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 Chapter 1 
 
     
 
    Alexina and I could see Sophie waiting for us outside the cafeteria as we made our way down the hall. She greeted us with hugs, then wrapped her arms in between ours, leading us into the cafeteria while she talked about tomorrow after school. Alexina and Sophie made their way over to the table, and I went to see if there were any sandwiches worth eating. I stood there, glancing over what seemed to be ham & cheese and something that resembled roast beef. I wasn’t quite sure, and the mystery of it could remain that way.  
 
    I was starving because I didn’t have time to grab something on my way out of the house. The salad wasn’t sounding good either, but it was better than the mystery meat that was lurking next to the ham & cheese. I grabbed a bowl for my salad, turned around, and bumped into Braedon.  
 
    “Sorry, I didn’t see you there.”  
 
    “It’s okay. Glad it was you that bumped into me, Karsyn. Are you coming to Tyler’s party tomorrow night after the game?” Braedon half smiled. “You look good today.” 
 
    Good? I am dressed in a sweatshirt and jeans. Where were you yesterday, when I did, in fact, look good? “Thanks.” I took a couple of steps back. Being that close to Braedon was making it hard to concentrate. “Yes, I will be at the party after the game with my friends.” I brushed his shoulder with mine, smiling. Everything was happening so fast, and I didn’t want to get my hopes up. I looked around the cafeteria at all the girls, talking, laughing, and having fun with their friends/boyfriends. All I wanted was to be able to not worry about what would happen if I got too close to people. No matter how hard I tried to ignore my visions, they were always in the shadows lurking, waiting to make their move without any warning at all. I went back to fixing a small salad, so I could go back to sit with Alexina and Sophie.  
 
    They were making things a little easier, but I still had to keep my guard up. It was only a matter of time before someone would see something about me.  
 
    “What did he say?” Sophie sprung out of her seat when I walked up to the table. 
 
    “I don’t know if Tyler will be able to handle you.” I laughed.  
 
    “I know, right? I can see her practically screaming in his poor face, scaring the shit out of him when she does talk to him,” Alexina patted Sophie on the back.  
 
    “You guys are just so funny. You both can kiss my ass.”  
 
    Alexina hugged Sophie and told her we were joking. Sophie wrapped her right arm around my neck and pulled me over to them. “We know we haven’t known you long, but you are stuck with us.” Sophie let go of us to check her phone. “I almost forgot. What did you and Braedon talk about over there at the salad bar? This is becoming your “special place.” Sophie peeked up from her phone laughing.  
 
    “After I bumped into him, he asked if we were going to Tyler’s party tomorrow. I told him we were all going.”  
 
    “That’s it? That’s all he said to you. Wow, what a conversationalist.” Sophie rolled her eyes. I didn’t want to tell them he made the comment about me bumping into him. I wanted to keep that for myself for as long as possible. The minute the truth is revealed about me, nothing about my life will be private. I went against my promise of staying away from kids when we moved here a few weeks ago, and now it was just a matter of time before one of my visions decided it was time to show up.  
 
    The rest of the day went by faster than I hoped. Emerson asked if I could drop her off at a friend’s house on the way home, and I made her promise she would be home before our parents got there.  
 
    She knew I would be blamed for anything she did, whether I was involved or not. She had an incredible talent for getting me in trouble for anything her little 14-year-old mind could come up with. Deep down I knew she blamed me for mom and dad moving us to Charlottesville, Virginia, a few weeks ago, away from her friends and so-called “boyfriend back in Evansville, In.” 
 
    I went straight to the kitchen before I did anything else. I made myself a quick sandwich with turkey, provolone cheese, tomato, and lettuce. I went upstairs for the impossible task of trying to find something to wear tomorrow night. I sat there staring at the clothes in my closet as I devoured my sandwich. I decided on a mint green sweatshirt from Pink, skinny jeans, and white Converse to wear to the game. Now, I just had to pick out an outfit to wear to the party. I flopped down on my bed, staring at my closet again, wondering what the hell I was doing. I was about to give up on finding the right outfit when I heard Emerson yell that she was home.  
 
      
 
    ****  
 
      
 
    After school the next day, I took Emerson home and grabbed everything that I had gotten ready the night before. I looked around my room to make sure I had everything that I wanted to take to Sophie’s. I glanced down at the picture of Rylee, wishing she was here to help me through this. I was scared of what could happen at the party if I were to have a beer or something. I didn’t know if I would be able to control it. “Wish me luck, Rylee.” My finger lightly traced along her dark red hair in the picture. Rylee had been gone almost two years, and I missed her every day. I knew she would be so mad at me for blaming myself for her death, but I couldn’t help it.  
 
    “Hey, Karsyn!” Emerson yelled from the kitchen. “Don’t leave yet.”  
 
    “Emerson, I have to get to Sophie’s house so we can start getting ready for the game.”  
 
    “Karsyn, I just wanted to let you know that I’m glad you are getting out of the house and having fun.”  
 
    “Thanks, Emerson.” I smiled. “Tell Mom and Dad if they need me to text me, and that I will be home tomorrow afternoon. Bye.”  
 
    I arrived at Sophie’s twenty minutes later to find her outside, leaning against the right huge white column. Her house was a dark brick home with windows tall as the front door. I no more reached the top step when she grabbed my hand and led me to her room upstairs.  
 
    “Karsyn, change your clothes real quick before Sophie and I get you ready for tonight.”  
 
    Alexina smiled as she wrapped a piece of her dark cherry hair around the curling wand. “We will touch up your makeup after the game before we head to Tyler’s. Tonight is going to be amazing!” 
 
    We arrived thirty minutes before the game was to start, so we could see who all was going to be in the student section and if we needed to sit away from anyone. I kept looking around for Braedon when Alexina and Sophie got side-tracked talking to people. The closer it got to the start of the game, it got impossible to find anyone in the crowd. I would have to wait until the party to see if Braedon would be there alone.  
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    We hurried up and went back to Sophie’s house to change our clothes for the party and to check our makeup. Sophie took her dark, curly hair down, and put on dark lipstick. Then, they both sat me down in Sophie’s vanity chair with my back to the mirror. Alexina started curling strands of my dark chestnut hair that had fallen from being outside. Sophie began touching up my makeup before they let me up to look in her full-length floor mirror. For a brief moment, I almost didn’t recognize myself with how Sophie did my eye makeup, making my brown eyes seem darker than normal. I turned around and stood there for a few seconds, watching them get ready and it felt great being able to be normal even if I didn’t know how long it would last. It had been a long time since I was with friends like this getting ready to go out. Some would think we had been friends for years, but we have only been friends for a few weeks. I was trying my hardest to keep to myself and not talk to anyone at school, but that all changed when the teacher moved students around in English class. The teacher had moved me right next to Alexina, and Sophie was on the other side of her. They instantly took me in as a friend, not asking me a lot of questions about my past.  
 
    Even though Tyler lived a few miles away from Sophie, it seemed like it took forever to get to his house. The long driveway was already crowded with vehicles, and kids were parking in the yard on both sides of the drive.  
 
    “Do you think Braedon will be here already?” I asked, walking beside Alexina. “I don’t know why I am worried about if he’s here or not.”  
 
    “Karsyn, you look great tonight. Your long hair is still curly, and your makeup definitely compliments your dark brown eyes. He would be a fool if he didn’t notice you. Hopefully, this is going to be a great night for all of us.” She smiled.  
 
    The driveway seemed to go on forever as we made our way in between the vehicles. Tyler’s house was a two-story, brick house with six white columns holding up the balcony. In the distance, I could see a white gazebo with white lights dangling down around it. There were several people outside in front of the house, drinking and chasing each other.  
 
    Alexina and Sophie rolled their eyes at them as we passed by on our way into the house. I tried glancing around to see if I could spot Braedon, and again he was nowhere in sight. We managed to make our way from the door to a less crowded place in what I assumed was the family room or living room. Within a few seconds, it was crowded with juniors and a few sophomores. 
 
    “Hey, ladies! Glad you could make it!” Tyler yelled over the music as we walked through the crowd. I couldn’t help but notice Sophie staring at him as we moved through everyone. I had to admit he did look good in his jeans and dark blue shirt with rolled-up red plaid cuffs. His dark hair looked almost black in the dim light. “Can I get you three something to drink? There is a couple of kegs in the kitchen, or if you don’t want beer, I can get you something else. Sophie, you look great. Come with me while I get you all a drink,” he smiled, taking Sophie’s hand.  
 
    I stood there looking around, hoping I would be able to spot Braedon and not have to resort to asking Tyler if he was here at the party. I watched everyone having a great time dancing, drinking, and even making out toward the back of the room. I didn’t want anything to happen tonight, so I had to keep myself from drinking too much.  
 
    “Karsyn, Tyler told me you were here. Sorry I didn’t see you come in a few minutes ago. Do you need something to drink?” Braedon asked, stepping closer to me. He looked so hot in his khakis and tight coral polo that was being stretched to its limits from his biceps. Would he still feel the same way when everyone finds out about me, or will he be scared like most people when they find out the truth? People don’t see me as the person they have grown to like, but someone to be feared for being different. Tyler was back with Sophie and our drinks right as Braedon was about to go get me one.  
 
    We tried talking to one another but ended up yelling back and forth over the music. After about fifteen minutes of that, Tyler took Sophie’s hand and told us to follow him. He led us outside and down the little hill to the white gazebo, which was surprisingly unoccupied at the moment. We could still hear the music, but we didn’t have to scream at one another over it. I was trying hard to enjoy myself, but I knew I was playing with fire by getting close to them. While I was standing there watching everyone, I found myself jealous of their normal lives. Oh, they had their typical “high school pressures”, but they didn’t know the meaning of true pressure. I lived with guilt every day of my life, and there was nothing or no-one that could ever make it go away. 
 
    “I didn’t see you at the game, Braedon. Were you there?” I asked. 
 
    He raised his eyebrow. “Karsyn, I am on the team. You didn’t know that?”  
 
    “I guess I didn’t. You never told me, so how would I know that you were on the team.” I snapped, grabbing my cup sitting on the ledge.  
 
    “Karsyn, I’m sorry. I just assumed you knew I was on the team too.”  
 
    “Didn’t you start school a few weeks before me?”  
 
    “Yes. I talked to the coach, and he let me practice with the team a few times. He liked what he saw and told me I could be on the team,” he said, then started to talk to Tyler about the game. They continued to talk while Alexina, Sophie, and I decided to head back to the house. I was rather surprised that Tyler didn’t want to go back to the house and make sure no one was destroying it. The closer I got, the more my head started pounding. It felt like everything was happening in slow motion.  
 
    I could see Alexina and Sophie walking in front of me, but no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t catch up to them. My body was going limp, and I could hear in the faint distance Alexina yelling for help. A few moments later, I opened my eyes to find it was light out, but the sun wasn’t shining. It was dreary outside as if it could start raining at any minute. Then, I noticed I wasn’t in Tyler’s yard anymore. I got up and looked around, trying to figure out what happened and where I was exactly. I slowly turned to my left, and then it hit me. I knew what was going on. I wouldn’t be able to find anyone because I was about to stumble across someone I knew dead.  
 
    “Why are you doing this to me?” I screamed to the point my throat hurt. I didn’t want to walk far from where I was, even though I knew in a few minutes, I would wake up sprawled out in Tyler’s yard. I wasn’t seeing anything around me that looked familiar, so I tried to convince myself that maybe I wouldn’t see anything disturbing. I only had a matter of minutes; I had to force myself to concentrate on the things around me. I closed my eyes and balled up my fists before opening my eyes slowly. My surroundings became clearer, and I struggled to find something that stood out, that I would remember later. I was standing in the middle of what appeared to be a meadow of white flowers in the woods. The grass was tall, brown at the bottom with green on the tips, swaying in the wind. Someplace I had never been before. I should have felt scared, but instead, I felt peaceful. Off in the distance, I could see a contorted tree with knot holes all over it. I stared at the tree, trying to make sure I would remember that one in particular. I could hear Alexina talking, which let me know I was about to wake up.  
 
    “Karsyn, are you okay?” Sophie asked, kneeling next to me. Her caramel skin looked paler than normal, and her eyes were watery.  
 
    “Yeah, I am okay. Didn’t realize it had been so long since I had a drink at a party. Sorry to cause everyone to worry.” I sat up. I knew it wasn’t from the drink, but I didn’t want to tell them I was about to see someone’s death before it happened. First, they would be curious about what I see, and then the more questions they asked the fear would set in. Braedon helped me up, taking my hand as we walked back inside Tyler’s house.  
 
    “You sure you don’t want to go home? I can take you myself,” Braedon asked.  
 
    “No, I’m fine. Besides I am staying with Alexina and Sophie tonight at Sophie’s. I just need to sit down for a few minutes.  
 
    Braedon let me through the scattered crowds of seniors and juniors throughout the house. I couldn’t help by notice the long line for the bathroom. At the start of the line were a couple of drunken girls with their legs crossed, beating on the door, yelling for the person to get out. They each took a turn beating and yelling through the door as if that was going to make the person behind the door come out any faster. If it had been me, I would have taken longer in there just to be a bitch. I couldn’t help but laugh at them, because each time they beat on the door, they would stumble into the kids behind them. I knew it was just a matter of seconds before someone would start yelling at them. I wanted to stay and watch them keep, making fools of themselves, but Braedon was pulling me away from the entertainment. I kept giggling long after we had passed them.  
 
    Braedon explained to me that Tyler was letting us use the back room so I could sit in quiet without having to deal with the party. He unlocked the door to a room full of paintings hanging on the white walls, and a piano in the back left corner of the room. A black couch was facing a fireplace with matching chairs on the sides. Above the fireplace was the biggest TV I had ever seen in my life.  
 
    I could see why Tyler’s parents didn’t want anyone back here. Braedon helped me sit on the couch, then went to get me a bottle of water. I had to come up with a convincing lie before he returned with my drink. It was way too soon to explain that I can see people’s deaths before they happen. I could stick with the ever faithful lie that I wasn’t feeling well earlier, or that I hadn’t eaten much today. Either one of those lies would work well enough for the moment. I had to figure out where I was in my vision, and who was going to end up in that meadow. What if I couldn’t stop it and get blamed again like I did with Rylee. I tried to stop Rylee’s death, but instead, I got accused of killing her. I would never hurt my best friend. She accepted me for who I was, and still loved me when other kids were scared of me. I was so shocked when they tried to say I killed her and left her body out behind the old abandoned gas station. No one would listen when I told them I tried to stop her death. And now here, I was about to make the same mistake all over again. Was I just supposed to let things happen, or was I to try and stop it from happening? I don’t understand why I have this whatever you want to call it, a blessing or curse. I definitely don’t feel it is a blessing. Seeing people’s deaths before they happen is not my idea of a blessing at all.  
 
    “Are you okay?” Sophie asked, flopping on the couch beside me. “You scared the shit out of us. Do you want to leave and go to my house?” 
 
    “No. I just need a few minutes in here away from the party. I’m sorry about this.”  
 
    “We will stay back here to make sure you are okay,” Alexina said, sitting on the left side of me.  
 
    We started talking about some of the idiot girls making fools of themselves at the party, and I told them about the two girls in line for the bathroom. Alexina fell back on the couch laughing because she knew exactly who I was talking about. One of them was the Pastor’s daughter and her parents always bragged about what a great example their daughter set for the other girls in the church. Braedon was back a few minutes later with a cold bottle of water for me. Tyler walked in right behind him, taking Sophie’s hand to help her up off the couch so Braedon could sit down beside me. I didn’t want them fussing over me, but I couldn’t tell them the truth. After a few more minutes of sitting and talking to everyone, I got up, hoping they would know I was okay and follow me back to the party. I felt bad Tyler was in here with Sophie, away from his own party. They all sat there looking at me, puzzled, but none of them were saying a word.  
 
    “I am going back to the party. Are you coming with me?” I asked as I made my way to the door. Braedon was right behind me by the time I was out in the hallway, everyone else following behind. Being close to Braedon seemed to make everything all right, even if I knew differently. As we walked through the kitchen, Braedon placed his hand on the small of my back, sending a tingling sensation throughout my body. I wanted time to freeze so I could enjoy this moment because I knew everything was about to change.  
 
    “Well, I see why you haven’t returned my texts the last few days,” Blair snapped as she walked up to us, her eyes full of hatred as she stared at me. “So, is this your new conquest?”  
 
    Blair Royal was one of the girls that Alexina and Sophie told me was crazy and warned me to stay as far away from her as possible. Her soft black hair and ice blue eyes were apparently a weakness for most of the guys around school, and they would do anything for her.  
 
    “What the hell is that supposed to mean, Blair?” Braedon asked, trying to shield me from Blair. “Besides, who invited your ass anyway?”  
 
    “Why so mad? You weren’t like this a couple of weeks ago. Does she have something to do with this new attitude towards me?” Blair said, moving to glare at me.  
 
    “No, she doesn’t. Did you ever think maybe you being a bitch might be the real reason?” Braedon took my hand as he stepped in front of me.  
 
    “What’s the matter? You afraid I might do something to your new love interest?” Blair said, peeking at me over Braedon’s shoulder.  
 
    “Blair, I think it’s time for you to leave. Now!” Tyler yelled, walking past me and standing next to Braedon. “What dumbass did you manage to sweet talk into bringing you, so I can throw his ass out the door too?” 
 
    She stood there for a few more minutes, glaring at me before finally turning to go in the other room. Tyler excused himself to make sure Blair left the party altogether. Braedon apologized for Blair and tried to explain what all that was about. I told him he didn’t owe me an explanation, but he insisted on giving me one anyway. When he started talking, I couldn’t help but worry that this girl would be the one to give me problems about my secret. He told me that they only went out a couple of times, and then she turned into a crazy bitch. He did admit that her looks drew him in, but that he quickly learned that he needed to get away from her. “Sorry about Blair. Are you sure you are okay?”  
 
    “Yeah. I am fine. It was nothing, really. I am sorry that you have missed most of the party.”  
 
    “I got to be with you.” He grabbed my hand, leading me out of the kitchen while Alexina and Sophie followed behind us. As we were walking towards the front of the house, I realized that we hadn’t seen Caden at the party. I knew Alexina was hoping to see him, but she had been so busy with me. “Alexina, do you want us to help you go look for Caden?” I asked, looking over my shoulder as Braedon led me through the house.  
 
    “No. I don’t even think he showed up.”  
 
    “Caden showed up, and I think he’s still here,” Braedon said, not even turning around to look at us. “Next answer is…No, he didn’t come with anyone.”  
 
    Alexina took off in search of Caden before Braedon could even tell her where he was exactly. I almost texted her, but I knew she would be texting me or Sophie soon, asking where to find him. We caught up with Tyler at the front door of his house to make sure Blair had left. Tyler told us he was making sure she wasn’t going to try and sneak back in. “I’m sorry about Blair, Karsyn,” Tyler said, turning away from the door. “She can be a bitch, to say the least. I hope she didn’t upset you.”  
 
    She did upset me, but not about tonight. Tonight was just a jealous girl taunting the new girl. Her being jealous was the least of my problems. Her finding out about my secret could ruin my life here in Charlottesville.  
 
    After about thirty minutes of dancing and enjoying ourselves, it dawned on me that Alexina never texted us about Caden. “Hey Sophie, did Alexina text you?” I asked her, checking my phone.  
 
    “No. Do you think we should go look for her, in case she didn’t find him and is upset somewhere?”  
 
    We told the guys we were going to go look for Alexina and would be back in a little bit. They insisted on coming with us to make sure we didn’t have trouble with some of Blair’s friends. We headed toward the back of the house to see if she was in the room with the piano, but instead, we found a couple back there, forcing Tyler to run them out and close off that part of the house. We headed back toward the party, thinking maybe we missed her on our way to the back.  
 
    After a few minutes of looking around the party, Braedon suggested that maybe she was outside with Caden. Sophie and I not paying attention to one another got stuck in the doorway. She and I glanced at each other, bursting into laughter and making it even harder to get out of the doorway. After we were able to calm down long enough to get free, we walked out to the gazebo where we found Alexina crying. We decided it was time to leave the party and head back to Sophie’s house to try and cheer her up. We didn’t want to press her right away with questions about why she was crying, but we had a good idea of why.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    We drove back to Sophie’s house in awkward silence not wanting to upset Alexina anymore. After changing into our pj’s we let Alexina be alone for a few minutes while we headed down to the kitchen for snacks. We were met by Sophie’s dad, heading out of the kitchen with our hands full of snacks and drinks. He laughed as he walked past us into the kitchen. Each time one of us would drop something from our armload of chips, salsa, cookies, and carrots, we would burst out laughing, then get in trouble for being loud. Sophie’s mom came to the stairs and told Sophie she would have to deal with her brothers if we woke them up.  
 
    “Sorry, about getting your mom mad at us, Sophie,” I said, tip-toeing up the stairs the rest of the way behind her.  
 
    “She’s not my Mom,” she said, peeking over her shoulder back at me.  
 
    “She’s not?”  
 
    “Hell No! Catrina is my stepmom. Sometimes we get along, but other times she likes to ride my ass about crap. I keep reminding myself that I only have a few more months of dealing with her every day.” She tapped on the bottom of her door with her foot to let Alexina know to open the door for us. Alexina opened the door, wiping tears from her cheeks. We put the drinks on her nightstand and the food on her bed.  
 
    “So, what happened tonight at the party?” Sophie asked, handing Alexina a bottle of water before flopping down on her bed, causing the food to jump around.  
 
    “Well, I found Caden with some girl out in the gazebo.”  
 
    “And?”  
 
      
 
    “That’s it. I saw him with another girl.” 
 
    “What do you mean that’s it? Did you see them holding hands, or kissing?”  
 
    “No. They did leave together though.”  
 
    I didn’t want to make Alexina more upset, but I had to agree with Sophie. There was no reason to be so upset. He was with a girl but didn’t do anything with her that she saw. Then again, I probably would have been upset if I had seen Braedon with another girl at the party. Sophie gazed over at me and shrugged when Alexina wasn’t paying attention. We didn’t know what to say to her, so we sat with her while she cried on and off for the next hour. Alexina was the first to fall asleep, then Sophie. I laid there watching the soft moonlight cascade around the room. I wasn’t used to it being so light in a room at night. My rooms have always been dark because of the headaches I get sometimes from my visions. I knew I was going to have a hard time sleeping, so I tried to figure out what happened at Tyler’s tonight. Would it happen again soon, and if it did, what was I going to tell everyone? I didn’t know how long I could keep up with the lies before the truth would come out. What bothered me more than anything was trying to figure out who was going to end up dead, and what to do about it. Do I let it happen, or do I try and stop it?  
 
    Not only was I stressed out about my visions returning, but now I had a new enemy to worry about. I was about to fall asleep when my phone vibrated on the nightstand. I rolled over toward the table, debating if I wanted to see who texted me or wait and answer it in the morning. I picked up my phone and saw it was from Braedon. I didn’t want to be rude and ignore his text, but I wasn’t in a talkative mood either. I wasn’t ready to share a lot of information about myself, and I was too tired to keep the lies straight. I went against my better judgment and sent him a quick text.  
 
    I woke up to Sophie and Alexina trying to talk quietly, but I’ve learned with them that was impossible sometimes. I laid there and listened to them talk about the party last night, and what Alexina should do about Caden. I knew she liked him, but Alexina was too pretty to wait around for him to make up his mind about her.  
 
    “You doing okay, Karsyn? You are super quiet this morning,” Sophie said, flopping beside me on the bed.  
 
    “Sorry. I guess I didn’t sleep good last night. I will probably go home here in a little bit and go back to bed. Do you know what time it is?” I yawned.  
 
    I wasn’t lying about going back to bed, but I had to talk to my mom first about what happened last night. I knew my mom would be upset if I didn’t tell her that my visions were back. She would also probably lecture at me about not trying to stop it, so I don’t end up in trouble again like I did with Rylee’s death. I wished Rylee was here to help me figure out what I should do.  
 
    “Alexina, is there anyone you could ask to see if Caden has a girlfriend or not? Do some of your other friends have any classes with him? They could find out for you,” I said, getting out of bed. I looked over at Sophie, shaking her head in agreement with what I had just said. I left Alexina and Sophie talking on the bed, while I went to Sophie’s bathroom to get ready. I envied Sophie because she had her own bathroom, and didn’t have to share it with anyone. She had the coolest shower I had ever seen. It was a walk-in shower with three shower heads, one on each of the dark tiled walls. I changed out of my pj’s and went back to talk to Sophie and Alexina for a little bit. I wanted to make sure Alexina was okay. Sophie had brought up fruit bowls and bagels for us. She didn’t want us to have to deal with her little brothers at the table.  
 
    Sophie also told us she would end up taking care of them while Catrina went off in the other room. She also commented a lot about Catrina, and she didn’t hide how much she loathed her. I wanted to stay longer and hear more stories about her, but I needed to get home. I had to tell Mom what happened at the party, and hope she wouldn’t lecture at me about what to do.  
 
      
 
    ****  
 
      
 
    “You are home early,” Mom said, walking out of the living room toward the kitchen. “Did you have a good time?”  
 
    “I had a great time at the game, and most of the party.” I sat down on the middle stool at the kitchen island directly in front of my mom. As I watched Mom rinse off dishes in the sink, I noticed I could see hints of her pretty brown hair poking through her blonde highlights. She started coloring her hair around the time of Rylee’s death.  
 
    I couldn’t look at her in the eye for fear she would see right through me and know that something was wrong. I sat there playing with the placemat, but I could tell she already knew something was dreadfully wrong. I was trying to stall as long as possible to give myself enough time to get ready for the interrogation that would soon follow.  
 
    “Mom, while I was at the party, something happened, but I don’t know how to tell you.” I glanced up right as she was turning around to face me, and the minute my eyes met hers I could see the worry as she stared at me.  
 
    “Were your friends around when it happened?” she asked. I could tell she was trying to stay calm and not upset me more.  
 
    “It was different this time. I don’t know if I passed out or blacked out. Next thing I know, I am in a field with white flowers at some crazy looking tree. I don’t know where I was, and there was no one around me either. Dead or alive. I was the only person standing alone in this meadow of white flowers.”  
 
    Mom walked around the island, wrapping her arms around me so tight it was almost hard to breathe. She stood there holding me for a few minutes. “We will figure this out together. Are you sure you didn’t see anyone around you in this vision? Besides the strange tree, was there anything else that you can remember, like a house close by perhaps a vehicle?” she asked as she tucked a piece of hair behind my ear.  
 
    I knew she was trying to help me figure this out, but no matter how hard I tried to remember the surroundings, my mind kept going back to the funky looking tree, off by itself away from the flowers. I should have walked over to the tree in my vision, but I wasn’t ready to face more death. I knew she couldn’t fix this problem for me, and I think that bothered her more than it did me. “Mom, don’t tell Dad about this just yet. Let me make sure my visions are back for sure before we go and upset everyone. I don’t want to move again either. Running from this isn’t going to make things any easier for any of us. Hopefully, people won’t freak out when they find out.”  
 
    She sat down on the stool to the left of me and took my hands in hers. “I won’t tell him right now.” We will eventually have to tell him, Karsyn. We can’t keep this from him for long.”  
 
    “Thank you, Mom.” I leaned forward to hug her. “I am going to go lie down. I didn’t sleep good last night after everything that happened at the party. I also have a new enemy to worry about not too.”  
 
    “New enemy?”  
 
    “Yeah. She hates me because of some guy she went out with a couple of times. She could definitely make my life a living hell over my visions, but I will deal with that if and when the time comes.” I walked out of the kitchen and up the stairs to lie down for a little bit. I didn’t know if I would be able to get any sleep with everything on my mind, but I had to try.  
 
    “Karsyn, Mom wanted me to come up and tell you that it is almost four o’clock. She wants to know if you want to go out to dinner with us,” Emerson asked.  
 
    “Yeah. Let me get a quick shower. It won’t take me long. Where are we going to eat, do you know?” I stretched, sitting on the edge of the bed.  
 
    “They aren’t sure yet but said something about Downtown Mall. I will tell Mom you want to go, and that you are getting ready. Hurry up.”  
 
    I looked at my phone and realized I hadn’t texted Braedon today like I promised. I sent him a quick one, apologizing for not sending him a text earlier, and then went to get ready. I managed to get my hair up in a messy bun and went for a subtle look for my makeup. I picked out a pair of ripped jeans, with an off the shoulder white blouse with red flowers and lace around the bottom of the sleeves. I had to get down on my hands and knees with my head stuck in my closet, looking for the beige suede ankle boots that I tossed in there when I unpacked my shoes. I was about to open my door when Emerson walked in, asking if I was done getting ready because Mom and Dad were ready to leave for Downtown Mall. After a few more minutes I found my boots, slipping them on as I stumbled around my room trying to gather up my purse and phone.  
 
    “I hope you are feeling better,” Dad asked from the bottom of the stairs as we walked out of my room.  
 
    “What?” I asked rather confused by his question.  
 
    “Mom told me you weren’t feeling good earlier when you got home and went upstairs to lie down.”  
 
    “Oh. Yeah. I didn’t sleep good last night at Sophie’s. I feel better now after getting a few more hours of sleep. Where are we going to eat?”  
 
    “Your mom and I were thinking about somewhere at Downtown Mall. Where exactly, we will figure that out when we get there.” He walked out the front door tossing his keys in his hand.  
 
    I texted Braedon on the way to Downtown Mall and told him I would get a hold of him later after dinner with my family. I had to make the hard decision of do I keep talking to him or do I let him go, sparing him the trouble of dealing with my visions. Do I have the right to make that decision for him? I didn’t want to get close to him, only for him to decide he can’t handle my visions and leave me. I knew I wouldn’t be able to handle that kind of rejection again. I made myself a promise I would try to enjoy my time with Braedon, and not think about everything that could destroy my happiness. He texted me back, saying he was actually at Downtown Mall already, and wanted to know if he could see me. I replied back, telling him I didn’t know where my parents were wanting to eat, but I would ask them if he could join us.  
 
    “Mom, would you mind if someone joined us for dinner at Downtown Mall?”  
 
    Sure. What’s her name?” She turned to look at me over her shoulder.  
 
    “His name is Braedon Shaw.”  
 
    I watched my parents turn and look at each other holding each other’s gaze for a few seconds before turning back to look straight ahead. I sank down in the backseat, hoping they weren’t going to bombard me with a ton of questions about a guy I hardly knew. I had only talked to him a few times before the party, so I didn’t really know anything about him.  
 
    After a few minutes of silence, I managed to find the courage to ask them if it was okay for Braedon to join us for dinner.  
 
    “I don’t see why not. I would like to meet him.” My dad smiled, looking back at me through the rear-view mirror.  
 
    I texted Braedon to let him know that it was okay for him to join us, and where to meet me when we got there. Emerson nudged me with her elbow, flashing her bright smile. I knew my family was happy that I was trying to make friends and be as normal as possible. We arrived at Downtown Mall fifteen minutes later, and my stomach began to turn from my nerves. I didn’t want my parents to make him feel uncomfortable, but deep down I knew they wouldn’t chase him off with their ridiculous questions. I sent him a quick text that we were heading to The Den for dinner. By the time we made our way past the stores to The Den, Braedon was standing off to the side of the entrance, looking at his phone. He had on jeans, and a tight navy blue, long- sleeved shirt that hugged his arms.  
 
    “Wow. You look great, Karsyn,” he smiled.  
 
    “Thank you. Braedon, these are my parents, Stephen and Jenna Alexander, and my sister Emerson. Hope you haven’t been waiting long?”  
 
    No. I just got here a few minutes before I saw you walking this way. Nice to meet you, Mr. and Mrs. Alexander. I’m Braedon Shaw,” he said, holding out his hand.  
 
    Dad looked at me and smiled when he shook Braedon’s hand. I knew right then and there that he was on Dad’s good side for doing that. For the first time in a long time, Dad’s brown eyes looked bright and not dull from worry.  
 
     
 
    Braedon held the door open for me after my parents went inside with Emerson. Being close to him was almost too much to handle. I wanted to kiss him, but I didn’t know if he felt the same about me. After we were seated, Dad started in asking Braedon what he planned to do after high school, even though I kept mouthing for him to stop. Braedon humored him and answered his questions, even after I told him he didn’t have to answer them. Finally, after a few minutes of answering never-ending questions, my mom told him to ease up on Braedon so he could enjoy himself. I felt so bad for Braedon having to deal with my dad.  
 
    “Are you busy after dinner, Karsyn?” Braedon asked, trying to scoot closer to me. 
“I don’t think we’re doing anything.” 
 
    “Would you like to walk around Downtown Mall with me? I can drive you home later if it is okay with your parents,” he looked at me, then over at my parents.  
 
    “I don’t see why not,” my mom smiled.  
 
    We finished our meals and headed toward the door when I heard someone say something about me. I turned to my right, and there sat Blair and her followers. Braedon turned to confront her, but I grabbed his arm before he could reach her table. “She’s not worth it. Don’t let her get to you. That is what she wants in order to make herself feel better.”  
 
    “You are right. She’s not worth my time anymore.” Braedon took my hand in his walking out of the restaurant. We met up with my parents outside. They weren’t able to witness the encounter with Blair and her minions. I had a really bad feeling about her and the trouble she could eventually create for me. I gave my parents each a hug and told them I would be home later. They each told Braedon it was nice to meet him. My sister gave me a hug and whispered that I did well.  
 
    “Where do you want to go?” Braedon asked, lightly squeezing my hand.  
 
    “Hmm. I don’t know. Where do you want to go? We can walk around for a little bit while we decide.”  
 
    After walking around for a little bit and nearly running into Blair again, Braedon decided it was time to go somewhere else, where we wouldn’t have to worry about seeing the bitch. I instantly felt guilty for what popped in my head. I may not like her, but I had no right in wishing maybe she would be the one in my vision.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    The next morning, I woke up to someone downstairs in the kitchen getting pans out of the cabinets. It had to be Dad in the kitchen on a Sunday morning, making bacon, eggs, and pancakes for breakfast. Dad’s Sunday breakfasts were the best, and something I had missed for a while now. Dad hadn’t cooked for the past few months, which was probably from everything that had been going on. I got up and made my way downstairs to see if he needed help, and if he didn’t, I would sit at the island and watch him cook. “Good morning, Dad. Do you need any help fixing breakfast?” I gave him a hug.  
 
    “No, but you can keep me company while I cook. We can catch up on things. It has been too long since we’ve had one of our talks.” He smiled. “Sorry about all the questions last night. I hope I didn’t scare him off. He seems like a nice guy. Did you meet him at school?”  
 
    “Yes, I met him at school. No, you didn’t scare him off. Thank goodness. He is nice. I like him a lot.”  
 
    “Does he know about you, Karsyn?” Dad said, glancing at me over his shoulder.  
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Are you going to tell him, or going to let him find out and hope he doesn’t run away? I personally would tell him. He has the right to know. Yeah, he may freak out and end up staying away from you. At least you will know before you give your heart to his boy. I don’t want you to fall for him, and then he breaks your heart by running.”  
 
    I knew he was right, but I was scared that Braedon would run and never talk to me again. He would see me like most people do, someone to be feared and misunderstood. I lowered my head while Dad went back to cooking breakfast. I could wait to tell him for a little longer, but then he would probably be pissed that I wasn’t honest with him. I knew I had to make a decision soon because I didn’t know when and where the next vision would show up. And would the next vision show me who was going to die, or show me more pieces to the puzzle? I sat there, playing with the placemat on the island and watching Dad flip the pancakes onto the plate. “Dad, what if he decides to not talk to me anymore?”  
 
    “That would be a shame and his loss. He would be missing out on being with a beautiful, smart girl. I would have to wonder about his intelligence, to be honest.”  
 
    “Thank you, even though you are biased,” I smiled.  
 
    “I may be biased, but he shouldn’t let something like that scare him off if he truly likes you. Who cares what other kids say? They react to things they don’t understand, instead of taking the time to realize you are still the same person.”  
 
    I got up and walked around the island, throwing my arms around his neck. “Thank you, Daddy. I love you.”  
 
    “I love you too, Sweet Pea.”  
 
      
 
    ****   
 
      
 
    After Emerson and I cleaned up the kitchen from breakfast, I went back upstairs to check my phone and get going on my homework that was due tomorrow. I saw there was a message from Braedon. I texted him back, saying that I was about to do homework since I didn’t do any of it yesterday. I was about to start on my English homework when my phone started vibrating on the bed.  
 
    “Hey! Hope you don’t mind me calling you instead of texting. I wanted to hear your voice if you want to know the truth.”  
 
    “It’s fine. I’m kinda glad you called. Sorry about not being able to do anything today. I have so much homework. I am the Queen of Procrastination.” I laughed.  
 
    “Yeah, I should probably do my homework too. I am just trying to hold off as long as possible. Wish I could see you today, but I guess I will have to wait till tomorrow. I will let you get your homework done. Text me later. Bye, Karsyn.”  
 
    “Bye, Braedon. I will.” I put my phone down on my bed, and reluctantly went back to doing my English. It didn’t take me long to do it since I had already read Sleepy Hollow at my previous school.                
 
    I ended up texting Braedon about an hour later after we hung up. I asked him if he was doing his homework too, and if he could spare a couple of hours away from it. He asked for my address and told me he would be here in about an hour. I jumped off my bed and ran to the bathroom to take a quick shower.  
 
    “Emerson, do you have a sweater I can borrow?” I asked as I knocked on her door. I tried to respect her privacy, even if she didn’t respect mine.  
 
    “What kind of sweater are you wanting to borrow?” She flopped down on her bed.  
 
    “Braedon is going to be here in a little bit to pick me up.”  
 
    Emerson fell flat on her ass trying to get up in a hurry. “We have got to find you a sweater. Where are you going, so we can figure out what type of sweater?”  
 
    “I think we are going to hang out at Tyler’s for a little bit. Tyler is picking up Sophie. So, nothing too fancy, but I don’t want to look like a sewer rat either.”  
 
    We stood there looking for the perfect sweater, making me realize I needed to go shopping for some more clothes soon. We had her bed covered with sweaters that we had pulled out of the closet and drawers, but none of them were catching my eye. “Emerson, what am I going to do? He’s going to be here soon and I’m not even ready.” I flopped down on top of the sweaters.  
 
    “First you need to get your ass off my clothes,” she said, pulling me up off her bed.  
 
    I grabbed a turquoise hooded tunic sweater and tried it on real quick, asking Emerson what she thought of it. She instantly gave it two thumbs up. She sat me down at her vanity and put my hair up since she didn’t have time to do anything else with it. She pulled a few wisps of hair loose around my face. She finished my makeup right as the doorbell rang. 
“Karsyn, Braedon is here,” Mom said, knocking on Emerson’s door.  
 
    “Okay. Could you tell him I will be down in a minute? Thanks, Mom.”  
 
    “What’s wrong, Karsyn? You seem really on-edge. Is everything okay?” Emerson asked, putting her sweaters back in the drawers and closet.  
 
    I sank down in her vanity chair, staring toward her bedroom door. “Dad told me this morning that I need to tell Braedon about my visions. I know he is right, but I really like him. I don’t want him running off because he is scared of me.”  
 
    “Wow. What are you going to do?” She sat down on her bed. “Do you want to tell him?”  
 
    “I do, but I know what will happen. Then again, if I don’t tell him and he finds out, he will be pissed too. Ugh!” I leaned back over the chair to where my head was hanging down. “Why can’t I be normal? All I want is to be able to date a guy and not worry about him leaving me because he is scared of me.”  
 
    “Karsyn, Braedon is waiting for you down in the living room with your dad. I think you should go rescue him,” Mom said, as she opened Emerson’s door. I raised my head up, so I wasn’t looking at the ceiling. Now, I really felt bad for not being ready on time. I knew Dad was down there making Braedon nervous. Why should I be worried about telling him about my visions, when I have Dad to chase him away for me? I got up, fixed my sweater, and glanced in the mirror before heading downstairs to save Braedon.  
 
    “Sorry about not being ready when you got here, Braedon,” I said, walking into the living room. I blushed the minute Braedon turned to look at me from the couch. He didn’t have to say anything to me to make me blush; all he had to do was look at me with his blue eyes. I didn’t want to screw this up, but I also didn’t want him to find out from someone else either.  
 
    “You look great. Are you ready to go to Tyler’s house? He is probably back from picking up Sophie.”  
 
    “Sure.” I gave my parents a hug and told them I would be back later. Braedon reached for my hand as we headed for the door. Right then and there, I knew I had to tell him soon and hope for the best.  
 
      
 
    ****   
 
      
 
    “Karsyn, you look amazing. Come help me pick out a movie for us to watch,” Sophie said, leading me into the family room. “Tyler started to text me last night and then asked if I wanted to come over for a little bit this morning. I am afraid this is all a dream, and I’m going to wake up drooling on the table in the lunchroom at school.” She started shuffling through the movies on the shelf.  
 
    “Sophie, you are beautiful. Tyler would be an idiot not to realize it. This isn’t a dream. It is all real, so stop worrying and enjoy,” I smiled. The more I was around Sophie, the more I could tell she had low self-esteem. I couldn’t understand why. She was pretty, smart, caring, and didn’t seem like she had a mean bone in her body. Yet, she had a hard time understanding why Tyler wanted to be with her. I managed to get her mind off worrying about Tyler by talking about which movie we should watch. Before we had a chance to pick out a movie, the guys came in with drinks and snacks. The guys told us since we weren’t able to find a movie, that it was their turn to pick one out. Sophie and I looked at each other, rolling our eyes. They didn’t want to watch a chick flick, and we didn’t want to watch some kind of war movie. So, we told them we would watch a good action movie with them, as long as it wasn’t gruesome. We could tell they didn’t like the terms but knew they had to agree if they wanted us to watch the movie with them.  
 
    “What about the homework that you said you had to get done today?” Braedon asked, sitting next to me on the couch.  
 
    “I did most of it earlier, and I will finish the rest later. What about your homework?”  
 
    “I might finish it later.” He put his arm around me. “Right now, I want to spend time with you.”  
 
    Tyler said down next to Sophie on the other couch to the right of us and got the movie going for us.  
 
    Toward the end of the movie, I looked over at Tyler and Sophie who were clearly not watching the movie anymore. They stopped kissing when they heard the credits start to roll. Sophie ran her fingers around her mouth to fix any smudge marks from her lipstick. I got up to go into the kitchen to get some more tea, and Sophie came in a few minutes later. “Did you and Tyler see any of the movie?” I laughed.  
 
    “We saw about three-fourths of it, I think,” she giggled. “I really like him, Karsyn. I am afraid he will be different towards me tomorrow at school. What if he is one of those guys that only shows me attention and affection away from school and his friends?” She sighed.  
 
    I walked over and gave her a hug. “I don’t think he’s going to do that to you. He’s lucky to have you, not the other way around. Always remember that, Sophie.” I grabbed my drink off the counter and walked back into the family room. We didn’t have time to watch another movie, so we decided to go get something to eat. On the way to get pizza, I kept thinking about what Dad had said to me earlier about telling Braedon, but I didn’t want to ruin this perfect day. The longer I waited to tell him, the harder it would be. I couldn’t bare him being afraid of me. I sat there looking out the window most of the drive to the pizza place, listening to Braedon and Tyler talk about football.  
 
    “Karsyn, are you okay? You are really quiet all of a sudden. Do you want me to take you home real quick?” Braedon asked, glancing over at me briefly.  
 
