Video Magic

Vikk Simmons

How delicious is the winning

Of a kiss at Love’s beginning
--T. Campell, CLXXXIII Freedom and Love



Published by Awe-Struck E-Books
Copyright © 2005
ISBN:
Electronic rights reserved by Awe-Struck E-Books, all other rights reserved by
author. The reproduction or other use of any part of this publication without the

prior written consent of the rights holder is an infringement of the copyright law.

Cover Art/Design by
All rights reserved.

This is a work of fiction. People and locations, even those with real names, have
been fictionalized for the purposes of this story.



Dedication

To my family and friends, especially Kortney and Dylan,
and to Blair, my first young fan.

Acknowledgements

To Dick and Kathryn for their support;
To Deb for her unlimited and generous support;
To Eli who always offers a helping hand;
and to Heather who was there at the beginning.



Chapter One

Kimberly Lange stood by the long row of classroom windows, closed her eyes and
wished really, really hard. Please, please let it be me. Everybody loves a winner.

The video club meeting was about to begin, and in a matter of minutes Kimberly’s
fate would be decided. The thing she wanted most in the world was to be the
intern on the senior video project at Houston's Northrupp High School. Kimberly
pictured Mr. Jeffries, tall and thin, standing in front of the room ready to call out the
name of the one junior who would be chosen to work on the project. “Me, me, me,”
she whispered, allowing her imagination to carry her forward in time. “And the
winner is...Kimberly Lange.”

“You wish.” Behind her, an irritating bur familiar voice broke into her fantasy.
"Jeffries isn't about to pick you. After all, Greg asked me to run for the spot. He is
the head of the project this year.”

Embarrassed at being overheard, Kimberly turned to find Marla Morgan, the
reigning drama diva, standing barely three feet away. Marla was one of those girls
you love to hate. With long, silky copper-red hair that hung down her back and
barely brushed her tiny waist, she grabbed the attention of everyone in the room
when she made an entrance. Of course, the short leopard print skirt, chocolate
brown lacey wrap top and kick-ass wedgie shoes didn’t hurt. She had that runway
model look. Not surprising since she’d been doing the local model thing since
middle grade.

“No one was talking to you,” Kimberly defended herself, and stood her ground as
Marla gave her the once over, a long, exaggerated look that took in all of
Kimberly’s tall form from head to toe. “I've got as good a chance as you to win.”

Marla growled--that’s what it sounded like to Kimberly--and turned away,
dismissing Kimberly and stalking to the front of the class where she dropped her
pink and black bag on the floor and curled her body into a chair, front row center.
Kimberly stared after her. She watched Marla pull out her phone and begin text
messaging someone. She knew Marla had the inside track to the internship.
Everyone knew she and Greg Winters were big time pals. Marla had somehow
made her way into the group that surrounded Greg and helped him with his video
projects the last couple of years. She had even “starred” in several. Because Greg
had been chosen as the one junior to work on the senior video project last year as
the intern, he would be in charge of this year’s production. If the pick depended
upon Greg only, Kimberly was sure the choice would fall to Marla.

The door opened again to allow in the only one at Northrupp who could surpass
Marla in the drama diva department. Carol Nelson, the reigning Goth Queen of
Northrupp, entered wearing her Goth proudly. Deep purple slashed across the top
of her raven black hair and accentuated the short style that framed her face.



Wayward wisps highlighted her pale skin, black eyebrows and black pouty lips.
Dressed all in black, Carol garnered plenty of attention everywhere she went. Next
to her, Kimberly was a ghost--and way too normal looking. Ricardo also came into
the room, following in Carol's wake, but instead of joining Carol and Kimberly, he
wandered over to Marla. Kimberly could tell by the look on Carol’s face that she
was not pleased.

‘I don’t know why Ricardo has to talk to that girl when he knows | hate it,” Carol
said, joining Kimberly at the long row of windows.

Kimberly knew Ricardo worshipped the ground Carol walked on but that never
seemed to get through her best friend’s thick skull. The two had a constant battle
because of Carol’s insecurities. Sure, Ricardo was one cute guy but Kimberly
knew Carol didn’t need to worry. Ricardo bent over Marla, probably to look at the
messages on her phone, and Kimberly heard Carol take in a quick breath that
sounded more like a hiss. What was up with all the cat metaphors today, she
wondered and made a mental promise to stop.

“You’ve got nothing to worry about, girl,” she said and turned back to the window.
“He’s not interested in her.”

Carol chose to ignore Kimberly’s reassurance and said, instead, “You’re here
early. Waiting to give Mr. J one last pitch?”

“Mr. Jeffries isn’t here yet, can’t you tell?” Marla called out, not bothering to look at
either one of them, preferring, instead, to keep a tight focus on Ricardo. “I'm sure
he’s seen and heard enough of your friend.”

“And you,” Carol answered and leaned closer to Kimberly. “Why they let Miss It’s-
All-About-Me in to this thing is beyond me.”

“I heard that.”
“Oh, | forgot, m’lady is blessed with bat ears.”

“Will you stop?” Kimberly said before Marla could respond. “Give it a rest, both of

you.

Marla turned back to Ricardo and kept him talking but the constant tap of her
pencil on the table top was a clear giveaway that she, too, was nervous. Maybe
Marla’s not so sure of herself, Kimberly thought.

Carol leaned in and whispered into Kimberly’s ear. “Maybe it's not Mr. J but Greg
you were hoping to catch early.”

“Stop,” Kimberly said and pulled away from Carol. She felt the quick hot flash that



warmed her neck and tried to check the blush blooming on her cheeks. “l just want
to get this over, all right?”

The rest of the video club streamed into the classroom and let their back packs
drop to the floor or pile on the tables as they pulled out chairs and sat down. Some
flipped open their cell phones to make calls or text message friends. A few
mumbled a hello here and there.

Carol gave a quick exasperated sigh and signaled for Ricardo to join them, and
the three slid into chairs at the back of the room.

“‘Don’t worry, chica,” Ricardo said to Kimberly. “You're gonna beat Cat Woman
over there.”

Kimberly groaned inwardly and smiled. “Thanks.”
“‘No, | mean it.”

“You know something? Did Marla say anything?” Carol whispered. “What is it? Tell
me.”

Ricardo shrugged. Before he could say any more Greg Winters entered the room.
Tall and broad-shouldered, with unruly, curly brown hair that refused to be tamed,
Greg had a boyish charm that made the girls of Northrupp High melt. Dressed in
worn jeans, a t-shirt, and wearing his Northrupp High baseball team cap facing
backwards, Greg walked to the front of the room. He carried a large folder full of
pages, probably the script for his film, and pulled out several sheets of paper.

His quiet presence commanded even more attention than Marla’s. She slipped out
of her chair and joined him. Greg smiled when he saw her. Friends for years, they
had history. Kimberly wasn’t exactly sure what kind of history, but Carol swore the
two had been boyfriend-girlfriend at one time. Whatever. Greg had made it clear
he wanted Jeffries to choose Marla.

Marla rushed forward to pick up a couple of the papers and taped them to the
blackboard, all the while talking to Greg. Kimberly wished she could hear their
conversation. Even more, she wished for a little history of her own with Greg. He
had to be one of the most popular seniors but he didn’t date much. She’d seen him
around, and they’d bumped into each other during the video club meetings, but
they’d never said much more than a hello to one another, which was strange since
he was Ricardo’s best friend. Carol had been trying to fix the two of them up for
months but their schedules never meshed. Ricardo said Greg had way too many
family responsibilities and he seldom had time to date.

“‘Hey, everyone, listen up,” Greg said.



Chairs scraped as the kids turned to face the front, push aside their back packs,
and flipped shut their cell phones. He had their attention.

“I'll just go over a few things while we wait for Mr. Jeffries.”
One of the kids called out, “Hey, you gonna tell us who got the intern job?”
“Are you?” Marla asked. “| know you know.”

Greg shook his curly head and Kimberly had a sudden desire to run her fingers
through his hair. She imagined his hair was soft and easy to twirl. “Nope,” he said.
“Not a chance and | don’t know.” Pointing to the pages on the blackboard, he
continued, “Here’s the storyboard for the video. I've been working on it for months,
and | think we’re going to have a good entry.”

“Yeah, we know. You and Marla have been working real hard,” said one of the
boys sitting next to Marla.

Greg flashed a rare kilowatt smile and shook his head. “Marla hasn’t even seen
this yet.”

“True, so true,” Marla said. “I tried but he wouldn’t let me. He's like a big old mama
bear with his storyboard. Won't let any of his baby bears touch it.”

“Oh barf,” Carol said and rolled her eyes.

Everyone in the room chuckled. Everyone knew about Greg’s storyboard
obsession. While most filmmakers keep their options open and their storyboards
loose, Greg was the opposite. No one could touch it once he had it blocked out.
And everyone knew how he felt about making changes late in the filming. At least
he knew what he was doing. Last year’s senior video made the top three in the
annual district competition. He had been the intern and had played a big part in its
development. Kimberly could only guess at how much pressure he had to be
feeling this year now that he was the head of the senior project. Everyone
expected Greg would take them to the number one spot this year. She certainly
did. That's why she wanted the internship so much. An award-winning video would
be a big plus on her resume. Of course, getting to know Greg Winters better had
to be another big plus.

“Okay, so you all know how | feel about these pages,” he said, smiling. “Don’t
touch them. Stay on the schedule. Got it?”

Everyone yelled back, “Got it.”

Mr. Jeffries, teacher and sponsor of the video club, walked to the front of the class.
With each step, Kimberly’s anxiety level increased. It would only be a matter of



minutes now.

He took a moment and looked out over the room full of students, then grinned.
“Guess we better get this over, right?”

Kimberly had to agree.

He opened a folded piece of paper and began calling out names and their
positions on the film. “Greg, director/writer/camera, of course; Barry, producer;
Ricardo, camera; Carol, make-up and casting; Nelson, audio; Sam, lights.... “ No
surprises there, Kimberly thought.

He continued to call out names until only two remained: Marla and Kimberly.



Chapter Two

Major butterflies flitted about in Kimberly’s stomach. It was now or never. She
couldn’t tell from Mr. Jeffries’s face whether she or Marla had won the intern
position, but it was clear what Marla thought. She had a big, disgusting, happy grin
on her face as she smoothed her long copper-red hair and played with the ends.

Carol leaned over and squeezed Kimberly’s hand. “Don’t worry, it'll be you.”
Kimberly nodded but she didn’t have as much confidence as Carol.

“Really,” Carol whispered. “You can’t miss with that video you submitted. You did
way more than you had to. | doubt Marla did anything.”

“She didn’t have to,” Kimberly replied. “She had Greg.”

Ricardo leaned in front of Carol to talk to Kimberly. “Hey amiga, don’t worry.
Jeffries is a fair man, you'll see.”

Kimberly hoped he was right.

Mr. Jeffries held a sheet of paper up and began, “This year we had two great
candidates apply for the internship; both came with impressive experience and
both would do the job equally well; but there can be only one.” He glanced around
the room then settled his gaze on Kimberly, who suddenly realized she’'d become
the center of attention. “This year's winner went the extra mile and spent the
summer months shooting a video to include in her submission--a very good video.”

She’d done it. Butterflies took flight and were replaced by a new inner calm.
Kimberly knew Mr. Jeffries had chosen her even before he said her name.

“Kimberly Lange is our intern for this year’s project,” Mr. Jeffries announced and
began clapping. “Congratulations.”

The rest of the students joined in the clapping while Carol jumped up, nearly
knocking her chair over, to give Kimberly a big hug, saying, “l knew it. | knew it. |
knew it.”

Ricardo smiled and walked around to give her a hug. “Told you,” he whispered.

Kimberly was at a loss for words. In a matter of seconds, the video club swarmed
around her. Not only would she be this year’s intern, but she’d head next year’s
project. In the midst of the congratulations, Kimberly saw Marla standing off to the
side talking to Greg. Her hands were in motion as she spoke and Greg leaned in,
listening intently. She couldn’t help but notice how good the two of them looked
together. Would they come over and join everyone else? Kimberly wasn'’t sure.



“Marla,” Mr. Jeffries called. He towered over the group of students crowding
Kimberly.

Marla broke off her conversation and looked up. Jeffries waved them over to
everyone else. Greg had his arm around Marla’s shoulders and Kimberly couldn’t
help but wonder again if they were dating. Marla couldn’t be that upset. She’'d
made it plain that she was only running for the internship because Greg had asked
her to. Marla had one big desire: to be a famous actress. Nothing else really
seemed to matter to her. Everyone knew she joined the club so she could star in
the video club’s films and documentaries. She had become part of Greg'’s inner
circle. Kimberly knew who made up the in-crowd because they all hung out
together in the cafeteria during lunch and after school. Ricardo had invited her to
join them several times but Kimberly had declined because of Carol’s intense
dislike of Marla. She couldn’t leave her best friend just to be part of the Greg
Winters crowd.

“Good job,” Marla said, the big smile still plastering her face.

By now the smile had to be fake. Probably just another acting job for the glorious
diva. Still, Kimberly smiled back hoping the tension between them would drop a
level or two now that their competition was over.

“Marla’s been taking care of the camera equipment, but as of today, you’ll take on
that duty,” Mr. Jeffries said. “Greg will fill you in on what jobs he’ll need you to do.”

For the first time that day, Greg smiled at Kimberly and she noticed how the
corners of his eyes crinkled into a sudden burst of lines like the sun’s rays. “Glad
you'’ll be working with us, Kimberly.”

She liked the way he said her name. His soft Texas drawl made it inviting. She
watched as his eyes picked up the filtered afternoon light streaming through the
blinds. They reminded her of clear, running mountain water, and a warm feeling
washed over her as she returned his smile. “Thanks. | can’t wait to begin.”

“I know Marla will show you around the equipment,” he said, seeming to respond
to her enthusiasm. “Thanks to some generous alumni, we have a new digital
camera, the Canon DV24P, that is really awesome. Instead of 30 frames per
second like we get from the other cameras, this one has a 24 frame rate. It'll make
a much softer, more film-like image.”

“Yeah, wait ‘il you see it, amiga. You'll love it,” Ricardo said, his black eyes
gleaming at the thought.

“Cool,” Kimberly answered. “That should put us way out in front of the
competition.”



“Definitely,” Mr. Jeffries added. “Why don’t you and Marla plan to meet after school
tomorrow so she can show you all the equipment. We start shooting Saturday.”
Turning to Marla, he finished, “Don’t forget to show her the new lenses.”

Before she could ask anything, Greg spoke. “You'll be working a lot with the
camera crew--that’'s me, Ricardo, Sam, and Nelson--so you need to stay on top of
the storyboard and make sure the equipment is ready to go.” He turned to include
Marla. “Anything you need to know, just check with me or Marla. We've worked
with the equipment for the last month or two and are pretty familiar with it by now.”

Greg’s voice filled with passion and she noted how his speech revved up
whenever he talked about the camera or some other aspect of the video. She
understood. She had the same reaction. Marla, on the other hand, did not. All she
cared about was being center stage and emoting all over the place.

“Listen up, everyone,” Greg said, his voice getting slightly louder to be heard over
the various conversations as the students went back to their chairs to gather their
stuff. “We’ll be shooting at the Henderson Building Saturday morning. Be there at
eight, sharp.”

A couple of the kids groaned but Kimberly knew it was all in fun.

Then Greg turned back to Kimberly, Ricardo, Marla and a few others. “The rest of
you meet me here in the parking lot at five a.m. We'll load up the equipment and
head on out to the building to set up.”

“Omygod, you surely don’t expect me to be here at that hour, do you?” Carol
asked, her eyes saucer-like.

Ricardo grinned at Carol’s horrified reaction. Carol had the internal clock of a
vampire preferring the night to day and definitely preferring to skip mornings all
together whenever she could. Kimberly wasn'’t a true morning person, either, but
for her it was less of a struggle to get up early. She figured Carol would be setting
multiple alarm clocks to be sure she made the early call.

Greg rolled his eyes. “You'll need to be at the building and set up for make-up
before the eight o’clock call, okay?”

“Definitely,” Carol said and made a quick cross over her heart.
Greg and Marla pulled down the storyboard and gathered up their things, while
Kimberly digested the fact that she was now the official intern. In the corner, Carol

and Ricardo said their good-byes.

Thirty minutes later Carol dropped Kimberly off at her house and drove off.



Kimberly couldn’t wait to tell her parents the news. She’d practiced how she’d tell
them all the way home with Carol first playing the role of her mother, then her
father. She pushed open the side door, dropped her back pack on the washing
room folding table, and burst into the kitchen.

“‘Mom, Mom,” she called but her mother wasn’t in the kitchen. She gave a second
yell. “Hey Mom, anyone here? I've got BIG news.”

Kimberly opened the refrigerator door and pulled out a diet cola, then grabbed a
warm chocolate chip cookie from a plate piled high on the kitchen counter. “Mom,”
she yelled. “I'm home.”

“What is it?” her mother called as she came into the kitchen. “You’d think there
was a fire in here.”

‘Umm, Mom,” Kimberly mumbled in between cookie bites. “You won’t believe what
happened today--*

“I'm so glad you’re home--*

“‘Mom, I'm trying to tell you something.”

“I hear you, honey, but | have a surprise, too.”

Kimberly stopped eating the cookie. “I got it. | got the intern job.”

“What? Oh, that’s nice, honey. We knew you could do it,” her mother said, “but
come to the living room. Guess who’s come home for a visit? Talk about good
news.”

Kimberly groaned and her stomach flipped. Only one person could account for her
mother’s lack of reaction. She tossed the rest of the cookie into the garbage and

tried to hide her disappointment.

“‘Hey there, Kimbo, ready for a bear hug?”



Chapter Three
Bobby.

Kimberly didn’t know whether she should be glad or mad to see her older brother.
As tall as she was, her big brother was the Jolly Green Giant. He had to duck
whenever he walked into the kitchen so he wouldn’t bump his head. When they
were growing up, her father had to take up the chain to the dining room chandelier
because Bobby kept bumping into it whenever he leaned across the dining room
table. Kimberly considered their tall gene a curse. Bobby seemed to revel in his
size. She and Bobby were seven years apart and he’d been living in Austin ever
since he graduated from high school. They rarely saw him except for holidays, so
she had no idea why he had driven all the way to Houston in the middle of the
week, but she was sure it wasn’t to say hello to his kid sister.

“‘Hey, Sis, what’s up?”
“What are you doing here?”

“Kimberly, that’'s no way to say hello to your brother,” her mother said. “He’s got
some great news to share, don’t you hon?”

Kimberly’s heart sank. She loved her brother, but why did he have to upstage her
every time? “Figures. So what’s your great news?” she asked, not really wanting
an answer. Wasn't it just like Bobby to mess up her plans?

“Oh, shouldn’t we wait until your father gets home?” her mother said, giving her
brother a little pat on the chest.

Kimberly couldn’t believe it. Her mother had apparently already forgotten about her
good news about the internship but couldn’t stop talking about Bobby’s. No way
did she want to wait until her father got home. She wanted him to spill it now.

“Oh just tell me,” she said, not even trying to keep the bitterness out of her voice.
She stared at her preppy brother and waited.

Bobby laughed, his voice deep and rich, which only served to irritate Kimberly
even more. “You won't believe it, Kimbo, but | got a phone call the other day telling
me I've been awarded a Macarthur Fellowship.”

“What’s that?”

“Oh, just a little award that comes with a big check: $50,000.00.”

“Isn’t that wonderful, honey?” her mother said, gushing. She patted his chest
again. “Your father and | are so proud of you.”



