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When I left my house to go the school carnival, I was myself—Clarissa Harris, a normal member of the high school senior class. Sure, I was dressed like a Hollywood version of a fortune teller in a gypsy blouse and peasant skirt, with big hoop earrings hanging from my ears. I already had the long dark hair and deep brown eyes, framed by mascara-enhanced lashes.

My costume was part of my one-time only performance as Madame Aurora. I was going to help raise money for the PTA by telling my customers what they wanted to hear. The giggling girls that entered my tent gave me my cues. Their questions told me the answers they were looking for, mostly love with a handsome man. It was just for fun and entertainment, but I played it up with mysterious pauses as I stared into my cheap crystal ball like I could really see the future.

I was one of the few attractions afforded any privacy, and the tent muffled some of the noise being made by the excited teenagers playing carnival games outside. This added to the mystique of my act and helped attract customers, because the girls liked to ask their hopeful questions away from the judgmental eyes of their peers. They knew it was all pretend, but they still waited expectantly for me to tell them their thrilling futures. The downside was that I missed out on all the fun that was happening at the other booths.

The only guys I saw were dragged into my tent by their girlfriends. Such was the case with Damien Stark, who entered with a bored expression following his much more animated girlfriend, Blair Hadley.

“Come in,” I intoned in a ridiculously hammy impersonation of a psychic. “You wish to know your future. Madame Aurora sees all.”

What more could this bitch want, I wondered. She already had popularity and better than average looks, and her boyfriend was the most gorgeous guy at school—possibly on the planet according to some of his female classmates. Maybe she was worried about what would happen after her high school glory years came to an end.

“They got a real gypsy,” she exclaimed in delight. “Ooh, this will be fun!”

“It’s Clarissa Harris,” Damien said after a brief, dismissive glance at me.

“Who?” Blair asked.

I’m in your English class bitch, I felt like telling her.

“She’s in my Trigonometry class,” Damien informed her. 

Blair grimaced. “I hate math.”

“Sit.” I gestured toward the chairs, eager to get this over with and be free of Blair’s annoying presence.

“I want to know if I’ll make the squad in college,” she said. “I’m cheer captain here.” 

“Quiet please,” I shushed her. “Madame Aurora must concentrate.”

I made a show of staring into the crystal ball as I debated whether to tell her that she wouldn’t make the squad, and that she would end up getting fat. Then I worried that the airhead would take it seriously and develop an eating disorder. “Yes,” I began dramatically. “I see you cheering. I see...”

The sense of foreboding came out of nowhere. It was so strong that I couldn’t even speak at first. My eyes lifted in horror to Blair’s smiling face. “Death stalks you tonight,” I warned. “Stay inside your house. Don’t go out for anything.”

“What?” Blair squeaked.

“The killing moon is a harbinger,” I continued ominously. 

“What is this shit?” Damien demanded.

“You,” I hissed, completing my transformation into a lunatic. “Stay away from me. I don’t want you.”

He glowered at me. “What the fuck are you talking about?”

Blair now looked suspicious rather than frightened. “Why is she saying that? Do you have something going with her? No wonder you knew her name!”

“No,” he insisted. “I’ve never even talked to her before. She’s fucking crazy.”

She immediately accepted his explanation and turned her distrust on me. “Are you after my boyfriend? Is that why you’re trying to scare me?”

I was still in the grip of my inexplicable fear. “Go home,” I pleaded with desperate intensity. “Don’t let it get you.”

For a moment, she seemed to be swayed by my urgent plea. Then her expression hardened. “I’m not falling for your stupid tricks. You know that Cory’s Halloween party is tonight. Now let me tell you something about your future.  Stay away from my boyfriend or you’ll be sorry.”

Damien, too, glared at me. His stunning green eyes were made even more striking by the dark rings around his irises. This rare feature was called a limbal ring. I had looked it up after becoming fascinated with him in ninth grade. Having long since gotten over my unrequited crush on him, I didn’t know what had brought on my sudden attitude toward him. I was still irrationally wary of him.

“Take her home right now,” I said. “Before it’s too late.”

“Let’s get out of here,” he told Blair as he stood up. “Your fortune teller act sucks,” he remarked to me before they left the tent.

I sat there trying to think of what I should do. The horrible feeling of doom wouldn’t go away, but I had nothing specific to go on. A couple of giggling girls entered the tent and were quickly disappointed by my announcement that I was closed.

