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			Knowing them

		

	
		
			Chapter 1

			They were Gods. But of course, we didn’t know. We didn’t see the superman beneath the glasses. We saw flaws, so we saw humanity. 

			They were flawed. Perfect and flawed. A seemingly impossible truth, to be both flawed and perfect. A truth only understood by people who have met them, or anyone who has truly been in love. I fit both criteria, because I’m the fucking idiot who loved a God. 

			Before I found out, I was just normal, normal grades, normal family, overall normal family and pretty normal friends. Though I will admit even my old friends were capable of being bizarre and amazing to behold. 

			The only reason I did find out was because of a coursework assignment, we were put into random groups, and I was put with her. I don’t really know why she came to class, my best guess is boredom. It was an English class, that we had the coursework for. It had lectures early in the morning, meaning the uniform was jeans and t shirts, to which most people happily complied, me and my friends included. Not her, that classmate, she showed up in dresses and skirts. Not short ones, that would be obvious, and not tight ones. The skirts always flowed around her, skimming her knees in the way that makes you look even if you’re the type of guy that doesn’t look, in the way that makes you feel like you shouldn’t look. Her hair was always up, in a beautiful mess, always with one rose gold wave escaping down her neck, again making you look. 

			So, anyway, we got put together for an assignment, well us and three others, but one was an airhead of the socialite bitch variety, and the other 2 were of the never going to class variety. So really it was just us, meaning she walked right up to me after class and stood next to my group of friends patiently waiting, she was probably only patient because they were not going to make her wait long. I’m not a nerd in the classic sense, I’m not bookish and I don’t play video games, but my friends and I have still got that air about us, which could be because of our general reaction to close encounters with girls. They practically bowed passed her, giving her room to talk to me. With one of my friends looking back at me, mouthing, “Good luck, Will,” while giving me a thumbs up, the idiot. She suggested working on it at hers. Suggested while swaying her hips nonchalantly, which made me have to focus a little too much on looking in her eyes, they were a burning gold. 

			I agreed and now I find myself standing outside a small Victorian house in the middle of a row of identical small Victorian houses. I gulp as I knock on the door, not knowing if I’ll be met with strict parents or laid-back roommates and trying to stand with an expression appropriate for both. First appearances cause me way too much stress. But she answers, smiling both adorably and mischievously, she glances down at my shirt and laughs, definitely mischievously. 

			“Ooh a Doctor Who fan, you’re going to love this.” She says teasingly, with the laugh still in her voice. I check out my shirt, though I know what I’m wearing, my little sister gave it to me for Christmas, a t-shirt with a TARDIS wearing a fez, I’d always like Matt Smith. I didn’t understand her comment, until she opened the door and let me in. Then there was a whole lot more I didn’t understand, but her comment wasn’t one. 

			Marble. There was a lot of marble. In the largest reception room, I’d ever seen, it could fit a pool, a big pool, and it wouldn’t look out of place. The ceiling was higher than the house had looked to be tall from the outside, and it was two-stories. The floor was a large oval with many doorways leading off into other rooms. A grand staircase started in the middle of the oval and swept gracefully up to a balcony leading to another floor of grandeur. I half expected chandeliers to be hanging from the high ceilings, but there were no visible light fixtures, the room just had light, there weren’t even windows for it to come in through. I hadn’t stepped over the threshold, I just stayed on the edge. The line that suddenly seemed to be between reality and dream, reason and insanity. I stood on that line and gaped. 

			“Go on, make the reference, you know you want to.” I’d completely forgotten her for a moment, somehow, but now I focussed on her and the teasing, joyful smile she wore. And of course, I had to say it. 

			“It’s bigger on the inside.” It comes out as a croak, because normal speech was not happening right now, normal anything was not happening right now. She laughs again and pulls me over the edge, into the dream, into the insanity. I feel too dark, in my t shirt and dark blue jeans, I feel too dark to exist in that space, in that light. 

			“Cara!” The shout comes from the staircase. That is her name, Cara. 

			She looks round, her head turn somehow looking exactly like an eye roll. I look up over her, I’m quite tall, and see a guy standing halfway down the staircase, mid step, cradling an open thick book in his arms. He wears black jeans and a fitted, but not too fitted black vee neck. He is a stark contrast to the white of everything else, on him it looks purposeful, like a compositional choice in a painting. He looks very laid back and relaxed apart from his face, his face is pissed. 

