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The outer door flung open and in tripped a little blonde carrying as many bags as she probably weighed.  He watched her struggle to close the door for a moment and was about to get up and help when half of what she was trying to hold slipped from her hands, scattering across the carpet.

Sighing loudly, she closed the door, now almost empty-handed.  Turning around she looked at the notebooks and supplies all over the floor.  She smirked at the man sitting in the waiting area.  “That was rather graceful, wasn’t it?  Fall in the door and toss everything on the floor.”  Setting the rest of the bags on a chair, she knelt to start shoving things back into a bag.

Brent sat there for a moment.  This was the woman that Jac didn’t want the doc alone with?  Snapping out of it, he got up and went over.  Squatting down he began to pick up pencils and booklets that were scattered all over.  She glanced up at him, the long wavy blonde hair half hiding her face, and smiled at him.  The palest blue eyes he’d ever seen paralyzed his speech.

“Thank you.”  She flipped the hair out of her face and looked around to see if she’d missed anything.  “I usually don’t make such a dramatic entrance, really.”  She got back to her feet, setting the bags with the other ones on the chair.

Brent stood up and looked down at the tiny woman.  Her appearance reminded him of a porcelain figurine.  “No problem.”  He finally made his mouth say.
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She found herself standing in the kitchen and not sure why she was there.  Blinking a few times, she focused on the room.  No one else was in it.  Turning quickly, she headed towards the stairs, almost running into her mother.

“I thought you were coming to get a snack?”

Felicity stared blankly at the floor.  “I – uh – I forgot about a project.”  She turned and backed slowly towards the door.  “I’ll be back down after I get my outline finished.”  She turned and ran with rubber legs towards the stairs.

Closing her bedroom door, she leaned against it shaking.  That was close.  If they knew she was still having these – what?  Dreams?  Whatever, they would have her back in therapy faster than she could blink.

Taking a deep breath, she quickly walked into her enormous closet and closed the door behind her.  She knelt on the floor and pulled the shoebox out from its hiding place under the bottom shelf.  Pulling the notebook out, she flipped to the first blank page.

Closing her eyes, she wrote without really looking at it, what she could remember.  It hadn’t been anything terrible or earth-shattering, but she still wrote it down.

After she finished, she closed the notebook, then carefully hid it back in its secret place.  Sitting back against the wall she wrapped her arms around her waist and hugged herself.

Still feeling a little shaky, she took a few deep breaths—at least she didn’t pass out or throw up.  They were happening more often, these vision things.  She frowned; it was getting harder to hide the fact that she was still having them.  So far, she’d been able to find a story fast enough to cover up anytime it had happened—headaches, upset stomach, or some forgotten project. So far, they were buying her excuses and mishaps, but she knew it was only a matter of time before she had a really strong one, and then she wouldn’t be able to fake through what happened afterward.

She picked at the dress hanging on the back of the door; she wasn’t going to think about how her parents treated her.  Maybe she was some sort of weirdo, but weren’t your parents supposed to love you no matter what?

One more year and she could leave and fade out of their overpriced world.  
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Sitting on the tiny bed, hugging his knees as tightly as he could against his chest, his eyes darted around the room.  It was so dark and so quiet here—he just wanted to go home and see his mom.  Someone would come; someone always did in the movies...

A creaking noise made him gasp; he quickly looked toward the door.  Pushing himself back further into the musty corner, he watched and listened.

When it creaked again, he grabbed the thin blanket and dropped to lie down on the bed, squeezing his still damp eyes closed tightly.

Felicity blinked a few times and looked down.  She was standing at her kitchen counter, hands grasping the edge so hard her knuckles were white.  Sighing, pushing the straying blonde hair away from her face; her hand vibrating.

Closing her eyes, she took a calming breath.  “I wished you would show me where sweetheart.”  Whispering out loud made her feel better, even knowing he would never hear her.  

Rinsing her hands under the cool water, she patted some against her sweaty brow.  Drying them quickly, she looked around for a moment trying to recall what she had been doing before the vision blocked out the rest of the world.