    “Sorry, I’m so quiet. I have a lot on my mind.”  
 
    “Want me to take you home? I can if you want, but I’d rather you come with me for pizza,” he smiled.  
 
    “You don’t have to take me home.” I smiled.  
 
    We arrived at the pizza place about ten minutes later. There were a lot of people pulling in behind us, trying to find places to park. We hurried up and walked inside to beat the crowd of people. Sophie sat across from me on the inside of the booth, that way we could talk without bothering the guys while they talked and watched football on the TVs hanging throughout the restaurant.  
 
    I sat there looking around the place and saw one of “Blair’s Minions,” and knew she would be on her phone texting Blair that I was there with Braedon. Tomorrow at school was going to be a pain in the ass, especially if I had to deal with her. I had to figure out a way to avoid her or put a stop to it before she could really make my life hell. I was hoping to have a little longer to deal with everything, but time had a different plan for me. My visions had already started up again, and I didn’t have time to deal with Blair and her followers. I tried to ignore her, but Olivia kept staring over at us, then putting her big ass nose in her phone. She was one of the girls that Alexina and Sophie warned me about. She liked to run and tell Blair anything and everything. From what they told me, Blair didn’t treat most of her friends the greatest, yet they still remained loyal to her. Blair, Olivia, and the rest of their friends were pretty, but complete bitches. They could cause a lot of trouble for me.  
 
    “Well, look who we have here,” Olivia Nichols said, standing in front of our booth. She flipped her blonde, curly hair over her shoulder. I couldn’t help but stare at her hair as she stood there glaring at all of us. Her curly hair hung in perfect ringlets past her shoulders. Sophie’s curly hair was pretty, but nothing compared to Olivia’s frizz-free curly hair.              “Olivia, what the hell do you want?” Sophie snapped. “Wow, I didn’t think you were allowed out alone away from Blair. I mean most of the time your nose is shoved up her ass. A lot of kids around school wonder how you are able to breathe.”  
 
    “Were you trying to be funny? If you were, you need to work on it,” Olivia rolled her eyes.  
 
    Braedon glared up at her. “Olivia, why don’t you take your troll ass back over to your table before I have the manager escort you out for harassing us?”  
 
    “You know Blair won’t be happy when she finds out you are here with her.”  
 
    “I don’t give a shit what Blair thinks! You need to remind her of that.” Braedon stood, looking down at her. “I’m not going to tell you again. Leave us alone, or I will get the manager.”  
 
    She glared at me, walking back over to the rest of Blair’s coven. She sat down and leaned in toward the middle of the table. Her mouth was moving too fast for me to even attempt to read her lips. As I was about to face Sophie, I caught them all stop at once and look over at me. Olivia mouthed something at me from her table. I wanted to go over there and ask her what the hell she just said, but she wasn’t worth the time. I wasn’t worried about her. She was a follower. I didn’t know much about her, but that was something anyone could pick up on. I decided I wasn’t going to give them any more of my attention. Sure enough, they got bored and left. I felt bad for letting them distract me from Braedon. Now, more than ever, I had to tell Braedon about my visions before it came out, and Blair created even more trouble for me.  
 
    Braedon put his arm around me and smiled. He had no idea how much doing that meant to me. It gave me a little bit of hope about him staying around. I didn’t want to think about anything or anyone for the rest of the time with him.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    I made Emerson get up early, so I could get to school a little earlier than normal. I wanted to see Braedon before classes started, even though I would more than likely see him at lunch. I couldn’t wait that long to see his gorgeous blue eyes. I cut up some fruit in between running upstairs to make sure Emerson was up and getting ready. “I’m getting ready!” she screamed after the fifth time I had gone up to check on her. I went back downstairs to eat the fruit bowl I made, and to my amazement, she was ready to go when I finished it. “Mom, come quick! I don’t want you to miss this miracle! Hurry!” I yelled.  
 
    “You know what, Karsyn. You can kiss my ass,” Emerson said, through gritted teeth.  
 
    “Are you feeling okay?” Mom asked, checking Emerson for a fever. “And watch your mouth. What have I told you about cussing?”  
 
    “You let Karsyn cuss.” 
 
    “One, Karsyn is 18 years old, and two, she doesn’t cuss all the time like you would if I let you.”  
 
    I started pushing Emerson toward the hallway before she ended up grounded for a couple of weeks. I couldn’t even count on my fingers how many times I had kept her from getting grounded. And just like all the other times, she would thank me for keeping her out of trouble when we were away from Mom. I learned fast not to argue with Mom, but Emerson had a hard time with that lesson in life.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    We arrived at school fifteen minutes before the first bell, and I went directly to Sophie’s locker where I knew I would find her with Tyler. Alexina was there with them when I walked up. Alexina was looking up and down the hall for Caden, while Sophie and Tyler snuck kisses when the teachers weren’t paying attention. I didn’t want to bother them and ended up copying Alexina. We stood there looking up and down the hall in sync to the point we looked at each other and burst into laughter. I walked to art class in hopes I would by some chance see Braedon for a few seconds. I was able to keep my mind busy for the 90 minutes with the project I had been working on for about a week now. After class was over, I met up with Alexina in History and didn’t hesitate asking her if by any chance she saw Braedon on her way here. Unfortunately, she hadn’t seen him today either.  
 
      
 
    ****  
 
      
 
    “What took you both so long?” Sophie said, from our usual table. “I had to fight off a few clueless freshmen that tried to sit here.”  
 
    “Sorry, Sophie. Alexina was trying to help me find Braedon, but we had zero luck.” I slid my book bag off my shoulder into the chair beside me.  
 
    “He is with Tyler and their friends over there,” she pointed to the other side of the 
 
    lunchroom.  
 
    I sat there trying to decide if I wanted to walk over there and find out what the hell was going on with him avoiding me, or just act like I didn’t care. I walked up to the cashier to get a bottle of water and strolled past the salad bar to see if anything looked good today.  
 
      
 
    I glanced over my shoulder in his direction to see if he was going to come up, but he didn’t move away from his friends. I took my time getting back to the table, hoping he would see me. “I don’t get it,” I said, sliding into my chair. “He wanted to spend time with me yesterday and today, nothing. I am not going to be one of those girls that come running when it’s convenient for him. Did he say anything to Tyler, Sophie?”  
 
    “I don’t know what is going on with him, Karsyn. I know he does like you.” She moved my book bag out of the way to sit beside me. “Why don’t you come over after school?” She wrapped her right arm around me.  
 
    “I should probably stay home tonight and try to finish my homework. I didn’t get my History homework done, so Mr. Jenkins is giving me an extra day.”  
 
    “Yeah, you better get it done. He doesn’t give out many extra days for homework,” Alexina said, opening her water bottle.  
 
    I knew they were both right, but I didn’t expect him to drop me already. I had a moment of panic, thinking maybe he found out about me. Then I realized that couldn’t be possible, or everyone would be flocking around me asking questions.  
 
    I went to get up, and it felt like I was stumbling around the chair in an attempt to pick up my book bag off the floor. I tried to raise up slowly, but my knees buckled under me. Alexina and Sophie’s voices faded away with my consciousness. When I opened my eyes, I was back in the wildflower meadow by the contorted tree. I had to find some clues because I knew I would be waking up faster than at Tyler’s party. I took off walking towards the contorted tree, tall grass brushing against my legs. I was hoping to find something this time. The closer I got to the tree the better I could see something laying up against the bottom of the trunk. It was black, but what exactly it was I couldn’t tell from where I was standing.  
 
    I stood there looking around, trying to get the courage up to move closer. It was a black, high calf boot with a buckle and strap accents. I didn’t want to touch it and disturb the vision.  
 
    “Karsyn, Karsyn,” an unfamiliar voice kept repeating my name.  
 
    I opened my eyes. Everything was a little blurry. I could make out that a man in a blue shirt was beside me. “I’m fine.”  
 
    “We are taking you to the hospital to be checked out. Seems you hit your head pretty hard when you passed out. Do you remember what happened? Karsyn, do you know what day it is?” The man asked me.  
 
    “Yeah, today is Monday, October 27th,” I said, holding the side of my head.  
 
    “Karsyn, the school called your parents and they will arrive at the hospital when you get there,” Sophie said.  
 
    They loaded me on the stretcher within a few minutes and then wheeled me up to the back of the ambulance. I knew the hospital would want to run a bunch of tests that weren’t necessary, and wouldn’t show anything either. I was kind of relieved that they did call my parents, so they could be there to tell the doctor that the tests weren’t needed. Then, I realized Dad would know my visions had returned with a vengeance, with no signs of slowing down.  
 
    The ambulance arrived at the hospital maybe ten minutes later. The minute they opened the doors, my parents came rushing out of the ER entrance. My mom took my left hand and leaned down close enough that anyone around us wouldn’t be able to hear. “Did you have another vision?” she asked.  
 
    I couldn’t bring myself to say yes, so I shook my head ever so slightly yes. She let out a sigh, closing her eyes. She knew she was going to have to tell Dad now; there was no way of hiding it from him.  
 
    They walked beside me as I was wheeled into the ER, and taken to a room down at the end of what seemed like a mile-long hall. A couple of nurses came in, helping me out of my clothes and into one of those hideous hospital gowns. One started taking my vitals, while the other one started on IV in my left hand. Once they both left, I looked over at Mom. She was fidgeting with something in her hands. “Mom, would you please go tell them that I don’t need any tests and that I want to go home. Please.”  
 
    “Karsyn, I think you should stay and let them look at you,” Dad said, wrapping his arm around Mom.  
 
    “Dad, I don’t need any tests to tell me what is wrong with me. I already know what is wrong with me.”  
 
    “You don’t know what is wrong. I think the doctor knows more than you do.”  
 
    “Stephen, she knows what is wrong. You need to trust her,” Mom said, as she turned to stand in front of Dad. Mom and Dad had a way of communicating with one another by a look or a simple gesture. This time she did both, which told Dad not to press the matter. His grey eyes narrowed, he tilted his head as if Mom just spoke a different language to him. He slowly looked over toward me, then back at her. “Would someone please tell me why the doctors can’t do any tests to make sure everything is okay?”  
 
    I blurted out, “My visions are back!” Everything got eerily quiet in the room. Mom dropped her head. Dad was standing there with his mouth open, as he ran a hand through his dark blonde hair.  
 
    “What did you just say?” Dad asked, moving closer to the bed.  
 
    “My visions are back.”  
 
      
 
    Dad turned to face Mom, but I couldn’t tell if he was mad at her or not because his back was to me. Mom wouldn’t look at him because she knew he was furious with her for not telling him.  
 
    “Dad, I told Mom not to tell you, so don’t be mad at her. They started back up a couple of days ago. I have tried to block them for a while now, and I think that is why I am passing out when they start. The school doesn’t know about the visions. I want to keep it that way for as long as possible. I am tired of people being scared of me. I don’t need any tests ran on me. Can we please go home? I want to rest in my own bed.”  
 
    “Okay, let me go talk to them about letting you go home.”  
 
    A couple of hours later, I was wrapped up under my comforter, looking at texts on my phone from Alexina and Sophie. I was about to reply to Sophie’s when one from Braedon popped up on my screen. I ignored it at first and went back to texting Sophie. She deserved my attention first over him. After a few minutes of playing around on my phone, another text from him popped up. He didn’t want to talk to me while I was at school, but wanted to talk to me now when no one was around him.  
 
    What the hell do you want Braedon? You didn’t mind ignoring me at school today.  
 
     
 
    He texted me back right away, trying to say he didn’t mean to ignore me, and that he was worried about me. I set my phone down on my table. I didn’t feel like listening to any lame excuses from anyone right now, especially Braedon. Maybe I was wrong about him. I curled up under my comforter a little more. I started thinking about the boot I saw in my vision, and who it could possibly belong too. I closed my eyes to go to sleep, and something vivid about the vision popped up. I knew it was the same meadow, but this time there were no white flowers.  
 
      
 
    I had to figure out exactly when this would happen. I got up to get a journal out of the bottom right drawer of my desk. I wanted to keep a journal of the visions so I wouldn’t forget anything important about them. I wrote down the black boot, and the absence of the flowers this time.  
 
    “Karsyn?” Mom eased the door open. “Oh, I thought you were sleeping. Are you doing okay?” She walked over to the bed.  
 
    “My head hurts a little bit, but nothing unbearable. Sorry, I told Dad my visions were back. He kept insisting about getting tests done.” I tossed my journal and pen on the bed.  
 
    “It’s okay. I shouldn’t have kept it from him. He’s not upset anymore, but more worried about you. He is worried that this will be a repeat of what happened back home. He doesn’t like how people treat you when they find out about your visions. All the questions and fear.”  
 
    “Trust me, I don’t like how people treat me either. I wish people would realize that I’m still the same person, but they see me differently.” I flopped back on my bed.  
 
    “Unfortunately, people fear what they don’t understand. We will try our best to help you through this, Karsyn.”  
 
    “I sat up, wrapping my arms around Mom. “I know. I love you, Mom.”                
 
    “I love you too.” She leaned backward, about to get up. “Oh, I almost forgot why I came up here. Braedon is downstairs with your Dad. He came by to make sure you were okay. Why don’t I tell him you will be down in a few minutes, so you can brush your hair and put on some leggings?”  
 
    I didn’t know why I should care what I looked like. It’s not like he would talk to me tomorrow at school. He was probably here with some lame-ass excuse for acting the way he did today. I slammed my brush down on my vanity, causing it to bounce off on to the floor. I put on some black leggings, along with fuzzy socks, and went downstairs. I could hear them talking in the living room from the top of the stairs, but I couldn’t make out what they were talking about. I knew Mom wouldn’t let Dad tell Braedon about my visions. Mom decided when I became old enough, that it was my choice whether I wanted to tell certain people or not. It took her a while to convince Dad of the same thing.  
 
    I walked into the living room past Braedon and sat down on the couch next to my Mom.  
 
    “Hi, Braedon.” 
 
    “Hi, Karsyn. I came by because I wanted to see if you were okay, and tell you that I was sorry for being a jerk today at school. I shouldn’t have ignored you, and I’m sorry.”  
 
    Mom got up and motioned my Dad to do the same thing. “We are going to give you two some privacy to talk. Besides you dad promised to help with dinner tonight,” she said, steering my dad around and out of the living room.  
 
    Braedon got up from the chair and sat down on the couch next to me. “I’m really sorry, Karsyn. I don’t know why I did that today. I don’t know if it was the fear of thinking you didn’t feel the same way about me. It wasn’t right.”  
 
    “How do you feel about me?” 
 
    “I like you a lot. I find myself wanting to be around you all the time.”  
 
    I smiled. “I like you too.” I wanted to kiss him, but right now wasn’t the right time with my parents a few feet away in the kitchen.  
 
      
 
    I knew Dad was trying to listen as best he could from the doorway of the kitchen, while Mom was busy and not paying attention to what he was doing. We got up off the couch and walked into the kitchen, where Mom was busy behind the island making a salad to go with dinner.  
 
    “Mom, can Braedon stay and have dinner with us?” I asked, picking lettuce out of the bowl.  
 
    “Yes, he can. Now, stop sticking your fingers in the salad.”  
 
    Braedon and I walked over to the couch in the family room and sat down. We surfed the channels for a good movie to watch, while Mom and Dad finished fixing dinner. After about twenty minutes into the movie, Braedon kept looking behind us into the kitchen. “Everything all right?” I asked. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. I was trying to see what your mom was fixing for dinner. It smells so good.”  
 
    I looked over our shoulders into the kitchen. “Mom is making Chicken Cordon Bleu. It does smell great. Mom loves to cook, but doesn’t have a lot of time usually. When she does have time, she doesn’t hold back. You showed up on the right day.” I smiled.  
 
    “Again, Karsyn, I’m so sorry. I promise I won’t do that to you again.”  
 
    My heart sank the minute he said that because I knew he wouldn’t be able to keep that promise for long. I turned back around to watch the movie, not saying a word.  
 
    “Did I say something wrong?” Braedon leaned forward, so he could see my eyes better.  
 
    “No. I still have a slight headache from hitting my head in the lunchroom.” 
 
    He stared at me for a few minutes before going back to watching the movie. I knew he didn’t buy my lame excuse, but it was all I could come up with at the moment. I wasn’t ready to tell him yet, for the simple fact he would start avoiding me. I just had to keep the past hidden for a little longer.  
 
    After dinner, Braedon helped me with the dishes while Mom and Dad took their turn at the couch, watching a movie. “Thank you for offering to help me.” 
 
    “No problem. Dinner was excellent! It’s the least I could do. Besides, it gives me more time with you,” he smiled at me as he grabbed another wet plate out of the drainer to dry.  
 
    Every now and then, I caught Mom and Dad looking back at us over their shoulders, then quickly turn back towards the TV. Sometimes I couldn’t help but giggle when I caught them.  
 
    Braedon put the towel down on the counter as he stepped closer to me. “I was wondering if you were going to Natalia Brook’s Halloween party Friday night.”  
 
    “You mean the costume party, right?”  
 
    “Yeah, this Friday night. Are you going with Alexina and Sophie?” 
 
    “Yes. Why?”  
 
    “Well, instead of going with them, would you like to go to the party with me? If you do, what is your costume, so I can try to match it?”  
 
    “I’m going as Belle from Beauty and the Beast.”  
 
    “Great! I need to look for a costume tomorrow after school. I will drag Tyler with me. I think he asked Sophie to go with him, and they are taking Alexina with them. I need to get home and finish some homework. I will talk to you tomorrow at school, I promise,” he smiled.  
 
     
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    The whole way to school I tapped the steering wheel as I thought about Braedon’s promise to not ignore me today. I so wanted to believe him.  
 
    “Karsyn, are you okay?” Emerson asked, looking up from her phone.  
 
    “Yeah. I am fine.”  
 
    “You are far from fine. You have been beating the steering wheel as if it were bongo drums all the way to school.” Emerson tilted her head. My sister knew me better than anyone. I could easily lie to Mom and Dad if something was bothering me, but Emerson wouldn’t buy my bullshit lies. Emerson and I became closer when Rylee died and I didn’t have my best friend to talk to anymore. She knew exactly when I needed someone to talk to. Even if I said I was fine, she would barge into my room, flopping beside me on the bed, and refuse to leave until I started talking.  
 
    “I am afraid Braedon will ignore me again today like he did yesterday. I know I shouldn’t care because he’s going to dump me the minute he finds out I have visions of death before it even happens. I can’t see him sticking around after I tell him,” I sighed.  
 
    “Karsyn, you don’t know that for sure. He might not go anywhere. If he does, then you are better off without him. I know that sounds cliché, but it’s true. I agree with Dad in telling him soon. The longer you wait to tell him, you will keep finding excuses to put it off. Come on, before we are late.” She opened the Jeep door.  
 
    After Math class, I headed to Health. Not once did I see Braedon in the halls. I had to remind myself that I never saw him between these two classes in the past.  
 
    I sat in Health thinking about the black boot, and who it could belong too. I sat there looking around class with the horrible thought that it could be any one of these girls in here. The hairs on the back of my neck raised up as I glanced at each girl, realizing that maybe one of them would never step foot in this class again. I closed my eyes to try and get the horrible thought out of my mind, and concentrate on what the teacher was talking about. I opened my eyes and caught the teacher glaring at me, and I usually paid attention, unlike most of the class. After several minutes of trying to ignore Mrs. Becker’s death stares, the bell finally buzzed for class to be over. I practically ran out of the classroom and down the hall towards the cafeteria to see if Braedon was in there yet. I went around the last corner and I saw Braedon standing by the door, smiling at me. He looked hot today in his blue jeans, button-down charcoal and a white plaid shirt with sleeves rolled up to his forearms, and grey Vans. As I got closer to him, warmth flooded my cheeks, and my heart began to race.  
 
    “Are you waiting for someone?” I smiled.  
 
    “As a matter of fact, I am waiting for someone. She’s pretty great, but I don’t know if she will show up. See, I was a complete jerk to her.”  
 
    “Maybe she will show up and forgive you.”  
 
    Braedon grabbed my hand as he led me into the cafeteria. Alexina and Sophie were smiling from the table. I went to the salad bar while Braedon went and got him something from the Ala Cart line. He was finished before I was, so he walked over and waited for me while I finished making my salad.  
 
      
 
    Tyler followed a few feet behind us as we made our way over to the table with Alexina and Sophie. I felt bad that Alexina didn’t have a guy to come over and sit with her. She seemed a lot better now than she was right after the party the other night. Caden needed his ass kicked for blowing Alexina off. At least Sophie and Tyler were taking her to the Halloween party Friday night.  
 
    “I almost forgot to tell you I went home and ordered my costume last night. It will be here Wednesday. What time should I pick you up for the party Friday night?” Braedon took a bite of a chicken tender.  
 
    “What time is the party?” I asked.  
 
    “I think the party starts at nine o’clock since there isn’t a football game,” Sophie said.  
 
    We sat there talking about what everyone was going to wear, and who they thought would show up at the party. I knew Blair and her damn friends would be there, but I wasn’t going to let them ruin my time with Braedon. I told Sophie and Alexina I would text them later after school when I got home. Alexina headed to her next class, while Tyler walked Sophie to hers. Braedon took our trays, then came back to the table, reaching for my hand to help me up.  
 
    On the way to my Marketing class, we discussed what time he would pick me up for the party.  
 
    He also told me to not worry about Blair being there because he wasn’t going to let her ruin our night. I promised to text him later also before walking into the classroom.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Once we got home from school. I hatched a plan to convince Emerson to help me get ready for the party. I purposefully left her alone for nearly two hours so she could have some time to herself before I begged her for help. She must have caught on to me because she came looking for me in the family room just as I was preparing to go start dinner.  
 
    “I know you are dying to ask me something, Karsyn. Are you ever going to ask me?” She sat down on the loveseat next to the couch.  
 
    “There is a big Halloween party this Friday night, and I was wondering if you could help me get ready for it.”  
 
    “The costume party?” She took a bite of an apple slice. “Do you have a costume?”  
 
    “Yes. I bought it almost two weeks ago. It’s Belle from Beauty and the Beast. Braedon is going as Beast.”  
 
    “I will help you. You will never be able to put your hair up like Belle’s. It will take me a few hours to do your hair, so we will get started after we got home from school.” She got up and went into the kitchen, waving me to come over there with her.  
 
    We started fixing dinner, so I would be close to being done by the time Mom and Dad got home from work. About 45 minutes later, they walked in the door together, commenting that something smelled really good. Mom put the big black purse that carried her laptop down beside the couch in the family room. “What is the occasion?” she smiled, looking over my shoulder into the skillet of pork chops, apples and onions.  
 
    “Nothing. I felt like cooking for everyone tonight. Emerson even helped me.”  
 
      
 
     
 
    Mom and Dad cleaned up the dishes for me and Emerson while we went upstairs and started on our homework. Before I got started on it, I texted everyone back that had blown up my phone while I was cooking earlier. I texted Braedon back first, then Sophie, and Alexina. We texted back and forth for about 30 minutes, then I told them I had to get my homework done. I reached for my English book but caught myself staring off into the far corner of my room toward the shelf that held my favorite books and pictures of Rylee. Still holding the book, I flopped down on my bed. I could see the meadow again, and contorted tree. The boot was still propped up against the tree, but nothing else was in sight. Before I could explore further, I heard my bedroom door open off in the distance.  
 
    “Karsyn? Karsyn? Are you okay?” Emerson asked.  
 
    I was able to snap out of it pretty quickly this time. I looked up at Emerson standing beside my bed, her pupils wide with fright. “Emerson, it’s okay. Mom and Dad already know they are back.”  
 
    “Your visions are back? Why didn’t anyone tell me? Does anyone know? Are we going to have to move again?” Emerson threw her hands up.  
 
    “No one knows that I have visions of death. Not even Braedon. So don’t freak out.”  
 
    Emerson plopped down on the bed beside me and wrapped her arms around my neck, pulling me closer to her. “Don’t worry, Karsyn. Maybe this time will be different.”  
 
    “Dad told me I need to tell Braedon soon before everyone finds out, and that maybe he won’t freak out as much when he does find out.” I hugged Emerson tighter.  
 
    “Dad might be onto something. He might be more accepting of it if he hears it from you first. I know I am younger and that what I say doesn’t matter, but I would listen to Dad on this one.”  
 
    She got up and closed the door behind her. I sat there for a few minutes, wondering if they were right about me being honest with Braedon. But then again, what if it came back to bite me in the ass? I decided to wait until after the Halloween party. All, I had to do was keep it together until after the weekend. I looked over at Rylee’s picture and wished she were here to tell me what to do. I grabbed the picture and clutched it to my chest.  
 
      
 
    ****   
 
      
 
    Braedon was waiting for me outside the cafeteria door when I walked around the corner.               “You look great,” he said, reaching for my hand. We walked into the lunch room and over to the table first before going up to get something to eat. Sophie, Alexina, and Tyler had already got something. They never waited for us, but today I had left class later than normal. Braedon got his food first, then met me over at the salad bar. I walked around it a few times, hoping something would look better the more times I passed it.  
 
    “Something wrong, Karsyn? You haven’t said anything since we walked in here. Are you mad at me?” Braedon asked, putting my salad bowl on his tray.  
 
    “I’m sorry. I’m not mad at you. I have a lot on my mind today.”  
 
    “Let me cheer you up.” He smiled. “I got a text earlier saying my costume will be here later today. I’m glad we are going to the party together. Maybe we can go out Saturday night too?”  
 
    “Sure.” I smiled, moving closer to him.  
 
    “You two are making me nauseous,” Alexina’s eyebrows furrowed together.  
 
    Braedon and I looked at each other and busted out laughing. “Sorry, Alexina.”  
 
    I asked Alexina and Sophie if they would want to come over Friday after school to get ready for the party at my house. I told them to be at my house around five o’clock to give us enough time to get ready for the party. Braedon and Tyler walked us three to our class, then raced across the school to their Gym class.  
 
    I sat in class, thinking about Braedon and when and how I was going to tell him the truth about me. He deserved to know the truth, but I didn’t know if I would be able to find the words. I definitely had to tell him once the weekend was over, no matter the consequences.  
 
      
 
    ****  
 
      
 
    “Mom, are you here?” I yelled throughout the house. She was home earlier than normal today, which made me think something was wrong.  
 
    “I’m in the family room,” she yelled.  
 
    I walked into the family room and saw my mom sitting on the couch with some guy with short blonde hair. His hair was a little darker than Braedon’s, so I knew it wasn’t him. I was getting a bottle of water out of the fridge when I heard that distinct low, husky laugh. “Kurt?” I closed the refrigerator door. 
 
    “Hey, Cuz!” Kurt jumped up and ran around the couch into the kitchen, sweeping me up in his arms. “You look great! Aunt Jenna was filling me in on everything. Especially about Braedon. He sounds like a great guy. I hope I get to meet him.”  
 
    “No one told me you were coming for a visit. How long are you here for? Oh, if you are here till after the weekend, you have to go with us to this great Halloween party Friday night.”  
 
    “I am here for about a week. What kind of Halloween party?” Kurt asked, letting me down. “Are you going with this new guy? If you are, then I’m in.”  
 
    “It’s a costume party, and yes, I am going with Braedon and my friends. We need to head to Downtown Mall to get you a costume if there are any left.” I turned to look at Mom on the couch, smiling at us. “Mom, can I borrow a credit card, so we can get Kurt a costume for the party? Please!” 
 
    Mom walked out to the hallway and came back with her credit card. She didn’t give any kind of speech about not spending much or to just use it for the costume. She gave me a big hug and told us to go out and have fun. She trusted me enough to know I would never go out and spend huge amounts of money on her credit card. My sister, on the other hand, would buy a new wardrobe and come up with some excuse as to why she did it. Emerson liked shopping more than I did, and a credit card in her hands was dangerous.  
 
    Kurt and I jumped in my Jeep and headed to Downtown Mall. We laughed about stories of us when we were little and the schemes we would come up with and then blame Emerson. Of course, our parents never bought us blaming Emerson since she was four years old at the time, and there was no way she could come up with that stuff. It was worth a shot, even though it earned us an extra week of being grounded.  
 
    Kurt tried to help me run away one summer. He was nine and I was eight. He had this huge treehouse toward the back of his big yard. He had this great idea I could live out there in the treehouse, and he would sneak food out to me when his mom wasn’t paying attention. The idea worked perfectly for the first couple of hours until I had to use the bathroom.  
 
    We forgot about that when we were coming up with this genius plan. I managed to get into the house and use the downstairs bathroom without being seen by my aunt. However, she saw me heading back to the treehouse as she showed up a few minutes later, asking us what was going on and why I was out there instead of at home. The next thing I remembered, I was being questioned by my mom. I didn’t want Kurt to get in trouble, so I blamed Emerson for me running away.  
 
    “Downtown Mall isn’t like most malls,” I warned Kurt as I parked the Jeep. “It’s what they call a pedestrian mall.”  
 
    “Where is this pedestrian mall?” Kurt asked.  
 
    “This is it. What do you think?”  
 
    “This is great! Definitely not what I expected a mall to be. Where is the costume store? You never told me what you and your boyfriend are going as.”  
 
    Boyfriend. I liked the sound of that. 
 
    “We are going at Belle and Beast from Beauty and the Beast,” I smiled.  
 
    “You should go as Gaston since you are going to be with us most of the time at the party.”  
 
    “I don’t know if that would be a great idea or not, Karsyn. That might be kind of weird, honestly.”  
 
    “Who cares what people think for one night? I am tired of worrying about what people think of me. No matter what I do, they see me how they want to see me. It gets old after a while.  
 
    I might as well have fun because no matter what I do, they will still pass judgment on me.” 
 
    I managed to coax Kurt over to the costumes and found a Gaston one, but he was insistent on going at something else. I had to beg him to try it on and knew he would eventually give in to my non-stop pleading. After about another thirty minutes of watching him wander around the picked-over store, he grabbed the costume back off the rack and walked over to the counter. I couldn’t help but giggle. He put up a good fight, but as always, I won the battle.  
 
    “Do you want to head home and eat with them, or do you want to grab something at one of the restaurants?” I asked, handing Kurt the bag. “If you want to grab something here to eat, I will call Mom and let her know so she doesn’t cook a bunch of food.”  
 
    “Yeah, let’s get something here, so we can have more time to talk.” Kurt nudged my arm with his elbow. “I want to hear more about this guy of yours. We can’t talk with Aunt Jenna and Uncle Stephen around.” He laughed.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    If it weren’t for the simple fact I wanted to see Braedon, I would have tried my hardest to talk Mom into letting me stay home and visit with Kurt. Kurt and I had always hung out together when I wasn’t with my friends or boyfriend. We didn’t get much chance to talk last night because of the people within hearing distance of us. I didn’t want to take the chance of someone overhearing me talk about my visions. I wanted to be able to talk to Kurt about what I should do before people found out about me. I had to talk Mom into letting me stay home tomorrow, so I could visit with Kurt while everyone was out of the house. I had already fixed dinner once this week, so I knew if I fixed it again, Mom would know I wanted something.  
 
      
 
    ****  
 
      
 
    “Hey, Karsyn!” Sophie yelled from across the cafeteria. I love Sophie, but sometimes she exuded too much enthusiasm. It was a little annoying, but at the same time, it made her funny. “Hurry up, get your salad, and come sit down with us so we can talk about the plans for Friday.”  
 
    I grabbed Braedon’s hand before we could get too far. “I need to talk to you about the party after you get your food.”  
 
    Braedon froze, looking at me as if I had broken his heart. “You don’t want to go to the party with me?”  
 
    “Oh God! I didn’t mean for you to think that. I am still going with you. Go get your food and I will explain it more over at the table.” I smiled. I felt bad for making him think for a brief second that I wasn’t going to the party with him. Now, I just hoped he would be okay with Kurt tagging along with us. I wasn’t going to leave my cousin at home all night with my parents. We walked over to the table in awkward silence, but the minute we sat down, he started questioning me about what I wanted to tell him.  
 
    I sat there, tossing my salad around in my bowl with my fork. Not taking my eyes off my salad, I nudged Braedon with my elbow. “I was wanting to talk to you about the party, and that we will have someone with us.” I glanced over at him, barely moving my head.  
 
    “Who is going to be with us? Is your sister going?”  
 
    “No. My cousin Kurt Alexander is in town visiting, and I invited him to come along with us. I didn’t want him sitting at home all night long with my parents on a Friday night while we were out having fun at a party.”  
 
    “How old is he and what will he dress up as?” Braedon asked, popping a chip in his mouth.  
 
    “Kurt is 19, and we already bought him a costume. I know I should have asked you first, but I haven’t seen my cousin for a while now. Are you mad at me?” I lowered my head back down.  
 
    “No, I’m not mad. It’s cool, Karsyn. You still didn’t answer my question about his costume.” 
 
    “Well, I told him you and I are going as Belle and Beast, so I managed to talk him into going as Gaston.”  
 
      
 
    Braedon pressed his lips together and sat there staring at me for a few minutes. “You’re kidding, right?”  
 
    “I think it’s a great idea. You three would be the talk of the party. Belle, Beast, and Gaston. Killer idea.” Sophie grinned.  
 
    “I have to agree with Sophie,” Alexina smiled, as she took a bite of her salad.  
 
    I got up and walked over behind them, wrapping my arms around them. “See, it’s a great idea.”  
 
    Braedon sat there, popping chips in his mouth as he stared at us from across the table before finally giving in to the idea. “All right. We will go to the party as Belle, Beast, and Gaston. Even though I’m sure your cousin would agree with me that this is a crazy idea.”  
 
    “He didn’t want to go as Gaston either, but he caved because he loves me.” I winked. I walked over got my salad bowl and took it over to the window for the dirty dishes. I turned around to walk back and I saw Braedon talking to Tyler. I walked over to the table to grab my books, and I could hear Braedon complaining about taking my cousin with us. He had his back turned to me, so he didn’t know I was within hearing range.  
 
    “Since you are not liking the idea of my cousin going along with us, why don’t I just go with him, and you can alone!” I yelled.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Before Braedon had the chance to say anything, I was already on my way toward the door. Now, I didn’t have to worry about telling Braedon about my visions. He took himself out of the picture by being an asshole.  
 
    “Karsyn!” Sophie yelled. “Wait up!” 
 
    I turned around once I got past the cafeteria doors, and I saw Sophie and Alexina following after me. “I’m sorry. When I heard him complaining about my cousin, it pissed me off. My cousin has been there for me when things have been really bad, and I won’t tolerate people complaining about him.”  
 
    “Karsyn, we told Braedon he had no right to complain about your cousin going. I mean it’s your cousin, not some other guy you want to date. I don’t know why he got so defensive about him going. Don’t let Braedon’s dumbass comments change your mind about the party. You should still go, and bring your cousin too.”  Sophie wrapped her left arm around me.  
 
    “When are we going to meet your cousin?” Alexina asked.  
 
    “After school on Friday when you come to my house to get ready for the party. I am going to try and stay home tomorrow so I can spend some time with him.” I took off down the hall so I wouldn’t be late to my next class. The rest of the day, I made sure to avoid Braedon because I had nothing else to say to him. I should have asked him, but I honestly didn’t think he would have acted the way he did in the cafeteria. It’s not like I waited till he showed up at my door Friday to tell him my cousin was going. After my last class, I did see him down the hall from me. I went the other way, which took me longer to get to my Jeep.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Emerson was waiting for me at the Jeep annoyed, wondering what took me so long to get there.  
 
    “I took the long way out here to avoid Braedon.” I snapped.  
 
    “Oh shit! What happened?” Emerson asked, climbing in the Jeep.  
 
    “He got upset about Kurt going with us to the party. I don’t know why he got so mad about it.” I took off out of the school parking lot toward Starbucks. I needed an Iced Coffee to calm me down.  
 
    “You didn’t even ask him first before inviting Kurt? Karsyn, he has a right to be a little upset for the simple fact you didn’t even ask him.”  
 
    “Why am I listening to you? You don’t even have a boyfriend right now.” I huffed.  
 
    “Don’t come for me! I am not the one that left my date out of a decision. So, yeah, maybe you should listen to me because you are making a mess of things.”  
 
    I drove the rest of the way to Starbucks, not saying another word to Emerson. I didn’t want to admit she was right about me making a mess of things with Braedon.  My silence was probably already letting her know that she was right. I had only known him a little under two weeks, but I knew I didn’t want to be without him. If I hadn’t become friends with Alexina and Sophie, then I would have never gone shopping with them for my costume, which was the first time I saw Braedon in his tight blue jeans.                
 
    I ordered our drinks and got something for Kurt, hoping that he still liked Frappuccinos. I pulled into the drive and saw Braedon’s truck. I didn’t want to talk to him, and I definitely didn’t want to hear anything he had to say.  
 
    “Well, look who’s here to see you, even after you decided to exclude him from the decision about Kurt,” Emerson smarted off, walking into the house.  
 
      
 
    I followed a few feet behind her, hoping to waste time before dealing with Braedon.  
 
    I walked into the house and heard laughter coming from the family room. I sat Kurt’s drink on the island next to mine, as I looked into the family room where Braedon and Kurt were laughing. “Hey, Cuz! You have a great guy here. He told me what happened today at school.” Kurt’s eyebrow raised.  
 
    “What did he tell you?” I snapped, glaring over at Braedon.  
 
    “He told me that you went a little psycho on him, and didn’t give him a chance to explain. That was pretty much it.”  
 
    “So, you thought it would be a great idea to come to my house and get my cousin on your side?” I yelled.  
 
    “I was hoping to talk to you, but you weren’t here. So, your cousin told me I could come in and wait for you. You never gave me a chance to explain; you just assumed I was mad.” Braedon said, getting up off the loveseat. “Can we talk? Please?”  
 
    I stood there, looking back and forth between Braedon and Kurt. Kurt finally motioned for me to go talk to Braedon. I pointed to Kurt’s drink on the counter as I headed out of the kitchen with Braedon so we could talk. As we walked outside, the idea ran through my mind that maybe now would be a good time to tell him about me, but then again, it could blow up in my face.  
 
    “What did you want to talk to me about?” I asked.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Why are you so mad at me, Karsyn? Kurt agreed that you should have at least ran it by me before you invited him. I had no problems with him coming with us. I admit I was a little shocked when you flat out told me he was going at Gaston. I assumed he would be dressing up as something different is all. You got pissed and wouldn’t let me explain my side.”  
 
    I was trying hard to stay mad at Braedon, but he looked damn good in his tight Levi jeans and form-fitting, long sleeved, grey and black T-shirt. I stood there looking at him, wondering if I should go ahead and tell him everything. I looked down at my feet and when I raised my head back up, Braedon had moved closer to me. We were maybe a couple of inches away from each other’s lips, standing there, staring into one another’s eyes. He leaned down closer, and the touch of his lips on mine woke up every nerve in my body. I wrapped my arms around his neck, and he pulled me closer to him. I wished it would have lasted longer, but my Mom pulling in the driveway put an end to our first kiss.  
 
    “Hi, Braedon. Are you staying for dinner?” my mom asked on her way to the front door.  
 
    “Thank you, Mrs. Alexander. I will let my mom know that you invited me to stay for dinner.”  
 
    We stayed outside for a few more minutes, then went back in to join everyone else in the family room. Braedon sat down on the loveseat next to the couch and started talking to Kurt, while I went into the kitchen to help Mom get dinner started. We decided on spaghetti and homemade meatballs and garlic bread. I helped mom get everything out for the meatballs, then walked around the island and sat down on the middle stool to watch her. She didn’t like anyone helping her make meatballs, so most of the time I would sit there quietly. I watched her add an egg, then mix it in before adding the bread crumbs. I had to admit, I loved to sit and watch mom cook. I hoped one day I would be able to copy her recipes just from watching her all these years.  
 
    “Do you care if I help with dinner too?” Braedon asked, wrapping his arms around my shoulders.  
 
    “Sure!” Mom smiled.  
 
    Kurt and Emerson did the dishes after dinner, while Braedon and I sat on the loveseat for a little bit. A couple of times I came close to telling him about me, but each time I turned to look into his piercing blue eyes and the words would escape me. The longer I waited to tell him, the greater the chance of him not forgiving me. I made myself a promise right then and there that I would tell him this weekend after the party. Right now, I just wanted to enjoy being here with him. We talked to Mom and Dad for a little bit, before Braedon had to head home and I needed to do some homework.  
 
    First, I needed to try and talk my parents into letting me stay home tomorrow so I could spend some time with Kurt. I walked back into the family room, sat back down on the loveseat, trying to not look at my parents as I turned toward them.  
 
    I raised my head slowly to find my mom sitting there looking at me with a smirk on her face, while dad sat there watching TV ignoring what was going on around him.  
 
    “I want to talk to you both for a minute before I go start on my homework. I was wondering if I could stay home tomorrow and spend time with Kurt. You both know I don’t normally ask to stay home from school for no reason, but I really want to spend time with him tomorrow. So, can I please stay home tomorrow?” I sat there, playing with a strand of my hair that was hanging down beside my face.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Mom looked at me, then over at Dad, tilting her head slightly. They did their little secret communication back and forth of quick looks and head tilts. “I don’t see anything wrong with you staying home and visiting with Kurt. You could use some distraction and fun.” Mom smiled.  
 
    I jumped up, wrapping my arms around her. “Thank you, Mom. I am still going to do my homework so it will be done for Friday when I go back to school.  
 
      
 
    ****   
 
      
 
    I woke up to Mom yelling at Emerson to hurry up or else she was going to make her walk to school. I knew Mom would never make her walk to school, and Emerson knew this too. After a few more shouts back and forth, I heard the front door close. I knew Kurt was either still asleep or going back to sleep in the guest bedroom. I texted Braedon to let him know that I wouldn’t be at school today and that I would see him tomorrow. I laid my phone down, about to fall back to sleep, when it vibrated on my nightstand.  
 
    Is everything okay? 
 
    I sent a quick text telling him that everything was fine and that I was just spending the day with Kurt. I laid my phone back down and waited a few minutes before rolling over in hopes of getting a few more hours of sleep.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Hey, Karsyn. It’s ten o’clock. I thought maybe we could go get something to eat at Downtown Mall for lunch and talk,” Kurt said from my door.  
 
    “What time is it?” 
 
    “It’s ten.”  
 
    “I didn’t want to sleep this late. Give me about 30 minutes to get ready and we can go get something to eat.” I stretched, almost falling off my bed.  
 
    I walked into the kitchen to get a quick drink of juice. “Are you ready to go get something to eat?”  
 
    “Yeah, I’m starving.” Kurt got up off the couch, heading to the hallway to get his shoes.  
 
    “What sounds good to you? I am in the mood for a good burger.”  
 
    “That sounds good.” I walked over to put my glass in the sink. We went out to the Jeep and headed for Downtown Mall. We talked about the family and how they missed us all but understood why we had to move away. Kurt told me that some of my old friends still asked about me from time to time, and how they shouldn’t have turned their backs on me when the truth came out. I asked him how he responded to their questions. He told me that he let them know they had lost the right to ask how I was doing when they decided to dump me as a friend. Kurt always had my back, and I think that is why I went a little bonkers when I thought Braedon was mad about him going with us. I paused for a few minutes, trying to find the words for what I wanted to say next. He knew exactly what I was thinking. “Yes, I put fresh daisies on Rylee’s grave every other week for you.” He placed his hand on my shoulder.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” I whispered, tears welling up in my eyes. I missed Rylee so much, now more than ever. I could use some of her Rylee wisdom. She knew exactly what to say to me during times like these. She could always calm down, even when my life seemed to be in complete chaos.  
 
