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“I could say that it delivered, it didn’t disappoint, that it 
was even better than Book 1, Foreshadowed – but those 
would be understatements. To put it simply, this book 
floored me.”

 
— C.K. Brooke, 

Author of The Red Pearl & Jordinia Series

“Full of surprises, relatable and thought-provoking, 
Forewarned is truly a reading pleasure!”

 
— The Bookavid

“Compelling...Filled with suspense and heartache...held 
me in its clutches until the very end.”

 
— Roxanne Kade, Author of  Therian

“Have you ever read a book and turned the next page 



only to find it’s blank? I was that engrossed in the story 
of Forewarned, that I didn’t realise I was at the end of 
the book....a brilliantly written story...itching for book 
three...”

— Truth About the Book



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

For my siblings—
thank you for your support, love, and friendship.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

I’M STILL AFRAID OF THE dark. I don’t think I’ll 
ever get over it. 

He abandoned my car miles away from the scene. I 
don’t know if he left fingerprints or any other clues. I do 
know that he didn’t take anything. My purse—with my 
wallet, keys, and phone still inside—was found on the 
passenger seat, presumably untouched. I try to comfort 
myself with the fact he did not keep my driver’s license. 
Because it means he doesn’t have my address…I hope.

But what if he does know where I live? He said 
something that night. He said he’d dismissed me. May-
be he saw me while he was stalking Claire. But where? 
School? Her house? Here? 

My head hurts. Every bit of movement sets off a 
violent pounding. I close my eyes, which provides some 
relief, but it’s short-lived. Because a few seconds later, 
I find myself back on Dallas Road, blindly running for 
my life.



HOLLY M. CAMPBELL10

I hear the footsteps—my footsteps—clip-clopping 
against the pavement, and my grip on reality goes slack. 
The terror of that awful night shoots through me as I re-
live it.

I can’t see anything. There’s only darkness. But I 
know he’s out there, and that he can see me. He probably 
enjoys watching me stumble away from him…or maybe 
I’m wandering toward him. 

It’s hard to run in Claire’s shoes. Why did I let her 
talk me into wearing them? I promised Lance….

Lance! Why didn’t I listen to him? He told me to 
pull over, to let the police chase after Claire. He warned 
me. But I couldn’t let the sick bastard take her. So, I fol-
lowed them. And now he is going to stab me. My death 
is moments away.

I stop. There must be something I can change. Any-
thing…even if it’s small.

The shoes. I can take them off, and change this 
small detail.

I bend down. My fingers, without the benefit of 
sight, reach for the straps on my ankle. And pain slices 
through my shoulder.

I open my eyes, gasping. My gaze flits around, 
blinking rapidly at the sudden light. “Still in my room,” I 
whisper to myself. “It’s okay. It wasn’t real.”

With each strained beat of my heart, pain pulses 
through my head and shoulder. But it’s all right. I’m alive 
and in my bedroom. It’s over. I was supposed to die, but 
I didn’t. Lance saved me. The paramedics saved me. The 
doctors saved me. And yes, I saved me. I’m safe.

I sit up a bit, prop two pillows behind me, and lean 
back again. I suck in a breath through gritted teeth as my 
wounded shoulder protests the movement, but soon I’m 
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comfortable. Sort of.
There’s a soft knock on the door, and my mom en-

ters the room, carrying a tray of food she didn’t make.
Should pretend I made this…that’s stupid…never 

believe it anyway. She looks terrible….  “Mrs. Nelson 
sent over some soup and rolls.” 

“Smells good,” I say, realizing I’m starving. “What 
kind of soup?”

“Chicken noodle. Homemade, of course.” She rolls 
her eyes fondly and gives a small smile. I’ll have to get 
the recipe…if Hope likes it…maybe the stuff from the can 
tastes better…. As my mom’s thoughts ramble through 
my own head, the pounding behind my right eye picks 
up in speed and intensity.

I’ve always been a mind reader, but my gift is lim-
ited. I hear the thoughts as though they are my own—so, 
I guess, really, I think them. If more than one person is 
around, it can be difficult to figure out who is thinking 
what. And, until a few days ago, I could only tap into 
the minds of those who were in my immediate proxim-
ity. Last week, I pushed my sixth sense beyond its usu-
al boundaries while I chased down Claire’s kidnapper. I 
followed both their thoughts while they were in another 
car, far ahead of my own. It wore me out, damaged my 
gift somehow. I don’t have the strength to block anyone’s 
thoughts anymore, yet “hearing” them is agony. I really 
hope this is only a temporary condition.

“Are you all right?” Mom asks, seeing the pain on 
my face.

“Yeah. Some medicine would be nice, though.”
I take my prescription painkillers, eat about half of 

Mrs. Nelson’s homemade soup (which is definitely bet-
ter than the stuff from the can), and fade in and out of 
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sleep the rest of the day. Finally, I hear a knock on the 
front door. Lance.

Even with the headache and knowing I won’t be 
able to keep the promise I made to block his thoughts, I’m 
happy he’s here. The last time we were together, I was 
bleeding out on the asphalt, while he created a makeshift 
tourniquet and tried to keep me awake until the paramed-
ics arrived. It was prom night. It was supposed to be our 
first real date. I was wearing makeup—which is definite-
ly an occasion—and even had my hair curled. I couldn’t 
wait for Lance to see me. But the kidnapper ruined any 
hope of a romantic prom night. That pisses me off almost 
as much as getting stabbed. 

Lance faced his biggest fear to come after me. Ever 
since the car accident that killed his parents, and tempo-
rarily him, he can barely sit in a car without suffering an 
anxiety attack. But, that night, he didn’t only sit in a car. 
He drove. To save me.

I smile despite the pain, eager to see him. To thank 
him in person and—I may as well admit it—to kiss 
him. Between the nightmares and the panic attacks, I’ve 
dreamed of his lips on mine.