The kettle began to whistle, startling her. Unplugging it, she shook her head.  It could have been worse, you might have been cutting vegetables or something else that could result in coming out of it injured.

If there was one thing she was thankful for it was that when it happened her body froze—and that usually prevented her from too many serious injuries.  Of course, it made life more complicated when it came to things like being in public or driving, both of which she tried to avoid.

Taking the cup of tea, she went over to the desk and pulled the tattered notebook from the drawer.  Wanting to record every detail before she forgot any of it, she began jotting it down.  Taking her time, she wrote carefully, making sure she described every little thing—even going as far as the crunching sound the old rusty cot frame made as the little boy moved.

Closing the book, she glanced at the stack of sketches briefly before she returned the book to the drawer and closed it.

Sipping her tea, she tried not to fall into the depression that sometimes followed the visions.  The helpless feeling of seeing, and not being able to do anything.  It had been a few months since she’d had any—they’d started again about a week ago.  In the first few there had been two children, but she didn’t know what happened to the sweet cherub-faced little girl that the boy had been so brave for.

Getting up, she walked over and looked out the window at the quiet evening outside.  She wanted to know enough to alert the police before she moved on.  Felicity had accepted that moving on was inevitable—again.  The judge had been the most understanding so far and she would humor him by showing up for at least one of her ordered therapy sessions.

Looking away from the window, she rolled her eyes.  Having been through it before, she knew how that would end, too. The therapist—of whichever qualifications this one had—would have all sorts of suggestions, theories, and of course, drugs.

Having been through it all before, she wasn’t sure if she could do it again. Her parents actually once had wanted to help her, although Felicity knew it was more to save their social status than because of their love for her.

After five years of doctors, five years of treatments, and medications, she fled as soon as she was old enough to legally moved around the country on her own.

Winking at her reflection in the glass, she grinned.  Now many, many years later you’re older and still fleeing. Laughing to herself, she thought that in appearance she might not look your age, but inside she was ancient.

Setting the cup down on her worktable, she pulled the long wavy hair over her shoulder, quickly braiding it to stay out of her way.  Better get this story finished before we’re on the road again.  Looking down at the animal cartoon sketches, she grinned.  “Let’s see what adventures we can get you into this time.”

If someone had told her when she was younger, that she’d make a living by writing children’s stories—she would have fallen over laughing.  But, desperate to support herself without having to be in the public, this had been the only way.  Of course, her publishers no longer asked questions; they were just happy that the series of books from the mysterious B. Woods was a huge success.

It was funny how money persuaded people to do things.  The publisher was more than happy to wire her royalty payments to an account. She had never met them and kept all communications limited to emails.  

Pausing, she stared at the keyboard for a moment.  Shaking her head, she continued with the silly tale—promising to check the missing children’s bulletin site again after she’d gotten some work done.

Her cell phone rang and made her jump in the chair; she rarely got phone calls— who would be calling her?  Glancing at it, the art supply store name came up.  Setting the phone back down, she let them leave a message.  At least she’d have lots of supplies when she made her move this time.  Looking out the window again, she wondered which direction she should choose this time.  Sighing, she grimaced.  You’re almost out of directions.
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With the text printing out, she went through the drawings to match them.  Just have to get these finished up and get them shipped.  Yawning, she glanced at the clock.  She hadn’t realized how late she had worked.  Debating for a minute on whether she would make a late dinner or just go to bed, she rolled her eyes and headed back into the tiny kitchen.  You know you have to eat regularly Miss Dante, or the visions leave you weak as a mouse.

As she made a small solitary meal, again, she couldn’t fight the feelings of being alone.  She was always alone, but from time to time it bothered her.  For years she had hoped to find someone— just one person that would understand and believe her, fill the empty places in her life.  Getting a glass of milk from the fridge, she set it beside the single plate on the small table.  She’d given up that dream a long time ago.  She’d moved past the age of twenty alone – so when thirty had followed the same way, she hadn’t felt the melancholy of the isolation.  Frowning, she refused to think of any number near forty.  Thirty-five was as old as she was getting.