Oh, that’s wonderful, all right, Kimberly thought. As if skipping grades at Northrupp
and attending college two years early wasn’t bad enough for her to deal with--plus
that little matter of being a U.S. Senate Page one summer--now he’d won a major
prize that overshadowed anything Kimberly could ever do. Kimberly felt her
confidence seeping away.

“Terrific, Bobby. That’s really good.” Her words sounded hollow but she didn’t
care. She was tired of always coming in second. Why bother? Her own mother
didn’t think her getting the internship was any big deal, so why should she? She
didn’t need to share her news with her brother or with anyone else, for that matter.

“Do you know your brother is the youngest ever to receive a Macarthur
Fellowship?” her mother asked, seemingly oblivious to Kimberly’s reaction to her
brother’s news. “I looked it up on the computer--*

“‘Don’t tell me, you googled it?” Kimberly said, trying not to groan. Ever since she’d
shown her mother how to do searches on the Internet, her mother had gone
Google-happy. She looked up everything: recipes, family history, book reviews,
you name it.

“Yes, | looked it up,” her mother said. “What’s wrong with that? | wanted to know
all about this Macarthur thing.”

Yeah, so you can share it with the whole world, Kimberly thought. “I'm going
upstairs.”

“That’s all you’re going to say?” Her mother asked, her disappointment clearly
showing. “That was hardly a rousing ‘congratulations’ earlier. | would think you'd
be happy for him.”

‘Il am happy, Mom,” she said and barely gave her brother a glance.
“Congratulations, Bobby.”

With that, Kimberly left the kitchen and took the stairs two by two. She slammed
her bedroom door shut when she was safely inside her sanctuary. She had to get
as far away as possible from her boy-wonder brother who could do no wrong and
from her mother who only seemed to have eyes for Bobby.

It just wasn'’t fair, she thought. Even now, after Bobby had been out of the house
for so many years, she still fell under his large and looming shadow. Would it ever
lift?

She remembered how happy she was when Jeffries called out her name. She
believed she’d never come down off of that high, but she had been dead wrong.
Just once, she thought, couldn’t her mom be happy for her--just her? Kimberly’s



disappointment increased with each thought. All her life it had been Bobby, Bobby,
and Bobby. Why couldn’t her parents see her and her accomplishments? Why
couldn’t they love her the way they loved her brother?

Tears slipped out of her eyes and slid down her cheeks despite her best efforts to
keep them from falling. The comfort of her room with its competing purple,
lavender and lime green striped walls barely lifted her mood. She tossed her
shoes off, kicking them high in the air only to land on the hot pink bean bag chair
Carol had given her as a birthday present the year before. Her fingers found the
CD player. Maybe she could drown out her self-pity with music.

After a few minutes she looked over at the computer. Surely Carol would be online
by now. Kimberly got up and logged in to her email account.

She stared at her empty buddy list. Where was everyone?

Disgusted, she threw herself onto her bed, piled high with pillows and stuffed
animals. She nestled deep into them and tried to forget all about her mother and
her brother. She replayed Jeffries calling out her name. If only she could hold onto
that sweet memory forever. She’d worked so hard for it. For two years she’d
planned and prepared to apply for the internship. Now she had won. Not only that,
she had the great luck to work with someone like Greg.

Thoughts of Greg tumbled through her mind and she remembered the light in his
eyes and the warmth of his voice. Cute didn’t even come close. She’d had her eye
on him ever since she first saw him. She remembered how excited he was when
the club’s documentary placed in the last year’s contest. She’d almost swear his
hair curled tighter and grew more out of control. Everyone said the video couldn’t
have made it without his help. Even the seniors said so. No wonder everyone had
such great expectations this year with him as project leader. Now, with the new
camera, how could they do anything but come in first?

She couldn’t wait for Saturday. Surely, her video would help them see her as the
huge asset she knew she could be. She’d spent most of her summer vacation
making the video. She’d actually gotten the idea from the TeensTakeAction.com
site. Every year they held a contest with a $500 award going to the best
community service project done by a teen or a group of teens. Kimberly knew of a
teen who’d started a simple food drive for the hungry last year that turned into a
major deal between two rivalry schools. Using the annual football game as the
centerpiece, she’d urged everyone in her school to bring canned goods for the
food drive to the stadium that night. When the other school heard about it, they
decided to match them. The food drive raised so much attention that the local
media came out and covered the event. Kimberly knew the event was a good idea
for a video, so she contacted the teen. A couple of months later, she had her
submission for the TeensTakeAction.com contest. It would be months before she’'d
know if she’d won the contest.



When it came time to put in her application for the internship, Kimberly had almost
left the video out. It had been an afterthought, really. Now she was glad she’'d
thought of it. If she hadn’t, Jeffries might have given the internship to Marla
instead.

But he didn’t. Saturday she’d be working side by side with Greg--a thought that
made her really happy. She hoped Greg would take advantage of her skills and let
her help Ricardo with the camera. For sure, she didn’t want to wind up being some
little gopher, going here and there, doing odds and ends for everyone. She had a
lot more to give to the project than that. If Greg didn’t see it right away, she’d just
have to show him.

Visions of working with Greg flashed through her mind. Then she thought about
Marla. Kimberly wondered again if Marla was upset. Why would she be? She had
no interest in the technical stuff. If it weren’t for Greg, Kimberly knew Marla would
have never applied for the position. She hoped Greg’s obvious preference of Marla
over her wouldn’t get in the way of their working together.

Together. There’s that word again, she thought. She had to admit Greg was a true
hottie. Was she foolish to think he and Marla were just pals? Carol seemed to
think so. Of course, Carol was always pairing up people. She even suspected
Marla of going after Ricardo--and that was really stupid. Ricardo insisted Greg and
Marla were just friends. He should know. If so, Kimberly realized, it was a close
friendship.

What was it like to be close to Greg? Hot, she thought. Real hot. If his smile made
her warm, what would his touch do? After a mere nanosecond of that thought,
Kimberly knew she had to shift gears. That was a little too hot.

But she couldn’t deny Greg was really passionate and intense. What would it be
like working with him? He really cared about making films. She understood that;
she lived for the camera. Nothing calmed her down more than to be behind the
lens. One day she’d be a cinematographer; she’d go to Hollywood. She knew she
had the talent--just like Greg.

Kimberly stared up at the photographs that lined her bedroom’s four walls. She
had done them all and each one carried a memory of days past. Days when she
and Carol had gone to the park and visited the zoo; days when she had done
weekly walkabouts to capture the varied face of Houston’s cityscape; days when
friends posed for more and more photos while Kimberly developed her
photography skills. Her absolute favorite had to be the one that showed Carol
being Extreme Goth Woman poised over a water fountain at the zoo. A giraffe had
leaned over the fence and managed to get low enough to get his face in the photo.
Talk about a strange contrast. Kimberly loved it.



About contrast, she thought. What about the differences between her and Marla?
Kimberly hoped Marla wouldn’t become a drama queen tomorrow when she
handed over the equipment. The last thing Kimberly wanted was some big scene
with Marla displaying major attitude.

She shook her head as if by doing so she could prevent it from happening. No
more Marla. Kimberly needed to keep her focus zoomed in on the important things
like the internship and all she’'d be able to do during this project.

She couldn’t wait.



Chapter Four
Marla was late.

Kimberly paced up and down the visual arts classroom where the video club held
their meeting yesterday. Surely Marla hadn’t forgotten she was to turn over the
camera equipment and demonstrate the new camera to Kimberly. She stared out
the window for a few minutes then returned to her marathon walk up and down the
room.

Suddenly the door opened and in walked the missing diva. True to form, she didn’t
say a word, just went to the large storage cabinet at the back of the room. Even
without the leopard skirt, the girl slinked. Marla pulled out a key and opened the
doors. Inside, Kimberly saw one of the camera bags. Marla brought it out and
unzipped the bag to reveal the contents.

“This is the new camera everyone was talking about yesterday,” she said in a
monotone. “Over here are the new lenses. Be careful with all of it. It cost a fortune
and we’re lucky to have them.”

Kimberly didn’t say anything, although she certainly felt like it. Marla’s preachy
tone didn'’t invite friendly conversation. “Can you show me how it all goes
together?”

Marla took the camera out of the bag and gave a brief demonstration. Then she
showed Kimberly where the lights were kept, the scrims stored, and the boom
mike held. The entire process took barely fifteen minutes and Marla didn’t leave
any room for questions.

Kimberly figured she was still mad from coming in second place the day before.

Marla turned away to put everything back in its rightful place, then she faced
Kimberly. “You need to keep track of the batteries and be sure they’re fully
charged. You don’t want to run out. | make it a practice to charge them after each
use so they’re ready to go.”

“Thanks, I'll remember that,” Kimberly said, trying to ignore Marla’s mood. Like
Kimberly didn’t know to recharge a battery. However, Marla did have a point.
Kimberly decided to follow the same practice of recharging the batteries before
putting them away.

“Greg is great at what he does. Don’t screw it up. We have a real chance at
winning this year.”

“I don’t know what you think | could do but you can bet I’'m not going to screw
things up.” Kimberly took the two batteries Marla handed her and slipped them into



the blue carrying case.

“Greg told me to tell you he and Ricardo will pick up the equipment at five a.m.
Saturday morning, but you can go directly to the Henderson Building. Just be there
by seven a.m.. The security guard will let you in. Just tell him who you are and that
you’re with the film crew.”

“I can be here early Saturday morning. It's not a problem.”

Marla shrugged. “Your call. But it's not necessary. | wouldn’t show up until | had to.
That’'s why | won’t be there until much later in the morning.”

“You're going to be there?” Kimberly asked.

“Oh, Carol didn’t tell you? She cast me in the lead.” Marla barely hid the smile that
played at the corner of her pouty blood red lips. “She had to, you know. Greg
always wants me in his productions.”

Kimberly suppressed a groan. She should have known she couldn’t leave Marla
behind that easily. She was a natural to play the lead, a better actress than she’'d
have been an intern.

“Great,” Kimberly answered. She put the camera bag back on the shelf and closed
the cabinet’s double doors. Without asking, she took the key out of Marla’s hand
and locked the doors. “I guess I'll see you there.”

Then she put the key on her key ring and left Marla standing in the classroom,
alone.

Saturday morning arrived and Carol picked Kimberly up for the morning shoot.
She had already stopped at the convenience store and picked up her jumbo cup of
hot coffee and a large blueberry muffin. A cranberry muffin for Kimberly was in the
bag on the seat. Carol had piled the back of her car high with zebra-striped sheets,
a short bar stool, and a make-shift frame to create her “make-up cage.” The Cage,
the name Carol used for her portable make-up room, would be the arena where
she worked her magic on the actor’s faces.

Even in October Houston could be hot so Kimberly had dressed in jean shorts and
a simple v-necked top. Carol never thought Kimberly used enough make-up. Light
on the lipstick, she had opted for a raspberry gloss. She did think about wearing
the never-worn wedgies with three-inch heels that she had stashed in her closet
but decided, once again, against them. She was too tall. Wearing those shoes
would turn her into an Amazon. She didn’t want to tower over anyone, especially
Greg. Instead, she had opted for the slip-on tennis shoes.



Carol was her usual shimmering self in basic black dress and in mood. After riding
back and forth to school with her the last two months, Kimberly knew Carol
wouldn’t get any better until she’d consumed a tank full of coffee.

“Thanks for picking me up,” Kimberly said as she opened the bag and pulled out
her muffin. “My mom’s promised to take me to get my driver’s test next week.
Then | won’t have to bum rides from you all the time.”

“No problem,” Carol said, picking up the cup of coffee.

When they arrived at the parking garage, Carol dropped Kimberly off at the
elevator and charged her with the care of her make-up case. She’d meet Kimberly
in the lobby after she parked the car.

The elevator door whooshed open and Kimberly found herself in the way.
Someone was trying to lug several bright orange bags and an awkward
rectangular shield, while backing out of the elevator. In the process, he knocked
Kimberly down.

“Watch out,” she yelled, as she put her hands out to break her fall. The make-up
case slipped out of her grasp and hit the ground. The latch broke, spilling its
contents everywhere.

The shield, what Kimberly recognized as a scrim or light shield, had caught on the
elevator door and whoever was behind it had clearly not realized he’d knocked her
down.

“Sorry. The building’s closed. Only Northrupp High’s video club is allowed in,” he
said. Then he gave the shield one last tug and stumbled backward. When it came
loose, he tripped over the case and fell on top of her.

“Get off me,” she cried and pushed and shoved to get him off. “Look at this mess.”

Kimberly crawled on her hands and knees as she tried to pick up the jars, lipsticks
and nail polish that had scattered around her and throw them into the case. Carol
would probably be mad when she saw the mess. It wasn'’t until she grabbed the
outstretched hand that she looked up.

Greg Winters tightened his grip and pulled her up. “Sorry.”

She cursed her luck. How embarrassing. She looked down at her knees. At least
she hadn’t scratched herself up in the fall. She scrambled to stand up. “You know,
you almost tore the scrim,” she said, pointing to the light diffuser shield. “And | am
with the club.”



“‘Hey, I'm really sorry about all this,” he said. “I didn’t mean to run into you. Are you
all right?”

She stooped down and threw the last few lipsticks and jars into the make-up case
and snapped it shut. “I'm fine.”

Kimberly was more embarrassed than hurt. She hated knowing he’d seen her
sprawled out on the concrete floor with all this stuff strewn about--although it was
his fault.

“Can | help you--*
“No, no, I'm fine.”

‘I didn’t mean to be so curt...in the beginning, | mean. | couldn’t’ see you.” Greg
picked up the bags and the scrim. “I guess it's not much of an excuse.”

“No problem. Uhmm, I'm just on my way up....”

“Yeah,” he said and picked up the bags. “We won’t need as much equipment as |
expected, so | thought I'd get some of it out of the way.” He carried them over to
the van parked next to the elevator and tossed them into the back. Then he eased
the scrim into a flat cardboard box and wedged it against several carriers for
portable light fixtures. “You'll find everyone in the lobby.”

Kimberly nodded and hit the button again. This time the elevator doors opened to
an empty elevator. She stepped inside and punched the “L” button. The elevator’'s
doors closed, leaving her with an image of Greg leaning against the van and
rolling a sweating iced water bottle against his forehead. Headaches already?

When the doors opened, she walked into chaos. Voices boomed back and forth,
shouting directions. Students carried equipment and scurried across the lobby.
She felt an adrenalin rush as she stepped out of the elevator and into the frenzied
activity. This was what she lived for.

A few minutes later, Carol entered the main lobby pulling a cart piled high with the
rest of her tricks of the trade. She quickly set up the “cage” and filled a table with
fishing tackle boxes and cans of all sizes. She opened the make-up case and
looked at Kimberly.

“Sorry, | had a bit of an accident. Greg bumped into me and knocked me down.
The case fell open and everything went everywhere.”

Carol tried not to laugh. “Are you all right?”

“Yes, not even scratched. But it was really embarrassing.”



“I bet,” Carol said as she sorted through the make up brushes, hair spray, and
bottles and jars. She still looked as though she was trying not to smile when she
said, “You better go find Greg and get the equipment squared away. Ricardo is
already up there.”

“Where’s there?”

“Third floor.”

Kimberly turned and started for the elevator.

“Hey,” Carol called out. “Send Marla over if you see her. She’s late for make-up.”

Kimberly would, but she remembered Marla had said she’d be in much later.
Evidently she didn’t get the word about the early make-up call. Then again,
thinking about Marla, maybe she decided to ignore the early call. When Kimberly
stepped off the elevator on the third floor, she saw Greg right away. She tried to
ignore the soft flap of a butterfly deep within her as she walked toward him. He still
had the Northrupp cap on and his hands were jammed deep into the back pockets
of his jeans. He was talking to Ricardo and someone else she didn’t recognize.

“Greg, come over here, man. We've got a few problems.”

Kimberly stayed off to the sidelines and watched Greg as he took the camera. He
had an almost reverent way of handling the camera, a real soft touch she
understood all too well.

“Carol, anyone seen Carol?” a high pitched voice cried.

Kimberly stared at the red-headed boy dressed in red and white sweats with a
whistle on a rope, hanging around his neck. When he reached her, he wrapped his
arms around her like she was some kind of long lost friend.” Tell me, you haven't
seen Carol, have you?”

Kimberly tried not to grin. “Yeah, | came here with her. She’s downstairs.”

“Thank you, hon. You're a wonder,” he said. “Now, who are you? One of the
actresses?”

This time Kimberly laughed. “No, no, I'm the intern.”
“Oh-h-h-h, the intern. | remember now. It's Kimberly, right?” Barry stepped back

and looked her up and down. “Say, do you know anything about following a script?
| need someone to check continuity today.”



“I'm sure Greg wants me to stay with the equipment--*

“‘Don’t worry about him, hon. | can take care of the big bad wolf over there. Just tell
me if you want to do it.”

“Sure.”

Kimberly’s bravado vanished as soon as Barry walked off. She knew the
importance of continuity. The job came with an enormous amount of responsibility.
Still, so did the cameras and lenses and all the other equipment. She was up to
the task.

“So, Barry tells me you're going to take over continuity?”
Kimberly turned to find Greg. “Just for today, | hope you don’t mind.”

“It would have been nice if you checked with me first,” he said, not trying to cover
up his irritation. “You’ll have to find a way to work it out somehow. | need you to
help Ricardo and Nelson set up.”

A thrill ran through her when she realized she’d be handling the equipment. “I can
do both,” she said quickly and left to find Ricardo.

He had plenty for her to do. She helped unpack the light equipment, checked
stands, bulbs, cords and extensions. Before she knew it an hour had passed and
she hadn’t even noticed Marla had arrived. She stood off to the side, practicing her
lines.

She had forgotten all about Marla. She went over to tell her Carol was waiting for
her when she suddenly heard Greg. His voice was sharp and angry. “Where’s
Kimberly? We've got a real problem.”



Chapter Five

Kimberly turned to see Greg, obviously upset, cradling the camera with the battery
flap open and one of the batteries in the palm of his hand. He lifted his hand and
spoke to her. “Didn’t you check the camera out yesterday when you and Marla
were going over the equipment?”

She had no idea what he was talking about. “Check it out?”

“Yes, check it out,” he repeated. “Didn’t you check the batteries? Neither one has
been recharged. How are we going to get all our shooting done today on time if
the blasted batteries aren’t fully charged?”

She could tell by the rapid fire of his words and the dark scowl on his face that she
had made a maijor error in judgment. She stared at the batteries, and then slipped
a look past him to Marla and wondered why she hadn’t followed her own practice
of recharging the batteries after each use?

“Never mind, | don’t need excuses. What | need are fully charged batteries. Take
the extra one and get the recharging started. We'll just have to do as much as we
can with this one battery and hope the other will be fully charged by the time we're
ready. As it is it looks as though we’re going to lose an hour or more.”

“I should be able to get them fully charged--*

“We have to be out of here by noon. No matter what you do, we’re going to have
lost time today.”

Kimberly took the battery out of Greg’s outstretched hand, and then reached for
the second one in the side pocket of the camera bag. Why had she trusted Marla?
Kimberly knew Greg had a right to be angry with her. She got the second battery
recharging, then checked the charge on the first one. She hoped the second one
would be fully charged by the time the first one ran out of juice. She slipped the
battery into the camera and looked for Greg. She saw him over by the stairwell
where he was blocking out new directions for Ricardo and Marla.

