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Prologue:




She was tall, regal in an eccentric way. A
long, flowing skirt, reminiscent of Woodstock, fluttered around
her. She was very thin, and I wondered how she didn’t drown in the
billowy blouse. A jingle followed her as she walked, courtesy of
the bangles on her wrists and several long necklaces around her
neck. Introducing herself as my Aunt Karen, she hugged me as if
she’d known me all my life.

On either side of her were identical boys,
Adwin and Saxon, about six or seven years younger than me, yet
already my height. Each of them had one of my bags, and I watched
as they loaded them into the trunk. I assumed they would fight over
the front seat, as I’d seen siblings do before, but they both
quietly slipped into the back, leaving me to sit up front with
their mother. Once in the car, I could feel the tension. These
people were practically strangers. I never even knew I had cousins
nearby.

The ride was long and awkward. I sat
twiddling my thumbs together in silence for God knows how long,
just wanting the miserable day to end. One of the boys in the back
seat coughed as if clearing his throat.

It’s nice to finally meet you… His
voice was soft, almost soothing. I’m sorry about your
parents.

“Thanks…” I didn’t really know what else to
say. I struggled to keep from crying, from being too vulnerable
around these people I hardly knew. Aunt Karen reached out, placing
her hand on mine. When I looked back in her direction, her eyes
darted to the rearview mirror. I’d seen that look on my mother’s
face before. Why was she reprimanding him?

When the car finally stopped, it was getting
darker out. I stepped out onto a gravel driveway, looking up at the
large, two-story house. It was completely surrounded by green, and
I realized it was the only house for miles. Beyond the house, there
was a forest. I had no way of knowing how vast it was from where I
stood. It was a beautiful area, and I would have voiced my awe had
it not been for the circumstances. As I was about to open the trunk
of the car to begin carrying my stuff out, the boys stopped me.

“Come on in, Lexia. Let the boys get those,
and I can show you around the house.” She placed an arm around me,
her hand on my shoulder to lead me towards the house. As we walked
in, I was taken aback once more by its sheer size. They could house
a family of ten, and still have room for guests. The décor was
inviting, with lots of warm colors and over-stuffed, comfy-looking
furniture.

Down the hall, I could hear the sound of paws
on hardwood floors, and a husky puppy came bounding towards me.
Practically on instinct, I bent down to pet it. Both of its eyes
were different colors. It looked at me with what I could only
describe as a smile on its face.

“Maya likes you. Go ahead, pick her up.” She
signaled her permission again when I looked up for
confirmation.

Maya was more than eager to jump into my
arms, so I held her. Aunt Karen gave me a quick tour of the house,
the puppy remaining in my arms the entire time. With each step, we
grew closer to what would become my bedroom. When she opened the
door, I expected it to be one of the several generic guestrooms she
had shown me. My surprise came when I looked inside and saw that it
was fully furnished, as if I’d been expected.

“This is mine?” It was twice the size of the
one in our old apartment.

“Of course, honey.” She walked across the
room to close the curtains of my two windows. “Dinner will be in a
few minutes, and we always eat our meals together, so I hope you’ll
join us?” My family had always been so busy; we had one meal a week
we ate together. I didn’t begrudge them this fact, but it drove the
pain a little deeper. I couldn’t say anything, nodding my headed
slightly instead. She walked over to me before leaving, smiling
before she placed a light kiss on my forehead.

Once the door closed behind her, I couldn’t
bring myself to move. My stuff was all here already, the boys
having unloaded the car while Aunt Karen showed me around the
house. Maya settled into my lap, but despite her presence and the
kind welcome I’d received from this estranged family, I’d never
felt more alone in my life.

I didn’t join them for dinner, falling asleep
with tears streaming down my face as the dog snuggled closer to me.
When I woke up in the middle of the night, around three AM, I found
myself under the comforter and with a plate of food on my
nightstand accompanied by a note.

Feel free to heat the food.

