
CHERRY

the finest in pop fiction.

issue 4 / spring 2018 free

the hopeless 
romantic issue

Brandon Miller 's heroes 

A classic dinner party fail

plus: The Assassin's Mistake by Hope Barajas

   he wealthiest man in all of Aster sat at his desk as he waved a 

ringed hand. "I retract my payment. Not getting a thing out of 

me today, girls."                                                                                        

{

T

continued on p 1



M A R  

A P R  

M A Y  

2 0 1 8

The Assassin's Mistake by Hope Barajas . . . . . . . . . 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .cover/page 1 

All My Best Friends Are Cats . . . . . . . . . . . . . .page 7 

A Different Kind of Courage by Brandon Miller . . . 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . page 9 

Revolution by Deserae Hunter . . . . . . . . . . . page 12 

Bonus Feature: Tigger and Pooh. . . . . . . . . .page 18 

The Dinner Party by Jen Kolic . . . . . . . . . . . .page 19 

Cover photo: Rey and Finn by Cristina Giraldo Jensen  

Table of Contents/Masthead photos: Foxy by Elisabeth Flynn Marcus



continued from cover

I leaned over his desk. “Goodwell is dead. 
That’s one less nobleman for you to worry about. We 
did our job, and we deserve to be paid for it.”

“You succeeded in drawing attention to his 
death.” He drew back the curtains of the window 
behind him, showing the burning house far in the 
distance. “That was not what I asked for.”

“You wanted him dead—”
He tsked. “I won't pay for something when my 

orders were not followed through.” He faced us again, 
drumming his fingers.

River took a step closer to him. I grabbed her 
arm but she shrugged me off.

“We do not kill men frivolously, Semias. A man 
ought to have a reason for dying if it's not of his own 
accord,” she growled.

Semias simply smiled, revealing pearly, 
straightened teeth. “Then I'm afraid you will have to 
put Mr. Goodwell down as a first, my dears.”

X

I cursed as we ran across rooftops to our rented 
tavern room. I was angry at myself for burning the 
house down, yet I knew it was the only way to get rid 
of evidence leading back to Semias. He was an 
impulsive man, and Goodwell had a plan in place to 
sabotage Semias if he were to be found murdered. 
Though an accidental fire from an unturned ember? 
Nobody would think of assassination then, despite 
what Semias had said.

We remained hidden as we ran, blending into 
the darkness. Our port-town, known as Aurel, catered 
to the wealthy, which let the poor and the wicked 
easily fall between the cracks. As we remained 
obscured between shadows, even in the glint of the 
moonlight, our feet crunched through leaf piles on the 
rooftops, the wind blowing them away only seconds 
later.

Once River and I climbed down into a 
cobblestoned alley just across the street from the 

tavern, she pushed me against the wall, her arms 
bracing either side of me.

“Why didn’t you tell him of Goodwell’s plan?”
I scoffed, “Better to have the upper hand with 

men like him. I doubt he would have paid us 
anyways, River.”

She leaned in closer, and I tried not to let my 
eyes flicker towards her lips.

“That would have been enough gold for us to 
leave here and—” she stopped short.

“—and what?”
“And stop resorting to…to this sort of business 

just to live.”
I brushed a stray hair from her face. I knew this 

was hard on her. She noticed the pity in my 
expression and gained her composure.

“What did the papers say?” She asked, 
determined to remain focused.

In the distance we could hear fishermen 
returning from their day’s work, and the beam from 
the lighthouse flashed across our faces. I gently pulled 
River’s arms down. 

“Let’s not discuss it here,” I whispered, as I 
brushed my lips across hers.

She didn’t protest as I knotted my fingers with 
hers, and pulled her into the tavern. Passing traders 
seemed to be the usual clientele, indicated by the 
smell of cheap food, unwashed bodies, and bitter ale.

Once we entered our cramped room we did our 
routine inspection, checking for spy holes or signs of 
danger. There were none, so we relaxed a bit. River 
dropped down on the edge of our bed, and I headed 
towards the basin filled with murky grey water.

“I have a feeling Semias would be more pleased 
if we were men.” River sighed.

“All of Aster would be pleased if we were men. 
Or if at least one of us were.” I scrubbed at my 
wristlets that were flecked with dried blood. “We 
need to find a new client, our supply of apples and 
stale bread won’t last us the rest of autumn.”

When she didn’t respond, I looked over at her.
“Will you live without his gold? Or did you 

finally let a man break you?” I teased.
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“I will live without it but I don’t want to, 
Carissa.” She told me. “I’m sorry, but I want to live 
without having to resort to killing to make money. 
Don’t you?”

River did not come to be an assassin the same 
way I had. She chose it like some courtesans resort to 
their profession—out of a desperate need for money. 
With her wit and skills, she turned out to be good at 
it. We met years ago, when each of our clients wanted 
the same man dead. I had not yet revealed to her that 
a small, dreadful part of me relished the bloodshed. I 
chose not to answer.

She looked up at me. “Semias is one of the 
richest men in all of Aster. I’m sure he has a number 
of possessions equal in value to ten thousand gold 
pieces.”

I caught on, but hesitated. “Goodwell's plan...it 
was conducted by him and the other nobles. They 
were working together against Semias, trying to 
prepare a scheme against him.”

“Why?”
I had been an Aurel native my entire life, its 

political history merely a page in the background of 
my growing up. River was born and raised in the 
mountainous country of Eves, so she wasn’t aware of  
Semias’ struggle.

I sighed. “His wife was originally the richest 
noblewoman in Aurel. Her family had been for years. 
They spent a great deal of their money to aid them in 
bearing children, and she died from the remedies they 
used. In her will she insisted all of her money and 
power be given to him. Titles are usually inherited by 
heir, or by closest living relative. He wasn’t even 
Aurel-born, so the other nobles thought he didn’t 
deserve it.”

“What were they planning?”
“They wanted to kill him, and they prepared 

instructions in case one of them was found 
assassinated. No matter who killed them, Semias 
would be blamed. I knew that if I didn’t cover our 
tracks, Semias would make sure that we would be the 
ones to pay for it before he did.”

River looked at me in shock. “What should we 

do then? I'm sure he's already contacted somebody 
else to take care of the rest of the nobles!”

I nodded, a plan slowly forming. “We can use 
this information against him, but not openly. If 
Semias catches us, we need our own plan in place to 
contact Goodwell’s friends. We need a thief’s help, 
someone who has experience with stealing goods.” I 
avoided her gaze as I continued, “I know a man who 
can help us.”

X

We stood in the brothel, waiting for a man in a 
midnight blue tunic. Though I knew when we spotted 
him that it was merely his proxy. Such were the 
pleasantries of dealing with other criminals—you 
rarely dealt with them in person. I looked at Rogue’s 
agent for a moment.

“Go tell Rogue that if he wants to do this the 
long way, I can gut you now so that he doesn’t have 
to bother with proxies anymore. We mean him no 
harm.”

