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 If you have an unusual problem, only one man can help…




 Kansas City's foremost private investigator, DIRK GARRICK specializes in missing persons cases. But when his latent psychic abilities begin to awaken, he finds himself drawn deeper into the shadowy underworld of secret societies and occult crime.




In SHAMAN’S KISS, Garrick is called to investigate a murder/kidnapping committed using a wolf too large to exist. Garrick believes the hostage, Laura Deatherage, became clairvoyant after being kissed on the forehead by a shaman at a Native American Powwow. The kidnappers are members of a doomsday cult who wish to use Laura as an oracle to assist them in a quest for revenge. Garrick must figure out their plan before any more mutilated bodies appear. 










SHAMAN’S KISS




Tom Riley was sick to death of living in fear. Most people would assume a man standing nearly seven feet tall and sporting 250 lbs of hard muscle would have very little to fear. And, in truth, he wasn’t much afraid of getting physically hurt. He’d grown up on a farm outside Skiatook, Oklahoma, and had spent his life garnering a reputation as the toughest in an area that churned out rough son-of-a-bitches by the truckload. He baled hay, ran a tractor tiller on the weekends, and worked as a logger through the week. He ran a tight crew of a half-dozen men, all rough bastards like himself. They worked hard, drank harder, and followed orders to the letter. Tom couldn’t be prouder if he’d sired them personally. They were fiercely loyal to Tom, which, given the secret he was hiding, spoke volumes about their character. 

The little church Tom was kneeling in was falling apart at the seams, but it offered solace, and every little bit helped these days. He was alone in the church, save for the eight-foot crucifix before him. The dying god’s face was in agony, blood running from his thorny crown down over his cheeks. Tom understood. It wasn’t the physical tortures that were tough to bear but the psychological pressure. All of mankind needed the savior’s forgiveness and guidance. Tom couldn’t even imagine what that must have been like. He only had a small group that looked up to him, and the stress was sometimes nearly unbearable. 

Have I been forsaken? It had been quite some time since he’d heard God speak to him. There had been a point a few years back when the voice of God had come to him nearly every day, showing him the most fantastic visions. That still, small voice had led Tom Riley to understand the Holy Spirit that lay within him, the spark of the divine that all humans possessed but so few cherished. Eventually, those communications slowed down and then stopped altogether. No amount of prayer brought it back. The Lord had finished showing him what he needed to know, and now he was on his own. That was fine. He’d been given a tremendous gift, and he wasn’t about to dishonor it by whining that he hadn’t been given more. In an earlier age, he’d have been a prophet, a warrior of God getting forth to ride into battle against the forces of evil. Instead, he was forced to hide his divine light against the godless heathens who ran the world. 

Green candles were the sole source of illumination in the room. The flickering light cast strange shadows across the crucifix, almost giving the savior the appearance of smiling. Tom took that as a sign that God had looked down upon him and approved his plan. Using his rough, calloused fingers, he stood to put out the candles one by one until the only illumination came from moonlight flowing through the windows. 

He left by the front door, locking it behind him. Tom and his crew took care of maintenance, so the ailing Pastor Ron let them come and go as they pleased. 

Tom headed to his truck, pausing to glance back at the church. If his plan worked, he’d never return to this area again. If he failed, he’d be dead. Either way, this was the last time he’d lay eyes on the place. He’d had a good life here. But he’d had enough of living in fear. A man like Tom Riley didn’t sit around quaking in his boots, waiting for bad things to happen. The best defense was a good offense. 

Blood would be spilled. That was unfortunate, but the Old Testament God often demanded sacrifices like that. People were doing bad things, and Tom Riley was the only man strong enough to stop them. The Lord had shown him that. And he planned on being the Lord’s instrument to reign down terror who lived in sin. 

He got in his truck and started it up. Phase one of his plan was about to begin. 










Getting thrown through a fourth-story window was one of Dirk Garrick’s least favorite ways to exit a hotel. He did have some experience with having to leave hotel rooms in non-traditional ways, often because an angry husband prevented him from opening the main door. Indeed, he often chose hotel rooms based on the number of exits and soft things to land on in case of a miscalculation in trajectory. He’d taken his fair share of jealous beatings and felt no shame. If guys wanted their women to be faithful, they should treat them better. It was easier to get mad and pound on him than face their own inadequacies. Garrick didn’t try to seduce women who were already in committed relationships, but he didn’t ask a lot of questions either. He was honest from his end. If the women weren’t honest from theirs, that wasn’t his problem. 