-A & S

 


~~~~

 


Everything about my aunt was eccentric, from
her hippie clothes to the way she raised her sons. My parents had
been strict, nearly military-like, and here I was sent to their
polar opposite, by their own design.

My first full day there, I woke up to the
sound of off-key singing coming from the backyard. For a second, I
forgot where I was, half expecting to hear my mom and dad getting
ready for work. When my eyes finally registered my surroundings,
everything rushed back like a bad flashback. I contemplated not
getting out of bed at all, but it would only make me feel worse.
The windows were cracked open, and when I got up to see who it was,
I saw Aunt Karen tending to her apple trees. It was like a strange
scene out of a Disney movie. All she was missing were the animals
following her around.

“She can be a little odd.” One of the boys
was standing against my door frame. I couldn’t tell which of the
two it was.

“Good morning…um….”

“Adwin.” He flashed an easy smile. “Do you
want some breakfast? Mom said to feed you whenever you woke
up.”

“What time is it?” I pulled out my phone. It
was almost two in the afternoon. Didn’t Aunt Karen have a job? “So
much for good morning…” My stomach growled.

Adwin laughed slightly. “Come on.” He led me
out, and it wasn’t until then I realized Maya wasn’t in the room
with me. In the kitchen, Saxon sat at the counter, Maya at his feet
as he took a bite of a hefty sandwich. “Jesus, leave some for the
rest of us…” Adwin’s reprimand seemed half-hearted.

“Get your own.” He turned to look at us, his
face changing when he noticed me. “Oh, um, sorry. Do you want one?”
Saxon spoke with his mouth full, extending his arm to me.

“No thanks. Cereal is fine, if you have
it.”

Adwin sat down, signaling for Saxon to serve
my food.

“Oh, I can get it myself. Just tell me where
it is.”

Saxon stopped in his tracks, ready to go back
to his sandwich.

“Saxon.” Adwin gave him a look, one I
couldn’t really decipher. After another moment, Saxon spoke.

“It’s ok, I’ve got it.” After pouring me some
cereal, he sat at the counter again. I observed both boys closely,
trying to find a way to identify one from the other. Both were on
the lankier side, with shaggy blonde hair and vibrant green eyes.
Their voices were the same, but their mannerisms were completely
different. Adwin smiled more, but was quieter. Saxon, on the other
hand, led the conversation. The latter had a scar above his right
eyebrow. He must have caught me staring at it.

“I got into a fight at school last year,” he
said, without even looking away from me as he fed a piece of his
sandwich to Maya. “The guy threw me against the curb and I hit my
forehead off it.”

“I’m sorry-”

“I’m not. I got right back up and beat the
shit out of him.” He smirked, his eyes gaining a faraway look. Was
he picturing what the other guy looked like?

“It was pretty gruesome. I thought I’d have
to bring him home in bandages; the guy is three years older than
us. Instead, I could hardly get Saxon to stop.” Adwin had moved to
the sink, cleaning up what I figured were the morning’s dishes. “He
got two full weeks of suspension for it. They threatened with
expulsion, but mom has friends on the school board.”

“Worth it either way. That bastard deserved
every hit. He insulted my mom. Called her a freak.” He took an
angry bite of his sandwich.

What could I say after something like that?
Aunt Karen was odd, yes, but I wouldn’t call her a freak.

“What were your parents like?” Saxon’s
question was innocent, of course, but just speaking about them in
the past tense didn’t feel right to me yet.

I stopped mid-spoonful, trying hard not to
cry. After another moment I managed to speak. “Kind, loving,
despite how busy they were all the time.”

“Mom wanted to talk to you about funeral
plans today…figuring out what we’re doing and all that.” He talked
about it like it was just an event to plan. I knew he didn’t mean
to sound cold, but it hurt, nonetheless.

“Saxon…you’re being insensitive.” Aunt Karen
walked in, smiling at us brightly, despite her reprimand at her
son.

“He’s not the best people person… I’m sorry
Lexia.” Adwin smiled apologetically.

Aunt Karen removed her gardening clothes. She
seemed pleased to see me outside the bedroom, after failing to keep
my word about dinner the night before.

“Would you like to join us for afternoon
meditation, Lexia?”

Her question was so random I couldn’t process
it right away. “I’m sorry, what?”

“We meditate in the afternoons,” Saxon said,
and I could practically hear the omitted “duh.”

“Yeah. It keeps Saxon’s patience in check.”
Adwin gave his brother another look, although this one seemed more
of a reprimand.

After a quick shower and change of clothes, I
followed Aunt Karen and the boys to the tree I’d seen from the
window.

We sat down, and she led us through some
breathing exercises. It was a beautiful day outside, and despite
the shade of the tree, I could still feel the sun’s warmth on my
bare arms. When she began to speak again, her voice sounded far
away. Drowsiness from oversleep threatened to overtake me.

Suddenly, the drowsiness was gone, and she
was asking us to open our eyes. When I checked my phone, a full
hour and a half had gone by.

I joined them for every meditation after
that, but not for much else. In the large house, everyone kept to
themselves somewhat. Saxon and Adwin had a habit of doing their own
things, while Aunt Karen moved throughout the house, cleaning as
she sang. Most of the time, I sat in my room, reading. When night
fell, it was time for dinner. I joined them just this once. It was
a Saturday, and Saturday nights had been “family time” with my
parents, something I realized I would never experience with them
again. I felt out of place, sitting quietly at the table while they
moved about with their normal dinner. They couldn’t know what this
meant for me, how difficult it was to stay composed. It was a while
before I joined them for dinner again.

 


