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​CHAPTER 1:
Back to Pungaru
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It had been just over a year since Adam Braddock had died. 

He hadn't believed it at first. He had been in denial for several weeks. Even now, he struggled to fully come to terms with it. 

‘What's wrong, Adam?’ Robyn’s gentle voice pulled him from his thoughts as her hand rested lightly on his arm. He’d have remained adrift in a fantasy world, oblivious to his fate, if not for her and Tania Casey. 

Sometimes his inner demons would manifest and get the better of him, but slowly, surely, he was gaining control over them. 

Adam stood beside Robyn on the quiet street in Pungaru, taking in the familiar surroundings. The old supermarket still stood, as did the rows of small shops lining the road. He turned to the roundabout, gazing up the hill toward Pungaru High School. The road was eerily deserted.

Mt Taranaki stood majestically in its usual spot, its peaks still covered in snow, looking the same as it had last time Adam had been there. 

‘Something’s different.’ Adam shivered, his unease prickling at the edges of his consciousness. He pushed back the dark thoughts, knowing all too well the danger of letting them fester. In the living world, imagination could be an escape; here, it had terrifying consequences.

Robyn’s hand remained on his arm. ‘What, Adam?’ Her big brown eyes searched his face.

‘I don’t know... I get this funny feeling, that’s all.’ He glanced around again, but nothing obvious was out of place.

‘It looks the same to me.’ 

‘But you never lived here all your life like I did. Although I guess fifteen years isn’t much of a life, but still...’ 

‘Are you sure you’re not letting your fears get the better of you?’ Robyn said, in her soft, feminine voice. ‘I mean last time you were here you let it get crazy. Maybe it’s those memories coming back to mess with your mind.’

Adam chuckled nervously. ‘Well, at least I don’t see any zombies... yet.’ The thought still sent a shiver down his spine. He could vividly recall the nightmare of being trapped in the old cheese factory, surrounded by ravenous hordes. It amazed him how real his subconscious could make those horrors. But this was the afterlife - a realm where fantasies and fears alike became real.

He remembered Tania’s words from months ago:

‘You need to learn how to control your mind and not let it take total control over your life... or should I say - afterlife.’

Adam attempted yet again to clear the memories from his mind. ‘Let’s go up to the school.’

‘If you like.’ Robyn grasped his hand in hers. 

Adam paused only briefly to admire her long brown hair and rosy cheeks and they made their way up the hill towards the school.  

Robyn had been the best thing about the afterlife. She was one of the few things that were real in a world of illusion and fantasy. She, too, had died young. For Adam, it had been a mysterious illness that had ended his life, but for Robyn, it had been a car crash. 

‘I had scars early on, but they healed up over a period of time,’ Robyn had told him. ‘In the afterlife wounds don’t stay wounds for long. They hurt like hell if you get injured, but they heal quickly.’

‘Like on movies and TV when someone’s immortal and they get shot or stabbed?’ Adam had asked.

‘Exactly like that. But we don’t heal as quickly as they do. It takes a little time.’

‘Like with Don, when Hochstetler shot him?’

‘Yep.’

Don had been a great help too, along with his friend Morgan. They had been there along with Robyn and Tania when Adam crossed over. They had tried to merge into the world Adam had created for himself, to assist him in coming to grips with being dead. At first, he had thought they were out to get him, but it was Hochstetler, who had turned out to be the villain - the man who had posed as a police officer, pretending to be his friend.

Now, standing at the edge of the high school grounds, Adam’s unease crept back. He halted, casting his gaze around the buildings. ‘You know, it worries me...’

Robyn stopped beside him. ‘What?’

‘That someone like Hochstetler can merge into anyone’s world and pretend to be someone he’s not. I mean, how can we know for sure what’s real and what’s not in this world? How do we know what we’ve conjured up ourselves and what is some other, possibly twisted person, trying to manipulate and control like Hochstetler did?’

Robyn placed a reassuring hand on his shoulder. ‘You don’t have to worry about him anymore. He’s locked up.’

Adam continued to scan the school grounds. ‘But you guys always told me there were others like him. People who want to control people.’

‘There are. But you learn what’s real and what’s not. It takes time.’

Adam thought back to Hochstetler’s trial. The memory was surreal - nothing like a standard courtroom. There’d been no defense or prosecution, just a jury of witnesses and neutral participants. Adam, Robyn, Tania, Don, and Morgan had all been there...