She didn’t really taste a single bite of the food she chewed while thinking.  A lot of her world was like that though—do what you need to get through it.  Glancing over, she picked up the forms the judge had given her.  Her own fault really, when the police had completely doubted her—and looked at her like she’d just escaped the nearest mental facility. Instead of walking out without argument, she’d demanded to talk to someone higher up. How was she supposed to know a judge just happened to be there at the time?  Since when did judges hang around at police stations? 

They hadn’t listened or given up any time to try to help the little girl and in turn for her trouble, she got to go see a professional to help her through her episodes.  Anonymous – she knew she had to report things in an anonymous fashion – hadn’t she learned that the hard way repeatedly?  But the little girl in her vision had been so frightened, it had broken Felicity’s heart and she couldn’t stand it a moment longer.

Tossing the paperwork back onto the table, she got up to rinse her dishes.  She’d go to the therapist– mostly to buy herself time so she wasn’t arrested on some insubordinate charge. As soon as she had everything organized and packed, she’d move on.  

Standing at the counter, she closed her eyes and prayed silently for a moment—that she wouldn’t see the little girl or the little boy on the news anytime soon in some heart-wrenching morbid discovery.  She couldn’t deal with another one of those.  Couldn’t face sitting all alone crying, hearing how someone she had tried to help hadn’t gotten it and she’d been left alone to regret once more that society didn’t accept anything out of the ordinary.
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Brent took his time going to work for a change.  He’d spent yesterday with Reid, gathering up the little pieces to the dating site murders.  With the evidence recovered from the homes of Howard and Lawson, the case was now air-tight and neither of them would be able to squirm their way out of a very long jail sentence.

Hopefully, the Captain would give them a few days off to rest, he smirked knowing he was just dreaming and a few days off weren’t going to happen.  Blowing out a breath, he pulled into the parking lot, noting the swarm of reporters was finally gone.  A few easy cases would be a nice change. He smirked, knowing both Reid and him would get bored silly if it were easy, but it was still nice to think that might happen.

He heard the voices before he reached the office.  As he stepped in the door, he saw Jacinda waving papers at Reid while Sandy leaned against the desk reading.  Well, that was a change from coming down to the scowling, silent partner he was used to starting his days with.

“What do you mean there’s something?  Define something?”  Reid crossed his arms over his chest and looked down at her.

Tossing the papers back on the table she put her hands on her hips, glaring up at him.  “If I could define something – then most likely I wouldn’t refer to it as something.”

Brent smirked.  She did have a point, not that his partner would admit it. Walking over, he stopped beside the Doctor, he leaned closer to her.  “Have I missed something interesting?”

Sandy glanced away from the pages she was flipping through.  “Yes, and I think it’s my fault.”

Jac turned around and looked at her.  “It’s not your fault.  You were concerned and I said I’d check into it for you...”

“All night?”  Reid went and sat behind his desk.  Glancing at Brent he scowled.  “The name you ran yesterday—she spent all night digging around.”

Brent frowned.  “Really?  Other than a few minor incidents, no convictions – I didn’t think there was too much to find out.”

Sandy handed him the papers she’d been reading.  “You’d be wrong.”

He took the pages and walked over to his desk.  He flipped through them a few times.  “Okay, so she’s been in the news here and there.”

Reid raised his eyebrows.  “Here and there?  She’s left a trail of press releases.”

Brent looked back down at the papers sitting in front of him.  He quickly scanned the towns named in them.  He blew out a short breath.  “Okay, so she moves around a lot —no doubt about that.”  He looked at Reid, trying not to grin at his annoyed look, and then turned to Jac.  “So, what’s the issue here exactly?”

Jac threw up her hands.  “I’m a little worried that Sandy is going to be alone with this person and Reid is being an idiot.”

Brent smirked.  “Not much new with that.”  He received a look from his partner and glare from Jac.  Frowning, he looked over at the doctor.  “Are you worried?”

She shook her head.  “Not so much.  But there is a lot of history I wasn’t made aware of.”

