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Cambridge, Massachusetts

The image looked instantly familiar.

“Where did you get this?” Anthony Reynolds struggled to keep his voice calm.

He carefully set the work on his coffee table and regarded the expensively outfitted man seated across from him.

He was a client of long standing; a man Reynolds quite liked. An accountant with a taste for art. A bit of a fusspot.

“Got it from a client.” Fussy Phil shrugged off the question, his insouciant response suggesting a disturbing lack of awareness of the image’s dark history.

“Did he tell you where he got it from?”

“From some dealer or other. Look, what does it matter? Will you do what I want or not?”

His client sat at the very edge of his armchair now, an uncharacteristic edginess replacing his usual placid manner. The divorce—and its inevitability—were beginning to get to him.

Reynolds felt sorry for the guy. He himself had no illusions about women. But Fussy Phil had been happily married—or so the poor sap had believed, erroneously as it turned out—for years.

“Yes, but . . .” Reynolds stared at the work on his coffee table. “You’ve checked out the provenance, I assume?”

“Why? You think it’s fake?” His client stared suspiciously at him.

“No.” Reynolds felt a dull thud in the pit of his stomach. “No, I’m pretty sure it’s not.”

Unless he was mistaken, it was much worse than that.

“All right, then.” His client rubbed his hands together. “Good.”

Reynolds wasn’t so sure it was. But he hesitated to share his suspicions. The man was just beginning to come to grips with the news that his ex would be taking him to the cleaners. Now to find out that the money spent on this work—God alone knew how much he’d shelled out for it—had in essence been flushed down the drain. It was a cruel blow.

“Listen.” Fussy rose, indicating the meeting had come to an end. “This thing’s valuable. I don’t want my wife getting her gold-digging claws on it.”—Reynolds noted Fussy still couldn’t bring himself to refer to her as his ex—“Bad enough I’ll have to sell most of my collection to satisfy the bitch’s demands. I don’t need her accountants finding out about this little gem. I can’t let it go.”

“Understood.” Reynolds stood up too. “I’ll figure something out.” He waited a fraction of a beat, then said: “But it might take me a while. I have several new commissions, new clients, an exhibition.”

And he wanted to assure himself that the work wasn’t what he suspected it was.

“No problem.” Fussy pulled out a thick envelope from his jacket pocket—the initial deposit for the commission—and handed it to Reynolds. “Take your time. It’s safe here with you. And listen”—he tipped his chin at the money—“keep this off the books, will you?”

“Yup.” Reynolds took the money, saw his client out, and returned to his living room.

The piece stared up at him, drawing out the misgivings he’d squelched for his client’s sake.

If he was right, it was an old master. One that had been made famous—or infamous—by the most outrageous art heist in the history of such thefts. Stolen, along with twelve other works, right here in Boston from the Gardner Museum.

The sculptor sat at his desk and pulled his laptop toward himself. He double-clicked on the Chrome icon. It didn’t take him long to access the page he wanted. The URL came up seconds after he typed the first few letters into the address bar.

When the Gardner Museum page devoted to the theft downloaded, he scrolled through its gallery of stolen works until he came to what he was looking for.

He enlarged the digital image and zoomed in. He could detect no discernible difference between it and the piece on his coffee table. There were the same velvety strokes, the same subtle gradations in tonality that he’d admired in the work his client had left behind.

He reached for the thick leather-bound book on the shelf above his desk and thumbed through its pages.

Thomas Wilson’s Descriptive Catalogue was quite clear on the subject. There were only two known copies of this work. The Museum of Fine Arts had one—he opened up a second tab to confirm this. The Gardner had the other.

And, as if to drive the last nail into the coffin of truth, the Gardner website described the work as being extremely rare.

He’d gotten it from a client, Fussy had said.

If the image was stolen, there was just one person he could’ve gotten it from. And if that were the case, the work was neither a gift nor a legitimate purchase. Fussy was merely its custodian, tasked with keeping it safe from the prying eyes of law enforcement.

That meant, too, that this commission—Reynolds felt the thick wad of cash his client had handed him instead of the usual check—was actually a commission from . . .

A sickening sensation of dread arose within him. He thought he’d put all that behind him—the associations with criminals; his dealings with the men who’d masterminded the Gardner Museum heist.

But every time he managed to get away, he was dragged back again. Back into the murky depths of crime. He had no intentions of drowning there, though.

A yellow popup glided up on his laptop screen. Bolded text urged him to call the number listed for more details.

He hesitated, but only for a moment. Then he reached for the holster clipped to his belt and yanked his phone out of it.





Chapter One

Paso Robles, CA. July 2019. 

“Where are you, Celine?”

Julia Hood’s voice filtered through the swirling yellow-gray mist. The former fed’s husky cadence was so soft, Celine Skye could barely hear it.

She strained her ears. But the words eluded her, fading into tenuous vibrations of sound.

Too far . . . so soft . . .

Celine’s mind sank back—unresisting—into the pillowy clouds of sleep surrounding her.

“Celine?” Julia’s voice, louder and sharper, pierced the heavy stupor that had fallen over her.

“I hear you,” Celine responded. Her mind was alert now, eyes trained on the mist, waiting for the wisps of yellow-beige and gray to completely dissipate.

A building emerged. Large, square. Celine counted the windows—long rectangles of glass. Four stories. Then a tiled roof.

“I’m in front of the Gardner.”Standing before it, shivering, even though her body was ensconced in an armchair in the Delft Coffee & Wine Bar.

“Where exactly?” Julia’s voice came through crisp and clear.

They were sitting—the four of them—in the space concealed behind the wall panel that had once been her departed employer Dirck Thin’s sanctum.

Through the depths of her trance, Celine could hear the sounds they made. The rhythmic tapping of Julia’s pencil against the small notepad on her lap; Annabelle Curtis’s soft breathing; and the rustle of denim against upholstery as Jonah Hibbert restlessly shifted position yet again.

Celine smiled, amused and exasperated at the same time. Jonah, a rookie journalist and wannabe author, just could not sit still. She wished she hadn’t agreed to his presence at this session.

Jonah had insisted upon it, however. “It’s good research for my book, Celine. People will want to know more about your psychic visions; how you do it. I need firsthand information. Look, I’ll be so quiet, you won’t even know I’m there.”

But she did know. And he was distracting her.

Annabelle, Dirck’s sister, shushed Jonah and gently chided Celine.