    “When are you going to tell Braedon about your visions? Aunt Jenna told me they were back,” Kurt said, glancing over at me.  
 
    “I will tell him,” I said, clutching the steering wheel. “I just want a few more days of being normal, and him not being afraid of me. You know he will run the minute he finds out that I have visions about death. If people aren’t scared of me, then they are bombarding me with a ton of questions about my visions and whose death is next. It gets old after a while.”  
 
    “You can’t keep it from him forever. You have to tell him if you want to have any kind of relationship with him. He’s definitely not going to stick around if he finds out from someone else.”  
 
    I knew Kurt was right, and I was running out of time before my secret was exposed to the people of Charlottesville. “I hope you are ready for the best burger ever,” I said as I parked on a side street.   
 
    We made our way through Downtown Mall fairly quickly because I was starving and wanted to eat first before any shopping was to be done. Even though they were pretty busy, we were seated without having to wait a long time. Kurt and I talked about the party on Friday night and all the people that were going to be there. I filled him in about Blair and her minions, and how they would make my life a living hell when everyone found out about me.  
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    I got up earlier than normal, so I could get everything ready for after school. I dug out my costume from the back of the closet and hung it on my door. I set out all the makeup Sophie would need for later. I took one look around at everything before taking a shower.  
 
    “Karsyn! Hurry up! I have to get in there and get ready for school too,” Emerson yelled through the closed bathroom door.  
 
    Now, she knew how I felt most of the time when trying to get ready for school in the mornings. She made us late a majority of the time. It was my turn today. I got out of the shower, thinking she was back in her room when she started banging on the door again. I stood there quietly with my hand over my mouth, trying to muffle the sound of my laugh. I failed miserably, because the next thing I knew, she started yelling that she could hear me laughing. I opened the door about five minutes later to find Emerson still standing there, her eyebrows furrowed together to the point it made her look like she had a unibrow, which made me laugh even more.  
 
    “Really? Just get out of my way!” Emerson screamed as I stood there in her way, still giggling. She slammed the door shut, and I’m sure she could hear my giggling all the way back to my room. I got dressed before fixing my hair and makeup. I had decided on a pair of black leggings, with a long cream color shirt and a burgundy scarf. I had to leave my hair down so Emerson could fix it before the party. I was about to walk out of my bedroom when Emerson opened the door.  
 
    “Hey, do you still need me to fix your hair tonight before the party? If not, I was going to go to my friend’s house. If you do, then I need to tell her I will be over afterwards.”  
 
      
 
    “Could you fix my hair?” I smiled.  
 
    “Yes. Do you care if she comes over while I fix your hair?”  
 
    “I don’t care, but I’m not the one you need to be asking. You need to ask Mom before she leaves for work.”  
 
    We paused for a minute, as we heard Mom’s heels click across the hallway floor downstairs. She was minutes away from leaving for work. Emerson yelled for Mom to wait as she spun around, heading for the stairs. I grabbed my book bag hanging up beside my closet door, and headed downstairs. Emerson and Mom were at the bottom of the stairs talking. Mom was dressed in one of her charcoal business suits with what looked like a purple scoop neck shirt underneath. Her hair was up in a ponytail accentuating her small stud earrings. “Emerson asked me if her friend Allison Bennett from school could come over. I told her it was up to you since Emerson is supposed to do your hair for the party tonight.”  
 
    “I told her I didn’t care, but she had to make sure it was okay with you first,” I said, walking towards the kitchen. I didn’t have time to fix myself a bowl of fruit, so I grabbed a glass of juice. Mom yelled, “Have a good day,” as she walked out the front door. Emerson walked into the kitchen to make sure I was okay with Allison coming home with us after school. Again, I told her I didn’t care if she came over, but I didn’t want her going through my stuff. Emerson raised an eyebrow. “Why would she go through your stuff?”  
 
    “You know what I mean. I don’t want her asking questions about the picture of me and Rylee.” I glared at her.  
 
    “Maybe she won’t ask anything about the picture. Did you ever think about that?” Emerson smarted off, walking out of the kitchen.  
 
      
 
    The morning went by faster than I had anticipated, which was a huge plus because it was time for lunch. I knew Braedon would be waiting for me by the cafeteria so we could walk in together. That had become a daily routine for us, and one of the few things I looked forward to. Alexina and Sophie were already in the lunchroom, trying to decide what to get for lunch. They were looking back and forth between what was being served that day and the salad bar. I glanced at a tray as some kid passed by me, and I wasn’t quite sure what type of meat was on the tray. It had the same shape and consistency of meatloaf, but I don’t think that is what it was. Braedon walked over to get his lunch, and I walked over to get my usual salad.  
 
    “Hey, Karsyn. What time do you want us over today?” Alexina asked grabbing a salad plate.  
 
    “Why don’t you both grab your costumes and head over to my house as soon as you can get there after school? That way we can order a pizza before we start getting ready for the party.”  
 
    I gave them my address again in case they needed it and told them that Emerson and her friend Allison would be there too. Alexina agreed that Emerson helping me get ready would help out a lot. She could do Sophie’s hair, and then her own. We started talking about who we all thought would be there, and what their costumes would be. I couldn’t wait to see Braedon dressed up as Beast and Kurt as Gaston.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Emerson asked if we could give Allison a ride to our house, or else she wouldn’t be able to come over right away to help with things. Allison looked so pale standing next to Emerson.  
 
    I asked them both a couple of times if Allison’s parents knew she was riding home with us. The last thing I needed right now were parents going off on me about driving their daughter around without them knowing about it. Allison even went as far as to call her mom in the car so I knew she was okay with me driving Allison to our home.  
 
    On the way home, we ran by the store to pick up juice and bottled water, along with some snack foods. I didn’t have time to waste in the store because I knew Alexina and Sophie would be there soon. I had to yell at Allison and Emerson to quit taking off down the aisles so we could get to the house. Luckily for them, we didn’t have to wait long in the check-out line. By the time we got to the house and carried the stuff inside. I heard Alexina and Sophie pull up in the driveway. I went to open the front door for them, when I was met by Kurt walking down the stairs, smelling like coastal air, and his hair was slightly damp. “Who’s here?” he asked, standing on the bottom stair.  
 
    “My friends, Alexina Mayer and Sophie Grey. They are going to get ready for the party here in a little bit after I order us some pizza,” I smiled as I opened the door. Alexina and Sophie each had their arms full, carrying costumes and duffle bags. I told them they could take their stuff into the family room, pointing them down the hall in that direction. Sophie came in first, walking right past Kurt still standing on the stairs, but Alexina noticed him right away. She stopped so abruptly in her steps that she dropped her costume on the floor. Kurt stepped down to pick it up for her. Alexina’s eyes followed his every move. I wanted to tell her she didn’t have a chance with my cousin, but I couldn’t bring myself to ruin her short-lived happiness.  
 
      
 
    “Where do you want me to put my stuff?” Alexina asked, not taking her eyes off Kurt.  I took the duffle bag out of her hand and started walking down the hall. “You can put your things in the family room with Sophie’s.”  
 
      
 
    ****  
 
      
 
    Emerson and Allison came into the kitchen, wondering if we were still going to the party then told us the time. We all flew off the couch and loveseat, bumping into one another. We ran upstairs to get ready for the party. Instead of having a good four hours to get ready, we were down to a little over two hours.  
 
    Emerson sat me down in my vanity chair to do my hair while Sophie and Alexina used Emerson’s and my bathroom to fix their hair and makeup. Mom and Dad came home about fifteen minutes later. Dad stopped in my doorway on his way to their room to change out of his suit. Mom came into my room after she had changed out of her suit, and sat down on the bed for a few minutes, watching Emerson fix my hair. I knew Mom was enjoying the fact I had friends over and was going to a party. That was her biggest goal when we moved here, that I would make friends. I tried really hard to keep my distance from others, but I was tired of being alone all the time. Now that I had friends, I wanted to keep them and hoped they wouldn’t abandon me like most people did in the past.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Mom asked if Alexina and Sophie ever showed up. I told her they came right after school and were in the bathroom getting ready. Mom gave me and Emerson a quick hug before she went downstairs to join Dad, and get dinner started for them.  
 
    “Emerson, thank you for doing my hair for me,” I said, handing her bobby pins.  
 
    “You’re welcome. Besides, I didn’t want you going to the party with your hair a mess.” She laughed. “What time are the guys supposed to pick you up?”  
 
    “Braedon said they would be here around 8:30, but I want to be ready before they get here, if you can,” I smiled, looking at her in the mirror.  
 
     
 
    ****  
 
      
 
    “You look beautiful!” Mom said, getting up off the couch. “You look exactly like Belle.”  
 
    “What about me?” Kurt said, walking up beside me.  
 
    “Kurt, you look great, but who are you supposed to be?” Mom asked.  
 
    “Mom, that’s sad.” I rolled my eyes. “Surely, you have to know who he is, just by looking at my costume.”  
 
    “It’s okay, Aunt Jenna. I will tell you who I am. I’m Gaston,” Kurt smiled.  
 
    “OMG! I can’t believe I didn’t know that.”  
 
    Before I had a chance to say anything else to Mom about her not knowing who Kurt was dressed as Sophie and Alexina were on their way down the stairs. Alexina was dressed as a witch, and Sophie was a 1920’s flapper.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Alexina’s costume was a sleek, vintage-inspired dress with organza, velvet collar, and matching witch’s hat. Sophie’s costume was a pink and black flapper’s dress with black fringe at the bottom and around the scoop neck. She wore a black headband with a feather on the right side, and of course, she had the ever classic black boa draped around her arms. Both of them had on black heels.  
 
    My Belle costume was an off-the-shoulder, four-layer high low dress, with lace up the front, the famous pink rose, and yellow gloves. I went with gold heels for my dress. Mom took pictures of me and Kurt, then of me with Sophie and Alexina. By the time she finished taking the last picture, Braedon and Tyler showed up. Braedon was in his Beast costume, and Tyler was a gangster to match Sophie’s costume.  
 
    “Wow, all of you look great! I need to get a few pictures of everyone before you leave,” Mom said, motioning her had for us to get closer so we would all fit for the picture.  
 
    The guys looked great in their costumes. Braedon’s costume resembled the live-action movie instead of the animated version. His costume was a blue knee-length tunic with gold buttons and designs, a lacy collar, and matching pants. Instead of a mask, they used brown face paint to finish the look. Tyler was dressed in a black gangster suit and vest with matching fedora. Kurt’s costume was based on the live movie also. He had on dark gold pants, a bright red dress coat with white ruffles at the cuffs, lighter gold vest, and ruffles at the neck. He got lucky the foam boots fit over his shoes and were held on with an elastic band. Before we had a chance to make a quick getaway, Mom realized she hadn’t got a picture of me, Kurt and Braedon together.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Mom, we have to get going, or we are going to be late.”  
 
    “You have time for a couple of pictures, so get your butts back in here.”  
 
    All three of us glanced at one another, knowing we had no choice but to go back in the kitchen for the pictures. Luckily, Mom took only a couple, and we were then able to leave for Natalia’s party. Alexina went with Sophie and Tyler, and Kurt went with us.  
 
    Within ten minutes, we were at Natalia Brook’s house. Alexina and Sophie had told me about Natalia’s parties a couple weeks ago when they invited me. They told me how her parents let her have a few big parties throughout the year. The rumor is that she has caught her parents having sex throughout the house, and in return, they make it up to her by letting her have these big parties.  
 
    We managed to park close to her house, which was a good thing because I didn’t know how far I would be able to walk in my heels. Her house was a big, two-story with an attached garage and what looked like a room or rooms above it. There were kids in the yard, coming in and out of the house. We saw Mickey & Minnie, a female cop and her prisoner, Velma & Shaggy from Scooby-Doo, and many others.  
 
    I noticed the glances and whispers as the three of us made our way up to the house. Inside, the music was on the verge of deafening, but it was great! Kids were dancing in the hallway, living room, basically wherever there was a free space big enough to move in. We were about to make our way outside when Braedon stopped to grab his phone out of his pocket. He tried telling me something, but I couldn’t understand one word he said over the music. After a few minutes of standing there watching people dancing, I felt a soft tap on my right shoulder.  
 
      
 
      
 
    I glanced over my shoulder to find Sophie, Alexina, and Tyler standing behind us. We squeezed through the crowds of people gathered throughout the party. Some were dancing, while a few couples were making out on the couches or in the corners of rooms. Drinks were all over the kitchen counter and island, along with four kegs of beer lined up in front of the refrigerator. Natalia’s house seemed to go on forever, and we weren’t any closer to reaching the patio door. The farther back we got the less the walls vibrated from the music.  
 
    “Braedon, I can’t believe you didn’t come find me!” An unrecognizable female voice yelled.  
 
    “Natalia. Hi.” He pulled me closer to him.  
 
    “How long have you been here?” She yelled again.  
 
    “Natalia, why are you yelling?” Sophie questioned.  
 
    “Was I yelling? I’m sorry. I’ve been toward the front of the house too long, I guess. So, who is this?” she asked, as she crinkled her nose. She ran a hand through the ends of her hair. Her costume was a short red dress with black ruffles around the bottom. The top had a black corset sewn on with red hearts and a high black collar with red hearts. I assumed she must have been the Queen of Hearts from Alice in Wonderland. 
 
    Braedon kept a hold of my hand. “This is Karsyn Alexander; my girlfriend.” He smiled, glancing at me.  
 
    I looked up at Braedon, then over to Natalia. I could see the disgust in her eyes from the news of us being a couple. I tried not to smile, but I couldn’t help it. Those words were so nice to hear coming out of his mouth. I just hoped those same words would still be true months from now.  
 
      
 
    “Well, I hope you enjoy the party. Braedon, I will see you at school Monday,” Natalia walked by, making sure to brush against his shoulder.  
 
    “Sorry about her, Karsyn. She has been trying to get me to ask her out since I started school here. I have told her numerous time that I only wanted to be friends with her.”  
 
    I squeezed his hand. “I’m not worried about her.”  
 
    “I haven’t had a chance to tell you how great you look tonight. You make a beautiful Belle.” Braedon kissed me. Then we began our journey through the house again in hopes of finding the patio door out to the pool.  
 
    After another ten minutes of saying excuse me or pushing our way through the crowds, we finally reached the doors. I felt like doing a happy dance right then and there, without caring how stupid I looked. I glanced behind me but didn’t see Kurt anywhere around. He must have gone back in the kitchen with the kegs. I wasn’t worried because Kurt was always able to make friends quickly, no matter where he was at. Braedon held the door open for me, then followed me out after Tyler took his place holding the door open. The pool was lit up, with a little fountain in the middle. Off to the side of the pool was a hot tub encased in stone. He immediately took my hand and led me through the crowd over to an empty spot. He twirled me around, wrapping his arm around my waist. He leaned down slowly, his lips touching the soft of my neck. “You smell so good.”  
 
    The next few hours were spent dancing and having a few drinks.  
 
    We were pros by now when it came to making our way through the house to get where we needed to go. Within 45 minutes of being there, we lost Sophie, Alexina, and Tyler. I still hadn’t seen Kurt either. Just as we were about to head back outside to the patio, Alexina yelled for me to wait from across the room.  
 
    She pushed her way over to us, practically knocking down people in her way. “What the hell is up with your cousin, Karsyn?”  
 
    I paused, trying to read the expression on her face. I couldn’t tell if she was pissed or shocked. “Something wrong, Alexina?” I regretted asking the minute the words escaped my mouth. I knew whatever was to come next wasn’t going to be fun to deal with.  
 
    “Does he think he’s too good to go out with me? I tried asking him if he would like to go out tomorrow night and do something. He told me I wasn’t his type! That was rude as hell if you ask me. I’m cute!” She motioned her hands from her head to toes.  
 
    I had to keep looking over my shoulder so I wouldn’t be tempted to laugh, which I knew would make the situation that much worse. I waited a few minutes for her to calm down before I told her. “I should have told you sooner, but I didn’t think I would have too.”  
 
    “OMG! He’s got a girlfriend!” she yelled. “No. He doesn’t have a girlfriend. He’s got a boyfriend back home.” 
 
    “A boyfriend? Oh…that explains the not my type comment.”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    “Wow…Is it really true what you told Alexina about Kurt?” Braedon asked.  
 
    “Yes, it’s true. Let me guess, you have a problem with him being gay?” I took a step back, crossing my arms.  
 
    “No! I didn’t know if you made it up to make her feel better about him brushing her off, or if it was in fact true. I didn’t mean anything by it.” Braedon reached for my hand.  
 
    “Sorry, I get tired of people judging him because he has a boyfriend. It shouldn’t matter who you love. It doesn’t define the type of person you are. Kurt is a good person, and that is what matters.”  
 
    “You are right, it shouldn’t matter. It doesn’t matter to me. I think he’s a great guy and fun to be around.” Braedon pulled me closer. He kissed me, and when I stepped back for a minute, I saw the meadow over his shoulder. I hurried up and closed my eyes. Braedon was asking me if everything was okay, but I was too scared to open my eyes, and I wasn’t ready to lose him yet. I opened one eye to see if the meadow was still there, or if Natalia’s house was back. “Sorry, I think maybe I’ve had too much to drink,” I told Braedon, looking around me.  
 
    “If you aren’t feeling good, I can take you home.”  
 
    “No. I’m okay. Besides, I am having too much fun.”  
 
     
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    We finally made it back out to the pool area, weaving through kids dancing and grinding up against one another. I stood there in the middle of the crowd looking around, watching everyone enjoying themselves without a care in the world. Braedon squeezed my hand, pulling me into him. Over his shoulder, everything seemed to be moving in slow motion, and the horrible thought that any one of these girls could be the one in my vision. We were beginning to join in with the rest of the kids around us dancing and having fun when I barely heard my name being yelled off in the distance. I took a step back, glancing over my left shoulder, and I could see Sophie, trying to make her way over to me. I let go of Braedon’s hand and took off towards her. The closer I got to her, I could see her mascara and eyeliner were smudged under her eyes.  
 
    “Karsyn, can you and Braedon take me home? Please?” she asked in between sobs.  
 
    “Yeah, sure. First, tell me what is wrong?” Before I could ask her anything else, I heard a muffled scream through the music.  
 
    “Don’t turn around! Can we please go? I don’t have anything to say to either of them!” Sophie yelled, pulling on my arm.  
 
    I knew she had to have been talking about Tyler, but I didn’t know who the other person could have been until I turned around.  
 
    “What in the hell did you do to Sophie?” I yelled at Alexina. The music quieted down for a few minutes to where we didn’t have to scream over it to talk to one another. 
 
    “Don’t yell at her,” Tyler said, walking up behind Alexina.  
 
    “She can yell at her all she wants, you fucking prick!” Sophie screamed.  
 
    “Wait a minute! What the hell is going on here?” I screamed, throwing my hands up in the air.  
 
     
 
    Then everyone started in again, screaming and threatening one another. All I could make out was How could you do that to me, you were my friend, and it’s not what you think. I looked around and saw a gate back toward the house. Braedon helped me push everyone toward the gate to get them where we could figure this all out. I had to yell at them a couple of times to quit screaming at one another on the way to the front yard. It was even more crowded than when we got here. Classmates were dancing, a few were leaning up against trees kissing, and a screaming match broke out between Olivia and some girl I didn’t recognize. I knew Blair would show up soon to defend her minion from a bellowing Alice in Wonderland. I started pushing them across the street, away from more drama. I figured if we went across the street and down a few houses, we might be able to hear better and not be shouting to be heard. Except Sophie and Alexina didn’t understand that concept and proceeded to keep yelling at one another. I pointed my finger at both of them and through gritted teeth told them to shut the hell up. I told Sophie to tell her side of the story first.  
 
    “This bitch over here stole my boyfriend instead of finding a single guy!” She lunged at Alexina. Braedon pulled Sophie back, while I reminded them that we were supposed to be talking, not screaming at one another. I asked Sophie if she could tell me what happened, without yelling or trying to rip Alexina’s hair out. She shook her head yes after a few minutes of glaring at Alexina.  
 
    “Alexina was upset about Kurt turning her down for a date tomorrow night, and took off looking for you. Tyler went to get us some drinks, and when he didn’t come back right away, I took off looking for him. That’s when I came across them together in each other’s arms.” She stood there tight-lipped for a few minutes. I then told Alexina it was her turn to tell her side of the story.  
 
    “I was upset that Kurt turned me down for a date. I ran into Tyler when I was trying to find you and Braedon out by the pool. He asked me what was wrong, and he gave me a hug when I started crying. Nothing happened.”  
 
    “That’s BULLSHIT! You are such a damn liar!” Sophie pushed me to the side, trying to get to Alexina. “I saw you! I saw you kiss Tyler!”  
 
    I was able to push Sophie a few feet away from Alexina. I turned slightly to my right to look back at Alexina, and even then she kept her eyes on Tyler. She had no remorse in her eyes for hurting her closest friend. Her eyes finally met mine, and I turned my back to her. I felt betrayed and it wasn’t even my boyfriend that she kissed. I was afraid to open my mouth because I knew I would start yelling at her. I tried to get Braedon’s attention, but he was busy talking to Tyler.  
 
    I texted Kurt real quick to let him know we were leaving the party. I made sure Sophie was okay before I went to get Braedon away from Tyler so we could leave and take Sophie home. I saw Kurt walk out the front door, and I could tell he wasn’t happy about leaving by the way he stormed across the yard.  
 
    “I was talking to a hot guy. What in the hell could be so important that we have to leave so early?” he snapped.  
 
    “Sophie caught Alexina kissing Tyler tonight. She asked that we take her home. Besides you have a boyfriend back home that loves you! What is with you people tonight, cheating on your boyfriends and girlfriends?” I yelled.  
 
    I pushed Kurt in the direction of Sophie, and I managed to pull Braedon away from Tyler. I was done with people tonight, and I wanted to get the hell out of there before something else happened. I didn’t move fast enough. When I turned around to head back to Sophie, I saw her standing there screaming at Alexina. I quickly threw my heels off and ran across the street, not looking to see whether any cars were coming. By the time my foot had hit the curb, Sophie was throwing threats at Alexina. “I have every right to kick your ass up and down the sidewalk! You are nothing but a stupid WHORE!” Sophie threw a punch at Alexina.  
 
    I grabbed Sophie and pulled her away from Alexina. While I was trying to calm Sophie down, Braedon told Alexina to take her ass back across the street. We started walking down the street with Sophie in the middle, and Kurt trailing a few steps behind us. I didn’t want to drop Sophie off at home, so I told her she could stay the night with me at my house. I was afraid Alexina would show up at Sophie’s in another attempt to try and talk to her again.  
 
    Kurt held Sophie in the backseat while she sobbed on his shoulder. Earlier, the drive to Natalia’s took a quick ten minutes, but now it seemed to have tripled in time. The lights were on in the house when we pulled up in the driveway, which meant Mom and Dad were still up in the family room. I wanted to get Sophie upstairs before I tried to explain to my parents what happened and that Sophie was going to spend the night. The minute I got the front door open, I had Kurt take Sophie up to my room while I went to the family room and explained the night. Braedon took my hand as we walked in.  
 
    “So, how was the party?” Mom asked, smiling at us from the loveseat where she curled up next to Dad.  
 
    “It was great, except for the last 45 minutes of it. Then it went to shit,” I flopped down on the couch. Braedon walked around and sat down beside me. “I normally wouldn’t do this without asking you first, but I didn’t want Braedon to take her home. Sophie is upstairs in my room with Kurt.”  
 
    Mom slid her feet off the couch onto the floor. “Is she okay? Should we take her to the hospital?”  
 
    “No. She’s not physically hurt. She caught Alexina with Tyler at the party, and they got into a huge fight. I was afraid Alexina would show up at Sophie’s house, trying to talk to her again, so I brought her here. Alexina wouldn’t think about coming here and try to talk to Sophie.”  
 
    Mom got up off the couch, walking into the kitchen. “Yeah, she can stay the night. Poor girl. So, what happened after she found them? I know there were probably words said out of anger. I just hope nothing they might regret later.”  
 
    I turned sideways with my back against the arm of the couch so I could see Mom in the kitchen. “Well, I don’t think Sophie will ever forgive Alexina for what she did. She screamed at her, threatened her, and then took a swing at her.”  
 
    “She tried to punch her?” Mom’s mouth fell open.  
 
    “Yeah. First, she called her a whore, so I don’t think they are going to make up anytime soon. Honestly, I wouldn’t want a friend like that around me. She’s never going to be able to trust her again with future boyfriends.” I looked down at my dress, then back up at mom, but instead of the kitchen, we were in the meadow with the knotted tree off in the distance. I closed my eyes, covering my face with my hands.  
 
    “Karsyn, are you okay?” Braedon put his hand on my leg.  
 
    I peeked open one eye to make sure the meadow was gone. “Yeah, I’m fine. Just a long night, and I’m a little tired from everything. I should go upstairs and see how Sophie is doing.” We walked hand-in-hand to the front door. Braedon wrapped his arms around me, and I felt safe for the first time in a long time. I didn’t want him going anywhere, but then again, I knew I had to tell him soon about my visions.  
 
    “I will text you tomorrow after I see how Sophie is going to be, and if she wants to go home right away or not.”  
 
    “Okay. Are you sure you are alright? I really do care about you a lot, Karsyn.”  
 
    “Yes. I’m fine. I care about you a lot too. I promise I will text you tomorrow after I get done taking care of Sophie.” I raised up on my tiptoes and kissed Braedon.  
 
    I gave him one last hug before opening the door, and then I watched him back out of the driveway. I closed the door slowly. I leaned back against it and stared up at the top of the stairs toward my room. I bent down and grabbed my shoes, which I left beside the door when we got home. I almost dreaded going upstairs to my room, but I knew my friend needed me right now.  
 
    I was on the middle stair when Kurt opened my bedroom door, and I could hear Sophie sobbing from inside. He glanced down at me, rolling his eyes as he motioned his head to the side. He had every right to be frustrated with me for leaving him up there alone with her. He shot out of my room when I was within a few feet of my door, hurried to the guest bedroom, and slammed the door shut without even saying a word to me. I couldn’t help but giggle at the way he took off toward the guest room.  
 
    I stepped in my room and found Sophie curled up in the middle of my bed crying. I tossed my shoes over toward the closet and closed my door. I looked for Sophie some clothes to wear to bed. I gave her a pair of leggings and an oversized T-shirt. I changed into my pink pajama pants with white stars and matching short-sleeved shirt. I got Sophie calmed down long enough for her to change out of her costume. I hung it up in front of my closet, then went into the bathroom and grabbed a box of tissues for her. I went downstairs to get us a couple bottles of water.  
 
    After I got back upstairs and handed Sophie a cold bottle of water, she scooted over so I could sit beside her on the bed. We sat there in quiet for a little bit. I didn’t want to rush her into talking about what happened tonight. I had to admit, I was rather shocked that Alexina would do such a thing to Sophie.  
 
    “I trusted her. I loved her like a sister, and this is what she does to me when my back is turned? I would never do that to her. How could she kiss Tyler?” She took a drink of water.  
 
    “Sophie, are you hungry? I can go down and get you something to eat real quick.”  
 
    “No. Thank you for the water and for letting me stay the night tonight. I really appreciate it. You have been a great friend. I know you would never do that to me, and I’ve known you only a few weeks. How is that possible? Someone I have been friends with since grade school stabs me in the back. I just met you, and I already know I can trust you around my future boyfriends.”  
 
    “I think you can still trust Alexina. I think she made a terrible mistake because she was pushed away again by a guy. Tyler showed her a little attention, and she acted on it. I bet you she feels horrible right now.”  
 
    “She should feel horrible. She kissed my boyfriend. I will never be able to trust her again. If I do, it will be a long time from now. You don’t go around kissing your best friend’s boyfriend, and thinking I won’t be upset.”  
 
    “You have every right to be upset, and I’m not saying you have to forgive her this minute. Maybe in a few weeks, we can all sit down and talk about this. Only if you want.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    The next morning, I woke up before Sophie, which gave me a chance to go talk to Kurt. I slid out of bed and eased opened the door, glancing over at Sophie. I froze in the doorway when she rolled over towards the wall. I tiptoed out into the hallway, leaving the door opened a little bit, so I didn’t wake her up. I looked down the hall toward the guest room, trying to tell whether Kurt was up yet. I went downstairs and found the rest of the house empty. I forgot my phone upstairs on my nightstand, so I looked at the stove clock. It was only eight o’clock. Everyone was still in bed, so I went back upstairs to my room to get a couple more hours of sleep.  
 
      
 
    ****  
 
      
 
    “Girls, there are muffins on the island counter,” Mom knocked on the door.” Girls, did you hear me?”  
 
    I stretched and yawned, which muffled my words. “Yes. Thanks, Mom.”  
 
    I looked over and Sophie was lying there, looking at her phone. I could tell she was reading her messages, and I knew they had to be from Tyler or Alexina. She wasn’t deleting them, so I guessed they were definitely from Tyler. “Are you going to reply back to Tyler?” I asked.  
 
    Sophie turned her had toward me. Her eyes were red and puffy from crying so much last night. “How did you know they were from Tyler?”  
 
    “Well, you are just staring at them. If they had been from Alexina, I don’t think you would be staring at them, but deleting them instead.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    She nodded and went back to staring at her phone, “To be honest, I’m mad at them both. I don’t feel like talking to either of them right now. Is that mean, Karsyn?”  
 
    “I don’t think it’s mean at all. You have every right to be mad at them. I’m not going to tell you what to do because it’s not my place to tell you how to react to all this. I will be here for you and support whatever you decide to do.”  
 
    “Thanks, Karsyn. You are truly a great friend. Alexina could take lessons from you on how to be a friend.”  
 
    “Thanks. I’m starving, and my Mom’s muffins are amazing. I will go get us each a muffin and some juice. I hope you like blueberry muffins,” I said, putting my foot down on my fuzzy pastel rug. My feet sank into the plush rug with each step I took toward the door. I closed the door part way since I was going to have my hands full when I came back.  
 
    I told everyone good morning when I walked into the kitchen. Mom and Dad were in the family room along with Kurt. Emerson and Allison were sitting at the island. I didn’t want to take the tray of food up the stairs because I knew I would end up spilling the juice all over the muffins. I ended up making two trips to my bedroom. When I got back with my plate and glass of juice, Sophie was crying again. I felt bad for her, but I didn’t know how else to comfort her except be there when she wanted to talk.                
 
    When I looked up from placing my muffin down on my plate, I was in the meadow again. My visions were happening more frequently, which meant Death was ready to play a game with me.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    After I took Sophie home, I went back to the house to talk to Mom. I wanted to talk to her before I texted Braedon because I knew he would want to come over or go do something. I wanted to make sure there wasn’t a chance of him showing up while I was in the midst of talking to her about my visions. I knew I had to tell him about them, but I loved being a normal couple with him. I yelled for Mom when I walked into the house to see if she was still there, and where she was. She yelled back that she was upstairs in her room. I made my way to her room, and there I found her putting clothes away. She had a way of looking great no matter what she had on or how her hair looked. Maybe, I was being biased because she was my mom, but there was no denying the fact she was a beautiful woman.  
 
    “Mom, can I talk to you about something?” I asked, walking over to her big round, over-sized armchair with three big pillows, next to the window.  
 
    “Sure. Sophie doing okay? I feel so bad for her.”  
 
    “I think so. I told her to ignore the texts from Alexina and Tyler and to call me if she needs me. I wanted to talk to you about something else.” I looked down at my keys in my hand.  
 
    “Karsyn, what’s wrong?” You know you can talk to me about anything,” she said, walking around the bed to sit down so she would be facing me.  
 
    “My visions are happening more often, but still not the full picture. They are still in pieces, but they happen at the same place. In the middle of some meadow with a funky looking tree. I don’t know what it all means, and it’s starting to drive me crazy.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    Mom got up and walked over and sat down on the ottoman, leaning forward to give me a big hug. “Oh, honey. I wish I could take it away for you, and someone you could talk to about all of this that understood better. I don’t know what help I am, but I’m always here to listen. I know you want to be a normal 18-year-old girl that doesn’t have to worry about people being afraid of you. Have you tried writing down what you see in these visions? Something different that wasn’t there before?”  
 
    “Yes. So far, nothing different has happened the last few times. This time I was farther away from the tree than last time.”  
 
    “I would write that down. It is something different,” Mom smiled at me.  
 
    “Thank you, Mom. I truly mean that.” I gave her a hug.  
 
    I got up and went to my room to write down that I was farther away from the tree than last time. I texted Braedon before I went and got a quick shower. I knew he was probably wondering what happened to me and whether I was going to text him today. Sure enough, there was a text from him when I got back to my room. I apologized for not texting earlier because I was still with Sophie. I told him I would be ready in about an hour if he wanted to come over, and we could go do something. I grabbed a pair of jeans, a long-sleeved, champagne-colored knit tunic. I dried my hair and was able to put it up in a cute messy bun. I was finishing up my makeup when Mom let me know that Braedon was in the family room with Dad.  
 
    I got up out of my vanity chair and took one last look in the mirror to see if I needed to fix anything before I headed downstairs.  
 
      
 
    Braedon got up off the couch the minute he heard me walk into the kitchen. He walked around to give me a big hug and kiss on the cheek. He knew Dad was watching us from the loveseat. “You look great. I was wondering if you would want to go do something.”  
 
    “Sure, let me go grab a jacket for later and my purse. I will be back down in a few minutes. I will meet you at the front door.” I ran back upstairs to grab my stuff. When I turned to walk back out my door, I was facing the knotted tree. I looked around the meadow to see if anything had changed since my last vision. I could see the black boot, but nothing else. Before I had a chance to look around more, I was back in my room. I looked over at Rylee’s picture, missing her more than ever. Again, I apologized for not being able to save her and hoped that she wasn’t mad at me for it.  
 
    I walked out of my room, glancing downstairs at Braedon leaning against the wall, messing on his phone and realized I had to tell him soon. I had to be honest with him if we had a chance of making this relationship work. Then, he could be like everyone else and avoid me, afraid I might see his death in the future. I don’t know how, but I am able to control my visions to a point. I don’t see any of my family’s deaths or most people I care about, which confused me even more because I loved Rylee like a sister, but I still saw her death.  
 
    Braedon looked up and saw me standing there watching him. He flashed me one of his perfect smiles with his straight white teeth. His smiles had a way of making me melt. He had the door opened for when I reached the bottom stair. I didn’t want to concentrate on anything else but us for the rest of the day. My ideal afternoon came to a screeching halt by the time we started driving down the road. My phone started buzzing like crazy from my purse on the floorboard of his truck. I tried ignoring it, but Braedon told me I better look to see who was texting me. I knew exactly who it was, and I did feel bad for ignoring my phone.  
 
    I got my phone out of my purse. I had texts from Sophie and Alexina. I really didn’t want to deal with them right now. I let my phone drop in my lap, and let out a big sigh as I lead my head back on the headrest.  
 
    “I take it the texts are from Sophie?” Braedon asked, not taking his eyes off the road.  
 
    “And Alexina.” I picked my phone back up to read the drama.  
 
    “Well, Alexina is trying to text Sophie, and Sophie is saying she can’t believe Alexina is texting her. OMG! I dread school on Monday for this reason.”  
 
    “Do you want to go by Sophie’s real quick before we go out? I can go by there if you want too,” he took my hand, raising it up to his lips. I must have done something right to have him show up in my life.  
 
    “No. I will message her real quick and let her know I am out with you. If I go over there, I know we will be there for a while, and I want to spend time with you today.” I smiled.  
 
    I sent her a quick text, and then I texted Alexina, telling her to leave Sophie alone for a while. Sophie didn’t want to hear anything that Alexina had to say. If I was her, I wouldn’t want to listen either. I waited a few minutes to see if either of them were going to text back before I put my phone back in my purse. Alexina had to realize that Sophie was hurt, and bothering her was only going to make the situation worse.  
 
    “Where do you want to go? Are you hungry? I know you haven’t eaten much today, according to your Mom. So how about we get something to eat, then we can decide after that,” he said, kissing the back of my hand again.  
 
    He parked a few streets over from Downtown Mall. I was so tired from dealing with everything last night, but I didn’t mind walking a few extra blocks with Braedon. The more time I got to spend with him alone, the better.  
 
    We walked past the row of tables that fit perfectly between the rows of trees down the middle of Downtown Mall. The tables were filled with people eating, talking and laughing. Apparently, we were having an Indian summer, and everyone was taking full advantage of the unusually warm weather today. We were about to the end of the tables when a couple that looked to be about our age or a little older caught my attention. I was mesmerized by the chemistry between them as they sat next to each other at the table. He was sitting there as if he was in some kind of trance by the way his eyes followed every move she made. I found myself feeling jealous of them. I wanted that with Braedon, but I knew what we had right now was headed for disaster.  
 
    I got to thinking about Sophie, and then the guilt set in about not stopping to check on her. I knew we would have ended up staying there for a long time. I wanted to be a good friend, but I wanted to spend time with Braedon too. On the outside, I had learned to portray that everything was fine, but on the inside, I was struggling with my demons. Demons that I wanted to keep hidden from the rest of the world for as long as possible. After another trip up and down the street, we finally decided on The Den.  
 
    When everything seemed to be going better, the universe decided to put up a brick wall in my path. Braedon opened the door for me, and we were greeted by Blair and her minions walking out.  
 
    “I keep running into you, Braedon. See, fate is trying to tell you something.” Blair glared over at me. She ran her fingers through her hair and stuck her boobs out more.  
 
    “You’re right, Blair. Fate keeps showing me what a complete and total bitch looks like. So I appreciate fate helping me see that Karsyn is a lot better person than you will ever be.”  
 
    She took a few steps back, then turned toward me. “You know one of these days, Braedon is going to wake up and see you for what you truly are, a freak. I will be there when he does.” She raised her eyebrow.  
 
    “Blair, get the hell out of here, and take your minions with you,” Braedon said, stepping in between us, keeping his back to me. I peeked around him, but I couldn’t see her that well. She must have tried to touch him because I heard him mumble something about keeping her hands to herself. Braedon grabbed my hand when she stormed off with her friends. He opened the door again for me to go into The Den. I was almost scared to walk in for fear of who we might run into next.  
 
    “Are you okay, Karsyn?” Braedon reached for my hand across the table. “Don’t pay attention to Blair. She doesn’t want to accept the fact that I am with you.”  
 
    “I’m fine. I’m not really worried about her. Thank you for getting rid of her though. I wasn’t in the mood to deal with her today.”  
 
    I looked down at our hands. I didn’t want to take the chance of him seeing right through me. I was definitely worried about Blair, and what she could do to me if she found out about my visions. I felt like I was racing against the sands of an hourglass. I knew I had to tell him soon, but now I was faced with the dilemma of when would be the best time to explain things to him.  
 
    Who was I kidding? There was never going to be a great time, but the longer I waited, the worse the outcome would be.  
 
    “So, what do you want to do after we finish eating?” Braedon asked after he took a drink of his Coke.  
 
    “I don’t know. What do you feel like doing?” 
 
    “Do you want to go see a movie?” 
 
    “I would, but I’m afraid I would fall asleep in the middle of it. I didn’t sleep good last night. Do you want to walk around Downtown for a little bit longer, then we can go for a drive?” I smiled.  
 
    “We can do that. Do you want to check on Sophie before we leave?”  
 
    I got my phone out of my purse and saw there were six texts, and they were all basically saying the same thing, that she couldn’t believe Alexina betrayed her like that. I sent her a quick text telling her that I was still with Braedon and I would check on her later.  
 
      
 
    ****  
 
      
 
    We spent a couple of hours either walking around or sitting down at one of the tables. No matter how bad I wanted to with Braedon, my conscience kept telling me that I should go to Sophie’s and see how she was doing. “Would you be upset if we go to Sophie’s to see how she is doing?” I asked, smiling up at Braedon.  
 
    “I was wondering how long it was going to take you to ask me when we could go over there.” 
 
     Braedon gave me a quick kiss, then we started walking back to the truck. I felt bad for asking to go see Sophie, but I had to make sure she was doing okay. I had no idea what I would do in her situation. Then again, my situation wasn’t much better. We were at Sophie’s about thirty minutes later. She was waiting at the door for us when we pulled up in her driveway. I had texted her right after we left Downtown that we were on the way there. Braedon came around and opened the truck door for me, taking my hand to help me out. That simple gesture added to the other reasons that were keeping me from telling him about my visions. I wished Sophie could have been lucky enough to find someone as wonderful as Braedon. The closer I got to Sophie, I could see her eyes were puffier than when she left my house. I wrapped my arms around her without saying a word. She didn’t need any advice right now.  
 
    “Thanks for coming by, Karsyn. You too, Braedon. I know you wanted to spend the day together. It means a lot that you both came over this evening,” Sophie said, turning to go inside her house. She led us into the living room because her dad, stepmom, and little brothers were in the family room watching a movie.  
 
    “Are you doing okay? Did you listen to me and stop looking at their texts?” I asked, sitting down next to Sophie on the loveseat.  
 
    “I tried, but I ended up looking at the texts about an hour ago.” Sophie hugged me.  
 
    “Thanks for coming over here. It means a lot.”  
 
    “You are welcome. I just wish there was something I could say or do to cheer you up,” I sighed. 
 
    “You are here to see how I am doing.” She smiled.  
 
    After about an hour of us sitting and talking, Sophie started not feeling well from being upset since last night. I told her to text me tomorrow because I was going to be at home spending the day with Kurt before he left to go back home Monday. She told me she didn’t want to bother me, especially since Kurt was leaving the next day. I told her if she didn’t text me I would be mad.  
 
    “I hope she’s able to get some sleep tonight. She looked so tired,” I sighed, getting up in Braedon’s truck.  
 
    “She’s lucky to have you for a friend, Karsyn.” Braedon kissed my hand before closing the door.  
 
    He was being so sweet, making it harder for me to tell him the truth. I couldn’t keep pretending to be normal like I had become good at portraying. It wasn’t fair to the people that cared about me, or to myself. I couldn’t keep running from it like my parents wanted to keep doing so that I could be normal for a little while. I knew there were people like Blair that would use it against me, and intentionally make people scared of me. I also knew she was part of the reason why I kept putting off telling Braedon. I was scared the truth would drive him back to her.  
 
      
 
    ****  
 
      
 
    The next morning, I found that I was the last person in the house to wake up. Usually, I would have gotten harassed about it, but my mom knew I must have needed the extra sleep. I did manage to wake up in time for breakfast though. The minute I opened up my bedroom door, I was welcomed by the smell of hickory bacon. The smell meant Mom had made breakfast for everyone. I walked into the kitchen, yawning as I told everyone good morning. Dad and Kurt were sitting at the kitchen table talking about the games they were planning on watching later.  
 
    Emerson was sitting at the island, playing on her phone while she picked at her plate.  
 
    “Good morning, I was about to wake you up,” Mom said, handing me a plate of scrambled eggs, bacon, homemade hash browns, and a biscuit. 
 
    “Thanks, Mom,” I smiled, taking my plate over to the table to sit with Dad and Kurt.  
 