He wished now he’d gotten a coffee before coming down to the office.  Scanning over the first few pages, he concentrated through the morning fog. She had been involved in leading police to a kidnapping site.  Finding a murder weapon used in three killings.  Locating an old cellar with trapped people, leading a family to a missing elderly relative.  He flipped through a few more and looked up.  “Miss Dante seems to be in the wrong place a lot.”  He looked at Jac chewing her lip.  “What is this something that’s nagging at you?”  He pulled the priors sheet out of the pile and held it up.  “She’s never been convicted or guilty— just has really bad luck.”

“Or is extremely lucky,” Jac mumbled.  Turning, she looked at Sandy.  “When do you see her?”

Sandy glanced at the clock.  “Two hours.” She smiled at Jac.  “I’ll be fine; the judge just wants me to see if she’s all right.  He thinks it’s more of a bored rich girl phenomenon really.”

Brent gave her a puzzled look.  “A what?”

Sandy perched on the edge of the desk.  “She came from a wealthy family before she started moving all over the country. Sometimes children from a family like that will do just about anything to get noticed...”

Brent frowned at the papers in front of him.  “That’s a lot of anything she’s been linked to Doc...”

“Exactly what I’m saying!”  Jac glanced over at Reid, noting he still wasn’t going to budge on the issue.  “I wanted to wait outside Sandy’s office while she’s...”

“Absolutely not,” Reid spoke quietly but knew he was heard when everyone turned to look at him.  He studied Jacinda, and then glanced at Brent.  “I don’t want her near her. She’s just barely recovered from the last criminal she got too close to.”

Brent nodded and gave Jac a sympathetic look.  “He has a point.  If she is responsible for being involved in any of these – then you won’t do much good being passed out on the floor.”

Jac went over and dropped down into one of the chairs.  “I know.”  She gave Reid a pouting look and shrugged her shoulders.  “You’re right.”

Brent glanced from Jac to Reid and knew by the look on his partner’s face those soft brown eyes were ripping him up inside.  He couldn’t blame him really.  Maybe it was a male thing because he was also a real sucker for soft, pouting eyes

Reid shrugged.  “Brent will go hang out in the Doc’s office if it will make you feel better.”  She immediately smiled at him.

Brent’s jaw dropped and he turned to look at the other man.  “I will?”  He looked over at the smirking doctor, then at Jac.  She had turned those huge brown eyes on him.  At that point he was sure they were boring right into his soul, pleading—he nodded.  Sighing, he looked at the doc.  “I guess I’m hanging out in your waiting room in two hours.”

Sandy laughed.  “I have very comfortable chairs.”

“Lucky me.”  He watched Jacinda get up and go over and lean down and kiss Reid.  Why did he feel like he’d just been sacrificed for his partner’s good?

Sandy glanced at the clock.  “Again, thank you for everything.”  She smiled at Brent.  “I’ll see you in a few hours.”

He nodded, silently watching her walk from the room.  Glancing back around he found Reid and Jac whispering face to face and shook his head.  Picking up the papers, he started to read through them more thoroughly.

When Jac left to go to her own office, he turned to the man at the other desk.  Reid grinned at him. He raised one eyebrow.

“Thanks,” Reid said quietly.

Brent studied him for a moment.  “What’s really going on?”

“Jacinda was up half the night digging up stuff, something about all of it is really bothering her—when she starts to get that feeling, we both know there’s something to it.”

Brent held up the newspaper photo of a young girl with her parents.  “I don’t see her being a real problem.”

Reid gave a helpless gesture with his hands.  “I know, neither do I, but there’s just something about it all that is really off.”

He had to agree with him there, how was it this Felicity always seemed to be in the right place all the time?  Things like that just didn’t happen in his world.  “You owe me one.”  He said holding out his empty cup.

Reid stood up grinning.  “Yes, I do.”  He grabbed the cup and headed out the door.

“I want it in writing too.”  He mumbled only to be answered with a laugh.

