
        
            [image: cover]
        


DYING THOUGHTS
– SIXTH CHANGE

Joey Paul

Published by Bug
Books

Copyright 2018 Joey
Paul

Smashwords Edition,
License Notes

This ebook is licensed for
your personal enjoyment only. This ebook 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, then please return to
Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting
the hard work of this author.


To Miss D – who has grown
up with Tara and reminds me of her more every day.


​Contents

-1-

-2-

-3-

-4-

-5-

-6-

-7-

-8-

-9-

-10-

-11-

-12-

-13-

-14-

-15-

-16-

-17-

-18-

-19-

-20-

-21-

-22-

-23-

-24-

-25-

-26-

-27-

-28-

-29-

-30-

-31-

-32-

-33-

-34-

-35-

-36-

-37-

-38-

-39-

-40-

-41-

-42-

-43-

-44-

-45-

-46-

-47-

-48-

-49-

-50-

-51-

-52-

-53-

-54-

-55-

-56-

-57-

-58-

-59-

-60-

About Joey Paul

Acknowledgements

Also by Joey Paul


-1-

​ Well, I don’t think things could have turned out more
different if I’d planned it. Change is inevitable after all,
however, this much change? Not sure that all happens without a
reason. Before I lose you all to my ramblings, I’d better introduce
myself. I’m Tara Leverton, I’m sixteen (though seventeen in five
days!) I’m tall with short, dark brown hair, and I seem to have
finally hit puberty. I have a little bit of a tummy, but it’s not
something I worry about. My brain seems to have told my breasts
that being non-existent at sixteen was just not acceptable and so
those have grown three sizes since the last time I wrote one of
these. It’s all change for me and everyone else on the ride of
life.

I’ve just
started college actually. After my dad worrying so much that I’d
never pass my GCSEs, I did really well. He says it’s because I
buckled down and did some revising in the last few months. I say
it’s because I’m smart. I came out with one A, six Bs and two Cs.
Pretty damn good if I do say so myself. My results allowed me to go
to Sanford College, along with my best friend, Kaolin (who mostly
got A*s and As, but I always said she was a peek!) I chose to study
History, Sociology and Law at A-level. The A I ‘d gotten was for
History and I’ve always loved it, so that would keep me from dying
of boredom. Sociology was one of the courses Kaolin was doing and
since I had no other friends, I didn’t want to choose a subject
where I didn’t know anyone. That’s all changed now of course, but
I’ll get to that. I chose Law because Mike told me it would serve
me well when I joined the police force after college.

Yeah, I had
better explain who Mike is, right? Mike is Inspector Mike Clifford,
though he’s now Detective Chief Inspector, which makes me all
proud, mostly because I kinda helped him get there. See, I have
this ‘gift’ from my mum, who died when I was six. She had the
ability (which she got from her grandmother) to see the last
moments of someone’s life when she touched something that used to
belong to them. My mum was murdered by a stalker of my dad’s, who
believed my mum was in her way, and wanted to take her rightful
place as Dad’s wife. Thankfully, she was caught, but Mum’s death
triggered the gift to activate in me, and so ta-da! I can see dead
people’s last moments on Earth. I used to be annoyed by it,
however, I had good reason to be, believe me. But after all that
has happened over the past few months, my counsellor, Clare, has
helped me see that it is something of a blessing. I’ll explain all
that in a minute though.

You may now
be wondering why my last name sounds familiar and why on Earth my
dad has crazy stalker fans? Well, let me tell you. He’s Colin
Leverton. Yes, he’s *the* Colin Leverton. My dad is a pop star. He
retired after Mum’s death so that he could make sure I was cared
for, and that nothing bad would happen to me. Life is a bugger when
it comes to things like that and after what happened in May, well
things changed.

I was
stalked, kidnapped and then almost murdered myself and everything
changed for me, my dad, even Kaolin. It was like the world realised
what a crappy deal we’d been given and decided to be nice to us for
once. Dad had been approached about doing a charity single for
“Sunflower Wishes”. You may recognise the name; I worked for them
last summer and also uncovered a few murders. They got a LOT of bad
press and Dad felt guilty because they are a great charity. It’s
just that there were some bad people there. He also felt guilty
because he’d been the one to force me to work there, and then I’d
been the one to find the evidence of the murders.

It wasn’t
until my stalker was caught, and Dad realised that he couldn’t
protect me from everything, that we had a long talk. He agreed
(after me badgering him about it for a week or so) that he’d do the
charity single. It was, like every other song he recorded, a big
hit. His agent, Jon, was suddenly inundated with requests for him
to come out of retirement. So, after another long talk (and more
badgering from me), Dad agreed. He got the best deal and is working
on his album now.

After my own
brush with crazy stalkers and near death, Dad was adamant that I
rethink my life choices. Basically, he didn’t want me to go into
the police. I’d said it was happening with or without his support,
but that I’d love for it to happen with support. He finally
relented on the condition that I see a counsellor. After all that I
had been through with my stalker, plus the other troubles I’ve
managed to find myself in, it seemed like the best choice to make.
I wasn’t all that fond of all these changes.

Once I did my
exams and left school, I spent most of my summer with Kaolin and
going to appointments with Clare to talk about my feelings and my
nightmares. I have to give it to her; she has managed to reduce the
number of nightmares. So I guess talking does help a
little.

With all that
change going on, Dad was worried that I’d try to hide how I felt
from him and Kaolin. It actually had the opposite effect; I found
that when I talked things through with Clare, I also wanted to talk
them through with them both. I realised during my capture in May
that I had made some stupid mistakes by not confiding in my dad
sooner. Kaolin had known, and she’d been trying to get me to talk
to Dad about it from the beginning. I realised that the whole thing
hadn’t just been upsetting and worrying for me, but for Dad as
well. I was learning a lot from being in therapy. Most of it was
good. Some of it wasn’t. Clare continually wanted to broach the
subject of my mother’s murder with me. She didn’t know about my
gift, and therefore didn’t know that I had watched my mother die
over and over by touching her old things around the house. I
couldn’t go through it with her because I couldn’t really put into
words how that felt without giving away my gift.

College was
another big change. I was expecting it to be just like school. Go
to classes, do homework and avoid everyone who hates you. Anyway,
college was a big shock to me. Not only could I wear my own
clothes, but I had friends.

Actual,
living, breathing friends. And by friends, I don’t mean Kaolin and
one other person. I mean a few other people who could stand to
spend time with me. At first I thought it was because they wanted
to hang around with Kaolin, but then I realised that some of them,
like Marie for example, actually chose to sit with me. I couldn’t
work it out, considering how I’d been so very unpopular in school.
I’m not a social person by nature, but it was nice to have a
handful of people (more than a handful at times) to hang around
with.

There was
also proof that karma exists because my nemesis, Jody Eveson also
came to Sandford. I’d grown up and moved past being worried about
what she thought of me, had made my own friends and moved in my own
circle. I don’t really know what happened to her, other than
spotting her in the corridor a fair few times, and always seemingly
alone.

