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Issac

September 5th, 2018

I GRAB THE CORNER OF the page between my thumb and forefinger, rubbing it slightly before flicking forward in my book.

Something touches my head, pushing it down lightly and I gasp, every muscle in my body tensing up before my rational mind catches up with me, and I realize it’s just my boss, Ms. Powel. I turn a nervous smile up to her as I relax somewhat again, and I pull out one of my ear buds.

“Issac,” Her tone is one of what I can only assume is mock disapproval, since we’re the only two here this late at the library. I’m the last employee working with her tonight- and most nights for that matter. No guests have been in for nearly twenty minutes, since a girl that I checked out left, and with just ten minutes left until the library closes, it’s unlikely anyone else will come in.

At least I hope she’s not actually disapproving. The library is one of the few places I feel even remotely comfortable, and I’d hate for the Librarian to be upset with me for any reason. Ms. Powel is an old family friend though, so I sincerely doubt I have anything to worry about.

I’m sure my forced smile looks very awkward, but she doesn’t seem to mind, and I pause my music. “Yes, Ms. Powel?”

My voice is more relaxed than I feel, with her stare and the rolling thunder doing a lot to set me on edge. My book is clutched so tightly in my hand that my knuckles are white, betraying my anxiety that my voice isn’t showing.

She continues staring sternly at me for a moment, before breaking her facade and laughing, the warm, friendly sound doing wonders to relieve my anxiety. She pulls the chair out next to me and sits down.

“So,” she says, “What are you reading?”

“Oh,” I chuckle slightly, sticking a bookmark in my book and carefully closing it. “It’s just,” I run my fingers across the stretchy polyester book cover I have on it. What I’m actually reading is a collection of old letters that my father put together between Vincent Riley and Leilani after Vincent had moved away to found his school.

It’s hard to make sense of, given that most of the letters read as complete nonsense. They’re written in a pidgin language of sorts that the two of them had just between each other. I think I’m starting to figure it out, but it’s slow work. I’ve made frustratingly little actual progress over the last two years.

I need to follow this stuff through to its conclusion, though. For my dad. It was his life’s work, and I won’t leave it unfinished. I know these letters are the last piece of the puzzle for figuring out their story. They have to be...

But I can’t tell Ms. Powel any of that. She’s a Non, after all. I’m not allowed to talk about anything even relating to magic to her. 

“It’s just school stuff.” I finish after probably too long of a pause. “I’m trying to get my reading done for class. Lord knows I don’t get any quiet time to do that at home. Ethan and Lexi are, you know... I love them, but they can be an absolute nightmare at times. Teenagers, you know.” I laugh faintly.

I’m just glad that they both care enough about their grades that I don’t have to give them a hard time about doing their homework. Having teachers for parents will lead to that.

“Oh, like you’re one to complain about teenagers.” Ms. Powel laughs. “You were one three days ago.”

“I was an adult!” I throw my hands in the air, huffing in frustration. “Yes, nineteen is technically a ‘teenager’, but not in the cultural sense that people mean when they say that. Honestly. You knew what I meant.”

“Oh, course I know, dearie, I just like giving you a hard time.” She stands up. “I’ll leave you to your studying, then. I wouldn’t want to take up your last ten minutes of quiet time.”

I ducked my head, hiding the blush I feel heating my face. “How did I up with the best job in all of Seattle...”

She pauses in walking away, chuckling under her breath, and turns back around. “You’ve been coming here almost every day since you were six, that’s how. Silly goose.” 

“I suppose you’re ri-” I flinch, curling forward on the table slightly as thunder cracks, cutting me off and I lose my train of thought entirely, staring over in the direction of a window that I know lays out of view beyond the bookshelves around me.

“... How badly is it raining?” I ask, more than a little troubled, thinking about the walk home and how unpleasant it would be. I could teleport, but I try not to when in Non areas, just in case.

Ms. Powel gently puts a hand on my shoulder, squeezing it slightly. “It’s raining cats and dog out there,” she pauses as thunder rolls again, a little more distant than the last time. “Issac, dear, I could drive you home. I’d really rather you not walk in this weather...”