~~~~

 


We had settled on cremating the bodies. It
was less painful for me, not having to actually look at them. A few
days later, we had a memorial service at the house for them, my
Aunt Karen making sure everything was perfect. She had consulted
with me about everything, from flowers to the people who would
attend. She didn’t know anything about us and needed my guidance
every step of the way. It struck me again, how ready she was to
take in a stranger. I loved her for it. She set up her parlor and
living room to seat the people during the service, my parents’ urns
resting side by side at the front of the room.

I couldn’t bring myself to stand at the door
and watch all the grieving faces walk in, one by one. I was still
in my room upstairs when people started to arrive. I could hear the
footsteps downstairs, the low rumble of voices, no doubt all
speaking about my parents and my absence. Brushing my hair in front
of the vanity, I did my best to prolong my entrance. Out of the
corner of my eye, I watched as someone walked past the door. I had
to blink several times. Had I really just seen her?

“Lexia…?” The voice drew my name out,
and I felt something pulling me from the room. I walked out, and
managed to catch a glimpse of the tail end of a long blue dress,
rounding the corner farther down the hall. I followed her, picking
my pace up to a run.

The hall was warm, but the closer I came to
the soft footsteps I was following, the colder it became.
Goosebumps erupted on my skin, and I could see my breath. The
footsteps stopped on the other side of the house, at the bottom of
the backstairs that led to the kitchen. Everyone was in the parlor
and living room, so no one noticed as I walked out the back door
and into the rain.

It was pouring and dark out, my eyes unable
to see farther than a foot from the edge of the porch.

“Lexia…” It had to be her. I
remembered her voice like I’d heard it just yesterday.

“Sarah? Sarah!” She stood at the other end of
the back porch, her skin practically translucent and her smile as
friendly as I remembered it. Sarah looked about twenty, not having
aged a day since I’d last seen her. Without so much as a second
thought, I threw my arms around her.

“You’ve grown up, Lexia.” There was a
thickness to her voice I’d never heard before. Her eyes shone with
what I recognized as potential tears. “It’s so good to see you
again.” She felt real. As her arms tightened around me, I knew
she’d missed me too. I couldn’t be imagining it, could I? Could it
all really still be in my head? Was the stress of my parents’
deaths driving me to hallucinations?

“Are you…?” I pulled away, examining her
closely. Her skin glowed.

“Real? Yes. But I can’t stay. I was only
allowed to see you for one reason. I have a message for you.” She
smiled, taking my hand and sitting me down on the porch bench.

“Allowed to see me? Why here? Why now?” I was
confused. Just as I was about to continue speaking, someone else
stepped out onto the porch. Aunt Karen’s hippie clothes, black
instead of the usual colors, practically blended into the night.
For a split moment of panic, I wondered what she would say when she
saw me talking to myself, as no one else had ever been able to see
Sarah. Instead, she surprised me with looking over at Sarah before
looking at me. She smiled, walking over to me.

“So soon? Can’t it wait?” When she spoke,
Aunt Karen directed herself to Sarah, not me.

“They wanted to see her. And I’m sure she’d
like a chance to say good-bye…” She spoke as if they were familiar
with each other.

“You can see her?” I was struggling to
process what was going on. Why could she see Sarah? Better yet,
what did they both know that I didn’t?