“But it’s still early,” one of them protested.

“I’m sick,” I stated, not really lying. My stomach was roiling with worry.

Finally, I decided that I had just freaked myself out with my own imagination. Having acted in plays before, I knew how easy it was to get caught up in the character you were playing.  I’d somehow taken my over-the-top performance of Madame Aurora even further by coming up with exaggerated predictions of doom and gloom. I took the money I had made and gave it to the person in charge of the carnival. She believed my story of suddenly taking ill and sent me home to rest and recuperate.

Instead of stopping at the game booth where my best friend was working, I texted her. Taylor would see right through my story, and I didn’t want to get into the details tonight. I wanted to go home and escape the weirdness, but I thought about it most of the night. Sleep was as elusive as my formerly untroubled disposition. I got up several times to stare pensively out the window at the full moon and went uneasily back to bed.

I must have finally drifted off shortly before dawn. My cell phone woke me at noon.

“Did you hear?” Taylor asked. “Oh my God! I can’t believe it.”

I instantly came all the way awake as I registered the seriousness of her tone.

“Hear what?” “Blair Hadley was killed last night.”

My world turned upside down, and it wouldn’t right itself no matter how much I tried to go back to normal.
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Damien didn’t come back to school until the week following Blair’s funeral. It was closed casket, because she had been extensively mauled by some kind of animal. Damien said it was a wolf—a big wolf. It bit him in the shoulder and then went after Blair. He tried to save her, but it was relentless in its vicious attack. It happened right in her front yard when he took her home after the party around three in the morning.

Cory’s Halloween party traditionally didn’t start until 11:00 at night so that all the guests would be gathered together to welcome in the midnight hour. I’d been to some of his previous parties, which were more about creepy fun than drinking and partying. My costume would have been perfect attire for this year’s event, even though it wasn’t actually Halloween, but I hadn’t been in the mood to laugh about spooky thrills. Cory would have insisted on having a séance when he saw how I was dressed, since we always ended up messing around with the Ouija board. The predictions usually became quite dirty as hormonal teenagers slid the planchette toward the letters with wicked glee.

Blair’s screams at that late hour roused her parents from their sleep, and their next door neighbors also hurried outside to investigate. The neighbor confirmed seeing what he thought was a large dog running into the Hadley’s backyard. His wife was too focused on Blair to have noticed anything else. She was already dead from her injuries at this point, and her poor mother had to be given a sedative after seeing the condition of her daughter’s body.

The police were baffled by the gruesome attack. A wolf sighting was practically unheard of in Ohio, especially in a populated area. Wolves tended to shy away from humans, so they were leaning toward the theory that it was a vicious dog. People were afraid in the days following the brutal killing, but there were no more attacks.

So many people attended the funeral that I didn’t get more than a brief look at Damien. I noticed right away that there was something wrong with him once he returned to school. I mean something more than being the witness to his girlfriend’s violent death. His formerly indifferent gaze was now a feral stare. As I observed him, I saw that even his walk had changed. His confident stride had been replaced by an unhurried languid grace.

The people around him expressed their sympathy for his loss, and he accepted their condolences with automatic, simple responses. I heard a few girls comment that he was too upset to talk about it, but his demeanor seemed unnatural to me. He confirmed this assessment when he approached me in the hallway as I was taking a restroom break during my second class of the day. I opened my mouth to tell him I was sorry about Blair, but the words froze in my throat as he moved closer to me and inhaled.

“I knew that was you,” he breathed, still invading my personal space.

I stepped back with wary unease. “I’m sorry about Blair,” I mumbled awkwardly. 

“You want me,” he stated in a suddenly rougher voice that made my pulse jump.

My instinct was urging me to run, but I couldn’t escape the snare of his intense green eyes.

“What?” I asked in a weak, shaky voice.

He stepped too close to me again. “I can smell your arousal.”

I backed away cautiously and remembered that we were at school. The drone of a teacher’s voice from an open classroom down the hall gave me the courage to confront Damien about his inappropriate behavior. “What’s wrong with you?  Your girlfriend just died!”

“Yes,” he agreed. “You said she would.”

“I was just making that up,” I quickly explained. “It wasn’t real.”