Mom leads Lance into the room. He looks even 
better than I remember, and I assume it’s because I’ve 
missed him so much. Then, I realize it’s his hair. It’s 
trimmed and styled neatly for the first time since I met 
him, no longer hanging in his pretty green eyes. I assume 
he cut it for prom, but I wasn’t exactly in any kind of 
shape to notice.

I guess I should give them some privacy, Mom 
thinks, smiling and exiting the room. I’m surprised she 
closes the door behind her.

“She thought you needed a formal escort?” I joke, 
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but Lance looks at me, holding my gaze. Before I can 
compliment him on the haircut, before I can tell him how 
much I’ve missed him, I plunge into a nightmare.

When Lance looks people in the eye, he sees their 
future death. And since I’m not strong enough right now 
to block his thoughts, everything he sees in his head I see 
in mine.

I’m lying on concrete in a small, dimly lit room. I 
can see enough of my body to know I’m naked—and I’m 
hurt. There are purplish bruises down my legs. I can’t see 
my arms. I think they’re tied above me.

I don’t recognize the face in front of me, but I know 
who he is. His smile is cruel, his eyes dark.

“I bet you wish you’d stayed out of this, huh?” he 
asks as he stretches his arms forward and wraps some-
thing thin around my neck. “I warned you, didn’t I? I 
gave you a chance.” His smile widens to a grin, showing 
his crooked, coffee-stained teeth. “But then, maybe this 
is what you wanted to happen all along. I know I’ve en-
joyed it.”

He tugs at whatever’s wrapped around my neck. It 
digs into my skin and I can’t breathe.

I fly into a sitting position, coughing. Lance rushes 
to my side and kneels down beside the bed. I’m still in 
my room. It wasn’t real…just a vision…just…a vision 
of my future!

“I—he—” I break off, choking. It felt so real. I can 
barely breathe.

“I didn’t know,” Lance swears to me. “If I’d 
known…. I—I should have waited. Of course you’re 
too weak to block my thoughts right now. I should have 
waited to come see you.”

“And then what?” I ask. “Would you have kept it 
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from me?”
“No. Of course not. But you shouldn’t have to see 

it. Not again.” What are we going to do? He could be 
anywhere…he….

“How long?” I ask. “How much time do I have?”
“I don’t know. A few months. I’m not sure. Longer 

this time.”
“He’d seen me before. What if he knows where I 

live? What if….”
Lance rises, sits on the edge of the bed, and holds 

me. “Shh,” he soothes. “We already changed the future 
once. I’ll do it again and again if I have to.”

“How?”
Only one way…. “We have to find out who he is 

before he takes you,” he says. And then…. “And then we 
have to kill him.”



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

…THIS IS THE GIRL? SKINNY little thing went up 
against…wow…brave kid…. “You’ve probably seen a 
line-up in movies, right?” the woman seated across from 
me—Detective Fredrickson—asks. She’s not in uniform. 
I guess that’s a perk of being a detective. 

I nod in answer.
“A voice line-up is a little different. I’ll play you a 

recording. Five people.” She holds up a hand, wiggling 
her fingers. “One of them is the suspect, the rest are what 
we call fillers. You won’t know what order they’re in; 
even I don’t know what order they’re in. Okay?”

Again, I nod.
Practically shaking…seems so scared. Still can’t 

believe she chased down a murderer…. She smiles at me 
in encouragement. “There’s nothing to be nervous about, 
okay, hon? Our suspect isn’t in this building. It’s just a 
recording of his voice and a few other people who match 
your description of what he sounded like. It won’t sound 
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the same as it did that night. Be prepared for that. It was 
recorded in a different setting.” In this room.... I curl my 
fingers into fists, imagining him sitting in this very chair. 
“We gave him and the fillers something specific to say. 
You’ll listen to each voice and, then, you’ll tell me if one 
sounds familiar.”

“How did you find him?” I whisper.
“Well, we’re not sure it’s him, remember? Right 

now, he’s just a suspect. And I can’t tell you anything 
about him. I can’t influence your judgment in anyway.” 
She is tempted, though. She wants to put this guy away 
really badly. “Now, if you can’t make a positive iden-
tification, that’s okay. Don’t feel pressured to accuse 
somebody just because you’re here. This isn’t a test. We 
have a suspect, and if you recognize his voice…” pretty 
blonde girl didn’t recognize him. “…then we can move 
forward.” Because, right now, we have nothing….

Okay, so no pressure then.
I glance at the headphones lying on top of her desk. 

“Is it possible to do a regular line-up?” I ask. “Or to show 
me some pictures?”

Wouldn’t work…. “Since you didn’t see his face, 
it doesn’t make sense to show you pictures. From what 
you and your friend said, that mask covered all his fea-
tures except his eyes. And you can’t ID someone based 
on that. It wouldn’t be admissible as evidence.” She nods 
or shakes her head with each sentence, completely un-
aware that she’s doing it, and I find myself mimicking 
her movement.

I shift uneasily in my seat. I did tell the police I 
didn’t see his face, but that was before Lance’s vision. 
Before I saw his ugly, leering smile. It was only once—
two weeks ago—and the vision was of a dimly-lit room, 
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but I think I could identify him in a lineup.
I open my mouth to tell her so, but shut it again, not 

quite sure how to explain.
“All right,” she says. “I’m going to read you some 

guidelines. Okay?” Again with the nodding and shaking 
of her head.

“Okay.”
Hope this is the guy…has to be. Rapist gets out of 

prison three months ago…attempted kidnapping…too 
much of a coincidence…must be him….

I hope so, too.
After Detective Fredrickson reads through the 

guidelines, and makes sure I understand, she invites me 
to slip on the headphones. They completely cover my 
ears. I stare down at an empty spot on her desk. Most of 
it is cluttered with stray papers and files, a few pictures 
of her family, and, of course, the big, clunky machine my 
headphones are hooked into.

