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Preface 
 

Centuries ago, when the worlds were created, each universe an 

exact mirror image of the previous one. Every universe was given the 

right to exercise free will with everything that they did and allowing 

each to morph into their unique existence. Some worlds struggled 

through perils to survive while others thrived with the countless 

achievements that they unlocked. Some stories were written down for 

all to remember while others are only surviving by word of mouth as 

they traveled from generation to the next. As a story is passed down 

from one generation to the next, details of the fables are manipulated 

and distorted over time. Achievements become embellished while the 

struggles and hardships are pulled from the spotlight, tucked away 

hiding the truth of reality, so people do not lose hope in the hero of 

the story.  

In the world of Kyūkyoku, the land was once a peaceful land 

until a man with the seed of lust in his heart decided to declare 

himself the ruler, and he divided the world in which he lived between 

his four sons. The tension between the brothers led to a massive battle 

for increased power between his sons once he passed away. The 

world was ravaged by the fighting between the regions that could 

only be settled by magic. Soldiers fought valiantly for their region 

while a druid and priestess dueled for each region to the death to 

secure the power for their ruler. The battle had, unfortunately, came to 

an abrupt halt as one of the priestesses went missing. There are places 

and events that no one can explain while some people say that these 

events are caused by the ghost of a goddess while others blame the 

shift in events to a malicious bloodline surviving the initial Imperial 

War. No one can speak of the actual history behind the Imperial Wars 

because of the level of ignorance in which the events unfolded since 

the truth was never entirely written down as a lesson from history and 

everything that had been preserved was destroyed. With no further 

details of the first Imperial War written down, the story of the war 

faded into a folk legend that was used as a story that the elders would 

tell the children of their village to fill their heads with dreams beyond 

belief. What if there were no written details and you had the power to 

alter the story of a world in which you knew nothing about, to become 

part of a legend that you were told growing up?  Could you become 

that hero that you admired as a young child? 



  This is a story of a young dreamer who must relinquish her 

ties to the modern world in which she was raised in to learn how to 

immerse herself in the strange world filled with magic and hidden 

dangers which she travels to. As she will learn to be free, she will allow 

herself to be the young priestess while the young priestess learns how 

to relinquish her past to allow her to embrace the new future before her, 

a fate in which she will hold a foreign land’s future in her hands. This 

young maiden had dreams to be someone more significant than anyone 

ever thought she could be but at the same time she had a path to be so 

in a means in which she could never have ever imagined.  

Dreams will come to fruition while others will be shattered into 

pieces. Bonds will be tested while others relationships will be forged 

with the threat of an impending battle. With intertwining parallel 

worlds coming together and a shift of fate, hearts will be broken, and 

alliances will be strained. With new dangers in an ancient world, a 

young girl must decide on her future as she will have an impact on more 

than just one world. Promises will break, and tears will fall as a young 

priestess navigates her way in a foreign land, trapped by bondage to a 

new destiny like a mockingbird in a gilded cage. With a new war on 

the horizon, lives hang in the balance of one girl’s decisions and those 

decisions will impact both worlds for generations to come by providing 

a ripple effect that will stem beyond all time and space. 

  



Chapter 1  

The Shy One 
 

The lights blared from above at the Warrior Arena, blinding 

with the force of intensity projected, as the young ladies proceeded out 

to the ring. Kariya’s mind was racing with a plethora of emotions 

ranging from excitement to fear to anxiety. With every step, her 

heartbeat quickened and her body started to tremble as her mind began 

to focus on what was at stake before her and for the female division of 

the new California Ultimate Professional Fighters with it was still a 

fledgling division compared to the men’s division. As Kariya pulled 

the middle rope down to enter the ring, she took a deep breath to clear 

her mind for the fight and to eliminate any distraction that could 

interfere with her concentration on the goal, to be champion. 

Moments later, the bell rang out with a sudden clanging that 

echoed throughout the arena. Before Kariya could even glance at her 

opponent, she was jolting her body from one foot to the other, 

analyzing her body to dodge the rapid blows that came from her 

opponent who aggressively sought a victory. Strike after strike, Kariya 

shifted from side to side as she struggled to get a solid hit against her 

opponent. Kariya’s opponent was slowly wearing down as they 

approached the few seconds of the round, Kariya jumped into the ropes 

to lunged herself at her vicious opponent. With one swift strike, using 

the momentum from the steel cables, Kariya was able to complete the 

perfect attack that she needed, which rendered her opponent 

unconscious with moments to spare before the end of the first round of 

the match. As she was gasping for air, with her hands propping her up 

on her legs, the referee lifted her hand in the air to signify that she was 

the champion of the match. The crowd erupted in loud, unanimous 

cheers as the referee handed Kariya the belt as she started to cry in 

disbelief. When she looked out into the sea of people around her, 

Kariya noticed there was a man who did not blend into the crowd. The 

man was dressed in clothes that seemed to be from a different realm, 

and as she attempted to leave the ring, the stranger forced himself to 

the back of the arena while reporter created a human barricade to 

prevent her from exiting the ring to allow them to have an interview 

with the new champion. 

With a sudden outburst, Kariya’s alarm sounded with an ear 

piercing cry as it was time for her to get out of bed for her final day of 

high school before graduation. Kariya quickly got herself ready for 



school, grabbed her house keys and ran off to school.  With the 

mounting excitement, the students of Crescent Beach High school were 

getting restless for the day to be over since it was the final day school 

that was between them and summer vacation of a long drawn out year. 

