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Dedication


For my daughter, the inspiration for this story.






Book Description


Elsie has been losing things in her sleep for as long as she can remember. Things she doesn’t really want. Everyone has always told her she must lose them some other way. That no one loses things in their sleep. But when her boyfriend disappears, after she falls asleep next to him, she needs to figure out what’s going on. And discover who the green eyed Fae is that she sees in her dreams. The one who keeps telling her she’s dreaming. 
*
This story was written by an Australian author using Australian spelling.






Chapter One


Elsie struggled to keep her eyes open, aware of Jaxson lying on the lounge room floor beside her, cushions from the couch beneath their heads. She kept her gaze firmly on the television screen, having no idea what had happened in the movie. Had Jaxson moved closer to her? Why couldn’t she find the words to break things off? Marinda had said two more weeks wouldn’t hurt. To finish things at the end of the June-July school holidays. She couldn’t last that long. The previous night was a perfect example of why. 
Jaxson’s mum had twenty acres with an old caravan on it, north west of Brisbane, which she and her sister had inherited when their father had passed away the previous year. Neither of them could decide what to do with it, so it sat there, empty. The perfect place for parties during school holidays. No neighbours to complain and no parents to keep an eye on what they were up to. Which had been a problem since Jaxson had wanted to be up to a little bit more than she’d been interested in. Not that he’d pressured her or anything. She’d just hated to destroy the hopeful expression he’d had. It seemed to be a habit of hers lately when it came to him and she always felt so terrible that she couldn’t feel for him the way he obviously felt for her. Yet she also didn’t want to hurt him when she ended things and she had no idea how to go about that.
She felt a light tug on her hair. She didn’t need to turn her head to know he was wrapping the long, dark blond strands around one of his fingers. He did it so often, fascinated by her hair that was a couple of shades darker than his own closely cropped hair.
She allowed her eyes to close, wondering if ignoring him would work. The gentle tugging continued. She let a silent sigh escape. After the movie. No matter how difficult it would be, she would end things with him after the movie. It wasn’t fair to either of them to let things continue as they were. It felt like her life was on hold while she waited for the right moment and the correct words to end things between them. Words that wouldn’t hurt him. She was beginning to think they didn’t exist.
Keeping her eyes closed, she tried to think of an opening sentence. What did you say to someone when there was nothing really wrong with them other than they bored you? The old ‘it’s not you, it’s me’ was overdone. No one believed that line these days. So what could she say? He was nice. Although sometimes he was a little too nice to people who didn’t deserve it. Friendly. Which could be a bad thing when you were in a hurry and his many friends kept waylaying him. He had a good sense of humour and certainly more than his fair share of looks. About her only complaint was the stupid way his mum had spelt his name. Another sigh escaped, this one a little louder than the first. She stilled when his fingers stopped tugging on the strands of her hair.
Had he heard her sigh? She remained perfectly still, her breathing slow and steady. Tiredness tugged at her and she tried to open her eyes. A young man leaned over her. It took her a few seconds to realise she was dreaming, her surroundings out of focus, her gaze fixed on the young man. His long black hair was drawn back from his face to show the tips of his ears were pointed, his green eyes startlingly vivid. He was too beautiful to be anything other than a dream. She wanted to reach up and touch him, run her fingers across his narrow face. But that would make the dream vanish. And she didn’t want that. Now why couldn’t she find someone like him in real life? Without the pointed ears, of course.
She blinked and in that fraction of a second, the dream vanished and she was lying in front of the television, staring at the menu screen, disappointment washing over her. The opening music was on its short loop and she wasn’t sure how she’d fallen asleep when she’d been determined to remain awake. A smile slowly formed. Not that she was complaining after having had a dream like that.
She rolled to the side, expecting to find Jaxson lying beside her. Her half formed smile faded. She was alone, with only the many cushions from the couch scattered across the cream coloured carpet. Sitting up, she glanced around the lounge room. No one. She half reclined so she could get her phone from the pocket of her jeans. She checked the time. One in the afternoon. Her stomach grumbled, highlighting the fact she’d missed lunch and it had been hours since breakfast. Maybe that was what he was doing. He was probably hungry, too. It’d be just like him to make something for the two of them to eat.