“No problemo, Kimmy,” Barry said, appearing out of nowhere and throwing his arm
around her shoulders. “Greg’s a genius when it comes to this stuff. He’ll be able to
shoot around the problem.”

“Kimberly, my name is Kimberly,” she said. She knew he was only trying to help,
but she didn'’t feel all that comforted. She’d made a major screw up--and on her
first day as intern.



“‘Kimberly, then,” Barry said, giving her shoulder a squeeze. “Don’t look so down in
the dumps. It's not the end of the world.”

She stared at him.

“Okay, maybe it's not the best thing that could have happened but it's also not the
worst. Try to keep your perspective.”

“Sure, Barry, I'll try,” she said.

“What's up girlfriend?” Carol asked, suddenly appearing out of nowhere. “| heard
you’re right in the middle of a problem.”

Barry gave Kimberly one last squeeze and said, “Time’s wasting. I'll leave you
here with your gal pal.” Then he sped off in the direction of Ricardo and Greg.

Kimberly bent down to pick up the script for the next scene Greg would be
shooting. Marla would be center stage, of course. Marla....

“Earth to Kimberly,” Carol prompted. “What’s up? You look lost,” Carol said,
waving her hand in front of Kimberly’s face.

Kimberly returned to the present and to Carol’s presence. “Nothing, | guess. | was
thinking about Marla--*

“Don’t worry about it. She showed up for make-up.”

“No, I--*

“What about her? Did she say or do something?”

“No, | mean, | don’t think she would do anything....”

Carol spun around and looked for Marla. She would have marched over to the girl
if Kimberly hadn’t put her hand out to hold her back. “I don’t know for sure if she

really did anything on purpose.”

“Then what?” Carol stared at Marla for a few more seconds then turned her
attention back to Kimberly. “What happened?”

“l just made a big mistake. | don’t know how | could have been so careless,”
Kimberly said, although she knew full well why she didn’t check the batteries. “I
assumed the batteries had already been recharged and didn’t check them
yesterday when Marla gave me the camera.”

Carol jumped on Kimberly’s words. “Did Marla tell you the batteries had been



recharged? Cause if she did--*

“No, no, she didn’t actually say anything.” Kimberly didn’t want to give Carol any
reason whatsoever to have a “friendly” talk with Marla. “I should have double-
checked them myself yesterday when she gave them to me instead of assuming it
had been done.”

She turned to look at Marla but found Ricardo jogging up to them.

“Amiga, we're ready to shoot. You’re supposed to be doing continuity,” Ricardo
said to her, in between a bit of huffing and puffing and a nod to Carol. “Greg is
ready to go.”

‘Right,” Kimberly said. “I'll be right there.”

“What's the matter with you?” he asked, looking at Carol.

“What else? Isn’t it always your grand diva over there?”

Ricardo looked at Kimberly. “What'd she do?”

“It's nothing. Just the battery thing.”

Ricardo turned back to Carol. “What’s that got to do with Marla?” he asked. “You
don’t...chica, no. Marla would not do such a thing.”

“Oh, that’s right, stick up for her.”

“I'm not sticking up for her--"

“You'’re defending her--"

“Hey, guys, stop it,” Kimberly said, trying to break up the argument.

Carol smiled sweetly at Ricardo. “I'll see you later?”

Kimberly wasn'’t fooled by Carol’s smile; she doubted Ricardo was, either.

“Of course,” he replied.

He looked as though he had more to say, but Marla’s voice stopped him when she
called for him. He made the mistake of waving back at Marla. When Kimberly saw

his reaction to the look on Carol’s face, she decided to step in.

“‘Let’'s meet up later, okay?” she said to him.



Ricardo nodded and didn’t wait for Carol’s reply. He obviously decided it was a
cut-and-run moment. Kimberly didn’t have to look at Carol to know she was mad.
She could feel the heat emanating from her friend. Kimberly wished she had the
guts to run, too. Carol had a real temper.

“Look at him,” Carol said, still looking after Ricardo. “What is it with him and her?
Can you believe he actually tried to defend her? Look at what he does. Every time
she calls, he drops everything.”

Kimberly had noticed the same thing; however she wasn’t about to feed Carol’s
mounting jealousy. “I don’t know, maybe he feels he has to answer because he
works camera and Greg needs him.”

Carol pushed back a wayward swatch of purple-laced hair and turned back to her
friend. “You know | don’t trust Marla. She set you up. | know she did. | may not
know how she did it but | know she did it.”

Kimberly shrugged and picked up the script from the nearby chair. “Maybe, maybe
not. | don’t have any reason to say she did--

“‘Ha! Why not jealousy? You saw her face yesterday when Mr. J called out your
name. She was mad,” Carol said.

“I know. She did look mad, but I'm not quite sure why. She’s best friends with Greg
and she kept saying she’d rather act than play with the cameras,” Kimberly said.
She scanned the first pages of the script and noted that Marla was the centerpiece
of the scene. Bad enough to have to look at Marla while wondering whether she’d
tried to set Kimberly up for a fall with the battery problem, but now she’d have to
listen to her take center stage the rest of the morning and follow her words line by
line. What a thrill.

“Well, you can be nice if you want, but I'm telling you | wouldn’t put anything past
that girl,” Carol said. “I got to go get some of the other actors ready.”

“And now | have to go check continuity for Barry--*

“You mean you’re going to have to watch Marla do her whole diva thing? Maybe
you could trip her up--*

“‘No way,” Kimberly said, trying not to laugh. “I'm not getting all worked up into
some kind of revenge binge with Marla. Go do your make-up. It looks like they're
ready to start.”

“Yeah, okay, you just watch Miss Marla over there before she really gets you in
trouble. | wouldn’t turn my back on her,” Carol reiterated and waved her long,
manicured hand. “Don’t you worry about continuity, girlfriend. You can handle it



just fine. Trust me.”

‘I know, I know,” Kimberly said, trying to placate her friend. “Right now | just want
to let the whole battery thing go and focus on what’s important.”

With that, Kimberly left Carol and joined Ricardo, Greg and Marla by the stairwell
for the first scene. As Marla said her first lines, Kimberly scanned the script and
took in the setting, looking at every detail from Marla’s moves to the position of the
props nearby. She knew she’d have to remember it all so if something was left out
later she would be able to identify the potential problem. Every little thing had to
match. If Marla or one of the other actors held a prop in a different hand than in a
previous take it could ruin an entire day’s work.

Kimberly concentrated on the script. Luckily she had been able to fully recharge
the second battery so things calmed down and ran smoothly. Now and then she
wondered if Greg was still harboring any of his earlier anger. Totally absorbed in
his work, he hadn’t said much to her.

The next scene required the actors to be involved in a chase sequence using the
stairwell to the next two upper floors and would need intricate lighting. She
focused on the quick tips Ricardo fed her as she helped him change out the
lighting at Greg’s gruff, monosyllabic directions. She pulled a lamp from a case
and handed it to Ricardo, who perched precariously on a stool with one foot on the
stair railing.

“‘Hand me the duct tape, will you, amiga?”

Kimberly leaned over the railing and eyed the dim stairwell as she handed him the
tape. The chase scene would demand a great deal of lighting skill. There were few
places to hang the lamps.

Greg adjusted the camera, walked to the stairwell, rechecked the positions for the
lights, and finally muttered more directions to Ricardo before returning to the
camera. She admired Greg’s attention to details, a skill she had not mastered. She
tended to “wing it” and rely on her artistic flair to get her through. She found the
technical stuff boring and chased after the excitement generated by her style. So
far, she’d been lucky. Her talent had never failed her.

“‘Hey, can you bring me another roll of tape?” Ricardo called.

Kimberly nodded and leaned forward. She and Greg collided as he reached for the
same roll.

“Sorry,” she muttered, rubbing her temple.

Greg smiled, a slightly crooked smile, as he handed her the tape. “I should be



more aware of the world around me.”

He’d removed his cap and his hair had sprung into an unruly mass of curls and
reminded Kimberly of a small boy whose wet hair had dried in the sun. His sudden
warmth freed her of the morning’s earlier tension, and she realized she liked Greg.
Liked him a lot.

“Hey,” Ricardo said, “do either one of you camera-junkies think you can pull
yourself away from one another and hand me the tape?”

Kimberly jumped at the sound of Ricardo’s voice. “Yeah, sure,” she said and
handed the roll to him.

“‘How many takes do you think we’ll have to do on this sequence?” Ricardo asked
as he smoothed the last bit of tape into place.

“Let’s hope we can do it the first time around,” Greg said. “| want to get up on the
roof this morning.”

Kimberly thought he was being a bit optimistic.

Two hours and several retakes later, they were about to go up on the roof. Ricardo
ambled toward Kimberly and lazily wrapped his arm around her shoulders. “You’re
doing just fine. Thanks for all the help earlier.”

Kimberly nodded. “No problem.”
“Hey, Greg liked that last angle you suggested.”

She shrugged. “I thought it would make the scene a bit more dramatic during the
close-up, that’s all.”

She sneaked a glance toward Greg, who had pulled his cap from his back pocket
and put it back on, smashing flat all those wonderful curls. He and Barry were
looking at the script and talking back and forth. She assumed it was about the next
sequence of shots scheduled for the roof.

She decided to start gathering the equipment and get ready for the move.

Thirty minutes later the crew and the equipment littered the twelfth story roof. Mr.
Jeffries had arrived to oversee everything. Despite the heat, Kimberly unpacked
the equipment and readied the camera while Greg, Ricardo, Barry and Mr. Jeffries
discussed the next plan of action. Within minutes beads of perspiration slipped
down her face, neck and back. She envied Ricardo in his long, sleeveless muscle
shirt. Grabbing a sandbag to weight the tripod, she felt another wet trickle run
down her back and thought of Carol who had stayed in the air-conditioned lobby.



Smart girl, she thought, and wiped her face.

Finally, she collapsed in a heap on the roof. She looked for something to shield
her from the blinding sun. The scrim fit the job and she held one over her head to
block the sun. Greg appeared suddenly and dropped down next to her. He handed
her an iced bottle of water.

“You look like you could use it,” he said, smiling and taking control of the scrim.

Greg leaned behind her and moved the scrim against the back wall. As he did, his
arm brushed against her back. She instinctively shifted toward him, then rolled the
water bottle against her forehead in an effort to cool down.

Rising to his knees, Greg dug deep into his back jeans pocket. Kimberly had no
idea what he was doing, but she wished he would sit down. She had become
acutely aware of his presence. She smelled the woodsy cologne, heard his
breathing, sensed his leaning closer and closer even as he dug deeper into his
pocket.

A few seconds later he waved a bandana in the air, then shifted until he was
behind her and wrapped the cloth band around her forehead. When he had
finished, he continued kneeling behind her, his hands resting casually on her
shoulders, and said, “That should help. The sun is really intense today.”

That’s not all, she thought. His breath whispered against her ear and cooled her
cheek as he spoke. The warmth of his palms resting on her shoulders radiated
more heat than the late morning sun burning her exposed sun. The soft, lingering
scent, reminding her of a cool, dew-drenched forest, mingled with the humid air
between them.

Despite the awkwardness of the moment, she didn’t move. She liked his touch, his
scent, his attention.

A sharp whistle blast shattered the moment. Barry, in a hurry to finish the scenes
on the roof, was trying to hustle everyone into action.

“‘Guess it's time,” Greg said, his voice still soft.

She nodded. “Yes, we better go.” She saw Barry waving for her to join him. “Barry
calls.”

Greg laughed and got to his feet. “At least he hasn’t blasted us with his whistle.”
When Greg left, she felt the loss. She couldn’t sit around thinking about him, so

she grabbed the script and jogged over to where Ricardo had set up the camera.
Thanks to Barry, she had something else to keep her occupied. Barry had the



actors do a number of retakes and Kimberly could see that Marla was getting tired.
Maybe the heat was starting to get to her. It certainly was slowing Kimberly down.

During the last take, Kimberly started to think something was off, not quite right.
She watched Marla pace in front of the camera, each step retracing the exact path
she took before. Despite her careful efforts, Kimberly couldn’t figure out what was
bugging her.

During a short break, Ricardo slipped next to her. “You sure are watching Marla.
Don’t tell me you want to be her understudy.”

“‘Hardly,” she said and shrugged. “I don’t know. Something just doesn’t feel right.”
“You and Greg make a real pair. You both need to relax. Everything looks fine.”

Shading her eyes, she looked across the roof. “Did you watch Marla do the
crossover earlier?”

“Yeah, of course | did. Through the camera,” he said and folded his arms across
his chest. “Who wouldn’t watch her make her moves? Did you see how her hair
swings gently at the end as she takes a step?” Then his smile sagged. “You don’t
think Marla made a mistake, do you?”

Kimberly sighed. “I don’t know. Maybe I’'m trying too hard. You're probably right
and everything’s fine.” She glanced at Marla again and watched her throw her
head forward then toss her long silky-red mane.

“She looks good to me, girl,” Ricardo said and shifted his weight to get a better
look at Marla. “She hardly ever makes a mistake; but, look, if you really think
there’s a problem you need to tell Greg now.”

She stood and replayed the last scene in her mind. She tried to visualize Marla’s
actions. Nothing. She still could not get it out of her head by the time Greg joined
them.

“Looks like we're ready to break everything down, pack up and leave,” he said, but
his clear eyes shadowed when he looked at Kimberly and Ricardo. “What'’s the
problem?”



Chapter Six
What is the problem, Kimberly thought. Was there a problem? “I’'m not sure--*

“If you noticed something, anything, now’s the time to say so. We can easily do a
retake,” Greg said.

She turned and looked at Marla. Her hair glistened in the full sun. The image of
Marla’s curtain of hair draping forward during the last take slipped into place. “It's
Marla--*

“Marla?” Greg said, surprise clearly evident in his voice.

“Yes, her hair, I'm sure it fell forward during the last take. In the earlier shots, her
hair had hung straight down her back.”

Greg digested her words before answering. From the lost, inward look on his face,
she imagined he was replaying the last scene and calling up Marla’s image. Then
he was totally present and looked her in the eye before answering, “I think you're
right. Help Ricardo set everything back up. I'll go get Barry and Marla.”

With that, Greg left. Kimberly basked in a small self-congratulatory moment.
Maybe this would make up for the earlier screw up with the batteries. Then she
went to find Ricardo.

After the retake, they quickly dismantled the equipment and headed out to the
garage to load everything into Greg’s van. She was still smiling from the pats on
the back she’d received from everyone, Mr. Jeffries on down, for the continuity call
when Ricardo came up and asked her if she planned to meet them at McDonald’s.

“Tradition,” he said as he hailed Carol. “We always pile into a McDonald’s to
review the day’s work and load up. | don’t know about you, but I'm famished.
Donuts and coffee don’t have much staying power.”

Why not, she thought, starting to feel her stomach grumbile.

On the way to the car, she remembered that Carol was still mad at Ricardo. She
wondered if Carol planned to go to the restaurant. Apparently Carol was more
interested in playing matchmaker because she’d already told Greg they’d be there.
On the way, she peppered Kimberly about her morning with Greg. She wanted to
know everything that happened, but Kimberly dodged the questions. She didn’t
want to talk about her feelings. She wasn’t ready to share them with anyone.

Once at McDonald’s they trooped through the doors and made for the bright
yellow counter. Kimberly felt part of the group and loved it. The girl at the counter
waited patiently while Greg and Ricardo went back and forth until they finally made



a decision. Carol hung back and refused to talk to Ricardo. The rest of the cast
and crew stumbled through the doors and got in line. The smell of grease, French
fries and burgers, assaulted Kimberly’s nose as she listened to the back and forth
between the workers calling off the orders from the drive-through.

“Give me two Home-style burgers all the way, a large fry, and a hot apple pie,”
Ricardo said and looked at Carol. “What do you want? Coffee or Coke?”

Kimberly glanced at Carol who was still mad. Clearly Ricardo hadn’t gotten the
message. Would Carol let it go? Kimberly had no idea.

“Diet Coke,” Carol finally said.

Lunch might not be a total disaster, Kimberly thought, although she saw that Carol
had not gone to stand next to Ricardo.

“Hey, amiga, what do you want?” Ricardo asked Kimberly.
“Just water and maybe a fried apple pie,”

Ricardo raised his eyebrows. “Hey Greg, a woman who is not watching her
weight.”

“Let her be,” Greg said and put his arm around her, pulling her close.
“Cheeseburger, large coffee, and fries for me.”

A few minutes later, he handed her the water and took his coffee. “Let’s go get a
table.”

Kimberly wasn’t sure how to act. Greg’s sudden move surprised her. She followed
him to the booth. The smell of his coffee tickled her nose as she slipped past him
and slid onto the bench. Greg settled in beside her. She watched Ricardo and
Carol wait for their orders.

“You did a great job today,” Greg said, tipping his coffee cup in a salute before
taking a sip.’

“Thanks,” she said and wondered if she should bring up the battery problem.

‘I mean it. 'm really glad you’re working with us.”

“Then you're not upset about Marla--*

“‘Marla? Heck no,” he said, then popped a French fry into his mouth. “Don’t get me

wrong, | did want her. Hey, I've been working with her for years; we're friends. It
would have been a comfortable fit, but you’re doing great.”



A huge knot inside Kimberly’'s stomach unraveled and all the tension, worry and
concern she’d carried deep inside evaporated in an instant. “That’s good to hear.”
she said.

Ricardo and Carol finally brought their food to the table and everyone stayed quiet
for a few minutes while they ate. Kimberly wondered if that was the only reason for
Carol’s silence. Minutes later Ricardo’s hamburgers disappeared. Carol teased
him about his humongous appetite and they all laughed. Now Kimberly could
totally relax. It wasn’t a lot of fun to be around Carol when her green-eyed monster
ruled.

She finished her apple pie and listened to the chatter of the cast and crew around
her. They all sounded excited when they talked about the morning’s work. Ricardo
and Greg talked about possible problems in upcoming shoots. Sitting there,
Kimberly felt even more a part of the group. Even better, she felt closer to Greg. It
had definitely been a good day. When it was time to leave, Greg walked her to
Carol’s car and carefully shut the door once she was inside. His small wave
echoed her own as Carol pulled away from McDonald'’s.

“So what do you think?” Carol asked, dividing her attention between the road and
Kimberly. “Are you going to go out with him?”

Kimberly downplayed the morning. “Carol, he hasn’t said a word about going out.”

“Oh come on, girlfriend, that boy is definitely going to ask you out. / know. You’'d
be some kind of fool if you don’t do it. I've been trying to get you two together but
it's so hard--*

“Why is it so hard?”

“Greg’s got major responsibilities. He’s got a younger sister and two younger
brothers. His dad left the picture years ago, so Greg has to help his mother out.
You know, watch the kids, take them for doctor visits, make runs to the mall, do
the homework thing, all that stuff. But this intern thing will work out super. You'll be
with him all the time. He’s such a hottie. All the girls want to date him. You gotta go
out with him, girlfriend. You'll be the envy of every girl at Northrupp.”

Kimberly had to agree. Suddenly her junior year looked really good. Not only had
she won the internship but it looked like she might win the boy. She smiled at the
thought. By anyone’s standards, Greg was definitely worth winning.

* % %

Carol dropped Kimberly off at home and went on her way. Kimberly caught herself
humming as she pushed open the kitchen side door and entered the house. She



couldn’t remember when she’d had such a good time and felt so happy--well, yes
she could but today she absolutely knew no one could bring her down.

“Kimbo, where’'ve you been?” Bobby asked, smiling. He sat at the kitchen table
with a plate of homemade nachos and a large glass of iced tea. He was dousing
the nachos with jalapeno pepper juice.