     
 
    After breakfast, Kurt offered to help me with the dishes. We talked about Friday night’s drama and how Sophie was doing. Then, he asked me when I was going to talk to Braedon about my visions. The glass I was washing slipped out of my hand, splashing down in the sink of water. I closed my eyes, lowering my head as a sigh escaped my mouth.  
 
    “Karsyn, you have to tell him soon. The longer you wait, the harder it’s going to be to find the courage to tell him. Then, he may not forgive you for keeping it from him for so long. I can see you really like him, and I don’t think you want to lose him because you were too scared to tell him.” Kurt draped his arm over my shoulders. “The sooner the better.”  
 
    I raised my head slightly, glancing up at him. “I know you are right. I want to tell him, but then something happens and I chicken out. For instance, yesterday we ran into this girl named Blair. They went out a couple of times in the past and she absolutely hates me. I am afraid she could make trouble for me Also, I am afraid when I do tell him, it could drive him back to the bitch.”  
 
    “That is even more of a reason to tell him. If he does leave you, then he wasn’t the right guy for you, no matter how much you like him.”  
 
    I knew he was right, but I had never been this scared before in my life. I wasn’t this scared when people tried to say I had killed my best friend. They couldn’t accept the fact I had visions, so the only rational explanation to them was that I did it.”  
 
    We finished the dishes not saying much else, but Kurt knew I was thinking about what all he had just said to me. And I was thinking about it a lot. I went back upstairs to take a shower and get dressed in case Kurt wanted to go do something on his last day here. I walked out of my bedroom and started down the stairs when I saw Mom and Kurt walk out of the kitchen. I said something to them, but it was as if they didn’t hear me. Their mouths were open and eyes wide, stopped in the middle of the hallway staring at one another. I froze on the middle stairs and knew something was wrong. My world here was about to change forever. I stood there for a few minutes before they finally realized I was there.  
 
    “Karsyn, we didn’t know you were there,” Mom mumbled, trying to keep her composure.  
 
    “Yeah. What’s going on, and don’t lie to me?”  
 
    Kurt and Mom turned to look at one another, then both turned to look at me. Kurt walked closer to the stairs. “While you were getting ready, Alexina’s mom came by and asked if by any chance you had seen Alexina. No one has seen her since yesterday. She thought maybe you had talked to her.”  
 
    I fell back on the stair, landing on my butt. Mom and Kurt rushed up to me, but they didn’t know what to do to help me. I sat there, frozen on the stair, staring up toward a plaque on the wall that read Faith. How could one word have so much meaning to it? I desperately needed some faith right now. Kurt helped me up off the stair, and then off in the distance, coming from my room I could hear the faint ring of my phone.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    I ran up the stairs to my room, but, didn’t make it in time. The caller hung up by the time I reached my doorway. I picked up my phone and saw it was Sophie. I clicked on her number, but she had already beat me to it. “Sophie, are you okay?”  
 
    “How did you find out?”  
 
    “Mom and Kurt told me that Alexina’s mom was here. How did you find out?”  
 
    “She stopped by here too. From the way her Mom talked, I don’t think she had any idea that I was furious with Alexina. So I would say she didn’t tell her Mom we were fighting.”  
 
    “Did she say anything to you in the text that made it sound like she was getting ready to run away? You never did tell me what the texts were about last night?”  
 
    “Basically, a repeat of Friday night. That she was sorry, and that I shouldn’t be mad at Tyler. Nothing about running away or anything like that. She’s probably at one of her other friend’s houses.”  
 
    “I don’t think she would just up and not go home. But, I don’t know her as well as you do either.”  
 
    “Trust me, she’s done this before. After a few days, they found her at a friend’s house with her boyfriend. She’s probably with Tyler somewhere. I bet you by tomorrow morning, her parents will have found her. I am going to let you go so you can spend time with Kurt. I wouldn’t worry too much, Karsyn. I will see you tomorrow at school. Bye.”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Bye, Sophie. See you tomorrow.” I clicked end on my phone, then placed it back down on my nightstand. 
 
    “Who was on the phone?” Kurt asked as he reached the top of the stairs.  
 
    “Um, that was Sophie. She didn’t seem worried at all about Alexina. Do you think I am over-reacting?”  
 
    “Well, what did she say on the phone?” Kurt sat down on my bed.  
 
    I sat down on my bed, pulling my feet up off the floor, and turned to face Kurt. “She said she done this before. Disappeared without telling anyone where she was going, and after a few days, was found at a friend’s house.”  
 
    “She has been friends with Sophie longer, and I can see her doing something that stupid and careless. You know, letting people that love her worry without any remorse for causing them stress. I would be careful of her.”  
 
    “You are probably right, Kurt. Enough about them for today. What do you want to do? Want to go for a walk or drive to get out of the house for a little bit?”  
 
    “Well, I was going to watch football with Uncle Stephen later, but I think he will understand if I pass to spend time with you. How about we stay up here for a while and talk? We haven’t had much time to talk while I’ve been here.”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
    “Okay. That is fine with me. I’m kind of glad you didn’t feel like going anywhere either.”  
 
    We stayed up in my room for most of the early afternoon, talking, laughing about anything and everything. After the last couple of days, it was nice to laugh and have fun.  
 
    “Are you two going to come down for dinner?” Mom asked, through my closed door.  
 
    “I’m sorry, Mom. I didn’t realize we had been up here that long.” I said, opening the door.  
 
    “Karsyn, I’m not mad at you. I rather enjoyed listening to you laugh and joke around with your cousin. You deserve to have fun and be a normal 18-year-old girl, just like all the other girls out there in the world.”  
 
    She turned to go back down to the kitchen. We continued to sit there for a little longer until Mom started yelling again from the bottom of the stairs. This time she used our middle names, which meant we had better be down there within the next few minutes. Dad grilled steaks and chicken while Mom fixed a variety of side dishes. She had baked potatoes, roasted vegetables, and her delicious broccoli cheese casserole. Everything looked and smelled so good. It was the perfect way to end a horrible weekend, sitting around the table eating and laughing with family.  
 
    Since Kurt and I did the breakfast dishes, I volunteered Emerson to do the dishes with Mom. I could tell by the frown on her face that she didn’t appreciate me doing that to her, but she needed to start doing her part around the house. She got out of doing most things around the house by either lying that she had a bunch of homework or wasn’t feeling well. Sometimes, she was too good at lying. Kurt and I went back upstairs and left Emerson alone with the dishes.  
 
      
 
      
 
    I knew she would whine enough to the point Mom would get up and help her finish them. Once we got up to my room, Kurt sat up toward the headboard of my bed, while I stretched out toward the foot of the bed. I felt bad for not texting Braedon, so I asked Kurt if he minded that I texted Braedon real quick. He told me to invite Braedon over so he could see him before he left to go back home tomorrow. I hopped off the bed and ran down to the family room to make sure it was okay with Mom and Dad first.  
 
    Braedon was there at the house approximately thirty minutes later. I ran out to his truck when I saw him pull into the driveway. He swept me up in his arms, giving me a big hug and kiss. I held onto him after he lowered me down to the ground.  
 
    “I take it you missed me?” He tilted his head back, smiling at me.  
 
    “I did miss you.” I kissed him, then I took his hand and led him into the house. Kurt was waiting for us in the living room, while Mom, Dad, and Emerson were watching a movie in the family room. We decided to watch a comedy since we were all in desperate need of a good laugh after the weekend. Halfway through the movie, the boys wanted popcorn and snacks. We didn’t have anything other than popcorn, so the three of us took off in Braedon’s truck down the road to the grocery store in search of candy. We were back at the house in a few minutes with tons of candy. Braedon came into the kitchen to help me make popcorn but ended up talking to my parents instead. I started to get mad at him, then he flashed me his gorgeous smile, and I melted instantly. He grabbed the two popcorn bowls, as we went back into the living room. This was the best night of the weekend. I was trying to have fun, but I was sad that Kurt was leaving tomorrow. I wished he was able to stay longer, but I knew he had to get back home.  
 
      
 
      
 
    I didn’t know when I would be able to see him again. I knew one thing for sure, I was going to be blowing up his phone every day with texts.  
 
    Kurt being here made me realize that I missed back home more than I was letting on. If we had never moved out here, then I would have never met Braedon, and I was more than grateful to have him in my life right now. I didn’t know how long he would be in my life though. I leaned my head back against Braedon’s shoulder and breathed him in, wanting to remember how he smelled of crisp ocean breeze after my secret was revealed to the world.  
 
      
 
    ****   
 
      
 
    The next morning, I got up almost two hours early so I could get ready and be able to spend some time with Kurt. I felt bad that I wasn’t able to spend a lot more time with him during his stay. I went downstairs and found Mom finishing up breakfast. Mom was already dressed for work, but she had an apron on to keep from getting food on her clothes. Kurt was sitting at the island dressed in his Levi’s, long sleeved-buttoned down shirt, and Nikes. He was talking to her while she finished cutting up fruit. Mom had made scrambled eggs, sausage links, and toast. I wrapped my arms around her shoulders and kissed her cheek. “Good morning, everyone,” I smiled. “I wish you could stay longer, Kurt. I’m going to miss you.” I walked around the island and sat down beside him.  
 
    “I know. I was telling Aunt Jenna that, hopefully, I can come back around Christmas while you are on Christmas break so we can spend time together. I have it already marked on my calendar.”  
 
      
 
    “Great! You have to come out for Christmas break!”  
 
    Mom handed us plates to get our breakfast, while she went to yell at Dad and Emerson that breakfast was done. Dad came down right away, while Emerson took her time as usual. I think Emerson liked coming down late so she could make a grand entrance. I looked over at Mom at the table and saw annoyance written all over her face. Again, Mom told Emerson that she wasn’t going to save her any food if she couldn’t come down within a few minutes of being told it was time to eat. Kurt and I looked at each other and rolled our eyes because we knew Mom was never going to let Emerson go without food.  
 
    I gave Kurt several long hugs before I grabbed my book bag. I yelled for Emerson to go upstairs and get her things, or I wasn’t going to take her to school. Emerson tried to give me attitude at first, but then I reminded her she could ride the bus to school from now on. I didn’t have to take her to school, and I wasn’t like Mom, who kept tossing empty threats at her either. Mom decided to go into work late so she could spend a little more time with Kurt. I was jealous, but I had to get to school. I was dreading what the day was going to bring later.  
 
    “Karsyn, I’m going to be back at Christmas. I promise,” Kurt said, pulling me closer to him to give me a big hug.  
 
    I wiped a tear away from my eye. “I know. I didn’t realize how much I have missed you, and now you are leaving again.”  
 
    Emerson slammed her bedroom door shut, causing us to jump. She ran down the stairs, nudging me out of the way so she could give Kurt a hug before flying out the door. Emerson didn’t like goodbyes, so after her hug, she would run out the door or back to her room.  
 
      
 
      
 
    “Well, you better get to school. If I don’t text you back, then you know I’m driving home from the airport. I will text you back the minute I stop somewhere. I promise,” Kurt kissed my forehead.  
 
    “You better. I love you.”  
 
    “I love you too. Get going to school before you are both late.” He waved his hand for me to get out the door.  
 
      
 
    ****   
 
      
 
    To my surprise, the morning was going pretty well, and my favorite time of the day was here before I knew it. I flew out of class and hurried down the hallway toward the cafeteria. I turned the corner, and there Braedon stood, leaning up against the wall looking at his phone. He glanced up from his phone when I got closer to him. Then, I heard Kurt’s voice whispering in my ear as if he was walking next to me, telling me I needed to tell Braedon before he heard it from someone else.  
 
    “Hey, Beautiful. How has your morning been so far?” Braedon asked.  
 
    “It has been surprisingly good. I thought I would be in between Sophie and Alexina all morning as they yelled back and forth at each other.”  
 
    We walked into the cafeteria and Sophie was at our usual table sitting alone. I walked past the salad bar to make sure Sophie was doing okay. “Sophie, are you okay? I haven’t seen you most of the morning,” I said, sitting down beside her.  
 
    “I just got here right before lunch. I was at the police station most of the morning, answering questions.” She turned to look at me, tears welling up in her eyes.                
 
    “Police station? Why were you there?”  
 
    “They told me I was a suspect.” 
 
    “A suspect to what?” I said louder than I meant for it to be.  
 
    “Alexina is still missing.” She said, looking straight in front of her, not blinking or anything.  
 
    “Did you tell them that she’s done this before and that she’s probably at a friend’s house? Why would they assume you are a suspect, to begin with?” I scooted closer to her. I wanted to comfort her, but I didn’t know how. I looked up at Braedon as he walked up to the table. His beautiful smile quickly disappeared the minute his eyes met mine.  
 
    He sat down next to me, not saying anything. He stared at us for a few minutes, then he finally found the courage to speak up. “What’s wrong?” he asked, staring at me.  
 
    “Alexina is missing still. The police have Sophie listed as a suspect in her disappearance. She was there this morning answering questions about where she could be.”  
 
    Braedon ran his fingers through his hair and down the back of his head, rubbing his neck side to side. “How did they come up with such bullshit?”  
 
    “Hi, Braedon,” Blair winked at him as she walked past him.  
 
    He stood up immediately and yelled for her to stop. She said something to her friends that were sitting a few tables away. She turned to walk back over to our table. He glared at her. “You can’t have me, so you destroy innocent people’s lives instead. You really are a certified bitch!” 
 
    What are you talking about? I don’t appreciate you calling me a bitch,” she said, standing directly in front of Braedon, staring up at him.  
 
      
 
      
 
    I didn’t like her standing that close to him, even with him being pissed off at her. I was confused at first about what was going on, but I quickly caught on. I was trying to keep my attention focused on Sophie because she was sitting there not saying much. I knew she was in shock. She should have stayed home today, but I’m sure her stepmom made her come to school. She sat there staring off into nothingness, not moving or talking. It was as if we weren’t even there with her.  
 
    I tried talking to Sophie, but she wouldn’t respond to anything I was saying. She kept staring off into the distance, and every now and then, a tear would roll down her cheek. Braedon and Blair were still arguing, which wasn’t helping Sophie at all. I had enough when the tears started to flow down her cheeks. I shot up out of my chair. “Blair, you need to run back to your minions, and get the hell away from us! You know you gave the police Sophie’s name. I know why you did it. Braedon’s right, you truly are a bitch! Did you honestly think for one second that he would go running back to you? All you did was drive him farther away, which is fine with me.”  
 
    “I didn’t turn Sophie’s name into the police. I have no idea what the hell you are talking about.”  
 
    “Whatever! Get the hell away from us!” I screamed.  
 
    Blair glared at us, then turned to go over to her friends, who were waiting for her over by the cafeteria doors. The sound of Blair’s boots clicking against the floor echoed throughout the cafeteria. I could feel hundreds of eyes on me, while I stood there in the middle of the noiseless room. I turned my head slowly from side to side, looking around at everyone staring back at me.  
 
      
 
      
 
    I sat back down beside Sophie, putting my arm around her. I tried to comfort her the best I could, but I felt like I was failing as a friend. “Braedon, I think I’m going to take Sophie home with me. She shouldn’t be here right now. I don’t know why they made her come to school.”  
 
    “You’re probably right. They aren’t going to let you just leave with her though.”  
 
    “I’m going to go try and talk to them. Surely, they can see she is in no shape to be here, and that her stepmom is a complete idiot.” I stood up, grabbing my stuff. Braedon helped Sophie up out of the chair, while I grabbed her stuff as well.  
 
    We walked on each side of Sophie, helping to hold her up on our way to the office. I knew they weren’t going to let me take her home, but I had to try. She hadn’t said anything in the last 30 minutes, which was out of character for her. The minute we opened the office door and walked in, the secretary, Mrs. Hughes, asked what Sophie was doing at school. We told her that we were pretty sure her stepmom made her come to school, so she didn’t have to deal with her at home. She got up from her chair and walked around the counter. “Oh, you poor girl,” she said, giving her a hug.  
 
    Mrs. Hughes surprised me when I first started school here a few weeks ago. She had a stern look about her, and the pronounced lines around her eyes didn’t help either. She always looked so mean. So, the first few days I tried to avoid having to go to the office and talk to her. One day I had forgotten my assignment for a class at home, and Mom left it for me in the office. I was expecting to hear some mean response from her, but instead, she was so nice and friendly.  
 
    “You know what’s going on?” Braedon asked, 
 
    “Yes. Her stepmom told us on the phone as she was bringing her to school. We tried to tell her that Sophie didn’t have to come in today, but she insisted on bringing her to school. We could all see she was traumatized from being questioned by the police. How could that woman make her come to school in this type of condition?”  
 
    “Well, she’s a bitch! That’s why she brought her to school.” I looked up to find Mrs. Hughes staring at me with her mouth open. I apologized for my comment.  
 
    She let out a giggle. “You are exactly right, Karsyn. I’m not supposed to let you leave with her, but she has no business being here right now. I’m going to excuse you both for the day. If her parents have a problem with it, then we will tell them she had no business being here. I think her dad would agree with us. He seems more level-headed than her stepmom.”  
 
    “Thank you, Mrs. Hughes,” I said, helping Braedon get Sophie turned around so we could help her out the door.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Chapter 11 
 
      
 
    Sophie didn’t say anything all the way to my house, or question why we were at my house. Mom’s car was in the driveway when I pulled up. I knew I had a lot of explaining to do about why I was home early from school. I thought I had a few more minutes to prepare myself for questioning, but I was wrong. Mom came out the front door right when I got out of my Jeep.  
 
    “What do you think you are doing home? You get your butt back to school.”  
 
    I walked around the Jeep, opening the door to help Sophie get out. “Mom, let me explain after I help Sophie out,” I yelled over my shoulder.  
 
    “What happened to Sophie?” she asked, moving to the other side of me to help with Sophie.  
 
    “She was questioned by the police this morning about Alexina’s disappearance. Afterward, her bitch stepmom made her go to school. Look at her, Mom. Anyone can see school is the last place she needs to be right now. I swear her stepmom is the worst!”  
 
    Mom helped me get Sophie in the house and to the couch in the family room. She still hadn’t said anything since we were in the cafeteria. I didn’t want to call her stepmom because she would come get her and take her back to school. Mom sat down with Sophie on the couch, while I went upstairs to change out of my clothes. I opened up my bedroom door, and I was in the meadow again. I don’t have time for this shit right now.   
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    My visions were happening more often, without any warning to them. They weren’t lasting that long either, so I had to look fast. Just like the other times before, I wasn’t that close to the knotted tree, and there were no flowers in the meadow. I could still see the black boot. The minute I took a step closer in the direction of the tree, I was back in my room. I flopped face first on my bed and screamed into my comforter. It didn’t muffle my scream like I had hoped, because, within a few minutes, Mom was at my door. “Are you okay, Karsyn?”  
 
    I leaned my head back enough so I could answer her. “Yes, I’m fine. My visions are having fun with me right now.”  
 
    I heard the door open and felt Mom’s hand on my back. “Oh Karsyn, I wish there was something I could do to help you. What happened? Did you see anything different?”  
 
    I rolled over on my back, so Mom wasn’t talking to the back of my head. “No. It has been the same each time, and today when I tried to move closer, the vision was gone. It doesn’t want me to see something.” I sat up on the edge of my bed, looking down at my pastel rug. “I think I know why I haven’t been able to see anything in my visions.” I slowly turned to look at Mom.  
 
    “Karsyn, you aren’t saying what I think you are saying?” Mom crinkled up her nose.  
 
    “I don’t know,” I flopped back on the bed.  
 
    “Change your clothes. I’m going to go back downstairs to make sure Sophie is doing okay. I shouldn’t have left her downstairs by herself, but I heard a muffled scream.”  
 
    “Sorry, Mom.”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    She closed the door behind her so I could get changed in peace. I didn’t move off my bed for a few minutes in hopes another vision would appear. I forced myself to get up off the bed and changed into a pair of black leggings and an over-sized, long-sleeved shirt, and then threw my hair up in a ponytail. I went back downstairs to get me a drink of juice and found Sophie talking to Mom. I walked over to the loveseat. “Sophie, do you want me to get you some juice?” I asked, sitting my glass down on the end table.  
 
    “Yes, please. I’m sorry to be such a bother. Thank you for taking me out of school. I can’t believe she made me go in today. I wish Dad would leave her one day,” Sophie looked up at me. “You have been such a great friend, Karsyn. Again, thank you.”  
 
    I leaned down and gave her a hug, then went into the kitchen to get her juice. I didn’t feel like a good friend. Good friends don’t keep important facts from one another. I should have kept to myself like I had planned from the first day I started school. None of this would be happening if I had stuck to my promise. I finished getting Sophie’s juice, then grabbed us a snack since neither of us at lunch earlier.  
 
    “Here you go, Sophie. I made us a snack too. I got us red grapes, cheese, and crackers.”  
 
    “Thanks. I should be going soon. I hate being around her.”  
 
    “Why don’t you text her closer to the time school lets out, and tell her you are coming here for dinner? That way you won’t have to go home for a while,” Mom said, getting up off the couch.  
 
    “Are you sure, Mrs. Alexander?” Sophie said, turning to look at my mom as she headed into the kitchen.  
 
      
 
      
 
    “Yes. We would love to have you for dinner. We are having chicken tonight,” Mom smiled.  
 
    “I love chicken, but I probably won’t eat much. I’m not that hungry,” Sophie took a sip of her juice. Sophie grabbed a grape, but nothing else off the tray. At least she was taking sips of her juice. I wanted to let her know that I knew what it was like to be so stressed out over something you didn’t do. I couldn’t tell her though, for the fact I would have to tell her about how I was almost convicted of my best friend’s death. We sat and talked for a little bit, nearly forgetting to text her stepmom. I knew I would have to drive Sophie to her house later.  
 
      
 
    ****  
 
      
 
    I was getting plates out of the cabinet when the doorbell rang a few times. I sat the plates down on the island and ran to the front door, but I didn’t get there before another set of rings echoed throughout the house. I opened the door to find Sophie’s dad and stepmom at the door. Sophie’s dad looked professional in his charcoal suit with a white shirt and burgundy tie. Her stepmom was dressed to fit her snobbish attitude. I knew they were designer clothes, but I didn’t know which designer to be exact. She had on dressy black capris, a cream-colored sweater, and diamond jewelry. Sophie’s stepmom started to yell over my shoulder into our house for Sophie. Mr. Grey’s eyes narrowed as he glanced over at her, and then slowly back to me. “I’m sorry for my wife,” he glared over at her again.  
 
    “Don’t apologize for me!” she snapped at him. “I’m not the one that took your daughter out of school without your permission.”  
 
     
 
    His jaw flexed and his eyes narrowed even more. “I think you should go wait for me in the car.”  
 
    She stood there, glaring up at him, but after a few minutes, went to their car to wait for him. He didn’t take his eyes off her until she closed the car door. “Again, I apologize for my wife.”  
 
    “Mr. Grey, I’m sorry that I brought Sophie to my house without your permission, but you should have seen her at school after her stepmom dropped her off.”  
 
    “Why didn’t she drive to school?”  
 
    “I’m being rude. Please, come in,” I moved out of the way, so he could come in the house. I led the way down the hall into the kitchen. Sophie fumbled a plate in her hands when she saw her dad walk through the doorway. I walked over and took the plate out of her hands before she lost control of it again.  
 
    “Dad, what are you doing here?” Sophie asked.  
 
    “The school called and left a message saying you missed the last half of the day,” he said, moving closer to her. “I’m sorry. I’m Sophie’s dad.” He held out his hand to my Mom.  
 
    “Nice to meet you. I’m Jenna Alexander, Karsyn’s mom. I must apologize to you also. When Karsyn told me what happened at school, I told them it was okay for her to stay here for a while.”  
 
    “I’m sorry, but what is everyone talking about. I have no idea what happened today.”  
 
    “She didn’t tell you?” Sophie asked.  
 
    “Tell me what?”  
 
      
 
      
 
    “I was questioned by the police this morning about Alexina’s disappearance. They have me listed as a suspect,” Sophie’s voice was shaky, and the tears began to well up in her eyes.  
 
    “The police! Did you say anything? She didn’t tell me you were at the police station. I could have called the lawyer for you. I know you didn’t do anything, but you never want to answer questions without a lawyer.” He wrapped his arms around Sophie as she began to sob into his chest.  
 
    “Mr. Grey, you mean to say your wife didn’t tell you she was at the police station?” I asked, stepping closer to Mom behind the island.  
 
    He looked over toward us and shook his head no. Mom and I stood there with our mouths open as we looked at one another. I knew her stepmom was a bitch, but what she did was unforgivable. I was convinced Sophie’s wish just came true about her dad leaving her stepmom. 
 
    Her dad couldn’t possibly stay with her after what she did to Sophie today. Mr. Grey apologized again for his wife and told me he was grateful for me being a good friend to Sophie. He wasn’t mad at me for taking her out of school and bringing her to the house. We talked a few more minutes before he told us they needed to go. Mom and I walked them to the door, and Sophie’s stepmom started in on her the minute they stepped outside. Mom hurried up and closed the door so she wouldn’t be able to try and yell at me. I ran to the living room to peek out the window, but Sophie and her dad were already in the car. Sophie was in the backseat crying, and it looked like her dad was yelling at his wife as they started to pull out of the driveway.  
 
    I felt bad for Sophie having to deal with that on top of everything that happened earlier today. Mom walked into the living room to tell me dinner was ready, but I wasn’t that hungry anymore. I was too worried about Sophie and the catastrophe that was about to erupt at her house.  
 
    I forced myself to get up and go into the kitchen to get a small plate of food that I would more than likely end up picking at. I sat at the island by myself while Mom, Dad, and Emerson were at the kitchen table. I managed to eat a couple of bites of chicken, and maybe a bite of rice pilaf. My parents knew I wasn’t in the mood to talk to anyone, so they pretty much left me alone while I cleaned up the kitchen after dinner. The minute I washed the last dish, I ran upstairs to check my phone.  
 
    There were a couple of texts from Braedon, but nothing from Sophie. I wanted to text her but didn’t know if that would be a good idea. I laid back on the bed and texted back and forth with Braedon for about 30 minutes. He wanted to make sure I was okay and to check to see how Sophie was doing. I told him all that happened at the house before dinner with Sophie’s dad and her bitchy stepmother.  
 
    I placed my phone on my nightstand and closed my eyes for a minute in hopes it might relieve the headache that was beginning to start. I slowly opened up my eyes to find I was in the meadow. I really don’t feel like dealing with this shit right now! However, I was determined to find something this time. I didn’t waste any time and headed for the knotted tree. I was over halfway to the tree when I discovered what appeared to be black leggings peeking through the tall blades of brown and green grass. I was able to see fingernails, which were painted a black crinkle color. I went to turn back around when something caught my eye off in the distance. I stood there, trying to see if I could make out what it was without having to move closer to it. I was terrified to move for the simple fact I would wake up and not know what I was looking at.  
 
    I eased my way over to the object, moving my foot side to side in front of me to help guide where I stepped. When I got within a few feet, I could see it was a black and white tennis shoe. I went to move a little closer, and I was back in my room. I stared up at the ceiling, thinking about the vision and knowing that there was another person dead. I couldn’t figure out why I wasn’t getting the whole picture of the vision like I had in the past. I glanced over at Rylee’s picture, wishing she was here to give me advice on what I needed to do.  
 
    I wanted to make sure Sophie was okay, but I didn’t want to text her. Then again, I didn’t want to drive over there either, ad risk having to deal with her stepmom if she was still at the house. I managed to get up long enough to change into my pj’s and turned my electric blanket on low. I waited for it to warm up a couple of minutes, then crawled into my nice warm bed. I rolled over toward my nightstand, grabbing my journal and pen. I hadn’t written anything down about my visions the past couple of times. I wrote down everything new that I had seen in them, which wasn’t much.  
 
    I grabbed my phone to see if there were any texts from Braedon or Sophie. I even sent Alexina a text in hopes she might actually send one back, but I got nothing in return. I started looking at pictures on my phone of us from the past few weeks. I started with right after we met to right before the party. I was scrolling so fast through them but was able to see something on one of them. I went to go back to it and ended up scrolling past it again. After a few seconds of going back and forth on my phone, I finally came to the picture. I sat up in my bed, staring at the picture. I went to get out of bed, but I couldn’t move any part of my body. It was like the bottom sheet had attached itself to my legs. I opened my mouth to scream for Mom, but a faint whisper escaped my lips. I sat there not able to move my eyes away from my phone, and the thumping of my heart echoed in my ears.  
 
    It took everything I had to find my voice so I could scream for Mom. She was up there in a matter of seconds, even though I knew it was a little longer. My door handle slammed against my closet door when she flung the door open. In between breaths, she tried to ask me what was wrong, but I couldn’t answer her. She walked over to my bed to see what had my attention and was confused as to why I had the picture enlarged, looking at someone’s hands.  
 
    “Okay, you screamed in horror over a hand with black nail polish.” She stood back up about to walk out of my bedroom.  
 
    “Not any black nail polish,” I whispered, then looked over at my mom standing by the door.  
 
    “What is so significant about the nail polish?” she asked.  
 
    I looked back down at my phone staring at the black nail polish. “I know where Alexina’s at.”  
 
    “That’s a good thing,” Mom said, as she turned to walk out my bedroom door. She froze in my doorway with her hand on my doorknob. She glanced over her shoulder toward me.  
 
    “What did you say, Karsyn?” Her voice quivered.  
 
    I turned away from my phone. “I know where Alexina’s at.”  
 
    She stepped back into my room, closing the door.  “How do you know where Alexina’s at? You haven’t seen anyone’s face in your visions have you?” 
 
    “This is the same nail polish I saw in my vision about 30 minutes ago. I know what I saw.”  
 
    “I need you to be positive. There is a good chance the girl in the vision isn’t Alexina.” 
 
    “Mom, I am sure. Now, I have to figure out what to do about it. Do I stay quiet, or let people keep thinking Sophie had something to do with Alexina’s disappearance? If I do decide to let people know about my visions, then everything else will come out. Then, I risk losing Braedon, and I don’t know if I could handle losing him.”  
 
      
 
    “Karsyn, you need to be honest with him before he finds out from someone else. It may take him a little while to adjust to knowing you have visions and this is understandable. It is a lot to process for someone that hasn’t been around you their whole life. First, you have to be absolutely sure the girl in your visions is Alexina. If you are 100% sure, then you have to decide whether to say something or remain quiet. Your dad and I are here for you and will support you in whatever you decide to do. Are you sure you want to go through all that again?”  
 
    “No, I’m not sure, but I can’t watch a friend get blamed for something she didn’t do. I don’t know what to do,” I grabbed my pillow, sinking my face into it.  
 
    “I’m going to go back downstairs and let you get some rest. I’m not going to say anything to your father yet. He will panic and try to move us again. We can’t keep running. Try to get some sleep. Maybe things will be clearer in the morning. Love you.” She pulled the pillow away from my face and kissed my cheek.  
 
    “Love you too. Night, Mom.”  
 
    Mom closed the door behind her as she went back downstairs with my dad, probably coming up with a quick lie to tell him for why I screamed earlier. I knew she wouldn’t tell him the truth. That was one of the things I loved most about her.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Chapter 12 
 
      
 
    I sat at my vanity, looking at the dark circles under my eyes from the lack of sleep. I knew I couldn’t cover them up, so I yelled for Emerson. It took her about ten minutes to come see why I yelled for her.  
 
    “What the hell, Karsyn? You look like shit,” she said, grabbing the concealer and highlighter from my makeup tray. “I don’t know if I will be able to cover up the dark circles, but I’m going to try. Did you get any sleep last night?”  
 
    “I got maybe an hour at the most. I had a lot on my mind with everything going on. Thank you for coming in here to help me,” I said, looking up at her.  
 
    “You’re welcome. What is going on, Karsyn? You haven’t looked this tired and stressed out since before we left Evansville. I know something is wrong. I heard you scream last night. I also know that is probably had to do with your vision. Does Mom know at least?” she asked, dabbing concealer under my eyes.  
 
    “Yes, Mom knows. You are right it has to do with my visions. No, Dad doesn’t know and can’t find out. Do you understand? Dad would pick up and move again, and I don’t want to move from here.” 
 
    “So, it really does have to do with your visions?” She straightened up, looking down at me, holding onto the makeup sponge.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “You know where Alexina is, don’t you? What are you going to do?”  
 
    “Yes, I know. I don’t know what I’m going to do. If I go to the police, then they will more than likely think it is a confession. Then, it starts all over again. I don’t know if I can go through something like that again.” 
 
    Emerson went back to trying to cover up the dark circles so we wouldn’t be late for school. Today, I didn’t care if we were late. I wished I didn’t have to go to school and face Sophie. I didn’t know if I would be able to face her without telling her everything. How would I be able to face her, knowing I could possibly help her but was instead being selfish keeping my visions a secret for as long as possible?  
 
    “I did a pretty good job hiding your dark circles. Don’t rub at your eyes if at all possible today. I’m sorry that you have to deal with this, Karsyn. I hope you can figure out what to do before your secret comes out.” She wrapped her arms around my neck, giving me a big hug.  
 
    “Thanks, Emerson. I have to decide fast. I know my time is running out,” I said, looking in the mirror as I got up. I told Emerson to go finish getting ready real quick so I could take her to Starbucks before school. I turned back toward the vanity mirror and moved my head from side to side, admiring the amazing job she did on my eyes. I grabbed my stuff and headed out of my room to find Emerson walking toward my room with her things. Emerson looked older than a 14-year-old with her hair pulled up in a messy bun, ripped jeans, and a tight long-sleeved shirt. We went downstairs and yelled bye to our parents as we headed out the front door. We were able to stop off at Starbucks and pull into the school parking lot before the first bell rang. Emerson thanked me for her iced coffee, then went to join her friends that were headed toward the school.  
 
      
 
      
 
    I sat in the Jeep for a few more minutes watching everyone as they made their way to the school. I couldn’t help but regret getting close to Sophie and Alexina. If only I had stuck to my promise, none of this would be happening right now, and I wouldn’t be worried about losing Braedon. The guilt flooded over me like a tidal wave for regretting being friends with them. I grabbed my stuff and walked to the school entrance.  
 
    “Karsyn, I’m so glad you are here. Last night was the absolute worst after we got home from your house,” Sophie said, walking up beside me. “By the way, your eyes look amazing. Did Emerson do your makeup before school?”  
 
    “Thank you. Yes, I didn’t sleep good last night, so she helped me cover up my horrible dark circles. What happened last night after you got home? I wanted to text you last night, but I figured you were dealing with your dad and stepmom. I am surprised you are here today, to be honest. I’m glad you are here though.”  
 
    “Omg! I can’t believe I almost forgot to tell you! I got a message from Alexina last night when I got home. She is staying with a friend for a few days that live out of town. I got up early and went by the police station to show them the text from Alexina.”  
 
    “So, Alexina is fine. That is great news! I tried texting her last night, and she didn’t send one back. What happened last night with your dad and stepmom?”  
 
    “Well, Dad finally told Catrina to get out of the house last night. He told her he could never forgive her for how she treated me yesterday. So, she and the boys left late last night. I’m glad the bitch is gone. I do miss my little brothers though, but I know Dad will get them as much as he can.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    “I’m glad your dad kicked her out. What she did to you yesterday was unforgivable. I need to get to class. I will see you later.” I hugged her. I walked to my class, letting out a huge sigh of relief.  
 
    I had to tell everyone about my visions, but I knew what it would cost me in the end. I wasn’t ready to take the chance of losing Braedon. He was everything a girl could ask for in a guy, and I couldn’t lose him.  
 
      
 
    ****   
 
      
 
    “Hey, Beautiful.” Braedon gave me a quick kiss. “Everything okay?”  
 
    “Yeah. I didn’t sleep good last night, and I think it’s starting to catch up with me.”  
 
    “Let’s go see if there is anything good for lunch,” he said, opening the cafeteria door for me. He took my hand in his as we made our way toward the lunch line, glancing over shoulders to see if anything looked good. Of course, we weren’t surprised when it looked horrible. Braedon and I decided on salads. We went and sat with Sophie at our usual table. I looked at the tables around us as kids snuck glances over their shoulders, whispering to the person next to them. I found myself glaring at Blair and her minions, who were seated a couple tables over to the left of us.  
 
    “What the hell are you looking at?” I yelled over the kids seated between our tables.  
 
    “Excuse me, Freak! Did you say something?” Blair said, walking over towards our table. “If I were you, I’d sit down and shut the hell up. You are the last person to be yelling at anyone.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    “What are you babbling about, Blair?” Braedon said, standing up beside me.  
 
    “You mean Karsyn hasn’t told you? Why am I not surprised?”  
 
    “Blair shut the hell up and go back over to your own table. Your minions look lost with you over there barking orders at them,” Sophie said.  
 
    “Laugh now, because I guarantee you won’t be laughing in a few minutes.” She glared at all of us.  
 
    The trembling in my legs forced me to sit down in my chair. I knew what she was about to say, but each time I tried to say something, the words wouldn’t come out. I grabbed my phone and sent Kurt a text, telling him that everything was about to come out. I knew one he read the text he would be on the next flight.  
 
    Blair stood there with a slight closed-lipped smile on her face, looking at her nails. You could see that she was enjoying the suspense. “Well, you are all probably wondering what I am talking about, so I’m going to tell you. Karsyn has lied to both of you. Haven’t you, Karsyn? Do you want to tell them, or should I?” She looked down at me her eyebrow raised.  
 
    “Blair, please,” I whispered.  
 
    “I can see you aren’t going to tell them, so I guess I will have to do it.” She flipped her hair back. The smile on her face looked like one of those evil grins you see in cartoons.  
 
    “Blair, just say what you have to say so you will leave us the hell alone!” Braedon snapped.  
 
    “All right, since you are being impatient.” She looked down at me. “Seems your new girlfriend has a secret she has been keeping from everyone. Isn’t that right, Karsyn?” 
 
      
 
    I sprung to my feet, flipping the chair backward on the floor. “All right Blair, you win,” I sighed. I wanted it to come from me, and not give Blair the satisfaction of revealing my secret. I closed my eyes, took a deep breath in, and exhaled slowly, opening my eyes. “Blair’s right. I have been keeping a secret from both of you, but it’s not what you think. I was going to tell you both, but I became selfish.”  
 
    “Selfish?” Braedon questioned. “Karsyn, what are you talking about.” He reached for my hand. I stood there looking down at our hands, wishing I had more time. All I had ever wanted was to be normal and not have to worry about people being scared of me.  
 
    I stood there, still staring down at our hands. “I was hoping to tell you soon, in my own way. There is a reason why my family moved here to Charlottesville almost two months ago. Something horrible happened in Evansville, and people tried to blame me for it because of what I can do.”  
 
    Braedon caressed my cheek. I turned my head slightly and kissed part of his hand. I pressed his hand softly against the side of my face. I wanted time to stop, so I could have this moment forever, and not have to finish telling him the truth. “What can you do?”  
 
    I looked up at him, tears welling up in my eyes. “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you sooner, but I had a good reason for not telling you. Once people find out about me, they become scared of me and start to avoid me. I can see when people die. Sometimes, I can see their death before it happens.” I looked up at Braedon and his eyes were narrowed. I felt my hand drop down to my side as he took a couple of steps back. My worst nightmare was becoming my hellish reality, and I blamed Blair for it. Braedon ran both his hands through his hair.  
 
      
 
      
 
    “Why didn’t you tell me any of this? Didn’t you think I had a right to know? That isn’t something you keep from your boyfriend! Damn it, Karsyn! I need to get out of here, and don’t follow me either!” he shouted.  
 
    He stormed out the cafeteria doors. I looked down at Sophie, sitting there with her mouth open, staring up at me. I could see she was trying to process everything that I just told Braedon.  
 
    “Sophie, say something. Please.”  
 
    “Say something! What the hell do you want me to say? I trusted you!” She stood up, gathering her stuff, then ran out the doors too.  
 
    I stood there, tears streaming down my face, looking around at everyone staring at me. It would be all over the rest of the school by the end of the day. I looked to my right. Blair was laughing with her minions. It took everything I had to not walk over there and punch her in the damn mouth. I gathered up my things and ran from the cafeteria to the office to let them know I was going home for the rest of the day.  
 
    I hurried out to my car and texted Emerson to let her know I was leaving for the rest of the day. Before I could even pull out of the parking lot, Emerson was running towards me, waving her hand. She jumped in the Jeep and wrapped her arms around me.  
 
    “One of my friends was in the cafeteria and texted me what happened. She wanted me to tell you that she isn’t scared of you and that she hopes you are okay. I’m so sorry, Karsyn. She told me that some bitch forced you to tell Braedon about your visions. Are you okay to drive? I can call Mom if you need me to.”  
 
    Emerson leaned back over to her seat, and I began to sob uncontrollably. She calmed me down enough to where I could pull into the parking spot. Mom showed up at the school about 20 minutes later. Mom helped Emerson put our things in the car, then came back to help me out of the Jeep. I knew she was talking to me, but I couldn’t hear her over my crying. I didn’t want to leave my Jeep there at school for the fear someone might do something to it. Mom put me in the passenger seat, and Emerson sat directly behind me in the back seat. Each time I tried to talk to Mom on the way home, tears ran down my face, dripping onto my hands resting in my lap. Once they got me in the house, Mom helped me up the stairs and to my room. I sat on my bed crying while Mom got my shoes off.  
 
    “Karsyn, do you want me to stay in here with you for a little bit?” Mom asked, her voice shaky.  
 
    All I could do was nod my head yes. Mom was able to get me calmed down so she could find out what happened at school. I told her that I was forced to tell Braedon about my visions. She told me she heard part of the story from Emerson on the way home, and that some girl by the name of Blair threatened to tell him about me.  
 
    “Karsyn, I’m sorry he didn’t take hearing the truth well. Give him a couple of days to think about things. Maybe he will come around once he’s had time to think it through.” She ran her hand over my hair as tears fell onto my pillow.  
 
    I knew he wouldn’t be back in a few days. I wasn’t honest with him about who I was, and he had every right to be mad at me. I should have listened to everybody and been honest with him from the start, but I got so wrapped up in wanting to be a normal 18-year-old. I shouldn’t have been so selfish and kept to my word about getting close to anyone.  
 
    “I’m going to go change, then I will bring you up something to drink and we can talk more if you feel like it,” Mom said, getting up off the bed. I heard her heels click across the floor to her room. Once I heard her door close, I got up and dug my phone out of my bag in hopes of seeing a text from Braedon or Sophie.  
 
    I wanted to text him, but I knew Mom was right about giving him a few days to think about things, even if it wouldn’t do any good. I didn’t listen to anyone, and now I was paying for my mistake. I texted Kurt again but got nothing in response. I wanted him to at least let me know he was getting my texts instead of leaving me in silence. I set my phone down on my nightstand right as I heard Mom outside my door.  
 
    “I got you some juice,” she said sitting the glass beside my phone. “Please, tell me you didn’t try to text Braedon.”  
 
    “No, I didn’t text him,” I said, trying to keep from crying again.  
 
