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    For Ruby, 

Because the future is completely unpredictable, full of sudden surprises, and occasionally a little bit messy—but I know you're going to navigate it brilliantly. Never be afraid to make a splash.

-- Daddy

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Life can only be understood backwards; but it must be lived forwards... which is an absolute logistical nightmare if you already know what's happening on Tuesday."

 — Adapted from Søren Kierkegaard (and an exhausted twelve-year-old)
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​I Gotta Feelin
(Black Eyed Peas)
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Being psychic is an absolute scam.

If you watch films, read comic books, or spend any amount of time watching American cartoons, you'd think that seeing the future is a glamorous, high-stakes lifestyle. I guess you imagine it involves stopping organised bank robberies, dodging green lasers in slow motion, or knowing exactly when a cackling supervillain’s gonna start droning on about his secret weapon. You'd expect dramatic thunderclaps. You’d expect flowing capes. At the very least, you'd expect to be able to guess the winning lottery numbers so you could buy a private island and a lifetime supply of pick-and-mix.

In reality, it means knowing when to step out of the way of a minor administrative headache.

I should know. I'm Daisy Higgins. I'm twelve, and my superpower is a profound, spectacular disappointment.

I don’t get visions of impending global doom. I don't get urgent, crackling messages from the cosmos about the fate of the universe. Instead, I get very specific, useless glimpses into the most boring events imaginable.

When I was eight, I had a terrifying, sweat-inducing nightmare that Mrs. Gable, my primary school teacher, was gonna split her trousers right down the middle seam. Three days later, during an enthusiastic demonstration of a star jump in PE, there was a noise like a bedsheet tearing in half, and poor Mrs. Gable had to spend the rest of the afternoon walking backwards. The number of people she bumped into was hilarious.

When I was ten, I woke up screaming because I dreamt the school dining hall was gonna run out of potato wedges before the bell even rang for second sitting. It was a tragedy, yes, but hardly something that required supernatural intervention. I just took a packed lunch that day and saw the chaos unfold from the safety of the playground.

Having magical foresight in a place where nothing exciting ever happens is like owning a million-pound turbocharged sports car that you're only allowed to drive up and down your own driveway at three miles an hour. It’s infuriating.

It really doesn't help that my mediocre power is a perfect flawless match for my mediocre town.

I live in Brimsea. Brimsea is a British seaside town built on the concept of disappointment. We don't have golden sands or warm, tropical breezes. We have a beach made of sharp, ankle-breaking pebbles, and a wind that blows directly off the North Sea with the sole intention of freezing your ears off. The sky in Brimsea operates on a permanent colour palette that ranges from 'light grey' to 'angry dark grey', and the whole place always smells like a mix of rotting seaweed and vinegar from the chip shop.

Our most exciting local attraction is the pier, which is not so exciting. It's a long piece of damp, splintering wood stretching out into the murky water. At the end of the pier sits 'Captain Jack's Treasure Cove', a depressing amusement arcade where the carpet is sticky and the music is too loud. The 2p coin-pusher machines in Captain Jack’s haven't moved since 2018. If you try to complain to the teenager working in the prize booth, he stares at you without blinking until you feel awkward and walk away.

That's my world. And navigating it with a faulty crystal ball in my head is exhausting.

The biggest problem—aside from the sheer, mind-numbing boredom of the visions—is that knowing what will happen and knowing when it'll happen are two different things. That's the tricky part of what I call the Three Day Rule.

Whenever I have one of these weird, blurry prediction dreams, it always, without fail, comes true three days later. It gives me enough time to get anxious about it, but never enough actual, concrete information to fix the problem. I’d love the visions to make sense, but they don’t. To nail the exact timing of the event, I have to wait for the Warning.

Which brings us to a bleak, drizzly Tuesday morning at Brimsea Academy.

The corridors of my school at eight-forty in the morning smelled of boiled cabbage, really strong floor wax, and damp woollen blazers. The hallway was a chaotic, shouting crush of three hundred year-eights trying to exist in a space designed for about fifty people.

To my left, a number of boys were arguing about a football match that happened three weeks ago, acting like they'd actually been on the pitch. To my right, two girls were trying to apply thick layers of strawberry lip gloss while walking, resulting in a look that was more 'clown college' than 'glamorous teenager'. And everywhere I looked, there were panicked students balancing their planners against the walls, trying to copy French homework they really should've done on Sunday night. There was even a Year Nine kid by the water fountain trying to sell multipack Monster Munch at a fifty-pence markup.