I smile faintly, but shake my head. She’s always so kind, but I really don’t want to be any imposition. 

“It’s just a few blocks away, but thank you for the offer, Ms. Powell.” I clasp my hands together, flashing a smile at her. “It means a lot.” I twist around in my chair and shove my book into the old beat-up messenger bag that I’ve been toting around since high school. 

“Well, I mean, it’s just a bit of rain,” I chuckle slightly, forcing a smile at her. “I’ve lived in Seattle my entire life. It’s not like it’s anything new. I’m used to it by now.” 

She just smiles slightly at me and nods, walking away and out of sight behind a bookshelf.

The moment she’s out of sight, I grimace, listening to the sound of the pouring rain outside and the distant roar of thunder. Being used to it doesn’t even remotely mean that I like it. No matter how long I live here, I’ll never be comfortable with it. Thunder is just too loud and unpredictable. Thunderstorms always just make me want to hide under the covers with my music blaring in my ear buds until it’s over. But... It’s still home and I’ve never lived anywhere else but Washington state. 

There’s another loud boom from a close lightning strike, and I wince. I’m about to put my ear buds back in to drown out the storm, when Ms. Powel walks back over to me, her umbrella in hand. 

“At least take my umbrella, Issac,” Her tone makes it sound like she’s fretting, presuming I’m reading it right. I really wish she wouldn’t, but I suppose I should appreciate having someone who worries for me. “You’ll be soaked to the bone by the time you get home otherwise,” She shoves the yellow and purple umbrella, one of those old-fashioned non-telescoping kinds, into my hands, whether I want it or not.

I force a smile, hating to take her things. She’s so kind, but I really don’t need the help. Just a subtle waterproofing spell and I’d be good to go. If I was really worried, I absolutely could just teleport...

Not that she knows that. Not that she can know that. 

“I really shouldn’t.” I force a laugh, still stiffly smiling at her. “Odds are one of my siblings will break it before I can get it back to you. Umbrellas never last long in our house.”

“Issac,” she gives me that stern look that she always gives people that are too loud in the library. “I insist.”

I sigh, and look at the umbrella in my hands, realizing that she won’t take no for an answer. “It’s just a bit of rain...” I mutter, wishing I could just tell her why I don’t need it, but Nons aren’t allowed to know. It’s the law, and it’s for the safety of every single person in the magical community...

She tucks a loose strand of gray hair that escaped from her bun behind her ear and smiles, making the lines around her eyes crease. “I truly insist.” She pats the top of my head. “Now, why don’t you head on home?”

I idly light up my phone screen to check the time. The library doesn’t close for five more minutes, and my shift doesn’t end for another twenty. Before I can protest about the time, she’s pulling me to my feet and ushering me to the door.

“Nevermind the time, dear.” She pushes my navy-blue sweater into my hands and my bag. “No one else is coming, and there’s not much in the way of closing to do today. I can handle it on my own. You just hurry home through this rain, alright? And have a good night. Do try to get your studying done despite your siblings.”

“Alright, alright,” I lean the umbrella against the wall to pull the sweater on over my lilac button down and adjust the shirt collar to be over the sweater. “... Thank you, Ms. Powel. You really are too kind...” I sling my bag over my shoulder and pick back up the umbrella. “See you tomorrow?”

“Only way you wouldn’t is if the library burned down. Now, hurry on home and say hello to your sister for me!”

“You do realize that Lexi barely remembers you, right?”

She laughs and shoves me out the door. “Then bring her around! I haven’t seen the girl since your mother used to bring her about.”

The mention of my mother is painful, and I have to force a smile at Ms. Powel because I know she means well. It’s been two years; it shouldn’t hurt this much every time one of my parents is mentioned. I quickly dart away from the door before she could tell anything is wrong, opening the umbrella as I go.

“See you tomorrow,” I shout back at her.

Even with the borrowed umbrella, I wish I had cast a waterproofing spell. I’m soaked by the time I reach the corner. Puddles splash up and soak my feet and ankles, and the wind blows the rain clean past the protection of the umbrella.