“Concentrate, Celine. Focus on Julia’s voice; turn your mind inward. Where are you?”

Celine felt the cotton fabric of her armchair chafing the skin behind her knees. Deliberately, she turned her mind away from the sensation toward the scene unfolding before her mind’s eye.

The cold early hours of dawn. The building before her. March 18, 1990. St. Patrick’s Day. Where exactly was she?

She turned her head, shivering as the wind whipped around her neck, whistling and crackling through the branches of the trees above her. The building was shrouded in darkness, but a lighter gray, box-like structure—the portico to the entrance—projected out from it, centered between the rows of windows on the first floor.

“Fenway. I’m at the front entrance of the Gardner.”

“The front entrance of the Gardner Museum?” Jonah’s voice rose, heavy with skepticism. “On Fenway?”

“She’s right. It used to be on Fenway, Jonah,” Julia responded sharply. “Could you please stop interrupting? You’ll bring her out of the trance if you keep this up.”

“I’m walking around to Palace Road,” Celine said. It was the routine they usually followed. She’d emerge from the mist at the front entrance of the Gardner Museum in Boston, Julia oriented her and then guided her toward the side entrance—the one the thieves had used to enter the museum.

This time, however, Celine didn’t wait for Julia’s voice instructing her to move to Palace Road.

“The hatchback’s still there, parked in front of the employee’s entrance.” The car that thieves George Reissfelder and Lenny DiMuzio had driven to the Gardner Museum that awful March day in 1990.

A drunken couple—huddling close to each other, smooching—zigzagged past Celine. She winced, turning her face away from the stench of beer and their energy clashing into her aura as they brushed by her.

A sudden gust of wind made her shiver again.

“Get the blanket, Jonah,” Annabelle softly ordered. “She’s cold.”

“No, it’s all right,” Celine said. “I need to feel this.”

Maybe—just maybe—a few more details would emerge this time. She doubted it.

Relax, Celine. You know more than you think. But her guardian angel’s whispered words, meant to reassure her, only served to increase her frustration.

It had been months since Celine had helped Julia Hood, a retired FBI agent, recover the Gardner’s Vermeer and its eagle finial. Months since Celine had pored over Julia’s files with no further leads in sight.

No, Sister Mary Catherine was wrong. Celine didn’t know more than she thought.

And the pressure just kept mounting. Penny Hoskins’ anxious calls: “Any new insights, Celine? The Gardner would just love to recover the rest of its stolen treasure. And you, my dear, are our only hope.”

But worse than the museum director’s breathlessly expressed hopes were the insidious comments of the journalists.

“How can you be so sure, Ms. Skye, that Dirck Thins and John Mechelen didn’t spirit away all the stolen art to California? After all, two of the stolen works were found in your winery.”

Anger surged through her and her eyes flew open.

“I can’t do this anymore. I need a break.”

Julia, a short, heavyset woman with her gray hair pulled back into a ponytail, and Annabelle, taller and slender with curly hair framing her face, exchanged a worried glance.

“I don’t know much about these things,” Annabelle said. “But I don’t think you can force it.”

“Fine, we’ll take a break.” Julia glanced over at Jonah Hibbert’s tall, ungainly form sprawled upon the couch next to her.

“But when we get back, let’s get him out of here. He’s a distraction.”

Jonah sat up; his wire-rimmed glasses slid down his nose. “I’m not going anywhere.” With a firm forefinger, he pushed his glasses back up and jerked his chin at Celine. “We have an agreement. I get a seat on this train—in return for—”

“Not giving into rampant speculation.” Julia snorted. “Some agreement.”

But after the FBI had made an utter fool of itself—Julia’s words, not Celine’s—some kind of damage control had been called for. The bureau had felt this Faustian deal—Julia’s words again—was the only way to contain the media. In particular, the prestigious arts section of Jonah’s newspaper, The Boston Gazette.

And Blake Markham, the member of the FBI’s Art Crime Team who was most directly involved with investigating the theft, had agreed.





Chapter Two

FBI. Boston Field Office, 10 a.m.

Special Agent Blake Markham took a sip of his coffee and glanced at the newspapers his personal assistant had left for him to peruse.

Jonah Hibbert is a jackass, he thought, grimacing at the size of the stack.

Blake was an FBI agent, a member of its Art Crime Unit.

And this was how his mornings began—with a review, not of case files, but of Boston’s major newspapers. The arts section of each outlet, to be precise.

It should’ve been a job for Ella Rawlins, his assistant, or some lowly intern. But Special Agent-in-Charge James Patrick Walsh had insisted that Blake personally scour the newspapers to staunch any further embarrassing leaks of information.

All thanks to the ill-advised article Hibbert had published—with the single push of a button on his laptop—four months ago in the arts section of the online Boston Gazette.

Clueless FBI Calls in Psychic to Recover Gardner Art.

An unconfirmed piece of news based on an anonymous press release faxed to Hibbert’s credulous desk. The idiot hadn’t bothered to call either the Gardner Museum or the FBI for verification of the news or any comment on it.

Apparently the FBI, with exactly zero leads to go upon, had gone running to a psychic for clues!

What exactly did they teach in Journalism school these days—anything?

“But the news release,” Hibbert had whined when tasked on his dereliction of journalistic ethics. “Why would I call the Gardner when they faxed the news over?”

He’d jabbed at the sheet of paper. In his defense, it had looked like it had come from the Gardner Museum.

But that was no excuse. Hibbert should’ve known better. Should’ve called the FBI for comment. But, of course, he hadn’t.

And as it happened, the Gardner had sent no such fax. “Don’t be ridiculous, Blake!” Penny Hoskins, the Director of the museum, had retorted when he’d asked her about it.

Nevertheless, Hibbert had run with that bit faux news, even questioning the FBI’s existence based on it.  If psychics could successfully investigate and solve crime, were law enforcement agencies absolutely necessary?

No, Hibbert had answered his question. Law enforcement was simply “a colossal waste of taxpayer dollars!”

A sound bite that every television station had gleefully run with.

But being anti-law enforcement didn’t mean the journalists were pro-psychic. Celine and her powers had also come under fire. Was it really her visions—or more likely, access to the stolen stash—that had resulted in her recovery of two of the Gardner’s stolen works?

The insinuations were so pervasive, they’d forced the FBI—SAC James Patrick Walsh, to be precise—to launch a raid that was a spectacular bust.

Not only had it yielded zilch, it had also, at the end of the day, proven Hibbert’s point.

