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  Chapter One 


Leah McKenna swept out her arms, imitating the wings of a dragon. "Gertrude the dragon told Toby to have faith. But Toby was afraid of flying. What if she fell off Gertrude's back? What if she got airsick and threw up all over Gertrude's beautiful shiny green scales? " 
She paused as her audience of four-year-olds hooted with laughter. She'd told groups of kids the story she'd created about Gertrude and Toby many times, changing bits and pieces in each retelling. But the pleasure she got from telling stories to children never changed. 
"'Have faith, Toby, and hang on!' Gertrude said. Suddenly they were in the air. The dragon spread her giant wings, and they soared over the edge of the cliff. 
"Toby closed her eyes as tight as she could, too afraid to look. But Gertrude told her, 'Open your eyes and see how beautiful everything looks from up here.' 
Toby opened one eye, and then the other eye. She saw her village and all the people below waving at them. She saw the fields that looked like her mother's beautiful patchwork quilt, all different colors and shapes. And then she saw the ocean. It was such a beautiful blue-green color, exactly the shade of her baby brother's eyes. 
Toby threw her arms around Gertrude's scaly neck. 'Oh, thank you,' she said. 
"And Gertrude said, 'You are very welcome. See what happens when you believe? You can fly!'" 
Leah's young audience cheered and clapped. She laughed with them, their exuberance infectious. Contentment flowed through her as she watched their happy faces. How lucky she was to have a job that let her work with kids on a daily basis. 
"Okay everyone, we're going to read one more book before snack time. This is one of my absolute favorite—" 
The ground suddenly shifted beneath her as daylight turned to darkness... 
Leah trembled on the edge of consciousness, trapped in the shimmer of light that marked the onset of one of her visions. She wanted to scream at the injustice of it all. The visions had been absent for two years, since the tragedy that had shaken the foundations of her world. She'd started to believe that she had finally been left in peace. Now that peace shattered into a thousand tiny shards. 
The ringing in her ears reached a crescendo. Waves of panic and nausea rolled through her stomach. All traces of her normal, everyday life disappeared. In the next instant she was transported onto a quiet residential street. Leah shivered in the cold, rubbing her hands across her arms to warm herself. 
The bare branches of stately elms canopied the snow-covered street, which was lined with older two- and three-story homes. The street looked familiar, almost like her own neighborhood in Winnipeg, the city on the Canadian prairies where she lived. A small boy wearing a winter parka and a bright blue knitted hat walked towards a deserted school. 
Oh God, please not another child.  
A car stopped at the curb. A man got out and walked toward the boy, his hand outstretched. The boy shook his head at first and attempted to go around him, but after a few steps, he turned around. He listened with rapt attention. Then he reached for the man's hand and together they walked to the car. 
Leah tried to scream at the boy to run, but no sound came from her closed throat. Her heart hammered in her chest as she helplessly watched the car pull away with the boy staring out the back window. 
As suddenly as it appeared the scene vanished. 
When Leah's sight cleared, ten pairs of anxious four-year-old eyes stared at her with a mixture of curiosity and fear. She knew only seconds had elapsed, though the vision had seemed to pass in a slow, dreamlike state. She took a deep calming breath, remembering that this was Friday and she was in the Winnipeg Public Library where she worked. Her regular Friday morning story-hour group sat in a semi-circle in front of her. Relief flooded through her when she caught sight of a well-worn copy of Peter Rabbit beside her on the floor, and she remembered they'd been about to read it. She picked up the book with trembling fingers, the familiar feel of it giving her a much-needed sense of normalcy. 
"Okay everyone." She forced a smile, hoping to reassure the children. "When we finish the story it's snack time." 
Why now, after two years? Why couldn't these visions leave her alone? All she wanted was a normal life like everyone else. 
She struggled to keep the panic at bay. 
But as she finished reading the book and watched the children jump up and head toward the snack table, she knew instinctively that what passed for normal in her life had been irrevocably altered. 

      [image: ]  
As soon as Leah bundled the last of her young students into his snowsuit and sent him off with his mother, she sought out her supervisor. Should she tell Helen she was seeing things again, that the visions that had nearly destroyed her two years ago had returned? Should she insist she needed to rescue a child whose identity and location she didn't know, from an unknown man who may or may not be dangerous? She couldn't even say for sure that the vision was real. Why should anyone believe her? 