She presses play. There is a moment of audible si-
lence, and then a raspy voice says, “I never thought much 
of you before, but that dress certainly is becoming.”

A deep, bone-penetrating chill sweeps over and 
through my entire body. Not because of the voice—I 
don’t recognize it—but because of the words. Did I tell 
the police he said that to me? Obviously, I did, but…
hearing it again….

I close my eyes.
Detective Fredrickson notes my reaction. She paus-

es the recording, and asks, “Are you all right?” 
Without opening my eyes, I shake my head quickly. 

“Not him.”
I’m going to have to listen to that sentence four 

more times. I draw in a deep, steadying breath, and then 



HOLLY M. CAMPBELL18

open my eyes, meeting hers. “Next one.”
This voice is similar to the first, also possessing a 

raspy quality. I pause for a long time after I hear it, and 
then ask her to play it again. I don’t think it’s him, but I 
want to be sure.

Maybe this is….
“No,” I say. “Next one.”
As the third man coos, “I never thought much of 

you before, but that dress certainly is becoming,” I begin 
to shiver, fighting off a flashback.

Detective Fredrickson, pushes a button on the ma-
chine, and I remove my headphones.

It’s him…we’ve got him…she obviously…. “Well?” 
she asks with practiced calm.

I hate to disappoint her. “I don’t think so.”
She’s trembling….
“None of these men sound familiar, but they also 

sound like they’re just reading the sentence. They’re so 
monotone. In the moment…I don’t know, maybe it is one 
of them and I’m just second-guessing my memory or…
or something.”

Damn…was so sure…. “There’s one more,” she 
says. “If you don’t want to do this, you don’t have to. 
I can see you’re shaken up.” But if we don’t find him….

I take in another deep breath. Come on, Hope. You 
ran him off the road. You fought him. You can listen to a 
damn recording of his voice.

“I’m okay,” I finally say and replace the head-
phones.

Again, there is a breath of silence, and then the last 
man hisses those dreadful words. 

This is harder than I thought it would be. After prom 
night, I was certain I would never forget the sound of his 
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voice—that I would recognize it anywhere. Maybe it’s 
him. Maybe it’s not. I don’t feel strongly one way or the 
other, though I’m fairly certain this is their suspect—the 
rapist recently released from prison. I’m not sure how 
I know this. Even if he was in the building—which he 
isn’t—I wouldn’t be able to hear him (my gift is heal-
ing—like the stab wound in my shoulder—but hearing 
thoughts through walls is still impossible). And Detec-
tive Fredrickson doesn’t know the order of the record-
ings, so it’s not like her thoughts give anything away. 
Besides, isn’t it sloppy police work to slap the suspect’s 
voice at the very end of the line-up?

Yet, I still think it’s her suspect. A rapist. Arrested 
for attempted kidnapping. Definitely a bad man. A man 
who should be locked up. But he’s not Samantha Wil-
liams’s killer. He’s not the man who kidnapped Claire, 
and stabbed me on Dallas Road. He’s not my future mur-
derer.

I remove the headphones and shake my head sadly. 
“I don’t think it’s him.”

Hate voice line-ups…so hard to be certain…. 
“We’ll continue investigating,” she assures me. “This 
isn’t the end, you know. Our suspect is either the man 
who attacked you or he isn’t. If he is, we’ll find enough 
evidence to convict him. If not….” Either way, he’s go-
ing back to prison…. “I don’t want you to feel like you 
failed today.”

Well, I didn’t feel like that. But now….
“It’s very difficult to give a definitive answer in a 

voice line-up. It’s not easy with a regular line-up, either. 
Our minds can play tricks on us.”

“You really can’t show me a picture of him?” I ask. 
“It would help.”
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She regards me for a moment. Second time she’s 
brought it up…why? “No, I can’t. If you don’t like the 
way he looks, it could bias your answer.”

“But…but what if I know what he looks like?”
She sits forward in her chair. “Do you?”
I hesitate. I’m not ready to tell this detective about 

my psychic abilities—or about Lance’s. What if she 
doesn’t believe me? What if she does?

“I had…a dream…about that night…um…and his 
face was very clear to me.”

Another psychic? Oh brother…here we go….
“It just made me wonder,” I continue, “if maybe I 

did see him, but blocked it out or something. Or if may-
be I recognized his voice that night—like he’s someone 
I know—but I was too scared to realize it and…you 
know…my subconscious is trying to remind me?” My 
confidence drops with each word. Detective Fredrickson 
watches me, tapping one finger on the edge of the table, 
as she considers.

She does not believe in psychics, but she’s not com-
pletely closed off to the idea of my subconscious trying 
to clue me in.

“I probably couldn’t arrange a line-up,” she begins, 
her mind weighing the options. “Not with your original 
statement. You could sit down with a sketch artist. When 
we release the picture, we’ll refer to him as a person 
of interest. If someone has information….” She slows 
down, growing hesitant. But then…. “Look, Ms. Mur-
doch. We will take whatever information you can give 
us, and we will take it seriously. If you think you may 
know what he looks like, that could really help us. But if 
down the road we find someone who matches your de-
scription, there’s always the chance that some fancy law-
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yer will get him off because of your previous statement. 
They could claim you’re an unreliable witness. Now, 
that may not be a problem so long as we find sufficient 
evidence to convict him. But the claim that your sub-
conscious is sending you dreams won’t be enough.” She 
pauses. A picture would be great…but it should be real…
definitive…beyond reasonable doubt…. “Would you like 
to sit down with a sketch artist?” she asks me.

For a long time, I sit here, listening as both of us 
argue back and forth inside our heads. 

A disputable picture is still better than no picture 
at all, isn’t it? Maybe not. Like she said, my testimo-
ny could be called into question and…what if he walks 
away? He knows who I am. He would be angry I identi-
fied him. He would want revenge.

