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ABSTRACT 

All Things Weird and Wonderful: A Creative Exploration of Disability Representation  

by Lara Dena Ameen 

 

My dissertation, All Things Weird and Wonderful: A Creative Exploration of Disability 

Representation, begins with a thorough review of the literature of disability representation in TV 

and film to set the stage for the one-hour supernatural drama pilot I wrote, which I also adapted 

into a complete Adult urban fantasy novel.  

 Pitched as the supernatural drama version of Hulu’s Only Murders in the Building meets 

Netflix’s Raising Dion, All Things Weird and Wonderful is a one-hour supernatural drama about 

an asexual college freshman with cerebral palsy named Genevieve Ross, who has supernatural 

powers, and an Egyptian American college senior with PTSD named Patrick Nasser, who runs a 

podcast dedicated to supernatural phenomenon.  

When Genevieve witnesses a supernatural attack at a nightclub near campus, she turns to Patrick 

for help. Together they team up to try and solve the supernatural mysteries happening on and 

around their university campus.  

All Things Weird and Wonderful explores what it is like to be disabled in an inaccessible and 

often ableist society tackling themes of ableism regarding both physical disability and mental 

health with a supernatural twist. There are very few supernatural, sci-fi, fantasy, or horror one-

hour TV dramas with authentic disability representation as most authentic disability 

representation can be found in TV comedies, so this was written in hopes of being part of that 

change.  



vii 

Some of the major TV influences for this script and my writing in general include Nickelodeon’s 

The Secret World of Alex Mack, FOX’s Tru Calling, SyFy’s Haven, and Netflix’s Raising Dion. 

I have also adapted this script into an Adult urban fantasy novel, which I hope to begin querying 

in fall 2023 or winter 2024. 
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1 

CHAPTER 1: INTRODUCTION AND LITERATURE REVIEW 

For my PhD dissertation, I wrote All Things Weird and Wonderful, a one-hour 

supernatural drama pilot featuring a queer disabled lead character, which I also adapted 

into a novel. There are also other characters who have multiply marginalized identities. 

Disability Studies and Women’s Studies scholar, Rosemarie Garland-Thomson, 

emphasizes that “Narratives do cultural work. They frame our understandings of raw, 

unorganized experience, giving it coherent meaning and making it accessible to us 

through story” (Thomson, 2007, pg.122). To do the cultural work that Garland-Thomson 

suggests and justify why this type of story is needed right now, I conduct a review of the 

literature through a detailed investigation of disability representation in film. I begin 

with early film history from the late 1800s through the early 1920s, then I lead into major 

disability-centric films during and after World War II. After World War II, I explore the 

films during the independent living movement of the 1960s and 1970s as well as going 

into the aftermath of the Vietnam War in the 1980s. The end of the literature review 

concludes with an overview of indie cinema and digital filmmaking era of the 1990s, 

2000s, and into the present day.  

 After a discussion of disability representation in indie cinema and digital 

filmmaking, I present a section on the importance of authentic disability representation 

in film and television by providing specific examples from a variety of disability-centric 

films and television series that feature disabled showrunners, creators, and disabled 

characters played by disabled actors. The significance of authentic representation leads 
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me to my concluding paragraph, which restates what I will write for my dissertation, and 

why this type of feisty, inclusive story is needed right now (Thomson, 2007).  

At the Oscars in 1999, artist and filmmaker Dan Keplinger made an indelible 

mark on disability film history when he won the Academy Award for Best Short Subject 

Documentary. King Gimp, the documentary he had written and starred in, followed his 

life as a teenager and into his twenties dealing with cerebral palsy. But when he was 

unable to accept his award on stage because it was not wheelchair accessible, his award 

was accepted on his behalf by two nondisabled directors. The only disabled people to 

win Oscars before him were Marlee Matlin for her performance in Children of a Lesser 

God (1987) and Harold Russell for his performance in Best Years of Our Lives (1947). 

Dan’s Oscar win highlights the prevalence of inaccessibility and isolation as he is 

physically excluded from the ceremony (Powell, 2017). This type of ableism is also seen 

throughout the history of disability in film, a disabled character framed in isolation both 

literally and figuratively (Norden, 1994). 

 When disabled characters are portrayed in film, the same types of characters tend 

to appear repeatedly. This can be traced throughout the history of cinematic 

representations. During the early years of film history, disabled characters were 

portrayed as beggars. Slapstick humor and early comedy films used disabled characters 

as the punchline for their jokes, something still often portrayed in mainstream comedic 

films today. To appear acceptable, early films with disabled characters had to be 

miraculously cured so that by the end of the film they would no longer appear disabled. 

This theme carries into the films with disabled characters that exist today with computer 
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generated technology being able to make a nondisabled actor appear disabled. Post 

wartime films brought about an insurgence of disabled characters who had become 

disabled during the war and had to focus on rehabilitation in an ableist society that wasn’t 

built for them. However, the most common stereotypes of disabled characters are 

representing the character as victim, hero, or villain. When a disabled character is 

portrayed as a hero, they are shown overcoming their disability, which usually involves 

being cured in some way instead of learning to adapt. As a victim, the disabled character 

is seen as pitiable who has a life that is not worth living and needs sympathy. When a 

disabled character is portrayed as the villain, they are often shown as having some type 

of mental illness or instability. Major Hollywood films, and even some independent 

films, have been subjected to all these stereotypes when portraying disabled characters.  

 Furthermore, filmic narratives have continuously repeated the same harmful 

storylines about disability throughout film history. Popular storylines include ones about 

miracle or magical cures where the focus of the entire storyline depends upon the 

disabled character getting cured through medical or magical means. Another common 

storyline is the narrative that it is better off to be dead than disabled. This storyline is 

commonly seen in films such as Whose Life Is It Anyway (1981), Million Dollar Baby 

(2004), The Sea Inside (2006) and Me Before You (2016). When disabled characters are 

not seen as better off dead than disabled, they are often still shown as outsiders or forced 

into some type of isolation. Storylines featuring institutionalization began with post 

wartime films but saw a re-emergence many years later when films such as Iris (2001) 

and Away From Her (2007) were released. Storylines featuring mental illness, such as 

obsessive-compulsive disorder, and intellectual disability have also become popular 
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narratives with the release of the films As Good As It Gets (1997) and I Am Sam (2002). 

These storylines favor the disabled character in a position of isolation, whether it be from 

other characters or isolated cinematically within a scene.  

 Throughout disability film history, there have been subtle shifts in storylines and 

portrayals of disabled characters in film with the most notable shifts being during the 

time of the independent living movement and after the Vietnam War. Characters and 

storylines have evolved from disabled people being portrayed as beggars, freaks, and the 

butt of jokes in early film history to being portrayed as more independent. However, 

with such problematic storylines as better off dead than disabled and disabled characters 

othered by isolation, movie studios and Hollywood executives must be held accountable 

for the ableist practices they have put into place in front of and behind the camera.  

Early Film History through World War I (Late 1800s-1920s) 

 First, I must examine early film history dating back to the late 1800’s and into 

the 1920’s.  For the purposes of this literature review, I will only be focusing on the 

development of film in the United States. Thomas Edison, who had already successfully 

invented the phonograph and the electric light bulb, decided to design machines for 

making and showing photographs. His assistant, W.K.L. Dickson, did much of the work 

and his early decisions influenced the entire history of cinema. For over one hundred 

years, 35mm film stock with four perforations per frame remained the norm. Dickson 

and Edison built the Black Maria, a small studio on the grounds of Edison’s New Jersey 

laboratory. In January 1893, it was ready for production and could run films via 

Kinetoscope (viewing box) for up to twenty seconds. Most films featured well-known 
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dancers, sports figures, vaudeville acts, or even the occasional comic skit (Thompson 

and Bordwell, 2019). 

 According to Norden (1994), the first storytelling film with a disability theme 

appeared in 1898 with Thomas Edison’s Fake Beggar. About fifty seconds long, the film 

is the earliest documented film that not only features disability, but also uses disability 

as a source of humor. This also heralded in the first of many films, in the U.S. and 

internationally, that featured beggars as a subject. By 1903, films began becoming more 

complex with multi-shot narratives known as the one-reeler. The Lubin company created 

The Fake Blind Man, a seven-minute film in 1905, which featured a supposedly helpless 

blind man being chased by an inept policeman as a large crowd watched. The message 

they gave to audiences was that characters with physical disabilities were acceptable 

subjects for humor if the actors weren’t really disabled. In the rare instances that disabled 

actors were used, their disabilities were exploited (Norden, 1994; Safran, 1998). Early 

movies used disabilities as a source of slapstick comedy or melodrama and thus some of 

the early disability stereotypes portrayed disabled people as victim, villain, or seeking 

revenge for their disability, something that remains true today (Safran, 1998; Mogk, 

2013).  

In 1909, the National Association for the Advancement of Colored People 

(NAACP) was founded and the struggle for civil rights became apparent by the time 

notable filmmaker D.W. Griffith’s film, Birth of a Nation, was screened. NAACP 

officials realized the film was racist propaganda and pressured the censorship boards in 

Boston and New York to ban the film; however, supporters of the film dominated, and it 
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was screened all over the country. Black leaders realized that there was a need for Black 

produced films to counter this racism, but the funds for them were lacking. Films with 

all Black casts aimed at primarily Black audiences would only start to emerge years later, 

but the recognition of racism laden films was recognized early (Thompson and Bordwell, 

2019).  

During his career, Griffith directed at least 14 films that involved characters with 

some type of physical disability or sensory impairment (Safran, 1998; Norden, 1994). 

Of all the disability-related films he directed, Griffith’s most well-known disability film, 

Orphans of the Storm, was released in 1921. The film depicts two young women raised 

as sisters, one of which is blind, and the misadventures they get into in order to get the 

blind sister’s sight restored. The film ends with a doctor miraculously restoring the blind 

sister’s sight and the two sisters living happily ever after. Louise, the blind sister, was 

notably the most helpless, dependent and childlike or what Norden (1994) characterizes 

as the ‘Sweet Innocent’ (Norden, 1994). Around this time, the first signs of “curability” 

themes appeared, particularly regarding paralysis or blindness, that could only be 

resolved through a miraculous medicinal cure (Safran, 1998; Norden, 1994). With Birth 

of a Nation (1915) and Intolerance (1916), Griffith became the most famous film 

director of the era, having innovated some of the most major filmmaking techniques that 

carried into the sound film era (Thompson and Bordwell, 2019).  

However, performers with disabilities did sometimes appear in films during the 

silent period, but they found themselves subjected to the same types of stereotypes with 

a focus on curability. Filmmakers would ask disabled performers to mask their 
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disabilities and attempt to “pass” for nondisabled people in front of the camera. Through 

staging, costuming, and editing, disabled performers found themselves miraculously 

“cured” on camera. By the mid 1920’s, it was still a common practice in mainstream 

silent American films and the aftermath of World War I and into World War II (Norden, 

1994; Safran 1998).  

Major Disability Films Leading into and after World War II (Mid 1920s-1950) 

 The first major film to feature a full cast of disabled people with all types of 

physical impairments was Tod Browning’s Freaks, which was released in 1932. The film 

was unsettling and alternated between exploitation and sentimentality. MGM referred to 

the disabled performers as monsters, capitalizing on the fact that the disabled performers 

were really freaks and part of a freak show. The film focused on Hans, a dwarf who 

loved a non-disabled trapeze artist named Cleopatra. She learned he was going to inherit 

a large fortune and decided to marry him. However, she had an ulterior motive and, along 

with her lover, Hercules, planned to poison Hans. When the other “freaks” learned that 

the two devious non-disabled people had manipulated and almost murdered one of their 

own, they decided to take revenge by killing Hercules and turned Cleopatra into a 

disfigured “freak” like them. Due to the film’s disastrous box office ratings and other 

non-disabled crew members’ displeasure at having disabled actors on set, Browning’s 

later films featured non-disabled performers portraying disabled characters (Norden, 

1994; Safran, 1998).  

 Freaks situated the way we view disability as a spectacle, something fascinating 

that we do not want to become (Norden, 1994; Gerber, n.d.) According to Gerber (n.d., 
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p. 43-44), “The fascination with people who are physically different also has been 

attributed to a psychological propensity to conceive of people with bodily anomalies as 

‘infrahuman,’ frightening but compelling throwbacks to our pre-human, animal origins. 

It has also been claimed that such people are mirror images of what we fear we might 

become, if our inchoate but deep-seated anxieties about violations to the integrity of our 

bodies were somehow realized.” This led to the notion of equating disability with fear 

built on that fascination, a fear that becoming disabled somehow equaled inferiority 

(Norden, 1994; Safran, 1998). Consequently, filmmakers continued to perceive disabled 

people as freakish well into the 1940s and this concept has never quite disappeared, even 

leading into present day cinematic portrayals (Norden, 1994; Safran, 1998; Mogk, 2013).  

 Kings Row, a film made by Warner Brothers productions in 1941 and based on 

Henry Bellamann’s novel of a similar name, contrasted the horrors and pleasures of 

small-town life during the 1890’s in a midwestern community. The film follows 

childhood friends who grow up to face major conflicts with their elders and features 

Ronald Regan before he became president. Drake, a devil-may-care type character gets 

into a train accident and must have his legs amputated. The film portrays the 

psychological effects this has on him as other characters around him encourage him to 

get a job and become more self-reliant. Slowly, his character goes from self-pitying to a 

level of manic type glee. In order to perform the post disablement scenes, Regan 

consulted several wheelchair users, physicians and psychologists to better understand 

how to play the character once he became permanently disabled. It was one of the first 

films to deal with the psychological aspects of physical disability by showing that 
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romance and employment were possible for those with physical disabilities. Earlier films 

had passed off those concepts as unimaginable (Norden, 1994).  

 Since this time was leading up to and into World War II, war films and films 

about the rehabilitation process were becoming very popular. Films about rehabilitation 

featured soldiers who were injured in war attempting to reintegrate into society 

(Thompson and Bordwell, 2019; Norden, 1994). Double hand amputee actor Harold 

Russell starred in the 1944 film Diary of a Sergeant. which follows Russell as a 

paratrooper who had lost both of his hands in a demolition accident in North Carolina. 

It paralleled Russell’s own experience of becoming disabled and showed him essentially 

playing a version of himself. His character goes from early self-doubts to learning how 

to use artificial hands, leading to a fulfilled and successful post-rehabilitative life 

(Norden, 1994). Later, Russell would again be seen in another post-war film, Best Years 

of Our Lives in 1946, which earned him an Academy Award for Best Supporting Actor 

(Norden, 1994; Safran, 1998). It has also been recognized as one of the most sensitive 

and honest depictions of a physically disabled person’s experience in movie history by 

acknowledging the discrimination that comes disabled people’s way. William Wyler, 

the director of both Best Years of Our Lives and Diary of a Sergeant, urged his Best 

Years cinematographer to use deep-focus photographic techniques to show Russell’s 

character, Homer, and the other characters in the same shots through triangular 

compositions instead of objectifying Homer in a way that would isolate him from the 

rest of the characters. Although people in the film do stare at Homer’s protheses, it is 

never made the focus and does not prompt the audience to identify with Homer or his 

prosthesis in an objectifying way (Norden, 1994).  
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 Another rehabilitation themed film, The Men (1950), directed by Fred 

Zinnemann, took place at a V.A. hospital (Norden, 1994; Safran, 1998). Zinnemann 

recruited forty-five veterans who used wheelchairs for the film. “My thought… was that 

if we could make these men play themselves, we could get far greater impact from them 

than from a group of actors, no matter how talented, who would have only brief time for 

preparation. And to put an actor into a wheelchair on short notice and to tell him to act 

like a paraplegic seemed like a rather doubtful procedure” (Norden, 1994, p. 179). The 

veterans seemed to appreciate the filmmakers’ strategies and concepts surrounding the 

film. It was an unromanticized account of newly disabled people and another example 

of a sensitive film dealing with physical impairment. Although it was not a box office 

success, it managed to score well with movie reviewers (Norden, 1994). Post-

rehabilitative films or disabled vet films continued to rise immediately after World War 

II as they portrayed disability in a realistic and sensitive way, depicting the struggle to 

regain independence while adapting to loss of functioning and the struggle to reintegrate 

into society. However, by using the rehabilitative model, the disability experience was 

also individualized in a harmful way. There was sole focus on finding a cure or fix rather 

than putting pressure on society to enforce inclusion and remove architectural barriers 

(Norden, 1994; Safran, 1998). Color soon became a way to differentiate films from 

television. Hollywood color films rose from 20 to 50 percent in the 1950’s (Thompson 

and Bordwell, 2019).  
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The Independent Living Movement (1960s-1970s) 

 Disability rights activists continued to put pressure on the government to enact 

favorable legislation as the Independent Living moment slowly began gaining 

momentum. Some important pieces of legislation that were passed included the 

Architectural Barriers Act of 1968 and the Rehabilitation Act of 1973. In 1972, the 

Independent Living Movement experienced a temporary setback when President 

Richard Nixon vetoed legislation passed by Congress that would have given a 

nonvocational quality to federally funded rehabilitation programs, hindering the lifestyle 

of those with disabilities who could not secure employment (Norden, 1994; Fleischer 

and Zames, 2011).  

However, by the early 1970’s, a number of public and private groups created 

Independent Living Centers at the grassroots level. The most well-known centers 

included the Centers for Independent Living in Berkeley and Boston, Timbers in 

Wichita, and the New Options program in Houston. They were designed to help disabled 

people have control over their lives and were run by disabled people for disabled people. 

They coordinated much-needed services such as interpreting for the Deaf, blind services, 

attendant services, advocacy, and peer counseling. This helped disabled people be able 

to get to do what they want instead of abled people dictating their lives and what was 

good for them (Norden, 1994; Fleischer and Zames, 2011). As a result of this burgeoning 

movement, many independent filmmakers began to treat disabled characters as though 

their disabilities were just an incidental part of their lives rather than something that had 

to be overcome. The conflicts introduced in their storylines usually had to do with other 
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characters’ prejudice or issues that transcended disability rather than a focus on internal 

conflicts or rehabilitation. Sometimes, the characters were updated versions of outdated 

stereotypes, but the characters’ disabilities remained incidental (Norden, 1994; Safran, 

1998).  

Tell Me That You Love Me, Junie Moon (1970) was a film written by Marjorie 

Kellogg and directed and produced by Otto Preminger. It tackles the topics of 

deinstitutionalization and independent living, features a character with epilepsy and 

offers a connection between racism and ableism. The cast of disabled characters include 

Junie Moon, a woman who has severe third degree burns on her arms and face, Arthur, 

a man who has epileptic seizures, and Warren Palmer, a wheelchair-using gay man who 

talks about dying by suicide. The house they move into together becomes commentary 

on the disabled experience, especially when dealing with architectural barriers and 

accessibility issues. However, with these progressive advances also came major 

drawbacks. A woman “cures” Warren’s character of his homosexuality during a one-

night stand on the beach. The filmmakers also tried to connect epilepsy with mental 

instability by portraying Arthur as having disconcerting dreams about epilepsy. It was a 

poorly received film and ended up being one of the most bizarre portrayals of disability 

that has ever been filmed (Norden, 1994).  

However, there were other films that were also problematic during this time and 

did not deal with disabled people seeking independent lives or speaking up for 

themselves. In 1973, a script tentatively titled The Jill Kinmont Story was written by 

screenwriter David Seltzer. He was briefly familiar with disability because of his 
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brother’s polio, but his own misconceptions about disability still appeared in the writing 

and didn’t change until a close friend had made some suggestions. With script changes 

occurring, the production team found their Jill. They chose Marilyn Hassett, a 26-year-

old with little acting experience, but she’d had a brush with paralysis that resulted in a 

fractured pelvis and nerve damage in her legs (Norden, 1994). One of the producers 

explained, “We wanted a pretty girl… it is my belief that people relate to pretty things 

that are broken” (Norden, 1994, p. 255). Jill Kinmont, the woman whom the film was 

based on, found only some of the film to be an accurate depiction while she perceived 

the rest to be inaccurate. It was met with varying critical responses once the finished 

product was released. Still, with a new screenwriter and director, another film about her 

life was produced, a soapy love story between her and her boyfriend. Both films embody 

a certain juxtaposition: they are an indictment to the “inspirational to us all” type films 

and yet contain many tear-jerking qualities that would qualify them to be considered 

inspirational and uplifting (Norden, 1994).  

The Aftermath of the Vietnam War (mid 1970s-1980s) 

 The late l970’s brought about a new era in mainstream American filmmaking, 

marked by significant economical, philosophical and technological changes. New 

technologies were available to filmmakers: the Steadicam and its effect on mobile 

camerawork, four stereo soundtracks that used Dolby to reduce noise and the emergence 

of computer-assisted special effects (Thompson and Bordwell, 2019; Norden, 1994). 

Other new technologies included cable and satellite television and increased the number 

of the channels available to the viewer, which emerged in the late 1970’s. Studios began 
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selling film rights to HBO and other channels and before a film was made, cable firms 

began financing productions or purchasing their rights. When the Video Home System 

(VHS) was introduced in the 1980’s, sales skyrocketed. By 1988, most homes had 

systems that could play videocassettes (Edgerton, 2007; Thompson and Bordwell, 2019). 

The 1980’s also saw a change in screenwriting structure. Producers began to pressure 

screenwriters to write scripts that contained three acts, each one lasting a certain number 

of minutes and containing a pivotal change in how the plot points were constructed. 

Screenwriters had to start films with an immediate hook, such as the one found in Jaws, 

as well as a character arc where the protagonist changed over the course of the film 

(Thompson and Bordwell, 2019).  

The aftermath of Vietnam War had filmmakers showing characters trying to live 

ordinary lives post-rehabilitation as a way of integrating back into mainstream American 

society. While the characters still faced problems with their impairments (mostly the 

attitudes of other characters), but they ended up pursuing goals that go beyond basic 

rehabilitation issues. Due to so many veterans becoming disabled from the Vietnam War, 

this led to a rise of more incidental portrayals of disability in film during this period 

(Norden, 1994). Coming Home (1978) and Born on the Fourth of July (1989) were cited 

as two of the major films which offered more realistic portrayals of coping with paralysis 

after the Vietnam War (Norden, 1994; Safran, 1998). However, Coming Home does 

something no film with a disabled character had done up until that point: tackling sexual 

expression. The film was one of the first – if not the first – to explore a physically 

disabled person’s sexual encounters in a meaningful and plot-driven way. For the first 

time, the film showed that disabled people are sexual beings and created a pathway for 
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which to explore this topic further in the 1980’s and beyond. Disabled audience members 

praised the film because it was the first time a disabled person was acknowledged as a 

human being with a complete spectrum of emotional and sexual desires (Norden, 1994).  

 In 1979, the film Voices, written and directed by John Herzfeld and Robert 

Markowitz, explores the relationship between a hearing man and a Deaf woman and the 

reactions from their families. Not only does it raise issues between Deaf and hearing 

cultures, but also between different socioeconomic backgrounds. Deaf actor Richard 

Kendall played the woman’s fiancée, a Deaf NYU professor served as an advisor, and 

background roles were filled by Deaf students and teachers from Newark’s Bruce Street 

School for the Deaf. Despite the authentic touches, the film was met with mediocre 

reception and even some hostility. Deaf activist groups protested the film because it had 

a hearing actress in the lead, perpetuated harmful stereotypes, and lacked closed 

captions. Overall, it was picketed at theatres and ended up being highly unsuccessful 

(Norden, 1994).  

 The Elephant Man came in the 1980’s and generated a massive amount of 

attention from news media. The Elephant Man told the story of John Merrick, a character 

based on a Victorian Era gentleman named Joseph Merrick whose body was deformed 

as a result of the genetic condition neurofibromatosis (Norden, 1994). However, like so 

many films about physical disability before and after this one, The Elephant Man held 

onto its ableist narrative: the best way to attract an audience is telling the story from a 

non-disabled perspective, at least until the “shock value” of the disabled person’s 

appearance had lessened. In this case, it was Dr. Fredrick Treves, the person who 
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discovers Merrick through a “freak” sideshow and the audience learns about Merrick 

through the doctor’s point of view. Critics were quick to pick up on the exploitative 

nature of the film, but that didn’t stop it from being successful and praised for other 

aspects such as its cinematography (Norden, 1994; Snyder and Mitchell, 2000). But The 

Elephant Man wasn’t the only disability-themed film that had ethical problems (Norden, 

1994).  

 Whose Life Is It Anyway? (1981) is another example of a film with ethical issues. 

Adapted from British playwright Brian Clark, the film centers on Ken Harrison, a Boston 

area sculptor who wants to die after he learns that the injuries he sustained from a car 

accident have left him paralyzed from the neck down. The film presents clashes between 

him and his doctors over the issue of assisted suicide. Whose Life is only one of many 

similarly themed films using assisted suicide as the primary plot device and thus became 

a major harmful disability stereotype (Norden, 1994; Darke, 2010). Other films include 

The Sea Inside (2004) and Million Dollar Baby (2004). With films such as these, it 

becomes difficult to find disability themed films that do not focus on such disparaging 

ableism (Dolmage and DeGenaro, 2005; Markotic, 2012).  

 Children of a Lesser God (1986) is a film about a young Deaf woman and the 

rocky relationship she had with her speech teacher. It was distributed by Paramount and 

a then unknown Marlee Matlin was cast alongside ten other Deaf actors. Matlin’s 

character, Sarah Norman, an honors student who stayed at her school for Deaf students 

to work as a janitor, meets James Leeds, a speech teacher. Sarah communicates using 

American Sign Language only, refusing to read lips or speak. Although a romantic 
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relationship forms between them, James keeps trying to get Sarah to speak and this 

hinders the major developments in their relationship. To make the film accessible to 

those who didn’t understand ASL, the filmmakers have the hearing person offer a 

translation of the Deaf person’s dialogue. Despite having several performers who sign 

in the film, Children of a Lesser God becomes hard to follow at times. Sometimes the 

sign language is cut off by the edges of the frame, executed by bad lighting, or a 

performer turns away from the camera, or hearing characters would speak without 

signing, and these issues were only partly resolved through subtitling. Of the 215 theatres 

that showed the film, only 10 had closed captions and played early on weekend 

mornings. Many Deaf audiences who saw the film believed it to be mainly geared 

towards non-disabled people, but still held some value within the Deaf community 

(Norden, 1994). Matlin’s portrayal of Sarah also earned Matlin her Academy Award in 

1987 and she is still one of two disabled actors to receive such an award (Norden, 1994; 

Safran, 1998). 

 Gaby: A True Story (1987) is a film about a young girl with cerebral palsy. Gaby 

was played by Rachel Levin, a new film actress who had Guillain-Barre syndrome. This 

allowed her to bring some authenticity to her role. The film shows Gaby enjoying a wide 

variety of activities and living her life, including having sexual experiences. However, 

like many films before it, Gaby is told from a non-disabled person’s point of view, the 

Mexican Indian maid Florencia. This film came before My Left Foot, another film 

focusing on real life author and painter, Christy Brown, who had cerebral palsy. Unlike 

Gaby, however, the role of Christy Brown went to Daniel Day Lewis, a non-disabled 

actor who earned an Academy Award for his portrayal of Brown (Norden, 1994; Safran, 
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1998). Non-disabled actors playing disabled characters are still very commonplace and 

remain a regular occurrence in Hollywood today (Norden, 1994; Mogk, 2013).  

Gradual Shifts in Filmmaking and the Emergence of Independent Cinema (1990s-

Present) 

 In 1990, a landmark piece of legislation known as the Americans with 

Disabilities Act (ADA) was signed into law and phased in throughout the early 1990’s. 

This law mandated accessibility to accommodations, public transportation and prevented 

employers from discriminating against qualified disabled applicants due to their 

disabilities. However, disabled people still face discrimination, especially from those in 

Hollywood when disabled actors aren’t even considered for roles. It is also implied that 

the stereotyping of physically disabled people is linked to gender identities with disabled 

men being desexualized and disabled women seen as saintly, pure, and usually asexual 

(Norden, 1994; Safran, 1998).  

 The 1990’s and 2000’s did, however, increase visibility for women filmmakers 

and filmmakers of color, a major step for marginalized communities since the silent film 

era. Amy Heckerling (Fast Times at Ridgemont High; Look Who’s Talking, 1990), 

Penny Marshall (A League of Their Own, 1992), and Nora Ephron (Sleepless in Seattle, 

1993) were some of the notable women filmmakers of the 1990’s. Later, women 

directors, such as Kathryn Bigalow and Patty Jenkins, would go onto direct major action 

pictures such as The Hurt Locker (2008) and Wonder Woman (2017). Black directors 

like John Singleton released Boyz N the Hood (1991), Forest Whitaker released Waiting 

to Exhale (1996), and Do the Right Thing (1989) was considered Spike Lee’s most well-
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received film. Mexican filmmaker Guillermo Del Toro directed the Spanish Pan’s 

Labyrinth (2006), Pacific Rim (2013), and received critical acclaim for The Shape of 

Water in 2017 (Thompson and Bordwell, 2019). The Shape of Water is a film that 

focuses on a non-speaking woman who signs in ASL and falls in love with a fish-like 

creature, angering many disability activists for its contribution to eugenics and casting a 

non-disabled actress as the non-speaking woman (Deaville, 2019).   

 Computer generation began to become popular in the 1990’s and is still used 

today to make a non-disabled actor appear disabled (Snyder and Mitchell, 2010; Flynn, 

2016). Films like 2009’s Avatar used computer generated technology to make Sully 

appear disabled and in need of a cure through biotechnology while his computer-

generated avatar appears to be abled (Flynn, 2016) In 1994, Forrest Gump, a film 

directed by Robert Zimeckis, hit the big screen. One scene that stands out is when double 

leg amputee war veteran, Captain Dan, lifts himself from the floor and into his 

wheelchair.  The scene provides the viewer to witness something a nondisabled audience 

rarely gets to observe in person, a transition done by a disabled person. However, the 

actor is not disabled, which allows the audience to examine the special effects used to 

make Captain Dan’s legs appear amputated. These special effects contribute to the filmic 

spectacle of a disabled body trying to navigate an environment in its own unique way 

(Snyder and Mitchell, 2010).  

 When a nondisabled actor portrays a disabled character, Siebers refers to it as 

“disability drag” (Siebers, 2004, p. 18). While it may encourage audiences to embrace 

disability, it also appears as a façade which overlays a nondisabled body. Having a 
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nondisabled actor play a disabled character means that the more disabled the character, 

the more the acting ability of the nondisabled actor is heightened and celebrated. For 

example, the 2002 film, I Am Sam, features nondisabled actor Sean Penn as an 

intellectually disabled person trying to gain custody of his nondisabled daughter, Lucy. 

There are other actors with disabilities in supporting roles, including an actor with Down 

syndrome, but the narrative falls short of any sort of accuracy revolving around 

disability. Music choices and cinematography (filmic techniques) show Sam as visually 

isolated from nondisabled people, which contributes to a narrative that others him 

(Siebers, 2004). However, knowing the actor is not disabled may contribute to the 

audience feeling relief that they will not end up disabled and it is only a fictional 

performance (Snyder and Mitchell, 2010). 

 In the 1997 film As Good as It Gets, Jack Nicholson portrays Melvin, a man who 

has severe obsessive-compulsive disorder. Throughout most of the film, he is portrayed 

as bigoted with his racist, homophobic, and anti-Semitic remarks, which makes him an 

unlikeable character. In early scenes, the audience also learns about Simon, Melvin’s 

neighbor, who is not initially disabled, but ends up using a wheelchair and a cane for 

most of the film after he is attacked by burglars in his home. Although the two characters 

do not necessarily contradict each other, it is through Martin’s behavior that the audience 

sees his disability rather than the visual representation of the mobility aids used by 

Simon. Melvin’s obsessive-compulsive disorder is also used as a character trait and is 

contrasted by his greater character flaw (his bigotry). While most people with obsessive-

compulsive disorder do not have the ingrained bigotry that Melvin displays, the film 
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demonstrates how there is no material separation between serious flaws in character and 

disability (McRuer, 2003; Chivers, 2011).   

 Elderly characters who have some type of age-related illness such as Alzheimer’s 

and dementia also feature prominently in major films such as Iris and Away From Her. 

In the 2001 biopic Iris, the later parts of the film show Iris Murdoch (the main character 

played by nondisabled actress Judi Dench) in slow decline from Alzheimer’s disease as 

her husband, John, becomes her caregiver and struggles to take care of her as he watches 

her deteriorate. At one point in the film, in a scene that is typical when portraying 

Alzheimer’s or dementia on screen, Iris disappears from the house, which prompts her 

husband to call the police. Once she is found safely, her behavior causes John to place 

her in an institution. It also makes the audience feel sympathy and pity towards Iris, once 

a brilliant mind, who is now lost in the ravages of her mind destroyed by Alzheimer’s. 

Adapted from Alice Munro’s short story “The Bear Came Over the Mountain,” the 2007 

film Away From Her deals with issues of monogamy, marriage and institutionalization. 

After a forty-four-year marriage to her husband, Grant, Fiona (played by Julie Christie) 

develops Alzheimer’s disease and decides to be put into institutional care at 

Meadowlake. While there, she develops an attachment to a fellow male resident named 

Aubrey and it remains unclear whether she has actually forgotten her husband because 

of her disease, or she has acted out of deviousness. Both films show how dementia and 

Alzheimer’s are considered disabilities which significantly contribute to the main 

characters’ decline (Chivers, 2011). Even though films about institutionalization were 

common in the 1950’s through the 1970’s (during the time of rehabilitative war films), 

films like Iris and Away From Her, which have both received recognition at the major 
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awards ceremonies in Hollywood, shows that there is still interest in this type of film. 

These films are produced in a post Americans with Disabilities Act era and continues to 

induce fear that as audiences grow older, they too are at risk for developing such 

debilitating conditions (Norden, 1994; Chivers, 2011).  

 Independent filmmaking gained momentum in the 2000’s, especially after 2010. 

As a result, indie filmmakers found work in television and the edginess of “indie cinema” 

combined perfectly with what quickly became known as “Peak TV” due to the popularity 

of television and especially television shows on streaming platforms. Filmmakers who 

wanted to make feature length films could now turn to Amazon and Netflix for backing 

and distribution. While Hollywood studio filmmakers were taking major American 

cinema in brand new directions with blockbuster hits, independent filmmaking sat on 

the periphery, continuing to shape storytelling in an entirely different way (Thompson 

and Bordwell, 2019). The U.S. independent film industry began to develop more broadly 

to compete with the global media landscape. Due to the way many independent films 

were marketed and distributed, independent film quickly grew and became extremely 

popular and in competition with major Hollywood studio films. In 2004, films such as 

Eternal Sunshine of a Spotless Mind, Sideways, and Before Sunset grossed over $170 

million in total, won independent film awards, and were nominated for and won several 

Academy Awards (Tzioumakis, 2017).  

 Digital technology also played a role in American independent film. Due to the 

development of new digital technologies, film has slowly been moving away from the 

theatres and onto YouTube, Vimeo, and on-demand services where movies can be 
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viewed through online platforms and streaming services similar to the development of 

scripted television content available (and sometimes specifically made for) streaming 

platforms. With the availability of tablets, smartphones, and other types of mobile 

technologies, this opened new venues for low-budget independent films (Tzioumakis, 

2017; Thompson and Bordwell, 2019). When Indigogo and Kickstarter launched in 2008 

and 2009 respectively, these crowdfunding sources gave people opportunities to raise 

money for their independent film projects, several of which garnered recognition at the 

Sundance Film Festival and received theatrical distribution (Tzioumakis, 2017).  

 In the late 1990’s to early 2000’s, disability film festivals began to emerge, and 

this became an important step forward in the world of indie cinema. Some disability-

centric films that played in film festivals were known by disabled participants as 

awareness films, which focused on medical and rehabilitative themes, but this 

represented a relatively small number of films. Mainstream filmic representations 

encourage viewpoints grounded in passivity, incapacity, and dependency whereas 

transgressive films about disability in certain film festivals subvert those ideas. In these 

films, disabled people have agency and can find personal fulfillment, hire, and fire their 

caregivers, and leave institutions despite going against the well-meaning benevolence of 

nondisabled people. Independent disability films surpass the barriers that continuously 

separate those seen as deviant from nondisabled people in society (Snyder and Mitchell, 

2008).   

In Longmore’s (2003) essay, he questioned why we overlook disability and how 

often disabled characters appear in film and television. “Why do television and film so 
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frequently screen disabled characters for us to see, and why do we usually screen them 

out of our consciousness even as we absorb those images” (Longmore, 2003, p. 132)? 

In reviewing the literature, the studies have shown that even with the evolution of these 

media portrayals, film continues to be full of stereotypical portrayals and derogatory 

media images (Haller & Zhang, 2013; Safran, 1998). Additionally, I noticed several gaps 

in the literature that could be addressed in future research. I was unable to find any 

studies that included disability in the emergence of indie filmmaking (outside of 

disability film festivals) or studies using television series that stream on online platforms 

(e.g., Netflix, Amazon, and Hulu). I was also unable to find any research done on the 

portrayal of disability in web series on platforms such as YouTube or Vimeo. 

If filmmakers, disabled and non-disabled people could resist the negative 

stereotypes and structure that Hollywood has imposed as the mainstream narrative and 

let disabled people create and share their own stories, it is only then when there will be 

any significant change in Hollywood’s representation of disabled characters (Norden, 

1994). From early film history leading up to the ingenuity of today’s indie filmmakers, 

disability representation has undergone a massive shift from ableist to more affirming 

portrayals. However, with ableist casting, writing, directing, and production practices 

still underway, it will be a laborious process until disability inclusion can truly be 

considered a viable asset in Hollywood (Norden, 1994; Safran, 1998; Longmore, 2003; 

Mogk, 2013). 
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Narrative, Media Studies, and Disability Studies Scholarship 

 When we think about cinema and media studies (including television, radio, and 

theatre studies) and diversity, disability is usually not included in that discussion. 

Elizabeth Ellcessor and Bill Kirkpatrick explain that we must interrogate power 

dynamics and normalization that creates a certain type of body. We need disability media 

studies to tell stories. Furthermore, a disability perspective decenters ableism and what 

is considered “normal.” When we engage in a disability perspective, we can rethink the 

stories told, the relationship between economy and the entertainment industry, the 

politics of representation, and the employment of actors and writers (Ellcessor and 

Kirkpatrick, 2020).  

Disabled people like me are putting forth creative work through fictional 

narratives in film and television meant to challenge ableism and define a new disability 

narrative (Ellcessor and Kirkpatrick, 2020). As a writer of fiction and screenplays, the 

creation of narrative informs my desire to create disabled characters. Garland-Thomson 

explains, “Narrative is a way of constructing continuity over time; it is a coherent 

knitting of one moment to the next” (Garland-Thomson, 2007, p. 113). Shape can lend 

itself to certain structures of story (or narrative) and form a connection between disability 

and identity (Garland-Thompson, 2007). It is this link between disability and identity 

that I explore in my body of work as a writer.  

 One important piece of narrative that has stood out to me is the play Cost of 

Living by playwright Martyna Majok. It focuses on two pairs of characters: John and 

Jess, and Eddie and Ani.  Eddie and Ani are a working-class couple who separated, and 
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we meet them after Ani has become a quadriplegic from a drunk driving accident. John 

is a rich Princeton PhD student with cerebral palsy who hires Jess, an immigrant and 

recent Princeton graduate, as a home care attendant. The playwright specifically requests 

that disabled actors play John and Ani. In Ann M. Fox’s analysis of the play, she 

specifically emphasizes “scripts that foreground disability in ways not just subtly 

disruptive but heralding a more complex and progressive representation of disability on 

the American stage” (Fox, 2018, p. 146). It is this kind of subtly disruptive narrative that 

I explore in my own writing. Majok’s play is not specifically about disability but rather 

about characters who happen to be disabled and the caregivers who assist them. 

However, the play also contends with issues of race, gender, and class and subverts the 

classic disability trope of “helping.” Much like the intersectionality shown in this play, 

I also explore how disability intersects with gender, ethnicity, and sexual orientation in 

my own writing, including my dissertation. 

 When thinking about narrative, especially authentic narratives of disability 

representation in film and television, acting and performance come to mind. When I 

think about authentic narratives of disability representation, I mean that disabled 

characters should be played by disabled actors. Disability studies scholar Lennard J. 

Davis says simply, “I think it fair and right that disabled actors should play disabled 

roles” (Davis, 2017, p. 48). His argument is that disabled actors should play disabled 

characters comes from an analysis of disabled characters in film and television where 

the function of stereotyped narratives end up making the audience feel good about 

themselves and their normality or able-bodiedness (Davis, 2017; Ellcessor and 

Kirkpatrick, 2020). As a television writer, I spend a lot of time thinking about authentic 
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casting and its value when it comes to film and television productions. I also think about 

my role as a potential TV drama writer in a writers’ room and what that means for 

disability representation behind the camera. For the Zoom reading of my dissertation 

script, the lead character, Genevieve Ross, was played by actress Miracle Pelayo who 

has cerebral palsy like I do. As a writer with cerebral palsy who writes characters with 

cerebral palsy, it was important that I cast the role authentically.  

The Importance of Authentic Representation of Disability in Film and Television 

In Spring 2021, the Think Tank for Inclusion and Equity released an updated 

research study, “Behind the Scenes: The State of Inclusion and Equity in TV Writing,” 

which aims to discuss issues of representation, inclusion, and under and over-represented 

TV writers in the entertainment industry. In the top findings, representation of women 

and BIPOC (Black, Indigenous people of color) writers seem to be improving. However, 

the study found that 93% of writers said their most recent writers’ room had no Deaf or 

disabled writers. At the upper levels, representation is still lacking as well with almost 

95% of writers reporting that their most recent writers’ rooms had no Deaf or disabled 

writers, 56% had no LGBTQIA+ writers and almost 35% had no BIPOC upper-level 

writers. At every level of this study, disability representation accounts for the lowest 

numbers (Think Tank for Inclusion and Equity, 2021).  

It is important to reflect on these numbers as I examine authentic representation 

across film and television. Certain films and television series are slowly seeming to 

move in a more progressive direction despite the dismal numbers in TV writers’ rooms. 

The 2021 Academy Awards marked a landmark change in more than one way when it 
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comes to disability representation on film as both the documentary Crip Camp and the 

short film Feeling Through earned nominations. These are just two examples of 

authentically cast and meaningful representation in the entertainment industry. Crip 

Camp is a feature documentary available on Netflix about Camp Jened, a summer camp 

for teens with disabilities and how those teens set out to push for disability rights in the 

1970s. It was written by Nicole Newnham and wheelchair user James LeBrecht. 

LeBrecht also served as a director of the film. The nomination of Crip Camp at the 

Academy Awards also led to there being a ramp to the stage for the first time, something 

that did not exist about twenty years ago when Dan Keplinger’s film King Gimp won. 

Additionally, having a disabled and nondisabled director work together on Crip Camp 

made more people in the entertainment industry realize how inaccessible the industry is 

at multiple levels (Powell, 2017; Plank, 2021). Feeling Through was another notable 

milestone in disability representation. Nominated for Best Live Action Short Film, 

Feeling Through stars Robert Tarango, the first DeafBlind actor to be nominated for an 

Academy Award. It was written and directed by Doug Roland, who is not disabled, and 

executive produced by Marlee Matlin and Andrew Carlberg. It is loosely based on Doug 

Roland’s experience meeting a DeafBlind man several years ago (Metraux, 2021). 

However, despite being authentically cast, it was also critiqued by a DeafBlind blogger 

for conforming to “inspiration porn” stereotypes, where the nondisabled character learns 

an important life lesson from the DeafBlind character and feeds into racist and ableist 

tropes (Ferris, 2021). Although neither film won, the nomination of these two films 

marks a slow, authentic progression of disability representation on film.  
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In recent years, television series have incorporated disabled main characters into 

their storylines where the characters just happen to have disabilities and are portrayed 

by disabled actors. Television series such as ABC’s Speechless, Netflix’s The Healing 

Powers of Dude, Special, and Raising Dion all feature disabled characters who are part 

of the main cast (and sometimes the leading role). One television series that really stands 

out is the Freeform/Hulu dramedy series, Everything’s Gonna Be Okay. The dramedy 

series was created by series star and comedian Josh Thomas. It focuses on a man in his 

mid-twenties who becomes a legal guardian to his two half-sisters when their father dies. 

One of his two half-sisters is Matilda, played by autistic actress Kayla Cromer. Thus far, 

most autistic characters who have appeared on the big and small screens have been boys 

or men and played by non-disabled actors like Dustin Hoffman in Rain Man (Budryk, 

2020). Matilda is also queer, shown by exploring her sexuality with both teenage boys 

and girls, eventually ending up with her girlfriend, Drea, played by autistic actress Lillian 

Carrier. Drea identifies as homoromantic asexual, an identity rarely portrayed on screen 

(Finkel, 2021).  

Raising Dion is a sci-fi drama series that premiered its first season on Netflix in 

2019. Told through the point of view of a single Black mother, the series focuses on the 

mother’s life raising her young son, Dion, a Black boy who develops superpowers at the 

age of seven. Dion forms a friendship with Esperanza, a classmate at his elementary 

school, who is played by wheelchair-using actress Sammi Haney. Like her character 

Esperanza, Sammi has osteogenesis imperfecta (White, 2019). This series sticks out to 

me because so far it is the only hour-long sci-fi television drama series to feature a 
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wheelchair-using character played by a wheelchair-using actor in a major role when 

most authentically cast disabled actors have appeared in television comedies.  

The Healing Powers of Dude was a one season comedy series that premiered on 

Netflix in early 2020. The series centers on Noah Ferris, a boy with social anxiety 

disorder, whose parents get him an emotional support dog when he starts middle school. 

While at school, he soon befriends Simon and Amara. Amara is played by Sophie Kim, 

a Korean American wheelchair-using actress who has Ullrich congenital muscular 

dystrophy. The series shows a contrast between invisible and visible disabilities, 

showing how each character’s disability impacts their lives in profound ways as they 

navigate ableism and the treacherous halls of middle school (Wilson, 2020). 

Special, an Emmy-nominated television comedy, which concluded its second 

and final season on Netflix in May 2021, was created by and stars Ryan O’Connell. Ryan 

is a queer man with cerebral palsy and the show fictionalizes his experiences through 

lead character Ryan Hayes, based on his memoir, I’m Special: And Other Lies We Tell 

Ourselves. The series focuses on Ryan “coming out of the disabled closet,” and 

embracing his identity as a queer disabled man. The first season explores his journey 

with internalized ableism, becoming a blogging intern for an online magazine start-up 

called Eggwoke, moving out of his mother’s house to his own apartment, and having his 

first sexual experience with a sex worker. The second season focuses on Ryan’s romantic 

and sexual relationships. When he meets an autistic man, whom he briefly dates, Ryan 

is introduced to an all-disabled friend group called The Crips who are played by a variety 

of disabled actors. The series is groundbreaking in that it uses comedy to subvert 
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“inspiration porn” tropes, dives into Ryan’s own internalized ableism, and explicitly 

portrays gay men having safe sex (Wong, 2021).  

With the addition of these films and television series, more unknown disabled 

actors are given the opportunity to play both disability specific and non-disability 

specific roles truthfully and authentically. However, in addition to authentic casting, 

disabled people, particularly those who are multiply marginalized, also need to be 

involved in television writers’ rooms and throughout the entire production process. 

Disability representation will only improve if disabled actors, writers, directors, 

producers, cinematographers, editors, and others are involved in all aspects of the 

filmmaking and television production process from beginning to end. Therefore, my 

dissertation is important and needed right now from a storytelling perspective. 

My dissertation provides a unique narrative unlike the problematic film and 

television narratives that have come before it. While it is important that multiply 

marginalized disabled people control the narratives about disability identity and its many 

nuances, my dissertation explores a new kind of fresh and feisty story without relying 

on the underpinnings of ableist and heteronormative tropes and stereotypes. My 

dissertation does not contain any ableist language, centers disabled characters in 

positions of authority, and subverts the expectations of what it means to be disabled in a 

supernatural or fantasy setting.   
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What I Wrote for My Dissertation 

For my dissertation, I wrote a one-hour supernatural drama pilot featuring a queer 

disabled lead character, which I also adapted into a novel. The script includes other 

disabled characters and characters with multiply marginalized identities. My experience 

and background as a screenwriter and fiction writer with life-long lived disability 

experience make me qualified to tell these stories. This type of story is needed because 

it is rarely portrayed on screen or in novels. Usually, stories about disabled people 

become fodder for nondisabled authors, actors, directors, and writers who do not have 

lived experience as disabled people. There are few supernatural TV dramas which 

authentically portray disabled characters. Most of the television shows portraying 

disabled characters with authenticity and respect are found in dramedies or comedies 

instead of genre dramas. I am telling this story now because it is one that is missing from 

both the television drama landscape and the novel writing landscape.  
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CHAPTER 2: ALL THINGS WEIRD AND WONDERFUL PILOT SCRIPT  

ALL THINGS WEIRD AND WONDERFUL 

"Pilot"  

Written by 

Lara Dena Ameen 

PhD Dissertation Script 

        Full Draft Revised 6.18.23  
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FADE IN: 

EXT. PARK - AFTERNOON 

PEOPLE are scattered in the park, enjoying the sunny afternoon. Parents and their 

children. LAUGHTER fills the air.  

We focus on two YOUNG BOYS. PATRICK (11, half Egyptian, half white, dark curls, 

naturally inquisitive, curious). Running alongside him is a YOUNGER BOY. This is 

COLIN (7, also half Egyptian, half white, a mess of dark curls like his brother, an 

unmistakable SCAR on his arm, too trusting).   

Colin runs ahead of Patrick. 

COLIN 

You can’t catch me, Patrick! You can’t catch me! 

PATRICK 

Wanna bet? 

COLIN 

Let’s play hide and seek. I’ll hide first. You count.  

Colin runs off.  

Patrick waits a moment, then starts counting.  

PATRICK 

1... 2... 3... I’m coming to find you! 

Patrick runs through grass, looking for his brother behind trees.  

He finally spots Colin behind a large tree, standing next to a SANDY-HAIRED WHITE 

MAN (20s) who’s holding a GOLDEN RETRIEVER PUPPY.  

Colin reaches to pet the dog, smiling.  

PATRICK (CONT’D)  

Colin! 

 

Colin and the Sandy-Haired White Man look towards Patrick. Suddenly, Colin, the 

puppy, and the Sandy-Haired White Man are enveloped in a plume of purple smoke! 

Patrick SCREAMS.  

PATRICK (CONT’D)  
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COLIN! 

As the smoke clears -- Colin is gone! 

OFF Patrick’s terrified expression, we...  

SMASH TO BLACK. 

OVER BLACK 

We hear STATIC MICROPHONE NOISES.  

Someone CLEARS THEIR THROAT.  

FADE IN: 

INT. PRIVATE RECORDING STUDIO - DAY  

CHYRON: ELEVEN YEARS LATER 

A private recording studio on a university campus. Polished floor. Soundproof walls. A 

room full of fancy recording equipment no college student could reasonably afford.  

A few PICTURES of YOUNG COLIN and YOUNG PATRICK, both smiling, decorate 

the space.  

PATRICK NASSER (now 22, same dark hair but longer, eyes haunted by loss), who 

wears HEADPHONES while speaking into a MICROPHONE, is interviewing DR. 

MEGAN NEWTON (40s, professional, put together). 

PATRICK 

(into microphone) 

Welcome to another episode of All Things Weird and 

Wonderful, the podcast where I report on all things 

weird, wonderful, and somewhere in-between. I’m 

your host, Patrick Nasser, and I’m broadcasting live 

from Elixer University in Northern California. With 

me today is Dr. Megan Newton, a professor in 

Neuroscience who examines the cognitive 

neuroscience aspects of lucid dreaming. Thank you 

so much for joining us today, Dr. Newton.  
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DR. NEWTON 

Thank you for having me, Patrick. 

PATRICK 

What can you tell our listeners today about lucid 

dreaming?  

DR. NEWTON  

Well, in one study sleep researchers were able to 

recruit volunteers who were lucid dreamers to 

participate. Once they achieved lucidity in their 

dream state, then there were certain ways 

researchers could interact with them such as 

through sounds, tactile stimulation, or flashing 

lights.  

PATRICK 

What about eye movements? Does that have an 

influence at all? 

DR. NEWTON 

Absolutely. Some scientists have determined that 

the sleeping individual can answer messages 

through eye movement or contraction of the facial 

muscles.  

PATRICK 

Wow. This is fascinating. I’m sure our listeners 

have lots of questions. Why don’t we take a caller?  

Patrick flicks a button on a switchboard. Lights up green.  

PATRICK (CONT’D) 

Welcome to All Things Weird and Wonderful. 

Would love to know if you have any weird and 

wonderful news for our listeners today. Or if you 

have a question for today’s special guest.  

A DISTORTED VOICE answers.  

 

DISTORTED VOICE (O.S.)  

A shift is coming. A ripple in the fabric of the 

universe as we know it. Changes are already 

happening. People have already been 

disappearing.  

 

PATRICK 

Excuse me? Is this some kind of joke? 

The line disconnects.  
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PATRICK (CONT’D) 

Hello? Is anyone there? Hello? 

Patrick fumbles with a few buttons on the switchboard.  

STATIC NOISES.  

Then nothing. 

Patrick exchanges nervous glances with Dr. Newton.  

PATRICK (CONT’D)  

Sorry about that, folks. Why don’t we take a short 

break? We’ll be right back.  

OFF Patrick, visibly shaken... 

INT. GENEVIEVE'S DORM ROOM - MORNING 

The lived in dorm room of a first-year freshman college student. Single occupancy with a 

bedroom, bathroom, and a kitchenette.  

POSTERS of BUFFY THE VAMPIRE SLAYER, THE VAMPIRE DIARIES, and  

OTHER TV SHOWS cover the peeling paint on the bedroom walls. A LAPTOP sits on a 

messy desk surrounded by BOOKS: THEATRE: THE LIVELY ART BY ALVIN 

GOLDFARB AND EDWIN WILSON, RESPECT FOR ACTING BY UTA HAGEN, 

ACTING FOR THE CAMERA BY TONY BARR, and LETTERS TO A YOUNG 

ARTIST BY ANNA DEAVERE SMITH. 

Perhaps one noticeable difference is that this dorm room is wheelchair accessible. A pair 

of LAVENDER FOREARM CRUTCHES are propped up against the messy bed.  

As we go into the... 

BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS 

FIND GENEVIEVE ROSS (19, has cerebral palsy, a dark-haired beauty with a defiant 

attitude) sitting in her POWER WHEELCHAIR in front of a mirror as her best friend IVY 

LEE (19, Korean American, bold, impulsive) styles Genevieve’s hair. 

IVY 

French braid or Dutch? 

GENEVIEVE  

French.  

 



 

38 

As Ivy works on a French braid... 

IVY 

You should totally come with me to the party tonight, Genevieve! 

 

GENEVIEVE 

What party? I thought we were just going out to 

grab some dinner and have a movie night.   

 

                                                    IVY 

It’s at the Revue Nightclub. An 18 and over club a 

few blocks away from campus. We can get dinner 

on the way.  

 

                                                    GENEVIEVE 

You know parties aren’t really my thing. Why can’t 

we just watch a bunch of our favorite movies? 

 

                                                      IVY 

Because it’s a party! A big college party! 

 

GENEVIEVE  

It’s probably not wheelchair accessible. Like 

remember when you had to ask someone to help 

carry me up the stairs to that karaoke party? It made 

me so uncomfortable. Plus, I didn’t want to leave 

my wheelchair behind.  

 

                                                 IVY 

Actually, the club is wheelchair accessible. I 

already checked.  

(off Genevieve's disapproving look) 

C’mon. Go with me. It’ll be fun! 

Genevieve cringes.   

GENEVIEVE 

And what? Play your chaperone? 

                                                     IVY 

No! Meet people. Single mingle.  

 

 

GENEVIEVE 

We’re 19, Ivy. There’s nothing wrong with being single. 

Remember last year when we ditched senior prom and stayed up 

all night watching rom-coms?  
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IVY 

That was then. Besides, I know you secretly wish 

you were those romcom girls who could get the guy 

or girl at the end.  

GENEVIEVE 

I’m just a biromantic asexual girl with a vivid 

imagination.   

IVY 

And I’m just a pansexual girl who wants to have 

some fun with her best friend.  

Ivy finishes the French braid. Genevieve turns her wheelchair to face her friend.  

IVY (CONT’D) 

Come with me tonight. If you get uncomfortable, I 

promise we can leave. 

Genevieve considers this. 

GENEVIEVE 

Fine. Okay. I’ll go.  

 

OFF Ivy’s excitement...  

EXT. REVUE NIGHTCLUB - NIGHT 

Loud music RICOCHETS from inside the club. A BORED BOUNCER (40s) checks IDs 

at the front door.  

Genevieve and Ivy, all dressed up for a night out, give him their IDs.  

Bored Bouncer barely scans the cards before giving them back.  

Waves them inside.  

INT. REVUE NIGHTCLUB - MOMENTS LATER 

A packed nightclub. PEOPLE of all genders, racial and ethnic backgrounds, and body 

types dance to the PULSATING MUSIC. However, there aren’t any visibly disabled 

people.  

Genevieve already looks uncomfortable, but that’s totally lost on Ivy who’s taking this all 

in as if for the first time. Because it is her first time.  

IVY 

How cool is this?! 

GENEVIEVE 
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(cupping her ear)  

What?! 

IVY 

I said, how cool is this? 

(off Genevieve’s puzzled stare) 

Nevermind. Come this way.  

Ivy motions for Genevieve to follow her. They head over to the... 

BAR - CONTINUOUS  

Ivy removes a chair so Genevieve can sit at the bar.  

Genevieve presses a button on her wheelchair’s joystick control pad and the wheelchair 

elevates until she can reach the high tabletop.  

An OVERWORKED BARTENDER (30s) approaches them.  

OVERWORKED BARTENDER 

Something I can get started for the two of you? 

IVY 

Shirley Temple. Extra ice.  

GENEVIEVE 

Just a Dr. Pepper for me. Extra cherries, though. 

And a straw.  

OVERWORKED BARTENDER 

You got it. I’ll be back.  

He moves away, off to take drink orders from other ROWDY PATRONS.  

Ivy turns to Genevieve, animated, excited.  

IVY 

What do you think? Our first official college par-

tay! 

Genevieve still looks uncomfortable but tries to hide it.  

GENEVIEVE 

You said we can leave at anytime, right? 

IVY 

Sure, but let’s at least stay for a a few songs. I’m 

gonna have major FOMO if I don’t get to dance.  
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GENEVIEVE 

As long as you don’t drag me onto the dance floor.  

Ivy LAUGHS.  

The Overworked Bartender returns with their drinks. 

OVERWORKED BARTENDER 

Anything else I can get either of you? 

IVY  

We’re good for now.  

 

Overworked Bartender walks away.  

Genevieve takes a sip of her Dr. Pepper.  

She looks around her, watches as PEOPLE dance together on the tightly packed dance 

floor.  

Her eyes LAND on two people in particular. TATTOO GUY (20s, tattoos along his bare 

arms, something intense about him) grinds against a DRUNK SOCIALITE (20s, pretty, 

likeable, but has had way too many drinks). They dance uncomfortably close.  

GENEVIEVE 

Do all people really dance like that? 

Ivy follows Genevieve’s gaze to Tattoo Guy and Drunk Socialite.  

IVY 

People dance however they want! C’mon, 

Genevieve, let’s just have fun! 

OBNOXIOUS YOUNG WOMAN (O.S.)  

Oh, my God. Who invited them here?! 

 

Genevieve and Ivy both turn in the direction of the OBNOXIOUS YOUNG WOMAN’S 

VOICE. Coming towards them is CANDACE “CANDY” JENKINS (22, think LA Valley 

girl meets Regina George) decked out in fake fur, skin tight red dress, and high heels she 

can probably afford. 

GENEVIEVE 

Oh, no.  

IVY 

(icily)  

Candy Jenkins.  

 

Candy saunters up to them.  
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CANDY 

Seriously. Who invited you two? 

Genevieve says nothing. Sips her drink.  

IVY 

Don’t be ridiculous, Candy. It was all over social 

media.  

CANDY 

I’m being ridiculous? Ivy, you wanted to rush my 

sorority at the beginning of the year! 

Ivy shrugs.  

IVY 

There’s no rule that says I can’t.  

CANDY 

You ruined my open mic karaoke night! 

IVY 

Ruined is a strong word, dontcha think? I was the 

life of the party! 

CANDY 

Oh, please. Don’t give me that bullshit.   

As Candy and Ivy continue to argue, Genevieve’s gaze drifts back to the Tattoo Guy and 

Drunk Socialite. Tattoo Guy whispers something in her ear. He smiles and grabs her hand, 

moving toward the back of the nightclub.  

This catches Genevieve’s attention.  

GENEVIEVE 

Hey, Ivy? I’ll be right back, okay? I need to get 

some air.  

IVY 

(not paying attention)  

Yeah, okay.  

 

Genevieve lowers her wheelchair, following Guy and Drunk Socialite at a careful distance 

until they reach the back of the nightclub.  

Tattoo Guy leads Drunk Socialite into the elevator -- not fast enough for Genevieve to get 

there.  

Genevieve takes the next elevator. 
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EXT. ROOFTOP OF REVUE NIGHTCLUB - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS 

As Genevieve exits, she finds Tattoo Guy and Drunk Socialite on the far end of the 

rooftop. Neither of them seem to notice Genevieve’s presence.  

DRUNK SOCIALITE 

You’re funny. And so handsome! 