She found Helen in her office. Leah knocked softly on the open door and stepped inside, closing the door behind her. She ran her suddenly sweaty palms across her jeans. 
"Helen, I need...I need to take some time off." 
Her supervisor stared at her computer screen. "Okay," she said absently. "Fill out the forms and I'll look at them tomorrow." 
Tears stung Leah’s eyes, but she pushed them away. "No, you don't understand. I need to go now." 
Helen looked up sharply. "What’s wrong?" She got to her feet. "Are you ill? God, you look as pale as a ghost. You're shaking." 
"I'm fine. I just need to take a few days off. I don't know how long. For...for personal reasons." 
"It's happening again, isn't it?" 
Leah closed her eyes and nodded. 
After a long moment Helen nodded. "Okay, go. I'll look after the paperwork. Don't worry about anything here." She pulled Leah into a quick hug. "Take care of yourself, please." 
"Thank you, Helen. I'm sorry to leave so abruptly—" 
"It's okay. You take care of...whatever you need to take care of." 
Leah rushed home, hurriedly dropping her winter jacket on the floor and kicking off her boots as soon as she stepped inside her house. She needed to know the truth. Had she just witnessed an abduction, or was there a less sinister explanation for what she'd seen? If a child was in trouble and she could help in some way, she had to step forward, no matter how frightening. She couldn't live with herself if a child suffered because she was too afraid to act. 
There was one way to find out. 
She flipped through her address book until she found the number she wanted, then picked up her phone and quickly punched it in before she lost her nerve. Her call was answered on the first ring, giving her no time for second thoughts. 
"Winnipeg Police Service. Detective Hampton speaking." 
Hearing the detective's voice again after all this time brought back painful memories. For a moment her courage faltered and she nearly hung up. But the image of the small boy kept her on the line. 
She cleared her throat, her voice wavering. "Detective Hampton, this is Leah McKenna. I... I saw something this morning. I need to know if it was real." She described her vision and the little boy. 
Silence greeted her description. She held her breath. 
"Leah, I think you'd better come down here right away. You've just described a boy who went missing this morning." 

      [image: ]Less than an hour later, Leah sat facing Detective Hampton while he scribbled in his notebook. As he wrote, she tried to distract herself by taking a guess at the detective's age. Thirty-eight, she ventured, old enough to look mature, but young enough to appear lean and fit. He had a full head of dark hair, with no gray that she could see. Detective Hampton didn't strike her as the kind of guy who dyed his hair. 
She clasped her hands together to keep them from twitching and looked around the detective's office. Files and papers littered his desk and overflowed onto the floor. The institutional beige walls were covered with posters, calendars, and sticky notes in bright neon colors. The office looked overworked and slightly rumpled, much like the detective himself. 
He finished writing in his notebook, and then looked up at Leah. "Okay, tell me once more, from beginning to end, about this vision." 
Leah took a deep breath and recounted what she'd seen. The vision had lost none of its clarity or strength. When she closed her eyes she saw every detail of the little boy's clothing and the shape of his face. He seemed so familiar to her. 
"What about the man who took the boy? What does he look like?" 
She opened her mouth to speak and then realized she had nothing to say. "I don't know. I didn't get a look at his face. The only thing I saw clearly was his hand when he held it out to the boy." 
"How about the car? Do you know the make and model? How about a number on the license plate?" 
She hung her head, feeling like a failure. "I was so focused on the child, nothing else registered with me. I'm sorry." 
"It's okay. Maybe something will come to you later." 
Leah nodded but didn't feel confident of that happening. Just as in her last case, she felt inadequate and useless in the face of crisis. 
Detective Hampton asked several more questions about where she was when she'd had the vision, what the time was, who she'd been with. Leah answered the questions as best she could as he noted her responses. 
"Do you think my description will help?" she asked when he finished writing. 
He shrugged. "I don't know. It's pretty difficult without a description of the man or the car." 
Leah nodded. If only she could have seen something useful. What good were her damned visions if they didn't help anyone? These small, incomplete pictures only served to frustrate her and the people she tried to help. She'd rather see nothing at all. 
A knock sounded at the door. A man with the bluest eyes she'd ever seen entered the room and stared at her. Leah stared back, unable to wrench her gaze away from him. 