Stumbling to her feet, she smothered a yawn as she headed for the kitchen. Remaining in the doorway, she scanned the room. It was exactly the way she and her mum had left it after breakfast. Dishes in the draining rack, now dry, the curtain at the window over the sink was half drawn open and the tablecloth remained on the round, four seater table in the corner. Annoyance arrowed through her. Had he left without saying goodbye? That didn’t seem like him at all.
Taking out her phone again, she checked her messages. There were several from Marinda, a couple from other friends, but none from Jaxson. Returning her phone to a pocket of her jeans, she searched the rest of the house, finishing up in the lounge room. Anger rushed in on her. He’d walked out on her while she’d been asleep. After all the worrying she’d done over sparing his feelings, he’d gone and done that to her. Taking out her phone, she sent him a message.
I wouldn’t have thought you’d be so rude as to leave without saying goodbye. We’re finished.
She slid her phone back into her pocket, pushing aside the guilt that tried to form now the initial rush of anger was fading. She tried to focus on something else rather than think about what she’d done. It wasn’t like she was the one who’d walked out on him with no word. Thoughts of Marinda came to mind, but they only had her circling back to Jaxson. Marinda would have to get over the breakup. Or date Jaxson herself. Taking her phone out once more, she sent a message letting her best friend know her and Jaxson were over and she could date him if it was that big a problem. She grinned at the reply.
As if. I’d never do that to you.
I don’t hate him. And it wouldn’t bother me. He just bores me.
She settled in at the kitchen table, sending messages back and forth to her friend, regularly smiling and a few times laughing aloud.
She continued messaging Marinda as evening fell and she prepared dinner. Her mum was away for work this weekend. Some conference her boss had demanded she attend, even though she’d tried to get out of it. Elsie leaned her hip against the kitchen bench, a fork held above the rump steak sizzling in the pan as she waited to flip it. This was her last year of school and she had no idea what she was going to do once she finished. Whatever it was, she wasn’t going to end up in some boring job like her mum, doing things she hated all the time. Being ordered around and stuck with the most tedious of jobs all so her boss could keep the fun parts of the work for himself.
After dinner, having planned to get her assignments finished this first weekend of the school holidays, she headed for her room. She’d barely stepped inside when her phone rang. Not recognising the number, she almost let it go to her message bank. “Hello?”
“Elsie? This is Jaxson’s mum. Is he there? I’m guessing his phone is flat since all my calls go straight to his message bank.”
“Hi, Mrs Bryant. He took off sometime after I fell asleep watching a movie. Without saying goodbye.”
There was a moment of silence before Mrs Bryant spoke again. “Are you certain? That doesn’t sound like him.”
Elsie hesitated. “Yes.” When the silence stretched out, she spoke again. “Maybe?”
“Do you know where he might have gone?”
“I thought he went home.”
“Are you certain?”
Elsie automatically nodded. “Yes.”
“If you hear from him, can you tell him to call me? I’m worried.”
“Sure.”
“Thank you, Elsie.”
The line went dead and Elsie stared at her phone. Where had Jaxson gone? She tried to think of all the possibilities. There were none. He might be sociable and like having camp outs at the caravan, but he always let his mum know where he was going and when he’d be home. Always. A shiver ran down her spine and she tried not to think about what might have happened. His house was five streets away from hers. She’d thought the neighbourhood was quiet. What if she was wrong?
Slipping her phone into her pocket, she checked all the doors and windows were locked before she returned to her room. Focusing was difficult and progress on her assignments was slow. She couldn’t stop wondering what had happened to Jaxson on his way home. Had a friend had an emergency and called him for help? It was the only explanation she could come up with. She again pushed aside the guilt and instead tried to focus on her assignments.
Jaxson was still missing on Monday and the police finally took it seriously. Elsie sat in the car beside her mum, who’d taken the morning off work to be with her while the police had interviewed her. She stared out the window, the car heater on full, trying not to think about all the questions that had been fired at her. She hadn’t been able to tell them any more than she’d been able to tell Mrs Bryant.
She stared unseeing out the window. It seemed surreal. She rubbed her wrist where she’d once worn a gold bracelet with tiny diamond chips scattered across it, her hand slipping beneath the sleeve of her knitted jumper. The bracelet had been a gift on her fifteenth birthday from her great aunt Elsie, the woman who’d delivered her when her mum had gone into labour early. She’d woken one morning, unable to find the bracelet, and Great Aunt Elsie’s words came back to haunt her. ‘One day you’ll lose something even more valuable if you don’t take better care of your things.’ It had been the first and last expensive gift her great aunt had given her. The last two birthdays she’d given her gift vouchers. She missed the unique gifts from her great aunt. Although how expensive the bracelet had been had made her uncomfortable. A shiver ran down her spine. Jaxson had vanished as completely as the bracelet. She hoped that unlike the bracelet, he’d be found.