Brent looked back down at the photo.  He read through some of it ... Mr. Archibald Dante and his wife didn’t wish to comment on why they’re daughter hadn’t been seen with them in over two years...  He studied the child in the photo again; she looked lost.  What would cause her to give up her family and move to so many places?  He read the date of the picture, briefly wondering what she’d look like all grown up.  Great, now thanks to Jacinda his mind wouldn’t shut up about it either.
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Felicity got out of the cab, trying to fit all the bags into her small hands.  It would have made more sense to pick everything up after your meeting she scolded herself.  Managing to fit the last one onto her other hand, she bumped the door with her hip and then turned around to survey the building.  Oh, let there be an elevator.  It was bad enough she was ten minutes late, but she’d prefer not to arrive all out of breath and sweating.  Taking a deep breath, she went into the building.

Brent glanced at the clock again.  Maybe she wasn’t going to show at all.  He looked at the closed office door and debated on knocking, to ask Sandy what she thought, but as the door was closed, he figured she didn’t want to be bothered.  Glancing at the magazine table again, he rolled his eyes, there wasn’t much there that appealed enough for him to even pick one up, never mind read.

The outer door flung open and in tripped a little blonde carrying as many bags as she probably weighed.  He watched her struggle to close the door for a moment and was about to get up and help when half of what she was trying to hold slipped from her hands, scattering across the carpet.

Sighing loudly, she closed the door, now almost empty-handed.  Turning around she looked at the notebooks and supplies all over the floor.  She smirked at the man sitting in the waiting area.  “That was rather graceful, wasn’t it?  Fall in the door and toss everything on the floor.”  Setting the rest of the bags on a chair, she knelt to start shoving things back into a bag.

Brent sat there for a moment.  This was the woman that Jac didn’t want the doc alone with?  Snapping out of it, he got up and went over.  Squatting down he began to pick up pencils and booklets that were scattered all over.  She glanced up at him, the long wavy blonde hair half hiding her face, and smiled at him.  The palest blue eyes he’d ever seen paralyzed his speech.

“Thank you.”  She flipped the hair out of her face and looked around to see if she’d missed anything.  “I usually don’t make such a dramatic entrance, really.”  She got back to her feet, setting the bags with the other ones on the chair.

Brent stood up and looked down at the tiny woman.  Her appearance reminded him of a porcelain figurine.  “No problem.”  He finally made his mouth say.

“Felicity?”

They both turned around to see Sandy standing at the door.  

Felicity nodded.  “Yes.”

Sandy stepped back.  “Come on in.”  She gave Brent a knowing look.

Felicity smiled at him again.  “Feel free to draw something if you have the urge.” She motioned to the bags on the chair and walked into the office.

He stood there staring at the door for a moment after it closed, then his brain kicked back in.  Well, you wondered what she looked like all grown up.  Very fine was all he could think at that moment.  Sighing he went and sat back down.  It only occurred to him at that moment that no one told him how long this appointment was supposed to be.
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Felicity looked around the room before walking over to sit on the couch.  Pulling one leg up under her body, she leaned on the arm of the couch and then smiled over at the other woman.

Sandy sat down in the chair across from her, glancing at the notebook that always sat beside her.  She didn’t think she’d really need it today; something told her that this woman was used to the routine as far as the private sessions went.  “So, I’m Doctor Gains—Sandy.”  The smiling woman nodded her acknowledgment.  “I’ve read all the reports, seen the newspaper clippings, so I know all that stuff.”  She paused for a moment and studied Miss Felicity Dante.  “What I’d like is to hear is all from you—not some misconstrued reporters’ version.”

Felicity raised both eyebrows at her for a moment before recovering.  “That’s the first time I’ve heard that.”  She smirked.  “Where is the how do you feel part?”

Sandy laughed.  “Oh, I might use it at some point, but what I’d really like is the truth.”  She tapped the notebook beside her.  “I have to report back to the judge that sent you here; it would be a lot easier to play his game if I’m on the same field with you.”

Felicity nodded and then sat there thinking for a moment. She studied the doctor for a moment, many expressions crossing her face.  “You may not like or believe the truth Doctor Gains.”

Sandy pouted her lips out for a moment trying not to smirk.  “You might be pleasantly shocked to see what I am capable of believing.”

Felicity gave her a skeptical look. “I really don’t know where to start.”