‘Rodney Hochstetler. You sit before us on charges of conspiracy and attempted grievous bodily harm. How do you plead?’

The room was heavy with tension. Around a large oak table, the jurors sat with grim expressions, their gazes fixed on the accused. At the head of the table sat Martin, a man who looked to be in his mid-70s, although Adam had been told he was far older than that. In the afterlife, one stayed looking the same age as when they died. Nice if you were young, but not so pleasant for those who were old and decrepit, which a large percentage of them were. Then again, they probably thought they were lucky to still exist. At least you could will yourself to be young again.

Martin’s silver hair framed a face lined with experience. His piercing eyes locked on Hochstetler with the weight of the community’s trust behind them. The community itself comprised of close to thirty people, all who had gathered from various parts of the region. 

Hochstetler, tall and brooding, was shackled to a chair at the opposite end of the table. His dark eyes radiated disdain and his lips curled in a perpetual sneer. Behind him, Don, with his imposing frame and steely gaze, stood guard like a police officer.

Adam couldn’t help but think how fitting this setup was. Hochstetler, a murderer in his mortal life, had been killed in a desperate attempt to flee justice. Now, even in death, he was facing justice. And likewise, even in death, he remained a dangerous man. 

Hochstetler snickered and glared at them with contempt. ‘This is a joke! Who the hell do you think you are? You think you have the right to judge me? Are you God?’

One of the jurors, a man with sharp features and a fiery glare, leaned forward. ‘We put him in charge!’ 

Another juror, a woman with streaks of grey in her hair, nodded firmly. ‘That’s right!’ 

Martin’s frown deepened. ‘This is a democracy. Law and order must be kept. We can’t have people going around doing whatever they like, manipulating others and turning them into pawns for evil.’

Hochstetler let out a derisive laugh. ‘Accusations, accusations. Is that how your so-called justice works here? Guilty until proven innocent?’

Morgan, seated a few places down, slammed his palm on the table. ‘You know darn well you’re guilty!’ 

Voices erupted around the table.

‘We know it too!’ 

‘You’re not denying it, are you?’

‘You’ve hurt people, Hochstetler!’

‘You’re a liar and a manipulator!’

Hochstetler puffed out his chest. ‘I don’t have to answer to the likes of you. I answer to a higher power.’

‘What? God?’ Morgan scoffed. ‘I hate to tell you this, Hochstetler, but if there was any God interested in us, he would have made himself known a long time ago. This is the afterlife, after all.’

Hochstetler pointed a finger at Morgan, then swung it dramatically around the room. ‘You may scoff but you will be answerable. Every single one of you!’

Morgan clenched his fist, his knuckles whitening. ‘All you want is to create a community of followers. Your own cult.’ 

Another woman piped up, ‘And you’re willing to hurt anyone who gets in your way!’ 

‘This is bull and you know it!’ Hochstetler roared.

Martin slammed his fist on the table with such force that the room fell silent. ‘Enough! Hochstetler, do you deny you fired a shotgun at two of the people here? Do you deny you threatened to harm a young girl to get what you want? Do you deny you attempted to manipulate to achieve your own selfish ends? Do you?’

Hochstetler remained silent for a few moments before speaking again. ‘I do what God wants.’ His eyes turned to Adam and his glare gave him goosebumps. 

Martin rose to his feet, leaned forward and rested his hands on the table. He spoke calmly, ‘No Hochstetler. You do not get to do whatever you like. That’s not the way things work.’

Hochstetler snorted. ‘It works any way I damn well want it to!’

‘Not while we have any say in the matter.’

The defendant sneered. ‘What are you going to do, huh? Execute me? You can’t do that. Banish me? I’ll still do whatever I want. You can’t do a thing!’

A juror shouted from the side, ‘We can lock you up, you arrogant piece of crap!’ 

Immediately, there were cheers of agreement. 

Martin raised a hand, silencing the outburst. His voice lowered. ‘We will lock you up.’

Hochstetler narrowed his eyes.  ‘For how long?’ 

‘Forever.’

Adam dropped his jaw. It seemed like a harsh penalty, even for a murderer.

Hochstetler snickered, leaning back in his chair as if he couldn’t believe what he was hearing. ‘You wouldn’t do that.’

‘We can and we will.’

The room buzzed with murmurs of agreement from the other jurors. Adam glanced at Tania, who sat quietly beside him, her expression unreadable. She caught his eye, offering a weak smile before patting his arm twice, as if to assure him this was the way it had to be.