River gave me a pointed look once the boy 
turned and walked off, but I said nothing until the 
proxy returned with a man that had a white-healed 
scar through the right side of his face.

Rogue had a swagger to his steps. I had heard of 
him before, but didn’t know much about the man. I 
knew more of his guild. The Shepherds of the Hand. 
They were well-loved in the poorer areas of Aurel, 
favored for their generous deeds. Stealing from the 
rich to give to the unhealthy. Thieves and criminals, 
all working together to do good in the world—by any 
means necessary.

Rogue got straight to business. “Your letter said 
you wanted to discuss Semias Wraith?” He sat down 
across from us and motioned for his proxy to leave. 
The corner of Rogue’s mouth twitched, a smirk 
waiting to reveal itself. 

“Why would two lovely young assassins want a 
thief’s help?”

“We want to show him that using our services 
and not paying isn't an option. We’ll receive our 
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payment one way or another.”
His smirk slowly revealed itself, though it 

didn’t reach his eyes.
“I wouldn’t have thought the Sapphire 

Assassins would turn into thieves.” 
“We’re not.” I cut in before River could 

interfere. “That is where you come in.”
“I have Wraith to thank for this lovely scar.” he 

said harshly. “He isn’t particularly fond of thieves. So 
what makes you think I want to chance meeting him 
again?”

“We are offering a night with any one of these 
fine ladies here, though if that doesn’t tempt you, then 
you are free to help yourself to anything of Semias’ 
that catches your eye. After you help us obtain our 
money's worth. You will have our protection,” I 
assured him.

He hesitated a moment before leaning back in 
his chair. “You girls amuse me.” There was an 
earnestness in his eyes that made me feel more at 
ease. He went on. “You can give your friends the 
night off. I prefer things that money can buy for more 
than one night.”

I nodded at him. “I’ll have a contract drawn up 
by the end of tonight.” Rogue bowed his head. “Of 
course.”

I was about to ask Rogue what more he knew of 
Semias, when he tilted his head. “Have we met 
before, Miss…?”

I felt my palms grow sweaty, but didn’t allow 
my cheeks to flush even as River’s eyes pierced me.  I 
decided to lie.

“I’m afraid we haven’t.”

X

After a week of tailing Semias, the three of us 
found out the exact day he and his personal guards 
would be away for the night.

We scouted the roof for the rest of his guards, 
our faces obscured by masks, I counted three before 
River and I quickly took them out with our throwing 
knives. Rogue followed after us as we climbed down 

Semias’ brick walls and dropped into a balcony, 
before he picked the lock of the intricate glass doors. 
Once unlocked, the sea breeze helped us disappear 
behind billowing curtains.

I surveyed the room with a lethal glance, and 
led River and Rogue behind me. I walked over to the 
door, cracking it open to peer into the rest of the 
lavish home, while River and Rogue began loading 
their pockets with as much loot as they could find. 
The hallway was empty, so I turned to see Rogue 
swiftly at work. He knew what he was doing. He 
checked under floorboards, in drawers without 
wrinkling a single garment, behind paintings. He even 
knew where secret panels would be on the sides of 
dressers and bookcases. He opened a small 
compartment and took out a well-adorned chest, 
which he opened to reveal glittering gems and gold. 
But among the diamond encrusted wristlet, blazing 
sapphires, and sparkling emerald brooch was a 
lavaliere.

“This is worth more than gold to Wraith. You’ll 
manage to get your money’s worth from this alone.” 
He gathered it by its fragile chain and handed it to 
River. She held it gingerly in her hand, it was the 
most beautiful and feminine thing we owned, and I 
knew a part of her wanted to keep it. 

Rogue finished picking the lock of a small safe 
behind a carved oak desk as he whispered, “I’m going 
to search for more treasures in the next room.”

He walked over to where I stood by the door, 
but I pushed him back with one hand. “Why are you 
so eager when your pockets are already filled?”

“I’ve gotten you your gold’s worth. I have a 
guild to provide for, and you said I was free to help 
myself. Five mouths to feed through the winter costs 
more than a handful of jewels and cufflinks.”

I was about to shrug and let him risk being 
killed as he pleased, when River interjected. ‘I think 
we should leave now. If you're caught…I say we each 
got what we came for, if our money runs over we can 
give it to you for your troubles, there's no need to kill 
tonight.”

“Isn't that your job?” Rogue snapped at her. I 
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narrowed my eyes at him.
“Then forget the agreement. Your guild was 

never our concern. If you get caught, I won’t stop 
them from giving you another scar.”

He held my glare before stalking out of the 
room noiselessly. I turned my attention back to River, 
who stood before me, her hood off her head, leaving 
her copper hair free and only her mask to harbor her 
face. I walked over to her by the mirror, and she took 
off her mask, as I clasped the necklace around her 
neck.

I grinned at her. Its presence only amplified her 
beauty, and I longed to show her how her beauty 
made me feel. Grunts and fighting brought me back 
into focus as River and I heard the sounds of Rogue 
being found and caught.

We broke away from each other quickly and I 
pushed River behind me, backing up towards the 
doors we came in from. My fingers twitched as they 
hung over the handles of my daggers. I replayed what 
River said in my mind.

There is no need to kill. There is no need to kill. 
There is no need to kill.

The door flew open, and Semias’ guards stood 
before us, weapons drawn. I intended to follow suit, 
but not before I edged River closer to the door, a 
chance for her to escape unscathed.

Rogue’s screams of pain were heard below us, 
and I knew Semias had returned early. “We can't 
leave him,” River pleaded in my ear.

I nodded, ever the fool when it came to her 
pleas, and threw my dagger at the brute inching closer 
to us. I was practically pushing her out the doors.

“I’ll grab him and find our way out, start 
running—stick to the alleys!”

I finished off the guard already on the ground, 
while using the other blade to cut his companion’s 
throat in a matter of seconds. As I felt the song in my 
blood begin to play, I ran to rescue Rogue, eager for 
more bloodshed.

Once I reached the bottom of the stairwell, I 
counted a total of three guards waiting for me. I 
ignored all thought. All reason. As I unsheathed my 

rapier I took them in; they were bulky and oafish, 
easy for me to flow through. One guard backed up, 
afraid once he saw the light in my eyes. He held his 
sword pointed at me as if to keep me at bay. His 
friend sliced a nice gash on my shoulder, and I 
ignored the pulsing throb as I shoved him aside and 
pushed my rapier into the gut of the frightened guard 
until its cross-guard was touching his stomach. The 
other didn’t even have time to get me again before I 
plunged one of my daggers in the crook of his neck. 
The last one had fled, though I didn’t see where. The 
front door of the house was left wide open.

I finally felt release, and couldn’t hold back the 
smirk on my face as I turned to see Semias holding a 
bloodied and beaten Rogue between us.

“It’s a shame you and your partner aren’t 
courtesans.” Semias mused, dropping Rogue to the 
floor with a thud. “I’m sure you’d have a far more 
stable income.”