Aunt Karen simply nodded, leaning back
against the porch railing. “There really isn’t an easy way to say
this.” She looked from Sarah to me, as if trying to draw some
courage for what she was about to say. “We are the same, Lexia.
You, the boys, and I are psychics. We can see what others can’t,
hear others’ thoughts. It’s both a blessing and a curse.” Her face
took on a somber look. “I wanted to wait to tell you, at least
until after the service. But there are two people who wish to see
you…”

“Psychic?” I couldn’t believe what I was
hearing. A part of me wanted to believe, wanted to make sense of
everything that was going on. Being psychic meant what I saw and
heard as a child wasn’t the product of an overactive imagination.
“But…how? Why?”

“It’s in our blood. Every generation, a few
of us are born. My sons and I are ones, as was Sarah. She’s your
aunt, mine and your mother’s younger sister.” She gestured at
Sarah.

“Was?” I looked at her, my mind clicking the
puzzle pieces together. Sarah was dead. All those times my mother
told me that Sarah wasn’t real, she was trying to keep me from
seeing the ghost of her sister. My aunt’s nod was all I needed as
confirmation. “Did my mother know…?”

“Yes. She was trying to protect you, to keep
you from the supernatural world for your own well-being.” There was
another story there, as I could tell she wanted to say more. What
had happened to her that she died so young? I didn’t get a chance
to ask.

“That’s why you didn’t know about us. Your
mother kept in touch, but she wanted you to lead a normal life. You
were brought to me upon their deaths because she knew I could help
you, if you ever started to See again.”

It was all so much to process. My head hurt,
and I wanted nothing more than to run back upstairs and fall
asleep, to pretend this was all a dream.

“So why now?” I stood, tired of sitting and
feeling so vulnerable. I turned to face both women. “After all
these years, why is this happening now?”

“Traumatic events can trigger dormant
abilities. You’ve always had them, but the less you used them, the
weaker they became, until they were all but gone. The trauma of
losing your parents triggered them to come back, full swing. If I
hadn’t started you on meditations, they would have overtaken you,
driven you insane.”

Everything made sense now. Did Adwin and
Saxon know? Probably. I flashed back to that moment in the car,
when one of them spoke to me – had it actually been spoken
aloud?

“So what now?” What did this mean for me? I
could never go back to being normal, not after what I’d been told.
Even if I wanted to.

Sarah and Aunt Karen exchanged a look, before
looking back at me. Sarah looked somewhere behind me, nodding her
head. “You can come out now.”

I turned around, anticipation tightening my
chest. My mother looked just as I remembered her the morning of the
accident, dressed in her usual, gray business suit she wore to
work. Her blue eyes, filled to the brim with tears, illuminated the
back porch and her arms reached out to me, inviting me in. My
father stood beside her, dressed in his own work clothes, his suit
blue instead of gray. Familiar laugh lines framed his chocolate
eyes. Had it not been for the glowing, they would have looked like
any two people coming home from work, greeting their daughter. I
ran into my mother’s arms, and my father placed his arms around the
both of us.

“Mom! Dad!” I could hardly get the words out,
choking on my own sobs. “I…I missed you. I miss you. So
much…”

“Me too, baby. I’m so sorry…” They tightened
the hug, and I felt like I was six years old again, waking up from
a nightmare, as my parents made everything okay.

“We’re never far.” My father’s words brought
back the reality of the situation. They wouldn’t be able to
stay.

“I don’t want you to go…please. Stay, just
like Sarah did when I was little.” Pulling away from the embrace, I
looked up at them, but I knew by the looks on their faces that they
couldn’t.

“A spirit has to move on, Lexia.” Aunt Karen
placed her hand on my shoulder.

“Then why could Sarah stay before? It isn’t
fair!” I turned to look at Sarah, expecting her to answer my
question.

“I was a specific case, allowed to stay for
the purpose of guiding you. But when your abilities went dormant, I
had to move on. You no longer need me, either, now that you have
Karen. Your parents are no different. They are here because they’ve
been allowed to remain to say good-bye to you.” Sarah stood to
stand beside my parents. “We have to go, Lexia. But we’ll always be
with you.”

Behind them, a blue light began to shine. It
grew until it morphed into the shape of a door. From it, emerged a
hooded figure dressed in gray. “I apologize,” it said, “but your
time is up.”

“Not yet. Please?” I looked at the figure,
pleading with him. The bottom half of his face was concealed behind
what seemed like a thin, cloth mask. His eyes were a deep blue,
piercing right through me as I met his gaze.

“You have to say good-bye now, Lexia.” Aunt
Karen’s voice was soft, as if she were speaking to a small child. I
might as well have been one, I felt so helpless.

