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This book is dedicated to my family and friends, for their continued support, encouragement, and love that they have given me over the years. I cannot thank you all enough. 
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Chapter 1
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I was born on October 28, 1997, in Scottsdale, Arizona. My parents, Audrey, and Phillip Vandagau were prominent members of the Arts Society. My ancestry dates back to a possible relation to Vincent Van Gogh.

According to legend, a relative of the famous painter arrived in the States and as their name was being recorded on Ellis Island, it was spelled incorrectly and was turned into Vandagau.

As it goes, this is just a rumor; no real research has ever been done to prove or disprove the relation to the painter.

It could very well be true. My parents were heavily into the arts, but I digress.  I don’t remember my parents very well. They were killed when I was four years old, in a car accident, while driving on Camelback Road, during a monsoon. They ended up in a canal and drowned.

The weird thing was, even though I was only four, I remember seeing the accident before it even happened.  My name is Alexa Vandagau, and I am affectionately considered a psychic.  I can’t tell you what lottery numbers will win; I’m not that kind of psychic.  I see visions of things to come.  And those are pretty spotty, they tend to pop up whenever the mood hits it right.

After my parents’ passing, I was lucky enough to have loving family around to raise me. I constantly heard how much I looked like my mother, with my long brown hair, green eyes, and olive-colored skin. I am petite in stature, like my mom was, but curvy in certain areas. 

My relatives never believed my visions. Whenever I told them about something I would see, they would shake it off as an overactive imagination. When my visions would come to fruition, they would chalk it up to it being a coincidence.  It was quite frustrating, to say the least.

I was smart enough to keep my special ability a secret from friends and classmates. 

Once I graduated from high school, I couldn’t wait to go away to college. I am currently a senior at The University of Northern Arizona, in Flagstaff and I am studying Science. 

I love being on my own at college.  I have a small group of close-knit friends, only one of whom knows of my odd little gift; my best friend, Christie Jameson.  She finds my gift oddly fascinating.  As long as she doesn’t tell everyone else, she can think anything she wants of my ability.

I am not ashamed of it, but I do not want to become the University sideshow freak either.

I have a professor this semester who isn’t much older than we are. He is very much into New Age science. He teaches Metaphysical Science.  He might be the only one who would truly believe I possessed such an ability. 

Professor Maxwell Black, he is not what you would consider a normal-looking professor by any stretch of the imagination. He is gorgeous, in a rugged Indiana Jones meets Italian model kind of way.  To say he is hot is an understatement. 

Professor Black has deep rich brown hair, that he leaves longer on top and short on the sides and in the back; he’s got these molten lava chocolate-colored eyes, that can make the coldest person melt into the pavement, tan skin, and a very muscular physique.  He typically sports a neatly trimmed beard around his strong jawline and is beyond gorgeous.  I’d say he is six feet tall, or taller. He shows up for class in ripped jeans, plain T-shirts, and black worn-out cowboy boots.  You might mistake him for one of the students.

But like I said, I still don’t want him to know of my little gift, even if he is a Metaphysical professor.  I am afraid he will want to start doing odd little experiments on me.  You know, like the ones you saw Dr. Peter Venkman from the Ghostbusters movies trying to do on his students.  For example: putting a foil hat on my head with antennas attached and shocking me.  I am totally not into that.

So, for now, my life is low key, which is just the way I prefer it to be. I still get visions, but I generally keep them to myself.  I would love to try and keep what I see from actually happening, especially if it is a life or death vision. Unfortunately, my visions aren’t time-and-date stamped for when they will take place.
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Chapter 2
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It’s December 2020; it’s finals week.  My roommate and best friend Christie is in full on study mode, as am I. Right now, we are too busy to even greet each other. 

Christie and I pretty much do everything together, when she isn't with her boyfriend. She’s dating a guy named Damon Wicks, an Environmental Sciences major and an all-around great guy.  Damon has that beach bum blonde hair, blue eyes, surfer dude look, and is extremely tall.  He’s a lot of fun and treats Christie like a queen.  They are quite opposites where looks are concerned.  She is short, with an Irish heritage, so her skin is pale, with a few freckles around her nose, her hair is mousy brown, and curly.  She isn’t what I would call skinny, but she isn’t overweight either.  Let’s just say, we both like to eat. 