Thunder cracks from somewhere very near, and I trip at the cacophony, landing on my knees in a puddle in shock.  

“I hate thunderstorms.” My voice is barely audible even to me as the wind takes it away, and I clamber back to my feet, ignoring the seeping cold. “I just want to get home.”

I should have just let Ms. Powel drive me. God, I should have checked the weather forecast and drove my own car. I rarely do, but I could have.

“FUCK!” A high-pitched female voice shouts- quite loudly for how audible it is over the storm- and I spin around to see who, almost slipping back into the puddle for my trouble. A brown-skinned girl is struggling to her feet, her black hair pulled into a very soggy ponytail, and her flower-patterned leggings are mud stained and soaked.

It takes her a few attempts to get up, her pink sneakers sliding in the puddle she clearly fell in, but she does and steadies herself before seeming to notice me watching her.

I think I’ve seen her before, but it’s hard to tell through the storm, and at this distance...

“Do you want something?” She shouts, now barely audible over the storm, and she rather pointlessly tries wringing out her ponytail.

I stifle a laugh with my free hand. “Just trying to make sure you’re okay! Falls into puddles suck, and you don’t exactly look like you’re from around here!” 

She’s not dressed for the season at all, wearing a sundress of all things and very light sneakers and leggings, and a thin-looking zip up hoodie. Most people from Seattle wouldn’t wear that in September. It’s not freezing usually, but the weather can get chilly- and wet- enough that clothing like that just... isn’t wise. 

“Worry about yourself stranger!” She shouts, still barely audible over the storm. “I’m just freaking dandy. If soaked and muddy could be counted as dandy, that is!” It looks like she laughs, though I can’t hear it. “Either way, I’m fine.” She nonchalantly waves goodbye, and walks down off down the street, the same direction I’m going.

She... doesn’t get far.

The next few moments seem to play out in slow motion, with everything going eerily silent to my ears as all the hair on my arms stands up, and I instinctively brace myself. The light is blinding, zigzagging down from the sky, and making contact with the girl’s shoulder. In that exact moment, a soft green glow wraps around her making her look hazy and indistinct as the lightning flashes with her silhouette standing out.

With the roar of the thunder, time seems to return to normal and sound rushes back with ringing in my ears. Imprints of the lightning still cloud my vision, but I see the girl pitch forward, her knees collapsing under her. That glow is still there. Getting my bearings, and trying desperately to ignore the ringing my ears, I dash cross the street, sliding to my knees next to her, or as close as I can get, the green glow acting as a barrier, even as it fades away.

Frowning, I lean as close as I can while that aura is still there, cloaking her and pushing me back, and I try without much success to blink the spots from my vision.

I see a random stranger get struck by lightning, and by chance they’re also a mage? I mean, what even are the odds of something like that? There’s only one mage for every thousand people or so in Seattle, for God’s sake. 

The glow finally vanishes completely, and after making sure she’s still alive, I hurry her to a hospital.

I sit silently in a chair next to her bed in the Emergency Room, with my soaked sweater hanging over the back of the chair, leaving me in just my slightly damp button down. I ring my beanie in my hands; the water seeping out of it and dripping to the floor as I fidget with it. 

The storm seems quieter in here, just distant rumbling and the muffled patter of rain. The constant steady beeps and chatter of the hospital environment is a much more immediate sound, and it’s sitting me on edge to still lingering ringing in my ears. 

I hate hospitals.

The girl- Anna Kahale, according to her ID- isn’t badly hurt. Just some superficial burns feathered across her skin like Lichtenberg figures. The doctor said she’s lucky to not be hurt worse, at least not in a way that is immediately clear. Some lightning strike victims immediately go into cardiac arrest. Or stop breathing.

But, of course, it wasn’t luck. At least not entirely. 

She must have had some kind of passive protection for that to happen. Good for her, I guess. She was smarter than I was, walking unprotected in a thunderstorm... 

I’m honestly surprised I never met her before. She’s only a year younger than me, according to her ID- a Hawaiian driver’s license- and I really thought I knew most mages around my age in the area. I checked her books out at the library- she’s easier to recognize up close even with the difficulty I sometimes have with faces... but I don’t think I’d ever met her before that. She had to have come to Seattle very recently.