Trent, a juror who looked to be in his 30s, spoke up. ‘Forever? That’s not fair, is it? Not for what he’s done.’ Trent narrowed his eyes, his bushy, dark eyebrows furrowing.

Tania finally spoke up, ‘Do you want him on the loose doing more damage? If we banish him he will continue what he’s doing. Trying to form his own group, by taking advantage of people who have just crossed over and controlling them. Do you really want that?’ To Adam, Tania sounded like the voice of reason, which was a far cry from when he first met her and had given her the name Miss Crazy.

‘No,’ Trent admitted, shaking his head. ‘But what right do we have to play God? We’re talking an eternity here. We’re like condemning him to Hell.’

‘But it won’t be,’ Tania countered. ‘Not really. Lock him up in a big building if you want to, he can conjure up whatever he wants. It can be his own little paradise. Just keep him away from the rest of us.’

‘That’s right,’ Morgan agreed. ‘He can have everything he wants, right? He can create his own fantasy world in his prison. Have a harem of women. All the fine food he could ever want to eat. It won’t be that bad.’

It reminded Adam of how he had unconsciously created his own fantasy world after his death. A fully functional school with a principal that made it fun. He had won the lottery and become popular with the girl he had a crush on. It was a pity things had to go all weird and frightening. Perhaps if Hochstetler created his own little world, it too would become a nightmare. 

Morgan leaned back in his chair. ‘At least it’s not an eternity burning in Hell!’ 

‘Maybe this is Hell, did you ever think of that?’ Don said. ‘Maybe this is our eternal damnation?’

Trent huffed. ‘It’s irrelevant! God or no God, what gives us the right to dish out any kind of punishment like that?’

‘Like Tania said...’ Morgan interrupted. ‘It’s not like he’s going to be in a real prison. He’s not gonna be doing hard labour or sitting in an empty cell bored out of his skull.’

‘We make the rules here,’ Martin replied. ‘This man will never change. He will always be a threat.’

‘How can you be so sure?’ asked another juror. 

‘Well, how about we put it to a vote then? All in favour of locking Hochstetler up indefinitely, raise your hands?’

Adam hesitated. The weight of condemning someone to eternal confinement felt incomprehensible. But this was the afterlife, a place with rules he barely understood. The other jurors seemed to carry a wisdom he lacked, and as hands began to rise around him, he slowly raised his too.

Trent’s hand stayed down. His face twisted with disgust as he scanned the room. ‘I can’t believe this!’

‘Then it’s settled.’ Martin turned to face Hochstetler. ‘Rodney Hochstetler, you have been found guilty and we sentence you to imprisonment where you will remain indefinitely.’

Hochstetler’s face turned red and his eyes exuded venom. ‘You can’t do this!’ He thrashed about in his chair, attempting to yank free from the handcuffs. Don stepped forward to restrain him, clasped a firm hand on his shoulder and held him there. 

‘You can’t keep me locked up forever! You’ll see!’

‘Take him away,’ instructed Martin.

‘You’ll all pay! Every single damn one of you!’ 

Morgan held Hochstetler down as Don uncuffed him and recuffed him with his hands behind his back. They hauled him to his feet. Hochstetler took one last glance back at Adam, his eyes full of fury. ‘This is your fault, you little punk! I’ll be coming after you first!’

With that, Don and Morgan dragged him out of the room.

Adam’s blood ran cold as the doors slammed shut behind them

Tania placed a hand on his arm. ‘It’s okay, Adam. He can’t do anything to you. We’ll be sure he’s locked up good. He won’t get out.’

‘Will someone be guarding him?’

‘There’s no need to. There’s no one here who will set him free. We’ll ensure he’s well secured. Remember he has no need of food, so no one will be paying him any visits.’

‘Are you sure?’

‘Of course.’ Tania smiled. ‘You have absolutely nothing to worry about.’

‘You have nothing to worry about.’ Robyn said as they stepped through the gates of Pungaru High. ‘They walled up all the entrances to Hochstetler’s prison.’

‘But couldn’t he conjure up something like an earth digger and dig his way out?’

Robyn shook her head. ‘That’s impossible. Sure, he could conjure one up, but it would only be able to dig out of an illusionary prison. It couldn’t possibly dig out of a real one. He’s been in there for nearly a year. If he got out, we’d know.’