So yep, life
is all different, life is all changed and the majority of it is
good. None of my new friends know about my gift. If I’d still been
in school, I probably would’ve told them. Heck, if I hadn’t been
stalked and almost killed, I probably would’ve told them. But, I
had and I wasn’t. Dad had always been strict about that, but I was
right there with him now. It’d annoyed him no end when I told
someone without checking with him first. I could never see why he
reacted that way until Adam.

Adam was a
police officer who had worked with me when Kaolin had been
kidnapped (don’t ask) and from there he’d been able to find out
that I had a gift. He felt that it meant we were meant to be
together and so sent me little tokens of his affection. When I
didn’t respond the way he wanted me to, he kidnapped me and then
held a knife to my throat as he told me about the five other women
he’d killed for similar reasons. After all of that, I was suddenly
as cautious as Dad when it came to letting people know about my
gift. I mean really, could you blame me?
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​ When my alarm went off at seven am, I was tempted to hit it
and just roll back over. It was a Wednesday, which meant I had a
free period before History started at ten am. I didn’t *have* to
get up, and Dad wouldn’t mind because he knew my college timetable.
However, I also wanted to meet up with everyone before History
started. So I groaned and got out of bed.

Things have
not changed so much that I enjoy getting out of bed, nor can I
focus and get on with my day before I’ve had at least one cup of
tea. Still, it was a change that I actually looked forward to my
day at college. I would’ve used any old excuse to get out of
school, and now I was voluntarily going to college before I even
had to be there.

I headed
downstairs and found Dad standing by the kettle in the kitchen. It
was a sign of the changed times that he didn’t even comment that I
was awake at seven. He made me a cup of tea and put it on the
table, next to my usual spot. I made myself some cereal and sat
down. Dad had always been a morning person, but since he started
working on his album, he’d been sleeping later.

I don’t know
if this change in sleeping habits is a mixture of working so hard
or if it’s because he’s not exactly a spring chicken anymore. After
all it’s been nearly eleven years since Mum died and he ‘retired’
from the music world. Age takes its toll on people, though I’ve
never voiced the thought to Dad. I don’t particularly want to piss
him off. After all, with my birthday so close, I was hoping he’d
get me a car or something! That would be cool! I’d need a driver
because my gift made it seem like I had seizures so I’d never get a
licence. But it’s not like we’re hurting for cash, which I know
makes me sound like I’m spoilt, but if you know me, or my dad, you
know that couldn’t be further from the truth. Talking of my
birthday...

“Hey, Dad,
would it be okay to have a party this weekend?” I asked him, once
he’d sat down with his breakfast.

He looked up
at me, dark rings under his eyes and nowhere near awake as he
should have been. “I don’t know, Tara, it depends. Why this
weekend?” he asked, sounding like he was still half
asleep.

“Um…my
birthday maybe? It’s on Saturday,” I said.

In the past I
would have yelled at him for forgetting, but this is a brave new
world. I figured he was probably wishing he could go back to bed
(as was I, deep down) and didn’t have the caffeine in him to think
as far ahead as Saturday.

“It can’t be,
surely?” Dad said, looking shocked. I wanted to grab the calendar
and show that it was already the 18th October, which meant that
Saturday was the 21st.

“Dad, it’s
the 18th today,” I said slowly. There is only so far he can go
before I start to get annoyed, and I was starting to get annoyed
already. I know he was probably trying to pretend that he’d
forgotten my birthday but the joke was far from funny.

“Oh, right,
well, I thought that was next weekend,” Dad replied.

“Nope, this
Saturday. So, can I have a party?” I asked, hopeful that since I
had embraced maturity and made actual real life friends he wouldn’t
say I couldn’t. What was the point in having a cool pop star Dad if
I couldn’t have a big party for my 17th?

“Actually,
Tara, I need to talk to you about Saturday,” he said, looking
nervous.

Oh, maybe he
planned a surprise party or something? That would be kinda cool. So
long as my actual friends were there and not just people he knew
from work. Don’t get me wrong, other people were fine, so long as
they weren’t the latest pop star who everyone was fawning over.
That’s not my style.

“Yeah?” I
said, cautiously. My dad had been known to think that because I was
a teenager, I’d enjoy meeting whathisface from a reality pop show.
He couldn’t have been more wrong, but I hadn’t had the heart to
tell him when he arranged for Kaolin and I to have a meet and greet
with them. Thankfully, I choose my friends wisely and both Kaolin
and I were totally bored the whole time, even though we’d been
polite about it. We just didn’t see the attraction.

“I have plans
this weekend,” Dad said, looking very sheepish. That should have
been my first clue.

“Oh, like a
surprise party or something?” I asked. I was totally oblivious to
what Dad was about to say. I was happy in my ignorance, to be
honest.

“No, I’d um…
I thought your birthday was next week. I don’t know how I mixed up
the dates, but I’m… I’m going away this weekend, I have a meeting
with some people about the album. It’s gonna mean I’m out of town
from Friday to Sunday. I’m so sorry, sweetheart!” Dad
explained.

I sat there
and tried to process what he’d just said to me. He’d *forgotten* my
birthday? What the hell? This was not like my dad to forget my
birthday. Then again, it was the first birthday since he’d
re-launched his career.

“You forgot?
For real? You’re not just trying to set up a surprise?” I asked,
trying to keep my anger in check. Maybe it was all an act? Dad
usually has a tell, but I wasn’t seeing it.

“I’m so
sorry, Tara. I’ll make it up to you, I promise,” he said, leaning
over to put his hand on mine. I jerked it back.

“You’re not
joking, are you? You really did forget my birthday!” I said. I was
still trying to not blow up at him. Clare told me that it was okay
to get angry, that it was a genuine emotion, but to not use that
anger to hurt others. I was trying so hard, but I guess that part
of me hadn’t changed that much. “I can’t believe you forgot! Work
is more important than me now, is it? Christ, Dad, it’s my 17th and
you bloody forgot!” I said, furious.

“I know it’s
really bad, Tara, but I swear I’ll make it up to you,” he
pleaded.

“Fine, make
it up to me right now. Let me have the party, have some people
around me who really care about me and actually know it’s my
birthday,” I snapped. Ouch, that was low of me, I know, but man, I
was pissed off.

“Tara! That
was uncalled for,” Dad said, his tone turning serious. There is
only so much my dad will take. I guess I just found the
limit.

“Okay, I get
it, you have work. Still, it’s my 17th, I should be allowed to have
a party. I’ve never had a birthday party before!” I said

“You had
parties until your mother died,” Dad said.

“They don’t
count. I barely remember them,” I replied.

“Tara, I’m
sorry that I forgot, and I’m glad that you are enjoying college and
have made some more friends. But you’d have to think I was born
yesterday to believe I would allow you to have an unsupervised
party while I was away!”

“That’s
insulting! You think we’re gonna get drunk and wreck the place? Or
invite boys and have an orgy?” I snapped. “You know me, when have I
EVER done something like that?”

I waited for
Dad to reply, knowing that he was probably trying to think of a
valid reason to argue against me. I tried but I just couldn’t see
his side of things. I have never been a reckless teenager. The only
trouble I get into is because of the job I do with the police. He
couldn’t hold that against me, could he?