Today’s flying lesson, however, did not come about because of Garrick’s wayward libido. Amazing how long it took to fall four stories. He should have known today’s adventure would come to a bad end. He’d spent the majority of his professional career sneering at skip tracers, even though he’d chased after plenty of bail jumpers himself. He preferred cases that stretched him intellectually. At least half of the bail jumpers he’d gone after were found at home, either on their couches or cowering behind them. Hiding out at their mother’s house was also a favorite of the fleeing criminal mastermind. 

Garrick was a private eye, a gumshoe cast from the Philip Marlowe mold who typically haunted the crumbling streets of downtown Kansas City, Missouri. He’d started his career as a cop, had worked his way up to homicide detective, then quit when a vengeful serial killer had turned Garrick’s fiance into an unrecognizable mess of gore and meat. Garrick’s sanity demanded only one response to that event, and so he’d crawled into a whiskey bottle and stayed there until, eventually, he’d ended up throwing his badge at his superior office and taking to the streets. He had no real skills outside of detecting, so he’d gone private. It turned out he had a real knack for finding missing persons, so he’d specialized. 

The problem was that knack wasn’t something he could easily explain or advertise. Garrick’s deepest secret, one he’d hidden from family, friends, and the police force, was that he was a clairvoyant. He could focus on the spot between his eyebrows - the “third” eye in occult parlance - and see visions. Sometimes, he could maneuver his occult vision to see into other rooms. But most useful to his current business was his ability to “see” a person’s bio-energy. Everyone’s energy was unique; in many cases, Garrick could follow their energy like a trail of footprints in wet mud. Eventually, a strange man named Daemon Kincaide found him and announced without fanfare that he knew of Garrick’s ability and wanted to train him. 

Garrick had unceremoniously told Kincaide to go fuck himself. 

Kincaide had persisted, and Garrick was too drunk to resist for long. He hadn’t realized it then, but Kincaide had been throwing him a life preserver. Kincaide had explained how Garrick’s “gift” could make his emotions go haywire, tossing him from the highs of spastic euphoria to the depths of craggy despair. He’d learned to balance his power and emotions, his tendency to drink his problems away falling off in the process. He still drank, but it had been a long while since he’d woken up in a stinking alley with no recollection of how he’d gotten there. 

And, despite his best efforts to stay away from murder cases, he still ended up getting called when the bodies were piling up with no leads in sight. Although lately, Kansas City had been going through an unprecedented streak of few unsolvable murders. Even the usually profitable cheating husband trade was yielding little cash these days. It was just too easy for suspicious wives to catch their wayward hubbies through the internet. 

The sky was overcast, the wind sweeping soft rain droplets across Garrick’s face. It dawned on him that he’d been lying in the grass for quite some time, but there seemed to be a blank spot between flying out the window and the landing, which he assumed had been rough. The grass was damp but comfortable. He was probably getting nasty grass stains on his suit, but at the moment, he didn’t quite care. The ground was soft, and as long as he didn’t move, he wouldn’t have to deal with any potential injuries. People should lie down on the ground more often and not move. It was a marvelous way to do some uninterrupted thinking. 

“You going to make me do all the heavy lifting here, partner?”

Garrick blinked and raised his head. Tiny workmen crawled through his ear canals and began rhythmically slamming both sides of his cerebral cortex with sledgehammers. Garrick had dealt with the tiny sledgehammer guys before. They were union and wouldn’t stop working without liberal applications of coffee, ibuprofen, and whiskey. 

Frank Hanson, Garrick’s partner in fighting crime, was leaning against his truck, twiddling his red mustache like a cartoon villain. A low moan came from the truck bed behind him. Hanson threw a half-lidded glance over his shoulder. “Shut up, you big sissy.”

