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Chapter 1 - I don't belong here
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Fallon POV

My dreams come in waves every night, but they are more vivid tonight. I can feel another place, another world, a place where I belong, where I am not an outsider. I open my eyes and see lightning dash across the sky; maybe that is why my dreams are so vivid tonight. The storm is loud. It sounds as if the wind and rain are angry. Maybe it is.

I look at the clock. The small clock blinks 333. The power must've gone out from the storms. The house feels a little warm. I guess I slept through the power outage. I slide to the side of the bed. I want to look out the window. Why? I have no idea. It is as if something or someone is calling to me. I have felt this way my entire life, like something is out there for me. 

I slide into my pink fuzzy house shoes and walk sleepily across the hardwood floor of my upstairs bedroom. I slide the sheer white curtain back and look into the night. It is beautiful and angry at the same time. I close my eyes and take a deep breath of the rain. The smell is sweet and energizing. As I open my eyes, the thunder claps loudly, and a beautiful bolt of bold lightning races across the sky.

I walk away from the window, feeling alive and at peace. I go down to the kitchen for a coke and maybe a cookie or something. I try to be as quiet as possible, but I must not have been as quiet as I thought.

"Fallon, what are you doing out of bed? It is 4 in the morning," my mother Susan asks me. She doesn't really look mad. This is like a ritual for us. 

I turn to see her standing in the kitchen. We look nothing alike. I have long red hair. My mother, father, and brother are all blonde. I have often wondered if the hospital mixed me up with another baby or something.

"Sorry. The storm woke me up, and I thought I would grab a snack," I answer her.

My mother smiles and joins me in the pantry. "What are we looking for?" she asks.

I smile. "Cookies," I answer.

Mother reaches behind a box and pulls out chocolate chip cookies. She is hiding cookies from my brother and me. I can't blame her. She has to have something for herself. 

My brother, Tad, is 15. I am the oldest. I am 17 . I will be 18 soon. I want to move out and go to college somewhere away from this small town, but every time I mention it, mother loses it. She is not ready to let go. She doesn't get into my business or bother me. She only wants me here at night so she knows I am safe. I get that, but I am ready to be on my own and see the world. 

"Hiding things from your favorite daughter, I see?" I question her.

Mother and I sit down at the bar. I open a coke for both of us, and she opens the cookies. This isn't the first time we have met in the kitchen after or during a storm.  I am not sure when this ritual started. I know I was young, but not sure when.

Mother and I sit silently while we drink our coke and eat our cookies. She acts as if there is something on her mind. I reach over and touch her hand. "Are you okay?" I ask her.

Mother looks away for a moment. "Yeah. I am fine. It is just that we need to talk. Maybe after I get back from seeing your Aunt. You still aren't going?" Mom says.

I shake my head. "I have to work and study for finals. I am sure Tad will be happy that I am not going," I say.

Mother gets up from the bar and walks away. "I love you, Fallon. You are the very best thing that ever happened to me," she says. Her words echo strangely, and then the thunder cries out.

I clean up the kitchen. I go up the stairs to my bedroom. I walk slowly, so the steps do not squeak too much, and I wake up the rest of the family. They could already be awake. This storm is ridiculous.

I stop looking at our family pictures hanging as I make my way up the steps. I stop looking at the red-haired girl with the blonde family. I wonder what people think. Maybe my mother had an affair. Perhaps I was stolen at birth. No, my mother is golden. Dad always says that I look like his family, but there are no pictures of his family. Odd. Of course, I am strange, so that makes sense.

I climb back into my bed and cover up with my purple comforter. I close my eyes and listen to the rain. Rain is the most peaceful sound for me. I could sleep forever. I drift into a dream.

I wake to my alarm blaring at me. I look at the clock. It is no longer blinking. Mother must've set it for me after I fell asleep. Sometimes I hear her come into my room and check on me at night. I wonder why she watches me so closely. She always has looked out for me.

I do not think it is because I am her only daughter. I have always felt like there is more to her fears. I remember as a child her being afraid to allow me to go to a spend-the-night party or anywhere overnight and out of her sight. It was my father who always convinced her to let up and allow me to spread my wings.

When I started looking for colleges, she was adamant I stayed close to home, and I applied for colleges close to home for her. I have never felt like she is controlling or anything like that. She is afraid, and I have no idea why. Maybe that is what she plans to tell me when she comes home from seeing her sister.