Kimberly brushed aside her irritation at the nickname and searched the kitchen for
signs of her mother but didn’t see her.

“I had to work on the video this morning.”

“‘Mom said you needed some more driving practice before you take your test. She
asked me to ride with you. Let me finish these,” he said, pointing to the plate of
nachos, “and I'll be ready to go.”

“I'd rather wait for Mom.”

“‘Come on, Sis, Mom’s got some stuff she has to do. | can ride with you.” Bobby
popped two nachos into his mouth and took a swig of tea.

Her brother seemed to genuinely want to help her but she didn’t want him in the
car with her. He always made her feel self-conscious. The last thing she needed
was to be any more nervous than she already was when she was driving.

‘I don’t think so. I'd rather ride with Mom.”

“‘Mom can’t do it. If you want to practice today, you’ll have to do it with me.”
“Where’s Mom?”

Her brother threw his cell phone at her. “Here, you call her.”

Kimberly caught the phone, flipped it open, and hit the digits to her mother’s cell
phone number.

“Mom, Mom, this is Kimberly, can you hear me?” Her mother sounded like she
was in a well. “| can’t hear you. Where are you?”

Kimberly kept trying to talk to her mother but half the messages were garbled.
What she did get, though, was that her mother wanted her to practice and wanted
her to do it with Bobby. She said goodbye and threw the phone back at her
brother.

‘I guess it’s you today or | won’t be getting my license Monday.” She tried not to let
her voice sound as bitter as she felt. She just didn’t want Bobby with her. He



always made her feel inferior, and she was nervous enough without him lurking
about.

Her brother smiled and popped a nacho into his mouth. “I'll be ready in a few
minutes.”

“Fine. I'm going up to my room.”

She left her brother in the kitchen and ran up the stairs to her bedroom. She tried
not to let her anger get the best of her but it wasn’t easy. She wanted her license.
She needed her license. She was so tired of having her mother or her dad take
her everywhere. She’d been so grateful when Carol got her license a month ago
and started driving the two of them around.

She decided to change clothes and put on her khakis and a v-necked tee. Boy,
was she wrong about her mood. Her brother had once again managed to ruin it for
her. Kimberly reapplied her make-up, then plopped on her bed and scanned the
pages of the Texas Driver's Handbook. She just had to pass the test Monday.

From her bedroom, Kimberly heard Bobby yell that he was ready and heading out
to the car. Kimberly ran down the stairs and into the garage. By the time she got
there, Bobby had already started the car and scooted over so she could get
behind the wheel. She backed carefully out of the driveway.

For the next hour the two of them drove around the neighborhood, with Kimberly
concentrating on her driving skills. After a while, she began to relax. Her brother
actually tried to give her some good tips, and he didn’t even tease her when she
turned the corner too wide and had to swing back into the right lane. By the time
they returned to the house, Kimberly felt a lot more confident. Of course, she
wasn’t about to tell that to Bobby.

The rest of the weekend passed quickly. Kimberly spent most of the time in her
room. She had to study for several tests; one of them included the written part of
the driving test. By Monday morning she felt confident that she would easily pass
the tests and looked forward to taking the driver’s test that afternoon. What she
hadn’t expected was that Bobby would be the one to go with her to the DPS for the
test.

The DPS office was crowded. Kimberly took her place in line and begged her
brother to go sit somewhere but he said he’d stand with her. She tried not to look
at him or even talk to him but he made it hard with all his incessant questions. For
some reason he had decided this was the time to play catch up with his little sister.
All of a sudden, he wanted to know what she’d been doing, how the video project
was coming along, what was Carol doing, and had Kimberly picked out a college



yet.

Thank heavens he didn’t know about Greg. She would just die if he ever found out
about Greg. Bobby never could keep his mouth shut and he teased her
unmercifully. She couldn’t figure out why he was so interested in her life anyway.
He never was before. He stayed up at college all the time, rarely came home, and
she couldn’t remember when they ever had a real talk. Not so with her mother.
Every week she called Bobby and every week Kimberly had to listen to her mother
give her the latest news flash on Bobby. Bobby this, Bobby that. Bobby, Bobby,
Bobby. Her mother was obsessed with her Bobby.

Kimberly kept her eyes trained ahead and tried to avoid him. She hoped that if she
didn’t look at him he wouldn’t start questioning her. She just wanted to focus on
the upcoming test. She just had to pass.



Chapter Seven

Thirty minutes later, her patience paid off. She had the precious driver’s test in her
hand. She found a number 2 pencil and went off to the furthest place she could to
take the test. Some questions were easy but a couple of the multiple questions
had to be reread to be sure she answered the correct question. Thankfully, Bobby
had finally conceded he was too much of a distraction and left the area.

Once she finished the test, Kimberly had to wait for the results. When she’d
learned she’d passed the first hurdle, she felt a rush of excitement. She found
Bobby and got the keys to the car so she could take the real driving test.

In the car, she took a deep breath and turned the key. The officer guided her out of
the parking lot and onto the street. “I'm a little nervous,” she said and tried to stifle
a giggle that pushed to the surface.

“Just do the best you can,” the officer said. He directed her to turn here and there
and occasionally marked the paper on his clipboard.

Finally he guided her back to the parking lot. “All right, Miss,” he said. “We’ll add
your score and see how you've done.”

Kimberly waited in absolute agony. She did not want to fail. She couldn’t stand
anymore days of being driven about by her mother, her father, Carol, or, worst of
all, her brother. She so wanted to pass. Maybe a prayer would help.

“Well, Miss Lange, you've passed.”

Kimberly shrieked and almost leaned over and gave him a kiss--but didn’t.

“You can drive home if you like, Miss.”

Kimberly wanted to hit the pedal and drive out there leaving Bobby in the dust.
Instead, she drove the car around to the front of the DPS office and found her
brother.

“Hey,” she said, after she opened the passenger side window. “I'm driving. Get in.”

“Oh no,” he said, putting on a face of mock horror and turning to the people waiting
next to him. “They just certified a new road hazard!”

Everyone laughed as he opened the car door and slid inside. It was just like Bobby
to make friends so easily wherever he went without really trying when Kimberly
had to work so hard for everything. But even that annoyance couldn’t dampen her
excitement today.



‘| passed,” she said, laughing. “This is so cool.”
“You passed!”

Kimberly took her foot off the brake and headed the car for home. Wait until Carol
heard about this, she thought. She’ll love it.

“Hey,” her brother said. “What do you think about the car?”

“The car?” she said. “This car?”

The car was her brother’s. He’d driven it down from Austin. It was an okay sedan
but nothing like what she hoped her dad would get her now that she had her
license.

“You don’t seem to be having any trouble driving it.”

“Huh? Oh, none at all.”

Kimberly spent the rest of the short trip home thinking about all the fun she’d have
now that she could drive. Finally, she’d have the freedom to go where she wanted,
when she wanted.

Once home, she parked the car in the driveway and sailed into the kitchen. She
saw her dad first. He’'d already changed out of his suit and had put on his sweats.
In a few minutes he’d be out the door and doing his nightly run around the block.

“l did it,” she yelled. “I did it.”

He smiled and put down the paper he’d been reading. “I'm assuming that you
passed the driver’s test?”

Kimberly ran up and gave him a big kiss on the cheek. “I did. | did. You should
have seen me, Daddy. No problems. Right, Bobby?”

In a moment of absolute generosity Kimberly had included her brother into the
grand scheme of things. She was so happy even Bobby couldn’t bring her down.

“She did great. You should have seen her drive us home.” Bobby pulled a kitchen
chair out and sat down. His fingers inched toward the cookies on the plate.

“You drove your brother’s car?” her dad said. “What did you think about it?”
“Oh, it was great. | had no problems. Where’s Mom?”

“Upstairs,” her dad said.



He looked like he was about to say something else but Kimberly couldn’t wait. “I'm
going to go tell Mom the good news. Isn’t it great? You and Mom won’t have to
drive me around anymore.”

She raced up the stairs and found her mother putting the clean towels up in the
linen closet. Kimberly ran back down the stairs and returned to the kitchen in time
to overhear her brother and father talking.

“My car will be just fine for her. Why buy a new one when you can take over mine.
| want a new car and now | can afford one.”

Kimberly stared at her brother. “What are you doing?” she screamed.
Her father jerked his head up and looked at her. “Honey, what’s the matter?”
“Him,” she said, pointing to Bobby. “He’s the problem, he’s always the problem.”

Her mother rushed into the kitchen. “What’s the matter? | heard you all the way
upstairs?”

Bobby looked nonplussed. “I haven'’t got a clue.”

‘I don’t want his car. | want my own car,” Kimberly yelled, and turned to Bobby.
“You planned this all along. That’s why you wanted to take me to get my driver’s
license--*

“Whoa, Sis, hold on. I'm just trying to help,” Bobby said. “What’s with the
hysterics?”

“I'm not hysterical.”

“‘Honey, you are a bit over the top,” her dad said. He pulled out a chair. “Sit down
and let’s talk.”

“No.” She stood where she was and folded her arms across her chest. “I’'m not
going to talk about this. | don’t want Bobby’s car. Daddy, you promised me a car of
my own when | passed the test.”

“Yes--but your brother’s offer is really generous, Kimberly. We need to discuss
this,” her father said and patted the chair. “Sit down and let’s talk it over.”

Kimberly looked from her father to her mother. Seeing no help coming from her
mother, she stormed out of the kitchen and ran up to her room. How could Bobby
push his way into her life and try to pawn the car off on her? She slammed her
bedroom door so hard the photographs bounced against the wall.



When she glanced at the computer, she saw an IM from Carol. Did she pass the
test? Kimberly sat down and clicked away her message telling Carol all about her
brother and his lousy effort to get rid of his car. She was still furious and telling
Carol didn’t make her anger any less.

After a few minutes, Carol IM’'d her and suggested they go to the Barnes and
Noble nearby and meet up with some of the kids. Kimberly agreed a change of
scenery would be good.

Her mother met her at the top of the stairs. “Kimberly, whatever’s gotten into you?”
Kimberly instantly felt bad. Whatever she might be feeling because of Bobby, she
shouldn’t take it out on her mother. “I'm sorry, Mom. | just had my hopes pinned on
the new car you and Daddy said you’d get for me when | passed my test.”

Her mother stroked her arm and gave her a kiss on the cheek. “Honey, | know but
we didn’t mean a brand new car. Bobby'’s offered to give you his car. We wouldn’t
have to pay for it.”

Hearing her mother’s words, shame flooded through Kimberly and she felt even
worse. “He’s giving it to us for free?”

“‘He’s giving it to you,” her mother said.
“‘Oh.”
“Why don’t you go down and talk to your father?”

“Carol’s coming over and we’re going to the bookstore to study.” She held up her
book bag.

“Then talk to him when you get back.”

Yes, she should have talked to her father. She knew that. But she hadn’t thought
Bobby would give her the car for free. She thought he was trying to find a way to
take advantage of her wanting a car. So maybe she did over-react just a little bit.
“Yeah, sure, Mom. Later.” She started down the stairs and stopped. “You'll tell
Daddy I'll talk to him when | get home?”

“Sure, honey. Sure.”

Carol was already in the driveway when Kimberly opened the front door. She ran
and got in the car. They headed for the bookstore.

“Isn’t it great, Carol? | got my license.”



‘That is so awesome.”

Kimberly settled into the car and pushed her book bag out of the way. “Yeah, |
can’t wait to start driving around. Now you won'’t have to cart me around
everywhere.”

Carol gave a little sideways glance toward her and then refocused on the road
ahead. “l don’t mind. | love driving you around.”

“Yeah, | know, but this will be so much better.”
Carol was silent the rest of the way to the bookstore. Kimberly didn’t think much
about it, though, because she was too engrossed in her own future plans--driving

plans.

When they got to the bookstore, Carol and Kimberly headed for the coffee shop
and tables.

“Look, there’s Greg,” Kimberly said and nudged Carol. The two of them had lined
up at the counter to make their order.

‘I know,” Carol said, laughing. “He and Ricardo got here earlier.”
“‘He and Ricardo?”

“Yes, Greg said he wanted to meet up with you. | guess it's one of those rare days
when he can get out of the house.”

Kimberly could feel the rush of blood to her cheeks and knew she was turning red.
“You didn’t tell me,” she said.

Carol grinned. “l know. | figured it would be a great surprise.”



Chapter Eight

Greg left his seat and came to stand next to Kimberly. She suddenly felt confused.
What should she say? She never was good at this stuff. Carol didn’t help with that
smirky smile on her face.

“Hi,” he said and touched her arm. “| hoped you’d make it.”

The sound of his voice cushioned the empty place between them, adding warmth.
The clatter and noise of the bookstore and the random movements of other
students sitting at the tables and spread out along the floor between the
bookshelves faded away. They stood alone, standing side by side, each knowing
the other, discovering the other. She heard the sincerity in his voice; she felt the
security in his touch. Thoughts of her earlier argument with her brother and father
drifted away.

“Do you want whipped cream?” the girl at the counter asked.

Her voice cut through the space between them and separated them. Startled,
Kimberly groped for words, any words. “Yeah, sure, whatever.”

Carol turned and looked at her.
Kimberly shrugged. “Guess | wasn'’t paying attention.”
“‘Neither was |,” Greg said, his hand still hovering over her arm.

Acutely aware of his presence, Kimberly paid the girl and moved down toward the
end of the counter. Greg followed.

Her emotions swirled like tiny whirlpools ready to pull her off balance. Surprised,
she tried to concentrate, to engage her surroundings rather than fall into her
internal chaos. The blast of the cappuccino machine caught her attention, and she
watched the girl fill a cup with a thick layer of foam. She could almost feel the taste
of the foam on her lips. Sighing, she turned away and sought her friend. Carol had
already sat down at the table and was talking intently with Ricardo.

“I think they have a lot to talk about,” Greg said, his voice barely a whisper
brushing her ear.

“I think so0,” she said and stepped away to pick up her Café Mocha. She sipped it
quickly, hoping to hide her awkwardness. She never knew what to do in these
situations. Did she suggest they sit with Carol and Ricardo or should they find
another table? Or maybe they should wander around the bookstore.

“There’s a new book on directing, want to come with?” Greg said, answering



Kimberly’s unspoken questions.

She nodded and the two walked away from the café and headed for the reference
section where the books on writing were located. She didn’t look back at Carol.
She didn’t want to give her a chance to change their direction--as if Carol would
want to.

Greg found the book quickly. He put his drink on the shelf so he could scan the
pages. Kimberly looked over his shoulder and tried to read some of the pages but
he turned them too quickly.

“Wow, you can’t be reading all that,” she said and took another sip of her drink.

He laughed. “No, not in a thorough way but | have learned to speed read a bit. It
helps, enough to know if | want to buy it.”

“Are you?”

He turned to face her and touched her hand. “Not a chance. You don’t think | said
that because | really wanted to buy a book, do you?”

Kimberly’s heart began thumping in quadruple time. He had only moved a little
more than an inch closer, but the heat between them must have doubled. She
looked away as if to catch her breath. “No, | guess not.”

He picked up his drink. “Come on,” he said and grabbed her free hand. As if she
needed any more reason to follow.

He ushered her out of the book shelves and over to an empty table. He brushed
what looked like muffin or cookie crumbs off the table and pulled out a chair for
her. When she was settled in her chair, he sat down.

He really was good looking, she thought, as the sun set behind them.

“Comfortable?” he asked.

‘Fine,” she said, noticing the strong, clean line of his chin that spoke to strength
and character.

“‘Need a napkin?”

“No,” she said. “I'm fine.” She fought the urge to touch his hair, feel the curls. Her
mind photographed and catalogued his features, enabling her to call them up at
will at some future time. But when she came to his lips, soft and slightly full, she
stopped.



“So how do you think we’re doing so far?”
His words fell to the background as she imagined his lips touching hers.
“‘Kimberly?”

Startled, Kimberly realized that she had leaned forward. Before she could say
anything or pull away, he caught her lips with his. She felt their softness.

Seconds later, they parted.
She held his gaze and saw lights in the silvered depths of his eyes.

“Nice,” he said, the word sounding soft and warm.



Chapter Nine

Not too strong? Kimberly fought for control. Her emotions swirled, threatening to
pull her off balance. The last thing she wanted was to fall into his lap. The depth
and intensity of feeling surprised her.

“Kimberly?”

The sound of Greg’s voice caused her to surface and leave the emotional
whirlpool she had been pulled into. In the distance she heard a sigh. Surprised,
she realized it was hers.

“Maybe we should go and join Carol and Ricardo,” Greg said and stood, holding
out his hand.

She still hadn’t caught her balance and now he wanted her to stand? “Maybe we
should.”

As they walked back to the café, Kimberly remembered something she’d told Carol
last year. She had sworn that she would never fall in love, never let her heart be
captured. She had read somewhere--and she believed it--that an artist must
choose between a life and a craft. Kimberly swore her life belonged to her craft.

What would Carol think if she could tap into Kimberly’s emotional upheaval? For
one brief moment, Kimberly felt as though she and Greg were one. Is that what
everyone was talking about? Is that what true love does? All further thoughts were
put on hold when she and Greg sat down at the table with Ricardo and Carol.

She felt the tension before she saw Carol’s face. Then she knew. They were
fighting.

“Fine, we’ll ask Greg what he thinks,” Ricardo said.

Carol put her hand on his arm and looked at Kimberly. “No, don’t.”

“No way, chica. You think something’s going on, so we need to talk about it.”
Kimberly suddenly had a very bad feeling. She stared at the three diamond studs
decorating one of Carol’s ears and hoped against hope. She heard chairs scrape

and the table next to them emptied of customers.

Ricardo ignored Carol’s warning gesture and looked at Greg. “Carol thinks Marla
set Kimberly up Saturday morning.”

“What?” Greg started to laugh but must have realized Ricardo was serious. Greg
leaned back to look more directly at Kimberly. “Marla? Set you up?”



His abrupt move caused a chasm that widened between them. Kimberly sought to
close the gap. “No, really | don’t.”

“Of course she does,” Carol said, “and so does any reasonable human being that
has an ounce of sense.”

“Carol--"

“Why would Marla want to hurt Kimberly,” Greg asked, his voice revealing his
disbelief. Kimberly could tell he was really struggling with Carol’s accusation. “You
know she didn’t want the internship. | asked her to try for the position.”

“Carol, shut up,” Kimberly said, finally getting all the words out.

“What?” Carol said, surprise registering in her voice and on her face. “You know
she did it.”

‘I don’t,” Kimberly said, answering Carol but keeping her eyes on Greg. I just
assumed--*

“Because of what Marla said,” Carol said, interrupting Kimberly once again. “If she
hadn’t said she always charged the batteries you would have checked them.”

Kimberly rose from her chair and stared down at her friend. Of all the times to start
a war, she thought, couldn’t Carol see something special had happened with
Greg? “Will you please stop?” she asked, wishing Carol could read her mind.

“We need to discuss this now,” Greg said. He looked from Kimberly to Carol, from
Carol to Ricardo. “What do you know about this” he asked his friend.

Ricardo shook his head. “Man, | don’t know. It sure doesn’t sound like Marla.”
“Sure it does.” Carol pulled her hand away from Ricardo.
“Chica--*

“‘Don’t you chica-me,” Carol said, her anger running like molten lava. “You’re so
captivated by that drama diva. How would you know what she’s really like?”

By now everyone in the café was looking at them, and Kimberly wanted to fade
into the wallpaper. Several of the students sitting at the other table next to them
were whispering and pointing at Kimberly and laughing. Kimberly didn’t know how
to stop Carol’s jealous rant.