So what? He’s going to kill me anyway.
No. I need a name. I need evidence, something that 

will ensure he is locked away forever. Besides, I only 
saw his face inside Lance’s head. It’s not like I can de-
scribe him that well anyway.

“No,” I say quietly, and frown as guilt stabs me.
Detective Fredrickson isn’t sure if she’s disappoint-

ed or not. She sighs, and then hands me a business card. 
“If you change your mind. Or if you can think of any-
thing else useful, call me.” Her gaze hardens, her eyes 
boring into mine. “Or if you ever feel like someone is 
watching you…do not hesitate to call.”

I look down at her card, only because I find it diffi-
cult to meet her piercing gaze. “I will,” I promise.

Seems like a good kid…hope he leaves her alone….
That would be nice. But he won’t.
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DETECTIVE FREDRICKSON LEADS ME OUT of her 
office, where Mom anxiously waits for me. I shake my 
head at her before she can even ask the question. She lets 
out a breath.

“Oh,” she says softly. Damn…. “They’ll find him, 
sweetie.”

Hope so…. “That’s right.” Detective Fredrickson 
hands Mom a business card as well. “If you need any-
thing, or have any information, don’t hesitate.”

“Thank you,” Mom says. “You ready, Hope?”
“Sure.”
We walk out of the Richland Police Department 

building as a few men and women in uniform dart around 
us.

“Mom?” I ask, once we’re alone in the parking lot. 
“Do you think police ever use psychics? Not on TV, but 
in real life?”

Maybe…saw a talk show once where…wait, that’s 
still TV…. “I don’t know,” she answers. “If they do, they 
probably keep it a secret.” Not like they can arrest some-
one based on a palm reading or anything. “Why?”

“I don’t know.” I open the door to her Jeep and slide 
inside. Maybe I should run back in and tell Detective 
Fredrickson the truth. I’ve seen the bastard’s face. Lance 
has seen him—probably more than once. I could do the 
same thing I did with Pete and Bryce and prove to her 
that I really can read minds.

I frown and buckle my seatbelt.
Can’t believe I dragged her down here and it wasn’t 

even his voice. It’s too soon…she’s not ready for this…
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but if it had been him…the closure…. “You okay, hon?” 
she asks gently.

I don’t answer right away, and she assumes I didn’t 
hear her. “Hope? You okay?”

“Fine.” My tone is sharper than I mean it to be. I 
turn my head to look out the window. “Sorry. I’m tired. 
I’m disappointed. But I’m okay. I just don’t want to talk 
right now.” I want to think.

Lance was right—maybe not about us needing to 
kill this guy, but we need to find out who he is before 
he comes for me. And how are we going to do that if I 
withhold information from the police?

I unbuckle myself and reach for the door latch.
“Hope?”
I stop.
“You want to go back inside?”
It’s not good enough. They can’t make an arrest 

based on a vision. I need to figure out who he is. I need 
his name. Once I have that, I can make up some story 
about bumping into him somewhere and recognizing his 
voice…or something. It’s more plausible than seeing his 
face in a dream.

I re-buckle myself. “Sorry,” I say. “I don’t know 
what I was thinking.

Poor girl…she’s going through so much. She prob-
ably needs therapy…how else is she going to get over 
this?

“But how?” I whisper.
“Huh?”
“Nothing. Can we go now?”
“Oh, yeah.” Mom puts the key in the ignition and 

fires the engine.
How am I going to figure out who he is? How am I 
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going to learn his name? I have nothing to go on. Noth-
ing but a brief glimpse of his ugly face.

“I’ll just draw him myself.”
This time, Mom doesn’t ask me what I’m talking 

about, but silently worries about my mental and emo-
tional health.

I’ll draw his face and show it to people at school, 
or the movie theater where Samantha Williams was ab-
ducted, and maybe even post it on Facebook. Someone 
is bound to recognize him. I just have to make sure he 
never finds out about it.



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

IF ONLY MY FUTURE MURDERER were a cartoon 
character, it would be easy. I’ve drawn three sketches of 
him since the voice line up yesterday, each one more car-
toonish than the last.

I make a face at my drawing and drop it next to me 
on the bed. I toss the charcoal pencil at the opposite wall, 
and it snaps in half. My shoulder screams a fiery pro-
test. It’s only been two and a half weeks since he stabbed 
me, so I really should give my shoulder more respect. 
It’s healing as fast as it can—and much faster than any-
one expected—but Death is stalking me, and my stupid 
shoulder makes me feel even more helpless. I don’t like 
being reminded of my frailty. How is a girl who can bare-
ly change her clothes without her mom’s assistance and 
can’t shrug without pain supposed to track down a poten-
tial serial killer?

Speaking of dressing myself, I should probably get 
going on that. Lance and Lois Lane will be here any min-
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ute and I’m not doing an interview in my pajamas—even 
if it is just for the school newspaper. 

Okay, obviously, Lois Lane is not coming over. I 
can’t remember the girl’s name. Lance told me yesterday, 
but I’ve already forgotten it.

I stand, grit my teeth, and begin the arduous process 
of slipping into a V-neck tee and a pair of shorts. Swear-
ing helps a little. So does kicking my dresser a few times. 
I do not bother wrestling with a bra. I doubt anyone will 
notice.

We’re not doing this for glory, by the way. Real re-
porters have been trying to schedule interviews for days. 
We don’t care about fame. In fact, I’m pretty eager to 
stay out of the papers. I don’t want anyone to remind that 
pervert that the girl who thwarted his plans is still out 
there, sharing information about him. No, after the initial 
story hit newsstands, Lance and I have tried to slip back 
into anonymity. It hasn’t been that hard for me, since I’m 
still stuck at home, basically under house arrest, but ac-
cording to Bryce Nelson, Lance is all kinds of popular at 
school. Girls follow him around. Teachers applaud him. 
Guys want his autograph. He deserves it. He’s a hero. 
And I’m not jealous. Nope. Not one little bit. Besides, 
I’m sure once I’m allowed to return to school I’ll be get-
ting more attention than I can stand.

