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Chapter One
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The day started out just like any other. Madison stood on her back porch in a heavy red sweater, leaning her elbows along the railing, admiring the foliage. This time of the day had always been her favorite.

Everything had been going wonderfully between her and Dino. Even though the physical side of their relationship had been challenging, the emotional side had become rock solid. Starting Rockin’ Magazine had been the best idea she’d ever had. They worked together at least eight hours a day on the magazine, never arguing while working through any disagreements. The experience brought them closer, making the emotional process of healing after his heart attack much more bearable.

Today, she decided she needed to speak to him about last night. He had tried so hard to keep his erection, but sadly failed. The upside had been his ability to get an erection, the first one since his heart attack and open-heart surgery. Something within led her to believe today would be the turning point in their lives.

This morning, she could smell the scent of the ocean as the wind blew from east to west onto her porch. Madison couldn’t wait for Dino to wake up. Last night had been wonderful. Even though they hadn’t made love, the intimacy of their foreplay had brought her to orgasm. She would tell him this, letting him know what they had shared left her with a feeling of peace.

Just as she turned to go into the house, the roaring of sirens filled the air. A few minutes later, she smelled smoke. The fire had to be close as the distant sound of the sirens became louder.

After walking down the back steps, she took the red and beige brick path along the side of her house to the front. Madison opened the six foot white gate. Immediately, she saw smoke coming from what looked like a half mile away. The thickness of the gray plumes blended into the now darkened sky. Funny, how the weather changed in a matter of minutes.

Madison walked into the house, closing the front door behind her. Another strong cup of coffee would be exactly what she needed on such a brisk day. Glancing at the digital clock on her stainless steel stove, she still had some time to get breakfast together before Dino got up.

Turning the gas on under the frying pan, she made French toast with eggbeaters and whole wheat bread.

“I’m smelling something real good,” Dino said.

“French toast.” Madison turned to face him. “You’re up early.”

“I couldn’t sleep. I kept thinking about last night.”

Madison poured him coffee before placing his dish on the table. “So have I. Last night felt like a dream. You made me feel so good.”

Dino walked over to Madison and wrapped his arms around her waist. “I feel things are going to get better.”

Taking her hand in his, he slid it down his pajama pants. Immediately, Madison felt his erection. Raising her gaze to his, she grinned. “I’m sure you can read my mind.”

Smiling back, Dino lifted her into his arms. Madison wrapped her legs around his waist while taking his head in her hands, kissing his lips, forehead and neck. As Dino carried her into the living room her cell phone rang.

“Ignore it,” she said.

Dino continued up the stairs. “I am.”

“Whatever happens once we get upstairs, I want you to know I love you so much.”

Placing her down on the bed, he kissed her lips, then scattered kisses down her neck. The sensation electrified her limbs. Opening her sweater, he pushed it off her shoulders, along with her T-shirt. As his lips dropped to her breasts, the landline rang. Neither one of them budged until they heard Heather screaming for help on the answering machine.

They both jumped up. Madison punched her phone number into the phone. The first time she got a busy signal. She continued to keep calling until the phone rang.

“Heather, it’s Aunt Madison. What’s wrong?”

“It’s the store. It’s on fire. I already called 911. Please come.”

“I’ll be right there.”

Madison hung up the phone. “Dino, Fay’s shop is on fire. We got to get there. Heather is hysterical.”

“How? When?” Dino asked sliding on his jeans.

“I don’t know. I couldn’t understand her.” Madison twirled around in her sneakers, pointing to his black boxers on the floor. “What, are you going commando?”

“Apparently so.” He lifted his cell phone. “Want me to call Shari?”

“Yes.” Madison slid her sweat shirt over her shirt. “Tell her to meet us there.”

* * * *
[image: image]


SHARI ARRIVED FIRST. Thomas always woke up at six-thirty every morning. She had just dropped him off at school when her cell phone rang. As she pulled up, the firemen were already trying their best to put out the three-alarm fire. The police had already put up the yellow tape to keep the crowd across the street.

