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In another time…

Boundless blue skies. Oblivion. The pull of the sky through the wall of windows in Erin Freyn’s new apartment is as enticing as it is disturbing. It seems to call her to step out, to let go, to surrender herself into its terrifying embrace. But when she turns to a hypnotist for help, she never dreams it will uncover long-hidden secrets – of ageless magic and forbidden romance.

In another place…

David Elder is trying to live up to the memory of his brother, who died while working with inner-city kids.   He couldn’t save his brother, but perhaps with his magic he can save another. When he hypnotizes Erin to seek a cure for her fears, they discover instead an ancient connection. In a past life, he was a medieval knight and her illicit lover… before things went very wrong. 

Today…

Fate has given them a second chance. Will they take it and finally find happiness, or will they be doomed to replay history yet again?


What Others Have Said About Falling

 

“The past and present are interwoven perfectly… Serious and funny. I really wanted to know what happens next!” L.M. Warren

“There was a big surprise towards the end of the book but I don’t want to say anything more – you’ll have to read it to find out. I started the book yesterday morning and finished it in one day. I would definitely recommend it to friends.” Mandy, Goodreads reader

“I liked the way it went back and forth between time. I could relate to the characters and really felt where they were coming from… It was a book that kept me reading to see what was coming next.” Vickie 

“I read it in one sitting!! It is fantastic!” Darlene from Mousey Books

“…Leaves the reader gasping for air and makes you wonder what’s gonna happen next. Makes you wonder if one can have a second chance to life!” Cherub
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Dedication

To those who you love me… even though: Arup, Robin and Nina.


Chapter one

 

Erin clenched her hands together and willed her stomach not to grumble. She had no idea why her boss, Congressman Tom Whitmeyer, had dragged her out to this apartment just off DuPont Circle. Instead of allowing her to take her lunch break, he’d insisted she accompany him here, and now they stood waiting for the concierge to open the door.

The congressman had been particularly coy on their way over, refusing to tell her where they were going or why. Erin had just wanted to eat the ham and cheese sandwich with pickles that she’d brought with her and then get back to work. She had a stack of correspondence to get through that afternoon.

Keys jangling in the empty hallway, the concierge in front of them flipped through the giant ring trying to find the right one. “No, not that one,” he mumbled to himself. “No… ah! Found it!” he said triumphantly to the congressman.

“Excellent!” Congressman Whitmeyer said. He rubbed his hands together in anticipation like a child waiting for a special treat.

The concierge fit the key into the lock, flipped his huge ring of keys around twice, and was rewarded with the satisfying click of the door opening. He stood back to allow the congressman to walk past him into the apartment and then nodded for Erin to follow.

She gave him a smile of thanks for his trouble, but before she could even pass through the door, he called out, “Sir, if you’ll just stop by the front desk on your way out…”

“Oh, not necessary,” the congressman called back, his voice sounding hollow as if he were speaking through a tunnel, “we’ll be going directly to the real estate office from here.”

“Oh. Very good then, sir. Thank you,” the concierge said. He gave Erin a nod and then left them alone, retreating back down the hall toward the elevators.

Erin walked through the door, but her head immediately began to reel as she stepped into the apartment. Somehow, her hand found the railing just inside the front door. She clung on to it as her vision was filled with nothing but endless pale blue and a few light clouds so close she felt as if she could reach out and touch them.

The sky called to her, pulling at her, whispering in her ear: come.

She leaned back on trembling legs and readjusted her eyes. It was a window—or well, she supposed, a number of windows—but the framings around each one was so thin you could see beyond without noticing the edges. The whole wall facing her—rising ten, maybe fifteen feet high—was just windows. Erin swallowed, now thankful that she hadn’t eaten after all. A cold sweat had sprouted on her forehead and upper lip.

Still, her body swayed forward. It would be so easy, so easy to just take that step—and then she’d be gone. Tumbling down, falling eighteen stories to the pavement below.

“Come in, come on in! Isn’t it fabulous? Have you ever seen such a view?” The booming voice of the congressman ricocheted throughout the empty apartment, cutting into Erin’s consciousness and bringing her back to the present… into this bright apartment with its terrifying windows.

With effort, she pulled her eyes away from the sky and locked them on Whitmeyer. He moved further away from the short flight of stairs Erin was standing at the top of—unable to move. He cut across a huge expanse of beautiful pale wood floors toward those windows… her body swayed toward the sky once more, her stomach turning in a somersault.

She couldn’t move. If she did, she would fall. She knew she would.