Hanson had been one of Garrick’s superior officers during his police force days and one of the few to stay in touch after Garrick self-destructed. Hanson had eventually wandered over to the small town of West Barton, Kansas, to act as their police chief. He’d been enjoying the quiet life of rolling drunks on Saturday nights and admonishing little old ladies to try and get up to the speed limit when prominent members of his small community started getting killed in extravagantly bizarre ways. Knowing he was out of his depth, he’d called Garrick in. Together, they’d wandered through a twisted labyrinth created by two secret societies, and an innocent man brainwashed into being a killer. The political fallout from that misadventure had forced Hanson to resign. Not having anything better to do, he’d returned to KC and, after helping Garrick with an infestation of zombie strippers, had become a partner. 

Frank Hanson was also one of the few who knew Garrick’s secret. He had his own past with Daemon Kincaide, but was usually mum about the details. Hanson had no psychic abilities that Garrick could detect and seemed happy to stay that way. Of course, at this point, everyone on the street knew that Garrick had weird abilities. Garrick tried to play it off, but that only increased the surety that he was hiding a magic mojo in his pocket. 

Garrick rolled to his feet, noting that all his body parts were in the same general area they were supposed to be in. Nothing was gushing blood. He dusted glass and leaves off his jacket and straightened his tie, only stumbling a bit on the way over to peek in the truck bed. 

The Wolfman, otherwise known as Peter Welsh, lay trussed up next to a garden hoe. Hanson had cuffed his wrists and zip-tied his feet. Pretty impressive considering the Wolfman was twenty years younger, fifty pounds heavier, and nearly a foot taller. The Wolfman was also sporting a black eye. 

Garrick raised an eyebrow.

Hanson shrugged. “He must have worn his little self out tossing you out the window. He stumbled getting to the door and banged his eye on my gun. For a big guy, he crumbled pretty quickly. He cried real tears when I was cuffing him. Made the elevator ride a bit awkward.”

“I’ll bet,” Garrick climbed into the truck’s passenger side and collapsed into the seat. 

Hanson strolled around to the other side, stopping to ensure Welsh’s cuffs were secured to a cement block so he couldn’t jump out at a red light. He got in and fired up the truck. 

“You’d think a guy awaiting trial for masterminding a bank heist would realize using his credit card to pay for a hotel room was a bad idea.” 

Garrick just moaned in response, more for theater than actual pain. He wasn’t doing that bad for a man who’d just been thrown to his death. 

“So, why aren’t you dead?” Hanson asked. “Four stories is a bit much, even for you.”

“The sword that renders unconquerable,” Garrick closed his eyes and slid forward, resting his knees on the dash.

“I’m sure you think that explains things,” Hanson said.

“It comes from Buddhism, I think. There are eight powers, or siddhis, one can develop. I’ve always been gifted with ‘the elixir for the eyes that makes gods visible’ or clairvoyance, the second power. The first power, ‘the sword that renders unconquerable,’ manifests in most meditators as better-than-average health. Now that my abilities are growing…”

“Your sword is becoming even more unconquerable?”

“Indeed.”

“I wouldn’t use that as a pick-up line.”

Silence while Hanson drove. They’d caught the Wolfman’s trail in Raytown and were now back en route to Midtown. One of the definite pluses of partnering with Frank Hanson is that the older man had a better grasp of the city’s geography than Garrick did. Hanson had maps of the city going back nearly a hundred years. If you asked him for directions, he was apt to give you a rundown of landmarks that hadn’t existed for decades. Garrick hated venturing out of his usual stomping grounds unless he was on a case. More than once, he’d been hot on the trail of a missing person, only to let them slip away because he took a wrong turn. 

They dropped the Wolfman off at the downtown police station. They made statements detailing the capture’s elements, leaving out Garrick’s enforced swan dive. The hotel owner would charge the damages to Mr. Welsh’s credit card, and given that the Wolfman was a known acid freak, no one would pay any credence to any wild stories he told about throwing a man out a window. The officer in charge barely grunted as he received Mr. Welsh and verified his wanted status. They signed releases and were told they’d receive a check within 7-10 business days. 

They were trudging out the door when a voice called out to them, causing them to turn. 

Captain William Dyer waved at them from the far end of the hall. Garrick slunk back, feeling like a juvenile delinquent being called to the principal’s office. Frank Hanson, having been a far more respected member of the force, in addition to being a former Police Chief, stormed ahead and gave Dyer’s hand a vigorous shake. 

“I thought you were retired, Frank,” Dyer said, running a self-conscious hand over own his pale, bald head. 

