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​ I was really feeling the pressure of the upcoming exams.
Having missed a chunk of time while I recovered from brain surgery,
it felt like I’d only just caught up with all my coursework, before
the AS, first year of A-levels, exam prep started. It didn’t help
that Dad was being more overprotective than normal, but I guess
ending up in the ICU after almost being killed, does that to
someone. Not that he was finding life any easier himself, what with
recovering from his own injuries.

The good thing
was that life had, apart from the extra levels of stress, pretty
much returned to normal following our return home from Birmingham.
I’d gone back to college after the Easter break, and even though
Dad’s former agent was now awaiting trial for a number of things,
Dad’s career hadn’t suffered any. He’d been inundated with people
who wanted to represent him now that Jon was out of the picture.
He’d interviewed with a few of them, but given his continuing
memory problems, he hadn’t yet returned to work full time. The tour
that started it all had been cancelled, and while his album was
doing well in the charts, he hadn’t written or recorded anything
new since we’d come home.

It made me
sad in a way, that something that had brought my parents together,
and that Dad had kept up until Mum’s murder, to then come back to
it once I was older, had been so cruelly snatched away from him
again. That said, I’d learned more about him in his early days as a
pop star while he was in the coma, and I’ll be
frank, I hadn’t
liked much of it.

Still, he was
working hard, doing all the therapy that was hopefully going to
help with his short term memory issues. No one could really say
either way as to whether or not he’d come through with no lasting
damage. The neurologist he’d been referred to by the doctors
who’d treated him
in Birmingham had been clear, it would take time.

It’d been just
over three months since the accident, two since we came home, and
he still struggled sometimes to remember that we were now in June,
and not March. He knew who I was, knew Kaolin, who’d become a more
permanent fixture at home than before, and he even remembered the
majority of my friends from college. Everything before the accident
was crystal clear, it was the after that stumped him.

For about
three weeks after we got home, before my hair got back to its
semi-normal length, he kept asking me when I’d shaved it all off
and why. A couple of times he got mad at me for not telling him,
thinking I’d done it overnight, and each time I sat down and
explained to him all that’d happened. Every so often he would get
antsy, start packing things up for the tour, and I’d have to remind
him that the tour wasn’t happening. It led to more than a little
frustration on both of our parts, but I was trying to keep my
patience with him. It wasn’t his fault after all.

As for Kaolin
staying more and more, it’d started as a way for both Dad and I to
have some help at home. I’d been two weeks out of a coma, and he’d
been in a coma for a fortnight himself. We weren’t physically up to
doing much, and Kaolin being Kaolin, had offered to help
us.

She was great
with Dad and it was nice to have a friend when I wanted to talk,
wanted to offload. She did the same, having gone through the fire
herself. She’d lived through the aftermath of the crash, and then
Jon’s betrayal and so it helped not just Dad and I, but her
too.

In the end,
Dad cleared out the spare room and offered Kaolin a permanent
home-away-from-home if she wanted it. She snatched it up. Her mum
wasn’t all that happy about the amount of time she was spending
with her boyfriend, worried she was neglecting her college work,
though if you know Kaolin, you’d know that was never going to
happen, and after a time, she’d started getting Gareth to meet her
at my place. Usually that involved Nate coming too, which was nice
for me. Of course, we didn’t stay at home, there are some things
even my father’s addled brain wouldn’t allow, and that was boys in
bedrooms unsupervised.

She’d not
‘moved out’ as such, but given that she drove me to college, and
had done since Dad bought me the car for my seventeenth, it made
sense that she stayed close. I wasn’t all that sure how her Mum
felt about it, but after a time, she seemed to accept that her
daughter was growing up. She liked my father, and while she had
always blown hot and cold with me, depending on the day of the
week, she seemed to like that Kaolin had a place at my house. Dad
liked it because Kaolin’s work ethic was a lot different to mine,
and having her around meant that I got more done. He’d never be one
to turn down educational advancement for me.

With the AS
exams coming in July, all three of my A-level classes had gotten
heavy with the workload. It wasn’t strange anymore to be assigned
homework, coursework and revision in every lesson. I’d never been
one to study all that much. I was more a skate-by-the-skin-of-your
teeth kind of student. I have to admit though, with these exams
deciding what kind of grade I left college with, even I was nervous
and studying more than I usually would have.

My GCSEs had
been more of a last minute attempt to get into college. I didn’t
plan to go to university, but I did want to get good enough grades
so that I could get into the police service without needing to
study for another four years to get a degree.

You’re
probably lost at this point. Hell, I’ve not even told you who I am,
and here I’m laying out all my future plans, with no regard as to
whether you even know what you’re reading. What can I say? I’m not
the most polite of people. I’m Tara Leverton, and
I have a gift that
has plagued my
life since the death of my mother when I
was six.

It was simple
really: when someone dies, anything they
owned can give me a vision of their last moments on earth.
It started out as something I thought was just
me, I had only vague memories of my mother, and the only solid
one was her
death. It wasn’t until I was about fifteen, that Dad finally clued
me in that I had the same psychic gift my mother
had, her
grandmother had, and so on. She used it to help the police solve difficult
crimes, and I’d followed in her footsteps. While I hadn’t worked a
serious case since March, I did occasionally get the odd call from
DCI Mike Clifford, who employed me as a confidential
informant, though I didn’t inform, and
only worked cases that needed my personal
touch (pun intended!), to bring a resolution.

Finding a use
for my gift had led me to the choice of joining the police force
as a career. While there was a little bump in the road, what with
an ongoing internal investigation of Mike, my hope was that by this
time next year, I’d be finishing off my A-level exams and looking
to start work. Dad had always been a little wary of
me joining the police force, but since the accident, he’s seen that it’s at least kept me
in education, which was something I’d sworn I’d leave behind at
sixteen.

My father,
Colin Leverton, was big on me not making the same mistakes he
claimed to have made in his life. Never mind that those
‘mistakes’,had
gone on to give him a successful career in music, and made us more
than a little well off. Of course, there were other mistakes that I
wouldn’t be ever trying to replicate, like
his dabbling in drugs, back then and more recently. Oh, and the
lying about knowing what my gift was, that was a bitter pill to
swallow when you considered how long he kept up the lie.
He’d married my mum, Megan and had me early on in
his career. I think he even knew Mum before he hit it
big.

When I was
six, Dad had been stalked by a woman, Siobhan, who
believed that my
mother was the only thing stopping her from being with Dad, and had
stabbed her to death. Dad never really got over Mum’s death and
isolated himself, and by extension, me, following her
funeral.

For a long
time I thought Mum died after a battle with cancer, even though the
vision I had of her violent murder told me differently, so I
assumed I was just crazy. It was only really in the last few years
that Dad seems to have started dealing better,
being more open
with me about the truth about my mother.

So where was
I? I had just finished college for the day, having had a double
Sociology lesson, and was making my way with Kaolin, Gareth,
Evelyn, and Marie, down towards the canteen where we’d hang out for
a bit with Cindy and Nate. The only reason Nate was still hanging
around after class was me, well, me and Gareth, since they were
best friends, but I like to think I had something to do with it
too.

Nate greeted
me with a hug and a kiss to the cheek when we got to the canteen.
“Ah, my lady returns,” he said with a smile.

“Sorry to have taken so long, these guys are slow!” I said,
feeling my cheeks heat up. I don’t know why after six months
together, I still got all flushed and doe-eyed when I was around
Nate, but it was a nice feeling. I’d never been one to think about
boys, and after a traumatic experience before college, I certainly
hadn’t thought I’d ever date. Nate had changed that, it was nice
to have the dating
experience.

“Yes, teachers, they seem to think we should stay for the
whole lesson,” he joked. I chuckled and my grin
grew wider. “We going back to yours?”

“I er… I
dunno. I think my dad has another agent to interview, so it might
be all clear or he might be doing it at home.”

“And we do
have a date later,” he said.

“We do. I
believe someone suggested dinner and a movie?”

“He did. So
what time?”