“Her death seemed pretty real to me,” he remarked while his eyes remained focused on me more intently than I had ever dreamed during my innocent infatuation with him in freshman year.

“That was a terrible coincidence,” I insisted, worried that he might tell people about my strange behavior the night Blair was killed.

“It doesn’t matter now,” he said. “We need to be alone where no one will bother us. Let’s go to my house.”

I stared at him in shock before getting angry at his insulting suggestion. “It’s nice to know how much you loved your girlfriend,” I noted in disgust.

“I didn’t love Blair,” he openly admitted. “I was only with her because she was a hot piece of ass.”

I glared furiously at him for his insensitivity toward the dead. “Thanks for telling me your dating criteria, but I’m not going anywhere with you.”

“You’re not as hot as Blair was,” he informed me, adding insult to injury. “But I want you more than I ever wanted her.”

“Thanks,” I said sarcastically. “You’re lucky you’re pretty, because you don’t know shit about seducing girls.”

“I don’t need to seduce you,” he declared.  “You already want me.”

I didn’t bother denying his deluded claims. “I’m surprised you didn’t hit on me at the funeral then, since you’re so sure I want you.”

“Your scent wasn’t as strong at the funeral,” he replied in complete seriousness.

I snorted at the absurdity of his response. “A lot of girls in this school want you, so go sniff someone else.”

“But none of them smell like you,” he said.

I couldn’t take any more of this insane conversation. “Excuse me, but I have to go pee.”

I remained aware of his presence behind me as I ran past him, and I had the crazy thought that he could pounce on me at any moment. My skin prickled in anticipation of feeling his hot breath on the back of my neck.
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Damien apologized to me the very next morning. I was wary at first when I saw him standing in front of my locker, but he looked down at the ground as I approached. “Hey,” he said.

“Hey,” I answered cautiously.

He stepped back to allow me to open my locker. “So, yesterday was weird.”

I glanced over at him to see him still avoiding looking directly at me. “Yeah, it was.”

“Yeah, so I’m sorry. I don’t know why I said all those crazy things.” He looked at me with a troubled expression on his face.

It was natural to feel sympathy for him now that he was showing some sensitivity. “You’ve been through a lot.”

“That doesn’t explain what I said yesterday,” he told me in an agitated tone.

I could clearly see how uncomfortable he was talking about it, and I didn’t want to dwell on it either. “Forget it.  Anyway,” I continued, trying to lighten the mood, “I probably had on too much perfume.”

“You weren’t wearing any perfume,” he said. “You don’t need it with your natural scent smelling so good.” He stiffened and looked away from me again. “I mean the soap you use smells really good. Anyway, sorry again about the weirdness.”

He loped away down the hall without waiting for a reply from me. I turned back toward my locker as I thought that most of the weirdness wasn’t Damien’s fault. Who knew what kind of psychological damage he’d suffered from the trauma he’d endured during the attack that ended his girlfriend’s life? I remembered that the animal had attacked him too, so that must have been terrifying as well.

And what about the weird things I had said to him and Blair that night? I also had no explanation for my strangely accurate predictions of danger. Nobody else seemed to know about that, and I wanted to keep it that way. Taylor hadn’t questioned me very much about my early departure from the carnival, because she was too preoccupied with what had happened to Blair. The entire situation was bizarre in the extreme, and I just wanted everything to go back to normal.

And it almost did, except for Damien watching me. I couldn’t see him in Trigonometry, because I sat in the front row in that class. His seat was near the back completely out of my line of sight unless I turned around. I sat facing forward, but I was sure that I could feel his eyes on me. I’d never had this sensation before our odd conversation the day Damien returned to school, and I tried to convince myself that it was just my imagination.

He’d apologized after all, and he hadn’t done anything since. We hadn’t even spoken at all anymore as he settled back into his familiar popularity. Some girls were already trying to spark his interest in the guise of being there for him after the loss of his girlfriend.

“You’re shameless,” a girl named Jennifer remarked to her friend in the restroom after she confessed that she made sure Damien got a view of her cleavage the previous day.

“He definitely looked,” the buxom brunette bragged. “It was so worth it to get sent home to change, even though my mom gave me that whole speech about the image I present to the world. That top is so sexy without a bra. He was practically drooling.”

“God, Lisa. It’s only been two weeks since Blair’s funeral,” Jennifer protested.