The FBI was clueless!

Blake shook his head and scowled at the newspapers. Jonah F-in’ Hibbert! What an unrepentant dipshit that guy was.

SAC Walsh had for once done something useful—ensured the failed raid didn’t receive too much media attention. In exchange, he’d struck a bargain with Hibbert’s paper.

A deal that would’ve meant allowing Hibbert to tag along with Blake as he worked the Gardner case.

Blake had reluctantly agreed, mentally preparing to endure the insufferable Hibbert, when he’d caught a profoundly lucky break. It wasn’t Blake the bozo wanted to follow. It was Celine. Apparently the smug, self-satisfied prick had become an overnight believer in psychic phenomena and was now more interested in covering Celine’s psychic methods.

Thank heavens for small mercies!

With a barely suppressed shudder at what might have been, Blake pulled the newspapers toward himself. What piece of garbage was he going to unearth today? What idiotic notion that could hobble an investigation?

He’d just started scanning The Massachusetts Post when his phone rang.

Penny Hoskins.

Somehow Blake didn’t think this was going to be good.
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“Blake, what is the meaning of this?” The Director of the Gardner Museum began without preamble.

Blake pulled the phone away from his ear. Penny’s voice—breathy and high-pitched—tended to get unpleasantly shrill when she was agitated.

“I’m looking into it, Penny,” he replied calmly. He had no idea what she was talking about, but to admit it would have enraged her even further.

Now, how in the hell was he going to elicit further details from her?

“I’ve been fielding calls from reporters all morning, Blake. This has simply got to stop!”

Fielding calls? From reporters?

Jesus Christ, that meant another f-in’ leak!

“I know. It’s simply outrageous.” He turned to his laptop, called up Google and began typing rapidly into its search bar. “I’m as appalled as you are.”

“The reputation of the Gardner Museum is being called into question, Blake. It’s worse than outrageous.” Penny seemed almost in tears now.

God! What had that idiot Jonah published now?

His search results had by now populated the screen; Blake clicked on the topmost link. The Arts Gazette, the pompously named arts section of the Boston Gazette. It was an online-only newspaper; there was no print copy to peruse on his desk.

Even so, it carried considerable weight in the art world—at least in New England. If you saw it in the Arts Gazette, it had to be true. That’s why Hibbert’s article had been so reprehensible.

But a quick scan of the homepage and sidebar yielded . . . nothing.

Nothing?

“There’s . . . nothing in the Arts Gazette, Penny,” he stammered.

“I don’t care, Blake. It’s in every other paper. And if people think there’s even a grain of truth in that foul accusation, we could—” Penny broke off.

She didn’t have to spell it out for Blake. Any suspicion of scandal, and the Gardner could lose its collection. As stipulated by the eccentric Isabella Stewart Gardner in her will. Any replacements of the art she’d assiduously collected, the slightest change to the way she’d arranged it, or the merest hint of disrepute, would result in her art being entrusted into the care of Harvard University.

It was a blow from which the Gardner would never recover.

The reason for the clause eluded even Gardner insiders. A way for Mrs. Jack to assert control over her beloved museum in death as much as in life, maybe?

To Blake it made about as much sense as cutting your nose off to spite your own face. But that didn’t change the issue. He could see why Penny was near hysterical over the situation—whatever it was.

“The FBI needs to put a stop to this, Blake,” she continued a minute later, her voice hard. “It really does.”





Chapter Three

“Some deal this is turning out to be,” Jonah muttered under his breath as he tucked his notebook into his shirt pocket. “She’s given us nothing we don’t already know.”

Celine flinched. She realized Jonah probably hadn’t meant for her to hear his complaint. But, nevertheless, she’d heard. And the words were like a hard, stinging slap across her face.

“I’m sorry, Jonah,” she said quietly. “I’m as frus—”

“Oh, don’t apologize to him.” Julia’s eyes blazed. She shot up, a sturdy forefinger pointing to the door. “Why don’t you just get the hell outta here, Jonah Hibbert?” She thrust her finger at his chest. “You should’ve lost your job for that hit piece you published.”

Jonah stumbled back against the onslaught of her fury; Annabelle looked on aghast. But Julia wasn’t done.

“Frankly, you should’ve been prosecuted. You compromised an ongoing investigation with your idiotic insinuations. Instead, you get a front seat at the table because—”

Celine could stand it no longer. “That’s enough, Julia. Leave him alone.”

Wave upon wave of Jonah’s confused emotions—frustration mingling with desperation—crashed upon her psyche.

“You’re worried about your mother, aren’t you?” She turned to him.

“What do you think?” he snapped. “It’s always at the back of my mind—the treatments she needs, the constant care.”

And the money he could ill-afford to spend on a reporter’s salary. Celine understood his fears all too well.

The reporter was an irritant—she would’ve been the last to deny that. But his devotion to his mother—confined to a nursing home, a victim to Alzheimer’s—had elicited Celine’s sympathy from the start—and Annabelle’s maternal instincts.

Jonah’s glasses misted over. “And there’s no one to shoulder the burden.”

“Oh, Jonah!” Annabelle put her arm around the young man’s shoulders. Although she’d never mentioned it, Celine was aware that Annabelle worried about becoming a burden on her only son as she aged.

In Jonah, Annabelle saw her son, Bryan, and despite his flaws, he’d earned a place in Annabelle’s heart.

Julia snorted. “Oh, good grief! You’ve gotta be kidding me!”

Celine ignored the former fed. Julia was single, childless, and she hadn’t had a particularly loving relationship with her mother. That coupled with a lifetime in law enforcement had given her a cynical attitude that very little could shake off.

Celine concentrated on Jonah instead.

“You may think there’s no one to shoulder the burden, Jonah. But there is. Your mother will be taken care of. You have to believe.”

“In what? Whom?” He rolled his eyes upward. “A God that doesn’t exist?”

“That’s not what I meant.” Although what she had meant, Celine didn’t know. She’d simply conveyed the message Sister Mary Catherine had passed on to her.

He’s on the wrong path, the nun said. This impatience will get him nowhere.

“You have to be patient, Jonah,” Celine said, but the reporter was in no mood to listen.

He surveyed his opulent surroundings. “Yeah, says the woman who, lucky for her, inherited a lucrative business. Wish I had it like that.”

It was another wound that dug deep. Celine’s nails dug into her palms, willing him to stop. But steeped in his own pain, Jonah was oblivious to hers and blind to the misery in Annabelle’s eyes. Dirck had been her beloved younger brother.