“Shall we say
about six? Dad’s gotten a bit weird about me being out too late, so
dinner might have to be the drive-thru at McD’s.”

“I can
probably spring to that.”

“Good. I’ll
see you at six then.”

“I’ll see you
then,” he said, leaning in to kiss me properly. I’d never really
been one for PDA, and even now I still found it a little awkward,
but since my surgery, Nate had been all about showing rather than
just telling, so I didn’t pull away.

When he broke
off, I realised that we’d been putting on a show for Gareth,
Kaolin, and Marie. Evelyn and Cindy seemed to have already left
without saying goodbye. It wasn’t all that strange, Evelyn was
probably going off to meet with Hiro, her boyfriend.

“So, you two
going out later?” Marie asked, brushing up next to me. “Hot
date?”

“Well,” I
said. “You know how it goes.”

“I do, now I
gotta go because I have my own hot date, see you
tomorrow?”

“Sure thing!”
I said, giving her a quick hug before she left.

“I guess you guys have to go and…” I said, stopping when I
felt my phone vibrate in my pocket. “Hang on.” I
grabbed it and saw Mike’s name on the screen. “Better get this…. Hey,
what’s up?” I said, answering the call.

“Hi, Tara, I
know we have you on light duties, but I got the okay to bring you
in on a case, can you get here this afternoon?” Mike
said.

“Sure, I’ll head over to you now,” I replied, watching Nate’s
face fall. I felt horrible, agreeing to go work on a case, because
that would possibly mean cancelling with Nate. But ever since the
internal investigation started, I was getting called in less and
less, and while it wasn’t going to be my career, I did feel like
having a good working relationship with a DCI on my CV would help
me when I came to apply. The saving lives would
too.

I kissed Nate,
promising to call if I was going to be late, watched Gareth and
Kaolin take their sweet time saying their own goodbyes, and finally
headed out to the car park with Kaolin. It felt good to be moving
forward again. Maybe when I got to the station, Mike would be able
to give me some good news.

Heavens knew I
was due some.
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​ We arrived at the police station about twenty minutes later.
Since Kaolin was planning to go home after she’d dropped me at my
place, she said she’d hang around while I did my thing.

“You
nervous?” she asked, as she locked the car and we started to walk
across the tarmac to the main entrance.

“Well, maybe,
a little?” I replied. “I mean I’ve done what, six cases since
Birmingham? And that investigation isn’t going away anytime soon.
Mike’s been more and more distant, less willing to call me in. I
get it, I mean, we’re talking about something that could knock both
his current and past case loads into retrial, and none of us want
that. But still, when I was recovering, I could tell myself that
was why. Now though? Now it feels like I’m being edged out slowly,
only without the slow, because it was all fine one day and then
suddenly, it wasn’t.”

“So maybe
today is the day when you get back in?” she said.

It was typical
of Kaolin to try and put a bright-side spin on things.

“Maybe,” I
said.

We’d reached
the door to the station and I pulled it open, thankful for the rush
of breeze that cooled me down a little. The weather wasn’t all that
bad, it was just the end of a long day in a stuffy classroom, and
nice to feel the air on my face.

“Maybe he has
some news,” she said. “Try not to get all stressed out before you
know why he called.”

With that,
she sat near the door in one of the visitors seats. I headed to the
reception desk, planning to tell the officer on duty to let Mike
know I was there. I didn’t need to. She smiled and
said, “I’ll let
him know.”

I
didn’t remember her name, but she
obviously knew me, so I just nodded and
wandered over to sit with Kaolin. “I’m not assuming it’s bad news,”
I said to her in a hushed tone. “I’m just not assuming it’s
good.”

“But you
could be wrong, and it could be neither. A case is just a case, and
it’s only been a few months. Add in the time you took off to
recover, and it’s not completely out there that Mike’s just easing
you into it more gently after what we went through.”

I thought
about that for a moment. She did have a point. After the fire and
literal brain surgery, I’d needed to take time off. Mike had been
very clear that my health and recovery came first. I couldn’t help
but wonder if maybe he felt that the line of work I was in meant
that my mental health suffered more than it would’ve done
elsewhere. The last thing I needed was for him to tell me it was
too much, or that I couldn’t handle it all, when I could. But you
could argue that the reason I suffered with various mental health
issues, was down to the work I’d done in the past with Mike. I
didn’t see it that way, I blamed the fact I had this freaking gift, and the fact
that people had attacked me because of the knowledge it gave
me.

While I
didn’t blame the gift for everything, it did have a knock on
effect. I was stalked because PC Adam Johnson thought I was
special, he almost killed me because I didn’t return his
affections. I was almost killed by Jon because I knew the truth
about my father’s ‘accident’, and had pieced it all together. That
wasn’t all down to the gift, but down to people being complete
assholes, and wanting what they couldn’t have, freedom from
prosecution.

I’d been
instrumental in bringing down a man, and his apprentice, who’d
decided to work their way up to a serial killing spree. They were
claiming that I’d planted evidence. I’d done nothing of the sort,
but given that the majority of people didn’t really believe
it was possible to have a gift like mine, it didn’t look good. My hope was that this
didn’t all end with Mike being penalised for using me as a CI, or
my services no longer being needed.

Kaolin nudged
me, and I looked up to see Mike stood at the bottom of the stairs
watching me. I don’t know how long I’d been zoned out, but I hoped
it hadn’t been too long. He buzzed me in and gave me a quick
hug.

“Hair growing
back nicely,” he said, as he turned to walk back up the
stairs.

“Yeah, and
Dad seems more at ease now it’s back to how it was, almost
anyway.”

“How’s his
memory?”

“Erm… about
the same. I mean, he’s made some progress but it’s small and to be
honest, no one really knows if he’ll be able to get back to where
he was before.”

“He called me
the other night, wanted to be sure I’d keep an eye on you while he
was on tour,” Mike said, turning to look at me as we climbed the
stairs. “Still, it’s only been a few months, these things take
time.”

“They do,” I said, with a nod.
I brought my hand up to my head, scratching an itch but also
running my fingers along the scar from my surgeries.

“And how are
you otherwise? I know you’re back at college now, must be coming up
to your exams?”

“Yeah,” I
said with a chuckle. “Lay on the hard work!”

We’d reached
the top of the stairs, and he led the way down the very familiar
corridors to his office. “You still seeing your
therapist?”

“Clare? Yeah, I see her tomorrow actually. She’s been great,
making sure I have the time I need to
talk. Why’d you ask?”

He shook his
head slightly. We lapsed into silence as we passed a few uniformed
officers and then the door to the main CID office. I wondered if he
had more to say, but figured that once we were in the confines of
his private space, he’d be able to talk more freely.

Holly, his
secretary, wasn’t at her desk when we passed, Mike shutting the door behind me
once we were in his office. There was already tea and a bacon butty
waiting for me on the desk. I grinned. “I don’t see you for ages,
but you never forget how to win me over. Must mean you have some
bad news.”

I took my
seat opposite his, and grabbed the sandwich, taking a big bite and
chewing while I waited for him to speak. He didn’t say anything for
a moment, probably thinking I was only silent because I was eating,
so I glared at him, raising
my eyebrows and making a ‘go on’ gesture with my
hand.

He sighed.
“I’ve been asked to do a report on your mental well-being. Before
you shout at me, it’s come from the top. The concern is that you
are still, legally, a minor, and yet you’ve gone through numerous
traumas because of the position you hold. I need your permission to
contact Clare and ask her to give us, me, an idea on how you’re
dealing with things.”

I slowly
swallowed the chunk of sandwich, feeling like at any moment I would
throw it right back up. “Do I have a choice?” I asked,
softly.

“Of course
you do,” he said.

“But?”

“But it could
mean that they, my bosses I mean, decide that the trauma is too
much to expose a minor to.”

“So I don’t
really have a choice, then do I? I mean, Clare doesn’t know half of
it, she doesn’t know about my gift, and as far as she’s aware, I
just volunteer here with my time. How do you plan to ask her for a
mental health report, if you can’t even tell her why?”

