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      I awoke to the overwhelming stench of gasoline and burning rubber. The blood had rushed to my head, causing an intense ache. I looked around, seeing the car I was in as nothing more than a heap of metal and torn-up leather. I struggled to pull myself through the broken glass of the window. My arms had no strength left in them, and I couldn’t even be sure if my legs were still attached.

      I couldn’t feel anything but the throbbing in my head. Eventually, some of the numbness in my body subsided, and I could feel the heat from the asphalt burning through my shirt.

      I was lying in the middle of the road. Nothing was clear. My head was foggy, and I could only remember pieces of how I had even gotten there. A flash of color and a loud screeching wail before my vision went dark—that was the only image I could remember—and I awoke with my head feeling as though it were on fire.

      I tried begging my mind to wake up so I could get up from the street, where I wasn’t safe. My eyes closed again, and I tried with everything I had to open them. Nothing worked. I could feel myself slipping into a deeper sleep until a voice pulled me out of my head and into reality.

      “Miss?”

      I knew he was speaking to me because I could feel the pressure of his hand on my shoulder.

      “Miss, can you tell me your name?”

      I tried again to open my eyes but couldn’t. I choked out my name. My throat burned as if I had swallowed hot coals. My ears rang with reverberating thunder through my entire body when he spoke again.

      “Daisy,” he said, “you are going to be all right.”

      I was able to pry my eyes open to see hazel ones staring intently into my own…and glass. There was so much glass scattered all over the road. I tried to focus again on the eyes in front of me. It was a boy, no older than my seventeen and a half years. He had clear, fair skin and dark, shaggy hair almost hiding his gaze.

      “Listen to me. You’re going to be all right.”

      I tried to reply, but it took all my energy just to tell him my name. I could feel my eyes closing again even as I struggled to keep them open.

      “Stay with me,” he pleaded. I could hear panic creeping into his voice. “Daisy, stay with me. You’re going to be all right!”

      His voice echoed in my head. I knew he was saying more to me, but I couldn’t understand the words. I just listened to his voice, keeping me awake and alive. As his voice faded, a rhythmical beeping sound took its place—a maddening, almost piercing noise. I sat up, realizing I was in an uncomfortable hospital bed. I opened my eyes, and even before I realized I was screaming, the nurses had rushed into the room and held me down. I struggled in their grasp, trying to get free.

      “Daisy, you need to calm down,” I heard a woman say. “You need to just relax.”

      A nurse came in with a syringe and poked me in the arm with it. I growled in anger but began to feel very sleepy and weak. I was no longer able to struggle and had no way of expressing the terror I felt at seeing what was in front of me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      The sky was gray. It was always gray. I looked up into the cloud-covered heavens, searching for the sun. I could see it there behind the clouds, its rays penetrating the atmosphere—but they were gray. I sighed, drinking in the warmth from the summer afternoon. I could feel the heat but was unable to see the light. I diverted my gaze to the planter just beneath the windowsill…daisies—my mother’s favorite, which I guessed explained why she named me after them. I stared at them as if willing them to change—all those gray little flowers with their gray petals in gray soil. I glanced at my hands. Just as I thought—still muted and dull. I once had beautiful, honey-colored hair and blue eyes—blue like the sky I could no longer see. Now, I was gray, just like everything around me.

      I knew it wasn’t easy for my mother seeing me this way. I had tried for a very long time to pretend I was all right with things. When my mom’s friend got married, I failed miserably. I ran from the room in tears when trying to pick out matching ribbons for the bridesmaids. My mother had tried to convince me to stay home, but I was persistent and kept telling her I would be fine. I was wrong.

      I knew then I could never be normal, no matter how hard I tried to be. I felt everyone who looked at me knew something was wrong with me. They saw me as something less than themselves. I would always be judged for my differences. One simple occurrence in my life had changed me completely.

      The night fell quickly; I missed the colors of sunset. Only the shadows around me grew darker.

      I knew I must have been asleep because I was seeing things that weren’t possible.