Anna Kahale. I’ve never even heard of that mage family. It’s strange. Am I just forgetting something? I thought I knew all the major family names, especially from Hawai’i, given that Leilani’s school is a sister school to Vincent’s... 

I’m really not great with faces but I think I would have remembered her. Not a whole lot of Polynesian girls in Seattle. She’s pretty though, her dark wavy hair a rich brown in better light and a soft round face with full lips and a wide nose.

This Anna Kahale is a mystery to me.

With a sigh, I wring out my hat one last time and put it back on. It doesn’t feel right if I’m not wearing my hat. I’ve always worn a hat nearly every day since high school. 

A tall black girl skids into the room, her thick brown coils pulled back into a ponytail. She’s a little bit familiar, but I don’t have time to dwell on it as she starts to panic over her friend. 

“Anna! Oh God! Oh God! Oh God!” She whirls around to face me, and I look away from her intense gaze at once. “You there! Ginger! Is she going to be okay!?” She clutches her head, groaning slightly. “Oh God, oh God. I knew I should have picked her up from the library! I can’t believe I let her walk home in a thunderstorm!”

I sigh, staring at the white floor, where small puddles have pooled around me from the dripping water. Of course, she has a friend who wants to ask me this stuff. Could she not just ask the nurses? Or aids? Or even bother the doctor instead of me? I’m hardly an expert.

“She’s going to be fine. It’s just superficial burns, she’ll wake up any minute now.”

The girl visibly calms down. “Good, good...” She trails off and frowns at me. “Wait, who are you anyway, Ginger?”

I glance at Anna and back her friend. “Issac Riley.” I pause, my brow furrowing. I really do know this girl from somewhere. I feel like I see her fairly often. “I... We go to the same college!” I realize suddenly, “Lorraine, right?”

She blinks several times, then gasps, clapping her hands to her mouth. “Oh!! Right! I know you! You’re in the same major as me and, like, never talk to anyone!”  

Yeah, because she definitely had to point that out... Lorraine talks to everyone now that I think about it. She’s the social butterfly of the class. Everyone knows and likes Lorraine. I’m basically her opposite in our major. 

She pauses, tilting her head to the side. “Wait just a sec. Why were you with Anna?” A wide grin crosses her face. “Is it nerd love? I bet it’s nerd love! You two were on a date, weren’t you?” 

I scowl, glaring at the wall behind Lorraine. Why would she jump to that conclusion...? “I’ve never even met her before today, Lorraine. We were just walking both walking through this stupid storm. I was across the street when it happened and got her to the hospital.”

Lorraine frowns, walking over to me and leaning on back of my chair, and I move forward away from her immediately. “I believe you for now, Ginger. But it seems like too big of a coincidence if you ask me.” 

“You’re telling me...” I glare at the floor, and then Anna groans slightly. Her big, dark brown eyes flutter open, and she starts blinking quickly.

A fellow mage from a family I’ve never even heard of, who knows someone I go to a Non College with, just happens to get struck by lightning directly across the street from me? There are coincidences, and then there’s that... 

“Unnnngh... what happened?”

Lorraine launches into all the stuff the hospital undoubtedly told her on the phone, meaning she didn’t need to ask me at all. “You were walking home, soaking wet through this terrible storm when BOOM! Lightning struck you! Then Issac here- he goes to the same school as us B-T-W- got help for you, and now you’re here!”

Anna’s gaze flit over to me, and I look away. After a moment, she speaks up. “I... I was struck by lightning?”

I can practically feel her gaze fixed on me despite not looking at her, and I bristle uncomfortably, keeping my gaze fixed firmly on the floor.

“Yes... You were...” I mumble. I should have just left before she woke up, but that would have been beyond rude.

“What about the green light, though? Lightning isn’t green?”

I jerk up, staring wide-eyed at her for a moment, before managing to get a handle on my surprise and mask it, returning my stare to the now soaked hospital floor. How could she not know about her own magic? I suppose hypothetically some other mage could have cast the protection spell, but that’s illegal.