My Aunt Tricia has never liked me. I am not sure why, but that is the main reason I am not going with them to see her. Sick or not, on her deathbed and dying, I do not care. I hate that I feel that way, but she tormented me as a child. Aunt Tricia and her spawns always made fun of me and harassed me. She is a bully. Tricia and her spawns are all bullies.

My father was always able to see it. He encouraged my mother not to pursue or push me to go with them on this trip to see Aunt Tricia. I used the excuse that I had to work and study, but honestly, I am ready for finals, and I could've taken off to go with them. I made a choice not to go. My job is important, but my boss is fantastic. He would've given me the time.

I work for a research lab under Dr. Braum. He only takes a few seniors every year, and I am one of the lucky ones. He is an older gentleman. He is kind and considerate and has taught me a lot about medical research. If it weren't for Dr. Braum, I would've never met Bruce Andrew, my best friend. So, I will not be leaving Dr. Braum in a bind to see my dying bully aunt and her harassing daughters.

Besides, I am looking forward to the house being quiet for a few days. None of Tad's loud friends coming by the house. No blaring TV. Just peace. I can't remember the last time the house was quiet. Maybe I can cook and invite Bruce over. He is the only person I really share my life with these days. Honestly, Bruce is my only friend. 

I don't hang out with any of the girls from school or work, just Bruce. From the first time I met him, I was pulled to him. Not in a relationship type of way, but in a friendship kind of way. He is the only person I have in this world other than my family. Even with them, they are not really all that close to me. 

My entire life, people have found me odd. At first, I thought it was because my mother is overprotective, but that is not it. It is me. I get these feelings, and then things happen. I should've never shared that information with anyone. That is when I stopped getting invites to sleepovers and birthday parties.

At least with Bruce, I can be myself. I can tell him about my dreams and the things I see or feel. I can tell him everything. Bruce does not judge me. With Bruce in my life and my work, I really have everything I need. Except maybe my own place. I plan to move out soon. I hope it doesn't break my mother's heart too much. I will have to recruit dad to help. When I go to college, I plan to be out on my own. 

I slip into my house shoes and go down the stairs. I stop and look at the family portraits again. I do this every time I go up or down. I mean, the pictures are not going to change. I have no idea what I am looking for when I stop.

Oddly out of the corner of my eye, I see a picture of two red-haired people looking at me from behind my parents in the picture. It is as if they are nested behind them. I look back quickly, and there is no one there. It is only my parents in the picture. I wonder what that means. Maybe I will meet them soon.  Are they important to me somehow? I have no idea how my visions work.

––––––––
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MY FAMILY IS TALKING, laughing, and eating breakfast in the kitchen. I stand back and watch them for a moment. There are moments when I feel like I do not belong here, and then there are moments like these. I see myself in my family and know I belong with them. Just not my impossible Aunt and her bullying daughters.

"Fallon, come sit, eat with us before we leave," Tad calls out to me. He is a pestering jerk, but I love him.

I go into the kitchen and sit down with my family. We laugh and smile. We talk about college and my future plans. My mother is distant. I hope I am not breaking her heart by leaving. I don't want to hurt her.
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Chapter 2 - The Accident


[image: ]


Fallon POV

I left work a little after six. It was an early day for me. Dr. Braum usually keeps me until 7, but he let me go early tonight. Bruce offered to come by the house after he got off, but I brushed him off. Not tonight, Bruce. I have a date with a bubble bath, a book, and hot soup.

I am looking forward to the stillness of the house. Nothing but quiet for me tonight. My family will only be gone for three days. I want to get as much peace as possible while they are gone. I prefer the quiet.

Living with my parents and my brother is rowdy. I need moments of silence to listen to the world around me. The quiet isn't something my family appreciates. They like rowdiness and chattering. I prefer calm. I am so different from them. It is not only the hair color or my facial features. It is my personality and way of doing things. Sometimes I feel like my family life is a three ring circus.

I park my car on the street. I usually sit here for a moment, but not tonight. Tonight I get out of the car and go straight to the house. I slide my brass key into the door, anticipating the relaxing night I will have. I smile briefly, thinking about soaking in the rub, eating soup, and reading a book. Tonight will be heaven.

