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Chapter One The Meeting

Kristina strolled through the parking lot of the
Sabal Palms strip mall. Her flip flops made the usual smacking
sound on the pavement. Her brunette hair was pulled back into a
ponytail. Several short strands escaped and blew in little ringlets
around her face. She was dressed in her customary outfit of jean
shorts and a tank top. She was slender and not overly tall, average
in every way. The Florida sun glistened on the cars parked in the
lot. Kristina stopped momentarily at the entrance.

I just need a few groceries, she
thought to herself. Kate’s birthday is this weekend. Her cake
should be ready today. I’m hearing the voices again so I know her
time is near.

Kristina walked slowly into the store. The
place was bustling with people. Crap, she thought. It’s
the middle of the afternoon. Why aren’t all these people at work or
something?

She could hear grocery lists being recited.
The pretty blonde cashier was wondering how long she had to go till
her break time because her feet were killing her. The young mother
in front of Kristina was hoping her son wouldn’t have another
temper tantrum when he couldn’t get candy.

I can do this, she thought. Just
ignore it. Block it out. I really didn’t miss this ability after
Kate was born.

Kristina started to rush toward the aisles.
She couldn’t waste a precious second. She grabbed a grocery cart
and hurriedly set about getting her groceries. The half hour it
took to get everything felt like ages. She stood at the bakery
counter.

“Can I help you,” the bakery clerk asked.

“Yes, I have a cake on order. The name is
Kristina Waters.”

The clerk sauntered off to the walk in
refrigerator. A few minutes later she returned holding a cake
box.

“Is there anything else I can get for
you?”

“No thank you. That’s it.”

“Ok, have a great day.”

“You too.”

Kristina stood in line to check out. The lady
behind her was reading some trashy gossip rag. I never would
have been able to survive the day without knowing the hunky guy
from that cop show got his girlfriend pregnant.

Kristina paid for her purchase and raced out
the door. She breathed a sigh of relief. Ah, quiet, she
thought.

She ambled over to her car. Once there she
pulled out her keys from her pocketbook and opened the trunk. She
threw her pocketbook into the trunk.

Kristina half turned to grab a bag from the
cart. It was then she noticed three teenage boys exit the arcade
next tot the grocery store. She didn’t mean to stare but the one on
the right gave her an incredible sense of déjà vu. He was taller
than the other two with jet, black hair and dark eyes to match.
Although his hair was cut short several wisps grazed his forehead
and cheeks. She admired his chiseled features and the muscular
physique for a few moments.

Whoa, she stopped herself. It’s
impossible. It can’t be him. But the butterflies in her stomach
told her otherwise. Her heart was pounding in her chest. Then the
voices in her head began again. Well, actually, only one voice,
his.

Very attractive older woman. I’ll bet she was
a knockout when she was younger.

Kristina gasped. He was checking her out!
Kristina whirled around with two grocery bags intent on getting out
of there as fast as she could before her emotions went completely
out of control or she did something crazy like go over and try to
fix him up with her daughter.

As she turned a strong gust of wind sent a
stray grocery cart careening straight at her. With only seconds to
spare and her hands still holding the bags, she didn’t know what to
do.

She threaded her right hand through the
handle on the bag and held it out like a talisman in front of the
cart. Stop, she screamed in her mind. Stop. Don’t hit
me.

The cart stopped dead in its tracks. Kristina
gasped and dropped the grocery bag in her left hand. She stood
there frozen. The wind was still whooshing around the parking lot.
Leaves, trash, even a few other grocery carts were all moving
willy-nilly in the wind. Only the cart inches away from her stood
still.

Did I do that? Crap, now I can stop things with my
mind. That’s new! No, seriously, I’m going insane. What the…

“Excuse me, M’am. Can I help,” said a husky male
voice.

Kristina slowly turned her face toward the
amazing voice. It was him! The incredible looking teenager!
Kristina sucked in her breath.

“Um, thanks, yeah,” she said softly.

Kristina practically ripped the bag off her
right wrist and threw it into the trunk. She bent down to help the
boy collect the groceries that escaped all over the pavement.

“Oh, a peach rolled under your car. I’ve got
it,” he said.

As he leaned in a bit closer to her Kristina
got a whiff of his fresh clean scent. Her heart thudded wildly in
her chest.

He can’t possibly be the one. Why now? It needs to be
next week with Kate.

Kristina stood up way too quickly. Her knees
groaned with the effort. The small physical reminder brought her
back to her senses. She wasn’t supposed to help Kate find him but
here he was, she was sure of it. Maybe…

Just then he stood up and Kristina looked up
into his face. The chiseled features were exquisite. The small
dimple in his chin only made his lips more prominent. Kristina was
mesmerized.

She’s even prettier close up. I wonder if she
has a daughter?

Kristina shivered slightly. She didn’t speak.
Okay, he’s thinking about a daughter. Here’s my opening.
Although he didn’t actually say it. How do I get them
together?

”Um, I think I got everything,” he said
carefully.

