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Pretty Miss Douglass

It all started when Samuel Partridge spied Jeremiah Walker strutting down the Mall with 

Erin Douglass on his arm. Sam grit his teeth as the bastard passed him, the strong smell of 

cinnamon wafting from the gaping hole of his mouth. He chewed the gum like a lame wolf 

chewing venison--displaying it (along with his dripping teeth) to the world like some sort of 

trophy. Erin herself, perky as ever, continued along after him. Only Sam noticed that she hadn’t 

the usual bounce in her step. He blamed Jerm for taking that sparkle away from her. He could 

take that sparkle away from anything--just not Erin.

Unassumingly, Sam cut in front of them to get to his locker. The slow look of recognition 

crossed Walker’s face, a lumbering giant too slow on his feet to walk. Erin managed a smile at 

Sam, he smiled back--but he ran as soon as Walker took the first swing at him. Jerm lurched 

forward like a scrap-heap car, losing his grip on Erin’s waist. “You little shit,” he spat, “don’t 

look at my… my girl like that!” 

“Jerry--!” Erin cried. 

Sam darted away from the large, hammy fist of his opponent. His next class was just 

beyond reach, the door handle just by his fingers. Jerm Walker caught up to him, by his large 

frame and momentum, and grabbed Sam’s bag. “You ain’t gettin’ away from me, Samuel 

Partridge.” 

The door to the French room came up fast and hard under Sam’s chest, knocking the 

wind out of him. Walker still managed to peel him from the wall, twisting one of his arms behind 

his back. The pain surged through Sam’s body, freezing his shoulder in place. As Jerm made to 

dislocate his left shoulder, it sparked black and red behind his eyes. He bit his lip to redistribute 

the ache and to muffle his scream of pain. 

“Mr. Partridge, you’re late--” Madame Patronne’s scream of shock was hardly muffled. 

Sam tumbled to the floor, breaking his nose on the harsh linoleum. He could hear the heavy 

footsteps as Walker ran down the hall and the clicks of heels as Mme Patronne followed him. 

The floor tasted like mint gum, grass, and blood. Sam’s body was contorted across the floor, his 

back arcing like a thumbnail moon. He willed himself to move, but his limbs wouldn’t listen. His 

hands twitched and his leg jerked. Misery engulfed his every sense and snuffed out any rational 

thoughts that he had. Sam screamed--and screamed--and kept screaming even as Mme Patronne 

came around the corner again. 
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Blackness crept into the edges of Sam’s vision as he was hauled to his feet. He pressed a 

hand to his throbbing head, feeling some sticky remnants of something warm. Blearily, he 

rubbed the sore bump on his nose and the stifled flow of blood from his nostrils. Sam kept on 

down the hallway, shuffling zombie-like toward the administrator’s block. 

They went to the Health Center first. Jeremiah grumbled in the waiting room as the nurse 

looked Sam over. She found nothing much wrong with him--no broken bones, and he didn’t 

have a concussion--and allowed him to take two ibuprofen. Samuel was seated next to the 

simmering Cyclops. There they waited for what seemed to be an eternity. Walker rocked back 

and forth in his chair, gritting his teeth. Sam, cognizant of the situation once more (but with not 

enough energy to summon rage), sat on the edge of his seat with his fingers curling over the 

underside. 

Mrs. Temple, the vice principal, walked in then, nodding to the nurse. She pulled a third 

chair over and sat in front of her perpetrators, putting her beaten clipboard on her knee. She 

smiled, condescension shining in her pale blue eyes, and watched the two boys closely. The 

world became clearer and clearer to Sam. 

“So,” she started, the barest edge of danger in her voice, “you two were caught fighting.”

“Not r-really--” Sam stuttered.

“Yeah, we were fightin’,” Jeremiah drawled, “fightin’ cause Partridge tried to steal my 

girl!” 