 

Guy CHUCKLES. His hand slips slowly underneath her skirt.  

TATTOO GUY 

What’s your name, sweetheart? 

DRUNK SOCIALITE  

Eva.  

 

TATTOO GUY 

Well, Eva, tonight is your lucky night.  

Eva starts to look woozy. It’s as if life is slowly draining out of her.  

EVA 

I don’t feel so...  

As Eva collapses into his waiting arms, Genevieve SCREAMS. 

GENEVIEVE 

HEY! LEAVE HER ALONE! 

Still too far away to do anything, she holds up her hand. A  

PULSE OF WHITE MAGIC BURSTS FROM GENEVIEVE’S FINGERTIPS! 

The magic separates an unconscious Eva from Tattoo Guy who stares at Genevieve. His 

face a mask of terror and awe.  

Genevieve is also in shock, looking down at her hand. What the fuck?! 

And then -- Tattoo Guy disappears in a cloud of purple smoke!  

OFF a shocked Genevieve, trying to process what the hell just happened.   

EXT. REVUE NIGHTCLUB - NIGHT - LATER  

Police cars surround the area, LIGHTS FLASHING. An ambulance also idles there. 

PARAMEDICS tend to a now conscious Eva who’s shivering and wrapped in a blanket.  

Genevieve and Ivy are off to the side, watching everything around them. Genevieve still 

looks shaken as a POLICE OFFICER finishes talking with her and walks off.  

Once the police officer is out of earshot, Ivy turns to her friend.  
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IVY 

Okay, so why don’t you tell me what really 

happened? You expect me to believe that guy just 

ran off when he heard your voice?  

GENEVIEVE 

I definitely caught his attention. Thankfully Eva 

will be okay.  

Genevieve looks around, as if to make sure no one is watching them, then lowers her 

voice. 

GENEVIEVE (CONT’D)  

That guy... he just kind of... disappeared. He 

disappeared into a cloud of purple smoke.  

 

IVY 

He did what now? 

Genevieve puts a finger to her lips, shushing her.  

GENEVIEVE 

He disappeared into a cloud of purple smoke. 

Obviously he left Eva behind, so whatever he 

wanted to do to her-- 

IVY 

C’mon, Genevieve. Seriously? 

 

GENEVIEVE 

And yet, it’s not the most bizarre thing that’s 

happened so far tonight.  

 

IVY 

What are you talking about? 

 

Genevieve takes a deep breath.  

 

GENEVIEVE 

Do you believe in magic? 

IVY 

As in the Hocus Pocus and Charmed kind of 

magic? 

GENEVIEVE 

Yeah, sure. White light. All that.  
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IVY 

You’re joking, right? Magic isn’t real.  

GENEVIEVE 

I would have believed you if you told me that an 

hour ago.  

IVY  

What changed? 

 

Another deep breath. Genevieve stares at Ivy, serious. Not messing around.  

GENEVIEVE  

Ivy, I think... 

(beat) 

I think I have magic. Or powers. Whichever.  

Ivy stares at her for a long beat. Then erupts in LAUGHTER.  

GENEVIEVE (CONT’D)  

Look, I know how it sounds-- 

 

IVY 

Do you? Because you just said you have magic! 

And before that, you said Creepy Guy disappeared 

in a cloud of purple smoke! And you were worried 

about me partying too much  tonight?! 

 

GENEVIEVE 

Ivy-- 

IVY 

No, Genevieve. I don’t want to talk about this 

anymore. The important thing is, you saved that 

woman’s life. Let’s just go back to our dorms, 

okay?  

 

OFF Genevieve, too tired to disagree. 

INT. GENEVIEVE'S DORM ROOM -  BEDROOM - NEXT DAY 

Alone in her bedroom, Genevieve attempts to use her powers. Holding her hand up, she 

flicks her wrist. No white magic shoots out of her palm. Nothing happens.   

GENEVIEVE 

(sotto) 

Am I supposed to say “Abracadabra?” 
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She maneuvers her wheelchair, facing away from her bed and desk. She looks at her 

closed bedroom door. Tries again.  

Holds up her hand. 

GENEVIEVE (CONT’D) 

(sotto) And... now! 

 

Still... nothing happens.  

GENEVIEVE (CONT’D)  

Magic powers should totally come with a rule 

book.  

 

She looks down at her hand, moving her fingers. Opening and closing her palm. No sign 

of magic.  

Genevieve SIGHS. Returns to her desk. Opens her laptop. 

ANGLE ON: COMPUTER SCREEN 

Clicking away from a homework assignment, she scrolls through her university’s 

website instead. An ARTICLE from her school newspaper catches her eye.  

- “THOUSANDS TUNE INTO SUPERNATURAL PODCAST CREATED BY 

ELIXER UNIVERSITY SENIOR”  

BACK TO SCENE 

A few more CLICKS.  

ANGLE ON: THE ALL THINGS WEIRD AND WONDERFUL WEBSITE as a 

podcast episode PLAYS  

BACK TO SCENE 

PATRICK (O.S.) 

And we’re back with another episode of All Things 

Weird and Wonderful. I’m your host, Patrick 

Nasser. I’ll only be taking a limited number of 

callers this week. Later, we’ll hear from Dr. 

Jacqueline Garcia, a psychologist who had a near-

death experience and how it has influenced her 

current perceptions in her practice. We’ll be right 

back with one of today’s lucky callers.    

 

Elevator type music PLAYS off-screen.  

Genevieve hesitates. Then picks up her iPhone. Punches a number. Waits.  
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The music CUTS OFF.  

PATRICK (O.S.) (CONT’D) 

Welcome back. We have our first caller. Welcome 

to All Things Weird and Wonderful, where I 

explore the weird, the wonderful, and everything 

in-between. Who do I have the pleasure of 

speaking with today? 

Genevieve clears her throat.  

GENEVIEVE 

(hesitant) 

Um, hi. I had... well, it’s more of a question.  

PATRICK (O.S.)  

It’s all right. What’s your question?  

 

GENEVIEVE 

Do you believe in magic? I mean, do you believe 

that it could exist... you know, in our world? 

PATRICK (O.S.)  

                         Sure. Why couldn’t it? 

 

GENEVIEVE 

So, you think magic is real? That people could have 

powers? 

 

PATRICK (O.S.)  

It’s definitely possible. I think magic exists in 

our world in some way.  

 

GENEVIEVE 

What if you saw something happen near campus? 

Like, someone using their powers? 

A beat.  

PATRICK (O.S.) 

Seriously? Tell me more.  

GENEVIEVE 

I think I may have... witnessed something. 

PATRICK (O.S.) 

Can you be more specific? 
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GENEVIEVE 

Well, I-- 

Suddenly, a strange BUZZING occurs.  

The line goes dead.  

Genevieve tries calling again. A busy signal.  

Genevieve SLAMS her iPhone down. Tears stream down her face.  

                            GENEVIEVE (CONT’D) 

(sotto)  

Fuck! 

  

OFF Genevieve, frustrated and uncertain.  

INT. CAMPUS COFFEE SHOP - NEXT DAY - MORNING  

Genevieve sits at a table in the corner of the campus coffee shop. On the table is her 

LAPTOP, an OPEN BOOK, an ICED CARAMEL LATTE, and her iPhone. She reads 

from her book titled THEATRE: THE LIVELY ART. 

Ivy approaches, gesturing to the seat across from Genevieve.  

IVY 

Hey, is it okay if I sit here? 

Genevieve doesn’t look up from the passage in her textbook she’s reading.  

GENEVIEVE 

Go ahead.  

IVY 

So, about the other night-- 

GENEVIEVE 

Did you know the thrust stage is the most widely 

known theatre space first used by the ancient 

Greeks?  

 

IVY 

I didn’t. But I can see you’re busy studying so I’ll 

just-- 

GENEVIEVE 

You don’t believe me.  

Genevieve finally meets Ivy’s gaze.  
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                                      GENEVIEVE (CONT’D) 

(lowering her voice)  

I can’t stop thinking about what happened the 

other night.  

IVY 

What you’re asking me to believe... it’s a lot.  

GENEVIEVE 

You don’t know what I saw.  

IVY 

No. I know what you think you saw.  

GENEVIEVE 

There is someone who might be able to give me 

some answers.  

IVY 

Oh, no, Genevieve...  

GENEVIEVE 

Look at this.  

Genevieve turns her laptop in Ivy’s direction.  

ANGLE ON: THE ALL THINGS WEIRD AND WONDERFUL PODCAST WEBSITE 

BACK TO SCENE 

IVY 

This is the guy who interviews people about all 

sorts of weird phenomenon, right? 

GENEVIEVE 

Yeah. Have you listened to his podcast? 

IVY 

No. But it’s generated a lot of buzz on campus.  

GENEVIEVE 

I know. That’s why I was thinking-- 

 

IVY 

Wait. You think this guy has the answers to 

whatever you saw?  

 

 

GENEVIEVE 

Not sure. But maybe he could help me figure out 

whatever’s going on.  
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IVY 

Genevieve, don’t do this. You’re just digging 

yourself into a hole. Besides, you don’t know-- 

 

GENEVIEVE 

You’re right. I don’t know. But maybe I want to 

find out.  

 

Ivy lowers her voice. 

 

IVY 

C’mon. Purple smoke? Magic from your 

fingertips? You’ve been watching too much 

Stranger Things. I know you want to be an actress, 

but isn’t this-- 

 

GENEVIEVE 

It might lead to nowhere, but since when has my 

curiosity stopped me? 

 

IVY 

Fine. But count me out of your little adventure. 

I’m gonna be late for my Chem lab. 

Ivy gets up.  

GENEVIEVE 

Okay. 

(then)  

Love you.  

 

A beat before Ivy offers her a tight-lipped smile.  

 

IVY 

Love you, too.  

Genevieve watches Ivy leave the cafe, then turns back to her laptop and stares at the 

website, considering her next steps.  

INT. ELIXER UNIVERSITY BUILDING - AFTERNOON - LATER 

Genevieve enters a university building and rolls into the...  

HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS 

She rolls down the hallway and approaches a bunch of soundproof recording studios.  
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Stops when she spots a familiar face through the soundproof glass: Patrick Nasser. He’s 

talking into a microphone, but she obviously can’t hear what he’s saying.  

She waits a beat, contemplating. Her eyes shift left and right. No one else is around.  

Takes a breath. KNOCKS on the door. Waits.  

This catches Patrick’s attention. He messes with the switchboard for a moment before 

pulling his headphones off.  

Opens the door.   

PATRICK 

Hi. Can I help you?  

 

GENEVIEVE 

I hope so. I saw your picture and interview in the 

school paper. You’re Patrick Nasser, right? 

 

Patrick smiles.  

 

PATRICK 

The one and only at Elixer University as far as I’m 

aware. Are you another reporter? 
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GENEVIEVE 

No, I’m not with the school paper. Or any paper, actually. I’m also a 

student here. My name is Genevieve Ross. I was the one who called 

you the other night and asked you about magic when the call 

disconnected. Some kind of strange buzzing.  

 

PATRICK 

I remember your call. 

 

GENEVIEVE 

Something is going on. With me... with... I don’t 

know. I was at a party a few nights ago and I saw 

something. Felt something.  

 

Genevieve visibly shudders.  

 

PATRICK 

You think it’s something related to supernatural phenomena?  

 

GENEVIEVE 

Honestly I don’t know what to believe right now.  

 

PATRICK 

Then I don’t know how I can help you. Are you 

sure you’re not messing with me? 

 

GENEVIEVE 

Have you ever heard of anyone disappearing into a cloud of 

purple smoke? 

Patrick’s eyes widen. He stares at her for a beat, intrigued but also uncertain.  

 

PATRICK 

Why don’t you come on in and we’ll talk? 

 

A small smile flits over Genevieve’s face as she rolls in, Patrick closing the door 

behind her.  

 

INT. PRIVATE RECORDING STUDIO - DAY - MOMENTS LATER 

Patrick listens as Genevieve finishes explaining what happened at the nightclub.  
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GENEVIEVE 

Then magic erupted from my fingers and the 

creepy tattooed guy disappeared in a cloud of 

purple smoke. And, well, I haven’t been able to 

activate my powers since that night.  

 

PATRICK 

That’s quite a specific story.  

GENEVIEVE 

You don’t believe me, do you? 

                                              PATRICK 

I didn’t say that.  

 

GENEVIEVE  

Yeah, it’s about what you’re not saying.  

                                              

                                           PATRICK 

Is this some kind of weird plea for attention to get on my podcast? 

 

Genevieve pales.  

 

GENEVIEVE 

What? No, of course not. 

                            

                             PATRICK 

I’ve talked about what happened to my brother 

on the podcast before. What you said about the 

purple smoke thing. It feels familiar.  

GENEVIEVE  

It does?  

 

                                            PATRICK 

Yeah. But of course no one else believes me. 

 

                                               GENEVIEVE  

I’m so sorry. Something happened to your brother? 
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PATRICK 

Yeah, but I thought you already knew that from 

listening to my podcast.   

 

GENEVIEVE 

I haven’t listened to your podcast that much. I 

never heard anything about your brother. And I 

promise I’m not messing with you. 

 

Patrick looks contemplative for a beat. Hesitant.  

 

And then...  

PATRICK 

My younger brother, Colin. He’d be about 18 by now. 

When we were kids, I saw him...  

(beat) 

I saw him disappear. In the park about a half an 

hour from here. 

 

Genevieve takes this in.  

 

GENEVIEVE 

The police never found a body? 

PATRICK  

Nothing. No traces or remains anywhere. 

It’s like he just-- 

GENEVIEVE  

                         Vanished. 

PATRICK 

My parents didn’t believe me. No one did. I got 

diagnosed with PTSD a few months after his 

disappearance. Eventually I stopped telling people. 

Until I started this podcast. Then I knew I had to say 

something.  
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GENEVIEVE 

That day your brother disappeared at the park... 

Was anyone else there when you— 

 

PATRICK 

Yeah, some guy. Older than us, though.  

 

GENEVIEVE  

Dark hair, tattoos, a general creepy vibe?  
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PATRICK 

I don’t remember any tattoos. And I think the person had 

lighter hair. Like sandy brown.  

GENEVIEVE 

Doesn’t seem familiar to me. But hey, maybe we can help 

each other. 

Patrick takes a moment to regard her, expression somewhere between ambivalence and trust.  

PATRICK  

Where do we go from here? 

 

OFF Genevieve’s look of uncertainty... 

INT. CAMPUS COFFEE SHOP - NEXT DAY 

Genevieve sits at a table with her laptop in front of her and an ICED CARAMEL LATTE. This 

time, no other textbooks are on the table.  

Patrick approaches, taking a seat. He gestures to her computer.  

PATRICK 

So, what are we looking for? 

GENEVIEVE 

I think we should talk to someone who runs the school 

paper. Not that they’ll believe the supernatural stuff, but 

they’ve reported on some incidents that are a bit strange.  

Genevieve turns her laptop in Patrick’s direction.  

ANGLE ON: HER COMPUTER SCREEN 

Various tabs of articles are pulled up.   

BACK TO SCENE 
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GENEVIEVE (CONT’D)  

I’ve been doing some digging. There’s an article written 

last month about a student’s disappearance. The story 

was even picked up by the city newspaper.  

 

PATRICK 

A missing student usually doesn’t signal supernatural 

phenomenon.  

 

GENEVIEVE 

True, but listen to this.  

 

Genevieve turns her computer towards her and reads from an article on the screen.  

 

GENEVIEVE (CONT’D) 

(reading aloud)  

“Not much is known about the disappearance of Elixer 

University student, Erica Rodriguez, a sophomore dance 

major, who was reportedly on her way to visit her 

boyfriend, junior biology major Jake Ramos, in the 

apartment buildings two blocks from her dorm. Erica’s 

roommate, sophomore Theatre Arts major Dana Stephens, 

was the last person to see her that day. She never made it to 

her boyfriend’s apartment and her cell phone went straight 

to voicemail. An unspecified source claims to have seen 

someone matching Erica’s description and then a flash of 

light immediately followed. After the flash cleared away, 

Erica could not be found. Rodriguez’s boyfriend declined 

to comment.” 

 

Genevieve looks at Patrick.  

 

PATRICK  

Who wrote the article? 

 

INT. ELIXER UNIVERSITY JOURNALISM BUILDING - DAY - LATER 

Genevieve and Patrick are inside the journalism building. A sign for the newspaper offices says 

“SECOND FLOOR.” 
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Genevieve and Patrick take the elevator, which leads them to the... 

SECOND FLOOR  

They both head into an... 

EMPTY MEETING ROOM - DAY - CONTINUOUS  

The meeting room is not decorated or fancy. Impersonal. Not much to it except a long table with 

chairs on either side. No framed photos on the bare walls.  

NATHAN MOORE (20s, Black, professional demeanor, to the point) stands there. 

He gestures to Patrick to close the door. Once Patrick does, Nathan gives them his full attention.  

NATHAN 

I’m Nathan Moore. Editor-in-chief of Elixer University 

News. What did you want to discuss with me? 

Genevieve and Patrick exchange awkward glances.  

GENEVIEVE 

We were wondering if you could tell us more about the 

article you wrote concerning Erica Rodriguez’s 

disappearance last month.  

NATHAN 

What about it? She disappeared. No one has been able to 

find her.  

PATRICK 

Did the roommate report anything strange happening 

around the time of Erica’s disappearance? 

NATHAN 

Something strange? No. Why would... 

Nathan studies the two of them, eyes widening. He SNAPS his fingers in recognition, gesturing 

to Patrick.  

NATHAN (CONT’D)  

I knew you looked familiar! You’re the one who runs the 

podcast about that witchy woo-woo shit.  
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PATRICK 

You’ve listened to my podcast? 

Nathan waves a hand in dismissal.  

 

NATHAN 

Nah, man. That shit isn’t for me. But you can rest assured 

there is nothing supernatural surrounding that woman’s 

disappearance.  

 

PATRICK 

How can you be so sure? You also mentioned an 

unspecified source— 

 

NATHAN 

The case is closed. Police have stopped looking. You 

shouldn’t go snooping around in places you aren’t 

welcome. 

 

Nathan opens the door for them.  

 

NATHAN (CONT’D)  

I think you should see yourselves out. We’re done here.  

 

EXT. ELIXER UNIVERSITY QUAD - MOMENTS LATER 

Genevieve and Patrick wander around the university quad. The two are mid-conversation.  

GENEVIEVE 

That was a giant bust. I thought he could’ve helped us.  

PATRICK 

That’s gonna be hard to do if he doesn’t believe in-- 

(uses air quotes) 

“witchy woo-woo shit.” He’s also probably trying to protect 

those affected by the case.   

 

GENEVIEVE 

On the bright side I don’t think we’ve hit a dead end with 

this just yet.  

 

PATRICK 

You think the roommate knows something? 

 

Genevieve pulls out her phone. Types in something.  
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GENEVIEVE 

I’ll try her Instagram. She got one of the lead roles in next 

month’s production of Spring Awakening. I couldn’t even 

get one of the smaller roles, but I don’t think they give 

many roles out to first semester freshmen.  

 

PATRICK 

I didn’t realize you were a drama major.  

 

GENEVIEVE  

Theatre Arts with an Acting concentration. I want to act in 

TV and film, but there’s not really a program like that here. 

It’s really difficult to find a Screen Acting BFA program.  

 

PATRICK 

I’m sure you’ll take screens by storm someday.  

 

GENEVIEVE 

If only the entertainment industry would be more open-

minded to visibly disabled actors on screen. But that’s a 

conversation for another day.  

 

Genevieve’s iPhone PINGS. She checks it.  

 

GENEVIEVE (CONT’D)  

Oh, wow. Dana has agreed to meet with us.  

 

PATRICK 

What did you tell her to make that happen? 

 

GENEVIEVE 

I told her the truth. That we read about her roommate’s 

case and think it was too cut and dry. We want to help. 

 

PATRICK 

So, when is this meeting? 

 

INT. ELIXER UNIVERSITY DORM BUILDING - NEXT DAY 

 

Genevieve and Patrick meet in the lobby of a dorm building.  

 

A NON-BINARY WOMAN (early 20s) approaches the pair. This is DANA STEPHENS (tan, 

tall, athletic type wearing a track suit).  



 

 

61 

DANA 

You two must be Patrick and Genevieve. I’m Dana.  

 

DANA (CONT'D) 

I’d invite you to my dorm room, but it’s not wheelchair 

accessible, so I thought it’d be better to meet out here.  

PATRICK 

It’s nice to meet you.  

GENEVIEVE 

Unfortunately, I’m used to things not being accessible.   

OFF Dana’s sympathetic look...  

GENEVIEVE (CONT’D)  

Why don’t we talk inside the campus library? The cafe will 

probably be too crowded right now.  

 

DANA 

Sounds good. Lead the way.  

INT. ELIXER UNIVERSITY LIBRARY - ALCOVE - LATER 

Genevieve, Patrick, and Dana gather together in a section of the university library. They speak in 

hushed tones.  

Shelves of BOOKS surround them.  

GENEVIEVE 

Thanks so much for meeting with us. I know we’re 

practically strangers, but-- 

DANA 

It’s actually been kind of frustrating not having anyone to 

talk to about Erica’s disappearance. I tried the counseling 

center on campus, but it’s just... I don’t think they’d 

understand, you know?  

PATRICK 

I think I understand where you’re coming from. When I 

was younger, my brother... he... well, he disappeared. The 

police never found a body.  

DANA 

I’m so sorry. I can’t imagine losing a family member.  
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PATRICK 

Were you and Erica close? 

 

Dana manages a sad smile.  

DANA 

We’ve been best friends since middle school. Sure, we’ve 

had our ups and downs, but when we decided to go to the 

same university together, I think it cemented our bond even 

more.  

         (beat) 

I still use she/her pronouns, but a few months ago I came out 

to her as non-binary, and she was so accepting. She was the 

first friend I told. Now all my friends know.  

But I haven’t told my parents yet. It’s just easier to tell your 

peers, you know?  

 

PATRICK 

Thank you for telling us, too.  

 

GENEVIEVE  

                  I’m glad you feel safe enough to tell us.  

(beat) 

If you know her that well, then you must know about her 

boyfriend, Jake. His name was mentioned in the article I 

found, but he declined an interview.  

 

                                              DANA 

Jake doesn’t like a lot of attention. 

 

GENEVIEVE 

How did they meet? Did Erica talk about him often? 

 

DANA 

They met last year when we were freshmen. He was a 

sophomore and on the school tennis team.  

                                               GENEVIEVE 

Did they get into a lot of arguments when they were 

dating? 

 

Dana shrugs, shaking her head.  
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DANA 

I don’t think so. I’m sure they had fights here and there, but 

Erica never mentioned anything major. I really don’t think 

Jake would hurt Erica.  

 

GENEVIEVE 

What about you? You’re a Theatre Arts major, right? 

 

DANA 

Yeah. I didn’t want to say anything before, but I thought you 

looked familiar. I must have seen you at Spring Awakening 

auditions.  

 

GENEVIEVE  

                           You probably have. 

 

Dana looks at Patrick, studies him for a moment.  

 

DANA 

You look familiar, too. Don’t you have a podcast or 

something? 

PATRICK 

I do. It’s called “All Things Weird and Wonderful.” I look 

into all kinds of supernatural or paranormal phenomenon.  

 

DANA 

Erica used to listen to your podcast. She loved that kind of 

stuff.  

Realization dawns upon Dana suddenly.  

DANA (CONT’D)  

Wait. Is that the real reason you’re here? You think 

something... something supernatural is responsible for 

Erica’s disappearance? 

 

GENEVIEVE  

We can’t be sure, but we’re wondering. 
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PATRICK 

You were interviewed by Nathan Moore for the article in the 

paper. 

 

DANA  

Yeah, so? 

 

GENEVIEVE 

Do you know anything about the unconfirmed source that 

was mentioned in the article? 

 

Genevieve pulls out her iPhone and does a quick search, bringing up the article. She shows her 

phone to Dana.  

 

Dana scrolls through the article.  

 

Then she gives the phone back to Genevieve.  

 

DANA 

No. I’m sorry. I don’t know anything about that.  

 

Dana looks uncomfortable, shifting in the library chair.  

 

DANA (CONT’D)  

If something supernatural or paranormal is 

responsible for Erica’s disappearance... 

 

Genevieve and Patrick exchange glances for a beat.  

 

Dana shakes her head, dismissive. Tears start to well up in her eyes.  

DANA (CONT’D)  

I’ve never believed in the paranormal stuff like Erica has. It 

sounds so ridiculous to me.  

(beat) 

But I just... I want her to be okay. 

Suddenly, Dana’s iPhone CHIMES. She checks it.  

DANA (CONT’D) 

Oh, shit. I have another meeting I totally forgot about for 

the track team. I have to go.  
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As Dana gets up, Genevieve calls after her.  

GENEVIEVE 

Dana, wait! Can we-- 

But as Genevieve speaks, her hand goes up -- ANOTHER PULSE OF WHITE MAGIC 

BURSTS FROM HER FINGERTIPS! 

BOOKS fly off shelves and fall all around them.  

One of the BOOKS hits Dana.  

DANA  

Ow! 

 

She looks at Genevieve, horrified.  

 

DANA (CONT’D)  

You... you have... 

 

GENEVIEVE  

                                                  Dana... 

 

Dana shakes her head and backs away.  

 

DANA 

No. Stay away from me. Please.  

And then, Dana runs off.  

As the mess of the books settles around them, Genevieve looks at her hand with equal parts awe 

and terror.  

GENEVIEVE  

Shit! 

 

OFF Patrick’s shocked expression... 

 

INT. GENEVIEVE'S DORM ROOM - BEDROOM - DAY - LATER  

 

Genevieve types on her laptop. Her iPhone is next to her and she is FaceTiming Patrick who’s 

currently on speaker phone.  

 

PATRICK 

Genevieve, we should talk about your magic.  
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GENEVIEVE 

What is there to say about it? I have these powers and they 

seem to be activated during heightened times of emotion. 

That’s it.  

PATRICK 

Don’t you want to know more-- 

GENEVIEVE 

Why do you think I came to you? 

PATRICK 

I can’t shake the feeling that something about this is bigger 

than the both of us. It’s not just about your magical abilities 

or my podcast. More is at stake.   

GENEVIEVE 

Like people’s lives? Erica, your brother... 

PATRICK 

Exactly. But I also did some digging of my own. The 

university library has these archives and-- 

A KNOCK off-screen on Genevieve’s front door interrupts them.  

GENEVIEVE 

Damn it. That must be Ivy. I’ll call you later, okay? 

Without waiting for Patrick’s response, Genevieve ends the call. Shuts her laptop.  

GENEVIEVE (CONT’D) 

                               (calls out) 

                                  Give me a minute! 

 

As she rolls from her bedroom to the... 

FRONT DOOR 

She opens it. Ivy is standing there, dressed up and ready to go out. She looks bored, impatient.  

IVY 

There you are! It’s like you’re never at your dorm anymore.  

GENEVIEVE 

(obviously lying) 

Yeah, lots of homework. Sorry about that. 

Ivy SCOFFS, rolling her eyes.  
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IVY 

I know you have homework, but there’s no way you have 

more homework than me when I’m double majoring in 

Chem and Bio. Can I come in? 

GENEVIEVE 

Aren’t you going somewhere? You’re all dressed up. Going 

back to that club again? 

IVY 

Or maybe I’ll crash Candy’s sorority party. She’ll love that. 

(off Genevieve’s skeptical look) 

But first, I think we should talk.  

INT. GENEVIEVE'S DORM ROOM - BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER 

Ivy stands in Genevieve’s dorm room, lingering by her desk while Genevieve has her wheelchair 

parked next to her bed.  

IVY 

I’ve missed you, Genevieve.     

GENEVIEVE  

I’ve missed you, too, Ivy. I’ve been investigating some 

stuff with Patrick and— 

 

IVY 

Wait. The podcast guy? That’s who you’ve been spending 

all your time with? 

GENEVIEVE 

Something is going on, Ivy. But it’s bigger than me. Bigger 

than--  

IVY 

I don’t understand why you think that gives you a free pass 

to ignore me.  

GENEVIEVE 

It’s not intentional. I want to hang out with you, Ivy. I really, 

really do.  

IVY 

Doesn’t seem like it if your new podcast boy toy is more 

important.  

Genevieve’s expression morphs into anger.  
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GENEVIEVE 

He’s not my boy toy. We’re not dating. It’s not like that! 

IVY 

What’s this really about, Genevieve? What are you not 

telling me? 

                                             GENEVIEVE 

You wouldn’t understand.  

 

IVY 

What wouldn’t I understand?  

A beat as Genevieve contemplates what to say next.  

                                          GENEVIEVE 

It’s... it’s hard to explain. Besides, I really should be 

studying.  

 

IVY 

It just seems like you don’t want to hang out with me at all. 

Every time I want to invite you to a party, you usually say 

no. Or what about that fancy gala event a week ago for 

freshman and sophomores? You were never like this in high 

school.  

                                              GENEVIEVE 

I was never like what? 

 

IVY 

You never avoided me like this. I’m sure you’ve seen the 

library more times than we’ve hung out.  

 

                                           GENEVIEVE 

That’s just not true! I do want to spend time with you! I 

went to that nightclub with you! 

 

Ivy huffs.  

IVY 

That was one time! We were inseparable in high school. 

Seriously, what’s going on with you?  

                                           GENEVIEVE 

Maybe I don’t like that you party so much.  
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                                                     IVY 

What else are you supposed to do in college? No parents, no 

curfews, it’s great! 

 

GENEVIEVE  

No, it isn’t.  

 

                                                 IVY 

What happened to us, Genevieve?  

 

A look of sadness comes over Genevieve’s face.  

 

GENEVIEVE  

I don’t know.  

 

Realization dawns on Ivy.  

                                                IVY 

Wait... You still think you have magic. Or powers of some 

kind. That’s what this is about, isn’t it? 

 

Genevieve doesn’t say anything, looks away.   

 

IVY (CONT’D)  

Wow, Genevieve. I know you wanted to talk to Patrick, 

but then I thought you put that all behind you.  

 

GENEVIEVE  

How could I when I don’t know what’s going on 

with me? 

 

                                                  IVY 

You don’t have magic! You don’t have powers! 

                                             

                                              GENEVIEVE 

You don’t know that! You’ve never seen me use them.  

 

                                              IVY 

Fine. Then show me! 

                                                

                                                GENEVIEVE 

It doesn’t work like that. I don’t know how to control them 

yet.  
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                                                IVY 

Are you doing this for attention, then? Mad because you 

didn’t get the lead in the school play so you’re living in a 

fantasy world? 

 

GENEVIEVE 

Come on, Ivy. That’s ridiculous.  

IVY 

I have to go. I’m going to crash Candy’s sorority party. At 

least I’m living in the real world.  

 

Ivy storms out of Genevieve’s room and into the main area/hallway to the front door.  

Genevieve rushes after her.  

INT. GENEVIEVE'S DORM ROOM - MAIN AREA/HALLWAY 

In the small hallway/main area...  

GENEVIEVE  

Please don’t go! 

 

Frustrated, Genevieve lifts her left hand (her right hand is wrapped around the joystick on her 

power wheelchair) as A BEAM OF WHITE MAGIC ERUPTS FROM HER LEFT HAND and 

opens the front door with a dramatic WHOOSH, almost hitting Ivy in the process.  

Ivy stands still for a moment. Frozen. Speechless.  

Then she slowly turns to Genevieve.  

IVY 

What... How... That door almost...  

GENEVIEVE 

I can explain. Or at least I can try. Just... stay.  

Tears form in Ivy’s eyes. Still in shock. Trying to process everything that’s happening. 

IVY 

No. No, I have to go.  

With a departing glance at Genevieve, Ivy rushes out the door.  
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GENEVIEVE  

Ivy! Ivy, wait! 

 

OFF Genevieve, now alone in her dorm as she watches Ivy go, her expression devastated.  

 

INT. PRIVATE RECORDING STUDIO - NEXT DAY  

Genevieve and Patrick are inside the recording studio.  

 

However, nothing is recording. Everything is turned off.  

Patrick’s LAPTOP sits on a desk nearby.  

Genevieve looks sad, melancholy.  

GENEVIEVE  

Why did you want to meet here instead of the 

library? 

 

PATRICK 

Soundproof walls. Figured we’d have more privacy this 

way. And we don’t have to whisper.  

GENEVIEVE 

Ah. That makes sense.  

Noticing Genevieve’s change in mood, Patrick studies her.  

                 PATRICK 

Everything okay? 

 

GENEVIEVE 

Not really. First Dana storms out on us and my magic goes 

awry, then my best friend Ivy doesn’t believe me about any 

of this and when I tried to tell her... 

 

PATRICK 

You lost control of your magic again.  

GENEVIEVE 

The door almost hit her on her way out. I’ve been texting 

her since last night and she hasn’t responded.  

PATRICK 

Give her some time. It’s a lot to understand.  



 

 

72 

GENEVIEVE 

If I’d known magic comes with the price of losing your 

friends, maybe it’s not as cool as I thought.  

A beat as they gaze at each other.  

PATRICK 

For what it’s worth, I’ll be your friend. If you want me to 

be, that is.  

Genevieve manages a small smile.  

GENEVIEVE 

It’s just nice to have someone who understands... 

(waves her hand around) 

All of this stuff, you know? 

PATRICK 

I understand completely. I was always considered a bit of a 

weird kid being into supernatural and paranormal stuff so 

young. It can be isolating.  

A moment of silent understanding passes between them. Then...  

Genevieve gestures to his laptop.  

GENEVIEVE 

You were saying yesterday that you found something? 

PATRICK 

Yeah, I think I did.  

Patrick pulls his laptop closer as Genevieve scoots closer to him.  

PATRICK (CONT’D)  

The school’s newspaper and research archives go back 

pretty far. I’m certainly no architecture major, but I got 

curious about what had been built here before the university. 

This university has only been around since the 1950s. 

 

GENEVIEVE 

You mean, something was built here before the school and 

surrounding area?  
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PATRICK 

Yeah, and I think this area was used for something 

connected to paranormal or supernatural phenomenon.  

 

GENEVIEVE  

                           Like a Hellmouth? 

 

PATRICK 

Ah, big Buffy fan, are you? 

 

GENEVIEVE 

I’ve watched a few seasons.  

 

PATRICK 

I’m sorry to tell you, but I’m pretty sure vampires aren’t 

involved in any of this.  

 

GENEVIEVE  

That’s a relief.  

 

PATRICK 

I’ve come across a lot of articles about people 

disappearing. It doesn’t always mention a flash or even 

purple smoke, but-- 

GENEVIEVE 

At least we have something to work with.  

PATRICK  

                         Exactly.  

GENEVIEVE 

But it still doesn’t explain where my powers came from.  

PATRICK 

Could be connected, but I don’t know how yet. 

GENEVIEVE 

Maybe we should go back to Nathan’s article. Can you pull 

that up? 

PATRICK  

                         Yeah, definitely. 

Patrick searches for the article. A few CLICKS. He turns the laptop in Genevieve’s direction.  
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PATRICK (CONT’D)  

                     Here it is.  

 

Genevieve scans the article on Patrick’s laptop.  

 

PATRICK (CONT’D)  

Hey, I remember something. Before you came to see me, I 

got a weird call during my podcast. I’m used to my fair 

share of nasty callers, but this one was odd.  

 

Genevieve shifts her gaze. This piques her interest.  

 

GENEVIEVE  

                                 Odd how?  

 

                                          PATRICK 

It was a distorted voice. It didn’t even sound like a real 

voice. But it gave me a warning. It said that changes were 

happening. People were already disappearing by then.  

                                      

                                           GENEVIEVE 

You don’t know who it could have been? 

 

                                         PATRICK  

                             No idea.  

 

A beat of silence between them until— 

 

GENEVIEVE 

Wait. Try searching for something about the Revue 

Nightclub.  

      

PATRICK 

That place where you first saw the purple smoke? 

                                

                                GENEVIEVE  

                        Yeah, that’s the one.  

 

Patrick leans over, does a search.  

                                  PATRICK 

Here. I think I found something.  

They both scan the article.  
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                                                     GENEVIEVE 

          (reading the article aloud) 

“This year’s Fall City Bash, a celebration of the 

pumpkins and the Fall season will be held this 

coming Friday at the Revue Nightclub, an 18 

and over club, located near Elixer 

University.” 

 

PATRICK 

You think there will be another supernatural attack? 

GENEVIEVE 

Don’t know. But something could happen. Friday... That’s 

tonight!  

The event is happening tonight.  

(beat)  

Oh, no...  

 

Genevieve pales. Suddenly nervous.  

 

She pulls out her phone and checks it. 

 

PATRICK 

Genevieve, what is it?  

 

GENEVIEVE 

Shit! Ivy will be there! I saw her post something on her 

Instagram stories about it earlier today. 

PATRICK 

Call her. Tell her not to go.  

GENEVIEVE 

She won’t respond to my texts. What makes you think she’s 

going to respond to my calls? 

 

Patrick SIGHS.  

 

PATRICK 

If you can’t get in touch with her, I guess that means we’re 

going to the Fall Bash tonight. 

OFF Genevieve, looking worried. 
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EXT. REVUE NIGHTCLUB - NIGHT - LATER  

Loud music RICOCHETS from inside the club. The same Bored Bouncer from earlier checks 

IDs at the front door.  

Genevieve and Patrick, who have dressed up for a night out, give him their IDs. But they’re not 

here to have fun. Tonight, they’re on a mission.  

As usual, Bored Bouncer barely scans the cards before giving them back. Waves them inside.  

INT. REVUE NIGHTCLUB - MOMENTS LATER  

A packed nightclub. PEOPLE of all races, backgrounds, and body types dance to the BOOMING 

MUSIC. Some people grind up against each other.  

Patrick and Genevieve stay close to each other. They wander over to the... 

BAR - CONTINUOUS 

Patrick removes a chair for Genevieve and takes a seat on a stool next to her.  

Genevieve raises her wheelchair to meet the bar’s tabletop and meets Patrick’s gaze.  

He SHOUTS over the loud music. 

PATRICK 

Any sign of your friend? 

Genevieve shakes her head.  

GENEVIEVE  

Not yet.  

 

PATRICK 

Maybe she won’t show up.  

GENEVIEVE 

It’s a big bash. She’ll show up. She wouldn’t miss a huge 

party.  

PATRICK 

Show me a picture of her and then maybe we should split 

up to look for her? 

Genevieve pulls out her iPhone. Scrolls for a moment.  

INSERT SHOT - A PICTURE OF IVY 
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BACK TO SCENE 

Genevieve hands Patrick her phone.  

GENEVIEVE 

Here’s a recent photo of her.  

Patrick studies the photo for a moment. Gives the phone back to Genevieve.  

PATRICK  

Got it.  

 

GENEVIEVE 

I think I’m gonna stay here for a few minutes. She really 

likes Shirley Temples. She might stop by the bar.  

PATRICK 

That’s a good idea. Plus the dance floor looks a little 

crowded.  

GENEVIEVE 

I could do without drunk people falling on top of me. So 

hard to navigate in a space like this.  

PATRICK 

Understandable. Tell you what.  

Let’s meet back here in, like...  

(checks the time on his phone) 

Twenty minutes?  

GENEVIEVE  

                       Sounds good.  

 

Patrick gets up and walks off, becoming lost in the crowd.  

Genevieve glances at the nightclub entrance and everywhere around her for any sign of Ivy.  

YOUNG MAN’S VOICE (O.S.)  

                         Excuse me? 

 

A YOUNG MAN’S VOICE catches Genevieve’s attention. She turns around to find 

MATTHEW (18, but looks 21, slicked back black hair, appropriate nightclub attire, very 

enticing) approach her. He takes a seat on the stool opposite her, smiling. Full on charm.   

MATTHEW 

What are you doing here all by yourself? 
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GENEVIEVE 

Actually I’m waiting for a friend to show up.  

MATTHEW 

Ah, okay. Well, mind if I buy you a drink while you wait? 

GENEVIEVE 

How do you know I’m old enough to drink? 

 

Matthew shrugs.  

 

MATTHEW 

I’m a lucky guesser. Unless you want a soda.  

 

GENEVIEVE 

I don’t even know your name.  

 

MATTHEW 

I’m Matthew. And you are? 

 

GENEVIEVE  

                         I’m Genevieve.  

 

They shake hands.  

 

MATTHEW 

Awesome. Can I buy you a drink now?  

 

GENEVIEVE 

Bold of you to assume I want one.  

MATTHEW 

You seem like you could definitely use one.  

GENEVIEVE 

Okay, fine. Order me a Dr. Pepper.  

MATTHEW  

You got it.  

He winks at her.  

Something about it makes Genevieve uncomfortable. She shifts in her wheelchair.  

Matthew motions to the Overworked Bartender, the same one we saw earlier, who saunters over.  
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OVERWORKED BARTENDER 

(to Matthew) 

Something I can get started for you? 

 

MATTHEW  

                          A Coke for me.  

 

He gestures to Genevieve.  

 

MATTHEW (CONT’D)  

And a Dr. Pepper for this lovely lady here.  

 

OVERWORKED BARTENDER 

Sure thing. I’ll be right back.  

 

Overworked Bartender walks away.  

Matthew turns to Genevieve, eager to start a conversation.  

MATTHEW 

So, you come here often? 

GENEVIEVE 

No. Clubs aren’t really my thing. I just thought my friend 

might be here.  

MATTHEW 

You’re not the party type? 

GENEVIEVE 

Not this kind of party.   

MATTHEW 

I don’t mind it. The noise, the energy of people... I find it 

invigorating.  

GENEVIEVE  

                      Are you a student? 

 

MATTHEW 

No. I’m just working for now. You? 

GENEVIEVE 

Freshman. I’m a Theatre Arts major.  

MATTHEW 

Ah, so you want to be an actress? 
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GENEVIEVE 

Someday. Hopefully.  

Genevieve smiles, but it’s uneasy. 

The Overworked Bartender returns with their drinks.  

OVERWORKED BARTENDER  

                               Here you go. One Coke and one Dr. Pepper.  

 

Overworked Bartender walks away to serve PATRONS on the other side of the bar.  

 

Matthew drinks his Coke. Genevieve doesn’t touch hers.  

 

In fact, she ignores it. Turns around to scan the crowd for any sign of Ivy.  

 

MATTHEW  

Well, it was nice to meet you, but I have to go.  

 

He turns to a TIPSY YOUNG WOMAN (21) who is sitting alone on the other side of him and 

smiles flirtatiously.  

 

MATTHEW (CONT’D)  

Hey, what are you doing here all by yourself? 

 

Now, Genevieve doesn’t pay any attention to Matthew, still scanning the crowd.  

 

Matthew continues flirting as he leads the Tipsy Young Woman into the crowd of GYRATING 

BODIES on the dance floor several feet away.  

 

Genevieve checks her phone. Sends a text. 

 

ON SCREEN: 

[TEXT FROM GENEVIEVE, 8:56 PM]: Have you seen Ivy yet? 

[TEXT FROM PATRICK, 9 PM]: No, still looking. You? 

[TEXT FROM GENEVIEVE, 9:02 PM]: Haven’t seen her. I’m getting worried.  

[TEXT FROM PATRICK, 9:04 PM]: We’ll find her.  

BACK TO SCENE 

She SIGHS. Finally sips her drink.  

Suddenly...  
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PATRICK (O.S.)  

                                    GENEVIEVE! 

 

At the sound of her name, Genevieve perks up. Turns around. 

  

Patrick is pointing, gesturing wildly to the left. Genevieve follows his gaze, and it lands on-- 

Ivy! 

 

Being led to the elevator by A PERSON she barely catches a glimpse of -- It’s Matthew! 

 

Genevieve lowers her wheelchair.  

 

Leaving her drink behind, Genevieve rushes off in that direction.  

 

She SCREAMS through the crowd.  

GENEVIEVE  

Ivy! Ivy, wait up! 

The BEAT OF PULSATING MUSIC drowns out Genevieve’s voice.  

Ivy follows Matthew to the elevator in the back of the club.  

Genevieve rolls to the back of the club, hopeful to catch the elevator in time, but the doors 

CLOSE when she’s still several feet away.   

GENEVIEVE (CONT’D)  

                                     Damn it! 

 

Genevieve approaches the elevator, presses the button, and waits for the next one as Patrick runs 

up to her.  

PATRICK  

                     Did you see her?  

 

GENEVIEVE 

She went up to the rooftop with some guy. I tried to get her 

attention, but it’s too loud in here.  

 

PATRICK 

I’ll take the stairs and meet you on the roof.  

Patrick searches for the stairs nearby. Dashes up the stairs.  

Genevieve waits for the next elevator.  
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EXT. ROOFTOP OF REVUE NIGHTCLUB - NIGHT  

Patrick waits for Genevieve on the roof.   

Genevieve exits the elevator and rolls over to him.   

They spot Ivy and Matthew on the other end of the rooftop. Ivy looks a little tipsy and GIGGLES 

when Matthew whispers something in her ear.   

MATTHEW 

I really like you, Ivy. I think you’re beautiful.  

She LAUGHS again, like she’s enthralled.  

IVY 

It’s just so nice to meet someone that’s not-- 

GENEVIEVE  

                          Ivy! Ivy! 

 

Genevieve and Patrick approach the entangled couple. Matthew’s hand creeps up Ivy’s thigh and 

she starts to look woozy, like energy is being drained from her.  

A similar scene to the one Genevieve encountered not long ago with the Drunk Socialite.  

 

GENEVIEVE (CONT’D)  

                    Leave her alone, Matthew! 

 

As energy drains from Ivy, she collapses and Matthew turns around, seeing Genevieve.  

 

MATTHEW 

You! Surely you can see I’m a little busy right now?!  

Matthew turns to Patrick, a devilish grin on his face.  

A flicker of recognition crosses Patrick’s face when— 

 

Suddenly, a SANDY-HAIRED WHITE MAN (30s) appears from a plume of purple smoke. 

THIS IS THE SAME MAN WE SAW KIDNAP COLIN IN THE OPENING SCENE, BUT HE 

LOOKS OLDER. 

 

Patrick instantly stiffens, recognizing him.  

 

Sandy-Haired White Man looks at Matthew, then at an unconscious Ivy, then at Patrick and 

Genevieve.  
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Patrick and Matthew stare at each other for a moment.  

SANDY-HAIRED WHITE MAN  

                         Colin, you screwed up! We have to go! 

 

Genevieve's hand raises.  

GENEVIEVE  

                                     No! 

 

As white light/magic erupts from Genevieve’s fingertips, Matthew’s hand shoots up -- A PULSE 

OF RED MAGIC ERUPTS FROM HIS HAND. 

 

The red and white magic HIT each other, but don’t mix. Each force struggling for dominance.  

The red magic is stronger, overpowering Genevieve’s magic, which slowly fades as her energy 

fades.  

 

Genevieve passes out, eyes slipping closed as she goes limp. Completely unconscious.  

 

PATRICK  

Genevieve!   

 

Patrick moves to Genevieve’s side, checking for a pulse and trying to revive her.  

 

SANDY-HAIRED WHITE MAN (O.S.)  

Colin! NOW! 

 

Patrick looks over to see Sandy-Haired White Man and Matthew a few feet away, both being 

enveloped in a plume of purple smoke. 

Patrick’s eyes lock with Matthew’s as the purple smoke rises and Patrick catches a glimpse of a 

familiar SCAR on Matthew’s arm.   

And that’s when Patrick finally realizes that Matthew is actually Colin! 

In a last-minute effort, Patrick barrels toward them.  

PATRICK  

COLIN! 

 

But it’s too late. As the smoke clears -- they’re already gone.   

Patrick SCREAMS into the darkness.  

Ivy is still unconscious several feet away.  
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Patrick sprints back to Genevieve who starts to come to slightly. She’s disoriented, speaking 

softly.  

GENEVIEVE 

Patrick...  was he... 

PATRICK 

(gently) 

He’s gone, Genevieve. But you and Ivy are gonna be okay.   

Beyond exhausted from using her magic, Genevieve passes out again.  

WE STAY ON PATRICK, grief and uncertainty schooling his stormy expression.      

FADE OUT. 

END OF PILOT 
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CHAPTER  3: ALL THINGS WEIRD AND WONDERFUL: A NOVEL  

CHAPTER ONE 

PATRICK 

  Dappled sunlight streamed through orange and red foliage, the sky a warm blue dotted 

with foamy puffs of white clouds on a fall afternoon. A light breeze drifted through the air.   

 “Let’s play hide and seek,” Colin Nasser said, black tufts of hair framing his oval face. At 

seven years old, his deep brown eyes were alight with innocent joy.   

 “Why do you want to do that?” Patrick Nasser asked, his black hair shorter than Colin’s, 

ending in curls at the nape of his neck. Olive skin darker in the sunlight.  

 “Because it’s fun! And you can’t catch me!” Colin exclaimed. “I’ll hide first. You count.” 

 “Fine, but if I find you quickly, you’re doing my chores for the next week!” 

 Colin stomped his foot indignantly, pouting. “That’s not fair.” 

 Patrick smiled. “Better pick a good place to hide then.” 

 Colin dashed away, running through blades of green grass, past screaming children and 

families having picnics.  

Patrick began to count. “1… 2… 3… I’m coming to find you!” 

Colin was the more outspoken of the two siblings, thus garnering more attention from their 

doting parents. Their father, Hussein Nasser, was born in Cairo, Egypt. In his twenties, he 
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emigrated to the United States, and met their mother, Bethany Moran, an American white woman 

born in Los Angeles, and got married. They then moved to Northern California, where Patrick and 

Colin were born. Being the youngest meant that Colin had their parents wrapped around his finger 

and they often spoiled him with more toys or sweet treats.  

Still, at eleven years old, Patrick took the role of protective older brother seriously and was 

tasked with looking after him often.  

Gaze sweeping across the park, he took in his surroundings as he searched for Colin. Their 

parents weren’t with them that day. 

Their eighteen-year-old babysitter, Aria, had taken them to the park after school instead. 

Her long brown hair glinted in the sunlight; layers of makeup streaked across her pale skin. But 

she paid no attention to the boys. She was a last-minute replacement as their regular babysitter was 

unavailable and Patrick and Colin’s parents both worked long hours, Bethany as an elementary 

school teacher and Hussein as a lawyer.  

“Aria, I’m going to find Colin!” Patrick said. “We’re playing hide and seek.” 

“Don’t go too far,” she replied, but didn’t look up from her phone and laughed when it 

chimed with a text message.  

Patrick took off, running through the green blades of grass, breeze blowing through his 

curls and ghosting across his skin.  

“Colin!” 
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He searched behind voluminous trees, their crisp leaves fluttering around him. He finally 

spotted Colin under an oak tree, branches jutting out in crisscrossed angles.  

But Colin wasn’t alone.  

Standing beside him was a sandy-haired white man, a stranger. Tall and lanky, the man 

was dressed in faded blue jeans and a red jacket, he held a squirming golden retriever puppy in his 

arms. The puppy’s tongue lashed out at Colin’s cheek.  

Colin smiled, reaching to pet the dog, their game seemingly forgotten.  

Patrick ran toward them. “Colin!” 

At the sound of his name, Colin’s eyes snapped to Patrick’s, going wide.  

As Colin and Patrick locked gazes, a plume of purple smoke enveloped Colin and the 

stranger. Wispy, iridescent smoke formed a barrier around them as Colin’s features morphed into 

terror.  

Through the smoke, the unfamiliar man flashed Patrick a wicked smile before disappearing 

with Colin.  

As the smoke cleared, Patrick tumbled to the ground in shock. Tears made his vision blur. 

A scream erupted from his throat.  

Colin was gone.  

# 
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 When Patrick told his parents that he saw Colin disappear in a cloud of purple smoke, of 

course they did not believe him. However, his parents did report Colin as missing and spent the 

next several months searching for him.  

 When fall changed to winter, it didn’t snow in Northern California—except in the 

mountains—but the temperatures still dropped significantly at night. Eventually search parties 

stopped looking and declared Colin Nasser a missing child since no body was ever found.  

 Post-traumatic stress disorder manifested itself in everyone differently. For eleven-year-

old Patrick, he became very withdrawn. Then he started experiencing nightmares and having 

sudden outbursts. He was angry and upset and often not believed or even belittled by the therapists 

his parents took him to.  

But there was also another side to Patrick. One that was deeply lonely. Patrick and Colin 

fought like any young siblings would, but Patrick was quite protective of Colin in his own way. 

He enjoyed spending time with Colin, introducing him to new things, and staying up late (when 

possible) to watch re-runs of Scooby Doo with him.  

When Colin disappeared, Patrick spiraled because a part of him felt like it was his fault 

Colin was gone. He blamed himself for his brother’s disappearance, even though a total stranger 

snatched him away.  

Sometimes, when Patrick wasn’t shepherded to therapy sessions by his parents or at school, 

Patrick would ask to go back to the park. At that time, it was the last place he saw his brother and 
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the only place he felt close to him. A part of him thought maybe if he went there, Colin would find 

his way back home.  

He had a difficult time making friends. Friendships flitted in and out of his life until he 

entered college. Nothing was constant. Nothing except the bone-deep pain of losing Colin. The 

moment he would relive repeatedly in a myriad of ways.  

On the days he would go back to the park, he would sit under their favorite tree. Sometimes 

he cried. Sometimes he was lost in thought. He would pluck blades of grass. He would think about 

nothing. He would think about everything. He would think about Colin.  

At school, he was alone. Within that first year of Colin’s disappearance, a gaping hole 

began to form. During middle school, he was an outcast, a weird kid no one sat with at lunch. Most 

of the time, he wouldn’t spend his lunch in the cafeteria with the other kids. He’d spend it in the 

library. Sneak his lunch in, careful to avoid getting sticky jelly fingers on the printed pages and 

read books. Patrick was always drawn to the unexplainable, the weird, the strange. It was like he 

had an affinity for it, checking out every comic book or movie he could find that had a supernatural, 

mystical, or unexplainable element. He’d spend his lunch hour hunched over volumes of books in 

the library, reading about various types of strange phenomena. But he still had never seen anyone 

else disappear the way he saw Colin vanish when they were kids.  

The librarian, Ms. Natalia Benson, got to know him rather well. Ms. Benson wore a 

cardigan and paired it with jeans and a pair of black flats, peering over at the inquisitive Patrick 

through her glasses. Ms. Benson never asked Patrick about his home life or why he spent so much 
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time in the school library. She just gave him the space he needed and provided him with the books 

when he asked for them.  

Day after day during his lunch period, he would devour books on paranormal phenomenon 

and alien invasions and other mysterious supernatural sightings. He read about ghosts, angels, and 

werewolves. However, no matter how much he read or how much he learned, he still couldn’t 

explain what had happened to his brother. He couldn’t explain the purple smoke or the mysterious 

gaze the sandy-haired white man had fixed on him. 

Medication helped, but it never completely dulled the pain of his loss.  

 The world around Patrick seemed to move on, but Patrick never forgot his brother. He 

couldn’t. He promised himself that one day he would find his little brother and bring him home.  

Eleven years later… 

 Twenty-two-year-old Patrick Nasser was running late.  

 Again.  

  A senior at Elixer University, he also worked part-time at the Sip N’ Drip, the campus 

coffee shop. He rubbed sleep from his eyes.  

 Running through the campus quad, he passed several booths lining the perimeter, boasting 

the latest campus activities: Psychology Club, Astrology Club, and a comic book club, among 

others. He didn’t have time for any of that.  
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 Entering the campus coffee shop at 8:45 AM and making a beeline for the back, his boss, 

Martin Allistair, shot a disapproving glare in Patrick’s direction.  

 “You’re late, Patrick.” Martin’s brown hair greyed at the edges, old-fashioned wire-

rimmed glasses framing his eyes and a scowl set in his facial features.  

 “I know. I’m sorry. I—”  

 “I’ve heard that one before,” Martin threw an apron in his direction, gesturing to the line 

of customers – students and professors alike – who were waiting in line for their drinks. “Last 

chance. Don’t let it happen again.” 

 Patrick’s shoulders slumped as Martin walked away.  

 “Don’t let him get to you.” Sariah Fahmy approached him. Like Patrick, she was also 

Egyptian American. Brown curls sat in ringlets around her shoulders. A graduate student in the 

biology department, Sariah often worked before or after Patrick’s shifts and they sometimes met 

in the library to study together.  

 “I try not to,” Patrick replied. “But you know how he can be. And I really can’t afford to 

be late again.” 

 “Doing another episode of your podcast when you’re done with this shift?” Sariah asked.  

 “Yeah, interviewing a neuroscientist today.” 

 “Sounds amazing. I’ll have to tune in.”  
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 “I’d really appreciate that.” 

 Since the first day they met during Patrick’s sophomore year, Sariah and Patrick clicked. 

They understood each other because they were only Egyptian American university students at 

Elixer. Sariah respected Patrick’s love of supernatural phenomena, even if she didn’t necessarily 

believe in it. She believed that he believed and that was enough for him.  

 Now, he was the host of All Things Weird and Wonderful, a podcast dedicated to the 

otherworldly and supernatural. It was becoming increasingly popular on campus and around the 

world, amassing close to fifty thousand subscribers. Always eager to please, he usually recorded 

the episodes in the afternoons or evenings when he wasn’t working or didn’t have classes.  

 For the rest of the morning, he worked with Sariah and served customers, the ebb and flow 

of the late morning turning into the lunch rush.  

 At almost one in the afternoon, right before his shift was about to end, something—or 

rather someone—caught his attention as he was taking his last orders.  

He noticed two young women, one Korean American and the other a wheelchair user with 

long, dark brown hair and rainbow-rimmed glasses. He couldn’t tell, but he assumed they were 

freshman. He hadn’t seen them come in before this semester.  

Tucking a strand of black hair behind her ear, the Korean American young woman was the 

next in line and stepped forward. “Can I order an iced mocha?” 

Patrick smiled. “Of course. Can I get you anything else?” 
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The wheelchair-using young woman brightened. “And I’ll have an iced caramel latte.” She 

pulled out a $10 bill, turning to her friend. “I’ll pay.” 

 Patrick took their orders and went to make their drinks. When he was finished making 

them, he called out their names. “An iced mocha for Ivy and an iced caramel latte for Genevieve?” 

 The two young women met his gaze.  

 “We’re coming!” the Korean American woman, presumably Ivy, went back to the counter 

to retrieve her drink. 

 “Thank you so much,” Genevieve said as she rolled her wheelchair up beside Ivy and 

grabbed her drink.  

 “It’s no problem, ladies,” Patrick replied with an easy smile. “Enjoy!” 

 As he walked away, he couldn’t help but feel like someone was watching him. He glanced 

over his shoulder to find Genevieve averting her gaze. In the next moment, a white aura surrounded 

her, dazzlingly bright. He blinked again and it disappeared. 

 He shook his head. Looking toward the door, he noticed them leaving. They were laughing, 

lost in their own little world, but he found himself hoping that Genevieve would come back again 

when he was working. There was something that drew her to him like a magnet. Maybe there was 

something different about her, too.  
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CHAPTER TWO 

GENEVIEVE 

  Genevieve Ross didn’t see her name on the callback sheet taped on the theatre 

department’s bulletin. As a first semester freshman, it wasn’t likely she’d land a major role in any 

of the school’s productions. Not at least until sophomore year. But Spring Awakening was one of 

Genevieve’s favorite musicals, so she found herself clinging to a shred of hope. Until that shred 

of hope evaporated, and other names bled onto the page instead.  

Brushing a curl of dark brown hair out of her eyes and pushing up her rainbow-rimmed 

glasses, she turned away and exited the Theatre Arts building. As a Theatre Arts major, she’d come 

to accept that rejections were part of the career she’d chosen to pursue. But that didn’t make it 

easy.  

Her cell phone pinged, a reminder message. DINNER WITH IVY. 

Right. They had made plans and Ivy was coming over early to do her hair. They had made 

plans to go out to dinner that night.  

As if on cue, a text from Ivy popped up on Genevieve’s phone immediately after. I’m on 

my way over! See you soon! 

Eager to get back to her dorm, it was time to put the unsuccessful audition behind her.  

# 
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Genevieve’s wheelchair accessible dorm room was one of less than half a dozen available 

at Elixer University. With only a few wheelchair accessible dorm rooms, it wasn’t like she had 

many options at all, and the other dorm rooms were already occupied by juniors and seniors who 

could not find other wheelchair accessible apartments near campus.  

Posters of Buffy the Vampire Slayer, The Vampire Diaries, Charmed, and other TV series 

covered the peeling paint on Genevieve’s bedroom walls. Purple bed sheets covered her bed, and 

a pair of lavender forearm crutches were propped up against it. A walker was also situated in the 

corner of the bedroom, ready if she needed it. Acting books and books about the entertainment 

industry were sprawled across her desk. Books such as: Respect for Acting by Uta Hagen, Acting 

for the Camera by Tony Barr, and Letters to a Young Artist by Anna Devere Smith.  

A peal of laughter emanated from the bathroom where Genevieve chatted with her best 

friend, Ivy Lee. Ivy’s parents had emigrated from Korea before Ivy was born, and a friendship 

with Genevieve had formed when they met as freshmen in high school. Now, they were freshman 

at Elixer University, where Ivy was pursuing a double major in Chemistry and Biology. She was 

also an amazing visual artist and was hoping to add a minor in Illustration once she reached junior 

year.  

“Apples and peanut butter are a delicious combination, but you know what’s even better?” 

Ivy’s eyes lit up and she tucked her shoulder length black hair behind her ear. “Ants on a log!” 

Genevieve made a face, clearly grossed out. “Eww, you know how much I hate raisins. 

