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      Autumn Bentley’s mark glanced over his shoulder before walking into a small building with a flashing neon sign:

      
        
        DEVLIN’S PSYCHIC READINGS

      

      

      Under the near-midday sun, the short, stocky Bernard Warden vanished from Autumn’s view. Why would a smuggler go to a fortune-teller? Unless this place was a front for hiding stolen or fake goods.

      The single story, brick rectangular structure had a gable roof. Outside the front door, carved pumpkins displayed their crooked smiles.

      She needed to get her eyes and ears on the inside of that building, but she wouldn’t learn anything by barging through the front door. Walking around back, she glanced around at the other commercial shops and tried to look inconspicuous in broad daylight.

      Finding the back entrance, obscured by five-foot-tall summersweet bushes on either side, she tested the doorknob. Locked.

      Bending down, she noticed the plants’ late-summer blooms had withered and fallen to the ground as their leaves transformed to a vibrant yellow for the fall. Withdrawing her lock pick, she set to work on the simple latch bolt on a rotating knob.

      When the lock gave way, she eased herself inside a kitchenette. It had a small refrigerator, microwave, and a round, two-seater table. Following the sound of voices, Autumn crept down a hallway. Hanging purple beads glinted over an archway that led to a front room. She hugged one wall and squinted through the beads.

      Bernard, Autumn’s mark, sat at a round table decorated with a shimmering purple tablecloth, on top of which perched a clear orb. Across the table from Bernard sat a gray-bearded man in a cheap black tuxedo. He wore an oversized black top hat as he hunched over, staring at tarot cards spread on the table. Was this man Devlin, the owner of DEVLIN’S PSYCHIC READINGS, or was Devlin a nom de plume?

      The room had dark paneled walls, and thick purple drapes filtered sunlight down to a faint glow. Candles and incense smelling of cinnamon burned on a decorative stand against one wall.

      Autumn frowned. She thought she would catch Bernard elbow deep in illicit activity, not doing a tarot card reading. There had to be more transpiring here than met the eye. Perhaps this silver-bearded charlatan ran a front for forged art.

      She rolled her shoulders, feeling the weight of her Glock in its harness. She would discover the secret of this clandestine meeting, even if it meant eavesdropping throughout the entire preposterous psychic reading.

      

      Devlin shuffled the deck of tarot cards. His customer seated on the opposite side of the round table was a regular. Bernard visited Devlin once a month to commune with Joy, his deceased ex-wife. He’d initially come to see his grandmother, but Devlin could only see ghosts who hadn’t crossed over yet. Spirits at rest couldn’t be summoned. When Devlin tried for Bernard’s grandmother, he’d received no reply.

      Of Bernard’s relatives, his ex-wife was the only one still lingering. So he came to speak with Joy monthly and have Devlin read his future. Devlin had explained that tarot cards weren’t his strong suit and couldn’t reliably predict the future, but Bernard came faithfully, paid faithfully, and listened with rapt attention. The interaction seemed to be helping both him and his ex-wife as they mended their relationship from across the grave, and Joy encouraged Bernard to become a better man.

      Joy, a boisterous Southern belle in her fifties, had a great beehive of bleach blonde hair and an even bigger heart. She talked incessantly in a sticky-sweet Southern drawl, but Bernard only heard what Devlin filtered down to him.

      As Devlin read the tarot cards, Joy floated nearby and observed her ex-husband’s reaction. Devlin flipped the third card face up on the table—Death. He cleared his throat and scooped up the cards to reshuffle.

      “What was that?”

      “Nothing, sir. Let’s do it again.” Devlin masked his normal voice with a fake British accent. He was probably butchering the accent, but no one who came for psychic readings to a shack in Sacramento would be able to tell the difference.

      After shuffling, Devlin turned over the top card—Death again.

      “Death?” Bernard asked in a croak.

      “Sometimes death is a new beginning.” Devlin could hear his own voice losing the elderly tone and accented disguise as the hair on the back of his neck stood on end. He’d never had the Death card rear its ugly head.

      The card didn’t necessarily represent physical death. It often meant a change, such as a relationship or a career change. Yet, Devlin sensed doom as he touched a finger to the skeleton figure on the card.

      Joy crossed her translucent arms. “Well, Lordy! Ain’t that a hot mess. I reckon Bernard’s gettin’ the short end of the stick. He’ll be joining me soon.”

      Devlin looked up at the bulbous spirit of Bernard’s ex-wife. Joy had died of a heart attack a year ago, but she and Bernard had already been divorced for about five years. She’d divorced him when he’d refused to quit his illegal activities, after which she remarried and became Joy Porter.

      “What’s it mean?” Bernard asked. His expression of wide-eyed worry and his jutting jaw had him looking like a spooked filly.

      Joy’s transparent face looked solemn. “Honey, that’s as ominous as dark clouds before a hurricane. Somethin’ gawd-awful is about to put his knickers in a knot.”

      The front door burst open. A tall thin figure, who might have been a skeleton of Death himself, stood haloed in light from the midday sun. The man raised a gun and fired.

      

      Autumn heard the splintering of wood as someone kicked in the front door. A lanky man fired two successive shots aimed at Bernard.

      Bernard fell back in his chair, landing on the floor with a thud. Simultaneously, the fortune-teller dove behind the table, his hat flying off his head.

      As Autumn pulled her Glock, she shouted, “FBI! Freeze!”

      The gunman wasted no time in firing his weapon at Autumn. She quickly crouched back behind the wall, but as the bullets punctured the thin plaster walls, Autumn realized she didn’t have much cover. She counted the number of bullets fired as splinters flew around her. She’d glimpsed the assailant’s Ruger SR22. At most, he had ten bullets before he’d have to reload.