Temple’s eyes narrowed and her thin lips were drawn into a harsh line. She pulled her 

pencil out of the hollow space in her clipboard and noted a few things down. The vice principal 

directed her eyes toward Sam. She half-raised one eyebrow and put her pencil down for the time 

being. Her gaze felt like penetrating needles, trying to extract the truth from Sam. The cheap 

plastic chair he sat on became a lie detector test. Her clipboard was her interrogation sheet and 

Sam was about to be put in the county jail. He swallowed and looked up at her. 

“I didn’t. I just passed them in--in the hall. Jerm attacked me-- I didn’t do anything--”

“Bullshit!”

“Quiet, Mr. Walker,” Mrs. Temple snapped, “and Mr. Partridge, Ms. Patronne saw you 

swinging at Jeremiah.” 

“I didn’t--” Sam protested, albeit weakly. He bit his lip and stared at the floor. Sam felt 

he looked guiltier then than the prideful Jeremiah. Temple made a soft noise and wrote a few 
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more things onto her cursed clipboard. There was a brief light of hope for Sam as she looked up, 

searching their faces. Even if they were both punished, Sam supposed, it might make Jeremiah’s 

eventual punishment somewhat less severe. 

“You have both been sentenced to six months in the county jail for disrupting the town 

peace,” Sam could imagine her saying. In actuality, Mrs. Temple began as thus: “You both have 

received weekend detention. This Saturday-- that’s tomorrow, Mr. Walker. You will both report 

to my office at nine in the morning and you will stay until four in the afternoon.” 

“You can’t do that! I have football practice tomorrow--”

“I can tell Coach Jameson that you will be missing, then.” Her features were severe, 

disapproving, her brows pencil-thin and straight lines over her eyes. Sam took in a deep breath 

and kept staring forward as he felt Jeremiah’s hateful glare passing over to him. 

Thankfully, Sam wasn’t the one who ended up with in-school suspension. He was left 

alone for the rest of the day. Only a few odd stares at his battle scars and bruises--apparently, the 

news about the fight had spread like wildfire, igniting the interests of the entire school. 

The only question he got was from Erin Douglass herself. 

“Jerm’s an awful bastard,” she said, catching up with him at his locker. 

“You’re telling me,” Sam grumbled, “and you date him.” He slammed the metal door 

shut and started down the hall. Erin followed him. 

“I wish I hadn’t.” Erin sighed and adjusted her backpack. “You’re a whole hell of a lot 

nicer than he is.” 

“Explains why I got weekend detention.” Sam rolled his eyes and walked off, leaving 

Erin alone in the hallway.

 

At promptly 8:55 AM, Samuel’s mother dropped him off in front of the library. With a 

wordless, disappointed glance, she sent him off to his fate. Sam picked up his backpack, waved 

good-bye to his mother, and went into the office. The air was stagnant and cold, like the room 

was suspended in time. Sam walked through the darkness and dust to the hallway. The hulking 

figure of Jeremiah Walker came down from the other side. His teeth, as gritty and nasty as ever, 

were bared like a dog ready to attack. Sam drew in on himself and resolved with a deep breath. 

He was in Mrs. Temple’s office first, the cold, untouched metal of the door’s handle under his 

hand before he knew it. 
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“Welcome, Mr. Partridge,” Mrs. Temple said to him. “Please, take a seat.” 

Sam dropped his heavy backpack next to the chair and sat down. This room, too, was 

dark, illuminated only by a dim desk lamp by Mrs. Temple’s computer and neat stacks of paper. 

Everything was neat in that room. The class pictures and anti-tobacco posters on her wall were 

even and spaced precisely. Her bookshelves were the most organized Sam had ever seen--he 

supposed it was because her books, unlike those of his teachers, were never touched by students. 

Jeremiah burst into the room, his loud voice interrupting the relative peace. “I’m here, 

I’m here.” His rancid, sweaty smell filled the small room quickly. Mrs. Temple gestured toward 

the chair. Jerm threw his backpack--not so much a backpack as a baseball pack full of beaten 

books--under the chair and sat down. He glared at Mrs. Temple with eyes hidden to the vice 

principal. Sam could see them, in profile, and they were beady and suspicious like a pig’s. 