Anyway, I was thinking we should try that new Italian restaurant. Seems popular with the other 

Elixer University students. All this food talk is making me hungry!” 
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Ivy’s skeptical gaze met Genevieve’s brown eyes in the mirror, and she deflected. “French 

braid or Dutch?” 

“French!” Genevieve replied instantly.  

Ivy began working on a French braid, weaving strands of Genevieve’s dark brown wavy 

hair. “Did you know there’s a huge college party tonight?” 

“No. What party?” 

Ivy suddenly brightened even more. “It’s at the Revue Nightclub. That 18 and over club a 

few blocks away from campus.” 

Genevieve sighed, shifting in her wheelchair. Ivy was definitely the extrovert between the 

two of them.  

“I thought we were just going out to grab some dinner and then maybe have a movie night.” 

“We can grab dinner on the way,” Ivy said. “I’m sure that place you mentioned does 

takeout, right?” 

Growing up with cerebral palsy, a disability she’d been born with, coupled with a lifetime 

of inaccessibility, had made Genevieve very skeptical. “That nightclub probably isn’t wheelchair 

accessible. Remember when you had to ask someone to help carry me up the stairs to that karaoke 

party that one time? It made me so uncomfortable. Plus, I didn’t want to leave my wheelchair 

behind.” 

“The nightclub is totally wheelchair accessible. I already checked.” 



 

 

97 

Genevieve shot her a disapproving look in the mirror.  

Ivy pressed on. “C’mon! Go with me. It’ll be fun!” 

Genevieve cringed. “And what? Play your chaperone?” 

“No!” Ivy exclaimed. “Meet people. Single mingle.” 

Oh, goodness, Genevieve did not like where this conversation was headed. “We’re 

nineteen, Ivy. There’s nothing wrong with being single. Remember last year when we decided to 

ditch senior prom and stay up all night watching romantic comedies?” 

Ivy shifted unsteadily on her feet, frowning. “Yeah. But that was then. Besides, I know you 

secretly wish you were the protagonist of one of those movies who got the cute love interest at the 

end!” 

“I’m just a biromantic asexual girl with a vivid imagination.” 

“And I’m just a pansexual girl who wants to have some fun with her best friend.” 

Ivy finally finished the French braid. Genevieve spun around in her wheelchair, facing her 

best friend.  

“Come with me tonight,” Ivy pleaded. “If you get uncomfortable, I promise we can leave.” 

Genevieve considered this. She really didn’t want to go, but she wanted to hang out with 

Ivy, so she had to compromise.  

“Fine. Okay. I’ll go.” 
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Ivy squealed her excitement and hugged Genevieve. “It’s gonna be fun. You’ll see!” 

A wave of nausea roiled Genevieve’s stomach. I hope so. I really hope so.  

# 

Located in downtown San Francisco, the Revue Nightclub wasn’t a typical nightclub. It 

was a Gothic style building buttressed by high, vaulted ceilings, a swath of stained-glass windows, 

and a black lacquered front door. It was built in the 1970s and was originally supposed to be a 

church with its cathedral-like flair. In the 1990s, to comply with the Americans with Disabilities 

Act, it was retrofitted with elevators leading to the rooftop.  

Threads of blaring music pulsed through the echoing building as Ivy and Genevieve 

approached the front door. Genevieve hated loud, crowded places, afraid someone might fall on 

top of her or spill alcohol on her. Sometimes people even touched her wheelchair without her 

permission, and nothing felt more violating.  

Ivy loved to dress up and tonight was no exception. She made sure Genevieve was gussied 

up, too. Black hair cascading to her shoulders, Ivy wore a sparkly cerulean blue sequined top with 

a basic pair of black slacks and black flats while Genevieve’s dark brown hair was braided down 

her back. She wore a bright red top with a flower pattern etched in the sleeves and a casual pair of 

comfortable black pants. She didn’t get as dressed up as Ivy and wanted to be as comfortable as 

possible in a potentially uncomfortable situation.  

The front door was propped open, and a bored looking bouncer sat right outside. With a 

burly commanding presence, he checked IDs gruffly. 
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Genevieve and Ivy gave him their IDs. He barely looked at them before huffing out some 

inaudible words and handing them back, waving at them to go inside. 

Anxiety flooded Genevieve as she quickly inserted a pair of musician’s earplugs to block 

out the oncoming noise. She really didn’t want to go in. For Ivy. For Ivy.  

  Taking a deep breath, she rolled through the front door.  

# 

Genevieve did not know what to expect, but the packed nightclub took her completely by 

surprise. Streams of colorful light illuminated all around her as a crowd moved to the augmenting 

beat of music on the packed dance floor.  

Her first observation was the people. The people inside the packed nightclub ranged in age, 

gender identity, race, ethnicity, and body shape. However, she couldn’t help but notice not a single 

person used a wheelchair or some type of mobility aid. Although she knew several of the people 

at this club could be neurodivergent or chronically ill and have invisible disabilities, not seeing 

any wheelchair or mobility aid users made Genevieve’s heart sink.  

Suddenly, Genevieve felt incredibly alone and vulnerable. But when she looked over at 

Ivy, this seemed totally lost on her best friend. Ivy was staring at their surroundings in awe, taking 

everything in for the first time. Like she was being presented with a platter of the most expensive, 

delicate desserts instead of being in the middle of a congested nightclub.  

“How cool is this?!” Ivy exclaimed.  
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But Genevieve could barely hear Ivy with the noise protection from her earplugs and the 

vibrations of noise around them. “What?!” she yelled back.  

“I said… how cool is this?!” 

But Genevieve still couldn’t understand her and shook her head in frustration.  

“Never mind,” Ivy replied, motioning for Genevieve to follow her. 

Several feet away from the dance floor was a bar. People mingled around the bar, sitting 

on the too-high chairs, and sipped their drinks.  

Ivy removed one of the chairs, so Genevieve could maneuver her wheelchair into the 

cramped space. Pressing a button on her wheelchair’s joystick control pad, she was able to get her 

wheelchair to elevate high enough to reach the bar’s tabletop where fingerprints smudged against 

the glass.  

The bartender, a man with an unruly mop of greasy blond curls, approached them. An easy 

smile plastered on the lines of exhaustion etched in his face, he shouted over the music’s pulsating 

din. “Something I can get started for the two of you?” he asked.  

Ivy plopped in the seat next to Genevieve. “Shirley Temple. Extra ice.” 

Genevieve leaned forward. “A Dr. Pepper for me,” she said. “Extra cherries, please. And 

a straw.” 

“You got it. I’ll be right back.” The bartender moved to the other side of the bar, tending 

to drink orders of the other rowdy patrons.  
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Animated and excited with a wonderous glint in her eyes, Ivy turned to Genevieve, nudging 

her gently. “So, what do you think? Our first official college par-tay!” 

Genevieve shifted uncomfortably in her seat. Should she tell Ivy the truth? How much she 

wanted to leave? How much she wanted to go back to her dorm room and curl up in front of her 

laptop and watch Netflix rom-coms? That seemed entirely preferable to this.  

“You said we can leave at any time, right?” she asked, wondering if Ivy noticed her 

growing discomfort.  

“Sure, but let’s at least stay for a few songs. I’m gonna have major FOMO if I don’t get to 

dance.” 

“Please don’t drag me out onto the dance floor, Ivy. I really don’t want—” 

“Here you go.” Before Genevieve finished, the bartender returned with their drinks, sliding 

each one toward them. “Anything else I can get either of you?” 

Ivy plastered on her best smile. “We’re good for now.” 

As the bartender walked away, Genevieve took a sip of her Dr. Pepper, internally debating 

what to do next. How she could communicate her discomfort. Sweaty bodies rubbed up against 

each other while others danced in a carefree sort of way, throwing their heads back in ecstasy and 

enjoying the thrumming pulse of music. On the edge of the dance floor several feet away, a 

particular couple caught Genevieve’s attention.  
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A guy with intricately patterned tattoos along his bare arms pressed suggestively against a 

drunk woman. Frizzy brown hair ran just past her shoulders. They danced uncomfortably close 

together, nearly dry humping, skin on skin.  

Genevieve grimaced. “Do all people really dance like that?” 

Ivy followed Genevieve’s gaze, watching the pair dance. “People dance however they 

want! C’mon, Genevieve, let’s just have fun!” 

“Oh, my God. Who invited them here?!” 

Genevieve and Ivy both turned in the direction of the familiar voice.  

Shit. Really don’t want to deal with her right now.  

Twenty-two-year-old Candace “Candy” Jenkins sauntered toward them in all her rich, 

obnoxious white girl glory. Decked out in fake fur, skintight red dress, a Gucci handbag, perfectly 

coiffed blond curls that dipped past her shoulders, and an immaculate pair of Louis Vuitton high-

heeled pumps, Candy looked ready for a red-carpet movie premiere. She loved to dress and over 

impress. Too bad her holier than thou attitude made her an absolute bitch.  

Candy narrowed her eyes in disapproval. “Seriously. Who invited you two?” 

Genevieve said nothing. Sipped her drink. Didn’t want to engage.  

But Genevieve’s disengagement was Ivy’s invitation to speak up instead. Ivy locked eyes 

with the blond woman.  
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“Don’t be ridiculous, Candy. It was all over social media!” 

“I’m being ridiculous? Ivy, you’re the one who ruined my open mic karaoke night and still 

think you have a chance of rushing my sorority!” 

Ivy shrugged nonchalantly, seemingly unbothered by Candy’s outburst. “Ruined is a strong 

word, dontcha think? I was the life of the party!” 

This enraged Candy even more. “Oh, please. Don’t give me that bullshit.” 

As Ivy and Candy continued to argue, Genevieve found her gaze scanning the dance floor 

again. Her eyes landed on the same couple from before. Too inebriated, the woman’s head 

momentarily lolled onto the guy’s shoulder as she moved against him. Tattoo Guy, as Genevieve 

decided to call him, whispered something into the woman’s ear. The woman giggled and Tattoo 

Guy grabbed her hand, moving toward the back of the nightclub.  

This interaction unsettled Genevieve and she found herself compelled to follow them, 

suddenly worried about the drunk woman’s safety.  

“Hey, Ivy, I’ll be right back, okay? I need to get some air.” 

Still arguing with Candy, Ivy barely acknowledged Genevieve. 

Lowering her wheelchair, she followed the couple toward the back of the nightclub, making 

sure to stay far enough away so that they wouldn’t notice her.  
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Tattoo Guy led the drunk woman into an elevator in the back of the nightclub, but 

Genevieve couldn’t get there fast enough and took the next elevator which opened on the 

nightclub’s rooftop.  

Cold air bit Genevieve’s skin as she got off the elevator. She shivered. Hadn’t thought 

about bringing a jacket.  

At first, she didn’t even notice Tattoo Guy or the drunk woman at the far end of the rooftop 

until a slice of moonlight framed their silhouettes in the darkness. Approaching them slowly, bits 

of their conversation floated toward her.  

The drunk socialite slurred her words. “You’re funny. And so handsome!” 

Tattoo Guy seemed encouraged by this. One of his hands slowly slid down her back and 

dipped underneath her skirt. The barest glint of a feral smile. A predator ensnaring its prey. 

“What’s your name, sweetheart?” Wispy curls of his breath perfumed the air around them.  

“Eva,” she replied drowsily. 

“Well, Eva, tonight is your lucky night.” 

“I don’t feel so—”  

Eva began to look woozy then as if life was slowly draining out of her, head rolling back 

onto Tattoo Guy’s shoulder as her body went slack. She collapsed into Tattoo Guy’s waiting arms.  

Genevieve’s scream pierced through the night air. “Hey! Leave her alone!” 
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Still too far away to do anything, Genevieve held up her hand as if it were a reflex. In the 

next moment, a blazing pulse of white light erupted from Genevieve’s fingertips.  

The white light separated an unconscious Eva from Tattoo Guy as she was flung in the 

opposite direction and lay unconscious on the ground. Genevieve met Tattoo Guy’s penetrating 

gaze; his face transformed into equal parts terror and awe. 

Stunned, she broke eye contact with him. What was going on with her? Had her Dr. Pepper 

been spiked, and she was hallucinating now? She certainly didn’t feel dizzy or sleepy. A new surge 

of adrenaline rushed through her as she tried to make sense of the white light that had blasted from 

her fingers. Before she could formulate more coherent thoughts, a plume of purple smoke 

enveloped Tattoo Guy and seconds later, he was gone.  

Blinking, Genevieve looked down at her hand in disbelief. It tingled from the use of the 

white light. “What the fuck?!” 
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CHAPTER THREE 

PATRICK 

 Static noises filled Patrick’s ears. Carefully, he adjusted the microphone sound levels on 

the switchboard in front of him. Tucked a strand of dark hair away from his face. No room for 

distractions.  

 As a Media Studies major with a minor in audio producing, he took his role as host of All 

Things Weird and Wonderful quite seriously. Someday, he hoped to be a full-time podcaster and 

get paid to create his own podcasts. Media studies and audio producing were the closest academic 

subjects he could find that he hoped would bring him closer to his career goals. If time and money 

allowed, maybe someday he would try for a Master’s in investigative journalism.  Whether it was 

interviewing people or investigating supernatural phenomena for an upcoming episode, Patrick 

made sure to keep things interesting for his steadily growing audience. Unfortunately, a 

burgeoning fan base also meant rude callers and occasional racist messages on his social media 

accounts. Most days, he did his best to ignore it.  

 With a smooth, polished floor and soundproof walls, surrounded by expensive audio 

equipment he could not afford, the recording studio on Elixer University’s busy campus was like 

a private sanctuary.  

 “Ready?” he said to the person beside him. She nodded.  
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 A sharply dressed woman in her early forties, Dr. Megan Newton was an accomplished 

neuroscientist who studied lucid dreaming and taught undergraduate neuroscience courses at 

Elixer. She was a kind woman and brilliant professor.  

 Adjusting his headphones, he first tested the volume of the microphone. Once he finished, 

he began his live broadcast. He flicked a button on the switchboard, and it turned green, letting 

him know the recording was now streaming live. 

 Showtime.  

 He cleared his throat, speaking clearly into the microphone. “Welcome to another episode 

of All Things Weird and Wonderful, the podcast where I report on all things weird, wonderful, and 

somewhere in-between. I’m your host, Patrick Nasser, and I’m broadcasting live from Elixer 

University in Northern California.” He turned in Dr. Newton’s direction. “With me today is Dr. 

Megan Newton, a professor in Neuroscience here at Elixer University who examines the cognitive 

neuroscience aspects of lucid dreaming. Thank you so much for joining me, Dr. Newton.” 

 “Thank you for having me, Patrick.” 

 Patrick leaned closer to the microphone. “You specialize in the study of lucid dreaming. 

What can you tell our listeners about it?” 

 “Well, in one study, sleep researchers were able to recruit volunteers who were lucid 

dreamers to participate. Once they achieved lucidity in their dream state, then there were certain 

ways that researchers could interact with them such as through sounds, tactile simulation, or 

flashing lights.” 
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 “What about eye movements?” Patrick asked. “Does that have an influence at all?” 

 Dr. Newton nodded in confirmation. “Absolutely. Some scientists have determined that the 

sleeping individual can answer messages through eye movement or contraction of the facial 

muscles.” 

 The switchboard started lighting up, flashing yellow and orange. Callers were already 

dialing in.  

 “Wow. This is fascinating,” Patrick said, noting the lit-up switchboard. He knew what to 

do next. “I’m sure our listeners have lots of questions. Why don’t we take a caller right now?” 

 He flicked a button on the control panel and watched it light up green before speaking 

again. “Welcome to All Things Weird and Wonderful. Would love to know if you have any weird 

or wonderful news for our fellow listeners today. Or if you have a question for today’s special 

guest.” 

 Two callers phoned in to ask Dr. Newton if she had any personal experience with lucid 

dreaming. She responded that she didn’t. However, she discovered that her cousin was a lucid 

dreamer when they were younger and became interested in studying the brain and the way lucid 

dreaming influenced thought and sleeping patterns.  

 Upon taking the third call, the voice that answered was unlike anything Patrick had ever 

heard before. A deep staticky hiss. And then a booming baritone. “A shift is coming,” the distorted 

voice announced. “Changes are already happening. People are already disappearing.” 
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 Patrick was taken aback. “Excuse me. Is this some kind of joke?” 

 Silence answered him. Then the line disconnected.  

 Patrick’s eyes went wide. Something like this had never happened on his podcast before 

and he was used to his fair share of pranks. “Hello? Is anyone there? Hello?” 

 He fumbled with a few more buttons on the switchboard. More static noises greeted him, 

but nothing like the sound of the distorted voice moments before. Only usual microphone static.  

 And then… silence. Nothing.  

 An unsteady shiver crept up Patrick’s spine and he exhaled a shaky breath, exchanging 

nervous looks with the neuroscientist sitting beside him. She looked equally flummoxed and 

freaked out, eyes wide, posture tense.  

 What had just happened? 

 A clicking sound alerted him to the fact that he was still recording. He drew a deep breath. 

“Sorry about that, folks. Why don’t we take a short break? We’ll be right back.” 

 He flicked a few more switches and the recording stopped.  

 Turning to Dr. Newton, he offered her a genuine apology. “I’m so sorry. I have no idea 

what that was.” 

 The rest of the interview did not go as planned. Dr. Newton’s demeanor changed, clearly 

freaked out by the distorted voice. She beat a hasty retreat as soon as she was able to leave.  
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 As soon as Dr. Newton left, Patrick turned back to the switchboard. He was alone; an eerie 

silence permeated the room.  

 And then… a hissing static buzzed incessantly. Erupted into a steady, growing hum. A 

whirring.  

 “Coming… coming… people are disappearing…” 

 Patrick jumped back, breathing heavily.  

 “Who are you?!” he screamed. “What do you want with me?!”  

 A long beat of silence answered him again. He glanced at the switchboard. Horror 

overcame him when he realized that this time it was still turned off.  

# 

 Echoes of familiar laughter floated around him. Blades of green grass swayed beneath his 

feet. Breeze blew through his dark strands of hair.  

 “Patrick… Patrick…” 

 That voice carried him forward, but still, he couldn’t find— 

 “Colin?!” he screamed, desperation coloring his tone. Sometimes his tongue stuck to the 

roof of his mouth, and he couldn’t form words. Couldn’t get them out. Lodged in the back of his 

throat. 



 

 

111 

 He willed his legs to follow the sound of his younger brother’s voice. He ran, muscles 

aching, heart pounding.  

 Finally, he stopped running when he reached the clearing. 

 A young boy stood there, no more than seven, waving. Laughing. Smiling.  

 “Colin?” Patrick whispered. “Where did you go? Where have you been?” 

 That’s when the unfamiliar man appeared from a plume of purple smoke. Flashing a 

conniving smile at Patrick, he placed a hand on Colin’s shoulder. Firm. Possessive.  

 Feathery curls of purple smoke rose from the ground around them. With the smoke came 

a generous swath of orange flames. The orange flames – fire! Patrick realized – were slowly 

coming toward him.  

 And Colin was disappearing right in front of him in vibrant whorls of orange and purple. 

# 

 “Rough night? You look exhausted.” 

 Hunched under a tree near the library on campus, Patrick looked up. Glancing toward the 

haze of sunlight, he noticed the worried expression of his best friend, Seth Jamison. The two had 

met during a media studies seminar during their first year at Elixer and had been inseparable ever 

since. Seth recently came out as asexual and Patrick had been there to help him come to terms with 

embracing this new aspect of his identity.  
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 Seth approached the bench where Patrick sat, claiming the empty space beside his friend.  

 “Yeah, more nightmares. Lots of them,” Patrick replied. “It’s bad enough that the 

flashbacks happen during the day when I’m doing homework or about to go on air for an episode, 

but nightmares, too? Feels like I just can’t catch a break.” 

 “Shit, man,” Seth said. “Have you seen a therapist on campus recently? Maybe someone 

can give you new meds.” 

 Patrick sighed. “There’s only so much a therapist or psychiatrist can do. I started new meds 

last month. These therapists and specialists don’t live in my body. Don’t know what it’s like.” 

 Anxiety and depression came with the PTSD diagnosis Patrick received when he was 

almost twelve years old. Six months after Colin’s disappearance.  

 It was hard for Patrick to articulate his feelings, so his parents tried a variety of anti-

depressant and anti-anxiety medications in hopes that something would work. They believed he 

was impacted by the trauma of his brother going missing, but then promptly ignored the how. 

Chalked his fanciful stories of Colin disappearing in a cloud of purple smoke to his whimsical 

imagination.   

 Hoping to distract him, Seth changed the subject. With his ocean blue eyes, short brown 

hair he kept neatly trimmed, and a gentle smile, he met Patrick’s haunted gaze. “Why don’t we go 

somewhere tonight, get your mind off things?” 

 Patrick dismissed him. “No thanks. Not in the mood.” 
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 “What about that podcast of yours?” 

 The question caught Patrick by surprise. Shards of sunlight made him glare at Seth, 

squinting in the late afternoon warmth. “What about it?” 

 “You sounded pretty freaked out when you were interviewing the neuroscientist 

yesterday.” 

 “Oh, that. Yeah, but I’m used to nasty or strange callers by now. It’s no big deal.” 

 It is a big deal, actually.  

 Seth exhaled, putting his hands on his knees. “Look, don’t take this the wrong way. But 

what if you took a break from the podcast for a little while? Seems to be all you do lately.” 

 This had always been a point of contention between them. Seth never liked how involved 

Patrick got with the podcast. He wanted to make queer indie art films. Cinema that pushed the 

boundaries of mainstream media. But he didn’t understand and didn’t believe in any kind of 

supernatural phenomena. There would be no convincing him otherwise.  

 Patrick’s eyes widened in surprise. “Take a break? Why would I do that?” 

 Not when I still need answers. But he couldn’t risk saying that out loud. Seth wouldn’t 

understand why he was doing this, why he had the podcast in the first place.  

 Instead, he stood up. “I gotta go, Seth. I have a media studies essay to finish. It’s due 

tomorrow for my senior seminar class.” 
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 Without waiting for Seth to respond, he walked away, leaving his best friend alone on the 

bench.  

 He couldn’t think about what Seth had said. Not right now. Not when the crisp image of 

Colin, burning amidst purple smoke and licks of scorching orange flames, invaded his thoughts in 

an endless loop. Forever emblazoned at the forefront of his mind.  
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CHAPTER FOUR 

GENEVIEVE 

 The wail of police sirens outside of the Revue Nightclub made Genevieve uncomfortable, 

even with earplugs in. Having an invisible sensory disability known as hyperacusis made loud 

noises unbearable, which is why she always carried earplugs in her purse. It was up to her to be 

prepared for unexpectedly noisy situations. But this one certainly caught her off guard.  

 Lights from the police cars danced in a garish display of red and blue. An ambulance was 

also present as paramedics tended to a now conscious Eva. Wrapped in a thin blanket and sitting 

in the back of the ambulance, Eva looked terrified. Shaking. Scared. 

 Their eyes met, but Genevieve didn’t go over and introduce herself. She was afraid of 

frightening Eva even more. Had Eva seen Genevieve use her powers? Was there something about 

Eva that Tattoo Guy knew that Genevieve didn’t? As much as Genevieve wanted to talk to Eva, 

she also didn’t want to upset her further. Eva’s eyes were wide with fear. Eva’s facial expressions 

mirrored how Genevieve felt on the inside. Terrified. Confused.  

The conversation with the police officer who took the incident report passed by in a chaotic 

blur she could barely piece together. Once the police officer finished talking with her, Genevieve 

joined Ivy a few feet from the ambulance, eager to get away from the crushing weight and prying 

eyes of curious onlookers. Others who’d been enjoying a carefree night at the Revue Nightclub 

until about thirty minutes ago.  
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 Ivy crossed her arms over her chest, an array of emotions passing over her face. Confusion 

being the most prominent. “Okay, so why don’t you tell me what really happened? You expect me 

to believe that guy just ran off when he heard your voice?” 

 It took little to fool Ivy who could usually sense bullshit from a mile away. She obviously 

didn’t believe the story Genevieve told the police officer.  

 “I definitely caught his attention,” Genevieve said. “Thankfully Eva will be okay.” 

 She looked around, as if to make sure no one was watching them. The last thing she wanted 

to do was attract unwanted attention, but the crowd of onlookers seemed more distracted by the 

ambulance and police presence. Genevieve couldn’t blame them. The police already made her very 

uncomfortable, so she couldn’t imagine how Black or other people of color must have felt in this 

moment.  

 Then she lowered her voice to a whisper. “That guy… he just kind of… disappeared. He 

disappeared into a cloud of purple smoke.” 

 Ivy stared at her in disbelief. “He did what now?” 

 Genevieve put a finger to her lips, shushing her. “He disappeared into a cloud of purple 

smoke. Obviously, he left Eva behind, so whatever he wanted to do to her—” 

 “C’mon, Genevieve. Seriously?”  



 

 

117 

Of course, Ivy didn’t believe her. And she certainly didn’t believe what Genevieve was 

about to say. But Genevieve wasn’t so sure what to believe either. Had it been real, or had she 

imagined it all? “And yet, it’s not the most bizarre thing that’s happened so far tonight.” 

 Ivy’s brow knitted in confusion. “What are you talking about?” 

 Genevieve drew a deep breath. “Do you believe in magic?” 

 Confusion morphed into surprise on Ivy’s face. “As in the Hocus Pocus and Charmed kind 

of magic?”  

 Genevieve nodded. “Yeah, sure. White light. All that stuff.” 

 “You’re joking, right? Magic isn’t real!” 

 That’s exactly what I thought. 

 “And I would have believed you if you told me that thirty minutes ago.” 

 Ivy was still skeptical. “Because of the purple smoke?” 

 Genevieve stared at Ivy. Tuned out the commotion around them. Drew another deep breath. 

She had to tell Ivy the truth and not mess around. “Ivy… I think… I think I have magic. Or powers. 

Whichever. Whatever you want to call them. I can… do things.” 

 Genevieve briefly wondered if she regretted telling Ivy about the magic so quickly. Heck, 

she still wasn’t sure about what she saw or felt. Whether the white magic that erupted from her 

fingertips was real or the result of spiked Dr. Pepper. She’d gotten distracted when she saw Tattoo 
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Guy and Eva dancing uncomfortably close together, then Candy and Ivy started arguing. Did 

someone put something in her drink when she wasn’t paying attention? 

 But the magic. She’d seen it. She’d felt it.  

 For a long time, Ivy said nothing. Several moments passed and, to Genevieve, it felt like 

an eternity until Ivy responded. Erupting in laughter.  

 This is what I was afraid of! 

 “Look, I know how it sounds—” Genevieve began, uncertain where the conversation 

would go next, but Ivy cut her off. She was upset, perplexed, furious.  

 “Do you? Because you just said you have magic! And before that you said creepy Tattoo 

Guy disappeared in a cloud of purple smoke! And you were worried about me partying too much 

tonight?” 

 Genevieve suddenly wanted to shrink inside herself, hating being the ire of Ivy’s wrath. 

“Ivy—”  

 “No, Genevieve. I don’t want to talk about this anymore. The important thing is you saved 

that woman’s life. Let’s just go back to our dorms, okay?” 

 Before Genevieve could respond, Ivy walked away. A heavy weight settled over her. 

Something was going on with her and she was going to figure it out. But for now, she was too tired 

and the adrenaline from the night’s events had left her body long ago. She went back to her dorm, 

alone.  
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# 

 Before Genevieve discovered she had powers, she only focused on school, auditions, and 

her friendship with Ivy. Her introverted nature often made it difficult to make friends unless she 

found she had something in common with them. In high school, some people just didn’t want to 

be friends with “that girl in the wheelchair.” She hoped going to college might broaden people’s 

horizons. However, there would always be the stuck-up girls like Candy who were more focused 

on their MAC makeup and Gucci handbags while planning the latest sorority gathering and who 

wouldn’t bother to give Genevieve nor Ivy time of day.  

 When Genevieve discovered theatre in high school, it became an experience unlike any 

other. On stage, she transformed into characters that were nothing like her and gave her the 

opportunity to showcase a different, more extroverted side she wasn’t yet ready to debut off stage. 

Once, during the end of senior year, she had the opportunity to perform in her own one woman 

show and wrote a piece about her experiences as a disabled person in a society she knew hadn’t 

been designed with her in mind. Although she received praise from her high school drama 

instructor, it hadn’t garnered enough attention to be considered for any private acting 

conservatories and no agents or managers approached her after the showcase.  

 College had always been the plan and her acceptance to Elixer—a public university—was 

exciting, but sometimes she wished she would have been accepted into an acting conservatory 

program that allowed her to focus on acting for film and television. When she and Ivy found out 

they’d be attending Elixer together, the prospect of going away to college somehow became more 

bearable. Homesickness wasn’t a huge issue as she only lived about two hours away from her 
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parents and her older sister Bridget was already pursuing her dreams in New York. At nineteen 

years old, Genevieve was excited by the prospect of living on her own in a dorm. She was even 

able to secure her own dorm room to accommodate her physical disability and everything extra 

that came with it: her walker and a pair of lavender forearm crutches and the power wheelchair 

she had to charge every night that she used daily to navigate a not always accessible campus.  

 Sometimes she needed certain accommodations in her classes, like a seat in front of the 

classroom or lecture hall or a notetaker when she couldn’t keep up with taking notes by hand or 

with her laptop. Others might see it as “special treatment,” but Genevieve knew she needed these 

accommodations to succeed. Plus, having a notetaker or someone to help her in class might mean 

making a new friend. She also found professors who were willing to work with her to help her 

succeed as well.  

 Although she was a Theatre Arts major, she was able to enroll in Intro to Acting for the 

Camera. Admittedly, she looked forward to this class the most, although Theatre History was also 

interesting. The rest of her classes were general education classes such as College Writing I, 

Marine Biology, and Introduction to Psychology.  

 In Acting for the Camera, she learned about scene study and how to analyze comedy and 

drama television scripts by breaking down scenes from popular TV shows. It even motivated her 

to want to take an introductory screenwriting course during her sophomore year, so she could be 

more well-rounded. She was also matched with a scene partner named Talia that she became 

friendly with. Talia was a sophomore Creative Writing major with a double minor in Queer Studies 
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and Women’s Studies. She was also a lesbian and the two quickly bonded over their favorite queer 

YA novels when not studying their latest scenes.  

 Talia was also an avid concertgoer. She had invited Genevieve to a few concerts locally 

with some local bands and Genevieve had to explain to her that the noise made her uncomfortable 

due to her hyperacusis, and she preferred to go out for coffee instead. Although Talia didn’t have 

an understanding of Genevieve’s experience, she was respectful and they continued to bond in 

other ways.  

 “You’re such a wonderful actress,” Talia told her one day when they were finishing up a 

scene from the Netflix adaptation of Shadow and Bone.  

 “You really think so?” Genevieve asked.  

 “Of course!” Talia exclaimed. “I mean it. You’re going to get some amazing roles 

someday.” 

 “It’s so hard,” Genevieve said. “You know what I mean when I say there aren’t a lot of 

people who look like us on screen.” 

 “But you’re gonna be part of that change. And I’ll be cheering you on when you do.” 

 However, gaining supernatural powers certainly was an unexpected part of the college 

experience and something she wanted to figure out. They felt nothing like the Shadow and Bone 

scenes she had studied for class. No. This was real life. Not a television series. 
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  A few days later, alone in her bedroom, Genevieve attempted to use her powers again. She 

sat in her wheelchair, facing away from her bed and desk. Held up her hand and flicked her wrist. 

Nothing happened.  

“Am I supposed to say ‘Abracadabra?’” She wondered aloud. She looked at her closed 

bedroom door. Held up her hand and concentrated. “And… now!” 

Still, nothing happened.  

Growing frustrated, Genevieve sighed. Maybe the Internet had an answer. Rolling over to 

her desk, she opened her laptop. Just as she was about to do some searching, her cell phone buzzed 

on her desk. The name “Bridget” appeared on the screen.  

Magic would have to wait. Genevieve always valued any time spent with her older sister 

and now the changes in their lives meant they were separated by time on opposite coasts. It was 

late evening in New York already.  

“Hey, Bridget,” Genevieve said, answering the phone.  

“There’s my favorite Broadway star!” 

Genevieve was glad Bridget couldn’t see her rolling her eyes at her older sister’s 

comments.  

“I’m not gonna be a Broadway star,” Genevieve said. “I don’t even know if I’ll make it to 

television after I graduate.” 

“Whatever you end up doing will be amazing. I know it,” Bridget said.  
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“Thanks for your vote of confidence,” Genevieve replied. She wasn’t used to keeping 

secrets from her older sister. Usually, they shared their innermost thoughts with one another, but 

telling her older sister she had magic would not go over well, so Genevieve pivoted in a different 

direction. “How’s life in New York?” 

Bridget laughed. “Unglamourous. The weather definitely takes some getting used to and 

my apartment is incredibly expensive, but I love this job, Gen. I think I can do some good by 

working here.” 

Bridget was four years older than Genevieve and worked as an administrative assistant for 

a non-profit while taking night classes and working toward an MBA degree. She eventually hoped 

to start her own business.  

“You’re the one who’s always telling me I have to do what makes me happy,” Genevieve 

said.  

“And I still believe that. So, how is college life?” 

She chatted with Bridget for a few more minutes before telling her about the mountain of 

homework she had (not a total lie) and that she needed to get off the phone. There was no way she 

could tell Bridget about whatever she was going through. And it’s not like she could talk to Ivy 

about this either based on Ivy’s reaction to her at the nightclub.  

She needed to find someone she could talk to. Someone who would understand.  
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Clicking away from several homework assignments, which she planned to work on later, 

she began scrolling through her university’s website instead. An article from her school newspaper 

caught her attention. The headline in bold black lettering.  

THOUSANDS TUNE INTO SUPERNATURAL PODCAST CREATED BY ELIXER 

UNIVERSITY SENIOR 

Scanning through the article, she recognized a photo of the young man who ran the podcast. 

Why did his face look so familiar? As soon as the website appeared, a podcast episode played, the 

sound blaring through Genevieve’s laptop speakers.  

“And we’re back with another episode of All Things Weird and Wonderful. I’m your host, 

Patrick Nasser. I’ll only be taking a limited number of callers this week. Later, we’ll hear from Dr. 

Jacqueline Garcia, a psychologist who had a near-death experience and how it influenced the 

current perceptions in her practice. We’ll be right back with one of today’s lucky callers.” 

Patrick’s voice was then replaced by strange elevator type music.  

Suddenly, Genevieve realized why he looked and sounded so familiar. She’d seen him 

before at the Sip N’ Drip coffee shop with Ivy. He’d been the one to take their orders and make 

their coffees.  

Genevieve hesitated. Did this guy have the answers she was looking for? He seemed to be 

confidently well-versed in various aspects of supernatural phenomena. Would it hurt to at least 

call him once? 
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“Oh, what the hell,” Genevieve muttered. Picked up her iPhone and punched the number 

she found on her computer screen. Waited.  

The eerie elevator type music abruptly cut off and Patrick’s voice filled her ears.  

“Welcome back,” Patrick said. “Looks like we have our first caller. Welcome to All Things 

Weird and Wonderful, where I explore the weird, the wonderful, and everything in-between. Who 

do I have the pleasure of speaking with today?” 

Blood rushed to Genevieve’s ears and her heart raced, suddenly hyperaware that Patrick 

had taken her call. She cleared her throat, hesitant, uncertain. “Um, hi… well, I had… it’s more of 

a question, really.” 

“It’s alright. What’s your question?” 

Genevieve couldn’t believe she was repeating this all over again. Took a moment before 

answering. “Do you believe in magic? I mean, do you believe it could exist in our world?” 

Patrick’s response was warm, immediate. “Sure. Why couldn’t it?” 

“So, you think magic is real? That people could have powers?” 

Patrick spoke with a gentle assertiveness. “I don’t see why it couldn’t exist.” 

Leaning back in her wheelchair, Genevieve tried to approach the topic from a different 

angle. “Okay, what if you saw something happen on campus? Like someone using their powers?” 

Silence hovered between the two for a few moments until— 
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“Seriously? Tell me more,” Patrick urged.  

How can I even explain this? What am I doing? 

Genevieve tiptoed around her response carefully. “I think I may have… witnessed 

something.” 

“Can you be more specific?” 

“Well, I—” 

Suddenly, an incessant buzzing interrupted her, static and overwhelming. And then the line 

went dead. 

Shit.  

“Hello? Hello?!” Genevieve panicked. She tried calling back, but a busy signal greeted her 

instead. Slamming her phone down, tears streamed down her face. So much for trying to find 

answers. Pushing her laptop away, she pressed her head into her hands, took off her glasses, and 

released all her frustration. Let herself cry.  

# 

The next morning, Genevieve sat inside the Sip N’ Drip campus coffee shop. She tried 

looking for Patrick when she came in and ordered but didn’t see him working the cash register or 

anywhere behind the counter.  
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Sitting at a table in a secluded corner, she took occasional sips from an iced caramel latte. 

Her laptop and a textbook titled Theatre: The Lively Art were arranged in messy disarray in front 

of her. Paging through her textbook, she didn’t notice Ivy approach until Ivy cleared her throat. 

“Hey, is it okay if I sit here?” Ivy asked, removing a JanSport backpack from her shoulders.  

Concentrating and wanting to be left alone, Genevieve didn’t look up from the textbook 

she was reading. “Go ahead.” 

Ivy plopped into the empty seat across from her, setting her backpack beside her feet. “So, 

about the other night—” 

“Did you know that the thrust stage is the most widely used theatre space first used by the 

ancient Greeks?” 

“I didn’t. But I can see you’re busy studying, so I’ll just—” 

“You don’t believe me,” Genevieve said. It came out of her mouth like an accusation, raw 

and unnerving.  

Ivy hesitated. “What you’re asking me to believe… it’s a lot.” 

Genevieve shook her head. “You don’t know what I saw.” 

“No,” Ivy replied. “I know what you think you saw.” 

Genevieve turned her laptop toward her friend. “I think there’s someone who might be able 

to give me some answers. Look at this.” 
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Reluctant, Ivy glanced at the screen, scanning the information there. “Is this the guy who 

interviews people about all kinds of strange supernatural phenomena? Doesn’t he work at this 

coffee shop?” 

“Yeah, same guy,” Genevieve replied. “Have you ever listened to his podcast?” 

“No, but it’s generated a lot of buzz on campus.” 

“I know. That’s why I was thinking—” 

Ivy held up a hand to interrupt her. “Wait, you think this guy has answers to whatever you 

saw?” 

Genevieve shrugged. “Honestly, I’m not sure. But maybe he can help me figure out 

whatever is going on.” 

Worry creased Ivy’s features. “Genevieve, don’t do this. You’re just digging yourself into 

a hole. Besides, you don’t know—” 

“You’re right. I don’t know,” Genevieve said, leaning forward and crossing her arms over 

her chest. “But maybe I want to find out.” 

Ivy lowered her voice. “C’mon. Purple smoke? Magic from your fingertips? You’ve been 

watching too many episodes of Stranger Things. I know you want to be an actress, but isn’t this—

” 

“It might lead to nowhere, but since when has my curiosity stopped me?” Genevieve 

pointed out. Besides I really want answers.  
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She wasn’t going to tell Ivy that she already tried calling into the podcast.  

“Fine. But count me out of your little adventure,” Ivy said, scooping up her backpack. “I’m 

going to be late for my Chem lab.” 

Ivy stood, ready to leave.  

“Okay,” Genevieve said, trying to mask the hurt she felt. The lump that formed in her 

throat. Sadness washed over her. “Love you,” she whispered instead. Hoping it was enough.  

Ivy smiled at her best friend, wistful and tight-lipped. Like it pained her to do so. “Love 

you, too.” 

Genevieve watched Ivy leave, winding through a maze of students toward the exit. Doubts 

were beginning to creep into her head. Thinking back to the night at the Revue Nightclub, she 

seriously began to wonder if someone had spiked her drink that night. If she couldn’t activate her 

magic again, did she really have magic at all? How could she prove to Ivy that she had magic when 

she didn’t even know how to prove it to herself?  

Genevieve sighed. She hated how these last two conversations with Ivy left her heart 

feeling heavy and uncertain. If her best friend didn’t believe her, then who would? 

# 

The building that housed recording equipment and held classes for the Media Studies 

majors and audio production students was in a different building separated from the Theatre Arts 

building.  
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Afternoon sun lit up the sky as Genevieve entered the unfamiliar building. It was old and 

echoey with winding hallways and sectioned off spaces featuring private recording studios and 

some dusty soundstages. She didn’t know where to go, so she just wandered through the long 

corridors.  

Finally, she spotted a familiar face through the soundproof glass of a recording studio. It 

was him. Patrick Nasser. A mixture of excitement and relief flooded her. He was talking into a 

microphone, but the soundproof glass made it impossible to hear what he was saying.  

Taking a breath, she knocked on the door. Waited.  

The door itself wasn’t soundproof, so the noise caught Patrick’s attention. She watched 

him fumble with the switchboard for a moment before pulling off the headphones.  

He opened the door.  

Now she could finally get a better look at him. Faded jeans and a ratty, worn T-shirt. Tufts 

of black hair that were in desperate need of a trim, olive skin, and dark eyes that were almost black, 

hallowed out by exhaustion. He looked like he hadn’t slept in days. Maybe weeks.  

 Upon seeing her, he brightened a little. “Can I help you?” he asked.  

 “I hope so. I saw your picture and read an interview you did for the school paper. You’re 

Patrick Nasser, right?” 

 Patrick smiled and a look of recognition crossed his features. “The one and only at Elixer 

University as far as I’m aware. You look familiar. Have we met before?” 
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 “Yeah, at the coffee shop the other day,” Genevieve replied. “My friend Ivy and I ordered 

coffee there. My name is Genevieve Ross. I was also the one who called you the other night and 

asked you about the magic happening on campus, but our call got disconnected.  Some kind of 

strange buzzing.” 

 “I remember your call,” Patrick said. 

 Genevieve took a deep breath, unsure how to go about this. How should she proceed? 

 You have to talk to him. Just say it! 

 “Are you alright?” Patrick asked, sensing her discomfort.  

 “I… I don’t know,” Genevieve answered. “Something is going on… with me… I was at a 

party a few nights ago and I saw something. Felt something.” 

 She visibly shuddered at the memories.  

 “You think it’s something related to supernatural phenomena?” Patrick asked. 

 “Honestly I don’t know what to believe right now.” 

 He sighed, leaning against the door, folding his arms across his chest. “Then I don’t know 

how I can help you. Are you sure you’re not messing with me?” 

 Oh, no. This guy was losing interest. She could sense it. He was going to back out, thinking 

she was an impostor. Someone making this up. Certainly, he must have encountered people 
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claiming to have some kind of supernatural ability or have seen some kind of phenomenon, only 

for them to be total frauds. She had to say something, do something, act quickly…  

 “Have you ever heard of anyone disappearing in a cloud of purple smoke?” she blurted out 

before she could stop herself.  

 Patrick’s expression suddenly morphed into something resembling alarm, intrigue. He 

pulled himself away from the door frame and stared at her for a long moment.  

 She almost worried he wasn’t going to say anything until— 

 “Why don’t you come on in and we’ll talk?” 

 Relieved, a small smile flitted across Genevieve’s face as she rolled into the recording 

studio.  

 Patrick closed the door behind them.  
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CHAPTER FIVE 

PATRICK 

  Patrick hadn’t been sleeping well the past several nights, especially since the podcast with 

Dr. Newton, and the eerie paranormal experience that had followed. The staticky hiss and booming 

baritone of a mysterious voice. A distorted voice.  

 A warning.  

 Something he may have otherwise dismissed as a foolish prank. Followed by the vivid 

nightmare of Colin’s disappearance haunting him at all hours. 

 Ever since Colin went missing, Patrick couldn’t help but feel his parents put extra pressure 

on him. Pressure to do well in school and to be active in extra-curriculars. They were the ones 

who’d encouraged him to take a job at the coffee shop on campus, so he could make some extra 

income. They weren’t thrilled about the podcast as it didn’t make him any money and it reminded 

them of their missing son, refusing to indulge Patrick’s belief in the paranormal.  

 Having hardly slept meant he tumbled out of bed with tousled hair and often threw on the 

first clean item of clothing he could find regardless of how wrinkled or misshapen it was.  

 So, when Genevieve Ross showed up at the recording studio, he imagined he looked like 

an unkempt disaster in dire need of a nap. Which is exactly what he wanted but couldn’t have.  

 He wasn’t used to unexpected visitors, so the knock at the door of the tiny recording studio 

had caught him by surprise. He recognized Genevieve not long after he’d opened the door. And 
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then he remembered: the glowing white aura surrounding her. Glaring and bright. Beautiful. 

Dangerous.  

 He stared at her with great intrigue for a long moment until she asked, “Have you ever 

heard of anyone disappearing into a cloud of purple smoke?” 

 A quick flash of Colin disappearing, and the memory dissipated. Pushing himself away 

from the door frame, he made a decision after a too-long beat of silence. “Why don’t you come on 

in and we’ll talk?” 

 Satisfied, Genevieve rolled into the studio and Patrick closed the door behind them. Now 

they sat facing each other as another blanket of silence descended upon them. Afraid to shatter it. 

A muted, comfortable quietude.  

 Patrick spoke first. “Tell me what you saw.” 

 Genevieve launched into the story, recounting her experience at the bustling Revue 

Nightclub. He had never been himself, only having heard of the place because it floated around in 

snippets of conversation with other Elixer University students.  

 “Then magic erupted from my fingers and creepy Tattoo Guy disappeared in a cloud of 

purple smoke! I’ve been trying to activate my powers since that night, but nothing ever happens. 

It doesn’t work.” 

 Patrick leaned back in his chair. “That’s quite a specific story.” 

 Genevieve deflated. “You don’t believe me, do you?” 
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 Oh, no, on the contrary, I really do. 

 “I didn’t say that,” Patrick replied quickly. But he still feared she would not believe him. 

They were still practically strangers after all.  

 Genevieve seemed to pick up on the change in his defensive tone. He was guarding 

something close to him. And he may just have to tell her…  

 “Yeah, it’s about what you’re not saying.” Genevieve shot back.  

 An uneasy feeling slithered inside Patrick as he considered how to approach this. How did 

he really know she wasn’t messing with him? 

 “Is this some kind of weird plea for attention to get on my podcast?” he asked. A stab of 

guilt momentarily washed over him when he saw her expression change.  

She paled in response to his question, color momentarily draining from her face. “What? 

No, of course not.” 

Patrick exhaled. Maybe he was being too hard on her. His expression softened slightly. 

“I’ve talked about what happened to my brother on the podcast before,” he said. “What you said 

about the purple smoke thing. It feels familiar.” 

This time, Genevieve looked genuinely surprised. “It does?” 

He nodded, a solemn and wistful expression on his face. He ran a hand through his tousled 

hair and sighed. “Yeah, but of course no one else believes me.” 
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Vulnerability spiderwebbed across his face. Pinpricks of tears at the edges of his eyes.  

Genevieve’s expression softened as well. Not pity or sympathy, not quite, but a kind of 

empathy. “I’m so sorry,” she replied. “Something happened to your brother?” 

Did she really not know? 

“Yeah, but I thought you already knew that from listening to my podcast.” 

A hint of pink blush spread across her cheeks. “I haven’t listened to your podcast that 

much,” Genevieve admitted. “I never heard anything about your brother. And I promise I’m not 

messing with you.” 

For a moment, Patrick contemplated what to do next. He wanted to believe her, that she 

had good intentions. Nothing nefarious. Yet being trusting also meant opening parts of himself he 

usually kept buried underneath his grief.  

Despite anxiety coursing through him, he took a deep breath and told her the truth. “My 

younger brother, Colin. He’d be about eighteen by now. When we were kids, I saw him…” he 

paused, closing his eyes at the sudden assault of painful memories. A tear escaped, rolling down 

his cheek. He hastily wiped it away before continuing. “I saw him disappear. In the park about a 

half an hour from here.” 

Silence enveloped them once more as an array of emotions passed over Genevieve’s face. 

Sadness lingered. “The police never found a body?” 

Patrick shook his head. “Nothing. No traces or remains anywhere. It’s like he just—” 
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“Vanished,” Genevieve finished for him.  

He couldn’t look at her and say what he was about to say next. Instead, he tore his gaze 

away and continued, attempting to keep his voice steady. “My parents didn’t believe me. No one 

did. I was diagnosed with PTSD, anxiety, and depression about six months after Colin’s 

disappearance. I’ve tried a variety of anti-depressants and anti-anxiety meds for years. Eventually 

I stopped talking about my brother. Until I started this podcast. Then I knew I had to say something. 

I couldn’t stay silent about it anymore. People might not believe in the supernatural, but grief is 

universal. Everyone has grieved an experience or lost someone.” 

“That day your brother disappeared at the park… was anyone else there when you—”  

“Yeah, some guy. Older than us, though,” Patrick replied. 

“Dark hair, tattoos, a general creepy vibe?” Genevieve asked.  

“I don’t remember any tattoos,” he said, visibly shuddering when thinking about the 

unfamiliar man and his nasty smirk. His wicked smile. The possessive hand on Colin’s shoulder. 

“The man I saw had lighter hair. Sandy brown.” 

Another beat of silence. 

“Doesn’t seem familiar to me,” Genevieve finally said. “But hey, maybe we can help each 

other.” 

It seemed they both had questions they needed answers to. Genevieve’s experience at the 

Revue Nightclub was so far the closest to his own. But why did an aura of white light surround 
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Genevieve the first time he saw her? Looking at her now, he didn’t see it at all. Had it been a trick 

of light? A momentary blip in his imagination? 

“Patrick?” Genevieve’s voice pulled him from his reverie. A stream of never-ending 

thoughts and hypothetical what-ifs.  

He blinked. “Sorry,” he said, clearing his thoughts, shaking them away. For now, he had 

to. “Where do we go from here?” 

# 

Patrick found Genevieve in a secluded corner of the Sip N’ Drip coffee shop the following 

day. They’d agreed to meet there and start doing some research. An attempt to unearth some 

answers to a myriad of questions.  

The only items on the table where Genevieve sat were a laptop and a medium iced caramel 

latte.  

He approached her table, taking a seat.  

“Thanks again for meeting with me,” Genevieve said. 

That morning, Patrick had showered, combed his hair, and put on clean clothes. So, he 

hoped he was less of a hot mess than he’d been the day before. Medication had leveled his mood 

and, for now, he felt okay. The nightmares and flashbacks lingering on the edges of fractured 

memories dampened somewhat, their blow lessening.  

“Well, we do have a mystery to solve,” he said. “And I want to help.” 
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Genevieve smirked at the reference. “Or maybe you just watched too much Scooby Doo 

growing up.” 

Patrick smiled sadly. “That was one of my childhood favorites. My brother and I used to 

watch reruns together.” 

A brotherly tradition. Something Patrick continued to watch in the years following Colin’s 

disappearance.  

He gestured to her laptop. “Did you find something useful? I’ve gone through the library 

archives many times already.” 

“I think we should talk to someone who runs the school paper. Not that they’ll believe the 

supernatural stuff, but they reported on some incidents that are a bit strange.”  

Genevieve turned her laptop in Patrick’s direction. He looked at the computer, scanning 

the articles.  

“What am I looking at?” he asked. 

“I’ve been doing some digging. There’s an article written last month about a student’s 

disappearance. The story was even picked up by the city newspaper.” 

“A missing student usually doesn’t signal supernatural phenomenon,” Patrick pointed out. 

Fatigue lingered at the edges of his vision, and he dug crescent shaped half moons into his palms 

to ground him in the present. A bad habit from many years ago.  
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“True, but listen to this,” Genevieve said. She turned the computer toward herself again, 

reading aloud from an article on the screen. “Not much is known about the disappearance of Elixer 

University student, Erica Rodriguez, a sophomore dance major, who was reportedly on her way to 

visit her boyfriend, Jake Ramos, in the apartment building two blocks from her dorm. Erica’s 

roommate, sophomore Theatre Arts major, Dana Stephens, was the last person to see her that day. 

She never made it to her boyfriend’s apartment and her cellphone went straight to voicemail. An 

unspecified source claims to have seen someone matching Erica’s description and then a flash of 

light immediately followed. After the flash cleared away, Erica could not be found. Rodriguez’s 

boyfriend declined to comment.” 

A plethora of conflicting thoughts ran through Patrick’s mind. Could this be connected to 

Colin? To what Genevieve saw? 

“Who wrote the article?” Patrick asked.  

“Nathan Moore. Senior journalism major and the editor-in-chief.” 

It was something to start with. A possible lead.  

He met Genevieve’s questioning gaze. “Why don’t we start with Nathan first?” 

# 

Six-year-old Colin ran into the living room where he found ten-year-old Patrick watching 

TV. “Whatcha watching?” Colin asked. 



 

 

141 

“Scooby Doo!” Patrick exclaimed, patting the empty space beside him. “Come watch it 

with me.” 

Colin ambled over, taking a seat beside his brother. The two watched a few episodes that 

were being re-broadcast on Cartoon Network. Colin yawned sleepily. It was nearing his bedtime.  

“Patrick?” Colin asked, breaking the comfortable silence that had fallen between them. 

Their laughter echoing in the room moments before.  

“Hmm?” Patrick mumbled. He was starting to get tired himself and his bedtime was only 

an hour later than his brother’s. Their parents would be reminding them of their bedtime soon 

enough.  

“Do the bad people win like that in real life?” Colin met his brother’s sleepy gaze.  

Patrick shrugged. “Sometimes, I guess. But good people usually save the day, solve the mystery.” 

Colin’s eyes went wide. “Can we solve a mystery?” 

Patrick laughed. “What kind of mystery? We don’t even have a dog!” 

“We can borrow one! My friend Jesse has one! He can be Shaggy!” 

“And who would we be?” Patrick asked. 

“You could be Fred, and I’ll be… Fred’s brother!” 

“And what kind of mystery would we solve?” 
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Colin paused, thinking. “Hmm… maybe why the house across the street is so creepy! Or 

why Mrs. Susan’s plants keep disappearing from the front yard. She loves those plants!” 

Just then, their mother came in to tell them it was Colin’s bedtime. Patrick usually played 

video games before bed.  

As Colin went into his room and Patrick followed him, Colin begged, “Please, Patrick! I 

want to solve a mystery!” 

“Not tonight, Colin. But maybe another day when we don’t have homework or too many 

chores.” 

That night, Patrick dreamed of solving mysteries in the neighborhood with Colin at his 

side. 
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CHAPTER SIX 

GENEVIEVE 

Later that day, Genevieve and Patrick met inside Elixer University’s journalism building. 

The newspaper offices were located on the second floor, so they took an elevator.  

Long corridors and dusty crevices winding through the spacious building led to the bustling 

newspaper office. They both entered an almost empty meeting room. Waiting for them was Nathan 

Moore, a Black man in his early twenties who exuded a professional demeanor.  

“I’m Nathan Moore, editor-in-chief of Elixer University News.” 

“Nice to meet you, Nathan,” Patrick said. “I’m Patrick. This is my friend, Genevieve.” 

The meeting room was bare. Not decorated or fancy. Stark white walls, peeling plaster. 

Impersonal. No awards or accolades made the room seem unwelcoming, too serious. More like a 

prison than a meeting room. In the center of the room was a long table. Polished wood. Chairs 

lined both sides.  

Nathan closed the door behind them. Patrick removed a chair, so Genevieve could sit at 

the table with them. Once Nathan took a seat, he asked, “What did you want to discuss with me?” 

Genevieve and Patrick exchanged glances before Genevieve spoke up. “We were 

wondering if you could tell us more about the article you wrote concerning Erica Rodriguez’s 

disappearance last month.” 
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A flicker of recognition crossed Nathan’s face, Erica’s name sparking a memory. “What 

about it? She disappeared. No one has been able to find her.” 

Genevieve wondered if Nathan knew something he hadn’t reported on. Sometimes 

journalists kept secrets buried. Things they didn’t want getting out. And Genevieve figured Nathan 

minimized his contact with the police. Again, she couldn’t blame him. He was a Black student 

journalist on a university campus. It left him vulnerable to racist comments and attacks.  

“Did the roommate report anything strange happening around the time of Erica’s 

disappearance?” Patrick asked.  

Nathan’s brow furrowed. “Something strange? No, why would—” Eyes widening, Nathan 

studied the two of them. His gaze shifted to Patrick in recognition as he snapped his fingers. “I 

knew you looked familiar,” he exclaimed. “You’re the one who runs the podcast about that witchy 

woo-woo shit!” 

Surprise creased Patrick’s features. The words tumbled out of his mouth, matching the 

shocked expression on his face. “You’ve listened to my podcast?” 

Nathan waved a hand in dismissal, shaking his head. “Nah, man. That shit isn’t for me. But 

you can rest assured there is nothing supernatural surrounding that woman’s disappearance.” 

Patrick pressed on, further incensed. “How can you be so sure? You also mentioned an 

unspecified source—” 
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“The case is closed,” Nathan said. “Police have stopped looking. You shouldn’t go 

snooping around in places you aren’t welcome.” 

He gets up. Opens the door, a no-nonsense expression on his face. “I think you should see 

yourselves out. We’re done here.” 

# 

 Shortly after their unsuccessful conversation with Nathan, Patrick and Genevieve found 

themselves wandering around the university quad. Not knowing what the next steps would be.  

 A light fall breeze sifted through the air. Brick buildings and sprawling lawns with lounging 

students all around them, several chatting and soaking up the midday sunshine. Completely 

unaware of the supernatural phenomenon happening on campus. Maybe ignorance really was 

something blissful after all.  

  “That was a giant bust,” Genevieve said. “I thought Nathan could have helped us.” 

 “That’s gonna be hard to believe if he doesn’t believe in ‘witchy woo-woo shit,” Patrick 

replied, using air quotes for extra emphasis. “He’s also probably trying to protect those affected 

by the case.” 

 “On the bright side, I don’t think we’ve hit a dead end just yet.” 

 “You think the roommate knows something?” Patrick asked. 
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 Genevieve pulled out her phone and typed in something. “I’ll try her Instagram. She got 

one of the lead roles in this semester’s production of Spring Awakening. I couldn’t even get one 

of the smaller roles, but I don’t think they give out that many roles to first semester freshman.” 

 They stopped underneath a tree. Patrick shielded his eyes from the incoming sunlight. A 

thoughtful expression crossed his face. “I didn’t realize you were a drama major.” 

 “Theatre Arts with an Acting concentration. I want to act in TV and film but there’s not 

really a program like that here. It’s really difficult to find a Screen Acting BFA program. Also, I 

wasn’t accepted into any private acting conservatories for TV and film, even though a bunch of 

agents and managers were at my senior showcase last year.” 

 Patrick’s smile was reassuring. “I’m sure you’ll take screens by storm someday.” 

 “If only acting conservatories and the broader entertainment industry would be more open-

minded to visibly disabled actors on screen. But that’s a conversation for another day.” 

 Although Genevieve appreciated his vote of confidence, her own wavered. It was a fickle 

industry and she had to work ten times harder than her nondisabled peers and classmates. She 

hadn’t had any successful auditions since the start of her college career. Yet she still dreamed of 

being the lead in a television drama series. Maybe some type of procedural or a sci-fi drama. A 

wheelchair user on a streaming or network series. She tried to turn her dreams into goals, but she 

hoped beyond hope that someday she would make an indelible mark on the entertainment industry. 

And not in an inspirational sort of way.  

Just then, Genevieve’s iPhone went off. She checked it. Smiled. Looked up at Patrick.  
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“Oh, hey, the roommate, Dana, has agreed to meet with us.” 

He smirked. “What did you tell her to make that happen?” 

She shrugged. “I told her the truth. We read about her roommate’s case and thought it was 

too cut and dry. We want to help.” 

“So, when is this meeting?” 

# 

The next day, Genevieve and Patrick met in the lobby of Dana’s dorm building. Old and 

run down, paint peeled off the walls and the space had a slight mildewy smell.  

It made Genevieve wince.  

Just then, a young blond woman approached them. Toned, tall and tan, she wore a track 

suit, and her hair was piled in a ponytail. “You two must be Patrick and Genevieve. I’m Dana. I’d 

invite you up to my dorm room, but it’s not wheelchair accessible, so I thought it’d be better to 

meet out here.” 

“Unfortunately, I’m used to places not being accessible,” Genevieve said. 

Dana shot her a look of pure sympathy. Something Genevieve absolutely loathed. She 

hated when people felt sorry for her or pitied her. 

“Why don’t we talk inside the campus library? The café will probably be too crowded right 

now,” Genevieve suggested instead.  
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Dana seemed to like that idea. “Sounds good. Lead the way.” 

# 

Ten minutes later, Genevieve, Patrick, and Dana gathered inside the Elixer University 

library. Shelves of books surrounded them, a variety of genres and categories. An avid reader, this 

place was one of Genevieve’s favorite spots on campus. She once told Ivy it felt like another home, 

and she always felt cozy amongst a pile of books if she wasn’t performing on stage or filming a 

scene for an on-camera acting workshop.  

Huddled in an alcove, a more secluded part of the library, the three of them spoke in hushed 

whispers.  

“Thanks so much for meeting with us,” Genevieve said. “I know we’re practically 

strangers, but—” 

“It’s actually been kind of frustrating not having anyone to talk to about Erica’s 

disappearance. I tried the counseling center on campus, but it’s just… I don’t think they’d 

understand, you know?” 

Patrick nodded. “I think I understand where you’re coming from. When I was younger, my 

brother… he… well… he disappeared. The police never found a body.” 

A different kind of sympathy, something more like empathy, passed over Dana’s face. “I’m 

so sorry. I can’t imagine losing a family member.” 