    Mom asked me about Blair and why she had a problem with me. I explained the whole story about her and Braedon and that she refused to accept the face he didn’t want to be with her. I hoped that was still true, but I knew she was probably trying to be there for him. I turned and buried my head in my pillow at the sheer thought of her and him together. Mom knew not to press the questions when she saw how upset I was over everything. Emerson finally came in to make sure I was doing okay. She curled up beside me on the bed. Mom gave us time alone to talk, hoping I would be willing to talk to Emerson. I didn’t feel like talking to anyone, and the one person I did want to talk too, I couldn’t. I missed Rylee so much, now more than ever I tried imaging what she would have said to me, but my mind drew a blank. I knew she would have said that I should have told him about my visions.  
 
    “I’m sorry that bitch harassed you so much today. I hope the Karma bus runs her ass over. I want to be there when it does. She had no right to force you to tell Braedon. My friends told me why she doesn’t like you. I don’t think you have to worry about him going back to her, even though he’s upset with you right now. Surely, he is smart enough to see what a massive bitch she is.” She draped her arm over my side.  
 
    “Thanks, Emerson. I should have listened to everyone about telling Braedon. Now, it’s too late. Maybe it’s for the best. You know, him leaving now versus later after being together for a while. We haven’t really been together long, but it still hurts like hell.” I flung my pillow over my face and screamed into it.  
 
    “Karsyn, you wanted what everyone takes for granted, including me. You wanted to be normal and not have to worry about people being afraid of you. You had a taste of it for a little bit, and you wanted more.”  
 
    I slowly moved my pillow down off my face and turned to face Emerson. “How did you get to become so smart? I’m sorry that I don’t give you enough credit sometimes.”  
 
    A slight smile spread across her face. “Thanks. I guess I get it from my older sister. She’s pretty smart and courageous.”  
 
    “I don’t know about being courageous.”  
 
    “Karsyn, it took a lot of courage for you to allow yourself to get close to people again. And for a little bit, you were able to enjoy being a normal girl. You know it doesn’t have to stop. I think people around here are going to surprise you. You are a great person, who just happens to have visions of death. Hopefully, they can look past that and realize you are the same Karsyn you were yesterday.”  
 
    I had to be honest with Emerson and tell her there was more to the problem than the school finding out about me. I sat up, propping my pillows behind me so I could tell her about Alexina. “I have something I want to tell you. Remember this morning you asked me if I knew where Alexina was at. Well, it turns out Sophie got a message from her last night. Sophie already showed the police the message.  
 
      
 
    Emerson raised up on my bed, her eyes wide. “She’s not dead? What are you going to do?”  
 
    “No, she’s not dead. I want to help her, but I don’t want to be accused of murder again. I don’t know what to do. I want to do the right thing, but right now I don’t think I can handle all the questions. I’m really confused,” I sighed.  
 
    “I’m sorry, Karsyn. I hate that you have to deal with this.” She hugged me.  
 
    Emerson had gone downstairs to let me get some rest before Dad got home from work. I laid there, staring at Rylee’s picture over on my dresser. I wanted to talk to her so bad. She always knew what I needed to hear. The longer I stared at her picture, the heavier my eyes got, forcing them open each time they tried to close.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 13 
 
      
 
    I woke up to someone banging on my door. I knew it was Dad for the simple fact he didn’t know how to knock easy. It always sounded like he was trying to hammer something.  
 
    “Karsyn, can I come in?” Dad asked through the closed door.  
 
    “Yes.”  
 
    “Sorry if I woke you up. I wanted to come up and make sure you were doing okay. Your mom told me what happened today at school. You know we can move if you want. I’ve already talked it over with your Mom. She told me it was your decision,” he said, rolling up the sleeves to his grey dress shirt.  
 
    I yawned and stretched. “Dad, what are you talking about? I don’t want to move. I can’t keep running from this. It’s not going to go away, and I need to face the fact. I know you are trying to protect me, but we can’t keep moving. Besides, Emerson has already made friends here. She has the right to be happy, and she’s happy here. So, we are not moving again.”  
 
    “You don’t know what you are saying, Karsyn.” 
 
    “Dad, you need to stop and listen to me. I don’t want to move again. I’ve made up my mind.”  
 
    “I just want you to be able to live a normal life. It saddens me to see you so upset, and all I want to do is protect you.” He leaned down and gave me a hug.  
 
    “I know you do. You can’t protect me from this anymore. It’s time I accept who I am, and try to live my life the best I can. I know not everyone is going to be accepting of me, but I’m sure there will be a few out there that will.” 
 
      
 
    “Do you want one of us to bring you up some food? You need to try and eat something. Your mom had me stop and get some Chinese takeout. I got your favorite Sweet & Sour chicken.”  
 
    “That would be great. I’m actually a little hungry. Could you have Emerson bring it up and tell her to bring hers up here too?”  
 
    “Sure,” Dad said, walking out of my room.  
 
    I propped my pillows up against the headboard for me and Emerson. I wanted to spend time with my sister to take my mind off what I knew was in store for me tomorrow at school. I couldn’t avoid it, and I didn’t want to prolong the inevitable. It was going to be hard tomorrow, but the sooner I faced everyone, the better, even though I knew this was something that wasn’t going to go away in a few days or even a few months. I was dreading tomorrow so much, but I had to face everyone. That was the least of my worries though. I had to figure out my visions and if Alexina was indeed in trouble. I didn’t know if I was strong enough to try and help her, knowing what would happen if I did. I couldn’t put my family through another trial.  
 
    Emerson walked in with some juice and a plate full of Sweet & Sour chicken, green beans, and Lo Mein noodles. It smelled so good. She sat my bottle of water down on my nightstand and handed me my plate. She quickly ran back downstairs and was back with her drink and a plate within a few minutes. She handed me her plate while she climbed up on the bed, and got herself comfortable. We sat there on my bed under the comforter, eating our Chinese and talking about Emerson and her friends. She knew I didn’t feel like talking about Braedon or Sophie. She told me a few of her friends had texted to make sure I was doing okay. 
 
      
 
      
 
    I wanted to make sure her friends weren’t going to dump her because of me. She assured me that they actually thought it was kind of cool that I had these visions. I just wished that Braedon felt the same way as her friends.  
 
    I apologized for not being the greatest sister lately and asked her if there was a guy she liked or one who liked her. She mentioned a couple guys that she thought were cute, but that was about it. One was in her Spanish class, and the other was in her History class. I told her she had plenty of time for guys, and that she needed to just enjoy being with her friends right now. We talked a little longer, then Mom crashed our private party.  
 
    “I wanted to see if you two were doing okay up here,” Mom said, sitting on the edge of the bed beside Emerson. “Do you want to stay home tomorrow? I can call into work, and we can spend the day watching movies on the couch.”  
 
    “Thank you, but I’m going to go ahead and go to school tomorrow. I can’t keep running away from this. I need to deal with the kids at school eventually. I might as well get it over with. I know it’s going to be a nightmare tomorrow, but I am still the same person I was yesterday.”  
 
    “Are you sure, Karsyn? You can go back in a few days.”  
 
    “Yeah. I’m sure.”  
 
    “Well, if you change your mind, let me know.”  
 
    The doorbell rang and we all three sat there looking at each other. Mom got up and headed downstairs to see who could be at the door this time during the night. Emerson and I kept talking because I knew it wasn’t anyone to see me. We got quiet when we heard someone walking toward my room. We looked at one another, then toward the door, thinking it was Mom or Dad trying to listen in on what we were talking about.  
 
      
 
    “Is there room for me on the bed?” Kurt said, poking his head in my room.  
 
    I managed to leap over Emerson but almost fell flat on my face as my feet got tangled up in the comforter. “You’re here!” I wrapped my arms around his neck. “I didn’t know if you had gotten my text or not. Thank you for coming back.”  
 
    “You knew I would be back here as soon as I saw your text. I am here for as long as you need me to be here. 
 
    Emerson scooted over to the other side of the bed so I could sit between them on the bed. The minute his butt hit the bed, he started in with the questions. I told him how Blair had called me out in the middle of the cafeteria today, and that she threatened to tell Braedon if I didn’t step up and tell him the truth.  
 
    He scooted closer to me, put his arm around me, and pulled me closer to him. “I take it you haven’t heard from him since you told him. Braedon seemed to be a little more level-headed than some of his other friends that I met at the party. I hope you haven’t tried to text or call him.”  
 
    “No. I haven’t tried to get a hold of him or Sophie. She probably really hates me. I told her I was her friend and that she could trust me, but I wasn’t honest with her. If I was a true friend I would have told her about my visions right away.”  
 
    “You are a great friend to her, and no one can blame you for wanting to be normal. You wanted what the rest of us already had but take for granted majority of the time. Trust me, we all know you aren’t normal,” Kurt laughed.  
 
    I could hear Emerson’s muffled giggles through her hand-covered mouth. I sat there in the middle of them, turning my head slightly side to side, watching them laugh. Kurt pulled me in tighter to him so my head was in his chest. “I’m sorry. I was trying to lighten the mood. You know it’s true though.” He started laughing again.  
 
    I had to admit it was pretty funny, but I just wasn’t in the laughing mood with everything going on. I love Kurt for trying to make me laugh, even though it was a failed attempt. Right when I thought I was able to hold my composure for longer than five minutes, he asked the one thing I was trying to avoid more than anything.  
 
    “So, have you had any more visions since I left yesterday morning?”  
 
    I lifted my head up off his chest and sat back against the pillow propped behind me. I looked down at my hands as I messed with my nails. I was hoping if I didn’t answer him right away, he would avoid the subject altogether, but I couldn’t have been more wrong.  
 
    “Karsyn, you didn’t answer my question. I know your visions have been happening more frequently. You know you can tell me.”  
 
    I peeked up at him. “I had a vision last night, and I don’t know what to do about it. It could start up all over again.”  
 
    Kurt turned to look at me, his eyes narrowed. “Alexina’s dead, isn’t she? And you know where her body is at?”  
 
    I sat there, staring at him without saying a word. “I don’t know. She texted Sophie last night, saying she was at a friend’s house.”  
 
    Now, I just had to tell him about the police questioning Sophie, and that I was the only one who could help her. I continued to sit there, messing with my nails.  
 
    “Karsyn, I know you aren’t telling me everything. You know I’m going to keep asking you, so you better tell me,” Kurt said.  
 
    I let out a huge sigh and started twisting my hair around my fingers. “The police questioned Sophie yesterday morning, and they tried saying she had something to do with Alexina’s disappearance. But, Sophie was supposed to call them today. I don’t know if she did or not because of what happened at school with Blair.”  
 
    “What are you going to do?” Kurt asked.  
 
    “Nothing.”  
 
    “Nothing? What do you mean nothing? Karsyn, you have to do the right thing! You can’t let her take the blame for something she didn’t do.”  
 
    “Why do I have to be the one that always has to do the right thing? Maybe the right thing isn’t the best thing for me. Do you honestly believe anyone would step up and do the right thing for me?”  
 
    “You honestly don’t believe that, Karsyn? You need to help her. You are probably the only one that can.”  
 
    I turned to look over at Emerson sitting to the left of me. She peeked over at me, shrugging her shoulders. Neither one of them were much help right now. We sat there on my bed for a little bit longer talking. After a few yawns, Emerson scooted down to the end of the bed to get up, gathering our plates to take them to the kitchen before she went to bed. Kurt and I stayed up a little longer, talking about when we were younger before my visions showed up. It was nice to talk about the one time my life seemed normal.  
 
    After another hour of talking and a little laughing, Kurt told me he was going to go get ready for bed. I changed into my pj’s and removed my makeup. I decided to take my hair down and put it in a side braid. Hopefully, the braid would keep it from looking hideous in the morning. Even though I had long hair it was still a mess when I woke up in the mornings, sometimes so bad that I had to take a shower in order to do something with it.  
 
    I went back over to my bed and fixed my pillows for bed. I usually slept propped up with two pillows. Wishful thinking, I grabbed my phone in hopes of seeing a text from Braedon. I should have known better than to look at my phone. Now, all I wanted to do was text him, and explain why I didn’t tell him the truth.  
 
    I set my alarm for in the morning, and put my phone back down. Staring at it wasn’t going to make Braedon text or call me. I turned my nightstand like off and continued to lay there in the dark, watching the moonlight flicker off my mirror and shine onto Rylee’s picture.  
 
      
 
    ****  
 
      
 
    The next morning I woke up again looking like I hadn’t slept in ten years. My eyes were so puffy, not to mention the dark circles that had taken up residence under them. I got maybe an hour or two of sleep again last night. I looked at my phone to see if I had enough time to take a quick shower before Emerson got in there. I grabbed a towel out of the cabinet in the bathroom, and place it on the edge of the sink counter. I let the warm water run down the top of my head in hopes that it would wash away the past 24 hours. I wanted to stay home, but I knew prolonging what lied ahead would only give the kids more to talk about.  
 
    “Omg, Karsyn. You got absolutely no sleep last night, again,” Emerson said, looking at me in the mirror.  
 
    “I tried to get some sleep, but you know.”  
 
    “Here, let me help you,” she said, sitting her juice down on the vanity. She turned and went out the door and was back in a few minutes. “I went and got something for your puffy eyes. I don’t know why I didn’t think of this yesterday morning. I think I’m going to leave it in here for you.”  
 
    I looked up at Emerson. “Thank you.” 
 
    She smiled down at me. “You are my big sister.”  
 
      
 
    ****   
 
      
 
    My heart started pounding in my ears the second my Jeep entered the school parking lot.  
 
    “Omg! I can’t do this.”  
 
    “Karsyn, yes you can. Like you said last night, the quicker you face everyone, the faster you can move past this. Take a deep breath.”  
 
    “I thought I could, but I don’t think I can face everyone. I don’t have the strength to deal with Blair. I know I will crumble when I don’t see Braedon waiting for me at the door to the cafeteria. I will have to deal with everyone staring at me, while I sit alone at the table.” I dabbed tears away from under my eyes.  
 
    “Karsyn, I know it’s not fair, nor is it right that people instantly turn against you. You don’t know what will happen for sure. I will walk in there with you.”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
     
 
    I pulled into a parking spot. The looks were already starting with the kids around us as they passed by on their way up to the school. I rested my forehead on top of my white knuckles as my hands clutched the steering wheel. Goosebumps ran down my arms when I felt Emerson’s hand on my shoulder.  
 
    “Karsyn, I will be with you. I promise.”  
 
    I raised my head slightly and saw kids walking past, pointing and talking. What made me think I could handle this so soon after yesterday? 
 
    I gathered up my things that were in the backseat and got out of the Jeep ever so slowly.  
 
    I stayed close to Emerson as we started walking up to the school. To my surprise, we were joined by some of Emerson’s closest friends. One of them was Allison. She walked up on the other side of me, tilted her head forward a little bit, tucking her dark red hair behind her ear and smiled. Emerson was on the right and Allison was on the left as we walked into the school. They stayed with me until we reached the senior hall, then I made my way to my locker. Emerson told me to text her if kids started giving me too many problems. I wished Kurt was a senior because I knew he wouldn’t let them say anything to me.  
 
    I kept my head down and went straight to my locker, trying to avoid eye contact with anyone. I figured if I kept my head down the better. I should have kept to my original plan when I first started school here. I made my way to my first class, and I glanced up a few times on the way there to see if I could catch a glimpse of Braedon along the way. I swore time stopped the minute the bell rang for classes to start. I acted as if I was taking notes during both classes, even though I couldn’t tell you what either teacher talked about. I kept my eyes on my paper or in my book, so I didn’t have to see the eyes that were staring at me.  
 
      
 
    I couldn’t stop thinking about Braedon and Blair. I knew she was chasing after him, trying to be there for him, and filing his head with awful things about me. I had to face the fact that I lost him for the simple fact that I wasn’t honest with him about my visions. Then again, he probably would have just left me sooner. Maybe, I should have told him when we first met. It would have saved me all this heartache.  
 
    I took my time leaving my last morning class. I wasn’t ready to face the reality of not seeing him waiting for me at the doors. I wrapped my arms around my books as I held them close to my chest. I wanted to avoid the cafeteria altogether, but I knew I had to face my fear head-on. The hallway that held the cafeteria was a few feet in front of me, and I found myself taking smaller steps the closer I got to it.  
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
      
 
     
 
     
 
     
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 14 
 
      
 
    “You really don’t want to go in there and eat lunch.” 
 
    I stopped in the middle of the hall and turned around to see Kurt standing there, holding up a plastic bag with takeout boxes. I took off running, almost tackling him to the floor.  
 
    “Aunt Jenna let me use the truck for today. I thought you could use something good for lunch, instead of crappy school food,” he said, smiling down at me. “Do we have to eat in the cafeteria, or can we go somewhere else and eat?”  
 
    “We can eat outside since it’s nice today.”  
 
    Kurt always had a way of knowing when I needed him around. I felt a little safer walking outside with him, even though I knew kids would be out there too. I led him over to a table at the corner of the concrete wall. I was so glad Mom let him have access to Dad’s truck. She knew I would need him today. I sat my stuff next to me on the table, while Kurt got out the takeout boxes. I tried to stay focused on watching Kurt, but I could feel everyone staring.  
 
    Kurt got us cheeseburgers, fries, and two bottles of water. He sat to the side of me so I wouldn’t be tempted to look over his shoulder at everyone behind him. I took a couple bites of my cheeseburger and ate a few fries, but I wasn’t that hungry. I glanced up and took a quick look around at the kids sitting at the tables, each taking turns looking over at us.  
 
    “Karsyn, don’t you pay attention to them. Apparently, their parents never told them that staring was rude!” he yelled, looking over at a group of kids staring and laughing.  
 
     
 
      
 
      
 
    “This was a bad idea coming out here,” I said, reaching for my stuff on the table.  
 
    “Karsyn, you knew this was going to happen. Either you can go on avoiding people, or show them that it doesn’t bother you. Eventually, they will get tired of staring, pointing, and giggling like idiots.” 
 
    “They are pointing?” I asked, lowering my head as I looked around the courtyard.  
 
    “No, it was just a figure of speech. What I’m trying to say is, they will get tired of the other things when you show them you don’t care what they do.”  
 
    “It’s so hard sometimes. They treat me like I’m from a different planet now. Why can’t they see I’m still the same person I was a few days ago?” I lowered my head even more so my hair would fall to hide the tears.  
 
    “I don’t know, Karsyn.”  
 
    “I wish I could go home right now. I don’t have the strength to deal with all of this right now. I’m afraid I’m going to fall apart when I see Braedon and he ignores me. I haven’t seen him all day, so he probably didn’t even come to school today.”  
 
    “Well, look who decided to grace us with her presence at school today.”  
 
    I turned my head to see Blair, Olivia, and the rest of their minion friends trailing behind as they walked up to our table. I wanted to knock her ass out, but I didn’t need to get expelled from school.  
 
    “Wow, it hasn’t been 48 hours and you already have a new guy,” Blair tilted her head, her blue eyes piercing through me like a knife.  
 
    “I’m Kurt, her cousin.”  
 
    “That’s right. You were at Natalia’s party the other night, dressed up as Gaston if I remember correctly. Wow, you look even better without the costume.” Blair smiled.  
 
    “Thank you. I must say that I’m glad to be gay. It has saved me from having to mindlessly flirt with a catty bitch.”  
 
    Blair glared over at me, while Olivia was behind her, giggling. “How dare you talk to me like that?”  
 
    “What’s the matter? Truth hurt your feelings?” Kurt stood up.  
 
    “You can’t talk to me like that. I can get you in so much trouble,” Blair crossed her arms.  
 
    “Well, I can take Karsyn to the police station and get a restraining order against you. So, since we are done here, I suggest you and your trolls run along now. Or, maybe if you stand here long enough, Karsyn might have one of her visions.”  
 
    Olivia grabbed Blair’s arm, pulling her away from our table. Olivia seemed to be a little smarter than Blair, but not by much. I watched them walk back inside to the cafeteria and sit down at a table next to the window. Blair would turn and give us the middle finger every few minutes. I busted out in laughter, spitting my water out all over the table when Kurt blew her a kiss.  
 
    “Will you stop! You antagonizing her isn’t helping.”  
 
    “What? I’m not doing anything,” he smirked.  
 
    “Of course not.”  
 
    I had to get to class, so I walked Kurt toward the front of the school. “Thank you,” I said, smiling over at him.  
 
    “For what?”  
 
    “Coming to have lunch with me today. You didn’t have to come, but you know I needed the company. How do you do that? You always know when someone needs comforting.”  
 
      
 
    “Not everyone. Just the people I care about and love. I am going to go back to the house and I will see you after school. Remember, Braedon needs time to process everything. As for that girl, she’s a huge bitch that loves drama. You are a much better person than she will ever dream of being. Go, before you are late to class.” He turned around to face the hall. When I turned around to say bye, he was already out the door.  
 
    I started off down the hall and noticed the beige floor tiles were starting to take on different shapes. I also realized the staggering was back, which was a classic sign that I was about to have a vision. I moved over toward the right wall and leaned up against it. I was hoping that leaning up against the wall would keep me from falling flat on my face in the middle of the hall.  
 
    The halls were empty, which meant I was late to class. I looked to the right down the hall, then slowly turned my head to the left toward the front of the school. I stayed there for a few minutes. Everything around me was going back to its original shape. I moved away from the wall, sliding my foot forward, and saw grass up around the sides of my shoes.  
 
    I was determined to find out why I was still having these visions. I looked around the meadow in the direction that I saw the men’s shoe last time. It was still there, so I hurried up and took off running toward it. I was within a couple of steps of the shoe when I found myself back against the wall. What the hell? I need to find out who the shoe belongs to.  
 
    Maybe I wasn’t supposed to find out who it belongs to. There had to be a reason why my visions were becoming more frequent. I looked at the time on my phone and headed the opposite way to my last class of the day.  
 
      
 
      
 
    I could see Emerson leaning up against the Jeep when I stepped outside. She was looking at her phone as she was waiting for me. She didn’t see me until I was practically right next to her.  
 
    “You didn’t text me today. I take it everything went better than you thought?” she asked, climbing up in the passenger seat. “I heard Kurt let Blair have it outside in the courtyard.” She giggled.  
 
    I started to laugh when the look on Blair’s face popped up in my mind. “Yeah, it was pretty great. The look on her face was the best. I thought I even saw Olivia giggle for a second.”  
 
      
 
    ****  
 
      
 
    We arrived home about twenty minutes later and saw Mom was home early from work. I guess she wanted to make sure I was okay. We laid our stuff down on the table, then headed into the family room to see if Mom and Kurt were in there. Kurt was on the couch, watching a movie and having some popcorn.  
 
    “Hey, Kurt. Where’s Mom?” I asked, grabbing a bottle of water.  
 
    “She’s upstairs changing her clothes. Did the rest of your day go okay?” he asked, peeking over the back of the couch.  
 
    “Yeah, for the most part. I had a vision right after you left school.” I sat down on the loveseat.  
 
    He paused the movie and motioned me to move closer to him. “Another vision, or the same one you’ve been having?” He moved the popcorn bowl out of the way.  
 
      
 
    I sat down on the couch next to him. “I am still having the same vision, and I don’t know why. This time I keep seeing a guy’s shoe, so that tells me there must be someone else. I don’t know who it could be. Kurt, why do I keep having these visions if I can’t help anyone? What is the purpose of them if all they do is bring heartache and pain? If they could help someone and not cause me trouble, that would be one thing. I don’t want to keep running from this, always moving to different places where no one knows me,” I said, while tears dripped onto my jeans. 
 
    Kurt pulled me closer to him. “I wish I had all the answers. There has to be a reason for all of this, and I’m sure that reason will be here soon. I’m sorry that Braedon wasn’t smart enough to see all the other great qualities. I know it hurts, but there is a guy out there that will be able to look past your visions and love you the way you deserve to be. I know you have been trying to block out your visions for a while now. Maybe if you let them happen naturally, you will be able to figure out what this one means sooner. When do you notice them here lately? Is there anything that could be triggering them? Maybe if you figure out what could be triggering them, you can focus on that.”  
 
    “I don’t know. What if it doesn’t work?”  
 
    “Maybe you aren’t allowing yourself to see the full vision. I know you can’t control that part, but then again, what if you can control that part? You’ve been so busy with trying to keep your visions a secret from people. Accept who you are, and you might be able to see more than just bits and pieces.”  
 
    “Yeah. How can I accept who I am when people are scared of me?”  
 
    “I’m not a philosopher or anything, but how can anyone get to know the real you when you are constantly trying to hide your visions instead of being honest about them? Promise me you will think about it,” he smiled, giving me a hug.  
 
    “I promise. I don’t know if it will help anything though.”  
 
    Kurt went back to watching his movie while I went upstairs to change my clothes and get started on my homework. I found myself thinking about what Kurt told me downstairs, about not hiding my visions from people anymore. I knew I didn’t want to keep moving where people didn’t know me. I flopped my book back on my bed, propped my pillows up against the headboard, and then scooted to the middle of the bed. I put my phone on my nightstand and stared at it for a minute in hopes a message from Braedon would pop up.  
 
      
 
    ****   
 
      
 
    Emerson was yelling at me that we were going to be late for school, but I didn’t care if I was late or not. “Karsyn! Come on! I want to talk to Allison before school starts,” Emerson yelled through my bedroom door.  
 
    I took one last look in my mirror, even though I didn’t care what I looked like today. I didn’t even put on my makeup and threw my hair up in a crappy looking bun. There was no reason to look good anymore. Braedon hated me, and there was no one else I wanted to be with.  
 
    “What the hell, Karsyn? You look like shit,” Emerson said, raising her eyebrow as she took a long hard look at me.  
 
    “I thought you were wanting to get to school.” I walked down the stairs and out the door.  
 
      
 
      
 
    ****  
 
      
 
    Time seemed to come to a complete standstill once we got to school. The staring and finger-pointing weren’t making things any better either. All I wanted to do at that point was to go home and stay hidden in my room forever.  
 
    I was hoping my last morning class would go slower than normal, but the joke was on me today. When the bell rang, I got up and gathered up my things as slowly as possible without having the teacher ask me if something was wrong. I made my way to the cafeteria, and my heart sank when I turned the last corner and saw the empty space where Braedon used to stand and wait for me. I took a deep breath and opened the cafeteria doors. The minute I stepped inside, all eyes were on me. I eased my way to the salad bar, trying not to make eye contact with anyone. I happened to look up for a second, and my eyes met Braedon’s He was sitting with Tyler and a couple other friends. He looked so good in his button-down shirt and jeans. Before I had a chance to decide what to do next, Braedon was hallway out the cafeteria doors. I turned to leave and caught a glimpse of Sophie, alone at our usual table.  
 
      
 
      
 
    The rest of the week was basically a repeat of Wednesday. Each time I ran into Braedon he would stare at me for a few minutes and then walk out of the cafeteria. On his way out the doors, he would look at me out the corner of his eye as he rushed past. Sophie would sit alone at our table, avoiding me any way she could.  
 
    I was never so glad for the last bell to ring Friday afternoon. I knew Kurt would keep me busy during the weekend so I wouldn’t be able to sit alone in my room, thinking about Braedon.  
 
      
 
    Monday came around quicker than I had hoped it would. I got up a little earlier than I had last week, and even put my makeup on. I grabbed a pair of ripped jeans, a sweater, and ankle boots.  
 
    “You look good today,” Emerson said, walking into my bedroom.  
 
    “Thanks. What are you doing?” I asked, looking at Emerson going through my closet.  
 
    “Can I borrow a shirt for today?”  
 
    “Sure. Not like I have a choice.”  
 
    “Thanks, Karsyn. I will be ready in about ten minutes,” she said, hurrying out the door back to her room.  
 
    I ran my fingers down the picture of me and Rylee taken the last summer we got to spend together, then grabbed my book bag and went downstairs to wait for Emerson. She came out of her bedroom by the time I got to the bottom of the stairs. We didn’t have time for breakfast, so I told her we would get some Starbucks on the way to school. We yelled goodbye to our parents and ran out the door.  
 
    I started clutching the steering wheel the minute I pulled into the school parking lot. I could feel eyes on us as we made our way to a parking space.  
 
    “Allison is headed our way. She wants to walk with us,” Emerson said, sipping on her iced coffee.  
 
    I was glad for Emerson’s sake that her good friend Allison wasn’t scared of me. I didn’t want her to lose any friends on account of me.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Lunchtime was here before I knew it, which meant Braedon would leave the cafeteria the minute I walked through the doors. Each day the walk to the cafeteria got more and more difficult because I knew he wouldn’t be there waiting for me as I made my way around the last corner. I walked into the cafeteria, and I made a quick glance over the room. I was getting better at not making eye contact with anyone. When Tyler’s table caught my eye for longer than a brief second, I noticed Braedon wasn’t with Tyler and the rest of their friends. I slowly walked in the direction of the salad bar, my heart pounding in my chest as I glanced over at Blair’s table in fear. Braedon was with her.  
 
      
 
    ****   
 
      
 
    The rest of the day went by pretty quickly. After the last bell of the day, I managed to slip out one of the side doors to avoid Blair and her friends. It was out of my way, but if it saved me from dealing with her, then it was worth the extra work.  
 
    Emerson was waiting next to the Jeep talking to Allison when I walked up. They both asked me if Allison could come over for a little bit to work on homework. I told them I didn’t care, as long as it was okay with Allison’s parents.  
 
    “Karsyn, don’t worry. I haven’t told my parents about your visions,” Allison said, climbing in the backseat.  
 
    “Thanks, Allison.”  
 
    I enjoyed listening to Emerson and Allison talk about friends, boys, and gossip on the way home. I missed talking to Sophie and Alexina.  
 
      
 
    I didn’t talk much during dinner and went straight upstairs afterward to start on my homework. Homework was about the only thing that kept my mind busy enough so I wouldn’t think about Braedon. I had to face the harsh reality that he wasn’t going to ever forgive me for lying to him.  
 
    “Kurt told me I could go ahead and come up here. I hope that is okay?”  
 
    I sat there, frozen, looking down at my homework scattered on top of my comforter. I slowly raised my head, my hand clutching my mechanical pencil, and glanced over at my door. Braedon was standing there in my doorway in jeans and a hooded sweatshirt.  
 
    “What are you doing here, Braedon?” I turned toward him. I wanted to jump up and give him the biggest kiss. I was really confused as to why he was standing in my doorway, but I didn’t want to bombard him with a lot of questions all at once. I, on the other hand, was about to be faced with endless questions about what I told him last week. What Kurt told me about being honest popped in my mind, and I was going to try and take his advice.  
 
    “I’m sorry for just dropping by like this. Maybe I shouldn’t have come by,” he turned to head out my door.  
 
    “Braedon! Please. Stay.”  
 
    “Are you sure? You must be mad at me for this past week. I didn’t let you explain, and that was wrong of me. Blair had no right to call you out like that, and I told her when she showed up at my house over the weekend.”  
 
    “Mad at you? For what?” I asked, flipping the clip on my pencil. “I figured you hated me for not telling you. I had every intention of telling you, but I got selfish in how it felt to be normal for once.” I put the pencil down before I broke it.  
 
    “Usually when people find out about me, they have a tendency to stay away from me. They will act like I am a complete stranger, or accuse me of murder.” I glanced up at him, waiting for him to go running out of my room and house.  
 
    “Murder? You mean people have tried to accuse you of murder because of your visions?” His eyes furrowed together. “So, who did they accuse you of killing?”  
 
    I pushed myself off the bed and walked over to my bulletin board, decorated with numerous pictures of family and friends. I slid a picture of Rylee out from in between a section of ribbon, which kept it in place on the board. It was a picture I had taken a few weeks before Rylee went missing. We were out enjoying a beautiful spring day. There were a few clouds in the sky that day and the temperature was warm, but not where you started sweating the minute you walked out the door. Rylee had looked toward the river, and when she turned back around to say something to me, I took her picture. It didn’t matter what she was doing. She never took a bad picture.  
 
    I walked over to Braedon, holding the picture close to my heart, running my hand over the back of it. “This was my best friend Rylee Wells,” I stammered as I tried to keep from crying. “I was on trial for her murder almost two years ago.” I laid the picture on my nightstand before the tears could stain the photo.  
 
    Braedon picked up the picture. “You were accused of murdering your best friend? Who would accuse you of such a thing? I know I haven’t known you long, but I do know you could never do anything so vicious.”  
 
    I looked up at him, my cheeks wet from my tears. “You believe that I didn’t do it?”  
 
    “Yes. You could never kill anyone.”  
 
    The touch of his finger as he wiped away my tears sent a wave through me, awakening every nerve in my body. I missed his touch, even though it had only been a week. 
We went downstairs to the living room to talk for a little bit. He mostly asked me questions about the trial. I told him that I tried to help Rylee, but it was too late. People figured I must have done it since I knew where to find her body. They didn’t want to believe that I had visions of death. It was just easier to believe that I killed her. He asked if I was found not guilty. I told him they didn’t have any evidence against me, so they had to drop the case and let me go.  
 
    He sat there not saying much, but I could see by the way he was rubbing the nape of his neck that he was trying to process everything I was telling him.  
 
    “So, what is the real reason that you moved here?” He leaned toward me in his chair.  
 
    “We tried staying in Evansville after the trial, but there were still people that believed I had done it. If I was out with family somewhere, there would always be someone that would harass us and say awful things to me. My parents wanted me to be able to try and live a normal life, so they decided to move to a place where no one had heard of my trial. I tried to block them out, but it only lasted a few weeks.”  
 
    “Can I ask you another question?”  
 
    “Yes.”  
 
    “When did your visions start up again?”  
 
    “They started up at Tyler’s party.” Braedon leaned back, laying the back of his head on the chair. I was waiting for him to get up and bolt out of the house. “I understand if you want to leave now. I wasn’t honest with you from the beginning.”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 15 
 
      
 
    Kurt came into the living room a few hours later to make sure everything was still okay. Braedon asked him to stay in there with us for a while and talk. Braedon asked Kurt questions, and he verified everything that I had told him earlier. Kurt also told him that it was too much for my parents to see me so miserable and that they wanted a fresh start for me. He waited a few minutes, then asked Braedon if he was going to treat me any differently now that he knew the truth. I started playing with my hair, watching them talk about me as if I wasn’t even in the room. Braedon assured him that he was not going anywhere. I wanted to believe him, but deep down, I was scared that he was going to disappear before my eyes. Mom came in a few minutes later to let us know that dinner was about done, and invited Braedon to stay. “We’d love to have you,” she winked at me.  
 
    Mom started to turn to leave the living room when she caught a glimpse of my face and knew something wasn’t right. I went to look up at her, but darkness was enclosing the room. My body went limp, and I could barely make out my mom’s muffled voice call my name. I opened my eyes and I was back in the meadow again. I was past the knotted tree, but still far away from the guy’s shoe. My feet were hidden from the tall grass as I made my way closer. After a few steps, I turned and glanced over my right shoulder toward the knotted tree. I stopped there in the middle between the woman’s boot and the shoe, staring back and forth between the two. Wherever this meadow was, the woman wasn’t alone. I was the only one that could help her, but at a terrible price.  
 
      
 
      
 
    I wasn’t sure if I was strong enough to deal with the judgmental people that didn’t want to know the truth about me.  
 
    I was about to walk closer to the shoe when I heard my mom and Kurt’s faint voices calling my name over and over. I wanted to stay and figure out who the shoe belonged too, but I knew Braedon was probably freaking out. Maybe Kurt was right about me being able to control when my visions happened. I slowly opened my eyes, and I could make out who everyone was, even with them being a little blurry.  
 
    “Karsyn, do you need to go upstairs and rest?” Mom asked, looking down at me.  
 
    “No. I’m fine,” I said, raising up on my elbows. I learned the hard way to sit up slowly after passing out. I looked around to find Braedon and he was nowhere in the room. An exasperated breath escaped through my parted lips as I sank back down to the floor. I knew him staying around was never going to happen. I had to face the fact I was more than likely going to be alone the rest of my life.  
 
    “I got her some juice. I hope that is okay?” Braedon asked, walking in the living room.  
 
    “You’re still here?”  
 
    “Of course, I’m still here. I told you that I wasn’t going anywhere, Karsyn.” He handed me a glass of apple juice.  
 
    “Out of all the juice in the fridge, you grabbed my favorite. How did you know?”  
 
    He smiled, taking my hand to help me sit up. “You told me.”  
 
    I smiled up at him, even though our happiness wasn’t safe yet. I still had to tell him the truth, that someone was about to die, or was already dead in a meadow.  
 
      
 
      
 
    “I’m going to go check on dinner. You are in good hands here,” Mom smiled.  
 
    I reached for Kurt’s hand, but Braedon quickly took my hand before Kurt even had a chance. Kurt glanced down at me, smiling and giving his head a quick tilt toward Braedon. Once he got me on my feet, he placed his arm around my waist and guided me into the kitchen. I was quite capable of walking into the kitchen by myself, but I wasn’t about to argue with him wanting to help me.  
 
     
 
    ****   
 
      
 
    The next morning, I woke up wondering if last night truly happened or if it was all a dream. I rolled over to my right, facing my nightstand, and stared at my phone for a few minutes. Right as I picked up my phone, it buzzed, making me flinch. I watched as my phone bounced off the edge of my nightstand onto my rug. I looked at the back of my phone for a few seconds before leaning down to pick it up. I slid my finger across the screen to wake it up, and there was a notification that I had a message. I opened the message that read…I will see you outside the cafeteria today. Braedon.  
 
    I laid my phone back down on my nightstand and got up to get ready for school. I curled my hair and even put on some makeup. I grabbed my stuff and walked out of my bedroom, yelling for Emerson to be downstairs in 10 minutes. I wanted to get to school and get the day going so I could see Braedon waiting for me outside the cafeteria.  
 
    Braedon was in his normal spot, right outside the cafeteria like he promised. His left shoulder was resting against the wall, while he was looking on his phone. I stood there for a few minutes, staring at him, afraid he was going to vanish into thin air. I started to walk toward him when he happened to glance up, catching my gaze. He gave me one of his brilliant smiles, and for a brief moment, I could believe everything was going to be all right.  
 
    “What’s wrong?” Braedon asked, reaching for my hand.  
 
    “I was afraid you wouldn’t be waiting for me.”  
 
    “Karsyn, I told you last night that I wasn’t going anywhere.” He opened the door for me, then took my hand once we were in the cafeteria. We walked over to see if there was anything he would want for lunch. He took a quick look, wrinkled up his nose, and led me over to the salad bar.  
 
    I took a quick glance around the cafeteria and saw Sophie sitting at our usual table with Alexina. I stood there with my mouth open, trying not to stare in case they happened to look over our way. They seemed to be talking without yelling, which was a good sign. Alexina was sitting directly in front of Sophie, so I really couldn’t make out if they were indeed arguing or not. As I was about to turn to follow Braedon, I couldn’t help but think that maybe my visions were wrong this time.  
 
    “Looks like they are done being mad at one another,” Braedon said, walking up beside me.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Mom was in the kitchen getting ready to start dinner when Emerson and I got home from school. I asked Mom if I could invite Braedon for dinner before I started in about my day.  
 
    “At lunch today, I saw Sophie sitting with Alexina, talking,” I said, getting me a glass from the cabinet.  
 
    “Really? Is everything okay between them now?” She asked, getting skillets and pans out for dinner.  
 
    “I don’t know. I didn’t go over there. They seemed to be talking instead of screaming at one another.” I sat my drink down on the counter. “I am hoping my visions are wrong this time since Alexina was at school today.”  
 
    “I am hoping they are, but we will have to wait and see to make sure,” Mom smiled, getting food out of the refrigerator.  
 
    “Look who I found outside in the driveway?” Kurt said, walking into the kitchen.  
 
    I turned around and saw Braedon standing behind Kurt. Kurt headed for the family room, while Braedon walked over to give me a hug. I buried my head into his shoulder and breathed him in. I wanted to remember what he smelled like because I knew trouble was lurking around the corner for us. I didn’t know how quickly trouble would be arriving.  
 
    We no more than sat down on the loveseat, when the doorbell echoed throughout the house. Kurt got up to go answer the door.  
 
    “Karsyn! You got to help me!” Sophie yelled, flying into the kitchen, her mascara and eyeliner streaked down her face. “I know you probably hate me, and you have every right to. I need your help though. Alexina is in trouble, and I thought you might be able to help. I got this text from her about 30 minutes ago.” She handed me her phone after she unlocked the screen.  
 
      
 
    There on the screen typed in bold letters, were the words…Help me Sophie. 
 
    I stared at the words for a few minutes. I had to try and help Sophie find Alexina. I glanced through the numerous texts that followed from Sophie, asking Alexina where she was.  
 
    “I saw you both sitting together at school today in the cafeteria. What happened between then and now?” I asked, glancing up at Sophie.  
 
    “Karsyn, is she dead?” Sophie asked in between sobs.  
 
    I had to be honest with her. “I don’t know, Sophie. I hope not, though. I am going to tell you something, but you’ve got to promise me you won’t freak out on me. I need you to be open-minded if you want me to help you.”  
 
    She shook her head yes, wiping the tears away with a tissue from the box my mom handed her a few minutes ago.  
 
    “I’ve been having visions on and off for the past couple of weeks. They weren’t consistent there for a while, but they happen two or three times every other day. I don’t know if Alexina is the one in my vision, but I have to do something.”  
 
    “Karsyn! No!” my dad yelled, standing in the doorway to the kitchen. “I won’t let you go through that again. What if by some chance Alexina is dead, and you tell them where they can find her? They are going to arrest you and try to convict you of murder. I can’t stand by and watch my daughter go through that again. I’m sorry, Karsyn, but I have to put my foot down this time.”  
 
    “Murder?” Sophie whispered, her eye wide. “What is your dad talking about? Who said you murdered anyone?”  
 
      
 
      
 
    “Karsyn was on trial for her best friend’s murder after she tried to help her,” Braedon said, wrapping his arm around me. “She didn’t do it though. That is why they move here a few months ago. People still thought she had something to do with her best friend’s death.”  
 
    “Oh, Karsyn! I am so sorry. I wouldn’t let you explain the other day. I know I haven’t known you long, but there is no way you could kill someone.” Sophie reached for my hand.  
 
    I watched Sophie’s tears trickle down her already smudged cheeks, and knew I had to help Alexina. I hoped that this time would be different.  
 
    “Dad, I have to help them. You can’t protect me forever. What if Alexina is still alive? Yes, there is a chance she could already be gone. She could also be out there fighting for her life, and I am her only chance. I can’t just sit by and let another friend die.” I said, getting up off the couch.  
 
    “What if your vision isn’t Alexina?” Dad asked, looking over at me.  
 
    “What if it is Alexina and I didn’t help her?”  
 
    Braedon stood up, pulling me closer to him as he wrapped his arms around me.  
 
    “Braedon, this could take all night. I will text you when I’m done,” I said, looking up into his beautiful blue eyes.  
 
    “You honestly don’t think I’m going to let you go alone. I’m going to be there with you. I turned my back on you when you needed me last week at school. That was a real dick move of me, and I’m sorry. I hope you will forgive me one day. I’m not going anywhere. I will be with you every step of the way.” His thumb brushed across my cheek, wiping a tear away.  
 
    I turned to walk around the couch and saw my mom turning the knobs of the stove off.  
 
    “I will clean this up later when we get home,” Mom said, covering up the pans on the stove. She glanced over at Dad, still standing in the doorway with a look that meant he better go upstairs and get ready to leave in a few minutes.  
 
    I knew this look because she used it quite a bit with me and Emerson when we weren’t moving to get ready or clean around the house. Actually, Emerson got the look a lot more here lately.  
 