“It’s not you
I’m worried about, Tara. I’m glad you have new friends, don’t get
me wrong, but I don’t know them that well. I don’t want to come
back and find the house a total mess,” he said.

“Wow, thanks
for that,” I said, sarcastically. “All I wanted was to have a nice
night with my friends at home to celebrate turning seventeen, and
now you’re basically telling me that they all do drugs and drink
till they’re sick? That’s just charming, that is.”

“My word is
final, Tara. I’m sorry that I forgot and made plans, but I don’t
want to hear any more on the subject,” he said, downing his drink
in a few gulps and standing up from the table. “I’ll see you after
college, okay? We can discuss what you’d like for your
birthday.”

Great, he
forgot my birthday to the point of not even getting me a present,
and the one thing I do want; he’s unwilling to give me. I finished
my tea and put my cup, bowl and spoon in the dishwasher. Once I’d
done that I headed back up to my room to get ready. I hadn’t been
planning on leaving for at least another hour, but after the row
with my Dad, I was going to leave as soon as I could. Hopefully
Kaolin could provide me with some comfort.
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​ Kaolin was waiting for me outside college, along with Marie
and Jen. I could see Nate loitering around the college entrance,
waiting for us to hang out before History started at
ten.

“You will not
believe what my father has done now!” I ranted to Kaolin, pleased
to be able to let off steam to someone who knew me well.

Kaolin rolled
her eyes. “Go on then, what’s he done?” she asked.

“He forgot my
birthday. I don’t just mean he’s pretending, he actually *forgot*.
Plus he’s not gotten me a present yet!” I told her, still shocked
that he could actually forget.

Kaolin looked
at me. “You’re serious? He actually forgot? He’s not arranging some
surprise or something?”

“If he was,
don’t you think you’d be aware of that, being my best friend and
all?” I asked her.

“Wow. That’s
a new one,” she said. Marie and Jen looked suitably
sympathetic.

“Is he
letting you have a party?” Jen asked.

Jen Markson,
one of my new friends, was already seventeen. She had to be the
oldest in the group seeing as how her birthday was September 1st.
She’s tall, very skinny and has long, straight black hair. She’s of
Japanese descent, with sandy brown skin. She was doing History with
Kaolin and I. She was even more of a History buff than I am. She
got an A* in her GCSEs and was planning to repeat that with her
A-levels. She actually wanted to teach the subject to secondary
school children. Rather her than me, to be honest.

“Nope,” I
told them. “He said that he has to go away for the weekend and he
doesn’t know you all well enough to trust that we won’t trash the
place.”

“That is so
unfair! It’s your seventeenth!” Marie exclaimed. Marie Edwards was
sixteen like the rest of us, though she was one of the youngest.
She was short, chubby, with pale white skin, and curly, ginger
hair. She wears wire rim glasses that really suit her and made her
look much older. She’s in my Law class, which was how we
met.

“Still, maybe
he’ll make it up to you?” Jen said. “Maybe he’ll buy you a
car!”

Kaolin
snorted with laughter. “Sorry, it’s just I know Tara’s dad well and
he is not going to buy her a car!”

I poked my
tongue out at Kaolin. She was right, but she didn’t need to
advertise that fact. I was still getting used to having friends and
I was a bit anxious that they’d realise how uncool I
was.

“You could
always have the party without telling him?” Marie suggested. “I
mean, you just invite our core group and no one else needs to know.
You could even invite Nate?”

I groaned
inwardly. I could see where this was going.

“Yeah, I’m
sure your dad would love that!” Kaolin said
sarcastically.

“I might
actually do that,” I replied.

“What?
Seriously? You’d have a party without telling your dad AND invite
the guy who’s been bugging you to go out with him since the second
week?” Kaolin said. I thought her eyes would pop out of her head,
she was so surprised.

“No! I might
actually have a party and just not tell him,” I said, correcting
her.

“Tara, that’s
not a good idea,” Kaolin started.

“Hey, I’m
nearly an adult, and when have I ever had a party?” I interrupted
her. “Besides, I could always invite Gareth,” I whispered so only
she could hear.

“Only if I
can invite Nate!” she hissed back at me.

I’d better
explain before this all gets too confusing. See, the one thing
neither Kaolin nor I did while in school was date. It wasn’t that
we didn’t want to; more that no one was interested. And there was
no one we’d wanted to date in that place either! However, when we
got to college and I seemed to become the Jody of Sanford, we both
got a little more attention than we planned. Gareth Dunny was
sixteen and had taken an interest in Kaolin from the moment he saw
her in Sociology. He’d asked her out after two lessons and she’d
politely turned him down. He was medium height and build, white
skinned, with short and spiky black hair. He also wore glasses and
looked like your average peek (that’s someone who’s popular and a
geek) but he was rather ‘hot’ according to a certain
someone.

I hadn’t
spent much time with Kaolin alone so I hadn’t had much of a chance
to find out how she really felt about him. I figured though that
since he made her blush, she had some kind of feelings for him. I’d
tried to get her to make a move on him, or at the very least,
accept his offer of dinner and a movie, but she wouldn’t
budge.

That brought
me to Nate. He was also sixteen and we met him because he was in
our History class. He’s Gareth’s best friend; they’re like the Tara
and Kaolin of their old school. He’s tall, a bit chubby, white, and
has a small beard. Well, as much of a beard as a sixteen-year-old
can grow. He has brown, short hair and also wears glasses. He’s
really into History and well, he’s also really into me.

He asked me
out about two weeks after we started at Sanford. I turned him down
flat because I, let’s face it, have some issues. One being that a
guy stalked me, kidnapped me, and almost killed me in May. I’m not
really in the right frame of mind to start dating. Also, I’ve never
dated a guy, I’ve never had a guy interested in me… well, a
*normal* guy that is. He’s also studying Art History and English
Literature. From what I can gather about him, he’s planning to
either be a teacher, or a writer; he hasn’t quite decided
yet.

Don’t get me
wrong, he’s a great guy, but I don’t know the first thing about
dating. I’m sure Dad would be none too thrilled if I started to get
involved with someone so soon after what happened. Clare, my
counsellor, had asked me how I felt about Nate and I’d been honest
with her. I didn’t know, I felt something, but I had nothing to
compare those feelings with and I knew that it was different than
what I felt for Kaolin and my other friends. I just didn’t know
what it meant.

Nate and
Gareth were usually inseparable and had even offered to take Kaolin
and I out to dinner and a movie together so that it was less scary.
We’d both declined, on all three occasions that they’d asked.
Neither one of them knew anything about my gift or the work I did
with the police. Nor did they know anything about what had happened
to me. I didn’t feel right just blurting it out. I didn’t want pity
or sympathy. No one knew what it had been like for me, because they
weren’t me. I guess I just don’t want to rush into things before
I’m sure I’m ready to start the whole dating thing. Luckily, Kaolin
seems to agree with me on that point.

Anyway, where
was I? Oh yes, I was talking about the possibility of a birthday
party. “If your dad is gonna be away, why would he even have to
know it happened?” Jen said. “Like Marie said, just us girls and
maybe a few cute guys?”