“Yes, I think so,” Kristina answered. Her
voice sounded weird to her own ears. Strangled somehow. She cleared
her throat. “Thank you very much,” she said in a clearer tone.

“You’re welcome,” he replied and smiled.

His entire face lit up with that smile. It
was as if the sun radiated from him. Kristina’s heart skipped a
beat.

This is crazy! Could I be this lucky? It has to be
him. I’ve got to get him together with Kate.

She reached in to her grocery cart to finish putting
the bags in her trunk when she noticed her hand shaking like the
last leaf of autumn. She dropped it to rest on the handle of the
grocery cart.

The young man simply reached in front of her
and picked up the remaining two bags and placed them in her trunk.
All the while he was eyeing her inconspicuously but with real
curiosity on his face. He glanced at the cake in the seat part of
the cart.

“S…sorry,” Kristina stuttered. “ I thought… I
thought that grocery cart was going to hit me. I guess I’m…a little
more flustered than I realized. It’s not like I would have gotten
badly hurt if it had hit me. It’s a grocery cart not a truck for
crying out loud. But…”

She stopped herself in horror. She was
babbling like an idiot.

The young man chortled slightly.

“It’s okay,” he said teasingly. “ I babble
when I get flustered too.”

Kristina looked up at him and smiled.

“Thanks. You’d think that kind of crap would
go away when you get older. But I guess it doesn’t.”

“Once a babbling idiot, always a babbling
idiot,” he joked. “I’ll look forward to babbling incoherently when
I’m shuffling along in my walker.”

Kristina’s eyes opened wide. Indignation
flared on her face.

“Are you suggesting I need a walker?”

“No, no,” he blurted out. “I didn’t mean you
were old. I’m sorry M’am,” he said sheepishly.

Kristina huffed through her nostrils.

“M’am, I really hate that. It makes me feel
old.”

“I’m sorry again but…” he started.

“I know. I know. It’s being polite and all
but it makes feel old. My name is Kristina.”

She smiled trying to lighten the mood. Her
tone of voice was way too snippy. It really wasn’t his fault that
M’am got her goat.

“Nicky,” he offered.

“Well, thank you Nicky. I appreciate all your
help,” she said with as much sweetness she could put into her voice
without sounding sickening.

“No problem M’am…I mean Kristina.”

Kristina just grinned. “Much better. Thank
you. I wish there was something I could do to show my
appreciation.”

“It’s not necessary,” he said. Although a
few bucks would help. Hey maybe, there’s a job for me. I’ll help
old ladies with their groceries. They can tip me a few bucks here
and there. Won’t that be fun!

Kristina felt the pain in his thoughts. The plan was
forming in her mind before she had entirely thought it through.

“Um, I could offer you a few bucks as a thank
you but…I have a better idea. If you don’t mind me asking, um…do
you have a job? Cause I’ve got a propo…um, a prop…um a possible job
opportunity for you if you’re interested. And if you’re
available?”

“I’m actually between jobs right now,” he
beamed. She read my mind. Stay calm, don’t look too
eager.

“What is it that you need?”

“I’ve been thinking of…putting up a fence
around my backyard but the professionals charge so much. Would you
be willing…”

“Definitely!” Oops too eager.

“Great!” Kristina laughed. “You’re hired.”
That was way too easy. A fence should take him a few days. Kate
will be home tomorrow night.

“When do you want me to start?”

“How’s tomorrow?”

“Perfect. I’ll be there.”

“Ok, see you tomorrow.”

Kristina turned happily towards her drivers
side door.

“Um, where?”

“Oh, sorry, duh!”

Kristina gave him her address and told him to
come by at ten in the morning. She placed the birthday cake on the
passenger seat and got into her car. She glanced over at the
cake.

Well, Kate I’ve got an extra birthday gift for you.
Hopefully I’m right and he’s the one.

Kristina watched Nicky as he sauntered back
to his friends. There was a buoyancy in his step. She could hear
his thoughts and she giggled.

Perfect. I made him happy. And a good mood will only
help when he meets Kate. This could actually work.

She reached to put the key into the ignition
and stopped. She gripped the steering wheel with both hands.

What the heck am I thinking? Kate is going to be
pissed I’m matchmaking. No, I’ll just let them meet. She’ll fall in
love with him on sight. He’s the one. I know it.

Kristina shook her head to clear her mind.
She turned the key and practically peeled out of the parking
space.

Get a grip. All I’m doing is setting the stage. It’s
up to Kate and him.

Kristina drove out of the parking lot a bit
more carefully. She smiled and waved as she passed the trio. Nicky
waved back with enthusiasm.

I’ve got to get an I-pod or something. I can’t be
hearing people’s thoughts. It was bad enough before but now when
I’m trying to control the situation between Nicky and Kate it could
prove hazardous. Where is the nearest electronics store?

 


 


 



Chapter Two Starburst

Kristina woke up the next morning and just sat on her
bed for a moment. As she stretched she felt her joints groan in
obvious dissatisfaction. She blinked her eyes a few times to dispel
the cobwebs and fuzziness still controlling her brain function.

