. She lifted up her hand at the last moment, catching it between her fingers. " Guess you just didn't try hard enough." She said, face lacking emotion. She ran the last twenty yards and vaulted up the ladder. He was already up there. She watched, through the thick sheet of rain, as he struggled with Christian, half dragging, half pushing him to the far end of the roof. "Let him go! I already told you! I'll come with you if you just let him go!" she called out. Through the rain, she saw him smile. "Okay. I'll let' em go." He said gleefully as he threw him off of the roof. "NO!" she yelled hoarsely as she threw herself at BIG, who was not expecting the attack. Christian was dropped and fell from BIG's hand as Pilar slammed into him. Christian grabbed the edge and shimmied over, so as not to get in the way of the fight, which 
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he watched with growing fear. "Well… I said we'd meet again, and here we are! You should never doubt me." She smiled nervously as she slowly approached him. "You are too sure of yourself. Arrogance will be your downfall" she said. "Crime does pay. And here's your paycheck!" she yelled as she jumped at his head, swinging the chain. He sidestepped her, pulling out the long-sword. "You were too scared to work for yourself…" she said as she slapped him across the face, watching him fall. "So you sent some worthless creeps to do your bidding for you…" she stomped hard on his foot, hearing him yell. "You were to busy with your bitch-friend to go and do your own work of killing the innocent!" His foot swung out, tripping her. She fell, splitting open her lip. "Innocent! Ha! There ain't nothin' innocent bout' you, darlin' You're about as innocent as a bloody knife!" she rolled over dazed. He was bringing down the sword, as she rolled back and kicked him with her hard boots. With that, she sent him sprawling. "LIES! You lie like the dead dog that you are!" she screamed as she went for his face. He went down, bringing her with him. He pinned her against the cold ground, her head dangling off the of the roof's edge. She threw him across the roof again . While he was still down, she took the chance to get up and try to find Christian. "Chris! Where are you?" she yelled. "Over here! Look behind you!" she heard Christian scream, she began to turn around, only to see the sword 
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coming for her, slashing through her middle. She collapsed into a small pile of quivering leather and cloth. BIG wiped off his sword on his pant leg. "Well, it's been fun but I think you really gotta go. Hell, by time they find you, they won't know who it is. I bet your shit head boyfriend would be proud of you. You are a failure just like him. You know what? I'm glad he's dead. And I wish I HAD been there to see him die. Cause you know what I would have done? I woulda laughed. I woulda laughed until I shit myself. Then I'd laugh some more. But, that's gone and over. I'll have fun with your brother down stairs. I guess big brother ain't always watching, huh?" he said, smiling cruelly. He now raised the sword above her, ready to end her once and forever. "Any last words?" he said, laughing. "Yes…" she choked out. Blood was already trickling out of her mouth, her eyes rolling back. "I can show you what it's like… to be dead. I think you know what it feels like when your lover is dead and you see them dead in front of you. But you can't do anything about it… because the ones who did it were dead too." BIG looked at her, confused. "What the hell are you talkin' about? The boys who killed you and your shit head boyfriend weren't dead." He said. She laughed dryly. "Yes they were. As soon as they killed us, they were dead. They just didn't know it. It was my destiny to make sure of it." Well, let me show you what it's like first hand." She said, lifting herself painfully up. She looked like 
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she was going to fall off the edge or something. Then her eyes rolled completely back, she stood straight up. "The bodies of Pilar Ravenchild and Eric Vleznicoff were found, early this morning. They were shot at their concert last night. No suspects have been found." She smiled, deadly. Mr. BIG now stared in horror as her voice sounded like the newscaster. "Or how about this one: Pilar! NO! Damn them! Damn them all to hell!" her voice took on the quality and anger of her brother, Blake. "You see. You never knew what it was like to lose a family member" Pilar said. "NO! getaway from me! Don't touch me!" Big screamed as he backed up against the edge. Her face was now covered in blood, mostly her own, and most of her makeup had washed off now. "Wait! There's more!" she grabbed him by the shoulder. He felt her personal anguish… her hate and misery. "Is it fun? Are you laughing yet?" she yelled as she slammed her hand down on his other shoulder. He felt the bullet cut through him. He felt the bright glare of the hospital lights. She let go of him slowly backing up, with a sinister grin. "BOO!" she yelled, making him jump. He backed up, falling off of the edge. "Damn you Ravenchild!" he screamed as he fell to his death. She stood there, looking at the raining sky. Letting the rain wash away everything. She fell to her knees. Christian, up at last rushed over to her. "Pilar!" he dropped to his knees, cradling her limp form. "And we will feel the pain, and we may cry and die, but 
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at the end, while they are all still trapped and crying, you and I will, love and live, and be free. We will let the sun shine through, dry our tears, clear the clouds… and smile." She closed her eyes as she went limp in his arms. "NO! Pilar!" he yelled, burring his face into her soaking wet hair. Blake soon burst through the door leading to the roof. "Don't anyone…move? Oh no." he said, nervously as he let the gun drop to the floor. He rushed over to where Christian sat, holding her in his arms. "No, it can't be… but…is she…?" Christian looked up, face stained with her blood. "She saved my life. He's dead. She threw him over… threw him off of the edge." Blake kneeled down besides them both. They both looked up at the sky, hearing the wailing of sirens. "Oh boy. This is gonna be tough. Christian, can you lift her up?" Blake asked, getting up. "Yeah. Why?" He said, lifting her into his arms. "The police are coming, and if they find us up here, they're going to think we're the murderers. So let's get going." Christian began to walk towards the door, holding Pilar against his chest. "Then let's get going!" he said, opening the door and running.