I leaned against the sticky, painted brick wall outside the science lab, ticking off the morning's impending events in my mind while peeling an over-ripe satsuma.

I was wearing my standard uniform: a navy-blue blazer that was too big in the shoulders, a pleated skirt that flat-out refused to sit straight, and a pair of sensible, scuff-resistant school shoes. My hair, which I like to claim is styled in a 'careless-chic' manner, but is actually a chaotic bird's nest of brown waves, was tied back in a messy ponytail. I was also wearing one blue sock and one black sock. I didn't wear odd socks because I was trying to be quirky; I wore them because I'd dreamt I was gonna step in a massive, muddy puddle by the bike sheds later today. There was no point in ruining a matching pair if it was inevitable.

I popped a segment of satsuma into my mouth. It was a normal, boring Tuesday.

And then, I felt it.

A weird, staticky fizz popped just behind my left ear. It was a targeted physical sensation, as if someone had lit a tiny, invisible sparkler inside my skull or opened a fresh can of cheap, carbonated lemonade right next to my brain. It made tiny hairs on the back of my neck stand up.

It was followed by a dizzying, rushing wave of déjà vu that made the noisy corridor seem to warp and stretch around me.

The warning.

The Sunday morning dream was happening right this minute. I didn't need to check the clock. I was aware of the timeline. I had five seconds to act before the vision became reality.

I didn't panic. I didn't shout for everyone to take cover or sound the fire alarm. I just chewed my satsuma thoughtfully.

"Three," I muttered to myself, counting down the seconds in my head. I pushed off the damp wall, my school shoes squeaking against the waxed floorboards. "Two. One."

I took one casual, relaxed step to the left.

A second later, a tiny Year Seven boy hurtled around the corner like he was being chased by a pack of rabid, upset wolves.

I recognised him. His name was Jenkins, and at this moment in time he was experiencing the worst morning of his short academic career. He'd been roped into doing a favour for Mr. Vance, our always exhausted geography teacher, who always treated Year Sevens as free, gullible manual labour.

Jenkins was lugging a precarious, chin-high stack of about thirty-five thin, smooth exercise books. The tower of homework was wobbling with every frantic step he took. His striped school tie was flung over his shoulder, his blazer sleeves swallowed his hands whole, and his face was a bright, alarming shade of a ripe tomato.

Because the stack of books was so high, he was blinded to the world ahead of him. He was navigating the corridor in the hope that it was empty.

It wasn't.

As Jenkins rounded the corner at top speed, his left trainer came down hard on the floor. In fact, it came down on a rogue, rock-hard, fossilised piece of chewing gum that had been stuck to the floorboards since the late nineties.

The physics of what happened next were both tragic and beautiful.

His shoe gripped the gum. His forward momentum didn't stop.

Jenkins didn't fall. He flew through the air.

For a single, suspended second, he hung in the air, the terror in his eyes visible above the top of the exercise books. He looked like a cartoon character who'd run off the edge of a cliff but who had forgotten to look down.

Then, gravity remembered it existed.

The wobbly tower of homework exploded like a paper firework. Had I stayed where I was standing a second earlier, I would've been flattened by a tidal wave of flying geography essays. I would've been knocked flat on my back, covered in a bruise-inducing layer of hardback planners and lined paper detailed with badly drawn diagrams of oxbow lakes.

Instead, because of my unglamorous superpower, the exercise books rained down in a perfect, harmless, paper-flapping semi-circle around my feet. One of them, adorned with a doodle of a skateboarding dog, landed on the toe of my shoe.

Jenkins slid to a halt on his stomach across the waxed floorboards with a miserable, high-pitched squeak coming to a rest about three inches from the nearest bin.

The bustling corridor fell silent for about two seconds as everyone stopped to stare at the wreckage. Then, indifferent to his suffering, the Year Eights went right back to shouting about football and trying to buy Monster Munch.

I sighed, looking down at the massive pile of paper.

"You alright down there, Jenkins?" I asked, offering the boy my last piece of satsuma.

He blinked up at me from the floor, totally bewildered, his blazer collar popped up around his ears like that of a startled turtle. He looked at the satsuma, then at the massive radius of scattered books, and then at me.

"Fine! I'm fine!" he panicked, his voice cracking an entire octave. He scrambled to his feet, ignoring the fruit. "Nothing to see here! Total control!"

He dropped to his knees and started scooping up the slippery books by the armful, shoving them against his chest in a messy, crumpled pile. He didn't even bother trying to stack them neatly. He gathered them up like a frantic squirrel hoarding nuts for winter and scurried away down the corridor before a teacher could spot the chaos.