“Carol, let’'s go. This isn’t going to get any better,” Kimberly said and pushed back



her chair. She picked up her book bag and slung it over her shoulder. “We should

go.
“No, wait,” Greg said, touching her hand. “Do you really think Marla--*

“Oh, believe it.” Carol stood so fast her chair slid back into the girl’s chair sitting
behind her.

Can we please leave now? Kimberly thought.

Ricardo stood. He looked lost. Like he didn’t know what to say or do. Carol turned
and left him there. She was out the door and on her way to the car before Kimberly
had time to clear the table. She didn’t know what to say to Greg, so she said
nothing.

By the time she got to the car, Carol had already turned the key and had gunned
the engine. Kimberly slid into the front seat and slammed the door. For the next
ten minutes they rode in silence. Kimberly finally tried to start a conversation, but
was met with a hostile stare. Talking to Carol was useless when she was like this.
When they finally reached her house, Kimberly slid out of the car and shut the
door. She leaned down and looked in the car window but Carol kept her eyes
facing front. She drove off without a backward look.

Luckily Kimberly didn’t see any of her family when she went into the house and
had no problems making it to her room. She dropped her book bag onto the end
table by her bed, kicked off her shoes, and threw herself onto the bed. What was
Carol thinking?

Thinking of Carol’s awful behavior nearly caused Kimberly to forget what had
happened earlier when she and Greg had gone outside--but not totally. Instantly
Kimberly felt his lips on hers, remembered his hand resting on her arm, relived the
swirling emotions that threatened to pull her down into herself. What a kisser, she
thought. What a wonderful, wonderful kisser. She closed her eyes and abandoned
herself to the memory.



Chapter Ten

Kimberly woke up the next morning thinking about Greg. She wondered what he
was doing, how he was feeling. She almost forgot that she had asked her brother
for the keys to his--soon to be hers--car last night so she wouldn’t have to ride with
Carol to school in the morning. She’'d also e-mailed Carol telling her she wouldn’t
need a ride. She had looked to see if Carol had replied. She hadn’t, but Kimberly
could tell that the message had been opened.

She knew she hadn’t handled the whole thing with Carol very well, but the whole
drama queen thing had finally been too much. Why did everything with Carol have
to be so, well, large? She couldn’t just suggest there might have been a
miscommunication. No, she had to tell Greg that one of his best friends tried to
sabotage Kimberly. Carol couldn’t just ask Ricardo what was up with him and
Marla. No, she had to blast him to hell and back about Kimberly’s problem, and
then she probably accused him of cheating with Marla. Carol seemed to end all
her rage that way lately.

She and Carol had been best friends forever. All of a sudden their friendship was
coming apart at the seams. When Kimberly had finally caught up with Carol at
lunch, she tried to talk to her, but Carol snubbed her. Snubbed her. Kimberly
couldn’t believe her best friend in the whole wide world had snubbed her. What
was the girl thinking?

Kimberly didn’t know what to do, so she did nothing.

One day became two days and three days and still no Carol. Of course, Kimberly
hadn’t exactly gone up to her and tried to bury the hatchet, either. But it was
Carol’s fault, this whole thing. After all, she started it.

Thankfully, her job on the video project kept her away from Carol. Apparently
make-up time in the cage had ended up with a knock-down drag-out with Marla
refusing to sit in the chair and allow Carol to do her make-up. Carol, for her part,
refused to look at Marla, let alone touch her. Kimberly had no idea how long this
war would continue. Surely Carol would come to her senses soon.

The only good thing during the whole week was the time Kimberly spent with
Greg. He called her every night, IM’d her whenever he was on the computer and
pretty much occupied as much of her time as he could--given his schedule. The
more time she spent with him, the more she liked him.

As it happened, the more time she spent with Greg, the more she thought about
Marla and wondered if Carol really wasn’t misjudging her. Marla had only been
nice since the day Carol had her outburst. In fact, Kimberly wasn’t even sure Marla
knew about Carol’s accusations--at least she couldn’t tell by the way Marla acted
toward her. In the end, Kimberly decided Marla had simply forgotten to tell her the



batteries needed charging. Besides, Kimberly should have double-checked them
herself.

At the end of the second week, Mr. Jeffries decided the video project team
members deserved a party. Barry had offered his parents’ house for an overnight.
Well, it really wasn’t a house. It was more a ranch. Barry told them there was a
guest house with enough rooms for everyone and a big heated pool where they
could party. The weather had been unusually warm so everyone looked forward to
the pool party. Mr. Jeffries handed out the permission slips and Kimberly had to do
quite a bit of talking before her parents relented and allowed her to attend the
overnight party.

When the big day arrived, Kimberly piled into the van with Greg, Ricardo and
Carol. Things were still awkward between Kimberly and Carol, but Kimberly vowed
she would put her best face forward and if Carol wanted to make up, she would be
all for it. She was tired of fighting and really tired of missing her friend.

By the time they reached the ranch, the sun limned the horizon and lights lined the
trees along the driveway. Their sparkling glow matched Kimberly’s anticipation as
they pulled in front of the guest house. The cool evening breeze rustled the leaves
and the weeping willow branches teased her hair as she walked under its canopy.
Greg walked alongside her and Carol and Ricardo followed. Carol still hadn’t
talked to her, but Kimberly remained determined that she would have a good time
whether Carol cooperated or not. When she heard a horse in a nearby paddock
whinny, she paused to listen for an answering pounding of hooves. She loved the
ranch already.

Her parents had finally consented to her going to the party when Mr. Jeffries called
them and confirmed that he would be attending and that the boys would be
housed in the bunkhouse. Of course, that meant that Kimberly would be under the
same roof with Marla and with Carol.

Once in the guest house, the girls pounded up the stairs to the upper floor where
the bedrooms lined the hallway. She watched Carol pick the first room and saw
how she closed the door, closing off Kimberly, too. Then Marla ran into the master
bedroom and claimed it--of course. The rest of the girls soon doubled and tripled
up and claimed rooms. Marla had even invited two of the cast members to share
the master bedroom. That left the smaller room at the end of the hall for Kimberly.
She didn’'t mind. She actually liked being alone.

Kimberly unpacked quickly and had her clothes hanging in the closet and her
suitcase empty and pushed under the bed in a matter of minutes. She had packed
her Nikon on the slim hope that she’d be able to explore the ranch, and it looked
like she’d have plenty of time before the party. She couldn’t remember the last
time she’d indulged her favorite pastime. She grabbed the camera and headed
down the stairs and out the door. She stopped at the verandah and captured the



view.

The scrape of footsteps startled her and she jumped.

“Didn’t mean to scare you,” Greg said. His voice had softened and matched the
quiet rustle of the country sounds. She heard a bird flutter through the branches
while the resident cat stretched its body upward against a nearby tree trunk. Claws
scraped the bark.

“‘Didn’t hear you,” she said.

“Care to sit?”

Kimberly joined him on the porch swing. He stretched his legs and the swing
creaked in response. “This is the life, isn’t it?”

She allowed herself a moment to listen to the quiet. “Yes, | think so.”

He ran his finger along the strap of her camera. “Nice one.”

“Thanks. | like it.” She relaxed, allowing the warmth generated by their closeness
to spread through her body. “Maybe you could come along while | take some
photos?”

“‘Maybe,” he said.

They continued to sit in the swing. After a little while, Greg stood and offered his
hand. She accepted and the swing creaked some more as she stood. Facing her,
he brushed a wayward strand of her hair back behind her ear. “There, that's it,” he

said.

They remained silent, standing face to face. “Anybody ever tell you what great
cheekbones you have?” he asked, touching her cheek.

His words rushed to fill the silent gap. “Really great.”
She smiled.
He dropped his hand and stepped away. “We better go.”

The two of them turned to leave the porch when the front door opened. Marla saw
them and smiled. “Looks like you two are more than ready for the pool party.”

Kimberly took in Marla’s appearance and pushed down a stab of envy. The girl
could wear a bikini. Marla had done her hair in a French braid and looked
absolutely stunning. How could Greg resist her?



But Greg simply turned toward Kimberly and said, “Ah, pool party. | don’t think I'm
dressed correctly.” He spread his hands open and stared down at his jeans.

Kimberly smiled. “| don’t guess | am, either. Maybe we can do the photo shoot in
the morning.”

“Sure thing,” he said turning to walk down the steps. Then he paused and looked
back at her. “You are planning to have a good time, tonight?”

Kimberly simply smiled and walked past Marla into the house. The photos could
wait.

A variety of old-style framed photographs stood on top of the bureau in Kimberly’s
room. She imagined they were images of past owners and visitors to the ranch,
maybe some of Barry’s immediate relatives. She made a note to ask Barry. She
picked up an antique silver brush and stroked her hair. The sounds from the pool
party drifted into the room from the open window. She never had the luxury of
leaving a window open in the city. She resisted the urge to hurry, allowing herself
extra time to manage her thoughts and emotions before seeing Greg again.

She had felt so close to him when they were on the verandah. She’d never
experienced such closeness with anyone else, ever. She couldn’t even remember
when a boy had captivated her so. Of course, it didn’t hurt that he had to be cutest
guy she’d ever been with, but that was beside the point. She had simply remained
oblivious to anyone else’s charms. Carol had called her a fool; Kimberly had called
it being focused. She didn’t have time for boys.

Now she felt divided. Her two selves, the promising cinematographer and the
blossoming woman vied for her attention. Instead of the camera being her main
focus, the man behind the camera became the object of her attention. Her
emotions confused her. She loved working so closely with Greg. They shared the
same space, the same language, the same vision. Further thoughts evaporated
when the splash of water and gusts of laughter drifted through the open window.
She put the brush down. Dimming the lights, she left the room for the party
outside--and Greg.



Chapter Eleven

By the time Kimberly arrived, the pool party was in full swing. Ricardo led the pack
with wolf whistles as she approached. Carol had already joined the party. She’d
dyed the swatch of hair green instead of purple, and her bathing suit was adorned
with studs and crosses, Goth-style. Kimberly doubted she’d be picked for Carol's
team so she walked slowly and scanned the crowd for Greg. He was already in the
water, with Marla of course. She slipped off her sandals, grabbed a towel and
headed for his side of the pool.

Carol called out and claimed her as a player. Surprised, Kimberly stood at the
edge of the pool and looked back and forth between Greg and Carol. Finally she
shrugged and jumped into the water on the side of Carol’s team.

The game was fast and furious and Kimberly soon forgot their friendship had ever
been interrupted. They called out to one another, and she easily set Carol up for
several good scores. At one point, she and Greg, who was on the other team,
batted the ball back and forth over the net for five shots, at least, and Kimberly had
to admit she felt a great deal of satisfaction when Greg missed the last slam.

“Hey, that was great,” Carol said and bounced up and down in the water as she
bounced toward Kimberly.

“Uh, yeah, thanks,” Kimberly said. She wasn’t sure if Carol was ready to make
peace yet but if she was, Kimberly was all for it. She didn’t like warring with
anyone.

“I'm glad you’re on my team,” Carol said, continuing to move closer.

“Yeah, me, too.”

“Friends?”

Even though she was shocked by Carol’s mercurial change in attitude, Kimberly
readily agreed. “We’ve never been anything else.”

Carol smiled and gave her a hug.

Just then Ricardo batted the ball straight at Carol, hitting her on the side of the
head. When he realized what he’d done and she wasn’t hurt, he just laughed and
said, “Oops.”

“I'll oops you,” Carol said, and dove into the water straight at Ricardo.

Ricardo shrugged and dove away from the speeding Carol. Apparently the two of
them had made up big time. Kimberly turned away and searched the pool for



Greg. She found him standing at the side of the pool and talking to Marla. When
he saw her, he reached down to pull her up. He almost lost his grip but grabbed
her around the waist and pulled her in close.

‘Hey, you're not getting away that easy,” he said.

Kimberly grinned and, once she was on solid ground, pushed him away. “Oh
yeah?”

Marla, who looked absolutely stunning in her emerald green bikini and was
standing close to Greg, laughed at them. “You two deserve each other,” she said
and pushed him toward Kimberly.

Greg caught her. “Don’t think I'm going to let go this time.”

Kimberly watched Marla glide away. “No, don’t,” she said. Then added, “She’s all
right.”

Greg smiled and pulled her even closer toward him. She felt his fingers moving
against her skin, their heat burning her. “She is,” he said. “I think a lot of people
misjudge her, thinking she’s stuck up and all but she’s not. She’s a really nice
person.”

Kimberly nodded. And so are you, she thought.

Greg had already started toweling off. When he’d finished he gave her his towel.
She wrapped it around her waist and the two of them wandered over to the table
loaded with food. After they had downed a plate full of nachos and had their fill of
canned drinks, Greg invited her to go for a walk. Holding hands, they strolled away
from the pool, toward the long drive that connected the guest house to the main
house and to the barns.

Moonlight lit the path and the soft midnight sounds of the paddocks bid for their
ears. She allowed a comfortable silence to fall into place between them. For the
first time, Kimberly wondered if she’d been wrong to give up so much of her time
to the pursuit of her dreams. Perhaps she’d been cutting herself short by not
dating more. Had she been missing out?

When they reached the barn, Greg led her to the fence where he stepped onto the
first rung, leaned over, and whistled. Suddenly a miniature horse appeared out of
nowhere and nuzzled his hand.

“She knows | have sugar,” he said and pulled a cube out of his pocket.

Kimberly joined him on the fence and leaned forward. Greg dropped a sugar cube
in her outstretched hand and she opened her palm toward the horse. In seconds



he nuzzled her palm.

When a loud screech cut through the air, she lost her balance, slipping on the
railing, and fell--not to the ground but into Greg’s waiting arms.

She felt his arms encircle her. Her head fell against his still moist chest.
Another screech split the air. She pushed away from him. “What is that?”
Greg laughed. “That's Amos.”

‘Amos?”

“Amos the peacock, he’s one of Barry’s pets.”

A dark shape moved in the trees above and, as Kimberly’s eyes adjusted to the
deep shadows, she began to see the long tail feathers and the dark crest. “Sounds
more like a Banshee from Hell,” she muttered.

“He has his moments.”

Greg turned and headed back toward the ranch house. He laid his arm lightly
around her shoulders as they ducked under a willow branch, splaying its leaves
like a fragile curtain. “Amos roosts in the tree branching over the guest house. If
you’re lucky he’ll give you a wake-up call.”

“I can hardly wait,” she said, although her thoughts were not on the noisy bird but
on the feelings engendered by Greg’s touch. Beneath the delicate drape of the
willow leaves, she felt she and Greg stood alone touched only by the warm
breeze. Did he feel the same magic when they touched?

Laughter rippled through the night air, shifting her thoughts back to reality. Greg
pushed aside the willow leaves and they continued. When they reached the pool,
they found the cast and crew drawn into a loose circle around Barry. He was
regaling them with his latest stand up comedy routine.

Greg had drawn Kimberly closer as they stopped by a nearby tree. His arm rested
comfortably around her waist and she naturally fell against him. She saw Marla
standing in the shadows alone. Did he compare Kimberly’'s waist against Marla’s
tiny one? Kimberly banished the thought. She would not give in to stupid thoughts
like that. Greg was with her, not Marla. His quiet laughter caressed her ear as his
touch teased her skin and his light woodsy cologne tickled her nose. He had
slipped his thumb under her bikini strap on top of her shoulder and rubbed her
bare skin back and forth.

Soft laughs interrupted the rhythmical sound of Greg’s breathing. She felt his chest



rise and fall in response to the laugher. Under the soft glow of patio lamps, his
laugh lines deepened around his eyes. She looked into his eyes and the laughter
faded into the night. Once more Kimberly felt them merge.

Greg caressed her face and she closed her eyes. His breath warmed her, his lips
answered hers. Everything disappeared as she gave in once more to the magical
moment. Swirling energy seemed to lift her from her toes as she gave in to his
embrace.

He moved his hands up and down her back, warming and caressing her. His lips
worked softly against hers, tasting and beckoning. When he pulled his body closer,
she felt a sharp trill tunnel through her. She lifted her arms and placed them
around his neck.

His lips still against hers, he said, "So this is what it feels like to have a life apart
from school and work. If I'd known--"

A single, loud shriek blasted through the air, splitting them apart. Kimberly dropped
her hands, smoothed the towel wrapped around her waist. “Amos,” she muttered.

Greg shook his head and stepped away from the tree.

Kimberly searched his face and wondered if they were moving too fast. Her
unease disappeared when she saw him smile.

“Think we could get Ricardo to bag the bird?” he asked.

“Maybe Barry would add barbequed peacock to the campfire menu in the
morning.”

Greg laughed. He then offered her his arm and escorted her to the guest house.

“I guess I'll see you in the morning?” she asked, trying to ignore the awkwardness
of the moment.

“Most definitely,” he answered, then leaned forward and gave her a quick peck on
the cheek. “I'll see you--early in the morning,” he whispered.

Kimberly stood on the verandah and watched him cross over to the bunkhouse.
She still felt his touch on her cheek and carried the warmth of his voice in her
memory. She wondered if she was falling in love.

The screen door squealed as she pulled it open, but a louder shriek ripped through
the night. Kimberly let the door close and leaned over the porch railing. She
searched the overhanging branches of a nearby tree. Sure enough, Amos had
taken roost overhead and it looked as though he had settled right over her room.



Cloaked in thoughts of Greg, Kimberly remained oblivious to the world as she
glided toward her small bedroom at the end of the hall. She picked up her
nightgown and went into the bathroom to change. When she returned, she found
Carol sitting on her bed. She still wore her black two-piece bathing suit.

. “Hi,” she said, unsure of what Carol might want. Although Carol had seemed to
bury the hatchet, Kimberly wasn’t sure how their relationship would continue given
Carol’s long silence the past couple of weeks.

“Looks like you and Greg are a definite hot item.”

Kimberly couldn’t stop the immediate smile that seemed to appear at the mention
of Greg’s name. “Yeah, | guess so.”

“That’s nice.”
Carol’s voice rang a trifle hollow on that one, Kimberly thought.

“‘How are things between you and Marla?” she said as she tweaked her spiked
hair. “Any more problems?”

“No, none that | know of.”
‘I haven’t seen much of you--*
“You know why.”

“Guess you don’t need me to drive you around anymore since you got your
license.”

Kimberly couldn’t believe it. Carol all but accused her of being a shallow friend
who only wanted Carol around when she could use her for her wheels. “That’s not
why.”

Carol shrugged.
“Carol, have you gone Alzheimer on me? Don’t you remember all that mess with
Ricardo and Marla and me? You told Greg | blamed Marla for the battery

problem.”

“I've gone Alzheimer? That’s a laugh. | don’t believe I've seen you since you got
your driver’s license.”

Kimberly jumped out of bed. “That'’s ridiculous. You're the one who was so hot to
drive me everywhere when you got your license. | was a great excuse for you to



get the car.”
“Was not.”

“Was, too. You said your mom didn’t want to give you the car half the time, she
always gave in when you told her | needed a ride. You'd have never made half the
mall trips if | hadn’t been there needing a ride.”

“You are so ridiculous,” Carol said, her word taking on a short staccato cadence.
“You know Ricardo had the hots for Marla yet you did nothing about it.”

“What are you talking about? Ricardo and Marla? That’s insane.”

“Don’t bother denying it. You're still covering for him. | don’t even know why |
thought we could still be friends.”

Then Carol did her big finale and stomped out of the room. She left Kimberly
standing in the middle of the room and staring after her.