“Waiting won’t bring her back,” Lisa replied pragmatically. “Kristen will get him if I waste time.  I’ll be pissed if he takes her to prom.”

“I thought you wanted to go with Cory,” Jennifer said.

“Not if I can have Damien Stark,” Lisa told her.

I left the restroom wondering if I should already be thinking about prom. Senior year seemed to have snuck up on me, and I didn’t feel ready for high school to end. As much as I griped about school and homework, my routine was comfortably familiar. I knew that things couldn’t stay the same forever, but I was in no rush for my life to change. I was used to the way my life was here, and I wasn’t too keen on everything being different in college. Unlike most of my friends, I’d never even had a real boyfriend.

It was funny how I’d only had fleeting vacation romances. My first kiss happened during a family vacation to Florida when I was fourteen. We kept in touch over Facebook for a while, but he lived far away, and my thoughts were more preoccupied with the friends I could hang out with every day. Our bond wasn’t strong enough to sustain a long-distance friendship, and we didn’t bother trying for very long.

I had also started high school after that summer and met Damien Stark. Suddenly, I began to fantasize about romance, although I hadn’t given it much thought before—not even after experiencing my first kiss. Damien naturally wasn’t interested in kissing me when he had the most popular girls in our grade flirting with him. My crush on him lasted all through freshman year, and then the summer break freed me of my obsession with him.

My second kiss happened during a cruise to the Caribbean. Alex was from Florida, but I met him far from shore when we were out in deep ocean on what amounted to a floating city. The ship was huge and even had its own waterpark on board along with several pools. I met Alex while standing in line for the waterslide, and we spent the remainder of our time at the waterpark together.

Before parting, we made plans to meet at the teen dance club that night. Some couples were kissing on the dance floor, but Alex and I didn’t kiss until two days later. We were stargazing out on the deck after spending practically the whole day together at the pool, at the rock-climbing wall, and at the arcade. Alex told me that I was the coolest girl he’d ever met, and then he kissed me. That lovely, sweet kiss led to a more passionate one that was my first French kiss.

I went back to my cabin that night wondering how I could continue to see Alex after the cruise ended. His younger sister ruined my hopes for a more long-lasting romance with him when she saw us steal a kiss beside the pool the next day. While Alex went to get something to drink, she hurried to inform me that he had a girlfriend back home.

Alex confirmed it when I asked him about it later. “Yeah, but that’s not a problem, is it? I know a girl as cool as you has to have a boyfriend back home.”

“Yeah,” I lied, still wanting him to think I was cool. “I do.”

“But we’re not home,” Alex said. “Here, it’s just us.”

Kissing him wasn’t the same after that, although I didn’t let on that anything was wrong. I didn’t miss him while I was on island excursions with my parents, and I was relieved when the cruise was over. Alex didn’t suggest that we stay in touch through Facebook, and neither did I.

I started my second year of high school feeling much more cynical about romance than when I’d been daydreaming about Damien the previous year. Seeing him with his girlfriend made me wonder if he’d cheated on her during summer vacation. They broke up about a month after school started, and he seemed to have a new girlfriend in the blink of an eye. My crush on him hadn’t survived the summer, so I no longer cared about who he was dating.

Not until he walked into my tent with Blair at the carnival two years later. And now he was silently watching me. I noticed his gaze as we passed in the hallway, and it triggered a memory from tenth grade. He’d gone through a phase that year during which he’d restlessly moved from one girlfriend to the next. All the attention he received from girls had made him a conceited jerk in my opinion. Finding out that I shared a class with him would have thrilled me the previous year, but now it only made me realize how stupid my interest in him had been.

We had to read our poems aloud in English class, and I already hated public speaking enough without having to contend with Damien’s presence in the classroom. The residual nervousness I still felt due to my former crush on him intensified when I saw him smirking at me. My poem was safe and tame, certainly not like the ones I’d written about Damien last year. It was on the innocent topic of snowflakes, and I tried to ignore his gaze as I clutched my paper by my side. We were supposed to recite our poems mostly from memory and only glance at the written words when necessary.

My brain had trained my eyes to search out Damien whenever I was at school, and he was now an unwanted distraction to me. I got to the part about catching snowflakes on my tongue, and Damien acted it out by opening his mouth and sticking his tongue out while his eyes remained fixed on me. My cheeks flamed while I stumbled over my words.