I sighed and tossed my satsuma peel into the bin next to me.

Like I said: an absolute scam. No applause. No medals from the mayor. Just avoiding a bruised shin on a Tuesday morning.

"Daisy!"

I didn't even need to turn around to know who that voice belonged to. My best friend was marching down the corridor towards me, parting the sea of chaotic Year Eights like an anxious snowplough.

"Oh no," I muttered to myself, turning to face the approaching storm.

Leo Abbott was my closest ally in the world, and also the single most stressful person to be around.

Leo was wearing his standard Brimsea Academy school uniform—dark trousers, white shirt, striped tie—but he'd added numerous tweaks for survival purposes.

To start with, he was wearing bright yellow, knee-high wellies that squeaked with every purposeful stride. Over his school blazer, he'd strapped on a thick, heavy-duty fishermen's raincoat that was designed to withstand a Category 5 hurricane in the middle of the Atlantic Ocean. The coat was an alarming shade of orange, featuring several reflective strips that blinded anyone who caught a glimpse of him under the fluorescent corridor lights.

Around his neck hung a thick red lanyard from which dangled an emergency whistle, a miniature compass, and a small waterproof torch.

To complete the apocalyptic aesthetic, he was clutching a massive golf umbrella to his chest like a medieval shield, ignoring the fact that we were inside a building with a solid, functioning roof.

"Morning, Leo," I said dryly, eyeing his knee-high wellies as he came to a halt in front of me. "Isn't it a bit dry for deep-sea fishing gear? The forecast said mild drizzle."

Leo stopped in front of me, his breathing heavy as if he'd run a marathon. His glasses were fogged up from the sheer body heat trapped inside his thermal layers.

"Don't talk to me about the Met Office forecast, Daisy," Leo hissed, his eyes darting nervously up and down the corridor. "The Met Office doesn't have access to your subconscious. You told me about the water dream Sunday morning. The three-day window is ending today. Don't try to gaslight me about the precipitation levels."

I winced, scratching the back of my neck. "I mean, I might've mentioned a splash, yeah. In passing."

"You said water, Daisy!" Leo argued, his voice rising in panic. He pointed a trembling finger at the ceiling tiles above us, like he expected the roof to cave in and drown us all at any given moment. "You sat in my kitchen, eating my mum's organic oat biscuits, and you definitely said you dreamed about water everywhere! And shouting!"

"I said it was blurry!" I defended myself.

"Blurry water is still wet, Daisy!" Leo adjusted his glasses, leaving a small smudge on the lens. "I've prepared for all eventualities. I've double-bagged my maths homework in industrial-strength plastic wallets. I'm wearing thermal waterproof trousers under my school trousers, which is causing me to overheat at an alarming rate. I have a self-inflating dinghy in my locker!"

I stared at him. "You don't have a dinghy in your locker, Leo. Your locker's barely big enough to fit your PE kit."

"It's a very compact dinghy," he insisted. "I used the hoover to vacuum seal it into a hyper-compressed plastic cube. It's wedged right behind my trainers. The point is, I'm ready. The real question is, are you?"

This was the downside of having a best friend who believed in my secret.

Most people, if you told them you were psychic, would laugh right in your face, or demand you tell them the winning numbers for the EuroMillions. When I let it slip to Leo in year five that I knew the class guinea pig was gonna escape three minutes before it happened, he didn't laugh. He didn't think it was a fun party trick. He calmly pulled out a notepad and asked me for a detailed threat assessment.

Leo treated my blurry, context-free dreams like high-level national security threats. He had to. 

His own home life was a chaotic, unpredictable whirlwind of his mother’s rotating health fads, sudden PTA emergencies, and dietary bans. To survive the constant upheaval, Leo had learned to categorise, predict, and control whatever he could.

To him, my brain wasn't a source of mild inconvenience; it was an early warning system for absolute disaster.

"Leo, I don't know if it's gonna rain," I said, starting to walk down the corridor so he'd have to follow me towards our form room. If we stood by the science labs any longer, a teacher was most likely gonna question his fisherman outfit. "Like I told you on Sunday, the dreams don't come with subtitles or an explanatory pamphlet. I saw a lot of water, a sudden splash, and someone yelling. That's it. It was so vague."

Leo stopped dead in his tracks, his rubber wellies squealing in protest against the floorboards. He planted his umbrella on the floor like a wizard's staff. A passing year-ten student had to swerve suddenly to avoid walking straight into the metal spokes, muttering under his breath as he passed.