‘Yeah...I guess you’re right.’ Adam ground to a halt. ‘Wait. Something is different.’

‘You’re sure you’re not conjuring up an illusion?’

Adam peered over to the site of the new pavilion, the one they had started to build before he died. But there it was with its deck and glass windows. The main pathway passed alongside it, disappearing around the back of the main office blocks to where the classrooms stood.  ‘Do you see that?’ He pointed towards it. 

‘What. That glass building?’

‘Yes.’

‘Sure. What about it?’

He turned his eyes to her. ‘Do you remember it being there before?’

Robyn paused and frowned. ‘I’m not sure... I don’t recall.’

‘Robyn. When I was here last, that pavilion was only at its foundations. So, tell me. What the hell is it doing there now?
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​CHAPTER 2:
Out of Place
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Adam and Robyn stood in front of the fully erect pavilion, examining it at close quarters. 

‘So why is it there now, fully erect?’ Adam still couldn’t believe it.

Robyn ran her fingers through her hair. ‘I... I don’t know. Perhaps it’s a window into another time. You know, like before? When you died, it was at its foundation and you crossed over to this plane of existence, bringing the shell of your world with you. But every now and then you would see the building as it is in the living world. Perhaps that’s what’s going on here?’

Adam nodded. He’d come to understand a little about windows and how one could see through them into the world of the living. ‘I guess you’re right. I figured now I know I’m dead I wouldn’t be seeing this sort of thing anymore.’

‘You still may. I’ve never experienced a window before. I’m going by what Tania and the others have told me. Windows are only there for short periods.’

‘But why here?’

Robyn shrugged. ‘Who knows? Maybe this place is special?’

‘What...?’ He delivered her a wry smile. ‘Special as in mentally challenged?’

Robyn giggled, rolling her eyes. ‘You’re the only mentally challenged one around here.’

They made their way to the school hall, where Adam had sat through many an assembly. The doors stood ajar, just as they had on so many occasions in his past life. Adam hesitated before stepping inside, a wave of nostalgia washing over him.

He almost hoped to see his friends sitting there, waiting for him to join him, but this time, the hall was eerily still. Rows of old wooden forms stood in perfect lines, their usual sounds of scraping and shuffling absent. The stage, with its weathered piano and faded purple curtains, seemed frozen in time.

‘Me and my buddies always used to sit there.’ Adam gestured towards a row near the side door. ‘Ready to make a quick getaway when assembly finished.’ Adam sighed, sad that he would never see his pals again. He forced the heaviness aside and turned to Robyn. ‘I can remember seeing you in here with all the other students, sitting there clueless to what was going on.’

She smirked. ‘That was weird. All I could see was you sitting here by yourself, getting excited about something some invisible teacher was saying up on stage. What was all that about anyway?’

Adam chuckled. ‘The new school principal had just abolished school uniforms.’ He felt so silly about it now and couldn’t look Robyn in the eye. ‘Stupid, huh?’

‘Well, if I was in your shoes, I would have thought I was dreaming. Which in a way would be true, because you unconsciously conjured up the illusion. I’m wondering how your mind made me part of that illusion. I mean, think back, Adam. Like to classes and that. I’d come in, pretending I was part of it all and sit on a chair. What if that chair already had one of your illusionary classmates sitting in it? Wouldn’t I have just sat on their lap?’

Adam couldn’t help but smile. ‘You know, that’s a good question. Thinking back though, I think you were usually there before me.’

‘Well most of the time, I guess.’

‘If what I’ve been told by the others is true, my mind would have filled in all the empty chairs with other students.’ He gazed at her. ‘It must have been so hard for you keeping a straight face sometimes.’

She nodded. ‘Yeah, it was. And downright scary too. Especially when you had that run-in with that bully. What was his name... Todd? I mean bullies are scary enough, but invisible ones are even more terrifying.’ She held her hand over her mouth to muffle a giggle.

‘Well, he wasn’t invisible for me,’ he said and scoffed. ‘It’s hard to believe you can unconsciously conjure up an illusion so vivid. Real to the point it takes on a physical form and can hurt you.’

‘Well dreams are like that, aren’t they? They seem real. You can even feel pain, or at least think you do. When you were alive, didn’t you ever have dreams where someone has you held tight so you can’t get away and they’re digging their fingers into your side and you can feel it?’

‘Yeah, I hate that.’