The students were a buzzing with this being the last day of school for 

the end of the year with all of the celebrations that were planned all 

over town. Decisions were being made throughout the halls about 

where the places where to go for the best parties were going to be that 

night. Some of the sites that were on the list where the new and 

upcoming clubs while others were the popular locations that everyone 

went to. With the last few moments that she had, Kariya quickly pulled 

her lunch out from her locker and made her way to the cafeteria to meet 

up with her friends for lunch. The buzz in the halls was near a deafening 

level with decisions and deals that were being made. ‘Where is the best 

spot tonight? Should I listen to my gut and go see Bart’s band perform? 

I have always been there for him but yet he has never shown and 

genuine appreciation for the things that I have done for him.’ Kariya 

thought to herself as she meandered down the hall to the cafeteria. 

“Hey, Kariya!” Chelly yelled from across the room as she 

waved her hand in the air and jolting Kariya out of the deep thought 

she found herself getting into. “Come sit with us! We have saved you 

a seat.” 

Kariya looked over with a gentle sigh of relief to see her friend 

Chelly waving at her from across the cafeteria and smiled as she rushed 

over to grab a seat before someone else did.  She pushed through the 

sea of people mingling in the cafeteria as she tried to get over to her 

friends. People did not seem to notice Kariya struggling to get across 

the room, but she pressed on to get over to her friends to make plans 

for the evening. 

“Thank you for saving me a seat,” Kariya greeted as she 

dropped her books onto the table. “People are completely self-

centered.” 

“So, are you excited for tonight?” Chelly questioned with a 

lighthearted chuckle. “Hopefully, Hornz N’ Haloz have improved since 

the last time we went to go see them perform.” 

“From what I have heard, there has been a lot of improvement,” 

Kariya assured with a girlish smile on her face while she thought about 

the members of the band. 



“And is that your decision?” Chelly poked trying to get some 

form of confirmation for Kariya. “Are you going to see Bart’s band 

perform tonight?” 

“My mind has not been made yet,” Kariya said while she 

defended her comments. “There are several options out there, and I am 

still making up my mind.” 

“So have you been going to their shows?” Chelly inquired as 

she playfully tapped Kariya on the shoulder. “Have you been holding 

out on me?” 

“You could say that I am a regular ‘groupie,’” Kariya coyly 

remarked with a playful grin looking away from Chelly. “They needed 

a photographer, and you know that has been one of my hobbies for a 

while.” 

“Does Bart know how you feel about him yet?” Chelly pressed 

for more information to assess the situation. “The photography excuse 

is going last only so long before he realizes that you like him.” 

“Not to my knowledge, unless you said something to him,” 

Kariya replied with a puzzled look on her face straightening her 

posture. 

“Trust me, that is something I have left for you to do,” Chelly 

replied placing her hand on Kariya’s shoulder with assurance in her 

voice. “I do not meddle in other people’s love life since I do not like it 

when it happens to me. Trust me, if someone messed with my love life, 

I would not be happy at all with him or her. I am just extending you the 

same courtesy.” 

“In a way, I wish you would say something to him for me,” 

Kariya said with a coy smile shaking her head. “You know how I get 

shy around him or I will blabber about something that makes absolutely 

no sense and embarrass myself.” 

“Got to love nerves.” Chelly joked as she placed her hand on 

Kariya’s shoulder. “Give it time, and you will get comfortable around 

him.” 

The girls continued to talk between bites and quickly finish 

their lunches.  As Kariya brushed the honey wheat bread crumbs away 

from her lips, as the bell rang; the girls grabbed their books and rushed 

off to their final classes. Kariya left in such a rush to get to her next 

course on the other side of the building that she did not notice that Bart 

turn the corner and accidentally bumped into him. Her books and 

papers scattered over the floor while his books landed with a loud thud. 



“Sorry!” Kariya blurted out as she scrambled to pick up her 

books so she could get to class on time without even looking up to see 

whom she bumped into. 

“I have been looking for you!” Bart exclaimed as he got down 

to assist Kariya with picking up her books. “Are you going to be able 

to make it out to The Round House Bar & Grill tonight?” 

“I was...” Kariya said with playful smile as she swept her hair 

back behind her ear. “So, is there anything I need to know as far as 

dress is concerned? I know some of the venues are a bit picky about 

what people wear to the venue. You got to love how someone’s image 

is everything with some people.” 

“Just wear something comfortable… you are…” Bart started to 

explain before he was rudely interrupted by the loud chime of the bell. 

The thirty-second warning bell whaled, breaking their brief 

flirtatious conversation and they were forced rush off to their final 

classes. Kariya could not stop thinking about Bart’s hint about wanting 

her to be at his performance that night, but she never gave him a definite 

answer, or whether or not she was going so she could back out of going. 

Her heart was racing about how Bart invited her to the show. ‘Could 

there be something more? Something more than just a friendship?’ 

Kariya pondered as she ran to her final classes. Her mind was spacing 

out as she considered all the various possibilities of what to wear. Her 

eyes kept drifting over to the clock in the classroom as it seemed as if 

time was standing still. Nothing mattered to Kariya at the moment 

because she was already preparing for the concert that night. 