			He walks down the steps, storming towards us, honestly, I am a little surprised he doesn’t teleport down, given how my day was suddenly going. As he approaches, he is almost shouting in her face, “I know you’ve got those idiotic classes you go to, but why do you keep bringing the humans back here?! You just freak them out and they go all annoying.” 

			“Come on relax, it’s just funny, they’re faces get so cute.” Cara says, smile never wavering. 

			I suddenly feel that I should be seriously insulted. I was being talked about like a dog. Also had he really just said ‘humans’ like that? I try to speak but only get as far as “Umm…” before I have to duck. That guy had just thrown the book at me, literally. I dodge it messily and as my heart begins jumping erratically from the horrible excitement, I am also struck with a very jarring feeling in my stomach. As I turn to see where the book had landed, I realise why, there hadn’t been any noise from the book hitting the closed door or the floor behind me, also, when had the door closed? The book wasn’t anywhere behind me, and in the pristine white room it should’ve been obvious. I turn back to the pair in front of me, scandalised. 

			“Yeah, real cute.” Says the book thrower, his voice drenched in sarcasm. 

			I can’t lie, I am freaking out, with a million questions on the tip of my tongue, which is feeling too big in my mouth, there are too many questions, not one can reach the forefront of my mind, it’s too much to be able to form a thought. 

			“Danny, lay off him. He’ll forget anyway, just let me have my fun.” Cara sounds both exasperated and a little pleading speaking to the guy, who must be Danny. But the girl does not do pleading properly, she does it like she’s flirting, especially when she says ‘fun’, if that word had been directed at any of my friends, I think they would’ve swooned, full on swooned. 

			Again, I am struck with the feeling I should be offended, I was being talked about like a dog. This time, my attempt at speech comes out as an “Ehh…” but then I notice that the book has appeared back in Danny’s hands and my mouth just gives up and drops open. 

			They continue arguing, but I stop listening. The amount of strangeness going on is overwhelming me, pressing into me in all directions, compressing me. A few minutes ago, somehow only a few minutes ago, I’d been standing outside on a normal street on a normal day, expecting the only abnormal thing to happen, to be spending an afternoon with Cara, who had before all this been a little mysterious. Now I stand in an impossible room, which is impossibly big, with impossible light coming from nowhere. And there is a book that seems capable of disappearing and reappearing. And I’d been referred to, as well as, I guessed, a few other people, as ‘the humans’. It was all too weird, and it was being treated far too normally by the people in front of me. As my reality continues to disintegrate around me, I tune back into their conversation. 

			“I’ve got to do my homework for this class, Danny. And I have to do group work for it. Why not be more comfortable and do it here? It doesn’t make any difference in the end, and if you didn’t have to be all knowing and check up on me, it wouldn’t bother you.” Cara’s voice has lost its flirting air and she looks different, still like something you want to look at but for very different reasons. 

			Her rose gold hair that always had a wavy curl to it, is now redder and wilder. It is still beautiful, but it’s more dangerous and fiery than her usual, cute look. The red colour isn’t all over, it’s spreading slowly through her hair as she gets more agitated, the waves of her hair also become more angled, like electricity is running slowly through the strands. The air in the room feels like it’s heating uncomfortably too. 

			Danny was growing angrier as well, “If you didn’t pull stupid stunts like this, I wouldn’t feel the need to check up on you. And since you insist on going to those stupid classes with them,” The disdain in his voice on that last word comes across loud and clear in the horribly warm room, “You can do the work there, they have libraries and cafes I’m sure you could make yourself comfortable in, rather than going through this pantomime every few days.” His voice rumbles out, echoing off the rounded walls of the room, causing a cacophony to surround us. His eyes look thunderous and I think I see sparks jolt through them, a part of the same electricity causing Cara’s transformation. 

			The air in the room is becoming too much to take, it is so thick I feel as though it is the largest elephant in the room in existence, and it will not be ignored. The two of them are just staring at each other now, caught up in an argument that must’ve been brewing for a long time, and is now completely combusting. 