“We’d
approach as concerned employers, the whys and wherefores of your
employment wouldn’t be discussed,” he said.

“Sounds like
you, I mean, they, have given it a lot of thought,” I snapped,
suddenly not all that hungry anymore. I put the bacon butty back on
the desk, ignoring the tea. “So am I here for a case, or was that
just a way to get me into the station under false
pretences?”

“Tara, I don’t like this any more than you do. I hate that my
work with you is being held up, and I hate that they’re making
these kinds of demands. You have the choice to say no, but it’s a
roll of the dice as to whether that works out in your favour. Don’t
shoot the messenger here.
The best thing you can do is have them
approach Clare. She’s aware of all you’ve been through, and while
she might not know details of the work you do, she knows enough
about you to know what it means for your recovery.” He looked at me
with pained eyes. “And yes, there is a case.”

He reached
into the top drawer of his desk and pulled out a case folder, along
with an evidence bag. “You don’t have to answer right now, think it
over. I need an answer by the end of the week, but until then,
let’s focus on doing what you do.”

“Okay,” I said, picking my sandwich back up and taking a bite.
I hoped it showed Mike that I’d listened to him. He was
right, this wasn’t his choice any more than it was mine.

“Tell me
about the case,” I said, my mouth not completely empty.

“Sophia Bracken, forty-five, found stabbed to death in an
alleyway at four am on Sunday. So far, we’ve found no one who
wanted her dead, the DNA evidence is sparse, no matches in the
database, and all we could find was where she had, presumably,
scratched her attacker. No signs of sexual assault, nothing stolen, and
with the rain that night, a lot of the physical evidence that might
have put us on to who killed her was washed away. We did find the
knife, a switchblade, but no fingerprints, no blood that wasn’t
hers. “

“What’s the
trigger?” I asked, finishing off my sandwich and reaching for the
tea.

“Her
necklace, it looks like it was pulled tightly from her neck and
dropped further away from the body, but with the rain, there’s
nothing there for us to run and check.”

“Okay,” I
said, after a gulp of tea. “You wanna give me the gloves, and then
I’ll get down on the floor. Don’t need another round of brain
surgery!”

Mike smiled as
he pulled out a set of gloves for me, donning a pair himself. I
pulled them on, got up from the chair and sank onto the floor.
Since I was going to be throwing my body around, it made more sense
for me to do as little damage to my body as possible.

I watched
from my position on the floor as Mike grabbed the evidence bag, getting up
and sitting in
the chair I’d vacated, breaking
the seal, and
handing me the necklace. I smiled up at him as I
reached for it, and then everything went black.

Sophia
Bracken was stood outside a restaurant, looking down at her phone
every few seconds. She looked like she was waiting for something,
or someone, so when the tall, chubby man appeared behind her, I assumed he
was that someone.
“Hey, Sophia, going home so early?” he said, putting his arms
around her waist and pulling her back into him.

She jumped
slightly and tried to pull away. “Clive, I told you, I’m not
interested! Let me go!” she snapped, wrenching his arms off her and
turning round to push him.

Clive angered
quickly. “You think you’re too good for me, bitch?” he asked. “I’ll
show you what happens when someone says no!” He grabbed
ahold of her arm, and
pulled her into the alleyway.

She
struggled, fear evident in her eyes as she tried to get away from
him, pulling herself out of the alley.

“Oh no, bitch, you don’t get to do that!” Clive said as he
yanked her arm painfully,
pushing her against the wall.

“Please,
Clive, please, I… I didn’t mean to upset you, please!” she
pleaded.

He looked at
her. “You think I’m gonna rape you?” he snapped. “I don’t need to
rape a woman, I’ve got plenty to offer.”

“Just leave
me alone and I promise I won’t say anything!” Sophia
pleaded.

“Liar! You’ll
tell all of your little dyky friends that I tried to rape you! You
think you can lie to me, bitch!” he shouted, as a flash of silver
caught my eye.

He pushed his
face against hers, shouting about her being a bitch as he thrust
the knife into her chest, twisting his hand. When he felt the blood
trickle over his hand, he stepped back, his face paling as Sophia
fell to the ground in a heap.

He reached to
her necklace and yanked on it hard, breaking the chain. “Fuck,” he
muttered as he turned and ran.

Sophia lay on
the ground, panting as she tried to find the breath to call for
help, reaching for her phone which had fallen from her hands when
Clive had yanked her into the alleyway. She crawled as far as she
could, but all it did was make the blood pump out faster. She fell
to the ground again, as if she was catching her breath, but all
that came out was a sigh, and then she breathed no more.
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​ I opened my eyes and looked up at Mike, still sat on my
chair, holding the evidence bag. He reached down to the floor
beside me where my hand had let go of the necklace, picked it up, putting it in the evidence bag, and
signing the seal as it closed. Pulling off his gloves,
he reached out to help pull me up.

“Did you see
anything we can use?” he asked, standing up and walking back round
to his side of the desk while I sat down in my chair.

I grabbed the
now lukewarm tea and finished it off before I spoke. “A guy named
Clive killed her. She turned him down for a date, and he took
offence to that. For a moment, I, and she, thought he was going to
rape her, but he seemed to take offence to that as well, and
stabbed her. I don’t know why he ripped off her necklace and then
dropped it. I don’t think he intended to kill her because he ran
off quick. Maybe he thought it’d look like a random mugging or
something?”

“Always
possible,” Mike said, making notes as he spoke. “Previous
statements from friends and family say she was gay, so there’s the
chance this could be a hate crime.”

“Yeah, I think it was. He was
obviously angry at her, and if it’s down to her being gay, then
that’s a hate crime.” I said, watching
Mike work. “So, you think that if I give the okay for you to
contact Clare, the investigation into me will be tied up
soon?”

He looked up
at me, his brow creased. “I honestly don’t know the answer to that
Tara. If I did, I’d say so.”

“So it could end up bringing
those cases into question?”

“It could.” He sighed. “They’ve obviously not informed me of
much in regards to the investigation. As far as they’re concerned,
I’ve brought you on and exposed you to procedures I should have
known to keep you away from. The fact that you’ve helped clear
cases doesn’t seem to mean anything, other than it looks good for me,
and obviously my superiors as well. I know that the most recent
case in question is going to court soon, and they want to be sure
the evidence will stand up. I don’t need to tell you how awful it
would be if it fell apart because of an allegation that we both
know isn’t true.”

“Could that
really happen?” I asked, leaning forward in my chair.

“I honestly don’t know. I don’t think it will, I think the
investigation will show the measures we’ve taken since day one to
make sure that this kind of thing doesn’t happen, but if his
solicitor pushes hard enough, it could mean the
judge grants a continuance on the trail
date..”

“But I
*didn’t* plant evidence, so there’s no way they can find that I
did,” I said, feeling somewhat righteous.

True, I
hadn’t followed the rules strictly in every case I’d done. There
were a number of times I’d taken pieces home, but I saw those as
extenuating circumstances and not a pattern, but maybe
they’d see it
differently. At the end of the day, Mike
had been in charge of the evidence, and it was him who
was being investigated, my part was more a result
of them looking at his handling of the cases.

“I know you
didn’t, and I’ve told them as such. I’ve made it clear that
anything on our end was followed to the letter of the law. Even as
a CI, you’re not responsible for what happens beyond the intel
you’ve given me. But you might need to prepare yourself, it’s
possible that they find in our favour, and still decide that
continuing to work with you puts the cases at risk,” he said,
cringing as he spoke. “I’ve been trying to find out more about what
they actually want, but they’ve kept me in the dark almost as much
as you.”

I slouched
back in the chair with a groan. “It sucks!” I said. “I mean, you
have more than enough evidence against both of those guys. How’d
they even work out I had more to do with it?”

“That, I’m
afraid I don’t know. Is it possible that Griffin heard something at
college? I mean, we know he fixated on you as his final
target.”