The final school bell rang for the year and the school’s hallways 

flooded with students racing for their summer freedom. Kariya grabbed 

her bag from her locker with a smirk on her face and ran as fast as she 

could to get home to get ready for the evening festivities since the local 

bars were throwing graduation parties all over town.  She preferred to 

travel on foot than riding in a car. Kariya enjoyed the wind in her face 

while it raced through her raven black with dark ruby red highlights in 

her hair, sending it somersaulting through the air behind her, to her that 

was the ultimate freedom that she craved. She did not like being kept 

in a building all day and being told what to do by other people. That 

was not freedom to her, but it felt like she was a bird trapped in a gilded 

cage unable to escape. She could not get her mind off of being able to 

be present at Bart’s band performance at The Round House Bar & Grill 

as she raced home from school. Her heart was nearly pounding in her 

chest while she rushed home. 



When she got home, Kariya threw her patch laden, lavender 

mist backpack on the old hardwood floor beside the front door as she 

ran up the flight of rickety steps to the bathroom that she shared with 

her little brother. Bang, bang, bang! Kariya pounded her fist on the 

bathroom door growing more impatient by the second. Bang, bang, 

bang! 

“Daniel! Let me in! I need to get ready for tonight. Chelly is 

going to be here within the hour, and I have not started getting ready! 

Now open this door and let me in!” Kariya yelled through the door, and 

she jiggled the doorknob. 

Silence filled the air while not even a sound came out of Daniel 

as Kariya impatiently waited to enter the bathroom. Bang, bang, bang! 

Kariya pounded her fist on the bathroom door another time, this time 

pushing against the door. She leaned her ear against the door to see if 

she could hear anything coming from the bathroom, but then Daniel 

suddenly ripped the door open, and with the pressure that she was 

applying to the door, Kariya fell to the floor at his feet.  

“What is the major rush? It is not like you guys are dating or 

anything,” Daniel jeered as he snickered. “Oh, you get to see a guy who 

has been treating you like dirt and has no idea how you feel about him.” 

“When you get older, I swear, no girl is going to want to date 

you, Daniel,” Kariya scolded. “Especially if you treat them like you 

treat me!”  

Kariya pushed her brother from the bathroom and slammed the 

door so she could refresh the subtle makeup that already had on. She 

rummaged through her various eyeshadows under the sink, looking for 

one that was not too risky but one that accented her eyes. 

“Besides, what are you trying to do? Try to get him to notice 

you or something?” Daniel snickered while he leaned against the wall 

outside of the bathroom. “Do you think that war paint is going to attract 

him?” 

“Why does it matter to you? You are too young to understand.” 

Kariya scoffed as she gently stroked a shimmery pastel green over her 

eyelids. “Daniel, if only you were a girl because you do not clearly 

understand what this night means to me.” 

Kariya ran back to her room to change her clothes before her 

mother got home. She pulled a wide but slender box from under her 

bed. Kariya ripped the lid off, started rummaging the garments inside, 

and pulled out her maroon, black lace corset tank top that she had saved 

for a special occasion. Kariya slipped her arms through the straps and 



adjusted the corset to sit correctly on her body. Kariya then zipped the 

front of the corset up and then fixed her breasts so that they gracefully 

stayed in place as a small portion of cleavage remained slightly above 

the thin lace ruffle that lined the top of the corset. She then switched 

her jeans for her black lace flared pants with a silver chain and then 

threw some black jewelry into her messenger bag to complete the 

ensemble. The doorbell rang, and Chelly is waiting at the door. Kariya 

took a deep breath in an attempt to keep her emotions in line and shoved 

her things into her messenger bag so she could finish getting ready once 

she got there. There was a firm, quick knock at the front door and 

Kariya threw her bag over her shoulder as she quickly raced down the 

steps, jumping part of the way down. After landing with a loud crash 

in front of the door, Kariya promptly jerked the door open to leave for 

the evening’s festivities. 

“Sorry about that,” Kariya apologized as she opened the door. 

“Daniel was just being his normal meddlesome self. You know how he 

gets when I have something important going on.” 

“No problem. That is what little siblings do. Trust me; I was a 

lot worse to my older sister. I would hide her makeup and brushes from 

her all the time,” Chelly sympathized motioning towards her car. “You 

name it I hid it from her. Consider yourself lucky that Daniel is as easy 

as he is on you.”  

“But why tonight?” Kariya whined going down the porch steps. 

“Daniel knows that I am trying to catch Bart’s attention.”  

“I think you are already catching Bart’s attention!” Chelly said 

to assure Kariya as she opened her door. “What more are you trying to 

put him through?” 

“Really?” Kariya questioned as she unlocked her parent’s car. 

“Why would it be any different tonight?” 

“Girl are you blind?  Did you ever notice how he looked at you 

during physics class? That boy has something for you, or he just has a 

starring problem,” Chelly said with disbelief as she opened the driver’s 

door of her car. “I will meet you at The Round House. Who would you 

prefer to take the lead?” 

 “I can follow you since you have the car that I am going to take 

parked in.” Kariya laughed as she sat in the driver’s seat of her parent’s 

car. “I will meet you there!” 