“I got another twelve years before I can collect Social Security, and pensions don’t pay the bills anymore,” Hanson said, unconsciously mimicking Dyer. Hanson’s hair looked like squashed carrots with sugar sprinkled over the top, but that was still better than the pale penis head Dyer was sporting. 

“I figured you were independently wealthy,” Dyer grinned. 

“Trust fund ran out. Too many wild nights in Mexico,” Hanson said. “What can we do for you, Will?”

“I was about to call you when I heard over the wire you were bringing the Wolfman in,” Dyer said. “I’ve got a guy in my office who wants to hire you and Garrick. Missing person’s case, possible homicide.”

“Lead on,” Garrick said. He kept his trademark scowl on his face, but he was inwardly elated. He really wasn’t cut out to be a bounty hunter. That was a job for former linebackers who enjoyed body-slamming runners. Psychic powers or not, his body wasn’t designed to be tossed out of buildings. 

Dyer’s office was a golf enthusiast’s wet dream. On a shelf, he had a line of trophies from amateur tournaments, along with a framed photo of him and Arnold Palmer. Golf ball paperweights were on the desk, next to ball-point pens shaped like golf clubs. Garrick did appreciate the dark wood furniture. It gave the room a nice warm feel that the battleship gray hallway outside was missing. 

However, it wasn’t the tasteless decor that drew Garrick’s undivided attention, but the man standing at the window, his back to the door. His charcoal suit was expensive, setting off his jet-black ponytail. He swiveled gracefully, meeting Garrick stare-for-stare. 

“Jake Wakanda, Bureau of Native American Affairs,” The man said, not smiling or extending his hand. 

A wave of vertigo washed over Garrick. He frowned. The man was pulling energy from Garrick. Garrick waved a hand and cut off the energy flow, making the man swoon. He narrowed his eyes and nodded, giving Garrick a tight half-smile. 

Apparently, he’d passed some kind of test. Fortunately, Dyer was the last to pile into the room and missed the entire exchange. Hanson looked thoughtfully back and forth between Garrick and Wakanda like a spectator at an intense tennis match. 

Dyer plopped down in the leather chair behind the desk with a small whuff. He quickly made introductions, offering coffee, which Garrick knew from experience would keep him awake for three days after a single sip. 

“Here’s the skinny,” Dyer said. “We have one girl dead and another missing. The dead girl was mauled by some kind of wild animal. Preliminary reports from the morgue indicate a very large dog or possibly a wolf.”

“Any evidence the missing girl was also killed, maybe dragged off by the animal?” Hanson asked. 

Garrick admired the older man’s ability to speak so casually about such a horrifying subject.

“All blood on the scene belongs to the dead girl. We’re working with the theory that the other girl is in hiding.”

“Why would she do that?” Hanson asked.

“That’s the big question here,” Dyer said. “This happened Saturday night. If this had been a random animal attack, she would have shown up by now. We’ve scoured the area in a two-mile circumference. No blood, no signs of a body being dragged, although to be fair this happened in an alley off Broadway. The body was discovered Sunday morning by a delivery driver.”

“Anyone file a missing person’s report?” Garrick asked.

“No. The girls were sharing an apartment in Lawrence. The missing girl, Laura Deatherage, was going to KU. The dead girl, Linda Chandi, was attending Haskill University. Family and friends figured they were studying when they didn’t respond to texts and messages.”

“Is there anything in either girl’s background to indicate contact with organized crime?” Garrick asked. “Either personally or through someone they knew?”

Dyer shook his head. “Nothing like that. Both families are middle-class. Laura was attending school on an athletic scholarship. Linda was relying on government loans. Nothing more criminal than traffic tickets in anyone’s background.”

“So, maybe the girls saw something they weren’t supposed to?” Hanson said.

“We can’t eliminate that possibility,” Dyer answered. “The wolf angle is throwing us, though. Animal Control estimates a beastie well over three hundred pounds, which is goddamned unusual.”

“That’s a big fuckin’ wolf,” Garrick said.

“Too big,” Dyer said. “An animal that size would be tough to keep caged and would require a ton of food. AC thinks it’s imported if it exists.”

“If?”

“Wolves generally kill for food, and they eat their prey alive,” Dyer said. “Linda was killed by a huge bite to her jugular. Death was quick. No flesh consumed.”