“Were you and Erica close?” Patrick asked.  
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Dana managed a small, sad smile. “We’ve been best friends since middle school. Sure, we 

had our ups and downs, but when we decided to go to the same university together, I think it 

cemented our bond even more.” For a moment, Dana paused as if unsure what to say next. As if 

something weighed on her mind before she continued on. “I still use she/her pronouns, but a few 

months ago I came out to Erica as nonbinary, and she was so accepting. She was the first friend I 

told. Now all my friends know. But I haven’t told my parents yet. It’s just easier to tell your peers, 

you know?” 

“Thank you for telling us,” Patrick said. 

“I’m glad you feel safe enough to tell us,” Genevieve added. Then paused a moment before 

continuing. They needed answers, but she also didn’t want to rush Dana or make her feel 

uncomfortable in any way. “If you know her that well, then you must know about her boyfriend, 

Jake. His name was mentioned in the article I found, but he declined an interview.” 

“Jake doesn’t like a lot of attention,” Dana replied.  

“How often did they meet?” Genevieve asked. “Did Erica talk about him often?” 

“They met last year when we were freshman. He was a sophomore and on the school tennis 

team.” 

Still, this wasn’t enough information to go on, so Genevieve pressed on, feeling like a 

modern-day Sherlock Holmes. Maybe it’d be worth rewatching a few seasons of Elementary. She 

wasn’t prepared to play the role of detective, yet in this instance she certainly felt like one. “Did 

they get into a lot of arguments when they were dating?” 
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Dana shrugged and shook her head no. “I don’t think so. I’m sure they had fights here and 

there, but Erica never mentioned anything major. I really don’t think Jake would hurt Erica.” 

 Genevieve decided to take a more personal approach. “What about you? You’re a Theatre 

Arts major, right?”  

 “Yeah,” Dana replied, a hint of recognition sparkled in her eyes. “I didn’t want to say 

anything before, but I thought you looked familiar. I must have seen you at Spring Awakening 

auditions.” 

 Genevieve smiled. “You probably have.” 

 Dana glanced at Patrick, studying him for a moment. “You look familiar, too. Don’t you 

have a podcast or something?” 

 Patrick nodded, lighting up in a way Genevieve hadn’t noticed before. “I do. It’s called All 

Things Weird and Wonderful. I investigate all kinds of supernatural or paranormal phenomenon.” 

 A faraway look haunts Dana’s expression, almost wistful. “Erica used to listen to your 

podcast. She loved that kind of stuff.” Realization creases her features suddenly. “Wait. Is that the 

real reason you’re here? You think something… something supernatural is responsible for Erica’s 

disappearance?” 

 Genevieve saw the look of alarm in Dana’s eyes, the disbelief. It was something she 

recognized. “We can’t be sure, but we’re wondering.” 

 “You were interviewed by Nathan Moore for the article in the paper,” Patrick pointed out.  
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 Dana shrugged. “Yeah, so?” 

 Genevieve pulled out her phone. “Do you know anything about the unconfirmed source 

that was mentioned in the article?” She searched for a link before giving her phone to Dana, 

watching as Dana scrolled through the article. After a few minutes, Dana gave the phone back to 

Genevieve. 

 “No. I’m sorry,” she said. “I don’t know anything about that.” 

 Dana was becoming increasingly uncomfortable, shifting in the library chair. She looked 

as though she could be easily spooked if the right circumstance set her off. 

 Genevieve sighed, silently vowing to tread more carefully. Dana clearly hadn’t fully 

processed the trauma of losing her best friend and it showed in her body language, the way she 

curled into herself, discomfort clear across her face.  

 “If something supernatural or paranormal is responsible for Erica’s disappearance…” Dana 

shook her head. Tears welled up in her eyes. “I’ve never believed in the paranormal stuff like Erica 

has. It sounds so ridiculous to me.” She dabbed her eyes with a Kleenex. “I just… I want her to be 

okay.” 

 Suddenly, Dana’s phone chimed. She checked it, eyes widening. “Shit. I’m on the track 

team and there’s a meeting I totally forgot about. I need to go.” 

 She stood up, anxious to get away. If Genevieve didn’t do something now. Her hand goes 

up in a reflex.  
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 “Dana, wait! Can we—”  

 As Genevieve’s voice floated through the air, a burst of white magic erupted from the palm 

of her hand. Books began flying off the shelves, landing haphazardly around them.  

 Unable to dodge the onslaught of books, one of them hit Dana.  

 “Ow!” she exclaimed, rubbing her arm in discomfort. She looked at Genevieve, horrified. 

“You… you have…” 

 “Dana…” Genevieve pleaded.  

 But Dana was already retreating, already backing away. “No. Stay away from me. Please.”  

 She didn’t look back at Genevieve or Patrick. Instead, Dana ran. Disappearing behind 

another towering bookshelf before Genevieve could say anything or Patrick could attempt to go 

after her.  

 But what was the point? It was clear she didn’t want to talk anymore anyway. They would 

have to keep investigating on their own and maybe Dana wasn’t as much of a lead as Genevieve 

initially thought.  

 Patrick’s eyes widened, round as saucers, at the scene before him in amazement as if taking 

in the incredible reality of Genevieve’s abilities. It was, after all, the first time he’d witnessed 

Genevieve’s powers in action.  

 As the mess of books settled around them, pages fluttering and covers slamming shut, 

Genevieve stared at her hand in equal parts terror and awe.  
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 “Shit.” 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 

PATRICK 

 Patrick stared at Genevieve for a long beat. “Wow.” 

 “That… wasn’t supposed to happen. I still don’t know how to control them!” Genevieve 

was exasperated, staring at her hands and then at the mess around her. “And now I screwed it all 

up with Dana.” 

 “No, you didn’t,” he replied. “She just freaked out. We should give her some time to cool 

off. You said it yourself… you didn’t know that was going to happen.” 

 “Can you take me back to my dorm? I’m tired of being Nancy Drew.” 

 He chuckled. “Of course. Let’s go.” 

Once he got Genevieve back to her dorm, Patrick promised he’d do some digging into the 

library’s archives, hoping he could come across something that would signal tangible proof of 

supernatural phenomenon, even if only briefly mentioned or alluded to.  

 Alone in his apartment with his bedroom door closed and the windows shuttered, he opened 

his laptop, clicked away from his media studies seminar paper, and began scouring through the 

library archives. He had scrambled to finish the essay for his media studies seminar a few nights 

ago, but at least it was done and turned in. Now, he clicked through pages and pages of information, 

hoping to come across some tiny nugget of something useful. He much preferred doing this type 

of research instead of homework. Anything that could possibly bring him closer to his brother.  
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 Beside him, his iPhone buzzed. A text message illuminated the screen.  

 He checked it.  

 Seth.  

 The text read: Wanna hang out tonight? 

 Okay, he typed back. Where should we meet? 

 What about that new action movie at the theatre downtown? 

 Patrick sighed. He really didn’t want to go see an action movie, but he wanted to spend 

some time with his best friend. Get his mind off… whatever this was for a little while.  

 He closed his laptop. Research would have to wait. Just one night without thinking about 

the podcast or the implications of Genevieve’s powers.  

 Picking up his phone again, he typed: What time should I meet you? 

# 

 Light rain splattered the pavement as Patrick arrived at the movie theatre a few blocks from 

campus.  

 Seth stood at the entrance, waiting.  

 Even though Seth was into indie films, he also appreciated mainstream films and was a 

huge fan of action and thriller films.  
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 They went inside the theatre, ordered popcorn slathered in butter and large sodas before 

getting seats.  

 The plush red seats were not as comfortable as Patrick remembered them to be. He 

munched on some popcorn and Seth gulped down some soda before turning to him.  

 “I’m glad you came,” Seth said.  

 “You act like we never see each other,” Patrick said. “We see each other all the time.” 

 “But we don’t get to hang out like this. Remember freshman year when we would get those 

slushies at 7-Eleven or talk about how to get Comic Con badges?” 

 Patrick sighed. “We’ve still never been able to get Comic Con badges. We try every year!” 

 “My point is… you’re always so busy with the podcast and it’s like you’ve forgotten how 

to chill. I know you have work at the Sip and Drip, but between that and the podcast—” 

 “I thought you didn’t want to talk about the podcast.” 

 Seth took another sip of soda, then grabbed a handful of popcorn. “I don’t, but you’ve 

changed since you started it. It’s like you’re not even the same person anymore.” 

 Hearing those words from his best friend’s mouth made his heart want to shatter. Instead, 

he fought back tears just as the theatre went dark and the previews rolled.  

 “Let’s just enjoy the movie,” Patrick replied sharply. 
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 After too many previews, the film finally began, and the tense conversation between the 

two friends was seemingly forgotten as their eyes stayed glued to the screen.  

 For about an hour, Patrick didn’t think about the podcast or the revelation of Genevieve’s 

powers or the growing tension between him and Seth as the action movie played. But that all 

changed when a particular scene in the movie made a sudden realization come over Patrick and he 

almost dropped the bucket of popcorn he was steadily munching on.  

  Action movies were not Patrick’s favorite. He much preferred anything with a fantasy or 

supernatural element. It’s why he started his podcast.  

 But he’d agreed to go to the movie because he wanted to spend more time with Seth. Now, 

though, he was beginning to question whether he’d made the right decision.  

 It was the middle of the movie and two of the characters were coming up against each other 

in a classic mid-movie battle. One character was dressed sharply in a black leather ensemble and 

the other character wore a pair of faded jeans and a collared shirt. It wasn’t a medieval movie, or 

something set in an unusual time, so there was no need for specific period clothes or ostentatious 

plates of armor. They were standing on a rooftop, like one eerily similar to the Revue Nightclub.  

 Black Leather spoke emphatically to Faded Jeans Guy. “You can’t save me, brother. I know 

you tried, but you can’t. It’s too late for me. I’m sorry.” 

 Tears welled up in Patrick’s eyes at this scene. It sparked something in him, and he couldn’t 

sit still. His palms were sweaty. He suddenly felt very uncomfortable, the scene playing out on the 
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screen hitting too close to home. A torrent of anxiety. Reminders of the past invading his present. 

He had to get out of there. “Seth… I gotta go…” 

 Patrick left his popcorn bucket and bolted out of the theatre.  

 Once back at his apartment, he got on his computer and started doing research. Sure 

enough, he had found what he was looking for.  

 As soon as he saw it, he knew he needed to call Genevieve right away. Plus, he still had to 

talk to her about her newfound powers.  

  Patrick gasped at what he saw on his computer. “Oh, wow.” 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 

GENEVIEVE  

 Back in her dorm room, Genevieve had her laptop open, typing furiously. She felt restless 

and adjusted her glasses. Maybe she could distract herself by working on her paper for Theatre 

History. Or maybe she could work on something for an upcoming audition. Anything to keep her 

distracted her from what happened at the library earlier that afternoon.  

 It reminded her of the incident with Eva at the nightclub. She had tried reaching out to Eva 

after first meeting with Patrick, but when Genevieve brought up what had occurred that night, Eva 

shut down and made it clear not to bother her again. So, that had been a dead end.  

 Now, an unfortunately timed Facetime call from Patrick appeared on her phone. Sighing, 

she took the call, even though she wasn’t in the mood.  

 “What do you want, Patrick?” Annoyance laced her tone. She should have let Patrick’s call 

go to voicemail, but for some reason she felt compelled to answer.  

 He spoke in a gentle, concerned tone as if afraid he might spook her. “Genevieve, we 

should talk about your magic. I think—”   

 But Genevieve was too upset to acknowledge the concern in his voice. Instead, she lashed 

out. “What is there to say about it? I have these powers and they seem to get activated during 

heightened times of emotion. That’s it.” 

 Patrick’s tone remained gentle. “Don’t you want to know more—”  
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 She bristled, impatient. “Why do you think I came to you?” 

 More than anything, she wished she could control her powers. She had hoped Patrick might 

have some answers. But now, she found herself conflicted. Patrick’s next words seemed to settle 

the emotions about her powers but left her more unsettled in other ways.  

 “I can’t shake the feeling that something about this is bigger than the both of us. It’s not 

just about your magical abilities or my podcast. More is at stake.” 

 Genevieve took a moment to consider this. A breath. She was getting herself too worked 

up, thinking only about her own predicament, but Patrick was right. “Like people’s lives…” she 

said. “Erica, your brother…” 

 “Exactly. But, I called you because I’ve been doing some digging of my own. That’s what 

I was calling about, too. The university library has these archives and—”  

 A loud knock came from Genevieve’s front door and reverberated through her dorm room, 

interrupting the conversation. It startled her, making her jump.  

 Only Ivy would knock that loud.  

 “Damn it. That must be Ivy. I’ll call you, later, okay?” 

 Genevieve didn’t wait for Patrick’s response. Instead, she ended the call. Slammed her 

laptop shut.  

 “Give me a minute!” she called out, unsure if Ivy or whoever the person was on the other 

side of the door would hear, but it was worth saying it anyway.  
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 She rolled to the front door. Opened it.  

 Ivy stood there, decked out. She wore a sparkly black top paired with a black miniskirt and 

a cute pair of dressy black boots. Cherry red lipstick was smeared generously across her lips along 

with a swath of dark purple eye shadow.  

 “There you are!” Ivy exclaimed, chewing some bubble gum, and blowing out a perfectly 

round pink bubble before popping it. “It’s like you’re never at your dorm anymore.” 

 Genevieve felt her face flush. “Yeah, lots of homework,” she lied. “Sorry about that.” 

 Ivy scoffed, rolling her eyes. “I know you have homework, but there’s no way you have 

more homework than me when I’m double majoring in Chem and Bio. Can I come in?” 

 Genevieve eyed Ivy’s ensemble skeptically. This was a lot, even for Ivy who loved to go 

out. Besides, Genevieve didn’t feel like going out at all. Something unsettling roiled in her stomach 

between the discovery of her magic and the interrupted phone call with Patrick. “Aren’t you going 

somewhere? Going back to that club again?” 

 Ivy’s eyes twinkled in the dim light of the hallway. “Or maybe I’ll just crash Candy’s 

sorority party. She’ll love that.” 

 At the sound of Candy’s name, Genevieve’s stomach flipped. Of course that’s something 

Ivy would do. Always trying to fit in. Genevieve tried to school her features into something 

resembling nonchalance, but that seemed lost on Ivy.  

 “But first,” Ivy said. “I think we should talk.” 
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 Genevieve sighed, rolling her wheelchair back as Ivy stepped inside and the door snapped 

shut with a firm click. Dread crept into the pit of Genevieve’s stomach. She didn’t like wherever 

this conversation was headed.  

# 

 Once inside Genevieve’s bedroom, Ivy lingered by her desk as Genevieve parked her 

wheelchair next to her bed. The tension in the room simmered, almost as if hanging like unused 

magic, thick and heavy like honey oozing from a jar or sticky globs of creamy peanut butter.  

 Ivy’s eyes softened, some of her earlier demeanor dissipating in her stance. “I’ve missed 

you, Genevieve.” 

 “I’ve missed you, too, Ivy.” 

 A look of concern creased Ivy’s face. “You’ve barely responded to my texts since that 

night at the club.” 

 Crap.  

Genevieve tensed. “I’ve been investigating some stuff with Patrick and—”  

 “Wait. The podcast guy?” Ivy interrupted, eyes widening in surprise. Incredulity spread 

across her features. “That’s who you’ve been spending all your time with?” 

 How could she possibly explain what was happening? 



 

 

163 

 She drew a sharp intake of breath. “Something is going on, Ivy. But it’s bigger than me. 

Bigger than—”  

 “I don’t understand why you think that gives you a free pass to ignore me!” Hurt washed 

over Ivy, a contrast to the makeup highlighting the intricacies of her skin.  

 “It’s not intentional,” Genevieve replied. “I want to hang out with you, Ivy. I really, really 

do.” More than anything, she hoped Ivy could hear the sincerity in her voice. She would have 

much preferred hanging out with Ivy than investigating with Patrick like two college-aged 

Ghostbusters. 

 “Doesn’t seem like it if your new podcast boy toy is more important,” Ivy shot back.  

 Genevieve’s expression morphed into anger. Something inside of her snapped. “He’s not 

my boy toy. We’re not dating. It’s not like that!” 

 Ivy crossed her arms over her chest. “What is this really about, Genevieve? What are you 

not telling me?” 

 She hesitated. “You wouldn’t understand.” 

 “What wouldn’t I understand?” 

 A long beat as Genevieve struggled. She didn’t know how she was going to say what she 

wanted to say. But she had to try. “It’s hard to explain. Besides, I really should be studying.” 
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 Ivy rolled her eyes. “It just seems like you don’t want to hang out with me at all. Every 

time I invite you to a party, you usually say no. Or what about that fancy gala event a week ago 

for freshman and sophomores? You were never like this in high school.” 

 “I was never like what?” 

 “You never avoided me like this. I’m sure you’ve seen the library more times than we’ve 

hung out.” 

 That comment stung. Genevieve shook her head. “That’s just not true! I do want to spend 

time with you. I went to that nightclub with you!” 

 Ivy huffed, impatient. “That was one time! We were inseparable in high school. Seriously, 

what’s going on with you?” 

 Genevieve could feel tears starting to form. They didn’t fall. She couldn’t let them. Instead, 

she lashed out. “Maybe I don’t like that you party so much.” 

 “What else are you supposed to do in college? No parents, no curfews, it’s great!” 

 Genevieve couldn’t even look at her best friend. She wanted to leave the room. Instead, 

she said, “No, it isn’t.” 

 “What happened to us, Genevieve?” 

 What was happening to them? Genevieve loved Ivy, but lately it just seemed like they were 

going in two different directions. A friendship slowly dissolving, drifting away.  
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 “I don’t know,” Genevieve replied honestly.  

 Realization lit up Ivy’s face. “I was right. You think you have magic. Or some kind of 

powers. That’s what this is about, isn’t it?”  

 Genevieve couldn’t bring herself to say anything. Instead, she looked away.  

 “Wow, Genevieve. I knew you wanted to talk to that guy, but then I thought you put all 

that behind you.” 

 “But how could I when I don’t know what’s going on with me?” 

 Ivy rolled her eyes, exasperated as she threw her hands up in frustration. “You don’t have 

magic! You don’t have powers!” 

 “You don’t know that!” Genevieve pointed out. “You’ve never seen me use them.” 

 “Fine! Then show me!” 

 “It doesn’t work like that. I don’t know how to control them yet.” 

 Ivy narrowed her eyes at Genevieve, studying her. “Are you doing this for attention, then? 

Mad because you didn’t get the lead in the school play so you’re living in a fantasy world?” 

 Ivy’s accusation cut through Genevieve the way a serrated knife cut through butter, and 

she felt a part of her melt, shoulders sagging in defeat. Still, she had to try and convince her friend, 

even in desperation. “Come on, Ivy. That’s ridiculous.” 
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 Her best friend turned away from her. “I have to go. I’m going to crash Candy’s sorority 

party. At least I’m living in the real world.” 

 Ivy stormed out of Genevieve’s room, heading directly for the front door.  

 Genevieve rushed after her. Tears stung her eyes. Ivy’s words had cleaved her heart in half. 

“Please don’t go!” she begged.  

 Frustrated, as she swiped at the tears in her eyes with her left hand, a beam of bright white 

magic suddenly appeared and left Genevieve’s palm. It dovetailed toward the front door and 

banged it open with a dramatic whoosh—and almost hit Ivy in the process.  

 Oh, no. Holy shit. Holy shit.  

 Ivy stood still for a moment. Frozen. Speechless.  

 Genevieve found herself relieved for a fraction of a second when Ivy slowly turned to face 

her, and she seemed unharmed.  

 Ivy’s voice shook with trepidation, waving. “What… How… That door almost—”  

 “I can explain!” Genevieve said, desperation clinging to her tone. “Or, at least, I can try. 

Just… stay.” 

 Tears formed in Ivy’s eyes. Her shock didn’t waver. In fact, it only seemed to grow as 

Genevieve noticed a complete and total transformation of her best friend’s persona. Genevieve’s 

secret was out, and now she had to deal with whatever repercussions were about to happen.  
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 Genevieve steeled herself to face the truth. Maybe now she could finally get Ivy to 

understand why she’d been spending so much time with Patrick. Maybe the three of them could— 

 “No, no, I have to go,” Ivy said, barely giving Genevieve a departing glance before she 

bolted out the door.  

 “Ivy, Ivy, wait!” The uneasiness in Genevieve’s stomach roiled in full force now as she 

choked back more tears, as a few escaped and tracked down her cheeks. She watched Ivy get away 

as fast as she possibly could.  

 If coming to terms with her magic meant losing her best friend, then was having magic 

even worth it? 
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CHAPTER NINE 

PATRICK 

 Patrick met Genevieve in the recording studio the next day. After bolting out of the movie 

with Seth, which lead to Patrick’s discovery searching the library archives when he got home, he 

called Genevieve immediately.  

 But Genevieve had ended the call abruptly.  

 Later, she texted him and apologized.  

 Now they were in the recording studio where Patrick usually broadcast All Things Weird 

and Wonderful. However, this time, nothing was being recorded. Everything had been turned off.  

 Their voices sounded hollow in the soundproof space.  

 Patrick’s laptop sat nearby. He was anxious to show Genevieve what he found.  

 But when she’d rolled in a few minutes earlier, a melancholy expression was etched in her 

features. Eyes downcast, she looked so sad. As if she were holding back tears.  

 Finally, she said, “Why did you want to meet here instead of the library?”  

 “Soundproof walls,” Patrick replied, glancing around the space that had become like a 

second home to him. Sometimes he spent more time here than in his apartment or at least it felt 

that way sometimes. “Figured we’d have more privacy this way. And we don’t have to whisper.” 

 “Makes sense.”    
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 Patrick studied her, the change in her mood was a cause for concern. He didn’t even know 

if they were friends yet, but they were getting to know each other better and this was not the 

Genevieve he first met nor the bubbly, fiery person he’d come to know.  

 “Everything okay?” he asked.  

 Genevieve finally met his gaze and sadness pooled in her brown orbs.   

 She stared at him. “Not really. First Dana storms out on us and my magic goes awry, then 

my best friend Ivy doesn’t believe me when I tried to tell her and—”  

 “You lost control of your magic again,” Patrick replied quietly. 

 “The front door almost hit her on her way out. I’ve been texting her since last night and 

she hasn’t responded.” 

 “Give her some time. It’s a lot to understand.” 

 Genevieve hesitated for a beat and then finally said, “If I’d known magic comes with the 

price of losing your friends, then maybe it’s not as cool as I thought.” 

 Patrick holds her gaze for a long beat, the silence a lead weight between them. He’d had 

enough conversations with Seth about the podcast to understand how she felt. He hadn’t called 

Seth back since he’d bolted from the movie theatre, conveniently ignoring all his texts and calls.  

 “For what it’s worth, I’ll be your friend. If you want me to be that is.” 
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 Genevieve managed a small smile. “It’s just nice to have someone who understands…” 

She waved her hand around. “All this stuff, you know?” 

 Patrick nodded. “I understand completely. I was always considered a weird kid being into 

supernatural and paranormal stuff so young. It can be isolating.” 

 A moment of silent understanding seemed to pass between them, each lost in their own 

thoughts, their own worries and fears.  

 Genevieve gestured to his laptop. “You were saying yesterday that you found something?” 

 “Yeah, I think I did.” 

 Patrick pulled his laptop closer as Genevieve scooted next to him. The screen flickered to 

life as the university website popped up on the screen.  

 “The school’s newspaper and research archives go back pretty far. I’m certainly not an 

architecture major, but I got curious about what had been built here before the university. This 

university has only been around since 1950s.” 

 Genevieve’s eyes widened. “You mean, something was built here before the school and 

surrounding area?” 

 “Yeah, and I think this area was used for something connected to paranormal or 

supernatural phenomenon.” 

 Something in Genevieve’s eyes sparkled in wonder and curiosity. She leaned forward, 

intrigued. “Like a Hellmouth?” 



 

 

171 

 Patrick was amused by this, a smile forming on his lips. “Ah, big Buffy fan, are you?” 

 “I’ve watched a few seasons.” 

 Still amused, Patrick leaned back in his chair. “I’m sorry to tell you, but I’m pretty sure 

vampires aren’t involved in any of this.” 

 She seemed to visibly relax, demeanor brightening slightly. “That’s a relief.” 

 “I’ve come across a lot of articles about people disappearing. It doesn’t always mention a 

flash or purple smoke, but—”  

 “At least we have something to work with,” Genevieve replied.  

 “Exactly.” 

 She grimaced, gazing at Patrick questioningly. “But it still doesn’t explain where my 

powers came from.” 

 He drummed his fingers on the table, considering this. For someone so invested in 

supernatural phenomenon, he wished he could have a better answer. “Could be connected, but I 

don’t know how yet.” 

 “Maybe we should go back to Nathan’s article,” Genevieve suggested. “Can you pull that 

up?” 

 “Yeah, definitely.” Patrick searched for the article, the clicking of computer keys echoing 

through the small space. He turned the laptop in Genevieve’s direction. “Here it is.” 
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 He watched as Genevieve scanned the article on his laptop.  

 “Hey, I remember something,” he said. “Before you came to see me, I got a weird call 

during my podcast. I’m used to my fair share of nasty callers, but this one was odd.” 

 Genevieve met Patrick’s gaze. His words seemed to pique her interest as she looked more 

intrigued. “Odd how?” 

 “It was a distorted voice. It didn’t even sound like a real voice. But it gave me a warning. 

It said that changes were happening. People were already disappearing by then.” 

 Genevieve looked puzzled by this. “You don’t know who it could have been?” 

 Patrick shook his head. “No idea.” 

 A beat of silence passed over them until— 

 “Wait,” Genevieve said, curiosity spreading over her face. “Try searching for something 

about the Revue Nightclub.”  

 “The place where you first saw the purple smoke?” 

 She nodded. “Yeah, that’s the one.” 

 Patrick leaned over, typing away on his keyboard. Searched. Scrolled. “I think I found 

something,” he said. 
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 They both scan the article, which Genevieve read aloud, “This year’s Fall City Bash, a 

celebration of the pumpkins and the fall season, will be held this coming Friday at the Revue 

Nightclub, an 18 and over club located near Elixer University.” 

 She stopped reading and looked over at Patrick. 

 “You think there will be another supernatural attack?” he asked. 

“Don’t know. But maybe we should go and investigate anyway. Maybe there’s a reason 

the supernatural attack I saw happened there.” Fear creased Genevieve’s features as she suddenly 

paled. “Oh, no.” 

 She pulled out her phone, scrolling for a moment.   

 “Genevieve, what is it?” Concern seeped through Patrick’s voice, a pang of worry for his 

new friend.  

 “Shit! Ivy will be there!” She exclaimed. “I saw her post something on her Instagram stories 

about it earlier today.” She held up her phone and showed him the post.  

 “Call her,” Patrick said. “Tell her not to go.” 

 “She won’t respond to my texts. What makes you think she’s going to respond to my calls? 

She’s been avoiding me ever since the incident at my dorm. I need to make sure she’s okay.” 

 Patrick sighed. He felt so bad for Genevieve who was now placed in this precarious 

position. And yet, a part of him couldn’t help but feel like he wasn’t useful at all. Especially 

because he wasn’t the only one with powers, but he’d built so much of his sense of self with the 



 

 

174 

podcast. “If you can’t get in touch with her, I guess that means we’re going to the Fall Bash 

tonight.” 

# 

 Patrick didn’t own any super fancy clothes but wore a dress shirt with a collar and a black 

blazer paired with black slacks. He didn’t think ripped jeans would be appropriate attire. He met 

Genevieve outside the nightclub, threads of loud music already pulsing from inside.  

Decked out in a simple, lacy black blouse and a black shirt, she looked dressed up just enough for 

a night out. He noticed when she pulled out a pair of earplugs and put them in her ears, but he 

didn’t say anything or ask if the noise made her uncomfortable.  

 “Wow, you look really nice,” Patrick said. 

 “Thanks,” she replied. “Love the blazer.” 

 But they weren’t here for fun. They were on a mission.  

 A bored looking bouncer with a scraggly, unkempt beard was checking IDs at the front 

door.  

 Patrick glanced at Genevieve. “Ready to go in?” 

 A determined look set in her face. “Let’s do this.” 

 The bouncer barely glanced at their IDs before waving them inside.  

# 
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 The nightclub was packed. Multicolored lights streamed throughout the club. Hordes of 

people of various ethnicities, gender identities, and body types danced to the pulsating beat of the 

music. Some people danced closely, grinding up against each other.  

 Patrick and Genevieve stayed close to each other with Patrick clearing the way to make 

sure people didn’t tumble into Genevieve. They made their way to the bar, winding through a 

crowd of rowdy patrons.  

 He removed a chair for Genevieve and took a seat on the stool beside her.  

 She pressed a button on her wheelchair’s joystick control pad and her wheelchair elevated 

to meet the bar’s smooth tabletop.  

 Finally, she met Patrick’s gaze.  

 He shouted over the aching beat of pulsing music. “Any sign of your friend?” 

 Genevieve shook her head. “Not yet.” 

 “Maybe she won’t show up.” 

 “It’s a big bash,” Genevieve replied. “Trust me, she’ll show up. She might be double 

majoring and study hard, but she wouldn’t miss a huge party.” 

 Patrick cocked his head, looking around, then shifted his gaze back to her. “Show me a 

picture of her and then maybe we should split up to look for her?” 
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 Genevieve pulled out her phone and scrolled for a moment. Handed the phone to Patrick. 

“Here’s a recent photo of her.” 

 Patrick clocked the photo and gave the phone back to Genevieve. “Got it.” 

 “I think I’m going to stay here for a few minutes,” she said. “Ivy really likes Shirley 

Temples. She might stop by the bar.” 

 “That’s a good idea.” Patrick glanced in the other direction, onto the sprawling dance floor 

where sweaty bodies danced and congregated. “Plus, the dance floor looks a little crowded.” 

 Genevieve shifted in her wheelchair, looking uncomfortable. “I could do without drunk 

people falling on top of me. So hard to navigate in a space like this.” 

 “Understandable,” Patrick nodded. “Tell you what… I’ll meet you back here in like…” He 

checked the time on his iPhone. “Twenty minutes?” 

 “Sounds good.” 

 Patrick stood up and bid Genevieve goodbye, disappearing into the crowd.  

# 

 Patrick wove through the crowd on the dance floor, looking for any signs of Ivy.  

 He knew Ivy didn’t have any abilities like Genevieve and was skeptical of Genevieve’s 

sudden, unusual abilities.  
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 But he also hated seeing Genevieve so upset in the short time he’d come to know her and 

found himself hoping that maybe Ivy would come around to the idea of Genevieve’s powers.  

 The music continued to blare as he pushed closer to the DJ, a skinny guy with short brown 

hair and a seemingly charming personality as he chatted with a blond woman who’d approached 

him. He watched as they flirted shamelessly and the woman’s blond ringlets bounced against her 

shoulders, throwing her head back in laughter at words the DJ enticed her.  

 Shifting his gaze back to the dance floor, he felt lost in the sea of gyrating bodies. He 

couldn’t blame Genevieve. As a non-visibly disabled person, the swell of the crowd made him 

want to dash toward the bathroom. His anxiety was mounting, pulse jumping.  

 Where was she? 

 Suddenly, someone bumped into him. The nonbinary person was white with black hair who 

looked unsteady on their feet.  

 “Watch it!” they said, slurring their words.  

 “Sorry, sorry,” he mumbled, though he doubted they could hear him over the crushing 

pulse of music that made the dance floor vibrate.  

 He made his way along the perimeter of the dance floor. Being in the middle of the crowd 

had been a terrible idea.  

 The music slowed then, from a fast-paced tune that sounded like ska to a slower, more 

jazzy number.  
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 “This one’s for all you romantics out there!” the DJ said into the microphone as a few 

cheers erupted from the crowd. Patrick saw the DJ throw a wink at the blond woman who giggled.  

 Out of the corner of his eye, he saw a flash of something. Someone was leading a Korean 

American girl with glossy black hair off the dance floor and to the elevators. It was only a brief 

second, a mere glimpse, but it had to be her.  

 Ivy.  

 And just like that, she disappeared into the crowd.  
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CHAPTER TEN 

GENEVIEVE  

 After Patrick was swallowed up by the crowd, Genevieve looked around for any sign of 

her best friend. Her eyes darted toward the nightclub entrance.  

 Maybe she just hasn’t arrived yet.  

 “Excuse me?” 

 A young man’s voice caught Genevieve’s attention. She turned to find the young man in 

question. There was something enticing about him, but Genevieve couldn’t figure out what. He 

had slicked black hair and a charming smirk on his handsome features. He took a stool opposite 

her and smiled.  

 “Okay that I sit here?” he asked.  

 “Go ahead.” 

 “What are you doing here all by yourself?” 

 Genevieve hesitated at first, unsure of how much she should say to the charming stranger. 

But something about him made her want to tell him the truth. “Actually, I’m waiting for a friend 

to show up.” 

 “Well, mind if I buy you a drink while you wait?” 
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 This took Genevieve by surprise. Did she really look twenty-one? Was it her hair? Her 

makeup? “How do you know I’m old enough to drink?” 

 “I’m a lucky guesser,” he replied. “Unless you want a soda.” 

 “I don’t even know your name,” Genevieve said.  

 The charming stranger smiled. “I’m Matthew. And you are?” 

 Although he looked her age, he sounded a few years older.  

 Genevieve’s face flushed. “I’m Genevieve.” 

 They shook hands briefly.  

 “Awesome. Can I buy you a drink now?” he asked. 

 “Bold of you to assume I want one.” 

 “You seem like you could definitely use one,” he replied. 

 She found herself struck by his boldness and audacity. She still couldn’t tell if he was trying 

to flirt with her or genuinely interested. Maybe both.  

 Genevieve didn’t always know she was asexual. It was something she discovered in high 

school while scrolling through Tumblr posts and tweets wondering why she didn’t feel attracted 

to people in the “conventional” sense. Once she discovered more about asexuality, it became 

something she could identify with and she also realized she was biromantic, attracted to at least 

two genders. Although she never seriously dated in high school, knowing she was asexual 
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answered a lot of her own doubts about how she experienced attraction. She wasn’t interested in 

having sex with anyone and attractions to anyone romantically was extremely rare.  

 She sighed. “Okay, fine. Order me a Dr. Pepper.” 

 “You got it,” Matthew said, winking at her.  

 His action made Genevieve uncomfortable, and she shifted awkwardly in her wheelchair. 

She supposed she could excuse herself and disappear into the crowd, but Patrick was going to 

come back, and she didn’t want him to worry and go looking for her.  

 Still, she wondered if she should excuse herself and maybe go to the bathroom. Maybe 

touch up her makeup. Wasn’t that normally what girls did in bathrooms? She genuinely had no 

idea since she had only come to this club once before with Ivy and wasn’t sure if there was proper 

nightclub etiquette.  

 Was Matthew going to hit on her? 

 As she processed the flurry of thoughts in her mind, Matthew motioned the bartender over.  

 Genevieve instantly recognized him as the same overworked bartender who had been 

working the night she came with Ivy.  

 He sauntered up to Matthew. “Something I can get started for you?” 

 “A Coke for me,” Matthew replied smoothly, then gestured to her. “And a Dr. Pepper for 

this lovely lady here.” 
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 Maybe he’s also not old enough to drink, she thought. Unless he really doesn’t like alcohol 

or is trying to be polite and not get drunk.  

 It was hard to gauge his age. He either looked like a very young twenty-one-year-old or an 

extremely mature eighteen or nineteen-year-old.  

 “Sure thing. I’ll be right back,” the bartender replied, and then walked away to make their 

drinks.  

 Matthew turned to Genevieve, looking eager to start a conversation.  

 “So, you come here often?” he asked. 

 Genevieve decided to be honest again. “No, clubs aren’t really my thing. I just thought my 

friend might be here.” 

 “You’re not the party type?” 

 “Not this kind of party,” Genevieve replied. Would rather be home in my pajamas watching 

something on Netflix.  

 Matthew gestured around him. “I don’t mind it. The noise. The energy of the people… I 

find it invigorating.” 

 “Are you a student?” Genevieve asked, studying Matthew with a curious intensity.  

 “No. I’m just working for now. You?” 

 “Freshman,” Genevieve replied. “Theatre Arts major.” 
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 “Oh, so you want to be an actress?” 

 Genevieve felt heat creep to her cheeks. “Someday. Hopefully.” 

 She smiled, but it was uneasy.  

 The bartender returned with their drinks, sliding each one toward them. “Here you go. One 

Coke and one Dr. Pepper.” 

 He walked away, tending to other rowdy patrons on the other side of the bar.  

 Matthew took a sip of his Coke; Genevieve didn’t touch hers.  

 Instead, she ignored it and scanned the boisterous crowd for any sign of Ivy.  

 Matthew’s voice cut through the noise. “Well, it was nice to meet you, but I have to go.” 

He turned to another woman, who was slightly tipsy, and put on his best bravado. “What are you 

doing here all by yourself?” 

 The tipsy woman giggled as Genevieve rolled her eyes. She then saw him lead her into the 

crowd of gyrating bodies.  

 Nervously Genevieve checked her phone. She hadn’t heard from Patrick in awhile and 

hoped he’d be making his way back to the bar soon if he hadn’t found Ivy.  

 Her phone screen illuminated suddenly. A message from Patrick.  

 Still can’t find her. Will keep looking. Have you seen her by the bar at all? 
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 No. What if we don’t find her? Genevieve typed back.  

 Don’t think like that. We will. I promise.  

 She sighed. Finally curled her fingers around her drink, marveling at the cool condensation 

lingering there and took a sip. Ice cold Dr. Pepper was her absolute favorite and right now it could 

help sooth her frazzled nerves.  

 Patrick’s voice cut through the music. “GENEVIEVE!!” 

 At the sound of her name, she perked up. Turned around.  

 Patrick was pointing wildly, gesturing. She wasn’t sure what he was pointing to and 

frantically scanned the crowd until her gaze landed on— 

 Ivy.  

 Genevieve could barely see the other person who was pulling Ivy toward the elevators, 

squinting against the haze of multicolored lights.  

 Oh, no… 

 It was Matthew! 

# 

 Genevieve pressed a button that lowered her wheelchair so she could drive it properly. 

Leaving her drink behind, she rushed off to try and get to Ivy.  



 

 

185 

 She screamed through the crowd. “Ivy! Ivy, wait up!” 

 The increasingly raucous beat of the music drowned out Genevieve’s voice. She was 

thankful to have her earplugs in to protect her from some of the noise, but the music still made her 

cringe. She really hated being in this nightclub.  

 She wouldn’t be able to get to the elevators quickly enough as they were in the back of the 

club, but that was where Ivy was headed.  

 Damn it.  

 “Ivy! Ivy!” 

 Calling out to her felt useless, but she had to keep trying.  

 Genevieve finally made it to the back of the club, hoping to catch the elevator in time. But 

the doors closed while she was still several feet away.  

 “Damn it!” 

 She finally approached the elevator, pressed the button, and waited for the next one just as 

Patrick caught up to her.  

 “Did you see her?” he asked, a bit breathless from running to catch up to Genevieve.  

 “She went up to the rooftop with some guy. I tried to get her attention, but it’s too loud in 

here.” 
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 “I’ll take the stairs and meet you on the roof.” Before Genevieve could say anything else, 

Patrick rushed off, climbing a set of stairs nearby.  

 Genevieve waited for the next elevator. She hated this. Even though the elevator was 

accessible, she hated how long she had to wait, how she had to find workarounds to certain 

activities that non-disabled people just took for granted.  

 After what felt like an eternity, the elevator finally dinged, and Genevieve rolled in.  

 Anxiety knotted her stomach, dreading what she would find on the rooftop.  

# 

 As soon as the elevator doors opened on the rooftop, Genevieve rolled out and immediately 

found Patrick waiting for her. She removed her earplugs and glanced at Patrick nervously.  

 They both looked over to find Ivy and Matthew on the other end of the rooftop. Ivy looked 

a little tipsy, giggling, as Matthew spoke to her. There was a mischievous twinkle in his eyes and 

a certain stance to his posture that Genevieve recognized. It was one of his tactics in flirting and 

taking interest. His mannerisms now made Genevieve’s skin crawl, especially with the way he was 

flirting with her best friend.  

 “That’s her, isn’t it?” Patrick said to Genevieve.  

 Genevieve nodded in confirmation. “We gotta stop this. Let’s go.” 

 “I really like you, Ivy,” Matthew said. “I think you’re beautiful.” 
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 Ivy laughed again, like she was enthralled by some kind of magical trance that drew her to 

him and made her oblivious to what was happening around her. Her words came out as if she were 

in a drunken stupor. “It’s just nice to meet someone that’s not so—”  

 “Ivy! Ivy!” Genevieve shouted.  

 Genevieve and Patrick slowly approached the entangled couple. Genevieve watched and 

squirmed in disgust as Matthew’s hand crept up Ivy’s thigh. Ivy began to look woozy, as though 

energy was being drained from her.  

 Genevieve’s mind flashed back to a similar scene that she’d encountered with the Drunk 

Socialite the first time she came here with Ivy. She didn’t know why people were disappearing in 

plumes of purple smoke at this location, but she wondered if it had something to do with a certain 

concentration of energy or something in the air. What other areas around campus or the greater 

part of northern California had become places where people would disappear?  

 “Leave her alone, Matthew!” Genevieve yelled.  

 As energy drained from Ivy, her face turned pale, and she collapsed.  

 Matthew spun on his heel, facing Genevieve. “You. Can’t you see I’m a little busy right 

now?” 

 Anger flashed across Matthew’s features and that unsettling feeling roiled in Genevieve’s 

stomach. She’d been right not to trust Matthew completely.  

 Tears stung Genevieve’s eyes as the stab of betrayal ripped through her.  
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 But with her best friend collapsed on the ground, how could she save Ivy? What if it was 

already too late? 
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CHAPTER ELEVEN 

PATRICK 

 Matthew—as Genevieve had called him—turned to Patrick.  

 The color of his eyes, his hair, the shape of his face…  

 A flicker of recognition—and horror—washed over Patrick when— 

 A sandy-haired white man suddenly appears from a plume of purple smoke. The muscles 

in Patrick’s body instantly stiffened as Patrick appeared to recognize him.  

 Could that be— 

 Sandy-haired white man looked at Matthew, then at an unconscious Ivy, then Patrick and 

Genevieve.  

 Patrick and Matthew stared at each other as Patrick’s eyes widen in realization.  

 “Colin, you screwed up! We have to go!” the Sandy-haired white man yelled. 

 Patrick’s brain did about five million somersaults.  

 Out of the corner of his peripheral vision, he saw Genevieve raise one of her hands.  

 “NO!” she shouted.  

 As a pulse of white magic erupted from Genevieve’s fingertips, Matthew’s hand shoots up 

and a beaming stream of red magic erupts from his hand.  
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 Patrick was temporarily frozen in shock.  

 The red and white magic hit each other but didn’t mix. Each force of magic seemed to be 

struggling for some sort of dominance. The red magic grew stronger, ballooning outward, and 

enveloping Genevieve’s white magic. It slowly faded as her energy faded.  

 And then, Genevieve’s white magic evaporated as she fainted. Her eyes slipped closed, 

and she went unconscious.  

 Holy shit. 

 “GENEVIEVE!” Patrick shouted.  

 He dashed to her side, checking for a pulse, and trying to revive her.  

 “COLIN! NOW!” The sandy-haired white man screamed. His voice reverberated around 

them.  

 Patrick turned from Genevieve for a moment and glanced over to find Matthew clambering 

toward the sandy-haired white man. A plume of purple smoke rose from the ground and began to 

envelop them in a protective cloud.  

 Patrick’s eyes found Matthew’s; their gazes locked together. As the purple smoke rose, 

Patrick caught a glimpse of a familiar scar on Matthew’s arm. 

 In that moment, the realization solidified. Patrick jumped up and barreled toward Matthew 

who he now knew for sure and without doubt was— 
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 “COLIN!” 

 The wispy, iridescent smoke rose higher and by the time Patrick was able to get close—

they had both disappeared.  

 A flashback of eleven years earlier echoed through his mind.  

 He’d been too late again.  

 Colin was here… Colin was here… It really had been him… 

 Patrick screamed into the darkness; anger and anguish roiling inside him. The scream was 

a release, but it didn’t take away the pain.  

 His brother was alive. His missing brother was alive after all these years. Now, Patrick 

needed to figure out a way to get him back. To find out where he was and bring him home.  

 But there were other issues at stake as well. Somehow his brother had acquired powers 

similar to Genevieve’s—unless they were something he’d been taught. But how? And by whom?  

 It appeared the sandy-haired white man had become a sort of mentor to Colin. But who 

exactly were they working for? What were they up against? The stream of questions that flooded 

Patrick’s mind was endless and made his anxiety and PTSD spiral.  

 Stop. Focus. Genevieve. Ivy.  

 There was nothing he could do about Colin right now. But Genevieve and Ivy were right 

in front of him.  
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 Ivy was prone on the ground, still unconscious several feet away from him.  

 Patrick sprinted back to Genevieve who started to awaken slightly, eyes fluttering open as 

she sat up straighter in her wheelchair.  

 Her unfocused gaze met Patrick’s as disorientation made her words jumble together. 

Patrick could still understand her, but he found himself leaning closer. 

 Her voice was nothing but a whisper. “Patrick… was he…” 

 Patrick spoke gently, in a soothing tone, taking one of Genevieve’s hands in both of his. 

He’d have to explain who Matthew really was later. For now, it could wait.  

 “He’s gone, Genevieve. But you and Ivy are gonna be okay.” 

 Beyond exhausted from using her magic, Genevieve’s head lolled, and she went 

unconscious again, slumping back in her wheelchair.  

 Carefully placing Genevieve’s hand in her lap, Patrick sighed and stood up. In a moment, 

he would call the police and make sure Genevieve and Ivy got the medical care they needed. 

He glanced out into the night sky, the vast expanse of black with pinpricks of shimmering 

stars and exhaled into the frigid night air. Colin was out there somewhere. Grief and uncertainty 

schooled Patrick’s stormy expression as he swore he would find his brother no matter the lengths 

he had to go.  
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CHAPTER TWELVE 

GENEVIEVE 

 The blur of florescent lights, sharp and bright, overwhelmed Genevieve when she opened 

her eyes. She immediately snapped them shut. A headache began to form, pulsing at her temples.  

 When she opened her eyes again, everything shifted into focus.  

 Where was she?  

 The dull beep of a monitor made her turn her head. Despite the sudden rush of dizziness 

that overcame her, she was also surprised to see the monitor. Lifting her hand, she found an IV in 

her arm.  

 The hospital. I’m at the hospital. But then where is my— 

 Her sudden onslaught of overlapping thoughts was cut short as a nurse bustled in the room.  

 “Ah, you’re awake! Wonderful,” the nurse chirped cheerily, her smile too bright against 

the florescent lights. “How are you feeling?” 

 Honestly? Her mouth was dry as sandpaper and she felt as though her magic had drained 

her so completely, she’d been hit by a steam roller.  

 “Confused… Dizzy… Everything is so bright…” Genevieve mumbled.  

 “Well, you have been through quite an ordeal,” the nurse replied.  
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 But the irony was, the nurse had no idea what Genevieve had been through. It came back 

to Genevieve in snippets before a series of glaring images, like snapshots of her life in an 

unspooling camera roll. Bursts of magic and wonder.  

 Magic… She’d been on the rooftop with Matthew, Ivy, and Patrick. The force of Matthew’s 

red magic had lashed out and she’d been forced to counteract it. Magic… Matthew…  

 “How… how long…” She could barely speak, her voice a scratchy whisper. She tried to 

focus on the nurse’s voice, on her features. The nurse looked young, maybe only ten or eleven 

years older than Genevieve, with auburn hair that curled at the edges of her shoulders and that 

forcefully cheery smile was etched in pale skin and a set of sea blue eyes.  

 “Your friend called the police, and the ambulance brought you and another young woman 

in early yesterday morning. Said you’d fainted and your vitals have been weak. The nurse on call 

yesterday morning set you up with an IV of fluids and a sedative to keep you comfortable and 

we’ve been monitoring everything since you were brought in. The police will want a statement 

from you, but don’t worry about that just yet.” 

 Genevieve’s head spun. Another young woman…  

 Ivy.  

 But there’s something else she needed to know first.  

 “Where is my wheelchair?” she asked, her voice still raspy.  

 “Oh, it’s here,” the nurse said, pointing to the wheelchair in the corner. 
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 Genevieve knew she’d need to check it over to make sure it hadn’t been damaged and was 

still operable. Who knows what anyone could have done with it when it was being transported. 

Airlines were notorious for breaking or severely damaging wheelchairs, but Genevieve did not 

have any experience with ambulances or how any of the paramedics would have handled that. 

What had Patrick told them?  

 Patrick… Ivy…  

 “The other young woman who was brought in…” Genevieve said slowly, “that’s my best 

friend, Ivy. Can you tell me where she is? Is she okay?” She panicked, a fresh wave of anxiety 

coursing through her. 

 The nurse busied herself with checking Genevieve’s vitals: blood pressure, heart rate, 

oxygen levels. She took note of them, scribbling on a chart in her arms. “Oh, yes. Your friend. 

She’s in another room and is stable. Once we make sure both of you are okay, you will be able to 

see each other. When you came in, you were unconscious, though you don’t seem to show any 

signs of having a concussion. But you’ve been in and out since I’ve been taking care of you, 

mumbling something about Matthew. Boyfriend?” The nurse shone a bright light in Genevieve’s 

eyes to check for dilated pupils and Genevieve winced.  

 “No. Ahhh, that’s so bright.” 

 “Your vitals are stable, but I think you’ll be kept here another night or two for observation.” 

The nurse’s smile was still oddly too cheery as she pointed to a button on the side of Genevieve’s 
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hospital bed. “I’m Kristen, by the way. I’ll be on call for the next few hours. Just press this button 

or use this remote if you want to reach me.” 

 There was so much more she wanted to say. So many more questions she wanted to ask, 

like when Patrick could come in and see her.  

 But the monitor beside her beeped again, the noise seeming louder and more insistent. She 

really wished she had earplugs from her purse to block out the noise. She’d taken them out when 

she’d gotten to the rooftop to meet Patrick. Without the pounding beat of the nightclub’s music, 

she didn’t need them and wanted all her senses engaged in finding and saving Ivy.  

 “Wait…” she said, but the word came out of her mouth too softly and a hazy cloud of 

sleepiness came over her. Slowly, she found herself drifting toward the darkness and instead of 

fighting against it, she let it pull her into its welcoming embrace. 

# 

 When she woke up, Patrick was sitting beside her.  

 “Hey,” he said softly. 

 “Hi.” 

 “The nurse said I could come in and see you,” Patrick said. “How are you feeling?” 

 Her head felt foggy, like she was mentally dragging herself through a taffy puller or a 

gathering of too many gray storm clouds.  
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 Still, she tried to sit up and blink it away. “Foggy. Tired.” 

 “The nurse told me she gave you a sedative.” 

 Well, that would explain the pull toward sleep she’d felt after speaking with the nurse.  

 “What time is it?” she asked instead. 

 Patrick checked the time on his iPhone. “Almost 7 PM. The nurse told me to let you sleep, 

but she said I could stay here in case you woke up. You and Ivy came in the ambulance and were 

brought in yesterday morning.” 

 “Yeah, Kristen—the nurse—may have mentioned that,” Genevieve replied, the fuzziness 

finally starting to clear away. Just then, her cell phone buzzed on the table beside her. When she 

checked it, she found several texts and voice mails from her parents and Bridget. She’d respond to 

them later. It was too much to deal with right now.  

 Patrick glanced around, making sure no nurses or doctors could overhear before he turned 

back to her and lowered his voice. “What else do you remember? About being on the rooftop at 

the nightclub?” 

 The images came rushing back again. Matthew. His red magic. The way their magic 

clashed together.  

 “Matthew… he’s strong… he…” Genevieve struggled with how to formulate what she 

wanted to say. The dregs of the sedative made it hard to focus.  

 “What, Genevieve?” Patrick asked. 
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 Her eyes fluttered and she took a deep breath. Tried again. The taffy-like feeling of her 

mind slowly receded as she spoke.  

 “Before the rooftop… I met Matthew at the bar… He approached me. We talked for a 

while. Nothing super important or shady. I had no idea he had magic at that point. But something 

about him made me feel unsettled. I just didn’t know what.  He excused himself and I didn’t think 

about him much after that—until I heard you call my name and I saw Ivy follow him off the dance 

floor. Then I knew something was up with him. I still didn’t know he had magic until we were 

already on the rooftop. It was scary.” 

 Patrick blanched, but Genevieve didn’t seem to notice until she looked over at him.  

 “Patrick?” 

 “Uhh, yeah, I’m listening. He got away. I wish there was something more I could have 

done. I should have done something. He may have injured Ivy. He made you exhausted and 

overexert yourself when you used your powers… I didn’t know he was capable of something like 

that either.” 

 “You can’t blame yourself for this, Patrick. How could you possibly know—” 

 “Genevieve, he’s my brother.” 

 Her fist clenched and she suddenly went very still. Paled. 

 “What?” 

 Patrick swallowed. “Yeah, that’s my brother, Colin.” 
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 Genevieve’s brow furrowed. “He told me his name was Matthew.” 

 “He lied. I don’t know what exactly his plan was with Ivy, but—” 

 “Are you sure?” Genevieve asked. “I mean, are you positive it’s him? How many years has 

it been since you’ve seen him? You were kids, right?” 

 “I was eleven. He was seven. It’s been eleven years.” 

 “Then how can you be so sure—”  

 “I just know, okay?” Patrick cut in firmly. “Besides, the sandy-haired white guy that was 

with him? I recognized him from when we were kids, and he was the one who called Matthew 

‘Colin.’ We looked at each other for a moment after that and that’s when I knew.” 

 “I don’t even remember the other guy calling him ‘Colin’. I was so worried about protecting 

Ivy,” Genevieve replied.  

 “I know you are. But thankfully, you’ll both be fine.” 

 Genevieve finally smiled a little. “Only because of you. You saved us.” 

 Patrick shook his head, looking suddenly bashful. “I’m certainly no hero. But I consider 

you a friend. And Ivy’s your best friend. I wasn’t going to leave both of you alone and vulnerable 

on the rooftop of the Revue Nightclub.” 

 Leaning back into her pillow, Genevieve sighed. “I think I’ve had enough of nightclubs.” 

 Patrick chuckled. “You and me both.” 
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 “Have you gone to check on Ivy? I would love to, but…” Genevieve gestured to her current 

predicament.  

 “I have. She was sleeping when I was in there. I’ll go back and check on her soon.” 

 “It would be hard to contact her parents,” Genevieve told him. “They are in Seoul right 

now. I don’t know when they’re coming back.” 

 “Well, at least she has her friends, right?” Patrick looked hopeful.  

 Genevieve nodded. Besides, she didn’t know what she would tell them or even her own 

parents and sister. Magic shouldn’t—couldn’t—exist in the real world. And yet, somehow it did, 

and it was something she couldn’t even share with her best friend. She wasn’t sure what Ivy would 

think of her the next time they saw each other. Would she believe that Matthew had magic if she 

hadn’t believed Genevieve and walked out on her?  

 A brief silence descended upon them. Two new friends lost in their own thoughts and 

worries.  

 Genevieve’s yawn broke the quietness save for the incessant beeping of machines in her 

hospital room.  

 “Sleepy again?” Patrick asked. 

 “Yeah,” Genevieve said, the taffy-cloud feeling of oblivion slowly calling out to her. “I 

think so.” 
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 He stood. “I’ll let you get some rest, then. Hopefully you’ll be able to get out of here soon. 

Both of you.” 

 “Patrick… wait…” 

 Genevieve felt the blissful pull of sleep beckoning to her once more, opening its arms and— 

 Patrick gazed down at her. “Something wrong?” 

 “No,” Genevieve said slowly. “I just wanted to… thank you. For saving us. For being there. 

If you hadn’t…” 

 “I don’t even want to think about that,” Patrick replied and somehow his voice turned even 

more gentile. “Don’t fight it, Genevieve. Go to sleep.” 

 The room slowly faded away as Genevieve’s eyes fluttered shut and the alluring embrace 

of oblivion pulled her into the abyss once more.  
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN 

PATRICK 

 Ivy was still unconscious and not ready for visitors after Patrick left Genevieve’s room. 

Since Patrick and Ivy had never officially met, he didn’t know how creepy it would be if he hung 

around and waited for updates on her condition.  

 But something was compelling him to stay.  

 He wandered into the hospital cafeteria. Not many people were there, only a few remaining 

individuals as the cafeteria would be closing soon.  

 After buying a blueberry muffin and a bottle of water, he sat down at an unoccupied table 

and unwrapped his muffin. Taking out his phone, he scrolled for a few minutes and made some 

notes in his Notes app about possible upcoming episode ideas for All Things Weird and Wonderful.  

 “Mind if I sit here?” 

 The voice caught him off guard. He looked up.  

 A middle-aged white man stood in front of him. Glasses. Medium build. Dark hair. Not the 

sandy-haired white man. No one who Patrick had seen before. A dull white aura surrounded him, 

but it was so faint, Patrick didn’t seem to clock it. His mind was drifting, focused on other things. 

Genevieve. Ivy.  

 Patrick nodded. “Sure, go ahead.” 
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 The man sat as Patrick went back to munching on his muffin and scrolling through his 

phone. Patrick wasn’t expecting to engage with the stranger, so when he did, Patrick was surprised.  

 “Visiting someone?” the stranger asked.  

 “Yeah, my friends were brought in here,” Patrick replied, hoping to be as vague as possible. 

“Thankfully I think both of them will be okay.” 

 “That’s reassuring to hear. I imagine no one wants to end up in a place like this,” the other 

man said. His reply was a statement of fact. It made Patrick shiver and he found himself hoping 

the other man didn’t notice how uncomfortable he was.  

 “Are you visiting someone as well?” Patrick asked, mostly out of politeness.  

 “Oh, yes. A friend. She is recovering well, I suppose,” he said. “I’m sorry. It’s so rude of 

me. I never asked your name.” 

 Patrick hesitated for a beat before replying. A prick of unease shot through him. “Um, it’s 

Patrick. And you are?” 

 “I’m Victor.” 

 Patrick tore into the last half of his muffin, crumpling half of the paper wrapper. He chewed 

methodically as silence drifted over them.  

 A few people, older than Victor and Patrick, mulled about the cafeteria. There was little 

chatter and only the occasional flickering of overhead lights.  
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 Patrick wondered if it was something with the hospital’s electricity, but he couldn’t help 

but wonder if it was something more ominous. Victor’s voice pulled him out of his wandering 

thoughts.  

 “The hospital… It’s interesting, isn’t it?” Victor said. Again, a statement more than a 

question. A fact. Such certainty in his tone.  

 “What do you mean?” 

 “I mean… typically hospitals are places where sick or injured people try to get well. They 

are saved by doctors and nurses from many types of injuries or illnesses. But sometimes, they are 

the last place that someone alive ever sees and as they die alone. But have you ever wondered… 

what is they see before they die? What do they think of? Who do they think about?” 

 Patrick stopped chewing and put down his muffin. Wiped his hands on a napkin. “I never 

liked hospitals or anything medical for that matter, so I can’t say I’ve really thought about that 

much.”  

 What was it with this man’s fascination with death and hospitals?  

 Hospitals also made Patrick think of medication, like the medication he took to manage his 

anxiety, depression, and PTSD. He remembered his parents telling him that if they couldn’t find 

the right medication or the right dosage to manage his mental illnesses, they would admit him to a 

psychiatric hospital. Thankfully it never got that bad and he was able to keep everything managed 

with medication and sometimes with therapy.  
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 He shivered involuntarily, an eerie sense of dread washing over him. But he couldn’t just 

get up and leave. Couldn’t escape. He watched as Victor adjusted his glasses and looked around.  

 Victor chuckled lightly and steepled his fingers together. “I don’t blame you. I imagine 

most people find them… unpleasant.” 

 A voice rang out over the intercom just then. “The hospital cafeteria will be closing in five 

minutes. Please make your final purchases at the register. Thank you.” 

 “Well, I should get going,” Victor said. “It was nice to meet you, young man.” 

 “Nice meeting you, too. I hope your friend feels better.”  

 “And your friends as well.” 

 Patrick finished his water and threw the bottle of water into the trash along with the empty 

muffin wrapper. 

 As he exited the hospital, he saw someone disappear in a plume of purple smoke, but it 

happened so quickly, he couldn’t get to the person in time. He glanced around, wondering if 

anyone else had seen what he saw, but the area around him was desolate.  

 Rubbing his chilled hands together, he took off in the opposite direction got on a BART 

train, heading back to his apartment.  

# 
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 Patrick didn’t hear from Genevieve until she was released from the hospital the following 

day. He hadn’t responded to Seth’s texts either and a pang of guilt hit him, but he ignored it and 

told himself he would answer his friend’s texts later.  

 He also had a lot of homework to do. His parents put a different kind of pressure on him 

now that he was their only child and sometimes, he couldn’t help but feel crushed by the weight 

of their expectations. After working on some essays for his major and an audio project for his 

minor, he turned his attention to the podcast. Despite minoring in audio producing, he didn’t often 

incorporate the content of his podcast into school assignments, but the skills he learned as an audio 

producing minor helped him refine his podcasting skills. Using All Things Weird and Wonderful 

as a school assignment as well seemed almost too good to be true and he worried if he used it for 

schoolwork, it would influence how he saw the podcast long-term. Would he get tired of it? Would 

he somehow lose interest in the podcast, especially if he never found his brother? Would he one 

day wake up and lose hope regarding his podcasting dreams? There was still so much he wanted 

to explore and so much left unsolved.  

