
  
    
      
    
  


		


  
    
      
    
  


		


		Ded­i­ca­tion

		
			For my hus­band,

			my rea­son
		


		Pro­logue

		
			Is there a con­nec­tive thread in ev­ery­thing that hap­pens in some­one’s life?
		

		He checked his watch for about the sev­enth time since he’d flown out of the door of his four­teenth-floor Man­hat­tan apart­ment. In ten min­utes, he was due across town for a meet­ing. He paced in front of the el­e­va­tor door. Usu­al­ly, it was slow, but to­day, it was in­ter­minable when he des­per­ate­ly need­ed ev­ery­thing to fly — just to fly.

		
			Those things that you can nev­er an­tic­i­pate—was it all chance or the prod­uct of some grand cos­mic de­sign?
		

		“Where are you, Jack? Mr. Brase­man has called three times al­ready. You were sup­posed to prep him be­fore the meet­ing?”

		“I’m just flag­ging down a cab. Ev­ery­thing’s go­ing hay­wire. My alarm didn’t wake me, and my cell phone was turned off.” He rubbed his eyes. He’d over­slept but felt like he hadn’t slept at all. “Tell him I got caught in a traf­fic jam.”

		“Jack, he sound­ed re­al­ly up­set.”

		“Look, Bev, there’s noth­ing I can do. Stall him. I’ll be there.”

		He hung up — just didn’t want to hear any­more. He was out of breath. Down the street, there was al­ready heavy traf­fic, but he couldn’t spot any cabs. The city was usu­al­ly glut­ted with them. But not as far as his eyes could see, not when he need­ed one.

		He stopped. He had to — for a minute, to breathe again. He looked up. The sky­scrapers over his head stretched in­to the clouds.

		
			The ques­tions, the big ones, ad­mit­ted­ly, he hadn’t tak­en much time to pon­der.
		

		
			Af­ter all, such is­sues fell in­to the philo­soph­i­cal are­na — again, where he hadn’t cared to spend much time. There weren’t any clear-cut an­swers on this stuff writ­ten down in a book. Well, maybe some book, but not his brand of read­ing ma­te­ri­al — the stock mar­ket, law jour­nals, and Agatha Christie nov­els. They were his Achilles heel. He’d al­ways felt that Agatha did have her hand on the pulse of hu­man na­ture.
		

		“Bren­nan, where are you? Your re­cep­tion­ist gave me this num­ber. I’ve in­vest­ed too much in your firm to have you screw this deal up for me.” Click

		“Jack, hi, it’s Tes­sa Knowles. Re­mem­ber we met last week­end? Um, Bob Wal­ters in­tro­duced us at the Pe­ter­son re­cep­tion. Any­way, Bob tells me you don’t slow down for any­body, so I de­cid­ed to call you. My num­ber is 23—”

		He clicked the phone off. That was all the mes­sages. He loos­ened his tie. It was hot, un­usu­al­ly hot, even for an Au­gust day. It was get­ting to him — the heat, re­al­ly be­gin­ning to get to him.

		He peered down the street anx­ious­ly. Damn it, again, no cabs in sight, peo­ple were ev­ery­where, even this ear­ly, but it wasn’t ear­ly.

		He rechecked his watch. It was late. Peo­ple stand­ing with him near the street, look­ing, hun­gry for a cab, hun­gry to get some­where.

		
			He was young, he thought, on­ly thir­ty-five. One would think that sta­tis­ti­cal­ly, he had a bet­ter chance of be­ing knifed by a mug­ger. But the time of death has lit­tle or, bet­ter said, noth­ing to do with sta­tis­tics or prob­a­bil­i­ty. It was sim­ply the time.
		

		Fi­nal­ly, a cab was com­ing down the street, but three oth­er peo­ple were al­ready start­ing in that di­rec­tion. He moved to en­ter the race but just couldn’t — must stop, just a sec­ond, just to breathe.

		“The wa­ter’s al­ways the place I go to recharge, son. It makes ev­ery­thing slow down and make sense.” He was with his fa­ther again out on the fish­ing boat, just for a sec­ond, one pre­cious sec­ond.

		But the noise, the loud nois­es of the city, rushed up and dragged him back.

		
			Shouldn’t mo­men­tous days be filled with mo­men­tous things in­stead of lit­tle things?
		

		Across the street, he saw steam ris­ing off the hot ce­ment side­walk. Some­one was mur­mur­ing near him about an Ital­ian restau­rant they want­ed to try for lunch. And on top of it all, the gaso­line fumes from the street traf­fic burned his nose and throat. He couldn’t draw the air in. And all he need­ed was a mo­ment to breathe.

		Too quick­ly came the crush­ing pain in his chest, his knees buck­ling, re­fus­ing to sup­port him fur­ther, and the mer­ci­ful, dizzy­ing black­ness.

		
			It did seem that he was un­just­ly young. He was on­ly thir­ty-five, but on that hot Au­gust morn­ing, for some odd rea­son, Jack Bren­nan wasn’t ter­ri­bly sur­prised.
		


		chap­ter one

		Hal­lie

		Hal­lie Bark­ly was a writ­er of hor­ror sto­ries, or rather hor­ror nov­els, and had achieved some mod­er­ate suc­cess in her pro­fes­sion. Of course, on­ly some knew that they were her books at all. The first one she had ev­er pub­lished, her own moth­er re­fused to be­lieve was hers. “Why on earth, dar­ling, would a beau­ti­ful young wom­an like you write such con­vo­lut­ed and hor­ri­ble things? You’ve al­ways been such a love­ly, kind, con­sid­er­ate child. Why, you even came out of that un­for­tu­nate di­vorce from Ed­ward so, well, benev­o­lent. Where on earth did all this twist­ed rage come from?”

		And Hal­lie had smiled and said lit­tle, un­will­ing to ar­gue this point or any oth­er with her moth­er. Where did this rage come from? Where in­deed? Ed­ward, how­ev­er, did fig­ure promi­nent­ly in the works of Se­bas­tian Win­ters, Hal­lie’s dark and proac­tive pseu­do­nym.

		Her ex-hus­band made his de­but ap­pear­ance as the ma­nip­u­la­tive and self-ab­sorbed lawyer who gets butchered in Vengeance’s An­gel and then lat­er the anal ac­coun­tant who gets his just due in Re­quiem for the Mid­night Hour. She had to ad­mit that it did feel good to oft the son of a bitch, at least in her mind. Be­cause in the re­al world, she hadn’t said boo to his un­fair machi­na­tions in their di­vorce set­tle­ment. But then again, all that re­pressed frus­tra­tion he had cul­ti­vat­ed did give birth to a well-sus­tained ca­reer as Se­bas­tian Win­ters. And, in some fash­ion, had al­so led her here to seclu­sion.