“Maybe you should stay with your father these holidays,” Brenda said.
Elsie half jumped at her mum’s unexpected words. She finally looked away from the passing scenery. “Didn’t you say last week that I didn’t have one?” A smile fleetingly formed at the memory.
“That was when I was waiting for him to pay child support. He was late again.”
Elsie studied her mum, surprised at how tired and drawn she looked. “Are you okay?”
“Work is busy. My boss is cutting back on his hours so he can spend more time with his family, which means more responsibility for me.”
“That’ll be good, won’t it?”
Brenda shrugged. “We’ll have to wait and see. I can’t see it lasting long.” She glanced over at Elsie. “You never answered me about staying with your father.”
“I didn’t think it deserved an answer. Seriously, Mum. He’s not responsible enough to pay child support on time. Do you think he’d be responsible enough to look out for me?”
“Lock all the doors and windows and don’t go anywhere alone. Better yet, don’t go anywhere at all.”
“Mum.” She drew the word out. “I’m not about to sit in a locked house the entire holidays.” She held up her hand when her mum started to speak. “But I also have no plans to go anywhere alone. I’m not an idiot.”
Brenda sighed heavily. “I know, it’s just...” Her voice trailed off and she slowly shook her head. “I can imagine this happening in Brisbane’s city centre, but not in our suburb. I would have thought it too close-knit a community for someone to have grabbed him off the streets. I can’t believe not one single person saw him after he left our place.”
Elsie’s gaze was drawn to the tree edged roadside, some of the bare branches stretching out above them. She didn’t bother mentioning that no one had actually seen him leave their house. Again Great Aunt Elsie’s words came to mind and a shiver ran down her spine. ‘One day you’ll lose something even more valuable if you don’t take better care of your things.’ She closed her eyes, pushing thoughts of Jaxson and the bracelet aside. It was impossible. The words kept repeating in her mind, accompanied by images she didn’t want to see. No wonder she’d struggled to sleep properly the past two nights.
“Will you be okay if I go back to work?”




Chapter Two


Elsie opened her eyes in time to see her mum pull up out the front of their house. She tried to ignore the feeling that washed over her at the thought of being home alone. “I’m fine.” And she would be. Once she was inside and had checked everything was locked. She’d been doing that almost obsessively lately. 
“Are you sure?”
Elsie met her mum’s hazel eyes, the same colour as her own. A few times she’d wished she’d inherited the same colour blue as her father’s eyes. “Go to work and stop worrying.” She emphasised each of the words. “I’m not a little kid.”
“Straight inside and lock the door.”
She made herself roll her eyes. “Okay, Mum.” She filled her tone with the usual exasperation she would have felt. “Stop fussing.” Grabbing her handbag off the floor at her feet, she forced her lips into a smile before she opened the door. “I’ll see you later.” With a half wave over her shoulder, she shut the door as she was stepping away from it, keeping her gaze firmly on the front door rather than scan the area for danger. She shivered, trying to convince herself it was from the cold air. But it wasn’t that bad with the sun out and her knitted jumper keeping her warm.
Surely whoever had taken Jaxson wasn’t still in the area. Taking the key out of her handbag, she unlocked the front door, aware her mum remained parked on the side of the road. Slipping inside, she glanced at her mum, waving before she locked the door and leaned against it, her head tilted back so she stared at the white ceiling. How long would it take before she no longer felt uncomfortable in her neighbourhood? Or in her own home. No one had seen him leave the house. She couldn’t get that thought out of her head. She’d been the last person to have seen him.
Pushing away from the door, she headed to her bedroom, hanging her handbag on the door handle and taking off her knitted jumper before she dropped onto the bed. She was so tired. Her sleep had been broken and she desperately needed more than a few minutes at a time. Not expecting she’d be able to sleep, she grabbed the book off her bedside cabinet and opened it up to the chapter she was halfway through. The story failed to hold her attention and she couldn’t help wondering if she wanted to finish it. Her eyes grew heavy and it felt like she’d closed them for barely a moment before she was jerking upright, her heart racing and the room full of shadows, her dreams filled with vivid green eyes.