I
shook my head. I hadn’t
said anything about my gift at college, and I hoped Mike knew that.
It wasn’t the kind of thing I discussed openly with my friends, and
especially not in the canteen or classrooms. There was no way that
I could risk that.

“He might’ve
just known I was friends with Marie, Evelyn and Lilly. I mean, he
never outright said he knew what work I did with you
guys.”

“Well, just
be careful who you trust. The last thing either one of us wants, is
for news of your gift to be the latest gossip. If that happened, it
would not help your case with the brass.”

“You think I
blab it to just anyone?” I snapped. “I know full well what’s at
stake here, Mike.”

“I’m well
aware of that, Tara, but this isn’t my doing. Like I said, let me
know by the end of the week about Clare, and I’ll call if there’s
anything we need you for,” he said, his expression
stony.

I think I
pushed too hard, and it was obvious I was being dismissed. “Give me
the form,” I said, a little apologetic.

He looked at
me for a moment, nodded and then grabbed the form from under a file
on his desk. I read through all that they were asking for, decided
that it was better to go with it than against it, and signed away
my permission.

“That it?” I
asked.

“Yes, since
you’re seventeen, we don’t need your father’s permission,” he
said.

“So old
enough to sign away my privacy, but not enough to know whether or
not I want to do this job, sounds fair,” I said, dryly. The look on
Mike’s face told me that I was pushing it again. “Kaolin’s waiting,
and I have a date, so I’ll talk to you later,” I added, grabbing my
bag from the floor and getting up.

Mike offered
to walk me back down to reception, but I told him I was fine on my
own. For a moment I thought he was going to say it wasn’t an offer,
but in the end, he let me go with a promise to contact me when he
knew more.

Kaolin was
reading her Psychology textbook when I got back to the reception
area. Typical Kaolin, leave her alone for a moment, and she’ll turn
to studying. Though she’d been less like
that recently, it had to be because the exams were so
close.

“Hey, I’m
done,” I said, standing in front of her.

She looked up
and smiled, glancing at the clock above my head. “And it was only
thirty minutes, quick one?”

“Kinda. I’ll
tell you more in the car,” I said, as she put her book back in her
bag and gathered up her stuff.

“Good or
bad?” she asked, as we both walked out of the station and towards
my car.

“A bit of
both. He did have a case for me,” I said, climbing into the
passenger side, putting my bag at my feet, and doing up the
seatbelt.

“Well that’s
good! So back to usual then?” she asked, as she did the
same.

“Yeah, but he
also wanted me to give permission for him to talk to Clare about my
‘mental well-being’. Apparently, the big bosses in that stupid
investigation want to be sure that, as a minor, I’m not being
exposed to things that will harm me.”

Kaolin leaned
back against her seat. “That’s not good. I mean, Clare doesn’t even
know about…”

“Tell me
something new,” I interrupted. “I signed the damn form, but I felt
like I had no choice. If I refused, it makes it seem like I have
something to hide, and the way Mike said it, that wouldn’t help the
decision come down in my favour.”

“I’m sorry,
Tara, that sucks.” She started the car. “Did you manage to find
anything more about when this is going to be over?”

“No, but Mike said he’d be in touch, so I guess I just have to
wait until then.” I shrugged as she drove out of the space and onto
the road. “Glad it’s behind me, but
I’d rather think about going out tonight.”

“Where are
you two going?” she asked.

“He said dinner and a movie, but Dad’s still being weird about
me being out late. So we’re going to see a film, and
grab a drive thru for dinner.”

She smiled as
she drove. “Have fun. I’m gonna spend the evening doing some Psych
revision and coursework, with the exams so close, I
don’t know why you’re even risking it, but
I let my coursework slide a little too long. I’ll be heading home tonight
too.”

“I’ll spare a thought for you as I’m out with Nate, having done all the revision and
coursework already,” I teased.

She laughed.
“That’s big of you, Tara.”

“Anything I
can do to help!” I replied, leaning back in the seat.

Hopefully in
a couple of hours, this would all be out of my mind, and I could
focus on having fun with Nate.

Nate arrived
at just after six. Dad had spent the time since I got home quizzing
me about my exam timetable. Even if he couldn’t remember what month
it was, he was still able to work out that I should’ve been
focusing on college, rather than going out with my boyfriend. I’d
managed to convince him that I was up to date by the time we left
for the cinema, though I kept my phone with me on silent, just in
case he forgot where I’d gone or tried to call. It was the new
normal at our place, and I can’t say that I liked it
much.

The movie was
mostly forgettable, though that could be because we spent the
majority of the time kissing, and generally making the most of the
somewhat private area. The theatre itself wasn’t anywhere near
full. As we left,
Nate pulled me into an alcove of the cinema and kissed
me.

“What was
that for?” I asked, blushing slightly as we watched people walk by,
though none of them noticed us.

“Something to
remember me by when you get home,” he said. He took my hand, and
led me back into the crowd.

“I will see
you at college tomorrow, it’s not like I’m gonna be gone for weeks
and weeks, and forget what kisses are,” I said, rolling my eyes a
little.

“No,
hopefully not,” he says, smiling. “I just want to be sure that
should you not be at college tomorrow, you remember my
kisses.”

I laughed. He
looked at me a little hurt, and his brow furrowed as if he was
worried about something.

“Nate, I’m
not going anywhere. What happened to my dad, that’s not going to
happen again. He’s not touring and I’ve got my exams. I’ll be there
tomorrow.” I walked ahead to turn round so I was facing him. “I
know what happened in Birmingham scared you, but I’m okay. My
hair’s grown back, my scar is healed. I’m okay.” I reached up to
cup his face, and he leaned against my palm.

“You know, I
worry about the work you do with Mike. I know you said it’s not
dangerous, and that what happened there with that dick, Jon,
wouldn’t happen again, but…” He looked at me, worry in his eyes. “I
don’t want to lose you, and I know you want to go into the police,
and I know you’re not going to deliberately put yourself in danger,
but I feel like there’s this risk, and we don’t talk about it. We
don’t talk about what you even do for Mike, and I want you to know
that you can trust me, okay?”

I smiled a
fake smile and nodded. “Okay,” I said.

He leaned in
to kiss me, and I didn’t pull back. I wanted to say to him that of
course I trusted him, and that of course we could talk about my
work, but with Mike’s warning ringing in my ears, I knew it was a
lie. I knew that telling Nate, while possible, would be too much of
a risk.

If he even
believed me. What happened when, not if, because
I was pretty sure we weren’t going to stay together for ever, we
broke up? What if he told someone, like Gareth? I had to protect
myself, and I wished I could tell him that my secrecy was me doing
just as he wanted: keeping myself safe.

Did I want to
tell him? Sure, there were times it would be nice to share that
side of myself. I couldn’t risk it though, it wouldn’t end well,
and at best, he’d think I was lying or joking.

At worst? It
didn’t bear thinking about.
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​ Nate and I said goodbye at the front door, having stopped for
drive-thru on the way home, stealing a few
moments in the car for more kisses and privacy. I think he could tell I wasn’t all that focused on the
conversation after what he’d said at the cinema. He’d asked me more
than once if I was okay, and all I could say was that I was fine. I
felt horrible that I was lying to him, but nothing had changed. I’d
lied to him yesterday, and I’d lie to him tomorrow, why was it
bothering me so much?

I closed the
door behind me, and sighed. It bothered me because there was that
small voice in my head that said if I couldn’t confide in a
boyfriend, someone as open and supportive as Nate, what hope was
there for my future? Would I ever have what my parents did? Would I
ever find someone who believed me, loved me, and would keep my
secret? And when would I know? How would
I know?

I mean, I was
doing the right thing with Nate, wasn’t I? This was my first
relationship, serious or otherwise, and I couldn’t just unload it
all onto him, because I might have a tiny chance of it becoming
something more serious.
That wasn’t fair, and it wasn’t safe
either.