		RRrrrrng. She picked up the phone she’d care­less­ly tossed on her well-clut­tered com­put­er desk. With­out hes­i­ta­tion, she an­swered. There were on­ly a hand­ful of peo­ple who ac­tu­al­ly knew where she was. “Hel­lo?”

		“Hal­lie, it’s Mon­i­ca. I’ve been try­ing to reach you for sev­er­al days.”

		“Oh, I’m sor­ry. I haven’t been check­ing my voice­mail.”

		“Or email?”

		“Yeah, well, I got on a roll with the nov­el, so—” She strummed her jagged, un­man­i­cured nails on the desk, du­bi­ous­ly re­flect­ing on how un­true that par­tic­u­lar state­ment was.

		“I was a lit­tle wor­ried about you.” Dra­mat­ic pause, “You know, be­ing so iso­lat­ed, mov­ing out alone in the coun­try.”

		“It’s just for the sum­mer, Mon­i­ca, so I can write this book.”

		“An­oth­er vam­pire book?” She smiled vague­ly, dis­tressed by the awk­ward col­lec­tion of words on the screen.

		“Yes, but this one will be dif­fer­ent,” the state­ment per­haps more to her­self than Mon­i­ca.

		“Will you prom­ise to drive in­to the city this week­end to have lunch with me? I haven’t been able to get away. Things are pop­ping here.”

		“A mar­ket­ing emer­gen­cy?”

		“Well, we all can’t be suc­cess­ful au­thors of pulp fic­tion.”

		Her voice had got­ten a lit­tle testy. Ev­i­dent­ly, Hal­lie had un­know­ing­ly ticked her off again. “I see you still hold my work in high re­gard.”

		“No, no, in my book, suc­cess is suc­cess, no mat­ter what you do to get it. Any­way, you know I’m just jeal­ous.”

		She tapped her fin­gers ner­vous­ly on the desk. She wasn’t in the prop­er frame of mind for Mon­i­ca’s back­hand­ed com­pli­ments. Her mind was too caught up in strug­gling with her prob­lem­at­ic nar­ra­tive. “Well, don’t be. You have a life. All I have is what’s in my head.”

		“And from what I gath­er, that’s a rather gris­ly place to be.”

		“Yes, well, I can’t de­ny that. Look, I’ll call you at the end of the week.”

		“Will you?”

		“Prom­ise.”

		“I don’t like the way you sound. Give Se­bas­tian a rest for a while, like an ev­er­last­ing one.”

		“Oh, very good. Bye, hang up now.”

		
		She was odd and, for lack of a bet­ter word, quirky. It was a de­scrip­tion that he wasn’t or­di­nar­i­ly apt to use. That was his first im­pres­sion of her. In ad­di­tion, she was re­al­ly kind of a slob. Her of­fice was a dis­as­ter. This drove him crazy, or at least it used to. He need­ed or­der around him to think and to plan strate­gies. But now ev­ery­thing felt dis­con­nect­ed. Pri­or­i­ties had some­how rad­i­cal­ly shift­ed all over the place.

		Of course, it took him a while to re­al­ize she re­al­ly couldn’t see him. In fact, she wasn’t aware of him at all. They oc­cu­pied the same house, some­times al­most the same place, but Hal­lie Bark­ly was com­plete­ly obliv­i­ous to his pres­ence.

		He had un­earthed this par­tic­u­lar truth amid a few em­bar­rass­ing en­coun­ters. Com­ing to the old house had been like wak­ing up from an ex­tend­ed sleep. He was grog­gy and dis­ori­ent­ed. He was even wear­ing the same dark navy suit that he’d re­mem­bered putting on that morn­ing. And then she’d come in the room and walked right by him.

		Un­der­stand­ably star­tled, he’d stam­mered, “Ex­cuse me, can you please tell me where I am?” si­lence. “Miss, don’t you hear me? I have no idea how I got here.” And then, as she crossed through the room again, “What’s your prob­lem? Are you deaf?” He fol­lowed her around for a while and even­tu­al­ly gave up, du­bi­ous­ly ac­cept­ing that he was not what he used to be or that she was an im­be­cile.

		He found her name on her driv­er’s li­cense in her purse. He’d picked up the purse, the size of a sad­dle­bag, and root­ed through it un­til he found the lit­tle beige wal­let stuffed to ca­pac­i­ty.

		She had some cred­it cards, the li­cense, more crum­pled re­ceipts than he cared to count, and what he sur­mised from the re­sem­blance was a pic­ture of her fam­i­ly – two par­ents and one sis­ter. The sis­ter, he ob­served, looked like his un­ob­ser­vant house­mate but had eyes that were, frankly, hard­er. Siz­ing peo­ple up was a com­po­nent of Jack’s suc­cess, and to him, Hal­lie Bark­ly ex­ud­ed a sen­si­tive, sort of vul­ner­a­ble qual­i­ty.

		Of course, rather quick­ly, he con­clud­ed that it was prob­a­bly best that they hadn’t met back in New York be­cause, on the whole, Jack hadn’t been too nice to wom­en. And, quite hon­est­ly, most of the wom­en he’d known hadn’t been too nice. He swam with sharks. In his old cir­cle, Hal­lie would have been like a gup­py in a tank filled with preda­tors. But he thought these things with­out cer­tain­ty or much con­vic­tion.

		Out­side of the su­per­fi­cial changes he’d un­der­gone in this new realm, like the be­ing in­vis­i­ble part, it was be­com­ing clear that he was sub­tly and overt­ly linked to this wom­an. This be­came painful­ly ob­vi­ous when he tried to leave the house on his own. It was a No-Go. The front door was like a brick wall. The far­thest he could get was a screen porch on the side of the house.

		It be­came all too clear to him that he couldn’t go any­where un­less she left, too. Luck­i­ly, he’d been able to tag along when she went out to the gro­cery, and hav­ing rag­ing cab­in fever, he’d con­sid­ered even that a treat.

		So ul­ti­mate­ly, in­stead of let­ting him­self de­scend in­to pan­ic, Jack de­cid­ed to bide his time and col­lect in­for­ma­tion un­til he could act. Per­haps pa­tience was a les­son he would be learn­ing here if, in­deed, this strange episode had any pur­pose. But with­out hav­ing any re­al rea­son to think so, he felt that some­how, in an ob­scure way, Hal­lie Bark­ly was his re­spon­si­bil­i­ty.

		What ex­act­ly that meant, he didn’t have a clue. On­ly that he was stuck in this old coun­try house with her for some de­fin­i­tive rea­son, which he need­ed to un­rav­el in or­der to get un­stuck or un­til some­one came along to get him out.