      

      The color was almost blinding, yet it was beautiful. Even as I feared it might destroy me, I didn’t dare close my eyes. The sun blazed, illuminating the fields, showing the colors all the more vibrantly. I pulled my blond hair over my shoulder and smiled at the shiny, lustrous color I could clearly see. The wildflowers of purple and blue swayed in the wind, and the newly grown strawberries almost glowed scarlet in the overwhelming sunlight. My gaze was fixed on the landscape before me. Even the places where the grass had died and the foliage was brown, it was the most miraculous shade of brown imaginable. I felt enthralled and blessed. I soon found myself in tears. I wanted to keep the vision before me forever, but I felt myself being pulled almost violently away.

      

      I felt waking numbness…and the vision faded, leaving me alone in the gray morning of another warm summer day.

      It was the first time since the dreams started that it wasn’t frightening. The feelings of dread and anxiety weren’t there. I knew that wouldn’t last. The fact that the dreams had come back meant that eventually they would turn into nightmares. The dream, I knew, was more than just a dream in itself. Only the visions were in color. The vibrancy told me once again I was meant for a task—a task for which I had no choice. They started less than a month after the accident—after the color drained from my life forever. I knew there was more to it than the things I did and the people I helped. I knew, as I had from the beginning, that he was the source of it all. He was the one I was meant to seek out.

      My mother always knew when something wasn’t right with me. The second I sat at the table, before even taking a single bite of the omelet she had made, she mentioned it.

      “Daisy?”

      I looked up, not wanting to deal with what was coming.

      “Are you okay?”

      I sighed. “Yeah. I’m fine.”

      She pulled her eyebrows together and made hard, uncomfortable eye contact. “Have the nightmares come back?”

      “No,” I lied. “I’m fine.” I grabbed my bag and stuffed a couple bucks in my pocket.

      “Are you going somewhere?”

      “To the café. I’m meeting Jess. I won’t be long.”

      “Dais, remember what the doctor said.”

      “Mom, I’m fine,” I said, trying to hide the annoyance in my voice. “It’s a café, not a rock concert.”

      She nodded, and I rushed out the door. I saw my mom wave to me as she drove by on her way to work.

      Since the accident, I wasn’t permitted to get behind the wheel. I guess they assumed seeing a stop sign wasn’t possible unless it was burning a hole in my retina. According to the doctor, they couldn’t risk the head injury causing seizures or blackouts while behind the wheel. If I could go long enough without anything happening, I should be able to get my license back.

      Honestly, none of it seemed to matter. It wasn’t like I was ever going to feel comfortable driving again.

      I walked quickly to the café. One good thing about living in a small town was I didn’t need to drive. Cayucos was a cool beach city with little shops lining the streets. With so few residents, everyone knew me and what had happened to me.

      The café was mostly empty when I walked in. A couple of older gentlemen smiled at me, and Roslyn, the hostess, said hi. I’d known almost everyone in this town my entire life, but none of them looked at me the same way anymore. It was like they were afraid to say the wrong thing.

      “Daisy!” I heard Jess call from the other side of the room.

      “Sorry,” I said, rushing to the seat across from her. “Am I late?”

      She glanced at her watch. “Three and a half minutes.” She laughed.

      I smiled and reached for the mug in front of me. “Thanks.”

      “No problem. Extra shot of chocolate.”

      “You know me too well.”

      “So what’s going on?”

      “I’m just feeling a little nervous about the follow-up appointment coming up.”

      Jess nodded. “Do you want me to come with you?”

      I shrugged. “I don’t want to make you do that.” I was hedging.

      “No, it’s okay. I don’t mind being there for you.”

      I nodded. “Thanks.”

      “So are you okay?”

      “What do you mean?”

      She shook her head. “Never mind.”

      I looked into her black eyes for a moment then averted my gaze. Those black eyes used to be a captivating shade of chestnut that held a kind of sparkle. I supposed they still did, but, of course, I would never again see it. The shine in her jet black hair was now gone, and the dull, flat color was all I could see. I sighed.

      “Fine,” I finally said. “I’m having the dreams again.”

      “What?” she almost yelled, causing a few people to turn and look at us. She leaned in closer and lowered her voice. “Since when?”

      “Just last night.”

      “Was…he in it?”

      I shook my head and took a sip of my coffee. “No. No, not this time. I woke up before anything happened.”

      “And the colors?”

      I nodded.

      “Wow.” She lowered her head for a moment then looked back into my eyes. “We need to do something about this, Dais.”