‘And when you eat stuff, you can taste it, but it’s bland?’

‘Yeah.’

‘It’s the same thing here, but your senses are intensified instead of dulled.’

Adam knew the truth of that, too. ‘Hey. Something just occurred to me. If an illusionary being can cause me pain and even push or hold me down, doesn’t that mean a physical object could do the same? Like an illusionary earth digger or something, knocking me down or running me over?’

Robyn rubbed her chin. ‘Yeah. I guess.’

‘So... if an illusionary object could knock me down... a real thing... then why couldn’t it dig through a real wall of a real building?’

Robyn grimaced. ‘Oh, you’re thinking about Hochstetler again.’

‘Well, yeah.’

‘Hmmm. I don’t know. That’s a good question.’

Adam scanned the hall one last time, an uneasy feeling descended upon him. Once again, he had to fight back his fears to avoid them manifesting themselves in illusions. If he wasn’t careful, a demonic version of Hochstetler would come lumbering out at him, intent on revenge. He didn’t want to look silly in front of Robyn, trying to deal with a hallucination that only he could see.

He jerked his eyes back towards the stage. Was that a shadow in the corner? 

No. It was nothing. 

‘Come on. Let’s get out of here.’ The best thing was to get back outside and calm his thoughts. 

Back outside, the pavilion was back down to its foundations. 

Adam spread his hands towards it. ‘Now look at it. I’m not seeing things, right? It’s back down to the way it was.’

‘You’re not seeing things.’ Robyn touched his shoulder. ‘Don’t worry about it. It’s nothing.’

Adam didn’t reply. He turned and headed in another direction, his mind unsettled. He stopped outside the windows of the old art classroom, peering through at the place where he had spent so many hours. He paused at the table he always sat at and proceeded to scan the room with fond memories. 

Once again, that troubled feeling returned. ‘Something’s not right here, either.’

‘What?’

‘The art on the walls. It’s different.’

‘Well, that’s not all that surprising. I mean, you said you were in hospital for a few weeks, right? Before you died I mean.’

‘Well yeah, I certainly remember being in hospital all the time.’

‘Well then, some of it got removed and new stuff got put up during that period.’

Adam continued to gaze through the window at the art. Pencil drawings. One of them was one of his. He had drawn it three months before he became ill. A portrait of Daisy Kendrick. She had been the model and Adam remembered enjoying being able to gaze at her all period long, while he drew every curve, every shade.

The art teacher had put it up on the wall and he had been so proud that one of his had made the grade. It was the best picture he’d ever drawn and the effort he had put into it had been rewarded as it took its position up there.

The thing is, he had also seen it taken down and replaced by different art a few days before he fell ill.

‘That’s an old picture.’ Adam eyed Robyn, expecting a surprised reaction. ‘They took it down before I became ill. What’s it doing back up there?’

Robyn shrugged. ‘So, they decided to put it back up as a tribute to you.’

‘On the day I died? Like not even a second after I died?’

‘Well... maybe they put it up because they knew you were so ill and might not make it.’

‘And all my other classmate’s work? All the stuff they did on the same day?’

Robyn shrugged again. ‘I don’t know.’

‘All that stuff got taken down.’ Adam peered back through the window. ‘They put up a whole lot of new stuff. Only a few days before I became ill.’

A worried line appeared on Robyn’s forehead. ‘Are you sure?’ 

‘I’m positive!’

She rubbed her chin. ‘That’s strange.’

‘You bet it is!’

‘Maybe it’s another window into another time? Like with the pavilion?’

Adam had to admit she could be right. It wasn’t far away from the pavilion, after all. But it didn’t add up. The building he had seen was in the future. The pictures he was looking at on the wall were in the past. Two separate windows in one defined area. Was it possible?

Robyn placed a reassuring hand on his arm. ‘I’m not sure coming here was a good idea. I think Brenda was right. You weren’t ready to come back here again so soon.’

‘I’m okay.’

‘Are you sure? You seem bothered by all this.’

‘I’m fine.’

‘Brenda said you might hallucinate again. All the old fears may manifest themselves.’

‘I’m fine!’

She removed her hand. ‘Okay, okay... sorry.’

Adam exhaled sharply, trying to shake off his unease. They moved on to his old English classroom. This time, he decided he would step inside. But when he tested the door, it was locked.

‘What the...?’

Robyn frowned. ‘Why would it be locked? We were coming in and out of this room all the time when we were last here.’