Chelly quickly pulled away and started towards downtown 

with no mercy on the gas pedal. When the lights turned yellow, Chelly 

pushed the gas pedal closer to the floorboard as Kariya did the best that 



she could with trying to have her parents’ car keep pace with Chelly’s 

car which was about eight years newer. Kariya’s heart started to race 

out of fear for her life instead of fear for her emotions. Kariya was 

hearing her heart beating louder than the engine was roaring as she 

attempted to keep up with Chelly. ‘It is obvious that Chelly is always 

in the lead with how she is driving.’ Kariya thought to herself as she 

pushed through yellow light after yellow light. She held on to the 

steering wheel so tight her knuckles turned a soft white like a lily as 

she left out subtle cry since she was not accustomed to driving with 

such aggression that Chelly was using. When Chelly pulled into the 

parking lot at The Round House Bar & Grill, Kariya slowly relaxed her 

grip on the steering wheel and slouched back in her seat to relax for 

just a moment. 

“Are you ready to go in yet?” Chelly pleaded. “The band is 

about to start.” 

“Almost there!” Kariya said as she was putting in her hair tie. 

“I am just recomposing myself after trying to keep up with you! Who 

taught you how to drive, a racecar driver?” 

“Come on, girl, stop messing with your hair because you look 

good great!” Chelly assured as she opened Kariya’s door. “Why do you 

never leave your hair down? Your hair is beautiful the way it is!” 

“First off, it is going to be hot in there and second, have you 

considered you’re driving?” Kariya asked. “One second…” 

“Come on!” Chelly pleaded with an agitated tone as she 

motioned for Kariya to get out of the car. “We need to get inside.” 

“Well, well, well, if it isn’t wannabe wrestler Kariya” Ashleigh 

taunted walking up to the car. 

“Shut up, Ashleigh,” Chelly snapped as she looked to see where 

the trouble was coming from. 

“What?” James said as he put his arms around Ashleigh and 

lean forward. “Please do not tell me that you are trying to keep Kariya 

out of a ‘cat’ fight?” 

“I thought that with a high school diploma that you might be a 

little bit more educated than you are currently acting,” Chelly mocked 

back as she pushed Kariya through the door. “I guess you were one of 

the few that they just had to push through the system.” 

“I can fend for myself thank you!” Kariya insisted in a hushed 

tone. “Trust me with this one. There are a few things I need to tell you 

about.” 



“Not after what happened last week at school,” Chelly 

whispered to Kariya as a reminder of the last time she had an encounter 

with Ashleigh. 

“Go on Kariya, go lick your wounds,” Ashleigh shouted as the 

door shut. “I guess that I was a little hard on you last week and your 

wounds have not fully healed.” 

“Forget them because they are not going to ruin your night 

tonight. You are going to tell Bart how you feel about him,” Chelly 

whispered with an encouraging tone in her voice. “Now take a deep 

breath, calm down and make this your night because you have earned 

it!” 

“Ladies, are you coming or going?” The man at the counter 

asked impatiently with an outstretched hand. “I do not have all night.” 

“Coming!” Chelly piped up with an angry glared. 

“Alright, that will be five dollars each ladies,” The man behind 

the counter replied as Chelly and Kariya walked up. 

Kariya and Chelly each handed the man the money that was 

requested, got their wristbands and entered the bar. The place was 

electrifying with booming music, and vibrant colored lights were 

bouncing off the walls as the room was filling up quickly with people 

ready to have a good time.  As people filed in the excitement grew and 

the noise level increased to the point where it was nearly impossible to 

hear what the person beside you was saying. Strands of lights 

glimmered from the ceiling and swayed from the gentle breeze created 

by the fans above. The lights seemed to pulse like a frantic heartbeat. 

The higher bar stands lined the walls with lower tables closer to the 

stage. Kariya scanned the room for a place to put her things down that 

would be out of the way and slowly made her way to one of the higher 

tables that were available in the back corner away from the stage.  

“I guess Bart’s band is a bigger deal than he let us believe,” 

Chelly said in surprise as she caught up to Kariya. “At least he has kept 

a level head so far with how big they are getting.” 

“Uh, yeah!” Kariya agreed. “Last time I saw them, they played 

at the Becky Rousey Sports Center. Trust me that is nothing to write 

home about.” 

Kariya grabbed one of the booths in the back to put her things 

in. As she was looking for one of her camera lenses, someone bumped 

into her, which sent her to the floor. Kariya quickly turned herself 

around to see what was going on. She winced her eyes out of anger 



when she discovered who bumped into her and sprung back to her feet, 

poised for any encounter that might come her way.  

“I guess this cat cannot land on her feet now can she?” Ashleigh 

taunted as she slammed Kariya into the wall. “Are you going to scratch 

me to defend yourself?” 

“Leave me alone!” Kariya growled as she pulled Ashleigh’s 

hand off her shoulder. 

“Oh, is kitty cat trying to hiss now?” Ashleigh taunted further 

as she stroked Kariya’s jaw. “Too bad she is not going to use her 

claws.” 

“Back off!” Bart unexpectedly snapped, and he pushed 

Ashleigh away, positioning himself between Ashleigh and Kariya. 

“It looks like the big dog is trying to enter the fight,” Ashleigh 

said as she slowly caressed Bart’s chest, walking her fingers up his 

chest. 

“Listen, Ashleigh, it is none of your business why I am 

defending Kariya,” Bart said forcefully as he forcefully slapped 

Ashleigh’s hand away. “Personally, you need to leave her alone and 

mind your own business.”  

“I guess you are going after lower life forms than I thought,” 

Ashleigh sneered. “It is sad to see him fall for you.” 

“Whatever…” Bart said as he shook his head. “Are you 

alright?” 