“I’ll give it
some thought,” I said, smiling. It was nice to feel kinda normal
for a change. Kaolin was shaking her head and giving me a glare. I
knew her well enough to know that she did not think this was a good
idea.

“Anyway,” I
said, changing the subject. “Did anyone manage to get that chapter
read?”

I was
referring to the chapter our History teacher Miss Marks had asked
us to read. We were doing France in Revolution for our first topic
and I hadn’t quite gotten used to the fact that the homework was
pretty much optional. But, as our tutor Jane Harvey (yeah, they
told you to call them by their names in college which was a bit
weird to get used to) had said, we’d only be harming ourselves if
we didn’t do it.

“I did,”
Kaolin said. “It was really interesting.”

“Maybe we
could just rent Les Mis at your party, Tara? It’s kinda related,”
Jen said, smiling.

“Don’t worry,
Jen, I didn’t manage to get through all of it either,” I replied.
I’d managed about half of it before I got distracted with something
and then I’d gone to bed. Dad was still kind of in shock that I
spent so much time actually doing college work willingly. I’d tried
to explain to him that since it wasn’t mandatory anymore I didn’t
feel as much pressure and so didn’t mind. When he was home these
days, he spent a lot of the time trying to get me to come out of my
room and have proper ‘family’ time with him. That was a bit weird
too. Ever since I’d stopped jumping at every sound outside and the
nightmares had started to ease off, he’s been big about discussing
things.

Like I said
before, I was more open with him since Adam, but there were some
things I just couldn’t discuss with him, like Nate. Who was, at
that precise moment, giving me a smile. When he noticed my eyes had
gazed in his direction he added a wink. Boys are weird.
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​ Once everyone had arrived, we moved into the cafeteria to
talk more. It was getting closer to ten, and we all had our classes
to get to. Lilly had joined us so we were only missing Evelyn and
Cindy, but they wouldn’t be in until after lunch. I’d best
introduce them now so that you don’t get lost later on. Lilly
Meadows is sixteen and disabled. She uses a wheelchair because she
has a brittle bone condition that stunted her growth, so she’s
quite small for her age. However, she does look her age; she has
long brown hair, tanned white skin, and is a very serious student.
She’s in my Law class, but she also studies French and is in
Marie’s class for that. She was one of the first friends I made,
after Marie. She told me that she wants to be a lawyer and will
stop at nothing to get to university and study Law. She asked what
my interest was and I told her what I told everyone else: that I
planned to join the police force. That seemed to impress
her.

Cindy Warner
was another serious student; she was sixteen and among the
youngest. She was medium height, pale skinned, with short blonde
hair and slightly overweight, but she doesn’t look it. She knows
how to find the right clothes to suit her figure and to make
herself look good. She may be serious about her studies (she’s in
Law with Lilly and I) but she does like to have fun. I think she’d
be very much for the idea of me having a seventeenth birthday party
without my dad’s knowledge.

Evelyn
Hoffman is the youngest of the group, she’s still sixteen but only
just as her birthday was in August. She looks older because she’s
so tall, she carries a little bit of extra weight and has short
brown hair, and is white. Evelyn and Lilly were the more mature
members of the group despite some of us being older. They both knew
what they wanted to do with their lives and they both had detailed
plans on how to accomplish it.

I mean, I
knew Kaolin had always known that she would go to college and onto
university, but she hadn’t yet decided which out of Sociology and
Psychology will be the main focus of her degree. I knew she wanted
to work with helping people, like Clare does with me, but we’ve not
really talked about long-term goals in a while.

About five
minutes before class, we all said our goodbyes and headed up to our
respective classrooms. Lilly and Marie went off to French and the
rest of us, Nate included, walked in the other direction to
History. Nate did keep a respectable distance which was kind of
him.

We were all
in the classroom with our books, pencil cases and such out by the
time our teacher, Sarah Marks, came into the room. “Right then,
mobiles turned off, or at least on vibrate. Who managed to read
about the beginning of the French Revolution?” she asked as she
closed the door behind her.

Her rules –
it seems it’s different for every teacher – are that you can have a
mobile on, but it has to be set to silent and if you need to take a
call, you excuse yourself and do not answer until you are out of
the room. Also, you are under no circumstances to text while she is
talking. I see her point; it’s all about mutual respect. She’ll
give us her undivided attention for an hour and she expects us to
do the same for her.

I got my
phone out of my jacket pocket and checked that it was on vibrate.
Once I was sure it wouldn’t ring out and embarrass me, I put it on
the desk in front of me. Dad had spoken with my tutor when I got
accepted and told him that I had a job that would require me to
have my phone on at all times. He also explained that sometimes it
would mean me having to leave in the middle of a class.

I sat back
and was just getting into the swing of things, listening to my
classmates discuss what caused the beginning of the French
Revolution when I saw my phone start to vibrate across the table in
front of me. I didn’t raise my hand, I just pushed my chair back,
caught Sarah’s eye and left the room quietly without any fuss. It
was really strange to just be able to leave like that and not
receive any repercussions.

I answered my
mobile, having checked the display. “Hi, Mike, what can I do for
you?” I said. I knew why Mike was calling. He wouldn’t have called
to just have a chat. Like Dad, he also had a copy of my college
timetable so he would’ve known that I was in a lesson.

“Sorry to
call you during class, but we need your help with something. Is
there any chance you can get yourself over here?” he asked. He
sounded truly sorry to have to bother me, probably because he knew
that I actually *liked* college.

“Sure, the
lesson just started and it’s a double one so as long as it’s not
too long, I could maybe make the tail end of it?” I
said.

“I’ll send
over a car if that’s okay?” he replied. He knew that due to the
fact that Adam had used his position in the police to keep watch on
me I was wary about new officers picking me up.

“Unless it’s
urgent, I’ll grab the bus,” I told him. I may have come a long way
with therapy, but I wasn’t quite ready to get in a police car with
someone I barely knew. No matter how much Mike trusted
them.

“Okay, I’ll
see if I can arrange to take you back when we’re done so you don’t
miss too much of your lesson,” he said.

We said our
goodbyes and then I hung up. I went back into the classroom making
as little noise as possible. The discussion was still in full
swing. I wrote a note to Kaolin, grabbed my stuff and slipped out
of the room as quietly as I’d come in.

The bus
arrived with a minute or so of me getting to the bus stop and I was
at the police station within about fifteen minutes. I headed to the
main reception area and waited behind a queue of people for my turn
to speak to whoever was manning the desk. I must have only waited
about three minutes before I was greeted by an old friend, Louise
Dyson, who’d also been promoted to Sergeant. It seemed that there
had been a lot of promotions in the last couple of months. She
smiled at me and without me saying a word, picked up the phone and
pressed Mike’s extension. After exchanging a few words with his
secretary, she put down the phone.

“DCI Clifford
will be down shortly, Tara,” she said. I returned her smile and
headed for one of the uncomfortable plastic seats in the waiting
area.