“But…” I couldn’t help the tears falling down
my face, as I was forced to confront the loss of my parents yet
again. They embraced me one last time, smiles on their faces.

“Make us proud, Lexia.”

“We’ll see each other again, honey. Some
day.”

“We love you...”

“I love you too…” I smiled, whispering,
“Good-bye…”

I watched as they followed the hooded man
through the light. I blinked, and they were gone.

 


~~~~

 


After their parting, I joined the guests at
the memorial service, able to stand up in front of them all and
speak. I could feel my parents were still with me, even though
they’d gone through the door. A part of me wanted to tell them all
what I’d seen, but I knew it was to be kept to myself. Saying
anything would have been a betrayal of the protection my parents
tried so hard to give me, as well as what Aunt Karen was trying to
do. If it hadn’t been for her, I never would have had the chance to
see them once more.

She took it upon herself to train me after
that day. We would spend hours at a time under the tree, trying to
harness my abilities.

“Just visualize what you’re trying to do.
Half of being psychic is being able to see your goal.” I was
trying. I really was, but it wasn’t working. Frustrated, I
opened my eyes.

“It’s not working.” I clenched my fists
together, trying not to lose my temper. We’d been out in the
backyard under the tree for three hours, I still had homework to do
for school, and I’d yet to make any noticeable progress. Our
meditations were more intense now, no longer just sitting under the
tree and breathing. For this particular lesson, she was trying to
make me move an object without touching it.

“You’re not visualizing hard enough, Lexia.
Adwin, Saxon, show her again.” She gestured at the two boys, who
had long been done with their session.

Adwin didn’t even look like he was
concentrating. With a fluid move of his hand, he raised a leaf that
was on the ground up into midair. He moved it around in soft,
gentle movements, as if he were writing something in the air with
his hand. Saxon chose to pick up a few rocks, flicking them with
brisk movements of his hands across the backyard and into the
forest. The latter’s face was smug.

“If it helps, try to feel the object in your
mind. Imagine the texture, the weight.” Adwin was doing his best to
be helpful, but it wasn’t really helping me.

“Try again.” Despite the kindness of her
voice, Aunt Karen’s words were demanding. She was like a strange
mixture between an indulging parent and a drill sergeant. If I
didn’t get something to budge, I would not be going inside any time
soon. Another ten minutes went by, and still nothing. “Here, try
moving this. Maybe you need to be able to feel your target more
fully.” She was referring to Maya. She picked up the puppy from
where it sat by her and placed her in front of me.

Adwin and Saxon stopped what they were doing,
their own practice drills, to watch.

“I can’t move something that sits still. What
makes you think I can focus on a moving target?”

“Just try.” She gave me an encouraging smile.
“And this time, don’t close your eyes.” Something about the way she
said it sounded off, but I simply did as she said. She looked back
to the boys for a moment, but I couldn’t’ read her expression.

“If you say so.” I sighed. Staring at the
dog, I tried and tried to lift her gently, but produced no results.
It was as if there was a barrier there that wouldn’t let me reach
out. Aunt Karen had talked about those barriers. They were a result
of suppressing my abilities. In order to do anything at all, I had
to break those barriers first. The stress of losing my parents
broke a few, but not enough to do this.

Just as I was getting bored, I saw Saxon’s
chopped, quick movements.

One after another, rocks flew at Maya. They
weren’t small stones, either, but large enough that I was afraid
they would hurt her. Before I could register what I was doing, I
reached out. Instead of grabbing at the dog, however, I
outstretched my arm, spreading my hand into a “stop” gesture.

No longer sitting, I had lunged myself over
Maya, kneeling and supporting my body above hers with one arm,
while the other stayed outstretched. The rocks hung in midair,
inches from where my hand stopped.

A strange sense of a weight being lifted
descended on me, as if I had more freedom to move. Saxon’s facial
expression was somewhere between impressed and annoyed at the fact
that I’d stopped his attack. Adwin couldn’t have been smiling more
brightly. The best praise, however, came from my aunt.

“Brilliant.”

 


~~~~

 


She died years later, the summer after my
college graduation.

She hadn’t been feeling well for a few days,
but I thought she’d get over it. One morning, she just didn’t wake
up. The doctors said her heart had stopped during the night, but
they couldn’t identify a cause. I suspected it had to do with our
abilities, but there was no way for me to know. She was one of the
most genuine people you could meet, so eager to help me, and now
she was gone.