I gritted my teeth as I tried to come up with a 
plan. But with Rogue like this…The bastard was 
lucky that I promised him protection to begin with. I 
reached for the smoke bomb deep within my pockets. 
River and I had become immune to its side effects 
long ago, and I had given Rogue a protective tea the 
night before.

“I’m sure you’d be the highest contributor in 
that fantasy,” I told Semias, “It’s a shame you aren’t 
better looking, or we might have offered a night with 
us for free.”

The look on his face was vehement as I threw 
the bomb at him, and quickly grabbed Rogue off the 
floor.

We broke out of Semias’s house, falling into a 
clumsy run as Rogue clung to my shoulders. I knew 
Semias wouldn’t be that far behind us. In the distance, 
I could see a faint blur of copper hair. River had made 
it out ahead of us.

I felt a sense of panic rise in my chest as I urged 
Rogue to run faster. Closer to the shadows to cover 
us. Why isn’t River doing the same? I wondered. And 
then I saw them.

Aurel guards coming after her, coming from the 
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alleyways I told her to run in. My legs were aching 
and my chest was burning, but I urged Rogue to run 
faster.

As I kept my eyes on her, I saw a small line—an 
arrow—fly through the air and hit her. I watched as 
she collapsed to the ground. The city guards 
surrounded her.

I stopped, shocked as I turned back to see 
Semias standing out in the street, bow in hand. I 
looked back at the crowd of guards forming around 
River’s body.

As I began to unsheathe a hidden sword on my 
back, Rogue put his arm out to stop me. My hand 
lingered for a mere moment, before I sheathed it 
again, and began leading him down a different route. 
Tears blurred my vision. I didn’t dare look behind us 
to see if Semias was loading another arrow.

X

At the tavern, Rogue paid for the innkeeper’s 
silence with a pair of earrings stolen from Semias. 
When we reached my room, I took the time to patch 
up Rogue’s wounds and gave him a tonic to prevent 
infection.

“You have a spot with us, Carissa,” he told me. 
“In my guild. We have four other men–well, two 
women included, and they'd all welcome you, I know 
it.” 

I didn’t answer. Didn’t even move.
“Carissa, you cannot curl into yourself and 

let...let River’s murder change you.”
I looked up at him, an anger in my face I knew 

he could place with the hardship of loss. 
I thought of those memories, and decided to 

remind Rogue of our last meeting.
“Before I met River,” I said, “I was raised by 

my brute of an uncle, who hated me more than he 

hated our lack of money or lack of food or anything 
else he could hate in the world. He would bring in 
courtesans just to sleep with them, and then beat 
them, and I would let him carry on because it meant 
he wasn’t beating me. But on my eighteenth birthday, 
he raised his hand to me for the last time.”

Rogue merely stared on, listening.
“I killed him. Horribly. It wasn’t even that hard. 

I had ran out on the streets, covered in blood, and 
knew that whoever saw me would surely report me to 
the city guards. But instead, a thief pulled me into an 
alley and asked what was wrong. I told him, and 
instead of reporting me, he cleaned me up. He traded 
his clothes for my bloodied ones and gave me money 
and a dagger and told me to run away, and never 
return to my house or to people who knew me. So I 
did.”

“How long had you two been lovers?” he asked 
softly.

Tears dripped down my face as I whispered, 
“We had just celebrated our red-letter mark.” He was 
quiet for a moment as he thought. “So you had met 
after the—after you—”

I growled at him. “Yes, it was after then. She 
hadn't known anything of my past.” Rogue knelt 
down and gripped my shoulders.

“Do not be ashamed of that. Of any part of your 
past. Whether she had known it or not. You cannot 
change it, Carissa. Even if you could, would you? 
Would you willingly erase every act you’ve done in 
the chance of losing every memory you've gained 
with River?”

My mind reeled over it all. I knew I didn’t need 
to mention to Rogue that that day was only the first 
taste in my lust for bloodshed. I closed my eyes and 
thought of River, her simple goodness. Of every day 
that I had spent with her. Of every night. I shook my 
head. Rogue gripped my shoulders harder.

“We are each surviving this world in our own 
ways. Some of our ways are just bloodier than others. 
We cannot change who we are, or what we’ve done, 
so we might as well embrace it.”

“What do you propose we do then?” I asked 

I didn’t dare look 
behind us
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half-heartedly. “Avenge her? Nothing we could do 
could ever make up for…for…”

I looked into Rogue’s scarred face, and didn’t 
try to find the words. Yet Rogue knew what I wanted 
to hear, as he cupped my face in his hands.

“Then we will mark him for the monster that he 
is.” 

X

The following morning, after contacting his 
guild, Rogue took his loot to a black-market salesman, 
someone who wouldn’t question the nature of the 
stolen goods. The lavaliere remained on my mind, as 
did Semias.

We paid an informant to ask around where 
Semias would be for the night: an elegant dinner, so 
we paid off each of the workers and host with the rest 
of the money. We sent a letter to each of the 
remaining noblemen of Aurel, along with copies of 
Goodwell’s papers, stating that Semias had become 
aware of their plan and to act accordingly.

It was nice to be so busy. And despite noticing 
that faceless voice in the street, a tattered dark cloak 
walk past me, or a maiden with auburn hair in the 
distance, I had hardly thought of her at all.

X

Later that night, Rogue and I walked to Semias’ 
house. Rogue went inside first, and we waited until 
Semias returned home. He put a candle by the doors 
River had climbed out of the previous night. He was 
ready for me to come inside. 

When I stepped into Semias’ office, the he 
asked, “Are you two going to kill me quickly, or will 
you grant me a painful death like your lovely 
partner?”

Rogue finished tying Semias’ hands behind his 
chair before he leaned down close enough that the two 
men were eye level, mere breaths away from one 
another. “You can be sure that you won’t be receiving 
our courtesy.”

However my attention wasn't on the two men in 

the room, it was on the familiar lavaliere that was on 
River’s neck the night before. Semias caught my stare 
and smirked.

“The city guards returned it to me after your 
lover met her untimely end. Kind of them.” Lazily, 
Rogue used a small blade to cut the buttons off 
Semias’ shirt. Only when his bare chest was revealed 
did he start to lose his snarky composure.

“I'll give you double your payment—triple! I'll 
triple it! Please,” he begged. Rogue looked at me, and 
I nodded curtly.

“Oh there’s no need for that.” Rogue began 
circling Semias. “The other noblemen have already 
offered us more than you could dream just to keep our 
silence against their plans for you. Yet we offered an 
alternative—complete the job they wanted done in the 
first place, as long as they kept quiet about our role. I 
think you can guess how they felt about our offer. 
Especially after we told them that you were behind 
Hughe Goodwell’s death.”

When Rogue handed me his blade, Semias 
started to soil himself.

"Please. Your partner—she wouldn't have 
wanted it! Don't do this. Please. Do you think this is 
what she would have wanted you to do?"