The lock clicks, and I push the door open. I think I hear someone pulling into the drive. I put my purse and bag on the table beside the door and look to see who is pulling into the driveway. It is probably Bruce coming to crash my quiet night. I am surprised to see that it is not Bruce, but a silver unmarked police car.

I step onto the porch and move toward the stone steps. I stand on the top step as two officers get out of their car and walk toward me. I am shaking as they walk toward me. They look worried, and that terrifies me. What is going on? A sudden wave of pain rushes over my body. I feel as if I am going to collapse. I hear my mother scream, then Tad, and finally, I feel a deep hard breath that I know is my father's last breath. I feel my family dying. NO! I want to collapse but then I hear my name.

"Fallon Presley?" the tall, dark brown hair officer asks me. I can't answer him. I look at him. Whatever news he is bringing, I don't want it. He can keep his bad news.

I shake my head No and begin to cry. He hasn't told me anything yet, but I know they are dead. My family is gone. I do not want the details. I want to go into the house and be alone.

"Fallon, I am officer Wright, and this is Officer Randall. May we come inside and talk with you a moment?" Officer Wright asks me.

I nod yes and walk back inside the house. I walk straight to the living room and sit down. I don't want to be standing when they tell me. I take a deep breath in and out, in and out. I try to remain calm. Maybe I am wrong.

"Is there anyone we can call for you? Is there someone here?" Officer Randall asks. He looks around to see if anyone is in the house with me.

"No. Just tell me what is going on, please," I say as calmly as I can manage.

Officer Randall and Officer Wright sit down on the sofa across from me. "Fallon, your family had an accident on the interstate. There is no need to go into details, but they didn't make it. I am sorry," Officer Wright says.

There he said it, in a matter of a fact way. They are dead, and he is sorry. Now I am alone, permanently. How do I respond? I look ahead and say nothing for a few minutes. "Where are they?" I ask.

"They are at a hospital in Staple County. We can call the funeral home for you," Officer Wright says. Officer Wright has obviously done this many times, but when I look at him, I see my pain. He hurts for me, or at least the situation.

I do not know how I can feel what others feel, but I can. Right now, I know that Officer Wright hurts for me. He is sorry that my family is gone. He is unique like me somehow.

I look at Officer Randall, who is sitting silent. "I will call the funeral home. I can do this," I say. I am not sure how I should act or what I should say. My family is gone, and I am numb.

The two officers look at one another. I know they expect me to fall apart, and I will as soon as they leave, but not in front of them. I hear another car and then a door slam. The front door opens, and Bruce comes through the front door.

"I heard. I am here; what do you need?" Bruce asks. How did he know I needed him? How does he know my parents are gone? These are questions for later.

Bruce kneels beside me. He places his hand on my leg. "Boyfriend?" Officer Wright asks.

"No, just a friend," I answer quickly.

The officers wait around, talking to Bruce as I sit in silence. I tune them out. Until I hear my name "Fallon, Fallon," Officer Wright says.

I snap out of it and look at him. "I am sorry, what?" I ask him.

"We are very sorry for your loss," Officer Randall says.

Officer Randall and Officer Wright say something to Bruce. I cannot make it out. I keep looking at the wall in the living room. I hear the door close, and Bruce comes back into the living room. He sits on the sofa.

"Are you alright?" Bruce asks.

I snap back and look at him. "No, but I have to make calls," I say.

I stand, look around for a moment, and then I feel it. I feel a wave hit me. It hits me so hard it knocks me back into my seat. I feel the truck hitting the car, I feel the pain, and I feel their death. I hear the screams of my mother. I listen to her call my name and feel her eyes on me. FALLON! My mother screams my name.

I can't breathe. I begin to hyperventilate. "Fallon," Bruce calls out to me. He rushes over to me. He holds me, rubbing my back, trying to calm me. "Breathe, Fallon, just breathe," Bruce says.

I lay my head on his shoulder. "They are gone. They are really gone," I cry out.  Bruce holds me, rubbing my back until I calm down enough to catch my breath. I feel calmer with Bruce. He is always there for me.

I close my eyes. With my eyes closed, I see the red-haired people again. I feel a calm rush over me. What are they trying to tell me? Who are they?

"Fallon," Bruce says.

I open my eyes. "I need to call my Aunt and the funeral home. I need to eat something. I need to think," I say. My thoughts wander off for a moment as I try to think about everything I need to do. Everything is racing through my mind.

