
  
    [image: Allison’s Alibi]
  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PRAISE FOR CB SAMET

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Four-time award winning author

      

      

      
        
        
        “Fast-paced and fun! Samet combines the paranormal and suspense elements effortlessly with the story of two people finding their way to each other. Allison’s Alibi is the best yet in this series. I didn’t want it to end—so I’ll be waiting with bated breath for the next book in the series!”

        USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR PAUL ARDOIN

      

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “Samet’s prose vacillates skillfully between various registers, expressing sensuality, suspense, and humor, as needed.”

        KIRKUS REVIEW (ON ROMANCING THE SPIRIT SERIES BOOKS 1-6)

      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      ALLISON’S ALIBI

      ROMANCING THE SPIRIT SERIES

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

    
      
        CB SAMET

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

    

    
      
        Dear Reader

      

      
        Other Books by CB Samet

      

      
        Gracelynn’s Genie

      

    

    

  


  
    
      © 2020 CB Samet

      All rights reserved. No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without permission from the publisher, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law. For permissions, contact:

      cbsamet@cbsamet.com

      

      This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to any actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

      Cover Design by: GET COVERS

      Print ISBN: 978-1-950942-24-4

    

  


  
    
      
        [image: ]
      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      “So, you don’t have an alibi?”

      Spine straight in her desk chair, Allison arched an eyebrow. “If I’d known someone was going to murder my research colleague, I wouldn’t have spent the night home alone.”

      “But you were alone Saturday night between the hours of ten pm and midnight?”

      “Yes.” Allison enunciated the word to make sure she was clear, because Detective LaGrange insisted on clarification of her initial answer as though trying to catch her in a lie.

      Saturday had passed like any other. She’d worked a half-day at the lab and ridden her spin bike in her exercise room at home in the afternoon. Then, she’d spent the evening home alone and gone to bed alone.

      “Do you know anyone who might have wanted Professor Baylon dead?”

      Allison frowned. Wasn’t that the million-dollar question? She’d been asking herself that question ever since learning of his death. “No. On an academic level, he worked well with others and stuck to his lab. I don’t know much about his married life—married and kids are grown, both in careers now, I think. I seem to remember him showing me pictures of grandchildren—yes, new twins.”

      “Did the two of you socialize outside of work?” The detective’s brown eyes scrutinized her, and his weathered skin suggested hard living, someone unafraid of getting his hands dirty and who didn’t waste time on pleasantries.

      Allison glanced at the other man in her office. Detective LaGrange had introduced him as Cash McCall, a psychic detective and police consultant. Rather than sit on the opposite side of her desk like LaGrange, Cash roamed her office, looking at her diplomas and collection of elephant figurines on her bookshelves.

      In contrast to the wrinkled, ill-fitting suit Detective LaGrange wore, Cash sported tailored navy slacks and a pressed white shirt—to crisp for a cop. His black Oxfords were polished to a shine.

      She turned back to Detective LaGrange. “We did not have a relationship outside work. I don’t know much about his social life.”

      “But you knew him for five years.”

      “Yes, professionally.”

      “Five years working together and ya’ll never went out for drinks? Shoot the shit or whatnot? Me and Cash, here, we’ve been professional colleagues for several years now. Closed over a dozen cases. We go out for drinks regularly.” His voice was a slow but well-spoken and smooth Southern drawl.

      Her gaze drifted to the consultant who stood near one of her bookshelves. He kept his hands tucked in his pockets as he perused the titles of textbooks. Sunlight from the window illuminated the faint, natural highlights in his thick hair.

      Turning back to LaGrange, she said, “Well, perhaps murder investigations promote bonding better than petri dishes.”

      Cash chuckled, but she kept her eyes on LaGrange.

      A knock came at the door before it was tentatively pushed open. Vera Myers stuck her head inside Allison’s office. “Dr. Sloan, is it okay to go back to the lab now?”

      Allison nodded to her research assistant. Not just hers. Vera had worked for Baylon too. The young grad student had already been questioned by the police. She dipped her head before leaving.

      Detective LaGrange pulled out his phone, flicked through the screen, and then turned it for Allison to see.

      She pulled her glasses onto her nose as she read what appeared to be a text message transcript.

      
        
        I know what you’ve done.

      

      

      “Care to explain the text message Professor Baylon sent you?” Detective LaGrange asked.

      Allison suppressed a shudder at the eerie statement and kept her tone calm. As soon as she’d learned of Baylon’s murder, she’d known his late night text would seem suspicious.

      She needed to explain this to the detective the way she might talk to a belligerent patient—firm but don’t piss him off. “I didn’t see the text until Sunday morning because my phone is set on ‘DO NOT DISTURB’ from ten pm to seven am. When I saw it, I assumed he’d inadvertently texted the wrong person. I did my morning bike ride and thought I’d bring the text up when I saw him this morning at work.”

      LaGrange leaned back in the chair. “It all sounds so logical, doc. But lookin’ at if from an investigative standpoint, I’ve got a vic who fingered you, and you’ve got no alibi to save your hide.”