Switching on her bedside lamp, she leaned over the edge of the bed to pick up the book she’d dropped. Only her knitted jumper was on the floor. She leaned further over the edge, running her hand along the carpeted floor under the bed. When she still couldn’t find the book, she staggered out of bed and dropped onto the floor, peering under it.
Frowning, she leaned forward more. There was nothing. Drawing back, she stood up and straightened the quilt, running her hands over the bed as she tried to find the book. It was nowhere. She scanned the room. Nothing was out of place. Only the book was missing. Again, she scanned the room. What had she done with it? As far as she knew, she didn’t sleepwalk. Although she supposed anything was possible when she wasn’t getting much sleep.
A message came through on her phone and she checked. It was Marinda asking if she could spend the night, that she didn’t want to be on her own. Or put up with her mum hovering.
Of course you can. You’re welcome to stay here as often as you like.
Marinda’s reply came through almost immediately. I’ll be there in a couple of minutes.
See you then. She sent the message, then had one last look for the book before checking all the windows were still locked. Satisfied they were, she headed towards the front door, waiting for her friend to arrive.
Minutes later a dark-coloured sedan pulled up out the front and Marinda clambered out, backing away as she talked to the driver, her hands moving to emphasise some of her words. She glanced over her shoulder several times, twice gesturing towards the house. Her black hair hung around her shoulders, drawn back from her face by a clip. She was a few metres from the car when she waved and spun to face the house, hurrying towards the door Elsie held open. She stopped and turned to watch the car drive off, glancing over her shoulder at Elsie. “You can’t imagine how crazy Mum is driving me since Jaxson disappeared. You’d think I was going to disappear next.”
Elsie stepped back out of the doorway. “I don’t want to talk about it. Not after all the questions I had to answer this morning. I was starting to feel like I was a suspect.” She spoke the words jokingly, but couldn’t help wondering if there was some truth in them. She had been the last person to have seen him.
“How about we watch a movie or something.” Marinda stepped inside, unbuttoning her jacket. “I’ve barely slept the last two days. Mum keeps checking on me all night as if expecting someone to steal me from my bed.”
Elsie led the way to the television, putting on the movie she hadn’t managed to watch with Jaxson. The menu music had her shivering as memories came back. She reached for the DVD player. “Did you want to do something else?”
“What’s wrong?”
Elsie shook her head, lowering her hand rather than ejecting the movie and have to explain her thoughts. She didn’t want to examine them, let alone explain them. Why had she sent him that message? She pushed the thought aside.
“Don’t give me that,” Marinda said. “What’s wrong?”
She held her friend’s gaze for a moment, seeing the determination in her eyes. Marinda would keep asking until she had an answer. “No one saw him leave here.”
“He was kidnapped from your house?”
Elsie shrugged. “I don’t know. No one seems to know anything.”
“Were there signs of a struggle?” Marinda dropped onto the couch, her gaze remaining on Elsie.
Joining Marinda on the couch, Elsie sat sideways so she could face her friend. “I don’t even know what that’d look like.” She picked up the remote. “We watching this?” She didn’t want to listen to the endlessly looping music. What if someone had taken him from her house and if they had, why hadn’t they taken her too?
Marinda nodded. “What is the last you remember about seeing him?”
That she’d been trying to find a way to ditch him. Keeping that thought to herself, she started the movie. “Are we going to watch this?” She gestured with the remote. She didn’t want to spend the rest of the day talking about it. Not after spending all morning being grilled by the police. Or at least that had been the way it had felt.
“Sure, but that doesn’t mean I can’t talk.”
“I really don’t want to talk about it.” She kept her gaze on the movie, determined to focus this time. Or at least determined not to think about unsettling facts. What had happened to Jaxson? Was he still alive? Images of a shadowy figure digging a long, shallow ditch in the middle of the bush filled her mind. She forced them aside. He had to be alive. She didn’t hate him. Had only wanted to stop dating him. He was too nice a person to hate. She almost groaned at how ridiculous that thought sounded to her.
Marinda turned her attention to the television screen. “You will have to talk about it, eventually.”