      “Like what?”

      “I don’t know,” she whispered. “But I’m your best friend, and something is going on. I won’t let you go through this alone.”

      “What do you think we can do?”

      “I really don’t know,” she answered. “We need to find him.”

      “Jess, I already tried. The police tried too. It’s like he just…disappeared. They think I’m crazy.”

      She shook her head. “I know, but I believe you, and I know he’s behind all of this.”

      I nodded. “Where do we start?”

      “How about where it happened.”

      “The crash site?”

      She nodded. “Maybe seeing it again will bring back some suppressed memories.”

      I shook my head. “Jess…if there are suppressed memories, they have been suppressed for a reason.”

      She took a sip of her coffee before responding. “I know, but if you want to find out what all of this is about, we need to start from the beginning.”

      “There is one other thing,” I said. “Something I haven’t mentioned.”

      She raised her eyebrows, waiting for me to come clean.

      “Ever since the accident, I’ve felt like someone is watching me. I would see a shadow out of the corner of my eye, but when I turned to look, there would be nothing there.” I waited for the look in her eyes, for the look that told me she thought I was crazy. It never came.

      “Why didn’t you tell me this before?”

      “Everyone already thinks I’m crazy. Why would I give them any more of a reason?”

      “Daisy, I’m not everyone,” she said softly. “You know me. I would never think that about you. I know what you have gone through and what you are still going through. You aren’t crazy!”

      I nodded. “I’m sorry. I just…I like the way you look at me.”

      She smiled. “What do you mean?”

      “That.” I chuckled. “That is what I mean. You look at me the way you always have, like nothing has changed.”

      “You’re still you.”

      I nodded. “Well, everyone else seems to think differently.”

      She gave me a wry smile. “It’s like I said. I’m not everyone.”

      “So you think we should go back? To the road where I—where it happened?”

      She nodded.

      “When?”

      “What do you mean when?” She laughed. “I was sort of thinking now.”

      “Now?” I repeated. “Like today?”

      “That’s what ‘now’ means, Daisy.”

      “Thanks for the vocabulary lesson.” I smirked at her.

      She smiled. “If I give you time to think about it, you’ll want to back out, and that can’t happen. We need to get to the bottom of this. I am starting to feel like a clock is ticking somewhere.”

      “Great, like I’m already worried and anxious.”

      “Exactly,” she said. “So why give you time to make it worse? Come on.”

      I groaned.

      She stood up and signaled me with her hand. “Come on. I’ll be with you the whole time. I promise.”

      I reluctantly got to my feet and followed her out to the parking lot. I liked seeing her black Honda, knowing it had always been black and the interior always gray. But I did miss the vibrant yellow color of the dice hanging from her mirror. I ignored them and stared at the floor of the car, where the color was right, where I wasn’t again reminded I was broken. I could feel the anxiety creeping its way into my chest as we came closer to the place of my nightmares.

      I began squeezing my eyes shut as the fear became a tangible beast ready to pull my racing heart out of my chest. I kept seeing the scene replaying in my mind over and over, making me feel almost sick.

      “Daisy?” I heard Jess’s voice filled with the softness of compassion.

      I tried to clear my head before responding. “I’m okay,” I said before she had the chance to ask.

      “Are you sure?”

      I nodded but still hadn’t opened my eyes.

      “If it’s going to be this bad, we don’t have to do this.”

      I shook my head. “No. No, we came this far. You’re right. I need to do this.”

      “Technically, it’s not that far. We’re only fifteen minutes from town,” she responded dryly.

      I felt the tension slowly ease in my chest. “Smart ass,” I muttered gratefully. It had always been that way between us.

      Slowly, I opened my eyes, and at first, nothing seemed off. All I saw was an empty black road, the same as any other road I was likely to see. I glanced around, waiting for something to strike a memory.

      “We…should get out,” Jess said.

      I nodded and climbed out of the car. Standing on the road, feeling the sun on my skin, I felt completely normal. I continued looking around, but there was nothing. My eyes moved across all the gray trees and pebbles in the road until something caught my attention. There was a small patch of wilting flowers near the side of the road.