“You know, even if O’Rourke”—that was Jonah’s editor at the Boston Gazette—“died on me, I’ll bet he doesn’t have much to leave. And if he did, he certainly wouldn’t leave it to me.”

He had no idea what he was talking about. Dear God, he had no idea. If he’d lost someone he loved, he’d realize that money wasn’t everything.

“I’d give it all away in a heartbeat, if I could bring Dirck back.” The words forced themselves out of Celine’s constricted throat.

The shock of finding Dirck’s murdered body four months ago still hadn’t subsided. It had been second only to the raw pain she’d endured as a twelve-year-old when she’d learned she’d never see her parents again. She’d failed to secure justice for their death. But at least the men who’d tortured Dirck were behind bars.

Julia turned to Annabelle.

“For God’s sake, get him out of here.”

Flustered and somewhat taken aback, Annabelle could only nod. She brushed the tears from her eyes, struggling to regain her composure. “Let’s get you some breakfast, Jonah,” she said briskly.

Promising to return with a cup of tea for Celine, she pulled Jonah out of the room.
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“I swear, that woman has the patience of a saint.” Julia sat back down. “Sure you’re okay?” she turned to Celine.

Celine smiled wanly. “I’ll be fine. I don’t think he means any harm, but he sure has a knack for grating on one’s nerves.” She sighed. “I guess I need to learn how to deal with it.”

“Nonsense!” Julia’s hand swept the air in a gesture of impatient dismissal. “If he’s interfering with your process—and I can see that he is—he shouldn’t be here.”

Celine didn’t respond. The door was ajar, and she watched as Annabelle led Jonah to the Delft’s kitchen. She’d put the reporter off for as long as she could. But they’d promised to work with him, and a deal was a deal.

Julia, however, wasn’t so easily fobbed off.

Leaning forward, she placed a gentle hand on Celine’s knee.

“I’m serious, Celine. I don’t like the idea of Jonah being here.”

“And I don’t like him being in my kitchen at this hour,” Celine responded, seeing Jonah push open the bar’s kitchen door. “He gets on Wanda’s nerves.”

She wasn’t being entirely flippant.

She was grateful to Annabelle for offering their visitor some breakfast and heading off a potential argument with Julia. But the Delft’s new assistant manager, Wanda Roberts, and Jonah had never quite hit it off either.

Having the reporter in the kitchen while Wanda supervised their staff, just hours before the bar opened, was a recipe for disaster.

“He’s a distraction at best,” Julia went on, undeterred. “And I strongly suspect he’s blocking your vision.”

Julia had the typical law enforcement agent’s aversion to journalists—in particular those as abrasive as the Boston Gazette’s Jonah Hibbert. That antipathy hadn’t abated one whit since she’d retired. With good reason, Celine had to concede.

She herself hadn’t been particularly happy about Jonah’s bombshell revelation a few months back—in Boston’s most influential online newspaper at that.

Celine had asked that her role in the recovery of some of the Gardner Museum’s stolen art be kept quiet. The FBI had agreed. Giving out any more details than necessary could jeopardize an ongoing investigation.

There was also—they’d all agreed—absolutely no need to drag the names of Celine’s former employers, Dirck Thins and John Mechelen, through the mud.

But Jonah—Jonah had done just that.

Celine gripped the edge of the couch, her anger surging again. She could forgive Jonah everything but that. The media scrutiny she’d been forced to endure, the name-calling—“science-denying kook” had been the worst of it—had been bad enough.

But suggesting that Dirck—who’d been murdered trying to return two of the Gardner’s stolen items—was behind the 1990 heist was simply beyond the pale.

Besides Dirck Thins, owner of the Delft Coffee & Wine Bar, and John Mechelen, founder of the Mechelen Winery, had given Celine a chance when she most needed it.

She could feel the heat rising in her cheeks, her breathing becoming shallow.

Julia’s hand squeezed hers. “Anger is your enemy, Celine. It blocks your vision.”

Celine took a deep breath, an effort to calm herself down. “I know.” She inhaled again.

“You can cut him loose, you know,” Julia suggested yet again. “There’s nothing Jonah Hibbert can publish without it going through his editor. And O’Rourke’s agreed to get the FBI’s blessing before printing any news on the Gardner case.”

Celine sighed. “I know,” she said again. “But I promised I’d let him see what I do.”

Jonah was every bit as obnoxious as Julia considered him. But his hustling was due in large part to his anxiety for his mother—slowly but surely succumbing to dementia. His dogged persistence fueled by his determination to get the woman who’d singlehandedly raised him the very best care he could afford.

It was the only reason Celine had agreed to help him.

She got to her feet now and gave Julia a weak smile. “I think I’d better go see about that tea Annabelle promised me.”

She walked away before Julia could stop her.
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So much had changed at the Delft since Dirck had died and she’d taken over. Wanda, her new manager, had taken over much of Celine’s former duties. And Annabelle, Dirck’s sister, had become an unofficial partner—creating unique blends of tea that were now on the Delft’s menu.

If only Bryan would come around, she thought. Annabelle’s son resented her—whether for inheriting Dirck and John’s wine bar and winery or for offering the Curtis family a share in her newly acquired business interests, she didn’t know.

He’s hurting, Celine, Sister Mary Catherine whispered into her ear. He feels betrayed. Just like you did. 

And he’s taking his pain out on me. Celine communicated back. I tried not to do that. I tried very hard. 

She pushed open the kitchen door. God, she really needed that tea!





Chapter Four

Blake found it at last—the news story that had gotten Penny Hoskins’ hackles up. It was in the Massachusetts Post. Not on the front page, but on page three with a prominent headline that sprawled across the page:

Gardner Heist—Orchestrated From the Inside?

It was a headline calculated to get hits. Deliberately couched as a provocative question to make the situation appear far worse than it actually was, Blake bitterly reflected. The first line was absurdly inane:

The FBI has long suspected an insider angle to the Gardner Museum heist.

Blake rolled his eyes. The FBI had suspected an insider angle.

Of course it had! Any self-respecting investigator would. That someone on the inside was in cahoots with the thieves was obvious right from the start.

He skimmed the article, the facts of the case—so well-rehearsed they were easily recalled—coming to the forefront of his mind.

The FBI had zeroed in on Richard Abath—the night guard who on two consecutive nights had acted against security protocol to let outsiders into the museum after hours.