And not likely.

“Wasn’t there a green light?” She continues, “I swear I saw a green light...” She closes her eyes slowly, shaking her head. 

I sigh. Great, I have to lie. I hate lying. “I didn’t see any green light, Anna.” I force the sentence out in an even tone, but I’m worried it sounds stiff and awkward. Deceit has always been difficult for me. It just feels so unnatural to lie.

Ethan has always said to treat it like drama club but acting is completely different from lying. 

She stares at me for a long moment before sighing. “Great. So I was struck by lightning and hallucinating. How delightful.”

My phone starts to ring, but it only gets through the first few seconds of the up-tempo Taylor Swift song before I pull it out, answering the call from my brother.

“What the hell do you want Ethan?!” I snap, staring off at the wall rather than at either of the girls, both of whom snickered slightly at my ringtone. 

“To ask where the hell you are! Lexi is driving me up the wall!” His voice is sharp, and I have to bite back an exasperated sigh. “Your shift ended like, an hour ago. You should freaking be home by now.”

It’s hard to not just hang up on him, but I have to be the responsible one. I’m in charge of him and Lexi, so I really can’t lose my temper with him. 

But god, it’s hard to stay calm. I hate phone calls. This entire night suddenly became incredibly stressful, and my ears are still ringing. I just want everything to stop for a minute.

But that’s not how the world works, so I just take a few deep breaths before responding to him.

“Well,” I say slowly, trying my best to keep an even tone. “Maybe, Ethan, you should stop antagonizing her. Just go to your room. You’re sixteen. She’s fourteen. Be the bigger person.”

“Way to just assume it’s my fault.” He says in a way that all but assures me that it is. “But seriously, where are you?”

I sigh. “I’m at the hospital. A girl got struck by lightning across the street from me on the way home, and I got her here.”

He’s silent for a moment before exhaling heavily. “... Seriously? Also, uh, bro you’re shouting a bit.”

I wince, glancing at the girls, who are both staring at me and smiling for some reason. “Sorry,” I hiss at what I think is a much lower volume. “My ears are ringing from the thunder, okay. It’s even harder than normal to judge volume right now. I- I’ll talk to you when I get home, okay?”

I don’t wait for his response, just hanging up and shoving my phone back in my pocket and hiding my face in my hands.

“Younger siblings?” Lorraine says that like a question, and I sigh, my hands dropping back to my lap.

“Yes. He’s... difficult, sometimes. Likes to pick fights with our sister. I think he does it for attention though, since he didn’t act like that before, but...”

Ever since our parents died, he’s been like this. I can only guess he’s doing it for attention. It’s so hard to keep on top of everything, so I have to leave him to his own devices a lot because he’s more able to take care of himself than our sister is.

And he’s angry as well, of course. He thinks they were killed. That it wasn’t the accident that it was ruled. I can’t say I disagree, but... 

I don’t know what he expects me to do about it.

“Oh, I get it.” Lorraine laughs. “My sis is a nightmare sometimes. I’m glad I don’t live with her anymore. You can’t really blame them though, teenagers. Their brains are still developing.”

“You say that like ours aren’t,” I say. “I’m the oldest person in the room, and I only turned twenty three days ago.” 

“Oh-” Lorraine laughs. “Happy belated birthday then.”

Anna pushes herself to sitting and grins at me. “Good thing this didn’t happen three days ago, then. That would have been a shitty birthday.” She laughs. “I love your ringtone, by the way. Shake it off is my favorite single of hers.”

My face gets hot, and I look away, smiling slightly despite myself. I really need to change it. We’re in a new era now, after all.

“Thanks...” I mumble. “Most people just laugh at it. Ethan, my brother, finds it hilarious.”

“Well, this girl-” She points her thumb at her own chest, “happens to like TayTay so Ethan can shut up.”

I muffle a laugh into my hand and grab my bag, pulling out a small notepad and a pen. “I really should get going,” I say, jotting down my number and a note for her. “I don’t trust my brother and sister home alone much longer.”