“Aunt Shari.”

Shari turned around when she heard Heather scream her name. Opening her arms, Heather fell into them. “Are you all right?”

“Yes. If I didn’t go get coffee across the street, I would have been in there,” she cried. Heather stepped out of Shari’s arms pointing to the diner. “Being twenty minutes late getting my latte with extra whipped cream saved my life.”

“Thank God for those extra calories. You’re right, they saved your life.”

Shari turned when she heard Madison call her name. “I’m over here.” Shari waved as Madison and Dino approached her.

Madison quickly hugged her, before embracing Heather.

“Are you all right?” Madison stepped back, looking at Heather. “What happened? When? Why?”

“I don’t know Aunt Madison. Like I told Aunt Shari, I went into the diner for a latte. When I came out, I saw the flames coming out of the side of the building.”

Madison looked up to the sky. “Your grandfather was watching over you. You never drink lattes.”

Heather looked at them. “I don’t know what to do.”

“We need to start by calling Cassie. Once we get all the facts, we need to call your mom,” Shari said.

“She’s right,” Madison said. “Your mom is going to have to be here for all the paperwork. She’s the only one who can make decisions regarding the business.”

“My mom left me in charge,” Heather said.

Shari put her arm around Heather. “I understand, but I really think your mom should be here.”

“So do I,” Madison said. “She will be very angry if we keep her in the dark about this. Knowing your mom, she’s checking the sales from a computer in Italy everyday.”

Shari nodded her head. “She’s right.”

“Darling, I have to get going. I have to finish the demo by tonight.” Dino gave her a quick peck on the lips. “Shari, would you mind giving her a lift home?”

“Not at all.”

Dino pointed at them. “Stay out of trouble. I see the look in both your eyes.”

Shari looked at Madison and they giggled.

“Promise,” Madison said.

Shari waited for Dino to be out of their sight before speaking. “I need to get in there, look around, see what I feel.”

“I knew those were going to be your exact words. I don’t think the firemen are going to let us near there while everything is still smoldering,” Madison whispered.

“All I need is ten minutes to walk around. I know I’m going to find something. I have a feeling.”

Shari rubbed her temples, closing her eyes. The sound of heels echoed in the street. As the sound got closer, she kept her eyes on the street. They were black boots with a one-inch thick heel. Fringe hung from mid-calf down to the ankle. Whoever wore them had small feet, and walked with a hop, more than likely a woman. She walked along the side of the store before disappearing around the back.

As the vision ended, Shari’s eyes busted wide open. “I’m going in there tonight. I’m not taking no for an answer. I think the answer we are looking for is going to be in the store.”

“I don’t know, Shari.”

“Here comes Aunt Cassie and Sophia.” Heather waved.

“Hopefully Cassie comes up with something,” Shari said. “She’s the professional.”

Cassie and Sophia made their rounds hugging and kissing everyone hello. The five of them stood with their arms crossed staring at the gray smoke still escaping out the front windows. Reaching over to Heather, Shari took her hand in hers. One at a time they joined hands, standing in a circle.

“We need to make some decisions,” Cassie said letting go of Sophia and Madison’s hands. “Why don’t we go get a cup of coffee?”

“Sounds like a wonderful idea,” Shari said leading the way.

Shari walked to the left side of the diner and slid into the circular booth in the back. Basically they had the whole place to themselves except for the table of six women on the opposite side of the diner.

Claire walked over to them with the pot of coffee. “Are you ladies doing coffee or lattes this morning?”

“Lattes with extra whip cream for all of us,” Shari said. “I’ll also have a sesame seed bagel with butter. Anyone else?”

Madison licked her lips. “Me too.”

“We’ll all have bagels. Three with butter, two with cream cheese.” Shari picked all the menus off the table handing them to Claire.

“Is there anything I can do to help?” Sophia asked.

“Not at the moment,” Shari said. “But I can sure use your help later on.”