But—

Blake’s gaze caught on a paragraph. His eyes scrolled up, and he re-read it.

Jesus Christ! The Post had concocted quite the theory from a single mundane fact.
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Celine stood by the front window of the Delft, nursing the mug of tea Annabelle had brewed for her. It was too hot to drink, but Celine welcomed the warmth that seeped into her icy hands—cold from the trance she’d snapped out of fifteen minutes ago.

Going into a psychic trance state usually drained all the energy—and heat—out of her body.

She bent her head to the rim of her mug and sniffed deeply. The fragrance of chamomile, mint, and hibiscus in Annabelle’s tea was beginning to restore her, calming her ragged nerves.

Outside, washed-out gray clouds hung low over the city and a light drizzle fell on 13th Street, nearly deserted at this hour. Few businesses in downtown Paso Robles opened before 10 am; it was just about a quarter past seven now.

She closed her eyes, took a cautious sip of her tea, and sighed. The Delft would open at eleven. There was no prep work to be done; the kitchen staff, under Wanda Roberts, was taking care of that.

It had been her Italian winemaker who’d suggested Celine hire Wanda to help with the running of the wine bar.

“You cannot chase around after lost art, cara, and make and sell wine at the same time,” Andrea Giordano had said. “Get some help. You can afford it.”

Thank God she’d acted on his advice. She had less than four hours to go into another trance before the Delft opened. She fervently hoped nothing would make her snap out of it before she succeeded in getting something.

Anything.

Please, Sister Mary Catherine, she prayed to her guardian angel, help me see.

All you have to do is open your eyes, Celine. Open your eyes. 

Celine opened her eyes. A red Mustang parked diagonally across the street—between the Italian Cheese Market and the tasting room of a rival winery—caught her eye. It hadn’t been there before, had it?

The driver, a tall man in a beige jacket and dark slacks, slid gracefully out of the sports car, adjusted his shades, and looked straight at her.

As he strode purposefully across the street, Celine had the oddest sensation he was gunning for her. She took a step back; a flash of black caught her eye as her body crashed against a soft obstacle.

“A-a-ah!” Her low scream pierced the stillness within the Delft.



[image: image]



Why Richard Abath openly flouted security protocol has long been a mystery. But not anymore. New evidence suggests the night guard may have been following orders. 

Orders issued by a high-level museum official—or the museum itself. 

This was some accusation. Blake put the newspaper down, stunned. He understood now why Penny Hoskins had been so incensed.

Worse still, the writer claimed to be citing an “anonymous source close to the investigation.”

That was an outright lie. There had never been any evidence that someone high up in the museum’s hierarchy was involved.

What the FBI had strongly suspected was that several low-level museum employees had been conned into helping the thieves.

The theft of the Manet was a clear indication of that. Its gold frame had been left on the chair of the Gardner’s Security Director—clearly a brazen gesture of defiance.

But the Post had managed to twist even that fact.

Abath and his colleague Grayson Pike, investigators now surmise, took Manet’s Chez Tortoni off the museum walls during their security rounds—hours before they let Reissfelder and DiMuzio in. 

Clearly, the thieves didn’t order the removal of the painting. The question is: who did? The same official who encouraged the guards to violate security protocols?

Blake’s stomach churned. It was a supremely clever twisting of the facts. The theft of the Manet had never fit. But had someone else—some individual not connected to the thieves; some person associated with the museum—commissioned its removal?

That was a question the FBI had never considered. One that no journalist—in the thirty years since the theft—had ever speculated on.

There’d been no reason to.

So why now, Blake wondered.

What had changed?





Chapter Five

“Celine! I’m sorry.” Annabelle’s fingers grasped her arm. “I didn’t mean to startle you. Are you all right?”

“Yes, I—er—thought we had a customer.” Her head swiveled around to the window. She’d need to head the stranger off—tell him they weren’t open yet.

But the man had disappeared. Her eyes shifted toward the curb across the street. The red Mustang was gone as well.

“What customer, dear?” Annabelle peered out the window, mystified.

“I—” Celine shook her head. “He was right there.” She pointed across the street. “I even saw a red car, but . . .”

“A vision, perhaps?” Annabelle looked anxiously up at her.

“I guess.”

“Do you recall seeing anything else?”

Celine was beginning to shake her head when she remembered the flash of black she’d glimpsed. It had been just a flicker, but accompanied with a brief, familiar twisting of her heart muscles that could mean only one thing.

Death was near.

“I think I caught a glimpse—just a glimpse of—”

“Belle Gardner?” Annabelle interrupted, her eyes wide. She understood the implication of the vision.

Celine nodded. “The Lady,” she confirmed. Referring to her as Belle seemed just too familiar—even though Sister Mary Catherine insisted the Lady preferred it that way.

You can call her Belle, Celine. She would like it if you did. 

Annabelle’s face had turned pale. “Is someone going to die?”

Celine silently put the question to her guardian angel.

Yes, Celine, Sister Mary Catherine whispered. Death is near—closer than you think.

“And the man? Annabelle wanted to know.

“I don’t know.” But he had seemed to know her—had been heading straight for her.

Gunning for her. 

The words repeated themselves in her head.
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Feeling like he’d been punched in the gut, Blake forced his eye to run down the Post column. How much worse could it get?

Investigators have yet another fact to hang their theory on.

During the eighty-one-minute theft, the Gardner’s motion sensors detected no movement in the Blue Room, where Chez Tortoni was displayed. 

But police reports confirm the Blue Room’s sensors were fully functioning at the time of the theft and would have picked up Reissfelder and DiMuzio’s presence had they entered the gallery. 

The sinking feeling in the pit of Blake’s stomach intensified. The facts were undeniable. Would anyone understand they’d been bent out of shape to fit a cockamamie theory?

He doubted it. If you couldn’t refute the facts, could you really discount the theory?

The lack of motion sensor activity in the Blue Room had led the FBI to the only reasonable conclusion an investigator could draw.

That one or both of the guards on duty that night must have been responsible for the theft, plucking the painting off the walls of the Blue Room during their regular walk-through of the galleries.

But the Post was taking the FBI’s logical conjecture as proof positive that Abath and Pike had been taking orders from someone in the upper echelons of the museum’s staff.

The evidence points strongly to an internal motive for the crime. 

Where had they gotten this garbage from?

A loud trill interrupted his thoughts. He glanced at his phone.

Lawrence O’Rourke, the editor of the Boston Gazette. Great! Another newspaper shark alerted to the scent of blood. 