“I am fine and thank you,” Kariya said as she with a coy smile 

when Bart was helping her off the floor. “I am not a damsel in distress, 

and I can fend for myself.” 

“So, you are still into photography?” Bart asked. “I thought 

with you starting college that you might hang it up.” 

“You could say that,” Kariya said sheepishly with a slight smile 

as she started to retract herself away from the situation that she found 

herself. “I got accepted to be a communication major.” 

“And are you going to help us tonight?” Bart inquired with a 

curious smile on his face. 

“I am here with the other band that is playing tonight and I can 

if you would like,” Kariya said with a coy smile in return as she 

disguised her real intent. 

“That would be awesome!” Bart said as he gave Kariya a side 

hug, squeezing her shoulder.  

Kariya looked at Bart with a smile as his cheeks started to 

blush. Bart smiled as he looked away. 



“Well, I need to go tune up my guitar,” Bart said with a smile 

as he walked towards the stage. “I hope you enjoy the show!” 

Bart walked up to the stage and picked up his guitar to get ready 

for the upcoming show. Kariya just stood there in awe and sighed. 

What was the connection that she was sensing? Could her feeling for 

Bart be dying? Is there someone else that is moving into her heart? She 

was in complete shock with how Bart stood up for her. All the 

memories that Chelly told her about came flooding back to her, but her 

heart seemed to be growing numb to the emotions. All the little things 

that Bart did mean something to her at one point are now confusing her 

heart. 

“Hello… earth to Kariya …” Jasper said as he rapidly moved 

his hand in front of Kariya’s face to get her attention. “Are you there?” 

“Yeah, I… I… I was just in deep thought,” Kariya was able to 

mutter from the deep thought that she found herself in. 

“We know who you were thinking about,” Jasper playfully 

jabbed. 

“Seriously?” Kariya questioned. “You really think that you 

really know me?” 

“What do I not know?” Jasper replied to the question with a 

question. “Are you holding out on me?” 

“When you were not around a lot happened. I do not even know 

where to start… Let me lay out how everything is connected... I was 

involved in a massive love triangle that I want out of and never wanted 

involved with,” Kariya started to explain her situation. “Besides Bart, 

I have been competing with Alvin, Leigh, and Robert.  Keep in mind 

Robert and Alvin are friends with Bart and Leigh is Alvin’s younger 

brother. Robert is the one flying solo for the most part. Trust me; I feel 

like I am tied up into multiple love triangles.”  

“So how did you meet Bart in the first place?” Jasper inquired 

with a skeptical tone. “You did not go to the same school until high 

school.” 

“We had a summer school class together,” Kariya replied with 

a smile. “Back when I was going to be a junior in high school.” 

“YOU?! Summer school?” Jasper questioned with a twinge of 

surprise in his voice. “Why were you in summer school?” 

“I was getting ahead so I could have other electives,” Kariya 

quickly assured playfully punching Jasper in the shoulder. “I am not 

that dumb. Who do you really think I am?” 



“You know you need to make a decision soon,” Jasper 

demanded. “I do not care who is involved but someone is going to get 

hurt, and it could even be you.”  

“I know but let me finish explaining everything to you! Things 

will make more sense as to why I am torn in making a decision.” Kariya 

interjected with a hint of annoyance in her voice. “Robert has been 

showing interest from day one... He is the one that is flying solo... he 

was twenty, and I think a little bit too old for me considering I was 

seventeen at the time. Not to mention he was already in college.” 

“I agree because back then you were jailbait for him,” Jasper 

reminded. “He also needed to keep that in mind.” 

“So think he was watching out for someone?” Chelly inquired 

trying to put the pieces together. 

“I do not think so, but he seemed more interested than that. 

Besides, back in November, he was the first one I saw at the band 

competition, and when I was talking to him, Patrick came up,” Kariya 

said as she continued her story. “We know there is trouble when he is 

around. This time, they were both trying to get my birthday out of me. 

Then finally Robert asked me how old I was and when I said seventeen 

Robert freaked out because he thought I was nineteen.” 

“So he thought you were held back?” Chelly stated. “Idiot!” 

“Leigh came over and distracted Patrick for the time being.” 

Kariya continued. “Bart ended up sitting in front of me with Patrick. 

Then Patrick started sitting with me at the weekly practices. Now more 

recently, he said something that just really rubbed me the wrong way. 

I mean really irritated me. I ended up switching seats because that is 

how Patrick knew where I was sitting all the time. Patrick is playing a 

straightforward part in this whole scenario; he is watching me when the 

Carson brothers are not around. No big mystery there who is looking 

out for.” 

“Leigh!” Jasper and Chelly said in unison. 

“Who else would he be looking out for?” Kariya questioned. 

“His best friend?” 

“Touché!” Jasper said. “Talk about captain obvious.” 

“As I was saying,” Kariya interjected as she got back to her 

story. “Leigh has been interesting more recently. We started talking at 

summer practice because that is when I actually met them, the rest of 

the Carson family and I was the little show off during the breaks. With 

the moves I pulled off, it left them completely dumbfounded with my 

skills. Leigh and I were on the same squad, and we were talking for a 



little bit. Then Leigh started to back off when Bart and his girlfriend 

Ashleigh got there. I could see an immediate change of expression on 

Leigh’s face when Bart walked in. I could tell something was up, but I 

could not put my finger on it. Then recently when I tried to talk to Leigh 

at practice, Bart would butt in and it was very aggravating.”  