      I knew they were yellow. I remembered them. I remembered staring at them once my eyes were open and listening to the voice of my rescuer, trying to stay awake and attentive. I remembered all of it. The visions came back, intense and vivid. I felt as if I had fallen through a wormhole and was back when it happened. I could smell the gasoline and burning rubber. I could feel the stinging in my skin from the broken glass. I could see the colors—all the glorious colors. I tried to pull myself out and back into the empty road with Jess, but the visions were too strong. I was meant to be there.

      When I finally saw the boy, I tried asking his name, but it was like I was watching the memory from another’s eyes and couldn’t change the outcome. I could no longer feel the pain. I was suddenly watching myself in the road, focusing on the details of his face. He was lovely and sweet, but nothing caught my eye. Nothing was off about him except for the urgency in his voice and the fear in his eyes. It was as if he wanted to do more than help me. It was as if he were desperate to save me, as if maybe he knew me. Like maybe he loved me.

      I shook off the thoughts, and again I felt the pain. I was ripped away from the eyes of an onlooker and sucked back into the body of the girl on the road, looking into shining hazel eyes. I started choking on my breath as I tried over and over to ask him his name. I felt the jagged glass sticking out of my flesh and the burning in my head. I felt everything. The pain and fear were almost suffocating me. It was happening again. This was no dream. This was the real thing happening to me all over again as though there was something I was meant to discover. My vision became cloudy and dark. I tried to speak, to cry, to do anything to stay awake. My eyes closed, and everything went dark just as it had the first time it happened. I drifted away into a dreamless sleep.

      I awoke, hazy and confused, to a familiar voice.

      “Daisy?” I heard. “Are you awake?”

      I rolled over groggily. “Jess?”

      “Yeah. Are you okay? How do you feel?”

      I sat up, realizing I was in my bed. “What happened?”

      “I was hoping you could tell me,” she said. “You were fine one second, and the next thing I know—you just collapsed!”

      I sighed. “I thought I was back.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “Being there on that road brought me back to that day. I swore it was happening again.”

      “That’s called a flashback, Dais. It’s no more real than a dream.”

      I scoffed.

      “Okay. Most dreams anyway.”

      I sighed and flopped back onto my pillow. “To answer your first question of how I feel…sort of like I just woke up from a car crash.”

      She smiled flaccidly. “I’m sorry.”

      “No, it’s okay. You were right. I needed to at least try. Just the feelings were so vivid, so…horrible.”

      “Like I said,” Jess began slowly, “no more—”

      “More real than a dream,” I interrupted. “I know. I’m not so sure though. It felt like I was meant to be there to remember something—only I blacked out before I had the chance. Maybe we need to go back.”

      “What?” she asked, sounding incredulous.

      Forgetting the grogginess in my head, I sat up. “If I felt like I was meant to be there to remember something, then maybe I was. Maybe I need to try again.”

      “After what just happened? Are you sure that’s a good idea?”

      “I don’t like it either,” I said. “But as long as you’re with me, I think I could handle it.”

      “Maybe you can, but what about me? I’m not sure I could stand seeing you like that again.”

      “Jess, I’m fine. But I can’t do this alone.”

      “You overestimate my strength.”

      I smiled. “I think you underestimate your strength.”

      “Either way, time to get up.”

      I groaned. “Not a chance.” I rolled over, facing the wall.

      “I’ve got aspirin and lunch for you.”

      I turned back to face her. “Waffle House?”

      She chuckled. “You know it.”

      I sighed. “Fine. You promise to do this with me, right?”

      Jess nodded. “Lunch first.”
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      We headed back down the familiar roads, mostly silent. I could already feel my lunch creeping its way into my throat.

      I don’t know if I can do this.

      Jess stopped the car, and I heard the crunching of gravel as she walked over to my door.

      “Daisy? Are you getting out?”

      I realized I was still in the car, buckled in and staring at the floor. “Uh, yeah,” I said, climbing out of the Honda. I glanced at my surroundings as I had before. I took notice of the emptiness of the road and the stretch of trees dappling the sunlight and leaving little white spots of shadows in the street. I looked at the ground where the glass had torn up my body. I waited for the horrific visions to come into play, but nothing happened. I closed my eyes like I had the last time, envisioning the scene. Still nothing.

      “It’s not working,” I said.