 Tomorrow he would be interviewing a parapsychologist and he had a long list of questions 

for them that he was trying to figure out. But his mind was clouded by the eerie encounter with 

Victor. There was something odd about him that Patrick couldn’t figure out. His fascination with 

death aside, he didn’t seem overly concerned about his sick friend in the hospital. Had it all been 

a cover for something else? Something nefarious?  

 Texts from Genevieve illuminated on his iPhone, and he snapped out of his reverie.  

 Hey, I’m feeling a lot better. Thanks for checking up on me.  
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 Patrick typed back. Of course. I’m glad I could be there. No rush if you don’t want to meet 

for a few days.  

 A few gray bubbles appeared as Genevieve typed back. I’ll get back to you tomorrow. I 

need another day or so.  

 No problem. Patrick typed back. Have you talked to Ivy? 

 Not yet. Not about the magic. I’ll tell you more when I see you. Text you tomorrow.  

 Patrick pocketed his phone and headed to the recording studio. Time to get to work.  
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CHAPTER FOURTEEN 

VICTOR 

 Victor was growing impatient.  

 Draining energy from people—especially those without powers—took time and although 

the hospital seemed like the perfect place to do so, he also had to be careful and time his attacks 

well. Although draining others gave him more energy and left him feeling reinvigorated, how he 

did it was always a process.  

 Talking to Patrick had been unexpected, though not unwelcome, and Victor made sure he 

disappeared before the young man could suspect him of anything.  

 He had lied to Patrick. He hadn’t visited anyone. Rather he’d been looking for an 

opportunity to make another attack, but the opportunity hadn’t presented itself.  

 Outside the hospital, he quickly disappeared into purple smoke and headed to his next 

destination.  

 After he passed through a pair of steel gates, he entered another dimension. Sort of like a 

magical underground, but not underground at all.  

 There were others here.  

 People with abilities like himself. Children and adults alike.  
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 He passed by Randy, a twelve-year-old boy with fire-engine red hair, who can manipulate 

water. He was being chased down the hallway by Kayla, a twenty-four-year-old former art student 

with long braids, whose art can manipulate human emotions. Sadness, anger, happiness, fear. 

Whatever she drew for someone based on how she was feeling, it transpired onto the recipient of 

the painting or drawing. Kayla sometimes reminded him of his young daughter, but he tried to 

push those feelings away.  

 Once out of the busy corridor, he stepped into a room and instantly felt relieved despite the 

eerie stillness.  

 The room had a cold feel to it. Barely a few chairs. A table. Empty except for two occupants 

sitting there.  

 A lanky white man and a teenage boy who looked like the younger version of Patrick. 

 “I got distracted,” Victor explained. “I did not drain anyone at the hospital.” 

 “This cannot keep happening,” the other man said, frowning in disapproval. “We all must 

stay focused. It’s bad enough Colin screwed up at the nightclub.” 

 “Hey!” Colin stomped his foot indignantly. “It wasn’t my fault. I got distracted, too.” 

 “About that,” Victor said. “I may not have been able to drain any patients, but I did have 

an interesting chat with your brother, Colin.” 

 “You… you saw my brother? I thought I was imagining things when he showed up at the 

nightclub.” 
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 “Well, if you don’t want your brother to find out about us or what happens here, I’m afraid 

we’re going to have to be a lot more careful.” 
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CHAPTER FIFTEEN 

GENEVIEVE 

 The first time Genevieve performed on stage she was nine years old. She had been cast in 

a school production of Wizard of Oz, where she played one of the munchkins. It had been so 

exciting for her to get that role. As soon as she was on stage, she knew acting was for her. The 

more TV shows and movies she watched she knew it was something she just had to do.  

 However, despite her love of performing, she’d faced some particularly harrowing 

experiences.  

 As a junior high school, she’d auditioned and gotten a co-starring role in a production of 

Legally Blonde. One of Elle Woods’ friends. But the elevator broke down several times and she 

couldn’t get to the stage, forfeiting her role to the understudy.  

  As a senior in high school, she wrote and performed her own piece, a one person show 

about her experiences as a teenager with cerebral palsy. She even got to participate in an on-camera 

acting workshop during her final semester and that’s when she knew she wanted to be in front of 

the camera. 

 Still, she wanted to give theatre a try as a college freshman. But now, it seemed she had to 

balance her university coursework alongside any audition opportunities as well as the more recent 

discovery of her newfound powers.  
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 She got out of the hospital a few days after the incident on the rooftop, grateful that Patrick 

had visited her and Ivy.  

 Honestly, she’d been avoiding seeing Ivy. She couldn’t face her best friend yet, unsure of 

what her reaction would be.  

 First, she FaceTimed Bridget. When her sister’s face popped up on the screen, the older 

woman’s eyes went wide with joy and surprise.  

 “Genevieve! You finally called!” 

 “We’ve been texting. I told you I’m fine.” 

 “Don’t scare me like that again. I almost booked a flight out of there to come see you.” 

 “Bridget, I was only in the hospital for two nights. My friend Patrick has been great about 

checking in on me and Ivy.” 

 “I just worry about you, Genevieve. I wish I didn’t live so far away. Are you sure you’re 

okay?” 

 “I’m fine. No signs of a concussion, remember?” 

 “Still. Look, I know freshman year can be so exciting. I remember how it felt. But it could 

also be—” 
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 “Bridget, you know I’m not into parties. I don’t drink. I wasn’t drunk. I went to the 

nightclub because I was worried about Ivy and didn’t want something to happen to her. Who knows 

what could’ve happened to her if I wasn’t there?” 

 “I know. I’m just glad you’re okay, too. Mom and Dad have been worried. They’re 

questioning whether sending you off to college to live on your own was a good idea.” 

 Genevieve’s muscles tightened, body spasming as she leaned forward and propped her 

other arm on her desk. “They told you that?” 

 “Yeah, they called me when you were still in the hospital.” 

 “They haven’t told me that. What did you tell them?” 

 “I told them I thought you’d be okay. I knew you’d pull through. Look at everything you’ve 

been through in your life. It’s not easy.” 

 “Don’t turn me into some inspiration porn narrative, Bridget,” Genevieve replied. “I 

haven’t overcome my disability. I haven’t overcome anything.”  

 And I don’t even know how to deal with my new powers! 

 Growing up both visibly and invisibly disabled with cerebral palsy and hyperacusis meant 

that people wanted her to fit into a certain kind of disability mold. She’d spent many years in 

physical therapy as a child and younger teenager constantly told by numerous physical therapists 

that if she just worked hard enough, she could overcome her cerebral palsy. That she could push 

past the muscle tightness or spasticity to walk without the aid of a walker or crutches and therefore 
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be considered the highest level of independence. It was a nondisabled person’s way of carving her 

disabled body into an acceptable mold. But now, Genevieve was away at Elixer University and 

still needed her wheelchair, walker, and crutches to get around, even though she mostly used her 

power wheelchair around campus and for longer excursions. So, maybe physical therapy hadn’t 

been as promising as her physical therapists or her parents had hoped for.  

 “I’m not trying to. But look, maybe call Mom and Dad later and chat with them, okay? If 

they bring it up, tell them how you really feel.” 

 Genevieve sighed. “Okay.” 

 “I gotta go. Hannah and I are having a date night tonight.” 

 Hannah was Bridget’s girlfriend. They’d been dating for almost a year, having met when 

Bridget started her MBA program. Genevieve was so happy for her sister—they’d always been 

close—but she also wondered if she would ever find someone like that. And after the whole 

Matthew/Colin debacle, she found herself doubting the possibilities that might await her.  

 “Have fun,” Genevieve said, and she disconnected the call. Stared at her iPhone for a beat. 

Now wasn’t the time to call her parents. Instead, she texted Patrick. It was a Saturday, so she 

wasn’t sure what his plans were.  

 You available today? 

 Gray bubbles appeared as he typed back. Yeah, can you meet me at the recording studio at 

5 PM? 
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 She typed back. Yeah. See you then.   

# 

 When she entered the recording studio, she didn’t know what to expect. Drew a deep 

breath.  

 Patrick removed his headphones and turned to look at her, offering a small smile.  

 She smiled back, a barely there turn of her lips but warmth suffused through her body. She 

wasn’t sure what she was so nervous about. Maybe it was because she hadn’t seen him in-person 

since her hospital stay.  

 Though parts of it were blurry, she’d never forget that when she woke up—even under the 

haze of sedatives—he’d been there. He’d been a rock-solid presence in her life since she 

discovered her powers and came to him. And she found herself grateful for a friend like him. Ivy 

might be her best friend, but she didn’t have to make up excuses or explain the parts she kept 

hidden from Ivy. She wasn’t even sure if she could face Ivy right now.  

 Patrick didn’t treat her as some weird experiment or an object of his fascination. He just 

treated her as a person. A person with developing supernatural abilities, but a person nonetheless. 

Together, they could figure this out.  

 He got up and shut the door before returning to his seat and addressing Genevieve. They 

needed the semblance of privacy.  

 “Hey,” he said. 
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 “Hi,” she replied. “Thanks for all your texts over the last few days. And for coming to see 

me in the hospital.” 

 “Of course. What are friends for?” 

 The warm feeling in her chest blossomed. Although she was asexual and did experience 

some romantic attraction, what she felt toward Patrick wasn’t romantic attraction. It was a 

friendship. Kinship. In some ways, he was the only one who understood her and vice versa. 

Although she still didn’t know everything about him, she could tell the ordeal with her brother had 

taken a toll on him.  

 Something about his countenance, the unruly strands of his black hair and the dark circles 

under his eyes made her do a double take. She hadn’t noticed it when she entered but now…  

 “You don’t look so good,” she commented, hoping her observation wouldn’t offend.  

 “Yeah, I know,” he replied, running a hand through his hair. “I haven’t been sleeping well 

since—”  

 “That night on the rooftop with your brother.” 

 “It was before that. But that certainly didn’t help and made things worse. How are you 

feeling? I’m so glad you didn’t stay in the hospital long.” 

 “Me, too. I hate hospitals.” Genevieve shivered, her hands ghosting along the bare skin of 

her upper arms. “I mean, I get that medicine can save lives, but there’s just so much death and 

sickness in hospitals that I…” 
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 As if realizing she’s going off on some tangent, she hadn’t expected, she stopped.  

 “Sorry… I just… it’s a lot.” 

 Patrick nodded his head toward her. “I get it. I’m just glad you’re okay. I guess the next 

step would be figuring out how to control your powers.” 

 “I still have no idea,” Genevieve admitted. “I imagine there will be a learning curve.” 

 “Well, I might not be the one with the powers, but we’ll figure it out together, okay?” 

 A bigger smile broke out across Genevieve’s face and then her expression turned serious. 

“What about you? What about your brother? I still can’t believe it. When you told me at the 

hospital—” 

 “I know. Maybe I should have waited until you were out of the hospital. Didn’t want to 

spike your heart rate.” 

 “No, I’m glad you told me when you did. It’s just a lot to process. I can’t imagine how it 

must feel for you after not seeing him for so many years.” 

 Patrick was quiet for a moment, then spoke up. “Just the fact that I know he’s still out there, 

that he’s alive…” 

 “Do you want to find him?” Genevieve asked, unsure of how she should proceed. She 

didn’t want to say anything that might trigger his PTSD. She truly had no idea what that experience 

was like. And now, he had powers, too.  
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 “There’s something… something that keeps haunting me.” 

 The air around them seemed to still, an uneasy rift, and Genevieve found herself grateful 

for the sanctuary provided by the soundproof walls in case their emotions heightened to an 

unknown crescendo. She wondered how many times he sat in there alone and cried. His voice 

buffeted by the isolation, and no one knew of his emotional turmoil. She leaned forward. “What is 

it?” 

 “I’ve been thinking… even if I find him again… will he ever want to leave that life behind? 

Will he ever want to come home?” 

 Genevieve didn’t answer. She couldn’t. Because she didn’t know how. Instead, silence 

descended upon the two of them. A melancholy blanket of sorrow and shared grief.  
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CHAPTER SIXTEEN 

PATRICK 

  Patrick was off kilter since the chance encounter with his brother on the rooftop of the 

Revue Nightclub. Anxiety pumped through him. A wave of mixed emotions. The conversation 

with the strange man, Victor, in the hospital had also put him on edge. As if Victor was privy to 

information that Patrick did not have.  

 His brother was alive. 

 He was alive! 

 And he had powers like Genevieve. But how? 

 It was possible that the Sandy-Haired White Man could have trained him and somehow 

imbibed him with powers or Colin had acquired them some other way. But from Colin’s encounter 

with Genevieve on the rooftop, it was clear that Colin knew how to use them.  

 When Colin had disappeared in that cloud of purple smoke, he’d shot Patrick a quick 

glance. One of malice and knowing.  

 As if he knew. He knew.  

 But Patrick didn’t expect Colin at the Revue Nightclub that night and of course Genevieve 

wouldn’t have recognized him.  
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 She told him in the hospital he’d introduced himself to her as Matthew. Was it possible 

he’d also caught Patrick hanging out with Genevieve and wanted to create tension between 

Genevieve and Patrick? Was going after Ivy pure coincidence? 

 Patrick’s head was spinning.  

 When he got home from visiting Genevieve at the hospital, he tried to quiet his mind with 

meditation or his favorite YouTube videos on supernatural phenomena. Nothing helped.  

 That night, he swallowed his meds and fell into an uneasy sleep.  

 He dreamed of his brother.  

 He dreamed of that day at the park eleven years ago when he saw Colin disappear. But this 

time, there was no Sandy-Haired White Man. And now, Colin was standing right in front of him. 

Eighteen years old instead of seven years old.  

 “Colin?” Patrick said in disbelief. “Is it really you?” 

 He hadn’t been able to talk to Colin in any of his previous dreams and in his previous 

dreams, Colin was still the same seven-year-old innocent boy he remembered.  

 But the Colin standing before him in this dream was grown. An eighteen-year-old teenager 

with a knowing smirk on his face. Colin was leaning against a large tree. The air around them was 

still and stifling and no one else was there. No laughing children. No joy. This place was a bland 

replica of the park he remembered, as if it’d been washed of color and its brightness vanished. For 

a dream, it was terrifying.  



 

 

221 

 Patrick took a step closer as Colin laughed.  

 “Who do you think I am, brother?” Colin spoke in a mocking, derisive tone. “I would say 

it’s good to see you, but I’m not sure I feel the same way.” 

 His flippant response hit Patrick like a punch to his gut. Still, Patrick was determined to 

know more. He was determined to find out what had happened to his brother, even in this dream-

esque space. Somehow it didn’t feel like a dream. It felt almost real.  

 But Patrick knew that was impossible. However, he felt compelled to talk to the dream 

version of Colin, find out what he could.  

 “Are you… are you okay?” Patrick asked.  

 “Me?” Colin pushed away from the tree he was leaning against. “I’m great. Never been 

better. Can’t say the same about you, though. You look… tired.” 

 Even in the dream, Patrick wasn’t going to give into whatever Colin was trying to do. He 

was trying to wear Patrick down. Get underneath his skin. Patrick wasn’t going to let him. Instead, 

Patrick tried a different tactic.  

 He took a step closer to Colin. “I’ve missed you. I’ve been looking for you.” 

 The expression on Colin’s face was incredulous. “Looking for me? I honestly thought 

you’d given up by now.” 

 “Come on. You don’t mean that.” 
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 “Maybe I’m enjoying my life. You don’t know what I’ve been through. You don’t know 

what I’ve become.” 

 “You’re right. I don’t know what you’ve been through. But I want—”  

 Colin laughed and his laughter echoed all around Patrick. He flashed Patrick a wicked 

smile. “Be careful what you wish for, brother.” 

 The familiar purple smoke rose from the ground and enveloped Colin, obscuring him from 

Patrick’s point of view.  

 “Colin… wait! COLIN!” 

 And then, Patrick shot up in bed, drenched in sweat.  

 That had been quite a dream. One that only brought more questions and not enough 

answers. It had seemed like a perfectly normal conversation that had the potential to go 

somewhere. A conversation that could have led to something Colin was hiding, to finding out more 

about Colin’s current whereabouts. But dreams were nothing more than hopeful projections or 

haunting glimpses of reality.  

 And reality gripped Patrick. Would he ever find his brother again? 

#  

 The days felt blurry and fragmented, like he was looking at his life outside of himself 

through shards of fractured glass. Although he still took his medication, his PTSD intensified.  
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 At work, he missed things. Sariah asked if he was okay, and he dismissed her. He would 

not pay attention and get orders wrong. He accidentally dumped scalding hot coffee on himself 

more than once and mixed up the oat milk with the almond milk.  

 He nearly got fired from his job and when Martin called him into the office, he thought he 

might be done for, but Sariah ended up saving his ass and for that he was truly grateful. He ended 

up taking a few days off because he knew he was walking on eggshells with Martin. Truthfully, 

he didn’t know what other kind of job to get during his last year at university if he couldn’t do this 

one.  

 He had trouble focusing on assignments, too. Usually, he enjoyed his Media Studies major, 

but ever since Genevieve went into the hospital and he’d had that unsettling encounter with his 

brother—not to mention the awful dream—it had also become difficult to focus on his schoolwork. 

Although he knew he had to graduate and he wanted to graduate with honors, he knew his grades 

were going to suffer more if he didn’t do something.  

 But going to the school counselor for therapy would only do so much. And it’s not like he 

could tell any psychologist or psychiatrist that he saw his younger brother disappear in a cloud of 

purple smoke and now said brother seemed to be haunting him in his dreams. That would be too 

much. He’d already been diagnosed with PTSD because of the outlandish stories he told.  

 So, he threw himself into the one thing he knew would bring him comfort—the podcast.   

 Two days after that terrifying dream with Colin, he was back in the recording studio, 

interviewing a new guest.  
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 Zachary Cortez was a renowned parapsychologist, not only known in the Bay Area, but he 

traveled around the country and presented topics related to paranormal phenomenon. As a Latinx 

non-binary person, he’d had a difficult time establishing a name for himself in an already cutthroat 

and white male dominated industry. Now in his mid-40s, Zachary had become very well-known. 

Patrick had come across some of his research while investigating parapsychology as a possible 

topic for the podcast. He was ecstatic when he reached out and Zachary agreed to an interview.  

 Now, Zachary sat next to Patrick. With neatly combed black hair and a gray business suit, 

Zachary looked like a consummate professional, like someone in any other industry who wanted 

to be taken seriously.  

 Hands shaking and slightly unfocused, Patrick adjusted the microphone and smiled at 

Zachary. A green light flashed on the control panel, signaling that they were going live.  

 “Welcome back to another episode of All Things Weird and Wonderful. I’m your host, 

Patrick Nasser. Today I’m interviewing renowned parapsychologist, Zachary Cortez. Welcome, 

Zachary.” 

 “Thank you for having me, Patrick. I’m so glad you invited me.” 

 “I’m glad this worked out. I know you’re very busy.” 

 Zachary leaned forward. “Well, when I heard about your podcast, I thought it’d be a 

fantastic opportunity to talk about what I do. I must admit… I don’t know of many podcasts like 

yours.” 
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 Although he wasn’t completely feeling himself, Patrick’s eyes lit up. The podcast was the 

one safe space he could be himself and express his thoughts. He could bring people with different 

points of view such as Dr. Newton and now Zachary to discuss topics some might find taboo. Yes, 

he wanted answers. He always would, but he also had an innate curiosity that drove him toward 

interviews and subjects like this one.  

 “I’m not sure there are many like mine,” Patrick replied. “Most people find this stuff to be 

taboo or too weird for their liking. Which brings me to my first question: Can you tell me about 

what parapsychology is for those who are unfamiliar? And how you got interested in the field?” 

 “I became interested in the field because I believed in weird stuff as a kid. Things that most 

others wouldn’t believe. I noticed things. As a teenager, I’d gotten into the car with some friends. 

Didn’t realize the driver had been drinking so much. He was a friend of mine. Anyway, we ended 

up swerving to avoid an animal on the road and the car hit a tree. Killed my friend instantly.” He 

paused, as if grappling with the painful memory, a slight sheen of tears pricking his eyes.  

 “It’s okay. You don’t have to talk about it if you—”  

 “No, it’s alright. I want to. I went unconscious, but I somehow came out of the experience 

physically unscathed. Emotionally, however, I realized I’d had a near-death experience and 

because I’d had that experience, I wanted to seek things out and find out if there were others like 

me. I started sensing more things. Ghosts, one could say. Like I was feeling haunted by the 

experience, but as a physical manifestation. I studied psychology as an undergraduate in college, 

but that wasn’t enough for me. Parapsychology is the study of psychic phenomenon. Things like 

clairvoyance, precognition, telepathy. I don’t know if you know this, but Stanford University was 
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the very first university in the United States to study extra-sensory perception or ESP as it’s known 

today.” 

 “I didn’t know that,” Patrick replied. “Huh.” 

 “It’s interesting, isn’t it?” Zachary asked. “But even though more universities have 

conducted research on paranormal phenomenon, it’s still seen as pseudoscience.” 

 Patrick laughed uncomfortably. “I’m lucky my university lets me do this podcast. Why 

don’t we take a caller?” 

 A light flashed green on the dashboard. Patrick hit the button.  

 “Hello. Welcome to my podcast, All Things Weird and Wonderful. Do you have any 

questions for my special guest?” 

 Instead of a voice answering, a weird buzzing static took its place. Like what he’d heard 

with Dr. Newton. But this time, there was no voice, just the constant static humming.  

 “Hello? Is anyone there?” 

 The static stopped abruptly as the lights around Patrick and Zachary flickered and the room 

was swallowed in black.  
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CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 

GENEVIEVE 

 Ignoring texts from Ivy hadn’t worked out so well. Genevieve knew she’d have to talk to 

her eventually.  

 So, when Ivy texted her again with, hey, I really think we should talk. 

 Genevieve reluctantly responded with, okay.  

 Ivy showed up at Genevieve’s dorm room later that evening. They had agreed to meet after 

dinner.  

 Genevieve even made sure to do some of her homework before the big chat. Although she 

was nervous, she knew it was something she had to do. She missed her best friend.  

 When Ivy walked in, they headed into Genevieve’s bedroom.  

 They both looked uncomfortable. Ivy spoke first.  

 “You’ve been avoiding me, ignoring my texts.” 

 “I’m sorry,” Genevieve said, and she meant it. “I just didn’t know how—”  

 “Stop,” Ivy interrupted. “When I was in the hospital and finally conscious, I thought about 

what you said and although it might take me a bit to come around to the idea that you have powers, 

there’s a part of me that does want to believe you. It just seems so…” 
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 “I know. It’s confusing. I’m still trying to figure out everything myself. That’s why I went 

to Patrick to begin with. I’m sorry if that made you feel like I was ignoring you or not spending 

enough time with you. That wasn’t my intention. I just want answers. I still don’t have them.” 

 “I definitely don’t understand what you’re going through,” Ivy replied. “But I can’t imagine 

how frustrating that must be. I’m sorry I got jealous of Patrick. I was just so glad when someone 

paid attention to me, so when Matthew guided me off the dance floor, I went.” 

 Genevieve took a deep breath. She didn’t know how to tell Ivy what she thought she needed 

to, but she had to try. “Yeah, about Matthew…” 

 Ivy met Genevieve’s concerned gaze. “What about Matthew? What’s wrong with him?” 

 Genevieve exhaled, clenched the hand that was around her joystick, unclenched it. Folded 

her hands in her lap.  

 “You got knocked unconscious, so you don’t know this…” Genevieve began. “But 

Matthew is actually Colin, Patrick’s brother. He went missing when they were kids.” 

 Ivy stood there in disbelief. “No way. But Matthew was so—” 

 “He was tricking you. I don’t know what would have happened to you if Patrick and I 

hadn’t gotten to the rooftop on time. What do you remember?” 

 Her best friend looked hesitant, unsure what to say. “I was so mad at you, and I really regret 

that now. I’m sorry. Even if I don’t understand everything. I went to Revue Nightclub to let off 

some steam because I saw there was gonna be some kind of bash. It was amazing! I know parties 
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and nightclubs aren’t your thing, but a part of me still wishes you’d have been there with me, like 

that other time we went.” 

 A pang of hurt courses through Genevieve. Even though Ivy had been hurt and they’d had 

a fight, she still thought about Genevieve and wished she was there with her. That’s what best 

friends did.  

 “What happened when you got to the club?” Genevieve asked.  

 “I went to the dance floor right away and started dancing. I don’t know how long I’d been 

dancing when this guy comes up to me and starts flirting with me. I loved the attention because… 

well, you know. He said his name was Matthew. He started dancing with me and it was like 

everything else melted away. Like it was just us, you know. He was handsome and charming, and 

I still remember the way his breath tickled my ear.” 

 The thought made Genevieve shudder, but Ivy only gazed at her with a kind of fondness in 

her eyes. Clearly that had not been Ivy’s experience at all. Ivy had become entranced with Matthew 

very quickly.  

 Ivy took a breath and continued. “He told me he wanted to talk to me up on the rooftop 

where it was quieter and he took my hand and led me up the elevator. I remember feeling giddy, 

excited, as if he had a surprise for me waiting. But once we got to the rooftop, everything became 

hazy, and I blacked out. Next thing I remember is waking up in the hospital. I think your friend 

Patrick was there. I vaguely remember him saying he wanted to check on me. Who is Matthew, 

anyway? Do you think I could’ve been…” 
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 Her voice trailed off.  

 “No,” Genevieve said sharply, the hard edge in her tone surprising both of them. “He didn’t 

get the chance to do anything like that. But I don’t know what he would have done. It seemed like 

he was trying to drain energy from you or something.” 

 “That would explain why I’ve been feeling so exhausted lately.” Ivy sat at the edge of 

Genevieve’s bed as the events from a few nights before washed over. “Oh, God, is he really 

Patrick’s brother?” 

 “Yeah.” 

 “So, what did he want with me, then?” 

 Ivy met Genevieve’s gaze. Genevieve’s hands clenched; her expression was uncertain. 

Scared.  

 “I don’t know. Patrick and I are trying to figure all that out. We’re not even sure if he was 

intentionally targeting you specifically or what.” 

 Horror washed over Ivy’s face. “I’m scared. What if he comes after me again?” 

 Genevieve rolled over to her bed, squeezing her best friend’s hand. “I’m gonna do my best 

to make sure that doesn’t happen.” 

# 

 Genevieve was tense and on edge as she spoke to Patrick. “We need to find your brother.” 
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 She sat with him in the recording studio the next day. She’d had trouble sleeping the night 

before, having tossed and turned, since the late-night conversation with Ivy. Their conversation 

had left them shaken up. Ivy was slowly coming around to the idea that Genevieve had powers, 

but her encounter with Matthew—Colin—had left her vulnerable and untethered. Genevieve did 

not like seeing her best friend this terrified. They had to find Colin and find out what he wanted.  

 Patrick sighed. “I wouldn’t even know where to start. Where to look for him. We don’t 

even know if he’ll come back to the Revue Nightclub.” 

 “Maybe we start looking into big upcoming events. He’s my age. He could easily pass for 

a college student.” 

 “There must be something bigger going on. I recognized the guy that kidnapped Colin 

years ago. Looks like they’re working together.”  

 Genevieve shifted in her wheelchair, thinking. “That would make sense. But Colin had 

powers. Like mine, I think, but red light instead of white. How did he get his powers?” 

 Patrick shot her a pointed look. “We still don’t know how you got your powers.” 

 She sighed. “Fair point.” Her gaze wandered over the recording equipment, all shut off. 

Nothing was lit up since Patrick wasn’t even recording today. An unsettling feeling churned in her 

stomach. “But I know where Ivy’s gonna be tomorrow night and something tells me I should be 

there, too.” 

# 
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 Candy’s party was the last place Genevieve wanted to be. But Ivy was going to be there, 

and Genevieve wanted to keep an eye on her. This party was open to more than just university 

sororities and people would always bring their friends, so it was going to be packed.  

 The party was at a sorority house that was partially wheelchair accessible on the first floor. 

But the second story was out of the question. Plain and white on the outside. Other residencies 

surrounded the area nearby, but the most surprising thing about the sorority house was that the 

back had a giant backyard. A variety of non-toxic plants—succulents and pots of daises and 

roses—dotted the perimeter of the yard and red and gold streamers—the university’s colors—were 

draped around the space. A DJ was in one corner spinning tunes. Everything was perfect for a 

party.  

 Genevieve made her way to the backyard. Ivy was already there. They’d decided to go 

separately, and Ivy was surprised when she found out that Genevieve wanted to attend. Although 

Ivy now knew of Genevieve’s abilities, it was still something she was getting used to and 

Genevieve didn’t want to alarm Ivy or make her uncomfortable in any way, so she didn’t tell her 

best friend that there was a chance that Colin or someone who worked with Colin might appear. It 

wasn’t completely unusual for cis, trans, or non-binary guys to crash parties like this, but having 

Patrick show up would arise a different kind of suspicion, so he stayed across the street. Watching 

and waiting.  

 They planned it so that he’d alert Genevieve if he saw anything suspicious and Genevieve 

would do the same for him. A part of her hoped there would be no supernatural occurrences tonight 
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as she just wanted Ivy to have a normal night of fun—or as much fun as she could have until Candy 

found out they were there.  

 Ivy sauntered over to her just then.  

 “Hey!” she said, holding a red Solo cup with some kind of beverage in her hand. Genevieve 

thought it probably had alcohol and was a little surprised that Ivy would be drinking again so soon 

after the incident at the nightclub. Then again, Genevieve didn’t know if Ivy had been drunk before 

Colin had gotten to her or if the enthralling effects of Colin’s magic had just made her seem that 

way. She shuddered when she found herself wondering if her own abilities could do something 

like that and if they could—what else was she capable of? 

 “Genevieve?” 

 “I’m sorry… what were you saying?” Genevieve asked, trying to project her voice over the 

pounding din of the music. Thankfully she’d also been able to put in her earplugs before going 

into the backyard.  

 “You made it!” Ivy exclaimed. “I know this isn’t your thing, but I’m so glad you’re here.” 

 “Have you seen Candy?” 

 Ivy shook her head. “Not yet. Probably better off if we don’t see her for as long as possible. 

Think she’d kick us out?” 

 “I have no idea. Why don’t we just stick together for now?” 
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 “Sure,” Ivy replied. “I have no idea what to do at these parties anyway and I’m not in the 

mood for dancing. Not after…” Her voice trailed off.  

 “It’s okay,” Genevieve said in a voice she hoped sounded reassuring.  

 “I need to find a place to sit down. These heels are killing me!” 

 They wandered around the party, looking for a chair and maybe a table. Through crowds 

of people apparently from school that Genevieve didn’t recognize.  

 Finally, they found a spot far enough away from the blaring music and Ivy sat down, 

removing her high heels.  

 “Ugh,” she groaned. “You’re lucky you’ve never worn stuff like this.” 

 “Doesn’t look too comfortable,” Genevieve said, and looked down at her Coach sneakers. 

They were the only shoes that fit the foot braces on her feet. At least they were nice shoes. These 

ones had a leopard print design with a red trim.  

 Just then, a familiar blond approached them.  

 Candy.  

 Genevieve drew in a breath, bracing herself for the confrontation.  

 “You two again,” Candy said with great distaste. “Come to ruin my party like Ivy ruined 

my karaoke night?” 

 “For the last time, I didn’t ruin—”  
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 “Save it,” Candy snapped. “I don’t wanna hear it.” 

 Genevieve glanced at Ivy. “Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea after all.” And maybe Colin 

and whoever else he’s working with won’t show up here. Maybe I got lucky. But what if they’re at 

some other place instead of— 

 “It’s not a sorority specific party!” Ivy objected. “We should be able to stay if we want to. 

It’s not like we’re bothering you, Candy.” 

 “You two being here is bothering me.” 

 Ivy slipped her shoes back on. “I’m going to get another drink. I’ll be back, Genevieve. 

Don’t worry.” 

 “Fine,” Candy grunted. “Just don’t ruin anything else.” 

 Just then, Candy’s attention shifted to a red-headed friend of hers who was calling her over 

to join. She stalked away, not giving Genevieve a second glance.  

 Genevieve sighed, hoping Ivy would be back soon. Like the situation at Revue Nightclub, 

she really didn’t want to be there. Why did she keep putting herself in uncomfortable social 

situations?  

 Well, now she just felt awkward being there and like she didn’t belong. She had hoped she 

wouldn’t see Candy, but since seeing her, she couldn’t help but notice a sinking feeling in the pit 

of her stomach.  
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 She didn’t see Ivy in the hordes of people anywhere around her and it gave her brief 

flashbacks from the Revue Nightclub. Hoping Ivy would be back soon, she shifted in her seat 

uncomfortably.  

 Laughter echoed around her, and she looked around to find Candy throwing her head back 

in laughter at something one of her friends said.  

 Just then, a young man who Genevieve had never seen before approached Candy and 

started flirting with her. In jeans and a loose T-shirt, he certainly wasn’t dressed up for a fancy 

party. He moved blond hair out of his eyes and gave her his most charming smile. She seemed 

totally intrigued by this.  

 He must be showering her with compliments.  

 If there was one thing Candy loved more than anything else, it was flattery. He oozed charm 

and something about it made her uncomfortable. Just like Matthew had before she knew he was 

Colin.  

 He also had no problem schmoozing with her friends. There was one young woman with 

flowing waves of black hair and a cobalt blue dress that hugged her petite frame. Genevieve 

watched as the young man casually moved some hair off the young woman’s shoulder. 

 A flash of something unreadable crossed Candy’s face, but it was quickly replaced by a 

masked smile as her friend conversed with the blond stranger.  
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 Genevieve was almost tempted to go over and interrupt, but she didn’t want to come under 

Candy’s wrath, so she just waited and observed.  

 Candy got pulled away by another friend and Genevieve could no longer find her once 

other people filled the space around them. She tried to keep an eye on the other woman flirting 

with the blond stranger, but lost track of them, too.  

 They emerged at the other end of the backyard with the blond-haired guy tugging at the 

woman’s hand and encouraging her to leave.  

 Genevieve considered herself an intuitive person and decided to follow them. She slowly 

made her way out of the backyard and to the front of the house where she found the young woman 

giggling and looking at the attractive young man with awe and intrigue. Genevieve inched closer, 

picking up on snippets of their conversation.  

 “What did you say your name was again?” she asked, turning to face him.  

 “Actually, I didn’t,” he replied. “But now that you asked, it’s David. And yours?” 

 “Willow. And hey… Candy’s one of my best friends and she didn’t mention someone as 

cute as you would be coming along. She usually tells me everything.”  

 He grinned. “I guess you can say it was a surprise.” 

 From Genevieve’s viewpoint, the light from the nearby streetlamp seemed to carve his 

silhouette in an ominous shadow. A haunting presence. An unsettling feeling prickled across her 

skin again. It wasn’t the nighttime breeze.  
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 “You don’t hear me complaining,” Willow replied flirtatiously. “Usually, Candy gets all 

the attention. If Penelope hadn’t gotten her attention back there, I’m sure she’d be all over you.” 

 He leaned closer. “Lucky for you, it’s not her I’m interested in.” 

 It almost looked as though they were about to kiss or at least shamelessly flirt some more 

when David suddenly grabbed her wrist quite forcefully. David flipped some of her black waves 

of hair off her shoulder.  

 “I’m really sorry I have to do this,” he whispered. He placed his hand against her mouth 

before she could say anything. Then he transformed into someone else entirely. This time, it was 

an older man. Medium build. Black hair. Emerald green eyes. Broad shoulders. The man was much 

older than David, probably in his thirties or forties.  

Genevieve watched Willow’s eyes go wide with fear as purple smoke began to rise around 

them.  

“HEY! STOP!” Genevieve rushed forward and held up her hand. A beam of white magic 

erupted, but missing Willow and the transformed David completely. She still hadn’t gotten used 

to her magic or knew how to control it, but at least she had to try.  

She was about to try again when the older man’s emerald eyes locked on hers. When their 

gazes met, his expression was one of surprise, but also intrigue as if he hadn’t expected anyone to 

stop him.   

She barely noticed Patrick running toward them from across the street.  
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“HEY!” he shouted.  

The other man broke his gaze with Genevieve once Patrick distracted him. The older man 

hesitated a moment, glancing between Genevieve and Patrick. Shooting Genevieve one last grin, 

he wrapped an arm around Willow’s waist, and she seemed to go limp in his grip.  

The purple smoke rose higher, and Willow and the shapeshifting stranger disappeared.   
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CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 

PATRICK 

 Patrick was watching for any sign of unusual commotion from across the street as he and 

Genevieve mutually agreed that she and Ivy should be the ones to attend the party. However, he 

found himself not minding that he didn’t go into the party. Like Genevieve, large parties made him 

uncomfortable, and he much preferred the company of a smaller group of friends or one-on-one 

friend hangouts like with Seth. 

 Seth. 

He wished he could have offered to take Seth’s dog—a five-year-old husky named 

Truffaut, after the French filmmaker—for a walk. But he didn’t want something happening to the 

dog while he was basically supposed to be on stakeout. He knew what happened to innocent dogs 

in certain movies. But he and Seth were still barely communicating as Seth hardly responded to 

his texts. He slightly envied the fact that Genevieve and Ivy had been able to repair their friendship 

so quickly, although Ivy was still wary of Genevieve’s magic.  

 After waiting what seemed like hours, but was probably only about an hour or so, Patrick 

saw a young man and woman around his age at the front of the sorority house. He noticed 

Genevieve lingering in the background. She seemed to be following the pair at a careful distance. 

He resisted the urge to call out to her, knowing that she would probably alert him if she needed 

any help. Just what exactly what she planning? What was it about this pair that had gotten 

Genevieve’s attention? 
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 The young man had short, cropped blond hair and the young woman had waves of black 

hair cascading down her back and was dressed in a simple cobalt blue cocktail dress. The young 

woman seemed enthralled with the man, flirting shamelessly, though he couldn’t exactly hear their 

conversation.  

 Suddenly, he watched as the young man grabbed the woman by the wrist and transformed 

before his very eyes.  

 A shapeshifter! 

 He was well-versed enough in supernatural or paranormal lore to have some basic 

knowledge about human shapeshifters, but seeing one up close was an entirely different 

experience.  

 It was then he realized the young man had shapeshifted into someone familiar. Someone 

he’d met before.  

 He drew in a sharp breath as he recalled the man he’d talked to while in the hospital 

cafeteria when he’d been visiting Genevieve and Ivy.  

 Victor.  

 The realization throttled him. Horror overcoming him in waves.  

 What was Victor doing here?  

 Patrick hadn’t even considered the fact that Victor could have supernatural abilities or 

powers. He’d been so stressed over what was happening with Genevieve and Ivy at the hospital he 



 

 

242 

hadn’t thought about it at all. Was Victor the person he’d seen disappearing in a plume of purple 

smoke outside the hospital that night?  

 Not wasting another moment, he bolted across the street, running toward the pair. As he 

got closer, he saw Genevieve hold up her hand and a beam of white magic erupted from her palm. 

But she missed and the magic hit a tree, causing a whirlwind of leaves to cascade onto the ground 

below. Thankfully the tree didn’t fall over.  

 “HEY!” He shouted. A distraction. A diversion. He needed to do something.  

 Victor turned toward Patrick. A flicker of recognition crossed his features as he looked 

between Patrick and Genevieve. Giving Genevieve a final glance, purple smoke started to rise 

around Victor and the other woman. He had his grip firm around the woman’s waist as she went 

limp in his arms, which Patrick assumed was from shock.  

 Before Genevieve or Patrick could do anything else, they disappeared in a cloud of purple 

smoke.  

# 

 Patrick let out a frustrated scream. “NOOOO!” 

 “I’m sorry,” Genevieve said. “I tried to stop him. My magic went haywire instead. I still 

need to learn how to control it.” 

 “Genevieve… I know him.” 

 She turned to face him, a shocked expression on her face. “What? How?” 
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 “I mean, I know the guy he transformed into. Not the guy he was before. He’s obviously a 

shapeshifter. That’s why I didn’t recognize him at first.” 

 “Was he the one who kidnapped your brother?” 

 Patrick shook his head. “No. That was someone else. I’ve only seen him once since then. 

The last time I saw him was on the rooftop of the Revue Nightclub when you used your powers to 

fight my brother. This guy… he was at the hospital when you and Ivy were recovering. I met him 

in the cafeteria. He was talking about all this weird stuff. Like he had a fascination with death or 

something. Other morbid stuff, too. I had no idea he had any kind of powers.” 

 “You think he was singling you out? That he works with Colin?” Genevieve asked.  

 “I have no idea. But I wouldn’t be surprised.” 

 Patrick met Genevieve’s gaze. The light from the streetlamp almost cast an angelic glow 

around her. Unless it was the dazzling aura he’d seen surrounding her the first time they’d met at 

the campus coffee shop.  

 He couldn’t be sure right now unless the light around her was going to get brighter.  

 Taking a deep breath, he moved closer to her. “There’s something I need to tell you.” 

 “What is it? Something wrong? I mean, aside from the fact that we couldn’t stop that guy 

from kidnapping Willow.” 

 Willow. That had been the girl’s name.  
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 “She wasn’t a friend of yours, was she?” Patrick asked. 

 “Oh, no,” Genevieve replied. “Definitely not. She was one of Candy’s friends. I saw 

David—the guy who he was before he transformed—flirting with Willow and Candy. He had 

blond hair and looked to be about our age. At first, I didn’t think much of it. Candy loves attention 

like that. And I’m sure Willow does, too, so they were eating it up. Then Candy’s attention got 

called away and David started flirting seriously with Willow. Something about that creeped me 

out. I don’t know why. It gave me unsettling vibes the way Matthew flirted with me at the Revue 

Nightclub. Call it intuition, I guess. Anyway, I saw David leading Willow away from the rest of 

Candy’s posse out here. I was hoping it was just to chat a bit, but Willow looked almost smitten, 

and something seemed off. Then David shapeshifted and well, you know the rest.” 

 “Did Ivy see any of this? Did she see Willow?” 

 “I don’t think so. She went to get a drink after we had an unpleasant altercation with Candy. 

I think she was fed up. She’s probably still in the backyard having a great time. Maybe I should 

go get her.”  

 Genevieve’s gaze flicked away, to the backyard, as a few people stumbled out, giggling.  

 “Wait…” Her attention snapped back to Patrick. “Wasn’t there something else you wanted 

to tell me?” 

 Wary of the people who’d come stumbling out of the backyard, Patrick motioned for 

Genevieve to follow him to the other end of the driveway and away from any curious passerby. 

He stood close to her, lowering his voice. “There’s something I never told you. About me.” 
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 She gazed at him curiously and gave him the space to answer.  

 He sighed, unsure how he should approach this. “I told you why I started this podcast. To 

find my brother. I thought interviewing people about supernatural or paranormal phenomenon 

would somehow help me find him. I’m always looking for answers. But so far, meeting you has 

been the closest to answers I’ve gotten, but it has also brought many more questions. The first time 

I saw you at the coffee shop, you had this dazzlingly bright aura around you. I’d never seen 

anything like it. I’ve never seen it around anyone since. I did see it around Victor when I met him 

at the hospital, but I was so tired and thinking I was seeing things, I didn’t think much of it at the 

time.” 

 Genevieve’s eyes go wide. “Wait… so are you saying… you think you have powers, too?” 

 Patrick nodded. “Yeah, I think I do.” 
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CHAPTER NINETEEN 

GENEVIEVE 

 Genevieve was surprised by Patrick’s revelation. Not something she’d been expecting to 

find out. She asked the one question that neither of them had the answer to.  

 “How?” 

 “I don’t know. But if I saw your aura and Victor’s, then it’s gotta mean something. I’ve 

spent all this time doing a supernatural podcast and never wondered about what it would mean to 

have my own abilities. I keep thinking they’re not real.” 

 “And it’s only happened with me and Victor?” 

 Patrick nodded. “So far. I didn’t notice anything with the guy who kidnapped my brother, 

but maybe I was too young then. I don’t know what could have changed. I saw them disappear in 

a cloud of purple smoke. But I didn’t see that the other guy had an aura. I don’t know what I’m 

seeing now.” 

 Genevieve sighed. “I’m glad I’m not alone in figuring out how to control and use my 

powers.” 

 “You were never alone. We have each other now. I’m glad you came to me when you did.” 

 The shared moment of understanding passed between them, and the PTSD/anxiety spiral 

that Patrick felt, while still present, had calmed slightly. They would continue to figure it out. They 

had to. Both needed answers. 
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 And all Patrick wanted was for his brother to come home.  

 Just then, Ivy emerged from the backyard. Thankfully she didn’t seem too drunk. Maybe 

slightly buzzed, but not drunk enough where she’d lost all sense of her bearings. She wasn’t 

holding a red Solo cup anymore, and her purse hung over one shoulder as she stumbled slightly in 

her heels.  

 “I was looking for you, Genevieve! Was wondering where you went.” 

 “I came out here. Thought I saw something,” Genevieve replied. “Are you having fun?” 

 “Not anymore. Did either of you see something?” 

 “Did you see Willow leave the party with some guy?” Genevieve asked.  

 Ivy paused for a beat. “Yeah, I think I saw some blond guy flirting with Candy and her 

posse. Wasn’t paying too much attention, though. But I’ve never seen him before.” 

 She looked between her best friend and Patrick as the two exchanged a knowing glance.  

 “Uh-oh. You two know something,” Ivy said. “What happened?” 

 Genevieve looked around to make sure no one else was in earshot before speaking. “I 

followed Willow and that guy out here. Just got some weird vibes from him. Willow was taking 

the flirting with stride. Like how Candy would, I think.” 

 Ivy rolled her eyes. “Of course.” 
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 “And then that guy transformed into someone else,” Genevieve said, while keeping her 

voice low and nodding toward Patrick. “Patrick and I both saw it happen.” 

 “He’s a shapeshifter. He shapeshifted into someone I recognize. Someone I met when you 

and Genevieve were at the hospital. Genevieve tried to stop him with her powers, but he 

disappeared with Willow.” 

 “Willow’s gone?” Ivy looked distressed, eyes darting around the space and lowered her 

voice in disbelief. “You recognized him?” 

 “Yeah, I met him at the hospital. I had no idea he was connected to any of this, though. Or 

if he could be a connection to my brother or those that know my brother.” 

 “That could’ve been me who disappeared with him instead of Willow,” Ivy pointed out, 

shaking her head. “What if—”  

 “But it wasn’t,” Genevieve insisted. “You’re okay.” 

 “At least for now,” Ivy said, but she seemed unconvinced. “So, let’s say all of this is true, 

why do all of these people keep disappearing?” 

 “That’s what we’re trying to figure out.” 

 The three of them looked at one another, all uncertain of the next steps to take. Slowly, 

more and more people were disappearing in clouds of purple smoke, and none of them knew how 

to stop it from happening.  

# 
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 Genevieve couldn’t get Willow’s disappearance with Victor out of her mind. After they’d 

left the party, she went to bed exhausted, but almost couldn’t fall asleep because of the anxiety of 

everything. Who knows what could have happened to Ivy if Genevieve hadn’t stopped Colin. It’s 

something she tried not to think about, but the intrusive thoughts surfaced on a regular basis.  

 Willow’s disappearance was also the talk of the school. After her disappearance, there was 

a huge search led by police and Candy and her sorority caused a vicious uproar. They were out for 

the next several weeks protesting and leading searches. The university had a curfew and clubs, 

sororities, and fraternities were not allowed to run nightly activities past 10 PM. Genevieve noticed 

that many members of Candy’s sorority were often flanked by Campus Safety who accompanied 

people back to their dorms or apartments safely. Even after a few weeks passed and Willow never 

showed up, campus security measures changed.  

 With the sorority uproar and campus vigilance, at times Genevieve found it difficult to 

concentrate on schoolwork or a possible upcoming audition. Despite this, the Theatre Arts building 

was where Genevieve felt most at home and she looked forward to taking more theatre classes in 

her sophomore, junior, and senior years. She still hoped she could someday get the lead in a school 

play or a part in a school musical, though her acting skills were stronger than her singing.  

 Once inside the theatre building, the hallway loomed in front of her. Carefully, she made 

her way to Theatre History class, wary of students rushing to get to their next classes or go to the 

auditorium where they hold auditions for school productions. As she was making her way to class, 

a familiar voice stopped her.  

 “Genevieve!” 
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 Genevieve turned toward the direction of the voice. A familiar blond stood a few feet away 

from her, hair pulled back in a ponytail. Unlike the last time Genevieve had seen her, she wasn’t 

wearing a track uniform. Just regular clothes: a red top and a pair of faded jeans.  

 “Dana?” 

 “Figures we’d see each other again sooner or later,” she said, stepping closer. “I’m glad I 

caught you. I wanted to talk to you and your friend about what happened at the library a few weeks 

ago.” 

 This caused Genevieve to stumble. “Um, sure. What did you want to talk about?” 

 “Not here. Not now,” Dana replied, looking around warily. “Where is the best place you 

think we can meet?” 

 “I’ll double check with Patrick, but why don’t we meet at my dorm tomorrow night? I 

really have to get to class right now, and I don’t want to be late.” 

 They exchanged numbers.  

 “Text me the address and I’ll be there.” Dana’s tone was abrupt and direct.  

 “Is everything okay?” Genevieve asked, suddenly concerned. She knew they hadn’t left 

things on a good note with Dana when they had met with her at the library, but it was a lot to ask 

of someone to believe in supernatural phenomenon. However, due to Genevieve’s inability to 

control her powers, she had unintentionally almost hurt Dana. It was bad enough a book flew in 

her direction and hit her.  
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 “I… I don’t know,” Dana replied, suddenly looking vulnerable.  

 Genevieve detected honesty in her voice. But also fear. Did Dana know something that 

they didn’t? 

 “Whatever it is, we’ll figure it out,” Genevieve said. She and Patrick had been saying those 

words a lot lately and what had they figured out? People were still disappearing. What if she or 

Patrick was next? She shuttered involuntarily, pushing that from the recesses of her mind. She 

couldn’t imagine how Patrick dealt with all this considering it probably triggered his PTSD and 

anxiety.  

 Patrick.  

 She needed to text him right away.  

 Dana nodded, looking unconvinced. “I hope so. See you tomorrow.” 

 As soon as Dana had disappeared in the crowd of students, Genevieve pulled out her phone 

and texted Patrick.  

 Just saw Dana. She wants to meet with us tomorrow night. My dorm. 5 PM okay? 

 Putting her phone away, she rushed to her Theatre History class. But all throughout the 

lecture, she found herself unable to concentrate. She knew that look on Dana’s face very well. 

Something was seriously wrong.  

# 
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 The next day, after a full day of classes, Genevieve went back to her room to study and 

wait for Patrick and Dana.  

 At five minutes before 5 PM, there was a knock at Genevieve’s door.  

 When she went to open it, Patrick stood before her.  

 “Am I too early?” he asked. 

 “Don’t worry about it,” she replied. “Come on in.” 

 She moved her wheelchair aside and he walked in, shutting the door behind him. Then he 

turned to face her.  

 “Did Dana mention what she wanted to talk to us about?” 

 Genevieve shook her head. “No idea. But when I saw her yesterday, she looked scared. 

Like she was afraid of something.” 

 Just then, another knock startled the pair.  

 “Right on time,” Genevieve said.  

 Upon opening the door, Dana still looked uneasy, but she looked slightly more put together 

than she had the day before. No track suit, but now her blond hair fell in waves against her 

shoulders and her lips were covered in rose lip gloss. She wrung her hands together uneasily, 

seeming as though she might bolt before she walked in.  

 “Dana, so glad you could make it. Come on in. Let’s chat.” 
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 Once the trio had settled themselves in Genevieve’s bedroom, Genevieve turned her full 

attention to Dana. 

 “First of all,” Genevieve said, trying to sound as non-threatening as possible. She didn’t 

know what Dana knew and the last thing they needed was for Dana to run out the door in a 

frightened mess. Drawing a deep breath, Genevieve knew she had to take things slow. Whatever 

the situation was, Dana had come to them for a reason. “We want you to know that you’re safe 

here with whatever you want to tell us. Just like how you trusted us with your gender identity, 

whatever else you want to tell us… I just want you to know that we’ll listen.” 

 Dana tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “I appreciate that. I’m sorry for running out 

on both of you a few weeks ago at the library. I just… I really miss Erica. We were so close, and 

I’ve never been one to believe in supernatural or paranormal experiences or events the way that 

she has. She would try to get me to go to these weird events with her when we were in high school 

and even last year. Most of them didn’t even make sense to me. A part of me always wanted to go 

with her, just to support her, and be her best friend, you know? A part of me wondered what kind 

of best friend I was if I didn’t go, but those things just… nothing made sense. So, when both of 

you came to me claiming she had disappeared and something supernatural or paranormal was 

responsible for all of that, I freaked out. Then seeing Genevieve’s powers in the library… it scared 

me even more. It brought back all those memories. I’m still not sure what to believe, but I want to 

believe in something. I think that’s why I’m here. I want to know what happened to Erica. I’m 

glad I stopped Genevieve in the hallway yesterday.” 

 She paused, too hesitant to continue.  
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 “What is it?” Genevieve asked. “Did you find something?” 

 Dana looked between Patrick and Genevieve. “I’m not sure, to be honest. I decided to look 

into that article where Nathan interviewed me for the school paper.” 

 “Genevieve and I have read that article many times before and after we met you. We looked 

for clues, too. We couldn’t find anything.” 

 “I decided to do some research into Nathan himself. Beyond just social media profiles. I 

wanted to read up on the kinds of articles he was reporting for the school paper.” 

 “But he said he didn’t know anything,” Genevieve said. “Patrick and I let that lead dry up 

once we talked to you. There’s still not a lot that makes sense. Do you know if he covered a weird 

incident that happened at a sorority house a few nights ago?” 

 Dana shook her head. “I haven’t read anything about that. Maybe it just hasn’t been posted 

yet. Did someone else disappear like Erica?” 

 “You could say that,” Patrick replied. “Genevieve and I were both there when it happened. 

It was a sorority party a few weeks ago. Seems like the kind of thing Nathan would have no 

problem reporting since he handles campus news, even if he doesn’t believe in ‘witchy-woo-woo 

shit’ as he put it.” 

 Dana bit her lip, hesitating again. “That’s the thing, though. I think Nathan knows more 

than what he reports on. I think he might know what happened to Erica.” 
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CHAPTER TWENTY 

PATRICK 

 Patrick and Genevieve snapped their gazes toward Dana at her comment. 

 “What do you mean?” Patrick asked. “You think he knows something else?” 

 “Possibly,” Dana replied. “Look, I’m not saying I understand the supernatural stuff either, 

okay? I really don’t. But what I found… it doesn’t make much sense to me either.” 

 “Show us what you found,” Genevieve said. “That’s why you came to us, right?” 

 Dana nodded and pulled out her phone. “First, I went back to the article you pulled up a 

few weeks ago at the library. I read through it. I remember him interviewing me. Nothing seemed 

too off, so I didn’t really think much of it. But while he was interviewing me, I got this weird, 

unsettling feeling from him. I don’t know why. So, after you both came to me, I decided to look 

into him again. His social media profiles are pretty standard. Nothing weird. And it’s not like I’m 

a hacker or anything. But then I got curious about the other things he’s reported on. There’s a 

whole archive of his articles that are still posted and I started reading through some of them.” 

 Patrick nodded. “Internet archives tend to come in handy sometimes. I found out more 

history about Elixer from looking at research articles in the school’s database. Founders, 

architectural details, that sort of thing.” 

 “Oh, wow, yeah,” Dana said. She typed something into her phone, then showed it to 

Genevieve and Patrick. “Here’s the article I found.” 
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 Patrick took the phone from her as Genevieve glanced over. “It’s some kind of article about 

a parapsychology group. I’m surprised I didn’t even know about that. I wonder how long it’s been 

around?” 

 “Well, this school supposedly prides itself on diversity and inclusion, which I have my 

doubts about, but isn’t it okay to start a student group on campus as long as you’re not harming 

anyone or making fun of them?” Genevieve asked. “Although we know hate crimes have come up 

on campus anyway. What was he investigating, though?” 

 “Makes his comment about ‘witchy-woo-woo shit’ make a lot more sense from reading 

this,” Patrick said, scrolling through the article. “It was published before the one on Erica’s 

disappearance. Seems like he wanted to get a reaction out of the group. Look at the kind of wording 

he used. He basically slandered them. Maybe between that and the purple smoke thing, he just got 

weirded out.” Patrick searched for other articles, looking through them. “It’s just the one on 

parapsychology, and the one on Erica’s disappearance that I can find so far, but there could be 

more.” 

 He gives Dana back her phone. “Did you find anything else?” 

 “I found a few more articles, including one about your podcast. The article wasn’t very 

favorable.” 

 Patrick cringed. “I don’t like reading bad reviews or articles. Probably why I haven’t seen 

it.” 
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 “Thanks for bringing this to our attention,” Genevieve said. She exchanged a glance with 

Patrick. “I think we need to confront Nathan one more time. He might know more than what’s 

published in those articles.” 

 “Well, we know how that conversation went last time.” Patrick sighed, shifting 

uncomfortably. A knot of dread settled in his stomach. Somehow, he felt that they still had too 

many questions and not enough answers. “Let’s hope he’s willing to talk to us again.” 

# 

 Patrick and Genevieve met outside the journalism building, exchanging nervous glances 

before heading inside.  

 “What if he refuses to talk to us?” Genevieve asked. 

 “Well, we can’t force him. Guess we’ll just have to play nice and see what happens.” 

 Genevieve groaned.  

 “It’ll be okay,” Patrick reassured, although he wasn’t sure if he was just trying to reassure 

Genevieve or himself. 

 They went inside and rode the elevator together. When they got off on the second floor, 

they went to the same area that had several weeks ago. Waited in the same room Nathan had seen 

them in before.  

 Finally, Nathan emerged and walked into the room, closing the door behind him.  
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 “It’s you two again,” he said, once he got closer to them. Folded his arms across his chest. 

“I thought I made myself very clear the first time when I asked you to leave.” 

 “Please… just one more time,” Genevieve begged. “We really need to talk to you. It’s 

urgent.” 

 “We know about some of the other articles you’ve reported on. Not just Erica’s. Please just 

give us a few minutes,” Patrick begged. 

 “Ah, so I assume you found the article I wrote about your podcast?” Nathan asked, shooting 

Patrick an indiscernible glare. Patrick wished he could read the inscrutable expression on Nathan’s 

face.  

 “Yes,” Patrick said slowly. “I try not to focus on negative reviews or articles, though. If 

that’s your opinion, fine. But this is not about that. We just want a few minutes of your time.” 

 Nathan looked between the two of them and sighed. “Fine.” 

#  

 Once they were settled in and a chair was removed to accommodate Genevieve and her 

wheelchair, Nathan turned to the pair.  

 “Okay, will one or both of you actually tell me what’s going on?” 

 Patrick and Genevieve exchanged nervous glances at one another guiltily. Moreover, they 

were investigating him. How much should they tell him?  
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 He was the one to speak first. He cleared his throat. “After we met with you, we went and 

spoke to Dana, the young woman you interviewed in the article about Erica’s disappearance. She 

was Erica’s roommate.” 

“Why do I get the feeling that you two are snooping around and looking into something 

you shouldn’t? I told you, that case was closed!” 

“We just want to know more about the disappearances. Erica wasn’t the only one who 

disappeared,” Genevieve said. “There were others you wrote up reports on.” 

“We also found an article you did about a parapsychology group on campus. Seems like 

you were trying to discredit them. No wonder you call my podcast ‘witchy woo-woo shit.’” 

Nathan crossed his arms over his chest. “Why is this so important to you? What do you get 

out of this?” 

“We could ask you the same thing,” Genevieve countered. “Is there another reason why 

you’re doing all this?” 

“I’m a journalist for the school paper reporting on stuff that happens on campus. Real 

stories. Not sure what you two think I’m doing.” 

Patrick got the feeling that Nathan wasn’t going to budge. Maybe they were just wasting 

time after all.  

“Genevieve, let’s go,” Patrick said, motioning to the door.  

“What, why? I thought—” 
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“It’s obvious he doesn’t want to tell us anything else. We’re sorry to have bothered you 

with all this.” 

Patrick stood up, heading for the door. Hand on the knob, he twisted slowly. Genevieve 

rolled up beside him, casting an apprehensive glance in Patrick’s direction.  

Maybe Nathan really didn’t know anything more than what the articles said. It wasn’t like 

he had powers or— 

“Wait.” 

Nathan’s voice stopped them.  

Patrick and Genevieve turned around. Stared at him.  

“What is it?” Patrick asked. 

Nathan motioned to the table. “Maybe you should sit down for this.” 

Genevieve didn’t say anything. Her expression uncertain. She looked between Patrick and 

Nathan, as if she was ready to leave but also willing to stay.  

Patrick just rolled his eyes. He’d interviewed enough people about supernatural 

phenomenon. Talked to enough believers and non-believers alike. Despite his vested interest in 

paranormal phenomenon, sometimes it came with a healthy dose of skepticism when people were 

given one too many chances. “Now you wanna talk?” 
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Something in Nathan’s expression shifted. A barely discernible twitch of his eyebrows. A 

curve of his lips. He pursed them together as if deep in thought before speaking again.  

“I’m not sure you’ll like what I have to say, but if you’re willing to listen…” He trailed 

off.  