Man, that was a restless night. I haven’t had dreams
like that in years. If only he and Kate could…

Kristina opened her eyes wide in shock.

“He’s coming here! Today!”

Kristina leaped out of bed and sprinted to
the shower. As the water eased the aches from her joints and
muscles she kept going over in her mind all the possible scenarios
to get Kate and Nicky together.

She took a little extra time to get dressed
as her mind was still buzzing with ideas. She donned the usual jean
shorts and a purple tank top. The outfit accentuated the fact that
for a woman her age she still had a body most forty year olds would
die for.

Let him see we come from good genes. Kate will be an
attractive older woman and still slender but curvy. Speaking of
that I should call her to make sure she’s coming home in time to
meet him today.

Kristina practically danced to the bathroom vanity.
As she brushed her teeth she went over the conversation in her
mind. She didn’t want Kate to get suspicious. Kristina examined her
face in the mirror. There were dark circles under her eyes.
Probably a result of the migraine yesterday and her restless night.
She dabbed on a bit of concealer and ran a brush with a bit of face
powder over it. She grabbed her mascara and swiped it across her
lashes. Another swipe of lip balm and she was ready to set up her
daughter.

Kristina sauntered into the kitchen and
turned on the coffee maker. While that was brewing she waltzed into
her computer room and turned on her computer. She waited a few
seconds for the electrical hum of life. As soon as her computer was
ready she hit her internet icon. As she tapped in her password she
glanced at the time. Only 9 am. Plenty of time.

She walked back into the kitchen and poured
herself a cup of coffee. She picked up the house phone and dialed
Kate’s cell. As she waited she studied her surroundings. No dirty
dishes in the sink, good. No crumbs or trash on the counters, good.
The sunlight was already streaming into the window over her
breakfast nook, making the room bright and cheery.

“Hello,” came a groggy voice from the other
end of the phone.

“Morning. It’s mom.”

“Mmmmm. What’s up?”

“Just checking about what time you’re coming
home today.”

“ Dunno. Probably around three. Why?”

“Nothing important, just making sure you’ll
be here for supper before I decide what I’m making.”

“Ok. Is that all? I’ve got class at ten so I
should probably get moving.”

“Yeah, that’s it. See you around three. I
love you sweetheart.”

“Love you too. Bye.”

“Bye.”

Kristina hung up and took her coffee into her
computer room. She started researching fencing companies and
hardware stores. Two cups of coffee later she was armed with all
the information she needed. She glanced at the time.

9:52! She raced into the kitchen and
practically pulled the door off the dishwasher in her haste. She
put her coffee cup inside. She bolted for her bathroom and swirled
some mouthwash around her mouth. The last thing she wanted was
coffee breath.

The sound of the doorbell made her jump. She
swallowed her mouthwash.

“Ew!”

She rinsed with cold water quickly and bolted
for the front door. She stole a quick glance a t the kitchen clock.
Two minutes to ten. Man, he’s punctual.

She opened the door with a smile already on
her face. Nicky stood there smiling right back at her. The sun was
glistening off his jet, black hair. He was wearing a very tight,
white t-shirt and longboard shorts. Kristina noticed his legs were
just as muscular as his arms. Kate is gonna fall in love at
first sight.

“Morning. Am I early?”

“Right on time. C’mon in.”

Damn, she looks good. I hope her daughter looks like
her. I wonder how old she is?

“My daughter Kate isn’t home yet. She has classes
till 2 so I figured the first thing we should do is measure the
backyard. We need to know how much stuff to buy. Then we can go to
the Home and Garden store. I already compared prices. Do you…”

Crap, she was rambling again. Carlos always
teased her about how much she rambled on and on. She pushed the
memory of Carlos out of her head.

Focus! Kate and Nicky!

“Do I what” Nicky prompted.

“What?” Kristina whirled around to face
him.

“You started to ask me if I…”

“Oh yeah, sorry I lost my train of thought.
Um, do you know how to measure for the fence? I think I have a tape
measure thingy here someplace.”

“Got it covered,” he said as he produced the
needed equipment piece from his pocket. “Plus I did a little
research of my own last night, so yeah, I know how to measure for a
fence. We also need to get a building permit.”

Kristina sighed with relief. His voice was
full of enthusiasm and something close to pride. She hadn’t thought
of a building permit. The kid was smart.

“I forgot about the permit. We can stop there
on the way to the store. Let’s get started. Do you need me to help
you measure?”

“Yeah. You’ll need to hold the other end of
the tape measure. I’ll write down the measurements as we go along.
Do you have any idea where your property line ends?”

“Yeah I do. I have the original survey from
when I bought the place. I’ll get it.”

Kristina raced into the computer room and
rifled through the files in the small metal file cabinet that was
sitting next to her computer desk. One thing she learned from this
whole curse, time loop thing was to be organized. It helped the
next daughter in line when things went crazy. She found what she
was looking for and ran back out to the kitchen. Nicky was standing
at the sliding glass doors to the backyard staring out.