      Jess looked over at me and squeezed my shoulder. “Give it some time.”

      I closed my eyes again and replayed everything I could remember, from the crash to the boy with the hazel eyes. I opened my eyes again and stared at the wilting flowers on the side of the road. The edges of my vision didn’t become hazy, and I didn’t feel that surreal pull of any oncoming vision.

      “Nothing,” I said, sighing.

      “Are you sure?”

      I nodded. “Yeah. I don’t think it’s going to work this time.”

      She sighed. “Okay. You feel like coffee?”

      “Sure.”

      Anything to get my mind off of this.
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      The café was still empty when we walked in, which meant we would be able to talk.

      “I don’t get it,” I whimpered. “I didn’t do anything different today.”

      “I don’t know,” Jess answered, staring into her cup. “Maybe it wasn’t meant to happen this time.”

      “I don’t understand any of it.”

      She looked back up at me again. “Maybe you should…just…wait for the dreams again. Maybe that’s the key.”

      I nodded. “Maybe.”

      I took a sip of my coffee and looked around to see if we were still alone. I noticed one of the employees restocking cups and a guy sitting at a table across the way, reading a book. I may have lost the vibrancy in my vision, but I certainly was not blind. I knew the softness of his hair and the childlike roundness in his face. Even without seeing the hazel of his eyes, I knew—it was him.

      I almost choked on my coffee. I wasn’t sure what to do first, whether I should say something to Jess or just go confront him. I had a thousand questions racing through my head. Would he even remember me? What was he doing here? Why had I never seen him before? I looked to Jess and nudged her in the arm.

      “Huh?” She looked up at me.

      I tried to speak, but for a moment, I couldn’t find my voice. I looked over to where he was sitting, and his table was empty.

      “What?” Jess asked. “What is it?”

      I wasn’t sure what to say. She would definitely think I was crazy now.

      “Nothing,” I said.

      “Nothing? Come on, Dais. What’s up?” Her voice was filled with confusion.

      “It’s nothing,” I said, getting up from the table. “I think I just need some time by myself.”

      “Okay. Are you sure?”

      “Yeah,” I answered, trying to keep my face unreadable. “Yeah. Thanks.”

      “Call me if you need anything, okay?”

      I faked a smile. “Promise.”

      I rushed out of the café and headed down the street, searching for the boy. The sidewalks and streets were just as empty as the coffee house—no trace of him anywhere. I felt the sting of tears welling in my eyes. Maybe I was crazy after all. People don’t just appear at random times and disappear at will. Maybe I was simply seeing things. Maybe my head injury was more serious than we thought.
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      I sat in the car, fidgeting with a thread dangling from a hole in my jeans.

      “Daisy?” my mom asked. “Doing okay?”

      I nodded. “I’m fine, Mom.”

      She made a face but didn’t push it. “The doctor said you should be all right you know.”

      “I am all right.”

      She stayed silent for the rest of the drive.

      We walked into the waiting room, and Mom signed us in. Jess was sitting in one of the chairs, reading a magazine.

      “Hey,” she said as I walked over. “You feeling okay?”

      “Yeah,” I said. “Normal.”

      When the doctor called me in, Jess was allowed to come with me into the office. I knew Mom wanted to be there, but she was trying to give me some space. She knew I hated how she hovered. I sat on the uncomfortable bed covered in paper that crinkled and tore. Jess sat in a chair beside me. I started feeling anxiety creeping in but tried to push it away. I sighed, and Jess grabbed my hand.

      “It’s okay,” she said. “Just relax.”

      I nodded, taking a few deep breaths to calm my nerves.

      My doctor was an older man with thick, white hair and an even thicker English accent. “Are you experiencing any headaches?” he asked.

      “No,” I said. “Nothing like that.”

      He shone a light in my eyes. “Have you been avoiding loud sounds?”

      I nodded. “I was never one for clubs or concerts.”

      “Good,” he answered. “Now, with this form of monochromacy, more commonly known as color blindness, it is caused by damage to the retinal cones. Unfortunately, it is irreversible.”

      I nodded. “I already knew that.”