I forced myself to stare into his silver eyes, as I 
wondered for a moment if he was right. All River ever 
wanted was a simple, plain life. And I couldn’t even 
give her that. She didn’t enjoy thrusting a knife into a 
man’s gut or the crack a man’s neck makes when it 
snaps.

I did.
I tore the pendant from Semias’ neck as Rogue 

punched him in the gut. He cried out, “You will regret 
this! You stupid bitch!”

I answered him with a smile, as I took out my 
favorite blade.

No, I thought.
I’m going to enjoy this.

Hope Barajas is a college student working her way to 
becoming a librarian. She loves Harry Potter, reading 
anything YA, watching cheesy movies with her mom, 
and spending any free moment she gets writing!
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A Different Kind of Courage
by Brandon Miller

SUNDAY:
Another day, another chump who thought they 

could make it as a criminal in the post-superhero world. 
In the past couple years, superheroes had started popping 
up all over the place. How did they think to get away 
with any sort of major crime? Roux couldn’t say. 

Unlike all the rest, who wore costumes and had 
some otherworldly abilities, Roux and Melpomene acted 
as a symbiotic being. With an audible command, Roux 
could call Pom into action, and the nanites formed a suit 
of armor. White and blue with red fleur-de-lis running 
up her arms—basically a France Suit. Trust me, it was a 
cool look. The AI plus the girl became the superhero, 
whom people called Melpomene (for, hopefully, obvious 
reasons). They were known as part of the MUSEs, and 
together they had fought malevolent scientific programs, 
gone into outer space, and had been a part of multiple 
concerts. But through all of this, everything she had 
faced, Roux still couldn’t work up the courage to ask 
Aimee Russo if she’d like to go to a movie or 
something. It was kind of cute. 

For about a decade, Roux Bard had been on the 
streets with her sister, Constance, surviving any way 
they could. Like Robin Hood, stealing from the rich and 
giving to the needy. It was just that the needy happened 
to be herself and her sister. On Roux’s first run through 
with Pom and her suit, she’d saved Constance and 
Aimee. Neither recognized Roux. But Aimee had taken 
a sisterly liking to Constance, and when she met Roux 
and learned of their situation, she convinced her parents 
to take them in, giving them a house, food, and warmth. 

Roux and Aimee were walking together down the 
Parisian streets, laden with groceries. Roux was a bit 
famous now, so she bought most of the groceries as a 
thank-you to the Russo family. Watching her feet, she 
avoided looking at Aimee—her perfect black hair, her 
perfect Italian eyes, her perfect everything. She was a 
year older than Roux, and always with a smile. 

Looking up, Aimee turned her smile on Roux. 
Offering a small smile in return, Roux clumsily brushed 
her blonde hair out of her face. Suddenly she was 
conscious of her stupidly large forehead, her small chin, 
her stupid crooked smile, her big ears, her boring eyes…
Shaking her head, she let her bangs hide her face again, 

and her sudden, reddening cheeks. Poor thing. 
Tell her something. Pom’s voice echoed in her 

head, not quite telepathy, seeing as they shared a body. 
Roux didn’t answer. Say something, because we’re 
going to have to leave soon.

Why? Roux thought back. 
Booker’s in town.
Oh, good. Roux thought sarcastically. 
Clearing her throat, Roux took out her phone to 

take an ersatz call. Aimee raised an eyebrow. 
“Starr?” 
Roux nodded. 
Aimee smiled, showing her perfect teeth. 

“Business. Here, let me take those.” Under much 
protest, Aimee eventually manhandled the rest of the 
groceries away from Roux. 

“Go on! I’ll see you back home.” 
Frowning and nodding, Roux found her way into 

an alley, invoked Pom and her armor, and shot into the 
air. 

She found pop sensation Booker Zimmerman, 
AKA Ami Starr, floating above the Eiffel Tower, her 
suit a matte blue with gold highlights. (Not as 
captivating as our girl Roux, but still pretty snazzy.) 
Starr’s MUSE, Euterpe, exchanged greetings with Pom, 
and Starr herself waved at Roux. 

“We got a problem needs solving in India. Some 
hotshot terrorist thinks they can hold a buncha people 
hostage.” Starr was an Australian pop sensation with 
gold records and a clothing line. She was also the front 
for the superheroine group, the MUSEs. Roux, Starr, 
and a third girl, Lucy Juraszek, formed the globetrotting 
trio. 

“Luce is all tied up, I need some extra hands.” 
Starr wiggled her own fingers as if to demonstrate. 

Roux sighed, nodded, and followed. This was 
supposed to be her vacation. 

Instead, it was a usual Sunday. 

MONDAY:
Back in Paris, midnight: someone had tried to 

heist the Louvre. Again. Roux was sitting next to the 
thieves, one of which she had met before. An American 
by the name of Jack Pride sat contentedly in handcuffs. 

Someone had tried to 
heist the Louvre. Again. 
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“Talked to her yet?” Pride asked. 
Roux grunted. “No.” 
Pride knew about the MUSEs’ identities, and for 

some reason refused to tell anyone. When asked, he 
simply called it an insurance policy. Either that or he 
was a few marbles short of a, um, bag of marbles.

“You gotta talk to her.”
“Shut up.”
“Hey, come on. You can talk to me.” 
“Quiet.” 
Jack adjusted his position, his arms behind his 

back. “Look, I know how it is. Everybody has been 
there. I never talked to anyone I had a crush on, and look 
where I am. Famous outlaw, known throughout the 
world as—”

“Someone who keeps getting caught.”
Jack glared. “I’ve helped your lot before. Come 

on, play nice.” 
Sirens were heard. 
“Your ride’s here.”
The police arrived, and Jack gave Roux a 

meaningful glance before ducking into the cop car. Roux 
glared, flew off. 

She hated Mondays. 

TUESDAY: 
Tuesday was quiet, surprise surprise, and they 

spent a whole day together. Just the three girls. 
Constance seemed blissfully unaware of the glances 
Roux stole at Aimee, and Aimee, curled up with a copy 
of a Tolstoy novel, was also unaware. Roux still had 
trouble reading, having had no formal education until 
she was fourteen. Constance had taken to it like she had 
been reading her whole life. Roux faked it, hoping to 
impress Aimee. She didn’t know if it was working. 

Lunch was equally quiet, Aimee helping 
Constance with a particularly hard book, Roux looking 
at the meaningless scribbles in a copy of Harry Potter 
and the Prisoner of Azkaban. She had secretly seen the 
movies, so she could talk about the story. No one knew 
she couldn’t read much, and that’s how it was going to 
stay. 

After dinner, Roux and Constance headed upstairs. 
Aimee gave them both a hug, and the Russos did as well. 
Roux blushed, hurried into her and her sister’s shared 
room. Connie leaned over the top bunk to look down at 
her. 

“It’s obvious, you know.”
“What is?” Oh God, was it?

“You’re going to have to learn to read sooner or 
later.” Roux let out a relieved breath, didn’t answer. 
“And everybody but Aimee sees how you look at her.”