“Got it,” Kristina said cheerfully.

“Ok, let’s do this,” he said smiling as he
reached out a hand for the survey.

They proceeded out to the backyard, going
through the screened in porch. The process took a little over an
hour. Kristina was impressed at Nicky’s professionalism and his
attention to detail. Kristina was concentrating on the task at hand
so as not to let her mind wander into his thoughts. Nicky was doing
the same thing, thankfully, so the few times she actually heard him
it was only measurements and property lines.

“Okay. I’ve got all the measurements we
need.”

“Great! Let’s head out then.”

“Um, can I ask you a question,” Nicky asked
warily.

“Sure. What’s up” Kristina asked
curiously.

“Well, this is gonna take a few days at
least. What about your job? Are you on vacation? I probably won’t
be done until Monday or Tuesday.”

“Oh,” Kristina said with relief. “No, It’s
fine. I work from home. So I’ll be inside working at my computer
while you’re out here slaving in the hot sun.”

“Oh, okay great then,” Nicky responded
happily.

I was wondering how I was going to do this if she
wasn’t here. I’m not too thrilled about the idea of peeing in the
woods.

Kristina giggled at his thoughts.

“That way if you need to take a break from the heat,
get a drink or use the bathroom the house is at your disposal.”

For a split second Nicky scrunched
up his forehead and stared at Kristina. Maybe she can
read my mind! Can people really do that?

Kristina tensed at the
thought. Careful. Don’t let him get too
suspicious.

“I’m assuming that’s why you asked, right? I know
I’d be thinking of a bathroom if it was me. Was there another
reason you asked why I’d be here?”

“No, that was it. I felt kinda funny just asking if
I could use your bathroom.”

Whew, I covered that nicely.

“Anything else? Or are we ready to go?’

“I think we should take my truck,” Nicky offered. “
We still might need to rent a trailer, but I’m pretty sure
everything won’t fit into your car.”

“I hadn’t thought of that. Smart move. I’ll give you
some money for gas.”

Kristina hopped up into the passenger seat of
Nicky’s black pickup. He shut the door behind her.

Cool. He’s a gentleman too. He likes black. He wears
a lot of it. His truck is black. Maybe it…no don’t go there.

Once Nicky was inside she caught a whiff of his
clean, fresh scent. As she breathed it in her heart thumped wildly
in her chest.

Calm down. Yes, I’m pretty sure it’s him but it’s not
like I can ask him. He probably doesn’t even know anything about
the curse yet. I think I remember Kayla saying something about him
being twenty-one when his powers come into play.

Nicky backed out of the driveway and rolled down the
road. Kristina had her hands clasped tightly in her lap. She also
kept her face averted from him. They drove to town hall and parked.
They both got out and went into the code enforcement office to
obtain the building permit. A half hour later they were back in the
truck, papers in hand.

The trip to Don’s Home and Garden store was quick
and quiet. Neither of them spoke. Kristina kept a tight vigil on
the view out her window. Talking to herself as she passed palm
trees, the canal, the restaurant she used to go to all the time
with Carlos, anything to keep a running dialog in her head.

As soon as Nicky parked the truck Kristina leaped
out quickly. Kristina took several deep breaths to steady her
nerves. Stores had a lot of people in them. If she could keep from
becoming overwhelmed with everyone’s thoughts she wouldn’t get
another migraine.

When they reached the entrance Nicky rushed in front
intending to open the door. It opened electronically by itself. He
made a grand sweeping gesture with his arm and bowed.

“After you my lady,” he said strangely trying to
affect an English accent.

“Why, thank you kind sir,” Kristina giggled
back.

If Kate doesn’t fall madly in love with him, I swear
I’ll slap her silly.

The second Kristina entered the store she was
bombarded with everyone’s thoughts. It was a jumble of technical
stuff about woodworking, faucets, palmetto trees, grass seed,
fertilizer. Her head started to spin.

Nicky walked purposefully toward the back of the
store. Kristina followed blindly behind him. Too many voices at
once threatened to incapacitate her. She took several deep breaths
and tried to concentrate on her own thoughts.

When they reached their chosen destination Kristina
was starting to feel a bit nauseous. A salesman greeted them. Nicky
started talking to him. Kristina vaguely heard the words. She was
staring straight ahead at nothing, a dazed look on her face.

“Kristina? Kristina?”

Kristina slowly turned her head toward the voice
calling out her name. Nicky looked at her quizzically.

“Are you okay? You zoned out for a second,” he asked
with concern in his voice.

Kristina simply nodded her head. A weak smile
crossed her lips.

“We never discussed what kind of fence you wanted.
Chain link, wood, PVC?”

“Wood,” Kristina croaked out.

Nicky eyed her strangely. She suddenly looked as
pale as a ghost to him. And she was swaying slightly, as if she
looked ready to pass out.

“Are you okay,” he asked nervously.

Kristina shook her head.

“Need air,” she mumbled. “Get whatever.”

She turned and blindly stumbled for the exit.