      “So far, it seems you have healed elsewhere,” he said. “Your CAT scans and X-rays came back normal. There were no signs of brain damage or internal bleeding. Unfortunately, you may have some minor memory impairment, but it should only affect memories of a couple of days before and after the accident.”

      “I think I remember everything,” I said.

      “That’s a good sign. Just continue to avoid bright lights and loud sounds.”

      “I will.”

      “Okay. I will need to see you back here in one month.”

      I nodded and walked back into the waiting room.

      “What did he say?” my mom asked immediately.

      “Everything is fine,” I said. “He said everything came back normal.”

      She smiled and put her arm around me. “Good.”
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      I needed to clear my head. My thoughts were overwhelming me, and nothing was going to change by sitting at home, stressing over it. I had no destination in mind; I just knew I had to get out. I walked aimlessly, paying no attention to street signs or buildings. I walked until I could feel blisters forming on the soles of my feet.

      I sighed when I recognized the field and the little silver strawberries growing on a nearby vine. I knew I would end up here; I just wasn’t yet sure why. The dreams always came true, at least the ones that were in color. I tried to imagine the colors of the butterflies and hummingbirds hovering over the flowers—the flowers, which I knew were purple and blue. I felt my knees buckle as the dream flashed through my memory. I let myself fall lightly to the ground, not worrying about the dirt, and succumbed to sinking into my memories.

      The memories were crisp. I could still smell the gasoline and feel the tremors of fear racing through my veins. There was no sight, just the overwhelming stench.

      Nobody had seen the boy who pulled me from the wreckage. The doctors and my mother said the head trauma had confused me. The injury that had taken the color from my life also caused me to see things and remember things that never existed. At the time, I believed them. That is…until the dreams started. The dreams were always in color. Even though the crash had ruined my eyes, my mind still remembered them. No matter what the dreams entailed, I always found myself living them mere days afterward. The dreams were more than just dreams, and he was always there—the boy who had saved me, the boy who nobody could remember seeing. I knew he was real, and my mind showed him more vividly than my imagination ever could. He was more than a figment of my damaged mind. I had to find him.

      This time, as I stared at the landscape before me, I knew what was going to happen. This was about to get more than only uncomfortable; it was about to get violent.

      I sat in the dirt for what felt like hours, waiting for something to happen—something I feared was going to be gruesome. The breeze stirred the flowers and ruffled my hair, but apart from that, everything seemed so—dead. I remembered the first time a dream had come to life. It was a month after the accident, and I was led to the lake just outside of town. I rescued a seven year old girl from the water. The second time, I pushed a man out of the path of a speeding truck. I could still hear the screeching tires, the same as that horrible sound that consumed me the day I lost color.

      My memories came to a halt when I heard voices, and a strong sensation coursed through my limbs, almost as if I were being electrocuted. It was time. The voices were muffled at first, and I could only make out the tones—one angry, one pleading. As I approached closer, I saw a boy not much older than seventeen. He appeared to be bleeding, judging by the dark streams running down his cheeks. He was on his knees, begging to be released.

      “Please,” he whimpered. “You don’t understand.”

      “I understand perfectly,” I heard another male voice jeer.

      “It’s not what you think. Just listen.”

      “There is nothing left to say!”

      I felt the shock return through my muscles. The pain took me off guard, almost knocking me to my knees. I knew it was my cue.

      “Hey,” I called as I approached, silently praying the assailant didn’t have a gun. “What’s going on?”

      “None of your concern!” It was the voice of the attacker, who I now could see was large and very muscular, armed with a good-sized kitchen knife.

      “Actually, that’s where you’re wrong,” I said. Fear intermingled with the waves of shock, causing me to feel almost sick.

      The attacker turned to look at me, his round eyes full and angry. He held the knife so tightly his knuckles were white. I pulled out my cell phone.

      “Three numbers,” I said. “Three numbers and you go down for assault. If you aren’t careful, you go down for murder as well.”

      He growled deep in his throat. “This isn’t over,” he hissed, shaking the knife at his victim. “Wherever you go—I will find you.”

      He took off in the other direction, and I felt my breath explode in a sigh of relief. I turned to leave, but the boy called to me.

      “Wait.”

      I turned back to face him, taking notice of the horrific shades of what must have been bruises on his face, accentuating the light hue of his eyes.

      “You’re welcome,” I murmured.