‘Is it possible Tania may have locked it after she was last here? You know when she was pretending to be my English teacher?’

‘No, she never had the key. Well not that I knew of. I don’t see why she would have, I mean, what’s the point in locking it? It’s not like anyone’s gonna break in and steal anything, is it?’

‘Maybe someone’s been here since then. Although I can’t figure out why they would bother locking it. I mean they’d have to search for the key first, wouldn’t they?’

‘You’d think so.’

Adam turned towards some of the other classrooms. He glanced down one of the paths, then into the entrance of one of the classroom blocks. He didn’t expect to see anyone, but that feeling something wasn’t right seeped back through his veins. 

Something moved out of the corner of his eye.

He spun his head around and saw something disappear behind one of the classroom blocks. 

‘What was that?’

‘Huh?’ Robyn followed his gaze, her eyes wide. 

‘Did you see that? Somebody was there.’

‘Adam, take it easy, you’re making me nervous.’

Adam took a few steps forward. ‘I’m positive I saw something.’

‘Relax. It was probably your mind playing with you.’

He quickened his pace and glanced back to see Robyn hurrying along after him. Adam hurried around the side of the classroom block and almost ran into someone coming the other way.

‘Get out of my way, you piece of sewer slush!’

Adam received a shove, sending him staggering back and tumbling to the ground. He stared up wide-eyed as a bulky teen stepped around him and kept on walking. 

Robyn halted and she stared too as the boy marched off along the path in the direction of the school gymnasium. ‘Who the hell was that?’ 

Adam still sat there, agape, staring as the burly teen continued on his journey, not looking back. He turned to Robyn. ‘You can see him too?’

‘Yes! Do you know that guy?’

‘Of course.’ Adam sat up. ‘That’s Todd Spencer! The invisible bully I had trouble with at school.’
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​CHAPTER 3:
The Passing of a Bully
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‘That’s the invisible bully?’ Robyn offered a hand to help Adam to his feet. 

Todd certainly looked the part. He was tall, muscular and had the face that probably would have looked good on a wolf. She didn’t blame Adam for having lived in fear of him while he was alive.

‘That’s him.’ Adam’s voice was taut, his hazel eyes fixed on the gymnasium where Todd had just strode in. He raked a hand through his wavy, dark brown hair, a nervous habit Robyn had noticed before. ‘We can’t both see the same thing, can we? I mean, if he’s an illusion.’

‘No.’ Robyn said. ‘It’s not possible. At least, I’m pretty sure it’s not. No one’s ever told me it is. So that must mean...’ The truth dawned upon her and she met Adam’s gaze with her own.

‘He’s dead...’ they both said together.

‘And he doesn’t know it,’ Adam continued, his voice laced with disbelief. ‘Which is why he shoved me out of the way. He’s acting like he’s still alive, like nothing’s changed.’

‘But wait a minute...’ Robyn frowned, piecing it together. ‘You died before him. He must know that.’

‘Yeah...’ Adam grimaced. ‘Could it be he thinks I’m someone else?’

‘It’s possible, I guess. But I’ve never heard of anything like that before.’ Robyn racked her brains, thinking back to conversations she’d had with others like Tania. Brenda was the one she had learnt the most from. She had been around longer than anyone else and seemed to be clued up on many things that went on in the afterlife. ‘Maybe he didn’t get a proper look at you. Maybe he didn’t realise it was you.’

‘Maybe. Shall we go talk to him?’

Robyn nodded. ‘I guess we can. I mean it can’t do any harm, right? He’s already seen you.’

‘Should we tell him he’s dead? He might already know, right? That could be why he shoved me out of the way and kept on walking.’

‘It’s possible.’ Robyn wasn’t certain, but she was as keen on talking to him as Adam was. A voice in her head told her to report to Brenda first. But the prospect of being the first to talk to one of the newly deceased was too alluring to resist. ‘Let’s go talk to him. But be careful what you say.’

‘Hey, you don’t need to tell me that,’ Adam said with a wry smile. ‘It doesn’t take much to upset Todd Spencer.’

A flicker of excitement rippled through Robyn, and the two hurried toward the gymnasium. As they moved, she couldn’t help but marvel at the situation. ‘It’s quite a coincidence someone you know crossing over to our plane of existence. It’s unheard of in fact.’

‘There are millions of planes of existence, right?’

‘That’s
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