		It was in an at­tempt to dis­tract him­self from all these dis­turb­ing thoughts that he’d first dis­cov­ered Se­bas­tian Win­ters.

		
		
			His eyes were black, not the col­or of ebony or ob­sid­i­an, but the ab­sence of col­or – the void. To look in­to them was es­sen­tial­ly to sur­ren­der one’s soul, one’s very essence, to the will of an­oth­er – and alas, to be oh so grate­ful to do so.
		

		He glanced across the room at Hal­lie in­tense­ly typ­ing on her com­put­er key­board. He had set­tled in a gold, vel­vet, wing-backed chair that she had po­si­tioned in the cor­ner of the room. She’d con­vert­ed this spare bed­room in­to an of­fice of sorts. In his hands, he held a pa­per­back, one of the first Se­bas­tian Win­ters novel­las pub­lished by Dark Re­flec­tion In­trigue Books. Ac­cord­ing to the back cov­er, it had been num­ber fif­teen in their sum­mer re­leas­es en­ti­tled The Vam­pire’s Grip. He was scan­ning through the pa­per­back, aware that he could some­how do this with­out Hal­lie’s knowl­edge. The two of them ex­ist­ed of­ten in the same space, but some­how, he sus­pect­ed, not in the same flow of time. It was an aware­ness that had come to him, al­most as though he was slow­ly be­ing fed pieces of in­for­ma­tion about this new ex­is­tence of his.

		He con­tin­ued,

		
			Jas­mine, the young, blond, clean­ing wom­an, felt a pres­ence with­in the build­ing, al­though that in it­self was not un­usu­al. It was an of­fice com­plex usu­al­ly well pop­u­lat­ed by young yup­pie ex­ec­u­tives, but it was well af­ter reg­u­lar busi­ness hours.
		

		It wasn’t im­pos­si­ble that some­one was work­ing late. Even as she re­as­sured her­self, she trem­bled with an ap­pre­hen­sion flow­ing forth from an un­known source. She forced her­self to con­tin­ue to emp­ty the wastepa­per bas­kets, ig­nor­ing the sen­sa­tion as well as the un­du­ly rapid beat­ing of her heart that she could feel pound­ing loud­ly in her chest.

		
			Even the puls­ing blood in her pro­tru­sive jugu­lar vein seemed to swish to a new, un­fa­mil­iar rhythm.
		

		He looked again at the in­tense, meek fig­ure po­si­tioned at the mon­i­tor and gri­maced. “Love­ly,” he mur­mured.

		
			And then, as though through no will of her own, her eyes were dragged up to fo­cus on the long cor­ri­dor ahead of her.
		

		There he stood where there was no one mo­ments ear­li­er – a man with Latin-like fea­tures, un­de­ni­ably at­trac­tive, and yet with an un­usu­al­ly pale com­plex­ion.

		
			He was dressed in a well-tai­lored, de­sign­er suit, but that in it­self wasn’t sur­pris­ing. Jas­mine knew that the build­ing held an eclec­tic, in­ter­na­tion­al mix of ex­ec­u­tives.
		

		
			As star­tling as was his sud­den ap­pear­ance, he was now hold­ing out his hand to­ward her, beck­on­ing and speak­ing her name in de­li­cious­ly bro­ken Eng­lish, “Jas­mine.”
		

		
			The very sound of her name on his lips re­ver­ber­at­ed ev­ery­where around her. “Uh,” she stam­mered with dif­fi­cul­ty, “do you need your trash cans emp­tied?”
		

		
			He spoke again in his deep, rich for­eign ac­cent, “Jas­mine, come to me.”
		

		
			She felt her­self pulled to­ward him, com­pelled, mag­ne­tized, as though noth­ing on earth could pre­vent her from go­ing to him.
		

		“Yes, yes, we get the idea.” The in­tense melo­dra­ma felt acute­ly un­com­fort­able to his prag­mat­ic mind.

		
			And she did.
		

		And the page end­ed. It was the end of a chap­ter. He looked up, con­fused. What strange driv­el? He flipped to the be­gin­ning of the next chap­ter and glanced down the first page.

		Whoah, it was jolt­ing, dis­turb­ing, even for him. Ap­par­ent­ly, quite a blood bath en­sues af­ter the mys­te­ri­ous stranger takes a chunk out of Jas­mine’s pro­trud­ing jugu­lar. He laughed to him­self to dis­pel a lit­tle of the shock. How very odd for such pent-up in­ten­si­ty to be locked in that near­ly frag­ile, gen­tile crea­ture across the room.

		She stopped typ­ing at the com­put­er and slumped dra­mat­i­cal­ly over the desk. The sud­den move­ment had sur­prised him. Drawn by cu­rios­i­ty, he put The Vam­pire’s Grip aside and went to her.

		He looked down at the back of her head rest­ing on the desk. She did have pret­ty hair. It was a light brown— thick and wavy, gen­er­ous­ly high­light­ed with streaks of gold­en blonde. He’d known wom­en who had their hair col­ored this way in a beau­ty sa­lon, but some­how, he felt with Hal­lie, it was just nat­u­ral. Their shared oc­cu­pan­cy had taught him that she didn’t seem to wor­ry about ex­ter­nals of­ten.

		He reached out his hand to soft­ly touch her hair, but she didn’t move. She didn’t know he was there. And he still didn’t know why he was.

		
		Jack didn’t trust Mon­i­ca Quim­by. She was a tall, slen­der, brown-eyed blond whose fea­tures were too sharply de­fined by di­et­ing, hard liv­ing, and prob­a­bly work­ing out quite of­ten. But it was the stern­ness and de­ter­mi­na­tion set in her face that he didn’t like. He’d seen it of­ten enough. In fact, he’d dat­ed it of­ten enough.

		“I don’t know, Hal­lie. This place just seems kind of iso­lat­ed. Aren’t you wor­ried about some­one break­ing in?”

		Hal­lie smiled in­dul­gent­ly and sipped her cup of ridicu­lous­ly hot pep­per­mint tea.

		“This isn’t the big city, you know. Not much hap­pens out here ex­cept hunt­ing. I do hear gun­shots out­side some­times.”

		“Oh well, that’s com­fort­ing.” Mon­i­ca sat on the beige, over­stuffed so­fa that Hal­lie had brought from her apart­ment in Rich­mond and crossed her ex­cep­tion­al­ly long, shape­ly legs. She was dressed in one of her more tight­ly fit­ted busi­ness suits with a slit in the skirt long enough to fa­cil­i­tate move­ment and tan­ta­lize at the same time.