      “No. Please wait,” he called. “Are you Daisy?”

      I froze for a moment. My mouth hung open. “What?”

      “You are, aren’t you?” A smile spread across his face. “You’re Daisy!”
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      The sensation of shock was still tingling through my limbs, making me unsteady on my feet and cloudy in the head. I tried to think before responding, but nothing came out.

      The boy I saved was doing nothing but staring, still with a huge grin on his face. He had light eyes, which I could tell even without the color must have been blue. His hair, which appeared a dark shade of white, must have been a sandy blond and slopped with hair gel.

      “Who are you?” It was the only thing I could say.

      He didn’t reply right away. He lowered his eyes to the ground and looked up again. His smile had become flaccid, but he still looked happy, perhaps even amused.

      “Well?” I pressed.

      “The name’s William. Samuels, if you want to know.”

      “And you know my name how?”

      “Hmm… That’s a hard one to answer.”

      I saw a silent chuckle shake through him. “It’s a simple question. It can’t possibly be hard to answer.”

      “Well, maybe not,” he said. “I’m just not sure you would believe me.”

      I widened my eyes and leaned in inches from his face. “Try me.”

      He sighed and lowered his head. “Fine,” he started, his voice losing its casual tone. “I had this…dream.”

      “A dream?” I tried to keep my voice even.

      He nodded. “Yeah. Like a vivid memory almost. Only it had never happened before.”

      I knew those words, as they were the same ones in my head since I’d started having the same dreams. I knew then—I was in danger.

      “Please,” I pressed. “Tell me more about the dream.”

      “I don’t remember it,” he said. “Well…not all of it. I just remember seeing you…here. You told me your name was Daisy. Other than that, I don’t remember a thing.”

      “Don’t you understand?” I spat. “If you are having dreams about me, that could mean I‘m in danger.”

      His face became a collage of confusion and possibly fear. “What?” His voice sounded throttled.

      “That’s why I’m here. My dreams are to save people—the way I saved you.”

      He shook his head and averted eye contact. “That doesn’t make sense.”

      “It may not make sense, but it’s a part of my life now.”

      “Then what are the dreams for?”

      “I told you. To save people.”

      He gave me a strange look but didn’t say anything.

      “Look, all I know is after I almost died, I started having dreams that basically force me to either save people or watch them die. In other words, dreams that force me into something I never asked for.”

      “At least you’re doing something beneficial,” he said. “The only thing that happened to me is an unexplained flash of a future event that holds almost no significance. Why is that?”

      “You think I know any more about this than you?”

      “You must,” he said, exasperated. “You’ve been experiencing this a lot longer than I have.”

      “I don’t understand it either.”

      “Well, maybe we can try to figure it out together. I’m scared.”

      “You’re scared. I’m the one who could be in danger.”

      “Then maybe we should get out of here,” he said with a smile.

      “We?” I almost laughed. “No. There is no ‘we.’ I can’t help you.” I turned to leave.

      “But you can try,” he called.

      I turned back to face him.

      He was smiling again. “Can’t you?”

      I sighed, remembering seeing the boy from my dreams at the café. I knew he was real. I knew I couldn’t be crazy. Maybe this William could help me find him.

      “Maybe I can,” I said. “But I need your help too.”

      His smile broadened, which didn’t seem possible until I saw it happen. “Name it.”

      “I’m looking for someone. Maybe you have seen him before. Maybe in a dream?”

      He nodded. “Do you know his name?”

      I shook my head. “No, but I know what he looks like.”

      “Okay. What does he look like?”

      I paused, searching my memory for a moment. “Dark, shaggy hair and hazel eyes.”

      He lifted his hands. “And?”

      “And that’s it.”

      “Gotta give me a little more to go on here, Daisy. You just described half of Cayucos.”

      I grumbled under my breath. “Never mind.”

      “Wait,” he retorted. “Wait. I can still help.”

      “How?”

      “Just because I don’t know this person doesn’t mean I won’t see him here in town or even in one of my crazy dreams. After all, I saw you in a dream.”

      “Which I still can’t figure out the reason for.”

      “Thanks, by the way,” he said, “for saving me.”

      “Hey, what did you do anyway?”