It was times
like this I wished I could have one more conversation with my
mother. She’d been in my shoes, though she’d been older when the
gift activated, and she’d known it was coming. Her family had never
hidden her possible future from her. But mine?
Mum hadn’t planned to die when she did, and I was only a child when she died, so it wasn’t like she
could tell me anything about it. Yet she’d
met my father after she’d received the gift, she’d known to trust
him with the truth, so how did she do it? What told her it was the
right time? I’d never gotten it right, bar
Mike, who’d’ already known, so it wasn’t like I had to tell
him.

Going all the
way back to Kaolin, she hadn’t believed me, but then found evidence
that supported what I was saying. Cassie had thought I was teasing
her, playing a trick on the blind girl, but she’d believed, and
then she’d been killed. Lilly from Sunflower Wishes had worked out
there was a secret to be had. She’d claimed to have a relative who
also had similar gifts, but she’d only done that to gain my
confidence before she tried to kill me.

I’d been
quiet about it since then, with Kaolin, my dad, and Mike
remaining. I’d
never been one to have a ton of friends, but now I
did. Would they
ever forgive me if they found out I’d been lying to them this whole
time? How would Nate feel, knowing that I’d kept this from him? I
groaned aloud as the thoughts ran through my head. This wasn’t
fair, but then life wasn’t.

I thought
about asking my father about Mum. He’d always been very closed off
to conversation about her. The pain of losing her the way he did
never seemed to ease for him. When I’d been in Birmingham, sure
that I would lose him as well, and looked into his past, I’d
realised that he’d been a very absent father in some regards, and
in others, borderline abusive, depending on whom you
asked.

It wasn’t
that he was a bad man, or a bad father. It was that he got so
caught up in his own grief, he failed to realise it would have an
effect on me as well. At six, I’d lost my mother and to a point,
the father I’d known my whole life. He’d never neglected me in my physical
needs, but my emotional ones? That was a different
story.

I’d been
trying to deal with her death, and also the new thing that happened
when I touched her stuff. When I’m having a vision, my body appears
to anyone watching, to be having a seizure. For a long time, Dad
would ignore them. It was only when other people called an
ambulance, and I got put under a neurologist, that he’d argue that
even though the tests were all normal, it wasn’t something I did
for attention. I think back to all I went through, all the fear
that I was going crazy or worse,
that my brain was showing me how I’d die,.
Knowing he knew the whole time what was really
happening… it was
a hard thing to forgive, and to be honest, I’m not sure I ever
really did.

I dumped my
bag and the hoodie I’d worn on the table in the kitchen. I figured
I’d make myself a cup of tea, head up to my attic bedroom, and get
some revision or coursework done. At least then, Dad couldn’t claim
that I was neglecting any of it. As I waited for the kettle to
boil, he came into the kitchen.

“You’re
back,” he said. “I thought you were spending the night at Kaolin’s
before I go on tour? I thought I had the house to
myself.”

I sighed
quietly, telling myself that he’d already made progress, and that
nothing was guaranteed. I knew getting frustrated and angry with
him would not help matters.

“Dad, we talked about this remember?” I said, trying to sound
more patient than I felt. “You were in an accident, then a coma,
and now it’s June.
You’ve got some problems with short term
memory, but you’re making big steps. You remember?”

He looked at
me for a moment. I could see his brow furrow in concentration. It felt like I
was his parent rather than he, mine.

“Of course,
that’s why your hair is still short, Jon…”

“There was a
fire and I got hurt,” I said. I found that not letting him stick on
the subject of what Jon had done to us both made it easier for him
to focus on the current memories.

“But you’re
better now, yes.” He nodded. “How was your date?”

“It was
good,” I said, smiling, happy to get onto a topic that wasn’t
anywhere near as difficult. “We watched a film.”

“Ah, and how
much of it did you see?” he said, with a grin. He still looked like
he hadn’t been sleeping all that well, but that seemed to be
something he’d have problems with for a while. I sometimes heard
him up and about at night and while I’d come down a couple of
times, he’d told me he was fine and to get some sleep.

I wondered if
maybe he needed to see a counsellor of his own. I’d broached the
subject once or twice, but he’d never responded positively to it. I
guess no one wants to admit they need help with something as simple
as sleep. I know I’d been the same after Adam. Insomnia was my
friend because it kept the flashbacks and nightmares at bay. I’d
had a few of them return since Jon and the fire, and well, I can’t
say I blamed Dad for not wanting to sleep.

“You okay,
Tara? You look a little lost,” he asked, reaching out to put his
hand on my shoulder. “I know since the accident you’ve had to take
on the role of the parent, especially so during my recovery, but
I’m still here. I’m still your dad, and you know you can come to me
with anything, don’t you?”

I looked at
him, my brain thrumming with thoughts. I hadn’t told Dad about the
investigation with the police. What would be the point? He’d
probably forget about it, and even if he did remember, he’d
probably decide that the answer was to forbid me from working with
Mike. I also hadn’t told him all that had gone on in the two weeks
I was investigating his accident.

I couldn’t
tell him any of these things, but I could ask him about Mum. If I
could phrase it in a way that didn’t suggest I wanted to bare my
soul to Nate, then Dad might be happy to talk to me, or at least
give me some guidance. I sat down at the kitchen table with my tea,
moving my bag and stuff off the other chair so he could join me. He
took the cue and sat down.

“What’s on
your mind, Tara?” he asked, leaning forward to put his hands on the
table.

“I wanted to
ask something about Mum. I know it’s not a subject we’ve talked
about much, and I know it’s painful,” I said, watching his reaction
carefully.

“I realised while I was recovering, after all that happened,
what worried me most,
was not knowing if you’d
be okay..When I woke up, and you were hurt,
and Kaolin told me everything that had gone on, I realised that I hadn’t done what your mother asked of
me, she wanted me to protect you, and in doing so, I made it
impossible for you to remember your mum. Remember who she was,
other than what you see when you touch her things. So yes, it is
painful, eleven years later and it still feels like a knife in the
gut, but Tara, your mother was…” He smiles as his voice drifts off.
“She was so beautiful, and kind, loving and caring, always ready to
fight for anyone who couldn’t. She is very much the woman I see you
becoming.”

It hurt to
hear that he still didn’t seem to realise just how badly he’d let
me down, but it didn’t seem like the time to bring it up. He was
always so closed off, that seeing him open up felt like a gift I
couldn’t throw back in his face. Even if he should know
better.

“I know that
you probably won’t like this, but one day I’m going to grow up,
maybe be married, or whatever I choose. I wanted to know when Mum
knew it was time to tell you the truth about her gift. I mean, I
know I have to be careful, and I’ve not told Nate, or anyone else
anything, and I don’t plan to but…”

“But it’s a
very lonely place to be, right, kiddo?” he said, with a small
smile.

I nodded,
reaching out to squeeze his hand. Normally, I would’ve objected to
be called ‘kiddo’ but for the first time since we’d come home, he
felt like the parent again, like the dad he’d been when he waved
goodbye before going on the tour.

“Your mum told me on our third date. I wanted to believe it
was because she knew we’d marry and have you, but I don’t think it
had anything to do with knowing the future, but more needing
someone to talk to. She’d known all her life the gift would most
likely come to her.
She assumed the same
would be true for her grandkids. When you were born, she worried
that if something happened to her, you’d get it. At the same time,
we were young. Why would anything
happen to either one of us?”

“So she
hadn’t known you long?” I asked.

“No,” he
said, shaking his head as he smiled at the memory. “If you told
someone like Nate after three dates, I’d be so mad at you. I think
she would’ve been too, but I don’t know, Tara, how she knew to tell
me. I can’t give you absolutes or advice. I would guess she’d tell
you that when you know, you know. Like with Kaolin. You knew when
to tell her, right?”

“Yeah, but
it’s a little different. I only told her because her life was in
danger, and it was the only way to be sure she knew about
David.”

“Do you want
to tell Nate?” he asked, looking curious.

I could read
the look in his eyes that signalled I should be careful about how
much I tell him. He was trying to help, but he was also my father.
Heaven forbid he knew what we’d been doing in Birmingham. I don’t
think even this new, more open Dad was ready to hear I was, or had
been sleeping with my boyfriend.

