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Prologue
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"Do exactly what I say, and no one gets hurt."

My startled gaze landed on a man who'd just risen from his seat directly across the center aisle from me. I realized another guy had stood at the front of the midsize plane and was attacking the cockpit door. Both brandished guns.

"Are you shitting me?" Unbelievably, a male passenger two rows forward had stood to challenge them. He had his back to me, but I could tell he was young.

Bang! Down he went. No warning. Just a point-and-shoot to the back of a head that needlessly ended a life.

The shooter grabbed my hair—mine—and yanked hard. Yelping in pain, I staggered up and into him there in the aisle. Capturing me with an arm of steel, he moved us toward the guy who'd managed to expose the cockpit. The entire plane abruptly dropped. Screaming profanities, my captor regained his footing. But then the nose of the plane dipped, tossing us all and ramping up the chaos. This is it, I thought as the whining plane headed straight for solid ground. A God-almighty crash threw us to the floor. The world went dark.

Sometime later, I sucked in air and opened my eyes. I saw bodies strewn everywhere—on the ground, in the palm trees, among the rubble with me. I'd landed on sand with something, no, somebody, pinning my legs. A shattering explosion rocked the wreckage. To my right, flames burst and spread. Deafened, I tasted the roiling black smoke before it blinded me. Another blast shook the ground beneath us. Our twisted metal prison shuddered. Burning debris rained down.

Run, Rachel.

It's not too late to die.
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Chapter One
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"Wow, RJ." Taylor Newman swooped into my cubicle and grabbed my chin to peer into my bloodshot brown eyes with her gorgeous baby blues.

I groaned and swatted at her hand. "I know, I know." Nightmares took their toll, even if I wasn't in them. If I was, well, this is apparently what happened: dark circles, red eyes, and jitters. I rarely dreamed about myself, and never about being on a hijacked plane that crashed. With that vivid scenario still lodged in my head, I'd been useless all morning. "Really bad dream."

Taylor grinned. "But that's wonderful!" She sat on the edge of my desk. "Tell me, tell me."

I shook my head. "This one was totally random."

Her grin vanished. "Oh. Sorry."

I just shrugged.

Georgia politician Mark Paul O'Brien, wanted by authorities for killing his mistress, was our current most-wanted assignment. I'd dreamed about him for two nights in a row and expected to do the same last night, a psychic process that was slowly but surely taking shape. Finding him was, after all, my goal at the moment, and I'd been so sure I was making progress. Instead, I had nightmares about myself that made no sense at all in an O'Brien context.

We all felt pressure to find our man. Probably because it hadn't been too far back that psychics were reviled. It all started when a man with mental gifts predicted a calamity that actually happened. Instead of getting thanks for the warning, he was blamed for the disaster by a radical evangelist furthering an agenda of hate. The whole thing steamrolled until psychics around the world had been forced to hide their mental abilities.

But a few years ago, the World Security League, a respected organization that located global criminals, unexpectedly sent out a controversial all-call for anyone with mental gifts. The resulting success of their Mind Studies Branch, located in a Wyoming castle, no less, now made it okay to know things, which both Taylor and I did. She had visions. I had dreams, in theory about whatever bad guy we'd researched for days in our turret lab.

"RJ?"

I jumped. Had Taylor just asked me something? "Sorry. What?"

"It's time for lunch. Did. You. Bring. Food?" She carefully enunciated every word like I was deaf or something.

I elbowed her. "No." I'd been too distracted to make a sandwich that morning, and the nearby Institute had a divine cafeteria.

"Come on, then."

Taylor and I soon descended the narrow stairs that were the only entrance to our lab. Dressed in our business attire—pants and jackets, nice blouses, real shoes—we passed through an underground tunnel to join students, teachers, and staff streaming through the cafeteria's outside doors. It was crowded for a Monday, I thought, as always a little awed to be entering a tastefully updated dining area from a secret stone passageway only discovered a few months ago.

The castle proper housed the WSL's Rutledge Institute. Both Taylor and I had graduated high school there. The Institute offered regular classes as well as labs that explored all things mental. The cost of tuition was a year of full-time work after we got our diplomas, a challenge I'd enjoyed so much that I'd never left. There were still doubters out there of course, among them my parents, though they supported WSL goals overall. There were also still haters, even though the WSL went to great lengths to keep psychic agents anonymous. For that reason, I'd never felt threatened by the general public or by families and associates of the most wanted creeps we succeeded in locating.

Bibi Tipton, a vivacious blond currently working her mandatory year, was already seated alone at one of the tables in the vast dining room with its vaulted ceilings and huge fireplace. Since we'd worked with her in the past, we joined her once we got our food. Me, a grilled chicken salad; Taylor, a club sandwich.