“Be right back,” Nicky called to the salesman and
bolted after her.

In three strides he was at her side. He put his arm
around her waist gently and led her to the door. His eyes darted
back and forth between her and the path in front of him.

Once outside he led Kristina over to a bench off to
the right of the door. Kristina plopped down very ungracefully.
Nicky plopped down next to her. His arm was still around her waist.
He grasped her hands with the other.

“Are you okay? Breathe.”

Kristina could feel her mind slowing down.

“Sorry. Migraine.” This wasn’t exactly a lie.

“What can I do? Should I call your daughter? Maybe
she can help.”

“No, thanks. She’s in class. I’ll be…okay…in a
bit.”

“I should take you home,” he said softly and full of
compassion.

“No. I’ll…just…sit here. Go ahead and…get what we
need.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yeah, it’s easing up a bit.”

“Okay, if you’re sure,” he said with a hint of fear
in his voice.

“Yeah. Happens all the time. It’s why I work from
home.”

“I’ll be quick. Stay right here.”

Kristina nodded fractionally. Nicky stood up and
backed up to the door, never taking his eyes off Kristina. She was
holding her head in her hands. Her eyes were shut tightly. The
lights danced before her eyes in a whirlwind.

I hope this doesn’t happen to Kate too. Nicky will
think our family is crazy. But if he is the one, the curse will be
broken and all the abilities will go away. They can both be
normal.

Nicky backed away slowly. He felt so helpless. And
torn.

Maybe we should just do this tomorrow. I should take
her home. Can she drive like this? Probably not a good idea.
Doesn’t she have medication for migraines? What do I do if she
passes out?

Kristina could hear Nicky’s mind racing. It was
making her head pound. She had to make him leave.

“Nicky. There’s nothing you can do right now.
Please, go get what we need.”

“Do you…”

“Nicky, please. Go,” she said with a hint of anger
in her voice.

“Okay,” he said sounding a little bit wounded.

Nicky raced into the store.
Kristina took a deep breath. Ah, quiet. Breathe.
Relax.

Kristina massaged her temples. The dancing lights
slowed down and the pounding in her head eased up too. A few more
deep breathes and she started to feel better.

Hearing people’s thoughts really gets out of control.
I have to warn Kate. She needs to learn how to control this. Yeah,
right! What’s she supposed to do? It’s not like she can look up
mind readers on the net and find a teacher or a doctor. Why am I
hearing voices at all? My time is over. It’s Kate’s now.

It took a few more minutes to completely relax but
it finally came. Kristina opened her eyes and the bright Florida
sunshine assaulted her senses. She blinked several times. She
breathed in deeply then exhaled strongly. Ah, better.

Nicky came rushing out the door at that moment.
Kristina looked up at him and smiled.

“I’m better. Are you done?” She tried to sound as
normal as she could. Not too weak but not too enthusiastic
either.

“Yeah. We just need to pay for the stuff. Can you
come inside and…”

“No! Take my credit card,” she almost screamed. She
took a deep breath and continued in a normal tone of voice. “If you
can just bring the slip out here for me to sign that would be much
better. Sorry. I… it’s better but not gone. I don’t want to…”

“Understood.”

Nicky waited while Kristina fished her credit card
out of her pocketbook. He took it and rushed back inside. He
returned a minute or two later with the manager in tow.

Kristina looked warily. She could see concern and
suspicion on the manager’s face.

“I’m sorry. I’m having a migraine,” she started to
explain.

“That’s what your son said. He asked me to come out
here so you could…”

Kristina had stopped listening
after the word ‘son’. Ouch! Had Nicky said his mom or had
the manager just assumed that once he saw me?

The manager was standing there holding the credit
card slip and a pen in front of her. He was thinking that she
really didn’t look well. Kristina took the offered pen and slip and
signed her name. She didn’t have the strength to explain Nicky
wasn’t her son. Not that it was any of the managers’ business.

“Do you want to see my ID?”

“Yes, please.”

Kristina opened her pocketbook and produced her
driver’s license.

“Thank you,” the manager said professionally.

“Thank you for understanding,” Kristina replied.

“Security purposes, you know.” The manager handed
her back her credit card and walked back inside. Nicky
followed.

“Be right back,” he called over his shoulder.

A minute or two later, Nicky came back outside.

“They’re gonna help me load the stuff. You wait
right here. I’ll come around and pick you up.”

“I’m fine. Don’t panic.”

“Wait here,” Nicky said firmly.

“Yes sir,” Kristina said as she saluted. Nicky
pursed his lips and looked at her as sternly as he could. Kristina
winked.

It seemed to take forever to load
all the lumber. She glanced at her watch as her stomach
rumbled. It’s after noon. We may need to stop for lunch
on the way home. Kate should be home before he’s done unloading.
Good.

Nicky’s black pickup slid into the firelane in front
of her. He leaped out as soon as the engine shut off and came
around to help Kristina into the passenger side. She looked up at
his face as he was buckling her seatbelt around her.