    Dad turned and was up the stairs within a matter of minutes. He knew not to mess with Mom when she gave her looks. By the time we made it to the door, Dad was walking down the stairs to join us.  
 
    Braedon opened his truck door for me while Kurt held the back passenger door open for Sophie. Mom and Dad got in Mom’s car and were about to back up when Emerson came flying out the front door toward them. I got out of the truck and walked over to my mom’s car. “Emerson, what are you doing?”  
 
    “I’m going with all of you. I don’t want to stay here by myself worrying. Besides, you need all of us right now, Karsyn.” She smiled at me, opening the back door. “Braedon’s waiting on you, and Dad is ready to go too.”  
 
    I closed the door for her and went back over to Braedon’s truck. He pulled out of our driveway, then lifted my hand toward his mouth, brushing his warm lips over the back of it.  
 
    I glanced over my shoulder at Kurt and he gave me one of his reassuring smiles. I looked back toward the front, then over my other shoulder at Sophie, sitting directly behind me. She was trying to clean up the black smudge marks on her cheeks from her mascara, but not having much luck. I faced the front again, and this time a wave of doubt flooded over me. I felt as if someone came up and punched me in my stomach. My stomach began to cramp up, my heart was pounding in my ears. “I can’t do this! I can’t go through all that again. I don’t want to be accused of murder again.”  
 
    “Karsyn, we are going to be with you. You won’t have to go through this alone,” Braedon said, kissing my hand again.  
 
    He held my hand as he followed my dad through town to the police station. I had no idea where the police station was, but I was about to find out. I knew that over the next few weeks/months, I would be spending a lot of time there. I found myself staring at Braedon, and I couldn’t stop either. I still had this terrible fear that he was going to vanish into thin air before my eyes. He had no idea what lied ahead once I told the policed about my visions.  
 
    My parents turned left, and once we made the same turn, I could see the police station at the end of the block. I squeezed Braedon’s hand hard enough that he winced in pain. I eased up a little on my grip, but I tightened it again when he pulled into the parking lot. What made me think I was strong enough to go through this again? And for people, I hadn’t known that long either. I didn’t know if I had the strength to endure all the hatred from people that didn’t know me.  
 
    Braedon got out of the truck, walked around the front of it to my side, and opened the door for me. He held his hand out for me to take, but I was too terrified to move out of the truck.  
 
    “Karsyn, we are going to be right there with you. If we can’t be in the room with you, then we will be out in the hall waiting for you. We aren’t going anywhere,” Braedon said, smiling.  
 
    “Braedon’s right, Karsyn. You know I’m definitely not going anywhere,” Kurt smiled, standing next to Braedon. “I know you are scared, but the longer you sit here in the truck, the less time you could be in there helping find Alexina.”  
 
    Kurt was right, but it didn’t change the fact I was scared out of my mind. I took Braedon’s hand and slid out of the passenger seat, my feet landing in front of his. He pulled me closer to him, and Kurt closed the door behind me. Sophie stepped closer to me and wrapped her arm around mine as we made our way to the front of the station. I could see Mom, Dad, and Emerson waiting in the lobby through the glass doors, and the minute Kurt opened the door, my knees buckled underneath me. Kurt caught me before I hit the floor. He lifted me up and kept me close to his side. Braedon moved to the other side of me and kept whispering in my ear that he wasn’t going anywhere and that he would be with me no matter what happened. Mom and Dad walked up to us, and I could see Mom’s hands trembling. How could I put my family through this again?  
 
    Sophie went with me through the metal detector up to the thick glass window to talk to the officer that was sitting at the high desk, looking at the computer screen. He looked to be older than my parents, maybe in his mid to late ‘40s, heavyset, with a receding hairline. “Can I help you, young ladies?” His voice was deep and raspy.  
 
    “Um, I’m Sophie Grey and this is my friend Karsyn Alexander. We would like to talk to Detective Alvarez if he’s here.”  
 
    “May I ask what this is about?” the officer asked.  
 
    “Could you tell him Sophie Grey is here to talk to him about Alexina Mayer?” 
 
    I watched the officer slide off his stool and disappear behind a wall. I turned to look at my parents, Braedon, and Kurt, then past them at the double glass doors. All I could think about was running out the doors, and never looking back. The longer I stood there waiting with Sophie to talk to the detective, the louder my heart pounded, making it hard to hear everyone around me. About ten minutes later, the officer appeared from behind the wall and sat on his stool again.  
 
    “Detective Alvarez will be with you in a few minutes. He’s on the phone at the moment.” 
 
    “Karsyn, are you okay? You look pale, except your cheeks are red,” Sophie asked.  
 
    No. I wasn’t okay. I was about to unleash my worst nightmare on myself. I stood there, looking around the room at everyone. My breathing had become faster and my stomach was in knots. I turned to make a mad dash out the doors, but I ran into Kurt and Braedon.  
 
    “Karsyn, if you really want to leave, we will, but I know you would never forgive yourself if you were able to help and you chose not to,” Kurt said, looking down at me. “Do you still want to leave?”  
 
    I stared up at him, then glanced over at Braedon. Kurt knew me better than anyone, and he was right about the fact I would never be able to forgive myself. I turned back around to walk back to Sophie when another police officer walked up to the window. I assumed it was Detective Alvarez by the way he was asking Sophie how things were going at home. He wasn’t dressed in a police uniform, but black dress slacks, a blue button-down shirt, and a blue and black tie. He had coal black hair, with a few stray white hairs.  
 
    “Detective Alvarez, this is my friend Karsyn Alexander. We wanted to talk to you about Alexina if you have a few minutes.”  
 
    “Sure. I can let you both in.”  
 
    “Can her family come in with her?” Sophie asked, pointing over to them. “She’s going to need them close to her.”  
 
    He looked at me, then over my shoulder at them standing by the door. “I’m not allowed to let everyone come back, but she can bring one extra person with her.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    I looked back at my parents standing next to one another, my dad’s arm around my mom.  
 
    I couldn’t choose just one of them to go back with me. I needed everyone to be with me back there. I walked over to my parents, gave them each a hug, and told them that I wanted Kurt to go back with me. Not that I didn’t want either of them to be with me, but I could tell they needed each other right now. They were scared for me. Scared that I was going to have to face another trial for something I didn’t do and listen to the things people would say to me when I was out in public. I gave Braedon a quick kiss before walking back over to Sophie.  
 
    Detective Alvarez opened the door for us. Sophie went in first, followed by Kurt. I paused in the doorway and turned around to look back at my parents. My mom was leaning into my dad’s chest, her body shaking, tears streaming down her face. I smiled at them in hopes it might calm their fears a little bit, even though I was terrified of what the next few hours held.  
 
    The door closed behind me, and I took a few steps before turning around again to look at my parents through the small rectangle window.  
 
    We walked down the hall a few more feet and turned left into a huge room full of desks strategically placed throughout. Most of the desks were empty, while others were occupied with either police uniforms or suits.  
 
    We zig-zagged through the desks across the room to a glassed-in office. Detective Alvarez opened the door and told us to have a seat while he went and got an extra chair for Kurt. He was back within a few minutes with another black chair.  
 
    “Sophie, I thought you said Alexina messaged you the other day saying she was at a friend’s house,” Detective Alvarez said, sitting down in his chair behind the desk.  
 
      
 
      
 
    She scooted closer to the edge of her chair, so she was up against his desk. “She did message me the other night. She showed up to school today even, and then I got this message from her an hour ago.” She handed over her phone to him. He looked down at her phone, then back up at us, then handed her phone back to her.  
 
    “Do you have any evidence that she is in trouble besides the text from her, Sophie?”  
 
    “Yes and no. That is why my friend Karsyn is with me. I think she will be able to help you find Alexina before it is too late.” Sophie turned and smiled at me.  
 
    “What kind of information?”  
 
    “She has these visions. They are visions of people’s deaths.” 
 
    “What? He got up and walked around to the corner of his desk and sat on the edge of it, crossing his arms. “You mean to tell me you came all the way down here to tell me your friend had a vision of someone’s death?”  
 
    “Not just anyone. She thinks it’s Alexina in the vision. I know you don’t believe me, but I’m telling you the truth.”  
 
    “Sophie, I am too busy to sit here and listen to you ramble on about your friend’s visions.”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Chapter 16 
 
      
 
    Sophie sat there with her mouth open in disbelief. He didn’t even want to hear anything she had to say or to talk to me. I would be lying if I said I wasn’t relieved that he didn’t want to talk to me. Then again, I knew I was the only one that could help Alexina. Sophie and Kurt got up and started to walk out of his office. They turned around to wait for me. I was still in my seat starting at the back of his computer, not able to move away from it.  
 
    “Karsyn, are you coming?” Sophie asked from the doorway.  
 
    I looked up at Detective Alvarez. “You don’t believe us, do you?”  
 
    “Why should I believe a bunch of teenagers? She’s probably playing a trick on all of you.”  
 
    I got up from the chair, standing next to the detective. “What if I could give you proof that what Sophie told you about me is true, and that you are wasting time when you could be out there looking for Alexina? How do you think her parents would feel if something happened to her and you refused to listen to us?”  
 
    “What kind of proof can you give me?”  
 
    “Karsyn, come on. He obviously doesn’t want to hear anything you have to say,” Kurt snapped. “You are wasting your time with him.”  
 
    I moved closer to the detective and told him to look up my name after we left the station. I told him once he looked up my name, to click on the link about the murder trial. I could tell what I just told him didn’t register with him by his tight-lipped frown.  
 
    Kurt took my hand and led me out of the office and through the maze of desks to get to the main hallway. I was rather shocked that the detective wasn’t curious at all and just blew us off. Mom and Dad couldn’t believe we were leaving so soon. I told them what happened about the detective not wanting to listen to Sophie or having any interest in the fact I have visions of death. Mom walked with me and Braedon to his truck, while Kurt and Sophie trailed a few steps behind us. I made sure Dad was out of listening range when I told her about telling the detective to look up my name on the internet. Mom stopped in the middle of the entrance to the police station parking lot and turned to look at me, her eyes wide. “Why in the hell did you tell him to look up your name?”  
 
    “Mom, I told him because he didn’t believe a word Sophie said. He wanted proof that we were telling the truth. Alexina is out there and I could be her only chance.” I turned to catch up with Braedon who was a few steps away from the truck. I had to help Alexina, even if my parents didn’t agree with my decision. Maybe I wasn’t supposed to be like every other 18-year-old girl out there. Then again, being normal had its perks too. People will always talk about other people, but it wouldn’t be out of fear. I was tired of people being afraid of me after they found out that I had visions.  
 
    “So, he didn’t want to hear anything Sophie had to say?” Braedon asked, opening the truck door for me.  
 
    “No. He told us that she was probably playing a trick on us.”  
 
      
 
    Instead of going home, we all went to Downtown mall to get something to eat. I was rather glad to be going out as a group, especially with Braedon and Sophie joining us. We all decided on a local burger place for dinner and prayed we wouldn’t run into anyone that could create problems for me. It was a popular place for kids from school to get a great burger. We walked in and I immediately spotted Blair’s friend Olivia, but I didn’t see Blair anywhere around. Braedon looked over in the direction I was staring and saw her a few seconds later. “Karsyn, we can go eat somewhere else if you want.”  
 
    “No. I’m not going to let people run me off.”  
 
    “You know the minute she sees you, she’s going to message Blair and let her know you are here,” Sophie said after she saw who we were looking at. 
 
    “Let her text Blair. I’m not afraid of her.”  
 
    Braedon reached for my hand right as we walked past Olivia and a few of her friends. I glanced back over my shoulder and saw her fingers clicking the screen on her phone. I knew she was texting Blair that I was there with Braedon. I knew without a doubt she would confront us tomorrow at school. I wasn’t worried about her anymore.  
 
      
 
    ****   
 
      
 
    “Karsyn, are you awake?” Mom asked through my closed door.  
 
    “Yeah, I’m up,” I said, pulling back my comforter.  
 
    Mom cracked open the door enough to stick her head through. “Do you want me to make you something for breakfast, or just some fruit?”  
 
      
 
    “Fruit is fine. Mom, can I ask you something?” I stared down at my phone.  
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “Last night really happened, didn’t it?”  
 
    “What do you mean? I’m not understanding what you are asking.” She stepped into my room. “Are you okay?”  
 
    “Yeah. Braedon was really here last night, right?”  
 
    “Yes, and so was Sophie. Your friends aren’t going anywhere, Karsyn. Get ready. I’m going to the kitchen to get your fruit in a bowl for you.”  
 
    “Thanks. Hey, Mom!”  
 
    “What?”  
 
    “Is Kurt going to be here when I get home from school?”  
 
    “Yes. He told me last night he wants to stay for a while, to make sure everything is okay before he heads home. Get ready.” She smiled.  
 
      
 
    ****  
 
      
 
    I walked out of class, taking a deep breath as I made my way down the hall and around the corner to the cafeteria. I knew what the text read at home, but I was still scared that he wouldn’t be by the door waiting for me. Right as I was about to turn the corner, I heard my name being yelled from behind me. I turned around and saw Sophie walking as fast as she could without running, trying to catch up with me. She was pushing her way through the hall, then proceeded to yell at a girl who tried to start something with her. “Karsyn! Wait up!” she yelled a few feet away from me.  
 
    “Hey, Sophie. I thought you were mad at me.”  
 
    “Why would I be mad at you? I told you, I’m going to stay your friend. Besides, you helped me with my stepmom. I am glad to say Dad is supposed to be filing for divorce before the end of the week.”  
 
    “Good. What she did to you was not right at all. I figured you would be mad because Detective Alvarez didn’t want to hear what you had to say about me, and I wasn’t able to help Alexina.”  
 
    “That isn’t your fault, Karsyn. He didn’t want to listen to us. I was thinking last night when I got home. I will tell you more about it once we get to the cafeteria,” she said, wrapping her arm around mine.  
 
    It was beginning to feel normal again, but I knew it wasn’t going to last for long. Normal was forbidden in my life. All my worries vanished for a few minutes when we turned the corner and I saw Braedon leaning against the wall by the doors, waiting for me. He looked so good in his khakis, tight burgundy polo. He was looking at his phone, not paying attention to the people walking past him. He knew when I was close because he glanced up and smiled. His smile made me melt, and for a brief minute, I was able to forget all that had happened the past few days.  
 
    He reached for my hand and led me through the doors. We were a few feet away from the lunch line, and kids were staring and whispering. He squeezed my hand gently and pulled me closer to him. I felt safe next to him, and I knew he wouldn’t let Blair say anything to me. I tried to let go of his hand to head over to the salad bar, but he kept the firm, gentle grasp on my hand.  
 
    “Braedon, I’m going to the salad bar to get something to eat.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    “Well, I know Blair is waiting for you to walk away from me. I’m not going to give her that opportunity. She’s going to have to face me as well.” He looked around, then gave me a quick kiss before any of the teachers saw it. We walked through the lunch line together, then went over to the salad bar. Sophie was already over at a table waiting for us, out of hearing range. “Have you talked to Tyler since the argument between him and Sophie?”  
 
    “I talked to him yesterday, but not since then. Now, that you mention it, I haven’t seen him at school,” he said, scanning the cafeteria. “I will send him a text once we sit down at the table.”  
 
    He took my plate of salad and carried it over to the table. I sat in between Sophie and Braedon. Just as Braedon predicted earlier, Blair was standing in front of me on the other side of the table within ten minutes of sitting down. She had on a tight, cream-colored sweater, ripped jeans. I slowly looked up to find her staring at Braedon. She tossed part of her hair behind her shoulder, following his every move. When she saw that I noticed she was staring at Braedon, she glanced over, giving me the stink eye. I tilted my head about to say something when Braedon jumped in.  
 
    “You seriously can’t get it through your fuckin head? I don’t want anything to do with you, Blair! Stop bothering us! Take your trampy ass back over to your group of friends. They look lost without you.  
 
    “I didn’t get a chance to tell you everything last week, Braedon. I thought you would want to know that your little girlfriend is a murderer.”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “The trial was dropped, Blair. There wasn’t any evidence against Karsyn, so they had to drop the charges. Is there anything else you want to add?” He leaned closer to me.  
 
    “You know?”  
 
    “Yes. Are you shocked?” Braedon said, with a smile across his face.  
 
    I couldn’t take it anymore and had to look up at Blair to find her standing there with her mouth wide open. She glanced down at me, pressing her lips together. “Don’t tell me you believe her? They never found the killer. She got away with murder and you are defending her!”  
 
    “Yes! I do believe her. She doesn’t try to tear people down to make herself feel better. She told me everything, and her cousin backed up her story. If you are wondering, yes, I looked up her name too. I’m going to tell you one more time. Blair, leave us the hell alone! I’m with Karsyn, and nothing you say is going to change that fact. Go find another guy to torture and make miserable.” Braedon glared up at her.  
 
    She stood there for a few minutes, glaring at me before she finally turned around and went back over to her troll friends. I sat there smiling at Braedon, while he took a drink of water. For the first time, I wasn’t scared of losing him because of what someone told him about me. Maybe Kurt had been right this whole time about being honest with people. How can they like me for who I am if I am always trying to hide who I truly am? Braedon took my hand in his, kissing the back of it.  
 
    I was about to start talking to Braedon when I remembered that Sophie wanted to talk to me about something. “Sophie, I’m sorry. You wanted to talk to me?”  
 
    “Huh?” She looked up from her phone. “Oh yeah! I got so wrapped up in Braedon telling off Blair that I almost forgot. By the way, nice work! I couldn’t have said it better.” She smiled at Braedon. “Anyway, I wanted to talk to you about something, but we are running out of time because of Stupid Bitch. Do you have anything after school?” 
 
    “I was going to go home and see Kurt for a little bit before my parents get home. Why?”  
 
    “Bring him too. Pick him up after school, then meet me at the Starbucks down the road. We can sit and talk. Braedon you come too. I have an idea since the police don’t want to help us.”  
 
    “Sophie, what do you have in mind?” I asked, glancing back and forth between both of them. I could see Braedon was confused too. Sophie’s phone buzzed in her hand, which meant she would be distracted for a few minutes. I whispered to Braedon if he had any idea what Sophie was up too, and all he could do was shrug his shoulders at me. I wasn’t in the mood for Sophie’s wild, crazy ideas. Sophie continued to mess with her phone, while Braedon and I picked at our lunches and talked about this weekend. I was still scared to make any plans with him in fear he would go home and wake up tomorrow, realizing he didn’t want to deal with me and my crazy life.  
 
      
 
    ****   
 
      
 
    Emerson was waiting by the Jeep for me after school. I told her I had to run her home real quick and pick up Kurt. All the way home, she begged me to take her with us to Starbucks. Reluctantly, I gave in to her incessant begging when we pulled into our driveway. She ran inside to put her stuff in her room and get Kurt for me. Ten minutes later, they walked out of the house, laughing and playing around. Kurt got in the front seat, while Emerson got in behind him.  
 
      
 
    “Emerson said something about going to Starbucks. Why are we going there?” Kurt asked, fastening his seatbelt.  
 
    “We are meeting Sophie and Braedon there. Sophie wants to talk to us about something since the police didn’t want to help us,” I said, pulling out of the driveway. Kurt and I talked about what it could be that she wanted to talk about, but we came up with nothing.  
 
    Sophie was in her car waiting for us when we pulled into the parking lot. By the time I was out of the Jeep, Sophie was standing next to the entrance, twisting her curly hair between her fingers, while looking at her phone as usual.  
 
    “Hey, Karsyn. Where’s Braedon?” Sophie asked.  
 
    “He texted me a few minutes ago that he was on his way.” I turned to look back at the entrance, and I saw his truck coming up. “He’s pulling in now. What do you want to talk to us about?”  
 
    “I will tell you once we get our drinks and sit down at one of the tables. It’s nothing bad if that’s what you are worried about. You might actually agree with me once you hear my idea. Come on, I’m dying for an iced coffee,” she said, opening the door.  
 
    “Sorry, I’m late,” Braedon said, holding the door open for me. “I made a quick stop by Tyler’s house to see why he wasn’t at school today.” 
 
    “You aren’t late. We just got here right before you pulled in the parking lot. Sophie is already inside getting her drink and a table. I am really curious about why she wants to talk to all of us. I hope Tyler is okay.” 
 
    “He should be back to school tomorrow. He’s getting over being sick.” 
 
    Sophie, Emerson, and Kurt had their drinks and were seated at a table in the far corner. We got our drinks and joined them at the table. I was worried about what she had to talk to us about, seeing she picked the farthest table away from other customers. I asked her what she wanted to talk to us about before I could even set my drink down on the table. She looked around Starbucks at the rest of the customers in there with us. I didn’t know why she was scoping the place out. People were either sitting alone, working on their laptops or in a group talking. I’m sure sitting and eavesdropping on a bunch of teenagers was the last thing they wanted to do. She took another look around, then took a drink of her iced coffee.  
 
    “Sophie!” I whispered through gritted teeth.  
 
    “Have some patience.” She giggled. “I went home and did something last night, and I think I have a plan.”  
 
    “Plan?” I asked.  
 
    “Well, maybe not a plan, but it is a definite idea.” She took another drink and went on to explain. She figured since the police didn’t want to listen to anything she had to say about me, then it was up to us to help Alexina before it was too late. She talked about how I mentioned my visions happen before the person’s death, and that maybe it hadn’t happened yet.  
 
    “What are you talking about, Sophie?” I grasped my drink in my hands.  
 
    “I’m getting there. Patience.”  
 
    I glanced over at Braedon, trying to keep calm. He wrapped his arm around me, caressing my arm.  
 
    She took another drink and asked where she left off.  
 
    “Sophie!” I practically yelled this time.  
 
    She went back to explaining that maybe Alexina was still alive and that maybe we could show up before her death happened. We could save her that way. We just had to figure out where it happened. I couldn’t believe that came out of her mouth, or the fact I was still sitting there listening to her. I knew it was such a bad idea, and that it would never work. I tried that with Rylee, and next thing I knew, I was sitting in court being accused of her murder. The only thing I could do was sit there and shake my head no. Sophie kept on talking about her idea, not even realizing I was sitting there shaking my head. I didn’t want to be rude by getting up and leaving, but I didn’t want any part of this idea. They wouldn’t be the ones on trial for murder. I took a couple of drinks of my iced coffee to prevent from saying her idea was bad. They wouldn’t be the ones being questioned by police, or have to deal with the hell it would put my family through again. Before I was able to stop myself, I was up and halfway out the door.  
 
    “Karsyn, where are you going?” Braedon asked, trying to beat me to the door.  
 
    “Were you not listening to her?”  
 
    “Yeah, I heard what she was saying. What if she’s right though? I mean we just have to figure out the place, and you are the one with the answers.”  
 
    “That’s the thing. I’m the one with the answers. Maybe I’m not supposed to have the answers. I can’t always swoop in and save the day. I tried that with Rylee, and I told you where it landed me. I can’t go through that again. I know that makes me sound like a bitch, but she has no idea what she’s asking me to do. All of you won’t be the one who gets interrogated by the police, then to have them not believe you.”  
 
    He didn’t say anything. He wrapped his arms around me and whispered in my ear. “You’re an amazing girl. I love you, Karsyn.”  
 
    I tilted my head back a little so I could look up into his beautiful blue eyes. “What did you say?” I whispered.  
 
    He smiled down at me. “I love you.” He leaned down and kissed my forehead. “Do you want me to take you home, and Kurt can drive your Jeep home later?” 
 
    I don’t know what came over me, but I took his hand and walked back over to the table. 
 
    “Karsyn, I can take you home,” Braedon said again, as we sat back down.  
 
    “I know, but I want to stay.”  
 
    “I’m sorry, Karsyn. I didn’t mean to upset you,” Sophie lowered her head.  
 
    I didn’t know if I would be able to help them, but I couldn’t turn my back on them either. I had a feeling I was about to unleash a lot of trouble for myself, but I knew I could handle it with Braedon and everyone else by my side.  
 
    Sophie asked me the “Million Dollar Question,” if I knew where Alexina’s body was supposed to be. I again had to remind her that I hadn’t seen Alexina’s face in the vision so it may not be her. I told her I had several visions about a particular place, but I didn’t know where to find it. I told them that it was in a meadow that I had never been to before. I told them the first visions there were white wildflowers all throughout the meadow and a knotted tree, then the rest of them there were no flowers. Sophie and Braedon looked at each other, then tried to figure out if they knew of any place like that around here. Sophie asked if there was anything else about the meadow beside the flowers and distorted tree. I told her the flowers were replaced by high grass or weeds. She immediately reached for her phone and started to search for places close by that could have a meadow like I described to them. Kurt reached for my hand and smiled. He knew I was on the verge of a major anxiety attack with everything going on. 
 
    “I’m sorry, but I need to get Emerson home. I’m sorry I couldn’t be more help,” I sighed.  
 
    “Karsyn, it took a lot of courage to tell us details about the location. I’m going to go home and get on my laptop and see what I can find. Hopefully, something will pop up before it’s too late,” Sophie smiled. “I will text you later tonight.”  
 
    Braedon walked me to the Jeep and told me he would be over in a little bit after he went by his house for a minute. I meant what I said earlier, Karsyn. I love you.”  
 
    “I love you too. I will see you in a little bit,” I smiled.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 17 
 
      
 
    By the time we got home, Mom and Dad were already home. There was no way I was going to tell them about Sophie’s wild idea. They would for sure pack us up and leave tomorrow morning without a warning. I told Emerson to not say a word to Mom and Dad about talking to Sophie at Starbucks after school. We opened the front door, and let them know we were home. Of course, Mom was in the kitchen fixing dinner, and Dad was over on the loveseat watching TV.  
 
    “Where did you all go earlier?” Mom asked, putting what looked like chicken pot pie in the oven.  
 
    “We went to Starbucks for a little bit with Braedon. He’s going to come over in a little bit. I hope you don’t mind. He wants to come over and spend some time with me,” I smiled.  
 
    “No, we don’t mind if he comes over for a little bit. Dinner will be ready in about 45 minutes,” Mom said, walking around the couch and sitting next to Dad on the loveseat. I grabbed my drink and went upstairs to my room to get started on what little homework I had before Braedon got there. I sat my drink on my nightstand before flopping my book bag on my bed. Right as I got up on the bed and got situated to get to work on my homework, Kurt pried open the door enough to barely stick his head through it. “Sorry, to bother you. Do you care if I come in and sit with you?
 I moved my stuff over to the other side of me and scooted over enough to give Kurt some more room on the bed. “You don’t ever have to ask me if you can come in and sit with me.”  
 
      
 
    He closed the door behind him and sat beside me on the bed. I gave him one of my big fluffy pillows to put behind him, so he wasn’t leaning against the hard headboard. “I couldn’t believe Sophie at Starbucks today. Surely, you aren’t going to go along with her stupid ass idea?”  
 
    I looked down at my books and laptop on the bed. I was scared that it was going to happen all over again, but if Braedon and Sophie stuck by me, then I was pretty positive I could handle anything. “I want to help Alexina if I can, but then again, I am still terrified of what people will say about me. That I had something to do with her disappearance since I knew where to find her. That is if we find her alive. If we find her dead, I will be accused of murder again.”  
 
    “I don’t want to see you go through that hell again, Karsyn. I know you are my cousin, but you are also my best friend.” He wrapped his arm around me, pulling me closer to him. “Are you going to tell Aunt Jenna and Uncle Stephen? You know what will happen if they find out what you are planning to do. They will pack you all up and move far away. I don’t think you want to leave Braedon. I know this is going against what I told you the other night when I got here, but I don’t know if you should go along with her idea.”  
 
    I looked up at him and laid my head back down on his shoulder. He was right though. I didn’t want to leave Braedon, and especially since he told me he loved me.  
 
    The doorbell rang right as I put my books back in my book bag, ready for school in the morning. Mom yelled for me from the bottom of the stairs that Braedon was here. I ran down the stairs and jumped into his arms. “I missed you.”  
 
    “You just saw me a little bit ago, but I missed you too.” He let me slide slowly out of his arms onto the floor. I took his hand and led him into the family room where Kurt and Dad were getting ready to watch an action movie. Mom was in the kitchen, finishing up dinner. I looked over at Braedon sitting on the couch, talking to Dad and Kurt, and I couldn’t help but smile despite the nightmare that was awaiting me.  
 
      
 
    ****  
 
      
 
    The next few days Sophie didn’t bring up her idea, probably because she knew I thought it was bad on so many levels. I knew she wanted to help her best friend despite what Alexina did at the party. She had no idea what she tried to ask me to do, or the anguish it would put my family through to sit there unable to help me.  
 
    I just wanted to concentrate on me and Braedon, but I knew that would never be possible. Someone’s death would always be waiting for me to see it, no matter how hard I tried to block the visions. I haven’t had a vision in the last few days, and I found myself daring to hope that maybe this time was going to be different.  
 
    Friday morning came quick, even with the hellish week that felt like it drug on forever. I looked in the mirror and was relieved to see that my dark circles were starting to become a distant memory. I went to the bathroom to take a quick shower before school. I managed to get my shower done without hearing Emerson bang on the door, telling me to hurry up. I went back to my bedroom to get dressed and fix my hair. I picked a pair of ripped jeans, a pink cowl neck sweater, and a pair of brown ankle boots.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Sophie was waiting for me when I walked out of the last class before lunch. Her curly hair was hanging down around her face, while she looked on her phone. “Did you think any more about what we talked about the other day?”  
 
    “I am going to be honest, Sophie. I didn’t get much time to think about anything. Aren’t the police looking for her by now?”  
 
    “Yeah. They started looking for her the other day, but they don’t know where she is or if she is even alive. We need to do something fast before we run out of time. Do we still have time?” She asked, glancing over at me.  
 
    “I don’t know. I really don’t know.” I lowered my head as we made our way to the cafeteria. I knew Braedon would be waiting for me, and to be honest, I wasn’t even nervous about having to deal with Blair. In fact, I was kind of hoping she would try to start shit with me because I wanted to say something this time instead of Braedon. We walked into the cafeteria together, and then we split up long enough to get our lunches. Braedon went through the lunch line while Sophie and I got salads.  
 
    “You look amazing today,” Braedon whispered in my ear, from behind me.  
 
    “Thank you,” I looked over my shoulder and smiled at him. He placed his right hand on the small of my back as we made our way to the table. Again, I found myself between Sophie and Braedon, which was fine with me. I thought we would be able to sit and enjoy our lunches like normal seniors, but I was wrong again. Fifteen minutes into our lunch, I was paged to the office. I looked at Braedon and Sophie as I got up from my seat. I grabbed my plate, and pieces of lettuce skipped across the plate onto the table. Braedon looked down at the lettuce on the table and took the plate out of my hand. “Do you want me to go with you?” he asked, getting up from his chair.  
 
    “Yes.”  
 
    Braedon put my plate on his tray and took them over to the window for trays and dishes. I was gathering up my stuff when he picked up my stuff in his left hand, holding my hand in his. We made our way out of the cafeteria and down the hall toward the office to see why they paged me. We tried to walk as slowly as we could, but the secretary came looking for us. She told me I had to hurry up and get to the office. I looked through the big window of the office and saw Detective Alvarez standing next to the front desk. I squeezed Braedon’s hand as we walked through the office door. Braedon didn’t let go of my hand while we stood there in awkward silence in front of the detective.  
 
    “Miss Alexander. I’m here to escort you to the police station for questioning,” Detective Alvarez said.  
 
    “What did she do wrong?” Braedon asked, stepping in front of me.  
 
    “Nothing.”  
 
    “If she did nothing wrong, then why does she need to go with you?”  
 
    “We just want to ask her some questions.”   
 
    “Miss Alexander, would you please come with us?” Detective Alvarez said, holding the door open.  
 
    “Braedon, could you go to the house and let Kurt know? I don’t want my parents to know about this.”  
 
    I walked out of the office with Detective Alvarez and who I assumed was his partner. The detective opened the entrance door for me, then opened the squad car door for me too. I climbed in and scooted over behind the passenger seat as Detective Alvarez sat in the driver’s seat. I didn’t want to say anything to either of them until I got to the police station. Then again, I had done nothing wrong. I tried to figure out why I was being taken in for questioning unless it was about what he found on the internet about me.  
 
    We all sat in uncomfortable silence on the way to the station, while the beating of my heart echoed in my ears. If they had said something, I wouldn’t have been able to hear them. We arrived at the station about fifteen minutes later, and his partner opened the door for me. They walked on each side of me as we entered the station. The officer behind the window buzzed us in through the same door I went through the other day with Sophie. It wasn’t the same officer, this one was younger and quite a bit thinner with a lot more hair.  
 
    They escorted me into a room with a table and a couple of chairs. I looked around the bare eggshell colored walls and instantly felt like I was back in Evansville, being questioned about Rylee’s death all over again.  
 
    Detective Alvarez pulled out a chair and motioned for me to sit down, while they sat on the other side of the table. I sat there, gazing back and forth between Detective Alvarez and his partner who seemed to be a lot younger. His partner was probably in his late ‘20s if I had to guess. His hair was dark red and buzzed on the sides and back. The top was a little longer and spiked up in the front. He was more muscular by the way his suit jacket hugged his biceps.  
 
    “Miss Alexander, we wanted to ask you questions about your best friend’s murder almost two years ago,” Detective Alvarez asked.  
 
    “Do I need a lawyer?” I stammered the words.  
 
    Detective Alvarez looked at me from across the table. “No. We just wanted to ask you some questions.”  
 
    “They why did you take me from school? I thought you couldn’t take me into custody without a reason.” I glared back at him.  
 
    “You are right, but I knew you wouldn’t come in on your own. So, I thought I would go and get you. Trust me, I can get away with it.”  
 
    I looked at both detectives, then asked if I could get a bottle of water. Alvarez’s partner got up to go get it and was back within a few minutes. I was trying to stall as long as possible, but I know they would eventually catch on. I wasn’t going to give up any information voluntary; I was going to make them work for it.  
 
    “Miss Alexander, there’s quite a bit of information about you on the internet. I looked up your name after you left the other night. You were on trial for your best friend’s murder, but the charges were dropped mid-trial. Why were they dropped? How did you convince the jury you were innocent?” he asked as he motioned his partner to head out of the room. “How did you get away with it?”  
 
    “Maybe I should call my parents to get me a lawyer. It sounds like you are trying to accuse me of her death.” I stared icily at him. 
 
    “I told you, you are not under arrest, and I’m not trying to get you for your best friend’s death. I want to know how you were the only one that knew where her body was. Only the killer would have that kind of information.”  
 
    “See, there you go again! You are definitely trying to accuse me of her murder. Why should I tell you anything? Sophie tried to talk to you the other night, but you didn’t want to hear any of it. In fact, I distinctly remember you saying she was probably playing a trick on us.”  
 
    He sat there staring at me for a few minutes before he got up and went to lean against the wall to the right of me. He opened his mouth, about to say something, when his partner came back in the room carrying a dark brown folder. He laid the folder on the table in front of me and told me to open it. I glanced up at his partner as he stood next to me, waiting for me to open the folder. I lifted the folder flap enough to peak at the picture of Rylee. I had seen this picture a million times during the trial, and not to mention in my visions. I was sick of seeing it. The picture was of her at the murder scene. Her eyes were part-way opened, her beautiful red hair matted from the blood. I shoved the folder across the table and told them to get that thing away from me.  
 
    “You seem rather upset by what’s in the folder,” his partner said, walking around the table.  
 
    “I know what’s in the folder. I’ve seen that pictured tons of times during the trial and in my head! So, yeah, it does upset me! She was my best friend. The only person who wasn’t related to me that accepted me for who I was,” I sobbed.  
 
      
 
    “In your head. So, you planned everything out before the murder?” His partner slid the folder closer to me once more.  
 
    “NO! I didn’t kill her! What do I have to do to get you two idiots to realize that? I don’t know why you are hounding me about something that I didn’t do. I know you can’t arrest me for her murder. I’m not as dumb as you think I am. Young 18-year-old doesn’t know anything about the world. Well, you are about to be surprised by what I know.”  
 
    “I doubt that you are different from any other girls your age. All you girls care about are boys, shopping, and your phones,” Detective Alvarez said, moving away from the wall.  
 
    “Well, I am about to prove you wrong,” I said with a half-smile.  
 
    “How is that?” his partner asked.  
 
    “Well, I know that you can’t convict me twice for the same thing. That’s called Double Jeopardy, and it’s part of the Fifth Amendment. Most girls my age wouldn’t know that. So, yeah, I am different than most girls. Honestly, you can’t even question me about it.” I tilted my head to the side and crossed my arms as I leaned back in my chair.  
 
    “I see you’ve done your homework. If you didn’t kill her, then how did you know where her body was? Now, Alexina is missing. Did you kill her too?”  
 
    “If you are going to keep badgering me about stuff, then I want a lawyer here!” 
 
    “You won’t need one. We are about done here. We are going to be keeping an eye on you though. I wouldn’t be doing anything stupid. You may have others believing you, but I’m not easily fooled as them.” Detective Alvarez said, gathering up his papers and folder. He walked over to the door and opened it, just as a low boom resounded through the station. He and his partner took off running out the door.  
 
      
 
    I didn’t want to be there when they got back, so I took off out the door and down the hall toward the door that led to the front lobby of the station. The hall seemed to grow in length with each step I made. When I reached the door, I flew through it, almost running past Braedon and Kurt in the lobby.  
 
    I jumped into Braedon’s arms, wrapping my arms around his neck. I didn’t want to let go, but then I saw Sophie on the other side of the desk window. She was standing there in an over-sized sweater and jeans, with her hair up in a bun.  
 
    “What the hell are you doing back there?” My voice bellowed louder than I meant for it too. “Get out of there before you get caught. Are you out of your fuckin mind, Sophie?”  
 
    “She looks cute back there in a way,” Kurt said, laughing.  
 
    “Cute?” I raised my eyebrows, pointing over toward her.  
 
    “Did you guys help her?” I turned back around toward Sophie. In the background, I could see the officer with his back turned, talking to someone. He was about to turn around and see Sophie.  
 
    “Sophie, come on! He’s going to see you standing there. Go that way, and use the door to get to the lobby,” I motioned to her right side. She went to rush out of the area when the police officer turned around and saw her run by. He ran up to the front in a matter of seconds, looking at each one of us.  
 
    “What are you doing back here?” His voice was stern with authority.  
 
    “Who me?” Sophie pointed to herself.  
 
    “Yes, you. What are you doing back here, and you better have a good reason?” 
 
    She looked at him, then over toward us in the lobby, trying to figure out what to do.  
 
    “I am…here to…”  
 
    “You are here for what reason? Other than spending a night in jail, since you want back here so bad.”  
 
    “Well, you see, I have been sent here on behalf of the manufacturer of this desk.”  
 
    “What?”  
 
    I turned toward the entrance to face away from Sophie, trying to keep from laughing. Once I got myself together, and I knew I wasn’t going to bust out laughing at the next thing that was about to come out of her mouth, I turned back around to face her.  
 
    “Yes. I’m here to check the sturdiness of this desk here,” she said, climbing on top of it.  
 
    I stood there with my mouth gaping, staring at her in disbelief of what she had just done. I turned to look at Kurt and Braedon, and they had the same look on their faces.  
 
    “I will let my bosses know that this desk passed the test. It can hold someone long enough to climb to the top of it and over the window,” she said, reaching for one of the guys to help her down. “That concludes my test for the day. You have a great day!” She started pushing us out of the entrance of the police station. I turned to look back through the double glass doors and saw the officer still standing in the same spot, staring at the desk, scratching the side of his head. He looked up right when I started to move away from the doors.  
 
    “Omg, Sophie! What the hell was that? Testing the desk?” I laughed.  
 
    “I know it wasn’t one of my greatest ideas, but it was the only thing I could come up with in a hurry.”  
 
    “Well, I thought it was funny as hell,” Kurt laughed.  
 
    “Don’t encourage her!” I smacked Kurt on his shoulder. “Seriously, though, thank you for trying to get me out of there. It was horrible!” I tried wrapping my arms around all three of them at once. “Can we get out of here? Does anyone know what time is it?” I asked, walking toward Braedon’s truck.  
 
    Sophie grabbed her phone from her back jeans pocket. “It’s almost time for school to let out.”  
 
    Braedon opened the passenger door for me and helped me into his truck, while Kurt opened the door for Sophie. I sat there looking out the passenger window all the way back to the school to get my Jeep and take Emerson home. Sophie leaned up between the front seats, trying to wrap her arms around my neck to give me a hug, but instead came close to elbowing Braedon in the face. “I’m sorry you had to go through that, Karsyn. If you want, I can come by later and we can get something to eat. If you don’t want to leave, we can just stay at your house if you want.”  
 
    “Thanks, Sophie. I might take you up on that offer. Maybe all of us can go get something to eat later,” I said, glancing at Braedon and Kurt.  
 
    “Yeah. That sounds like a great idea. Sophie, meet us at Karsyn’s house and we can go in the truck,” Braedon said, smiling at me as he pulled into the school parking lot.  
 
    “Okay! I will be there around six.” She climbed out of the truck.  
 
    Kurt got out of the truck to give me and Braedon a little privacy before I had to take Emerson home. I sat there quietly in my seat, while I twirled my ring around on the finger. I was still in shock from what happened at the police station. I couldn’t believe they tried to ask if I had anything to do with Alexina’s disappearance. After dealing with the arrogant Detective Alvarez, I knew I had to help Sophie find Alexina and clear my name once again.  
 
    “Are you okay, Karsyn?” Braedon took my hand in his.  
 
    “No. The detective tried to accuse me of having something to do with Alexina’s disappearance.”  
 
    “He did what?” Braedon yelled. “What a dick! I hope you didn’t say anything to him.”  
 
    “I told him if he was going to keep badgering me, then I wanted a lawyer there with me. He told me I didn’t need one, then he and his asshole partner took off running when they heard the big boom.”  
 
    “Are you going to tell your parents about what happened today?” He caressed the side of my face. I melted each and every time he touched my face. I could sit here like this forever.  
 
    “No. I don’t want to upset them more. Besides, I’m 18. They don’t need my parent’s consent to question me like before.”  
 
    “Why did he question you, to begin with?”  
 
    I lowered my head. “He was asking me questions about Rylee’s murder. He was trying to pin me for her murder.”  
 
    “Are you fuckin kidding me?” he screamed. “You didn’t kill her! What a douche!”  
 
    “He can’t put me on trial for her murder, and I let him know that. It shut him up pretty fast, but that is when he started in about Alexina. Do you think there is a chance we could actually find that meadow?”  
 
    “What are you saying, Karsyn? You want to go looking for it? I don’t know if that would be a good idea now. It sounds like the detective wants to charge you with something, and he’s hell-bent on making sure it happens. I don’t know what you went through with Rylee’s murder, but I have a feeling it was pretty bad. I don’t want to see you suffer through something like that again. Just know that I will be with you, and I’m not going anywhere.”  
 
    “Maybe it will help clear my name. Trust me, I’d rather just run away and not deal with any of this, but I can’t hide from who I am. My past will always find me.”  
 
    “Well, I guess we better get searching for this meadow. It has to be close. I will follow you to your house, and we can start searching the internet for local places that fit the description from your vision.”  
 
    I leaned over the console, a couple of inches away from his lips, looking into his baby blue eyes. “You are the best thing that has happened to me in a long time. I love you for wanting to stick with me through this hellish nightmare, but I understand if you want to walk away.”  
 