“But why would Leigh be so intimidated by Bart is beyond my 

comprehension?” Chelly wondered. “Or, does he have something to 

hide?” 

“Only Leigh can tell us why he is so intimidated by Bart,” 

Kariya reminded. “Trust me, I wish I knew because things would be 

different now.” 

“Something smells fishy,” Jasper chimed in. “At least to me!” 

“Agreed!” Chelly firmly reinforced. 

“I think things really started back at the Summer Blast Indy 

Competition, at least with Alvin because Alvin rode up in the elevator 

with Bart, Jeremy, Kristy and me when he was in the hotel across the 

street.  There was no reason for him to be with us and yet he was. Yet, 

recently, it seems like every time I went to talk to Alvin, Bart was there 

and I was not able to.” Kariya said while continued to explain the 

situation. “Then when I wanted to talk to Alvin, there were no problems 

and Bart was nowhere to be found. Then at the most recent band 

practice, Bart and I were supposed to talk after everything was over but 

that did not happen... Bart and Alvin were together and as I am walking 

out all I said to Bart was ‘when can we talk?’ I didn’t say what it was 

about, but Alvin knew that something was going on, why would he be 

hiding things from the group... and Alvin freaked out and mouthed to 

me ‘what is going on?’”  

“I wonder why he was so concerned,” Jasper questioned aloud 

as he started pondering Kariya’s experience and Alvin’s motives. “Do 

you think he suspected something was going on?” 

“Who is Alvin trying to protect?”  Kariya interjected searching 

for answers. “What motive does he have to do what he did?” 

“Now, that is the real question!” Chelly agreed. 

“Unfortunately, it is too late to ask him without raising suspicion. If 

only we could have asked him sooner.” 

“Plus, looking back I feel the Carsons were getting information 

from me for Bart. Like last week with Alvin slipping Bart’s middle 

name or when Alvin was listening in on everything I was telling Bart 

at his band’s shows.” Kariya hypothesized.  



“It was written all over your face, Kariya. There was no way to 

hide whom you were thinking about. Especially after what just 

happened,” Jasper pointed out. “Besides, Bart thinks that you are pretty 

hot.” 

“You are joking?” Kariya said with skepticism. “If he felt the 

way that you are claiming, why has he not told me?” 

“He is just as shy as you are. Someone needs to make the first 

move, or neither one of you are going to be happy,” Jasper encouraged 

while he hid his feelings. “Right now you guys are stuck in the maze 

of love, and one of you needs to make a move to break down the walls, 

or you are just going to be stuck.”  

“But it should say something to him that I am here,” Kariya 

reminded, “I almost didn’t make it with how my little brother was 

acting.” 

“Sure it does mean something that you are here but we are men, 

and I will attempt to help you out with this thing. You need to be blunt 

with us. None of this dropping hints to us. Over half the time it just 

goes over our heads, or we were expecting it from you,” Jasper said in 

an attempt to give Kariya some new courage to explore her feelings. 

“Stop dropping ‘hints’ and just be blunt with us because we do not 

always get the ‘hints’ that you drop’”  

“O.K. What are you two talking about?” Chelly interrupted as 

she wrapped her arms around Jasper and Kariya. “Please tell me that it 

is something juicy.” 

“You need to help your girl here get some confidence in herself 

so she can hook up with Bart,” Jasper quickly encouraged. 

“Good luck there. I have been trying all night up until now to 

have her make her move,” Chelly bluntly remarked as it seemed as if 

she had already given up hope for at least one of her close friends to be 

as bold as she was. “Yet, there seemed to be some sparks flying a few 

moments ago. So Kariya, what exactly was going on between you and 

Bart?”  

“That is none of your concern, Chelly. Bart was just making 

small chat with me,” Kariya insisted while she defended herself. 

“Besides, I think he has enough confidence in himself to ask me out.” 

“Do not judge a book by its cover, Kariya, because you have 

no idea what Bart has been through,” Jasper corrected.  

Bart’s band kicked off the night, and people immediately 

rushed to the stage. Kariya slowly wiggled her way to the front of the 

crowd. As she peered her head from out of the group, Bart lit up with a 



beaming smile. Kariya tried to focus on the task at hand, but her 

feelings for Bart consumed her as she started to work. As she began to 

snap some pictures, the crowd started to get rowdier as the band 

continued to raise the energy levels and Kariya was jostled around. As 

she went to shove someone off her, Bart grabbed her by the arm and 

pulled her up onto the stage. Kariya somehow landed on her feet but 

did not know how to react. In reaction to her initial fear of being in 

front of a crowd, Kariya instinctively hid behind Chase as he played 

drums.  

“What does she think that she is doing?” Ashleigh fumed as she 

saw Kariya sitting on the stage. 

“Well, it sure seems as if she did not want to be yanked on 

stage,” Chelly interjected on Kariya’s behalf. “The poor little thing is 

shaking up there.”  

“Why am I not up there?” Ashleigh whined. 

“Listen, Ashleigh, Kariya was not safe where she was, and Bart 

did what he thought he had to keep her safe,” Chelly questioned as she 

defended Kariya. “Now, what harm is there in that?”  

As the set finished up, Kariya resurfaced from behind Chase. 

Her heart raced as she swiftly exited the stage, back to the safety she 

wished for. 