No! This is ridiculous. It’s an apartment. It’s just an apartment with a huge window, that’s all. Get over it!

The congressman stood in the center of the room bathed in sunlight like a messiah. A campaign-brilliant smile lit up his whole face. “Don’t you love it?” He leaned forward and added in a stage whisper, “It’s all yours!” He then pulled back and added in his normal voice, “Well, almost.” He laughed at his own joke, but Erin was confused and still feeling nauseated.

“I’m sorry, sir, I don’t understand.” She kept her eyes on her boss, trying her hardest not to succumb to the pull of those windows.

“It’s yours, Erin. You are going to rent this apartment—for a fraction of the actual cost, I might add,” he said, giving his eyebrows a wiggle. Laughing, he added, “You could never afford the rent on your own, unless your parents helped you out—but they’ve never offered to do that, have they? Ha! Not with seven kids.” He paused for dramatic effect. “Well, I am.”

His smile could have swallowed her whole, but the anxiety rolling off the man made Erin’s stomach give another twist inside her abdomen. She swallowed hard, pushing aside the congressman’s feelings. She had enough to deal with on her own.

“I’m sorry, I still don’t understand. Would you mind explaining this a little further?”

Congressman Whitmeyer sighed, his shoulders dropping. He plodded back over to the stairs. Propping one foot on the bottom step, he said, “You are going to rent this apartment. I’ll pay half since you really can’t afford it, but the lease will be in your name.”

Erin hated being spoken to like a child, but she had to ask, “Why?”

The congressman pushed off from the bottom step strolling away, forcing Erin to follow him with her eyes. The room swam before her, the sky beckoned.

“I, er, need a place, Erin. And this is it. You will live here, but every so often I’ll call and tell you I’m coming. And then you skedaddle for a bit—for the night.”

For the night? Oh my God, the congressman was having an affair! And he wanted her to live here, in his pied-à-terre, until he needed it? Oh, my God, oh, my God! She couldn’t do that! That was…

She had met the congressman’s wife, for goodness’ sake! They’d been over to her parent’s house for a barbecue last summer. Mrs. Whitmeyer had a great sense of humor and was even kind to her father’s many pets. Why in the world was the congressman cheating on his wife? And could she, Erin, abet him in this? No, no, no, a thousand times no!

She tucked her long, blonde hair behind her ear and started to turn back toward the door.

“Erin, let me put it this way,” the congressman said, stopping her. “If you don’t rent this apartment, I’m afraid I’m going to have to find someone else to take over your position in my office. And it would be such a shame if I had to do that because, naturally, I’d have to tell people why I had to replace you.”

He shook his head, his face set in practiced sincerity. “Your parents, all their friends and colleagues… They will all be so disappointed to learn that you’d been stealing funds from the government’s coffers.”

Shock and hurt must have glared out from Erin’s eyes because the congressman dropped the mask and continued in a more businesslike manner. “I don’t have all the details worked out yet—and I sincerely hope that I won’t need to. It shouldn’t be so difficult, though, to prove that you’ve been pocketing money set aside for some good cause or other for which I’d appropriated the funding. Such a shame. You’ll never be trusted again. I’ll make sure of it.”

Erin could feel a red burn begin to work its way up her throat. She bit down hard on the inside of her cheek to keep from screaming all the obscenities that shot through her mind.

This was beyond believable! How could this be happening to her? She’d been so good, working hard for this man for so many years—and this was how he repaid her?

Oh, come on, Erin—where’s the problem? You are going to love this apartment! Susannah will have a great time furnishing it; you won’t need to do a thing. And you have to admit the location is fabulous—so close to DuPont Circle and the clubs, restaurants, bookstores… There’s a gym in the building, a media center, a rooftop deck and, of course, you’ve met the concierge.”

“My parents are never going to believe that I could afford something like this even at half the rent,” Erin said, grasping on to the first real argument she could come up with.

They’d probably think Hugh was paying for it, she realized with an inward cringe. Her boyfriend had offered to help her rent a place only a month ago. Erin was not only unwilling to become indebted to him, she wasn’t even certain how much longer she was going to stay in the relationship. And besides, she liked sharing a house with four other people. It was comfortable. This wasn’t. Living alone wasn’t. And she really didn’t want to think about what Hugh might say when he found out about this.