      After the tenth round, she leapt up and pressed through the beads hanging in the archway, prepared to return fire. But the figure had vanished.

      Heart pounding, Autumn surveyed the scene as she cautiously passed through the room with gun raised. Bernard lay sprawled on the floor with the other man—presumably the psychic reader, Devlin—kneeling over him. Autumn couldn’t be sure if Devlin had been injured as well.

      “Stay down!” she barked.

      When Autumn reached the doorway, she cautiously scanned the perimeter. The sound of a car engine caught her attention. She sprinted after it. As she slowed and took aim at the front tire, the driver-side window lowered.

      “Crap!” She dove to the side and rolled onto the lawn as the gunman fired again. Behind her, one of the pumpkins erupted. By the time Autumn tumbled and sprang to her feet, the car had swerved onto the main road and accelerated away from her.

      Holstering her gun, Autumn swore. She shook out an ache in her left arm. She must have jarred something when she rolled. She walked back into Devlin’s lair and pulled out her phone.

      “9-1-1. What’s your emergency?”

      “Gunshot victim.” Autumn gave the address as she looked down at Bernard, lying in a pool of his own blood.

      Devlin, who was surprisingly not shrieking in terror at the shootout and man bleeding on his purple carpet, was administering first aid. He’d stripped his table of the purple cloth and applied pressure to Bernard’s chest wound.

      With EMS activated, Autumn disconnected the call and took a steadying breath. The police would arrive soon, and she didn’t have time for local PD stalling her case. But she couldn’t leave the scene of a crime. At the very least, she needed to get information from this charlatan before the police took him out of her reach.

      “What did Bernard say to you before he was shot?”

      “What?” Devlin sounded breathless from his effort.

      “You were talking to Bernard before the hitman arrived. What were you talking about?”

      “How to make cherry pie,” he snapped.

      “What?”

      He glared up at her. “I’m a medium. What do you think we were talking about?”

      Autumn narrowed her eyes and knelt down beside him, careful not to interfere with his first-aid efforts. Devlin’s voice sounded all wrong. His wasn’t the voice of an old British aristocrat—not as it had been earlier. He sounded young and American. With his hat off, disheveled dark-brown hair was visible. She scrutinized the silver strands of hair jutting off the man’s chin—coarse, synthetic hair. If Autumn had one gift, it was how to spot a fake.

      She tugged off the fake beard, revealing a handsome face and green eyes on a man who looked to be about thirty-five.

      “Do you mind?” he snapped. A young Devlin rocked back on his heels and wiped the blood from his hands onto the tablecloth.

      “Are you injured?” she asked him.

      He stared at Bernard, who gazed lifelessly at the ceiling.

      Autumn snapped her fingers close to Devlin’s face. “Hey! Cherry Pie! Are you injured?”

      “No. But Bernard is dead.”

      “Should we do CPR?”

      Devlin turned his blazing green eyes in her direction. “Cardiopulmonary resuscitation requires a functioning cardiopulmonary circuit. He no longer has one. He doesn’t have any blood left to circulate. He’s dead.” Devlin turned away from her and appeared to be speaking to Bernard. “I’m sorry.”

      “I need to know your relationship with this man and everything he’s told you.”

      The magician blinked at her. “Why?”

      “He’s part of an FBI investigation.”

      “Can I see some ID?”

      Autumn obliged, showing him her credentials as Agent Bentley of the FBI from her wallet before tucking it back in her jacket pocket.

      The man nodded and looked up at her. The hat had disheveled his hair. He turned his sad gaze back to Bernard briefly before looking at Autumn again, this time with panicked worry in his expression.

      “You called 9-1-1.”

      Autumn arched an eyebrow. “Most people do when someone’s been shot.”

      Devlin stood and placed a finger to his temple. “I can’t be here when the police get here.”

      His alarm surprised her, but he seemed afraid and not dangerous.

      “Are you wanted for something?” she asked.

      The accusatory tone of her voice had his eyes narrowing, and he took a step back. She held his gaze, waiting for an answer.

      Devlin turned, hastening toward the kitchenette. “I have to go.” He shrugged out of his penguin jacket.

      “You’re not leaving the crime scene. And I need to see some identification.”

      Who was this man pretending to be an old psychic, and why was he so fearful of the police? Autumn exposed frauds constantly in her job, and she would expose this one, too, good looks aside.
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      Devlin scrubbed the blood off his hands and fingernails. He’d thought he’d never have to do this again. He’d been wrong.

      Picking up his briefcase from the counter, he stepped out of his suede dress shoes, and slipped on his black Oxfords. He absolutely couldn’t be here when the police arrived.

      Joy sobbed loudly in the other room over Bernard’s body. Devlin may not have answers as to what Bernard had done that bought him two bullets to the chest, but he knew who might have answers.

      Devlin dumped his crystal ball and tarot cards into his briefcase, aware of Special Agent Bentley’s grinding glare.

      “Look, Cherry Pie.” Her voice had grown a sharp edge. “If you don’t start talking, I’m going to restrain you.”

      Devlin believed her slim five-foot-six figure was fully capable of restraining him, and he didn’t think it’d be wholly unpleasant. His eyes roamed Autumn’s physique beneath the navy suit she wore. Her skin shone a smooth cream color around wide, full lips. Long, loose, dark-brown hair was woven with strands of gold and auburn.

      He might have been intimidated by her authoritative presence if he hadn’t already been so familiar with fear and running and law enforcement.

      “Get me out of here, Agent Bentley, and I’ll tell you everything I can.”

      She slitted her golden eyes, but she didn’t say no.

      Devlin glanced at Joy, who wiped at nonexistent tears as
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