"Calm down; I am here to help you," Bruce says, taking my hand and pulling me closer to him.

I wanted a peaceful three days here in the house alone, and now, I am permanently alone. I should've gone with them. Then I would be with them, dead with them. That is not what I need to be thinking. I need to think rationally. How do you think rationally when your family dies? There is no way to be rational right now. All I can think is ... think is not fair!

I pull myself together and wipe the tears from my face. "There are papers on my father's desk. I will need those and a will. I know my parents had their affairs in order, but Tad. I have no idea what he would want. He is only 15. He had his life ahead of him, and now he is gone," I say.

Bruce remains calm. He listens to me. Bruce has never thought that I am weird or strange. He knows that I sometimes dream or feel things before they happen. He knows I zone out and listen to the silence. Bruce has never judged me. Right now, I need him. I might think I want to be alone, but I know I need him here with me to face the coming days.

"Bruce, how did you know I needed you?" I ask him.

Bruce touches my face. "I felt you calling to me. I dropped everything and rushed to you," Bruce says.

He felt me calling to him. How?
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Chapter 3- I am Adopted
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Fallon POV

The days go by quickly and slowly at the same time. I feel as if I am floating. Every day I move slowly, and time moves fast. I cannot stop thinking of them and why they are gone. Nothing in life seems fair right now. Everything is in a daze.

The funeral, my extended family, and then time alone all seem to run together. My bitch aunt and her daughters try to bully me about every part of the funeral. Lucky for me, my father left detailed instructions about their last wishes. She had no say over anything I did for my family.

Tad was the hard part for me. He was only and had15 no last wishes. So I followed my parent's wishes for him too. All three were given a small service and then cremated. My Aunt let it be known to everyone that she should have my mother's ashes. I am not separating my family. I want to keep their ashes together and with me.

"You are a selfish little bitch. I want my sister with me," My Aunt yells at me.

My Aunt repeatedly caused a scene. She wanted everyone to know that I was selfish. How can I be selfish for wanting to keep my family with me and together? Her daughters went out of their way to cry loudly and try to bring attention to themselves. My Aunt and her daughters always hated my father and my brother. Why my mother tried to keep a relationship with them is beyond my comprehension. I do know. My mother valued family.

It got so bad that the funeral director had to remove my Aunt and her daughters. I never said anything to her. I remained calm and stood vigil. I would not embarrass my family. I let my Aunt make a fool of herself. In the end, no one spoke out against anything I did or my decisions for my family.

My Aunt Tricia thought with my mother and father gone, she would inherit everything, but everything went to me. Since I am turning 18 in a few weeks, there is no need for her to be my trustee. I can handle everything myself, per my father's lawyer. That really made her mad. I am sure she would love to get her hands on my family's money, cars, and the house. She would probably lock me in the basement or ship me off somewhere if I was younger. 

My father's brother, Uncle Jamie and his wife Tabby, sat in the back of the church. I did not understand why. After the service, he found me, hugged me and told me he was sorry. There was still no explanation why he stayed away from the family. Uncle Jamie and my brother were so close. It doesn't make sense, but we each grieve in our own way. Maybe he needed to be alone. I can certainly understand that.

Bruce never left my side. He held my hand and directed me throughout the service. I don't know what I would've done without him. Even now, I still don't know how I called out to him. It's like he knows what I need before I know. Intuition? Maybe? It's not the first time in my life that I have called out to someone or sent them a message. My entire life can be summed up as odd. I can be summed up as odd too.

After the funeral, I returned home. Bruce is still by my side, not leaving me. Bruce refuses to allow me to be alone, especially today. For one, he is afraid my bitch of an Aunt and her bullying daughters might try to come for me when no one is around. I don't think my Aunt has the balls to come after me without a crowd to feel sorry for her.

"You need to eat something," Bruce says. I shake my head and look around at the stillness of the house.

"It is too quiet," I whisper.

"A lot of people brought food. You should try to eat," Bruce insists. I cannot think of anything that I want to eat. All I want is to hear my rowdy family's loud talking and laughing. I want to hear my brother talking over my father and my mother laughing at something Tad did. I want to hear them! I look into the kitchen but they are not there. They are gone. I will never hear them again.

I grab the remote and turn the satellite radio on; maybe some noise will make me feel more at ease. No! Nothing will make me feel normal. Normal is not even in my vocabulary.