What was I saying? Oh yeah—the interview. We 
agreed to it because Lois Lane, or whatever her name is, 
happens to be a close friend of Samantha Williams, the 
first victim. She has questions, but so do we, and we need 
as many leads as we can get. 

Fully dressed, I turn back to the attempted portrait, 
sort of hoping that all of a sudden it will look just right, 
that I nailed it. Nope. It still looks like a bad guy you 
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might see on a cartoon. And not a good cartoon either, 
but something cheesy and low-budget. Not sure what 
else to do, I wave my middle finger at it and then shove 
it under my pillow, out of sight. The pencil stays on the 
other side of the room, on the floor. If I feel like bending 
over in the near future, I’ll know where it is.

I hear a car pull into the driveway, followed by a 
string of vigorous barks from the backyard. Good old 
Sassy—the Nelson’s golden retriever—here to alert us of 
every possible threat…including reporters from the high 
school newspaper. 

I peek outside my window. A pear-shaped girl with 
thick wavy hair steps out of a dark gray car. This must 
be Lois Lane, though she does not look like Superman’s 
girlfriend. I’ll need to think of a new nickname. Or I 
could call her by her real name once I learn what it is. 

Lance is not with her.
I leave my room and walk down the stairs, reaching 

the door just as Lois knocks on the other side. “I’ve got 
it,” I call to my mom, who is sitting on the couch watch-
ing some talk show. Mom used to be a labor and delivery 
nurse at the hospital, but after I almost died two and a 
half weeks ago, she quit her job and became a stay-at-
home mom/prison guard.

She mutes the TV and starts walking toward the 
door, even as I pull it open and greet Lois with a smile.

She is so far from Superman’s girlfriend that I al-
most laugh. Her long face is neither ugly nor pretty, it’s 
just sort of there. She does have pretty blue eyes, but 
they’re watering with nervous tears. As she blinks at me 
a few times, I take a moment to sort through her thoughts 
and emotions. She’s a shy girl—socially awkward, more 
comfortable penning stories about unicorns in magical 
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kingdoms than interviewing real people. Yet, she’s des-
perate to do a good job—to be taken seriously. Through 
the anxiety, the self-doubt, and the trepidation, I sense 
her determination to prove herself and I decide not to 
underestimate her. She is resolved to write a newsworthy 
story.

“Hi,” I say.
“You’re from the school paper?” Mom asks, her 

fingers hovering over the alarm pad next to the door. If 
she doesn’t type in the code in about thirty seconds—a 
code she thinks I don’t know—an obnoxious alarm will 
go off.

“Of course she is,” I say. “I’m Hope. Come on in.”
Lois—I really hope she gives us her name soon—

steps into the entryway and Mom finally punches in that 
code. I close the door and turn the deadbolt. We’ve be-
come very security conscious in the past few days. Claire 
was abducted from her home. I was stabbed on a quiet 
country road. We’re all understandably a little jumpy.

“Lance isn’t here yet,” I say. “We can wait for him 
in here.” I gesture to the living room.

“Okay, sure.”
I narrow my eyes at her thoughts. Lois is really 

looking forward to Lance’s arrival. It would be one thing 
if her eagerness were related to his piercing green eyes 
or broad shoulders—that I can relate to—but it’s not. Ms. 
Lane is itching to prove Lance is a big, fat fraud.

Why is she staring at me…as spacey as everyone 
said….

Why is Hope staring at her?
Absorbed in Lois’ thoughts, I’d barely noticed we’d 

moved. She is sitting on the couch, and I’m standing in 
the middle of the room, studying her. Oops. I tear my 
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gaze away with a glance at Mom.
“Do we have anything to drink?” I ask.
Mom lifts her eyebrows. “Water?”
“Water’s good,” I say, effectively dismissing her. 

She leaves the room and I sit next to Lois. “First of all,” 
I begin, “I can’t remember your name. Sorry. Lance told 
me, but….”

“Amber,” she says, and actually pulls a pencil out 
from behind her ear. She already has a notebook open, 
a dozen or so questions listed. I can’t get a good look 
at them because she’s holding the notebook at an angle, 
already suspicious of me. I don’t know why. I mean, it’s 
not like I’m cheating off her answers to a pop quiz. As 
soon as Lance gets here, she’s going to read all these 
questions aloud, so who cares if I take a peek?

“Nice to meet you, Amber. What grade are you in?”
“I’m a senior.” Hate chit chat…hope he gets here 

soon….
“Right. Of course.” Like Samantha. “Bet you’re ex-

cited for graduation, huh?”
“I guess.” She lifts one of her narrow shoulders. “I 

thought Lance would be here by now. Doesn’t he have a 
car?”

“Yes,” I say and just leave it at that. Lance drove 
to my rescue that fateful night, but I don’t know if he’s 
driven since. I haven’t asked him if he’s over his fear, 
and he hasn’t brought it up. I’m not over my fear of the 
dark. “So, what kind of article do you want to write?”

“Sorry?” She starts thinking of something evasive 
to say and is saved by Mom’s speedy water delivery.

“Wow, that was quick,” I say, taking my glass. Am-
ber thanks Mom politely, but wonders, how am I going to 
take notes while holding this?
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Mom sits in the recliner next to the couch and pre-
tends to watch the muted TV. “We’ll go down to the 
basement once Lance gets here,” I tell Amber.

She nods and takes a sip of water. Just ask the ques-
tions…don’t be scared. Do it for Sammie….