Roux spent the rest of the night going over the 
day, hoping she hadn’t really been that obvious. When 
she complimented Aimee’s hair, had she said it TOO 
warmly? Had she paid TOO much attention to the story 
she told about her friends at the mall? What had she 
done wrong? What had she done right? 

Roux did not find sleep that night. 

WEDNESDAY: 
Around midday the river had begun to boil. Boats 

were capsized by tentacles so huge, they’re usually only 
seen in, well, movies about giant-tentacled monsters. 
The creature soon tore down a bridge. No one was hurt, 
thanks to Melpomene, although there was much 
property damage and a few people would probably need 
some sort of psychological help. The threat was handled, 
the large, squiddish-like thing was taken back to sea. 
Facility 5, a government-funded lab based out of Fort 
Knox, made sure the creature was safe, but also that it 
couldn’t terrorize other waterways, like in Venice or 
something. 

This, of course, caused quite a stir, and reporters 
got to the scene before Roux and Pom could make a 
break for it. She was stuck answering questions, a 
modulated version of her voice answering to hide her 
identity. Pom quietly manipulated her physical 
attributes, making her a couple inches taller, giving the 
suit more muscle tone, which helped as well. It was a 
good thirty minutes before the crowd began to disperse, 
and The Incident happened. 

A gaggle of teenagers flooded around her, asking 
for autographs. Roux was about to refuse until she saw 
the black ponytail bobbing forward. Aimee was here to 
see Melpomene. 

Panic and excitement, fear and joy, confusion and 
clarity, mixed in Roux’s gut, but she didn’t run. 
Melpomene gave out one autograph, and only one, that 
day. The look on Aimee’s face, the blush it brought to 
her cheeks and the shine it brought to her eyes, was 
worth all the trouble with the reporters, all the groans of 
the other teenagers, and anything else in the world. 

Smooth. Pom’s voice held a smirk. Roux smirked 
back. 

THURSDAY: 
Aimee had pinned the autograph, the writing 
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thanks to Pom since Roux could barely write her OWN 
name, on her wall. Roux was insufferably pleased with 
herself all day, and no one could tell why. 

FRIDAY: 
It started raining at ten, pouring by eleven. The 

crimes started in earnest around noon. Somehow, Roux 
managed to get most of them within sight of Aimee. 
Pom kept telling her not to show off, Roux kept telling 
her to shut up. Aimee smiled, waved, Roux waved back. 
She crashed into a building once, broke some glass, had 
to try and fix it, flew off in a panic. But we can pretend 
we didn’t see that part. 

Later that day, Aimee would talk about nothing 
but Melpomene. Roux was left out. She sat there, 
listening to her own escapades, Aimee not looking at her 
twice. It was kind of depressing. 

Told you so, Pom thought.

SATURDAY:
No heroics today, Roux told herself. She was 

going to keep her suit off, spend the day with her sister 
and Aimee, and hope that maybe she could outdo her 
alter ego. But it was no use. Aimee sat on the porch and 
watched the skies, clear now from the storm yesterday. 
She had produced a set of binoculars from somewhere, 
and whenever something moved against that blue 
backdrop of sky, her eyes snapped to it, only to be 
disappointed. Roux brought her snacks, only to get a 
distracted thank you. Roux sat with her and tried to talk, 
but Aimee’s only response was to change the subject to 
Melpomene. Defeated, Roux went back inside. 

Aimee came in later for food, and left for a walk 
alone. Usually she invited one of the sisters, but today 
she didn’t even look at them. What had she done wrong? 
Roux watched her walk down the street from the 
window, downtrodden, and watched her return half an 
hour later only to retake her place on the porch with the 
binoculars. Roux chewed her lip in thought. 

By the end of the day, Aimee was sitting in her 
room, looking forlornly at the ceiling. Roux knocked, 
and entered with a wave. 

Tell her how you feel. Or ask her out. Or 
something. 

Aimee waved back, her heart not in the motion. 
Roux shoved Pom to the back of her head. Took a 

breath.
She told Aimee.
Aimee sat up. She looked at Roux. And for the 

briefest moments, Roux thought she had made a 
mistake. Aimee would scold her, or tell her she was like 
a sister, or something equally crushing. Roux felt tears 
well up.

And then Aimee smiled.  

Having grown up in a military family, Brandon Miller  
moved around quite a bunch and was able to see a lot of 
different ways to live. He seems to have settled (for now) 
in Colorful Colorado. Last year he got his first 
publication, and this will be his second! He’s very 
excited.



Revolution
by Deserae Hunter

“The attack starts at midnight.”
Cosmos’s heart flipped beneath her ribs. Her 

lips slowly spread in a smile. It was her first smile in a 
long, long time. 

“Tonight?” She would be free tonight. A clone 
slave no longer.

Astro nodded once, handing her a plate of 
spaghetti that smelled like freshly cut tomatoes and 
spiced meats. 

“Meet with us at eleven. We’ll go over the 
plan.”

Cosmos touched his forearm, the only amount 
of affection she was allowed to show. Even this might 
be too much. Their eyes met, her amber boring into 
his blue. Her smile was bright, alive, she could tell. 

“We’re going to be free.”
Astro glanced down at her hand and gave her a 

restrained smile, like he still thought it too good to be 
true. But his eyes were aglow with wonder underneath 
his pale bangs. 

“We could be together,” he whispered.
Cosmos felt her stomach twirl at the thought. It 

wouldn’t be for long, but they would finally be 
together. She let her hand drop to her side. 

“I should get this to Rayna,” she said, indicating 
the spaghetti. “I’ll see you at dinner.”

Cosmos turned, rounded the corner out of the 
glossy kitchen, and went up the dark, hardwood stairs. 
Her stomach complained as the savory food steamed 
in her face. She wouldn’t be allowed to eat her paste 
until after the parents and Rayna ate dinner. If she was 
already hungry, this was going to be a long day.

She walked down the hallway, passing the 
parents’ room on her tiptoes, not wanting her heels to 
wake them up from their nap. She turned the handle 
of Rayna’s door at the end of the hallway and stepped 
into the little girl’s room. It was decorated pink and 
purple and littered with toys and picture books. The 
white lace curtains pulsed gently in the summer 

breeze drifting in from the open window. Sunlight 
streamed in through the window in glittering rays, and 
set the room aglow with golden light. 

Rayna sat cross-legged on the floor, dressed in 
her pajamas still, playing with a red-haired Barbie 
doll dressed in a 1980’s-style silver rave dress. 
Cosmos eyed the black-haired Barbie doll that Rayna 
held in her other hand. She was a mini replica of 
Cosmos—and every other enslaved female clone. As 
Cosmos watched, Rayna made the red-haired Barbie 
order the clone Barbie to do her laundry and wash the 
dishes. Cosmos pressed her lips together. 