Patrick and Genevieve exchanged glances again. They went back to the table and 

Genevieve pulled into the empty spot where a chair had been removed for her.  

Nathan sat, too, hands folded across the polished wood.  

“I don’t talk about this with a lot of people,” he began. “Hardly anyone, in fact. Look, I’m 

not saying I believe in supernatural phenomenon. But there’s a reason I wrote about the 

parapsychology group on campus and some of the other articles. My older sister was a student here 

a few years before I came here as a freshman. She’d be twenty-seven by now. She was a 

psychology major. Had a fascination with people, how their minds worked, stuff like that. I thought 

she might pursue her doctorate in forensic psychology. She got involved with the Astrology club 

and the parapsychology group on campus. Astrology, tarot, all that is just a bit strange to me. But 

my sister was the type who was into that stuff. She also would love getting her palm read at the 

street fair and stuff like that.” 

“And you thought the parapsychology club was some kind of cult?” Genevieve asked. 

Nathan sighed, running a hand over his face. “I know I put that in the article, but I’m not 

sure if I believe that. I was just angry, I guess. My sister, Monica, and I… we were close. We 

talked on the phone every other night, sometimes for hours. One night, she didn’t call. Then she 
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didn’t call for a week and I started to get worried. I called her and my parents called her, and she 

never answered. Finally, one of her friends called my parents, and they said that one night she had 

just disappeared, and they had never heard from her. But there was no mention of purple smoke or 

anything weird like that. Still… how can someone just vanish like that?” 

“The police never found a body?” Genevieve asked, echoing the question she had asked 

Patrick only a few weeks ago.  

Something about hearing this story made an uncanny chill run-down Patrick’s spine. It was 

so like his own with Colin.  

“No,” Nathan said. “Besides, how much time do you think racist police officers will spend 

looking for a missing Black woman? They don’t care.” 

Patrick and Genevieve were silent. Patrick had received his fair share of racist remarks 

regarding his podcast, but it wouldn’t be fair to compare his experiences with Nathan’s. Still, he 

understood the frustration of not having any answers.  

“That’s why I became a journalist,” Nathan said. “I want to report the facts.” 

Patrick nodded in understanding.  

“Now, if you’ll excuse me, I have a newspaper to run,” Nathan said, standing up.  

“Thank you for sharing that with us,” Genevieve said.  

The three of them filed out of the conference room and Genevieve and Patrick took the 

elevator down to the first floor. Neither said anything to one another on the way down.  
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An unsettling realization came over Patrick. They would have to find out more about 

Nathan’s sister on their own. The answers Nathan had provided only led to more questions.  
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CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 

GENEVIEVE 

 The new information from Nathan somersaulted in Genevieve’s mind.   

 Nathan might not believe in supernatural or paranormal, but Genevieve had a feeling there 

was more to his sister’s disappearance.  

 After meeting with Nathan, Genevieve and Patrick decided they would reconvene the next 

day and decide what to do from there.  

 Once inside Patrick’s recording studio, he took a seat across from Genevieve.  

 “Before we look into Nathan’s sister, I think there’s something else we need to figure out 

first.” 

 “What’s that?” Genevieve asked.  

 “Well, both of us have powers, right? Why don’t we figure out how to use them? We don’t 

know what we could be going up against.” 

 “Or who,” Genevieve pointed out. “I mean, aside from your brother.” 

 “Right.” Patrick ran a hand through his mane of black curls. “We know your powers are 

triggered by strong emotions.” 

 “It seems that way. What triggers yours?” 
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 “I’m not sure. When I first saw you, the aura around you was so strong. Now it’s a bit 

fainter, but still there.” 

 “Does it happen every time you see me?” 

 “Yeah. But I wouldn’t know how to control or enact it per se.” 

 “Do you think yours are triggered by emotions, too?” Genevieve asked. 

 “What do you mean? I’m not angry or anything.” 

 She crossed her arms, shifting in her wheelchair. “But what are you feeling right now?” 

 “Curious. Anxious. But I’m always anxious. I have generalized anxiety disorder and 

PTSD.” 

 “Maybe sometimes your anxiety feeds into your ability. Makes it more apparent.” 

 “Maybe.” 

 Genevieve moved one of her hands. “I’ve done this in my room before and nothing 

happened.” She continued to wave her hand around, frustrated.  

 Patrick was silent for a moment. Then, suddenly, he yelled, “BOO!” 

 Genevieve startled and yelled, “AHHH!!” Her hyperacusis made the muscles in her entire 

body stiffen and her hand went up reflexively. A beam of white light shot from her right hand. 

 “You shouldn’t scare me like that!” she exclaimed.  
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 “Sorry,” he replied, looking slightly guilty and Genevieve could swear she saw the tips of 

his ears turn pink as he ducked his head in shame. “But it worked, didn’t it?” 

 “Unfortunately. I just wish people wouldn’t startle me like that on purpose. I hate it when 

people use my hyperacusis against me.” 

 “Hyperacusis? Sounds like a superpower.” 

 Genevieve shook her head. “It’s not. It’s an invisible sensory disability. Makes me feel a 

bit out of control sometimes. All my muscles go tight. It can be painful.” 

 Patrick looked even more guilty now. “I really am sorry.” 

 “It’s okay. You didn’t know.” 

 “It’s not okay,” Patrick said. “At least I’ll know not to do that again. I hate it when people 

treat my anxiety or PTSD like it’s no big deal or like it doesn’t affect me. I wish I would have 

known not to do that.” 

 “Now you do.” 

 Patrick nodded. “Yeah. Why don’t we switch to focusing on Nathan’s sister?” 

 “Good idea.” 

Patrick leaned forward. “But I have a feeling that’s all Nathan is gonna tell us. And we’re 

both wondering the same thing. Did she disappear in a cloud of purple smoke like so many others?” 
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 “Maybe you can go back to the archives and see if you can find anything about Nathan’s 

sister. Maybe someone in the parapsychology group or one of the other groups knows something.” 

 “That would be a good place to start,” Patrick said. “We might end up having to do a road 

trip if any of these leads pan out.” 

 Genevieve grinned. 

 A cursory search for Monica Moore led to a few articles. Some for the psychology research 

she had done and how she was going to pursue a career as a forensic psychologist. There seemed 

to be at least one prominent article about her senior honors thesis, supernatural phenomenon 

examined through a parapsychology lens.  

 “It’s like his sister was interested in similar things you’re interested in, but if Nathan 

doesn’t believe in it—” 

 “Then it could also cause a rift in their relationship,” Patrick finished for her. “Not sure it 

specifies exactly what she was researching in these articles, though.” 

 “Wait… if this project was her senior honors thesis, couldn’t it be found in the school 

library’s database? Don’t they keep a record of student theses and dissertations, stuff like that?” 

 “Yeah, good thinking.” 

 A search in the library’s database led them to Monica Moore’s senior honors thesis: 

Investigating Supernatural Phenomenon through the Lens of Parapsychology.  
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 Although it gave some information on what she was researching, it wouldn’t tell them how 

or why she disappeared.  

 So, they looked for articles on her going missing instead.  

 They found an article where someone in the parapsychology group on campus was 

interviewed. Crystal Edwards. Crystal was also a senior like Monica and apparently, they had been 

in classes together in previous years despite Crystal not being a psychology major. It didn’t say if 

Crystal saw Monica disappear in a cloud of purple smoke or not.  

 Upon doing a social media search of Crystal, they were able to find an Instagram account 

and reached out. Patrick explained that he was interested in interviewing her for an upcoming 

episode of All Things Weird and Wonderful.  

 They didn’t expect to hear back from her so quickly, but she responded a few minutes later 

and suggested a park for them to meet up at near one of the BART stations. 

 Perfect, Patrick typed back, saying everything aloud to Genevieve as he typed.  

“We’ll meet her at Maple Valley Park tomorrow,” Patrick said once he finished the 

correspondence. “It’s about it’s almost two hours away, so we’ll have to take AC Transit and 

BART to get there.” 

“That’s fine. I’m used to it,” Genevieve replied.  

“Are you sure you’re ready for this?” Patrick asked. 
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She shrugged. “You said it yourself. We need answers. And maybe something Crystal 

knows will lead us closer to finding out how your brother got involved later.” 

Patrick licked his lips. “Maybe.” He scrolled through his phone again. “There’s a 10 AM 

BART we can take.” 

“What time do we have to meet Crystal?” 

“Around noon.” 

“10 AM BART it is. I’m going back to my dorm. Gonna try and get some homework done. 

Thank goodness it’s the weekend, huh?” 

“Yeah,” Patrick said. He ran a hand through his hair. A look of uncertainty crossed his 

face. “I just… I can’t help but feel we’re so close to answers and also so far. This is about so much 

more than my brother. Another reason I started the podcast is because I wanted people to feel some 

sort of connection, you know? I know that not everyone believes in this stuff, but for those that do, 

I wanted them to feel like they’re not alone.” 

Genevieve considered this for a moment, mulling over his words before speaking. “I know 

you want to find out what happened to your brother, and I think it’s an admirable thing. I want to 

know more about my powers and I’m sure you want to know more about yours. But this podcast 

you started… I think I agree. You’ve done a lot of good. Aside from the share of odd calls you get, 

I’m sure you’ve helped a lot of people. Maybe some people you don’t even realize. So, when you 

think about what we’re doing with that in mind…” 
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“Yeah, I get it,” Patrick said. “It’s bigger than us. We’ve talked about this before. Just now 

it seems so…” 

“Immediate? Real?” Genevieve asked.  

“Yeah. Like we might find out something more useful this time.” 

“I hope so.” But Genevieve’s response felt lackluster.  

With a myriad of conflicting feelings and emotions warring inside of her, Genevieve left 

the recording studio. Anxious about the next day and what questions or answers it might bring.  

# 

The BART station was chaotic the next morning. College students, people in business 

attire, and stressed-out parents pushing strollers or holding hands of crying toddlers filled the 

space. Waiting for already packed trains to take them to their destination. The elevators were old 

and many of them smelled like years-old urine mixed with curls of cigarette smoke and cheap 

cologne.  

Cringing, Genevieve took an elevator down to get to the train platform. She wanted to hold 

her nose, but she couldn’t do that and navigate with her wheelchair at the same time. She scrunched 

up her face instead at the pungent smell. No one else was in the elevator with her when she took it 

down from the street level but smells like that lingered.  



 

 

271 

Besides, navigating hordes of people was the next big challenge. As the elevator doors 

opened on the platform level, Genevieve inched her way out slowly, but not so slow that the 

elevator doors would close on her.  

Once she got out, she looked around at the mass of people all going in different directions. 

She checked her iPhone, knowing that Patrick had agreed to meet down here, and they would get 

on the BART train together. There was a text from Patrick describing where he was sitting. On a 

bench near a particular platform several feet away. It would take Genevieve a few minutes to get 

there. 

Be there in a few minutes, she texted.  

No worries, he texted back. We still have 15 minutes before the next train arrives.  

Genevieve double checked the time on her phone just to be sure. She was still early enough. 

Taking a breath, it was time to weave through the crowd of people to find Patrick.  

As she made her way through the crowded BART station, she narrowly avoided a young 

woman in a bright red scarf holding a cup of coffee who was so busy texting she almost walked 

right into Genevieve.  

“Excuse me!” Genevieve shouted. The young woman startled, coffee sloshing about, and 

narrowly missed spilling it all over Genevieve.  

“Oh, my God, I’m so sorry! I didn’t see you!” The Red Scarf Lady seemed profusely 

apologetic, but Genevieve wondered how much of it was faux sincerity.  
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Genevieve didn’t know what to say in response, so instead she just didn’t say anything. 

When the Red Scarf Lady was far enough away, Genevieve just rolled her eyes. Any crowded 

place meant that there was a chance this would happen, and she knows she narrowly avoided many 

incidents like this at the nightclub and other places around campus.  

It was one of the incidental hazards of being a wheelchair user. Either deemed a burden by 

the non-disabled population or rendered basically invisible or being seen as “in the way”—she 

sometimes wondered why doing any of this was worth it.  

People made assumptions about her simply because she was visibly disabled. She hated it 

and knew she deserved to be treated with more respect than that. Sure, incidents like those with 

the Red Scarf Lady didn’t always happen, but they happened enough that Genevieve often wrestled 

with feelings of inadequacy about her disabled body, about her worth as a disabled person taking 

up space in public.  

For now, she tried to push aside those thoughts. She had to focus on finding Patrick.  

Maneuvering her way across the crowded platform thankfully did not result in any further 

incidents of coffee spillage or of people nearly falling on top of her.  

Finally, Patrick came into view, and he waved. “Hey, Genevieve!” 

She rolled over to where Patrick was seated. He had a knapsack with him that was slung 

over his shoulder.  
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“Hey,” she replied. The train hadn’t arrived yet. She was glad to still be early despite 

navigational mishaps.  

“You seem rattled,” Patrick observed. “Is everything okay?” 

“Yes,” Genevieve replied, then took a breath. “No… I mean…” She tried to shrug it off. 

“Just a hassle getting here.” 

“I wish there was something I could do to make it easier for you.” 

“I try to avoid crowded places when I can. Obviously with things like the BART, the 

nightclub, or a crowded event on campus, it ends up becoming unavoidable. I don’t mind taking 

public transit. In fact, I like it. Just not when everything is so crowded. A few minutes ago, this 

woman in a red scarf nearly walked right into me and almost spilled her hot coffee all over me. 

I’m fine. Thankfully it didn’t happen. But stuff like this happens a lot more than I want to admit.” 

As much as Genevieve did not want to let incidents like this upset her, it did. She didn’t 

cry or make a scene, but she was clearly upset. 

“I’m sorry, Genevieve,” Patrick said. “I’m not sure what I can say to make anything better, 

but I’m here now and I’ll do my best to make sure people don’t get in your way. Maybe I can walk 

a bit ahead of you and clear a path.” 

In this moment, Genevieve felt grateful, and her heart swelled. “You don’t have to do that. 

I’m just glad you’re here and we’re doing this together.” 
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The two shared a meaningful look with one another. “Me, too,” Patrick said. “Thank you 

for doing this with me.” 

Just then, the familiar screeching of the train pounded against Genevieve’s ears as it 

approached. Genevieve covered her ears and waited until the train stopped. The doors opened and 

people began filing in and out.  

“Let’s go,” Patrick said as he stood up.  

Genevieve followed him onto the train and watched as the doors closed behind them.  

# 

After getting on the train, Genevieve immediately located a wheelchair accessible spot and 

Patrick sat a few feet away from her. Thankfully she was facing him, so she could hear him talk 

over the din of the train. Chatter weaved around them as well.  

Not the best time to be on a crowded platform. Late morning tended to be a popular 

commute time when college students had late morning classes and others had places they needed 

to be. It was never just the early, early morning commute that was a problem.  

Still, remembering her time at the nightclub, Genevieve didn’t like feeling overwhelmed. 

On a train that was packed like sardines with very little breathing room. She tried to push the 

discomfort aside and focus on a conversation with Patrick.  

“I can’t help but think Crystal might know something else,” he said. 

“What do you mean?” Genevieve asked. 
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“I mean, maybe she knows more than what happened to Nathan’s sister. Maybe she knows 

about other things, too. It would be helpful to us.” 

“Let’s hope she’s not as guarded with her secrets as Nathan,” Genevieve said. 

“Well, she did agree to meet with us, so that’s a good sign.” 

Just then, someone cleared their throat. A burly man with two sleeves of colorful tattoos 

was standing close to Genevieve. A little too close. He took a seat right in front of her with Patrick 

only a few seats away. Leaned closer to Genevieve.  

“Hope you don’t mind,” the man said. He was probably in his thirties or forties and his 

breath reeked from ripe fumes of beer. “There aren’t many empty seats in this train car.” 

Clearly uncomfortable, but trying not to show it, Genevieve winced. “Um, no, I don’t 

mind.” 

“I take this train all the time in the mornings,” the man continued. “And yet, I haven’t seen 

a pretty lady such as yourself before. Must be my lucky day.” 

His smile and mannerisms were making her uncomfortable as he gave her the once over. 

She looked over at Patrick, a little desperate.  

“I think you should leave,” Patrick said. “She’s just minding her own business. Don’t 

bother her.” 



 

 

276 

Genevieve wished she could move, but another wheelchair accessible spot wasn’t available 

on this side of the train car, and they’d have to go to a different side. Right now, she had nowhere 

to go.  

“Fine, fine.” She thought the guy was going to back off, but the way he kept glaring at her 

was making her increasingly uncomfortable.  

“Patrick, maybe we should move or get off—” 

An announcement blared. “Our next stop will be Butterfly Slope. As we pull into the 

station, please be sure to watch your step.” 

It wasn’t their stop, but the train car was starting to feel hot and stuffy.  

“Let’s go, Patrick,” Genevieve said, while keeping an eye on the burly tattooed man who 

was still making her incredibly uncomfortable.  

“Oh, come on,” the man chided. “Aren’t we just having a little fun?” 

Before she could maneuver her wheelchair, he reached over and brushed against her leg 

and then he stood up as an attempt to tower over her.  

“Don’t touch me!” Genevieve screamed. 

On instinct and out of fear, Genevieve raised her hand. A beam of white shot out of her 

hand, propelling the burly man back. He crashed into the seats behind him as Genevieve scrambled 

away. She stared at the burly man in horror, then back at her hand. Patrick was already ahead of 

her, clearing a path to get off the train.  
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“What the hell?” the man exclaimed in frustration.  

“Genevieve!” Patrick yelled, snapping her out of her reverie. “Let’s go!” 

Turning on her wheelchair, Genevieve zipped past the scary burly man as bewildered 

passengers parted for her. She didn’t have time to think about what she they had seen or what she 

had done. She had only acted on instinct and on emotion. Just like all the other times. But this 

time, her life was almost threatened.  

As the train slowed to a stop, the doors opened, and Patrick walked out as Genevieve 

followed. She didn’t even look back to see if burly man had followed them, but as the doors shut 

behind them and they remained on the platform, Genevieve assumed it was safe that he hadn’t.  

Patrick led her to a bench. “Are you okay?” he asked. Concern etched in his features. 

“Yeah, yeah, I think so. Thankfully he didn’t—” 

“No, he didn’t.” Patrick finished for her.  

They sat in silence for a moment, watching as their train left the station and zoomed past 

them. Neither of them talked to one another for a long time. The silence between them was 

welcoming, but also dense and heavy as the commotion of the station bustled around them. This 

station wasn’t as busy as the station they had previously been at, but there were still enough people 

milling about.  

Finally, Genevieve spoke up. Her voice shook. “Do you think anyone saw that I—” 

“I don’t know,” Patrick said. “And I’m not sure what they’ll think they saw.” 
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More silence. Tears pricked Genevieve’s eyes. This was all too much. First, the Red Scarf 

Lady almost spills coffee on her and now that incident with tattooed burly dude. It felt like— 

“Genevieve?” 

Her thoughts were spiraling. It wasn’t even noon, and she was already exhausted. How 

much more of this could she take? 

“Genevieve?” Patrick’s voice broke through her swarm of thoughts.  

“I’m sorry,” Genevieve said, shaking her head and trying to fight back tears. “What did 

you say?” 

“I just want to let you know that I’m here and please feel free to talk to me about what 

happened when you’re ready.” 

“Thanks.” 

“Of course,” Patrick said gently. “We don’t have to do this today, Genevieve. I’m sure 

Crystal will understand if—” 

“No,” Genevieve said firmly. “I told you I would do this with you. And I want to.” She 

took a deep breath and wiped away anything that could resemble tears, although she still seemed 

rattled. As much as she tried to shake it off.  

She wondered if Patrick sometimes felt like this. If Patrick’s PTSD episodes got so bad, 

they rattled him like this, but he had to push through anyway. She would have to ask him at some 

point, but she reasoned now was not the right time.  
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For her, it wasn’t about the two specific incidents per se, it was more that things like this 

happened to her more than she cared to admit and the more they happened the more rattled she 

became. She once tried to talk about it with Ivy, but Ivy didn’t seem to understand and Genevieve 

didn’t want to burden her with her all those things, even if they were best friends. But she never 

had a friend like Patrick before and she was grateful he was there with her.  

Just his presence—his friendship—brought comfort she so desperately needed.  

“Okay,” Patrick said finally. “Whenever you’re ready, let’s go meet Crystal, then.” 

They sat for a while and watched passerby. A few minutes later, Genevieve finally said, 

“I’m ready,” and they boarded the next train that would take them to meet Crystal.  
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CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 

PATRICK 

Patrick couldn’t claim to know exactly how Genevieve felt nor did he admit to this. 

However, he recognized the expression on her face. One of frustration and fear. It was coming 

from a completely different place, but Patrick wanted to offer some form of support. They both 

had abilities they were trying to figure out. They both had various traumas and tribulations they 

had to endure. And, most importantly, they had each other now.  

The next train they boarded, they barely talked and the ride there was uneventful and 

boring. For that, Patrick was grateful. He didn’t want anyone harassing or assaulting Genevieve or 

himself.  

Once they arrived, the announcer announced the stop as the doors opened.  

They rode the elevator together and when they came out of the terminal, they found 

themselves in a completely different part of town. A nice change of pace from their college town.  

This part of the city—while still a city in its own right—was undisturbed by college 

students and moved at a much slower pace. Coffee shops, restaurants, and boutique stores lined 

each block. However, despite its city feel, the park wasn’t far away. A few blocks from the BART 

station, Maple Valley Park was nestled in its own corner. This park was vastly different than the 

park where Colin had disappeared. For one, it was less populated.  
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Expansive fields of grass blanketed the area and playgrounds dotted the space with swings 

and slides. Picnic tables were situated near the playground areas so families could eat together. In 

some of the picnic areas, there were overhangs to shield the tables from rain or other kinds of bad 

weather. Light gusts of wind made the leaves from nearby trees flutter. Puffs of white clouds dotted 

the sky.  

Nothing ominous or mysterious about this day at the park. Just a normal day. Patrick didn’t 

feel anything unusual, but he was nervous about interviewing Crystal and what they might find 

out. Perhaps if they’d been at the park where his brother had disappeared, then it would have 

brought back certain uncomfortable feelings. But for now, he was okay.  

Genevieve seemed to have calmed down since the incident on the train earlier and Patrick 

still made it known that they could cancel and head back at any point. 

“No, I’m absolutely sure I want to do this,” Genevieve insisted. “I’ll be okay. Thank you, 

though.” 

They found a bench to sit on and Patrick sent a message to Crystal to let her know where 

they were. Then he looked over at Genevieve. “Crystal responded and said she’d be here in a few 

minutes.” 

“Great,” Genevieve said. 

“Look, I… I don’t understand exactly what you went through back there and I can’t claim 

to, but I know it was something traumatic for you and I just want you to know that I’m here for 

you if you want to talk about it.” 
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“Thank you. I’ll let you know if I do,” Genevieve replied. “But can I ask you a question?” 

“Of course. Anything.” 

“How do you deal with your PTSD and trauma day in and day out? If doing this reminds 

you of your brother, how do you keep it all together without falling apart?” 

Patrick took a deep breath. “Sometimes I do. When I’m in my apartment alone or if I’ve 

just wrapped an episode of the podcast, sometimes I’ll have a breakdown. Sometimes I’ll lash out 

publicly. It just depends. I try to keep myself together, but sometimes it’s difficult. I’ll come across 

something triggering, and it’ll trigger those memories of Colin, like that night on the rooftop of 

Revue Nightclub. It’s not always easy, but it’s just something I have to work through every day. 

It’s part of me. It’s not going away. All I can do is try and make it more manageable for myself.” 

Genevieve nodded. “Some of what you said has resonated, so I get it to an extent. My 

cerebral palsy is a part of me, too. I can’t control how other people are going to respond to me or 

my presence. The only thing I can control is my reaction to it.” 

“That’s exactly it. And that’s hard to learn. And it’s hard to maintain. To stay in that 

mindset.” 

Genevieve exhaled. “Yeah, I agree.” 

A few leaves from a nearby tree skittered across the ground. The wind was picking up 

around them. Genevieve tucked a strand of hair that blew into her eyes. 
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Patrick’s phone chimed and he checked it. “That’s Crystal. She just parked and she’s 

heading toward us now.” 

They sat in silence for a few moments. The heaviness of their conversation an invisible 

weight around them, but they couldn’t bring themselves to speak about it anymore. Trauma was a 

bonding agent, but it was also something that had to be dealt with delicately at appropriate times. 

With Crystal on her way, their moment of connection was temporarily suspended.  

“Patrick and Genevieve?” a voice asked. 

Patrick looked over to find a Black woman walking toward them. She wore black pants 

and a red and black dress shirt layered with a black blazer and pumps. Lipstick and makeup dotted 

her round face as her lips turned up into a smile. As she approached them, she extended her hand 

out to Patrick, “I’m Crystal,” and then she did the same with Genevieve. 

“Thank you so much for meeting with us,” Patrick said. He held up his phone. “Do you 

mind if we record this session? I was planning on using some footage for the podcast.” 

“No, not at all,” Crystal said. “I’m actually kind of relieved you reached out if I’m being 

honest.” 

Patrick turned on the recording app. “Okay, we’re recording. Can you state your name and 

where you’re from? Tell us a bit about you first.” 
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“Okay,” Crystal began. “My name is Crystal Verano. I’m from San Francisco, California. 

I did my undergraduate degree in Psychology at Elixer before going onto pursue my master’s in 

counseling at San Francisco State.” 

“How did you know Monica?” Patrick asked. 

“We took psychology classes together. She wanted to pursue a doctorate in forensic 

psychology. But she also had an interest in paranormal and supernatural phenomenon and 

incorporated that into her studies when she could.” 

“And people didn’t find that… off putting?” 

“Some professors did,” Crystal admitted. “But they let her do the project anyway. She was 

passionate about it.” 

“And you were the one who saw her when she disappeared?” 

Sadness crossed Crystal’s face and she folded and unfolded the hands in her lap. “I didn’t 

see her exactly. But I saw the purple smoke.” 

“Tell us about the events that led up to that,” Patrick said. 

Crystal hesitated, taking a breath. “Well, I…” She stumbled, tears forming in her eyes. “It’s 

hard to talk about.” She almost whispered the last part under her breath.  

“What was that?” Patrick asked. “Could you repeat what you just said?” 

“I said it’s hard to talk about,” Crystal replied, a little louder this time. “But I’ll try.” 



 

 

285 

“Unless you would feel more comfortable doing this another time or you need a few 

minutes,” Genevieve said. “We have options here.” 

A long beat of silence before Crystal drew a breath. “No. I was only interviewed for that 

one article in the paper you found, and I barely talked about it then. I had to go to therapy after 

that. But I couldn’t… I couldn’t discuss everything I saw because I feared people wouldn’t believe 

me. There’s so much I kept to myself.” 

“Unfortunately, if it’s any consolation, that is something I am very familiar with,” Patrick 

said, trying to ease Crystal into the conversation as delicately as possible. “When I was eleven, my 

brother disappeared in a cloud of purple smoke. I still don’t know exactly what happened to him 

or where he is, but like you, I’d love some answers.”   

He conveniently left out the part about seeing his now teenage brother on the rooftop of 

the Revue Nightclub, not wanting to burden Crystal with so much extra information. This trauma 

hit something deep within Patrick that was all too familiar.  

“I’m sorry about your brother,” Crystal said honestly. She looked between Patrick and 

Genevieve. “Monica and I were really close. We were basically best friends since we started 

psychology classes together. As I said, she was more into supernatural and paranormal stuff than 

I was. She was also into astrology and tarot. She even persuaded me to join the parapsychology 

club our senior year.” 

“And did you?” Patrick asked. 
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“I did. But I wasn’t as heavily involved in it as she was. She participated in a lot of their 

activities and would tell me about certain things they would do. Honestly, when she disappeared, 

I thought people in the parapsychology club had something to do with it. I was wrong.” 

“The night Monica disappeared… there was no parapsychology club meeting or any 

events. There was nothing. Monica was supposed to meet me at Revue Nightclub. She never made 

it. I kept texting her and calling her and she never responded. I re-traced my steps back to campus 

and on a trail back into campus, I thought I saw someone who looked like her, so I decided to 

follow her. I kept calling her name, but she didn’t hear me. The more I would run toward her, the 

farther away from me she would get until I saw a cloud of purple smoke and she was gone. I 

immediately went and interrogated people at the parapsychology club, but they all had alibis that 

matched where they were that night. And besides, not a single one of them was strong enough to 

conjure up purple smoke. Most of what they did was mundane.” 

“Were any of the members of the parapsychology club charged with anything?” Patrick 

asked. 

“No, because they all had alibis and there was never any evidence that they did anything. 

Police searched their apartments and rooms for murder weapons and things like that, but they could 

never find anything.” 

“Unless they were hiding some things,” Genevieve pointed out. 
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“I considered that,” Crystal said. “I even did some sleuthing of my own and could never 

find anything. I don’t know what that means, but I know what I saw, and what I saw is Monica 

disappearing in a cloud of purple smoke.” 

They are all silent for a moment, a heavy and dense moment despite the light breeze and 

shining sun. It’s as if a metaphorical anvil had been placed upon them, the crushing invisible 

weight making it impossible for any of them to speak.   

“I’m sorry. I wish I had more information for you than that,” Crystal said. “But all I can 

tell you is what I know.” 

“Crystal, did you happen to notice a change in Monica before she disappeared?” Patrick 

asked. 

“A change? What kind of change?” 

“Personality change,” Patrick clarified. “Did she lash out or become more withdrawn or 

did she say something to you about something she had seen?” 

Crystal shook her head. “No, she seemed mostly like herself.” Suddenly, Crystal was lost 

in thought and then her eyes widened in realization. “There was something. I can’t believe I haven’t 

thought of it before.” 

“What is it?” Genevieve asked. 
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“Monica had this psychology professor, Dr. Frank Beckett. White guy. 50s. Tenure track. 

The whole nine yards. He became her senior honors thesis advisor after her former advisor had to 

step down.” 

“What happened to her other advisor?” Patrick asked. 

“Maternity leave, I think,” Crystal said. “Anyway, I had him as a professor, too, but my 

advisor was someone else for my thesis.” She stopped again, suddenly looking nervous. She looked 

at Patrick’s tape recorder. “Do you need to record the rest of this?” 

“If there’s something you feel uncomfortable with, I can stop the recording,” Patrick said. 

Crystal nodded. “Please turn it off. I don’t need this getting out there.” 

Patrick turned off the recording app on his phone. Genevieve shot him a worried glance. 

Crystal looked around, then lowered her voice. “I have no idea why Monica disappeared, 

but… I think she may have been sleeping with her senior honors thesis advisor.” 

“Are you serious?!” Genevieve exclaimed.  

“I’ll never know for sure,” Crystal admitted. “And it’s not something Monica ever admitted 

to me.” 

“How did you figure this out, then?” Patrick asked.  
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“Just a feeling I have. That’s why I’m not totally convinced that her disappearance involved 

the supernatural or paranormal. I mean, I saw the purple smoke, but… Or maybe he does have 

something to do with it. I have no idea.” 

Concern flitted across Patrick’s face. “Have you ever talked to him? What does he know?” 

Crystal shook her head. “I never talked to him about Monica. I could never confront him 

like that. I don’t even know if he teaches there anymore.” 

“You said his name was Dr. Frank Beckett?” Genevieve asked.  

Crystal nodded. “If something really did happen between them…” 

Patrick and Genevieve exchanged nervous glances, unsure of what to say or do in the 

moment. What exactly could they do all these years later? And it’s not like they had definite proof 

of this to begin with. Did Dr. Beckett believe more in the paranormal than what he let on? 

“Anyway, it’s not something I like to think about,” Crystal said. She checked her phone. 

“I have to get going soon. I’ve told you as much as I know.” 

“We appreciate it,” Genevieve replied, looking to Patrick. 

Patrick ran a hand through his mane of black curls. This interview certainly had been 

illuminating. “If you have nothing else to share, then I think that will be all for today. Thank you 

so much for meeting with us.” 

# 
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After the interview with Crystal, Patrick and Genevieve headed to a café to regroup and 

chat about what they had learned.   

The café had a quaint Northern California charm to it. It was also a few miles away from 

the bay, so it also bore a kind of oceanic and nautical feel. Once they settled into a table outside 

and ordered some snacks—an iced caramel latte and chocolate croissant for Genevieve and a 

regular iced latte for Patrick—he turned to Genevieve. What they had learned had taken some 

unexpected turns.  

“I didn’t think it was appropriate to record all that, especially with what we learned about 

Monica’s advisor,” Patrick said as they waited for their food.  

Genevieve lowered her voice. “Do you really think Monica slept with her advisor?” 

“No idea,” Patrick replied. “And I have no idea if he is connected to anything to do with 

her disappearing into a cloud of purple smoke, but it makes me wonder.” 

“You think he’s working with Colin and the others we’ve seen?” Genevieve asked. “That 

would be quite a twist.” 

Patrick pulled out his phone. “I’ve already looked at the psychology faculty page for Elixer 

and it says he retired.” 

“Oh, goodness.” 

“Think about it. He was a white tenure-track professor with an amazing reputation, and she 

was a Black undergrad student. If anything actually did happen—” 
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“She wouldn’t be believed. She may have even been kicked out of school or the program 

or who knows what.” 

“Yeah, who knows,” Patrick said. “But instead, she disappears. I’m not saying the incidents 

are connected, but it makes me wonder is all.”  

“Are you saying we should go look for him? I’m not so sure about that. We are students 

after all, and all of this is still speculation.” 

“No,” Patrick replied. “You’re right. We shouldn’t. But I am wondering what some of the 

people in that parapsychology group might know or if there have been others with similar 

experiences we don’t know about yet.” 

Their food and drinks arrived, and they ate and sipped their coffees, their conversation 

shifting away from the possibility of an affair between Monica and the professor and more toward 

tangible facts they already had. 

As the evening sky started to give way to shades of pink and orange as the sun was setting, 

Patrick and Genevieve decided to head back to campus and to their respective dorms/apartments. 

As they made their way back to the BART station, Patrick looked across the street as commotion 

caught his attention. Behind the boutique store was an alleyway with a few garbage cans. One of 

the garbage cans was overturned as an older teen had someone pressed up against the brick wall.  

Patrick blinked once. Twice.  

There’s no way. It couldn’t be— 
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“Colin?!” He hadn’t even realized he said his brother’s name aloud.  

This got Genevieve’s attention, too. “What? Where?” 

Patrick pointed across the street, but cars and buses were whizzing past, so it was hard to 

see into the mouth of the alleyway.  

“I don’t see anything,” Genevieve said. “Or… at least it’s hard to see with all the cars going 

by and the people across the street look blurry. Are you sure one of them is your brother?” 

“That’s what I want to find out,” Patrick told her. “Stay here, okay? I’ll be right back.” 

“Wait! Patrick! Patrick!” 

But Patrick ignored Genevieve and went to the crosswalk. When it was safe to cross, he 

sprinted across the street and toward the alleyway.  

As he got to the other end of the street, he continued running toward the people in the 

alleyway. As he got closer, they looked up and over at him.  

Patrick didn’t recognize the man pushed up against the wall who looked to be in his mid-

twenties. Baggy clothes. Looked like the type of guy who just wanted to blend in.  

But the guy who had him pushed up against the brick wall was barely a teenager despite 

his formidable presence and bore strikingly similar features to— 

“COLIN!” 

Oh, my God. It really was him.  
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With the distraction, the older man shoved the younger one out of the way and took off 

running.  

On the ground, the eighteen-year-old briefly struggled to get up. The sun was gradually 

setting, but Patrick could make out the familiar features of his brother’s face. Someone who had 

dreamed of seeing for so many years was suddenly right in front of him.  

“Colin…”  

Finally, once he stood up, a garish grin spread across his face as he looked at Patrick. Eyes 

and expression shrouded in mystery; he folded his arms across his chest. “Hello, brother.” 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 

GENEVIEVE  

 Genevieve watched as Patrick dashed across the street. She had tried calling for him 

multiple times, but he was already sprinting away from her. Was his brother really in the alleyway? 

 She couldn’t tell with the commotion of the cars crossing the street separating them like an 

ocean.  

 What was she supposed to do now?  

 Suddenly, someone appeared in front of her in a cloud of purple smoke. Someone she didn’t 

recognize.  

 She glanced around nervously. No one else was in the area at this time aside from her and 

Patrick. No other foot traffic on the deserted sidewalk. She gulped as she looked in the stranger’s 

direction.  

 “W-who are you?” 

 The man smiled at her but didn’t say anything. He was a middle-aged white man with a 

head of dark hair. Medium build. Glasses.  

 Genevieve briefly wondered if this was the man who had kidnapped Patrick’s brother, but 

she couldn’t be certain.  

 She held up her hand in defense. “Don’t come near me!” 
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 Magic erupted from her fingers but zigzagged around the man. It didn’t hit him or faze 

him. The man stalked forward, grabbing her wrist forcefully before she could use her magic again.  

 “Let me go! PATRICK, HELP ME!” 

 But Genevieve’s pleas went unanswered as she was enveloped in a plume of purple smoke 

and whisked away. As she was disappearing, her consciousness faded, and she slipped into 

oblivion.  

# 

 Genevieve’s head was pounding when she finally woke up. She shivered, goosebumps 

prickling along her skin.  

 After she’d been enveloped in a cloud of purple smoke, she’d appeared in a large cell 

surrounded by cement walls. She saw someone standing a few feet away, waiting for her. A 

frightening grin etched in his features. Before she had time to lift her hands and activate her 

powers, she felt a sharp pain in her neck and her surroundings faded to black.  

 Now, her vision was blurry as she opened her eyes. The pounding in her head was going 

full force. 

 Ugh.  

 Finally, after what seemed like an interminable stretch of time, the pounding began to 

abate, and she looked around the cramped cell. She was alone now. Sucking in a breath, she could 

only breathe in the stale air.  
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 Slivers of light slipped through the cracks underneath the door, but otherwise the space 

around her was shrouded in darkness. A never-ending expanse of black that stretched beyond what 

she could see. She shivered again; the room was freezing cold.  

 Looking around the room, she saw a makeshift bed with wrinkled sheets and a small basin. 

But other than that, the room was bare. Cement ground. Cement walls. Windowless. An echo 

chamber with no escape. She glanced at the entrance door, which looked heavy, and she wondered 

if it was soundproof. She probably couldn’t blast through it with her powers. That’d be too easy. 

She sighed.  

 Looking down, she finally noticed her arms were tied to the armrests of her wheelchair, 

her wrists cuffed, too.  

 She couldn’t move. Horrified, she found herself wondering if whoever had trapped her here 

had done something to her wheelchair. But she couldn’t move her hands enough to slide her hand 

forward and flick the switch on the joystick on the controller of her wheelchair.  

 For the first time, she felt truly helpless. Someone must know she had powers or else why 

would they go through all this trouble to immobilize her arms? 

 “HELP! HELP ME!” She screamed. She didn’t know what else to do. Who would hear 

her?  

 When she didn’t hear anything, not even any footsteps shuffling closer, she began to cry. 

Tears streamed down her cheeks.  
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 Patrick wouldn’t know where she was. Had he really seen his brother?  

And Ivy!  

 She’d never forget the horrified expression on Patrick’s face when she had screamed right 

before she was taken. Patrick had been at the mouth of the alleyway, but with the cars zipping 

around them, helpless to do anything. It had happened too quickly.  

 Although her surroundings had been clouded by the purple smoke as it rose around her, 

she could still make out the flicker of recognition on Patrick’s face. Had he recognized her captor? 

But how? 

 Where were Patrick and Ivy now? Would they be able to find her, or would she be trapped 

in this cell forever? Helpless and unable to use her powers? 

 She’d seen enough episodes of Buffy the Vampire Slayer and The Vampire Diaries to 

speculate on what they might do to her. Would they harness her powers for something evil? Would 

they make her kill someone?  

 Sighing, she thought about trying to scream again, but thought better of it. It would only 

lead to a raw and parched throat and probably not get any attention.  

 Instead, she was left staring at the cement walls in the dark and hoping that somehow 

Patrick and Ivy would come looking for her before it was too late.  

# 
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 Time was meaningless. She didn’t know what time it was or how much time had passed. 

Only that it felt like she’d been there for an eternity or longer and she didn’t even know how long 

an eternity was.  

 Eventually, she heard footsteps shuffle closer. The door creaked open as someone walked 

in. Then the door slammed abruptly shut.  

 “I hope you’re settling in well.”  

 “What do you want with me?” Genevieve asked. She tried to move her arms and hands 

again, but it was useless.  

 “I want… well, that answer is complicated.” 

 He moved around her carefully, like a predator watching its prey. Boots scuffed against the 

cement ground. His smile left her unsettled. Nervous.  

 He sat on an unoccupied chair opposite her. Folded his hands in his lap as if they were 

having the most ordinary conversation.  

 “My name is Victor. As you may have already figured out, I am a shapeshifter. I cannot 

transform into animals, but I can change into different types of people—regardless of gender—

once they have died.”  

 “Where am I? What do you want with me?” 
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 He leaned toward me. “You are in a pocket dimension. There are all kinds of people here 

who have unique abilities, such as yourself. Sometimes we recruit people and train them and other 

times—”  

 “You kill them,” Genevieve finished for him. She was shaking, but she tried to keep her 

voice even and her countenance steady. She wasn’t the type of person who just sat back passively 

and let things happen to her. No, she would fight back.  

 She needed to find Patrick and Ivy. Would they eventually end up here, too? She asked the 

next question lingering in her mind. Maybe keeping Victor distracted and talking was the best 

thing to do here—to distract him from… whatever he was going to do when he wasn’t taunting 

her.  

 “Sometimes, yes,” he said finally. “Other times, we just keep them for observation.” 

 “Observation? These are people, not animals!” Genevieve found herself enraged by this. 

Was she going to be experimented on or turned into some kind of experiment for amusement or 

profit? Could whoever these people are gain something from her powers? 

 It probably wasn’t the best idea to admit that she still didn’t know why she had them or 

how to control them. The less Victor and the others involved here knew, the better. But maybe she 

could twist this all to her advantage.  

 Victor nodded, meeting her gaze again. “Yes, observation. We want to know how people 

use their abilities, what we can learn from them. You see, this is a pocket dimension where many 

have acquired their powers. But for those who still don’t have powers, sometimes they are able to 
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be transferred to a person who doesn’t have them yet. However, it requires a delicate process. 

Those with abilities are also part of something much larger… And when the time comes…” 

 “What are you talking about? What is going to happen?” Genevieve asked.  

 “Ahh, I’m afraid I’ve said too much about that. But now that we’ve had this little chat, 

there are other places I need to be.” 

 Victor started to get up.  

 “Wait!” Genevieve exclaimed.  

 The older man looked to her, tapping the top of his watch impatiently. “What is it? I don’t 

have all day. If anything, I’m being generous with the information I’ve given you. But since you 

won’t be able to escape and tell others about it…” A crooked grin etched itself in his features.  

 “Please. Just answer one last question,” Genevieve begged, eyes going wide. She shifted 

position as best she could. Hated the cuffs that chaffed her wrists and held her captive.  

 Impatience soured Victor’s tone. “Fine. But no more after this.” 

 “Why me? And how did you find me?” 

 “I cannot answer your second question at this time,” he replied cryptically. “But as for your 

first…” 

 Please give me something useful, Genevieve begged silently.  
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 Before she knew what was happening, he whipped out a gun and hit her on the side of the 

head with it. Her head lolled and unconsciousness dragged her under, sinking into a fast oblivion.  

 She never heard his response.   
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CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 

PATRICK 

 “Colin…” 

 A slow smile crept across his younger brother’s face. “It’s been a long time, hasn’t it?” 

 Patrick’s mind reeled. An aura glowed brightly around Colin. It was sharp and bright, 

cutting through the inky darkness around them. There were so many questions Patrick had. His 

palms sweat, voice unsteady. “I… I’ve been looking for you. For all these years.” 

 “Well, here I am!” 

 “Please… Colin… I… all these years… I just wanted you to come home. To me, to Mom 

and Dad… ever since you left, there’s been this unexplainable void and I…” 

 “Have you ever considered that maybe I like what I’m doing? That I like where I am? What 

I’m doing now… I have a purpose.” 

 “You’ve hurt people with your powers,” Patrick said. “Like Ivy—” 

 “How do you know that? Maybe I’ve helped them! I haven’t killed anyone! All I’ve done 

is—” 

 “PATRICK! HELP ME!” 
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 Genevieve’s voice interrupted Colin and Patrick and Patrick went to the opening of the 

alleyway, horrified as he saw Victor envelop Genevieve in purple smoke. There was no way he 

could get across the street in time to help her.  

 Shit.  

 When he looked back into the depths of the alleyway, Colin had disappeared.  

 Patrick stood there, unable to move.  

 He’d lost his brother once more in the chaos and now Genevieve had been taken. His head 

spun.  

 What was he going to do? 

# 

 Eleven-year-old Patrick was struggling after the loss of his brother. He was having 

nightmares and prone to outbursts. He was taken to specialist after specialist and tried a variety 

of medications including anti-anxiety and anti-depressants. He spoke with child psychologists and 

psychiatrists. One moment that stood out was the time he tried to tell someone what really 

happened. So, maybe his parents didn’t believe him, but a doctor had to, right?  

During a session with a psychiatrist, Patrick gazes at the doctor with wide eyes. 

Dr. Montgomery, an older gentleman with greying hair and wire-rimmed glasses, peered 

at young Patrick and took notes on a notepad.  
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“Patrick, do you know why you’re here today?” he asked.  

“Yes.” 

“And why’s that?” 

Patrick’s lower lip trembled. “Because I saw my brother disappear in a cloud of purple 

smoke! I want him to come back!” 

“Can you start from the beginning and tell me the whole story? Everything you saw?” 

“We were playing hide and seek. I found Colin talking to a man with a cute puppy. Then 

they both disappeared in a cloud of purple smoke!” 

“I see. Are you sure it was purple smoke? Are you sure your brother didn’t just run away 

while you two were playing?” 

“I saw him disappear. I saw purple smoke! I saw purple smoke!” 

Patrick’s palms began to sweat, heart rate increasing. He started becoming very agitated. 

Rocking back and forth.  

“I saw purple smoke!” He kept repeating over and over. Tears in his eyes.  

“Okay, okay,” the older man said, not even attempting to placate the distressed child. “I’m 

going to talk to your parents now, alright?” 
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He stood and left Patrick alone in the room, rocking back and forth with tears still 

streaming down his cheeks. He was inconsolable and no amount of comfort or consoling could 

calm him in this moment.  

Patrick whispered into the empty room one final time. A plea of desperation. “I saw purple 

smoke…” 

# 

 This was Patrick’s worst nightmare and it sent him into a PTSD spiral. Colin was right in 

front of him and then he wasn’t. Distracted by the encounter with his brother, Genevieve had been 

kidnapped. Two important people in his life were now gone.  

 Genevieve’s disappearance made him feel worse, as if he should have been able to protect 

her and couldn’t. His own ability couldn’t even help him.  

He somehow made it back to his apartment, but if you asked him later, he wouldn’t 

remember how he got there.  

He needed to call Ivy. Yet, somehow, he couldn’t bring himself to call her right away. He 

also realized he might need more than Ivy. He needed a few people who would possibly believe 

him.  

His parents had left him a voicemail, but he ignored it. He would call them later. They 

would just worry.  
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But when he got back to his apartment, he found himself caught in a vicious PTSD spiral 

instead. He wasn’t due to take any medication until that night and he’d already taken his morning 

dosage. This was entirely brought on by events that had transpired earlier.  

The incident from earlier played on loop in his mind. If he hadn’t crossed the street to 

confront his brother. If he had just stayed with Genevieve. Victor had presumably taken advantage 

of his distraction. Were Colin and Victor working together, much like Colin and the sandy-haired 

white man seemed to? 

But he’d had a conversation with his brother. Eleven long years after Colin’s 

disappearance, they had exchanged heated words. Patrick wondered what Colin thought of him. 

Where was he this whole time? Colin had been trying to tell Patrick something and then had been 

interrupted by Genevieve’s scream. What was Colin going to tell him?  

Patrick also remembered the aura that had surrounded Colin. It was similar to the one he’d 

seen when he first saw Genevieve, but this one was more intense. Overwhelming. Dazzling and 

beautiful. Although he’d been more distracted by seeing Colin after so many years than by his 

aura. However, when he approached Colin, it was the strongest his power had been. It was the 

strongest connection to his ability he’d ever felt, but he also wasn’t sure if he wanted to feel 

something like that so intensely ever again. It was almost as if he’d been pulled across the street 

as the connection between him and his brother intensified. And just like that, it was gone in an 

instant.  

When he’d looked across the street as Genevieve was disappearing in a plume of purple 

smoke, he saw Victor as well. But what he also saw was an incredible white aura, though not as 
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bright as what he’d seen with Colin and Genevieve. If he could see it with them, did that mean 

everyone who had powers had an aura? What made the aura appear brighter or dimmer?  

It was hard for him to think about his own abilities, consider the implications of what seeing 

auras could mean when he was now caught in a vicious PTSD spiral of unending thoughts and not 

yet processed feelings. 

When Colin had disappeared, Patrick had only been eleven years old. He’d been a child. 

He didn’t have any abilities that he knew of. Now Patrick was twenty-two years old and had the 

ability to see auras of those with supernatural abilities and he was informed by many months of 

knowledge from running a podcast based on supernatural phenomenon.  

It was hard for him to concentrate. He couldn’t concentrate. He needed to get to Genevieve, 

but how? Thoughts spinning like an endless loop in his mind.  

He’d had nightmares before. For years after Colin disappeared. Books and supernatural 

phenomenon became his solace as he cycled through medications. He never talked about what 

happened to his brother until he started the podcast and until he talked to Genevieve. Talking on 

the podcast was one thing. It was a specific experience to project your grief into a microphone and 

then broadcast it for the entire university and the entire Internet to hear. Interviewing people about 

supernatural phenomenon and other types of scientific phenomenon brought him comfort, but there 

was a different feeling that overcame him when talking about personal matters like his brother. He 

remembered those episodes of the podcast, the unfiltered discussions about grief and trauma. He 

began the episodes by saying that he wasn’t a therapist and if someone really needed to discuss 

these difficult topics on a deeper level, they should speak to a therapist or some type of licensed 
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mental health professional. The last thing he wanted to do was lead someone down a dangerous 

path in their own mental health journey. Although he didn’t specifically talk about having PTSD, 

he did speak very frankly about trauma and the feelings and emotions his missing brother brought 

up for him. The way they carved out a hole into his aching heart. The honest conversations about 

trauma and loss of his brother led to callers ringing in to talk about their own trauma and it created 

a kind of space where these conversations were encouraged instead of suppressed. And maybe that 

helped Patrick deal with his own PTSD, too. 

Right now, he was still caught up in the vicious cycle of grief and fear and other feelings 

he couldn’t quite place. He wouldn’t be able to call Ivy until he’d figured out a way to calm himself 

down, to quiet his brain. To not spiraling out of control completely.  

You can do this.  

When he’d been in therapy as a child, he was taught many different techniques to manage 

the often-overwhelming symptoms of his PTSD when they bubbled to the surface. Sometimes they 

worked; other times they didn’t.  

One therapist had suggested exposure therapy where Patrick went back to the park, to the 

place where Colin had disappeared. As a young child, Patrick found himself doing that anyway, 

more as something he hoped would bring him a connection to his brother.  

Going back to the place where Genevieve disappeared wasn’t a terrible idea, but he didn’t 

know if anyone else suspicious would be there and it was a bit of a journey via BART.  
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He also tried deep breathing and meditation, but meditation didn’t seem to work for Patrick. 

He couldn’t calm his brain down enough to concentrate. Besides, how would concentrating on 

being calm help in finding Genevieve anyway?   

He mentally went through a bunch of other techniques, but nothing else was proving to be 

fruitful. In the midst of all of this, his iPhone rang.  

Patrick looked to see who it was: Seth. He didn’t have time for a call from Seth right now, 

but against his better judgement, he picked up the phone anyway.  

“Hello?” His voice shook. Unsteady. His palms were sweaty, too.  

“Patrick, what’s up? It’s been a while since we’ve hung out and I was thinking—” 

“Seth, I can’t talk right now.” 

Patrick could hear him sigh through the phone. “Oh, come on, Patrick,” Seth said. “You’ve 

clearly been avoiding me since that movie night we had. What’s going on with you? Are you all 

tied up with the podcast again?” 

Patrick didn’t want to lie to his best friend. He also didn’t want to lose his best friend, but 

he needed to break through his spiral and call Ivy. Right now, she was the only other person who 

could help him with the Genevieve situation. He hated that he couldn’t tell Seth. It wasn’t just the 

podcast. He couldn’t even tell his own best friend that he had acquired supernatural abilities.  
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Taking a deep breath, Patrick decided his best friend deserved to know some form of the 

truth. “Look, it’s something like that. But this isn’t just about the podcast anymore, okay? A friend 

of mine went missing.” 

“Someone is missing? Someone from campus? Did you notify campus police?”  

“Not yet. It’s… it’s complicated.” 

“What’s so complicated if someone is missing. You should call the police, Patrick.” 

“Look, it’s… I gotta go. I’ll call you later, okay?” 

Before Seth could say anything, Patrick hung up. He hated being rude to his best friend. 

But Seth just wouldn’t understand, and neither would the police. It was like Colin all over again. 

But this time he was going to do something about it. He was older. He could do something.  

He was going to find Genevieve. Maybe even confront Colin again if it came to that.  

But first, he needed to call Ivy. There was a lot they had to do before they notified 

Genevieve’s family and if Patrick’s parents had reacted the way that they did when Patrick tried 

to tell them about Colin disappearing, who knows how Genevieve’s parents and sibling might 

react?  

  He took a deep breath and dialed her number.  

“Ivy, it’s Patrick. I don’t know how else to tell you this, but…” He took a deep breath. “I 

saw Genevieve disappear and now I need your help finding her.” 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE 

VICTOR 

 Victor slammed his palm against the table.  

 No. A lot of people had been screwing up lately. Himself included.  

 At least kidnapping the girl—Genevieve, he believed her name was—had gone according 

to plan, although it’d been somewhat unexpected. He hadn’t planned on kidnapping her, but Colin 

had been busy and there had been a distraction.  

 After his encounter with Patrick at the hospital, Victor had been on the lookout for him 

again and the young woman who seemed to be around him quite a bit. He hadn’t seen her powers 

and hadn’t known what she was capable of until that time at the sorority party and then again when 

he had kidnapped her. Though she didn’t seem to have complete control of her powers, he saw 

them on display in full force.  

 She was definitely someone they needed to keep watching. He couldn’t drain her of her 

powers—not yet. Not until he knew the full extent of them. Not until he knew how capable she 

was. Maybe it wasn’t worth draining her at all and they could keep her around, though he doubted 

she would go along with whatever they planned.  

 Even by force.  

 After the confrontation with Genevieve, he knocked her out and left the room where she 

was being held.  



 

 

312 

 He walked down the narrow corridor, heavy boots clomping against the cement floor. Until 

he got to a room at the end of the hall.  

 Carefully, he turned the knob and entered. Someone was already waiting for him and would 

expect an update.  

 He met the other person’s steely gaze. This was his superior and he owed this person 

respect. Kidnapping the young woman was a step in the right direction at least. Until he was able 

to drain more victims or kidnap others. There was also the young woman from the sorority party 

who was still alive and being held captive in another room from a few weeks ago.  

 “What updates do you have for me, Victor?” 

 Victor smiled.  
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CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX 

GENEVIEVE  

 Slowly drifting towards consciousness, Genevieve’s eyes fluttered open. The world tilted 

on its axis momentarily as she oriented herself. 

 Where am I? 

 And then it all came rushing back.  

 Being with Patrick after they spoke with Crystal. Patrick seeing Colin—or who she 

assumed to be Colin—and then being kidnapped by Victor.  

 Being trapped in this room. Trapped in her wheelchair. The cuffs were still tight against 

her wrists.  

 The confrontation with Victor before he knocked her out. And if she used her powers to 

try and bust out of here, who knows how it could backfire against her? Who knows who could 

come after her. She didn’t even know where she was.  

 But soon, she hoped she would find out.  

 She wriggled her arms against the restraints, but as her arms and wrists were still tied and 

cuffed to her wheelchair, nothing budged. She could open and close her hands, but not much she 

could do to get out of the cuffs.  
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 She looked around the empty room. It was dank and had a slight mildewy smell that she 

hadn’t noticed the first time she’d woken up here or during her encounter with Victor. Craned her 

neck to see if she could find anything else, but the room was also windowless.  

 She sighed.  

 She wondered how long she’d been here already. If Patrick and hopefully Ivy were already 

looking for her. Maybe they’d been looking for hours or days by now. With no clock or time for 

reference, she really didn’t know how much time had passed.  

 It made her feel helpless, that all she could do was wait.  

 Maybe she’d have to give them what they wanted. Maybe she’d have to use her powers in 

order to appease them and then that could also help her get out of her current predicament. She 

wished she had found a way to use her powers before getting kidnapped, but there was only so 

much she could do in the privacy of a college dorm without raising suspicions.  

 Patrick didn’t know much about his powers either. She hoped it would’ve been something 

they could have learned together, but now it felt much too late.  

 Like an invisible ticking clock was counting down instead.  

 Victor had mentioned they were in a pocket dimension, and she was being kept for 

observation.  

 She shuddered, not having a very good feeling about it.  
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 She found herself missing Patrick and the conversations she would have with him; how 

nice it was that someone else understood her. They both had powers and when she had found him, 

a mutual understanding between them had formed. Trust. A blossoming friendship. She had 

someone else besides Ivy she could turn to. The notion that she wasn’t alone.  

 And now, she was alone.  

 Until she heard footsteps outside her door.  

 Oh, no…  

 Maybe Victor was back. Maybe he— 

 The doorknob turned and the door creaked open.  

 Genevieve gasped when she saw who was standing in the doorway. He stepped in and 

closed the door behind him.  

 Observing her carefully, he walked across the room and pulled out a chair. The chair 

scraped across the floor, an almost eerie screech as he positioned the chair directly across from her 

and sat down.  

 “I don’t believe we’ve formally met yet,” he said.  

 Recognition flared inside Genevieve. She recognized the person opposite her. She knew 

him, even if they hadn’t formally met because she’d met him before. Only at that time the music 

had been pounding and he’d introduced himself to her under a completely different alias.  
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 But after everything she’d discussed with Patrick, she knew better now.  

 “I know who you are,” Genevieve said. “You’re Colin, aren’t you?” 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN 

PATRICK 

 Patrick gave Ivy the address to his apartment, and she knocked on his door not long after 

his call. He breathed a sigh of relief when he saw her on the other side of the door.  

 She walked into his apartment, then turned on her heel. She looked like she wanted 

answers. She looked scared, worried.  

 “I’m so glad I had your number,” he said.  

 “What’s going on, Patrick? Because I could’ve sworn you said—” 

 “Genevieve’s missing. I saw her disappear.” 

 “What? How? Where were you?” Ivy asked.  

 “We took the BART to Maple Valley Park to interview someone for the podcast and to 

find out about more people who have disappeared in purple smoke.” 

 “And now she’s gone! She disappeared exactly the way that I could have—” Tears began 

to form in Ivy’s eyes. “My best friend is missing, Patrick!” 

 He wanted to step forward, reassure her, but instead his shoulders just slumped. “I know.” 

 “What else did you find out?” 
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 “This was before Genevieve disappeared, but we met up with a woman whose friend 

disappeared years ago in a cloud of purple smoke. She was doing her senior honors thesis on some 

kind of parapsychology. The woman thought her friend may have been sleeping with her honors 

thesis advisor, but she never found any conclusive information to confirm what happened when 

her friend disappeared.” 

 Ivy shuddered. “That’s a bit creepy. And gross if it’s true. I don’t really feel comfortable 

investigating a professor unless we know he’s directly linked somehow.” 

 “Yeah, same. And this woman doesn’t seem to think this is something her friend would do 

willingly. Her friend was also part of the parapsychology club on campus. She interrogated them, 

but they didn’t seem to know too much and weren’t held responsible.” 

 “So, people disappearing… this has been happening for a while now,” Ivy said.  

 Patrick nodded. “Seems like it.” 

 He checked his watch. “It’s too late to go over to where I saw her disappear, but maybe we 

can find some old newspaper articles in the library. Maybe some old articles will give us some 

clues to her disappearance since others have disappeared before.” 

 “Count me in.” 

 Patrick couldn’t help but notice the worry on Ivy’s face. “I’m not going to tell you not to 

worry because I’m worried, too, but we’ll find her.” 

 “Right. We have to.” 
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 And they set off to the library before it closed. 

# 

The library search didn’t yield any useful results. At least not yet. He couldn’t concentrate 

anymore, and Ivy’s eyes had begun to droop deeper into the research they got. A cursory search 

for more missing people didn’t lead them very far and nothing came up about Genevieve’s 

disappearance. It was too soon.  

 No librarians were available to help them at this late hour, either. Besides, Patrick wasn’t 

sure what he would tell them except that he was researching some type of history or media project 

for one of his media studies classes.  

 Ivy’s yawn jolted Patrick from his research-induced stupor. He swore he put more effort 

into researching missing people than he did writing papers for his media studies classes. However, 

Genevieve’s life was at stake. She was missing. She was gone. A part of Patrick blamed himself 

for her disappearance the way he blamed himself for Colin’s, even though he knew subconsciously 

that neither incident was his fault. Still, he couldn’t help but let his mind wander in that direction 

before promptly course-correcting itself and pushing those thoughts away.  

 Ivy’s yawn made him realize how tired he was himself as he tried to stifle a yawn as well. 

