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Description of A Vision in Death:

When people touch me, I foresee their deaths.

The visions are mine. Only I can choose what to do about them.

While traveling cross-country searching for the blood and pain I'd foreseen in a vision, I landed in rural Ohio courtesy of a kindly soul. Lou was a good woman, a solid, faithful, salt of the Earth type.

And on Friday, she was going to die.

I'd long ago learned that nothing I did would deter fate's course. But I couldn't leave Ohio without trying to save Lou.

Fate, though, had more in store for her than a simple death by hit-and-run. Far more. And her fate brought me face to face with a terror from my own past, a terror I had to stop before it used Lou to unleash the wild magic and create something much worse than the death I had foreseen.
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License Notes: This e-book is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. It may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, please return to your favorite e-book retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

Disclaimer: This story is a work of fiction. Any resemblance of the characters to persons living or dead is purely a coincidence. Actual localities and entities are mentioned solely for the purpose of adding realism to the story.
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A dream had driven me here, from the rolling hills of California’s wine country, across the brash peaks of the Rockies, to the softer, gentler grace of the Appalachians. I’d avoided the buses and trains. They wouldn’t have gotten me here anyway. The passenger rail and bus lines ended miles away, in larger towns where their services were needed. Public transportation wasn’t even a thing in this empty space between sprawling Ohio metropolises. Hitchhiking was.

My bouts with anxiety made mass transportation difficult anyway.

I slid out of the aging F150’s passenger seat and let my booted feet drop onto the concrete, wincing as the left one hit too hard and pain reverberated up my bad leg. The truck’s driver, a woman with kind green eyes in a freckled face and streaks of white in her fiery hair, leaned across the console and patted a work-roughened hand against the worn seat. 

“You be careful out there, hon,” she said. “And just holler if you need me. You got my number now, right?”

I smiled as I swung my backpack onto my shoulder over a thick canvas coat. “Yes, ma’am. Thanks for bringing me this far.”

“Anytime, hon.”

I closed the door and stepped back, lifting a gloved hand in a half-hearted wave as the woman beeped and drove away. To pick up her grandkids from school, then back to the horse farm she ran with her husband. Her name was Lou Unger. She was a good woman, a kind woman. Church going, PTA volunteer. At Thanksgiving and Christmas, she bought extra food at the local grocery store and dropped it into the collection box at the entrance, and on the following Friday at precisely five thirty-eight in the evening, her aging F150 would be rear-ended and pushed off the road by a black sedan with tinted windows.

It didn’t always work like that, the seeing. Sometimes it didn’t work at all. But this time, Lou had laughed and touched her fingers to my arm, and bits and pieces of her future flashed through me. The sedan speeding toward the F150, the shock on her face as the steering wheel jerked under her hands. The truck’s tires bouncing over the grassy verge, and stark terror as shadowy faces surrounded her.

Then darkness and the thready beat of Lou’s heart, and bone chilling emptiness.

Anxiety squeezed my own heart into a patter, and I breathed through it. The future was so uncertain, so fragile. When it came, it came in flashes of light and emotion, like a memory eroded by time. I never knew when it would touch me, or what I’d see, or even when those wisps of the future would occur.

I’d long ago stopped asking why.

Discerning Lou’s character? That had been easy. I’d known the minute the F150 pulled over outside of Columbus that the driver was safe, solely by the feel of her. That was something I always knew. This time I’d just gotten more, seen more, than I’d expected.

Once Lou’s truck was out of sight, I turned toward the convenience store outlined by the mountains beyond. Snow later, if the chill in the air meant anything here, snow and a bitter wind. A rusted sign advertising Standard Oil flapped against a metal post and neon lights flickered in the store’s window, buzzing loud enough for me to hear all the way across the parking lot.

Something stirred in the back of my mind, attempting to align indistinct images with the view. I narrowed my gaze on the two modern gas pumps, waiting for that click, knowing better than to push. Maybe this store would be the one from the dream. Maybe here I’d find the faces that had woken me in the dead of night, screaming because I couldn’t help them. Screaming because I could only foresee their fate, not keep them from it. 

A breeze brushed across the parking lot, lifting the Standard Oil sign in a creak of rusted hinges, and the vision dissipated into the ether.

This wasn’t the place. Damn it.

Sighing, I shrugged under the backpack and started walking toward the store, trying not to limp. The winter sun had already touched the bare mountaintops, bringing with it the cold of night. If I wanted to find shelter for the evening, I needed to get back on the road, let the dream push me farther along. 

South, maybe. That’s where the pull came from this time. 