I shove the scrap of paper into her hands and force a quick smile at her as I jump to my feet.

“Uh, call me later.”
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Anna

September 5th, 2018

I’M INTRIGUED BY THE redhead who got me to the Hospital. Issac, I guess.

He’s... cute, honestly, if nothing too impressive in his awkward, fidgety demeanor. Predominately blue preppy clothes, dark auburn hair, pale skin smattered with freckles, a cute little snub nose, and... okay wow, vivid violet eyes, even if it’s really hard to catch them as he seemingly tries his hardest to look anywhere but at me or Lorrie.

I’ve never met anyone else with purple in their eyes, and his look entirely purple. I can’t fathom that it’s his actual eye color, but at the same time... why would he be wearing color contacts?

But before I can ask him about it, he’s excusing himself to leave because of his siblings and handing me a... piece of paper with his phone number. Huh.

I look down at the paper as Lorrie squeals with excitement while practically jumping into the seat he just vacated.

Sorry about lying. The green light was there.

Call me if anything else odd happens. - Issac J. Riley

Two things. What the hell and who the hell signs a note with their first name, last name, and middle initial...  

My eyes trail down to the phone number, and I sigh softly as Lorrie chatters about how he was DEFINITELY was flirting with me.

I... don’t think he was. It’s a shame; he was kinda cute, but... Well, something else is clearly going on if he felt the need to lie about the green light to Lorrie.

What did he see?

AUUUUUGH. Why can’t things be normal? I just want my life to be normal.

September 16th, 2018

“Aaaaannnnnaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa!” Lorrie shouts from the bathroom, right off our living room. “You left your phone in here, and your dad is calling!”

“Decline the call!” I shout back from my spot on the floor where I’m lying on my stomach in front of the couch, peering under it. I am so not taking a call from my dad right now. I don’t want to talk to him. Like, ever. Besides, I have more important things to worry about. Like my missing outline and the notebook it’s in. I need to check it to make my sure I don’t go off track in my story this late in. I have to get it right.

Where is that stupid notebook?

I groan, rolling over onto my back and glaring up at the ceiling. Oh. A bulb in our light fixture is out. Going to have to replace that later. After I find my notebook. 

“I’m not declining a call from your dad.” Lorrie says, her voice firm as she comes into the room, wearing nothing but a bath towel, having clearly just come out of the shower, and she sits the still vibrating phone on my forehead. “Answer it.” She commands,

With a sigh, I sit up, my phone falling into my lap, and I tap decline on my phone screen. “No, Mom.” I roll my eyes. “And go put some clothes on. I’m too bisexual for this. And you’re too straight.”

I’m teasing, of course, and I follow the words with a grin and a barely repressed giggle. 

She snorts, shoving my shoulder before skipping to her room. “Trust me, honey, I wish I was available to you. Straight men are absolutely tragic in our society as it is. Toxic masculinity makes it so hard to date. I’d love if girls did it for me. But alas, that’s not the case.”

“You know Lorrie, College is a very normal time for experimentation with sexuality.”

“Oh, hush.” She sticks her tongue out at me over her shoulder. “Girl, why don’t you just call Issac? You know, he’s really nice, if shy. And he works at a library. Perks!” She giggles. “If you don’t go for it, I might at this rate. He’s cute, and he seems, like, actually nice.”

She goes into her room, but almost immediately pokes her head back out. “You really should talk to your dad, though. Pushing him away like this isn’t healthy. He’s worried.”

“Don’t go all psych major on me. I have my reasons for not talking to him, alright...” I turn my head to the side, spotting the metal glint of the spiral binding of my notebook, clear against the wall under the couch. 

I stretch my arm out, trying to reach it, but it’s just beyond my fingertips, and I sigh. I don’t want to have to get up and move the couch to get it.

In a sudden flash of green light, the thing hurdles towards me and whacks me in the face. 

In the eleven days since I was struck by lightning, things have completely failed to go back to normal. The only physical evidence that it happened at all are the mostly healed feathery burns down my back and arm, but downright bizarre things have been happening. I wish it would just stop.