“Let’s start with the reason that brought you here to my office – then we’ll go from there.”

Felicity nodded slowly.  “Okay.”  She looked down at the floor for a few seconds searching for the right words.  “I see things.  Inside my head . . . like you would on a tv screen I suppose.”  Chancing a glance at the doctor, she expected to see that academic look on her face. It wasn’t, she was actually listening to her.  “The things I see are things that are actually happening—at that moment to someone else.”  She leaned back on the couch, looking around for a few seconds, giving the doctor time to ask questions if she wanted.  When silence met her, she continued.  “I’m here because of something I saw. Stupidly, I panicked and ran to the police, hoping they would do something . . . anything to help.”

“What did you see?”

Experience told her not to answer, but her mouth ignored her head and did anyways. “I saw a little boy, probably around seven or eight, and a little girl; I’d say she was four, if that.”  She took a calming breath before going on.  “They were somewhere dark and hidden, I couldn’t figure out where—they were scared and upset...” She remembered the little boy cradling the girl to calm her down so she would sleep.  “They took the little girl, and I freaked out...”

“Who took her?”

Squeezing her eyes shut, she took a deep breath. “I don’t know, it was dark and shadowed, I couldn’t see.”

“Where did they take her?”

Felicity sat forward shaking her head.  “I don’t know.  I wasn’t connected with her, just the little boy. He was scared and upset. He didn’t want them to take her, then he just cried and cried...” She looked over at the doctor, who surprisingly was sitting forward in her chair as well as listening.  “I felt lost and helpless— I wanted to help so I went to the police.”  She sat back.  “And now I’m here and somewhere out there is a little boy alone, confined in the dark and I have no way to find him.”

Sandy sat there, looking at her for a long moment.  “You’re connected with the little boy?  Still?”  She nodded.  “How do you know these things are in the here and now?”

Felicity was actually shocked by the question.  No one had ever asked in such a way that made her think they might believe her.  “I just know.  In the past I’ve found . . . people from my visions...” She took a deep breath.  “But they were adults, and I could pick up much more that they noticed.”

“The newspaper stories, the murder, the lost people, all the others— they were true?”

Felicity looked at her for a long time without answering.  Her face said she was concerned, her body language said she had her entire attention.  “Yes.”  She whispered it like it was a sin she was guilty of because to her it was – all the ones she’d never been able to help.  “But there are so many I could never help.”

“That’s an awful thing to bear.”  Felicity just nodded at her.  “When does this happen?  Awake? Asleep?”

She cocked her head and studied the doctor cautiously.  Was this where the hidden mockery began?  “Awake, but I more or less become paralyzed when it happens, at least I think I do because I’m always exactly as I was beforehand.”

Sandy frowned for a moment.  “Do they physically affect you?”

“Uh - sometimes I’m disoriented or even ill, but other times just tired.”  It was an odd question for someone to ask, how would she know to ask it?

“Is the reason you move around so much because people have found out or is there another reason?”

Felicity was waiting to wake up and discover she was dreaming this entire time; these weren’t the questions the doctors asked her.  “Sometimes that’s why.”  She looked at the floor and then back to the doctor.  You’ve come this far, might as well tell her the rest.  “Sometimes I have to leave because I can’t do anything to help. If I go to the authorities with any of it, it gets me sent to places like your office and I only see things that are fairly close to where I am...” She hated saying it out loud.  “So, if I leave, the visions stop and I don’t have to sit and watch the news every night to see the outcome of the latest tragedy.”

“Self-preservation.”  The Doctor whispered as she looked down at her own hands clenched in her lap.

“Sometimes it’s the only way.”  She sat back, looking at the doctor.

The doctor sat there looking at her for a moment and then grinned.  “Would you be entirely shocked if I told you I believed every word?”

Frowning, Felicity nodded at her.  “Yes.”  I’m dreaming, this sort of thing would never happen when I am awake. She watched the doctor get up and walk over to her desk and lean as she wrote something down.

Sandy tore off the page and walked over.  Sitting down on the couch next to her she turned.  “This is going to come as a
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