“Let me help you down, Kariya,” Bart said as he extended a 

hand to Kariya.  

 “How did you pull me up one-handed?” Kariya questioned as 

she took his hand. “How often do you work out?” 

“Do not worry about it,” Bart comforted. “It was easy.”  

“Show off!” Kariya jeered. “I know I am not a light person.” 

“What? Did you expect that playing football for basically my 

entire life wouldn’t pay off?”  Bart boasted with a brief laugh. “Where 

do you think I went after school? How often did you think I work out?” 

“I will stick to my comments, show off!” Kariya sneered as she 

walked over to Chelly. 

“Looks like someone has made some progress,” Chelly 

encouraged. “What happened between you two?” 

“I am not sure Chelly,” Kariya said with hesitation. “Bart just 

seems to be a little bit too arrogant for my taste, and I think I am having 

second thoughts about him.” 

“You really need to sort this out,” Chelly encouraged. “Or else 

you will never know what could have been.” 



“What do you mean?” Kariya questioned. “What are you 

hinting at?” 

“Do not let Bart’s arrogance turn you off,” Chelly assured. “All 

he was trying to do was protect you because he cares about you.”  

“It really didn’t seem all that sincere,” Kariya interjected. “It 

really just seemed as if he was showing off.” 

“Showing off to you or someone else?” Chelly questioned. 

“Do you think that I can read his mind?” Kariya argued as she 

pointed out the obvious to Chelly. “If I could do that, we wouldn’t be 

having this conversation, now would we?”  

“Girl, what is going on with all the attitude? This isn’t you,” 

Chelly said as she called out the difference in Kariya’s attitude. “Here 

is your water. You must be parched from the heat of the lights, 

especially being on stage with them.” 

“Thank you!” Kariya sighed. “Right now, I feel as if I am 

getting pressured to be in a relationship with him anymore.”  

“But you have liked him for a while now and here is your 

moment to see if the wait was worth it,” Chelly encouraged. “Who 

knows Bart might like you.” 

“So, what do you think you were doing being on stage with 

Bart?” Ashleigh scoffed as she shoved Kariya into a booth. 

“Nothing. Bart was just trying to protect me and my equipment 

from the crowd considering how rowdy the crowd was getting,” Kariya 

said as she got in Ashleigh’s face. “Do you have a problem with that?” 

As Ashleigh turned to walk away, she made a fist and quickly 

swung her right hand around in an upward right hook punch. Kariya 

bent backward, dodging a blow as it came whizzing by. To catch her 

balance, Kariya placed her hand on the ground. As she was looking up 

at Ashleigh with a menacing smirk, she swept her leg across the floor 

which knocked Ashleigh over. Kariya stood up with a brief laugh and 

smile on her face.  

“Who do you think you are?” Ashleigh snarled as she got back 

on her feet. “You know you are just asking to be punished.” 

“Bring it on. You have no idea who you picked a fight with,” 

Kariya laughed knowing the training she has been doing. “I am going 

to make you regret starting a fight with me now!” 

“Meek little Kariya thinks she is so tough,” Ashleigh mocked 

as she threw the next strike. “What makes you think that you can beat 

me?” 



The ladies went back and forth with most of the strikes coming 

from Ashleigh as Kariya dodged punch after punch. Ashleigh was 

unable to land a solid strike on Kariya as it felt like she was being 

mocked by Kariya’s agility.  

“What? Protecting your dinky little twenty dollar camera? Please, 

you are far from a professional photographer,” Ashleigh sneered as she 

attempted to distract Kariya’s mind. “Did you ever think anyone would 

take you seriously as a photographer? You need to give up this pipe 

dream and live in reality.” 

“Ashleigh, what is your problem? Why do not you pick on 

someone your own size? Maybe like a five-year-old because that is how 

old you are acting,” Kariya snapped as Ashleigh laid on the floor. “I 

just gave you a beat down and for your information photography is just 

a hobby of mine. I am one of the inaugural members of the female 

division of California Ultimate Professional Fighters. What made you 

ever think you had a chance beating me?” 

“Way to go Kariya!” Chelly cheered. “What a way to put 

Ashleigh in her place!” 

“Let this be a warning to you, Kariya. Stay away from Bart if 

you know what is good for you,” Ashleigh warned as she walked away. 

“You do not have nine lives to live!”  

“Do not let her bother you. You just gave her one heck of a beat 

down with barely even touching her,” Chelly reminded. “She is the one 

who was just warned. I do not think she will be messing with you 

anytime soon. She is just jealous that Bart dumped her and you are 

getting all of his attention. This is a first for her, and she has no clue 

how to handle not getting something that she wants. Do not let her 

destroy your happiness.”  

“Can we say possessive?” Kariya joked. 

“Can we say denial?” Chelly joked back. 

Chelly and Kariya started laughing, and their laughing caught 

Bart’s attention. As he made his way over, Jasper decided to follow 

him out of curiosity. 

“What is so funny ladies?” Bart questioned as he walked up. 

“What did I miss?” 

“We were just poking some fun at your overly protective ex-

girlfriend,” Chelly pointed out with a chuckle. “That girl needs to get a 

clue that you are no longer interested in her.”  



“Trust me; you have no idea what I have been going through 

with her,” Bart said with a sigh. “I have been thinking about to get a 

restraining order put on her.”  

“With how she is acting, that would be advisable since she is 

kind of ruining your personal life,” Jasper pointed out. “You do not 

need someone like that in your life.” 