“Mmm,” he said. “Feels good on my tongue.”

“Other way around, baby,” a girl remarked in a sultry tone.

“Mr. Stark, Miss Collins,” our teacher chided. “Silence please. Show respect for other students.”

She was talking to the wrong people. They had no respect for anyone since they were both afflicted with a superiority complex. The sad part was that their fellow students fed their egos by bestowing popularity on them.

Damien had to play to his audience even if it meant defying the teacher. “I can’t help it if they melt on my tongue.”

He’d apparently become bored with his player role and settled down enough to date only one girl in eleventh grade, and he’d still been with her at the start of senior year. Maybe they would have remained together until they graduated if she hadn’t been killed.

“Snowflakes.”

I spun around to look at Damien’s retreating form. As I watched, he slowed and halted in the middle of the hallway.  Then he turned around and walked back toward me.

“What?” he demanded impatiently.

I was still staring at him. “Why’d you say that?” 

“Say what?” Damien asked.

“What you just said,” I replied, not wanting to sound ridiculous by repeating it.

“I didn’t say anything,” he told me.  “Why? What’d you think I said?”  He seemed curious and keen to hear my answer.

I had been certain that I’d heard him speak, but now I wasn’t so sure. “Uh, nothing.” 

“It had to be something for you to stop in your tracks,” he insisted.

“Why’d you stop?” I questioned.

He shrugged. “You stopped, so I stopped.”

“How’d you know I stopped?” I wondered. “Your back was turned to me.”

“I heard you,” he said.

“Heard me,” I repeated as I looked around and noticed the annoyed expressions of the students who had to walk around us. “What do you mean you heard me?  I didn’t call your name.”

“I...” He had a perplexed expression as he thought about it. “You were walking, and then you weren’t.” His green eyes met my bewildered gaze.

“Never mind,” he said brusquely and turned to hurry away to class.

I stood there contemplating what had just happened until the bell rang and snapped me out of it.  Being late to class should have worried me, but I was now more worried about the continuing weirdness involving me and Damien. It wasn’t as intense as before, but it didn’t seem to be going away either.
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Taylor and I were at the mall when I began to feel uneasy all of a sudden. We were randomly trying on clothes for fun. Most of them were outfits that we would never buy, but we wanted to see how we looked in them.

“What do you think?” Taylor asked as she modeled a pencil skirt and matching blazer that she had paired with a sheer top. “Do I look like a sexy secretary? Imagine that I have a hot boss, and we’re alone in his office. So, I unbutton my blazer, and he can’t focus on business at all. So, he grabs me and—”

“He wouldn’t touch you,” I interrupted. “He’d be too afraid you’d accuse him of sexual harassment.”

Taylor rolled her eyes. “We’re not talking about real life, and I don’t even want to be a secretary.  Use your imagination, Clarissa. Let’s hear one of your fantasies.”

That was when the oddly disquieting feeling distracted me from our conversation. I looked around the fitting room like I expected to find an intruder.

“Don’t be so paranoid,” Taylor exclaimed. “Who cares if someone hears your fantasy? Everyone has fantasies.”

“Damien won’t be able to control himself when he sees me in this,” someone said upon entering the fitting room beside us.

“See what I mean?” Taylor whispered.

“They’ll never let you get away with wearing that to school,” someone else declared.

“I know, but he’s in my first period class. I just have to make sure he sees me before they make me go home and change. That’s what Lisa did when she wore that skimpy top without a bra. Two can play that game.”

Taylor was smirking at me as she listened to this conversation, but I wanted to leave. She grabbed my arm and shook her head when I started to make a move for the door. Her expression was telling me to keep silent and eavesdrop on the two girls in the next room.

“That’s even shorter than I thought. You won’t be able to sit down in it or your panties will show.” “Who says I’ll be wearing panties?”

There was a tension-filled pause before the other girl spoke in answer to that provocative question. “Are you sure this is the right plan, Kristen? I mean, you want more than a one-night stand with him. Right?”

“Trust me on this,” Kristen replied. “Sex is definitely the way to get Damien Stark. Lisa’s figured out that much, but she’s not what he needs.”

“Okay,” the other girl agreed uncertainly.

I thought that I should tell Kristen that the soap she used was more important than wearing a short skirt, but my anxiety was steadily increasing. Taylor’s blue eyes were alight with amusement, but I couldn’t share in the fun. She had picked up on my distress by the time the other girls left the fitting room.