    “Karsyn, don’t you get it? I’m not going anywhere. I want to be with you, even if that means dealing with the visions of death. It’s not like you are the one killing these people. So, yeah…you aren’t getting rid of me.”  
 
    He got out of the truck, walked around to the passenger door, and helped me out of the truck. He took me in his arms and held me for a few minutes. I buried my head in his chest, breathing in his cologne. We walked over to my Jeep, and within a few minutes, Emerson walked through the side exit with her friends, talking and laughing as they made their way across the parking lot. 
 
    Sometimes, I found myself jealous of Emerson and her life. She never had to deal with the police asking her if she was the one who killed her best friend. She had everything I wanted for myself, but I was happy she didn’t have to deal with seeing people’s deaths.  
 
    “Hey, Karsyn! I texted Mom earlier about going over to Allison’s house to stay the night. She said it was fine, but she wanted to know if you could take me over there. She is meeting Dad for dinner so they won’t be home till late. So, can you take me over there as soon as I pack my clothes and stuff?”  
 
    “Yes. Mom and Dad won’t be home for dinner?”  
 
    “No.”  
 
    “Good thing we are going out to eat with Sophie and Kurt later,” Braedon chuckled.  
 
    Braedon gave me a quick kiss, then walked back over to his truck. He followed us to our house and pulled in the driveway behind me, which let me know he was going to drive me and Emerson to her friend’s house. I no sooner unlocked the door when Emerson breezed past me and up the stairs to her room. Kurt walked past and immediately went to the kitchen. Luckily, Emerson was too preoccupied to even ask why Kurt was with Braedon in his truck.  
 
    Braedon followed me into the kitchen, where we found Kurt fixing himself a sandwich. I asked Braedon if he wanted something to drink or a sandwich. I grabbed two bottles and me some grapes. I walked around the island and hopped up on the middle stool so I could be in between Kurt and Braedon. I knew we had at least 20 minutes before Emerson would be ready to go.  
 
    We sat there, eating and talking about where to go and eat tonight. I didn’t want to talk about what happened at the police station with Emerson in the house. She would freak out and go running to Mom and Dad with the information. I knew she would mean well, but I didn’t want Dad going into a state of panic and moving us away. I didn’t want to leave Braedon and Sophie. I finally had a boyfriend and friend who accepted me for who I was without being scared of me. They gave me the greatest gift I could ask for right now…Acceptance. I had to help them find Alexina and pray for the best. I sent Sophie a quick text for her to come over now while we sat waiting for Emerson.  
 
    “Okay, I’m ready to go to Allison’s. Are we taking Braedon’s truck?” Emerson yelled, running down the stairs.  
 
    “We have to wait for Sophie to get here. She should be here in a few minutes.”  
 
    “You knew I was upstairs packing. Now, we have to wait longer,” she sighed, dropping her bag on the kitchen floor.  
 
    “It’s you, Emerson. You take a long time getting ready for anything that isn’t school related. You only get ready early in the morning for the simple fact I won’t yell at you about making us late because you know Mom will be yelling too.”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 18 
 
      
 
    After we dropped Emerson off at Allison’s house, we tried to decide what sounded good to eat before we got too far out of the city. We all decided that Downtown Mall was out of the question because it never failed; we always ran into Blair. I didn’t have it in me to deal with her right now. We made about three-four trips around the city before we finally decided on a pizza place that was located at Downtown Mall. I had to come to terms with the fact that there would always be girls like Blair around, making my life hell. I had to stop living my life in fear of them. Just as we had hoped, the pizza place wasn’t that busy yet for a Friday. Most people were still at work.  
 
    “Are you okay, Karsyn?” Sophie said, sitting across from me in the booth.  
 
    “Yes. It just brought back a lot of memories from Rylee’s trial. Things I didn’t want to ever think about again. When the trial was dismissed, I made myself promise I would only remember the good things about Rylee. Detective Alvarez made me break that promise.”  
 
    “What can we do to help?” Braedon asked, caressing my hand.  
 
    “All of you being here with me is enough. It means a lot to me that I have all of you,” I said, looking at each of them with a smile. I didn’t think I would be doing so well if I didn’t have them here supporting me. I couldn’t have asked for better people to be in my corner. “I did want to talk to all of you about something while we eat.”  
 
    “What did you want to talk to us about?” Sophie said, taking a drink of her sweet tea. I was about to tell them when the server came out with our pizza. She placed it in the middle of the table, then made sure we were doing okay before she walked away.  
 
      
 
    “I wanted to talk to all of you about looking for the meadow. We should have looked for it the other day when Alexina sent you that text. I’m sorry, Sophie. I was being selfish in fear of being treated like an outcast.”  
 
    “Karsyn, you have no reason to apologize. We didn’t understand what you had been through. As far as the meadow, I think it’s a bad idea now, especially after what happened to you today. What happens if by some chance we don’t find her, or worse she’s dead?” she lowered her voice to a whisper, as her eyes welled up with tears.  
 
    “Maybe I am supposed to help her. I don’t think I could live with myself, knowing that I could have helped her and didn’t do anything. I can handle the rest of it because I know all of you will be there for me. My friends and boyfriend left me when Rylee’s trial started and they found out about me. My family, of course, stood by me, but it wasn’t the same. You don’t know what it’s like to have all your friends turn their backs on you.”  
 
    “I have to agree with them on this one, Karsyn. You went through hell during her trial. I don’t want to see you have to go through all that again, friends by your side or not. I love you too much,” Kurt reached for my hand over the pizza.  
 
    I knew I had to help Alexina. My friend was over there fighting for her life, or maybe dead already. We went back to eating pizza, but I tried to study each of their facial expressions to see if I could tell whether they were thinking about what I had talked about. Sophie picked at her pizza, which was a dead giveaway that she was thinking because, for a girl, she could put away some pizza. 
 
    “I don’t want you looking for the meadow alone, Karsyn. I haven’t known you long, but I can tell you are serious about this,” Sophie said.  
 
      
 
    “Thanks, Sophie. It means a lot to me that you want to go with me, but I can’t ask you to risk getting in trouble too.”  
 
    “You don’t think we are going to let you go alone, do you? You going along would make it a lot worse for you than if all of us went together. Besides, you said it yourself, you need us,” she smiled.  
 
    “She’s right, Karsyn,” Braedon said, smiling.  
 
    “Well, you know I’m not going to be left behind,” Kurt said, taking a huge bite of pizza.  
 
    We all pulled our phones out and started searching for parks around the area that might have a meadow of wildflowers in the spring. After about fifteen minutes of searching, we were coming up with nothing except frustration. I knew we were running out of time, and I had nothing to go on. “Maybe we are looking in the wrong place?” I said, glancing up for a few minutes from my phone.  
 
    “What do you mean?” Sophie asked.  
 
    “What if this meadow is close to woods or even mountains? Somewhere that people wouldn’t think about?”  
 
    We were so busy talking that we didn’t notice the server had walked up and laid the check down on the table. Now, we had to worry about the server and if she heard anything about our conversation. I tried to go over what we had said in my head to make sure it was nothing that we didn’t need strangers overhearing.  
 
    I looked around the pizza place and noticed the booths and tables were starting to fill up with high school kids, families, and big groups of people. I gazed around the place, trying not to meet anyone’s gaze in return. “Maybe we should go now,” I said, right as I heard the bell from the entrance. I looked straight ahead of me, watching a guy at the counter with dark hair in a grey suit. I couldn’t see his face, but I knew it was someone that I didn’t know. I went back to talking to everyone when I heard the most dreadful sound off in the distance. I couldn’t force myself to look up.  
 
    “Well, look who we have here. Plotting a death?” Detective Alvarez said.  
 
    I looked up and saw him standing in front of the table with his hands on his hips, showing off the badge that was clipped onto his belt. I turned my head to face Sophie so he wouldn’t see the fright in my eyes. I didn’t want to give him any more power over me, even though he didn’t really have any, to begin with.  
 
    “What do you want, Detective Alvarez?” Sophie asked, glancing up at him. “We haven’t done anything wrong. So, why are you over here? Do I need to get a hold of my dad’s lawyer?”  
 
    I reached for Braedon’s hand under the table and squeezed it hard enough that he winced in pain. Detective Alvarez switched his attention over to Braedon and me, staring down at us. I wasn’t going to give him the satisfaction of letting him know that his standing there was about to send me into a panic attack.  
 
    “You better be careful who you hang around with?” Detective Alvarez said to Braedon.  
 
    “She’s not someone you want to be with, kid.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    “Why do you say that? She’s the sweetest person I know. She doesn’t go around harassing people while they are out having a good time with their friends,” Braedon glared up at him, keeping a hold of my hand. “Sophie, do you have your dad’s lawyer’s number? Why don’t you give him a call and let him know we are being harassed for no reason.”  
 
    Sophie picked up her phone and started looking for his number. I kept my eyes on her, but I could see the detective out the corner of my eye. I snuck a glance over at Kurt, and I could tell he really wanted to say something to Detective Alvarez. I knew if he did say something, it would have bought him a night in jail.  
 
    “I’m going to go for now. I’m going to keep a watchful eye on all of you. Especially you, Miss Alexander,” Detective Alvarez said, turning and walking back over to the counter.  
 
    Our server rushed over to make sure everything was okay the minute he was back over at the counter. She kept apologizing that he bothered us, but I don’t think she knew he was a detective. She told us that she overheard us talking about a meadow earlier, and apologized for eavesdropping on our conversation. “I know where there is a meadow. It is about 50 miles north of here, off I-81. It’s so pretty in the spring though.”  
 
    I couldn’t believe she just told us the possible location of the meadow. I looked at Kurt and I could see it written all over his face, telling me to not go looking for it.  
 
    “You have seen this place?” I asked, looking up at our server.  
 
    “Yes. I go there a lot in the spring with my husband. We like to spend most of the day there. Thank you for coming in today,” she said, turning to go back toward the kitchen.  
 
    I got some money out of my purse, then the others followed my lead. We looked over toward the detective, as we got up from our booth and walked past him without hesitation.  
 
    “Karsyn, are you okay?” Braedon pulled me up in his arms when we got to the truck.  
 
    “I’m fine now. Can we just leave before he comes out here?” I asked, climbing up in the truck. I watched Braedon hurry around the front of the truck and get in. Braedon pulled out of the parking lot right as Detective Alvarez walked out the front door, carrying a pizza to his car.  
 
    “Karsyn, you can’t go looking for that meadow. Sounds like Detective Asshole is going to be watching every move you make,” Sophie said, leaning up between our seats. “I will have my dad call his lawyer in the morning and see what can be done about him harassing you all the time.”  
 
    “No! Don’t tell your Dad. He might not understand and forbid you to be friends with me. Promise me, you won’t tell him,” I turned around and looked at Sophie in the back seat behind Braedon. “Sophie?”  
 
    She looked down at her hands while she played with her purse strap, then she looked out the window. She wouldn’t look me in the eye as she tried to pretend she didn’t hear me.  
 
    “Sophie? You didn’t tell your Dad, did you?”  
 
    She whispered, looking out the window. “I may have told him.”  
 
    “Sophie! What if he says something to other people? Stuff like that spreads like crazy. What did he say when you told him about my visions?”  
 
    “Nothing, now that I think about it. You sticking up for me to the soon to be ex-stepmom scored a lot of points with him. I could have told him you were a witch, and I don’t think he would have cared in the least. He’s just grateful that you got me out of the school that day.”  
 
    “What time is it?” I asked, turning around to look at the time on the dashboard.  
 
    “No, Karsyn!” Kurt yelled from the backseat.  
 
    “No?”  
 
      
 
    “I know what you are thinking and it’s a bad idea!” He leaned forward, trying to look at me. “I know you are wanting to go look for that meadow. I can’t begin to tell you what a horrible idea that would be. Karsyn, I don’t want to see you go through that hell again.”  
 
    “Kurt, if we have a chance to save Alexina, then we have to take it.”  
 
    I couldn’t let them see my doubt about going to look for the meadow. Something good had to come of this curse, I was blessed with for some unknown reason. I turned back around in my seat and reached over for Braedon’s hand. The mere touch of him seemed to have a calming effect over me. We drove for a few more miles, then I realized where he was driving. “Are you driving towards I-81?” I asked, staring in disbelief.  
 
    “Yes. If it’s where she said it was at, then it’s about an hour drive from here. Do you have something else to do other than go on a drive with me?” he smiled.  
 
    “Do you think we should let anyone know where we are going? Just in case something happens, they will know where we at. I will let Emerson know. I will tell her that we are going for a drive in case Mom and Dad texts her, asking where I am.”  
 
    I sent Emerson a quick text to let her know that we decided to go on a drive and to let Mom and Dad know if they asked her. She tried to ask where we were going, but I told her again a drive out of town to help clear my mind. Whether she believed it or not was another story. She was pretty good about telling if I was lying or not. Usually, the older siblings are able to fake out the younger ones, but not in my case.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The closer we got to the I-81 exit, the more anxious I became, and even the weather knew something. It was partly sunny when we left the pizza place, and now the clouds had taken over the sky. One minute, I knew exactly what I needed to do, and the next minute, I was questioning why I was in the truck in search of catastrophe. I needed to just accept my visions without trying to save everyone. Besides, we didn’t know the exact location of the meadow, so our chances of finding it were low. But then again, I had to try and help Alexina, just like I tried to help Rylee. I wasn’t able to save Rylee, and I didn’t know if I would be able to save Alexina either. I did know I couldn’t sit by and do nothing, no matter how scared I was or what trouble came my way.  
 
    “Are you okay, Karsyn?” Braedon asked, looking over at me.  
 
    “Yeah. I’m fine. I am just wondering if I’m doing the right thing by dragging all of you into my nightmare. It’s not fair to all of you.”  
 
    “Well, you didn’t force us to come along with you. We are here because we all care about you. Besides, you need us, whether you realize it or not.” He raised my hand up to his mouth and kissed the back of my hand. I sat there for a few more miles, looking out the window and feeling a little more at ease, but the minute I saw the I-81 exit, I could feel the thumping of my heart in my ears.  
 
    Sophie wanted to know about my visions and if I’d had any more since the other day. I told her I hadn’t. I asked her what she wanted to know about them, and assured her that she could ask me anything. I could tell she was apprehensive about asking me anything, by the way, she kept looking out the window when I would turn around to look at her. I reassured her that it was okay to ask me questions. I didn’t want her to be afraid of me, and if asking me questions made her feel better, then I welcomed it with open arms.  
 
      
 
    “Do your visions ever scare you?” Sophie’s voice quivered.  
 
    “Sometimes they scare me, but then again, sometimes they are annoying. I only get bits and pieces of the whole picture; so it’s like a puzzle I have to put together. I wish my visions would allow me to see everything at once. I get really frustrated at times with my visions.”  
 
    “Have you had a lot of visions?”  
 
    “I don’t know if you would say a lot. I didn’t really pay much attention to them at first. Then, when I started having visions about my best friend Rylee, I knew I had to do something. Rylee knew about my visions, but she accepted me for who I was without being scared of me. When I wasn’t able to save her and found myself on trial for her death, I promised myself that I wouldn’t get close to anyone again. Well, as you know, I didn’t keep my promise.”  
 
    “Do you have visions about your family?” she whispered.  
 
    “No. I don’t know if I’ve just blocked myself from having them. Then again, I’ve often wondered why I am able to block them, but no one else I care about.”  
 
    I turned back around and saw that we had turned off the Interstate on to a side road. I turned to look over at Braedon, hoping he wouldn’t see the terror in my eyes. I changed my mind, I didn’t want to go looking for this meadow anymore. I sat there looking out the window as we drove toward the road where the meadow may be located. Braedon took my hand and smiled at me as he turned down the road that could possibly lead us to Alexina and my hellish nightmare.  
 
    I knew what finding Alexina would mean for me. Detective Alvarez would love nothing more than to see me in jail for something I didn’t do. He wasn’t interested in listening to the truth, but instead, wanted to make sure I paid for something I had nothing to do with. I sat frozen in my seat as we crept down the road, looking to see if anything was familiar from my vision. A few miles down the road, things were beginning to cat my attention. I told Braedon to slow down because I knew the meadow was super close. I told him to stop the truck, and I proceeded to get out, standing there with my hand on the door as I looked around the area. The grass was tall with hints of brown, and the trees off in the distance were a mixture of burgundy, orange, red, and green. I closed the truck door and walked across the road in front of the truck. By the time I was around the other side, Braedon was out of the truck, reaching for my hand. Kurt and Sophie joined us as we started walking toward the meadow.  
 
    “Are you sure this is the place?” Sophie asked, hanging onto Kurt’s arm. “I’m not sure about this anymore. I think maybe we should go back to the truck.”  
 
    “We have to do this for Alexina. No matter what the consequences are for me,” I said, standing in the middle of the grass, looking toward the group of trees.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 19 
 
      
 
    “Karsyn, are you sure this is the right meadow?” Kurt asked.  
 
    I couldn’t answer him. Instead, I kept walking through the tall grass toward the trees. The closer I got, the more I noticed my legs were trembling, making it harder to walk. I kept a hold of Braedon’s hand to keep from falling flat on my ass. I glanced ahead, and the closer I got I could start to make out the knotted tree. I squeezed Braedon’s hand and he winced as he tried to ease my grip. I turned to look back at Kurt and Sophie, who were a couple of steps behind us, clinging on to one another. As we neared the knotted tree, I could see the boot leaning up against it. I gasped and turned to Braedon, tears rolling down my cheeks.  
 
    “What’s wrong, Karsyn?” Braedon asked, pulling me closer to him. He looked over toward the trees. “Alexina is over there, isn’t she?”  
 
    I looked up into his baby blue eyes, not able to say anything except shake my head yes. I let go of his hand as I eased my way closer to the tree. I kept hoping I was wrong about it being Alexina, but I could see a hand with black nail polish poking out from the grass. I glanced over my shoulder to find Braedon and Kurt consoling Sophie as she sobbed into Kurt’s chest. I didn’t want any of them coming any closer because I didn’t know what kind of shape Alexina’s body would be in. What was the point of having these visions if I couldn’t help anyone? 
 
    I tiptoed a little closer, knowing not to touch anything. Someone placed Alexina next to the tree and positioned her as if she were asleep. I didn’t want to get any closer, so as not to disturb anything for the police. I looked over her body for any signs of dried blood but saw nothing.  
 
      
 
    She was dressed in a cream-colored sweater, jeans, boots, and a maroon scarf. There were a few smudges protruding out from under her lashes, but nothing else looked abnormal about her makeup. Her hair though was too perfect, like someone took the time to make sure her hair wasn’t a mess. I whispered with tears trickling down my face. “I’m so sorry, Alexina. I should have trusted my gut instinct and acted sooner than I did. I hope you forgive me, wherever you are now.”  
 
    I turned to go back over to everyone when I caught something out of the corner of my eye. I started walking over to the left of Alexina's body, moving through the tall grass with ease, trying to not disturb it. I screamed when I realized I had found another body.  
 
    “Karsyn, are you okay?” Braedon yelled.  
 
    “No! How did I miss this?” I screamed. I looked over at Braedon. He patted Kurt on the shoulder, walking away from them and closer to me. “Braedon, don’t come any closer. Please.”  
 
    “Karsyn, I can handle it.”  
 
    “Please. Don’t come any closer. Trust me you don’t want to come over here, “I said, turning back around. I stood there looking down in disbelief that I missed this in my vision. “I’m so sorry, Tyler,” I whispered.  
 
    Tyler hadn’t been placed here with the same care as Alexina. It looked like he may have been surprised by the killer. There was blood on the side of his head, and his eyes weren’t closed all the way. His clothes were wrinkled. He had on jeans and a long-sleeved, black henley shirt. I turned around and fell back a few steps, bumping into Braedon.  
 
    “Braedon, come on. We need to go call the police,” I said, tugging on the sleeve of his shirt. He didn’t budge at all, his eyes welling up with tears. “Tyler!” he screamed, falling to his knees. “What happened to him?”  
 
    He looked up at me, his cheeks wet. “Did you see this in your vision?”  
 
    “No.” I glanced down at Tyler. “I’m sorry.”  
 
    “Karsyn, this isn’t your fault. If we call the police they are going to take you in for questioning, and I don’t want you to go through that.”  
 
    “They will probably take us all in for questioning since there are four of us out here with two dead bodies. But we have to call the police. We can’t leave our friends out here. Come back to the truck with me, Braedon. There is nothing we can do for them, except help the police find who did this to them,” I said, helping Braedon up off the ground. We held hands on the way back over to Kurt and Sophie. We were in the middle of the road when I felt a smack across the back that sent me flying into the ditch on the other side of the truck. Braedon helped me up out of the ditch apologizing like crazy. He stood up, looking to the right and watched the car speed down the road.  
 
    “Are you alright?” Sophie said, running up to us. “I took a picture of the license plate. The car looks familiar though.”  
 
    We were so busy watching the car speed down the road, we didn’t pay attention to the disaster awaiting us. I caught flashing lights out the corner of my eye and knew without looking who it was getting out of the vehicle.  
 
      
 
    “What are you doing out here in the middle of nowhere?” Detective Alvarez said.  
 
    “Aren’t you out of your district, Detective?” Braedon asked, keeping a hold of me.  
 
    “That’s why I have help from the county department out here with me. When I overheard the server tell you the directions to some meadow, I knew something wasn’t right.”  
 
    “Detective Alvarez! Over here, sir!” An officer yelled from where Alexina and Tyler’s bodies were at.  
 
    I squeezed Braedon’s hand, leaning into his chest. I knew I was minutes away from being taken back to the city for questioning about the bodies. I buried my head into his chest, inhaling his cologne in hopes I would lean back and we would be back at my house. I leaned away, glancing behind me at Detective Alvarez and the other officers over in the tall grass, assessing the crime scene. One officer was putting wire posts up, then wrapping police tape around the area where Tyler was laying, then did the same thing around Alexina and the tree.  
 
    “Sophie, do you think you could call your dad and see if his attorney could represent me?”  
 
    “Maybe you won’t need him, Karsyn,” she smiled. I knew she was trying to be optimistic, but I knew exactly where I was going to be in a couple of hours, and it wasn’t home.  
 
    We stood by the truck, watching the police over by the bodies, taking photos and gathering evidence. Detective Alvarez kept looking back at us every few minutes, and I could feel his judgment pierce through me like a hot knife. I knew he was going to try and put my friends’ death on me, and it didn’t matter to him if I was innocent or not.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Kurt moved to the other side of Braedon. I could tell he wanted to be closer to me for the simple fact he knew deep down I was on the verge of breaking.  
 
    “Do you want me to call Aunt Jenna?” Kurt asked.  
 
    “No. She will tell Dad and next thing we will be moving to a different city after the police realize I had nothing to do with their deaths. I don’t want to move again. I can’t keep running from this.”  
 
    After another thirty minutes had passed, Detective Alvarez started walking back over to us with an officer beside him. The officer couldn’t have been much older than us. He had a clean-shaven baby face and a slender build. “Officer, could you please take Karsyn Alexander into custody for questioning? Have her transported to my police department.”  
 
    “What about her friends, Detective?” the officer asked.  
 
    “Make sure they head back to Charlottesville. Do you mind if I g back with you?”  
 
    “You are welcome to ride along.”  
 
    Braedon gave me a kiss on the forehead and whispered that he would see me soon. He told me to be strong, and that everything was going to be fine. I wanted to believe him, but I had already been through something like this with Rylee’s trial. Maybe I would be granted a miracle and this wouldn’t see a trial. Then again, I knew Detective Alvarez was going to push for a trial to make sure I was held accountable for their deaths.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The detective took my arm and pulled me away from Braedon, escorting me to the waiting patrol car. I got in the back driver’s side seat and looked out the window at Braedon, Kurt, and Sophie. Sophie was messing with her phone, then looked up at me, holding her phone to show me she was calling someone. I could only hope it was her dad to see about getting the attorney there to the station for me. I turned my body to the left as we pulled away so I could see them standing by the truck as we headed toward the Interstate to take me back to Charlottesville. We weren’t even halfway down the road yet, when I saw Braedon help Sophie up in the truck while Kurt ran around to the passenger side and jumped in.  
 
    The next hour was going to be spent in misery with two cops, one who seemed like he would be okay, and the other one determined to make my life a living hell. What he didn’t know was that my life was already hell. I tried to help, and yet it always came back to bite me in the ass. I sat there looking out the back window as we sped down the Interstate, wondering how I missed Tyler in my visions. I tried to think about what I saw in them and compared it to the actual scene. Alexina was exactly how the vision portrayed, but something wasn’t right about Tyler’s body. I got so preoccupied with thinking about my vision and the crime scene that I didn’t realize we were already back in the city. My stomach felt as if I just got off a roller coaster. I wiped my hands on my jeans at least five times by the time we pulled into the police station.  
 
    Detective Alvarez escorted me into the station and the officer pulled out of the station and headed back. He had the officer behind the famous glass window buzz him in, and he took me to our special interrogation room.  
 
    Before I could sit down in the chair, Detective Alvarez’s partner walked in the room, laying that dreaded folder down on the table in front of me. He didn’t take his eyes off me as he sat down, and I swear at one point he sneered at me. I didn’t care what they said to me, I wasn’t talking unless I had an attorney present. We sat there in uncomfortable silence for about fifteen minutes, then Detective Alvarez walked out of the room for a few minutes. He came back with a gentleman carrying a shiny briefcase. He looked maybe a few years older than my parents with grey hair peppered throughout his dark hair. He was dressed in a three-piece black suit, white dress shirt, and blue tie. The detective left the room and was back a few seconds later with a chair for the man.  
 
    “Miss Alexander, I’m Nathan Foster. I will be representing you.” He placed his briefcase on the table in front of him, getting out a notebook and pen. I was rather surprised he pulled out paper instead of a little laptop. “I would like to Miss Alexander alone in a private room if you detectives don’t mind,” he said, looking at both of them. The detectives both looked at each other, then back at Mr. Foster before reluctantly escorting us to a different room down the hall. The room looked identical to the other one, except it didn’t have a two-way mirror. The detectives left the room, closing the door behind them.  
 
    “Your friend Sophie had her Dad call me to see if I would represent you. Don’t worry about the cost. It is being taken care of by Mr. Grey. He doesn’t want your family to worry about any legal costs. I am sorry that I was a few minutes late. Mr. Grey was telling me about you on the phone. I heard how you took care of Sophie last week. I know Mr. Grey is grateful for you helping her.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Mr. Foster. I’m sure you have some questions for me. First, could you please ask them if I could have a bottle of water?”  
 
    “Sure,” he said, getting up and going out into the hall for no more than a couple of minutes. “They should get you a drink. Once they give you some water, we can begin with the questions.”  
 
    Detective Alvarez’s partner came in with a bottle of water for me and left without saying anything to either of us. The minute he closed the door behind him, Mr. Foster moved to the other side of the table across from me. “Okay, this is better. Let’s get started. Mr. Grey did mention to me that you have visions. And these visions are always about a person’s death. Can you tell me about these visions?”  
 
    I looked over towards the door because even though I couldn’t see anyone out in the hallway, I knew someone was probably out there trying to listen. I began to explain to him what happened when I have a vision and that I don’t get the whole picture all at once. I made sure to emphasize several times that it wasn’t me that did this heinous crime. I told him each vision a new piece of the puzzle is revealed, and then it’s over. He asked me if anyone besides my family knew about my visions. I told him the only person that knew about my visions was my best friend Rylee Wells and her family, then I mentioned that Rylee was killed almost two years ago. I did tell him that I recently told Braedon and Sophie about my visions.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    He told me that he had found my trial on the internet, and had requested a copy of the trial papers. He went on to explain to me that he didn’t believe I had anything to do with their deaths. He continued to write notes down in silence for a few minutes before finally asking me about the vision that led me to finding Alexina and Tyler. Again, I told him it was like pieces to a puzzle. I proceeded to tell him first I was in the meadow with flowers, lots and lots of white wildflowers, and the knotted tree. I watched his facial expressions carefully as he wrote things down, trying to see if he actually believed me. Then, I told him how each little thing would reveal itself in the vision. I couldn’t stop watching him write down every little thing I had been telling him.  
 
    “Is there anything else that you can remember?” Mr. Foster asked, flipping to another page.  
 
    I sat there looking down at the table, then toward the door. All of a sudden, knowing someone could be listening at the door, my mind went blank. I tried to remember the vision and what I saw out in the meadow without getting the two mixed up. I tried to concentrate more on Tyler than Alexina since I missed him in the vision altogether.  
 
    “Well, I think we are about done here for today. I am going to go talk to them about letting you go home,” Mr. Foster said, putting his notes in his briefcase. “Don’t worry, I’m going to make sure they don’t put the blame on you for this.”  
 
    Mr. Foster grabbed his briefcase with his left hand, while he held out his right hand to shake mine. He walked around the table and opened the door to walk out into the hall.  
 
    “Wait!” I yelled.  
 
    “Something wrong?” he asked, turning back toward me.  
 
    “I may have remembered something that doesn’t match up between my vision and what I saw out in the meadow today,” I said, turning in my seat to look back at him. He stepped back into the room, closing the door behind him. He walked back around the table, placing his briefcase down on the table. “What did you remember and is it important to your case?” He sat down, pulling the notepad out again.  
 
    “Well, in my vision I remember seeing a black and white shoe a few feet away from the girl’s body. Right as you were getting ready to walk out of the room, I happened to remember that Tyler had both of his shoes on,” I glanced over at Mr. Foster.  
 
    “It could have been the girl’s shoe.” 
 
    “No. She had on boots. In my vision today. So, the shoe didn’t belong to Alexina. Tyler had on both of his shoes when I found him in the meadow. You have to believe me,” I said, tears welling up in my eyes.  
 
    Mr. Foster looked at me, then walked over to the door. He pried the door open enough to ask someone to get Detective Alvarez. He turned back around, walking back over to his seat and wrote more notes down.  
 
    Detective Alvarez was in the room a few minutes later. Mr. Foster informed him that he needed to have the officers out there in the meadow look for a shoe not belonging to either of the victims.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Chapter 20 
 
      
 
    “Why should I have them look for a shoe not belonging to the victims?” he snapped.  
 
    “The vision and what she saw out there today didn’t match up. I know you may not believe her about her visions, but as her attorney I do. What if you have the wrong person in for questioning? How would the police department explain that to the families, knowing the real killer is out there wandering around free?”  
 
    The detective stood there, shifting his eyes side to side between me and Mr. Foster. I had a feeling he was hoping to catch a glance between the both of us, the kind of glance that would let another person know they were lying or something. But I wasn’t lying about the shoe. He finally left the room a few minutes later, and Mr. Foster followed him out the door. He was going to see what had to be done about letting me go home instead of sitting here. About twenty minutes later, Mr. Foster was back with Detective Alvarez to release me to go home. He explained that I couldn’t talk to anyone about the case or see Braedon and Sophie. He couldn’t stop me from seeing Kurt because he was in the same house.  
 
    Mr. Foster escorted me down the hall toward the door that led to the front lobby of the station. The officer buzzed us through, and when I looked up, I saw my parents sitting over in the chairs across the lobby from me. My dad had his arm around my mom, comforting her. I knew there was no humanly possible way, but they each looked like they had aged five years since I saw them this morning at breakfast. I could see Mom’s eyes were puffy from crying, and Dad’s crease on his forehead between his eyes looked deeper than usual.  
 
    Before I could even say anything to them, Mom was up out of her chair and had her arms wrapped around me in less than a few seconds. She kept asking me if I was okay without giving me a chance to answer.  
 
    “Jenna, let’s take our daughter home,” Dad said, holding the left door open for us.  Once outside the police station, my parents talked to Mr. Foster for a few minutes, thanking him for representing me and assuring him that they would begin to make payments for his charges. He told them his fees had already been taken care of, and that they didn’t have to worry about paying him. He also told them that I wasn’t allowed to talk to Braedon and Sophie for a while, at least until the police were done investigating the crime scene. He walked over to me and shook my hand, telling me that he would let me know the minute he heard anything. We got in Mom’s car and headed home, where Kurt had probably made a hole from pacing the house. Dad started in the minute we pulled out of the parking lot about looking for another city to move to where no one would know us. After ten minutes of listening to him go on and on about where we should move, I couldn’t stay quiet anymore.  
 
    “Dad! I don’t want to move away from Braedon and Sophie. Constantly moving away doesn’t make it any easier on me. In fact, it makes it harder. I have to worry about my visions and keeping them a secret from people. Then my visions come back with a vengeance because I have tried to keep them under control for too long. So, no. You aren’t helping me at all by wanting me to start over when someone finds out about me.”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    We were home about fifteen minutes later. Kurt came running out the front door and swooped me up in his big arms.  
 
    “Kurt, I can’t breathe,” I gasped in his ear.  
 
    “Oh, sorry. I’m so glad you are home. I have been worried out of my mind, pacing the house. How did you get home so quickly?”  
 
    “Sophie’s dad got his attorney to represent me. He is also paying the fees as well. The attorney’s name is Nathan Foster. He talked the police into letting me go home early. He told me I’m not allowed to talk to Braedon or Sophie though. I don’t know how long I can go without talking to them,” I sighed, walking toward the house. Once in the house, I walked into the kitchen to get me a glass of apple juice and went upstairs to my room. Kurt was a few steps behind me with a drink and some chips. I heard Mom go to their room to change out of her dark grey skirt and pink blouse. That was one of her pet-peeves, never cook dinner in her work clothes. I had just sat down on my bed with Kurt when there was a knock on my door.  
 
    “Can I come in for a minute?” Mom asked.  
 
    “Sure.”  
 
    Mom opened the door just enough to fit between the door and door frame. She had changed into a pair of jeans and a long sleeve, navy blue, knit shirt. “Dad is downstairs, so you don’t have to worry about him hearing us. I just want to make sure you are doing okay. Dad just wants to keep you safe from everything. He worries about you so much, Karsyn, but I don’t agree with him wanting to uproot our family all the time either. I’m not going to do that to you again. I promise. I’m going to go start dinner,” she smiled, closing my door. 
 
      
 
      
 
    “What did she mean about Uncle Stephen wanting to move again?” Kurt asked, popping a chip in his mouth.  
 
    “Dad went off in the car on the way home about packing up and moving to another city. I told he’s not helping me by moving me each time someone finds out about me. I told him he’s actually doing more harm than good.”  
 
    “What did he say?” 
 
    “Nothing. Now he won’t talk to me much because I yelled at him. I am not leaving Braedon and Sophie. They accept me for who I am and are willing to stand up for me too. How can I move away from that, Kurt?”  
 
    “No one would expect you to, except Uncle Stephen. I must say, you are taking this a lot better than most people. They would be freaking out right now, with the police trying to pin murders on them. I am freaking out.”  
 
    I hugged Kurt in hopes it would help calm him down. I had to stay calm for my own sanity. I knew deep down that everything would eventually be all right. I just didn’t know when that time would be. I couldn’t let Detective Alvarez make me feel guilty for something I didn’t do. No one knew the guilt I felt and would continue to feel, knowing I wasn’t able to help Alexina and completely missed Tyler in the vision. I carried the guilt of Rylee’s death with me every day, and I knew the guilt of them would be with me forever too. Kurt and I sat there on the bed talking, and before we knew it, Mom was calling us down for dinner. I wasn’t that hungry, but I knew I had to try and eat something to keep my strength.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Kurt and I went downstairs after the third time Mom yelled at us. The aroma of garlic and Italian spices filled the air the closer we got to the bottom of the stairs, which meant Mom had made one of my favorites, spaghetti with her homemade meatballs and garlic bread. She knew I couldn’t resist her spaghetti and meatballs, and I would eat something even if I wasn’t that hungry. I walked up behind Mom, wrapping my arms around her shoulders and whispered a mere, “thank you,” in her ear.  
 
    She patted my hand and whispered, “You’re welcome.” She walked over to get the garlic bread out of the oven, looked over at me, and smiled. Mom knew exactly how to make things better, even if for just a little while. She stirred the meatballs, then spooned some out into a serving bowl. While Mom finished getting dinner on the table, Kurt and I got everyone drinks.  
 
      
 
    ****  
 
      
 
    Kurt came back upstairs with me to my room after we cleaned up the dishes from dinner so we could talk in private. I didn’t want Mom and Dad to hear about the details of the crime scene. Dad would have us packed up and leaving tonight for sure. I knew he meant well, but he was on the verge of being so over-protective he was smothering me and pushing me away. The minute we sat down on the bed, we both realized that we had left our drinks down on the kitchen island. Kurt ran downstairs to get them so I could change into my joggers for bed.  
 
    Kurt was back upstairs with our drinks within five minutes, and I was in my comfy spot on the bed. Kurt sat our drinks on my nightstand before propping up a couple of pillows against the headboard, then scooted next to me on the bed.  
 
      
 
    “Are you doing okay, Karsyn? It’s just the two of us. You don’t have to pretend around me,” he said, putting his arm around me. “You know you can tell me anything and I won’t say a word to anyone.”  
 
    “I know. I am doing okay, for the most part, believe it or not. I know I was a basket-case after Rylee’s death. I don’t know, maybe this time I know I have people other than family supporting me. Don’t get me wrong. I love you all, but it’s different when you have people believe in you that aren’t family. The rest of the family doesn’t have to worry about people being scared of them because of something they don’t have any control over.” I wiped away a tear before it had the chance to escape down my cheek. “People I had been around my whole life were suddenly afraid of me and avoided me. I know a lot of them believed I had something to do with Rylee’s death, even after the case was dismissed.”  
 
    “Well, they were dumbasses. Most of them probably got dropped on their heads as babies. You know the ones I am talking about.”  
 
    “Kurt! That’s awful!” I looked away to try and hide my giggling.  
 
    “See. You know exactly who I’m talking about, or you wouldn’t be laughing.” He laughed. “I know you don’t want to talk about today, but I’m curious about what they asked you regarding your friends.”  
 
    He was right. I didn’t want to talk about what I saw at the meadow, but I also knew he wouldn’t let it rest until I told him something. I sat there playing with a tassel on one of my decorative pillows. He also knew I wasn’t going to voluntarily give up any information either.  
 
    I was about to say something when my phone vibrated on the nightstand.  
 
      
 
      
 
     
 
    Hey, babe. I just wanted to let you know I was thinking about you, and that I love you. 
 
    “Message from Braedon?” Kurt asked, leaning over trying to look at my phone.  
 
    “Yes. How did you know?”  
 
    “The big smile on your face.”  
 
    I glanced up at him. “He makes me so happy. I can’t move away from here, Kurt. Braedon love me despite all this drama floating around me at the moment.”  
 
    He lifted my chin up with his finger and thumb. “I know he does. I can see it in the way he looks at you. People don’t have to be smart to see how he feels about you. I’m glad you found someone that sees all the great things that the rest of us see.”  
 
    “Can I use your phone to text Braedon back real quick? I know I’m not supposed to talk to him, but I have to send him something real quick.”  
 
    “Yes. Just make sure you let him know it’s you. Don’t freak the guy out,” he laughed.  
 
    I sent Braedon a quick text back that told him I was thinking about him too, and sorry I wouldn’t be able to talk to him for a while because of the investigation. I was holding onto the hope that I would be able to talk to him as soon as the police were done with investigating the crime scene.  
 
    I wished I could go to Alexina’s parent’s house and offer my condolences to them. My heart sank at the thought of how they would react when the police let them know they had found Alexina’s body. I felt bad for Tyler’s parents as well. I was baffled by how I had missed Tyler in my visions.  
 
    Kurt and I reached for his phone at the same time. “Who are you going to text, Karsyn?” he asked, raising an eyebrow.  
 
      
 
    “Um…Sophie,” I whispered.  
 
    “Karsyn, you aren’t supposed to be talking to them. Do you want to find yourself in more trouble? I know you want to talk to your friends, but didn’t you say Mr. Foster told you not to talk to them while the investigation was still going on?”  
 
    “I know, but I just want to text her real quick. Then you can have your phone back. I promise,” I smiled. I texted her that I couldn’t talk to her for a while, but I was thinking of her.  
 
    Within a couple of minutes, Kurt’s phone chimed, letting us know there was a message.  
 
    I know. I have been thinking about you too. Hopefully, we will be able to talk soon. Love ya. 
 
    I gave Kurt back his phone and reached for mine. I found myself looking through pictures of me, Sophie and Alexina. They were selfies of us taken at Alexina’s house right after they started talking to me. We had spent the day watching movies and eating pizza. Even though I knew better than to get close to them, I was tired of being alone all the time. I got through a couple of pictures before they started to look distorted and I was getting my screen wet from tears.  
 
    Kurt wrapped his arm around me and held me without saying anything. He knew I didn’t need a lecture at the moment, but just for someone to hold me. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    We stayed like that for a couple more hours, talking and watching funny videos on his phone. It didn’t matter that the videos were funny, even though I did laugh at a few of them. I couldn’t stop thinking about Alexina, Tyler, and their families. What if I did have a chance to help them, but missed it because I was scared that people would find out about me? I could feel the guilt pounding on the door, and at any given minute, it was going to come barging through to consume me. I wanted the weekend to go by slowly, but I knew it was going to fly by, just like every other weekend.  
 
      
 
    ****   
 
      
 
    Monday morning arrived more quickly than I had anticipated. I turned off the alarm on my phone and continued to lay in my warm bed for a little bit longer. I was in no hurry to get to school. I wouldn’t be able to talk to Braedon or Sophie, which meant Blair would be trying everything imaginable to get him to pay attention to her. I hadn’t heard from Mr. Foster since I called him Friday night, so I had no idea what was going on with the investigation. I was wondering if they had found the shoe out there by Alexina’s body.  
 
    “Can I come in, Karsyn?” Emerson asked from the other side of my closed door.  
 
    “Yes, I was just getting up out of bed.”  
 
    She eased the door open enough for her to walk in, then she turned around and closed it. Emerson was already dressed for school and had most of her makeup done. She walked over to my vanity chair and sat down. “Are you doing okay?”  
 
     
 
      
 
    I told Emerson I was doing okay under the circumstances. That simple answer seemed to satisfy her question because she got up and went back to her room to finish getting ready. I took a quick glance in my vanity mirror and yelled for Emerson. She flung the door open, standing there looking at me with wide eyes. “You scared the shit out of me, Karsyn!”  
 
    “Sorry. Can you help me with my makeup in about twenty minutes?” I asked, pointing to the bags under my eyes.  
 
    “Yes. I had already planned on helping you when I was in here a few minutes ago,” she smiled.  
 
    “Thanks, Emerson.”  
 
    “Anytime.” She closed the door behind her again.  
 
    I hurried up and got ready for school. I picked out a pair of dark grey leggings, a long pink sweater, and black boots. I threw my hair up in a messy bun because I wasn’t in the mood to deal with it today. I had just put the last bobby pin in my hair when Emerson opened up my door. She didn’t waste any time getting started on my makeup and was almost done with it when Mom asked if she could come in. She wanted to make sure I was okay to go to school today. She told me if I wanted to, I could stay home. However, I knew staying home wasn’t going to change anything, and I needed to go to school and face things.  
 