“Really Nicky. I’m fine. Just a little
embarrassed.”

“Embarrassed? Why?”

“I…I guess I should have warned you.”

“Warned me? What? That you get migraines? It’s no
big deal.”

“Yeah. It tends to scare people. Sorry.”

“It’s okay. I understand. Sort of. I mean I don’t
get them so I really don’t know what it’s like. And I really didn’t
know what to do. So yeah, I did get a bit scared and…”

”You’re babbling,” Kristina said with a chuckle.

Nicky laughed loudly.

“Yeah, I am. Once a babbling idiot,” Nicky
started.

“Always a babbling idiot,” Kristina finished.

“What does it feel like,” Nicky asked.

“What? Being a babbling idiot? I think you know,”
Kristina said jokingly.

“No. I know how that feels as you can tell. I meant
your migraines.”

“Oh, right. Kind of weird actually. Like a starburst
in front of my eyes. Dancing lights whirling around making my head
pound.”

Nicky just nodded. He shut her door and went around
to the other side. He slipped into the driver’s seat.

“A starburst! It sounds kind of…pretty,” he said in
almost a whisper.

“It is, pretty I mean. I just wish it wouldn’t make
my head pound and make me nauseous though. It isn’t exactly
pleasant.”

“Sorry. I didn’t mean to…”

“I understand what you meant. It’s okay. I’m not
upset at you.”

“Good. Sometimes my mind leaps into a crazy thought
and it just pops out of my mouth. I can’t control it.”

“Control is a hard thing to learn. I still don’t
have control over my thoughts either. Or my mouth for that
matter.”

It would be nice though, if I could control my mind.
Or if everyone could control theirs. It would have made my life a
lot easier. But then again, I’d never have found Nicky. Or maybe
this curse thing would have been different? Maybe even worse!

Kristina suddenly realized Nicky’s thoughts were
quiet, silence filled her head.

“What are thinking about,” she asked for the first
time in weeks.

“Huh? Oh, nothing. I was picturing a starburst.”

Huh! I can’t see mind pictures. Strange but good to
know.

 


 



Chapter 3 Caring

Nicky drove towards Kristina’s home.

“Do you want to stop and pick up some lunch first?
It’s almost noon.”

“I think we should get you home. I noticed some
bread and a package from the deli when I picked up your groceries.
I can make you a sandwich.”

Wow, he’s caring too. Impressive!

When they reached the house Nicky backed into the
driveway. He leaped out and ran around to the passenger side. He
helped Kristina out of the truck and very gently led her to the
front door. Kristina dug into her pocketbook for her keys. As she
was reaching for the door Nicky gently but firmly took the keys
from her and opened the door.

Wow, chivalry is not dead. This guy is amazing. Kate
would be a fool not to fall in love with him.

Nicky quietly led Kristina into the house and
straight to her bedroom. Kristina followed without a word. She
stole a glance at his face. He seemed completely calm. She searched
his mind for a second but couldn’t hear his thoughts.

A moment of panic overtook her. She concentrated
more deeply but still heard nothing.

What the heck happened? Did I overload and now it’s
gone? Maybe he’s only got a picture in his mind? No words.

For the first time ever, Kristina missed her strange
ability. She had hated it for so long, this was a new feeling.

Nicky maneuvered Kristina to her bed. She sat down
and looked up at him wide eyed.

“You should lie down,” he said softly. “Can I get
you anything? Some aspirin? A drink? Do you want me to call your
daughter?”

“Not right now, thanks. But the groceries…”

“I’ll find them. Then I’ll make you a sandwich if
you think you could eat?”

“I am hungry. And make one for yourself too. After
that you can unload the lumber.”

Nicky stared at her face. Kristina stared back.

“Why don’t you lie down. I’ll try and be quick and
quiet.”

I still can’t hear anything. Weird! Kind of lonely
too.

Nicky suddenly put one hand on his hip and pointed
to her pillow. The look on his face was stern and parental as he
pursed his lips and lowered his brow.

“Ok,” Kristina grinned. “I’m resting.”

She lay back on her bed. Nicky helped her feet up
and pulled her flip flops off her feet.

“Good grief, how did you learn to become so
caring?”

“Dunno. Maybe you bring it out in me.”

“Seriously? You’ve never had to take care of a sick
family member or something? Babysit a younger brother or
sister?”

“Nope. Only child.”

“How old are you, honestly?”

“Twenty. Now enough questions. Rest.”

At least he’s the right age and an only child. It has
to be him. This is like a gift from the powers above.

“Resting now,” Kristina said softly as she rolled
into a comfortable position on her side.

Nicky left to go out and get the groceries. He
hurried into the kitchen to find a few things and make lunch. And
then she heard it. Nicky’s mind was racing. All his thoughts came
rushing at her in a jumbled mess. It sounded like he was rambling
to himself. Kristina let out a sigh of relief. At the mention of
her daughter again she glanced at her bedside clock. Kate said
around three. How long would it take him to unload the lumber?
Would it be long enough?