		There was a time when Hal­lie en­vied her old col­lege room­mate, her looks, and her con­fi­dence. But a dose of life and ex­pe­ri­ence had let her glean that Mon­i­ca was a ter­ri­bly rest­less and un­hap­py per­son. She was ag­gres­sive in go­ing af­ter what she want­ed, but once she got it, she was nev­er sat­is­fied for very long.

		“Hon­est­ly, Hal, mov­ing all your stuff here for just the sum­mer.”

		“Prob­a­bly more like six months.”

		“Now it’s six months. Are you ev­er com­ing back to the re­al world?”

		“This feels pret­ty re­al to me.” Jack moved to sit in a large wood­en rock­ing chair be­side the light blue lazy boy that Hal­lie was in. Her taste cer­tain­ly was a mish­mash of styles. But that didn’t both­er him much. She got what she liked. To him, it showed a sort of in­de­pen­dence. She seemed calm and serene when deal­ing with the blonde pi­ran­ha. What strange con­trasts she seemed to be com­posed of.

		Mon­i­ca sighed in dra­mat­ic ex­as­per­a­tion. “You know what I mean. When was the last time you had a date?”

		“Umm, let’s see. Prob­a­bly when Ed­ward asked me to mar­ry him.”

		Her small green eyes got a lit­tle big­ger. “Are you se­ri­ous? It’s been four years since your di­vorce. You’re a suc­cess­ful au­thor. You’re a great catch.”

		“Oh good, let me get a man for those rea­sons. No, thank you, I don’t need an­oth­er fouled-up re­la­tion­ship.”

		“Come on, Hal­lie. A bad re­la­tion­ship is bet­ter than none at all.”

		She frowned, rub­bing her fore­head ca­su­al­ly. It was the odd sen­sa­tion again, a pres­sure just above her eyes that she felt from time to time in the house. “Do you have any idea how tru­ly screwed up that sounds?”

		“Yes, I do, but I don’t want you to be alone.”

		“I’m not. I have Se­bas­tian Win­ters with me.”

		“Do you have any idea how screwed up that sounds?”

		She sighed with a touch of ex­ag­ger­a­tion. “Yes, strange­ly enough, I do. Fin­ish your tea, then we can take a drive in the moun­tains.”

		Mon­i­ca gri­maced, look­ing dis­sat­is­fied that her point was lost on her friend. “As long as you don’t drive off a moun­tain.”

		“You are cranky. Are you hav­ing your pe­ri­od?”

		Jack rolled his eyes. This is stuff he re­al­ly need­ed to hear.

		
		
			“I don’t be­lieve you’re a lost soul, Samory.”
		

		
			“Gabriel­la, you should leave now. You don’t know how many I have killed over the course of my cen­turies of life. Your in­no­cence can­not save me.”
		

		
			“No, that’s not true. Love can change any­one.”
		

		Jack looked quizzi­cal­ly at the wom­an typ­ing in­tent­ly on the key­board be­side him. The large brown eyes were glazed. She seemed very tired. Of course, fa­tigue didn’t seem to both­er him any­more. The round, nau­ti­cal-look­ing clock she’d hung on the wall read two ‘o’clock. Time had ceased to be very sig­nif­i­cant for him, but Hal­lie should be asleep.

		Then again, he had gath­ered that she was a bit noc­tur­nal by na­ture. These late hours did seem to be a very pro­duc­tive time for her.

		
			“I do love you, Samory. Our lives can be­gin now.”
		

		“How naive you seem, Gabriel­la,” Jack mur­mured un­der his breath. And then, in the next mo­ment, Hal­lie had typed:

		
			“How naive you seem, Gabriel­la.”
		

		
			“Why do you say hurt­ful things to me, Samory?”
		

		He smiled, in­trigued by the phe­nom­e­na. Now, what campy thing would a wom­an want

		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		

  
    
      
    
  


		


		Ded­i­ca­tion

		
			For All Those Seek­ing Their Path

			And All Light­work­ers in the World Who Toil to Make a Dif­fer­ence
		


  
    
      
    
  


		


  		Dedication

		For Robert and Jonathan Whose Ideas Open Up New Worlds For Me


		About Au­thor

		Eve­lyn Kle­bert (1965 to present) is an au­thor from the grand old city of New Or­leans. She has writ­ten nu­mer­ous ac­claimed books: para­nor­mal nov­els, col­lec­tions of su­per­nat­u­ral short sto­ries, and es­o­ter­ic po­et­ry col­lec­tions. She is an avid read­er and stu­dent of es­o­ter­ic stud­ies in­tent on ex­am­in­ing the “big ques­tions” in life as are her char­ac­ters. Tread­ing on Bor­rowed Time, one of her nov­els,is a love sto­ry set in New Or­leans which ex­plores the is­sue of past lives, karmic obli­ga­tions, as well as oth­er di­men­sion­al be­ings. One of her most re­cent short sto­ry col­lec­tions, Trav­els in­to the Breach: Ac­counts of a Reclu­sive Mys­tic, fol­lows the ex­ploits of a su­per­nat­u­ral de­tec­tive who spe­cial­izes in psy­chic at­tacks.


		
			Ex­cerpt from The La­dy in the Blue Dress
		

		It was cu­ri­ous. Even when she was quite the lit­tle girl, she had thought how very green her grand­moth­er’s eyes were. They were a strange, un­usu­al shade, sort of dark green but with a clar­i­ty and clear­ness that, in lat­er years, she’d rarely run across in any oth­er per­son of her ac­quain­tance.

		Back then, when she was around eight years old, her grand­fa­ther was still alive, but her mem­o­ries of him were un­clear. The truth was he rarely spent time in the com­pa­ny of his first grand­child. But what­ev­er his ne­glect might have been, his wife made up for it ten-fold.

		In those ear­ly years, when her par­ents first sep­a­rat­ed, she spent more time on Fr­eret Street than at her own house. It had al­ways felt more like home to her than the num­ber of domi­ciles she and her moth­er fre­quent­ed over the years.

		But there was one par­tic­u­lar day, one very mem­o­rable day, that she most trea­sured. It was win­ter­time, close to Christ­mas, be­cause the fire­place down­stairs was lit, and a huge white Christ­mas tree was sit­ting in that very large room. It was late at night, and she and her grand­moth­er sat in front of the tree, sip­ping near­ly bit­ter cups of hot choco­late. They had that in com­mon. They liked their sweets laced with a tinge of bit­ter­ness.