I could tell
that she wanted to chat. She’d been trying to catch me since I
started coming back after the whole Adam episode. I knew that she
meant well and just wanted to make sure I was coping okay, but I
just didn’t want to talk about it. I did enough talking with Clare,
my dad, Kaolin and even Mike. I saw no point in dredging up the
facts of it, which she knew anyway since she’d been directly
involved in catching Adam and rescuing me.

Thankfully,
it wasn’t long before Mike appeared, grinning at me. “Follow me,
Tara. I’m sure you know the way,” he said.

“Are you
still enjoying college?” Mike asked as we walked up the stairs and
along the corridor to his office. It was all very familiar to me,
but still I had to be accompanied. Adam had allowed me to make my
own way to Mike’s office a few times, but he’d had his own reasons
for that.

Since his
promotion, Mike had actually moved to a smaller office, but he
seemed to like it. He also had more paperwork to get through, which
he told me was one of the major downsides. Unfortunately, he’d kept
his current secretary, Holly, who still didn’t like me. She had
thawed towards me slightly after the whole Adam business but she
still didn’t like to put me through to Mike, even when I said it
was urgent. She was a short, small woman who wore ugly glasses. She
had greying hair that she tried to dye to what I suspect was its
original colour. I only knew that it was greying because she didn’t
always manage to hide all of it. She was in her late forties and
looked it.

Mike opened
the door to his office and asked Holly to bring us some tea. She
smiled at him and glared at me. Like I said, she’s warmed to me a
little, but I don’t think she’ll ever totally thaw out. I don’t
think she likes the fact that I can do whatever I want in regards
to Mike and she still has to follow the rules. It’s a sign that
I’ve grown up a lot in the past few months because I often resist
the urge to poke my tongue out at her, or roll my eyes when she
says something. I figured that I needed to stay on her good
side.

Anyway, Mike
left the door open as he led the way into his office. I took a seat
in the comfortable chair on my side of his desk and Mike sat in his
usual spot. He waited to speak. He was probably waiting for Holly
to come in with the drinks and then close the door behind her. His
superiors knew that he used me to help with cases, but like Dad, he
felt that the less people know about my gift, the better. Given my
recent history, that wasn’t a bad thing.

This was only
the third or fourth time I’d been in his new office. The walls were
pretty plain as far as decorations went. He did have framed
certificates about his achievements during his career, and there
was some nondescript artwork hanging on his walls. His desk faced
his door and behind him was a row of windows. Personally, I thought
his last office was more him, but as I said, Mike seemed to like
it. I was also sure that once he’d been using it for more than a
few months, he would add his own personal touches to the whole
room.

“So,” Mike
asked. “How is college?” I realised that I hadn’t answered him the
first time he asked and figured that he was trying to make
conversation until we could get down to business, as it
were.

“I’m really
enjoying it,” I replied. “I love the courses I’m doing. I love
having friends, and I’m even getting used to Dad not being there
twenty-four/seven.”

“I guess he
must travel a lot with his new album, huh?” Mike said.

“Yeah, you
won’t believe this, but he actually forgot that my birthday is on
Saturday,” I told him. It was weird that I could talk to Mike as if
he was one of my friends, but that was the good part about our
relationship. He’d always been someone I could open up
to.

“Oh, Tara,
I’m sorry. I’m sure it wasn’t intentional,” Mike said,
sympathetically.

“I know it
wasn’t. I was just… ugh, I was hoping he’d let me have a party, but
he nixed that idea because he’d going to be away from Friday to
Sunday AND he’s not even gotten me a present yet!” I said, aware
that I was moaning like a small child who had just been told she
couldn’t have ice cream for dinner.

“I’m sure
he’ll make it up to you, just give him time.”

“I might just
have the party anyway,” I said, instantly regretting it. Mike may
be my friend, but he was also my dad’s friend and wouldn’t
necessarily keep that between the two of us. “Please don’t tell
Dad.”

Mike looked
at me seriously. “Okay, I won’t, but you have to promise me that if
you have the party and if things get out of control, you’ll call
me. And try and ask again for his permission? Maybe when he’s got a
bit of free time to actually talk about it?” Mike said. See, this
is why I loved the guy. He allowed me to do these things, and he
saw the arguments from both sides. I nodded my agreement as Holly
arrived. She put both the cups of Mike’s desk and left, closing the
door behind her.

“Right, what
have you got for me?” I asked him once the door was
closed.

“A murder,”
Mike said.

“Yeah, I
guessed that!” I said, laughing. They didn’t usually call me in to
solve a robbery!

“A man,
Andrew Martin, was killed by a blow to the head. There was some
evidence of forced entry, but nothing seems to have been taken and
so we’re unsure on the motive. If you could give us anything, that
would be great. We think whatever the weapon was, they took it with
them because we couldn’t find it at the scene,” Mike said, all
business. “He was clutching his house keys when he
died.”

Mike opened
his bottom drawer and grabbed two pairs of latex gloves, one pair
each. Once we were both suited up so to speak, he pulled out a
clear evidence bag. He signed the bag, broke the seal and handed
the keys over to me. I took hold of them and everything went
black.

Andrew Martin
was a tall, skinny, black man. He’d been driving to work when he
realised that he’d left his briefcase in the dining room. He turned
the car around and headed back home.

He realised
something was wrong when he found the front door ajar; he called
out, “Honey? Did you forget something too?” When he got no
response, he headed into the hallway, looking for his wife. It was
then that he noticed that the place was a mess. There were papers
everywhere, the glass cabinet that held his wife’s collection of
dolls from around the world was smashed open, and some of the dolls
were strewn across the floor.

The TV had
been unplugged and was flat on the floor with the screen facing the
carpet. He didn’t know what had happened, but he decided that he
needed to call the police before he touched anything. He grabbed
his mobile from his suit pocket and dialled the first two nines.
Before he could press it a third time, he heard a noise.

“Is that you
Martha?” he called out, praying that he wife was out of the house,
and her and his children were okay. He got no response. He kept the
phone in his hand and continued to walk through the living room and
into the kitchen, which was also a mess. Again, he heard a noise,
like breaking glass.

He put the
mobile on the kitchen counter and made his way to the stairs. It
sounded like whoever was making the noise was in his upstairs
office. They were probably after the safe. He climbed the stairs
two at a time, his heart beating fast and his breath coming quicker
with each step. He’d never really felt fear like this before. He
just needed to know that his children, and his wife were okay, then he
was going to get the hell out of there. Possessions could be
replaced, lives couldn’t.

“Martha?” he
said again, though he knew that if his wife was there and able to
answer, she already would’ve. He entered the office door and saw
that the safe door was wide open. He ran quickly to check every
room upstairs, but when he got to the master bedroom, he saw a man
that didn’t belong there.

“Who are you?
Where’s my family?” he demanded. The man was tall, thin, and white.
He had track marks visible on his arms. He was also holding a
bat.

“Just turn
around and forget I was here. Go about your day as if you didn’t
see me, and then everyone will be fine,” the man replied. He had a
hint of an Irish accent when he spoke.

“Where are my
family?” Andrew demanded.

“They’re not
here, lad. Turn around and leave,” the man replied, his voice
sounding desperate. “I don’t wanna hurt ya.”