Sniffing, the little girl glanced up, her bright, 
sea-blue eyes landing on Cosmos and the plate she 
carried. “Momos, your back!” she squealed, flinging 
the Barbies aside and running up to hug Cosmos 
around the knees. Cosmos watched the clone Barbie’s 
head hit the side of the dollhouse and land face down 
on the plush lavender carpet. Rayna squeezed 

Cosmos’s legs and threw her head back to beam up at 
her. Her teeth were tiny, straight white bubbles lining 
her mouth. 

“I got something for you. Yesterday!” she said, 
pulling away and running over to her dresser. 
Cosmos’s dress clung to the girl’s shirt as she ran 
away. Cosmos smoothed the cotton fabric down as 
Rayna opened her drawer and plucked a small, 
colorful bracelet from its depths. 

“Yesterday?” Cosmos said. “Then why didn’t 
you give it to me earlier?”

“I forgot!” Rayna said, her voice clear enough 
to cut through glass. Rayna spun around and skipped 
up to Cosmos, holding out the bracelet in the palm of 
her tiny hand. The beads were various colors. No…
they weren’t beads, Cosmos realized. The bracelet 
was made of different colored gemstones: rubies, 
sapphires, emeralds. Rayna’s grin turned sheepish. 

“Mommy says it’s precious.”
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“We could be together,” 
he whispered.



Cosmos stared at the little girl. “This is for 
me?”

Rayna nodded happily, then bit her lip, looking 
sheepish again. “Do you like it?”

Cosmos picked up the bracelet in her free hand, 
intertwining it between her fingers and watching the 
gems sparkle in the sunlight. Colors swam along the 
walls and floor like glittering fish in a sea of sunlight. 
Cosmos glanced down at Rayna. Then lowered 
herself to one knee, so their eyes were level.

“This is too precious to give to someone like 
me, Rayna,” she said, trying to clear her clogged 
throat. She swiped a strand of hair behind her ear. 

“It’s too expensive. If your mommy finds 
out…” 

She couldn’t tell Rayna what her mommy, or 
rather, her daddy, would do if they caught Cosmos 
wearing something this valuable. They’d once beaten 
Astro until the tip of his left earlobe was ripped off 
just for making the wrong meal one night. 

“Hide it!” Rayna whispered loudly, her face 
becoming desperate. Her eyebrows and lips trembled. 

“Mommy doesn’t have to know. I got it for 
you.”

“Why did you get this for me, Ray?” Cosmos 
wondered. She hadn’t realized the little girl would 
ever… 

“Because I love you!” Rayna said, so sincerely 
that, for a split second, Cosmos forgot the girl was 
only five. “Do you like it?”

“I love it,” Cosmos smiled, tucking it away in 
the front pocket of her dress, where she kept her pens 
and tiny notebook. “I’ll keep it forever.”

Rayna beamed. “Yay! Thank you, Momos. I 
won’t tell Mommy.”

“Tell Mommy what?” a deep voice said from 
behind them. 

Cosmos was on her feet in a heartbeat, pivoting 
toward the door. There stood Ryder, a very tall man 
with crew-cut hair. Rayna’s father. His jade eyes were 
narrowed to points, a scowl etched into his plain, 
doughy features. 

Cosmos’s heart thundered in her chest. Beads of 

sweat formed on her forehead and upper lip; her free 
hand was clammy and shaking when she clenched it. 
The plate of spaghetti wobbled in her other hand. 

“It’s a surprise for Matilda,” she blurted, unable 
to think of anything better. “She wanted help coming 
up with ideas for a birthday present.”

Ryder nodded his head once. Then he blinked 
and his eyebrows furrowed. “Christmas is closer than 
her birthday,” he growled. “Come out here, Cosmos.”

Cosmos did her best not to flinch, not to cringe, 
as she walked past Ryder and out the door without 
another look at Rayna. Ryder closed Rayna’s door, 
promising the girl they would be back and then turned 
on Cosmos. 

“Did you just lie to me?” Ryder hissed, glaring 
down his fat nose at her. Cosmos swallowed, 
watching the muscles ripple along his arms. 

“I meant Christmas,” she said. 
“What are you hiding from Matilda?” Ryder 

demanded. “I heard you two. If you lie to me one 
more time, I’ll send you flying right down the stairs.”

Cosmos hung her head and pulled the bracelet 
from her dress pocket. Her hand was shaking so hard 
she almost dropped it. “She gave this to me.”

Ryder snatched it out of her fingers and 
examined the bracelet. He lifted his eyes to Cosmos. 

“Do you know how much this bracelet costs?” 
he spat. He pointed to a clear, white crystal. “That’s a 
diamond. No wonder you were going to hide it from 
us, you trash. What were you going to do with it? Sell 
it? Huh?”

His voice grew with every question, each word 
out of his mouth an explosion. Behind him, Cosmos 
saw Matilda, a curly-haired blonde woman dressed in 
a purple satin robe, standing in the doorway of their 
room. She rubbed at her eyes, smearing her makeup. 

“What’s going on?”
“Look at this,” Ryder fumed, pushing the 

bracelet into her hands. “She says Rayna gave it to 
her.”

“That’s why Ray asked for it?” Matilda gaped, 
taking the bracelet from her husband. She glared up at 
Cosmos. “You took it?”

13



“She begged me to,” Cosmos mumbled.
“What was that?” Ryder said, taking a step 

toward Cosmos. 
Cosmos froze, knowing if she took a step back, 

she would make things harder on herself. A hard, 
burning slap met with Cosmos’s cheek, sending her 
head flying to the side. She heard a snap in her neck. 
The plate of spaghetti almost toppled out of her 
hands.

Cosmos kept her eyes on the carpet, the stinging 
in her cheek growing and tingling with every passing 
second. The side of her face was going numb. She 
bowed her shoulders and tried to look as meek as 
possible. She tried to repress the rage and humiliation 
roiling in her heart and burning in her eyes.

“You’re getting the Cage,” Ryder said, seething. 
His face had grown cherry-red. He gripped Cosmos 
by the arm, and dragged her behind him as he 
descended the stairs. “No dinner today or tomorrow, 
and you’re getting the belt later. How dare you—you 
were actually going to keep this?”

Cosmos bit her tongue to keep from crying. The 
Cage was essentially an outhouse; a flimsy, wooden 
building about five feet square, with a fetid hole in the 
ground for waste. They put a padlock on the outside 
of it to keep the clone secured in there. It would be a 
million degrees today. No dinner? And the belt?

Ryder dragged her to the sliding glass doors that 
led out back. As she passed the kitchen, Cosmos 
made eye contact with Astro, who stared open 
mouthed at her, his blue eyes bright with fear. For 
her.  

Cosmos could hardly keep the spaghetti plate 
from teetering out of her hand, Ryder was marching 
so fast. They strode off the tiled patio and into the 
massive gardens. Blossoming pink trees towered over 
holly and boxwood topiaries. The path through the 
garden streamed through the flowers and trees. In the 
far back corner of the garden stood the Cage. 