		Mi­ka didn’t know where her moth­er was, on­ly that she was ab­sent, and that seemed par for the course, even at her young age. “Are you tired?” The la­dy with the dark green eyes asked her qui­et­ly. Her grand­moth­er was dressed in a long black, plush robe with white lace. They had turned out all the lamps in the room, so they sat with the fire­place and the Christ­mas tree lights be­ing the on­ly il­lu­mi­na­tion. At that mo­ment, Mi­ka re­mem­bered think­ing her grand­moth­er might have stepped out of some fairy­tale they were so fond of read­ing to­geth­er — not as a princess but as some sort of en­chantress. She al­ways thought of her grand­moth­er as beau­ti­ful, even as she aged.

		She shook her head and sipped her choco­late, dodg­ing a few dis­in­te­grat­ing marsh­mal­lows in the process. “No,” was all she said.

		And then her en­chantress smiled in a con­spir­a­to­ri­al way and whis­pered back. “Would you like to see a se­cret?”

		The ques­tion didn’t sur­prise her much. Her grand­moth­er was fond of se­crets and did like to play. Again, she nod­ded back to her, say­ing noth­ing fur­ther. Back then, she was a child of few words. But then again, her grand­moth­er seemed quite in tune with the con­tent of what­ev­er words she did deem to mut­ter. Per­haps, it was a streak of ob­sti­na­cy on Mi­ka’s part, a small protest of hers against the un­fair turns her life had al­ready tak­en, but be­tween them, there was an un­der­stand­ing. And maybe that was in­deed all she need­ed, one who un­der­stood. Again, a whis­per, “Fin­ish your choco­late, and then I’ll take you up­stairs.” Her grand­moth­er leaned back in the ta­pes­try-cov­ered, winged-back chair she was sit­ting in, look­ing quite pleased. “Dom­inque, there’s some­one I’d like to in­tro­duce you to.”

		Her grand­moth­er oc­cu­pied a suite of rooms on the sec­ond floor. Her grand­fa­ther had rooms else­where. Mi­ka nev­er thought to ask about the ar­range­ments. At that point in her young life, the idea of nor­mal­cy con­cern­ing any­thing was more than a bit skewed. As she got old­er, there wasn’t much im­prove­ment.

		She fol­lowed her grand­moth­er up the rather grand, dark wood­en stair­case. Her pink, fur­ry slip­pers slid along the high­ly waxed tex­ture of the enor­mous sur­faces. She’d mea­sured them once. The length of two of her feet could fit on a sin­gle stair. But grant­ed, at that age, her feet were some­what small. She tugged on her grand­moth­er’s sleeve, sud­den­ly feel­ing a lit­tle un­nerved rather than ex­cit­ed by the mys­te­ri­ous­ness of it all. “Who are we go­ing to meet? Are they up­stairs?”

		She glanced back at her, smil­ing, “Pa­tience, you must re­mem­ber to sa­vor life’s sur­pris­es, my dear. Be­fore you know it, they’ll all be used up. You on­ly get so many in a life­time.”

		She re­mem­bered be­ing struck by the el­der­ly wom­an’s sad­ness just then. And it was un­usu­al. Her grand­moth­er wasn’t one to feel sor­ry for her­self. She was al­ways busy with one thing or an­oth­er. And if there wasn’t some­thing to do, she cre­at­ed it, like their ad­ven­ture tonight. Mi­ka had a sneak­ing sus­pi­cion all of this was a spur-of-the-mo­ment cre­ation by her en­chantress to amuse her, but she didn’t care. She was game. And they were com­rades in the storm while the mad­ness of the out­side world flew by them.

		They paused on the land­ing, just in front of her grand­moth­er’s rooms. Mi­ka wait­ed and then fi­nal­ly in­quired, “Is it in your bed­room?”

		She shook her head, “No, it’s in an­oth­er place. A small room I’ve nev­er tak­en you to be­fore. I want­ed to wait un­til you were old enough. “

		Silent­ly, they trav­eled down the hall­way past the large doors to the suite and stopped in front of a small­er door at the end of the hall. Mi­ka was sure she’d passed it be­fore, but it was so non­de­script, just an or­di­nary, white wood­en door. No doubt, she had as­sumed it was a clos­et. There seemed to be noth­ing spe­cial about it. The house was full of them.

		Again, they paused, prob­a­bly a bit longer than was mer­it­ed. So, she asked, hav­ing the forthright­ness of a child that had yet to learn the world’s sub­tle­ty. “What sort of room is it?”

		Her grand­moth­er’s fin­ger­tips light­ly brushed the door­knob, but then she dropped her hand, seem­ing­ly in­de­ci­sive. “It’s my spe­cial place. I keep it just for my­self, but I think you would ap­pre­ci­ate it.”

		Mi­ka looked up at her quite solemn­ly as she re­mem­bered and an­swered, “I’m sure I will.”

		Qui­et­ly, her grand­moth­er reached up and opened the door. The en­trance was rel­a­tive­ly nar­row, but she gen­tly pushed Mi­ka for­ward. At first, it was im­pos­si­ble to see, and her foot slammed in­to some­thing. Be­hind her, her grand­moth­er put a hand on her shoul­der. “There’s two steps in­ward. Be care­ful.” They were steep steps. Mi­ka took them awk­ward­ly and then grate­ful­ly found her­self on flat­ter ground. She heard the door be­ing swung shut be­hind them. And then an­oth­er whis­per, “Are you ready for one of your life’s sur­pris­es?”

		She nod­ded, just now very anx­ious to get out of the dark­ness. She heard a lamp on the wall switch on as the room sud­den­ly was il­lu­mi­nat­ed by a soft light. It took a mo­ment, or maybe a few, to fo­cus on ev­ery­thing she saw. There was an old-fash­ioned, apothe­cary-look­ing desk against the wall, and across from it, book­shelves with vol­umes and or­na­ments, as well as love­ly small porce­lain stat­ues. Then across the lit­tle room was a great bay win­dow that was just stream­ing in the slight­est bit of moon­light. Be­neath it was a vel­vet win­dow seat with plush, love­ly, soft pil­lows. In the first mo­ments, as she took it in, all of it felt so com­fort­ing, cared for, and spe­cial. “This is a beau­ti­ful room,” she whis­pered, gen­uine­ly en­chant­ed. “You must love hav­ing this room.”

		And then, quite calm­ly, her grand­moth­er said, “This is not my room. I made it for her.”

		She smooth­ly ges­tured with her hand in a way that re­mind­ed Mi­ka again of the en­chantress cast­ing a spell. She point­ed be­hind Mi­ka’s back, mak­ing her re­al­ize that there was one wall of the room that she’d failed to ex­am­ine. She turned around slow­ly and then just stopped. “You see, my dear­est. This room is for the La­dy in the Blue Dress.”