 “It’s getting late,” he said, glancing at Ivy. “I don’t think we’re going to find anything 

tonight. Why don’t we regroup tomorrow?” 

 “Sounds good,” Ivy said.  
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 He ended up walking Ivy back to her dorm before heading back to his own apartment.  

 A glistening white moon hung high in the sky and, for now, the vast expanse above him 

was full of shimmering stars. Pinpricks of light that chased away the dark. Maybe even gave some 

kind of hope. The late-night air had a frigid bite that he welcomed, despite pulling his jacket around 

himself a little tighter.  

 It was nearing midnight now. He collapsed onto his bed as soon as he walked through the 

door. But he knew he wouldn’t be able to sleep either.  

 He thought about listening to some old podcast episodes of All Things Weird and 

Wonderful, wondering if anything useful would spark from those conversations.  

 But now, he just felt restless. His mind was spinning. Waves of thoughts pummeling each 

other. Genevieve had disappeared the exact same way as Colin, and he couldn’t believe he just let 

it happen—or at least it felt that way. Too powerless to do anything. He felt much the same way 

when he saw Willow disappear with Victor. But now, with Genevieve gone, it felt more personal.  

 A dull headache pulsed at his temples. Advil or Tylenol didn’t always help, but he 

reluctantly took Tylenol anyway. Just in case it dulled the physical ache.  

 Headaches and panic attacks often came with the anxiety and episodes of his PTSD. No 

matter how many times he had used the Headspace or Calm app on his phone or listened to 

soothing meditation videos on his computer, he couldn’t always get his brain to quiet down.  

 Gone. Genevieve was gone.  
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 And now, his brain was truly spiraling.  

 Although he was angry, it wasn’t the type of anger that led to outbursts or angry meltdowns. 

Mostly, it was something he felt internally. A constant churning of yuck. Of guilt. His anger often 

manifested itself in other ways.  

 But his brain would not shut off. He couldn’t get the image of Genevieve disappearing out 

of his head.  

 It had even been hard to squeeze in homework and studying for exams. He told himself he 

was also doing this for the podcast. Anything he could glean from their investigations would prove 

useful.  

 It was Patrick’s senior year, and he knew how important his grades were this year since he 

was graduating. He was also considering pursuing graduate school, even if he deferred a year, and 

without a decent GPA, the chances of him getting into a Master of Media Studies or some type of 

journalism program were severely limited if he couldn’t balance good grades with extracurricular 

activities. Not to mention his job at the Sip N’ Drip, which he’d be more than happy to leave once 

he graduated. Just for this weekend, Sariah had offered to cover his shift and although he knew he 

was walking on eggshells with Martin already, he gratefully accepted her offer and promised her 

he would cover one of her shifts on a different day.  

 When he shut his eyes and tried to sleep, it was already past midnight. But he had to try. 

In his dreams, all he saw was Genevieve’s outstretched hand reaching toward him.  
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 But as he reached for her, she would slip away. Disappearing in a cloud of purple smoke 

and unable to defend herself with her magic. In his dreams, he never actually saw Victor emerge. 

However, Victor’s booming laughter formed a cocoon around him, an echo chamber of his 

thoughts and fears. Another person taken from him too soon.  

 He just had to find her.  

 But then his dreams shifted into something else.  

 They shifted to Colin and his disappearance.  

 But this time, unlike in other dreams, Colin didn’t mock him, or they didn’t have a 

conversation.  

 This time, he just vanished. Similar to how it actually happened, but different, too.  

 Instead of being in town where Genevieve had disappeared, he found himself back at the 

park where Colin disappeared when they were kids.  

 At first, everything was normal. They were chasing each other. Playing. Like kids would 

do. But this time, the dream decided to change. It morphed into something different.  

 In the dream, this park had a swing set.  

 Colin dashed over to the swings and sat down on one.  

 “Push me, Patrick,” he encouraged.  



 

 

323 

 Patrick approached the swings. He looked around. No other kids were playing on the 

swings. In fact, there was no one else around.  

 “Are you sure? Why don’t we go find a frisbee or try something else?” 

 “Come on! Push me, Patrick!” he repeated. His chanting was relentless. But his expression 

was so full of joy and hope that Patrick found himself unable to resist.  

 Walking over to the swings, he pushed his brother.  

 “Higher!” Colin yelled. “Higher!” 

 Patrick obliged and the swing rose higher. The more he pushed, the higher Colin went.  

 “I can see the sky, Patrick! I can see everything!” 

 Colin screamed joyfully, his laughter ripping through the air around him.  

 And then suddenly, something shifted.  

 At the edges of his vision, he noticed a man standing there. Only it wasn’t the sandy-haired 

white man that had kidnapped Colin before. It was Victor! 

 He stood a few feet away from Patrick with a knowing smirk on his face, glancing back 

and forth between Patrick and Colin.  

 An unsettling feeling settled in Patrick’s gut. Why was Victor here? Something was very 

wrong.  
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 “Colin!” Patrick called out to his brother. “We have to go. You have to come down. Get 

off the swing! Come on!” 

 Except Colin only seemed to swing higher, not lower.  

 “I don’t wanna. This is so much fun! Push me higher, Patrick!” 

 “I can’t!” Patrick yelled. “You’ll fall.” 

 And then Patrick watched as a plume of purple smoke enveloped Colin on the swing. 

 “COLIN!” 

 Victor was disappearing now, too. In another cloud of purple smoke.  

 The swing curved downward. This time, there was no occupant in the seat. Colin was gone. 

The purple smoke had dissipated as well.  

 “Colin! Colin, come back! Please come back!” 

 In this dream, Victor had kidnapped Colin. In this dream, Patrick didn’t scream. Instead, 

he let out a strangled sob and begged someone—anyone—who might hear him, though he knew 

no one would.  

  

 

 



 

 

325 

CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT 

GENEVIEVE 

 Genevieve studied the teenager opposite her as he smirked.  

“Well, then, maybe we don’t need to be formally introduced,” he said. 

“I know who you are,” she said. “You’re Patrick’s brother.” 

“That’s right.” 

“He’s been looking for you a long time. He even started a podcast about supernatural 

phenomenon in an attempt to try and find you.” 

Colin chuckled. “Leave it to my brother. I guess it’s only a matter of time before he comes 

looking for you.” 

“You don’t miss him? Or what about your parents? Don’t you miss them?” 

Genevieve studied the young teenager’s face. Something passed over it. Grief. Uncertainty. 

Loss. Pain. But it was gone in the next moment.  

“Maybe I do,” he said quietly, and she clocked his expression as he said it. “But that’s not 

important right now. I want to know about you.” 

“Me?” 

“Yeah.” 
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“What about me? There’s nothing—” 

“Victor already talked to you, didn’t he? You have powers.” 

“Guess that’s something we all have in common,” she said. “Victor told me I was here for 

observation. What are you planning on doing with me?” 

“You’ll use your powers. We’ll see what they can do. If we find that you’re useful, you’re 

welcome to join us. Maybe you’d be valuable to our cause.” 

Genevieve swallowed; her palms were sweaty. She flexed her hands. Could she use her 

powers right now and send a beam of white light towards Colin? She was tempted. “And if you 

don’t think I’m useful?” 

“Then we’ll drain you of your powers.” 

No. No.  

“Drain me of my—” She couldn’t even finish her sentence, throat going dry.  

She couldn’t allow that to happen. She might not know how to use them very well, but she 

wanted to keep her powers. They were a part of her now as much as her disabilities were. She still 

wanted to know how she acquired them and what exactly she’d be needed for here, but she had to 

make herself useful. She had to prove to Colin or Victor or whoever else that she could be a 

potential ally to them until she could figure out a way out of this mess and hope that Patrick would 

find her or that she would find him.  
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Like she’d told Patrick before, if having supernatural abilities came at the price of losing 

her friends—now Patrick and Ivy, even Talia, too—then maybe they weren’t as cool as she initially 

thought. Still, she needed them. Needed to use them. They could help her. Maybe they could save 

her life.  

What happened to people who were drained of their powers? What happened to people 

who didn’t have any powers and were just drained of energy? She thought of people like Willow 

and Ivy. Shuddered.  

She thought of the encounter she’d had with Colin on the rooftop of Revue Nightclub. The 

way their powers had clashed in a dazzling display of red and white. She didn’t want to do that 

again. But what if she had to? Would it drain her completely?  

“But first, you’re going to be put through a series of tests.” 

“Tests?” Genevieve asked. She assumed they were not the kind found by studying at 

university.  

“You show a certain aptitude, and you might be worth keeping around,” Colin said.  

It was the second time he’d hinted at such a thing and even Victor had mentioned something 

similar as well when he talked about people with powers and keeping them for observation.  

“How do you know I’d be willing to do anything for you or Victor or anyone here?” 

Genevieve asked. “I don’t want to be here! I don’t even know where I am! If Patrick knew—” 
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“But Patrick isn’t here and unless you want to be drained of your powers more quickly, 

I’m afraid you don’t have too many options. When you were unconscious, Victor injected you 

with a serum that temporarily dulls your powers, so you couldn’t escape even if you weren’t cuffed. 

You complete the series of tests, or we can drain you of your abilities right now, but I have to warn 

you it won’t be very pleasant. So, what’ll it be?” 

Damn it. None of her options worked in her favor and she couldn’t wait around for Patrick 

to save her when she didn’t even know where he was or where she was. Besides, she wasn’t a 

damsel in distress. She was going to figure out how to get out of here and back home. But for now, 

she had to play along.  

“I’ll do it. I’ll go through with your ridiculous tests.” 

Colin stood. A wide smile spread across his face. “I was hoping you’d agree.” 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE 

VICTOR 

 The man opposite Victor, his superior, Jonathan, watched as he fumbled.  

 “There have been some setbacks. I wasn’t able to drain anyone at the hospital, but I did 

speak with Colin’s older brother, Patrick. I think he would recognize me. He came toward me 

when I kidnapped the Willow girl and I’m pretty sure he saw me when I had captured the young 

woman a few doors down. I believe her name is Genevieve. I’ve seen this young woman’s powers. 

She used them when she was trying to get away from me but was unsuccessful.” 

 “And you think this young woman will help our cause?” 

 Victor hesitated, drumming his fingers on the table. “I don’t know. It’s a possibility. I spoke 

with her briefly, then knocked her out. Colin went in to speak with her.” 

 “For now, we’ll have to keep a close watch on her,” Jonathan said. “You’re right. She could 

prove to be valuable, and we shouldn’t drain her of her abilities just yet.” 

 Victor nodded in agreement. Then, he stood. “I should go. Unless there’s anything else you 

want from me?” 

 “Do you have anything else you’d like to tell me?” 

 He shook his head. “No.” 

 And with that, he exited the room.  
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 He walked down the hallway. Shadows crawled along the walls. Of all the things Victor 

believed in, ghosts were not one of them. But he was haunted by his own grief and loss.  

 When he had acquired his shapeshifting abilities, Jonathan had promised him a better life. 

A future.  

 His future before hadn’t been optimistic or bright. It hadn’t been hopeful.  

 Walking down the hallway, he turned a corner and stopped at another nondescript room. 

Opening the door, he stepped inside.  

 This place had been his “bedroom” for as long as he could remember. It was sparsely 

furnished. Only a bed and a desk.  

 On the desk were pictures from another time. A woman a few years younger than him 

stared back at him, smiling in the picture, with her arms wrapped around him. Joy. Sitting next to 

them was a young girl of about six years old. One of her front teeth was missing and she smiled a 

gap-toothed grin. Her messy blond curls were in disarray. Pictures of his wife and daughter. People 

he’d lost in a tragic car accident. He’d been the only one who had survived.  

 When he’d woken in the hospital, there was a cloud of purple smoke around him. Jonathan 

was there, explaining he’d been given a second chance at life. And a chance to be something better. 

Although he loved his family, he hadn’t been happy with his life before he acquired powers.  

 Once he recovered from his injuries, he met Jonathan at a park. In this area of the park, no 

one else was around. The place seemed to hum with a certain kind of energy. Like something in 
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the air was shifting, but it wasn’t just the breeze. Maybe there was something in the air. It was 

heavy with something he hadn’t felt before.  

 Jonathan appeared to him from a cloud of purple smoke and that’s when he felt the change. 

He stumbled back in disbelief. It was there that Jonathan offered him an opportunity. He called it 

a gift.  

 Jonathan could conjure up enough magic to give him abilities of his own. At first, Victor 

rejected his offer. There was no way Jonathan could do something like this. It wouldn’t bring his 

wife and daughter back, but he would be helping Jonathan. He would be part of a bigger cause. He 

would have a more hopeful future. He would have a future. Jonathan promised him something 

better and eventually Victor came to accept that.  

 So, he’d screwed up the last few times by not being able to drain anyone, but he hoped that 

kidnapping Genevieve would put him back in Jonathan’s more charitable graces.  

 He couldn’t risk disappointing Jonathan again. Too many missteps would result in being 

stripped of his own abilities.  

 Back to his ordinary life. A life consumed by never-ending grief with no end in sight.  

 He couldn’t allow that to happen.  

 Glancing at the photos one final time, he left the room, locking the door. Walking down 

the narrow hallway, boots clomping against the cement, he turned and walked out another 

doorway, entering what appeared to be a courtyard.  
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 The courtyard was deceptively cozy, with a garden-like atmosphere. Verdant green, vibrant 

flowers in bloom. Serene. He conjured up a cloud of purple smoke. As it surrounded him, he 

breathed deeply.  

 It was time to find and drain his next victim.  
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CHAPTER THIRTY 

PATRICK 

 The nightmare that haunted Patrick caused him to toss and turn. He woke up with his heart 

pounding, anxiety ramped up in full force, he determined he wouldn’t be able to sleep for the rest 

of the night.  

 Instead, he spent the next few hours scrolling through social media posts on his iPhone and 

conveniently ignoring the hateful comments he got about the podcast. It was difficult to ignore, 

but it was something he had to do if he wanted to keep doing the podcast, doing what he loved. 

Somehow, he still hoped the podcast would provide him with more answers, but as of right now, 

it wasn’t.  

 Not to mention he’d had a few missed texts from Seth from the night before, a few hours 

after they’d gotten off the phone.  

 What’s going on with your friend? Have you called the police? Just let the police handle 

it.  

 At first, Patrick didn’t know how to respond or if he should respond at all. Night had slowly 

turned to the early hours of the morning as early morning rays of sunlight streamed through the 

semi-open blinds on the window of his bedroom. Shielding his eyes from the bright sunlight, he 

turned over in bed.  
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 Shaking remnants of grogginess from his eyes, he placed his phone on the bedside table 

before flipping on the bedside lamp. Warm yellow light flooded the room.  

 Ugh, it was too early for this much brightness. The artificial and natural light brought about 

too much fake cheeriness to his sour mood. He had barely slept and that would affect him today 

regardless of how much medication he took. Plus, he still needed to text Seth back. And then he 

needed to call or text Ivy.  

 He kept his message to Seth brief, not wanting to alarm him too much. Again, he hated 

keeping his best friend out of the loop, but would his best friend really believe he had powers and 

help him find his new friend who also had powers and then had disappeared in a cloud of purple 

smoke via supernatural means?  

 Don’t worry. I’m handling it. It’ll get taken care of.  

 He hoped that would be enough to assuage any suspicions from Seth. He couldn’t worry 

too much about his best friend. Unless he started asking too many questions. Patrick had to say 

just enough and not too much. It was a delicate balance but getting him involved while Genevieve 

was missing was something he couldn’t afford to do.  

 It was then he noticed he also had texts from Sariah asking him about future work shifts.  

 He texted her back asking her to cover for him. I promise I’ll cover some of your future 

shifts, he wrote. Handling an emergency right now.  

 Then he texted Ivy.  
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 Moments later, his phone rang. Ivy was calling him. He picked up instantly.  

 “Hey,” she said. “I couldn’t sleep last night. You didn’t hear anything from Genevieve by 

chance or come across anything else?” 

 “I could barely sleep last night either,” he admitted. “And no, haven’t heard anything from 

Genevieve. Haven’t come across anything useful that could help us either. I don’t think spending 

more time in the library is the most productive use of our time.” 

 “Agreed. So, what’s next? Where do we look?” 

 “I think we should start looking in the general area she went missing. As far as I know, my 

brother and whoever else is involved seem to target people at large gatherings like the Revue 

Nightclub or that sorority party, but I don’t know how many times they’ll target the same place 

without drawing too much suspicion.” 

 “Since Willow was kidnapped, there haven’t even been any sorority gatherings. Not 

something the university wants to be held responsible for, especially if they’re blaming it on like 

a serial killer or gun violence,” Ivy said. 

 “Right,” Patrick replied. “Listen, I got my work shifts at the Sip N’ Drip covered. Thank 

goodness it’s the weekend. Why don’t we meet up at the downtown Berkeley BART station?” 

 “Sounds good,” Ivy said.  

 “Meet you there in about thirty minutes.” 



 

 

336 

 Patrick hung up the phone and rushed to get dressed and take his meds. They would find 

Genevieve. They had to.  

 But fear and anxiety lingered in his mind. What if they didn’t? What if they couldn’t save 

her the way Genevieve had gotten to Ivy on time? What if it was already too late?  

# 

 The downtown Berkeley BART station wasn’t as crowded this morning, and for that 

Patrick was thankful. He remembered the look on Genevieve’s face when they had met up not 

even the week before and she told him about what it took for her to navigate through the station. 

His invisible disabilities often caused him much mental anguish and took a toll on his emotional 

health, but he didn’t often think about what it might be like for someone with a physical or visible 

disability to navigate a space like a crowded subway, train station, or nightclub. He also 

remembered the worried look on Genevieve’s face at the nightclub when she didn’t want to go 

into crowds of dancing people, afraid they might fall on her, and instead stayed by the bar.  

 He didn’t know what it was like to be a wheelchair user much like she didn’t always 

understand the intricacies of his life with multiple mental illnesses. But a mutual sense of 

understanding and respect had formed between them.  

 Patrick missed Genevieve. He missed her laugh and her insight. Although he’d inquired 

about her Theatre Arts major, he’d never asked her about any of her possible auditions or upcoming 

performances. A pang of regret overcame him, and he wished he would have shown interest in that 

part of her life. Just because they bonded over their supernatural abilities and mysterious 
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supernatural happenings around the university didn’t mean he wasn’t interested in what she was 

obviously so passionate about.  

 Another reason he had to find her. It would hurt him to know that if something happened 

to her, she wouldn’t be able to pursue her dreams of becoming an actress. He tried to imagine how 

his life might be different if it wasn’t for his interest in podcasting and he just couldn’t picture it 

at all.  

 He sat on a bench inside the station and texted Ivy where he was.  

 Just then, his phone pinged with another text from someone else. When he checked it, he 

was surprised to see it was from Dana.  

 Her text read: Hey, I’ve tried texting Genevieve, but haven’t gotten a response. Do you 

know if she’s alright? I may have some more info for both of you.  

 Patrick texted her back that Genevieve was missing and that he and Ivy were going to look 

for her. Dana wrote back that she wanted to help and asked where he was.  

 “Hey,” Ivy said as she approached Patrick. She was dressed in jeans and a loosely fitted 

Juicy Couture pink shirt, her black hair falling in waves against her shoulders. The outfit was way 

more casual than what he’d seen her wear at the Revue Nightclub and the sorority party weeks 

ago. If he looked closely, he could also see dark circles under her eyes. Clearly, the stress was 

getting to her, too.  
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 “Hey, Ivy,” Patrick said. “This other student, Dana, is gonna join us, too, if that’s okay. 

She has the same major as Genevieve and we met a few weeks ago when Genevieve and I found 

the article that Nathan wrote up about her roommate going missing.” 

 “I remember reading that article, too,” Ivy said. “No, I don’t mind. If her roommate is still 

missing, then that means she’s lost someone too. Maybe she could help us. Does she also have 

powers?” 

 Patrick shook his head. “I’d be able to tell. She doesn’t seem to have any that I know of. 

I’ve never seen an aura around her.” 

 “I’m still adjusting to the fact that you have powers, too.” 

 He sighed. “You and me both.” 

 Ivy sat next to him. For a while, she didn’t say anything else, and they fell into a 

companionable silence as they waited for Dana, watching passersby. Toddlers screamed as parents 

tried to console them, college-age students hustled about, and others were dressed casually or in 

business casual as they carried steaming cups of hot coffee and trailed luggage behind them.  

 Patrick did his best to block out the incessant noise as Ivy spoke up again, eyes wide as she 

gazed at him with open curiosity. “How long have you known about your powers?” 

 “Not long honestly. The first time I really paid attention to them was when I was working 

at Sip N’ Drip and you and Genevieve came in for drinks. It’s not something I’d taken notice of 

before. But the aura around Genevieve was so bright and dazzling. A part of me thought I had 
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imagined it. By the time Genevieve had come to me and told me about her powers, I knew I hadn’t 

imagined it.” 

 “I wish I’d believed her sooner,” Ivy said, and Patrick detected a hint of sadness in her 

tone. “But she wants to be an actress and she loves dramatic stuff, so I thought she was making it 

up.” 

 “At least you believe her now. It’s not too late, Ivy.” 

 They sat in silence for another long moment as the haunting implications of Patrick’s words 

fell over them. The unspoken question that Patrick had asked himself too many times already: 

What if it was? 

 But Patrick’s spiraling thoughts were interrupted—he couldn’t allow himself to go into a 

dark mental health place that he couldn’t get himself out of—when Dana approached them.  

 “Hey, you two,” she said. “Let’s find Genevieve and Erica.” 

 “You said in your texts that you found some info you were hoping to share with me and 

Genevieve.” 

 “Basically, I was going through some of Erica’s stuff, and I came across some information 

about a parapsychology club. Do you know anything about that?” 

 Patrick told Dana about the meeting that he and Genevieve had with Crystal about Monica, 

but it hadn’t led to anything particularly revealing about the club.  
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 The three of them boarded the next train and headed to their next destination, which would 

drop them off a few blocks away from Maple Valley Park near where Genevieve had disappeared.  

 As the train pulled into their designated stop, Patrick glanced at the two young women 

beside him. Thankful they were with him. None of them knew what they were up against, but 

Patrick had a feeling he wouldn’t be able to do this without them.  
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CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE 

GENEVIEVE 

 Genevieve was terrified.  

 She didn’t know what to expect or what Colin, Victor, or the others wanted from her. She 

was scared to find out, but she knew she had to cooperate to some degree.  

 Colin undid the cuffs around her wrists and Genevieve felt relieved when she could move 

her arms again. Being cuffed against the arm rests of her wheelchair brought a whole new meaning 

to being bound to her wheelchair. As a wheelchair user, she hated the term “wheelchair bound” as 

it felt restrictive instead of empowering. Her wheelchair usually gave her freedom and 

independence, but being cuffed against her will made her wheelchair feel restrictive for the first 

time in ways she wasn’t expecting.  

 She nervously checked the skin around her wrists where the cuffs had been and although 

both wrists were slightly red, she was relieved to not find any blood or chaffing. She wanted to try 

to use her powers but didn’t know how long the serum that Victor had injected her with would last 

and when the effects of it would wear off. Would she be able to defend herself if she had to? 

 Once she was free of the cuffs, Colin went to the door. It was heavy and solid as he pulled 

it open.  

 “Follow me.” 

 Genevieve did as she was told. For now, she didn’t have a choice.  
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 She followed him down a narrow corridor. Most of the doors she passed were closed, so 

she couldn’t see what was behind them.  

 Finally, Colin stopped at a different room and gestured Genevieve to go inside. This room 

wasn’t too different from the previous room except it was larger. Windowless. Drab. The same 

cement walls.  

 And there was one lonely occupant sitting on a chair, hands tied, a gag coming loose in the 

young woman’s mouth.  

 As soon as Genevieve was inside, Colin stepped out and addressed them both.  

 “I’ll be right back… for both of you…” 

 The heavy door slammed behind him.  

 Genevieve glanced over at the young woman as the gag fell from her mouth. She tried to 

use her powers, but she couldn’t get them to work. Maybe the serum still had an effect on her.  

 She looked closer at the young woman who looked to be about her age. Latinx. Warm 

brown skin. Black hair in disarray over her shoulders. There was something familiar about her. 

She glanced toward Genevieve, apprehensive.  

 “I’m Genevieve. What’s your name?” 

 “Erica.” 

 “Erica…” Genevieve’s eyes widened in realization. “Wait… as in Erica Rodriguez?” 
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 “Yeah…” The young woman looked at her skeptically. “Do we know each other? Because 

I don’t seem to remember you.” 

 “No, not exactly. But I’ve met your roommate, Dana. We’re both Theatre Arts majors. 

That’s not how we met. It’s kind of a long story. But my friend Patrick and I talked to Dana a few 

weeks ago. Before I ended up here. Dana didn’t know what happened to you. I’m sure others are 

wondering, too. My friend Patrick and I have been doing some investigating about people who’ve 

been disappearing in purple smoke.” 

 “Like me,” Erica said slowly.  

 “Yeah, exactly like you.” 

 “So, how did you end up here, then?” she asked. “You were taken, too?” 

 “I was kidnapped by Victor. I’m sure you’ve seen or met him by now.” 

 Erica nods in recognition at the name. “I have. I think he kidnapped me, too. Everything 

has been kind of a blur since I got here.” 

 “Do you have any idea what they’re planning on doing to you?” Genevieve asked.  

 “I don’t really know. No one has told me much. I’ve been in this room most of the time.” 

 Genevieve looked around the room, then back at Erica. Realization dawns upon her. 

 “Dana said you listened to my friend Patrick’s podcast. Have you listened to a podcast 

called All Things Weird and Wonderful?” 
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 “Yeah, it sounds familiar. I love learning about supernatural and paranormal stuff.” 

 “Do you have powers, too? Like me? Is that why you’re here? I’m not sure everyone 

they’ve ever kidnapped has powers and there’s no one way to be 100% certain at this point, but 

based on what you’ve been telling me, it has me wondering.” 

 Erica looked around nervously. She glanced at the door as if afraid someone was going to 

enter before she met Genevieve’s questioning gaze.  

 “Yeah, I think I do. I can make inanimate objects disappear and reappear. It doesn’t work 

for people, though. I’m still… I mean, I’ve been trying to get used to them.” 

 “Did Dana know?” Genevieve asked, wrapping her fingers around the controller of her 

joystick, and moving toward Dana a few inches.  

 “No. No one did. It’s something I kept to myself because I didn’t know what to do. I just 

woke up one day a few months ago and realized I could make things disappear. It’s not something 

I would ever want to do maliciously, but a few things have gone missing. It’s not my fault, though, 

I swear! I’m a dance major, but I had to take college algebra this semester as a general education 

elective. I’m horrible at math and I get so nervous for exams and homework. I made my math 

textbook disappear and I couldn’t get it back, so I had to buy another one. You know how 

expensive textbooks can be!” 

 “Wow, I am so sorry. It must be so frightening, regardless of the object.” 
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 “Yeah, and then my older sister claims I stole her diamond necklace that our grandma got 

for her. I don’t even like jewelry.” 

 Genevieve grimaced. “Were you able to make the necklace reappear eventually?” 

 “Unfortunately not. I know objects can be replaced, but it still sucks. I want to learn how 

to get this under control. I don’t even like having powers! I never asked for this! I never wanted 

these powers. I just want to dance and hang out with my nieces.” 

 “I don’t know how to control my powers either,” Genevieve admitted. “But I’m trying to 

figure it out. I don’t even know what they can do really. Like I haven’t realized their full potential. 

But I guess I feel differently about my powers. I feel like they’re a part of me, just like how my 

disability is a part of me. And I want to learn how to control them. I don’t want them taken away. 

Colin said that’s what would happen if he didn’t find me ‘useful,’ whatever that means.” 

 “I don’t necessarily want my powers, but I don’t want it to cost my life if they’re taken 

away.” 

 “Yeah, of course,” Genevieve replied. “I’m thinking we’re both gonna have to use our 

powers if either one of us wants to get out of here, though.” 

 “I definitely want to get out of here. I miss my family. I miss Dana,” Erica said ruefully, 

wistfulness in her tone. Tears gathered in her eyes, and she couldn’t wipe them away, so they fell 

down her cheeks. “I don’t know why I want to tell you this.” 

 “Tell me what?” 
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 Erica shook her head. “Never mind. It sounds ridiculous.” 

 “If it’s important to you, then it’s not ridiculous.” 

 Erica looked at Genevieve through tear-stained eyes. Took a deep breath before speaking. 

“The night I was kidnapped, I was going over to my boyfriend Jake’s house.” 

 “Yeah, that was mentioned in the article we found about your disappearance.” 

 “But here’s something you probably don’t know. I was going over there to break up with 

Jake.” 

 “Break up with him. Why?” Now Genevieve was thoroughly confused. Had Jake been 

abusive and that wasn’t something Dana or anyone else was privy to? Dana had mentioned that 

she was pretty sure Jake wouldn’t have done anything to hurt Erica, but now a sneaking suspicion 

was creeping back. She tried to shake away her uncertainties until she heard Erica’s answer.  

 “Because I realized I’m in love with someone else and I wanted to tell her—” 

 “But you couldn’t,” Genevieve finished for her.  

 “Yeah, exactly.” 

 “So, it’s really none of my business, but who—” 

 “I’ve had feelings for Dana for awhile now,” Erica said. “I’ve been in love with her for 

awhile.” 

 “Did she know?” 
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 Erica shook her head. “No. I don’t think so. I never told her. I’m not sure how she would 

and I’m not sure if her feelings would ever be mutual, you know?” 

 “Wow.” Genevieve sat with this information; her heart was heavy. If they couldn’t get out 

of here, then Erica would never be able to tell Dana how she really felt about her. If they couldn’t 

get out of here, she might never see Bridget or Patrick or Ivy again.  

 No. She couldn’t think like that. She just couldn’t. 

 “We’re going to get out of here,” Genevieve declared. “You’re going to have another 

chance at telling Dana and I’m gonna see my friends again.” 

 The slightest smile spread across Erica’s cheeks. 

 Just then, the door opened. Colin was standing there, the same inscrutable smirk on his 

face.  

 “Party’s over, ladies. It’s time we see what you both can really do.” 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO 

PATRICK 

 Patrick’s anxiety was dialed up to a fifteen out of ten when they got off at the train station 

closest to Maple Valley Park.  

His palms were sweaty, and an endless barrage of thoughts somersaulted in his mind. He 

knew that Genevieve wasn’t going to be there, so what exactly was he expecting to find? Would 

Victor be there, kidnapping someone else? 

All he knew was that they had to start somewhere, and it seemed like the most logical 

place. 

Dana and Ivy chatted in low voices a few paces behind him as he led the way. He also 

didn’t want to disrupt whatever conversation they were having, so he just let them talk as he made 

his way to the park, and they followed.  

Once they arrived at Maple Valley Park, Patrick turned to them. “Okay, so Genevieve 

actually disappeared about a block or so from here. We’d gone to a café for lunch, but I think we 

should check here first.” 

“Sounds good,” Ivy said. She looked around the vast expanse of the park. “At least it’s not 

super crowded today.” 

“That’s a relief,” Patrick said. “But I’m not sure if Victor or any of the others would kidnap 

anyone if there were tons of people around.” 
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“Unless others created some kind of distraction,” Dana suggested. “I don’t know what 

happened when Erica was taken, but I don’t think there were many people around then either. She 

went to go visit her boyfriend at night, but I think she left our place around eight o’clock, I think, 

so it’s not like it was super late when she was taken.” 

“I don’t know much about my brother or the people he’s working with, but something tells 

me it’s not super methodically planned out. Since someone targeted Ivy and Victor targeted 

Willow, we also know they don’t necessarily always go after people with supernatural abilities.” 

“But if they’re draining people of energy—at least it felt like that before I went 

unconscious—why would they go after someone like me if I don’t have powers?” Ivy asked. 

“Could still be some kind of energy or power boost for them, but maybe with people like 

me and Genevieve, they could be getting more energy. Like a supercharged boost.” Patrick looked 

between Dana and Ivy. “I don’t actually know for sure, though. This is all hypothetical.” 

“I guess we’ll find out soon enough,” Ivy said.  

“So, what are we looking for?” Dana asked.  

“It’s not about what,” Patrick emphasized. “More like who. I thought we’d look around the 

park first. They seem to target populated areas, like parties and parks and stuff like that.” 

“You think we should split up? Cover more ground that way?” Ivy asked. 
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Patrick shook his head. “No, in case there’s an attack or something. I don’t want to leave 

either of you unprotected. My ability lets me see those with powers by showing me their auras, so 

I would know if anyone around here is suspicious.” 

“Then I guess we should start looking, then go closer to the area where Genevieve 

disappeared,” Dana said.  

They took their time walking around the park, gazing at groups of screaming children, of 

people lounging about on soft blankets, of others having picnics.  

Sunlight slanted against the grass, warming the black asphalt and cemented walkways. 

Patrick squinted against the light, regretting not slathering on some sunscreen before leaving. It 

wasn’t blazing hot, but warm enough he could still get some nasty sunburns.  

It seemed like a weekend morning that was too perfect. Everything as it should be. People 

going about their business without a care in the world, oblivious to the supernatural dangers that 

lurked here. Most people wouldn’t even consider something like that. It seemed too otherworldly. 

And, on some level, maybe it was.  

They circled the park a few times and didn’t see anything remotely suspicious.  

“Let’s go closer to where she disappeared,” Patrick said.  

They left the park and went a few streets over, maybe about a block or so away from the 

café he and Genevieve frequented not long ago.  

He pointed across the street. “That was the alleyway where I saw my brother.” 
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There weren’t as many cars buzzing past them on the street. Dana and Ivy looked over to 

where he pointed. There was no one in the alleyway.  

Nothing seemed to be suspicious anywhere.  

“I don’t think we’re going to find anyone this way,” Patrick said. “I can ask Crystal, the 

woman who Genevieve and I interviewed a few days ago, where exactly her friend Monica 

disappeared. It might be worth checking out something there.” 

“That’s not a bad idea,” Ivy replied. “Should we head back to campus now?” 

“Yeah, let’s go,” Patrick said. He looked around the area. Nothing seemed entirely off to 

him, but his anxiety still made his skin prickle with uncertainty.  

They had to find clues. They had to find Genevieve.  

Walking back to the BART station, Patrick kept on high alert. He remembered something 

else Genevieve had told him. Not just about navigating a crowded environment in a wheelchair, 

but the ways in which some people wouldn’t watch where they were going and topple into her. 

Just thinking about that made him anxious and it made him want to keep his distance from 

strangers, but also more aware of his surroundings in case anyone accidentally bumped into him.  

Aside from the podcast and working his part-time job at the coffee shop, when Patrick 

wasn’t busy as a college senior doing homework and trying to pass his classes, he actually relished 

the time he would spend by himself away from other people. Although he enjoyed interviewing 

people for the podcast, he understood Genevieve’s introverted nature because he thought he could 
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be one as well. It’s not something he thought about all the time, but walking back to the train 

station and keeping an eye out for anyone he thought could be suspicious made him reflect on his 

own introverted self.  

If he wasn’t looking for Genevieve right now, maybe he’d be spending time with Seth in 

an attempt to repair their friendship which slowly seemed to be fragmenting and cracking as Seth 

pulled away from him and doubted him. He hadn’t heard from Seth since he texted him that 

morning and wondered if his best friend was purposely keeping him on Read or if he genuinely 

hadn’t had time to respond. 

As they passed the café that he and Genevieve had once frequented, Patrick stopped. He 

noticed he was thirsty, his throat parched.  

“Hey, are you two thirsty? Why don’t we stop in here for a drink before we head back?” 

Patrick looked between Ivy and Dana.  

“I’d be down for a cold drink. It’s getting hotter now anyway,” Dana replied. 

Ivy nodded in agreement. “Yeah, let’s get something.” 

Patrick opened the door to the café, a bell tinkling above the door, and gestured to both 

young women as they walked in. He went in after them, the air-conditioned space a welcome 

reprieve as cool air greeted him. He’d much rather be inside as it was gradually becoming warmer 

outside as the day progressed, morning slowly becoming afternoon.  
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They ordered their drinks and sat down in a corner of the café. Dana ordered an iced vanilla 

latte, Ivy ordered an iced mocha (Patrick didn’t fail to notice it was the same drink that she’d also 

ordered the first time they ‘met’), and Patrick ordered their specialty drink: an iced lavender and 

honey latte. Not something they had at the Sip N’ Drip. That was for sure.  

The three sat in silence for a long time, sipping their drinks.  

Finally, Patrick spoke up. “I wasn’t sure if we’d find anything, but I was hoping we might 

get some clues or something. I’d hate to say we might just have to be on the lookout for the next 

person who goes missing on campus, but I don’t want it to come to that.” 

Ivy shuddered. “I don’t even want to think about that. You know what they’ve done with 

Candy’s sorority gatherings.” 

“I know,” Patrick said, running a hand through his messy curls of hair.  

“I would hate for them to keep using campus as a target,” Dana said. 

“But they might. They’ve been back at the Revue Nightclub a few times now,” Patrick 

pointed out. “Hospitals, too.” 

“We can’t investigate a hospital,” Ivy said. “Plus, after my experience there…” Her voice 

trailed off.  

Patrick grimaced, thinking back to his conversation with Victor when he was there for 

Genevieve and Ivy. “I don’t blame you. I don’t like them either.” 
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“I keep thinking about Erica,” Dana said. “I’ve thought about her a lot since she 

disappeared. I miss her. The apartment has felt empty without her.” 

“We’ll find them. Both of them,” Patrick said, trying to reassure the two young women 

before him. But how could he reassure them when he actually wasn’t sure of his own powers or in 

finding them? Still, he had to hope. He had to believe in something. Finding Genevieve and Erica 

also would lead him one step closer to reuniting with his brother.  

However, a question lingered in the back of his mind. After all these years, would Colin 

want to come home? What if—for whatever inexplainable reason—he was happy where he was? 

What if he didn’t want to come home? Colin almost seemed to imply as much during their 

confrontation—the longest he had seen and talked to his brother since his disappearance—but 

Patrick didn’t want to think about that. He could convince Colin to come home. However, Colin 

was eighteen now. Legally an adult. Colin was now capable of making his own decisions 

independent of his brother and his parents and it hurt Patrick to realize that maybe what Patrick 

wanted more than anything wouldn’t be what Colin wanted at all.  

Attempting to clear his mind, he temporarily dismissed the thoughts.  

The bell jingled above the door, signaling another customer was entering. The café wasn’t 

particularly busy at all, and it took until now for Patrick to realize that they’d been the only 

customers in the café until this person walked in.  
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The woman who walked in was wearing a blazer over a business casual type outfit, 

strawberry blond curls sat in ringlets on her shoulders. She looked about in her mid to late twenties, 

not much older than Patrick.  

Stepping up to the counter, she placed her order and then waited.  

Patrick didn’t want to stare at her, but something about her caught his attention. It was then 

he realized that there was an aura around her. Not as bright as he’d seen with Genevieve or when 

he confronted Colin, but it was still there.  

“Hey, see that woman over there?” Patrick said to Dana and Ivy. “I see an aura of white 

around her. It’s very faint, but it’s there.”  

“That means she has powers?” Ivy asked. 

“Most probably,” Patrick replied.  

Dana looked over at the woman. “Should you go up and talk to her?”  

“And say what? What can I say that won’t make me sound like a total creep? ‘Hey, I think 

you might have powers’ isn’t exactly a welcome conversation starter. Following her around would 

also be creepy.” 

“So, what do you want to do?” Ivy asked. 

Patrick looked over at the woman again. She had ordered her coffee and was now leaving. 

He glanced out the window and watched her leave when suddenly he noticed someone approach 

her, but the bright sunlight was blocking out who it could be.  
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“On second thought…” Patrick said, standing up and abandoning his coffee.  

“Patrick… you said you weren’t going to follow her!” Ivy exclaimed.  

“Maybe I changed my mind,” Patrick said. “Someone else just approached her, but I can’t 

see who it is.” 

“I’m still not sure we should—” Dana started to say.  

But Patrick was already out the door and following the young woman who was gradually 

disappearing from his view.  

“Patrick!” Ivy called after him, but he ignored her.  

The heat hit him as he stepped out of the air-conditioned café. He wished he had brought 

sunglasses.  

Although he ignored Ivy, he took note of his surroundings, glancing around to see who else 

was walking along the street. He squinted again, shielding his eyes against the glaring sunlight.  

The woman was now farther down the block, and he still couldn’t get a solid view of the 

person she was talking to. She seemed intensely engrossed in the conversation as she threw her 

head back in laughter. 

Maybe he was overthinking this. Maybe she was meeting this person for a coffee date or 

maybe they were friends or colleagues. She probably wasn’t in danger after all.  
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If he approached her now, would he look like a stalker or would he come across as someone 

concerned? Right now, this woman was a total stranger. And with powers, how did he know that 

she wasn’t dangerous? 

Still, something about this situation didn’t seem to sit right with Patrick. Something about 

her set off suspicion within him—not that she was suspicious per se—but then maybe the person 

she was chatting amicably with somehow still was. Or maybe it was because this was the first time 

he’d seen an aura around someone who wasn’t Genevieve, Victor, or Colin, and some alarm within 

him flared.  

Behind him, Ivy and Dana were shouting his name and coming toward them. He didn’t 

turn back to look, but he could hear them getting closer and closer. He didn’t need to as he knew 

they would catch up with him soon enough.  

He was still too far from the woman and still couldn’t see whomever she was talking to. 

They started heading toward the alleyway. That was never a good sign. He needed to get closer. 

He needed to— 

“PATRICK!” Dana and Ivy’s voices came like a torrent. They were even closer now. Until 

they were inches away from him.  

“Are you sure you want to do this?” Dana asked, hesitation in her tone. “Are you sure you 

want to keep following her?” 

“I just have this feeling,” Patrick said. “I can’t explain it.” Finally, he turned slightly toward 

them. “Look, she’s being led to the alleyway across the street by whoever that is. I still can’t catch 
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a solid glimpse of that person. But the alleyway is where I saw my brother for the first time, so I 

don’t have a good feeling about this.” 

“You think the person she’s talking to is your brother?” Ivy asked.  

“No.” Patrick shook his head. “Hard to tell who it is from here, but the silhouette doesn’t 

match with what I’ve seen of my brother recently. It’s someone else. We gotta follow them! Let’s 

go! She could be in trouble.” 

“What would we do once we confront them?” Dana asked.  

“I don’t know,” Patrick said. “But we’ll figure something out. Or maybe we can find a way 

to hint that she’s in danger and she could use her powers to get away.” 

“Or she’ll think we’re the dangerous ones,” Dana said. 

“It’s a chance I’m willing to take,” Patrick said as he spun around and watched as they had 

crossed the street and turned into the alleyway. “But let’s go! Before we lose them!” 

The woman and whomever she was with had already disappeared into the alleyway as 

Patrick, Ivy, and Dana crossed the street.  

Usually, there was no one in the alleyway, not even a garbage can or a scurrying rat or a 

random homeless person, so Patrick could understand why whoever this person was wanted to 

target that woman there. He just hoped they weren’t too late. Would saving the woman lead them 

to finding Genevieve, too? 
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The woman was now up against a brick wall with a man standing over her. His arms were 

braced against the wall, caging her inside. Her coffee cup spilled on the ground now, foam and 

light brown drink staining the ground. The man looked ridiculously familiar, and he turned to look 

at Patrick. A glint of a smile formed along his features.  

“Ahh, Patrick, isn’t it? So good of you to join us!” 

Ivy and Dana came up beside Patrick and stopped. A quick glance at them and they didn’t 

move any further. He wanted to keep them safe. At least if he couldn’t keep the woman safe, he 

could keep them safe. 

Patrick recognized the man instantly now. He had talked with Patrick at the hospital. He 

had kidnapped Genevieve and now he was about to kidnap this woman, too.  

“Victor,” Patrick said. 

The woman’s aura glowed brightly as did Victor’s now, but Patrick still had no idea what 

her power was. Did she not know she had them? 

Had Victor shapeshifted before he trapped this woman and now had transformed back to 

his original form? What was his plan? 

“Help! Help me!” The woman pleaded. Obviously, she needed help, then.  

“Let her go, Victor,” Patrick said. “You don’t want to do this.” 

“It’s not up to me,” Victor replied. “I’m just following orders.” 
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“Orders from who?” Patrick asked. 

“Why should I tell you?” he sneered. “I’m sure you’re just looking for your friend. But as 

you can see, I’m busy.” 

Victor placed a hand on the terrified woman’s arm as energy began draining from her.  

She was going to fade fast if Patrick didn’t think quickly. He needed to do something.  

But just as Patrick was trying to think of what to do next while trying to save the woman 

and not provoke Victor too much, two wild things happened.  

First, instead of the purple smoke forming around Victor, it appeared right next to him as 

though he was able to summon the smoke close to him, but it didn’t touch him.  

Second, one moment the terrified woman was standing there as life was draining out of her 

and in the next moment, she disappeared.  

“What the hell?!” Victor cried. Clearly, he hadn’t been expecting her to suddenly disappear 

either.  

Patrick, Ivy, and Dana starred. All were completely speechless.  

Then it occurred to Patrick. Maybe that was her power. Invisibility. Genevieve once told 

him that her emotions were what fueled her powers. Maybe it was the same with this woman. She 

was scared, so she turned invisible. But did she know how to control them? 

The problem now was that Patrick had no idea where she was.  
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Victor turned to Patrick.  

“You. Did you do something to her? What did you do to her?” 

“Me? I didn’t do anything! Why do you think I did something?” Patrick exclaimed, aghast. 

“In case you haven’t noticed, you were the one flirting with her and then threatening her!” 

Victor rambled. “He won’t be happy if I don’t come back with…” He shook his head. 

“Well, since I can’t get to her, then I guess it’s settled. I’ll just have to take one of you instead.” 

“Run,” Patrick told Dana and Ivy.  

But before any of them could get far or escape the mouth of the alleyway, Victor had 

advanced upon Dana and was pulling her toward him and toward the shimmering cloud of purple 

smoke that lingered at the end of the alleyway.  

“NO! DANA!” Patrick shouted. More than anything, Patrick wished he had Genevieve’s 

powers or something more useful so he could take a shot at Victor or distract him and get her away 

from Dana.  

Patrick grabbed Ivy’s hand.  

As Victor disappeared into the purple smoke with Dana, Patrick and Ivy ran after them. 

They both jumped in after Victor and Dana. 

A heady feeling engulfed Patrick as the smoke seemed to swallow him whole and the world 

around him disappeared.  
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CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE 

VICTOR 

 Victor was determined to do something right. He was determined not to screw up. He 

couldn’t afford to disappoint Jonathan again.  

 Although he could transport himself easily from the pocket dimension—which had come 

to be known as Aeon—to the actual world, it didn’t mean he enjoyed doing it all the time. But he 

had to prove to Jonathan that he was worthy of being kept around. He needed something to live 

for after his wife and daughter had died so tragically.  

 However, every time he left to go to the regular human world—where humans with and 

without powers existed completely unaware of Aeon or of what had given the energy that had 

given certain individuals powers to begin with—a part of him ached. A part of him wished he 

didn’t have to go back and forth between this world and Aeon and just live like an ordinary human 

instead of answering Jonathan’s every beck and call. At one time, he thought his shapeshifting 

powers had given him purpose and he still liked to think that they did, but a part of him just wanted 

his wife and daughter back and didn’t want any of this.  

 Right now, he had a job to do.  

 The regular world was bright and all-encompassing. Full of noise and overwhelming 

stimuli he sometimes found himself relishing in. He enjoyed the hustle and bustle, the noise, the 

crowds. Even when he transformed into other people, there was a part of him that felt like he could 

blend in. For a moment, he had a place to belong.  
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 He decided to go back to the place where he had kidnapped Genevieve, the young woman 

who Colin was currently dealing with. Colin had told him earlier when he’d first kidnapped her 

that it was Genevieve who he’d had the altercation with on the roof. Colin wanted some time alone 

with her to talk to her and then test her and see what she was really capable of. He’d said her 

powers were incredibly strong, but unmastered, performed with the kind of competence one would 

have when they were still learning their craft, which Colin assumed she was. But Colin had seen 

something in her that night on the rooftop of the Revue Nightclub. He’d told Victor that he and 

Jonathan had seen that she had potential. So, they wanted to put her through a series of tests and 

Victor didn’t have to be involved with that. Instead, he was out searching for his next unsuspecting 

victim.  

 However, instead of transforming into someone else, he decided against it. He decided to 

stay as himself for this, just like the night he’d encountered Patrick at the hospital.  

 He welcomed the warmth of the northern California day, noticing the heat was growing 

with increased intensity as the day wore on and it wasn’t even summer yet. The streets weren’t 

crowded today. It wasn’t a crowded environment like a nightclub or like the sorority party he had 

gotten himself into.  

 He walked along a familiar street he’d been on before coming upon a quaint café with a 

nautical theme just as a young woman with strawberry blond hair and an iced coffee drink in hand 

was coming out the door. There was some kind of charm about her, so he went up to her and 

initiated conversation.  
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 “Oh, hello,” he said, doing his best to ooze as much charisma as he could muster. “I’m new 

to the area. I hope I’m not interrupting you or anything.” 

 “Oh, no, you’re not,” she replied. “This café is fantastic and has some wonderful lattes. 

The honey lavender latte is their specialty. It’s delicious.” 

 “That’s good to know, but I’m not very thirsty now. However, maybe you could tell me 

what there is to do for fun around here.” 

 She rambled on about things he didn’t really care about, but he did manage to crack a few 

jokes, which caused her to throw her head back in laughter. The conversation continued and he 

managed to lure her into the alleyway across the street.  

 He cornered her, caging her between his arms as he prepared to drain the energy from her.  

 He didn’t expect Patrick to show up accompanied by two young women he didn’t 

recognize. While he was busy bantering with Patrick, the young woman disappeared on him. At 

first, it didn’t occur to him that the young woman he’d been conversing with could turn invisible. 

He thought it must be something Patrick had done, so he turned the conversation on him. Only 

later would it dawn on him that the frightened young woman must have turned invisible of her 

own volition, and he’d have to track her down later, if he could ever find her again.  

 Instead, he advanced like a predator towards Patrick and the two young women and 

snatched one of them, disappearing into a violet plume that he had conjured up moments ago. He 

was determined to please Jonathan, but at that moment, he didn’t realize that by the time the 

feathery smoke had evaporated, Patrick had jumped in and followed him.  
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CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR 

GENEVIEVE  

 The first time Genevieve performed on stage she was scared. A fear unlike anything she’d 

ever known overtaking her. It was fear of the unknown. Fear of something she hadn’t yet 

experienced. Gradually, over time, the fear turned into something else. It turned into confidence 

as she got into the role of each character she portrayed.  

 When she wasn’t performing, she would spend hours watching movies, TV shows, and 

begging her parents to take her to see plays, watching everything from musical theatre to one-act 

plays. Watching plays, movies and TV shows transported her to a different world as she became 

entranced by the characters she saw. One day, she hoped she could do something just like that. So, 

although there was always some fear involved with performing, it gradually got better over time, 

and she knew she wanted to pursue acting in college. That was fear she could learn to work with.  

 However, the fear she felt at this very moment was very different than any type of 

performing-related fear she had experienced before. This time, she feared for her life and what she 

would be asked to do with Erica. Would she have to hurt Erica? Would they have to hurt each 

other?  

 It’s time to see what you both can really do.  

 Those words stoked a fear in Genevieve unlike anything she’d felt before. She still didn’t 

completely know how to control her powers, so what would happen now? Between her own 
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abilities and Erica’s, would they be used for something nefarious? Would they be pitted against 

each other? 

 The thought made Genevieve cringe.  

 Her mind drifted to those cruel dog fighting rings. She remembered reading about those 

somewhere. Not that this was the same thing, but the idea of being pitted against someone else to 

fight to the death seemed extreme. Unless that wasn’t what this was about. But now, she wasn’t so 

sure.  

 Genevieve shot a nervous glance at Erica, then looked back at Colin. “Why did you bring 

me here? What are you planning on doing with us?” 

 “I told you… you’ll be put through a series of tests. Not always against each other, but I 

want to know more about what each of you are capable of.” 

 Erica’s voice trembled. “Why us, though?” 

 Colin smirked. “Why not? And maybe you’d even consider helping us. Unless, of course, 

you’d rather have your powers removed.” 

 Neither seems like the best option. Finding a way out of here seems the most logical. But I 

need to do some digging first.  

 “First test will be between you and me,” Colin said, indicating Genevieve. He nodded to 

Erica. “And I will come back for you later.” 
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 After making sure Erica was still tied up, he went to the door, then gestured to Genevieve. 

“Follow me.” 

 She followed him. He led her down the narrow corridor and turned a sharp left. On the 

right side was another door with a sign affixed that said: ENTER AT YOUR OWN RISK. He 

opened that door.  

 When Genevieve followed him inside, it was unlike anything she’d seen before. When she 

was younger, she remembered going to a few carnivals with their big scary clowns, greasy funnel 

cakes, and balloon animals that popped and set off her hyperacusis, making her startle and cringe. 

Sometimes she would cry from the pain of the noise. But she didn’t remember any funhouse mirror 

ever looking like these.  

 The room was as big as a giant conference room, but full of mirrors of all sizes. Mirrors 

that distorted image. Like a funhouse, but worse. Genevieve looked up and noticed there was a 

speaker type device affixed in the upper corner of the room. Tinny music, something that sounded 

like creepy acoustic jazz, pulsed through the speakers at a low volume.  

 Colin stood in front of her, but now he was also all around her in the various mirrors. His 

image looming all around her. Somehow Genevieve knew he would momentarily find a way to 

disappear from her view, but she still was unsure what the test would be.  

 “For this test, I want to see the strength and power of your abilities. Much like on the 

rooftop except this will be much harder as you’ll have to track me and my magic, but these mirrors 
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will distort my image and throw you off. If you become too exhausted and find yourself drained 

of magic, you fail the test. Understood?” 

 “Yes,” Genevieve replied. She didn’t know how she was going to defeat him with the 

funhouse-type mirrors and the creepy jazz music playing.  

 “One more thing: If you wish to talk and ask questions, you can. I know you must have 

plenty.” 

 “Victor injected me with some kind of serum, and I think that temporarily drained my 

powers. How will I know if they’re back if I’m not strong enough?” 

 Colin shifted on the balls of his feet. “Well, I guess you’ll find out soon, won’t you?” 

 I really don’t like this.  

 Vulnerability and fear coursed through her, but she held her resolve. She had to. She didn’t 

like feeling this vulnerable, but she willed herself to stay calm and be strong. Not in an inspirational 

or she could miraculously overcome anything sort of way, but in a way where she knew how to 

compartmentalize her fear and try to use it to her advantage. When she was auditioning, she would 

try to channel her fear or vulnerability into the character she was portraying to make them three-

dimensional and relatable. Although this fear was different, she had to allow herself to feel it. 

Pushing it away would only make the situation worse. Her hands shook with anticipation as she 

clenched and unclenched her fists. She wasn’t going to back down from this test.  

 “I have a question for you now,” Genevieve said. “Before we start.” 
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 “Go ahead,” he said.  

 “Don’t you miss your brother?” 

 “Why do you keep asking me about my brother?” 

 “Because he’s spent so much time looking for you. He’s so worried about you. He even 

dedicated a supernatural podcast to you. He’s been trying to use it as attempt to find you.” 

 “A podcast? My brother?” An incredulous look appeared on Colin’s face.  

 “Yes,” Genevieve said. “He really misses you. He said you used to watch Scooby Doo 

together.” 

 Something changed momentarily in Colin’s countenance, a flicker of vulnerability in his 

face. “We did.” 

 And then his expression became unreadable again.  

 His reaction made Genevieve wonder if he really did think about Patrick, if maybe losing 

his brother was so painful, he pushed it away. He was young when he disappeared, so maybe he 

felt unloved somehow. She wasn’t sure the people who raised him—Victor and whoever else—

had come to care for him in any kind of emotional sense. There was some part of Colin that missed 

Patrick, maybe not in the same way that Patrick felt about Colin, but a spark was there. A glimmer 

of something, an emotional longing.  

 “So, what made you like this then?” Genevieve asked, pushing him. “You act like you 

don’t care, but I think some part of you does.” 
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 As an actress, Genevieve learned to study the emotions and behaviors of characters. Colin 

wasn’t a character in a play or a movie. He was a real person with actual human emotions who just 

so happened to have powers. Genevieve assumed he felt pain. He felt fear. He had to have felt love 

or something at some point, hadn’t he? 

 Colin’s expression remained unreadable. Not even the trademark inscrutable smirk showed 

up from earlier.  

 He took a deep breath. “I don’t want to talk about that. I think we’re done with this 

conversation.” 

 Taking a few steps back, he disappeared into the plethora of funhouse mirrors. When he 

spoke again, his voice echoed in the enormous space. “Now, let’s see what you can do.” 

 Oh, no… 

 The mirrors distorted everything. The mirrors were all sizes: huge, small, and medium 

sized. They surrounded her.  

 The creepy jazz music droned on, seeming to increase slowly in volume now.  

 From every corner of the room, he seemed to mock her. She could sense him, but not being 

able to know exactly where he was became unnerving. The shape of him was distorted as well. 

Would the mirrors break if she used her powers? Would they shatter around her? 

 Was this how she was going to be defeated? Here, now, in this room.  
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 No, she decided. She needed to get back to Erica and they needed to find a way out of here 

for good.  

 A bright beam of red magic came toward her, and she was able to deflect it with her own 

magic. Her magic wasn’t as strong as it had been before, but it was gradually getting there as white 

and red beams clashed together. Their magic danced in tandem for a moment.  

 Then the red magic ceased.  

 Genevieve remained aware, not lowering her guard for anything. She had to be prepared 

for whatever was coming. Cerebral palsy meant that sometimes her reaction times were slightly 

delayed, but she wasn’t going to let herself lose this battle.  

 For Patrick. For Ivy. For Erica. For anyone else who was in danger and needed saving.  

 But most of all, for herself.  

 She looked around, his looming shape still taunting her. But now, she really didn’t know 

where he was. He could be anywhere.  

 She could see herself in the mirrors, too, but somehow her small shape dwarfed his. Seeing 

herself in the mirrors brought her both reassurance and terror. On one hand, it let her know that 

she was here, present. On another, it intimidated her and made her feel like she was a target. Like 

she wasn’t on an equal ground with her opponent. However, on some level, much of this was true. 

Colin had presumably had years to practice the craft of his powers, perfect them, hone them. He’d 
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somehow acquired them and then been trained by the other individuals here. But what exactly were 

they preparing for? 

 Genevieve hadn’t had much time at all and was still learning how to use them. She and 

Patrick had practiced using their powers together, but it wasn’t often, and Patrick had a different 

type of power than she did. One that was useful in a different way. Despite this, she wasn’t 

equipped with years of experience and still was getting used to them. They were reactionary, 

controlled by her emotions. Maybe that was the key here. She had to learn to fine tune her 

emotions. Really hone in on them. Really feel something.  

 Hadn’t she just observed that Colin was rather lacking in emotion except for a glimmer of 

something lingering just beneath the surface? 

 This time, she put emotion into her magic and used it in full force. As a sparkling beam of 

white light erupted from her fingertips, a red beam of magic came at her from the other side, 

narrowly missing her. She hadn’t been expecting that.  

 As fast as she could she turned her wheelchair and shot out another beam of magic. Again, 

their magic didn’t clash this time and she seemed to miss. An interesting thing she noticed was 

that the mirrors didn’t break. The magic just seemed to bounce off the mirrors instead.  

 Colin’s voice echoed around her once more. “So, let’s talk.” 

 “Now you want to talk?” 

 “Sure, why not? I know you have more questions.” 
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 Genevieve glanced all around her. She held up both hands this time and willed herself to 

concentrate. Concentrate on her emotions. Not necessarily anger, but frustration. 

 “How did you get your powers?” Genevieve asked. “How do any of us get our powers? 

You didn’t have them before you disappeared.” 

 A beam of red magic came at Genevieve from the other side of her. It caught her off guard, 

but she was able to dodge it by moving her wheelchair away. 

 When Colin spoke, his voice sounded like it was coming from all around her, like surround 

sound. “Our supernatural abilities come from energy. They come from energy within certain parts 

of the Earth. Certain areas of the ground. Underground. Far beneath cement and soil. It’s almost 

metaphysical in a sense. Some areas have more energy than others. The energy turns into 

supernatural abilities, but it’s different for everyone who acquires powers.” 

 “So, how did you get yours?” Genevieve asked, glancing warily around the room. She held 

up her hands again. She needed to be ready.  

 “I didn’t get powers right away. I was young. I had to learn, to prove I could be trusted.” 

 “What can your powers do?” Genevieve asked, even though she thought she had a pretty 

good idea. She thought she knew that they could— 

 “I can destroy things. Most of the time, my abilities cause destruction.” 

 She wasn’t surprised. In fact, it was what she suspected. So, if his could cause destruction, 

then hers could… 
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 “That’s not what I want to use my powers for,” Genevieve said out loud. “I want to use 

them for good. To help and protect people. If I’m going to have powers, why cause more harm and 

suffering.” 

 “You’re naïve,” Colin told her.  

 “What do you mean? How can you say that?” 

 “Because you believe that your powers can help people. If you want to survive, you have 

to prove that they can do the opposite.” 

 Genevieve shuddered. “Hurt people?” 

 An electric beam of red erupted from the opposite direction and bounced off a few mirrors. 

This startled her. 

 Emotions. Focus on your emotions.  

 “Destroy. Can you destroy me, Genevieve?” 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE 

PATRICK 

 Patrick fell forward, bracing himself with his arms as he fell hard against the cement 

ground. Ivy landed beside him.  