Mrs. Temple looked up at both of them, pensive. She stood without a sound, picking up a 

thin stack of papers. Her long, bony fingers arched around them. “I would like you to go to the 

copy room and make twenty copies of each of these pages,” she instructed them, her voice 

deliberate and low. Sam stood first, crossing toward Mrs. Temple. She passed the papers to him. 

Jerm stood abruptly, nearly pushing Sam out of the way. 

“Let’s get this over with,” he grumbled, grabbing the keys from Mrs. Temple. He trailed 

behind Sam, a vicious guard dog watching its subject of attack. Sam swallowed the harsh lump 

of fear in his throat, looking back up at Jerm. He left the room, Sam following close behind. The 

walk down the empty school corridors was long, silent, and torturous. 

Then they heard the familiar footsteps walking by them. 

Jeremiah turned around and grabbed Erin’s arm, with little respect to the papers that he 

carried. “Hey, darling,” he murmured, voice low, wet, and gravelly. Erin glanced over his 

shoulder at Sam, looking pained--but she made no other move to get away from her 

boyfriend. “Give me a kiss?” Just before she was to put her soft lips to his chapped nightmare, 

Sam broke in. 

“Hey, back off, Jeremiah.” He grabbed the stack of papers out of Jerm’s free hand and set 

them down on the floor next to him. “D’you really think she likes that?” Jeremiah was startled 

into releasing his grip around Erin’s waist. She darted away, sneaking only one thankful glance 

back at Sam. 

“You want her, dipshit?” Jeremiah growled, wiping his lips with the back of his hand. He 
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turned to face Sam, still glaring. “You gotta fight me for her.” 

Sam nodded and dodged as Jeremiah lunged at him. That didn’t do much good for Sam, 

as he slipped on the stack of papers next to him and fell on the floor. He grit his teeth and got to 

his feet, read to go at Jeremiah. Jerm leaned against the wall, glaring at Sam. He lunged again, 

this time managing to grab Samuel’s feet. He pulled and pulled and pulled, and Sam lost his 

struggle with the carpet. His stomach was laced with burns from steaming hot and cold linoleum 

as Jeremiah pulled him in for the kill. Sam grit his teeth and shut his eyes against a wave of tears. 

He felt his body jerk up, he felt Jeremiah’s beefy arms arc across his chest, and he felt 

movement. Sam nearly vomited as he opened his eyes to a lurching sea of linoleum and Jerm’s 

stinking shoes. 

“This should teach you,” he grunted, hoisting Sam up to the stairs’ railing. 

Sam’s stomach fell in slow motion as the rest of his body tumbled to the ground and icy 

blackness hit like a slap of cold ocean water.

 

Samuel looked up at the figure above him. There was a round face on a slender neck; a 

smooth complexion and long hair. Green eyes glinted under thick eyelashes--eyes like cold 

diamonds, his pupils seeming slit-like. Sam could swear that he saw something of the serpent in 

the expression. The glossy black hair framed a stark jaw line like scales. 

“So, Samuel Partridge, you are awake.” 

Sam managed to sit up, feeling himself over for any injuries. A good few bruises, yes-- 

he winced as he hit every single one of them-- but no internal bleeding. There was some blood 

tangled in his hair, but Sam didn’t really feel dizzy. As far as he could tell, he didn’t have a 

concussion. Nor did he have a single broke bone. He groaned anyway, rubbing his sore wrist. 

“Answer me, Mr. Partridge.” 

Sam’s eyes refocused on the figure above him. Dark chains and colorful scarves dripped 

from every inch of the unfamiliar student’s body. Every inch of him was in motion at once, from 

the long hair to the decorative dangling designs. His image drifted like smoke on the sea. 

“You are listening? Good.” The student grinned, showing a row of impressively straight, 

white teeth. “You may call me Balthazar Mephistos.” Sam stifled a laugh at that name. “I am 

here to help you, Samuel Partridge, attain that which you most desire-- pretty Miss Douglass.” 

He held out a hand, covered in a fingerless glove and glittering rings. Sam cautiously took it, 
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sitting up. 

“How do you know my name?”