			The air has become too much, I bend over and heave, releasing the compression on my stomach that had been tightening like a coiled spring. I heave and retch, but like the book there is no sound of it hitting the floor, it just goes, I don’t even see it. Once my stomach seems done with me, I straighten up again, feeling lighter but not light. Really, I just feel numb, caught in this space, nothing feels truly real, not even me. I am so detached from it all, I feel no shame from just throwing up in front of people and there is no confusion left in me to wonder about how the floor remains spotless. 

			They aren’t even looking at me, they’re still looking at each other. In this space, I am inconsequential, I have stopped mattering to Cara and Danny’s argument, I was the catalyst that started it, I won’t be used up in the explosion. The detached feeling stays with me, but the numbness fades as I realise there is nothing stopping me exploring this fiction of a place, except that it might cause me to lose my mind, though that is starting to seem like a moot point. 

			Before I can get caught up in the stickiness of the condensing air again, I make a dash for the door closest to my right. They don’t stop me, they’ve stopped seeing me. I don’t stop running, walking around feels like the wrong approach, this place is like the places only possible in the imagination of a young child, to exist in it, I had to be like one of them, and they would run. 

			The first room I find myself in is a billiard room, long and rectangular, with three full sized tables placed evenly down it. It’s all dark word and low light, with fine stuffed dark leather armchairs and sofas organised around the perimeter. It’s straight out of an old-style pub back room in the poshest area of a posh town. I almost stop running but the room ends with another open doorway and it calls out to me louder, than the room itself. I continue for three more rooms, all leading straight off from each other. It isn’t a maze or a confusing layout, just a seemingly infinite line. I run through a small cosy tv room with comfy sofas, chairs, bean bags and pillows; a library with ceilings higher than the entry room, winding staircases leading to alcoves, reading nooks and shelves and shelves of books; then a swimming pool, a real-life swimming pool with a jacuzzi by the door I ran in through. I continue running, though the urge to do a cannonball on my way back flashes across my mind. 

			I reach the fourth room and skid to a stop, my heart racing, my mind spinning and my lungs screaming. I stop because I have to, this is not a room to run through, sprint past, and anyway, I’m not the only one in here. 

			It’s a dance studio, with polished wood floors and a bar along one wall, it is definitely a dance studio but strangely there are no mirrors, I hadn’t seen any mirrors anywhere so far. A girl stands in the middle of the room, a new face, but she is turned away from me and makes no reaction to me clattering into the room. She is perfectly still, a white figure in a thin pale, pale blue summer dress, with white blonde straight hair falling halfway down her back in a sheet. She looks like a ghost in flesh, no, like a faded memory made solid, just one step from translucence. 

			As I study her, she starts dancing. There is no music, but she doesn’t need it, it comes through anyway. Her arm stretches slowly and gracefully from her side, up and out into the air around her, and as it moves, I feel the tug of violin strings, a long soulful wail. Then her whole body turns in a circle, one leg kicking out from the fluttering skirt and making an arch as she spins, the violin picks up into a less pained wail. And as she continues to move, other instruments join the violin. Her feet cross the floor on pointe, each little step a pluck on the keys of a piano, her torso and hips sway and there are light beats of a drum that I feel in my chest. With each move of her delicate fingers, there is the twinkling of a triangle. Her body is an orchestra. I don’t hear any of it, that’s not it, I feel it, I feel my body react to it. My chest, my heart, my bones, muscles and whole being, everything pulled by that music. Like it’s reaching into me, that sweet melody that contains all the horror and beauty of life. 

			As she stops, so does the music, and I shatter. Tears begin to fall silently down my cheeks. I don’t cry often, I save my tears for when they are necessary, but today, today has been…The tears fall faster. 

			She comes over to me, like a fog crossing over water, her feet make no noise as they approach. Her face is beautiful, slim but curved at all the edges, her nose and mouth petite and rounded too. Her eyes are large, and they are pale too, just like the rest of her, ice blue without the piercing quality that colour tends to have. Even her pupils are pale, the black of them seemingly fogged over. She is blind, I think, just as she reaches me and lifts her hands to my cheeks and lightly brushes the tears from them, with only a whisper of a touch to my own skin. No, she sees more than I do. 

			The pulling in my body has stopped, now I feel put together wrong. Her face is full of empathy, like she understands, sees through the scramble of my mind, though she can’t know anything. But she can answer one thing, the one question that has beaten out the million others to overtake my brain. The question that I felt it would not help to have the answer to, but I was losing my mind, I could almost feel it slipping away, I just needed one concrete truth. So, I ask, my voice shaking and quiet, “What are you people?”