“What’s wrong?” Taylor asked as she changed back into her jeans and t-shirt. 

“Nothing,” I said, lacking an explanation for why I was upset.

She pulled her blonde hair out of her t-shirt and let it spill over her shoulders. Then she regarded me speculatively. “Do you still like Damien?”

“No,” I denied. “That was a long time ago.”

“But maybe you still have feelings for him,” she suggested. “And they’ve been stirred up now that he’s single.”

“I have no feelings for him,” I insisted. “Anyway, he’s been acting really weird.”

She pounced on that statement immediately. “In what way? I haven’t heard anything like that about him. What do you know?”

I was becoming inexplicably agitated. “We need to go.”

Taylor hurried after me as I strode out of the fitting room. “You didn’t try on the stuff you picked out,” she complained.

I’d left it behind on the hook, and I continued on my way out of the store and into the mall. I came to a sudden stop when I saw Damien standing in front of the fountain with two girls.

Taylor snickered beside me. “She should have worn her skirt out of the store.”

“Who?” I asked with my attention still on Damien. He must have felt my stare, because he looked directly at me.

“Kristen Chandler. That must have been her in the fitting room. And that’s Lori Schuller with her. She’s still one of us, but Kristen is moving up the ladder into popularity. Her personality has changed a lot since last year. She used to be kind of shy, but now she’s confident enough to compete with the popular girls for what she wants.  Lisa is right at the top where Blair was.”

My mind processed what Taylor was saying even as Kristen turned to see what Damien was looking at. The way he was watching me was creeping me out, and I broke eye contact to turn in the opposite direction from him. I felt even more vulnerable with my back turned to him, but I kept walking toward the exit.

“Where are you going?” Taylor questioned.

I had a strong feeling that something was very wrong, but all I could say to Taylor was that we had to go.

“We’re parked on the other side of the mall,” she reminded me.

Walking back through the mall would slow us down from escaping, and we might run into Damien. I stepped through the first set of doors and halted in dismay as I noticed the darkness behind the glass of the final set of doors.  “It’s night.”

“Yeah, time goes fast when you’re pretending to shop. We have to go back to the side where we parked,” Taylor explained again.

My eyes darted around anxiously as we walked back through the mall, but I didn’t see Damien anywhere. Taylor could barely keep up with me once we went outside to the parking lot. I rushed to the car and locked us inside in relief.

“What’s going on?” Taylor demanded.

“Wait until we get to your house,” I urged as I pulled cautiously out of the parking spot and drove tensely toward the street.

When we arrived at her house, she invited me in. I looked up at the quarter moon in the sky before following her into the house. There was nothing else I could do now besides tell her the truth. Her eyes widened in astonishment as I related the strange premonition I’d had at the carnival.

“Where’d you get the crystal ball from?” Taylor asked. 

“I bought it on Amazon,” I said.

Her blue eyes shone with excitement. “Maybe it’s magic.”

I hadn’t considered that, and it still seemed preposterous. Yet what other explanation could there be? “Maybe.”

“What else did you see?” Taylor questioned.

“I didn’t see anything,” I clarified. “There were no visions. I just said all this crazy stuff. And I was scared,” I added. “Really, really scared.”

“What about Damien? You said he’s been acting weird,” she remembered.

I told her about the strange incident at school when he claimed to have heard me stop in the hallway, but I didn’t mention the earlier one in which he’d said all that sexual stuff about me wanting him. She didn’t know what to make of that.

Taylor wanted to come over my house and try the crystal ball for herself, but I convinced her to wait until tomorrow. I wasn’t in the mood to deal with that tonight, so I went home by myself. Talking to her had made me feel better though, because I was much calmer than I had been at the mall. It wasn’t until I heard a car door slam shut as I was walking up my driveway that my nerves stretched taut again.

Seeing Damien didn’t worry me as much as it had earlier, and I stood my ground as I faced him. “What are you doing here?”

“I followed you from the mall,” he admitted casually.

I stared at him in the dim light. “I was at Taylor’s house for an hour.”

“Yeah, I waited for you,” he told me, seemingly unconcerned with confessing that he was stalking me.

“I didn’t see you,” I mused aloud.

“Because I parked down the street,” he provided helpfully.