“I don’t like the sound of this,” Madison said. “I can tell you are up to no good. You already have a game plan.”

“Oh how well you know me.” Shari took her iPad out of her handbag. “I think we have procrastinated long enough. I’m going to call Fay.”

“You want me to call?” Madison asked.

“No, need to. I have Skype already downloaded.” Shari placed her tablet on the table. “We will all tell her.”

“Perfect,” Sophia said.

Shari punched in the numbers. Within minutes, Fay answered holding a navy blue espresso cup in her hands.

“Good evening,” Fay said. “I can’t believe you called. I just talked about you to my cousin Maria. I’m going to take you outside to see the gorgeous sunset. How are the girls?”

“We’re all here,” Madison said.

“Let me see.”

Shari lifted her iPad, circling it around the table.

“My baby’s there with you too. That’s awesome. Thank you for taking care of her. She’s the only one I worried about, but from what I see, everyone looks great.” Fay pushed her hair behind her ears. “I love it here. I wish you guys could come. I promise you once you step foot on Italian ground, you aren’t going to want to go home.”

“Is that why you extended your stay for another month?” Cassie asked.

“Or did you meet a pure breed Italian stallion who you can’t part with?” Sophia added.

Fay grinned. “How well you ladies all know me? Hey are those lattes I see on the table?”

“Yes,” they all said at once.

“I’m enjoying my morning cappuccino and double espresso at night.” She giggled. “During the day, I venture out into the bazaars and local shops picking up lots of items for the store. I sent a few boxes to Heather at the house. Wait until you see...”

Shari blocked out the rest. Fay seemed so alive, content. It had been a long time since she sounded this bubbly. Even while married to Angelo, Fay very rarely had the spark in her eyes she had now.

“What’s going on with you guys? How’s Dino?”

Shari turned her iPad toward Madison. Apparently, Fay had walked outside where the green of the countryside was in the distance.

“He’s doing much better, thank God.” Madison leaned into the table. “When exactly are you coming home?”

“I’m not sure. Maybe in a couple of weeks.”

Madison leaned into Shari and whispered, “We got to tell her.”

“Tell me what?” Fay asked, her eyes narrowing.

Shari looked at her friends, who dropped their eyes from her gaze, except for Madison. Madison moved closer to Shari so they were both visible to Fay.

“Something has happened that we all agreed you need to know,” Madison said.

“Is Heather okay?”

Heather slipped out of her seat and kneeled on the bench behind Shari and Madison. “Can you see me, Mom?”

“Yes, I can see the three of you. Now are you going to tell me what’s going on?”

Shari turned her iPad to her face. “Fay, something devastating happened here. We didn’t want to call you, but we all decided you needed to know.”

Fay rested her hands under her chin. “You’re scaring me.”

Madison tilted the tablet toward her. “There was a fire at your store early this morning.”

Fay stared at them expressionless, even as tears rolled down her cheeks. “Are you sure?”

“Yes,” Shari said.

“Was the fire an accident? I know I should have fixed the light socket in my office.”

“I’ll get more information for you tomorrow. I don’t think it was an accident. I’m under the understanding the fire broke out in the basement. I promise we’ll have more answers for you tomorrow.”

Fay brought a white laced hankie to her face to wipe the tears away. “I’m coming home.”

“It’s okay. We can handle everything on our end,” Shari said.

“No. Let me see my daughter, Shari.”

Shari handed Heather her iPad. By the look on Heather’s face, Shari knew at any moment she would break down. Right on cue, Heather began.

“Oh, Mom. Things are terrible here. The store is gone. The side windows are blown out with flames all over the place. The firemen squirted water into the store for over an hour so far,” Heather blurted it out without taking a breath. When she finished, she handed Shari back the iPad.

“I see you left out some important things.”

“We had all decided to get all the facts first before we called to fill you in,” Cassie said. “We still don’t have answers, but should have some in a few days.”