“True,” the congressman said, bringing her mind back to the matter at hand. “But, since you have been such a loyal employee, I am, of course, going to give you a raise.” The congressman’s smile was so innocent, and he seemed genuinely proud of her for her hard work. “To celebrate, you’ll splurge a bit and take advantage of an incredible offer from” he waved his hand in the air randomly, “oh, I don’t know, some diplomat I know—a friend of mine—who had to return suddenly to his country and was willing to rent this place to you dirt cheap because we’re so close, yada, yada, yada. You can figure out those details later. Be creative."

”Me? You want me to make up the story?”

“Why not? I trust that you’ll do a good job of it, just like everything else you do.” His campaign smile flashed on and off. “This will do wonders for your career, Erin, you know that.” He started to turn away, but then stopped. “But honestly, Erin, if you’re going to be a politician, you’ve got to stop letting your every thought show so clearly on your face.”

Erin clamped her teeth together so that her mouth wouldn’t fall open. Instead, she forced her lips up into a smile and tried to ignore the feelings of victorious glee that had slowly replaced the anxiety coming from the congressman. His own expression could have easily said, “Gotcha!”

“Thank you so much for the advice, sir. I appreciate it.”

He gave a small nod of his head then turned away and walked to the other end of the room and toward a hallway Erin hadn’t noticed earlier. “The lease is here for you to sign.”

If only he hadn’t moved toward those windows again! Erin’s knees almost collapsed under her as her gaze was pulled toward the sky once more. She clamped her eyes shut.

She could do this. She had to do this.

She couldn’t believe she was going to do this!

###

Erin leaned against the side of the building, hoping her stomach would settle quickly. The congressman had already gone off to tell his mistress the good news.

With her pulse still elevated and sweat beading on her forehead, Erin knew she had to do something. Was it too late to go back in and rip up the contract she’d just signed? Maybe if the check she’d written to the management company bounced she wouldn’t have to take the apartment. And maybe she’d get her ass fired and never work on the Hill again.

She gently knocked her head against the brick front of the building. How in the world was she—

The ringing of her phone interrupted her depressing thoughts.

She stole a glance at the caller ID before answering. Hugh.

She’d never put in a special ring tone for him. For her parents, yes. Her best friend, Lanie, had one. She’d even put one in for each of her siblings, but not for Hugh. She shook off the distracting thought.

Maybe her boyfriend would give her a little comfort, although she didn’t have any great expectations. He just wasn’t that kind of guy.

“Hey,” she answered.

“Hi, Erin. Are you busy?”

“Nope. I was just holding up the side of a building,” she joked.

There was silence at the other end of the line. “I’m sorry? Where are you?”

Erin swallowed her disappointment. She should have learned by now—her boyfriend had absolutely no sense of humor. None. It was the strangest thing. What he thought was funny, she just thought was weird, and vice versa.

“Sorry,” she apologized, as she always did whenever she tried to make a joke. “I’m outside my new apartment building in DuPont Circle.”

It suddenly hit her that she couldn’t tell Hugh the truth. He was the ultimate networker. He spoke to everyone, and Erin had no idea whether he could keep a secret or not. Considering that he loved to chat, it would be safest to assume that he couldn’t—or wouldn’t. The fact that Congressman Whitmeyer was having an affair was just too juicy for a gossip—or networker—to keep to themselves.

She had to come up with that story Whitmeyer had alluded to earlier—fast!

“What do you mean your new apartment building? You took an apartment?”

“Um… Actually, Congressman Whitmeyer arranged it for me. He’s so thoughtful. You wouldn’t believe it. A friend of his—um, a diplomat—was suddenly reassigned back to his home country and needed to find someone to rent his apartment. The congressman got it for me at an incredibly low rent. He had to do it fast before this guy reconsidered, so here I am with a new apartment!”

“Wow! That was really nice of him. Really nice!”

“I know! There’s only one small problem…” She forced out a little laugh. “One entire wall of the place is all windows, and I’m terrified of falling. I can barely walk into the apartment. I’ve no idea how I’m going to live here. But, I mean, I wasn’t going to turn him down…”

A siren wailed, coming toward her. Hugh said something, but she didn’t catch it. She waited a moment until the police car sped past and then said, “Sorry, what did you say?”

“I said, no, you absolutely couldn’t do that,” he repeated.

“So I just signed the lease on an apartment I can’t stand to enter.”

“Wow, Erin, that’s incredible. It was amazingly nice of the congressman to get this place for you. You’d better get over this fear of yours fast.”

“Yeah, I just don’t know how.”

“Just suck it up. Close your eyes or something. You cannot turn this down.” Hugh’s voice was beginning to sound clipped.