     "Where… where am I? Oh no! Shit no! Not again!" Pilar yelled as she woke up in the hospital. Christian rushed over to her. "Pilar! You're alive!" She sat up "Christian! " He wrapped his arms around her, kissing her softly. "I was so worried ! I 
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thought you died for sure>" he said, sitting down on the foot of the bed. "I owe you my life. I'm sorry about everything. " he said, brushing the hair out of her face. "I should still be sorry. You saved my life. Thank you…again." She hugged him, as she curled up next to him. "Can I come in or are you two having a private moment?' Blake's voice came from outside the door. "yes you can come in!" Pilar laughed.  Blake walked over to her bed, bending down to kiss her and hands her something. "What's this?" he smiled. "A little present to you. Open it." She opened the box, finding a piece of legal paper. "read it>" she looked at it, reading it. Her eyes grew wide as she put it down, and she began screaming happily. "Oh Thank you! Thank you! Thank you! She yelled, hugging Blake and almost falling out of bed with excitement. "What the hell is it?" Christian said, picking it up. He then dropped it in excitement. "A record contract! For Child of the Crow! Pilar this is awesome!" He turned to her, surprised. " What's wrong?" he said looking at her. She was sitting with her head down. She looked up at them, her eyes sad. "This is great but one minor problem: we have no band. I'm the only one who plays any instruments. " Christian's eyes lit up at this thought. "I play guitar! I can play almost anything!" he said excited. "She turned to him, hopeful ."You can?" Blake came around again and added " And I can play some bass, though I'm 
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better at drums." "Great! We can start practicing tomorrow!" Pilar yelled giddily!

Chapter Seven
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     "Pilar! Get down here right now! We have something we have to show you!" Christian yelled from the basement. She was in the kitchen, getting some drinks and food. Since she had gotten back from the hospital and recovered, they had been throwing around ideas for the band. Eventually, they decided try some of their old songs. She was back at the old job of singing. Blake had been taken as drummer, and Christian was on lead guitar. Luke, the old rhythm guitarist was back. Pilar had also played bass, but it was lost at the concert. "Hold on one damn second!" she said, walking carefully down the stairs. "Now what in the name of hell do you want?" she said, setting down their drinks on the stool. Christian and Blake stood together holding up a big black sheet. "TA DA!" they both yelled, dropping the sheet to reveal a black bass, shining new. The amp sat next to it, plugged in and ready. "Is that for me?" she asked, staring in awe. "Yeah, a little piece of how I'm paying you back for saving my ass countless times. "OH THANK YOU! Shit man! This is friggin awesome!" she screamed, diving at Christian. "hey man! It's just a bass! Not like it's the Hope Diamond or anything. " She shook her head, laughing happily. "You don't understand! I used to play bass and sing for Crow. My bass got lost at the concert, so I don't even have 
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anything to remember the old band by. This is a signal of a new start. Thank you so much!" she said, hugging him again. "Okay guys! Let's get to it! She said, standing back at her old place.  It was great to be back again.