Mephistos shrugged and threw a carefree grin at Sam. “Oh, everyone knows your name. 

So, Samuel, if you want Miss Douglass… would you mind doing me a favor?” His cold green 

eyes pleaded with Sam. 

“And Erin will date me? For real?” Sam narrowed his eyes and got to his feet, standing 

level to Balthazar. “How?”

“I have my ways!” Balthazar declared. He pulled a small, wooden stamp out of his 

pocket. “This is my brand. Now, what you must do…” 

 

Samuel held the brand firmly in his right hand as he came up behind Jeremiah. The grimy 

white tiles of the bathroom walls tinted yellow with the nicotine smoke filtering out of Jerm’s 

cigarette. He took a drag and turned around to see the one tracking him. Jeremiah’s eyes widened 

as Sam approached him. 

“Damn, I thought you were out cold.” Jerm let his cigarette fall to the floor, still smoking, 

sputtering out on the damn linoleum. “How’d you survive--?”

“Save the questions for later, Walker,” Sam growled, spit sliming through his top row of 

teeth. “You’ve been a bad student…” 

Before Jeremiah could raise his voice or fist to protest, Sam had slammed the so-called 

brand down on his thick arm. Jerm howled and grabbed the sore spot over his arm, crouching 

into the corner. 

“You have no power over this school, Jeremiah Walker,” he hissed, and Jerm could 

swear he heard something of the serpent in Sam’s voice.

“I thought he killed you!” Erin cried out as Samuel stepped out of the men’s bathroom. “I 

heard you fall-- I looked for you-- and you’re okay!” She wrapped her arms around his waist and 

buried her face in his shoulder. 

“You’re not his anymore,” Sam whispered, “he has no more power. One bad student 

down, ninety hundred and ninety-nine to go. Balthazar told me that was the key to power from 

him.” He grinned at Erin and rubbed her hair. “And we’ll be safe, dear…”

 

Samuel sat alone in the courtyard, the ebony brand dangling between the fingers of his 
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idle hand. He took in a deep breath of midwinter air, frost mingling with car exhaust in his lungs. 

The dark and cloudy skies betrayed the brewing storm. Sam shuddered at a cold gust of wind, his 

thoughts far elsewhere. There was a sudden warmth beside him, arms around his shoulders, and 

Sam tried a smile for Erin. 

“Hey,” he said, looking at her out of the corner of his eyes. She kissed him softly on the 

cheek. 

“How’s it going, my demon?” she muttered into his neck. 

Sam’s eyes darted to his limp hand and Mephistos’ brand. “I’m fine,” he lied, counting 

again in his head. He sighed. “There’s one more I need to brand.” 

Erin hmmed, deep and warm against his neck. “Then who could it be?” she wondered, a 

hand snaking to the edge of Sam’s jeans. He put his spare hand over hers. 

“I’m not sure.” Sam rubbed his forehead and stared out at the horizon. “I got every 

student on the teachers’ hit lists, every cheater, bully-- I’ve got half the school under Mephistos’ 

brand by now-- and I only need one more--” 

There was a sudden crackle of lightning and a silhouette appeared in front of Erin and 

Sam. They both started, Erin nearly falling off of Sam’s shoulder. Balthazar Mephistos, wearing 

his tight skinny jeans and a torn black button-down. He grinned at Samuel, taking steps and steps 

closer to him. 

“Don’t you realize it, Partridge?” Balthazar asked, taunting. His eyes burned with the 

fires of Hell, reflected in their shimmering depths. “There is only one bad student left now, and 

that is… you!” He laughed, his voice shrill, as he grabbed the brand from Sam’s idle hands. 

Mephistos brought it down hard on Sam’s arm, really making sure he was digging it in. Fire 

flared up from under the small square of wood. Sam bit his lip against the scream he wanted to 

let out. “And now that you are mine… perhaps you won’t need pretty Miss Douglass. You 

cannot get everything, you know. Now, tell me it. What do you have to know?”

“You have no power… over this school,” Samuel whispered, tears of pain streaming 

down his face, “Samuel… Partridge.” 

The End.

 

 