      He waved me off. “Nothing. Just a misunderstanding.”

      “Seemed like a lot more than that to me.”

      “Really,” he pressed. “It’s nothing.”

      I dropped it, realizing he clearly didn’t want to talk about it. I, however, was not about to give up on finding out what I had gotten myself involved in. If he wanted my help, I would need to know what cause I was assisting.
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      It was late the next morning when I remembered I was supposed to meet Jess at the café. I rushed out the door without even taking notice of what clothes I put on. When I got there, she was reading a novel with a half-naked man on the cover.

      “Hey,” she said, grinning widely.

      “What is that?” I teased, gesturing toward the book in her hand.

      She chuckled. “Just some trashy romance novel I picked up while waiting for you.”

      “Yeah. Sorry. I overslept.”

      “Did you have a dream?”

      I shook my head. “No,” I whispered, “but I do have something I need to tell you.”

      She stared at me for a moment as if she were trying to read my mind.

      I sighed before beginning. “I…saw him,” I whispered.

      “Saw him?” she echoed. “Who? You mean…do you mean him?”

      I could barely look her in the eye. A nod was the only reply I could muster.

      “Wait. When?” She kept her voice quiet, but I could hear the urgency in it, bordering hysteria.

      “Umm…recently.”

      “Recently?” she hissed. “Come on, Daisy. I know you better than that. Is that why you rushed out of here so fast the other day?”

      “Uh, yeah.”

      She sighed heavily. “I knew it. I knew something was going on with you. Why didn’t you tell me?”

      “He just…disappeared. I thought I really was going crazy. I didn’t want you to think so too.”

      “We talked about this,” she said. “I would never think that about you.”

      I nodded. “I know. I’m sorry.”

      “Well, tell me about it.”

      “There isn’t much to tell,” I started. “I saw him as clear as day, and then he was just gone.”

      “Did you see him here?”

      I nodded. “At that table.” I pointed to the empty table behind her.

      “And?”

      “And when I tried to tell you, once I turned back, he was gone. I tried following him outside, but it was like he just vanished.”

      “That doesn’t make sense,” she said. “Why now? Why are you seeing him now when you hadn’t before?”

      “I wish I knew. In a town this size, I can’t imagine him being able to hide.”

      “Really,” she mused. “We know almost everyone in Cayucos.”

      “There is one more thing I also need to tell you. Remember the dream I had a few days ago?”

      She nodded. “It…it happened?”

      “They always do.”

      “Well?” she pressed, raising her eyebrows at me.

      “I saved a boy from some jerk with a knife.”

      “A knife?”

      “Shh,” I warned. “Yes, but don’t worry. I threatened to call the cops, and he took off.”

      She let out a long exhale. “Wow.”

      “That’s not all. This boy…he decided not only to tell me his name but mentioned he knew mine.”

      “Wait…what?”

      I shook my head, trying to find the right words. “We shouldn’t talk about this here.”

      She nodded. “Come on. We can talk in the car.”

      I followed her out to the parking lot and climbed into her familiar car, again trying to ignore the dice hanging on the mirror.

      “Okay.” She exhaled slowly.

      “He called after me as I was turning to leave, telling me he knew my name.”

      Jess furrowed her brow, looking as if she was desperately searching for something to say.

      “He saw me in a dream,” I murmured.

      Her eyes suddenly grew wide. “Whoa…what?” she yelled. “What kind of dream?”

      I shook my head. “I don’t know. He said he doesn’t remember anything about it but me.”

      “This is so weird. What are the odds of someone else here also having premonitions?”

      “I know. Things are starting to get extremely weird. I know we have to find the one who pulled me from my car. He must be behind this.”

      “That’s not so easy when he keeps disappearing.”

      “Yeah,” I murmured. “Tell me about it.”

      “Are you sure you’re safe?” she asked. “I mean, if he saw you in a dream, that could mean—”

      “I know,” I interrupted, “but nothing has happened yet, so maybe his dreams are different.”

      She nodded. “Let’s hope so.”
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      I found myself at the medicine cabinet for the third time, downing a dose of cough syrup before finally feeling tired enough to sleep. I clicked off the bathroom light and crawled back into bed beneath the blankets. I sighed, closing my eyes, hoping I wouldn’t
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