Huh…I had thought her anxiety stemmed from her 
social awkwardness, but now I think she is actually, for 
real, afraid of Lance. She wants to meet with him, to get 
some answers, but she’s scared. She thinks he may be 
dangerous. Why?

I try to steal another peek at her questions, but even 
with the unwanted glass in her hands, she manages to 
shield them from me.

“So, what do you think of Lance?” I blurt out.
“What?”
Half a dozen fragmented thoughts and emotions flit 

through her mind. He’s a hero, he’s a con-artist, he’s cute, 
he’s dangerous, he’s a liar. He knows who the killer is.

I sit back, my mouth sort of hanging open. Amber’s 
forehead wrinkles as she watches me. I haven’t even said 
anything yet…this girl is weird….

Why? Why is she so suspicious of Lance?
There’s a knock on the front door and I jump to my 

feet. There is no warning bark this time. Sassy must rec-
ognize Lance’s scent or something.

“I’ll get it,” Mom says, rising.
“It’s Lance,” I tell her.
“I’ll get it,” she says again, walking past me.
I purse my lips, watching her walk away. I need to 

talk to Lance. This isn’t the friendly, innocent interview 
we were expecting. I want Lance to be prepared. But then 
I remember he is innocent, and it’s not like Amber is go-
ing to find out anything incriminating anyway. From the 
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porch, I hear Lance’s deep voice as he greets my mom. I 
let out a breath I didn’t know I was holding.

“You okay?” Amber asks me.
I’m about to answer, when Lance walks inside. “I 

need to talk to you.”
It’s more than a thought. It’s as if Lance just whis-

pered in my ear. The hair on the back of my neck stands 
up. This has happened once before, the first time we met. 
I had sort of forgotten about it. Both times, Lance was 
thinking something directly at me. Maybe we have some 
sort of psychic connection—like Luke Skywalker and 
Leia in The Empire Strikes Back…except we’re not also 
brother and sister. That would be gross.

Wow, I am really glad Lance can’t read my thoughts. 
I am such a nerd.

I nod at him once so he knows I heard him, and then 
smile at Amber. “Let’s go down to the basement. Here, 
I’ll take your cup.”

I hand both glasses to Mom and assure her we’ll 
be fine on our own. Once we reach the basement door, 
I open it, flip on the light, and tell Amber, “Go ahead. I 
haven’t seen him in a few days.” I grin suggestively and 
Amber does the mental equivalent of rolling her eyes.

“All right.” She starts moving down the stairs and I 
shut the door.

“What’s going on?” I whisper. Mom is back to 
watching afternoon television, but the house isn’t that 
big and noise tends to carry.

“I don’t know exactly,” he whispers back and then 
pauses. Are you still reading my mind? Could you stop? 
Strong enough yet? 

I close my eyes to help me focus. First, I concen-
trate on my own thoughts, and then listen intently to 
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the sounds around the house. Sassy is barking again…
Mom’s TV show…the whir of the air conditioning. 
Lance’s thoughts fade slowly, and there’s an unexpected, 
though not painful, pop in my ears. He’s gone.

I open my eyes. “It was a little harder than usual, 
but not too bad.”

“You’re okay? No headache?”
I shrug my good shoulder. “Always. But it’s not any 

worse.”
“Good.” He leans closer to me, and for a thrilling 

second I think he’s going to kiss me, but he simply whis-
pers, “Someone is going to die today.”

“Oh,” I say, disappointed. And then what he’s just 
said hits me. “Oh!” I say again. “Who?”

“I don’t know. I just have this feeling.”
“Just a feeling?”
“Yeah. That’s how it always works. When I look 

into someone’s eyes and see them die, I don’t know when 
it’s going to happen. But on the day of their death, I get 
kind of sick. Just have this dread hanging over me, but 
can’t pinpoint why. Eventually, the vision replays in my 
head, clueing me in on who is in danger. That’s what 
happened with you. And with the dog.” He rubs the back 
of his neck, his eyes faraway. “And both times I was al-
most too late.”

I decide now is not the time to point out that with 
Sassy he was too late. I saved her. And he was a little 
more than almost too late for me, too. If I hadn’t bent 
down to take off my shoes, I would be dead right now.

“So, what do we do?” I ask.
“I don’t know. I guess we do the interview and hope 

I have a vision soon.”
I glance at the closed basement door. “Maybe we 
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should reschedule.”
“No. We need to ask her about Samantha. We need 

more clues.”
Hidden away in Lance’s room is a file that contains 

every bit of information we know about Claire and Sa-
mantha. Lance has been trying to find a connection be-
tween the two of them, but they don’t appear to have 
much in common. Samantha worked at, and was abduct-
ed from, a movie theater, and Claire has at least been 
inside that movie theater. They both went to the same 
school, but shared very few teachers. Their greatest sim-
ilarity is that they’re both very pretty. That’s not much 
to go on.

“Lance,” I say, dropping my voice even more. “Am-
ber thinks you know more than you’ve let on.”

He half-shrugs, one hand opening palm-up. “I do.”
“I know, but she thinks you might know who the 

killer is. I don’t know why, but she thinks you had some-
thing to do with Claire’s kidnapping, and maybe Saman-
tha’s, too. That’s why she wants to interview you.”

He takes my hand, glances down at it, and lifts it. 
He touches his lips to my knuckles and assures me, “It’ll 
be okay.”

I nod, wanting to believe him. “What if you have a 
vision during the interview?”

“Then one of us will fake a headache and get her 
out of here.”

“Okay.”
He lowers my hand and opens the door. “Ready?”
I take a steadying breath before easing down the set 

of stairs to face Amber. 
Our basement is where exercise equipment goes to 

die. Every once in a while, Mom or Dad, or both, go 
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through some sort of fitness phase. As they lose motiva-
tion, they stow the unwanted machines down here. The 
space is now home to a crappy treadmill, an even crap-
pier elliptical machine, and the crappiest stationary bike 
you’ve ever seen. And then, of course, there is the weight 
bench, which is where Amber is perched.