Issac’s note flashes through my mind, and I grimace. I don’t want to admit any of this is happening and calling him would be like... giving up.

Lorrie skips out of her room, wearing a yellow sundress that is several inches too short for her, and a little loose, with the waist belted to make up for it, thick orange leggings, and a white jean jacket.

“Is that my dress?” I ask, pulling myself up onto the couch. “It doesn’t exactly fit you.”

“Yeah, yeah, you’re curvier than me, but I belted it, so it’s fine. It looks good on me, and you don’t wear it anymore. Besides, yellow is my color. You should wear more purple. It makes that bit of purple in your eyes pop.”

“... Sure, whatever. Freeze if you want. Don’t blame me if it rains and you regret your decisions.”

“It’s not supposed to rain today.” She sits down next to me on the couch. “I see you found your notebook.”

I glance back down at the notebook in my hands, then back at Lorrie. “Oh, yeah. It was under the couch. No idea how it got there.”

“Clearly, Isa dragged it under there.” She laughs, shaking her head. “Silly cat.”

“Your cat drives me nuts, Lorrie. She likes to steal my stuff.”

“She likes paper.” Lorrie pauses for a long moment, pulling her feet up onto the couch. “You know I had a long chat with your dad yesterday.”

I groan. Not this again. What was I thinking being roomies with a psych major? 

“He’s just worried about you. He just wants to know you’re okay. I mean, you were struck by lightning eleven days ago and you haven’t spoken to him once since then! Anna!” She leans towards me. “That is so not okay!”  

“Look. I’m fine.” I insist, waving her down for emphasis. I know that the thing she’s calling ‘not okay’ is the fact that I’m not speaking to my father, but I’m choosing to focus on lightning thing since she brought it up.

“Frankly,” I continue, “I just want to forget the whole thing ever had happened!” I hug my notebook to my chest and sigh. “I mean, it was a freak incident, but I mostly got out unscathed. It was freaky, and weird, and I just want to forget the whole thing.”

“Even Issac?” She nudges me. “He gave you his number. You should call him. You must have made a hell of an impression for him to give his number. He’s waaay shy, Anna, like never talks to anyone shy. So, he definitely liked you. And like I said, he’s cute.”

I close my eyes, exhaling slowly. Yeah, I especially wish I could forget him and his dumb note. Issac J. Riley. I’ve seen him around school, too. I feel like I’ve been looking for him unconsciously, whether I want to or not. 

He seems like he keeps to himself. I’ve never seen him talking to anyone, and when he’s not in class, he seems to just sit in corners reading. And oddly, his books always have those stretchy, reusable book covers on them.

Why does he have to be so damn mysterious?

“Cute or not, he didn’t seem like my type.”

To that, Lori just starts laughing. “I’m sorry? Not your type?” She shakes her head. “The guy was wearing vans, dress pants, a sweater, a button-down shirt, and a beanie. Classic nerd. The only thing he was missing was the glasses, and I’m not even going to mention how he acts in class. So your type. Oh, and Anna sweetie?” She puts a hand on my shoulder. “Don’t think I haven’t noticed you staring at him on campus. You. Are. Interested. In. Him.” She giggles and ruffles my hair. “Besides, where the hell else you gonna find another boy who actually has good music tastes?”

I feel my face get hot. Was I really that obvious about staring?

“You can’t judge people based on their clothes like that!” I open my notebook to a random page and hide my face behind it. “Look, I’m sure you mean well trying to set me up with him here, but I’m not currently interested in dating him, no matter what you think.” I lower the notebook slightly, peeking over the top at Lorrie. “Besides, the last thing in my life is another Psych major.”

“If you say so.” She says in a singsong voice, clearly not believing me, and I sigh.

“Whatever.” I lean away from her. “Anyway, like half my outline is missing. I swear I’m going to kill your cat if she doesn’t stop tearing pages out of my notebooks.”

“Isa’s a little weirdo.” Lorrie shrugs, a silly little smile on her face. “What’s this story about?”

“Gay alien detectives, based on Sherlock Holmes and Watson, solving murders throughout the galaxy as the only intergalactic consulting detectives.”