It’s almost Christmas break and we can’t wait to finish up finals. I’m not planning on leaving campus for break, so I don’t have to worry about packing stuff up. 

Right now, I am sitting in the community room where we live, just reading a book, when I start feeling a vision coming on. It’s been a while since I have experienced a vision that featured someone I knew. 

My head is spinning at what I’m seeing.

This was an alarming vision. Something must have shadowed my face, because Christie had just entered the room, and when she said something to me, I didn’t answer or even acknowledge her presence.  

I feel my body shaking and I try to focus my eyes.  Christie has her hands on my shoulders, and she’s yelling, “Alexa!  What the hell is wrong with you?”

I snapped to attention fast, from her boisterous shaking. It took me a minute to gather myself and remember where I was. The look on her face was disconcerting, but I smiled.

“Hey Christie. Sorry, I must have been in a zone or something.”

She doesn’t look like she is buying it. She has seen me having a vision before, so I can tell she has an inkling that I had just experienced one.  I didn’t want to tell her what I had seen though, because this vision concerns her and Damon.  I am not even sure how I am going to process this one myself.

I try playing it off by changing the subject, and failing miserably, because I can see she isn’t falling for it.  For now, I just have to make up a fake vision, until I get a handle on the vision that I just saw.

“I know you saw something, I’m not leaving until you tell me what it was.”

I had to think fast, because she’s being adamant that I tell her what I saw.

“There’s going to be a bad accident on I-17 heading south towards Phoenix, but, as usual, I just don’t know when.” 

She’s eyeing speculatively but seems to be placated by the lie.  Eventually, I am going to have to tell her the truth, but how do you go about telling your best friend that her boyfriend and the love of her life is going to be murdered in a grotesque fashion?

Christie just started yammering on about how this was going to be the first Christmas she and Damon would have together.  All I can think about is that she might not get to spend any more holidays with him.

Here I am, trying to think of how I could prevent this whole tragedy from happening when Damon walks in. He has the biggest smile on his face and kisses Christie sweetly on the lips. My heart sinks.  I have to do something.  I can’t let this vision come to fruition.

Damon seemed to be in a really good mood at first, and then his mood shifted.  

“Did you know there’s a group of people that are dumping refuse into our small lakes and canals around the state of Arizona?  My professor wants someone to volunteer to get a job with this group.  He wants one of us to work undercover in order to get solid proof that these guys are the ones doing the dumping.”

My thoughts are more along the lines of: if the professor wants the proof so badly, why doesn’t he go undercover himself? I didn’t voice my opinion out loud though.  

Then it hit me: these are the people that might kill Damon. He is going to be the one to get the undercover job.  I have to talk him out of taking this job.  But, how can I do that without exposing myself...
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Heading to my last Metaphysical Science class for the semester, a thought occurred to me.

Maybe I should try talking to Professor Black.  If anyone would not only believe me, but who may also be able to help me come up with some answers on how I can stop this event from happening, it may be him.  

Hopefully he would be able to make more sense out of my vision or help me come up with a plan to stop Damon from trying to take on that job.

Professor Black, looking good as always, in his ripped jeans, black thermal henley, roughed up cowboy boots, and his dark hair falling into his one eye, was asking all of us what our plans are for the winter break. When he got to me, he asked, “Alexa, any fun plans for the break?” 

He had the most beautiful molten lava chocolate colored eyes, a wicked perfect white smile and his beard was perfect, on his tan face.  I felt his eyes searing my gaze.  I barely got my answer out, and it even then it came out in a husky tone.  “Not really, I’m staying on campus.”  

He gave me a strange look, but had a cute smirk on his face, and went on to the next person. 

What was with that smirk?  I thought.

Ninety percent of the class said they were headed home to spend time with family. It didn’t really bother me too much to stay here instead of visiting my relatives.