“This isn’t, like, going to collapse, is it?” she asks.
“I don’t think so,” I say. “But better safe than sorry. 

We do have chairs somewhere. We should probably use 
those.”

I flip another light switch, letting out an uninten-
tional sigh when I do, and search for the chairs. I find 
them against a wall coated with cobwebs and make 
Lance handle them. He looks over each one to make sure 
there are no spiders before setting them down.

“Thank you,” Amber says stiffly.
“So….” I ease into a chair, leaning forward slightly. 

“What do you want to know?”
She glances at her list, and my stomach tightens as 

I finally “hear” her questions. I throw a look at Lance, 
wanting to warn him, but he’s busy scratching a spot on 
his jeans.

“I’ll start with you, I guess,” she says to me. “Why 
don’t you walk me through prom night?”

“Sure.” I clear my throat. “I went to Claire Jones’ 
house to get ready. Her mom did our hair and makeup. 
Then we got dressed. And then we heard a car honking 
outside. Claire assumed it was Bryce—her boyfriend—
and she ran out the door.”

“But you didn’t,” Amber interrupts.
“No.”
That’s lucky. “Why?”
“Because my phone was ringing. Lance called me.”
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Good timing. 
Amber’s thoughts are heavy with sarcasm and dis-

trust.
“He called to say that he and Bryce would pick us 

up soon.”
She nods and makes a note. If he knew it was go-

ing to happen, he’d want to keep her out of it. She reads 
through her note, frowning. But why? That would mean 
he really cares about her…which means….

She stops mid-thought and looks up at me. “Then 
what happened?”

“Well, I was talking to Lance and I heard a car peel 
out. I walked to the door and saw a black car speeding 
away. Claire’s shoe was in the driveway. She wouldn’t 
have just left her shoe there. She wouldn’t have just left 
me. So, I knew she was in trouble.”

How did he…broad daylight…maybe Claire is su-
per ditzy…. “Why did Claire get in the car with him?”

“I’m sure she didn’t do it voluntarily.”
“Yeah, but it was around seven o’clock, right? Still 

daylight. You guys said he was wearing a mask. The car 
wasn’t the limo she was expecting. Why did she go out 
there and let herself get kidnapped?”

I don’t have an answer for that. “Why don’t you ask 
her?”

I did…declined to comment…. This doesn’t add 
up…. Amber shakes her head. “Let’s move on. So, you 
got into your car and followed her.”

“Yes.”
Maybe they were both in on it. “How much of a 

head start did the kidnapper have?” But she wouldn’t 
have let him stab her if she knew what was going on….

I nod at her thought. Exactly. Why on earth would 
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I let someone stab me? I’m glad Amber has some sense.
“How much of a head start?” she prompts.
“Huh? Oh, sorry. Um, I don’t know. A minute? 

Thirty seconds?”
“But he was speeding? So, he was probably pretty 

far ahead of you.”
“Yeah.”
“How’d you catch up?”
“I wasn’t exactly driving the speed limit. We hit 

some traffic on G-Way, I saw a black car with tinted win-
dows, and decided to follow it.”

“Okay.” She makes another note, thinking it over, 
and comes to the conclusion that I had no idea what was 
going on.

“I hadn’t hung up on Lance yet,” I continue. “I told 
him what was going on, where we were heading, and to 
call the police.”

“And then you ran the kidnapper off the road.” She 
meets my eyes, scrutinizing me. “Pretty brave.”

I shrug and wince at the pain it causes.
“Or stupid,” she says and out of the corner of my 

eye, I see Lance nod his head.
“Well, what would you have done?” I ask. “If it was 

Samantha in the car and you were chasing the kidnap-
per?”

Maybe that was a cruel thing to say. Amber’s eyes 
water and she chomps on her thin lower lip.

“I would have done the same thing,” she says in a 
very small voice. “But then I would have run him over.”

“Yeah,” I say sadly. “I thought of doing that, but it 
was too late.”

“How long between when you told Lance what was 
going on and when he showed up?”
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“I don’t know. Ten, fifteen minutes.”
She looks at Lance, narrowing her eyes. He meets 

her gaze and quickly looks away. She assumes it’s be-
cause he’s hiding something, and isn’t comfortable under 
her stare, but I’m betting it’s because he doesn’t want to 
watch her die.

“That’s quick.”
“Yeah, well, I was in a hurry,” Lance says flatly.
“How long have you lived here?”
He thinks for a moment. “Seven or eight months, I 

think.”
“Okay. And you know the area well?”
He looks at her again, but is careful to not meet her 

eyes. “Pretty well.”
“So, you already knew how to get there? You’ve 

been out to Dallas Road before?”
“I used my GPS.”
You had time to look it up?
I’m fairly sure Lance didn’t use a GPS. He was 

pulled to Dallas Road—just part of his gift.
“You arrived before the ambulance?”
“A few minutes before. Yeah.”
“And if you hadn’t….”
“I’d be dead,” I fill in. “Probably Claire too.”
 “So you’re a hero,” Amber says, and I want to slap 

her for her insincerity.
Lance hesitates. “A hero? In all honesty, I’m not. I 

don’t know if I would have done it for anyone other than 
Hope. I definitely would have called the police, but I was 
begging Hope not to follow after them.” He looks at me. 
“She’s the real hero.”

Interesting…sounds sincere…maybe he is….
Amber takes a breath. “Look, Sammie was a good 
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friend of mine. I just want to catch the guy who killed 
her. Do either of you know anything—anything—you’re 
not telling me?”

“Of course not,” I say.
“We’re not even sure this was the same guy,” Lance 

says, which is a lie. “Hope just had that impression of 
him.”