“You do not have to remind me, I know. Things are going to 

change soon since she is going to go away to college and that is 

something that I am skipping out of,” Bart said with a sigh of relief. 

“So, Kariya, what did you think of the first set?” 

“From what I could see, you guys are pretty good. The crowd 

has definitely gotten a lot more intense compared to how things were 

at the Becky Rousey center,” Kariya commented.  

“Yeah, we are actually talking with some major record labels, 

and it is looking like we are going to be on tour next year,” Bart said 

with a hint of excitement in his voice as he brushed Kariya’s arm. “Who 

knows, we might end up on tour with the Wild Cats!”  

“Sorry to burst your bubble, Bart, but should you have an 

album out first before you can go out on tour?” Kariya questioned. 

“Because what are you going to promote if you do not have an album?” 

“We are almost done. We are looking at a mid-summer release 

party, but that is if all deadlines can be met,” Bart asked. “Speaking of 

which, Kariya, would you want to help us with the album art? We need 

someone to be our photographer.”  

“What kind of deadlines are we looking at to get everything done 

by?” Kariya questioned back. “I can see if I can squeeze you in.” 

“We were hoping to have everything done by mid-June as far 

as the graphics are concerned so we can get everything over to the 

production company in time,” Bart sheepishly asked. “I know this is a 

quick turnaround. Think you are up for the challenge?”  

“Challenge? Give me a break. Just let me know the when and 

where to be so we can knock everything out,” Kariya argued. “Do you 

have any ideas on what you want as far as the photos are concerned?”  

“Hey, Bart!” Chase yelled as he finalized the tuning of his 

guitar. “We’re on!” 

“We’ll talk after this set…” Bart said as he grabbed Kariya’s 

arm and pulled her up to the stage with him. “This album is going to 

look amazing!” 

When they got to the stage, Bart put Kariya behind a roped off 

area so people would not bother her as much as they did during the 



prior set. After the first song, Bart looked at Kariya with a mischievous 

smile. 

“Hey everyone, we want to thank you for coming out tonight. 

We are Hornz N’ Haloz, and if you have not noticed, we have our 

photographer here with us tonight. Her name is Kariya Tackett, and this 

song goes out to her,” Bart said as he greeted the crowd, smiling at 

Kariya. “And now it is time to party!” 

Kariya slowly backed up against the speakers out of shock over 

what just happened. Her breathing elevated as she blushing to the core, 

as she felt paralyzed out of her fear of attention her heart started racing. 

During the guitar solo, Bart reached down and kissed Kariya on the 

cheek. Kariya’s mind was racing over what just happened, so she 

quickly slipped away to calm down after what Bart did from the stage. 

Chelly noticed a disturbed Kariya fade into a sea of people and 

followed suit to make sure everything was okay with her friend.  

“Hey, Kariya, are you ok?” Chelly asked, and she tried to 

comfort Kariya. “Why aren’t you up with Bart?” 

“You know how I feel about attention. Why would Bart do that to 

me?” Kariya demanded as tears started streaming down her cheeks. 

“Chill out,” Chelly guessed. “I guess that was Bart’s way of 

showing affection for you?”  

“That is not the way you catch my attention!” Kariya fumed. 

“He should have known that I hate attention.” 

“Talk to him once this set is over. I do not think he realized 

how shy you can be,” Chelly pointed out. “He doesn’t seem like a 

person who is afraid of attention.”  

“I like working out of the limelight, thank you very much,” 

Kariya reinforced. 

“Talk to him and let him know,” Chelly encouraged. “Bart 

should understand. Keep in mind that opposites do attract and I think 

you two really complement each other.”   

As soon as the set was over, Bart cautiously made his way to 

Kariya as she was packing up her belongings.  Her face was focused on 

the task at hand which was leaving for the night. As she threw her bag 

on her back, Bart gently placed his hand on her shoulder, but she 

quickly swatted it away. 

“Kariya, please talk with me,” Bart pleaded as he placed 

himself between Kariya and the door. “Is everything alright? What did 

I do?” 



“Bart, you know how I hate being put on the spot like you did 

tonight when you made me the center of attention!” Kariya screamed 

as tears started to flow from her eyes. “I hate attention, and you have 

known that for years. What makes you think tonight was any 

different?” 

“Can no one do anything nice for you? Even once in a while?” 

Bart stammered out in an attempt to justify himself. “I was only 

trying…” 

“Bart! Enough is enough, and I do not want to hear any other 

excuses!” Kariya snapped as she prematurely ended his explanation. 

“Why after respecting me for so long? I am out of here because I need 

my privacy.” 

Kariya pushed past Bart as she made her way outside. She 

fumbled through her pockets, searching for her car keys as she walked 

over to her car. Once she unlocked her car, Kariya placed her backpack 

on the front passenger’s seat. As soon as she sat down in the driver’s 

seat, she sat there and started to wonder why the night seemed off and 

why Bart did not seem to be acting like himself. The thoughts that did 

cross her mind did not even come close to giving her a logical 

explanation for his behavior and why he seemed to be acting strange 

around her. After shaking her head in frustration, Kariya turned her car 

on and headed to the place where she did a lot of her personal thinking, 

an area off of the Buckhorn called Lookout point. She needed to be 

alone before she went home so she was calm enough that no one would 

know about the problems that night. 
 