      She slid her glasses off and let them dangle around her neck on the gold chain connecting the ends. If her father had taught her one thing, it was to keep her emotions bottled inside of her. The more emotional turmoil within—fear, pain, sadness—the more she was supposed to let those create an impassive shell on the outside.

      Her stomach tightened, but her voice stayed cool. “Let’s have another go at logic, shall we?” She steepled her fingers. “Now … you haven’t given the exact time of death—just ten to midnight for my whereabouts—but I do have this text message sent to me at 11:06. If I’m at the scene of the crime, murdering Baylon, why is he texting me?”

      “I most certainly would like to know the same thing,” Detective LaGrange replied, the sap in his voice growing stickier.

      Allison resisted the urge to tell him to get out of her damn office with his judgmental stare, do his job, and find the real killer. She knew from her acclimation to Louisiana cultural nuisances that voices tended to grow sweeter as more venom was infused. Returning his acidity with her temper would only magnify her existing problem of his unspoken accusation.

      She continued calmly, “There are two possibilities. Baylon could have texted me by mistake. My name starts with an ‘A,’ so I’m first on some peoples’ contact lists. The other option is that the killer texted me from Baylon’s phone.”

      “Why would the killer do that?”

      Sensing her line of reasoning was one Detective LaGrange had also considered, she felt some consolation knowing he hadn’t immediately jumped to her as the murderer.

      Still silently listening, Cash leaned closer to one of her shelves, eyeing her green, gold, and purple Mardi Gras elephant figurine.

      “Either a mis-text or misdirection,” she said, pulling her gaze from Cash back to LaGrange.

      “You’re saying the killer wanted to throw suspicion onto you? Why?”

      “I assume to keep suspicion off himself.”

      “Himself?”

      “I needed to pick a pronoun. I have no idea if the killer is male or female.”

      “So how does the killer send a message on a password-protected phone?”

      Annoyance rippled through her. Was this the detective’s Matlock, play dumb routine, to get his perp to slip up?

      “Although I’ve never tested it, I assume facial recognition or thumb prints on corpses still suffice to unlock phones.”

      “Yeah, I can’t explain the text message either. But it’s very concerning.”

      “I’m innocent, Detective LaGrange. You’ll find none of my DNA at the crime scene, and my fingerprints won’t be on the murder weapon.”

      “I’ll let you know if that’s the case when we find the murder weapon.”

      His eye contact lingered a few seconds. “Well.” Detective LaGrange stood. “If you think of anything else.” He extended a business card to her as he rubbed his balding head with his other hand.

      Allison set the card down on top of her desk as she also stood. “Do you have any other suspects?”

      “So far it’s just you on my board, Dr. Sloan. Best you stay in town, yeah?”
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        * * *

      

      Cash McCall stepped outside Dr. Sloan’s office to speak with Detective LaGrange. “I’m going to hang back, Hyde. See if I can learn anything else.” Dr. Sloan didn’t have an alibi and didn’t seem particularly distraught about her colleague’s death, which piqued Cash’s interest.

      “Good luck. The ice queen in there is liable to eat you alive. Check in with me when you’re done.” Hyde plodded down the hallway.

      Cash stepped back into Dr. Sloan’s office where she stood behind her desk. She wore a baby-blue blouse, navy skirt, brown boots that rose over her calves, and an expression of wariness that the interview wasn’t over yet.

      “Why elephants?” he asked.

      “What?”

      “You have numerous elephant figurines. They must be of some significance to you.”

      “Elephants symbolize good luck.” Her brisk answer suggested that might not be the real answer—or the complete one.

      “They can also symbolize fertility, but you don’t seem like the type of woman for frivolous superstition.”

      She crossed her arms as if to suggest he didn’t know a damn thing about her.

      “You don’t have a Southern accent,” he noted.

      “I was a transplant to NOLA when I was in grade school.”

      “And then you left to attend college at Loyola followed by medical school at Johns Hopkins. Then, back to New Orleans five years ago.”

      “What do you do for the police exactly?” Dr. Sloan asked. She had an oval face and full lips with vibrant, youthful skin. Put her in blue jeans and a T-shirt, and she’d pass for a grad student like her lab assistant, Vera.

      “I talk to spirits.”

      “Ah! Then you should be able to clear my name. Professor Baylon can tell you who killed him. And it won’t be me.”

      Cash detected condescension in her tone, but it sounded forced. So, she was being defensive, which—combined with no alibi—was highly suspect.

      He was accustomed to negative attitudes from skeptics about his medium ability. Instead of challenging her disbelief, he gave Dr. Sloan his most charming smile. “If only it worked that way. Sometimes it’s that simple. But sometimes—as in the case with Professor Baylon—the victim doesn’t linger as a spirit to resolve his own murder.” Cash had spent time at the crime scene and encountered neither Baylon’s ghost nor a ghost who’d witnessed the murder.

      “Well, that’s unfortunate.” Her voice sounded genuinely disappointed. She brushed long, straight strands of mahogany hair off her shoulder.

      “So, you didn’t see Baylon socially. Were you hiding a romantic relationship?”

      “He’s twenty years my senior.” She sounded insulted at Cash’s insinuation.

      Cash shrugged, slipping his hands back in his pockets. “He’s a renowned
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