 Victor and Dana had landed ahead of them. Victor still had a vise grip around Dana’s waist. 

Patrick knew he’d taken her as collateral. But they were both standing while Patrick and Ivy had 

landed on the hard cement floor.  

 Where were they? 

 Victor looked behind him. “Damn it! How did you two get here?” 

 Patrick smirked from his position on the floor. We followed you into the purple smoke, he 

wanted to say. But he didn’t say that. Instead, he said, “Surprised to see us?” 

 Victor sighed. Contemplation warred his features, then a vile expression crossed his face. 

“Actually, I think this could work in my favor.” 

 Victor motioned a few people over to him, then gestured to Patrick and Ivy. Patrick could 

not quite make out what Victor was telling them.  

 Two burly individuals came toward Ivy and Patrick. Both male. One was taller than the 

other. One blond and one with brown hair. Both intimidating, their presence not to be messed with. 

An aura pulsed around each of them, bright, white, and overwhelming.  
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 Of course, they had some kind of abilities, too.  

 Patrick swallowed uneasily as he pushed himself up into a sitting position, then finally 

stood. Slowly. Holding up his hands in defense.  

 “Whoa, whoa, whoa,” he said. “Can we talk about this first?” 

 Beside him, Ivy stood up slowly, too. She mirrored him and put her hands up.  

 “Don’t think you’ll be getting away now,” Victor told them. Then he directed instructions 

at the burly men. “Put them in one of the empty rooms and cuff them. Make sure they can’t escape.” 

 Great.  

 Wherever they were, this place seemed like an elaborate labyrinth. A maze that he didn’t 

know how to get out of. A place he couldn’t escape. He wasn’t exactly claustrophobic, but not 

being able to get out of an enclosed space didn’t help his anxiety. It made him feel like he wasn’t 

in control. He had to be in control.  

 It almost reminded him of an escape room, but way more elaborate and more daunting. He 

had never been to an escape room before, but he’d heard stories from Seth and Sariah who both 

liked that sort of thing. They liked the thrill of it. The unknown. When they would tell him about 

it, he just shook his head. Sure, he ran a podcast about supernatural phenomenon and interviewed 

people about strange occurrences and paranormal happenings, but his anxiety couldn’t handle an 

escape room. His anxiety would make something like that unbearable.  
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 He needed to come up with a plan. He needed to find Genevieve. He needed to find Colin. 

Erica and others were here, too. If he could find Genevieve, he wondered, would that lead him to 

Colin? Or vice-versa? Surely, their paths had crossed at some point by now unless Victor had 

purposely been keeping them apart, but Patrick couldn’t figure out why when Colin seemed 

intrigued by Genevieve. Patrick thought back to that altercation on the rooftop of Revue Nightclub 

when Genevieve thought Matthew was just some creep and not Patrick’s younger, missing brother. 

He thought about the explosiveness of each of their respective abilities when Colin’s red magic 

had clashed against Genevieve’s white magic. Although dangerous, it was somehow entrancing.  

 He felt cool metal against his skin as his hands were forced in front of him.  

 Snap.  

 His hands were cuffed and one of the burly men—the shorter one, Patrick noticed—led 

him away as Ivy followed behind him.  

 They were led into a dark room at the far end of a narrow hallway. It was gray. Empty. 

Windowless. Drab.  

 The burly men put Ivy and Patrick in the same room, cuffing each of them to a chair. 

Neither of them bothered to gag Ivy or Patrick and somehow Patrick felt relieved by this. However, 

he still couldn’t tell what their powers were, and he doubted they would attempt to make small talk 

with him.  

 They left the room before he could engage with them.  
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 He and Ivy were facing each other, but neither of them could barely move.  

 “Not the welcome I was expecting,” Ivy said. 

 Patrick eyed her warily. “What exactly were you expecting? That we would waltz into 

some weird other dimension and be greeted with tea and cookies?” 

 She took his sarcasm in stride. “How do you know we’re in another dimension?” 

 He shrugged as best as his positioning would allow. Looking around the room, then back 

at Ivy. “I don’t know. Just kind of feels like it, you know? Like, one moment we were in that 

alleyway with Victor and now we’re here.”   

 “You are the one that’s always believed in supernatural phenomenon,” Ivy pointed out. “I 

can see why you would think it’s something like that.” 

 “What else could it be? I mean, we are clearly somewhere else. Going into that purple 

smoke transported us.” 

 Ivy turned slightly, glancing toward the door. “I can’t believe he went after Dana like that. 

Honestly, I thought he was heading straight for you or me. I was terrified.” 

 “I didn’t know what to expect,” Patrick replied. “I had no idea what he was going to do.” 

 “I wonder where he took Dana. You really think Genevieve is around here somewhere?” 

 He nodded. “Probably. And if she’s here, then my brother has to be, too. Maybe he’s gotten 

to her already.” 
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 “What do you think he’ll do to her?” There was a slight tremble in Ivy’s voice. 

 Patrick’s mind spun, lost in his own thoughts for a moment. He didn’t know how to get 

himself or Ivy out of this room or this situation. He didn’t know where Dana or Genevieve were, 

and if he saw his brother again, he was afraid of what their next confrontation might look like. 

There were too many uncertainties. Anxiety rocked him to a whole new level. Getting out of here 

with Ivy, Dana, and Genevieve safely was one thing, but he couldn’t predict what it would be like 

to have to face his brother again. The source of his debilitating PTSD for the past eleven years. 

His reason for starting the podcast. The podcast was a beacon of hope in the darkness.  

 “I don’t know,” he finally whispered.  

 “Can I ask you something else, then?” Her voice was a whisper in the encroaching 

darkness.  

 “Yeah, anything,” he replied.  

 “How did you start the podcast?” 

 Patrick smiled. “Oh, that’s an interesting story. As I’ve told Genevieve before, I guess 

unconsciously it was a way to help me deal with the loss of my brother. Maybe even an answer to 

finding him.” 

 “It gave you hope.” 

 Nodding, Patrick shifted uncomfortably against the restraints. “Yeah, I guess you can say 

it did.” 
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# 

 During Patrick’s sophomore year of college, he found himself lacking purpose. His Media 

Studies major wasn’t formally declared yet, but he knew that’s what he wanted to study going 

forward. He also wanted to declare a minor in his junior year, but he hadn’t picked anything yet. 

He’d been working his part-time job at the Sip N’ Drip coffee shop since his sophomore year, but 

he found himself wanting to do something more.  

 His social time was spent with Seth, but Seth’s interest in queer indie art films meant that 

his film production major often kept him busy with shoots on school films or sometimes he 

participated in activities with the filmmaking club on campus. Despite Patrick’s interest in media 

studies and how film production and media studies sometimes intersected, Patrick wasn’t 

interested in joining Seth in his extra-curricular activities. He wanted something else to do.  

 “You should talk to my friend Teagan,” Seth told Patrick one day as they were grabbing 

some lunch at the campus café. “I took a radio broadcasting elective last semester with him. He’s 

really interested in that kind of stuff. Now he runs a campus radio station.” 

 “A radio station? Like, playing music and stuff?” Patrick asked.  

 “Yeah. I’m sure you could do other things, too. I don’t know much about it. I’ll text you 

his number. You should talk to him.” 

 Patrick did manage to connect with Teagan. Teagan even gave him a brief tour of the 

campus radio station, explaining how everything worked. Radio broadcasting was his minor while 
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film production was his major. Last summer, he was able to get an internship at a local radio 

station. He wanted to move to Los Angeles after his graduation.  

 “You’re always welcome to join us here,” he told Patrick. “We could use some new people. 

Plus, we’ll need someone to fill my position once I graduate at the end of this year. Could be you!” 

 “I’ll think about it,” Patrick told him.  

 On the way back to his apartment, he thought about everything Teagan had showed him 

and told him about the station. But it wasn’t quite what he wanted to do.  

 When he got home, instead of starting on homework, he pulled up his favorite podcast: 

Ghostly Hauntings. It was a podcast based out of the East Coast where the podcaster, Winston 

Lancaster, visited certain places that were rumored to be haunted by ghosts. He loved this podcast. 

Each episode felt like a unique supernatural adventure.  

 One night, a few days after he’d visited with Teagan, an idea came to him. He could start 

his own podcast! He could use the school’s equipment, so that wouldn’t cost him any money. Of 

course, he would have to get permission and work out logistics, but maybe this could work in his 

favor. There had to be others out there like him who were interested in the supernatural or things 

that couldn’t be explained.  

 The following year, junior year, was when he declared his minor in audio production and 

decided to learn all he could about podcasting to start his own podcast. He found himself really 

enjoying the hands-on learning aspects of all things audio production. The idea of doing a podcast 

on supernatural phenomenon obviously wasn’t new, but he hadn’t seen anything like it on campus 
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before. And, maybe, just maybe, it would lead him to some answers about whatever happened to 

his brother. There had to be someone else out there who could help him. Someone else out there 

who might believe him since his parents did not.  

 It would be a few more weeks until he came up with the perfect title while daydreaming 

one day: All Things Weird and Wonderful. From there, ideas for episodes churned in his mind 

until one day, in the middle of fall semester of his junior year, the first episode of his podcast finally 

aired.  

# 

 Patrick leaned back in his chair. There wasn’t much else he could do. He stared at the wall 

opposite him, past Ivy. Gray shadows lingered along the walls around him, and he shivered. “And 

that’s how I started my podcast.” 

 “Wow.” 

 “It’s grown quite a bit since I started it last year. I’m really proud of it.” 

 “I bet you are. I know Genevieve has listened to it before. Sorry to say that I haven’t. Not 

really.” 

 “It’s okay,” he said. “I understand it’s not for everyone. As great as having the podcast as 

been, there have been downsides, too.” 

 “Like non-believers?” Ivy asked. “Or other things?” 
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 “People calling in and saying racist stuff. Getting racist messages on social media. 

Sometimes it doesn’t matter what people believe.” 

 “That’s awful,” Ivy said. “But it isn’t fair. You shouldn’t be getting harassed for doing a 

podcast. I understand a lot about racist stuff unfortunately. In middle school and high school, 

people used to shout slurs at me. My parents emigrated from South Korea before I was born. I’m 

American, and people tell me I should go back to my country or whatever. It hurts.” 

 Patrick nodded in agreement. “It does. I’m sorry shit like that happens to you, too. Doesn’t 

make it right.” 

 “No, it doesn’t.” 

 They were quiet for a moment, silence suspended between them.  

 “I wish I would have believed Genevieve,” Ivy said, breaking the silence after a few 

moments. “I mean, I believe her now. I believed her after I got out of the hospital. Even when she 

accidentally used her powers before that, I didn’t believe her. Maybe I’m no better than the nasty 

people who end up being non-believers and call to harass you.” 

 “But you haven’t harassed me. It’s like I told Genevieve before… It’s a lot to understand. 

I’m glad you believe her now, but I’m sorry you had to find out the way you did.” 

 “She trusted me enough to tell me and the way I reacted back then…” Ivy shook her head, 

tears forming in her eyes. “I just hope she’s okay. I need her to be okay.” 

 “We have to believe that she will be until we can get to her,” Patrick replied. 
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 “Can I ask you something else?” 

 He nodded again, almost imperceptibly. “Of course.” 

 Ivy studied him for a beat. “Do you like having powers? I’ve never really asked Genevieve 

about her experience with them.” 

 He chuckled. “I think that’s a bit of a loaded question.” 

 “Sorry.” 

 “No, don’t be. It’s a totally valid question,” he said. “I think, for me, it’s complicated. But 

my powers aren’t like Genevieve’s. I don’t think they’re triggered by my emotions. Being able to 

see others with powers is useful. But also… sometimes I wish I could do other things. You’d think 

for someone like me having powers would be like a dream come true.” 

 “Seems like it,” Ivy agreed. “Especially if you’ve always been into supernatural or 

paranormal stuff. It’s not something Genevieve and I talked much about when we were in high 

school.” 

 Patrick got his powers a few months after he started his podcast. It took him time to accept 

these newfound abilities. He wasn’t excited at first. He was confused. Seeing bright white auras 

around certain people reminded him of moths being attracted to light and then getting zapped. It 

should have felt like a balm, like a kind of salvation, but it also left him with mixed feelings.  

 At the time that he got his powers, he was going through a particularly bad PTSD spiral 

and his anxiety and depression were heightened. He had just spoken with his psychiatrist to adjust 
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his medication, but even that didn’t seem like enough to dull the ache. Occasionally, he would see 

a school counselor on campus, but right before he got his powers, he started skipping some of his 

sessions. Therapy hadn’t worked well for him when he was younger, so why would it work now? 

 There was also a certain feeling associated with seeing others with powers, their auras. A 

warm magnetic feeling. Like he was drawn to them. The strongest pull he’d felt was when he saw 

Genevieve for the first time. It was like a moth to a flame or light feeling, but stronger. It was 

irresistible. There was a kind of ethereal beauty he found that people with powers possessed, but 

especially Genevieve. It wasn’t a romantic attraction. He’d never had romantic feelings toward his 

new friend, but it was a kind of unexplained magnetism.  

 He wasn’t even sure if he could explain that to Ivy now. He wasn’t sure if he could explain 

what that feels like. The feeling of wanting to know more about a person because of their aura. 

He’d even felt a certain pull toward Colin, but in a different way. He was intrigued by Colin and 

his aura, but it took until after Colin escaped to realize that Patrick had also been scared. After not 

seeing his brother for eleven years and then seeing him as a fully grown teenager, Patrick had been 

both mesmerized and horrified. It didn’t occur to him until after their confrontation that Colin 

could have used his powers to hurt him. To hurt his own brother.  

 What would happen now? Now that they had to save Genevieve and Dana? 

 “When I see people’s auras, I just see them so strongly, so intensely. At least some of them. 

When I saw Genevieve for the first time, back when you and her were at Sip N’ Drip, it felt like a 

magnetic pull almost. I haven’t noticed that as much with other people. I feel it less strongly.” 
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 “Even your brother?” Ivy asked. He could tell she was genuinely curious now.  

 “I think he was an exception, too,” Patrick told her. “But we’re blood related, so maybe 

that has something to do with it.” 

 “And you still don’t know how you ended up with your powers?” 

 He shook his head. “No.” 

 “That must be frustrating, too,” Ivy acknowledged. “Having to deal with that while running 

a podcast on supernatural phenomenon.” She looked away from Patrick for a moment, glancing 

toward the door, then around the room. As someone with anxiety, Patrick could tell Ivy was 

anxious, too. In a different way than he experienced it obviously, but he could tell from her posture 

and the way she darted her eyes around the gray space. The question was on her face. Clear as day.  

 Do you think we’ll ever get out of here?  

 But the actual words went unsaid.  

 He wanted to be the one to reassure her. He’d said as much before. But the truth was, he 

didn’t know. He didn’t know what to expect or who else was going to come through that door. It 

could be Victor or Dana or by some miracle, even Genevieve, but he just didn’t know. Genevieve 

probably still didn’t even know they were here.  

 “I’ve talked about my brother going missing on the podcast before,” Patrick said. “I think 

you know that by now.” 

 Ivy nodded. “You or Genevieve must have told me at some point.” 
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 He drew a deep breath. He couldn’t believe he was finally admitting this out loud. “Despite 

having the podcast and even experiencing some success with it, I’ve never talked about my own 

experiences with my powers. I don’t know why. It just… It never came up. I guess I’ve thought 

about it, but then I remembered some of the racist messages I’ve received and decided it was best 

not to. I was afraid of making myself more of a target. I’ve talked about mental health on the 

podcast, though. But obviously, I’m not a therapist, so there’s only so much I can say. I wanted to 

make sure I was candid about that at least.” 

 “I think I can understand that,” Ivy said. “There are some parts of ourselves we choose to 

keep hidden from the world, from others. Maybe we don’t always want to, but sometimes we have 

to.” Ivy drew a deep breath. “I don’t think I ever told you, but I’m pansexual. Genevieve knows. 

Not many others know. My parents know now, and they’ve been mostly accepting, but it’s just 

taken them some time to come around to that idea because we live in such a structured 

heteronormative society. None of my other friends know. Just Genevieve, I think. She was cool 

when I came out to her. But I think I get what you’re saying. Sometimes we feel like we owe other 

people certain parts of ourselves, and we just don’t. We don’t have to.” 

 “Exactly. That’s exactly it,” Patrick said. “I know it’s not always easy. Last year, when I 

was helping my best friend Seth come to terms with his asexual identity, I realized I might be 

asexual, too. Not sure where on the romantic spectrum. Maybe biromantic, but honestly, I hadn’t 

really given it much thought. I’m always so busy trying to handle other things in my life that I 

haven’t really had much of a chance to really reflect on that. I’m glad you can be certain of your 

identity at least.” 
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 “Identities can fluctuate, though,” Ivy replied. “At least some of them. That’s what I’ve 

learned since coming out to myself anyway.” 

 “I’m actually glad we’re talking about all of this,” Patrick said. “It feels relieving.” 

 “I’m glad, too,” she said, a small smile crossing her features. “I just wish it was under more 

relaxed circumstances.” 

 “I know.” 

 Just then, the door creaked open, and Victor walked in. He closed the door behind him 

before addressing Patrick and Ivy. “Don’t worry… your friend… Dana, is it? She’s settling in just 

fine.” 

 Fear and anxiety roiled through Patrick. What did that mean? Still, he tried to school his 

features in an impassive sort of expression. Just because he was feeling afraid didn’t mean he had 

to show it. He had to push it away. Push it down. Anxiety bubbled just beneath the surface.  

 “Where is she?” Patrick asked. 

 “I don’t want you worrying about that right now.” Victor smiled, pulling up an empty chair 

and sat facing them. “Right now, we’re going to have a little chat.” 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX 

GENEVIEVE 

 Genevieve stared. She didn’t know which direction to look.  

 Destroy him? 

 “What do you mean?” Genevieve said slowly, the question catching her off guard. “You 

want me to try and kill you?” 

 “No, not necessarily. There are a lot of ways to destroy a person. You just have to be smart 

about it.” 

 What was he talking about?  

 Genevieve’s mind raced. She didn’t have time for his mind games, but she wanted to figure 

out how he was thinking. Did destroy him mean kill him? She couldn’t do that. Patrick would be 

beyond devastated, even if his relationship with his brother was now fractured beyond repair. She 

kept turning what he said over in her mind. There are a lot of ways to destroy a person.  

 And that’s when another thought occurred to her. She didn’t have to destroy him 

physically. She didn’t have to kill him. If she could just— 

 Suddenly, another bright red beam sailed toward her. Although it did slightly catch her off 

guard again, she was able to block it. White magic exploding from her palm as the two powerful 

sources of magic clashed together again. She wondered how long this could go on. She didn’t 

know how to “win” this battle. She didn’t know how to play this game. But she knew she had to 
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try. She had to get out of this room, out of this place—what was this place?—and back to Patrick. 

Back to Ivy. Back to her family. Her parents. Bridget.  

 But right now, she had more questions. And she had to focus. 

 She spoke aloud, another question on her mind. “Okay, so powers come from certain areas 

of energy. And those areas of energy have given certain individuals powers?” 

 “That’s correct,” Colin said as his red magic formed an arc and they continued this dance.  

 “And what is this place? Where are we?” 

 “It’s called the Aeon. It’s a pocket dimension. Many people who have supernatural abilities 

live here. And some people have died here.” 

 A look of hurt and shock crossed Genevieve’s face, but Colin didn’t seem to notice.  

 “This is where you’ve been this whole time?” Genevieve asked. 

 Colin grinned, his smile magnified by the mirrors around her. She couldn’t tell one grin 

from another. They all looked suspicious and all-knowing. Full of more secrets than Genevieve 

was privy, too.  

 “I’ve been in your world, too, obviously,” he said. “But I can come and go as I please. No 

limits. I have to fulfill my obligations to Jonathan.” 

 “Jonathan?” 

 “My boss,” he clarified. “He runs a tight ship around here. Expects a lot from all of us.” 
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 This was the first Genevieve had heard of him. She wondered if the elusive Jonathan was 

the sandy-haired white man that had kidnapped Colin when he was a young child or if he was the 

Tattoo Guy she had seen at the Revue Nightclub. Maybe he was neither one and someone else 

entirely. She wondered if she would ever meet him. If he knew about her. She assumed he probably 

did by now. She shuddered.  

 “What does Jonathan want with me?” Genevieve asked.  

 “He wants to know what you can do. If you’re useful.” 

 Colin’s magic subsided momentarily, and she drew a cautious breath. She knew to always 

be vigilant, especially because the mirrors around her distorted everything. It was harder to keep 

track of him and anticipate what his next move or moves would be, especially because the mirrors 

didn’t break. If the mirrors broke, she might be able to track him down more easily, even if she 

couldn’t defeat him.  

 The mirrors also reflected light off her glasses, and she found she had to blink multiple 

times and shake her head to try and manage some clarity.  

As she looked around again, she wondered what it would take to repair the relationship 

between Patrick and Colin. She couldn’t imagine something like this happening to her and Bridget. 

They had always been close growing up. What happens when a bond like that is severed? Could it 

ever be repaired? 
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She tried not to let her mind wander too much. She had to force herself to concentrate and 

stay vigilant, but something in the back of her mind would always wonder. Her powers were 

controlled by her emotions. What did this mean for Colin’s powers? 

His voice disrupted her reverie.  

“Okay, you have one final test in here,” he said. His voice echoed around her again and 

Genevieve steeled herself, readied herself. She was ready.  

She raised her arms, hands poised.  

Briefly, she thought about the moment they had together on the rooftop of the Revue 

Nightclub. She’d reflected on that a lot since coming into this other dimension. When she had 

faced off with him then, he’d looked determined. She didn’t know about his true identity, still 

thinking he was someone named Matthew, the alias he’d given her. But she’d seen something else 

in his gaze, a brief reflection of a scared little boy. The moment was gone before she realized she’d 

seen it and she didn’t know him like she knew him now, so it hadn’t occurred to her before now.  

Somewhere inside of Colin was a scared little boy who missed his brother. That had to still 

be possible, right? She just had to see if she could find that somehow, bring it out of him. Maybe 

no one had to die, and Patrick could be reunited with his brother after all.  

She was drawn to movies and TV shows with happy endings, but this wasn’t a movie or a 

TV show. This was her life, and these were her powers.  

She was determined to use them for good. 
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Suddenly, two identical red beams of magic shot out simultaneously towards Genevieve. 

She braced herself for the impact, directing as much of her emotions as she could into her powers. 

She’d come too far to give up now.  

Two white beams of magic shot from both of her palms, countering the red. But instead of 

doing the dance they usually did, the white magic began to slowly overpower the red magic.  

I have to get out of here. I have to find Patrick. Find Ivy. I have people waiting for me who 

love me.  

These thoughts fueled her. They fueled her every motion as two red and white arcs of magic 

danced in synchronicity around each other before the white slowly started to overtake the red.  

Concentrate. Concentrate.  

She could feel herself running out of energy to sustain herself and her powers. The more 

emotions she channeled the more drained she felt.  

Keep going. Keep going.  

She could do this. This was harder than any university exam or any audition she ever faced. 

But she’d also faced enough ableism in her life to know when to give up. That wasn’t today. She 

couldn’t give up. Not now. Not when— 

Colin’s red magic dimmed, sputtering out.  

He stepped out from behind the mirrors, his image still distorted around her, but at least 

now she could see him clearly. He was right in front of her.  
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His eyes were dark. His expression was unreadable.  

Genevieve had exhausted herself and now she was panting hard, worn and spent. Heart 

pounding ferociously inside of her chest, she leveled her gaze with his. At least she hadn’t passed 

out this time.  

Had she done it? 

His face remained unchanged when he spoke, bearing no discernible trace of emotion. Not 

fear. Not disappointment. Nothing.  

“Congratulations, Genevieve. You have passed the first test.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

395 

CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN 

PATRICK 

 Patrick studied Victor carefully. “What did you want to talk about?” 

 “Your powers.” 

 Patrick paled. “My powers? How did you—”  

 Victor shrugged nonchalantly. “I figured it out. How else would you have known I was 

targeting that woman, that she had powers?” 

 “I didn’t make her disappear!” 

 “Okay,” he said, folding his hands together in his lap. “If that’s true, then tell me, Patrick, 

what can you do?” 

 “Why should I tell you? Why do you care?” 

 “Maybe you could help us,” Victor said. 

 “There’s no way I would ever help you. I’m finding Genevieve, finding Dana, getting my 

brother, and we’re all getting out of here.” 

 “What if I told you that helping us would help your brother?” 

 “What do you mean?” Patrick asked. “How? That doesn’t make sense.” 

 “It will if you’d be willing to help us, help our cause. You could be a valuable asset.” 
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 Ivy flinched, trying to catch Patrick’s gaze, but he wouldn’t look at her. He was too focused 

on Victor and what Victor was telling him. She stayed silent, listening. She didn’t have powers. 

There was nothing else she could do right now.  

 “You’ve kidnapped people. How do I know you haven’t killed anyone?” Patrick asked, 

voice pitched in anger. “People have been disappearing on and around Elixer University’s campus 

for months. Years, even. When will it stop? What do you do to them? What about that creepy 

tattoo guy Genevieve saw? Wasn’t he one of your henchmen?” 

 A ferocious grin formed on Victor’s lips. “Oh, that was me. Shapeshifter, remember? We 

don’t always kill them. Sometimes we do, but that would be taking the easy way out, don’t you 

think?” 

 Patrick leaned back in his chair. “Honestly, I don’t know what to think. But I will never 

join you for whatever cause. My brother was young years ago. It wasn’t his fault back then. He 

didn’t know any better. I do.” 

 “Alright. Suit yourself,” Victor said, shrugging. “Maybe soon you’ll change your mind.” 

 “Doubt it,” Patrick shot back. 

 “I can definitely see where Colin gets his feistiness,” Victor replied. “But there’s something 

else. Wouldn’t you like to know how you got your powers to begin with?” 

 Patrick’s head spun. He was curious. Still, he didn’t say anything. He just let Victor speak.  
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 “Our powers come from energy,” Victor continued as Patrick and Ivy listened with 

curiosity. However, Patrick tried not to show it. He tried to keep his expression neutral. “They 

come from energy underground. Certain areas of Earth have more magical energy than others. 

Like hotspots of sorts. There are various ‘hotspots’ you could say, all over the world. With that 

said, certain people are gifted with abilities while others are not. However, they have to be in 

proximity to the ‘hotspot’ when their powers are activated.” 

 Maybe Genevieve was onto something with her Hellmouth theory, Patrick thought wryly.  

 “So, my powers were activated around a hotspot of sorts?” Patrick asked. “Genevieve’s, 

too?” 

 Victor nodded. “And mine. Who gets them is still unclear to me, but perhaps Jonathan 

would know more. Powers are usually activated by certain events or even emotions. It can vary.” 

 “My brother has powers, too, and you’re saying he got them from some kind of hotspot?” 

Patrick asked. 

 “Exactly.” 

 Patrick reflected on this information. He thought about the nightclub and the two 

supernatural attacks he knew about. It must be some kind of hotspot. He wondered if it was the 

same with the park where Colin disappeared or even Maple Valley Park where he and Genevieve 

had met up with Crystal. He thought about other areas of Elixer University’s campus. Maybe the 

area on campus where Erica had disappeared, too. Could all of those be hotspots as well? 
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 His mind reeled with the plethora of possibilities.  

 Something like this was perfect material for the podcast, but he couldn’t think about All 

Things Weird and Wonderful when his friends’ lives were at stake. When his own life was in 

jeopardy.  

 This was real life. This wasn’t the podcast. Gone were the comforting walls of the recording 

studio where he had recorded several episodes and brought on several special guests highly trained 

in their fields.  

 No. He had to focus. Anxiety made his palms sweat, his heartbeat quicken.  

 Hold yourself together, Patrick. 

 “Why are you telling us all this?” he asked. 

 “Come on, Patrick. You’re not going to admit you were just a little bit curious?” 

 Yes, yes, he had been curious. He had wanted answers. At least now, he had some of them. 

But there was still so much he didn’t know. So much he wanted to. And he wanted answers from 

the one person he had only seen twice in the past eleven years.  

 “I want to talk to my brother,” Patrick said. 

 Victor laughed, a full-bellied chortle. It grated against Patrick’s ears and out of the corner 

of his eye, he saw Ivy flinch. Clearly, Victor was making her uncomfortable, too. She hadn’t said 

anything this entire time. Honestly, Patrick didn’t blame her. He figured she was equal parts 

frightened and curious, much like he was.  
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 “I’m afraid that’s not possible,” Victor finally said. 

 “Why not?” 

 “Colin is a little preoccupied right now.” 

 Preoccupied? 

 And the thought hit him with such a sudden realization, he gasped. “He’s with Genevieve, 

isn’t he?” 

 Victor nodded. “Yes, he’s with your friend. And rest assured, they’re not just talking. In 

fact, I believe he challenged her to use her powers against him. A test if you will.” 

 “A test?” Patrick repeated.  

 “Yes, and if she wins, she has to go through another test. And if she fails…” His voice 

trailed off. 

 Patrick swallowed. “What happens if she fails?” 

 The same grinding chortle erupted from Victor’s lips. “If she fails, she’ll lose her powers 

forever.” He stood up, going to the door. “Think about my offer, Patrick. You don’t have much 

time to decide.” 
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CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHT 

GENEVIEVE 

 She couldn’t believe it.  

 “I passed?” 

 Somehow this was more exciting than getting an A on an exam. It was a test she couldn’t 

afford to fail. Relief coursed through her, but it was short-lived.  

 “Yes. Congratulations again,” Colin told her.  

 He walked to the door. “Time for your next test. Follow me.” 

 She followed him down the narrow corridor. Gray shadows clung to the walls, and they 

passed several closed doors. She wasn’t sure where Colin was taking her next. She was beyond 

exhausted and didn’t want to have to pass any more tests or whatever these were. She just wanted 

to get to Erica, then find a way out. She still had no idea where Patrick and Ivy were, but she hoped 

it was somewhere far, far away from here. They needed to be safe. They had to be. 

 The corridor was eerily quiet until they stumbled upon Victor. He looked panicked. Worry 

etched in his features. 

 “Colin, I’m glad I found you,” he said. 

 “What is it? What’s wrong?” Colin asked.  

 “Weren’t you supposed to be keeping an eye on that girl in room 5B?” 



 

 

401 

 “I’ve been a little busy with…” Colin gestured to Genevieve behind him. 

 “I thought you were going to test both Genevieve and that other girl. You had them in the 

room together at one point, didn’t you?” 

 Genevieve’s interest piqued. Were they talking about Erica? 

 “Yes, but I decided to test Genevieve separately. We’re going to do her next test right 

now.” 

 “No time for that,” Victor told him. “That girl is gone. I just went to that room, and she’s 

gone. The ropes and the door are missing, too.” 

 “Did you see where she went? I told you we should have installed cameras in all the 

rooms!” 

 “I’m not sure where she is,” Victor said. “But she could be anywhere around here. I just 

know that she’s gone.” 

 “Did you just come from there?” Colin asked. 

 “I did. There was a guard stationed right outside Dana’s room when I left. After I had 

secured Dana in that room and saw the other girl was missing, I went and talked to your brother.” 

 Colin gasped. “My brother is here? Since when?” 

 At the same time, Genevieve said, “Patrick’s here?” 

 “The smoke must not have evaporated as quickly as I thought when I left to come here.” 
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 A simultaneous rush of relief and fear coursed through Genevieve. Was Patrick really here? 

And what about Ivy? 

 “Take me to my brother right now,” Colin demanded. “I need to see him.” 

 “Are you sure?” Victor asked.  

 “Yes, absolutely.”  

 Victor gestured to Genevieve who was sitting behind Colin. “What about her?” 

 Colin glanced at her. “She’s coming with me for now.” 

 Genevieve wanted to escape. She wanted to find the perfect, most opportune moment when 

Victor and Colin were just distracted enough to escape, to spin her wheelchair around, and go in 

the other direction. However, she didn’t know where it would lead her. With the news that Patrick, 

Ivy, and possibly Dana were here, how could she escape now without risking leaving them behind? 

Obviously, they’d somehow made it here as an attempt to find her. She couldn’t leave them here. 

She wasn’t going to abandon them or even Erica, but she needed to get away from Colin and 

Victor.  

 Once Colin turned his attention back to Victor, she decided to take a chance. Thinking 

quickly, she spun her wheelchair around and took off in the other direction, putting her chair at 

full speed. She’d find a way to get to her friends. She just needed to get creative. But she didn’t 

know these hallways. Didn’t know where any of her friends were being held. How would she find 

them in this maze of a place?  
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 “Hey, she’s getting away!” Victor yelled.  

 Shoes scuffed on the cement floor as she heard Colin curse behind her.  

 A red beam of magic shot past her. And then another thought occurred to her.  

 If his powers destroy, would he be able to destroy my wheelchair? Oh, shit.  

 She definitely did not want him to destroy her wheelchair or kill her. Admittedly, she hadn’t 

thought this plan out all the way through. She thought maybe there would be another way to get to 

Patrick and Ivy and find Erica. But what if there wasn’t? 

 “You won’t get far!” Colin shouted after her.  

 She stopped, turned around slowly. “Okay, okay.” She held her hands up. “I surrender.” 

 Colin walked toward her slowly. A beam of red magic wrapped around her wrist. And then 

her other wrist.  

 “There. Now, we have to be in proximity of each other and you can’t escape.” 

 Ugh, great. Shouldn’t have taken my chances.  

 Thankfully, she could still steer her wheelchair and move her wrists, but she did not like 

being “attached” to Colin like this.  

 “Let’s go talk to my brother.” 
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 Victor led them to Patrick and Ivy’s room, which was on the right on the opposite end of 

the hallway.  

 Colin entered first, followed by Genevieve as Victor lingered in the doorway. The door 

creaked open when Colin opened it, an eerie sound amidst the silence.  

 “Hello, brother. Victor told me you followed him here. What an unexpected surprise. Or 

maybe I should have expected it considering…” His voice trailed off as his gaze focused on 

Patrick, then Ivy, then shifted to Genevieve.  

 “Colin…” Patrick’s voice trembled. “Whatever you’ve been doing to Genevieve… please 

just stop. Don’t do this. Don’t play games.” 

 Colin chuckled. “You think this is a game?” He gestured around him to everything. “What 

we’ve been doing, it isn’t a game.” 

 Genevieve met Patrick’s gaze. He saw the red orbs of magic around her wrists. 

 “I’m okay, Patrick,” she said, though her voice trembled. “I… I passed one of the tests.” 

 “Oh, but she did try to escape,” Colin said, looking between them. “The magic binding her 

wrists are to make sure she doesn’t again.” 

 “Why are you doing this, Colin?” Patrick asked. “This isn’t you. This isn’t…” 

 Colin laughed, a full-blown laugh this time. “It’s obvious we don’t know each other 

anymore then. How do you know I don’t like it here? That I don’t like what I do here?” 
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 “I never thought you had it in you to kill anyone,” Patrick said. 

 “I haven’t, though. I’ve never killed anyone. I may have drained people of energy or some 

of their powers, but I haven’t killed anyone.” 

 There it was again. Genevieve saw it and she wondered if Patrick did, too. That momentary 

hint of vulnerability. She was reminded of one of the times that she had asked Colin about Patrick 

and he tried to shrug it off. There was something there. Something just beneath the surface.  

 “Whatever you’re involved in here, I don’t think I want any part of it,” Patrick said. “It 

seems dangerous.” 

 “Well, then, I don’t want to have to do something to your friends…” Colin glanced at 

Genevieve and Ivy.  

 “Leave them out of it!” Patrick shouted.  

 “I’m not sure I can. Besides, it’s time for Genevieve’s next test.” 

 Genevieve shuddered. Whatever it was, she didn’t want to do it. She was glad Patrick and 

Ivy seemed relatively okay. But where were Erica and Dana? The urge to escape crawled through 

her skin, but then she remembered the glowing red orbs around her wrists.  

 Damn it.  

 “Now—” Colin began.  

 “WHAT IS GOING ON HERE?!” A loud booming voice echoed behind them. Uh-oh.  



 

 

406 

 Genevieve turned to see someone she didn’t recognize, but Colin and Victor seemed to. 

When she snuck a glance at Patrick, his eyes went wide with recognition as he seemed to recognize 

this mysterious stranger as well.  

 “Jonathan, we were just—” Colin started again, but was abruptly interrupted.  

 The man in question, Jonathan, was a tall, lanky white man in his thirties with sandy brown 

hair in disarray. He had a commandeering presence and Victor and Colin both stiffened when he 

was around. Wait, was this… 

 And then, something clicked for Genevieve. She remembered Patrick talking about the 

man who had kidnapped his brother, but the exact details of him had seemed fuzzy. Genevieve 

couldn’t blame him for not exactly remembering. After all, it had been so many years ago. But 

now… could it be… 

 Genevieve snuck another glance at Patrick. Acting classes and experience in theatre had 

made her observant and skilled in interpreting others’ facial expressions, of reading body language. 

The expression on Patrick’s face told her that it undoubtedly was this person. He looked shocked 

and terrified.  

 “I was told that someone had escaped, a young girl in her twenties. And now it seems 

another girl around the same age has escaped as well. Weren’t both of you supposed to be watching 

them?” Jonathan glanced between Colin and Victor.  

 “Yes, yes, sir, but…” Victor seemed to stumble.  
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 “I’ll deal with your incompetence later,” Jonathan almost snarled. “I have guards looking 

for them. And what about you?” Jonathan turned his attention to Colin. “What have you been up 

to? Have you been slacking off as well?” 

 “No, sir,” Colin said. He gestured to Genevieve. “This is the woman Victor kidnapped. 

I’ve been putting her through a series of tests as you asked. But there have been some 

complications.” He indicated Patrick and Ivy. “This is my brother. And one of his friends.” 

 “Actually, I think this can work in our favor,” Jonathan said. “We can put Genevieve and 

Patrick through one final test.” He looked at Patrick. “You have abilities, too, don’t you?” 

 “Yes… yes, I do.” 

 Genevieve watched as Colin’s eyes went wide upon Patrick’s admittance. Obviously, it 

hadn’t occurred to Colin that his brother could have powers, too. The surprise on Colin’s face 

vanished as quickly as it came. He was back to usual unreadable expression.  

 Suddenly, Ivy’s chair started moving. It started moving closer to Jonathan.  

 “AHHH!!” Ivy screamed.  

 “What are you doing?” Colin asked at the same time Patrick said, “What’s going on?” 

 The cuffs disappeared from Patrick’s wrists, but Patrick didn’t dare stand up or try to 

escape.  

 “For the final test, Patrick and Genevieve will have to defeat me. And their friend…” 

Jonathan indicated Ivy. “…will be right in the middle. If either of you lose, she dies.” 



 

 

408 

 Jonathan snapped his fingers and suddenly, Genevieve found herself in a completely 

different room. It was all white and endless, almost like a dream. The red curls of Colin’s magic 

around her wrists were gone.  

 In the middle of the room, Ivy was tied up, still sitting in a chair. This time, there was a 

gag in her mouth and her eyes were wide.  

 Jonathan was standing in front of her.  

 Where were they? 

 Patrick and Colin appeared, too, but Victor was nowhere to be found. Genevieve wondered 

if he was back wandering the hallways or if he’d gone to track down Erica and Dana. Why hadn’t 

Jonathan transported him here as well? 

 “I’ll deal with Victor later,” Jonathan said. “This is more of a personal matter. Or at least 

it would seem that way.” 

 “You seem to… have a lot of different abilities,” Genevieve observed quietly.  

 “Yes, I’ve picked up several abilities since acquiring my own,” Jonathan said. “And if 

people disobey me, then I can acquire their powers, too, if they have them.” He walked around Ivy 

and looked at Patrick. “Your ability… you can see others’ with powers, can’t you? Their auras?” 

 “Yes,” Patrick said quietly.  

 “What do you see when you look at me?” 
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  “Darkness… There’s a cloud of darkness all around you. Like something evil,” Patrick 

replied, cringing, and looking away.  

 “Well, I suppose how evil something is up for interpretation, wouldn’t you say?” 

 “I don’t know,” Genevieve retorted. “It’s pretty clear that you suck.” 

 Suddenly, a curl of black magic snaked around Genevieve’s throat, nearly choking her.  

 “Genevieve!” Patrick screamed. There wasn’t anything he could do as she was 

asphyxiated. Colin also stood nearby, his eyes widened and unmoving.  

 She tried to grab onto something. Anything. Lifted her hand to her throat, but the magic 

around it felt impenetrable.  

 Move. Do something. Use your magic! 

 She couldn’t. She felt trapped. Was this it? Was this how she was going to die? 

 “I’d be careful with what you say,” Jonathan sneered.  

 Finally, the rope of black magic around Genevieve’s throat dissipated.  She gasped for 

breath, taking in gulps of oxygen. Reflexively, her hands went around her throat again. She was 

relieved not to feel anything there.  

 “And we’re just getting started,” Jonathan said.  

 Note to self: Keep all thoughts about Jonathan to yourself for now.  
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 “I’m sure you’ve heard about where your powers come from by now,” he said. “But it 

doesn’t seem like people are chosen completely at random. My first ability was teleportation. 

Much like I did to get all of you to this room.” 

 “But you said you acquired other people’s powers. How did you get so many powers? And 

why?” Genevieve asked. Although she could guess why. Greed. Corruption. An insatiable need 

for power in multiple senses of the word.  

 “I took people’s powers from them. They should know better than to not listen to me. I was 

one of the first people in this area that I knew of who acquired powers. I made the Aeon what it is 

today. I got people to work for me.” 

 “And you kidnapped innocent children like my brother!” Patrick snapped.  

 Jonathan regarded him carefully. “Your brother has been a useful asset to me for all these 

years.” 

 There was that word again. Useful.   

 It made goosebumps prickle on Genevieve’s skin. Hadn’t that been what Colin or Victor 

said to her as well? 

 “But now that you and Genevieve are here, I want to know how powerful you two really 

are without any other distractions.” 
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 A beam of dark black magic shot from his palm. Almost immediately, Genevieve raised a 

hand and countered it with her own magic. White magic erupted from her palm with a ferocity 

even Genevieve herself wasn’t expecting.  

 Their magic clashed against one another, but she noted it was different than how it had 

been with Colin’s magic. While Genevieve’s white magic and Colin’s red magic had danced 

around each other in perfect synchronicity, even with Colin’s magic had overpowered hers that 

night at the Revue Nightclub, it had felt different. Inside the room with funhouse mirrors, it had 

felt different, too. But the wispy curls of Jonathan’s black magic met her with a force unlike 

anything she’s ever felt before, like something more sinister or evil drove it.  

 Emotions. Magic comes from your emotions.  

 If her magic was controlled by her emotions, how was Jonathan’s magic controlled? She 

thought briefly about the feelings that she thought could be responsible for controlling her magic. 

Surprise. Anger. Fear. Anxiety. Passion. When she had stopped Tattoo Guy from draining Eva, 

the main emotions had been shock and surprise.  

 And then she remembered something Patrick had said earlier. Cloud of darkness. Anger.  

 Hatred. That’s it. That’s what’s controlling his powers. Hatred and greed. How do I 

counter that? 

 It felt like he was draining her by pulling her powers from her. She had to stop it. She 

couldn’t let that happen. But his powers seemed to be growing stronger as hers were slowly fading 

and diminishing. What else could she do? 
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 “AHHH!!” Genevieve screamed out of frustration. She poured all her feelings and 

concentrated on Jonathan and what he was doing. She could feel her powers slowly draining out 

of her. She wasn’t going to make it. She couldn’t do this alone. “HELP ME, PATRICK!” 

 Suddenly, Patrick was running toward Jonathan at full force. Undeterred, Jonathan turned 

toward him and with one hand blasted him with his magic. The force of Jonathan’s magic caused 

Patrick to slide back. Suddenly, a beam of red magic appeared, but bounced off the black magic. 

It wasn’t strong enough.  

 That’s when Genevieve realized… 

 It was Colin’s magic.  

Patrick was slammed by the impact of the black magic and crumpled into a heap in the 

corner, laying completely still.  

 “NOOO!” Genevieve screamed. She briefly wondered if he was still breathing or if he was 

really dead. She couldn’t think like that. Not now. 

 She poured even more anger into her magic now as it slowly started growing stronger. But 

Jonathan’s black magic was even stronger and more dangerous.  

 “Colin, help me! I know you won’t leave your brother like that.” 

 “Don’t listen to her, Colin! You don’t have to help her! What the fuck were you just trying 

to do? Were you trying to go against me? After I’ve given you a life and powers and everything? 

Your brother can’t give you that! Just look at him!” 
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 Genevieve tried to fight back with her magic, but there was only so much she could do, 

and she felt her magic draining from her, becoming weaker. It was happening slowly, though, so 

maybe she still could— 

 She chanced a glance over at Colin. Maybe she could beg him with her eyes. She’d sworn 

she’d seen him use his magic just moments ago. Had she been imagining it? Or had he been trying 

to help her? Had he been trying to help his brother and then given up? 

 “Colin…” she begged. “I’ve seen something in you before. If you still care about your 

brother at all… please…” 

 Out of the corner of her eyes, she could see Colin standing there, contemplating. Glancing 

from his hopefully unconscious brother to Jonathan.  

 She was fading. She was fighting a losing battle. She could feel it. Her white magic slowly 

being drained from her bit by bit as she poured all of her emotions into it, all of her energy into 

fighting Jonathan. For Patrick. For Ivy.  

 Ivy still sat between them, watching the scene play out, and looking terrified. There was 

nothing she could do. She couldn’t escape. She couldn’t call Patrick for help. Genevieve knew that 

Ivy was relying on her.  

 “Ivy… I’m sorry…” Genevieve whispered.  

 “Time to give up now, Genevieve,” Jonathan taunted. “Give your powers to me.” 

 Did she really have another choice? 
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 The black magic felt like it was doing more than draining her magic from her. It felt like it 

was draining the life out of her.  

 Too strong. It’s too strong…  

 Jonathan’s black magic formed an impenetrable cloud of darkness around her as the last of 

her magic faded and she tumbled into blissful oblivion.  
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CHAPTER THIRTY-NINE 

PATRICK 

 Chaos drove Patrick from his unconscious state.  

 He opened his eyes just as he was seeing Jonathan—the man who had kidnapped his 

brother all those years ago—envelop Genevieve in a black cloud of his magic as she went 

completely unconscious, and her magic seemed to siphon out of her.  

 No… Genevieve… 

 But he still felt too weak to talk or shout or say anything as he acclimated himself to what 

was happening around him.  

 Suddenly, an ostensibly bright red beam shot out at Jonathan. And then another. And 

another. They were getting stronger, too.  

 Colin! 

 “Stop! I won’t let you do this anymore!” Colin shouted. “I’ve had enough. I’m tired of 

working for you!” 

 “Colin! What are you doing? If you’re not going to help me, stay out of this!” Jonathan 

screamed. “I don’t need you interfering.” 

 “You need to stop taking magic from people! How do I know you won’t take my magic 

from me?” Colin was enraged, incensed as his red magic seemed to grow stronger, but still not 



 

 

416 

quite strong enough to overpower Jonathan’s. He focused his magic on Jonathan’s, trying to deflect 

his attention away from Genevieve. Away from Ivy.  

 “You know I wouldn’t do that to you.” 

 “Do I?” Colin asked. “Because suddenly, I’m starting to question a lot of things.” 

 “Oh, come on. You were never like this. You’ve always been so valuable to me.” 

 “But is that all I am to you? Something to be used?” Colin questioned.  

 “No, you’re so much more than that. You’re—” 

 “I’m what?” Colin’s magic seemed to be growing even stronger now.  

 Patrick finally had the energy to stand and went to his brother’s side, but at first Colin 

didn’t notice. However, Jonathan did.  

 The black cloud of magic stayed lingering around Genevieve who remained unconscious. 

Another cloud began to form around Ivy, too.  

 “Colin… If you try anything funny, I’ll drain their powers and kill all of them. Your 

brother, too. I mean it.” 

 “I don’t think so,” Patrick said from beside Colin. The aura around Jonathan was the 

brightest he’d ever seen except instead of feeling drawn to Jonathan’s aura like a magnet, he felt 

repulsed by it. Maybe it was something to do with the black magic. The evil. The darkness. When 
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Jonathan had asked Patrick earlier what he’d seen that was the only way he could describe it. But 

he’d never felt repulsed by someone’s aura before. 

 Patrick was going to stand beside his brother and fight. Something about his brother was 

changing. He couldn’t talk about it with him. Not yet. But he could sense it. The repulsion. Maybe 

it was a similar feeling to how Patrick felt being repulsed by the aura.  

 “I won’t let you hurt anyone anymore, and I’m tired of you telling me what to do! I’m tired 

of taking orders from you! I don’t have to take orders from you anymore!” Colin screamed. And 

with that, his red magic grew brighter, even stronger.  

 Patrick noticed there was something about Colin’s magic that was different now. The way 

it was destroying Jonathan’s magic. It didn’t dance around like the way it had with Genevieve’s 

white magic.  

 No. It penetrated Jonathan’s magic from the inside out as the red began to grow more 

predominant and Jonathan’s magic grew weaker.  

 Patrick stared in amazement at his brother. Was he going to save them all?  

 “Colin…” Jonathan seemed terrified now. His eyes going wide. Patrick didn’t know 

Jonathan well, but he’d never seen Jonathan like this before. He seemed afraid. Somehow having 

all those powers and all that energy and greed had now turned into fear. He was afraid of Colin.  

 “Colin, what are you doing? You can’t do this! You don’t want to do this! After everything 

I’ve given you… every opportunity!” 
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 “You’re right,” Colin said. “You have given me a lot. You gave me the opportunity to have 

powers. You trained me. I may have drained people, but I never wanted to kill anyone. I’ve never 

taken powers away from anyone. Others like Victor won’t speak up for themselves or advocate for 

themselves or others because someone like that is too afraid. But I’m not a little boy anymore. I’m 

not afraid of you.” He spoke again, louder this time. “I’m not afraid of you anymore!” 

 That’s when Patrick realized the depths of Colin’s powers. That they had the ability to 

destroy.  

 And that’s exactly what they did.  

 Gradually, Colin’s red magic began to overtake Jonathan’s black magic. No more dancing 

around it. Colin’s red magic grew stronger and stronger. Patrick could see the anger and sadness 

in Colin’s face. That’s what was fueling him.  

 Grief. Grief on a missing childhood and everything else he had lost.  

 Although his grief was somewhat different, Patrick understood that grief. He understood 

that pain. The fear. The longing. The desperation. Feelings he had burrowed inside of him for so 

long.  

 “I’M DONE!” Colin screamed.  

 His red magic grew even stronger, surrounding Jonathan and engulfing his form. It seemed 

to swallow him whole as Patrick watched Jonathan’s eyes go wide.  

 “COLIN! NOOO!” 
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 The aura around Jonathan grew incredibly bright.  

 The black magic around Genevieve began to slowly dissipate as she began to regain 

consciousness.  

 All kinds of power and magic erupted from Jonathan then and Patrick saw as the white 

magic returned to Genevieve, emboldening her. She smiled.  

 Multiple beams of red magic surrounded Jonathan and seemed to make him slowly 

disintegrate into nothing.  

 “NOOO!!” And just like that, he disintegrated like ash and dissolved out of existence.  

 The ropes, gag and chair disappeared as Ivy was set free and she rushed toward Genevieve. 

The two hugged.  

 “Where did he go?” Genevieve finally asked, turning to Patrick and Colin.  

 “I don’t think we need to worry about him anymore,” Colin said. “I think he’s finally gone.” 

 “And we all still have our powers?” Patrick asked. 

 Colin nodded. “I believe so.” 

 The white space that they had been in slowly disintegrated and they found themselves in 

the hallways of the Aeon again.  

 It was chaotic. People were running around, trying to escape as if the place was on fire. 

And maybe it was.  
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 “What’s going on?” Patrick asked.  

 “The Aeon—this place—is being destroyed,” Colin said. “Now that Jonathan is gone and 

he helped keep this place together, I guess you can say it’s dying.” 

 Genevieve looked around. “We gotta find Erica and Dana and go! I saw Erica when I was 

here earlier, but I haven’t seen her since Colin separated us.” 

 They took off down the hallways.  

 Patrick wondered where Victor was, but he also didn’t want to worry about him right now. 

He’d been the one responsible for kidnapping Genevieve after all.  

 Going down the hallways, they found Erica and Dana trying to escape. They also found 

Monica and Willow, two of the women who’d gone missing earlier.  

 “We’ve been dodging guards,” Dana explained. “I think we dodged most of them. It’s a 

relief to see the three of you.” She nodded to Genevieve, Patrick, and Ivy. “Genevieve, I’m so glad 

you’re okay.” 

 “We won’t be if we can’t get out of here!” Patrick exclaimed.  He turned to Colin. “How 

do we get out of here?” 

 “I can get us out of here if we can get to the garden area,” Colin said. 

 Patrick had so many questions for his brother. Like what had changed his mind about 

Jonathan. How all of this had happened. Maybe some of it he would never know. But first, they 

needed to get out of this crumbling building.  
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 The ground beneath them shook, almost like an earthquake.  

 “This way!” Colin said.  

 Patrick, Genevieve, Ivy, Dana, and Erica, Monica, and Willow followed him. Right now, 

they had no other choice.  

 They followed him through the maze of winding hallways.  

 Finally, out a door and into— 

 A garden.  

 The greenery was vibrant, flowers blooming. Lush. Peaceful. Or maybe it had been at one 

time. Suddenly, the flowers began to wilt. The vibrant landscape around them began to die.  

 “I used to come here to relax,” Colin said. “Now this place is dying, too.” 

 “What do we do?” Patrick asked. “Can we get out from here?” 

 Colin nodded. “I think so.” 

 Just then, Victor banged on the glass door. It seemed like he couldn’t get out to the garden. 

No one made any attempt to open the door for him.  

 He shouted something no one could hear as the building disintegrated with him.  

 A plume of purple smoke rose in front of Colin, and he gestured to it. “We have to go. 

Now.” 
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 Patrick, Ivy, Genevieve, Dana, Colin, Erica as well as Monica and Willow vanished 

through the purple smoke.  

 Patrick didn’t look back. He didn’t look back on the place that had kept his brother hostage 

for so long. He didn’t look back on the place that had also held Genevieve hostage and countless 

others who could escape now and go back to the regular human world.  

 He didn’t want to think about it. He just wanted to leave that place behind.  

# 

 Going back into the real world felt anticlimactic. But Patrick certainly changed, and 

something told him Colin had, too.  

 Genevieve was okay and still had her powers. Ivy hadn’t died. Colin was there with him 

now. Monica had reunited with her brother, Nathan. Willow had rejoined Candy’s sorority, which 

was open again and thriving with new people.  

Best of all, Erica and Dana had reunited. In the coming days, whenever Patrick would see 

Erica and Dana on campus, he noticed they were holding hands and gazing at each other with 

adoration. He was happy for them and wished them well. When he found out Erica had powers 

too, he offered to be there to support her. She had his and Genevieve’s support now. They would 

use their powers for good things going forward.  
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 The two brothers finally had time to talk. About their powers. About their lives. They sat 

at the park, under their favorite tree. Determined to make new memories. A cool breeze blew past 

them.  

 “What finally changed your mind? What made you decide to help me and Genevieve?” 

Patrick asked.  

 “Jonathan scared me sometimes. When he kidnapped me, I was just a kid back then. I 

thought following his orders was the right thing to do.” He shifted, meeting Patrick’s curious yet 

warm gaze. “Seeing you again… meeting Genevieve… it did something to me. Something I didn’t 

even realize.” 

 “What’s that?” 

 “When I was testing her, I asked if she could destroy me. I think at first, she was confused 

by the question, but gradually, I think she came to understand it in a way that I didn’t.” 

 Patrick’s brow deepened, looking at his brother questioningly. “I don’t understand, Colin. 

What are you saying?” 

 “I’m saying that I think mine and Genevieve’s powers are rooted in our emotions and mine 

have always been… misplaced. Used for the wrong reasons. I think there’s always been a part of 

me that missed you. A part of me I tried to shove down, that I refused to acknowledge.” 

 A soft smile lit up Patrick’s face. “I’m glad you can now.” 
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 Patrick and Colin derived a story to tell their parents and when they found out Colin was 

back, they cried and hugged him. They were absolutely overjoyed, and it seemed like they 

wouldn’t let him out of their sight again.  

 He was also able to mend his friendship with Seth, but they took things slow again. But 

Patrick really wanted to be there more for his best friend. He even planned on attending a film 

festival with Seth where Seth was screening one of his short films which won a Best Student Film 

award.  

 But Patrick also had something else on his mind.  

 In addition to wrapping up his studies, he had to decide what to do about the podcast.  

 With a heavy heart but knowing he’d made the right decision, he decided to end it with one 

final episode.  

 His PTSD would take time to heal and recover from despite his brother’s return, but he 

didn’t need the podcast anymore. He could maybe make other podcasts in the future and focus on 

other things. Graduation was looming ahead of him, and he also wanted to spend as much time 

with his brother as he could.  

 “Welcome to this week’s episode of All Things Weird and Wonderful. I wanted to thank 

all the listeners and callers who have been loyal followers of this podcast for some time. I would 

also like to thank all the special guests I had throughout this time. I couldn’t have done it without 

any of you. After a lot of thinking and difficult decisions, I have decided this will be the last episode 
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of the podcast. This was not an easy decision for me to make. I have decided to close this chapter 

of my life since I was finally able to reconnect with my brother.”  

 In his peripheral vision, someone shifted beside him. He glanced over to his final podcast 

guest and took a breath. Smiling.  

“So, for the last episode of the podcast, I’d like to introduce someone who’s become a 

wonderful friend to me these past few months. She is also an Elixer University student, and you 

can see her perform as one of the lead roles in an upcoming production of Sister Cities put on by 

Elixer University’s theatre department. Please welcome Genevieve Ross.” 
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CHAPTER FORTY 

GENIEVIEVE  

 Deep breaths. Deep breaths.  

 In and out. In and out. 

 There was absolutely nothing to be nervous about. Or was there? 

 She’d prepared for this. She’d done more than prepare.  

 Deep breaths. Deep breaths.  

 Why was she so nervous?  

 She had gone through a myriad of tests, used her powers against a formidable and scary 

dude and although she didn’t defeat him, she did try. And now, she couldn’t do this? 

 “Genevieve, the show’s gonna start in about five minutes!” Kelsey, the rainbow-haired 

stage manager, interrupted her reverie.  

 “Okay, I’m… I’ll be fine. I’m ready.” 

 She was about to perform in her biggest role yet. It was unusual for freshman to get roles 

like this in Elixer University theatre productions, but she wasn’t even the understudy now. She 

was one of the leads in a brand-new production of Sister Cities.  
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 A lot had changed these past couple of weeks. She still had her powers and after the 

confrontations with Jonathan and Colin, she was determined to use them for good things. After 

returning from the Aeon and patching things up with his brother, Patrick decided to end All Things 

Weird and Wonderful. It wasn’t something he needed anymore. Like Genevieve’s cerebral palsy 

and hyperacusis, Patrick’s PTSD didn’t just disappear. He wasn’t magically cured. And neither 

was she. So, maybe it was a blessing in disguise that their powers didn’t just disappear either.  

 Once Patrick decided to air one final episode of his podcast, Genevieve had gotten a text 

from him.  

 How would you like to be the special guest on the last episode of my podcast? 

 She was more than happy to oblige and together they spoke about their favorite paranormal 

shows and movies and all things geeky. They did not, however, talk about their respective abilities, 

still afraid of getting hate comments or any kind of negativity. It was something they decided they 

wanted to keep private—or at least as private as they possibly could.  

 After escaping Aeon, Genevieve also ended up spending more time with Dana and Erica, 

watching their blossoming relationship grow. She was glad that Erica could finally be honest with 

Dana about how she truly felt about her. Genevieve was surprised to learn that Dana was feeling 

similarly but didn’t want to intrude on Erica’s relationship with Jake. Dana respected Erica too 

much for that. Once they escaped Aeon and Erica broke up with Jake, she was able to tell Dana 

how she really felt. She confessed to Genevieve that their conversation had helped her solidify her 

feelings for Dana even more and this time, Dana wasn’t weird about Erica having abilities. 

Genevieve was truly glad for her new friends.  
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 Her friendship with Ivy also grew stronger.  

 She never told her parents or her sister Bridget what happened in the Aeon or about her 

powers, but she told them about booking one of the lead roles in Sister Cities.  

 “I’m so proud of you,” Bridget told her during a Facetime call when she finally shared the 

news. “I can’t wait to fly back out there and watch you shine!” 

 Her parents, Bridget, Patrick, Colin, Dana, Talia, and Erica were all going to be in the 

audience that night.  

 As much as she tried to get the butterflies in her stomach to fly in formation, she couldn’t.  

 You can do this. This is your night to shine! 

 “We’re starting in two minutes!” Kelsey called out. 

 Genevieve took her place alongside the other student actors behind the red curtain.  

 This was the first time a wheelchair user had been cast in a role like this. She was now 

making history at Elixer University, and not in an inspirational sort of way.  

 The curtain parted as yellow floodlights illuminated the stage. At first, she squinted, and it 

took a few brief moments for her eyes to adjust.  

 She was on her mark.  

 The scene began to unfold. It might not be television or film yet, but that would come in 

time. This was a start. This was an opportunity.  
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 Now, she was more than ready. Now, she felt unstoppable.  

 She took a deep breath and said her first line in a starring role.  

THE END 
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