As class ended, I made my may up to Professor Black’s desk. 

“Professor Black, may I speak to you, or make an appointment to have a meeting with you sometime soon?”

Surprisingly, he looked quite eager and said, “You’ve already taken your final, but I am actually finished for the day.  Would you like to head to my office now?”  

Feeling my nerve endings shoot through my limbs, I nodded.  I was afraid that by telling him my secret, it might end up being public knowledge on tonight’s eleven o’clock news.  He, however, was the only person who may believe me when I tell him. 

We made small talk on our way to his office, and it seemed to calm me a bit. He was actually very nice, with a great sense of humor.  Luckily for me, his office is in the same building, so we didn’t have to go out in the snow and freezing cold.

Flagstaff is the highest elevation area in Arizona.  Actually, Snowbowl is the highest, but it is also in Flagstaff and sits about 11,500 feet above sea level. Flagstaff doesn’t get the same hot temperatures as they do in the Phoenix area, but Phoenix is only about 250 feet above sea level.  There were days when I missed the hot desert sun, but I wasn’t comfortable being there.

“Okay, here we are, this is my office,” he said, bringing me out of my daydream.

Professor Black’s office looked like a really nice space.  There were a couple of succulents on his large oak desk, a desert scene painting on his main wall, and book shelves stacked neatly with books on New Age prophecies and the latest in Metaphysical Science. 

I took a quick glance around to see if I could find any personal pictures, like a wife or girlfriend, but didn’t see anything. A hopeful feeling churned in the pit of my stomach; why I'm not sure. Maybe because I had assumed he wasn’t single.  I also think it might be the fact that he believed in the strange and unusual, and I in fact, am strange and unusual, to a point.

Professor Black might make a better mate for me than a man whom I would have to hide these things from. That pulled me up short, but I was going to have to save that contemplation for another day, though. Right now, I have to get through this whole telling-him-that-I see-visions thing first.

He motioned for me to sit on a brown leather couch that was against the far wall, the same wall with the desert painting. 

I sat down at one end of his couch, and instead of going to sit behind his desk, he sat next to me on the couch, at the opposite end.  Not that I objected.  He wasn’t in my personal space or anything.

“Thank you for seeing me Professor Black. I really appreciate it.”

“Call me Max, please.”

“I’m not sure that’s appropriate. I need to talk to you about something, um, it’s a little difficult for me to say, but you are the only person I feel will fully believe and understand me, when I do.  Does that make any sense?”

His eyebrows arched up. “Okay Alexa, first, I am technically no longer your professor, and I am not that much older than you, to be honest, but I have a feeling this is not what this meeting is about, and it sounds pretty important and urgent. How is it that I can help you?”

He seemed like a pretty patient man, so I came out with it. 

“First, what did you think our meeting was going to be about?  Second, I am sort of psychic and I have visions of things that will happen, and my best friends’ boyfriend is about to be murdered, and I don’t know how to approach her or him with it.”  

Yep, it all came out so fast and in one breath that I thought I might start hyperventilating.

The good news is, Max hasn’t started to laugh or get up and walk out of his office. It’s been a few seconds though and I am starting to feel panicky. 

He looked me in the eye and simply asked, “Are you really psychic, Alexa? You’ve had visions before, and they have come true?”

“Yes, I know it sounds odd, but you’re the only person I thought would take me seriously.  And I’m not psychic, exactly, I get visions of events that will happen.  It’s not like I can tell you who you are going to marry, or what the next lottery numbers will be.”

“Okay, well, I actually believe you, and Alexa, I’ll try to help anyway I can.” 

I blew out a breath of air I hadn’t realize I had been holding in. 

“Thank you.  I do have one condition though.”

Looking back at me with a puzzled look, he nodded for me to continue.

“Okay.  What is your one condition,” he said, with a slight smirk.

“You don’t tell anyone else about me, and my little gift.  Can you promise me that?”

Max gave me an inquisitive look, “I promise I won’t say a word.  Now, I have a question for you.  What other visions have you had that have come true?”