“Kristina,” Nicky called out from the kitchen. “I’m
making turkey and cheese. Do you want mustard or mayo?”

“Mayo, please,” she answered back.

Kristina could hear cabinets opening and closing as
well as the fridge. Ten minutes later Nicky stood at her bedroom
door.

“Do you think you could sit at the table or do you
want to eat in here?”

“I can sit at the table. I’m better.”

The two of them sat at the kitchen table and ate
lunch. Kristina tried to go as slow as she could without looking
sick or like she was purposely wasting time.

“It’s one o’clock now. You should go back and rest.
I’ll unload the lumber and go home.”

“Really, you don’t need to leave. I’m fine.”

“The last thing you need is for me to be making
noise out there. I’ll come back and check on you before I
leave.”

Kristina slowly walked back to her bed. She heard
the front door open and close. She listened to the sounds of wood
scraping on metal. She heard him humming in his mind as he worked.
Kristina kept looking at the clock.

For once in your life, be early Kate.

The front door opened and closed.

“Mom?” Kristina recognized that sweet voice.

“Who’s truck is in the driveway? Mom are you
here?”

“I’m in the bedroom Kate. C’mon in.”

“Are you alone in there,” she asked warily.

“Yes,” Kristina giggled.

Kate sauntered to the bedroom door and stopped
looking quizzically at her mother laying down in the middle of the
afternoon.

“Are you okay?”

“Migraine. It’s better now. I’ll be fine.”

“Since when do you get migraines?”

“I’ve had them off and on for a few weeks now.”

“Why didn’t you tell me? Have you seen a
doctor?”

“Kate, it’s nothing to worry about.”

She was just about to explain about Nicky when he
walked in the door. He stopped dead in his tracks. Kate whirled
around and stared at him.

Nicky was staring at the most beautiful face he had
ever seen. She was exquisite. She looked a lot like Kristina with
huge brown eyes, softly curling brown hair that fell past her
shoulders and high cheekbones with a slight blush to them. He
couldn’t take his eyes off her. He couldn’t speak, his mind
couldn’t find the words.

Kate stared back at the dark haired, dark eyed,
greek god standing in front of her. Her heart thumped in her
chest.

“And who are you,” Kate finally asked a bit
gruffly.

“This is Nicky,” Kristina answered. “He’s building a
fence for the backyard.”

Kate sighed with relief.
God, I thought he might be my mother’s new boyfriend or
something. That would be way too icky. He’s like, my age.

There was complete silence as the three of them just
stared at each other. Nicky at Kate. Kate at Nicky. Kristina
alternating between the two of them.

Kristina heard no thoughts from either of them. She
concentrated as hard as she could. The explosion in her head was
excruciating. With a groan she passed out.

Both Nicky and Kate rushed to her side.

“Mom? Mom, are you okay?”

“She had a migraine earlier. Maybe…”

“Yeah I know. She told me.”

Kate put her hand on Kristina’s forehead. She seemed
to be breathing okay and she wasn’t feverish.

“She said it was like a starburst with lights
dancing before her eyes. Maybe we should close the blinds.”

Kate didn’t respond. She sat gingerly on the bed and
took her mother’s hand gently in her own. Nicky stepped over to the
window on the left of the bed and pulled the cord.

“I’m actually done for the day. I unloaded all the
lumber. I’ll be back tomorrow to put the fence posts in. Unless you
think we should take her to the hospital. I could help.”

“I don’t know what to do. I’ve never seen her like
this before.”

“She never told you she gets migraines?”

“No.”

Well, great. The blind leading the blind here. Maybe
I should stay anyway, just in case.

Kate whirled around wide eyed.

“Did you say something?”

“No,” Nicky replied. “I was thinking that maybe I
should stay anyway, just in case, you know, she needs to go to the
hospital.”

Kate’s mouth dropped open.
I heard his thoughts. I’m going insane. This isn’t really
happening.

Nicky stared intently at Kate for a
second. Did she just go into shock or something? What do
I do now?

“You don’t need to stay,” Kate croaked out. “ I
think she just needs to rest. It’ll be fine. If I think she needs
to go to the hospital later I can take her or call an
ambulance.”

“Okay, if you’re sure.”

“I’m sure. But why do you care so much? You hardly
know her, or me.”

“Dunno. It seems to be the right thing to do. I’m
worried. She’s a sweet lady.”

“Worry is good. Not productive but good. I can
handle this.”

“Well, then I’ll go. I’ll be back tomorrow at nine
if that’s not too early. I’d like to get the digging part done
before it gets too hot.”

“Yeah, that’s fine. Um, can you please leave your
phone number on the counter next to the phone just in case?”

“Sure. Sure.”

Nicky walked out quietly. As he was writing his
number down he heard Kate’s soft voice.

“Mom, why didn’t you tell me? Never mind. It’s okay.
I understand you didn’t want to worry me. You rest now. Sweet
dreams.”