I asked the obvious question. “Why?”

He supplied an obvious answer. “So you wouldn’t see me.” He smiled, making me realize that he was playing with me. Then he continued in a serious manner. “You were already scared, and I didn’t want to freak you out even more.”

There were a lot of questions that I wanted to ask, but I chose the one that interested me the most.  “Why did you follow me?”

“I wanted to make sure you were okay,” he answered simply.

“Why wouldn’t I be okay?” I was asking him as well as myself.

“You were scared, so I was worried that you might be in danger.”

“Like Blair?” It was a thought that I shouldn’t have spoken aloud.

“That won’t happen,” he stated fiercely.

I gazed searchingly at him for a moment, but I couldn’t find the answers I sought. He was like a puzzle piece that didn’t fit. Damien didn’t belong in my life, and he didn’t say anything as I walked away from him and went into the house. I didn’t even bother checking to see if he was still there before going upstairs to my room.

After undressing in the dark, I put on my nightgown and looked out my window. My breath caught in my throat when I saw someone standing in my backyard. I stared intently at him until I recognized that it was Damien. He seemed to be looking up at my window, but he couldn’t possibly see me without the light on. Yet I couldn’t move away from the window until my phone distracted me. Taylor was calling me, but I was still preoccupied with Damien as I answered the phone.

“Listen to this,” she instructed me without returning my greeting. “Wolves can hear as far as six miles away in the forest and ten miles in the open. According to some naturalists, wolves’ hearing is greater than that of dogs.”

“Thanks for the zoology lesson,” I remarked as I walked back toward my window. Damien was still there. “What’s up with you doing homework on a Friday night?”

“Damien said that they were attacked by a wolf. I started thinking about that after you left, and I looked up information on wolves. This fits in with what you were telling me about him hearing you even though he was way down the hallway from you. It’s fascinating stuff. Wolves’ sense of smell is even stronger than their hearing.”

––––––––
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I GRIPPED THE PHONE tightly in my suddenly clammy hand as I wiped the other one on my nightgown.  “What does it say about smell?”

“Hold on until I get to that part.” She made ch, ch, ch sounds as she scrolled and exhaled when she found the relevant section. “Okay, scent plays a very important role in the life of a wolf. A wolf’s smell is up to 100,000 times greater than humans’. By smell alone, wolves can locate prey, other pack members, or enemies. It can tell them if other wolves were in the territory, if they were male or female, and how recently they visited.  Isn’t that amazing?”

My mind was reeling from what was being implied here, but neither one of us was stating our impossible suspicions. “Taylor.”

“Use your imagination, Clarissa. He said he was attacked by a wolf, and now he’s got this super hearing.”

“That would make sense in an imaginary world, but this is real life,” I said, trying to cling to reason. “How else can you explain how he was able to hear you?” Taylor asked.

“I don’t know, but there has to be another explanation.”

Damien hadn’t moved from his spot down in the yard, but now he suddenly took off running and disappeared from view. I had the crazy thought that he might have heard our conversation about him.
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Chapter 5
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The crystal ball didn’t work for Taylor, and she pouted in disappointment.

It was easy for me to laugh at our ridiculous supernatural theories by the light of day. “Should I ask for my money back?”

“You try it,” she urged.  “Maybe it only works for you.”

“Why would it only work for me?” I asked in amusement.

“I don’t know,” she exclaimed in frustration. “Maybe it’s attuned to your energy.”

I laughed out loud at that hokey statement, and she scowled at me in annoyance. “Okay,” I relented, “I’ll tell you your future.”

Fortunately, there was no scary prediction of danger this time. As I gazed at the harmless object, I couldn’t resist having a little fun. “You will meet a handsome stranger,” I began with a smirk. 

“You’re not even trying,” Taylor complained.

“You’re the one who told me to use my imagination,” I reminded her smugly.

“This is serious, Clarissa. You already predicted one death. What if there are more?”

That put an end to my frivolous attitude. I tried to focus on the crystal ball, but nothing happened.  “I think it’s over,” I told her with tenuous hope. “Whatever it was.”

“What about Damien?” Taylor questioned worriedly.

I now regretted telling her about it, since I knew how she could obsess about things. “I overreacted,” I admitted.

“But he followed you home last night,” she pressed. “That’s stalking.”

Me and my big mouth! “Only if you don
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