Not if she could help it. Yet again, she kept her thoughts to herself. She tried to focus on the movie, but all she could see were cushions scattered across the floor and Jaxson lying beside her, interspersed with images of a figure digging a hole. If she never saw the cushions again, she wouldn’t mind in the least. She closed her eyes in an effort to block out the images. Leaning back onto the cushion behind her, she ended up falling asleep. Annoyed with herself at falling asleep again, she forced her eyes open.
Vivid green eyes filled her view and fingers lightly brushed across her face so she was forced to close her eyes. The air was filled with a peppery citrus scent. Before she could open her eyes again, a scream pierced her sleep, dragging her upright.
Marinda stood in the doorway, a finger pointed at her. “You vanished.”
Elsie frowned, trying to make sense of Marinda’s words, rubbing at her eyes in an effort to wake properly. “Vanished?”
Marinda nodded, lowering her hand. “You weren’t there for at least four seconds. Maybe longer.”
“Vanished.”
“Will you stop saying that?” Marinda demanded. “And tell me what’s going on. Where did you go?”
Elsie smothered a yawn with her hand, leaning back and expecting to sink into the cushion. She encountered the frame of the couch. Sitting up straight, she turned at an angle to stare at the spot where the cushion had been. “Where is it?”
“What?” Marinda remained in the doorway.
“The cushion.” Elsie’s gaze was drawn to the armchairs. Both of them still had their cushions. “The back cushion for the couch.” She glanced at where her friend had been sitting earlier, finding the second back cushion remained in place.
“Forget about the cushion,” Miranda said. “You vanished. Completely and utterly vanished.”
“Impossible.” Elsie scanned the room. “The cushion has to be here somewhere.”
Marinda’s eyes widened, her voice becoming hushed. “Do you think it was aliens? What if that was what happened to Jaxson? What if it’s your house? This could be like some sort of Bermuda Triangle for aliens.”
“It’s not my house and Jaxson wasn’t taken by aliens.” She rose far enough off the couch to peer over the back of it. The floor was clear. “What happened to the cushion?” She took a deep breath at the slightly hysterical note in her voice. Aliens didn’t exist. No matter how much Marinda wanted to believe in such things, they weren’t real.
“Forget the cushion. What happened to you?” Marinda demanded.
“Nothing. I was asleep.”
Marinda studied her. “You can’t have been. You vanished. I know what I saw.” She paused a moment. “Or didn’t see. I knew there was more to life than everyone says there is. Now I have proof.”
“Will you stop going on about it? I didn’t go anywhere.” Elsie rose from the couch. Surely she’d know if she’d left the house. She did a slow circle as she tried to find the cushion. “What did you do with it?”
“Nothing.” Marinda took a step into the room. “I’ll prove it. Next time you sleep, we’re going to record you.”
Elsie held up a hand, taking a step back and stumbling against the couch. “No way. That’s not going to happen.”
Marinda grinned. “We’ll see.”
“No, we won’t.” Elsie glared at her friend. “You are not going to record me while I’m sleeping.”
Marinda’s grin remained in place. “I made dinner while you were busy vanishing.”
“Did you hear me? You’re not going to record me.” She followed Marinda to the kitchen when her friend didn’t answer. “Well?”
“Sorry, think I’m going deaf.” Marinda gestured to the table, where there were two plates with steak and chips. “Not fancy, but I don’t do meals that need heaps of prep.”
“You and me both.” Elsie pulled out a chair, remaining standing. “I’m serious and you can stop changing the topic.”
Laughing, Marinda sat at the table. “Eat your food before it’s cold. Or next time I’ll let you starve.”
Elsie dropped onto the chair, sighing. “Thanks for cooking.”
“You looked wrecked and I was hungry.”
Elsie thought of and discarded several comments, remaining silent as she ate the food. It wasn’t like she could argue the comment. She always looked terrible when she didn’t get enough sleep. Dark shadows under her hazel eyes, her skin unnaturally pale, an inability to concentrate and a tendency to appear startled when she did notice what was going on around her. Not a good look at all.




Chapter Three


After the meal, Elsie and Marinda silently cleaned up the kitchen together, the two of them in Elsie’s room talking when her mum came home, checking on them. They both decided to have an early night, Elsie warning Marinda not to record her as she set up a mattress on the floor for her friend. 
Marinda grinned, not replying even when Elsie warned her once again to not even think about it.
Sighing, Elsie tried to get comfortable, tossing and turning as she attempted to sleep. At once stage she became tangled in the sheet and she was tempted to throw the bed linen off or even push it onto the floor.