Epilogue
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     Pilar, Blake, and Christian walked through the cemetery, silently. They were all happy to have a new start. Pilar had avenged Eric's death; Blake had found his sister; Christian had found love. Even better was that Blake had gotten a potential record contract if their band made it. Everything was great. "I'm so glad that it's all over." Christian said, putting his arm around Pilar. She turned around, hearing some thing, then stopped in her tracks. "Pilar, what's wrong honey?" Christian turned around nervously. "I have something I have to do. You just wait here." Before either could protest, she was gone. "great! Just great! I told you not to let her do that!" Blake yelled. "Well, let's just sit down and wait for her." Christian said, and promptly flopped down on the ground. "So, how's the new song coming…"

     Pilar walked around in the familiar cemetery, looking for Eric's grave. She found it and made her way over to it. She removed the long black rose from her pocket, and knelt down beside his grave. I'm here, Eric. She thought. Now what do you want? Something inside of her, a voice in her head, had told her to go to his grave. She had heeded it, wanting to 
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know. Come on Eric! Please, just tell me what's wrong! She thought. She leaned forward towards the grave stone. She reached out to touch it. She closed her eyes, tracing the familiar letters with her finger. She snapped up, looking around. "Eric?" she said, out loud, unable to see through the dense fog. "Wait… is that you?" she said, straining her eyes to see the dark figure coming towards her. "Eric!" she cried, jumping up. He opened his arms up and took her close to him. "Eric, why did you come back?" she said, looking up into his dark green eyes. "I have something to give you." He said. She backed up as he reached into his pocket, than held out his hand. "Is it… for me?" she asked, looking at the locket. "Yeah. Here, let me put it on for you." She bent forward as he draped it around her neck. "As long as you keep that on, I'll always be with you." She looked up at him, tears in her eyes. "I'll never take it off." She said. "I also have something else I need to tell you: it's okay to let go. Christian loves you and you know you love him too. I'll always love you, and I'll be here waiting for you.  You've been given a second chance; please don't waste it." He smiled sadly at her. She wrapped her arms around him tightly again. They stood there together for a few minutes. He then let go of her 
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shoulders, and brushed back her hair. "You have a beautiful soul; please don't let it go to waste. Goodbye," he said, kissing her one last time. She closed her eyes, holding back the tears. 

"I love you." She said, hugging him one last times. "Your life is waiting for you." He said, smiling and nodding in Christian's direction. "Thank you… for everything." She said, running off with tears of joy streaming from her eyes. "And I'll never forget what you told me!" she called out behind her. As she neared Chris and Blake, she slowed down. "Well, what the hell was that about? You scared me half to death!" Blake yelled, arms crossed. "Nothing. I just had to go and say goodbye to an old friend that I won't be seeing for a while. Come on. Let's go home." They began walking , when Chris turned to her, looking at her necklace. "Where did you get that? It's beautiful." She looked down at it, then looked back at him. "Oh this? Well… lets call it a going away gift from my friend. Come on! WE have to go and practice for the band!" she called as she began running towards the car. "Race ya!" she yelled, laughing happily. They all began to run behind her, smiling as well. It was strange how something as sad as what had happened could have brought people together. With all their differences behind them, they could all now begin a new life. They could let the sun break through the clouds, dry their tears, wash away their fears, and smile.