		Mi­ka didn’t re­mem­ber if she gasped. Her heart must have skipped a few beats be­cause she saw some­thing with­in that or­nate gold­en frame that her grand­moth­er saw as well — some­thing so spe­cial and unique on­ly to them. Lat­er, it would be­come clear to her that not ev­ery­one shared their pas­sion for this paint­ing. Some on­ly saw it as a com­mod­i­ty, her moth­er a prime ex­am­ple. But she and her grand­moth­er saw some­thing well be­yond that. They saw mag­ic.
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			Ex­cerpt from The Teth­er­ing: A Por­tent of Crows
		

		How could he ex­plain the true na­ture of the world to those who chose to em­brace the il­lu­sion of what they be­lieved? Frankly, it was im­pos­si­ble un­til they were drown­ing in the truth and had no choice but to ac­knowl­edge it or go un­der.

		The night be­fore had been an ex­ceed­ing­ly dif­fi­cult evening. For him, it was most ob­vi­ous as to why. To oth­ers, they would sim­ply feel in­ex­pli­ca­bly ir­ri­ta­ble, or per­haps more — an­gry, en­raged, de­pressed, de­pend­ing on the mal­leabil­i­ty of the in­di­vid­u­al. The truth was the en­er­gy was tur­bu­lent, heavy, and, yes, un­equiv­o­cal­ly neg­a­tive. For him, it was as tan­gi­ble as though he was walk­ing through a heavy fog filled with tox­ic chem­i­cals. It was a night to stay home and al­low the cloud of bad en­er­gy to pass as one would shel­ter from a sud­den thun­der­storm, but un­for­tu­nate­ly, it seemed that she had made an­oth­er choice.

		It had been just three years now that he'd lived in the city. At the on­set, it was quite clear that this area would be a place of great spir­i­tu­al ac­tiv­i­ty, both good and bad. And more than a decade be­fore, he'd first been told about her, told that once they met, fi­nal­ly con­nect­ed, things would be­come much clear­er. And al­so, re­gret­tably, they would draw at­ten­tion. That was the na­ture of pow­er. Of course, giv­en all of this, it was pri­ma­ry that the time be right to make con­tact, not too ear­ly and, as well, not too late.

		These were the thoughts that plagued him as he wait­ed, al­beit not al­ways pa­tient­ly. And it was clear to him, as clear as any­thing, that this night, this par­tic­u­lar­ly dif­fi­cult night was not the right time. How­ev­er, all of this didn't change the fact that she was po­ten­tial­ly in great per­il. And it frus­trat­ed him to no end that she would will­ful­ly be out on a night like this and how ex­traor­di­nar­i­ly un­pro­tect­ed she was al­low­ing her­self to be.

		He'd parked his black sedan on one of the side streets ad­ja­cent to Banks. He was fa­mil­iar with the neigh­bor­hood, al­though he did not fre­quent it. Be­ing in the area too of­ten, he be­lieved, might just tip his hand be­fore he was ready. At this point, keep­ing him­self at such a dis­tance made it dif­fi­cult to gauge how sen­si­tive she was.

		As he slow­ly walked along Olympia St. head­ing to Banks, he was alert­ed by an odd rustling in the trees he was pass­ing. The light was wan­ing yet had not en­tire­ly dis­ap­peared. What he could clear­ly see in the dim­ming light was far too many crows fill­ing the some­what bar­ren branch­es. He took a sharp breath in­ward at the sight. It wasn't pre­cise­ly that he be­lieved in su­per­sti­tious omens but rather un­der­stood that an­i­mals, like peo­ple, were af­fect­ed by shifts in en­er­gy. In fact, one might say that they were more at­tuned than peo­ple who clut­tered their minds with unim­por­tant in­ci­den­tals and dis­trac­tions. Through­out his life, he had spent an in­or­di­nate amount of time ar­du­ous­ly train­ing and learn­ing to reign in and mon­i­tor his men­tal fac­ul­ties. With this, he could be more aware and re­spon­sive to the spir­i­tu­al shifts in the nat­u­ral world.

		And there was un­de­ni­ably one tak­ing place this evening, one that had alert­ed this par­tic­u­lar species of bird.

		
			"Black­birds, es­pe­cial­ly crows, and ravens, col­lect when there is a con­cen­tra­tion of en­er­gy."
		

		"En­er­gy, what sort of en­er­gy?"

		His Un­cle Silas had fur­rowed his tawny brow, or rather he had in his rec­ol­lec­tion. "Neg­a­tive usu­al­ly, I'm afraid. I know these birds get a bad rap, but in this in­stance, it is true. They her­ald a great con­cen­tra­tion of neg­a­tiv­i­ty, sort of act as a mark­er and per­haps at times as a buf­fer."

		Through­out his life, his Un­cle Silas had of­ten served as a men­tor and guide in these mat­ters. The truth was that he grew up dif­fer­ent­ly than most, al­though he knew with­out ques­tion that he wasn't alone in this re­gard. For him, the un­seen was com­mon­place. What oth­ers might dis­re­gard as fan­ta­sy was ac­cept­ed as nor­mal as learn­ing to ride a bike, as one's first steps or words. The shock of it re­al­ly was that ev­ery­one didn't live the same way, didn't ac­knowl­edge truths that were as ba­sic as draw­ing breath.

		So, as a re­sult, at a rel­a­tive­ly young age, at least the age of rea­son­ing, he'd al­so learned dis­cre­tion and se­cre­cy. In ef­fect, he would al­ways be two peo­ple, one that the world would know and an­oth­er — his true self that on­ly the like-mind­ed would be aware of.
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			The Lady in the Blue Dress
		

		6 x 9 Softcover & Hardcover 214 pages

		ISBN 978-1-61342-600-5

		ISBN (Hardcover) 978-1-61342-418-6

		
			

		

		When she was a child, Mika Devalieur was introduced to her grandmother's most precious possession — a priceless and mysterious painting that she simply called The Lady in the Blue Dress. Upon Adele St. Clair's death, the painting is left in the care of her granddaughter with only one stipulation. Mika must hand over the family heirloom to a total stranger. Mika Devalieur desperately wants to deny her beloved grandmother's last request, but she can't. Torn between her Gran's last wishes and her desire to hold onto the Lady, she ultimately journeys to rural Virginia, where an enigmatic man shows her that this painting is only the beginning.

		What quickly becomes clear is that James Clairmont knows much more about her and the Lady than he is letting on. He begins to slowly unravel a powerful supernatural connection that spans three generations of her family. Mika finds herself desperate to uncover the entire truth before she falls in love with a man filled with so many secrets — secrets about him, about her, and most especially about The Lady in the Blue Dress. (First published on Kindle Vella, episodes 1-23.)