What was that all about? Kimberly wondered.
A slammed door answered her.

Kimberly tried to forget what had just happened but it proved impossible. Her best
friend had just gone mental and she had no idea why. Who would have thought
that getting her driver’s license and getting a boyfriend could cause so much
trouble?

Unable to sleep, Kimberly padded down the hallway, down the stairs and into the
kitchen. She opened the refrigerator and searched the contents. She didn’t find
one piece of chocolate. Finally she pulled out the bottle of milk and poured some
into a super-sized mug. She microwaved the milk in hopes that hot milk would help
her sleep, but she had a feeling the milk would not cure her problem. The problem
was Carol.

Actually, the problem was Kimberly’s feelings for Carol. She still considered Carol
her best friend and she couldn’t understand what was going on with her. Her
jealousy seemed to touch everything, and the two of them couldn’t be near one
another without World War 11l erupting.

Kimberly slid onto a bar stool and stared into the mug of milk. Deep in thought, she
nearly tumbled off the bar stool when Marla asked her what she was doing.

“Nothing,” Kimberly said and took another swig of milk.

Marla gave her another one of her long looks. “I don’t think so. You look like you



lost your best friend--literally.”

Kimberly tried to stop the sigh but failed. “Okay, yes, I've lost my best friend--
again.”

Marla tightened the silk sash holding her robe closed and poured herself a mug of
milk. “Mind if | share,” she said and held the mug high.

Kimberly let a small smile slip by. “Sure.”

The two of them listened in silence as the microwave hummed. “I’'m sorry you're
having such a hard time.” When she saw Kimberly’s questioning look, she added,
“Your girlfriend wasn’t exactly quiet earlier.”

“Yeah, | guess she wasn’t.” Kimberly figured the whole guest house must have
heard them argue, maybe even those in the bunkhouse heard. At that thought,
Kimberly felt her mood grow even darker. Why did she argue back? After all these
years, she knew not to engage Carol when she was like this. It would have been
so much easier to just let her have her say and then try and talk to her in the
morning.

“I guess it can be rough, being best friends and all,” Marla said, still sipping her
milk.

Surprised, Kimberly glanced at Marla. Surely she had a best friend. “Sure, you
know how it is.”

Marla stayed quiet.

Kimberly felt the silence grow awkward. “You do have a best friend, don’t you?”
Kimberly was trying to remember if she’d seen Marla with any one of the girls at
school more than others but realized that she hadn’t seen anyone that even
looked like they might have been tight with Marla. Did the girl have any real friends
other than the guys?

‘I have friends. Greg’s always been there when | needed him...so has Ricardo.”
“Yeah, that’s all cool but what about girlfriends?”

Marla sipped her milk.

“You can’t have gone through all these years in school without having at least one
girlfriend.”

Marla gave a slight shrug. “Not really.”



Kimberly stared at her. “Wow.” Now that was an amazing thing to hear. “l can’t
believe that.”

Marla looked up and stared into Kimberly’s eyes. “Believe it.”

Silence settled between them. Kimberly thought of all the years she and Carol had
spent together and what good times they’d had. She couldn’t imagine growing up
without a girlfriend, let alone a best gal pal. To think she had actually envied Marla.

As if reading her thoughts, Marla continued. “I don’t know why, | guess it’s
because of my looks, maybe even my personality or because | model and act. |
don’t know. It's easier and more comfortable to hang with the guys.”

She shifted and seemed uncomfortable and Kimberly wanted to put her at ease.
“Hey, | bet there are tons of girls who are just like you. Well, maybe not just like
you, but they probably have the same problem trying to get a girlfriend who is as
close to them as Carol has been to me.”

Marla went to the refrigerator. She looked inside and pulled out a plate. “Look what
| found at the back, behind the orange juice carton.”

Kimberly strained to see what was in Marla’s hand and smiled when she realized
she had found a big, fat piece of what looked to be German chocolate cake with
two big cherries on top. “Well, girlfriend, | think you’ve hit pay dirt. Bring that puppy
on over here.”

Marla smiled. Within seconds she had divided the cake in two, pulled two forks out
of the silverware drawer, and placed the divided pieces of cake smack in the
center between the two of them. Without another word, she offered Kimberly a
fork.



Chapter Twelve

Kimberly licked chocolate icing from her fingertips. Nothing bonds girlfriends faster
than chocolate, she thought. It was her one life-affirming rule. When in doubt, go
for the chocolate. It's the answer to all of life’s pesky questions. Chocolate
certainly seemed to be the glue that bonded her with Marla. By the time they’'d
finished peeling every last ounce of chocolate off their plates, they had shared
jokes, dreams, memories, and desires. Greg had been right about Marla all along.
She really was a cool person and seemed perfectly capable of being a really good
friend, too.

She’d misjudged Marla. All she’d known of Marla was that of the girl seen through
Carol’s prism, and that prism, Kimberly knew instinctively, had been tinged pure
green with envy and jealousy. Marla had no intentions on Ricardo, she didn’t even
have any desires for Greg--not that she didn’t agree with Kimberly that Greg was a
pure hottie but he wasn’t her hottie--and Kimberly was quite happy to hear it, too.

The two put out the kitchen lights and tip-toed to their rooms, each promising to
help the other out and trying to suppress their giggles all the way up the staircase.
Marla had to be especially quiet as she had two roommates. Kimberly left her at
the master bedroom door and finished her stealth walk to the last bedroom where
she carefully slipped into the room without making a creak or a squeal.

Not so Amos. He let out a shriek trumpeting to the world Kimberly’s late arrival.
Thankfully, no one seemed to hear.

The next morning Kimberly awoke to a late breakfast cooking downstairs. When
she finally wrapped herself in a robe and wandered down the stairs, she thought
she’d find all the girls in the kitchen, but only Marla stood over the stove, cooking
bacon. She had turned and waved a hello when Kimberly appeared.

“What's up?” Kimberly asked. “Where is everyone?”

‘I don’t know. The place was empty when | got up.” She flipped several strips of
bacon and the grease sputtered. “| guess everyone else got to sleep early.”

Kimberly smiled at the memory of chocolate and cherries last night. “Yeah, | guess
s0.” She sat on a barstool and tried to stifle a yawn. “What time did we call it a
night?”

“Oh, about three or four,” Marla answered. She piled the bacon onto a paper towel
and began cracking eggs. “I hope you don’t mind but | assumed bacon and eggs
would be good for you?”

“Oh yeah, that’s cool--and coffee.”



“Great.”

Kimberly woke up enough to realize she should offer to help Marla out. “What can
| do? Make the coffee, toast the bread?”

“No, no, sit yourself down. This won’t be a minute. Besides, | do this all the time at
home.”

Kimberly understood. Marla lived at home with her dad. Her mom had died more
than five years earlier and since then it had been just the two of them.

“This is fun for me,” she said. “Really.”
“Okay, girlfriend, it's your kitchen." Kimberly gladly gave up the breakfast to Marla.

‘I don’t know what’s going on between you two, but Carol seems to be really
angry--or maybe it's with me. She took one look at me this morning and stormed
out of here.”

“l guess she’s still angry over our argument last night.”

Marla brought the full plate of bacon and eggs over and slid it in front of Kimberly.
“I'm sorry. | know she’s your best friend.”

A sigh slipped and Kimberly said, “Yeah, she is--was--has been. | don’t know
anymore what’s going on with her.”

“I hope you two can patch it up.”
“‘Sodo l”

Marla looked up and gave Kimberly a wistful smile. “It's too bad you can’t convince
her of my lack of interest in Ricardo--as a boyfriend. He’s a great friend, one of the
best, but he’s not boyfriend material for me.”

‘I know,” Kimberly said and pushed a strip of bacon around the plate. “I'll give it a
try but | can’t promise anything. Sometimes Carol refuses to take off the blinders.”

Kimberly spent the rest of the morning getting dressed and packing. The bus Mr.
Jeffries had arranged for was scheduled to leave the ranch at three so she had
barely an hour or two left. She wondered what Carol was doing but then decided
to forget her. She didn’t want to ruin any more of the trip. When she finally found
Greg, she discovered that he, Ricardo and Barry had been working on the video
script. She felt slightly out of the loop but then decided it was too nice a day to be
mad. After all, she did stay up most of the night talking to Marla. When Greg heard
the news of her and Marla’s blossoming friendship, he couldn’t have been happier-



-and that made Kimberly happy.

Toward the end of the time at the ranch, Kimberly made an effort to look for Carol.
She finally found her sitting by the pool and alone. She thought she’d try again to
reestablish their bond.

She stopped at the foot of the chaise and looked down at Carol. “Hi.”
Carol lifted the magazine from her eyes and stared at her.
‘I thought maybe we could talk.”

Carol let the magazine fall flat on her face, blocking the sun and effectively
blocking out Kimberly.

Well, she thought, that didn’t work out. “You know how to get in touch. If you want
to talk or try to work this out, call me or find me.”

Carol still didn’'t answer so Kimberly left her lying in the sun, alone.

* * %

By the time Kimberly got to school on Monday, she’d put her anger toward Carol
away. She didn’t like the way it made her feel. She still didn’t understand why
Carol had turned on her. She didn’t get it at all.

The only thing she could do was go forward and that was exactly what she had
determined to do. Marla met her in the hallway and asked her how it was going
and seemed genuinely sorry that Kimberly hadn’t been able to patch things up with
Carol.

The trouble began in the cafeteria at lunch. As soon as Kimberly entered the room,
she noticed a decided change in the attitude of some of her friends. A few turned
away when she looked at them, others simply seemed to ignore her when she
tried to join in their conversations. She stood in line, by herself, and filled her tray
with the usual Monday fare: Macaroni and cheese, broccoli and a piece of apple

pie.

The line moved fast and soon she stood in front of Mrs. Hemple, the cashier.
“Two-fifty,” she said and held out her hand.

Kimberly gave her a five and waited for change. Behind her, she heard some
chattering and mixed whispers. She turned to look but the talk stopped.

Mrs. Hemple dropped the change into her outstretched palm, and Kimberly picked



up her tray and moved on. She searched the cafeteria for a place to sit.

She started toward the table where a few of her homeroom friends sat but they
turned away when she approached them. Rebuffed, Kimberly continued to look for
a place to sit. She finally saw Carol over at a table on the left side of the room.
Carol apparently saw her at the same time because she turned toward the girls at
the table and said something they found funny. Then she pointed toward Kimberly.

A hot flash flamed her face as Kimberly realized something was going on and that
something was about her. She felt everyone’s eyes on her. Well, maybe not
everyone but it sure felt like everyone. She didn’t know where to sit. She turned
away from Carol’s prying eyes and looked for the closest, most empty table she
could find and slid her tray onto the table. She had absolutely no idea why she
was being shunned but shunned it was. All she wanted to do was run but she
knew she couldn’t give Carol that satisfaction. It was bad enough for her to know
she’d managed to make Kimberly’s life absolutely miserable during lunch.
Kimberly shoveled her food into her mouth and tried to finish as quickly as
possible.

The rest of the day didn’t go much better. By the end of sixth period, Kimberly was
ready to go home. She tossed her books into her locker and slammed it shut. She
couldn’t wait to get away from school.

She had just reached her car when she heard someone running behind her. When
she turned, still hoping it would be Carol ready to explain what was going on, she
saw Marla.

“Hey, I've been trying to find you all day.”

Kimberly opened her car door and tossed her book bag into the front passenger’s
seat. “I've been here--all day. Not that anyone cares.”

“I'm sorry. | heard about lunch.”
Kimberly couldn’t have heard anything worse. Now Marla pitied her. Probably the
entire school pitied her--at least those who weren’t mad at her for whatever. “It's

nothing. | survived.”

“Look, Kimberly, | don’t know what's going on but Carol’'s got it in for you. | hope
it's not my fault.”

Kimberly saw the look on Marla’s face and knew she meant what she said. “You
had nothing to do with it.”

The girl’s face relaxed into a partial smile. “Are you sure?”



“Sure I'm sure.” Kimberly didn’t think she was that sure but she wasn’t about to
dump everything on Marla. The girl had enough problems dealing with everyone at
school without making her a scapegoat for Kimberly’s problems.

“Great.” Marla continued to stare at her. She looked like she wanted to say
something but didn’t.

“What?”
‘I don’t know. | just thought maybe you’d like to come to my house?”

It took a lot for Marla to make the offer but it wasn’t the right time. Kimberly just
didn’t feel like socializing with anyone right now. She had one too many friends
who seemed to have become enemies. Why try for more. “Look, | think | had
better go on home,” she said but was instantly sorry when she saw the look on
Marla’s face. “Really, | do have to go. My brother is going to go back to Austin any
day. | should spend some time with him.”

Marla seemed to perk up at Kimberly’s excuse and said she understood. She left
Kimberly alone in the parking lot, still wondering what the heck was going on with
everyone.

And then, to make matters worse, she realized she hadn’t seen Greg all day.



Chapter Thirteen

Kimberly stood at the back of the visual arts room and cleaned camera lenses.
The room was rimmed with movie posters and quotes about screenwriting and
filmmaking. It had been two days since the disastrous lunchroom scene and
Kimberly still had no idea what was going on. What she did know is that she had
become the school pariah. Carol had effectively cut her off from her friends in
homeroom and in gym class. Only Marla seemed to stand the test and stand with
her. Not that that made her any more friends. Marla’s pariah rating seemed to
compete with Kimberly’s for total isolation.

She looked around the room and allowed herself to relax. No one would be
coming in right now. She had the place to herself.

Kimberly continued to busy herself with the equipment. She was so engrossed in
what she was doing that she failed to hear the door open. When she did hear
something, she turned to find Mr. Leonard, the school’s principal, standing behind
her.

“Ah-h-h, Kimberly, how’s it going?” he asked as he looked over her shoulder at all
the camera equipment.

She put the lenses away and faced him. “Fine, we’re doing fine.”

She wondered what he was doing there. She didn’t know him very well. He never
dropped in on video club, and he cared more about the sports program. At least he
never cut the visual arts program.

“‘Have you seen Mr. Jeffries, or even Greg Winters?” he asked.

What could he want with Greg? “Uh, no, | haven’t seen either one this afternoon.
Is there something | can do for you?”

Mr. Leonard seemed to be lost in thought for a moment, and then he brightened.
“Yes, there is. As you know, the senior video project deadline is next week--*

“Yes, and we're right on track.”

“Um, don’t interrupt, please. That is the deadline for the project, but I'd like to know
how close you really are to finishing.”

Kimberly stared. “Finishing, sir?”
Mr. Leonard waited.

“Well,” she began, and then she saw Greg'’s storyboard pinned on the corkboard.



She waved him over to the storyboard. “As you can see, Greg has us on a tight
schedule right until the final days before the deadline.”

Mr. Leonard peered at the storyboard. Kimberly wasn'’t sure he even understood
what it was, let alone what it meant. “Kimberly, this will not do.”

“What do you mean?”

He pushed his glasses higher up his nose. “You do know we’re having the annual
banquet Saturday night?”

“Sure. Everyone knows that.”

The principal paced back and forth in front of the storyboard. “This,” he said,
waving at the last segment. “It won’t do. You must finish the video and have it
ready to show the night of the banquet.”

Kimberly couldn’t believe her ears. The principal wanted the video to be finished,
edited, absolutely done and ready to go in three days? He had to be on
something, she thought, but said, “Uh, | don’t think that's going to happen, sir.”

“Why not?”

She fidgeted, shifting from foot to foot. What he was asking was impossible.
Greg’s storyboard had pretty well set the schedule and it would take a miracle--or
at least a whole lot of rewriting and editing--to make it possible to come anywhere
close to what Mr. Leonard wanted.

“We, we just can’t do that. It's impossible. Look, here, Greg doesn’t even have us
shoot the final scene until Friday morning.”

“So,” Mr. Leonard said. “That means you’ll be done shooting and can show the film
the next night.”

“Video, sir, not film, and no that doesn’t mean we’re finished. It just means we've
finished shooting and all the acting and stuff is done. There is still an entire week
of editing blocked out,” she finished and pointed to the next week’s schedule.

The principal peered at the board again. “Oh, you can do it. | know you can.”

“l can’t, Mr. Leonard. This is the senior video project and Greg Winters is really the
one you need to speak with about this.”

“Kimberly Lange, don’t tell me you can’t do this. Mr. Jeffries spoke in glowing
terms about you, your talent and your capabilities. You certainly can.”



‘I don’t mean | can't, sir. | mean I'm not in the position to make any decisions or
guarantee any final product.” Kimberly did not like the way the conversation had
suddenly turned. She needed to back it up fast.

The principal just looked at her. “Are you telling me you won’t?”
“No sir, | mean, | just think you have to talk to Mr. Jeffries and to Greg.”

He put his hands on his hips and looked around the room. Kimberly wondered if
he was this much of a pain every day. She was glad she never worked in the
office. “Fine. | will. Where are they?”

Exasperated, Kimberly said, “They’re not here right now. | mean you need to take
all this up with them.”

“Kimberly, | don’t have time for all that. | need an answer now.” He leaned forward
and pretty much stared her down. “Will you or won’t you guarantee this film
Saturday? If you have to talk to Mr. Jeffries or to Greg, fine. But | believe you can
still get this project done in time for the banquet Saturday night.”

Mr. Leonard had her backed into a corner. He wanted the film Saturday. In her
heart, Kimberly knew she could make some changes here and there to the script
and the shooting schedule. They’d have to really step up the work but it was
possible to have it done and ready to show in time to meet his deadline, but--BUT
it wasn’t up to her. And she didn’t think Mr. Jeffries and especially Greg would put
their stamp of approval on her ideas. It just wasn’t up to her.

“I'm waiting,” he said and scanned the storyboard once more. “Can you do it?”

‘I don’t have the authority. It's up to Greg and Mr. Jeffries.”

Mr. Leonard tried again. “This is very important for the school,” he said and looked
around the room, “and for all of you in the visual art program. See, we have a lot of
alumni and benefactors who come to this banquet. They can fund a lot of the

things we need. Take that new camera the school received--*

“We’'re using it for the video project, and Mr. Jeffries thinks the new camera will
give us an edge.” She regretted the words the minute they flew out of her mouth.

Mr. Leonard pounced. “Exactly my point. We need to show these people what the
visual arts department is doing. The senior project is the best way.”

“You should talk to Mr. Jeffries.”

“Kimberly, I've heard you are a whiz at this video stuff. Mr. Jeffries showed me
your application, including that short tape you included. He spoke so highly of you.



I’'m sure you know whether what I'm asking is reasonable.”

Mr. Jeffries bragged about her work to the principal. Kimberly couldn’t help but feel
good. She knew she had the talent. Now Mr. Leonard was telling her Mr. Jeffries
confirmed it. “Well, thank you,” she said. She stared at the storyboard. “It's a long
shot, but | may see a way that it could be done. | could suggest one way | see to
Mr. Jeffries and Greg.”

“Perfect, go ahead and get started. I'll talk to Mr. Jeffries later and tell him you
have it all worked out.” Mr. Leonard headed for the door. “This is great. | knew |
could count on you.”

“No, wait, that’s not what | said.” But Mr. Leonard had left the room. What had she
done? She didn’t mean she could definitely deliver the video. If the principal tells
Mr. Jeffries and Greg that she guaranteed she could deliver, Kimberly knew they’d
be angry.

That’s what | get for running my mouth and trying to do things that don’t concern
me, she thought. She had no business even suggesting to the principal that there
was a way. She should have told him he had to talk to Mr. Jeffries. But no, she fell
for his flattery and stepped right in it.