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			Her response slaps me across the face. I stumble back, her hand reaches out and takes hold of my arm, gently, very gently. She is murmuring that it’s okay, repeating the words so they might wash over me and ease the shock, but her previous words are washing over me, making me reel, “You call us Gods.” 

			It couldn’t be true, it just couldn’t. And not because I was an atheist and didn’t believe, because this wasn’t what the Gods would be if you met them. It wouldn’t be a tease, a jerk and an angel, they were normal. 

			Except they weren’t, not really. Their faces were perfectly unblemished, not just that they were pretty, they were like Disney animations, everything smooth and welcoming. The way they moved, well the way she moved, no human moved like that, I’d seen ballet and I’d liked it well enough, but I hadn’t been torn apart by it, even the way Cara moved, it had more impact than simply a pretty girl would. And the book, that disappearing act it had pulled, that could have been Danny. And this place! This place was so grand and implausible, it was fit for the freaking Gods.

			I begin sinking into the floor behind me, not literally, though I wouldn’t put it passed this place. I am just falling, my knees giving in on me. I can’t take this, then a memory comes back to me, of Cara yelling at Danny, a possible saviour from all this.

			“Wait, she…she said I would forget all this, I can forget you right?” My voice comes out trembling and scared. 

			Her face becomes a little sad, but her forehead doesn’t crease, and her mouth doesn’t quite frown, she seems incapable of making her face look that sad, it just appears around those pale eyes of hers. “Yes, you’ll forget when you leave. Mostly, it’ll stick around in you like a fading dream” The last word strikes me, and I straighten up, towering over her body which had bent to my level. There’s another, even better, more likely solution to all this.

			“This is just a dream isn’t it?” My voice is now strong and accusing, having an idea I can understand giving me strength, “I’m just having a weird as hell dream, I’m not actually losing it.” That had to be it, anything could happen in dreams, I’d just picked up from something normal like class and then gone on a trip, I was going into that stage of waking up were I became a bit aware of the dream and I’d wake up soon. 

			“Yes, that’s it. You’re dreaming, just walk outside and you’ll wake up.” She straightens up too, her head tilting a little to one side as she speaks to me. That knocked the wind out of me again, everything this girl said spun my head in different directions. Because that’s not how dreams worked, walking through a door didn’t wake you up, you just woke up, and I feel very real, even thinking I’m dreaming I still feel real in my body standing as I am, but I have to be dreaming, nothing else makes sense. 

			I decide it doesn’t matter; I need out. Turning away from that girl, whose name I haven’t even asked, I run back the way I’d come, through the pool, not stopping to cannonball like I’d promised myself, through the library, the tv room, the billiard room and finally back into the entrance. Cara and Danny have vanished, to finish their fight elsewhere or to look for me, I’m not sure. I ignore it, and head straight for the door, yanking it open and practically falling out onto the street. 

			And, I don’t wake up, I don’t forget. I turn back to the Victorian house, which still looks like the rest of the houses on the street and want to scream. What is happening? Seriously? Reality slams back to me, now I’m out, making the things I’ve just seen seem even more impossible and wrong. I don’t move for a long time, standing facing that façade, weighing what I can do. There aren’t many options; go back inside which is nuts, go to the police which is even more nuts since I doubt they’d believe me or be happy with me taking up their time, or go for the old classic and ignore it. 

			I want an easy life. I start walking down the street, back the way I’d come, shaking my head as I go, trying to come to terms with my newfound insanity. People give me very funny looks as I pass them, which I don’t understand until I catch my reflection in a shop window. I look wrecked, my t shirt is drenched in sweat, my face is flushed and gaunt looking, with my eyes sticking out a bit too much. I look sick, but then remember I threw up not that long ago and realise fully that for what I’ve been through in the last half an hour or so, I look pretty damn good. The looks bother me though, so I pick up my walking to a quick jog as I head home. I pass a bus stop and I feel the sudden need to really go home, so I wait round a bit, fidgety as I do, which doesn’t help with the looks I’m getting, and get on a bus out of town, heading towards my parent’s place. 