Andrew turned
around and fumbled for his phone. He remembered that it was on the
kitchen counter. So he left his bedroom and headed back down the
stairs. The other man stayed in the bedroom and from what he could
hear, Andrew thought he must be ransacking his wife’s
jewellery.

Once he was
back in the kitchen, he grabbed his phone and pressed the last
nine, before pressing the green button to connect the call. He said
“Police” when the operator asked which service he would require. He
never saw the Irish man bring down the bat to his head.

He fell to
the ground after the first blow, but the attacker wouldn’t stop. He
just kept hitting him with the bat until Andrew drew his last
breath and died.

I opened my
eyes to the familiar scene of Mike standing above me. One of these
days I would lie on the floor *before* he handed me the trigger so
that I didn’t do myself an injury. Mike helped me to my feet and we
both took our seats. He didn’t need to say anything, I knew what he
needed.

“It was a
robbery; I think the man who killed Andrew must have panicked
because he’d called the police. He killed him with a cricket bat or
something similar. All I know about the suspect is that he was
tall, thin as a rake, white and had track marks on his arms. Also
he had a bit of an Irish accent. Does that help?” I
asked.

“It gives us
somewhere to start, thanks Tara,” Mike replied, having written down
everything I’d said. I stood up, downed the rest of my tea and
picked up my bag.

“I best be
getting back, I don’t want to miss too much of my lesson,” I said,
hoping that Mike would remember his suggestion of giving me a lift
back to college. The bus would get me there, but I’d already been
at the station for an hour and I didn’t want to miss the rest of
History. Kaolin would’ve taken copious notes, that I was sure of,
but I actually liked my college lessons and I didn’t want to miss
out.

“Sure thing,
Tara. Your dad must feel strange hearing you talk about wanting to
go to lessons,” he said, joking. “I’ll just grab my keys and I can
drop you back off at Sanford. We’ll probably be in time for the
start of your next lesson.”

“Thanks,
Mike.” I waited patiently while he wrote a few notes, drank his tea
in a few gulps, and then stood up. I was just glad that given the
time, I would make it back to college for the tail end of the short
break period before rejoining my class for the rest of the
discussion.

Yup, things
sure have changed around here.
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​ I managed to get back in time to rejoin the class before the
five minute break was over. I spent the next hour learning more
about the French Revolution that I had ever known before. It was
awesome. In my GCSE classes on History we never went into as much
detail as we were doing now for our A-levels. I was really pleased
that I’d decided to take the chance and actually do them in the
first place.

Once History
finished, I headed off to have lunch with everyone except Kaolin,
Jen, and Evelyn. They all had a double period of Psychology and
would have to eat lunch at a later time. Thankfully, I now had a
free period before my Law lesson, which would then bring me to the
end of the day. Normally, that would mean heading home, but I had
my appointment with Clare on Wednesdays and so I’d have to get over
to her office once I was done at college.

We all headed
down to the cafeteria to try and find a table where we could eat in
peace. Since Lilly was joining us, we needed to grab a table that
she could actually use. Thankfully, it seemed that a lot of people
had had their lunch period while we’d all been in our respective
classes. Cindy had arrived during the last part of our History
lesson.

We all took a
seat at the table, and started getting out our lunches. I saw that
Nate was trying to decide if he should approach us and ask to join
us. He was waiting for Gareth, who had class.

“Hey, Nate,
come over,” I said, speaking loud enough to be heard over the
general chatter of the cafeteria. I could see my friends all
watching me. I knew what they were looking for, confirmation that I
also had a crush on him since it was common knowledge how he felt
about me.

I decided to
put a stop to that and once Nate had taken a seat, I said, “I know
how it feels to be eating alone, that’s all. This is nothing more
than a friendly gesture.” He grinned at me and I could see that
Lilly and Cindy were not buying that for a second. Marie on the
other hand seemed to think it was a reasonable explanation. Where
was Kaolin when I needed her?

“So, what
lesson do you have later, Tara?” Nate asked. I could see that he
was trying to make nice conversation so that he’d find out more
about me. That was fine, I just drew the line at
stalking.

“Law,” I
replied. I figured if I kept my answers short, then maybe he’d get
the message and stop asking.

“Oh, that’s
interesting. You plan to join the police, right?” he
asked.

I could feel
myself start to panic in a way that I hadn’t done for a long time.
How did he know that? Was he stalking me as well? Okay, I said to
myself, deep breaths, there has to be legitimate and innocent
explanation.

“How did you
know about that?” I asked, cautiously.

“I think I
mentioned it to Gareth,” Lilly said. “We were talking and I
mentioned that a lot of people know what they want to do with their
lives when they choose their A-levels. I used you as an example, as
well as myself and Jen.”

“Oh, right,”
I said, feeling my cheeks flush. It was a totally innocent and
legitimate reason.

“Is it not
true?” Nate asked, smiling at me.

“No, Lilly’s
right. I do plan to join the police force when I’ve done my
A-levels,” I replied.

It was weird.
I was messed up because of what Adam had put me through and believe
me, if Nate had also decided that it was romantic to leave me
little psychotic notes then I’d never speak to him again. However,
I did feel different when I spent time with him.

“So, what do
you plan to do after college?” I asked Nate. I was aware that I was
limiting the conversation to just him and I, so I said to the rest
of the table: “All of you, do any of you have plans for after
college?”

Lilly smiled.
“You know I plan to go to university and get a degree and then
become a lawyer. We’ve talked about this before,” she told me,
grinning at me.

“I know, just
making conversation,” I said, trying to hide my
embarrassment.

“It’s okay,”
Lilly said, giving me another smile. She put her hand on my arm and
whispered to me, “I’ve been there, just go with it. Also try to be
nice to the guy?”

I nervously
nodded at her.

It seemed
though that everyone else at the table was oblivious to my
embarrassment, and the short conversation I’d had with Lilly,
because they were all in deep discussion about life after college.
I realised that it was a strange conversation to have while we were
only in our first term of our A-levels, but it had gotten the focus
off Nate and his crush on me (and apparently my whatever on him
too).

The rest of
the lunch period went by quickly without me making any more faux
pas regarding Nate. I was desperate to get to Law, get through the
lesson and out of college so that I could confer with Kaolin about
feelings and such. She may not have dated anyone while I knew her,
but she was a peek and had probably been one throughout her time at
school. Maybe she had some kind of experience in these matters and
would be able to tell me if I was being completely crazy, or if it
was something that normally happened.

Either way,
not much happened between lunch, Law and then home time. I would’ve
normally caught the bus home or met Kaolin outside, and gone to her
place or out into town for a drink. However, since it was
Wednesday, and I had an appointment to see Clare, none of those
options were available to me. I guess talking to Kaolin would have
to wait until I got home and was able to catch her
online.

Clare’s
office was in the centre of town, so it was only about a ten minute
bus ride from college. It worked fine for me because I never had to
wait too long for a bus when I wanted to get home or to
college.

I arrived at
Clare’s office with five minutes to spare before my appointment.
That was another thing that had changed in the past few months. I
found that I hated to be late; I didn’t want to get to college
late, so I’d got up earlier. I don’t know if it was because I
actually looked forward to college and so I didn’t mind the early
wake up or if it was because I now have friends who I could hang
out with. Either way, Kaolin now spends less time complaining about
me being late to everything, and I don’t get told off by Dad for
wasting Clare’s time.