Kimberly dropped into a nearby chair and wondered how she would try to convince
Mr. Jeffries and Greg that it was possible to deliver the video by Saturday night.
What was she going to say to Greg? What would he say to her?



Chapter Fourteen

By the time Kimberly got home, she still hadn’t figured out a good way to tell Mr.
Jeffries and Greg what Mr. Leonard wanted and that she had suggested a way to
make it happen. She had to talk to them before Mr. Leonard did. She had to
explain. Luckily her mother had left a note saying she had gone shopping, so
Kimberly could plan on having a few moments of peace. She climbed the stairs to
her room and threw herself on her bed. She couldn’t believe Mr. Leonard said
she’d have the entire video ready for Saturday night’s banquet.

She didn’t even want to think about what Greg would say when she told him. It
was going to be hard enough to tell Mr. Jeffries. Kimberly felt a sharp pain in her
stomach. Serves me right, she thought and ran to the bathroom.

A few minutes later, she heard her brother’s voice. Not now, she thought. He’s the
last one | need to deal with.

“‘Hey, where are you?”

She heard Bobby bang on her bedroom door. She’d have to answer him is she
had any hope he’d go away. “I'm in the bathroom,” she yelled. “Leave me alone.”

“You okay?”
She sighed. “Yes, I'm okay. Now go away.”

She heard his laughter and rolled her eyes. Great, she thought. Now her paranoia
is fodder for his comedy routine.

“‘Hey, you need to come get the phone. Mr. Jeffries wants to talk to you.”
Kimberly groaned, not from stomach pains but from the sharper pains of mental
anguish. Mr. Jeffries must have found out. “All right, tell him I'll be there in a
minute.”

She didn’t hear Bobby again so she assumed he’d gone downstairs. She opened
the bathroom door and went into her room. She wished she could just cover
herself up and disappear but that wasn’t going to happen. She pulled herself
together and picked up the phone.

“‘Hello?”

“Kimberly, this is Mr. Jeffries.”

“YeS——“



“Would you mind telling me what you thought you were doing when you promised
the video would be ready for the Saturday night banquet?”

Kimberly closed her eyes and muttered a prayer for help and guidance to anyone
within distance of hearing. “That’s not what | meant--*

“‘How could you not mean to, Kimberly? | mean, he said you all but said you'd do it
yourself to guarantee it would be done.”

A flash of anger flared deep inside her. She never said any such thing. Mr.
Leonard had lied to Mr. Jeffries. “I didn’t--"

She heard a sigh escape from Mr. Jeffries. “Oh never mind, Kimberly, | know how
he is. It isn’t all your fault. | do wish you had just left it to me.”

She ground her toe into the carpet. “I'm sorry.”

‘I know. We’'ll just have to get together and figure out how we can solve this.”
“We can--“she began but stopped. It wasn’t her project.

“Did you say something? Do you have any ideas?”

She knew the words wanted to squirm their way out of her mouth but she refused
to give in to the temptation. She couldn’t jeopardize her relationship with Greg any
more than she already had. “No, none.”

“Fine,” he said. “I'll call Greg and call a meeting for tomorrow after school.”
Kimberly let the receiver drop into the phone cradle with a thump, but no matter
how loud a sound the phone made, the sound of her heart cracking was worse.
The very thought of Jeffries talking to Greg filled her with dread.

Bobby bounded up the stairs and nearly ran into her. “Hey, Sis. What’s up?”
“Nothing.”

He stopped and turned back to her. “Why the long face?”

Kimberly wished he’d go away. “No reason, now will you just leave me alone?”

From the look on his face, Kimberly thought she might have actually hurt her
brother’s feelings but then he opened his mouth.

‘Leave me alone, leave me alone, leave me alone. | swear, Kimberly Anne, that’s
all I've ever heard out of you.”



“So0?” she said and slammed her bedroom door shut. What did he know about her
problems? Nothing, that's what. Her life was blowing up in front of her face and all
Bobby did was bug her and bug her and bug her. “I thought you were leaving,” she
yelled.

Bobby instantly opened her door and looked in. “Not yet, sis. We have to transfer
the title to the car.”

Sheesh, she thought. Now make me really feel bad. Here he was, finally being a
good guy and forking over his car and all she did was be her usual horrid self. She
realized Bobby still held the door open. “l forgot,” she muttered, “about the car, |
mean.”

Her brother stepped inside her room. “No problem, Sis.”

That wasn’t an invitation to come in, she thought, but instead said, “Yeah, it is. |
shouldn’t have mouthed off.” She flopped over onto her stomach and pushed her
face against a pillow as much to suggest Bobby might leave her room as to cover
up her awkward and terrible feelings. The last thing she needed was her big
brother playing “big brother.”

But Bobby never could read her mind.

She heard her brother step into the room and come to the side of the bed.

“‘Hey, Kimbo,” he said softly. “Can | help?”

She flung her arm out as if to push him away, but he kept on talking. “Look, maybe
| can offer some advice. Or just be someone who will listen.”

Kimberly rolled her head to one side and looked up. Her brother actually sounded
like he cared. And she noticed that for the first time, she hadn’'t minded when he
called her Kimbo.

“You want to help? You really will listen?”

He gave her one of those great bear-hug smiles of his and said, “Sure.”

Then he dropped down onto the floor and faced her as she lay on her side in bed.
She had pushed a pillow up against her stomach. “Are you hurt?” he asked and
pointed to where the pillow covered her stomach.

She looked down. “No, I’'m not hurt--at least not hurting that way.”

Her brother looked like he actually cared when she said that, and Kimberly felt an



urge to tell him more. Instead, she asked, “Are you comfortable sitting on the floor
like that?”

He looked down and shrugged. “Why?”

“Well, because you’re so tall and you look so uncomfortable.”

“‘Hey, | thought we were going to talk about you.”

Kimberly fought the sudden rush of tears pushing against her lids. “Okay,” she
said, finally giving in to the monumental pressure to confess her sins. “| made a
really, really, really huge mistake today,” she said and tried not to look at him full
face but sort of glance at him sideways--as if that would make her confession any

easier.

Bobby didn’t say a word. Instead, he looked down at his folded hands. It's as if he
understood her need to not meet his eyes directly.

“No one was in the video club room today after school. | was all alone when Mr.
Leonard--*

“The principal?” he asked, interrupting.

“Yes, the principal,” she answered before going on. “He wanted to speak to Mr.
Jeffries or to Greg--*

“Greg the boyfriend,” he asked, still not looking at her.
“Yes,” she sighed, “the boyfriend.”
“‘Sorry.”

“It's all right,” she said. “The principal wanted us to have the video ready by
Saturday night--*

“This Saturday--*

“Yes, Bobby, this Saturday,” she said, trying hard not to let her growing frustration
slip through. “I told him they weren’t there but he insisted that | give him an
answer.” At this point, she felt a couple of tears slip out. “I didn’t say we’'d do it, |
just said there might be a way. Then Mr. Leonard told Mr. Jeffries | guaranteed it
would be ready for the banquet. That isn’t what happened, Bobby, honest. | know |
should have stayed out it and not even opened my mouth but--

“You told Mr. Leonard he could have the video to show at the banquet.”



Kimberly flinched when she heard him say what she did. “Not exactly,” she said,
her voice small and tight.

“Sounds like a real dilemma, Kimbo. What are you going to do?”

Kimberly flinched. “Me? Do? I’'m not doing anything. Mr. Jeffries already called and
bawled me out for even telling Mr. Leonard it might be possible--*

“Is it?”

Kimberly paused. She knew that would depend. It would depend on whether she
or Greg were in control of the shoot. He had so much resistance to making
changes at this late date, and he wouldn’t want to shortchange the technical side.
In her mind, she could see the storyboard and she knew exactly what she’d do to
make it happen.

She also saw what would happen if she even suggested the remedy. Greg would

be furious with her for even suggesting what she wanted to do. The very thought

of those light blue sky eyes turning dark and stormy cast a dark shadow over her

soul. She’d rather stand outside and face the chance of lightning striking her dead
than confess what she’d done and then tell him that, despite what he thought, she
could pull it off.

No, that was not an option.

“No,” she said, offering her brother no hope for a happy ending.



Chapter Fifteen

Her brother simply stared at her. He offered no solution and no resolution. If she
had thought he’d be of any help that thought was fading fast. Wasn't that just like
him, she thought. Always appearing helpful but never really putting himself out
there. Disgusted, she turned her head to face the wall. What good can he offer?

She listened for signs of his leaving but none came. She rose up on the bed and
looked back at him. “You're still here?”

Bobby blinked, twice, before he answered. “Well, yeah, Kimbo. | said I'd listen.”
She flopped down on the bed. “There’s nothing left to tell.”

She and her brother sat in the fading afternoon as the sun set and the outside
matched the growing darkness in her soul. He hadn’t said anything else since he
said he’d listen, and she hadn’t either. She was beginning to wonder if they
weren’t locked in some type of competition to see who could be quiet the longest.
That would be just like Bobby--make everything a competition with her. She felt a
flicker of anger as she listened to him breathe in and out, in and out, in and out.

“You know, you just don’t get it,” she finally said, her voice half-muffled by the
pillow.

“‘Get what?”

“Anything, Bobby, you just don’t get anything about me.”
She heard him breathe in and out once, twice--

‘I get you.”

She waited to hear more but when it didn’t come she turned over and stared at
him. If she were to only see his shadow, she would have thought a big lumbering
bear had come into her room and sat down next to her bed. “You don’t get me,”
she said, her words spitting through her clenched teeth. “You don’t get me; you
have never gotten me, and you never will get me.”

More silence. Then the sound of her brother’s voice broke the silence and
threatened to tear down all the walls she’d ever constructed to keep him at bay.

“Did | ever tell you what it was like the day you were born?” He didn’t wait for her
to answer. “Mom and Dad came home from the hospital, and they had you, all
bundled in a green receiving blanket, and | had no idea what you would look like--I
was barely seven then.”



She heard her brother move and shift position but she didn’t stop his talking.

“You were adorable, Kimberly. And everyone loved you. Mom, Dad, Grandma and
Grandpa, the neighbors, everyone. No one saw me anymore,” he said and she
heard his voice falter. “| just disappeared from view.”

She couldn’t believe what he was saying. Her big larger-than-life brother who did
everything and won everything once felt he didn’t matter, didn’t even exist--and all
because she came into the world?

“The more | watched you take over Mom and Dad, the more | screamed for
attention. Nothing worked until the day | came home with straight As. Mom and
Dad made such a fuss over me, | loved it, absolutely loved it.” Bobby sighed.
“From that day forward, | vowed to excel at everything | tried. I'm still doing that.”

Silence fell once more between them. Kimberly heard each of his words fall deep
into her soul like nurturing pellets that opened and bloomed within. Her brother,
her wonderful, exceptional brother had been jealous of her. She felt as though
something struck the armor that had hardened around her heart and cracked it
wide open. The casing fell apart and Kimberly felt her true heart at last.

She looked at Bobby and really saw him for the first time in her life. All the time
she’d hardened her heart against him, wishing him ill, wanting him gone, envying
his every thought, word and deed, only to discover that her brother had really been
jealous of her. She reached out and touched him on the shoulder. “| can’t believe
you were ever jealous of me. I'm sorry, Bobby. You really do get me.”

The two sat in the darkness for a while longer. Then she sat up, wiped the tears
from her eyes, and patted him on the shoulder indicating he should get up, too. “I
guess | need to figure out how I’'m going to handle this mess I've created.”

Bobby leaned down and gave her a sweet kiss on the cheek, then said, “You'll find
a way, Sis. | know you will. But don’t forget you have a big brother if you need
him.”

She smiled up at him. “I guess for starters | could face the music with Mr. Jeffries.”
The next day Kimberly got to school a half hour early. She wanted to catch Mr.
Jeffries before homeroom. She found him in the visual arts room, of course, going
over Greg’s storyboard.

“What did Greg say?” she asked, hoping against all hope for the best.

“Well, you can imagine he’s not happy.”

She nodded.



“He doesn’t think we can make Mr. Leonard’s deadline. Even worse, he can’t work
on the project for the next several days.”

If she’d had any doubts about the magnitude of her mistake, they were gone now.
With Greg gone, there’s no way they’d finish the video ahead of time. “Why can’t
he be here?”

“Family problems.”

“Oh.”

“‘He wants us to tell Principal Leonard that we can’t make it by the banquet.”
Kimberly digested his words slowly. “What will that mean?”

Mr. Jeffries gave a small laugh. “Well, he sure isn’t going to be happy. Maybe, with
Greg able to work on the project, we might have a chance but now...| just don’t
see it.”

‘I haven’t seen Greg this morning. Will he be here for the afternoon meeting?”

“I doubt it. One of his brothers is in the hospital and Greg has to help his mom out
with the other kids. It sounded like he didn’t expect to be back at school until
Monday.”

She knew he had to help his mom, but she had no idea he carried that much
responsibility on his shoulders. Yes, she knew he had siblings and that he had to
help his mom out a lot. Yes, she knew his dad had left them years ago, but she’d
never really appreciated the full magnitude of his responsibilities. If she examined
her own life, she knew she’d come up short.

Kimberly felt worse than ever now that she knew she’d only added to Greg’s
increasing pressure and responsibilities. If she hadn’t said so much to Mr.
Leonard, he would never have expected them to deliver the video Saturday night.
Maybe if she went to him....

The rest of the day slipped by and Kimberly soon found herself standing outside
the visual arts room. She wasn’t sure she wanted to go inside. She had tried to
talk to Mr. Leonard in the cafeteria during lunch but he dismissed her negative
explanations and said he hardly thought the entire project could be held up due to
one person, namely Greg Winters.

Fat lot he knew, she thought. Without Greg the project could very well fall flat on
its face. Kimberly hardly felt she had the needed technical skill to pull the entire
project together and finish it one week ahead of schedule.



But what was she to do? Mr. Jeffries had said Greg wouldn’t be back until
Monday. Ricardo had even confirmed Greg's absence and said he didn’t see any
way that Greg would be able to devote even one night to the project. Kimberly had
screwed things up royally.

At first she didn’t want to know what Greg thought about her and her meddling, but
finally she sat next to Ricardo in the cafeteria and asked him.

“Chica, what to you expect? He is not a happy man.”
Kimberly sat and waited.

“What do you want me to say, amiga? That all will be well and you and Greg will
live happily ever after?” He glanced over at her, and then offered her half of his
sandwich. “Can’t do it, amiga. Wish | could.”

Kimberly wished he could, too. Oh, how she wished it but she knew it was a
useless wish because it would never happen. She left Ricardo with his sandwich
and his thoughts and sat down at a table by herself. Somehow she would have to
come to the rescue and make it all work--but how?

How? Seemed like “how” was a recurring theme for Kimberly. By the end of the
day, she still had not figured out how she could bring the project to a complete
finish. She also had not seen Greg and had begun to realize that she might not get
to talk to him until next week. That was way too long. She couldn’t let his anger at
her fester over the weekend. She’d have no hope of forgiveness if she did that.

And what about the malicious gossip Carol had been spreading. It was bad
enough before all this mess with the principal, but now Carol’s fury had gone into
high gear and Kimberly had learned Carol blamed her for just about everything
possible. Kimberly this, Kimberly that. Guess what Kimberly did now. Rumors all of
them, but they still hurt. She’d tried talking to Carol but the girl just walked off,
leaving Kimberly standing in the middle of the hall with her mouth open, still
talking. She'd tried Ricardo but he simply threw up his hands and said he didn’t
know what to do about Carol. He was tired of her constant jealousy, always
accusing him of having a thing for Marla, always berating him for every moment he
wasn’t with her. Kimberly had even gone to Marla for help. At least she’d tried to
comfort Kimberly but in the end she said she was sorry but Greg wasn’t even
listening to her any more. When it came to the video project, Greg had told Marla
he couldn’t believe Kimberly had actually gone over his head and promised the
principal he’d get a finished video by the night of the banquet.

At the end of the day, Kimberly was desolate. She’d lost Greg, lost her best friend,
probably put her internship on the video project in jeopardy, and highly annoyed
Mr. Jeffries. She didn’t see how things could get much worse.



Now she was expected to face even more music by going in and facing the video
club members and explaining herself. Mr. Jeffries drove a hard bargain when he
told her the only way she could salvage her position with the project was to attend
the meeting and tell the members why she did what she did. He also said it
wouldn’t hurt if she had an answer or two when they asked her how they were
going to meet the new deadline.

She thought it would be a good idea, too. Unfortunately she didn’t have any ideas
to offer the club. Short of a miracle, Kimberly hadn’t a clue as to how they were
going to satisfy Mr. Leonard’s demand for the video Saturday night. Kimberly sank
down onto one of the benches that lined the hallway near the visual arts building.
She watched several of the students working on the video walk toward the
classroom. She had absolutely no idea how she’d get through the next hour, let
alone the next few days.

She thought of Greg, the one person who had brought her so much happiness
over the last few weeks. He had been there through the rows with Carol, through
the misunderstandings with Marla, even through her fits and fights with her
brother; but now, at a time when she needed him most, he was gone. More than
gone, Kimberly feared Greg had made a decision about her that would cause him
to leave her life forever.

That was a fate too dark to think about, so Kimberly left the bench and headed for
the door to the visual arts room. She only hoped the video club didn’t skin her alive
for her rash promise.



Chapter Sixteen

No one said a word when she entered the classroom. Kimberly had no idea they
could be that quiet. Mr. Jeffries waved her forward, and she stood at the front of
the room. She felt their stares, their silent accusations. She had a feeling that if
they thought they could, they’d put her in the stocks for a day or two. Kimberly was
thankful she lived in the 21 century.

‘I guess you've all heard,” she began and the answering voices swelled in
response. “| know it was a mistake. | should have just stayed out of it, but it's
done. I'm really sorry.”

She went on to explain in detail how Mr. Leonard had come into the room and how
he told her what he wanted and what he expected her to deliver. After she had
finished, she stood at the front and waited. She expected them to hurl taunts or cry
out questions but instead they all sat and stared at her. She was prepared for their
insults, not their silence. She looked at Mr. Jeffries but he didn’t respond. So he
was giving her the silent treatment, too?

She wondered how long she would have to stand there before someone took pity
on her.

Finally, she heard Marla speak. “Kimberly has apologized. She’s told us how it

happened. She explained how Mr. Leonard ambushed her the other day. | think
we all should stop a minute and really think about what our own reaction would

have been. I’'m not sure | would have done anything different.”

Kimberly didn’t know what to say. She hadn’t expected Marla to be the first to
come to her defense. She glanced down the rows of faces and wondered what
each one was thinking. Were they receptive at all to Marla’s speech?

Mr. Jeffries then spoke. “Marla is right. We need to refocus and think about how
we can make this happen.”

Kimberly heard some noise at the back of the room, a bit of loud whispering
among several of the girls. She realized with a sinking heart that the sounds came
from the area around Carol.

Carol stood up. “I don’t think Kimberly should get off this easy. She had no right to
speak for us, for Greg, for you, Mr. Jeffries. Marla’s just trying to defend her new
friend.”

Marla stood ready to parry Carol’s words but Ricardo spoke first. “| agree with
Marla.”

“What,” Carol said, anger tingeing the edges of her voice. “You're sticking up for



Kimberly and agreeing with Marla? That'’s rich.”

“That’s enough,” Mr. Jeffries said, his voice making it clear that the debate had
ended. “Everyone come down here and take a look at the storyboard and see
what we have left to do. We need to have a real brainstorming session if we're to
have any hope of getting this project finished by the weekend.”