I glanced at the mountains framing the building and the pinkening sky above. There was just enough time to find food before night fell. If a good driver came along, maybe they could take me to the next town over before I was completely worn down.

Lou’s face popped into my mind, not the smiling empathy of her goodbye, but the one I’d seen when she’d touched me, and I stopped dead in my tracks five feet from the welcoming warmth of the store’s interior. I couldn’t do anything about her, couldn’t intervene in a way that would keep her from harm. The visions weren’t a warning. They were just...there. What happened to Lou with her kind heart and steady eyes and a husband and their horse farm and three school-aged grandchildren she was raising because her daughter had fallen in with the wrong crowd and abandoned her kids...

I swore under my breath and reached for the door. Whatever was waiting for me south of here could wait another few days. Just until I figured out what to do about Lou.
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The store’s attendant looked up at me when I entered and popped her gum. Her face was slim and young, the skin taut over high cheekbones. “Help ya?”

I let my gaze slide past her bright pink hair, triple pierced ears, and grungy hoodie, absent a name tag. Small-town teenaged rebellions. I recognized the signs from my own misspent youth.

The interior screamed backwoods from the counter on the left where the attendant stood to the gallons of milk neatly lining the cooler’s bottom shelf along the back wall. A mini-restaurant advertising fried chicken and pizza was tucked into the corner beyond the checkout, and shoulder high shelves filled the middle section. A row of tiny booths lined the wall to the right, offering a view of the parking lot, and beyond that, signs indicated the location of in-store restrooms. 

The lights in the kitchen were out, but boxes were stashed under a heat lamp next to a counter-style buffet with lids over the openings. The air smelled like freshly cooked chicken, that crisp scent of hot fat and spices. 

On cue my stomach growled.

I glanced at the attendant and attempted a smile. “Any chicken left?”

She popped her gum again and let her eyes slide to the cellphone held between slender hands. “Yeah, some. You want?”

“In a minute.”

I jerked my chin at the restrooms even though she wasn’t watching and headed that way, letting my backpack slide off as I walked. Lunch had been...no, I hadn’t caught lunch, or breakfast either. Hadn’t been hungry enough for it after spending the night huddled against a building, trying to endure a cold Ohio night because I’d been too worn down to find a motel. November was not the best time to be caught outdoors that far north, but that’s where I’d been pulled. 

One day, maybe I’d learn how to ignore the visions.

The cooler to the left of the restroom’s entrance bore a poster proclaiming nightcrawlers 4 sale in faded pink highlighter. I smiled and pushed into the women’s room, did my business, and washed my hands thoroughly in the clean-enough space. A shower would be nice, but I wasn’t counting on it, especially since I had no idea where I was other than east of Columbus and west of Pittsburgh.

I’d fallen asleep at some point and missed a lot of road signs. 

The attendant was still playing on her phone when I came out, so I toured the coolers and aisles, picking out a soda and a candy bar hidden behind a string of bicycle tire repair kits (bizarrely enough), and ended up in front of the empty buffet eyeing the boxes of prepared food.

What was the chance of those being full meals?

I picked up a rectangular box, lifted the lid. A chicken thigh and leg lay inside, coated in a crispy, brown crust. Heat from the chicken radiated into my hands and my stomach growled again.

“That’s $4.99 a box,” the attendant said. 

I closed the lid and carried my treasure to where she stood. “Vegetables?”

“Cook run off,” she said. “I done the chicken and pizza, just so the late crowd’d have something.”

That caught my attention. I’d done some restaurant work before, enough to know my way around a commercial kitchen. And since I was going to be here for a few days...

“You hiring?” I said.

Her eyes snapped up to mine. They were a vivid blue in the sharp lines of her face and mildly suspicious. “You doing more than drifting through?”

I smiled and pulled my wallet out of the backpack. “Might be, if there’s a job involved. Is there a motel nearby?”

“Sure. Down the road a couple miles.” She rang me up, handed me change from the ten I gave her, and bagged my erstwhile meal. “You got a phone? So Dad can call you about the job.”

I had a phone. It was a burner, good mostly for emergencies and checking in with my foster mom. “Maybe I could just come by in the morning.”

She shrugged and picked up her phone. “He’ll be here about six.”

“Thanks.” 

“What’s your name?”

I arched an eyebrow at her in an unspoken question.

She pointed to her phone. “Dad’ll want to know.”

“Ah. Kaya Fox.”

I picked up the bag and turned toward the booths as she buried her nose in her cellphone. Light reflected off a fender outside, and I glanced up in time to catch a glimpse of a black sedan as it rolled to a stop behind a Jeep signaling a turn into the parking
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