“Few days, my ass. I’ll be home as soon as I can get a flight out. Heather, I will call you for the specifics.”

Shari held out her hand. “Give me the iPad.” By the time Shari had the iPad in her possession, Fay had disconnected. “She’s gone.”

“That gives us limited time to figure out what’s going on,” Cassie said.

“What are we going to do?” Sophia asked playing with the napkin under her latte. “How are we going to get answers?”

“We’re going to get answers because I’m going in there,” Shari said.

“Oh no.” Madison held up her hand. “We were already warned we can’t go into the store until there is a full investigation.”

“Yeah. Your point?” Shari held up her latte when the waitress passed. “I’ll have another one on your way back. Anyone else?”

Madison, Sophia and Cassie all nodded their heads yes. Heather stood, throwing her handbag over her shoulder.

“Where are you going?” Madison asked.

“I’m going home to make some calls. I have to contact the insurance company to get an adjuster down to the store as soon as possible.”

“Sit down. We’ll do it for you,” Madison said.

“That’s okay, Aunt Madison. I am very tired. I honestly need to go home, make my phone calls and lie down. I have an unbelievable migraine.”

“If you change your mind or need any help, give us a call,” Shari said.

“I will.” Heather kissed them all. “I’ll call you guys later.”

Shari waited for her to leave before continuing the conversation. “I need to get into the store. I know the answers we are looking for are in there. I can feel it. I can get into the store from the back.”

“I don’t know about this,” Sophia said. “I think this is dangerous. We should wait until they say we can go in.”

“There’s no waiting. I need to get in there today. I can feel the vibe.”

Cassie broke off a piece of bagel and then popped it in her mouth. “I know I’m going to regret saying this, but I have a plan.”

“Now we’re talking. Wait,” Shari waved her hand when the waitress returned with four lattes. “Since it’s too early to drink, we’ll have to use our lattes to toast.”

“Before we toast, let me tell you my plan,” Cassie said.

“We’re all ears,” Madison said.

“Let’s meet back here tonight at nine-fifteen. By then all the shops in the area will be closed except for here. I want you all to come back dressed in black and in sneakers. I also need you to bring flashlights. And most importantly, not a word about what we’re doing to anyone.”

Shari raised her latte, whispering, “So mote it be.”

They all held up their cups in a toast.

“So mote it be.”

* * * *
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SHARI ARRIVED AT THE diner at nine-twenty. Madison, Cassie and Sophia sat in the booth in the back of the diner drinking coffee. Shari slid in next to Sophia, signaling to the waitress for a cup of coffee.

“What’s the game plan?” Shari asked.

The waitress placed a cup of coffee in front of her. “The coffee is on the house. That’s the last of the pot. We’re closing in ten minutes.”

Shari lifted her cup. “Thank you.” When the waitress walked back behind the counter, she leaned into the table. “Sorry I was running a few minutes late. Thomas hung onto my leg trying to stop me from leaving.”

“Not a problem. I’ve been meaning to stop by to see him,” Cassie said. “I promise to make time to come over during the week.”

“Once we get through this, I’m going to set up a dinner party for us. I’m dying to see Antonio and Scott again. You girls hardly bring them around,” Shari said sipping her coffee.

“I know,” Sophia said. “I’m just so busy with work. I’m lucky if I spend a couple of hours a week with him.”

Cassie nodded her head. “Same here. I’ve been so busy. We’re both working totally different shifts. When we do spend time together, well...I don’t want to share him if you know what I mean.”

“We need to make time to see each other. I can’t remember the last time we had our monthly meeting,” Madison said. “I miss us all hanging out together.”

“It’s been tough without Fay. Now with the fire, it’s like our world is falling apart,” Cassie said. “But we have to stay on top of things. It’s up to us to figure out what’s going on.”

“Let’s not do any speculating.” Shari stood. “Let’s go see what we can find.”

“If we don’t?” Cassie asked.

“I don’t think that’s even an option. I know what we’re looking for is there,” Shari insisted.