“Yeah,” Amber says thoughtfully. “The newspaper 
was a little vague on that. What exactly made you think 
it was the same guy?”

I recite what I said to the police and the newspaper 
reporters after prom night: “Everything happened so fast, 
I really can’t remember. Maybe he said something. Ev-
erything about that night is sort of jumbled together. It’s 
really only a feeling I had. Still have.”

She glances at her list of questions again. So far, she 
has nothing new to write about for the school newspaper, 
but she’s about to ask the question. The one the real re-
porters didn’t know to ask.

“Can you tell me about the notebook?”
I know Lance isn’t expecting the question, yet he 

manages to play it cool—and by that I mean he plays 
dumb.

“What notebook?”
“The one you were almost arrested for.”
I grip the sides of my chair, wondering if I should 

break in. In an attempt to help him gain control of his 
ability, I encouraged Lance to record his premonitions in 
a notebook. But a week or two before prom, Bryce Nel-
son found the death journal. Two of the entries described 
murder—mine and, Bryce’s girlfriend, Claire’s. Claire’s 
prediction was particularly incriminating, because the 
details matched how Samantha was killed. At the time, 
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Bryce didn’t know about Lance’s gift, or mine, so he 
did what any worried boyfriend would do: he turned it 
in. Lucky for us, he handed it over to Pete, the campus 
security guard rather than Officer Chambers, the cam-
pus police officer. I reached Pete’s office before Officer 
Chambers did and convinced him that Lance wasn’t dan-
gerous by demonstrating my ability. Pete tore out all the 
pages that mentioned the names of any students, but he 
still had to turn the notebook in. Pete came up with the 
excuse that Lance was writing short horror stories, and 
not about anyone in particular. Lance was suspended for 
the day, but it could have been a lot worse if Pete hadn’t 
tampered with “the evidence.”

“I wasn’t almost arrested,” Lance says smoothly. “It 
was a misunderstanding.”

“Explain it to me.”
“How do you even know about it?” I ask.
Mom told me. “Just gossip.”
I don’t know who Amber’s mom is, or how she 

knew about it, but it’s easy to believe people would gos-
sip when they saw Pete escorting Lance across a busy 
campus. Still, I don’t think anyone besides Pete and 
Bryce knew that Lance wrote about Claire.

“I’m a writer,” Lance says in a practiced and wea-
ry tone. “The notebook was just for brainstorming short 
story ideas.”

“Including one that involved raping and strangling 
a young woman?”

Lance squirms for the first time. He crosses his legs 
boy-style, and scratches at his knee. “No.” He clears 
his throat. “I mean, I did write a scene where a girl was 
strangled,” he uncrosses his legs, “but I never said any-
thing about rape.” 
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“But the woman in your story was naked and cov-
ered with bruises.”

“How do you know that?” I ask again.
Mom told me…. Amber repeats her previous re-

sponse—gossip.
“If you want to be a reporter,” Lance says, “you 

should get your information from a reliable source. Be-
lieve me, I would never write about rape.”

But strangling is okay...?
She has a point.
Amber straightens in the chair, going in for the kill. 

“Did you know Claire was going to be kidnapped?”
Lance shakes his head, but I’m the one who jumps 

in with an answer. “Of course not. Look, I know you’re 
desperate for answers. We are too. We’re on the same 
side. If you really knew Lance, you wouldn’t be asking 
these questions. If you knew what he’s been through—”

“Hope,” Lance protests as Amber asks, “What’s he 
been through?”

“About a year ago, he and his parents were in a hor-
rible car accident.”

“Hope.”
“His parents died. He almost died,” I say, leaving 

out the part that he actually did die. And that he saw 
Death, with a capital D. I could tell her he came back to 
life and found that everything about him was different. 
Orphaned. Alone. Suddenly able to see how people die. 
But there’s no way I’m going to tell that to a reporter—
even if she only writes for the high school paper.

“He was in physical therapy for months,” I con-
tinue. “And now he has migraines and anxiety attacks 
and he can barely handle sitting in a car for more than a 
few minutes. Do you know what it took for him to drive 
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out there to save me?” My voice thickens with emotion. 
“He’s a hero. Whatever he, or your mom, tells you.”

Amber’s eyes widen. “How do you know about my 
mom?” Did I mention her? Great interviewing skills, 
Amber….

Oops. But before I can offer an explanation, Lance 
clutches his head in pain and lets loose with his favorite 
swear word.

“What’s wrong?” Amber and I ask together.
“Headache,” he says through gritted teeth. He must 

be having a vision.
“Oh.” I jump to my feet. “Another migraine?” I ask, 

and Lance grunts in response. I look at Amber, extending 
my hand toward Lance as though he’s on display. “I told 
you about his migraines. See? He, uh, obviously can’t 
continue the interview. Me neither. I need to take him 
home. Can you come back tomorrow?” I stride to Am-
ber’s side.

“I—the article is due in the morning.” 
I grab her arm and help her out of her chair. “Well, 

you have enough, right? You’re a great writer. You’ll 
make do. If you want to do a follow-up, just give us a 
call.” 

I herd Amber out of the basement and to the front 
door. Mom has to punch in the stupid code for me (I 
could do it, but I don’t want her to know I know the code 
just in case I need to sneak out someday).

“How’d it go?” Mom asks as soon as Amber is off 
the porch, walking toward her car.

“Fine,” I say quickly. “I’ll be right back.” 
The disappointment stings as I make my way back 

downstairs. We accomplished nothing. Why does some-
one have to be dying right now? But, unless Lance’s gift 
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has suddenly become much more convenient, whoever it 
is doesn’t have long. So, there’s no time to dwell on our 
failure to learn anything new about Samantha, or how 
Amber’s mom is getting all her information.

Lance paces the floor of the basement, but stops 
when he sees me.

“So, Mr. Hampton?” I ask. “Who are we saving to-
day?”