		
			

		

		
			Dumaine Street
		

		6 x 9 Softcover & Hardcover 306 pages

		ISBN 978-1-61342-902-0

		ISBN (Hardcover) 978-1-61342-416-2

		
			

		

		Voices in her head, catastrophic emotions, hallucinations — Rebecca Wells is more than convinced that she is losing her mind. And as a last-ditch effort, she contacts a self-professed counselor who seems convinced he can help.

		Gabriel Sutton has abandoned the world of medicine to navigate a realm filled with psychic phenomena. Diagnosing Becca with extreme empathic abilities, he struggles to help her stabilize her gifts while trying desperately not to fall in love with his patient.

		From the realm of vulnerability into a crusade to use their profound gifts to rescue others from peril on the other side of death, these two follow an astonishing and unpredictable path into each other's hearts.

		
			

		

		
			The Tethering
		

		
			A Portent of Crows
		

		6 x 9 Softcover & Hardcover 201 pages

		ISBN 978-1-61342-599-2

		ISBN (Hardcover) 978-1-61342-419-3

		
			

		

		Deborah Brandt's beloved Aunt Gena always told her that she was special, a bit different, and would have to live her life, unlike other people. Of course, this she disregarded as the ramblings of her lovely but notably eccentric aunt. Although there were the things that Aunt Gena said that seemed true — like Deborah being sensitive to energy shifts, having potentially psychic impressions, and dreaming of a spirit guide — none of it could be real. But the most ridiculous thing that her Aunt Gena told her before she died was that someone special was out there for her. She said that he was an extraordinary man who was not only her perfect match but someone who she would learn from so that they could help the world in difficult times. How ridiculous! It sounds like a fairy tale, and no such person exists.

		Daniel Wren is unique. He has been raised and trained from a young age to hone his psychic gifts. He lives in a world unimagined by most. And he has been waiting for years to contact his counterpart, soulmate, if you will. But the problem is that she is painfully unaware of the type of life that he lives and the life she would be entering into if they came together.

		His dilemma becomes how best to proceed. How can he win her over and move forward before outside forces take that decision away from him?

		
			

		

		
			Travels into the Breach
		

		
			Accounts of a Reluctant Mystic
		

		6 x 9 Softcover & Hardcover 171 pages

		ISBN 978-1-61342-323-3

		ISBN (Hardcover) 978-1-61342-417-9

		
			

		

		At first glance, his life seems quiet, serene, and even uneventful. Malachi McKellan, a 65-year-old widower and author of esoteric books, lives largely as a recluse in a house situated just off the banks of Bayou St. John in New Orleans. But unbeknownst to most, he is also a bit of a detective, a specific kind of detective whose specialty is psychic attacks. Alongside his lifelong companion and spirit guide Simon Tull, a 19th-century, 20-something English gent, Malachi battles the unseen, and is an unacknowledged hero to the most vulnerable. Most of the population have no idea what is really happening beneath the surface of the world in which they live.

		In this collection of adventures, Malachi McKellan and Simon Tull wage war against the most insidious elements of the paranormal. In The Three, Malachi and Simon come to the aid of a young woman being victimized by a group of dark witches. An old apartment building is the scene of an unimaginable battle against monstrous forces in The Lost Soul. Malachi and Simon find themselves strategizing against a psychic vampire in Obsession, and The Hotelturns back time to the 1980s where Malachi confronts a demonic spirit. In Between, a past life is revisited as Malachi attempts to rescue a beloved sister from committing her existence to vengeance, and The Wedding takes a personal turn when Malachi must confront painful truths while endeavoring to protect his niece from a potentially devastating union.

		Travel into the breach with a pair of paranormal warriors who choose to confront overwhelming forces on a battlefield unsuspected by most.

		
			

		

		
			Gravier’s Bookshop
		

		
			A New Orleans Paranormal Mystery (#1)
		

		6 x 9 Softcover & Hardcover 172 pages

		ISBN 978-1-61342-288-5

		ISBN (Hardcover) 978-1-61342-411-7

		
			

		

		Max Gravier had no intention of becoming a recluse, but after his wife's death it seems his life is heading in that direction. He spends his time running Gravier's Bookshop on Magazine Street and occasionally on the quiet helps the police solve a crime with his psychic sensitivities. That is until he answers Caroline Breslin's call, a cry for help out of his dreams that draws him into a fierce battle for a young woman's soul.

		In this first installment of The New Orleans Paranormal Mystery series, Caroline Breslin, an amazingly gifted empath, is determined to strike out on her own and has moved out from the protection of her family home. All is going extremely well until, of course, she comes under siege from a devastating supernatural attack. The last thing Caroline wants is to run back to her family for help, even though she is painfully in over her head. What she really needs is a knight in shining armor — or maybe just that guy that keeps haunting her dreams.

		Join them and the whole Breslin family psychic clan in this first installment of The New Orleans Paranormal Mystery Series where you’ll travel into a new world just a few steps into the turbulent realm of the unseen.

		
			

		

		
			The Hotel Mandolin
		

		
			A New Orleans Paranormal Mystery (#2)
		

		6 x 9 Softcover & Hardcover 146 pages

		ISBN 978-1-61342-290-8

		ISBN (Hardcover) 978-1-61342-412-4

		
			

		

		Peril is wrapped up in the most enticing of disguises in The Hotel Mandolin, the second installment of The New Orleans Paranormal Mystery series. It's opulent, classic, and one of the most renowned hotels nestled deep in New Orleans' famous business district, but something is amiss at The Hotel Mandolin.

		PI Peter Norfleet is calling out the big guns to help him investigate a recent suicide at the famous establishment — his good friend Max Gravier, a formidable psychic, and his girlfriend, Caroline Breslin, a talented empath. But none of them can seem to scratch the surface of this puzzle, no one except Cassie Breslin, Caroline's clairvoyant mother, who has somehow tapped into an unexpected connection with a tragic ghost from the turn of the century. And the more she uncovers, the more dangerous and malevolent the mystery becomes

		
			

		

		
			The House at Pritchard Place
		

		
			A New Orleans Paranormal Mystery (#3)
		

		6 x 9 Softcover & Hardcover 138 pages

		ISBN 978-1-61342-292-2

		ISBN (Hardcover) 978-1-61342-413-1

		
			

		

		Nothing is really wrong with the old Warrick House on Dante St. except that there most certainly is. Nothing is exactly wrong with its new mysterious owner except that Elise is sure that something doesn’t add up. It isn’t obvious, but sometimes the most dangerous things aren’t.