Ryder shoved Cosmos inside, overturning her 
plate of spaghetti. The noodles and sauce dribbled 
down the front of her light blue work dress. Ryder 
snatched the plate away from her and slammed it into 

the side of Cosmos’s head. She gasped and fell to her 
knees, clutching her temple, the bone screaming. 
When she pulled her fingers away, the tips were 
coated in red. Tears finally welled up in her eyes. 
Ryder threw the plate to the ground, shattering the 
china and sending white shards into the deep green 
sea of grass. 

“You get to pick this up with your bare hands 
when I let you out,” he said. 

He slammed the door of the Cage closed on her 
and padlocked it shut. 

Cosmos didn’t make a sound as she cried.

“I’m so sorry Momos,” Rayna whispered. 
When Cosmos re-entered her room later that 

evening, the backs of her legs still stung from the belt 
lashings. Her hands burned from the plate shards that 
had dug into her skin. 

“I heard you get in trouble.”
“It’s not your fault, Rayna,” Cosmos said, but 

the words brought little comfort to the girl. She 
pouted, looking confused.

“Why does Daddy have to be so mean to you?” 
she wondered, her face sorrowful. Cosmos turned, 
closed the door, and faced Rayna.

“You don’t think it’s right?” Cosmos asked, 
keeping her voice low. Rayna nodded, blonde waves 
bouncing. 

“I don’t like that you get in trouble all the time. 
It’s not fair.”

Cosmos nodded, a decision forming in her 
mind. The attack would happen tonight. Every clone 
slave in this town was going to turn on their masters. 
It would be a massacre. No human would be spared, 
not even the children. Except one.

As soon as the parents settled into bed, Cosmos 
rushed to Rayna’s door and checked her watch. It was 
nearly eleven. The attack would begin at midnight. 
Only an hour left, and the whole world would be rent 
apart. She would need to get Rayna out of the house, 
or the girl was going to die.

She checked down both sides of the hallway, 
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certain that Ryder or Matilda would wake up, tonight 
of all nights, but nothing stirred in the mansion. She 
turned the golden handle of Rayna’s door as quietly 
as she could—she had greased the hinges earlier to 
make sure this went as smoothly as possible. 

Bright moonlight filtered in through Rayna's 
lace curtains, frosting the edges of her toys and 
rocking chair with a cold glow. Rayna lay in her bed 
in a corner of the room, out of reach of the moonlight. 
Cosmos couldn’t see her. She didn’t dare turn on the 
lights; she merely picked her way over to the tiny bed 
and patted the blankets until her hand found Rayna. 
Carefully, Cosmos scooped the tiny girl into her arms 
and then stood still, holding her breath, waiting for 
Rayna to wake. She didn’t. 

Still holding her breath, Cosmos stepped out of 
the room and closed the door. Rayna stirred in 
Cosmos’s arms and began to rub her eyes. 

“Momos?” she croaked. 
“Shhh.” Cosmos bounced and swayed the girl 

soothingly. She repositioned Rayna so the girl sat 
braced against her hip, with her head on Cosmos’s 
shoulder. 

“What’s going on?” Rayna asked, her voice 
clearing up and getting higher. “Where are we 
going?”

“We’re just gonna go outside for a little bit,” 
Cosmos reassured her, walking toward the stairs that 
led straight to the front doors. “It’s gonna be an 
adventure. And our little secret, okay?”

“Okay,” Rayna agreed after a pause. She 
sniffled, rested her cheek back on Cosmos’s shoulder, 
and wrapped her tiny arms around Cosmos’s neck. 
Cosmos sent up a prayer of thanks to God and 
descended the steps. 

To her horror, Astro stood at the bottom of the 
staircase. He carried two chef’s knives and stared up 
at her with his mouth half-open. Cosmos turned 
around and rushed back up the steps. She ran down 
the hallway toward the second staircase that would 
lead to the back doors. She stumbled down the stairs 
and Rayna cried out. Cosmos shushed her again. 
She made it to the sliding glass doors and her hand 

wrapped around the handle when Astro hissed, “What 
are you doing?” 

He stood right behind her. Cosmos set Rayna 
down on her feet and pushed her behind her legs. 

Rayna clutched onto Cosmos’s filthy work dress 
and said, “Astro?”

Cosmos faced Astro. His golden hair gleamed in 
the dim light, as bright as the blades he held. Cosmos 
pulled a switchblade from her pocket and snapped it 
open, holding it up in plain view.

“Momos, is Astro coming with us?” Rayna 
wondered.

“Get away from us, Astro,” Cosmos warned, 
stepping sideways to obscure Rayna. The girl tugged 
on her dress, trying to get her attention, but Cosmos 
kept her focus on Astro.

“You can’t do this,” Astro said, his gaze 
darkening. “If we leave her alive, there will be a 
whole next generation of humans that believe clones 
are pets and slaves. We have to prove that we’re 
serious or they’ll never fear us enough to give us 
equality. Don’t you see that?”

“I believe in the cause,” Cosmos told him, “but I 
won’t let anyone hurt her. She’s innocent.”

“Is she? She’s the one that named you Cosmos, 
right? Like you’re a pet dog?” Astro tilted his head 
and lifted an eyebrow. “She’s already been 
conditioned to think that’s all we are. And even if we 
do leave her alive, she’ll never forgive us for what 
we’re about to do.”

“I believe in the cause,” Cosmos repeated. The 
hand clutching her switchblade shook. “I support you. 
Just not in this. Please don’t make me fight with you.”
Astro was silent for a moment, watching her. His hard 
eyes softened with hurt. “What about us?”

A fist gripped Cosmos’s heart and squeezed, 
digging its fingernails in until she couldn’t breathe. 
But she had made her choice. 

“We were never going to have much time 
together anyway,” she said, not meeting his gaze. 

Pain flickered across his features, and betrayal. 
A muscle in his jaw twitched. His eyes hardened into 
stone.
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“I will kill you too, if I have to,” he hissed 
finally, his eyes flashing. He raised one of his knives.

“I’ll scream,” Cosmos warned. “I’ll wake the 
parents.”

Genuine fear flooded Astro’s face, and Cosmos 
knew he was afraid of more than the plan falling 
apart. She looked at his left ear, the top of which was 
deformed. 

“Do you realize what you’re doing?” Astro 
asked, grinding his teeth. “Hundreds of homes are 
about to be taken by us. Hundreds. That means 
hundreds, maybe thousands, of clones are about to set 
themselves free. And you want to ruin it all because 
you’ve grown attached to a child? What’s the matter 
with you?”

“Don’t you feel anything?” Cosmos asked 
desperately. “Don’t you care that hundreds of people, 
hundreds of families, are about to die? Murdered in 
their sleep by the very people who made their beds. 
Children—so many children—are about to die. 
Please. Just let me save this one. That’s all I’m 
asking.”