They each left a dollar bill on the table for the waitress before walking out of the shop.

Taking gloves and black ski hats from her pocket, Cassie handed each of them a set. “It is extremely important you have these on at all times. Any mistakes could land all of us in jail. Leave behind a strand of hair or one of our fingerprints in the wrong place and we’ll be hauled away.”

“Not to worry. We are smart. We want to get the bitch that did this. I want to see her behind bars,” Madison said, sliding the hat on.

“You guys watch too many cop shows on television. In real life the good guy hardly ever gets rescued,” Cassie said.

“Now that’s reassuring,” Sophia said.

Shari walked ahead of them. She knew they were going to spend the night bickering back and forth, especially Cassie and Sophia. They didn’t have much time and she needed complete silence if she were going to find out anything.

Standing outside the backdoor, she closed her eyes. She heard the girls pass by her on the stairs and walk through the backdoor, but she stayed where she felt something.

“Do I want to use the backdoor or the cellar door? Rummaging through her handbag, she took out an ice pick and hammer. As she stepped down the two stairs, the ice pick fell out of her hand. Shit. Looking around in the dark, she couldn’t find where it went. How could she have forgotten to bring a flashlight?”

Shari reached into her jacket pocket and took out her flashlight. Looking around, she didn’t see anything, but then something caught her eye. Walking back up the stairs, she spotted the ice pick covered with debris from the fire. Shari took a piece of hot pink paper out of her back pocket, tore it in fours and crumbled it into a ball. She placed a piece down right next to the ice pick so she didn’t forget where she found it.

Continuing down the stairs, she pushed open the backdoor.

“I can’t believe I am standing here struggling with the backdoor. My God. That fat bitch must think she has gold in here. All that’s here is a bunch of junk, the shit other people don’t want. This store just ruins the neighborhood.”

While hitting the backdoor with the hammer, she accidentally got her hand in the way smashing her fingers, causing two of her fingernails to break off. “Damn it. I just got a manicure.” She kicked the door and it flung open.

Shari looked around the area with her flashlight. She had to find the fingernails but it was just too dark to see anything. Dropping to her knees, Shari picked up a piece of wood to push the debris and ashes around. Somewhere in the basement were the two nails the bitch had lost.

Something told Shari to look to her left. She knew finding anything would be nearly impossible, but she had to appease her curiosity. Slowly, she went through the water and ashes. Then out of the corner of her eye, something shiny caught the light of her flashlight. She spotted a long shiny purple fake nail off in the corner. Again, she took another crumbled piece of hot pink paper out of her pocket and placed it on top of the nail. Another nail lay somewhere in the ashes and soot, but she’d leave it for the investigators to find.

Making her way across the basement, she shook her head in disbelief. The smell of fire was extremely evident. Any merchandise that wasn’t in sealed plastic containers, had been totally ruined. Opening the cover on one of the hot pink containers, she shined the flashlight in. The clothes were dry. She signed in relief. Continuing across the basement, she stopped at the bottom of the stairs to the store, where two cans of lighter fluid sat.

Shari could hear the girls talking upstairs. She took the steps two at a time and joined them in the store. Madison, Cassie and Sophia walked around going through the merchandise.

“What are you guys doing?”

“We are waiting for you,” Madison said lifting a black and red scarf off the charred display table. “Everything is ruined.”

“I don’t think if we took any of the clothes home to wash the smell would come out.”

“I keep telling you, we can’t take anything out of the store,” Cassie said. “We aren’t even supposed to be in here. Are you almost done?”

“I am done. I found the ice pick, and one of two purple nails she left behind down in the basement.”

Cassie’s eyes bulged open. “You didn’t touch anything, did you?”

Shari shook her head from side to side. “Nope. I did drop a piece of hot pink crumbled paper near the evidence.”

“Let’s get out of here,” Madison said, “before someone catches us.”

“I agree.” Cassie took her phone out of her pocket. “Give me a few minutes. I’m going to call Antonio, see what he says.”