I’ve always had a soft spot for Holmes, and I thought he’d be interesting in a Sci-Fi setting. And, of course, give him and Watson the romance they’ve always deserved.

“You sure are weird, Anna.” Lorrie laughs, getting back to her feet. “Gay alien Sherlock. Sure. Why not?” She shakes her head. “Not sure how you could turn that into a six-page outline, but you do have your thing with making sure everything makes sense scientifically.”

“I write hard science fiction. Excuse me for liking accuracy.” I stand up, hurrying to my bedroom. 

“You’re excused!” Lorrie shouts after me, laughing as she does so.

I roll my eyes at her, and quickly strip off my t-shirt and pajama bottoms, putting on a blue sweater, jean skirt, and one of my many pairs of flower print leggings. I throw my purse over my shoulder and walk to the front door. “Hey, Lorrie, I’m going out. Do you need anything from the store?”

Lorrie, who is laying on the couch working on homework, blinks slowly. “Uh. We’re out of milk, and I’d appreciate if you got a pint of rocky road ice cream, but that’s about all I can think of. Bread maybe?”

“Bread. Milk. And Ice Cream. Gotcha. Don’t touch my Shakespeare. All the pages are specifically marked.” I leave, snapping the door closed behind me. 

I dash out the door and down the street, smiling at the sunny sky. “No rain today.” I sing to myself under my breath. 

I get to the store with no bizarre incidents- thankfully.

Unfortunately... My shopping doesn’t go near as smoothly, since as I was scanning the freezers for rocky road ice cream a pint of it flew off the shelf and hit the inside of the glass doors. I looked furtively around to make sure no one saw that, and then hurriedly grabbed it, finishing my shopping as quickly as I could.

“Stupid psych student screwing with my head...” I mutter, walking back to my apartment, a reusable grocery bag clutched tightly in hand. “Stupid green lightning and stupid weird things flying at me...”

I’m going to have to call him. I really, really don’t want to, but his stupid weirdness won’t leave me alone. I just wanted to move on and pretend it never happened, but noooooo! I’m not allowed any peace apparently...

The first time in my life I felt like I was actually settling down and then this bullshit happened.

If I thought any gods existed, I’d want to punch them in the throat for screwing me over.

Before I even round the corner on the way back home, dark clouds have started to roll in over the previously clear blue sky, and I scowl up at it. Goddamn Seattle.

I should have gone to college somewhere sunnier. Southern California maybe.

Huffing slightly, I continue forward, adjust my grip on the bag... when I notice a faint green haze around my hand, and I drop the bag on instinct, wildly waving my hand to try to make it go away. 

“Nononononono! No! Go away!!” I close my eyes, shaking my head quickly. “I don’t want any weirdness! No!” 

Thunder cracks, drowning out that last No! and I open my eyes, the green glow from my hand fading just as rain starts to pour down in ice cold sheets.

Muffling a frustrated scream into my hand, I kick angrily at the sidewalk a few times, before picking my bag back up and sprinting the rest of the way to my apartment.

Leaning against the door I just slammed shut, I exhale loudly and drop the bag to the floor. “It’s official. I hate Seattle.”

“Did it rain, after all?” Lorrie asks, not even looking up from her homework. “I thought I heard thunder.”

“Yes! Out of nowhere!” I run my fingers through my soaked ponytail, and then glare at my own hand, like it and its stupid glow are somehow responsible. “Look, just, you put the stuff away. I’m going to change clothes.”

I stomp over to my room, roughly yanking my drenched sweater off and throwing it haphazardly at my hamper, before I fall backward onto by bed, not yet stripping anything else off.

I stare up at the ceiling with the glow starts stuck on it from the last tenant here, and just breathe deeply for a moment.

Why me? Why is this happening to me? I just wanted to be a normal college student. I thought the worst I’d have to deal with would be like, stupid racist frat guys asking me to hula for them or something. It’s not normal to go from a cloudless blue sky to a storm that quickly...

I sit back up, watching the rain pelt my window for a moment before sighing and grabbing my phone. I have to call him.
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