She woke to a torch shining in her face and Marinda gripping her shoulder as she shook her awake. She brushed the torch aside, squinting up at her friend. “What’s wrong?” She kept her voice low, not wanting to wake her mum, struggling to remember her dreams. Had it been the guy with the vivid green eyes or had the figure standing over her been someone else? She couldn’t remember. It was too hazy.
“You have to see this.” Marinda also whispered, sitting beside Elsie on the bed once she sat up.
“See what?” Elsie rubbed at her eyes, reaching for her phone to check the time. She froze when she saw the screen of Marinda’s phone she held up, her fingers centimetres from her own phone. “I told you not to record me.”
“Keep watching. I took it forward to just before the spot you need to see.” Marinda raised her other hand to point at the phone. “There. See. You vanished.”
Fear exploded through Elsie and she wanted to turn the phone off. Or delete the footage. She did neither, taking the phone from Marinda and rewinding it. She watched the same few seconds over and over. “It has to be a trick. What did you do?”
“Nothing. I seriously did nothing. It’s something you did. Or the aliens.”
Elsie couldn’t take her gaze off the screen. “There are no such things as aliens.” It struck her that she wasn’t all that had vanished. Her sheet had too, but it hadn’t returned. She dragged her gaze from the phone to check that only her doonah was on top of her. The sheet was no longer between her and the doonah.
“If it isn’t aliens, how do you explain that?” Marinda gestured towards the phone.
“I don’t know, but there has to be a logical explanation.” She returned the phone to Marinda, taking hers from the bedside cabinet where she’d left it. “There has to be a logical explanation.” For both her and the sheet. She searched several phrases online, each relating to vanishing while sleeping. There was nothing. Or at least nothing sane. She used different terms to search the topic in the hope she’d find something that actually made sense. Disappearing, not existing, dematerialise, become invisible and several others.
Marinda looked up from her phone. “This guy stayed awake for eleven days. Maybe you shouldn’t go to sleep again until we know what’s happening to you. What if eventually you don’t come back?”
Elsie closed all the web pages she had open. “There’s nothing wrong with me and nothing happened. It’s probably a glitch in your phone or something. It might have overheated.” But that didn’t explain the missing sheet. She shied away from that thought.
Marinda gave her a disbelieving look. “Sure. Right.” Her tone matched the look.
“I’m not going without sleep.” It had been bad enough the past couple of days not sleeping properly. There was no way she could deliberately skip sleep completely.
Marinda scrolled down the page she was looking at on her phone. “What about this?” She tilted the phone. “Lucid dreaming. It might help you figure out what’s going on.”
Elsie took Marinda’s phone and read the article before handing it back. “You think I’m going to learn how to do that in the minutes before I return to sleep?”
“You’re not going to sleep.” Marinda took her phone back. “Not until we figure out what’s going on. I’m not going to have you disappear, too. Completely disappear and not come back.”
Elsie slipped an arm around her friend’s shoulders. “Quit worrying. I’m not going anywhere.” She couldn’t stop thinking about Jaxson. Had he thought the same?
Marinda leaned her head against Elsie’s. “You better not.”
“Well, actually, I am going somewhere.” She tried not to smile, but it was difficult.
Marinda drew back to meet her gaze. “Where?”
“To sleep.” She let the grin escape, laughing when Marinda glared at her, shoving her lightly.
“That’s so mean.”
Elsie sobered. The sheet was probably at the bottom of her bed from how she’d tossed all night. She’d find it there in the morning when she looked. “You have nothing to worry about.”
Marinda sighed heavily. “I better not.”
Elsie stretched out in the bed, drawing the doonah up, grateful her mum liked to have the heater on all winter. Not that Brisbane became that cold compared to other places, but it was more than cold enough for her. “Go back to sleep.”
Marinda remained sitting on the edge of the bed, watching Elsie.
She peered up at her friend. “You can’t seriously think I’m going to be able to sleep while you’re staring at me like that. It’s creepy.”
“Good. I don’t want you to sleep.” Marinda’s mouth dropped open and she breathed in sharply.
“What’s wrong now?” Elsie wanted to close her eyes and go back to sleep. She was tired. Stifling a yawn, she slowly shook her head, unable to move it much while resting it on her pillow. “Actually, I probably don’t want to know
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