Adwin and Saxon’s inheritance money was
enough for us to live comfortably, provided that I maintained my
job, as well. In her will, she stated that I would be the guardian
for her sons.

The boys saw this as an end to what Aunt
Karen was teaching us. We had no one to mentor us anymore, so we
were on our own. I had to learn how to parent a pair of teenage
boys, and they would have to learn how to live without their
mom.

It wasn’t an end, though. I could feel it.
This was just the beginning.

 



Chapter One (Part I):


“Saxon!” The boy in question looked up at me
from his magazine. His green eyes were just visible over the top of
the magazine, so his facial expression was difficult to read. He
made sure to block me from his mind, too.

“What?” He obviously wasn’t happy to see
me.

“I asked you an hour and a half ago to take
the dog out. An hour and a half! Now look what she did!” I gestured
to the kitchen. Maya, in her desperation to answer nature’s call,
went smack in the middle of the kitchen. I was ready to wring
Saxon’s neck.

“Make Adwin do it.” He was about to go back
to his magazine. Honestly, what was I thinking when I thought I
could handle this? Granted, Aunt Karen had left behind a very
generous sum of money for us, but money alone wouldn’t be enough to
take a couple of teenagers under my wing.

“Adwin doesn’t get back from school for
another hour. If you’re going to skip the least you could do is
help me out a little.” He still wouldn’t budge, so I resorted to my
usual means of getting him to cooperate. “Do it, or else.”

“Or else what?” He raised an eyebrow,
challenging me.

“One phone call is all it takes to screw you
over. You know that. It’s my word against yours.” I had the social
worker’s number on speed dial. I would have no trouble handing
Saxon off to a social worker. We all know he’s more than a handful
for me.

“You wouldn’t.” He narrowed his eyes.

“Try me.” I took the magazine from him and
used it to point at the kitchen.

“Fine.” He got up, albeit angrily, and did as
I said. Bitch.

“I heard that!” I turned to glare at him.

After grabbing the cleaning supplies from the
cabinet under the sink, he proceeded to clean the mess. This time,
instead of keeping me out of his head, he made his thoughts ring
loud and clear within mine, a string of curses for my ears only. I
was used to it by now, though, having lived with them for so
long.

After checking on Saxon, I pulled out my
laptop and sat where he’d been reading his magazine. The deadline
for the story I was working on was that night, and I still needed
to finish revisions. My boss would kill me if it was late, and I
wasn’t about to let petty arguments with my cousin keep me from
working. I was so involved with my work, I didn’t realize when
Adwin walked in the door until he was standing in front of me.

“Hey,” he said.

“Jesus, Adwin.” I almost jumped at the sound
of his voice. He was always especially sure to keep his mind quiet.
“Don’t scare me like that…” I placed my laptop aside for the time
being, directing my attention to the nicer half of the pair of
teenagers.

“Sorry. You’re just easy bait, Lexia.” His
eyes contained a perpetual glint of joy, even after his mother’s
death a little over a year ago. It was odd to think that he and
Saxon were actually raised side by side, by the same person.
Instead of joy, Saxon’s eyes had a constant shadow making them seem
darker than their counterpart.

“I’m going out!” Saxon called from the
kitchen, and I heard the jingle of his bike’s keys. I reached the
kitchen door in time to see him pull his dirty blonde, shoulder
length hair into a low ponytail and put on his helmet. Before I had
a chance to say anything, he was already speeding down the
driveway.

“He’s pissed, you know…” Adwin looked over at
me from the other side of the kitchen.

“Clearly. Doesn’t take a psychic to know
that…” I closed the kitchen door, locking it behind me. “Want some
coffee?” I started a brew, grabbing my laptop.

“I guess.” There was a hint of laughter in
his voice. We sat in the kitchen for a while as I finished up my
article and Adwin did some homework.

“Keep-”

“An eye on him? Already on it.” He said this
as he tapped his forehead through his bangs. It was almost like
having someone helping me take care of Saxon, instead of me being
the one to care for them both. Aside from the typical twin
connection so many talked about, Saxon and Adwin had a built in
GPS. Saxon might be able to keep me out, but he couldn’t keep his
brother at bay, or vice versa.