		In the third installment of The New Orleans Paranormal Mystery series, with the help of her very psychic sister and her children, the Breslin clan, Elise Ashford is about to embark on a wild rescue mission straight into another dimension that will land her squarely somewhere she doesn’t expect, right back into her past. She’ll land full circle; in a childhood home whose memory still haunts her to this day -- The House at Pritchard Place.

		
			

		

		
			Treading on Borrowed Time
		

		6 x 9 Softcover & Hardcover 223 pages

		ISBN 978-1-61342-214-4

		ISBN (Hardcover)978-1-61342-436-0

		
			

		

		For Julia Moreau, life seems complicated. Emerging from a failed marriage and managing a lifetime of diabetes, she lives alone in her childhood home where she communicates with the spirit of her Great Aunt Lilia. But Julia doesn’t have a clue what complicated is until she is thrust into being the key chess piece in a match between two powerful men of extraordinary abilities on the wild hunt for a mystical creature hidden in the heart of New Orleans’ French Quarter. Will Julia lose her soul to the karma of a devastating past life or her heart to the love of a man driven by dark forces? What is clear is that whichever way she turns she is Treading on Borrowed Time.

		
			

		

		
			Sanctuary of Echoes
		

		6 x 9 Softcover & Hardcover 371 pages

		ISBN 978-1-61342-211-3

		ISBN (Hardcover) 978-1-61342-409-4

		
			

		

		Ghosts unacknowledged do not sleep.

		Corey Knight has resigned herself to a quiet, reclusive life spent living out the rest of her days in her childhood home on the fringes of New Orleans' French Quarter. But the unexpected specter of her deceased father plunges her into a mad quest for a missing supernatural weapon unearthed long ago. And unfortunately, her only ally is a lost love she once betrayed.

		Iain Shaw returns to New Orleans, a city he abandoned a decade before while fleeing a devastating past. Here, he is forced to confront it again in the visage of the woman he once adored - one that he is now determined to get back at any cost.

		Follow them both in a wild paranormal tale of discovery and redemption as they confront and unearth the echoes of a buried and unyielding truth that once tore them irreparably apart.

		
			

		

		
			A Quiet Moment
		

		6 x 9 Softcover & Hardcover 273 pages

		ISBN 978-1-61342-326-4

		ISBN (Hardcover) 978-1-61342-435-3

		
			

		

		Jacob Wyss is caught in a rut, in fact on the verge of being engulfed by it. After an excruciating and disillusioning divorce, his life as an artist in a sleepy-college town at the foot of the Appalachian Mountains has become quiet, routine, and maddening in its predictability. One wintry day, his deep restlessness drives him out in precarious conditions to a largely empty bookstore nearly devoid of another living soul, nearly.

		Aimee Marston isn’t like everyone else. On the surface, she lives a sedate life working as a feature writer for a small local newspaper in addition to several other editorial jobs to help make ends meet. But just beneath, her existence is largely not her own. She is a sensitive, an empathetic psychic, guided by her calling to use her gifts to help others. Unfortunately, as a result, her secretiveness has made her defensive, protective of herself, and prevented her from having much of a life.

		A psychic call for help sends Aimee out on a freezing January morning where her destiny and Jacob’s collide sending both their lives spiraling onto an unexpected and often disturbing track. Two lonely souls connect, not by accident, but by design. Theirs is the intersection of two spiritual paths, two lovers who must struggle to overcome the phantoms of a past life, as well as the challenges of their own inner demons to carve out an extraordinary future together.

		
			

		

		
			Dragonflies - Journeys into the Paranormal
		

		6 x 9 Softcover & Hardcover 176 pages

		ISBN 978-1-88756-072-6

		ISBN (Hardcover) 979-8-32548-418-6

		
			

		

		In every form of creation, there is a blueprint for living, for experience, for interpretation. In flight, they can twist, turn, alter direction, pause in midair, and even fly backward. The dragonfly is the master of adaptability. They are a living prism, refracting light, and color, seemingly shifting their essence.

		The lesson the dragonfly gives is that life is never what it appears to be.

		In "The Wizard," as a novice practitioner of magic, Aurora Finn finds herself battling against the illusions of a powerful wizard intent on separating her from the world she knows. "The Sojourners" is a gentle story of a mother and daughter whose tenancy in an old Virginia farmhouse uncovers the trials and sorrows of its former occupants. A bookstore clerk gets an extraordinary customer on Halloween night in "Late One Night at Berstrums Books." In "The Tear," a woman coping with her fatal illness unknowingly begins a track on a mystical journey that will entirely restructure her vision of the world.

		These stories follow the path of the dragonfly imbued with the momentum and energy of change, taking a winding and treacherous journey that ultimately leads to truth buried beneath perception.

		
			

		

		
			Breaking Through the Pale
		

		6 x 9 Softcover 134 pages

		ISBN 978-1-88756-045-0

		
			

		

		Journey with metaphysical author Evelyn Klebert into a collection of short stories that travel beyond the pale into the unpredictable realm of the paranormal.

		In “A Grey Mourning,” a disillusioned man encounters a mysterious being on the foggy streets of New Orleans. “Contact” is a tale of automatic writing, when a young artist establishes communication with a spirit guide, and the victim of a car crash unravels the true nature of her existence in “Dancing on the Threshold.” The final tale is called “Isolation,” in which a confused and disoriented woman finds herself in an old, quaint house where she must piece together the mystical implications surrounding her predicament.

		
			

		

		
			Explanations
		

		6 x 9 Softcover 82 pages

		ISBN 978-1-93493-515-6

		
			

		

		In this, her second poetry collection, Evelyn Klebert takes us down the intricate path of a personal journey. Life with its particular struggles, pitfalls, and ultimately triumphs clearly begins to mirror a universal path, the quest for answers that we all ultimately pursue. In this reflective, esoteric collection we can all explore and seek some of life’s elemental mysteries and hopefully when all is said and done emerge with some Explanations.

		
			

		

		On the surface things seem quiet and serene in the picturesque coastal village of Kilmarnock, Virginia. But something unseen roams its lush forests as the past and present collide and the unthinkable begins to wreak its vengeance. Young Lucy Bonner is executed for witchcraft in the town’s distant and brutal past. Her death triggers an unholy chain of events which grasp at the restless heart of novelist Peter McQuade, spurring him towards a quest to uncover the dark and terrifying truth.

		
			

		

		
			The Left Palm
		

		
			And Other Halloween Tales of the Supernatural
		

		6 x 9 Softcover 117 pages

		ISBN  978-1-93493-556-9

		
			

		

		Halloween is the time of year when that veil between worlds is thinned, and you can just catch a quick glimpse into the realm of the unknowable. In this collection of short stories, Evelyn Klebert takes you to a place where ordinary life splinters into the sphere of the paranormal.
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