Erin sighed. She hated it when she was right. Soft and comforting her boyfriend was not! Supportive? Nope. Not unless it came to furthering her career, then he was gold mine.

When he wanted to turn on the charm, it oozed out of his pores. He was the consummate diplomat-networker. He could meet people and have them charmed and eating out of his hand in minutes. She had to admit, she was pretty good at that too—which was what made them such a great power couple.

But if she needed help in something other than politics…forget it.

“Thanks, Hugh. I’ll think of something.”

“I’m sure you will. Now, how about dinner tonight? Shall we meet at the Drawing Room or Taco DC?” he asked, naming the two restaurants on the Hill where staffers tended to congregate after work.

Erin let her head fall back against the side of the building again. Where was that siren when she needed it? She wished she hadn’t heard that. Just the thought of food made her stomach recoil, but she supposed she should go anyway. She had a career to push forward and had done enough informal negotiating and planting of information at these get-togethers to make herself indispensable to the congressman. Indispensable enough so that he practically gave her the most amazing apartment in the city, along with a raise so that she could afford it.

“I’ll see you at the Drawing Room at nine,” she finally conceded. All the correspondence she had to get through would probably keep her busy until then—especially considering that she’d just lost the past two hours.

“Okay. See you then.”

Hugh hung up and Erin pushed herself off the side of the building. With a last glance at the ordinary entrance, one that would never tell you there were million dollar apartments inside, she headed over to the metro station.

###

Lanie looked around at the crowd of tourists surging all around them. “What in the world are we doing here, Erin?” she asked, not even trying to keep the exasperation from her voice.

“I’ve got to get over my phobia. I thought maybe going up high would help.” Erin moved another inch forward in the line.

“Your phobia. You’re afraid of falling, not afraid of heights. How will going up in a secure elevator to the top of the Washington Monument help?”

Erin sighed. “I don’t know. It was all I could think of.”

Lanie grabbed Erin’s sleeve and dragged her out of the line. “This isn’t going to work. Come on, let’s get some coffee.” She gave an exaggerated shudder. “As far away from tourists as we can get.”

Erin laughed. “In DC, when the cherry blossoms are blooming? Not far.”

Lanie scowled back at her and then led the way down Constitution Avenue in the general direction of Foggy Bottom, bypassing the White House and all of the security there. The cherry trees were fabulous, Erin had to admit, and they were at the height of the season.

As they strolled down Virginia Avenue, Lanie asked, “So, you’re really going through with this?”

“I’ve got no choice. And, yes, I signed the lease yesterday.” 

She was already feeling wretched about this and really hoped that Lanie wasn’t going to make her feel any worse. That wasn’t why she’d called and asked her best friend to meet her at the Monument on one of the busiest Saturdays of the year.

“Lanie,” Erin started, but then stopped and gave her a pleading look.

“Yeah, I get it.” Lanie threw an arm over Erin’s shoulders as they walked down the street.

Erin knew her trust hadn’t been misplaced when Lanie ordered her a large mocha coffee with double whipped cream at the first coffee shop they came to.


Chapter two

 

I can’t do it, Lanie! I just can’t do it!” Erin dropped her forehead onto the coffee shop table, lifted it, and bonked it down again as if she could smash the phobia out of her head.

Lanie reached over and caressed Erin’s hair. “Yes, you can! It’s just a window. And the apartment sounds fabulous!”

“I don’t know whether it’s fabulous or not,” Erin said into the table.

“What?”

Erin raised her head and sat up. “I don’t know. Senator Whitmeyer said it was fabulous. I guess I’ll just believe him because I’ll never be able to live there.” She leaned forward to drive home her point. “I couldn’t even walk into the apartment, Lanie!”

Her friend just shook her head and gave her sad puppy-dog eyes. “Well, once you can step into it, it’ll be a big move up from that broom closet you’re living in now. I don’t know why you put up with such a tiny room in that enormous house. It’s not like you pay less than anyone else,” she said, as always, looking for the glass-half-full.

“Because I was the last one in,” Erin explained for the umpteenth time. Yes, her room was tiny, but she loved living in a house with other people—people who weren’t her parents, that would have just been too humiliating. “And besides, although my bedroom is small, I only have to sleep in there. I hang out in the living room or the kitchen whenever I’m home.”

“Oh God, what am I going to do, Lanie?” The words came out more as a groan.

Lanie just tilted her head, waiting for Erin to finish her moaning. She knew Erin too well.