“Don’t wolves also kill to defend territory?” Garrick asked.

“Do I look like the fuckin’ Discovery Channel?” Dyer said. “The point is that a wolf that size wandering around Westport would attract attention. We should have a pile of half-eaten dogs, cats, and probably homeless guys. Our phone should be ringing off the hook with reports of a massive beast pawin’ through the streets. The fact that we don’t makes me suspicious that no such animal exists.”

“So, you think Linda might have been murdered, and the killer faked an animal attack to throw us off?” Garrick asked. 

Dyer shook his head. “No evidence yet, but it works better for me than the idea that a huge wolf appeared out of nowhere, killed a girl, then vanished into thin air.” 

“Either someone is keeping a giant wolf as a pet and uses it to kill, or someone went to a lot of trouble to fake a wolf attack,” Garrick said. “Who was this Linda Chandi, and why did she warrant such attention?”

“That’s why I asked for you, Mr. Garrick,” Jake Wakanda said. He’d been so quiet Garrick had almost forgotten he was there. 

“Just Garrick. Mr. Garrick was my father.”

Wakanda gave him another thin smile. “I know Linda Chandi’s family. They’re good people. Honest. Hard-working. The loss of their daughter has devastated them. There is no obvious reason for anyone to target her or Miss Deatherage.”

“We’ll see about that,” Garrick said. He turned to Dyer. “Are we officially hired, then?”

Dyer nodded, “See Debbie on your way out. She’ll give you a contract, retainer check, and access to any files you need. I want regular reports. I have to pull a few uniforms off the investigation to provide security for some damned rock concert next week, so find something quick. We’re playing this in the press as a simple animal attack, but we need answers before someone leaks the full details.”

Garrick stood, taking that as a dismissal. 

Wakanda stood with him. “I can provide access to both families if you can be sensitive to their pain.”

Hanson snorted, but Garrick ignored him.

“I specialize in missing persons, Mr. Wakanda,” Garrick said stiffly. “Most families in that situation are in pain and require a delicate touch.”

“I wouldn’t hire Garrick if I thought he’d offend the victims’ families,” Dyer said. I wouldn’t trust him around a bottle of whiskey or my daughter, but he’s the best there is when you need someone found.”

Wakanda inclined his head. “Then what’s your first move, detective?”

“Take me to the crime scene.”







The alley was clean, which in and of itself was unusual given the neighborhood. They were slightly off the beaten path in Westport, behind a strip of coffee shops, restaurants, and two bars. Forensics had gone over every square inch, bagging and tagging, and delivery trucks had erased whatever trace elements remained. Luckily, the alley provided some relief from the wind, which was cold enough that Garrick could use his nipples as weapons. 

They’d allowed Agent Wakanda to drive, piling into his shiny, silver, foreign-made car that still smelled like a factory showroom. Garrick flipped through the files Debbie had given him, scanning for information. Satisfied that he’d gleaned everything he could for the moment, he passed them back to Hanson. 

“So, you want to tell me the truth?” Garrick asked Wakanda once they’d left the police station parking lot.

“I’m sorry?” Wakanda glanced at Hanson in the rearview mirror.

“He knows more of my secrets than I do,” Garrick said. “Spill it, sir. You know something about this case you’re not sharing. Dyer hates turning cases over to private eyes. The fact that he did so willingly means he knows something stinks and doesn't trust you. He’d rather you and I get splashed with whatever shit may come down than his own men.”

“True dat,” Hanson said from the back seat. 

Garrick flashed him an annoyed look. Hanson was on a kick of speaking in street colloquialisms, which sounded silly coming from a white man pushing into his senior citizen years. “So what gives, Agent? You weren’t interested in my resume, but you did pull some of my energy. What’s your game?”

Wakanda glanced over. “There’s a wrinkle in the case that Dyer waved off. You’ll hear the full story from Deatherage’s family.”

“Maybe you could be a sport and give me the condensed version?”

Wakanda grunted. “Over the summer, the girls went down to Oklahoma for a weekend. Linda planned on becoming a social worker and wanted to see Native American conditions firsthand. She and Laura took a few days off from their jobs and drove down. While there, they attended a PowWow, one open to the public. At some point, an old man claiming to be a Cherokee shaman cornered them. He gave Laura some spiel about her having ‘The Gift’ and kissed her on the forehead. That night, she couldn’t sleep. She claimed to have terrible nightmares. She wasn’t the same after that. Job performance suffered. She stopped talking to friends and started holing up in her bedroom for days at a time.”