“Here.” I handed him his coffee mug and
returned to my work. Somehow, I always got roped into the strange
cases. I was currently covering the story of a string of murders.
The police believed it was a serial killer, because the murders are
so close together, but there hasn’t been anything to connect the
bodies. I had even visited a few crime scenes, hoping I could maybe
find a clue to tip off the police, but these victims didn’t stick
around for long, if they remained at all. I had yet to see any of
them wandering around.

It was past midnight when I was done writing,
finally emailing the finished product to my boss. As I shut my
laptop, fantasies about falling asleep clouding my mind, I jumped
at the sound of Adwin’s mug shattering on the tile floor of the
kitchen.

“I can’t see him…” His eyes darted from side
to side, as if looking around the room, expecting to see his
brother. “I can’t see Saxon anymore!” Running his hands through his
short hair, he began to pace back and forth. From what his mother
taught us, this would only happen if he were dead. “Lexia…he’s
gone! He’s…”

“Shh…calm down.” His reaction was so sudden,
Saxon couldn’t possibly have been in danger that he could see.
“Maybe something else is interfering with your Vision? Where was he
when you last saw him?”

Instead of speaking, he took me by the wrist
and pulled me out of the house, running to his own bike in the
garage and climbing on. I held onto him tightly as he sped through
the rain on the country road. We lived a considerable distance from
the nearest town, at least a fifteen minute drive. When we finally
made it onto the first busy street, Adwin began to take side
streets and alleys to look for his brother.

“Stop! Stop the bike!” I had to yell, despite
how close we were, in order for him to hear me. I felt a strange,
magnetic pull, a familiar feeling, one I experienced every time I
saw Sarah that drew me towards her. When he stopped, I began to
instruct him on which way to go. After another five minutes of
driving as the rain continued to pour, we finally stopped at an
apparently deserted street. Garbage was thrown about as if no one
cared, cans flipped onto their sides. A few times I swore I saw a
rat or two run by us. I continued to move in the direction of the
pull, until I turned into an alleyway, where Saxon was backing his
way towards me. Beyond him, I could see what I could only describe
as a vision straight out of a horror film. It was the figure of a
woman, tall and pale, a strange, ethereal, dark glow emanating from
her. Both Saxon and Adwin towered over my five foot four inch frame
by at least a foot, and this woman was even taller than that. I’d
never encountered an actual Wraith.

Once, during one of Aunt Karen’s many
lessons, she mentioned Wraiths. As beings with the ability to make
their way through the cracks between here and Hell, they were
something to be feared. Her only advice had been to avoid them at
all costs, to run. She’ll possess your body, like a parasite,
until your own soul is gone and all that’s left is an empty
shell.

How do you defeat it?

You don’t. The only thing you can do is
try to find safe ground. A church, a cemetery. Her words
reverberated in my mind, and I knew the three of us were as good as
dead if we stuck around. Having set its sights on Saxon, she would
relentlessly follow him until she either killed him or possessed
his body. Saxon being a powerful psychic, the latter was more
likely. Then Adwin and I would be next.

Saxon had been concentrating his energy,
trying to create a barrier between her and him, but it only
attracted her more. Before he did anything worse, I grabbed him by
the back of his collar, breaking his concentration, effectively
distracting the Wraith for a moment. “We have to go, now!” It was
all I could do to keep my voice from trembling. For the time being,
all we could do was put as much distance between us and the Wraith.
“Run!”

The three of us turned and immediately began
to run, not caring that we were leaving the bikes behind. I could
hardly see three feet in front of me, the rain and the dark making
it impossible. Both boys were faster than me, their longer legs
much more apt for running, so each pulled me along. At nearly every
other step, I would trip or slip. They didn’t know where they were
going, though. I yelled directions at them, doing my best to get us
to a busier street. At least among other people, the Wraith might
lose track of Saxon. At nearly one in the morning, though, hardly
any street was busy.

We need a church!

Well then concentrate and find one!
Saxon’s voice rang in my head. Adwin let go of my arm, letting
Saxon grab me and pull me onto his back. Hurry! It’d be
easier this way, the boys able to run without me slowing them
down.

I closed my eyes, doing my best to calm my
heart. Saxon sped up, and the water was beginning to fall faster,
heavier. My face stung with the cold, every drop of water feeling
like a needle being driven into my skin. I had to push all feeling
away if I intended to find us a church or cemetery. I focused on my
own breathing, trying hard to ignore Saxon’s presence. I’d never
astral projected with someone touching me, as any human contact
would make it harder to separate myself from my body.