“I’ve never lived alone! I don’t know…” Erin stopped and shook her head. “The point is moot. I’m never going to be able to live in that apartment. I can’t even get two feet past the door.” She dropped her head back on to the table, nearly bumping into her coffee. She paused to take a sip, reveling in the delicious juxtaposition of the cold whipped cream and the hot chocolaty coffee.

Lanie tucked one of her many thick black braids into the knot at the back of her head. Her beautiful brown skin seemed to glow in the filtered sunlight coming in through the coffee shop’s window, and once again, Erin felt a pang of jealousy at her friend’s perfect complexion. She never got sunburned or turned the slightest bit red after being outside for too long, although her hair didn’t naturally lighten in the summer like Erin’s did.

“Who, in their right mind, builds an apartment with a whole wall of windows?” Erin asked, keeping her mind on the problem at hand.

“Someone who wants to be able to charge four thousand dollars a month?” Lanie lifted her coffee to her lips. “There’s a gym, right? Is there a pool?”

Erin tried not to smile too gleefully. “Gym, doorman, free wifi, a media room which can be booked for private parties…”

“Oh,” Lanie sighed and sank down in her chair a little.

“Well, what do you expect for four thousand dollars a month?”

“No pool then, huh?”

Erin couldn’t help but laugh. “No. No pool. But there is a rooftop patio with a barbeque grill and chairs and stuff.”

“Wow. Do you think Whitmeyer wants another mistress?”

“Oh, God, I hope not. Did I tell you, I have to be able to vacate the apartment within half an hour’s notice? That means I’ve got to keep the place spotless—all the time!”

Lanie scrunched up her nose. “Oooh, no, I couldn’t do that!”

“No, you could not! You’re a slob! At least I know how to do dishes.”

Lanie laughed. “Yeah, not my forté.”

Erin sighed and sat back, her mind reluctantly going back to those windows. “I just don’t know how I’ll get past that sky. I had to keep my eyes glued to the wall next to me the entire time I was standing there.”

“What if you tell him you can’t—”

“I lose my job, get blackballed, you name it,” Erin said as lightly as she could with a slight shrug of one shoulder, and then tried to surreptitiously wipe the moisture from the corner of her eye.

Lanie shook her head sympathetically and sat bolt upright. “I’ve got it!” She laughed, clapping her hands together. “I’ve got it! I’ve got the answer to your problem.” She slapped herself on her forehead. “Why didn’t I think of this right away? It’s so obvious!”

Erin sat up again and reached across the table to her best friend. “What? What is it?”

“David!” she said triumphantly, as if Erin would know exactly what this meant.

She waited for more information.

Lanie took another sip of her coffee and then said, “David, the guy I work with who introduced me to Ibrahim? He can hypnotize people. He just has to hypnotize you and put a post-hypnotic suggestion into your mind that you’re not afraid of falling and…” she spread out her hands, “voilà!”

Erin sat back and thought about this. Did she really want some guy she didn’t even know hypnotizing her? Could he really do it? It’s not like he was a professional or anything. Hell, he was a lawyer! She was sure he could talk his way around a legal case but hypnotize her?

Her doubt must have shown on her face because Lanie grabbed her hand. “This will work!”

Erin still sat and thought about it. She really didn’t know about this.

“What do you have to lose?” her friend persisted.

Good point. Erin shrugged. “Ok.”


Chapter three

 

Shit, what’s this guy gonna to do to me?

The voice trembled in David’s mind.

I bet he’s gonna put me into one of them group homes. Well, at least the kids there ain’t as mean as some of Deon’s friends. Man, those guys are nasty! This lawyer’s an asshole.

David broke eye contact for just a moment and looked down at the paperwork sitting on the bare table in front of him. Somehow, someone had carved the word ‘fuck’ into the center of the table just above where his papers sat. He wondered if it had been a kid or a lawyer.

The cold from the metal chair was beginning to seep right through his wool suit pants. Who would have thought a room could be so cold in early April? And his client sat there in an oversized t-shirt. Why was he not cold? David shifted in his chair.

“So what were you doing when the police picked you up, Shawn?” he asked the skinny, Black boy on the other side of the table.

The boy shrugged but didn’t say anything.

David flipped over to the next page in the file. “They’re charging you with possession with intention to distribute,” he said even though he knew Shawn had already heard this. He looked into the boy’s eyes again, as the kid glared angrily at him, and listened.

Bad fuckin’ luck! If only Latonya hadn’t told me she’d be helpin’ her mom out at the store, I wouldn’ta worn Deon’s jacket. Fuckin’ Deon. Stupid shit, keeping his stuff in there.