“I don’t
know, I don’t know if I want to tell anyone, but I feel like I’m
lying to him, to Clare, to my friends. Sure, if they knew, they’d
probably understand why, but what happens when I meet the guy I
plan to spend the rest of my life with? What happens then? How do I
know that this one is forever, and I can trust them?”

“I’m afraid I don’t have the answers for that one, Tara.
You’re the best judge of who you can trust, and who
knows, maybe you decide Nate is someone you want to confide in? I
don’t like the idea, but he’s not my boyfriend, and I’m not you. At
the end of the day, you’re the one this affects the most. I don’t
know if he can be trusted, and I know that for a long time, I’ve
acted as the gatekeeper on who you confide in, but you’re
seventeen. In October, you’ll be eighteen, and while it may seem a
little late to be stepping back, I am now. I trust your judgement,
Tara. I know you won’t endanger yourself without a level of mutual
trust. If Nate is the one you confide in, then you’re more than
welcome to do it. Your mother would be so proud of you, so proud of
how far you’ve come.”

I stood up and
gave him a hug. “Thanks, Dad,” I said. “And thanks for talking to
me about Mum.”

“Anytime, sweetheart.
I know it’s not been a regular occurrence, but I
meant what I said, now we can talk, we *should* talk about her any
time you need to, okay?”

“Okay,” I
said. I pulled back from the hug. “I need to get some revision
done, so I’m gonna head up to my room.”

“Words I
never thought I’d hear you say,” he teased.

“Hey! No
fair!” I replied, with a pout.

I grabbed my
bag and tea, and headed up both flights of stairs. I wasn’t sure
how much studying I’d get done with my mind full of thoughts and
theories, worries, and anxieties
that had pretty much nothing to do with college
or my AS exams. Had Dad been right about my need to trust someone?
Was it just that simple? Open up and tell all to whoever I want to?
Somehow, I didn’t think it was that
simple.

Out of all of
my friends, the only one who didn’t know, and I thought would be a
good one to test on was Lilly. We’d become close in the time we’d
been at college together, after Kaolin, she was my best friend.
Maybe that’s what I needed to do. She seemed to understand I had
secrets in my life, and I’d been close to telling her about my gift
before. It might even help her understand how I’d been able to
catch the bastard, Griffin, who’d been part of the duo
who’d
kidnapped her, sexually assaulted her, and left
her for dead last year. It was something she still struggled with
today, but generally, it was only me who knew how much she
struggled.

Lilly had a
brittle bone disease, and was a full-time wheelchair user. In the
attack, they’d broken her pelvis, and arm. She’d spent a month in
hospital while she healed, and had come back to college more than
ready to catch up and continue on with her life. Her parents, on
the other hand, became more and more over-protective, suffocating
even. Thankfully they seemed to think I was a good influence on
Lilly, (though I have no idea why!) so she’d been able to hang out
with us more and more.

Would Lilly be
open to hearing about my gift? Or, would she think it was all a
bunch of crap? She wasn’t the kind of person who believed in the
supernatural or paranormal, or whatever box a psychic gift fits
into, but I did trust her. Maybe it was about baby steps, talking
that leap of faith, and hoping I didn’t land face down on the
ground, which would be just my luck.

If I could
confide in Lilly, maybe then I could look at things with Nate,
maybe I’d find it easier to tell the others in the core group of
friends. Or,
maybe I was grasping at straws, and would end up friendless,
boyfriendless, and alone.
You never can tell when it comes to this
kind of thing, and it’s not like I can predict the
future.

Now that would
be a useful gift!
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​ I’d tossed and turned the majority of the
night, so when I
finally gave up on sleep around five, I was beyond tired, and even
grouchier than normal. At least now, I
wouldn’t have to contend with Dad. Before the accident, he was one
of those annoying people who greeted each sunrise bright-eyed and
bushy-tailed. But now, sleepless nights meant that when he slept,
it was later. It was sad that I thought
that was a good thing.

For once, it
hadn’t been past trauma coming to revisit me in my dreams, but the
dilemma I found myself in. I’d gone over in my head ways I could
broach the subject of my gift with Lilly. I must’ve played out over
a hundred different ways she could respond, and yet none of them
felt like they hit the mark. I still wasn’t sure if I was ready to
take the plunge, and let her in on the workings of my inner
mind.

Kaolin had
been on time to pick me up, and we didn’t have to be at college
until after ten because we had a free period first thing. Normally
we’d start the
day with a
lie-in, but I
wanted to go in early, and she was happy to accommodate me. She, sadly, had
always been a morning person and seemed to be extra perky just to
piss me off.

“If I have to
put up with your perky, perkiness, then I want McDonald’s,” I
half-growled as we drove along the road towards college.

She obliged,
and I picked up a tea for us both and something to eat.
It was only as the lovely sparks of caffeine
started to do their magic, and make me more of a conscious human
being, that I realised it was Wednesday. I’d be meeting with Clare after my
final lesson of the day, taking the bus
from college.

When she first
passed her test, she’d driven me to and from my sessions, but I
always felt like I was some snooty rich kid, treating her like my
chauffeur. Which I guess she was. The car was mine, Dad paid the
insurance, and had also paid for her lessons, licence and the
tests. I would never be allowed to have a driver’s license because
of the ‘seizures’ that plagued my medical record. I didn’t have a
diagnosis (because there was nothing to diagnose), and therefore
wasn’t on any medication. Because of that, I’d never be clear long
enough for the DVLA to agree for me to even take
lessons.

Before
Dad bought me the car, he’d looked into ways to
get around the exemption. We’d played around with the idea of just…
not telling them, but then Kaolin mentioned that if I happened to
come across a trigger while driving, it was an accident waiting to
happen, and I did not and would not risk other people’s lives. The
answer to this was to have Kaolin get the license. She was more
than thrilled about the whole thing, but it took some getting used
to for me. While it was my car, I didn’t want her to feel like she
was in my employ. So, as far as sessions with Clare
went, I took the
bus. It made me feel less like I was using my best friend, and it
gave her some freedom to do what she wanted before we headed home.
She’d always been clear that wasn’t the way she viewed the
arrangement, but it made me feel better about the whole thing. I
wasn’t sure what would happen when Kaolin either got her own car,
or went away to university as she intended, but I figured we’d
cross that bridge when we got to it.

By the time
we got to college, I was feeling slightly more human and ready to
face the day. I hoped I’d be able to catch Lilly during the free
period we both had between lunch and Law. I still wasn’t one
hundred percent sure what I was going to say to her. The fact that
she’d always been one to approach life as
a true sceptic didn’t really help matters.
I’d thought about
whether approaching another person in our friend group was a better
idea.

The problem
was that Cindy, Evelyn and Marie had all gone to secondary school
together. While we were all friends, they didn’t keep secrets from
each other and I didn’t want to start sharing with all three at
once. Jen was an outlier, same as Lilly, and while she was lovely
and I really liked her,
I didn’t really feel like bearing my soul to her
either. Which left Lilly.

I found her
during our spare period and we sat down to go over Law revision
together. Both Lilly and I had missed a
chunk of college over the last year. I’d
missed a good four weeks after Dad’s accident, and my subsequent
admission. Her idea had been that I could quiz her on things she’d
missed and she could do the same for me. By the time we got through
the free hour and headed off to Law, I could barely keep my eyes
open. The fatigue from a broken night of sleep was catching up with
me, but the day wasn’t going to be over any time soon.

When the
lesson finished, Lilly and I headed down in the lift. “You look
exhausted,” she said, glancing at me and smiling. “You been hitting
the books? Or hitting Nate?”

I blushed red.
“Neither. I just had a bad night.”

“You want to talk about
it?”

“No, I’m
okay. Just have to get some serious studying going on before the
double lesson tomorrow.”

“You can
always call and we’ll go over it together? I know Mr. Smith is
doing practice papers tomorrow.”

I groaned.
“Ugh, I better go over everything tonight then.”