"Someone yelling? Daisy! That elevates this from a weather event to a maritime disaster! Why didn't you emphasise the yelling?"

"Because people yell all the time, Leo! It’s a secondary school! The dinner ladies yell if you take too many chips!"

"What if it's not even rain?" Leo panicked, clutching the handle of his umbrella so tightly his knuckles went white. "What if the school swimming pool explodes?"

"We don't even have a swimming pool, Leo," I reminded him patiently. "The closest thing we have is the massive puddle that forms by the bike sheds when the drains get blocked."

"Then what if the plumbing in the boys' toilets backs up and causes a toxic, unsanitary flood?!" he countered, his eyes wide with horror at his own imagination. "I'm not equipped for biological hazards, Daisy! My wellies are only rated for standard puddle depth! If there's a toxic tsunami, I'm gonna need to build a barricade!"

"There isn't gonna be a toxic tsunami," I sighed, pushing open the heavy wooden double doors to our form room. "And I doubt the toilets are gonna explode. You’re overthinking it. You're always overthinking it."

"I'm not thinking about it enough!" he argued, waddling into the classroom behind me.

Because he was wearing thick, waterproof sailing trousers underneath his trousers, his legs looked like they'd been inflated with a bike pump. They made a horrible, loud swish-swish, rustle-rustle noise with every single step he took, sounding like someone was crinkling a giant packet of crisps right next to my ears.

Several heads turned to look at us as we entered, but nobody said anything. Leo’s eccentricities were pretty well documented among our year-group. Most people assumed he was involved in an extreme outdoor after-school survival club.

"This is why your power is an absolute nightmare," Leo hissed, keeping his voice low as we navigated the rows of desks. "It's all suspense and zero answers. You give me a puzzle with half the pieces missing, throw the box in the bin, and then tell me to 'see what happens'. It's terrible for my blood pressure, Daisy. I’m twelve. I shouldn't have blood pressure issues."

He had a point. My ‘power’ had zero respect for my mental wellbeing. The universe was playing a continuous, stressful cosmic prank on me, handing me half-finished puzzles and expecting me to somehow prevent a disaster.

We took our usual seats near the back of the classroom, right next to the radiator that was blasting heat out at a million degrees centigrade.

Mr. Vance, our exhausted form tutor, was sitting at his desk at the front of the room. He was staring blankly at his computer screen and sipping terrible, instant coffee out of a battered travel mug. He gave the impression that he was regretting his career choices, or at least regretting not going to bed earlier.

"Right, settle down, year eight," Mr. Vance said, his voice devoid of any enthusiasm. "Listen for your names. Abbott, Leo."

"Present, sir. And alert," Leo stated with far too much enthusiasm.

Mr.Vance didn't take his eyes away from the register. He sighed, like he didn't have the energy to question it. "Fascinating. Carmichael, Beatrice."

"Present, sir!" a sharp, loud voice called from the front row.

Beatrice Carmichael, the Head Girl and my absolute nemesis, sat with her posture straight, her uniform immaculate, and her colour-coded planner open on her desk. She had five different highlighters lined up in front of her, parallel to one another. I glared at her back. Her braided hair was so perfect it was as if she had her own personal hairstylist living with her. She was the kind of person who reminded teachers to set homework, and I disliked her with a passion.

As Mr. Vance droned on through the register, Leo sat upright at his desk beside me. He hadn't taken his heavy raincoat off. He had his massive umbrella resting against his knee, one hand gripping the handle, ready to deploy it at a moment's notice. He kept tilting his head back, his eyes shifting across the polystyrene ceiling tiles, scanning the room for any signs of a structural leak or impending flood.

"Any news on the water?" he whispered out of the corner of his mouth, not taking his eyes off a particularly suspicious-looking brown stain near the fluorescent lights.

"I can't summon a replay of the dream on command, Leo," I whispered back, unzipping my backpack and pulling my pencil case out. "It doesn't work like a streaming service. It'll happen when it happens. Just... maybe take the hood down? You're sweating so much that your glasses are fogged. You look like you've gotten trapped in a sauna and can't find the door."

Leo pulled his bright yellow raincoat hood even tighter around his face, pulling the drawstrings until only his nose and fogged up glasses were visible.

"I'll take the hood down when the threat is neutralised, Daisy," he muttered, his voice muffled by the thick waterproof material. "Constant vigilance is the only thing keeping us alive."

I shook my head, pulled a pen out of my case, and opened my notebook to a blank page.