Bruce brings me a cup of hot tea. I know he is only trying to help. He is helping. He doesn't have to try. He always knows what I need before I do. I take the hot tea from him and sip it. Bruce sits with me.

"I have to go through my dad's papers. If I can, I want to get all of this over with and move forward. This hurts too much. Is that selfish?" I ask him.

Bruce leans back on the sofa. I have to go back to school and work soon. I need to settle everything. There is so much to do. Will I remain here? Can I stay here is the more appropriate question? I am not sure if I can be here without my family. My mind races with thoughts of everything I need to do and how I will accomplish it. I want to scream!

"Fallon, calm yourself. Breathe in and out. I will help you go through everything until you are finished. I will not leave you to do this alone. You are not alone," Bruce says.

"I know," I say. I sip my tea until it is gone. Silence, except for the radio, is deafening. I never thought I would hate the silence in this house, but right now, I hate it.

Bruce stands up from the sofa and reaches for my hand. "Come on. Let's get started in your dad's office. We can work on it for a while and then you have to eat," Bruce says.

"Okay," I agree. I set the teacup down on the coffee table but quickly pick it up. Mom would freak out if I left a ring on her table, but she isn't here to fuss about it. I put the teacup back on the table and looked at it for a moment. Bruce grabs it and takes it to the kitchen. He knew what I was thinking.

"No rings on the table kids," Bruce says in a womanly voice. That is what she would say, no rings on the table kids.

Bruce and I go into my dad's office. His office is right off of the living room. I look around at the office that once was loud with dad's music as he worked. He has always worked from home.

As a child, I loved coming into his office to annoy him. He never rushed me out. He always allowed me to sit and play in his office while he worked when I was young. As I got older, I would bring my laptop into his office and do school work, and later on, I would work on my research papers for Dr. Braum. Now, it is dead silent in here.

"Where do you want to start?" Bruce asks me.

I look around. "I need the house papers, car titles, business papers, and stuff like that. I will have to decide what to do with their things. How can I decide that?" I say, questioning my judgments about their belonging. How do you decide what to do with someone's car, clothes, and things when they are gone?

"You don't have to decide everything right now," Bruce says.

I shake my head. "I know, but the house and bank must be taken care of now. I have to let dad's clients know that he has passed and close his business," I say.

I sit down at my dad's desk. Bruce opens the filing cabinet. He takes out some papers and begins placing anything that looks important or that he thinks I might need to look at on the desk. I open the desk drawers and start to sort through things. I don't want to do this, but I must get it done. I have to be strong for my family.

Hours seem to pass as we sort through my dad's papers. Thank goodness my father kept his things in order. Bruce and I managed to get the house papers, bank statements, and business papers together. Then we found pictures from when I was little and Tad when he was born.

Dozens of pictures of my mother pregnant with Tad, but nothing of her pregnant with me. More pictures of Tad as an infant, but all of my pictures start at around a year old. Where are my pictures? I begin to think. I have never seen a picture of me as an infant. Everything starts on my first birthday. I find this odd.

"Maybe I was a hideous baby and they didn't take pictures of me," I say.

Bruce laughs but then stops. "I think I know why and it is not because you were ugly," Bruce says. He hands me a stack of documents buried in the filing cabinet.

I begin to flip through the papers. One by one, each piece of paper broke my heart more and more. "I am adopted," I whisper.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 4 - The Ancestors
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Fallon POV

Shock doesn't even cover the way I feel. I am in shock, but somehow it all makes sense now. I never felt like I belonged here. Mom, Dad, and Tad have always loved me and treated me like I belonged, but I knew I was different. I guess I am different from them. Did Tad know? I wonder if this is what my mother wanted to talk to me about when she came home from her visit with my aunt.

"We should find them," Bruce says as I walk out of my dad's office. He is still my dad, no matter what the papers say. He raised me. I am a Presley, and nothing will change that.

I stop and look at Bruce. "What do you mean?" I ask him. I know what he means, but I want to know why he thinks we should find them. What if they abandoned me and did not want to know me? I am sure there is a reason I was put up for adoption, and honestly, I don't think I can bear the reason right now. 

Bruce drops the papers he is holding on the desk and rushes to me. "We should find your parents, your family, and see what they are like. Maybe they are looking for you. You never know. Maybe your mother was young and did what was best for you. You should find them, and I will help," Bruce suggests.

"I know who my family is
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