Chapter Six

The hum of the air conditioner filled Celine’s ear as Julia guided her back into a trance. They were back in the sanctum—what had once been a sanctum before Dirck had been murdered. A secret space concealed behind a wall panel in the Delft.

Let that thought go, Celine.

His killers were behind bars, but faint traces of their energy still contaminated the space.

Let it go. 

A rush of cold air made her shiver. The air from the vents in the ceiling? Or was it the cold wind blowing on the morning of March 18, 1990, in Boston?

She was back on Palace Road, standing directly across from the Gardner Museum. The door to the employees’ entrance opened. A man glanced furtively out, peered left and right, and then emerged onto the sidewalk.

He whistled—a low sound that brought his companion out. And a third man.

A burly Liam Neeson-like figure. Grayson Pike. Younger. Not quite as burly as when she’d last seen him, but with the beginnings of a beer gut.

“Wait!” Jonah’s voice seemed to come from a great distance. “Pike was one of the guards on duty that night? I thought the thieves restrained those guys before going into the galleries.”

“He’s helping them,” Celine explained. “They’ve all agreed to help.” But that had been before they’d known the works would never be returned. “There’s no turning back now.”

“Helping with what, Celine?” Julia asked. “What is Grayson helping the men do?”

Celine peered through the darkness. “He’s helping them bring out the stolen items. There’s too much for two men to carry.”

The taller of the two thieves adjusted his glasses and turned to Grayson. “The fella in the hat goes with you. You know where to take him?”

Grayson nodded.

“Where are you parked?”

Grayson pointed to a beat-up old gray sedan a few feet behind the hatchback.

The taller man—DiMuzio—jerked his chin at the small, flat rectangular object Grayson clutched to his chest. “Put that in your car first and get back here.”

“What are they talking about?” Julia’s voice was low, soothing. “Can you tell?”

“One of the works they stole. It’s small. About ten inches by thirteen. I can’t see it.”

The rustling sound of paper being shuffled reached her ears. Celine knew it wasn’t coming from the scene before her. The file Julia had compiled on the Gardner heist was on Annabelle’s lap; she was paging through it.

“The Manet,” Annabelle said. “I think she means the Manet.”

“Grayson Pike had the Manet?” It was Jonah. “This whole time?” His voice rose. “That can’t—”

Celine frowned, the image before her threatening to fade. “No, no.”

“Shhh!” Annabelle hissed.
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“O’Rourke,” Blake greeted the other man curtly, not bothering to identify himself.

“Listen, I just wanted to tell you they didn’t get it from us,” O’Rourke informed him.

“I beg your pardon?” Blake was still reeling from the brazen lies the Post had spun.

“I take it you’ve seen this morning’s newspapers.”

Blake confirmed that he had.

“That didn’t come from us.”

“Yes, I know.” Was that the only reason O’Rourke was calling?

“Both the Globe and the Herald have a watered-down version of the story.” O’Rourke paused. “I have to ask: Is any of it true?”

So that was it! O’Rourke wanted permission to dish out the dirt as well.

There was a moment’s silence, then O’Rourke continued: “The Gazette can’t be the only paper without a story as juicy as that.”

Left unspoken was the deal the Gazette had struck with the FBI: an exclusive scoop on major developments in the Gardner case in return for keeping a lid on any inconvenient details that found their way to Jonah Hibbert’s desk.

“The insider angle?” Blake leaned back in his chair, considering his words. “We always suspected something like that. After all, Abath knowingly flouted museum security when he let Reissfelder and DiMuzio in after hours.”

“They were dressed as cops.”

“On the night of the theft, sure. On the night before, they were just regular guys. He had no reason to let them in.”

“And the Chez Tortoni?” O’Rourke probed. “Any truth to that?”

“The motion sensors were on—the whole time. We know Reissfelder and DiMuzio went into the Dutch Room. We know they entered the Short Gallery. They were nowhere near the Blue Room.”

“So it’s true, Abath or Grayson Pike took the Manet?”

“It sure looks like it. It was the only thing stolen from the Blue Room. And whoever took it left the empty frame standing on the security director’s chair.”

“Someone was deliberately thumbing their nose at the guy.”

“Possibly. But it doesn’t follow they were doing it on orders from above.”

“No, I guess not. And Ms. Skye’s statements—what do you make of them?”

Blake had yet to read them. His blood boiled as he took in the offensive paragraphs in the Post.





Chapter Seven

“Grayson never had the Manet.” It was Julia’s voice—calm, low. “He was in charge of delivering it.” They’d discovered that in a previous trance session. It had confirmed the FBI’s suspicion that museum employees were involved.

Celine heard Julia’s voice and allowed her mind to turn inward. She looked across the street.

DiMuzio stood still, watching as Grayson hurried to his car. Then he pulled out a key from his jeans pocket, unlocked the hatchback, and tossed in a clear plastic folder.

Celine stepped into the street, eager to take a closer look. But Sister Mary Catherine’s voice stopped her.

You don’t have to walk across, Celine. Will yourself over.

As Celine focused, the scene did a three-sixty-degree rotation around her. The shift in perspective was sudden and disconcerting. Instead of facing DiMuzio, she was staring at his back. Reissfelder was on his right.

She moved forward to DiMuzio’s left.

“The sketches,” she said. “He’s taking the sketches with him.”

She turned to face the man. She was standing so close to him, it would’ve been impossible for him not to be aware of her. He stirred uneasily, his head swiveling from left to right.

“It’s like I’m being watched by a ghost,” he muttered.

“It’s just your mind playing tricks on you, Lenny.” Reissfelder, the shorter of the two men, chuckled. A goofy grin spread over his square face. “There’s nothin’ here. We got this.”

DiMuzio nodded curtly. “You got the vase?”

“Right here.” Reissfelder waved the black velvet drawstring bag dangling from his left hand.

“Quit waving that thing around like an idiot. Put it in the car.”

“Don’t get all cranky on me now, Lenny.” But Reissfelder obeyed the command, dropping the bag in the rear passenger seat just as Grayson hurried back.

“What now?” Grayson looked from Reissfelder to DiMuzio. The taller man was clearly in charge.

“You two take the rest of the stuff to the truck. And tell those kids”—DiMuzio meant Simon Duarte and Earl Bramer—“to drive straight to the warehouse. No funny business now. You understand. They drive the truck in, lock the warehouse, and scoot—just like we discussed.”