After another moment, I could feel myself
floating up. When I opened my eyes, I was hovering above, looking
down on Saxon and Adwin running, the former carrying my now limp
body. Everything appeared through a thin fog. I could no longer
feel the rain, and every sound seemed to have a muffled echo to it,
as if I were listening to it while being submerged in a bathtub. No
matter how many times I did this, it wasn’t a sensation I could get
used to. I scanned the area around us, noticing a large cathedral a
few blocks from where we were.

“There’s a cathedral two blocks up and a
block to the left. Head there!” I sped ahead of them, leading the
way to safety. I didn’t turn back until I heard Adwin’s voice.

“Lexia! Look out!”

I turned in time to dodge a swipe of the
Wraith’s claw-like hand. In hindsight, leaving my body an empty
shell probably wasn’t my best idea. Astral bodies are delicate, and
if she touched me in this form, well, I didn’t really want to think
about that. “Shit!”

The Wraith screeched in reaction to its
failure, its face contorting grotesquely into a mask of anger. It
lashed out again, and I pushed myself to move fast enough to get
away. This game of cat and mouse went on for a while, as I
continued to make for the church. It seemed like an eternity before
the church was within reach. Just as the Wraith made another move
to grab me, I pushed myself into the cathedral, going right through
the doors. The boys burst in shortly after. They both collapsed
from exhaustion, my body rolling off Saxon’s and lying face down on
the tiled floors.

With a deep breath, as if breaking through
the surface of the ocean after a lifetime of being underneath, I
was back in my physical body. Every sensation hit me at once. Water
was dripping down every inch of me, my hair was matted to my neck,
and the air inside the church intensified the chill from the rain.
I pushed myself off the freezing tile, trying to shake the
dizziness that comes with re-inhabiting my body. It was only the
third or fourth time I’d done it, and I was once again reminded why
I didn’t like doing it. I doubled over, ready to throw up,
coughing. My head hurt, but the room’s spinning was stopping. After
a few seconds of deep breaths, I was okay.

“Are you guys alright?”

Both of them simply nodded. It was almost two
in the morning, and hardly any light of the streets came through
the windows. In the dim light of the church, I could hardly see
anything. Total silence accompanied the dark, only broken by our
heavy breathing as we tried to collect ourselves. I stood,
examining what I could of the large space – why was the church even
open? If we didn’t leave soon, someone would find us and think we
broke in. Chances of escape were slim, though. We were screwed
either way.

“So what now?” Saxon was leaning against a
pew, arms crossed in front of him.

“We need to get back to the bikes first, if
we ever want a chance to go home.” Adwin had a point. I wanted to
kick myself for having allowed us to run right by them. A banging
at the door startled us all, and I could tell the Wraith was
frustrated at our temporary escape.

“At least we know the Wraith isn’t on Saxon
anymore. I can create a diversion and you guys can get home, along
with my body. I could find a way back later.” The only reassurance
I had that they would be okay was that the Wraith had to destroy my
astral body before it could inhabit my corporeal one. With some
luck, I’d figure something out before that happened.

“You’re insane.” Something akin to concern
flitted across Saxon’s eyes.

“She’s right, though. We’ll go back and go
through mom’s things. There are three of us. There’s no way we
can’t come up with something.” Adwin was already heading out
the back door. He knew exactly what I was thinking. “Most church
altars have back rooms with back entrances. Let’s go, get the
bikes, and book it home.”

“And I’ll figure out how to keep the Wraith
busy.” I followed Adwin, surprised once again to find the doors to
the backroom unlocked. I averted my eyes from the Christ at the
altar, feeling like some kind of trespasser.

The back room was small, and I felt around
for some kind of light switch. It wasn’t a very strong light, but
enough to show me where the door was. It was a surprisingly messy
room, and we had to tip toe around the furniture and different
items that seemed to be arranged haphazardly. Not alerting the
Wraith that we would be coming out the back entrance would at least
give us a significant, albeit small, advantage. I climbed onto
Saxon’s back again, before taking a moment to leave my body.

“I’ll go out first through the front door.
Give me fifteen seconds before making a run for it.” I did my best
to smile at them. Despite how old they both looked, I still saw the
two little boys I’d first met all those years ago. Their faces
reflected the same look as when we realized Aunt Karen had died.
They






































cover.jpg
%
RENHN@

KATHERYN J. AViLA