“Max.” It was so weird to say his name. “I remember visions as far back as when I was four years old. The first vision I can remember having, is when I saw my parents’ car accident. They died in my vision, and it came true.  I have had other visions since then, but they haven’t been as tragic to me, until now. 

The one thing that terrifies me the most though, is that I never know when the events will take place.”

“Wow... I see. Do you have any idea what a special and remarkable gift you possess?  I’m honored that you felt that you could come to me and share it with me.”

“You’re the only one I thought would understand.”

At that very moment, I didn’t feel this was such a special gift at all. There are times that you just don’t want or need to know when things are going to happen. Why can’t nature just run its course? This was definitely one of those times.

I was quietly sitting there when I noticed him looking over at me, a little more tension in his face. I could tell he wanted to ask me something, but he was trying to decide just how to phrase what it was he wanted to say.

“Ask or say whatever it is that you’re thinking right now.  I can’t read people’s minds.”

He chuckled, but then became serious again.

“Alexa, I think I know of something I can teach you, that might help you figure out how or when your friend will be in danger, without giving away your little secret. 

I have never personally tried this, but I have seen other people do it, like leaders of Indian tribes or shamans.  You are close to being in that realm of spiritual awareness and you probably didn’t even know it.  If you’re up for a challenge, I would love to help you.

“What are we talking about here?”

It’s called Spirit Walking. It’s when your physical body lies in one place, and through mediation, and visualization, and your heightened gift, your spirit can leave your physical body.”

“I’m sorry, spirit what?”

“Spirit Walking.”

“Seriously, you think I am capable of doing such a thing? What exactly would I be able to do once my spirit leaves my physical body?”

“If you want to keep your ability a secret, this is the only way you may be able to stop this murder from happening.  I believe that you saw this vision, but you have to trust me, that I want to help you.  It may be a long shot, but it may be worth trying.

I am going to give you my address in Sedona, and if you can be there around 7 p.m. tonight, if you’re available, that is, I can go over everything with you in more detail.  I have nothing but honorable intentions, Alexa. You can tell anyone you want where you’ll be, if it makes you feel safer. I really would like to help you with this.”

The sincerity in his eyes told me I could trust him, and I did believe him to have my back.  He didn’t look like an ax murderer.  But neither did Manson, if I recall. 

“Okay, I’m desperate enough to try anything, at this point.  And, for what it’s worth, I believe you and for some crazy reason, I trust you.”

“I’m not sure if I should be offended or complimented,” he said, teasing.

I took the sheet of paper that he wrote his address and phone number on and headed out of his office and back to my apartment.  I felt a little bit of the weight lifted off my shoulders. 

I can’t say that I still hoping Damon wouldn’t go and try to get that job, and then I wouldn’t have to worry about this, but I had to think of the worst case scenario right now.  For all I know, it could be something completely different that was going to be the cause of his untimely death, but in my heart, I feel that this job is what will try to kill him. 
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I walked into my apartment just in time to hear Damon tell Christie that he got the job at Cyclolex, which is between here and Sedona. 

From what he was telling her, Cyclolex has a bad habit of dumping fuels, fertilizers, and bio-hazardous materials into Lake Mary, which is in the Coconino National Forest.  Lake Mary covers over 600 acres, has a depth of 38 feet, and houses 9 different types of fish.

“Isn’t that cool Alexa,” he asked.  “I could be the one to expose them and bring them down.”

“That is pretty crazy, congratulations.”  My stomach just took a nosedive. 

I tried my best to act supportive and congratulate him on his assignment. His professor wanted him to go in there with a mini-camera and a listening device to document everything they did. 

This was surely going to end badly. My guess is they’re going to find out what he’s up to and that is when the murder will come into play. They would need to get rid of him, and the evidence somehow. 

I must have a really bizarre look on my face, because they both said to me in unison, “Alexa, have you heard anything we have said?”

I looked up at them in surprise, faked a smile, “Of course I did, why?” 

I was usually pretty good at being able to talk my way out of any strange thoughts people might be having, when they catch me in a zone. 

I really did hear everything
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