We’d met up
with Cindy and Marie by that point. I made my excuses and left
Lilly with them, going over various revision techniques. I thought
about telling Lilly I’d call her later, but didn’t because the talk
I wanted to have would be better done face-to-face. I needed to see
her reaction so I knew what answers to give.

I arrived at
Clare’s office after a fifteen minute bus ride. For once, the bus
had actually been early, so I wasn’t cutting it fine like I
normally did. I checked in with her receptionist and took a seat in
the almost deserted waiting room. I’d had the same appointment time
since the beginning, and it worked well because it was the last in
the day, so there were usually no other patients or parents waiting
around.

I assumed the
older woman reading was waiting for whoever had the appointment
slot before me. I pulled out my Law notes and went over a few of
the things I’d gotten wrong when Lilly had quizzed me. It felt like
those were ones I was struggling with the most. I couldn’t seem to
get them to stick in my head, no matter how many times I went over
my own notes and the ones Lilly had lent me.

I was really
starting to regret having chosen Law as one of my A-levels. While I
didn’t struggle with History or Sociology, Law was a thorn in my
side. At the time, I’d figured it would work well for my future
career, but I was starting to wonder if maybe I should drop it
after the exams, and focus solely on my other two
subjects.

I looked up
when I heard the door to Clare’s office open and a kid about my age
walked out towards the woman. I didn’t look at them, but at Clare
who smiled and motioned for me to head inside. It was only after
I’d managed to put all my stuff back in my bag that I wondered if
Clare was the person to start with? I mean, she knew some of the
details of what I’d been through. Would telling her the whole truth
hurt me? Or would it help the assessment Mike had to do?

After all, if
she didn’t believe me, she’d write up numerous diagnosis that I
didn’t have, but if she did, now that would help matters
greatly.
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​ “So, Tara, how are you feeling?” Clare
asked as she took her seat and watched me take mine. I dumped my
bag at my feet, and put my phone on
silent, in
case someone called.

“Exhausted,”
I said. “Had a bad night.” I tried to stifle the yawn that came on,
as if to illustrate what I’d just said.

“Dreams?” she
asked, setting the clock and leaning back to take notes, and
listen.

“No,
actually, I never got far enough into sleeping for that to happen.
It was more general worries.”

“Let’s talk
discuss them. Maybe we can find a solution that works for
you?”

I looked over
at her, my mind filled with the possibilities. If I bit the bullet
and told her everything, would it end well for me? Or would this be
the first of many appointments where we discussed my
delusions?

“I had to
give permission for DCI Clifford to talk to you about my mental
state,” I said, shifting in the chair nervously. I figured I could
work around the issue until I could be sure how much I should
share.

“I did get an
email from him this morning, but I’ve not read it yet. Do you feel
you made the wrong choice?” she asked.

“No, it’s not
that,” I replied, looking down at my hands. “How much do you know
about the work I do with him?”

“Your father
described it as a mentor/mentee relationship. I know from working
with you this past year that you want to go into the police. I
assumed that because he was, is, a family friend, that he helped
you gain some hands-on experience. Anything more than that, I don’t
know.”

“That’s all
true,” I said, swallowing the painful lump that had formed in my
throat. “Mike… the DCI, he’s kind of taken me under his wing. I’ve
been ‘working’ with him since I was fifteen, and that work is the
only reason I’m at college.”

“Because you
needed the grades to enter the police force?”

“Exactly.”

“Tara, you’re
going to have to explain to me how this is all relevant. Why would
DCI Clifford want access to my notes?”

She looked at
me with a questioning gaze. I was obviously going to have to stop
skirting around the issue, and make the leap. The question
burning in the back of my mind,
would I sink or would I swim?

“Have you
ever wondered why I, at fifteen, would be working with the police?
I mean, the case last year with Lilly, and my friends. Didn’t you
wonder why I was involved?”

“I did, and I
approached it with your father,” she said. “Of course, nothing
you’d shared with me was discussed, but I had to wonder if
following the trauma you’d been through, if working on a similar
case, no matter the personal connection, was the best course of
action.”

“I’m guessing
he agreed with you?” I asked, a smile on my face at the thought of
Dad finally hearing what he wanted to hear.

“He didn’t,
actually,” she said.

I looked over
at her with both eyebrows raised. “So what did he say?”

“He said that
there were parts of your life that no one else, not even him, could
be a part of. He said that if there was anything he was one hundred
percent sure you needed as you recovered, it was the work with the
police. I didn’t know then, and I don’t know now, what he was
talking about, and I’ve never pushed for you to tell me. I would
think it was something you feel you can’t share?”

I was quiet
for a moment. Whenever I talked with Dad in the past, he’d always
been so against my police work. I don’t know if it was the risk
involved or what, but he’d never really been all that supportive.
To hear that he’d stood up for that work with Clare, opened up a
whole new thought process. She knew I was hiding something, had
known for a while, yet she’d never pressured me into
sharing.

“It’s not
something I share with people,” I said, finally finding my voice.
“It’s not something I can share with people. It’s one of the
reasons I struggled to sleep last night. I’ve been thinking about
sharing it with a friend, but I wanted to talk it through with
Kaolin first.”

“And you’ve
not been able to?” she asked, leaning forward.

“No, she was
busy at lunch, and I wanted to talk to Lilly during our free period
but…”

“But you
wanted to be sure you were making the right choice
first?”

“Exactly.”

“Well, Tara,
going by what I do know about you, I can only say that while your
judgement in the past may have been faulty, it doesn’t mean that it
is now. I know we’ve talked about past mistakes, and I know you’ve
hinted at there being more to the reason why you were stalked by
the police officer last year. I don’t need you to disclose
everything for this to be a workable relationship. You are free to
withhold whatever you see fit, from whomever you choose. My advice
would be that if you’re struggling with whom to trust your secrets
with, to go by how they’ve reacted in the past. If you don’t have
that kind of experience, then it is simply a matter of deciding if
it’s worth it. Will telling Lilly give you some relief? Will it
work to your benefit? Will it strengthen or weaken your friendship?
Is it really Lilly you want to tell, or is it just that you need to
tell someone?”

“I don’t
know. I know Nate brought up some things that made me feel like I
wasn’t being completely honest with him or my friends, and that
feels wrong.”

“But why does
it feel wrong? Because they should know, as it’s a part of you that
dictates who you are, or because they’ve made you feel that you
can’t have anything private? If it’s the first, then you already
know the answer, the second, then you need to work out how to
respond to that.”

“I worry they
won’t believe me,” I said, voicing the fear that has been in my
mouth for days but afraid to set it free.

“Why ever
would you think that?” she asked.

“People
haven’t, in the past I mean. I don’t blame them, it’s not something
many people grow up believing.” I stopped myself from saying
more.

I was drawing
a pretty good picture of the nature of my secret, and
I was rethinking my plan, this wasn’t a good
idea. While she seemed to hint that she
had some idea, I couldn’t believe she even had the tiniest
clue.

She watched me
for a moment, I could feel her eyes on me as I kept my head bowed.
I looked up and met her gaze.

“Tara, I
can’t advise on something I have no idea about. At the same time, I
want this to be a safe space, somewhere you can come, and know
you’re not judged. After the trauma of being stalked, plus the
trauma of what happened in Birmingham, I want you to know that I am
here to aid your recovery, in whatever form that may take. I’ve
always told you that you will get through this, and I’m just
repeating myself again to make sure you understand: You will get
through this, Tara. Whatever this is, it is a mere stumbling block.
You will emerge stronger and better for having gone through
it.”

I resisted
the urge to roll my eyes. I’d never really been one to believe that
everything happens for a reason, and all that. Things happen and
sometimes they suck, sometimes they’re unfair and horrible, but
that doesn’t mean that it’s something I have to go through, to be this better person because of it. Clare
and I’d had similar discussions about it before, yet she seemed to
subscribe to the belief that whatever doesn’t kill us, makes us
stronger. In my eyes, that’s just crap.