			Their house looks the same as always as I walk towards it an hour and a half later. I have the keys with me, like always, because I’m never away long enough to bother taking them off my everyday set. There are no shouts of ‘Hello’ when I enter so I figure everyone must be out. I leave the keys by the door, as a sign I’m in, and head straight upstairs to the shower. I stay in there for a long time, hearing my family come home after only a few minutes, I try to scrub off the day I’ve had and just let the water run over me once my skin is pink and raw. When I eventually get out, I feel a little better, I towel my hair dry while staring at myself in the mirror. It’s stuck up in light brown spikes like it always does when it’s wet, and the rest of my face has returned to its normal state, I look like me again, except that my green eyes look a little older to me than they normally do. 

			After getting dressed, I head right for my little sister’s room, Katie is sitting on her bed brushing the hair of a doll, my mum refuses to buy barbies. My heart melts into a puddle at the bottom of my chest when she notices me in the doorway and jumps up excitedly. She moves over to hug me, “Will!” She catches me in a tackle hug around the knees and I chuckle as I bend basically doubled over to hug her back. 

			I wrestle her off my legs and swoop her up into the air, “Hey Kit Kat, let’s take a break.” It’s a lame joke, but she always explodes like it’s hilarious, making it my favourite joke ever. Her laughing descends into coughing, so I carefully move her down into my arms before settling myself onto the bed with her on my lap, rubbing her back as I do. 

			Expectedly, a shout comes from my mum downstairs, “William, don’t over excite her. Please!” She sounds more exasperated than usual, so I shout down an apology rather than my usual grunt.

			Katie’s breathing is back to normal, but she looks a lot more tired than she had before the hug, and after looking at the clock over my shoulder I realise it’s a lot later than I thought. With the whirlwind today has been, I didn’t think it would be that late. Katie is looking up at me expectantly, I realise as well that she is in her pyjamas, a smile splits across my face, “So, do you wanna hear a story?” Before she can reply I continue, “Possibly the best story I’ll ever tell?” Katie takes an excited intake of breath but I continue again, starting to use my announcer voice, “Possibly the greatest story ever told?” I jump off the bed, making her giggle and duck down to her level looking her goofily in the eye, “Full of magic and intrigue, it’ll knock your socks off, but are you ready?” Katie has started nodding like a bobble head, big eyes shining. My grin stretches a little wider and I flop back onto the bed next to her. “I guess I’ll have to tell you then.” She giggles and cuddles up into me, I move my hand and gently take off the scarf wound round her head, I know she finds it uncomfortable when she’s lying down, and I have never understood why she wears it anyway. She’s Katie, my perfect little sister, she doesn’t need to hide anything, not from me, not her bald head or anything else that shows how much of a warrior she is. 

			We both settle in, and I tell her the story of my day, I change a lot of it, of course, needing to add in my favourite heroine. I tell her about the palace hidden among the village of a small kingdom, about the fairies who dance in the palace, the demons who scare away visitors and the sirens who bring them there. Katie giggles as I talk about the village idiot who finds himself lost in the palace, running around trying to find a way out, then whoops when I tell her about the brave young knight who rescues him from the maze within. She dozes off as I reach the end of my story and I let my words drift off. I lay there for a while longer, letting myself let the day I’ve had really become just a story, then I move slowly off the bed and tuck Katie in, she lets out a soft sigh when I leave her, but I move a floppy dog called Winston into my vacated place and she is happy and peaceful again.

			I head downstairs and go through to the living room to see my mum, she’s sitting on the sofa staring blankly at a soap I know she isn’t really watching. I sit down next to her anyway and attempt to follow the overly dramatic story. We sit like that for a while and then she silently goes through to the kitchen and brings back some snacks, we always do better with food. “We weren’t expecting you today.” She says, in the mum way of asking why I’m there and if anything’s happened without asking an actual question. 

			“I missed Katie,” I say, it’s an honest reply, I always miss Katie, it just isn’t the whole truth, “Had a bit of a weird day, wanted to be home.” I don’t know what she’ll make of that, but I say it anyway. 

			She just rubs my shoulder in a motherly way and keeps on eating the biscuits between us. My Dad appears from his study and grumbles about us ruining our appetite before taking a biscuit for himself. In the end, we don’t make any dinner but simply gorge ourselves on snack food until my dad accepts defeat and heads for bed. My mum follows shortly after him, but I stay down for a while, letting my brain go numb with another mindless tv show that has come on. I can’t be bothered heading back to my flat this late, so I set an alarm on my phone to wake me up early enough to compensate for the extra journey time, and settle in for a night on the sofa, not having enough energy to reach my room upstairs.