Clare’s
office had a small waiting room and in all the times I’d been there
I had never really seen many people actually waiting. There were
usually parents there who’d be waiting for their offspring to come
out of their session, but other than that it was usually pretty
empty. Clare had a lovely receptionist who worked at a beautifully
made wooden desk. I don’t know enough about interior design to say
who made it, but it looked really nice. The walls were all painted
in pastel colours – the waiting room was a yellow pastel. I figured
that was down to wanting to have a calming effect on
patients.

Her office
was actually a lovely pastel shade of purple. She had photographs
framed on the walls and the odd art piece. Her desk was also
beautifully made, and probably by the same people that did the one
her receptionist had. The chair I usually sat in was comfy but
there was no sofa for me to lounge on and spill my innermost
thoughts. Clare liked to keep it informal and would keep notes of
what was said, but I don’t know where she kept the patient files
and I’d never seen a filing cabinet. Dad had been sure to check
everything about Clare and her career and counselling out. He’d
been happy to trust my mental health to this woman and that was
good enough for me. In the weeks that following my abduction and
subsequent rescue, I’d been desperate to just feel like my normal
self again. Clare helped me to do that and in my book, that made
her okay.

I took a seat
in the waiting room, where there was a couple probably waiting for
their child to finish with Clare. I didn’t bother to check in with
her receptionist. She knew me well enough and she would just mark
on the computer that I’d arrived. I was tempted to look through the
trashy magazines, but before I could choose one to entertain myself
with, the door opened and someone came out. I’d been right that the
couple were waiting for them, because they stood up and headed
towards the receptionist to make a follow up
appointment.

Clare caught
my eye and nodded; this usually meant that she was ready for me.
So, I got up, grabbed my bag and followed her into her office. I
wondered what things I would discover about myself in today’s
session. I just hoped that she wouldn’t push me to talk about my
mum again. I hated that. She did not, and had no reason to, know
about my gift, and so she didn’t realise how messed up I was about
having seen my mother die over and over,

I took a deep
breath as I reached the chair I normally sat in and then sunk into
it. Letting out the breath, I made myself comfortable and psyched
myself up for delving into things that I just did not want to
discuss.

Yay! Therapy
day.
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“So, how’s this week been, Tara?” Clare asked
once she had sat down and gotten all her stuff ready. There was a
notebook resting on her knee, she had her legs crossed, one over
the other. Her pen was poised, ready to start taking notes and she
was wearing her glasses, which she didn’t always do. They were
attached to a chain that she wore around her neck. She was in her
mid thirties (I never asked exactly because that would just be
rude), medium height, skinny with dark brown skin. She had natural
black hair. I sometimes wondered how she managed to stay so skinny
because she always seemed to have a glass of sweets on her desk and
she picked at them occasionally..

Today she was
wearing a red top, and a black skirt. She always wanted to look
like she was both professional, and approachable since she
specialised in dealing with children and trauma.

I guess
that’s what you’d call what I went through – trauma. I didn’t like
calling it that, but I was seeing a counsellor, so I guess I
already had issues.

“It’s been
fine,” I said, trying to think back to anything that had happened
that would make sure we steered clear of my mother
issues.

“Have you had
any problems? Anything you’d like to discuss?” she said. It was how
we normally began our sessions. She’d open the floor up to what *I*
wanted to talk about, but then we’d end up talking about my mum and
her death no matter how much I didn’t want to talk about
it.

“My dad
forgot my birthday, and he won’t let me have a party since he’s
going to be out of town this weekend,” I replied. I hoped that we
could then spend the hour discussing how life had changed (knew
that) and how much my dad cared for me (knew that also) instead of
anything to do with my actual issues or the fact that I still woke
up sometimes sweating and petrified after what had happened in
May.

“That must
have been quite upsetting,” Clare said.

“Yeah, but
like I said last time I was here, everything has changed. It’s like
the world got turned upside down. I don’t see Dad half as much as I
used to. I enjoy college and everything to do with that. I have
this group of friends who are awesome and still, I can’t seem to
just move on from what happened,” I replied.

“With Adam,
you mean?”

“Yeah. I
mean, there’s this guy at college. He’s asked me out, but the
thought of it just breaks me out in a cold sweat,” I said. I would
just like to point out that I hadn’t planned to talk to Clare about
this. She had this way of making me want to open up. I have yet to
figure out how she does it.

“That’s
understandable, Tara. You were stalked and that’s a terrifying
experience. Add to that the fact that it was done in a way that was
frighteningly similar to the events preceding your mother’s death
and it’s not surprising that the thought of dating upsets
you.”

“I just, I
don’t know if what I feel is normal anymore,” I admitted. “I don’t
even know if I like it, I don’t know if I even want to date him,
but the whole thought of being alone with him scares me. Don’t get
me wrong, he’s done nothing but respect my boundaries and made
conversation with me. I just, I don’t know.” Maybe it was for the
best that I was discussing all of this rather than letting it
fester inside of me.

“I think,
Tara, that maybe you’re putting a bit too much pressure on
yourself. You just went through a highly traumatic period in your
life. It’s not something that you just ‘snap out of’ in a few days,
or weeks, months or even years. You have to allow yourself the time
to recover,” Clare said, and it made sense. She was right. I *was*
expecting things to just return to how they had been. I was even a
little angry at myself for not just going back to ‘normal’, but I
guess it’d be a while until I returned to something resembling my
own self.

We spent the
rest of the time discussing the nightmares I was still having and
talking about Dad and his career and all the changes that were
happening in my life, seemingly all at the same time. Clare told me
that although the majority of the changes were positive ones, they
hadn’t helped me recover to the extent that I felt normal because
normal had changed too.

Once my hour
was up, I grabbed my things and headed home. I didn’t know if Dad
was going to be around because it would depend on his schedule.
Although I had a regular routine, with college and Clare and
hanging out with my friends and such, Dad’s changed
daily.

I opened the
front door and headed towards the kitchen. I made tea and called
out that I was home, half expecting there to be no
reply.

So, I was not
only surprised when I got a response, but when Dad came in from the
garden, “Hey, Tara, did you have a good day?” he asked, taking off
his wellies.

“What were
you doing out there?” I asked, totally ignoring his
question.

“I was
checking on the garden,” he replied, as if it was the most normal
thing in the world.

“Why?” I
replied.

“It’s rained
a lot and I wanted to make sure everything was still going okay.
Stop looking at me like I’ve grown two heads,” Dad said. “I had a
spare few minutes and wanted to check on the garden.”

“It’s not
like the rain would have made it disappear or blow away,” I said,
raising one eyebrow as I looked at him.

“How was your
day, Tara?” Dad said, giving me a look that told me the previous
topic of conversation was over.

“It was
fine,” I replied.

“Did you talk
with Clare?”

“Don’t I
always?”

“No need to
be sarcastic, Tara,” Dad said, giving me a stern look. I felt the
urge to point out that it wasn’t sarcasm, but from the look on his
face I guessed he already knew that.