“Clare, you know how I feel about that. I wasn’t stalked, and
almost killed because I needed to go through it to be stronger. I
wasn’t betrayed, and almost killed again, because of any reason
other than Jon not wanting to answer for his crimes. I am not going
to be this strong person, because of the things I experienced. You
keep saying that, and you think it’s gonna sink in, and it’s just
not! I get it, that’s your way of
dealing with things, but it doesn’t work
in everyone’s life.” I felt the fatigue of a long day catching up
with me, and it fuelled my anger. “I feel like attributing what’s
happened to me to some twee little saying, minimises what happened,
and takes the blame away from the people who put me through it, and
onto some ‘higher meaning’, which is just bullshit!”

“It’s good
that your anger fuels you. The issue is where that anger goes from
here. We’ve gotten off the subject, and we’re low on time, but I
want you to think about what we’ve talked about, and we’ll discuss
it in more detail next week. Before you go, I want to double check
that you’re okay with me sharing a report with the DCI?”

“Of course,”
I said. I resisted the urge to tell her to shove her ideas and
platitudes. They may look good stitched on a pillow, but they don’t
mean shit in the real world.

“I’ll make a
note in your file then and get the report to him ASAP,” she said
with a smile.

“Okay, and
I’ll see you next week,” I replied, standing up and grabbing my
bag.

“Of course,
and if you need anything, you know you can always call me between
now and then?”

I nodded
awkwardly, swung my bag over my shoulder and headed to the door. I
wasn’t angry at Clare, so much as I was angry at myself. I couldn’t
believe that I’d been stupid enough to even entertain the thought
of sharing my gift with her. She may not have said so, but she had
her own suspicions on the validity and benefits of my work with
Mike. The last thing I needed, was her thinking I was claiming to
see deaths because of that work. Especially considering that she’d
be writing the very report which could see me barred from
work.

She was
right about one thing though, I did need to decide who I could and couldn’t
trust. It was time to share, but not with her. She was my
therapist, and that’s all. Whereas Lilly, Nate, Kaolin, and the
others were my peers and my friends, if I couldn’t trust them, then
it was unlikely I could trust anyone.

Once I was
outside of her office, I pulled my phone out of my pocket to turn
the ringer back on. Normally I would’ve made my own way back to
college, but today I was more than a little worn out.

I texted
Kaolin: Can u pck me up @ Clare’s?
I put my phone back in my pocket, and sank down
onto the bench near the bus stop. Maybe talking it over with Kaolin
was the answer, maybe it wasn’t. All I knew, was that I had to open
up to someone who knew the whole story. It wasn’t just that I felt
like I was lying to Nate about
all that had gone on in the last year.
Everything that I’d been through was building up,
and I felt like I needed to trust someone, and I wanted that
someone to be Nate, but I was scared of the risks involved. I was
scared of telling anyone, but Nate felt like a huge step that maybe
I wasn’t ready for.

I
couldn’t talk to Mike, he was already so caught
up in the internal investigation, and while I could, and had talked
to Kaolin, I needed another person’s input. The more I thought
about it, the more my mind circled back to Lilly. She was someone I
felt I could trust, someone who had seen hell herself and survived.
I didn’t know how she’d react, and I knew that I couldn’t bet on it
all being positive, but maybe I could allow myself to hope a little
that she’d understand.

Lilly seemed
like the perfect person to open up to. She might be
sceptical, but she
would, at least, hear me out. She would give me an idea of how
other people might react. If it went
badly, I wouldn’t have to worry about her telling anyone. She’d
never start rumours. She might tell me I was mentally ill, but I
wouldn’t have to risk opening myself up a bad reaction from Nate,
which was likely. That would cut me to the core in the way Lilly
telling me to stop pissing around wouldn’t. I knew that wasn’t
healthy, knew I should trust Nate, but right now, I couldn’t open
up to him. So instead, I would tell Lilly, it would be a dry run if
nothing else. I just needed to get things
right in my head first.

Oh, and sleep.
I needed a shit ton of sleep.
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​ I must’ve passed out around six that night. I don’t remember
much after Kaolin dropped me off at home. I was awake before my alarm went off
at seven-thirty. Since I had a
Sociology class first thing,Kaolin would
be along in about an hour
to pick me up and take me to college.
The thought crossed my mind to doze until the
alarm, but a quick check of my phone
showed I had about two minutes. No matter how dedicated I am to
sleep, two minutes seemed pointless.

Getting up
reluctantly, and heading towards the shower, I debated if I’d slept
too much. Up until now, I hadn’t believed there could be any such
thing. It took a while, but after a long shower, enough to wake
me up and wash my hair and all of that, I got dressed and packed my
bag ready to head downstairs, feeling a
little bit more among the living. I could
hear Dad in his room pottering about. I figured he’d be up early, I
just didn’t know what his plans for the day were. It felt more and
more like we were drifting apart, living separate lives. While some
of that could be because I’d be eighteen in October and heaven
forbid, might actually move out soon, I think some of it was also
the changes in him since the accident.

I never
thought I’d say it, but I kinda missed the old Dad. The one who
nagged me about school work, and hated my job with Mike. Well,
‘hated’ is too strong a word. He didn’t seem to mind what I did,
but he didn’t think it would prove to be a credible career. Maybe
it wasn’t that I missed him, he’d opened
up more since the accident, something to do with his brain injury
making him more emotional. But maybe it was just that the changes
were scaring me.

At this point
in my GCSE year, he’d basically spent every night lecturing me on
the perils of not going to college, of not furthering my education.
I’d thought he’d let up once I actually went to college, but at the
end of last year, before the accident, he was on at me to go to
university, get a degree so that if the police didn’t work out, I’d
have a back-up plan. It felt weird that the only thing he nagged me
about now was when he thought I had homework. He’d barely mentioned
my AS exams.

I headed to
the kitchen with my bag, dumping it on the table as I went about
making breakfast and tea. I knew Dad would turn up at some point.
From the sounds of things, he was back to thinking he was due off
on tour any day. I hoped his memory would return, or improve, or
whatever the right word was. It broke my heart that he seemed so
lost these days.

I knew
sometimes he’d try to call Jon and get the message that his number
was no longer valid. The first time that happened he freaked out
because he thought he was two days from touring. I couldn’t be here
twenty-four/seven, so I couldn’t be the one to sit down with him,
and calmly explain what had happened. He always seemed to remember
eventually, but I don’t know how much of that was him actually
remembering or just being placated by what I said.

“Morning,” I
said, when Dad came into the kitchen. He looked like he was still
half-asleep. “You want tea?”

“Morning,
Tara,” he said, before ignoring me completely and heading over to
the kettle. “You had any breakfast?”

“Just eating
my toast now,” I replied. “You’re up early. You have
plans?”

“I have to
meet with Jon about the tour dates. I thought I told you last
night?” he said, sitting down next to me.

I inwardly
groaned. “Dad, do you remember the accident?”

“Huh? What
accident?” he asked, looking both confused and worried.

“Dad, you’re not going on tour. Jon isn’t meeting you. He
tried to kill you, and me, and because of
that, you
were in a coma and it messed up your memory.”

He looked at
me as he thought it over. I’d had this conversation with him so
many times, that I wondered if it’d be better to write it down on a
note card or something, and put it somewhere he’d see it. The
problem with that was, he didn’t always
look, and I wasn’t always here to make him look. I might give it a
try though. It had to be better than this.

“No tour?” he
finally said.

“No, the tour
was in March, this is June now.”

“And
Jon?”

“In prison
awaiting trial,” I said.

“You’re
okay?”

“Yeah, Dad,
I’m fine,” I said with a smile. “Turns out my head is pretty
thick.”

He gave me a
small smile, as he reached for yesterday’s newspaper to read while
he drank his tea. I turned my attention back to my own
breakfast.

“I have
classes back-to-back today, are you going to be okay?” I
asked.

“I think so.
I’ve not lost it completely or anything,” he said, starting off
sounding a little unsure, and then ending a little
accusatory.
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