"So what's new?" Taylor asked her before taking a bite.

I cringed. Here we go.

Bibi's skills were clairvoyance and clairaudience, and her resulting knowledge of all things WSL, as well as her lack of a filter, kept everybody up on the latest gossip. While her colorful comments sometimes bordered on snarky, I always gave her the benefit of the doubt. She was, in my opinion, more ditzy than dangerous. "Ben Brady and Maddie Harvey are engaged."

"No surprise there," Taylor said. We both knew Ben, a WSL agent who'd recently gone undercover in Tennessee to check out one of Bibi's leads. He'd apparently flipped for Maddie, a civilian he'd met. Since she'd actually followed him back to Wyoming, an engagement wasn't that big a surprise.

Bibi gave us a smug smile. "Miles personally tested her last week." He was an excellent instructor/agent we all loved.

That got me. A civilian with gifts wasn't that common. "How'd it go?"

Bibi laughed in obvious glee. "She sees ghosts."

Taylor blinked. "No way!" Seeing spirits was the curse, er, gift, no psychic wanted, especially one working in an Irish castle built by a man trying to keep his homesick wife happy. Authentic in every way, it was truly haunted by the spirits of everyone who'd ever lived in it. I felt sorry for any student, employee, or guest who could see them.

Tossing her blonde hair, Bibi opened her mouth to tell us the whole story.

I delicately detoured her. "That's really nice."

"Anything else?" Taylor did love the scoops she provided.

Bibi thought for a second, her brows knitted in a frown. "Oh! You heard Alyssa Underwood found Emil Soriano, right?" Alyssa was a student; Emil, a world's most wanted hiding in Nepal. She'd located him through items he'd left behind.

Taylor and I nodded. We'd celebrated with Aly a few days ago at a pub in Jackson, Wyoming, population ten-thousand-something, where we both had apartments. Lots of WSL employees did, and no wonder. The peaks of Grand Teton National Park and nearby Yellowstone provided a heavenly backdrop, plus there were three ski resorts in nearby Jackson Hole.

"Then that's all I know." Bibi inexplicably pouted. "Or not." Sigh. "Everyone is saying Heather Miller and Wyck Hardy might be a thing, which is not good news. I've only been trying to catch his eye for-ev-er."

"Who?" I knew Heather but had never heard of anyone named Wyck.

Taylor had. "That guy who teaches martial arts at Rutledge on Tuesdays. If you haven't seen him here, you probably have in town. He's at Cold Sober almost every weekend." Cold Sober Pub was just what it claimed to be, a place where underage drinkers could stay nonalcoholic aka legal. It was such a fun place that even customers who could imbibe hung out there.

I shook my head. "Never met him."

Bibi's mercurial mood shifted from sad to happy, a nanosecond process. "She's in for a treat when she does, isn't she?"

"Yes and no." Taylor leaned closer. "He's easy on the eyes, but doesn't think much of us, from what I hear."

"'Us' being girls?"

Bibi's burst of laughter hinted at a strong no.

Taylor sighed. "He likes girls just fine. In fact, I suspect he's a player. Most guys that good looking usually are. I meant 'us' as in psychics."

"Which can't be true," Bibi said, frowning. "Heather reads auras, and he's supposedly into her."

As if I cared what Heather's new boyfriend thought.

"Are you taking his class, Bibs?" Taylor was playing with her food and, possibly, Bibi. "That might be a good start to a friendship."

"I don't want him to be my friend, okay? I want him to be my first. And yeah, I've thought about it, but I think I'd just wind up looking silly. High kicks and karate chops aren't for everyone, you know."

Taylor and I exchanged amused glances. Bibi routinely spilled her drinks, flipped her silverware, and tripped over nothing. She'd be a poor candidate for any class requiring coordination, especially if she wanted to impress the instructor.

We talked about nothing for the rest of lunch. After ditching our trays, Taylor and I headed back up our curving staircase to our lab.

"Are you going to tell Nate about your dream?" Nate Conti supervised us.

"No reason to. It had nothing to do with O'Brien."

"How can you be sure?" She knew as well as I did that dreams had many layers. I mean, Inception, that mind bending movie with Leo DiCaprio? It had actually made sense to us.

"Because I was in it, and not him."

Taylor stopped in her tracks and turned to me. "Do you dream about yourself a lot?"

"No, and not at all since I started with all this stuff." My spread arms encompassed everything.

"Me neither, so when I do, I pay attention. Tell me your dream, and we'll figure out why you had it."

I shook my head for a trio of reasons.

One, we were blocking the narrow steps.

Two, we had four minutes to get back to our desks.

And three, I already knew why.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