		

	
		
			Chapter 3

			My alarm doesn’t wake me up, but Katie bouncing on my stomach does instead. I have an early class, so have to run around grabbing my shoes and jacket, realising as I look around frantically that I don’t have my bag and I can’t remember having it passed when I walked into that house yesterday. I must have left it there. Cursing myself, internally, so Katie won’t pick up any bad language, I shout a quick goodbye to everyone and make a run for the bus, the stupid things are only hourly. 

			I make the bus, just, I have to pound the door once to get the driver to open it, and I collapse into a seat, my left leg jiggling up and down for the whole journey as I debate what to do about my bag, both hoping that Cara will bring it to class and that she’ll ignore me. I can buy new books. Our English class has at least a hundred and fifty people in it, ignoring people is easy to do. 

			However, I’m not that lucky, I arrive at the lecture a little early and there Cara is, stood just inside the door, lazily bouncing my bag off her knee, wearing her normal get up of a skirt and a button up shirt, sleeves rolled to the elbow. She grins teasingly as I approach her and holds out the bag to me, “You left this at mine, must’ve been eager to leave.” I take the bag a little roughly, not wanting to interact with her too long. 

			“Yeah I wonder why.” I reply in an undertone, moving quickly passed her and unable to look her in the eye. My face has to show how freaked out I am by being close to her, it’s like being back in that room, with all of reality all twisted up, and her and that guy Danny, yelling at each other like I was some stray brought in for amusement. 

			I hear her mutter something behind me, but I have honestly no interest in what it is. I head to my seat, my friends, Ian and Jack, sitting there looking confused by me not taking on the flirting opportunity with Cara. I decide to play it cool and just shrug at them. Throughout the class I feel both their eyes on me and Cara’s, but I just sit and listen to our lecturer, Martin Crawford, harder than I ever have. He is a pretty decent lecturer, but he gets a bit too excited about the subject, going off on so many tangents it’s difficult to keep track of what he’s actually on about. He starts working through an analogy, that I am sure would’ve related to the lecture somehow in about 5 minutes, if he hadn’t stopped talking. 

			And moving, and breathing, just like everyone else in the lecture theatre stops doing, all at once. 

			I whip my head around, able to hear the noise it makes in the very uncomfortable quiet. Cara has stood up, and is walking towards me, walking over the tops of the desks of the suddenly statuesque students. I’m frozen too, but not like they are, I am frozen by the dread that this is real. Because that means that yesterday hadn’t been a story and they are, she is, what that girl had called them, said we called them, they were Gods. 

			“You aren’t meant to remember.” Cara says, her voice imperious and rich, with an almost perfectly hidden trace of worry. 

			“I didn’t want to.” I reply, my own voice seeming like nothing compared to her, though I guess I am. 

			She’s reached me by now and stands on the desk in front of me, crouching down so her face is just a little above mine. Her pose reminds me bizarrely, of a gargoyle crouched on top of a building, of a guardian spirit, and I’ve messed with her duties “We can fix that.” She whispers to me, reaching her hand out to cup my cheek. I unfreeze at that instant and stand up, needing her not touch me. 

			“No.” Her face mirrors my own shock as I say it, I hadn’t meant to say it, but I did mean it. “I can’t just forget. I mean, I want to, but I feel like you owe me more.” 

			Cara shoots up too, “Owe you?!” She barks back at me, her hair becomes a little red like it had before. 

			“Yes, owe me. You’re Gods, she said you were Gods. I need to know what that means. I want to understand. Please. Okay I’d like to know.” I’ve turned pleading now, I think of myself as an atheist, which has been ruined by recent events, but that doesn’t mean I’m ready to get down on my knees and bow to the Gods. But I do need to understand what this is. For Katie. If they are who they seem to be, they let that happen. They let her hurt, were letting her hurt, in a way I’d do anything to stop. I have to know if I should be angry at them or continue just being angry. 

			Maybe, it shows on my face, the desperation that goes beyond morbid curiosity, because she deflates slightly, and her hair turns back to its less angry hue. 