While Cassie called Antonio, Shari walked behind the counter. She opened the cash register, still filled with money.

“Hey, stop playing with everything,” Cassie ordered. “I just hung up with Antonio. He said for us to all hightail our asses out of here before we get caught. We are to meet him here tomorrow morning at seven-thirty. I assured him you didn’t touch anything.”

“I didn’t. And besides,” Shari took off her gloves, “my hands were protected with latex.”

Cassie took her hat off. “Dispose of your things when you get home. Bury them in your garbage. I’ll see you in the morning.”
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Shari arrived last. On the way, Cassie had texted her asking her to meet them at the back of the store. Shari parked her car around the corner, creeping along the side of the building. She bumped immediately into Cassie.

“You’re late,” Cassie pointed at her watch.

“Yeah, it’s seven thirty-five. What’s the big deal?”

“Nothing.” Cassie waved her off.

Shari looked around. “Sophia is late too.”

“Sophia isn’t coming.”

“Why?” Shari asked.

“Because this isn’t a friendly get-together. Besides, Sophia wasn’t involved in any of this originally.”

Shari looked at Madison who rolled her eyes and shrugged her shoulders. She had picked up some tension between the cousins without either one saying a word to her. But today, she had to put her suspicions on hold while she dug deep into the situation at hand.

“Here comes Antonio with the inspector guy.” Cassie pointed.

“Hey babe.” Antonio gave Cassie a quick peck on her lips. “This is Oliver Winters, ladies. And Oliver, this is the Nancy Drew dream team.”

They all shook hands before stepping back in place.

“Oliver will be doing the inspection. I filled him in on the way here.”

“Thank you, Antonio. I need to ask you ladies if you touched anything when you were in here last night.”

“I’ll speak for all of us in saying we all wore gloves. I didn’t touch anything. I just left crumbled pink paper where I found something,” Shari said. “Like right over here.” Shari walked over to the pink paper. “Under the paper is the ice pick she lost when she broke into the building.”

Oliver adjusted his big wire glasses on his face. “How do you know the ice pick was used to break-in?”

“I just know.”

Oliver massaged his chin, then squeezed his lips, looking deep in thought. Shari had a feeling this had been a mistake. How could she explain to this man she saw the break-in in a vision? Shari shuffled from one foot to the other. She didn’t need to look up to know everyone’s eyes were on her.

“Explanation please,” Oliver ordered.

Shari looked up. Cassie and Madison both nodded their heads.

“I had a clairvoyant vision. I’m sure if you ask Antonio,” she tilted her head toward him, “he can verify my work with the police department through the years.”

Opening the black leather folder, Oliver jotted down a few things on the white legal pad before closing it. “Yes, Antonio has told me about your work. I must admit I am impressed, even though I don’t believe in psychic phenomenon. But I am willing to hear your tale.”

“I take my work seriously.” Shari rested her hands on her hips. “I have helped solve dozens of cases. So if you think I am telling you this because I am in anyway responsible for this fire, then you are talking to the wrong person.”

Madison walked next to Shari, resting her hand on her shoulder. “Hey, it’s okay. Oliver is just one of those people who don’t believe.” Madison raised the palm of her hands to face the sky. “Now are you going to give her a chance to tell you what she saw?”

Cassie stepped in the middle of them. “Hey guys, Antonio did us a favor pushing up our inspection. Let’s get started. I have an appointment at nine.”

“Okay. I’m sorry,” Shari said. “Let’s begin.” Shari walked over to the crushed piece of hot pink paper. “Under the paper is the ice pick. The way I see it is she had a handful of things. The ice pick fell out of her hands.”

Oliver slid on a pair of blue gloves and bent down, pushing the paper out of the way. He lifted the ice pick up and placed it into the plastic evidence bag. “Anything else?”

“Yes.”

Oliver handed her a pair of blue gloves. “Don’t touch anything without the gloves.”