Having a useless, annoying superpower was bad enough. But having a best friend who treated my boring, everyday life like an explosive action movie was exhausting.

I rested my chin on my hand and stared out of the rain-streaked window. All I wanted was to get through a single Tuesday without anyone drowning, exploding, or causing a maritime disaster in the science block.

But with my luck, the universe probably had other plans.
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​Sweet Dreams (Are Made Of This)
(Eurythmics)

[image: ]




The dream started the way all my worst nightmares start: with terrible, terrible music.

It was the kind of loud, thumping bass that vibrates through your body and into your teeth. DJ Dave, Brimsea Academy’s resident tragic entertainer, was playing an outdated dance remix of a pop song from five years' ago. The school’s assembly hall was unrecognisable, plunged into darkness and sliced up by cheap, swirling purple and green laser lights that moved way too fast.

I was standing near the double doors, wearing my nice, sensible, dark blue skater dress. Everything seemed fine. I wasn't falling off a cliff. I wasn't forgetting my lines in a play. I was just standing there, minding my own business.

Then, the universe decided to drop the hammer.

In the dream, it all happened in a terrifying, slow-motion sequence, like an action film where the hero is about to get hit by a bus. But instead of a bus, it was an absolute tidal wave of junk food and humiliation.

I took a step forward on the newly polished floorboards.

My right foot didn't grip the floor. It didn't squeak. Instead, it hit something smooth and frictionless. I looked down, the disco lights flashing across my shoes, and saw the culprit. It was a massive, glowing pile of crushed cheese puffs.

Neon orange, weaponised cheese dust.

My foot shot forward like I'd stepped on a banana peel dipped in motor oil. My arms flailed in the air, windmilling in a desperate, useless attempt to regain my balance. My feet flew out from under me, and my stomach plummeted into my shoes as gravity took total control.

But I didn't fall straight backward. Oh no. The momentum sent me skidding across the cheese dust like an out-of-control bobsleigh, rocketing straight toward the refreshment table.

Waiting for me at the edge of the table was a massive, transparent plastic barrel. It was filled to the brim with cheap, artificial, blindingly fluorescent orange squash.

I hit the leg of the table. The table wobbled. The barrel tipped.

A wave of sticky, radioactive-looking orange liquid launched into the air. It hung there for a second, a giant, terrifying orange cloud, before raining down in a torrential downpour of sugary doom. It soaked my hair, drenched my sensible dress, and splattered across my face.

But the disaster wasn't over. The force of my skid carried me past the table and straight into the main attraction: a gigantic arch made of metallic pink and silver balloons.

I crashed into the base of it. The heavy-duty tape gave way with a sickening rip. The entire structural arch groaned, tipped forward, and collapsed on top of me, burying me in a sticky, squeaky, neon-orange tomb of balloons.

The terrible music ground to a halt with a loud, electronic screech.

The disco lights stopped swirling and locked onto my exact position.

The entire year group was dead silent. Three hundred kids turned to stare at the wreckage.

And there, standing right at the front of the crowd, looking down at me as I lay covered in cheese dust and cheap squash, was Beatrice Carmichael. She wasn't only looking at me. She was pointing at me.

She let out a sharp, piercing laugh. Then someone else laughed. And then the entire school hall erupted into a chorus of brutal, echoing, merciless laughter.

"NO!"

I bolted upright in bed, gasping for air like I'd been held underwater.

My heart was hammering against my ribs like a trapped bird trying to escape. I was tangled so much in my duvet, I knew what a butterfly must feel like when it’s trying to escape its cocoon. My bedroom was dark, except for the faint, miserable light of an early Wednesday morning creeping through the gap in my curtains.

I sat there for a long moment, shivering, trying to slow down my breathing.

"Just a dream," I croaked, rubbing my eyes. "A really, really bad dream."

But it wasn't just a dream. I knew that. The staticky fizz that had woken me up was still echoing in my left ear. The three-day clock had started ticking. The Autumn Disco was on Friday night, and unless I performed an absolute miracle, I was gonna be the centre of attention.

I groaned and flopped back against my pillows, dragging my hands down my face in despair.

As I did, I felt something hard and plasticky strapped to my wrist. I pulled my hand away and looked down.

Attached to my left wrist with a thick elastic band was my waterproof dream journal. It was a spiralled notebook designed for scuba divers, impervious to sweat, tears, and accidental spills. I started strapping it to my arm at night after I missed out on predicting a massive seagull attack because I couldn't find a piece of paper in time.
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