“And then what?”

DiMuzio’s lips widened. He seemed to be enjoying this. “And then we tie you down like a hog in the basement, and you wait for someone to find you.”

Grayson’s eyes widened. “Hey, that wasn’t part of the deal. I’m supposed to be—”

“They were in on it!” Jonah’s voice exploded, shocked. “The guards were really in on it. It was an inside job?”
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“Well?” O’Rourke asked.

“I’m still reading this,” Blake replied tersely. He was actually re-reading the passage, trying to process the stuff the Post writer had casually bandied around. Attempting to fashion an appropriate response as well.

Although the FBI and its psychic consultant, Celine Skye, have yet to verify the identity of the individual who masterminded the Gardner heist, our source confirms Skye’s visions have unearthed a valuable clue.

Our source? Blake was troubled by those words. Who was the Post’s source?

The question niggled at his consciousness as he read on. And why were these details being so publicly revealed?

The person behind the theft, according to Skye, is associated with the museum at its highest levels, is well connected, and has a deep appreciation of Impressionist art. 

In fact, Skye suggests, the target of the theft may well have been the Degas sketches, and not, as is widely believed, the more valuable Dutch works by Rembrandt, Vermeer, and Flinck. 

The problem was there was a small nugget—a tiny kernel, really—of truth in the story. Celine had tentatively suggested that the General was working on behalf of someone else—and had been paid in kind with some of the works stolen from the Dutch Room.

But there were only a few people who were aware of that. And none of them would have taken it to the press.

“You still there, Markham?”

“My guess would be that Celine didn’t make these remarks,” he hotly informed O’Rourke. At least, not to the Post. To Jonah, perhaps?

“Did Hibbert send you any details of this?”

If not, Blake had an even bigger problem on his hands than he’d suspected.

“No. That’s why I called.”

Damn! This wasn’t good.

“Wouldn’t want to see another paper get an exclusive when we have a deal.” O’Rourke paused. “Want me to set the record straight on this one?”

“Nope.” Blake was decisive. “Ignore it. No need to fan the flames.”

He was beginning to understand what was going on here. And it was a very dangerous game.
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Inside job. The words were swirling in Celine’s brain, sounding faintly in her ears. She repeated them. An image was coming through.

“He’s connected to the Gardner.”

“Who is, Celine?” Julia’s voice was gentle, careful not to disturb the fragments emerging. They’d done this before. Julia had learned how to guide Celine toward her insights.

“Associated with the museum. Affiliated with it.” Her mind was wandering. She felt her right hand lift up, moving energetically. “Quick strokes that capture an impression. He’s fascinated by that. That’s why he took them.” Her hand moved. Black-and-white images flashed through her mind. “Just a few quick strokes.”

“Celine. . .?” Julia sounded puzzled, worried.

A phone was ringing, its tone getting louder and closer.

“You need to answer that, Celine.”

Julia? Could she hear the phone ringing in Celine’s trance?

“It’s for you, Celine.”

Celine lifted the receiver, glancing down at it in surprise. It was black, the receiver of an old-fashioned rotary phone.

“Hello?”

“Ms. Skye,” the icy voice of the General’s assistant sounded in her ear. “I have a message from the General. He doesn’t want to kill you. But you leave him no choice.”

The ringing continued.

You must die. 

Celine’s eyes snapped open. She stared at the three people in the room with her.

“He wants me dead,” she announced. “The General wants me dead.”





Chapter Eight

“No, it’s not true!” Celine resisted the urge to slam down her phone. She’d been jolted out of her trance by a ringing phone. Had heard it ringing, even though the ringer was on mute.

Now she was regretting answering the damn thing.

“But the Boston newspapers say—”

“I don’t care what they say,” Celine interrupted the reporter from the Paso Tribune, her voice shrill. “I’ve never said anyone from within the Gardner Museum orchestrated the heist.”

The July sun beat down upon her—hot and muggy after the morning drizzle—as she paced the parking lot behind the bar, phone clutched to her ear. It was making her feel feverish.

Finding herself at the edge of the lot, facing the alley that ran behind the row of businesses on 13th Street, she turned back.

Jonah was staring at her from the back door of the Delft. She glared back at him; he was responsible for this debacle, she guessed. Had to be. Who else could it be?

The urge to sock his pasty-white face and the round wire-rimmed glasses that gave him such an owl-like look was overwhelming.

Calm down, Celine, Sister Mary Catherine whispered. Anger blocks your sight.

I know. But her heart continued to palpitate rapidly, her breath came in shallow gasps.

The Tribune reporter’s words filtered through the haze of red-hot fury that surrounded her.

“But you do think whoever was behind the heist wanted the Degas sketches and not the Dutch works, right?”

The guy was persistent, Celine had to give him that. Not wanting to lie, she deflected. “Do the Boston newspapers say that as well?”

She inflected an intentional note of sarcasm into her voice. It seemed to work.

“I’m afraid so, Ms. Skye.” The Tribune reporter sounded sheepish. “Care to comment.”

“I’d prefer not to dignify that kind of nonsense with any comment,” she said firmly.

She hung up and strode over to Jonah.

“You’re behind this, aren’t you?” She stopped inches from him and glared. “I thought we had a deal. I let you sit in on my trance.”

Jonah staggered back, palms raised in a gesture of surrender. “I have no idea what you’re talking about, Celine?”

“Apparently every newspaper in Boston thinks the Gardner heist was an inside job—organized by someone high-up within the museum. You told them that, didn’t you?”

Jonah withdrew a couple more steps, shaking his head. “No, I didn’t. How could I? I only just heard you mention it in your trance.”

Celine stopped, fists clenched. “I said no such thing.” She frowned. “Did I?”

She didn’t always remember every single word she pronounced in a trance. But surely she’d have recalled a bombshell like that.

Jonah plucked a notebook from the back pocket of his skin-tight jeans. He quickly flipped through the pages until he found what he was looking for.

“You said, quote: Associated with the museum. Affiliated with it.”

“That could be anyone.” She’d had a vague impression of a man. It was gone now—fading away like a wisp of smoke. “And it could mean anything,” she muttered to herself.

Her words had been vague enough to refer to a gardener, a guard, a receptionist. But there’d been an aura of power and authority about the man she’d caught a glimpse of.

She felt Jonah’s eyes on her—dark brown, avid, a hungry hyena waiting for tidbits to fall from her mouth.

“So you had nothing to do with the reports in the Boston papers this morning?”