All the kids gathered in front of Greg’s storyboard, all except Carol. Kimberly
started toward her, but Carol stomped angrily out of the room. Her departure left a
hole in Kimberly’s heart. She wondered if they’d ever be friends again.

They poured over the storyboard and script for the next hour. Mr. Jeffries had
them group into threes and fours, each charged with finding a solution. He and
Kimberly remained at the front of the room discussing alternatives. Finally,
Kimberly felt like the makings of a real possibility taking shape. She would have to
condense several scenes, change up a couple of locations, and get the remaining
video shot tomorrow but the plan would work. She could begin the editing tonight.
Mr. Jeffries agreed to keep the visual arts room open late.

Ricardo, Marla and Kimberly worked feverishly for hours, and then sat huddled in
front of the computer as Kimberly worked the editing software. They were so
engrossed in the process that they didn’t hear the lab door open.

“Hey, what’s up,” Greg said as he approached them.

For a split second Kimberly thought he’d forgiven her, but then she realized he
simply hadn’t seen her. Marla and Ricardo blocked his view. When Greg did make
eye contact with her, a frown replaced his smile. He stared at the computer
screen.

“Are you editing?” Greg asked as he pushed through Ricardo and Marla. “That’s
the first day’s shoot.”

Kimberly didn’t know whether she should act surprised, happy, or just plain
scared. She had no idea what he was going to say or do. They hadn’t spoken
since Mr. Jeffries tipped him off about the banquet deadline.

She raised her right hand, slightly, in a greeting but Greg didn’t respond.

“Why are you working on the video?”

“‘Hey, amigo, take a look. Mr. J came up with a few suggestions and that got us
started. Kimberly’s managed to come up with some more ways we can pare down

the video.” Ricardo pointed to the storyboard. “Take a look.”

Kimberly flinched and kept editing. She didn’t want to face Greg. Marla patted



Kimberly on the shoulder as if that would somehow help Kimberly’s resolve.
Kimberly waited for Greg’s reaction.

Greg studied the changes. After a while, he shook his head and turned back to the
trio still waiting at the computer. “You can’t be serious,” he said, clenching and
unclenching his hands.

Kimberly had reviewed the changes a number of times and each time she came
away fully confident in the revision. “| don’t understand,” she replied. “We’ve
attacked this from every angle and the results have been same. It'll work.”

Greg turned back to the pages on the board. “I don’t see it. If you change up this
scene, it will have an effect on all the future scenes.”

Kimberly got up from the computer and stood next to Greg. “No, no, it won't. If you
read further, you’ll see that we’re collapsing several scenes.” She pointed to
several red crosses showing entire passages deleted. “| know we can do this.”

Greg faced Ricardo and Marla. “Are you onboard with this?”

Marla said yes right away, but Ricardo took a few minutes. Kimberly felt for him.
Having differing opinions and contrasting solutions can make or break a friendship.
She could see the surprise on Greg’s face. He had expected Ricardo to back him,
no questions asked.

Finally, Ricardo shook his head, as if he was throwing off cobwebs, and went to
the storyboard and pointed. “Look man, if we do all this we can probably eliminate
a day or two of editing. If we do that--“

Greg put his hand up to stop Ricardo. “Would you give us a few minutes--alone?”

“Of course,” Marla replied, although Kimberly did notice that she had a quizzical
look. “We’ll wait in the hall.”

The computer screen turned black, returning to hibernation mode, and Kimberly
thought the machine had the better deal. For the first time, she did not want to be
with Greg.

He waited until the classroom door closed, then he launched his attack. “When did
you become head of the video project? You’re not really a member of the senior
team. You're an intern--just an intern. Get it?”

Greg’s anger continued to fuel his assault. “l don’t have time for all this,” he said,
waving toward the red-lined storyboard.

Kimberly rushed on, hoping Greg would eventually discover the light in her



solution. “We don’t need you. We can do this ourselves. We have it all worked
out.”

She regretted the words as soon as they left her mouth but it was too late. Her
sharp words hit him hard. Although she couldn’t see his eyes, his stooped
shoulders said volumes.

If this was winning, she didn’t want any part of it.



Chapter Seventeen

Kimberly stood in the visual arts classroom and felt utterly alone. The white board
teased her with the scribbled results from the groups mass brainstorming session.
The storyboard held the red-inked changes made to Greg’s vision. Someone had
pulled the blinds and blocked the bright afternoon sun. After all the hype and
excitement of the earlier hours when she, Ricardo, and Marla had sought ways to
make the new vision work, she had about as much energy as a movie script’s
worked-to-death saggy middle.

Greg had gone, and with his exit he robbed her of her creativity, her excitement,
and her confidence. She plopped down on the chair at the computer and stared at
the black screen. Too bad she didn’t have a cave to crawl into and die.

From the look of things, her first-blush romance had died, too.
The door opened and Ricardo and Marla rushed to her aid.

“What happened?” Marla asked. “Greg didn’t bother to say good-bye to either one
of us.”

Ricardo bent down on one knee and rubbed her empty palm. “What’s the matter?
Your fingers are icy cold.”

Not as cold as Greg’s heart, she thought.

* % %

That night, Kimberly tossed and turned, rolled and spun in her bed. No matter
what, she couldn’t get comfortable. She knew her idea would work. Why couldn’t
Greg see it? She listened for a sound, any sound, from her laptop that would
signal a friend on the other end of the Internet highway. But there were no rings or
alarms alerting her to an email or an instant message.

Greg Winters had cast a long shadow over her heart and her aspirations. He
wanted to work slowly and steadily, like a good workhorse. Not Kimberly. She
sped forward throwing ideas here and there, turning everything into a competition.
Even her fledgling romance had turned into a churning mess.

She flopped over, punched her pillowcase and used it as a neck rest. Tomorrow
she had to guide the video team toward making the right cuts and working out the
many details that would make her job in the editing room much easier. It would be
so much easier if Greg had tried to help out.

He didn't.



She understood. His responsibilities far outweighed her own. She didn’t have any
lives depending on her in the arena where her dreams and goals often collided
with each other. At best, she was only responsible for herself. It didn’t help that
she had stupidly and cruelly told him he wasn’t needed.

Finally, Kimberly felt the first tugs of a deep sleep calling her, so she closed her
eyes and hoped she’d wake to a new day full of promise and possibilities.

* * %

The next morning, the morning of the banquet, in a flurry of agitation and
excitement, Kimberly found herself behind the camera, directing the actors. They
had done as much as they could over the last few afternoons and evenings but
she finally had to admit another trip to the Henderson Building was in order. She
stood on top of the roof and exhaled, trying to steady her nerves. Ricardo stood
nearby. She wondered if he remained close as a show of support or in case of an
emergency.

She had decided to block the scenes on the run and everything seemed to be
going well. Marla had no trouble with her lines, Carol had managed to get
everyone into an early call for make-up, and Ricardo and the others made it to the
location early.

She had returned to the Henderson Building to re-shoot and compress a number
of scenes. Everywhere she went she was met with reminders of that first shoot
with Greg. That blistering image of him sweating and rolling an iced water bottle
across his forehead vied with the memory of their close talk under the shade of the
scrim on the roof. Like a cobweb, her memories had been stranded together and
at the moment she stirred one memory, all others would thrum in concert.

She had hoped Greg would have a free moment and stop by but she wasn’t
surprised when he didn’t. After the morning shoot, she and Mr. Jeffries had agreed
to meet in the visual arts classroom to go over the final edit. She could afford to
worry about the editing later. First, she had to get good video.

* % %

She drove into the near empty parking lot at Northrupp High thirty minutes late.
She rushed out of the car, grabbed the equipment she would need right away and
half-ran, half-skipped to the steel doors that opened into the building with the
visual arts classroom and where, she hoped, Mr. Jeffries waited.

Her footsteps echoed through the empty building as she sped down the corridor.
Naturally the classroom had to be at the end of the hall. Mr. Jeffries must have left
the door open because she saw light spilling onto the hallway tile. She slowed
down as she got closer to the room. Even though she was late, Mr. J might not



appreciate her running down the hall while she carried the equipment, especially
the new camera.

“Ricardo called and told me you were on your way,” he said as he shifted papers
on his desk.

“Sorry to keep you waiting. We found the perfect angle for a great shot in the
stairwell and decided to go for it.”

“Do you know what you're going to do?”
“Yes, | have most of it blocked out, and Ricardo’s going to join me in an hour.”

“Good,” he said and stood, ready to go. “The editing program is up and running.
Listen, | have an errand to run, but I'll be back in a few hours. Will you--

“‘Don’t worry. Everything’s under control.”

Later, Kimberly would wonder why she ever thought she could do it all by herself.



Chapter Eighteen

Kimberly picked up where she, Ricardo and Marla had left off the night before.
They had managed to condense and edit a rather tight segment on the roof, and
she hoped today’s work would help streamline the video even more. As she
worked, she lost herself in the process. Her intense concentration held her captive
and oblivious to the real world.

The sound of her name blasted her back into the visual arts classroom. She turned
around and saw Carol at the doorway. She had her guitar with her.

“‘Hey,” Kimberly said, waving her into the room. She wasn’t that happy to see
Carol. As much as she’d loved Carol in the past, right now her former best friend
spelled T-R-O-U-B-L-E. Kimberly didn’t need any more problems if she planned on
getting the video ready for the banquet later that evening.

‘I saw your car and thought I'd say hello.”

Well, that’s a lie, Kimberly thought, knowing Carol knew Kimberly had to be here to
finish the edit. If she wants to pretend it's an accidental meeting, whatever. A blast
of thunder punctuated Kimberly’s last thought.

“Started to rain,” Carol said, pulling a chair nearer to the computer and to
Kimberly. Her hair gleamed with the wide streak of emerald green. “You're busy. |
know. [--°

Kimberly stopped what she was doing and faced her friend, former friend. She
tried, really tried not to show her exasperation but Carol made it difficult. “What?”

‘I want to tell you I'm sorry.”

“That’s nice.” Kimberly returned to the computer and tapped a string of keys. Why
didn’t Carol understand that this was not a good time for a re-bonding session?
“Sorry, | have to get this done.”

“l,--Kimberly, | want us to go back to being friends.” Carol seemed to shrink in size
as soon as the words escaped. She played with her silver thumb ring. “I miss you.
| miss us.”

Kimberly listened.

Carol shifted in her seat, then rose and walked over to the industrial shelf that
housed every type of media the club had found: vinyl records, 8-tracks, turntables,
reel-to-reels, CDs and now DVDs. “I'm sorry, truly sorry. | should never have
talked against you. Ricardo was right. | was such a fool.”



Kimberly couldn’t believe her friend of ten-plus years came out and admitted to
spreading the rumors. She had expected Carol to ignore and deny any part in
them. Kimberly swiveled her chair to get a better look at Carol but all she saw was
her back. Kimberly didn’t want to think about all this. She tried to squelch the sick
feeling of betrayal that spread through her mind and increased her level of anxiety.

‘| was jealous. I'm sorry. You know how | get about Ricardo. | was so upset with
Marla talking to Ricardo, and then you seemed to stick up for my number one
enemy and left me stranded on the outside. It hurt.”

“‘Hey, we all make mistakes,” Kimberly said, acutely aware of her own recent
failings. Was she any better than Carol? Kimberly liked to think she’d treat her
friends better, but she understood all too well how things could quickly get out of
hand.

Carol tried to smile but Kimberly saw the pain in her eyes as she spoke. “I thought
| was losing you. You’ve been my best friend for so long. | didn’t want to share
you. I’'m so sorry.”

Kimberly felt the same pain. She’d missed Carol, missed her company. “Why don’t
we try to put what’s happened in the past. Let’s not think or talk about it anymore
for now.”

Carol, whose chain link belt with hot silver medallions jangled as she walked,
came toward Kimberly with outstretched arms. “I'd call for a group hug but it’s just
you and me,” Carol said in between Kimberly’s sudden laughter and weepy tears
of joy.

“What about Ricardo? You’ve been pretty mean to him the last week or so.”

‘I know. We already talked about it,” Carol said. “He’s wonderful and I'm such a
fool.”

Kimberly hugged Carol. She was glad they’d come to an agreement and were
friends again. She didn’t know if they’d ever be able to be as close as they were
before all this mess, but at least they had a new beginning. New beginnings
brought new hope. Then she thought of one new test for Carol. ‘Marla will be
stopping by any time, now. Are you good with that?”

Carol nodded and continued to wipe her face. “I'm good. I'm definitely good. |
know I've been a fool. I've promised Ricardo and now you to change. I've been
jealous of Marla, I've envied you. It nearly cost me everyone | cared about. | want
to change. | promise, | will. ”



When Carol left, Kimberly returned to her work. Things had been going so well she
thought she’d have time to spare to finish the project. She brought up the new
footage and looked. She looked at some more. She’d made a huge mistake.

“‘Hey, amiga, how’s it going?”
“Time Code.”

“What’'s wrong?” Ricardo glanced at the computer screen then back to Kimberly’s
wet face. “I thought you said everything was moving ahead of schedule?”

Kimberly couldn’t stop the tell-tale tears.
“What about it?”
“Look, | messed up the time code.”

“Stop with the tears, chica,” he said and patted her back. “We’ll fix it. | don’t know
how we’ll get it all done on time but we will.”

Ricardo’s reaction was measured and way less than Kimberly had expected. As if
she hadn’t already invited disaster, it now seemed that the great video gods had
joined together to thwart her at every turn and make it impossible for her to have
the video for Mr. Leonard later that night. She should have left everything alone.
She should have never rushed things. Her massive mess had now turned into a
disaster. Sure, they can get it done but it will take hours to fix the time code
problem. She knew she’d skewed the entire editing process and within hours of
the deadline. She would never be able to finish and meet Mr. Leonard’s demands.

“‘Don’t worry,” Ricardo said and reached behind and pulled out his phone. He
speed-dialed a number and did some very fast talking.

Kimberly’s crying had been reduced to a ragged burst of sniffles when her worst
fears materialized. Mr. Leonard entered the visual arts room.

“Kimberly, how’s the video coming? We’ve got a full house tonight, and I'm
counting on you.” Mr. Leonard had wandered over to where Ricardo sat at the
computer. “Are you two almost finished?”

Kimberly opened her mouth to confess and beg forgiveness but Ricardo managed
to get his answer in first.

“You'll have it, sir. It may be close to viewing time but we’ll deliver.” Ricardo never
took his eyes and fingers off the computer.

Kimberly stared open-mouthed at Ricardo. She couldn’t imagine how he thought



they’d be able to fix the new problems and still keep Mr. Leonard happy. When the
principal turned away from Ricardo, he leaned back in his chair and mouthed the
words: don’t worry.

Mr. Leonard seemed happy enough with Ricardo’s answer because he quickly left
the building.

“What were you thinking?” she said, her voice sounding harsh and shrill even to
her own ears. She rolled her chair back to the computer. “| don’t understand.”

Ricardo smiled and patted her on the back. “You will, amiga. You will.



Chapter Nineteen

Kimberly had lost hope but Ricardo pushed her to continue. The minutes turned
into half-hours and the half-hours turned into hours. Ricardo set to work to fix the
time code problem but it was slow, tedious work, and Kimberly worried that he
would never get it all done. More than once she had to fight to keep back the
tears. She’d been so foolish and all she did was make things worse. She never
seemed to solve problems. Her gift apparently lay in creating them.

She was hard at work when she heard footsteps behind her. She turned quickly.

“Greg, what are you doing here?” He’s like magic, she thought. He appears out of
nowhere.

He immediately moved behind Ricardo to watch what he was doing on the
computer. “Problems?”

Ricardo nodded. “A few.”

She was acutely aware of his presence. “How are you? | thought you wouldn’t be
able to help us out this weekend.”

He shoved his hands in his back pockets and wandered around the tables and
desks that played host the various equipment. “Things changed. They released my
brother from the hospital, and he’s home with my mom. Everything is fine.”

She stopped what she was doing. “If you'’re free, you should be in control of what
we’re doing. Ricardo, show Greg what we tried.”

Greg bent over Ricardo and stared at the screen. A couple of times he nodded as
if in agreement with something, other times he seemed surprised. Finally he
grabbed a chair so he could sit side-to-side with Ricardo. In minutes he’d taken
control of the software and was working away.

Ricardo leaned back to give him room and grinned at Kimberly.

At one point, Greg raised his head and smiled at the two of them. “This is good,
guys. Really good.”

Kimberly felt like a sunburst had exploded inside her body and an incredible warm
and cozy feeling spread like a river through her veins, relaxing her muscles and
easing the tension she’d carried for days. She leaned back in her chair and
watched Greg work the keyboard. She picked up her cell phone and called her
brother. She wanted to be sure he’d still be home when her work on the video had
finished. Bobby had been so open and honest with her during their heart-to-heart
talk. She wanted to spend more time with him.



Mr. Leonard stopped by on his way to the banquet. He seemed impressed with the
work everyone was doing and actually tried to kid around with them. Greg
promised he would deliver the video himself as soon as they’d finished.

Finally, the finishing touches were applied and the new senior video project was
marked “done.” Greg turned off the computer; Ricardo began re-shelving the
equipment and material that they’d used earlier that morning. Kimberly rose to
stop him.

“‘Hey, that’'s my job. I'm the intern, you know,” she said and started for the table
where she’d put most of the equipment that had been used at the Henderson
Building.

Ricardo put his hand out as if he were protecting the equipment and trying to keep
her away. “No way,” he said and nodded toward Greg. “You need to take care of
more important things.”

“Sure?”
“Positive. Now go.”

Greg had shut down the computer and was cleaning up the area around the
workstation. Kimberly came up beside him. “| wanted to thank you for coming
tonight. We would have never been able to pull it off without you.”

He shook his head, and then he turned and reached over, putting his hands on her
shoulders and staring directly into her eyes. “| am so sorry. | have been such a
fool.”

“You? No, me. Look at the way | treated Marla. | envied her relationship with you.
Now she’s turned out to be a great friend.”

‘I had a lot of time to think when | was home with the kids. Things were touch and
go with my brother for a day or two when he was in the hospital. The doctors were
worried because his fever was so high for so long.” Greg'’s voice grew soft as he
talked about his brother. “I realized how much | care about the people in my life--
and that includes you.”

She started to say something, but he put his fingers to her lips. “There’s more,” he
said. “The other day | knew you had come up with a viable way to get the video
ready for tonight. | just didn’t want it to be you who came up with the ideas. I'm an
overbearing, critical jerk who felt threatened by your obvious natural talent and
your dedication to the craft.”

She felt the weight of his hands on her shoulders. They felt comfortable, as though



they belonged there. A series of emotions rolled through her. Finally she gained
some control and spoke. “I think we’re both a little guilty. | was way too quick to try
to prove you wrong, or worse, to even best you at your own game.” She shook her
head thinking about her relationship with her brother. “I'm way too competitive. |
should never have assumed your role.”

Greg shushed her. “Forget the past. It's over. If there’s one thing I've learned from
you, it’s that there is so much more to life than | ever imagined.”

She stroked his hands, still resting comfortably on her shoulders. “I'm too much in
a hurry. | need to slow down, to take the time to learn the technical side. | need to
learn to cooperate instead of compete.”

When he pulled her down into a chair and sat next to her, she welcomed the
memories of a creaking swing, a poolside party, and a noisy bird named Amos.
When he pulled her close, all her insecurities slipped away. When she closed her
eyes, she could see them crossing the finish line together.

And when they kissed, she knew that to win love you had to give love.

~The End~
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