“I know. Like I told you, I’ve been involved in other police investigations.”

Oliver didn’t seem impressed at all. Instead he seemed annoyed to be there. “Whatever. Now can we continue?”

Shari started down the steps with Madison following. Before Madison hit the bottom step, Oliver lifted his arm stopping both of them.

“Now what?” Shari asked.

“This isn’t a party. I want to get in and out of here. I can’t have anybody contaminating or disrupting the area until a full investigation takes place. I’m doing this as a favor to Antonio. Therefore, only Shari and I will be going downstairs. Understood?”

“Yes,” they all mumbled.

Oliver handed Shari a flashlight. “Now lead the way.” He swung his arm toward the stairs.

Shari walked down the four steps, then pushed open the door with her foot. Shining the flashlight in the dark basement, she located the hot pink paper. “Over there, under the paper you will find a purple fingernail. Now I know there’s another one down here, but I couldn’t find it last night.”

Oliver walked through the rubble shining his flashlight on Shari’s marker. Squatting down, he lifted the paper, looked at the nail, and then over his shoulder at her. Shari watched him take a tweezers out of his pocket, then lift the purple nail. Opening the evidence bag, he dropped the nail in.

Shari stood in place watching Oliver shine his flashlight on the basement floor. After walking around the area for five minutes, he stopped and squatted down again.

“Well I’ll be damned.” He turned around to face Shari. “Here’s the second nail. This one has some damage to it, but nevertheless I found more evidence.”

“I knew it. Hopefully you can pick up some DNA.”

Ignoring her, he walked toward the stairs leading to the store. “What else do you have in your bag of tricks?”

Shari walked to the stairs, being careful not to step on anything. “What do you mean?”

“Nothing.”

Shari rounded the corner at the top of the stairs, walked into the retail area. Covering her mouth, she gasped. The light of day made the damage look so much worse. Everything Fay had worked hard for had been totally destroyed. Mannequins were broken on the floor. Sweaters and shirts were full of ashes and soot, lying in puddles of water. The oak showcase had some charred damage, but the glass remained intact. Running her covered finger over the wood, she pushed some of the soot and ashes to the side. This piece had been Fay’s prized possession. It had been passed down from one generation to the next.

“What’s in this room over here?” Oliver asked standing in the archway.

“Fay’s office,” Shari said walking over to the door. Inside, the office had been riffled through. There were papers all over the floor, which were now covered in water. Apparently, the bitch was looking for something in particular. But what? And how would they prove any of this.

Shari turned to walk out of the office when a chill ran through her. Leaning against the wet table, she closed her eyes.

“Keep looking. I know it’s in here somewhere.” She began tapping her fingernails against the table when she realized she lost a second nail. “That’s just great. Now I have to go back to the salon. Those little whores swore these nails could withstand any physical activity.”

She tugged on the file cabinet drawers. Maybe she taped the key under the drawer or behind the drawer never expecting anyone to be smart enough to think of looking there. Come on come out, you bastard.” This time she tugged so hard the drawer came out of the file cabinet. She emptied it upside down, along with the other four drawers, coming up empty. She couldn’t figure out where Fay, the idiot, could have possibly hid the key. “The hell with it.” Lighting a match, she placed it in the pile of papers on the floor. Hurrying back down the stairs, she squirted the lighter fluid she found earlier all around the basement before dropping another match and escaping out the backdoor.

“The bitch was looking for a key,” Shari said.

“What key?” Oliver asked dumbfounded.

“I don’t know. She pulled everything apart looking for it. When she couldn’t locate the key, she started the fire.” Shari pointed to the pile of papers drenched in water in the middle of Fay’s office. “The fire started up here. Then on the way out, she squirted the lighter fluid, starting the fire in the basement.”

“Now isn’t this interesting how you know exactly what happened.”

“Please. I told you I have visions. That bitch is the one who started the fires.”

“Do you know if Fay had a security system?”

Shari nodded her head. “Yes, but it looks like it
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