      
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Chapter 21 
 
      
 
    The minute we walked into school, the staff instructed us to go straight to the gym. Emerson stayed with me since I still wasn’t allowed to talk to Braedon and Sophie. A couple of her friends joined us toward the top of the bleachers. I knew why they were sending all the students into the gym. After being in there for almost ten minutes, Emerson turned toward me and mouthed the words, “Are you all right?” I shook my head yes, even though I was far from all right. We sat there in the middle of hundreds of kids. Some were wondering what was going on, while others were crying, consoling each other. Principal Filson walked to the center of the gym, carrying a microphone with him. I looked around the gym, and over toward the doors were a small group of teachers crying. A few of them walked out the doors.  
 
    Principal Filson told all the students of Alexina and Tyler’s deaths over the weekend. He told the school that Grief Counselors would be available in the school for the next week if anyone needed to talk to them. I tried to find Braedon in the crowd, but there were too many kids practically sitting on top of one another in the small gym. After another fifteen minutes, we were dismissed to go to our lockers and head to our first-period classes.  
 
    I passed by Alexina’s locker on the way to mine. It looked like a shrine with flowers, notes, and stuffed animals laying in front of it. I couldn’t bear to look at it too long. I wiped a couple of tears from my cheeks, then hurried down the hall as fast as I could without running. Going to my first class was going to be unbearable. I was never going to see Alexina in it again. I walked into class, and the first glance at her empty chair and at some girls wiping tears away was more than I could take. I turned and ran out of the room. I thought I was going to be able to do this, but I was wrong. I managed to find an empty hall and leaned against the wall, hoping I would be able to get a hold of myself. I had to remind myself that there was nothing I could have done for them. I stood there for a few minutes, repeating it over in my mind. I opened my eyes, about to walk back to class, when I saw Braedon standing there in front of me. “I saw you running down the hall, and I had to make sure you were okay. I know you aren’t supposed to talk to me, so don’t say anything. I’m here and I’m not going anywhere. I will be here for you when the investigation is over. I love you, Karsyn,” he turned his head side to side, looking down the hall before he gave me a kiss. He hurried up and walked down the hall before anyone saw us together. At the end of the hall, he turned around and smiled at me as he turned the corner to go back to his class. His smile had a way of making me feel like everything was going to be all right. Then, guilt swept over me because I knew he was having a hard time with Tyler’s death, and I couldn’t be there for him. I took a deep breath and headed to the office to get a pass for class since I had been out in the hall for a good ten minutes after the bell rang.  
 
      
 
    ****   
 
      
 
    I managed to make it through my morning classes, but now the hardest part of the day was here. I couldn’t sit by Braedon and Sophie at lunch, which was going to be miserable. I made my way to the cafeteria slowly so I wouldn’t have to sit by myself for too long. I turned the corner and saw Braedon in his usual place by the doors, waiting for me. I was completely puzzled by this because he knew I couldn’t talk to him. I paused as I walked past him in the doorway and whispered, “I love you, Braedon.”  
 
    He whispered back, “I know.”  
 
    I walked toward the salad bar to get a small salad to eat for lunch, which I would more than likely pick at. I sat away from Sophie and Braedon so I wouldn’t be tempted to talk to them. I had to sit by and watch with disgust Blair staring at Braedon when she noticed I wasn’t sitting with him. I sat there, glaring at her from five tables away as she tried to flirt with Braedon. He wasn’t giving her any attention, which only made her flirt even harder. Sophie would glance over at me from time to time and smile, flipping Blair off I almost spit my water out all over the table. Blair finally caught a glimpse of me sitting alone at the table and proceeded to walk over to me. I was never in the mood to deal with her, but today was definitely not the day to have an encounter with “Queen of the Minions”.  
 
    “I see Braedon took my advice and dumped your ass. You don’t deserve someone like him. Does he know you more than likely had something to do with their deaths? Once he finds out he will never take you back,” she taunted.  
 
    I sat there looking up at her, imagining that something would come crashing through the roof of the cafeteria and crush her. I must have enjoyed the scenario too much as she asked what I was smiling at. I wanted to tell her why but decided to keep that delightful thought to myself for the time being. Before I even had a chance to say anything back to her, Braedon was standing next to me.  
 
    “What the hell are you doing, Blair?” Braedon demanded, moving closer to me.  
 
    “I was just having a little talk with Karsyn about how you finally took my advice and dumped her ass.”  
 
    “Blair, you are too cute,” he laughed. “If you must know, we are back together. For reasons that are none of your damn business, she has to sit away from us. You really are dumber than I thought. I am tired of you harassing Karsyn. I don’t like your slutty ass. Do I need to draw you a picture so you will get the idea better?”  
 
    “One of these days, when you want me back, I won’t be around.”  
 
    “Good! I wish that day would hurry up and get here. I don’t want anything to do with you. I’m in love with Karsyn. So, go back to your friends.”  
 
    Blair sulked off back to her group of friends, but we both knew this wouldn’t be the last we’d have to deal with her. Braedon caressed my cheek, smiled, and went back over to join Sophie at their table. Sophie was laughing so hard she snorted, making her laugh even more. Blair glared over at Sophie, but that didn’t stop her from laughing. She knew her laughing was pissing Blair off, and in return, she laughed even harder.  
 
     
 
    ****   
 
      
 
    I was never so glad to hear the last bell of the day. I just wanted to go home and talk to Kurt. I forgot how lonely I truly was before I started talking to Sophie and Alexina. I didn’t know how I had convinced myself before that I could go the whole year without getting close to anyone.  
 
    I got to the Jeep a few minutes before Emerson, which gave me time to check my messages. I was hoping to see at least one message from Braedon or Sophie, but there were none. I had to appreciate the fact they didn’t want me to get in more trouble, but I needed to talk to them more than ever before.  
 
    Emerson came out about ten minutes later, walking and laughing with her friend Allison. I envied her so much right now. She didn’t have to stop talking to her friends because she was the prime suspect for a double murder.  
 
    “Hey, Karsyn! Sorry, I ran into another friend on the way out here,” Emerson said, climbing up in the Jeep.  
 
    “You’re fine. I was sitting here looking at my phone, wishing Braedon and Sophie could text or call me. You know why they can’t,” I sighed.  
 
    “I’m sorry. I hope this is over for you soon. You deserve to be happy just like everyone else. It’s not fair you are always on guard around new people in fear they won’t accept you for the wonderful person that you are.”  
 
    I made it home in less than fifteen minutes. I wanted the day to be over but knew tomorrow would arrive just as fast. Emerson was the first in the door, while I gathered my stuff out of the back seat. I was glad to be home where I didn’t have to worry about not being able to talk to people in my life. I wasn’t even able to check on Sophie to see how she was doing, and it made me feel like a horrible friend.  
 
    I gave Kurt a big hug when I walked into the kitchen. “So glad I get to talk to you at least. I hate not being able to talk to Braedon or Sophie. We should be leaning on one another during this time, not pretending we don’t know each other. This sucks! Then to top it off, I had to deal with Blair. She is relentless. Braedon came over and dealt with her so I wouldn’t have to. Don’t worry, he didn’t talk to me.”  
 
    “Have you heard anything more about the case from Mr. Foster?” Kurt asked, pouring me a glass of sweet tea.  
 
    “No. I haven’t heard anything from him. I wish he would call me with some kind of news. Anything is better than silence.” I took a sip of the sweet tea, then I got up and walked over to the refrigerator to see if there was anything good to snack on. I wasn’t in the mood for fruit today. I wanted something sweet and fattening. I wasn’t having any luck finding anything that fit what I was craving. I closed the refrigerator and cabinet doors and turned to look at Kurt, asking him if he would want to go get something fattening to snack on. We asked Emerson if she wanted to go, but she asked if we could bring her back something small. Now, we had to decide on where to go to get our snack. I didn’t feel like going to Downtown Mall and take the chance of running into Blair and her crappy friends. I had my fill of Blair for the day. I was waiting until all of this was over, so I could really let her know what I thought of her and to stay away from my boyfriend.  
 
    We drove around close to home, trying to decide what sounded good. Of course, nothing was sounding good to me even though it was my idea to go get something. I wanted something to eat, but I didn’t know what though.  
 
    “Karsyn, are you okay?” Kurt asked.  
 
    “I don’t know. Why do I always find myself in these kinds of situations? I could see if I had done something bad, but I haven’t done anything wrong. Then, Mr. Foster can’t let me know what is going on with the investigation. Did they find the shoe I told them was out there, or when can I talk to my friends again? These are things that I have a right to know.”  
 
    “I’m sorry that you are in the middle of another murder investigation. I know you want to help these people that you have visions about, but maybe you aren’t supposed to do anything. This could be why you always find yourself in the middle of trouble.” 
 
      
 
    “I know you are right, but what’s the point of having these visions if I can’t help someone? I just want to be normal, but I know that will never happen.”  
 
    “Maybe you are exactly who you are supposed to be, Karsyn. Has that thought ever crossed your mind when you are alone with your thoughts?”  
 
    “Who exactly am I supposed to be though?”  
 
    “Unfortunately, that is something you are going to have to figure out on your own. No one can tell you the kind of person you want to be. I am still trying to figure that out for myself.” He smiled, reaching over to take my hand.  
 
    We drove around a couple more times before deciding on Starbucks for coffee and something to eat. We sat in a couple of lounge chairs with a little table between us. We talked about how long he would be able to stay with us. He told me that he had been thinking about moving here so he could be closer to us. I asked him about his boyfriend back home and all of his friends. He told me that they had broken up about five days ago, but he didn’t want to say anything with all that I was going through.  
 
    “Kurt! Why didn’t you tell me? Omg, I really am self-absorbed. I’m a horrible cousin.”  
 
    “Karsyn, it’s okay. We were having trouble before I came out the first time. To be honest it was probably a blessing that we broke up. You are far from self-absorbed. That title would go to that bitch; Blair.”  
 
    “I’m sorry, Kurt.”  
 
    “It’s okay. Really.”  
 
    We continued talking as we finished the last of our iced coffees. We ordered Emerson a Frappuccino without coffee. Mom and Dad would both kill me for giving her coffee this late in the afternoon.  
 
    I would have never heard the end of it. I knew she wouldn’t be happy with the selection, but I wasn’t in the mood to get a lecture from our parents about something so stupid. It never failed. I would either let her go with her friends or get her something and it always came back to bite me in the ass.  
 
    Kurt drove us home to make sure we got there in one piece. I couldn’t disagree with the fact I was a bit preoccupied with everything. I wanted to be able to see Braedon and Sophie. I felt shut off from the world I had become accustomed to these past few months. I had wanted to be cut off from everyone at first, but Braedon, Sophie, and Alexina helped to change that. They helped me open my eyes and realize that I couldn’t go through life alone. Now, I owed it to Alexina to find her and Tyler’s killer. It was too late to help her, but maybe I could help bring closure to her family.  
 
    We arrived home ten minutes later, and lucky for me, neither of my parents were home yet. They would have lectured at me for getting snacks right before dinner time. I yelled for Emerson to come downstairs and get her drink and cookie. She came running down the stairs, asking me what I had gotten her to eat, not paying attention to what was in my hands.  
 
    “Oh! You’re the best!” 
 
    She turned to go back upstairs when I heard a car door. I told her to hurry up and get to her room before Mom and Dad saw her with Starbucks in her hands. She made it to her room and closed the door right as Mom and Dad opened the front door.  
 
    “Hi. What are you two up to? Are you getting ready to leave to go somewhere?”  
 
    “Hi, Mom. No. We just got back from having coffee and talking. Sorry, I needed to get out of the house for a little bit.”  
 
    “I’m not mad. I was just wondering if you two were going to be here for dinner. Emerson upstairs doing her homework?”  
 
    “Yes, and yes,” I said, walking into the family room.  
 
    “Good. I don’t want to disturb her because it will take her forever to get back to doing her homework,” Mom said, walking out of the kitchen and upstairs to change her clothes.  
 
    Kurt and I sat down on the couch to find a movie to watch to help take my mind off stuff for a while if that was possible considering the circumstances. It wasn’t like I failed a test, broke up with my boyfriend, or had a fight with a friend. I was the lead suspect in a double murder, with a detective determined to make sure I was the one held responsible. Kurt found a movie we both liked, but I went through the motions of watching it with him. I knew he meant well and was trying so hard to take my mind off things, but my mind ended up back to thinking about Alexina and Tyler. Their families had probably been notified, and they were making arrangements for their funerals. I had wondered if Braedon or Sophie would remember to text Kurt to let me know when their visitations and funerals would be.  
 
      
 
    ****   
 
      
 
    Braedon smiled when I passed him in the hallway on the way to class. I sat in class staring at the empty chair that once belonged to Alexina just a couple of weeks ago. I could still see her sitting there, trying to talk to me in class without the teacher catching us. I couldn’t stop glancing over at her chair, hoping to see her there. I missed telling her to pay attention so she wouldn’t get in trouble. On average, I probably told her about 20 times during class.  
 
    The picture of her next to me twirling her hair while she played on her phone, would be an image forever embedded in my mind.  
 
    Mr. Jenkins didn’t say anything to me about not paying attention in class today. I caught him a couple of times staring at Alexina’s empty chair too. About five minutes before the bell was supposed to ring, Principal Filson made an announcement about Tyler and Alexina. He announced that their visitation would be held in the school gymnasium on Saturday. He then announced that the funeral for Tyler would be Monday and Alexina’s would be Tuesday. I wanted to go to Tyler’s to be there for Braedon despite the fact I wasn’t supposed to be talking to him. I wasn’t going to let anyone keep me from their funerals.  
 
    “Karsyn, are you all right?” Mr. Jenkins questioned.  
 
    I looked away from Alexina’s empty chair, gazing over the room, and saw that everyone else had already left. “Yeah, I was just…” 
 
    “I know, me too,” he sighed.  
 
    My next class wasn’t any better either. I wasn’t the only one this time staring at Alexina’s empty seat. The teacher saw we weren’t going to be paying attention in class, and asked if any of us wanted to talk about Alexina. Then she went on to explain she meant if we wanted to share any stories about Alexina with the rest of the class. We all sat there in silence for a few minutes, then I decided to raise my hand first before anyone else. I began my story with how I had just moved here, and like all kids at a new school, I didn’t know anyone. I had to pause a few times, in between talking about how Alexina befriended me when no one else would talk to me. Everyone gawked at me while I sat there sobbing in my chair after my story.  
 
      
 
      
 
    The teacher excused me from class and told me she hoped to see me in class on Thursday. I collected my stuff and went to the office. School was the last place I needed to be right now, and I didn’t need to deal with Blair either. I went to the office and told them what happened and that I needed to go home. Mrs. Hughes excused me for the rest of the day and told me she was sorry about Alexina and Tyler. I sent Emerson a text that I was heading home, but I would be back later to pick her up. Before I made it to the Jeep, she texted me back.  
 
    I hope you are okay. I can get a ride from one of my friends.  
 
    I was home ten minutes later. I unlocked the front door, and flopped my book bag down next to the hall table, making my way to the kitchen. I found Kurt sprawled out on the couch watching a movie.  
 
    “Why are you home so soon? Everything okay?” he asked, sitting up. He turned to his right, resting his arm on the back of the couch.  
 
    “No. All the stress of this whole week came out in my second class. The teacher asked if we had any stories about Alexina to share with the rest of the class since none of us were in the mood to listen to a class lesson. I don’t think the teacher was in the mood to teach either. Well, anyway, no one wanted to talk, so I raised my hand first. Next thing I know, I’m bawling in the middle of class while everyone is staring.” 
 
    “We don’t have to talk about it if you don’t want to. It seems like that is all you have been doing here lately.”  
 
    “Thanks, Kurt. I don’t know what I would do without you here. Thank you for coming back to be with me during all of this. It means the world to me.”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “You know I would do anything for you. You aren’t only my cousin, but my best friend too. I know you would be there for me. Well, what do you want to do? Want to go get some junk food and we can sit in front of the TV the rest of the day?” 
 
    “Yes. Go get dressed and we will go get junk food.” 
 
    “Okay. I’m going to take a quick shower. Give me fifteen minutes.”  
 
    “Hurry.”  
 
    I sent Mom a quick text to let her know I was home and that Emerson was going to get a ride home with a friend. I no sooner laid my phone down on the counter when it started vibrating.  
 
    “Hi, Mom.”  
 
    “Do you need me to come home? I can take the rest of the day off?”  
 
    “No, Mom. Kurt and I are going to go get some junk food, then sit in front of the TV.”  
 
    “I guess I will see you later when I get home from work. Call if you need anything. I love you, Karsyn.”  
 
    “I love you too, Mom.”  
 
    I was pretty sure the junk food wasn’t going to help anything, but I knew Kurt was trying to get my mind off things. I felt guilty for not being more upset, but I had a feeling it was her in the visions. Which in return, I felt like a cold heartless person.”  
 
    “Are you ready to go get some junk food?” Kurt asked, walking in the kitchen.  
 
    “Yeah.” I grabbed my keys on the kitchen island, walking toward the front door. I asked Kurt what kind of junk food he was wanting to get at the store. He told me we needed salty and sweet stuff.  
 
      
 
    We arrived back home 45 minutes later with a couple bags full of chips, dip, candy, ice cream, and we couldn’t leave the store without pizza rolls. Kurt went to find us a movie to watch, while I heated up the oven for the pizza rolls. I knew you could put them in the microwave, but the oven made the crusts a little crunchier.  
 
    “What do you want to watch?” Kurt asked, flipping through the movie channels. “Or do you want to binge-watch a TV series? I am leaving the decision up to you.”  
 
    I hadn’t watched any TV for a long time, so I didn’t know which series were good and worth binge watching. Besides, I had enough drama in my life, I didn’t need to watch it on TV.  
 
    As for the movies, I tried to pick comedies as much as possible. I needed laughter in my life. I joined Kurt on the couch while the pizza rolls were in the oven to help pick a movie to watch. After five times flipping through the movie channels, we both decided to put in a DVD.  
 
    Being at home alone with Kurt, in the way, kind of helped get my mind off things for a little bit. The way my life went, even trying to enjoy a movie was almost impossible. I flung my plate of pizza rolls all over the couch when the doorbell rang. I glanced over at Kurt; he was picking up his pizza rolls too. I placed the plate on the coffee table and went to see who could be at the door. I should have just let the doorbell ring and acted like I wasn’t home.  
 
    “Miss Alexander, just making sure you were home. We got word that you left school early today,” Detective Alvarez said, peeking over my shoulder, glancing into the house.  
 
    “How did you know I left school early?” I snapped.  
 
    “Someone has been watching you in the school. Do you mind if I come in and take a look around?”  
 
    “As a matter of fact, I do mind. You can’t come in here without a warrant.”  
 
    Detective Alvarez sneered down at me. “You be sure to stay away from Braedon and Sophie until your attorney let you know otherwise.” He turned and walked back to his car.  
 
    I slammed the door shut. I stood there watching through the window to make sure he left our driveway and was heading down the road. Kurt met me in the doorway of the kitchen.  
 
    “Who was at the door?” 
 
    “Detective Alvarez! He’s been having me followed at school!” I slammed my hand down on the island, an instant stinging spread through it.  
 
    “Karsyn, he wants to get under your skin. Hopefully, all of this will be over soon.” He swooped me up in arms, squeezing me.  
 
      
 
    ****   
 
      
 
    Mom came home early, I guess to make sure I was doing okay. Luckily, she didn’t ask how I was doing. I wanted to tell her the detective was here, but that would have made her even more upset. I knew she was upset that I didn’t ask her to come home and be with me today, but she can’t always be there to protect me. I knew she would always try though.  
 
    “Well, what do you want for dinner tonight?” she asked, walking back into the kitchen.  
 
    I turned around to face her from the loveseat. “I don’t know. What sounds good to you, Mom? You always let us choose.”  
 
    “I don’t know what sounds good. How about some grilled salmon, and seasoned green beans with peppers and onions?” She smiled.  
 
    I looked at Kurt to see if that sounded good to him. He shrugged her shoulders and went back to watching TV. She sighed when she saw the look Kurt gave me. “Well, I can fix something else. How about pork chops?” she asked, studying Kurt’s face for a reaction. Still faced towards the TV, he gave a thumbs up.  
 
      
 
    ****   
 
      
 
    Mom had just sat down at the table and we were about to start eating when the doorbell rang. I glanced over at Kurt to find him already looking at me. I was scared to go to the door in fear it would be Detective Alvarez again. Dad tossed his napkin down on the table and scooted his seat back. I was right behind Dad, asking who was at the door before he even had a chance to open it to find out.  
 
    “Mr. Alexander, Karsyn. Sorry to bother you this time of day. I just need to talk to Karsyn real quick.”  
 
    “Please come in. We were just getting ready to eat dinner, would you like to join us?” Dad said, opening the door for Mr. Foster.  
 
    “I’m sorry to intrude on your dinner. This won’t take long,” he said, walking past my dad. “Karsyn, I need to ask you a couple of things. The police did find the shoe you mentioned to me the other day, but they don’t have anything else to go on. Do you remember anything at all about that day? Anything at all?”  
 
    “No. I can’t think of anything at the moment.”  
 
    “Are you sure? I need you to be absolutely sure. Was there anything that didn’t show up in your vision that was out there that day?”  
 
    “I’m sorry, Mr. Foster. I can’t think of anything.”  
 
    “Okay. Again, I am sorry to bother you. If you remember anything, please call me the minute you remember.” He turned to head for the front door.  
 
    “Wait, Mr. Foster,” I said, looking down at the tile floor. “There was something out there that didn’t show up in my visions. I don’t know why I didn’t remember this earlier. There was a car that almost ran us over in the road. I don’t remember much about the car, but I do know Sophie took a picture of the license plate. I don’t know if that helps you or anything.”  
 
    “Thank you, Karsyn. I will go over there and see if she still has the picture, and I will let you know the minute you can talk to your friends. Have a good rest of the evening.” Mr. Foster said, walking out the front door towards his car.  
 
      
 
    ****   
 
      
 
    The next couple of days were filled with sitting and staring at Alexina’s empty chair in classes. Then, followed with having to sit by myself at lunch as I watched Braedon and Sophie from a few tables over. They would each take turns, looking over my way and smile. I didn’t know how much more I could take not being able to talk to either of them. When Braedon wasn’t paying attention, I found Blair staring at him. She was relentless, but I didn’t have the strength to deal with her right now. I knew one day soon I would be able to finally go off on her.  
 
    I had one thing to look forward to when I got out of school, and that was going home and hanging with Kurt.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 22 
 
      
 
    We had just sat down to eat dinner when the doorbell rang again, I stopped mid-bite of my food and stared across at Kurt. Dad put his napkin on the table and got up to go see who it could be.  
 
    “Karsyn, someone is here to see you! He yelled from the front door. 
 
    I closed my eyes, and took a deep breath, and got up from my chair. I walked out of the kitchen into the hall, looking to my left toward the front door to find Sophie and Braedon there.  
 
    “What are you doing here? You can’t be here!” I yelled.  
 
    “Karsyn!” Dad said, his voice low and stern. “Let them explain before you jump all over them.”  
 
    “Mr. Foster told us to meet him here. He should be here any minute. He told me that he wanted to talk to all of us together. In fact, there he is now,” Sophie said, pointing toward my driveway.  
 
    “What is he doing here?” I asked.  
 
    “Mr. Foster, please come in,” Dad said, opening the door.  
 
    “Sorry to come over this time of evening, but it couldn’t wait,” Mr. Foster said, walking into the house.  
 
    “Let me get my wife and nephew from the kitchen. They will want to hear what you have to say too. Please excuse me for a minute.  
 
    I stood there, confused, glancing between Sophie and Braedon because they knew we couldn’t talk right now. I didn’t want to say anything because Mr. Foster asked to talk to all of us. Mom and Kurt joined us less than a couple minutes later in the hall.  
 
    “Mr. Foster, nice to see you again,” Mom said, smiling. 
 
    “Sorry for intruding in on you again, during dinner time,” Mr. Foster said, shaking her hand. “Well, you are all probably wondering why I am here. I didn’t want to call you on the phone. Karsyn, you are no longer a suspect,” Mr. Foster smiled.  
 
    My mouth fell open and tears started falling down my cheeks. “What? How did this happen?” I questioned, dabbing the tears on my cheeks.  
 
    “The clues from your vision and the picture of the license plate led the police to the killer. They picked him up after school and he finally confessed an hour ago to the murders. The police are dropping all charges against you, and you don’t have to worry about Detective Alvarez harassing you again. I wanted to tell all of you together.”  
 
    Braedon picked me up in his arms and gave me a big kiss. The minute my feet hit the floor, Sophie wrapped her arms around me and whispered. “Thank you, Karsyn. You helped to find Alexina and Tyler’s killer.”   
 
    I stepped back and looked at everyone around me, my family and new friends. Dad and Mom were hugging and crying, then Dad reached over, pulling Emerson and Kurt into their hug. Braedon mouthed he loved me, and Sophie was smiling. Then, I realized that maybe I didn’t have to hide who I was anymore. I managed to help, even if it wasn’t the way I had hoped. I helped to bring closure to their families.  
 
    “Mr. Foster, would it be all right if I go to their visitations and funerals now that I’m not a suspect anymore?”  
 
    “Yes. You don’t have to hide anymore, Karsyn. Well, I should be going. It was nice getting to know all of you. Karsyn, you know my number if you ever need my services again.  
 
    Remember to not be afraid of who you are. You may not have been able to save them, but you did help in finding their killer. You all have a good rest of your night. Bye.”  
 
    “Thank you, for everything, Mr. Foster,” I said, opening the door for him. “By the way who was the kid that confessed to the murders?”  
 
    “It was the kid in the car that almost ran you down on the road after you found the bodies. I might as well tell you because it will be all over the news later tonight anyway. His name is Caleb Webb.”  
 
    After I closed the door, I turned back around to look at Sophie and Braedon to see if they had heard what Mr. Foster said about Caleb. Braedon was standing there in a blank stare, while Sophie stood there frozen with her mouth wide open. The biggest question was why he did it. I figured we would find out in the papers before he went to trial for their murders.  
 
    “I know dinner is on the table, but we need to go celebrate,” Mom said, walking to the kitchen. “Let me put everything in bowls before we leave.”  
 
      
 
    ****  
 
      
 
    The next morning I woke up wondering if last night had really happened or if I had dreamt the whole thing. I laid there in bed, enjoying the feeling that I wasn’t going to trial, but I was still heartbroken for my friends. I wasn’t able to help them the way I wanted too, and that guilt would be with me forever.  
 
    “Karsyn, can I come in?” Emerson asked through my door. 
 
    “Sure,” I yawned.  
 
    She walked in closing the door behind her, then sat on the edge of the bed beside me. “I didn’t get a chance to talk to you last night while we were all out celebrating. I’m glad all the charges have been dropped against you. I know you feel like you didn’t help them, but you helped more than you realize. You were able to give two families closure. Because of you, they know who did this to them, and that person is going to be held accountable for their deaths,” she scooted closer, giving me a hug. I didn’t want to make a sudden move in fear she might get spooked like a skittish animal. Emerson wasn’t one to give out free hugs unless it was to her benefit.  
 
    “Well, I better let you get up and get ready for school so we aren’t late. Again, I’m glad you can be with Sophie and Braedon today at school,” she smiled, closing my door behind her.  
 
    By some miracle, I was able to get ready about fifteen minutes before we had to leave for school. I didn’t feel like having anything at home for breakfast, so I yelled for Emerson to hurry up if she wanted to make a run to Starbucks before school. We were going to be a little late to school if we stopped, but I didn’t care. I was tired of worrying about getting in trouble all the time.  
 
      
 
    ****   
 
      
 
    Sophie was waiting for me at my locker so we could walk to the cafeteria together. We took our usual way there, dodging in and out of crowds of kids walking through the halls. We paused a few feet in front of Alexina’s locker. We stood there gazing at all the flowers, stuffed animals, and notes kids had left. I knew our friendship would never be the same without Alexina around, but she would always be with us. I felt bad that I hadn’t left anything for her yet. I asked Sophie if she had left anything for Alexina. She wiped a tear away, then pointed to a fluffy black and white kitten with long whiskers. On the little rectangle tag that attached around its neck, it had both of our names.  
 
    “I hope you don’t mind, Karsyn. I knew you were stressed with thinking you might be going to trial, so I put your name down too.”  
 
    “I don’t mind. Thank you. I’m truly sorry about Alexina. I wished I could have done more.”  
 
    “You helped find their killer. I know her parents are grateful. I went by to see them last night after the celebration dinner. I told them all about you, and they asked me if you were going to be at the visitation Saturday. I told them I didn’t know. I think you should go.”  
 
    “I don’t know, Sophie. I feel so guilty that I didn’t do more.”  
 
    “Stop, Karsyn! You can’t keep doing this to yourself every time. Come on before Braedon freaks out that you haven’t turned the corner yet,” she said, tugging on the sleeve of my peach colored sweater.  
 
    We turned the corner, and my phone buzzed. I looked up at Braedon and told him he could stop freaking out. He grabbed my hand and pulled me into him. “I’ve missed you these past few days. I think I am entitled to freak out a little bit,” he said, holding the door open for me. I walked through with Sophie, and Braedon quickly took my hand and led me over to the salad bar first before checking out what they had for lunch.  
 
    We talked all the way to our table, where Sophie was already waiting for us. “Aren’t you going to get something to eat, Sophie?” I asked, sitting my salad plate down on the table.  
 
    “Yeah, I wanted to get our old table. Remember the good times we had at this table?” 
 
    “Well, I see Braedon let you sit by him today. You do realize he will be done with you before you know it, and you will be all alone again,” Blair said, flipping her dark hair behind her shoulder. I had to admit she had cute clothes, but I would never let her know that. Her ankle boots clicked against the floor as she stepped closer to our table. She smiled at Braedon, then turned to glare at me and Sophie. I didn’t have to take her shit anymore, and it was going to end today.  
 
    “I’ve got some news for you Blair, so listen carefully. I hope your under-developed brain will be able to comprehend what I am about to say to you, so pay attention. He doesn’t want your ass! He had a brief moment with a lack of judgment, but I think he realized that you truly are a HUGE BITCH! Quit trying to throw yourself at him. It won’t work. He’s made up his mind about you, and you have no one to blame but yourself.” 
 
    “How dare you even talk to me! I don’t associate with criminals. Maybe, I should tell everyone in here about you? That you killed them.” She glared, moving her finger around to point at the kids behind her.  
 
    I laughed rolling my eyes at her. “Oh, you are so cute at times, but mainly annoying. I am no longer a suspect. Listen, and listen good…Stay the hell away from my boyfriend!”  
 
    Sophie was dying in her seat. She was laughing so hard, I thought I saw a few tears roll down her cheeks. Braedon sat there with a smile on his face. Blair stood there glaring at all three of us, trying to come back with something. I could see the kids sitting at tables around us over Blair’s shoulder, laughing and pointing over at us.  
 
    “Did you have something else you wanted to say?” I asked, sitting down next to Braedon.  
 
    “If not, could you please move? You’re ruining my view.”  
 
    She looked at all of us, then started to open her mouth to say something, but flinched from Sophie’s snorting from laughing so hard.  
 
    “Bye, Blair. Run along now,” I said, pointing back to her table.  
 
    “OMG!” Sophie managed to spit out in between snorts. “Oh…” she gasped for air.  
 
    “That was the best ever! Alexina would have been so proud of you, Karsyn,” she smiled.  
 
    It felt good, to be honest, to be able to say what I had wanted to say, but was too scared because of my visions. I knew Rylee would have been proud too. She always told me to not be afraid to stand up to people. My biggest regret was that I wasn’t able to help Rylee at all. When we moved away, the police were still searching for her killer.  
 
      
 
    ****   
 
      
 
    The rest of the day had a somber feel to it. I knew it was because the next day was Alexina and Tyler’s visitations. I wanted to go, but I was also terrified I would break down apologizing for not being able to save them. The visitation definitely wasn’t the time or place to be ridden with guilt.  
 
    Throughout the remaining hours of school, kids would stop at Alexina’s and Tyler’s lockers. There wasn’t much teaching going on in my last classes either. Each class seemed to follow the same ritual. Everyone walked in the classroom, took a tissue from the teacher’s desk on the way to their seat, and then proceeded to tell stories about Alexina and Tyler. In one class, Laura started to talk about Alexina, and how they played at each other’s houses growing up. She had to stop a couple of times during her story to grab a tissue and dap the tears before they streaked her makeup.  
 
    I sat there in the middle of the classroom surrounded by kids crying and consoling one another when the horrible thought flashed in my mind. When will my next vision happen, and will it be another classmate/friend that I won’t be able to save? Warmth flooded over my body, and I felt my heart pounding in my throat on up to my ears the longer I sat there looking around and listening to Laura talk about Alexina. There was no way I was going to be able to keep my composure during the visitation. I felt guilty for so many things today. Guilt over not being able to save my friends, guilt for wanting the day to hurry up and end.  
 
    I texted Emerson to make sure she was going to be ready to leave at the last bell. I was ready for the day to be over. She was outside the school door five minutes after the last bell of the day.  
 
      
 
    ****   
 
      
 
    I immediately started texting Sophie and Braedon the minute I got upstairs with my drink and sandwich. I got so busy telling off Blair at lunch that I wasn’t able to eat any of my salad. It was so worth the starvation I felt when I got home from school.  
 
    We texted back and forth about the kind of day tomorrow was going to be with the visitations and that they both would be with me. I knew the guilt would be with me for a long time, but I would be able to deal with it better with Braedon and Sophie by my side. I wouldn’t be alone this time.  
 
    Kurt came up to my room an hour after I had been home. He had been engrossed in a movie. I had told him to come up after the movie was over and I would tell him about my day. We sat on the bed talking, while he ate his sandwich. I told him about telling off Blair. He gave me a high-five and fell backward on my bed laughing. After he was done laughing, I took a sip of my drink. “Kurt, will you go with me tomorrow to the visitation?” I peeked over at him.  
 
    “Yes. I had planned on going with you. I don’t think Braedon and Sophie would be able to keep you under control. No offense, but they haven’t known you long.”  
 
    “I am not going to argue with you. You would be able to keep me from freaking out and apologizing all over the place.”  
 
      
 
    ****   
 
      
 
    I woke up the next morning with a heavy heart for my friends as we would start the process of saying goodbye to them. I had to remain strong today. I just didn’t know how I was going to accomplish it. Mom came up to check on me right as I got out of bed, to make sure I was going to be okay today. I told her that I would be with Braedon, Sophie, and Kurt, and that I had to be strong for my friends. She asked if I wanted breakfast, but I wasn’t that hungry. She kissed me on the forehead, then headed back downstairs, closing my door behind her. I laid there, looking at the picture of Rylee over on my dresser. I missed her so much and needed her advice more than ever. I reached over and grabbed my phone off my nightstand, and saw I had a text from Braedon.  
 
    Morning, Karsyn. I will be at your house around 1 to pick you up. I will be right there with you, I’m not going anywhere. I love you. 
 
    I laid my phone back down on my nightstand, flipping my comforter back, and the chill of my room, puncturing through my yoga pants. I got up and went over to my dresser, grabbing my favorite pair of fuzzy socks out of the drawer. I sat down in the chair next to my window and put them on real quick.  
 
    “You still have those things?”  
 
    I sat there frozen, still hunched over from pulling my fuzzy sock up. I slowly raised up, looking over towards my bed. “Rylee?”  
 
    “Hi, Karsyn. I couldn’t stay away any longer. I’ve really missed you.” She said, walking over towards my dresser, staring at pictures of us together. “I remember when this was taken,” she sighed.  
 
    I sat there staring at her afraid to look away in fear she would be gone when I turned back around. She was dressed in her favorite navy sweater and ripped blue jeans that she was buried in. “I’m sorry, I wasn’t able to save you, Rylee. I hope you can forgive me,” I said, swiping at the tears, running down my cheeks.  
 
    “That is why I’m here, Karsyn. I don’t blame you. You aren’t to blame for my death, and I know you tried to save me. This guilt you carry around with you every day is keeping you from moving on with your life. Karsyn, you need to let go of the guilt and get on with your life. Remember the great times we had while I was alive, and stop focusing on my death. Promise me you will stop blaming yourself. You aren’t to blame.” She smiled at me.  
 
    “I promise, Rylee. I miss you so much.”  
 
    “I know, Karsyn. It’s time to let go,” she said, smiling as she walked toward my bedroom door.  
 
    “Karsyn?” Emerson said, opening the door. “Are you okay?” she asked, walking over towards me.  
 
    I sat there as tears dripped off my chin. “Yeah, I was just thinking about Rylee with everything that has been going on.”  
 
    “I’m sorry about your friends, Karsyn,” she said, walking back to my door. “Oh, I almost forgot, Mom wanted me to see if you wanted some fruit or anything else for breakfast. I can bring it up to you, while you get ready.”  
 
    “I’m not really hungry. Could you bring me up some juice?” I said, getting into my dresser drawer.  
 
    “Yes. Are you going to get a shower? If so, I will just set it on your nightstand.”  
 
    “Yes. Thanks, Emerson.”  
 
    “You’re welcome. I will leave it on your nightstand,” she said, walking out of my bedroom.  
 
    There was a blueberry muffin on a plate beside the glass of juice Emerson had brought up while I was in the shower. Mom knew I couldn’t resist her muffins, and she was right.  
 
    I grabbed the white handles of the closet, took a deep breath, and opened the doors. There waiting in the back behind all of jeans and sweaters was the black dress I wore to Rylee’s funeral. This was one piece of clothing I was hoping that I wouldn’t be seeing for a long time. I knelt down on the floor, sifting through my various pairs of shoes for my black flats that I only wore with this particular dress. I changed into the short sleeved black dress and slipped on the flats.  
 
    “Karsyn, Braedon is here. Are you ready to go?” Kurt asked through my closed door.  
 
    “Yes. I will be there in a minute.” I took a deep breath and got up from my vanity, grabbing my grey cardigan I had laid out on the bed earlier.  
 
    Braedon was standing between the stairs and the front door talking to Kurt when I walked out of my room. Braedon was in a pair of black slacks and burgundy polo. Kurt was in black slacks as well, along with a white button down shirt. I walked down the stairs and over to Kurt and gave him a great big hug. “Thank you for going with me to the visitations.”  
 
    “Anytime. You know I will always be here for you. I mean that. I talked to Aunt Jenna and Uncle Stephen about moving here. They told me the spare bedroom is mine till the time is right to get my own place,” he said, giving me another hug before letting go of me.  
 
    I took a few steps closer to Braedon, reaching for his hand. “Are you okay?”  
 
    “No, but I know you will be with me.”  
 
    I went into the family room to let my parents know we were leaving for the school now and gave them each a hug. I walked in between Braedon and Kurt out to the truck. Kurt got in the backseat behind the passenger seat, while Braedon helped me up in the truck.  
 
    The closer we got to the school, I went back and forth between fidgeting with the strap of my wristlet and twisting my hair. I had no idea how people were going to treat me when I entered the gym, but I had to pay my respects to my friends. Braedon grabbed my hand after about the fifth time of twisting my strap.  
 
    “Karsyn, we are going to make it through this together.”  
 
    “I’m sorry I haven’t been there for you much. I’ve been a horrible girlfriend,” I sighed.  
 
    “Karsyn, none of this was your fault. It’s been rough, I’m not going to lie. You are here now, and that’s all that matters.”  
 
    We were able to get to the back of the school relatively easy, considering the entrance to the gym was backed up down the road.  We drove down to the back of the gym, and there we saw Sophie in a long-sleeved black dress and flats. She had a handful of tissues in her left hand. Braedon helped me out of the truck, and I ran over to her, wrapping my arms around her neck.  
 
      
 
    “Are you okay? I’m so sorry that I wasn’t able to be there for you, Sophie. Please forgive me.”  
 
    “Karsyn, you did more than anyone. You helped find the killer, and have brought some sort of closure. You don’t have to be afraid to go in there. It’s going to take time, but all of us will eventually be okay,” she said, opening the back door to the gym.  
 
    Braedon took my hand once we were inside the gym doors. I looked around and it didn’t look like our gym anymore with all the flowers that were being brought in by men in black suits. At the front of the gym were two white caskets, opened with sprays of flowers adorned in the corners of both. Kids from every grade were lined up from the caskets all the way back to the glass doors, leading out to the lobby. Sophie took me by the hand and started to lead me toward the front of the line to Alexina and Tyler’s caskets.  
 
    “Sophie, I can’t do this,” I whispered, looking around the gym. Kids were starting to stare our way, and I knew the reason why.  
 
    “Karsyn, you can do this. All of us together can do this. Their parents want to say something to you. It will be okay. No one blames you for their deaths.”  
 
    I looked at her, tears welling up in my eyes. Warmth flooding my cheeks. “Thank you, Sophie. Those simple words mean everything to me,” I pulled her in for a big hug.  
 
    She led us over to Alexina’s parents first because Tyler’s parents were talking to a family that had been waiting in line. I lowered my head and slowly glanced over towards Alexina’s casket. She looked peaceful, even though her death was far from peaceful. Her hair was curled, her makeup flawless, and she was dressed in her favorite ripped jeans and fuzzy pink sweater. I couldn’t move any closer to her, as if gravity had a firm grip on me. Mr. and Mrs. Mayer looked tired and older than the last time I saw them a few weeks ago. Their eyes were bloodshot, puffy, with dark circles, and the tears cascaded down the abundance of wrinkles left by the still ever-so-fresh tragedy that had fallen upon the couple. 
 
    Mrs. Mayer stepped closer to me, taking my hands in hers. She looked down at my hands and whispered. “Thank you.” She raised her head back up tears flowing down her face. “Sophie talked to us the other night about how you helped to find the boy that did this to Alexina and Tyler. I’m sorry the police treated you that way. Alexina always talked about you. She really liked you. Thank you for being a good friend to her.” She lowered my hands down and gave me a hug. I turned to look at Sophie, who was pulling another tissue from the collection she had in her hand. I held my hand out for one myself. I was about to walk away when Mr. and Mrs. Evans walked over to me.  
 
    I looked at Mr. Evans and could have sworn I was looking at Tyler, but I knew that wasn’t possible. I glanced over at Tyler’s casket, and the first thing I noticed was a football with signatures all over it looked like he was dressed in a blue and black plaid button-down shirt and a pair of dark jeans. Again, I couldn’t get any closer to the casket.  
 
    “Thank you for helping find who did this to Tyler and Alexina,” Mr. Evans said, his voice shaky. “We should get back to talking to people, but we didn’t want to miss telling you thank you.”  
 
    Braedon wrapped his arm around me while I stood there, speechless by what just happened with our friends’ parents. I was expecting them to blame me and want to see me on trial for their deaths. I wasn’t prepared for them being grateful. Sophie and Kurt walked over and we stood there in a group hug for a few minutes, whispering amongst ourselves.  
 
    After about 30 minutes, I was ready to go home. I was grateful their families didn’t blame me for what happened but seeing my friends like that intensified the guilt, I was already feeling.  
 
    Braedon, Kurt, and I hugged Sophie goodbye at the back entrance where we came in.  
 
    Braedon lifted my hand to his mouth. The warmth of his breath sent an electric pulse through my entire body. For the first in a long time, I had hope that everything was going to be okay. Hope for a somewhat normal life. Friends who cared about me, and a community where most people would be willing to accept me and my visions. I wouldn’t have to hide anything about myself anymore. No more looking over my shoulder in fear someone would find out about the secret I tried to keep hidden from those around me.  
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