David dropped his eyes back to the paper once again and tried really hard not to smile. The kid was innocent. He had been sure of that all along—his instincts were always right. That jacket wasn’t Shawn’s, it belonged to Deon, whoever that was, and he’d only worn it to impress some girl. The drugs had to belong to Deon too. But then something on the paper in front of him caught his eye. He looked up again quickly. “Your mom’s in a drug rehab?”

Shit! The word exploded from the boy’s mind. “Yeah,” he said with a shrug.

“So who are you living with? Who’s taking care of you?”

Shawn turned his eyes away and stared at the industrial green cinderblock wall. “My brother, Deon. He and I are takin’ care of ourselves.”

So Deon was his brother. Ok, this was beginning to make sense. “And Deon’s a member of B4.” Only the worst gang in DC.

The boy’s eyes snapped back to David’s.

Shittin’ mother fucker! I hate this dude! Shawn didn’t say anything. He just stared malevolently into David’s eyes.

David nodded. It was all right. He didn’t need his client to like him. He just needed him to tell him the truth. “Whose jacket were you wearing today, Shawn?”

Oh, fuck! Shawn stared even harder into David’s eyes, not even blinking. “I already said. The jacket’s mine.”

“Come on, Shawn, tell me the truth.” It took effort, but David kept the magic from his voice. Oh, it would have been so easy to let it slip in there. The boy was staring right into his eyes. Wasn’t that why he had magic, to help others?

For thousands of years, the Vallen had been using their powers to help stupid kids like Shawn, getting them out of tight situations. But he shouldn’t do it, he knew it would be… David sighed. Wrong.

And not only that, what would it get him? Shawn had already confessed to the police that the jacket was his. That the drugs in it were his. If he changed his story now, who would believe him?

David shook his head. It was a sad world, but no, no one would believe this kid if he told the truth. Hell, they probably wouldn’t have even believed him if he’d done so from the start. He was wearing the jacket, that alone made it and the drugs his in the eyes of the law, whether they were or not. So what could David do about it?

If he wanted to keep this kid from getting into even more serious trouble, he was going to have to prove that the jacket and the drugs weren’t Shawn’s, and that they belonged to his brother. But how? This was going to take some work—foot work.

A sharp tweet from his phone made him jump. Shawn just looked away, appearing, if possible, even more bored and angry.

With relief, David got up from the hard chair, stretching his legs as he answered the call.

“David, it’s Ibrahim,” said the voice on the other end. He hadn’t needed to, of course. David’s phone had already told him who was calling. Even if it hadn’t, he’d have known his best friend’s voice anywhere.

“Hey, Ibs. What’s up?”

“Lunch. Today at one with Lanie. I’ll meet you both at Cosi, ok?”

“You sure you want me there?” David asked. He’d set Ibrahim up with his colleague three weeks ago, and they’d practically lived in each other’s pockets since then.

“Yeah, Lanie already asked if I’d mind if you joined us. I told her I did, but she told me to stuff it. So I’ll see ya later?”

David laughed but something tickled at the back of his mind. Why did Lanie want him to have lunch with them? Why couldn’t she have just spoken to him in the office? Mentally, David shrugged. “All right. See you there.”

With another sigh, he turned back to the boy slumped in the chair on the other side of the table, as if he hadn’t a care in the world.

###

“So, how’s your first real case goin’?” Ibrahim asked as David slipped into the chair next to him. He and Lanie had already gotten their food and were just starting to eat.

David felt bad for being late. He knew that Ibrahim had driven in from Bethesda, the closest Maryland suburb to Washington, DC. He worked at the National Institutes of Health and didn’t have a lot of time before he had to head back. But then again, he wasn’t here to see Ibrahim. It was Lanie who’d asked him to join them.

David shrugged. “Not too bad. The kid doesn’t take too well to being questioned, though. The more I talked to him, the angrier he seemed to get. It was odd.”

“I don’t think opening up and spilling your guts is these kids’ style,” Lanie said around a mouthful of salad.

David laughed and relaxed a bit. “I think you might be right.”

“You gonna get something to eat?” Ibrahim asked.

David looked over at the line that snaked around toward the door. “No, I’ll pick up something on my way out.” He turned toward Lanie. “All right, time for you to spill. What did you want to talk to me about that you couldn’t at the office?”

She sat back and raised her eyebrows at him. Her deep brown eyes held a moment of shock, but she quickly recovered. “My, we are direct, aren’t we?”

David reached over and helped himself to some
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