“And where will you go?” Astro wondered. 
“We’re taking over Seward, Nebraska—not the whole 
world. The rest of the world still sees you as less than 
human. You’ll be a slave again at best, and Rayna 
will be taken from you, and there will be nothing you 
can do about it. Or you can go out in a blaze of glory 
like the rest of us. Die for a cause. Show the world 
that we have thoughts and feelings. That we’re 
dangerous. That we are tired of being oppressed this 
way and we won’t stand it anymore. Make them 
afraid to own clones as slaves. This is just the 
beginning and we need as many people as we can get. 
Be one of us, Cosmos!”

Cosmos glanced down at Rayna, whose gaze 
flickered back and forth between her and Astro, 
looking confused and scared. “The answer is still no. 
Killing children is wrong, no matter what the cause. I 
won’t be a part of it.”

Astro dropped a knife. It hit the carpeted floor 
with a soft thunk. He reached behind his back, 
brought out a silver pistol, and aimed it at Cosmos’s 

heart. “We have been planning this for years. I won’t 
let you ruin a revolution for one life.”

“I’m not ruining anything!” Cosmos said, her 
voice rising. “Why can’t we let even the children 
survive? There will still be a whole world of people 
who hate us and use us. Why is it so important to kill 
the kids?”

“It sends a strong message,” Astro said. “It 
creates fear. And it prevents a new generation of 
oppression from rising. What else do you need?”

“It’s Ray,” Cosmos said, her voice cracking on 
the girl’s name. “We’ve raised her. You can’t kill her. 
Please.”

“Move aside, Cosmos.”
“No.”
“Move.”
“No!”
A gunshot cleaved the air in half, sending cotton 

into Cosmos’s ears before she felt the blow. The 
impact sent her crashing back into the glass doors 
behind her. She heard a girl’s screams, but her vision 
cut in and out too fast for her to make sense of any 
images she saw. The doors shattered as she fell 
through them, and landed in a pile of glass shards that 
bit at her exposed flesh. 

After a stunned moment of silence, Cosmos 
gasped and rolled over, dragging more glass shards 
over her body. She looked down at herself; she had 
been shot next to her heart, right through the breast. 
Blood gushed in a tiny waterfall down her work dress 
and she had an odd thought: That’s going to stain.

Cosmos looked up to see Astro pointing the 
pistol at Rayna, who stood screaming and crying over 
her. 

“No,” Cosmos groaned. 
She couldn’t see Astro’s face at this angle; it 

was too dark. A few moments passed and then 
Cosmos heard a ruckus coming from inside the house. 
The parents, Ryder and Matilda, came storming down 
the stairs. Cosmos saw Astro’s shadow turn toward 
them and then—

BANG. BANG.
The parents staggered to the ground. Cosmos 
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snatched Rayna’s tiny wrist as the little girl tried to 
run forward. 

Huffing, Cosmos yelled, “Run! Rayna, run right 
now! As far and as fast as you can, okay?”

“Mooooooommy,” Rayna wailed. 
She thrashed against Cosmos’s weak grasp. The 

girl’s pale hair shimmered in the moonlight. It looked 
so…soft. Like fragile tendrils of starlight floating 
around her head. It didn’t belong down here, in the 
glass and blood. 

Tears beaded at the corners of Cosmos’s eyes.
“Please run,” she sobbed. 
Breathing grew difficult. The world faded in and 

out. There was a hole in her chest, emptying out her 
life onto the concrete. The pain of it was dizzying, 
excruciating. She saw Astro’s shadow advancing on 
them. 

“Run, Rayna! Run!”
Rayna screamed and Cosmos let go of her arm 

in time for the girl to dash away, into the garden.
Astro knelt beside Cosmos and pressed a hand 

over her gushing wound. His fingers felt warm, even 
through the blood and fabric. 

“I’m sorry,” he whispered. “I shouldn’t have 
done that.”

“Don’t kill her,” Cosmos said, her head falling 
back onto the concrete of the patio. The moon glowed 
brightly in the clear night sky, surrounded by 
twinkling stars. Their light dimmed. 

“She deserves to live…as much as we do.”
She could hear screaming coming from the 

surrounding houses. 
The revolution had begun.

Deserae Hunter is a student of creative writing and a 
writing tutor at MSU Denver. She lives with her 
fiance and their dog, Jessie. She is currently finishing 
several short stories and working on a young adult 
fantasy series. 
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Pooh and Tigger

Pooh is the orange one and Tigger is the brown one, because some people just 

want to watch the world burn. Photos by Stephanie Kolic Baskahya.

super best friends



The Dinner Party
by Jen Kolic

When	she	saw	it	in	the	shop	window	the	
weekend	before	the	party,	she	knew	it	was	perfect.	
Just	above	the	knee.	Plunging	low	in	the	back	but	
not	the	front.	Daring	but	not	inappropriate	for	a	
dinner	among	friends.	Teasing	without	being	a	
tease.

She	carefully	vetted	potential	small	talk.	On	
the	treadmill,	sitting	in	traf@ic.	

“Oh,	yeah,	I’m	taking	a	great	class	at	the	
gym.	Hot	yoga.”

“Actually,	I	just	@inished	a	big	project	with	
Jason—you	remember,	with	the	green	eyes,	from	
the	holiday	party...?”

“I’ve	been	getting	back	into	watercolors.”
He’d	always	loved	her	hair	loose.	She	swept	

it	up	in	a	twist	that	looked	effortless,	leaving	a	few	
strands	hanging	free.	She	considered	wearing	the	
ruby	necklace	he’d	given	her	for	their	two-year	
anniversary.	He	told	her	to	keep	it,	after	all.	But	
the	neckline	was	all	wrong,	and	it’s	not	like	she	
was	desperate.	Besides,	she	had	that	dress.	It	
@lattered	her	hips	without	being	too	obvious.	

She’d	arranged	with	the	host	to	sit	across	
from	him.	He	wouldn’t	even	be	having	the	party	if	
she	hadn’t	tipped	him	off	to	his	new	townhouse.	

The	plan	was	to	arrive	ten	minutes	late—
not	too	eager,	but	not	late	enough	to	throw	the	
evening	off-track.	She	knew	he’d	arrive	exactly	on	
time.	

As	it	happened,	the	news	was	just	breaking	
among	the	other	guests	as	she	walked	in.	It	had	
only	been	the	day	before,	the	host	explained,	a	
hand	on	her	arm.	Out	for	his	morning	jog,	a	sleepy	
motorist	missed	a	stop	sign.	Probably	he	had	his	
headphones	in;	he	might	not	even	know	what	hit	
him.	His	mother	was	said	to	be	@lying	in.	The	
longer	he	was	out,	it	was	said,	the	less	likely	it	was	
he’d	wake	up.	

She	stood,	caught	in	the	entryway	in	her	
perfect	navy	sundress,	a	bunch	of	daisies	for	the	
table	wilting	between	immaculate	nails.	

“Should	I	send	something?…I’ve	been	
getting	back	into	watercolors.”

Jen Kolic is the founder of Rotten Girl Press, the 
publisher of Cherry Magazine, and a self-publishing 
consultant with My Word Publishing. 
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