“Okay, well,
do you want tea?” I said, just as the kettle boiled. I had put
enough water into it for two cups of tea just in case.

“Sure, you
sit down and I’ll finish that. I wanted to talk to you anyway,” he
said. I raised my eyebrows and wondered if he was up to something,
but I decided that since he was offering to make the tea, I could
let whatever it was slide for the moment.

I sat down at
the table, in my usual spot and waited while Dad busied himself
with the tea. “I’ve been thinking,” he said, turning around and
putting a cup in front of me. He took his own to his end of the
table and sank into a seat. “It’s about your birthday.”

“Yeah?” I
asked. Maybe he was going to let me have that party after all. I
was trying not to plan too far in advance before I’d got his actual
approval.

“I still
don’t want you to have that party while I’m away,” he said,
smiling. “However, maybe we could do something when I get
back?”

“Like what?”
I asked, cautiously. I was hoping that whatever he suggested
involved having my friends come round and celebrate. I know it
wouldn’t be my actual birthday, but a party is a party no matter
when it happens.

“I was
thinking I could take you out to dinner with Jon and take you to an
album launch?” he said. What?! Why on earth did he think *that*
would appeal to me?

“Dad, I want
to celebrate with my friends. Can I just have a party here when
you’re home?” I asked. I was trying to let him down easy. I know he
was trying his best, but he was seriously lacking in the
inspiration department.

“I don’t
think that’s such a good idea, Tara.”

“Why
not?”

“I don’t mind
if Kaolin was to come over, but I don’t even know any of your
college friends. I don’t know that it would be a good idea to have
them all here. I’d rather meet them all first. Why don’t you just
have a night in with Kaolin or something?” he asked. I had to stop
myself from shouting at him. I was trying to keep my cool, but it
was proving to be difficult.

“Okay,” I
said. “Firstly, you don’t know any of them because you’ve not been
here to meet them. Second, a party usually means more than one
person, and I finally have friends now. I’m asking you for one
thing. You can make it my present if it’s that big of a deal. I
just want to have some people round, watch a DVD. I’m not talking
about vodka shots and snorting heroin!”

“Tara…” Dad
warned, but it was too late, I was off.

“I’ve have
had a really rough couple of months. I’ve done all you’ve asked of
me. I’m at college. I’ve made friends. I’m even in freaking therapy
and you can’t even allow me to celebrate the fact that I am still
alive, and turning seventeen?!” I ranted. I was pissed. “You are
*never* here. I get it, you’ve got your career and it took off more
than either one of us could have planned. I don’t begrudge you
that, but come on, Dad. You forgot my freaking birthday, you’re not
even going to *be* here and you’re kicking up a fuss about me
wanting to have a few friends round?!”

“Tara, I
just…” Dad said, trying to calm the anger that was erupting from
me.

“No! Just no!
I’ve had it, okay. You bugger off and have your meeting or whatever
and I’ll just stay in my room and have my birthday on my own!” I
snapped.

I pushed my
chair back, knocking my tea in the process. The cup wobbled and it
spilt some tea on the table. I turned, stomped up the stairs to my
room and slammed the door. Screw him and his plans. I would have my
own sodding birthday however I pleased. After all, he wasn’t going
to be here, so why would he even care?
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​ I ended up staying in my room and heading to bed at some
point. My alarm went off at seven am. I wanted to roll over and
sleep because I felt like I was still in a horrible mood, but then
I remembered that it was Thursday.

The only good
thing I could think of was that my first lessons were Sociology
which meant I would have some time to talk with Kaolin about
everything that was going on. I was still getting used to the fact
that I have other people to confide in and that I wouldn’t be with
Kaolin all through the day.

I got out of
bed and grabbed some clothes to wear. I headed to the bathroom, had
a quick shower and got dressed. It was times like these that I was
happy to have short hair. It would dry quickly and probably before
I even had to leave for college. Everyone would be in this morning.
All my friends (and Nate and Gareth) and maybe they’d be able to
help me shake off the foul mood.

I headed
downstairs and found Dad at the kettle making tea for the both of
us. Well, he could try to extend the hand of friendship, but I
wasn’t shaking it right now. I said nothing to him as I poured
myself some cereal, sat at the table and ate. I had my mobile next
to me and busied myself with pretending to be reading some texts.
Normally he would’ve said something about not using my mobile while
we ate, but I got the impression that he knew I was not in the mood
for any crap.

Don’t get me
wrong here, I’m *glad* that Dad is back in his career. It means
that he’s spending less time worrying about me and what I’m up to.
However, I’ve been trying for the past few months to not only get
my head on straight but to try and still have some semblance of a
relationship with my dad. I was done, the ball was in his court and
I was staying out of it until he could see that it was all me
giving and him taking. I got it, he was busy, and he had never
forgotten my birthday before (that I’m aware of) and he would make
it up to me. At this point, it wasn’t even about the party. Screw
the party. I just wanted some acknowledgement that I was making big
changes in my life – for the better – and that I was damn well near
an adult. It was time he started to treat me like one.

I sat in
silence, ate my breakfast and said nothing to Dad before getting my
bag and everything together to leave for the bus to college. Dad
knew my college schedule so he knew that I had double lessons back
to back and wouldn’t be home until later. Usually, due to his
schedule changing so much, now would be the time that he’d tell me
when to expect him. I don’t really know if he tried, because I
didn’t give him much of a chance. I just left and went to get the
bus. That may have been petty, it may have been childish, but I was
still pissed off and I felt I had every right to be.

I got to
college with time to spare. Kaolin was stood in our usual spot,
talking with Evelyn. I looked around for Marie, but she wasn’t
there. That was a bit unusual because she had both lessons with me
today so she would’ve normally been on time ready and raring to go.
I put it to the back of my mind and headed over to join my friends.
I could see Gareth and Nate stood together talking, and glancing in
the direction of Kaolin and me, once they saw I’d
arrived.

“I am so glad
to see you,” I said to Kaolin. I resisted the urge to hug her
because that would have just been weird and totally not something I
would usually do.

“Arguing with
your dad still?” she asked, giving me a look I knew all too well.
Kaolin is my best friend, she knows me better than anyone, and
she’d been by my side through thick and thin. She could practically
read me like a book.

“He doesn’t
want me to have the party. He offered to take me and you out to
dinner with his agent and go to some random album launch,” I told
her, rolling my eyes. I realised then that I hadn’t even greeted
Evelyn and I felt rude. “Sorry, Evelyn, hi, how’s you?” I
said.

She laughed.
“It’s alright, Tara, I know you weren’t ignoring me. We all have
friends who know us better. After all, it’s only been what? A month
since we started hanging out? I don’t expect to know all your dark
secrets, at least not yet!”

See, this is
why I like her, and the other people I hung around with; they got
that I wasn’t used to having friends. They knew who my father was,
and what he did for a living. They got that I didn’t need people
asking about him and wanting to go off to parties to meet teeny
bopping boy bands. I needed people who wanted to hang around with
me, for me, for my winning personality! (Stop laughing!)
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