 


 


 



Chapter 4 Memories

Kate listened to her mother’s even breathing. She
seemed to be sleeping peacefully. Kristina moaned out the word
Carlos and Kate tensed. Her mom was dreaming of her dad. They
hadn’t mentioned his name in years.

Sadness overwhelmed her. Kate’s eyes filled up with
tears and silently rolled down her cheeks. She swiped at them like
a two year old. All kinds of emotions rushed in, anger, sadness,
confusion and concern. The memories flooded in like a tidal
wave.

Carlos was a great dad. He always had a smile, a
piece of candy for Kate, they went to fun places together. Kate
loved him dearly. She missed him horribly.

Kate quietly crept out to the living room and sat on
the couch.

Her musings took her back to that horrible day that
would forever be ingrained in her mind. The day her dad died!

She had been watching TV. The newscaster broke in
with an urgent update. There was a horrible crash on I 95. A semi
truck had jack knifed when what was assumed was a drunk driver
swerved. The driver had fled the scene but several cars careened
into each other to avoid the truck flipping over. Kristina heard
the TV from in the kitchen and came out to watch it too.

They showed the cars all twisted and scrunched.
Three ambulances, a few cop cars and a fire truck where tending to
the wounded and directing traffic. Kristina’s eyes opened in
horror.

“Oh my God, that’s Carlos!”

Kate looked at her mother in shock.

The newscaster said that the police were trying to
talk to witnesses. But other than remembering a black sedan weaving
erratically they couldn’t say anything more. I 95 would be closed
at the 192 exit for quite some time. Motorists were advised to seek
an alternate route.

Kristina paced for at least a half hour. Then she
called the police station after there was no answer to Carlos’s
cell. The police couldn’t give her any information.

The house phone rang and Kristina bolted to answer
it.

“Carlos?”

Kate watched in horror as her mother spoke in hushed
tones to whoever was on the other end. When she hung up she fell to
floor crying hysterically. Kate realized her father was dead. Anger
overwhelmed her. Despair threatened to dissolve her into a big
mush. She raced into the kitchen and sat on the floor with her mom.
They held each other and cried. Kate remembered thinking to herself
that if she could read people’s minds then she could find the
stupid idiot that did this. She’d make him pay.

After crying and sobbing for hours
Kate had a headache. She told her mother she was going to lie down.
A few minutes later the pain subsided. She let out a sigh and then
heard a male voice say, stupid, stupid! Kate bolted upright and looked around her room, completely
terrified.

It was at that moment she saw her neighbor, Mr.
Chadwick, outside her bedroom window. He was shaking his head as he
fumbled with the AC unit.

I really hate paying for repairs. They’re all money
grabbing wretches. Stupid! Stupid! I should have cleaned this out
before it seized. Damn it!

Kate realized his lips weren’t moving. Was she
actually hearing his thoughts? Kate flew out of bed, intending on
telling her mom. She stopped when she realized her mom would think
she was crazy.

Kate forced herself out of that memory. The past was
gone. Nothing and nobody could change that. Her dad was dead.
Somehow she could read people’s thoughts. It didn’t happen all the
time. Only when she was upset, like today. Today!

I need to focus on today. Mom needs me. Her
migraine…wait, maybe she hears them too. It gives me a headache. If
she…

A new onslaught of tears overpowered her. Her
stomach was in knots. Her chest even hurt. At that instant Kate’s
head felt like it would explode. Dancing lights flashed before her
eyes with a vengeance. Kate’s whole body started to vibrate. The
nausea in her stomach threatened to erupt.

Oh no, they’re connected. The migraines and the
voices. I’m going to die. I need to talk to mom.

Kate tried to stand up and go to her mother but the
pain gripped her harder. Absolute terror and panic seized her as
she fell over. She landed on the floor in a crumpled heap. She
passed out.

 


Kate finally awoke several hours later. It was
already dark outside. The house was dark too and felt eerie. She
rolled over and realized she was on the floor. Then she remembered
what happened.

She slowly sat up and drew her legs underneath her
to stand up. She gripped the side of the couch. She pushed and
stood. She shuffled over to the entryway and turned on the light to
dispel the darkness. She blinked her eyes a few times at the
assault on her sense. She stumbled blindly to her mother’s
bedroom.

The meager light from the entryway let Kate barely
see her mom still laying in her bed.

“Mom,” she whispered. “Are you awake?”

“Mmmm. Not entirely. What time is it?”

“Dunno. Dark. Um, can we talk?”

“Sure honey. I think we need to.”

Kristina rolled over and turned on the little
bedside lamp. The room was bathed in a soft white glow. Kate ambled
over and sat on the bed as Kristina pulled her legs up and sat
cross-legged.

“Mom, when did you start having migraines?”

“Just recently, I used to have them all the time
before you were born.”

“I don’t ever remember you having them. Why did they
stop? Why did you start having them again now?”

“I think that’s what we need to talk about. Has
anything strange happened to you recently?”

Kate debated on whether to tell her mom she could
hear people’s thoughts but she needed to know if the migraines were
connected. She needed the right words, the right questions, so she
wouldn’t sound crazy.
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