“Weird,” Garrick said. “Any clue what was wrong?”

“Nightmares, visions of talking animals. She went through weeks of being unable to keep down any food except yogurt. She claimed she was dizzy and couldn’t drive. Saturday was her first night out since the trip.”

“And what makes you think any of that is relevant?” Hanson asked.

“Laura had been making cryptic remarks about death and secrets all week. She told her mother that death was stalking them, that it would pull them into the darkness, and they’d never come back out. Kept saying a terrible secret was about to be revealed.”

“Bet Mom freaked out,” Garrick said.

“Yep. She was concerned Laura might be on drugs. Laura Deatherage was little Miss All-American. Blonde hair, blue eyes, smart, pretty, athletic. Attended a Lutheran church with her family. Narcotics was the only explanation anyone could come up with for her sudden personality change.”

“I know this isn’t a politically correct question, but why would a Native American shaman choose a white girl? Shouldn’t he have grabbed Linda instead? Wasn’t Linda a full-blood Native American?” Hanson asked.

“She was. I called Skiatook, where the PowWow had taken place, and talked to the promoter. He checked around, but no one could remember any genuine shamans wandering around. This was just a performance expo, not an actual attempt to contact any spirits or work any medicine. And anyone claiming to be a medicine man these days is probably a charlatan. True Native American shamans are thin on the ground, and I’ve never heard of one grabbing a girl out of a crowd like that.”

“But there’s something to it, isn’t there?” Garrick said. “What you described Laura going through sounds an awful lot like she had her third eye blasted open. The sickness, the dizziness. That sounds like the shaman transferred some of his chi into her, more than her body could handle. It made her sick, scared the crap out of her, and her fear influenced the visions she was having, made them extremely negative.”

Wakanda nodded thoughtfully, “That is why I wanted Dyer to bring you in. You’re probably the only detective on the planet who would recognize those symptoms,” He glanced at Hanson. “And what role do you play in your partnership? The straight man who keeps the weird one from going off the deep end?”

Hanson smiled. “He doesn’t need a babysitter,” He patted his gut. “I’m the sexy one of the group. Just consider me eye candy.”

Wakanda laughed nervously. Garrick felt sorry for the man. Frank Hanson liked to deflect tough questions with jokes that left the questioner with less information than before they’d asked. 

“So, what’s your story?” Garrick said. “You seem to have some esoteric knowledge, and I don’t exactly advertise my proclivities on my website.”

“My grandfather wasn’t a medicine man, but he was intensely interested in shamanism. He gave me the bug, so I spent my teenage years studying Transcendental Meditation, Chi Kung, and anything else that had energy work in the syllabus. My abilities are, admittedly, meager, but I’m knowledgeable enough to recognize symptoms. And you may not advertise yourself, but people are noticing you. Your reputation as an ‘Occult Detective’ is growing.”

“Super,” Garrick said. He wondered if he should knock off this detectin’ stuff and start a psychic hotline. He could make some real bucks that way, and people rarely threw you off buildings in the process. 

Wakanda pulled into the parking lot of a rock club that was closed during the day. A freezing rain storm was coming their way, but Garrick estimated they had an hour or two before it struck. Rain had a curious effect on bio-energetic waves. He’d be following someone’s energy trail clear as day when a sudden shower would fall and distort it all to hell. He had no real explanation for that, but it seemed the old superstition that evil spirits couldn’t cross running water had some truth in it. Falling or running water could disrupt psychic energy. 

Wakanda took the lead, winding them through back alleys that every hooker and mugger knew by heart. “The killing took place just over there,” The spot he indicated was behind a coffee shop. “They’d been dancing at a club around the corner when friends say Laura became extremely dizzy. Linda decided to take her home. I’m guessing they were cutting through this alley to get to Linda’s car, which was parked over there,” He pointed towards a lot in front of a drugstore that would have been closed that night.

“That’s odd,” Hanson remarked. 

“What makes you say that?” Wakanda said.

“Every kid in the city knows to stick to the well-lit streets and
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