			“There are going to be a lot of conditions attached.” There is a faint smile on Cara’s face as she says it, and despite the adrenaline running around my veins, after making demands of a possible all-powerful being, and her sudden U-turn, I let out a little laugh in response before I nod. 

			Cara’s eye bore deep into my soul as she continues, “No discussing what you learn with anyone, ever.” The last word is laced with threat. “You can’t remember everything forever, there’ll be an impression left but we can’t let you remember details.” She leaves a little pause for me to argue at this point, or possibly to voice confusion but I’m just holding my breath for her to let me know anything, “Okay, after classes you may come to our home and host a few interviews. Just a few.” 

			Cara seems finished, so I think over the whole deal. Not talking about them seems fair, for worry of being put in an asylum, I wasn’t planning on saying anything anyway. Having an impression of what I find out might be enough, remembering everything would probably be too much anyway, I’m already having enough trouble dealing with all this. The only thing that seems odd is having the basically open invitation to show up at their home, and not having any limits placed on what I can ask. But it’s what she said, and I feel like I’ve pushed my luck enough. I nod again. 

			The class snaps back into place, Crawford keeps talking, and I feel my friend, Ian, next to me, pulling on my sleeve to get me to sit down again. As I do, I turn to slyly look at Cara, she is back in her seat from earlier and looks like she’s paying attention to the lecture, but as I look away, just out the corner of my eye, I see her wink. 

			The rest of the day is a whirlwind for me, I’m only half in it, drifting in and out, thinking about what the evening could turn into. Ian is a good distraction, we’ve known each other since primary school, so there’s an unspoken agreement of no judgement, meaning he ignores it when I act a bit like a zombie for a day. 

			Instead, he spends the time we all eat lunch getting us caught up on his plans for his 19th, Ian has always been the youngest in our group of friends, so goes all out for his birthdays, his 18th went down in history as the only party any us had been to that necessitated both the fire service and police being called. Everything was okay in the end, but Ian became a legend. He’s been talking through his expansive guest list, which I was mostly ignoring until he mentions Cara. I snap my head towards him in surprise, hoping he is kidding, but sadly no. 

			“Come on Will, a party with her would be a riot. And you’ve got that study time with her, couldn’t you ask?” Ian is practically doing a puppy dog face as he says it. 

			I sigh and think a bit before I answer his pouting face, “I’m studying with her tonight, but-“ 

			He cuts me off. “Perfect! You can ask tonight. The worst she can say is no.” I sigh again, wishing I’d thought longer before speaking, but Ian gets up and moves quickly away from our table, heading to his next class very early, obviously to avoid my rebuttal. I will ask her, I can’t not, but Ian owes me. 

			The evening ahead already has all the signs of being incredibly weird and awkward, without a party invitation attached. 

			My last class of the day is Philosophy, it’s just a typical first year introduction to philosophy, having us read Descartes, the ‘I think therefore I am’ guy and contemplate what it is to think. I’d taken it because all the other elective options sounded worse, but today it feels like my most important class. 

			I watch the lecturer striding back and forth and just copy the notes on the board, not any of his little additions and explanations that I am normally frantic to get down for help. My mind is too full of yesterday, and his words are making me wonder if philosophy might help me avoid being sectioned.

		

	
		
			Chapter 4

			After the class ends, as I walk slowly back to that street from the day before, my mind is still adjusting to what I’d seen there, thinking about how they could be really possible and everything else that might be possible. 

			My heart is speeding up in panic when my phone buzzes unexpectedly in my pocket. Which doesn’t help. I jump like a timid cat that’s just been petted, as buzzing takes over the music I’ve been listening to and I stop walking to check it. 

			I’m always too nervous to use my phone while walking, I’d been doing it once a few years ago and almost fell over a little yappy dog because I hadn’t seen him under my feet. I got an earful from his owner, an old woman with a voice so shrill I swear it’s still rattling my ears. 

			It’s a text from Ian, “Remembering to ask right??” I smile down at my phone, shaking my head a little at his excitement at the possibility of Cara joining us for a party. Though I guess, two days ago I would’ve been right on his side about it being a great idea. I text back that I am indeed remembering, then start walking again, pressing the button on the side of my phone to increase the volume of my music. Ian’s text knocked me out of the spiral of thoughts I’d been stuck in, and I want to keep it that way, music too loud to think feels like the way to go. 
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