She studied his face. Was it her imagination—or was he looking paler than usual?

“Look, Celine, I swear”—Jonah held up his palms in a gesture of surrender—“on my mother’s honor.”

She kept her eyes on his face.

“I’ve said nothing, published nothing. You have to admit, you’ve given me very little to work with.”

That was true enough.

“Fine,” she said, brushing past him back into the bar. She had to find Julia.





Chapter Nine

Julia was still in Dirck’s sanctum, poring over transcripts from the morning’s session. Celine stormed in, hitting a button on the wall. A panel slid out, closing them off from the main area of the bar. She didn’t want Annabelle hearing about this.

“We have trouble,” she said tersely.

“I can see it on your face. What’s going on?” Julia’s blue eyes were narrowed, but her face remained restful, impassive like the Dalai Llama.

Nothing ever seemed to take Julia by surprise, Celine reflected. The former fed was like a rock, ready for anything. Her manner brought a measure of calm to Celine.

“That was a reporter from the Paso Tribune. You won’t believe what the Boston papers are saying.” She filled her friend in.

“They’ve twisted my words. It’s . . .” Words failed her. It felt like a betrayal. As though someone had breached her mind, filtered its impressions, and put the worst possible interpretation on them.

“It’s what reporters do, Celine.” Julia’s head was bent over her phone’s browser. “Unconfirmed reports,” she read aloud. “At least they say that. But they couldn’t resist publishing it all the same.”

She gave a wry shrug. “Sounds like the kind of thing Jonah would write.”

“It wasn’t him,” Celine told her. “I confronted him, and he categorically denied having anything to do with that tripe.”

“There’s nothing in the Gazette. So that does bear out his story, I guess.”

“I just don’t understand why,” Celine repeated. She ground the heels of her palms together. The whole situation was so frustrating. “Why now? And Penny must be—”

“Furious. I know.” Julia looked up at her. They’d promised to keep the director of the Gardner Museum in the loop. “But she’ll understand you had nothing to do with this.”

“Yes, but I still feel like I’ve betrayed her trust.” Celine raked her fingers through her long red hair.

“Some of it’s true, that’s the worst of it,” she continued. The silken strands of her hair felt pleasantly cool against her feverish fingers.

Julia gave her a piercing look. “Some of it sounds like what you said this morning. A connection to the Gardner. You’ve never mentioned that before—not in the context of—” She broke off. “What exactly did you see this morning when you mentioned that?”

Celine closed her eyes, trying to recall the images that were already receding from her mind. Hazy wisps of them returned. She drew them toward her like strands of cotton candy.

“I smell cologne,” she whispered. “A man in a suit. His back is turned to me. Broad shoulders. Powerful.”

“Can you get him to turn around?”

“No.” She knew why instantly. “I’ve never seen his face.”

Although the explanation didn’t make sense. She couldn’t recall seeing the General’s face either.

“And the impressions? What he likes?”

“Black ink. Black chalk.” Celine’s right hand jerked up, executing swift movements. “Movement. He captures it so well. A moment in time. Sepia tones.”

“The sketches,” Julia said. “The stolen Degas sketches. Is that what you’re seeing?”

The images receded from Celine’s mind; she opened her eyes. Julia was still talking to herself.

“A man with an appreciation for Degas and with a connection to the Gardner Museum. A trustee?”

“I’m not sure.” The image on Celine’s mental screen had been from a zoomed-in perspective, too fuzzy to be interpreted in any meaningful fashion. “I don’t understand what I saw or even why I saw it. My mind just seems to wander at random from one impression to another.”

Julia shuffled through her notes. “It may not be quite as random as all that.”

“What do you mean?”

Julia looked up. “There was something Jonah said that triggered those impressions. And you went from there to sensing the General wants you dead.”

“He does want me dead.” It was the one thing Celine saw quite clearly. “He may be reluctant to do it. But his mind’s made up. He feels compelled.”

“I believe you.” Julia picked up her phone stared at it. The screen was still on the Massachusetts Post article. “Maybe now we know why.”
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“Celine? You in there?” Wanda Roberts’ voice followed the hard rapping on the wooden panel that concealed Dirck’s sanctum from the bar.

Celine glanced over her shoulder, reluctant to end her conversation with Julia.

“You better get out here, girl!” Wanda called again. Her voice was raspy, gruff. “Your wine tasting group is gonna be here in a few.”

Damn! Celine had forgotten about that. She was half-tempted to ask Wanda to cover for her, but what kind of example would that set? Not for Wanda, who had a no-nonsense, take-charge manner when it came to work. But for the rest of their employees.

“I’ll be there in a minute.”

Celine turned back to Julia.

“I’m not scared,” she assured her friend, but her voice trembled nonetheless. She swallowed. “It’s just that I don’t know where the danger is coming from. Or how? And it—” She swallowed hard again.

“It unsettles you,” Julia finished for her. “I know. Just go out and do your thing. I’m here. I’m always here. The General can’t get to you.”

Yes, he can. The words floated across her mind. If he wants you dead, you will be. She decided not to repeat the message to Julia.

She got to her feet. “Don’t underestimate him. He’s very good at killing people. It’s what he does.”

A customer was walking out of the Delft, arms laden with black fabric wine carriers, as Celine emerged from the sanctum, Julia behind her.

“Came in for coffee,” Wanda informed her proudly, seeing Celine’s gaze following the departing customer. “Walked out with Pinot Noir, Chardonnay, and a couple of bottles of Viognier.”

Celine grinned. “You talked him into a tasting and sold him on our wine? Great job!”

Wanda’s smile widened, brightening the expression on her smooth brown face. Her tight dark curls bobbed. “Yes, ma’am, I sure did. But I just brought the guy to the proverbial well. It was Andrea’s fine winemaking skills that sold him on our product.”

“You’re pretty amazing, Wanda, you know that!”

Her gaze swept across the bar to the horseshoe-shaped counter—set for a wine tasting. Barely four months ago, Dirck had stood behind it.

A ball of pain swelled within her throat. It was hard to believe he was gone.

“I set the wine glasses out for you.” Wanda’s voice cut through the haze of pain. “And the menus.” She pointed. “Plates of cheese sticks and bowls of pistachios.”

The nuts were grown on the estate. No one had thought to package them up and serve them to the customers until Wanda came along.

Celine bit back the tears threatening to well up in her eyes. “Thanks, Wanda. I don’t know what I’d do without you.”
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