His dark hair brushed the back of his collar, the thick waves mussed, as if his fingers had combed through them in frustration. Stubble shadowed the elegantly formed jaw line. As he scrutinized her, his beautifully sculpted mouth turned down in a frown. But it was his eyes that captivated her. They were so familiar, dark blue, almost indigo, and framed by thick, black lashes. They were not the sort of eyes a woman could easily forget. 
The answer flashed into her brain, causing her heart to triple its pace. This man's eyes were identical to those of the little boy in her vision. As she stared at him, another image raced across her mind, one of this man and the boy playing in the snow and laughing together as they tossed snowballs at each other. She knew 
with complete certainty that this man loved the child with all his heart and would do anything for him. She had to do whatever she could to reunite them, no matter how frightening it was to her. 
Detective Hampton stood to make introductions. "Leah, this is David Logan. He's the uncle of the missing boy. Mr. Logan, this is Leah McKenna. We've worked together on missing person cases in the past." 
David Logan extended his hand to Leah and she took it. His handshake was firm, his palms calloused and his skin cold. She noticed the lines of strain around his eyes and her heart went out to him. 
"I'm very sorry about your nephew, Mr. Logan." 
David murmured his acceptance of her sympathy but said nothing more. Detective Hampton cleared his throat and continued. 
"Ms. McKenna has been useful to us in cases of missing children because of her ability to 'see' things." 
"See things? What do you mean?" David asked, frowning. 
"She's psychic, Mr. Logan. In the past she's led us to the location of missing children." 
David stared first at the detective and then at Leah, an incredulous expression on his handsome face. "Why are we wasting time with this? Are you telling me that the police with all their technology and skill are reduced to using this—this witchcraft to find my nephew?" 
Detective Hampton spoke calmly. "We've checked your ex-brother-in-law's alibi. We've interviewed people at your nephew's school. We've conducted house to house searches in the neighborhoods of the school, your house and your sister's house, and search and rescue is combing the riverbank for evidence. I've consulted with the RCMP and other police departments. We had every available officer in the city looking for him within three minutes of getting your call. We've found nothing. At this point we have no other leads to go on. It's not even clear whether the boy wandered off himself or was picked up." 
David slammed his fist on Detective Hampton's desk. "My ex-brother-in-law took him. I know he did. I told you, Hal's been pushing for joint custody, and we've been fighting him on it. He's decided to get even by taking the boy." 
"And I told you," Detective Hampton said with a weary sigh, "we checked his story. He has a witness willing to testify that he was working at his job miles away from where your nephew was abducted." 
"It has to be Hal. Who else would want to kidnap him?" 
Leah averted her gaze, remembering another child and the kind of man who had kidnapped her. The detective cleared his throat. 
"We have to be prepared for all possibilities at this point, including a kidnapping for ransom. Your family is pretty well known in this city. It's no secret that your father was a very successful and wealthy businessman." 
David paced the room, as restless and angry, Leah thought, as a caged cat. The comparison was apt. With his dark hair, and lean, muscular build, he reminded her of a panther. She suppressed a shiver, thankful they were on the same side. David Logan would make a formidable enemy. 
"Ms. McKenna is already on the case, so to speak," continued Hampton, taking off his glasses and rubbing the bridge of his nose. "She has some interesting things to tell us about the abduction." 
David eyed him suspiciously. "What do you mean?" 
Leah broke in, hoping to make him understand. "I spoke to Detective Hampton earlier about the vision I had." 
"Vision?" His voice exuded contempt. 
Leah refused to be intimidated. "At approximately the same time that Detective Hampton believes your nephew went missing, I had a vision of a small boy being enticed into a car." 
Logan found a chair and sat down wearily. He closed his eyes and massaged his right temple as if a headache was forming. 
Leah found herself wanting to reach out to touch him, to bring him some small measure of comfort. The impulse unsettled her, and she clasped her hands together in her lap, as if that would prevent them from touching him of their own accord. 
"How do you know that Ms. McKenna isn't in on the kidnapping?" 
Detective Hampton straightened in his chair, annoyance flitting across his face before he carefully composed himself once more. "As I mentioned, Ms. McKenna has worked with the police before. I can assure you her background has been thoroughly checked." 
Logan turned again to Leah, a challenge burning in his blue eyes. "I don't believe in psychic phenomena." 
Leah nodded. She was hardly surprised. Few people did. 
"Perhaps if I told you what I saw," she ventured. 
"Go ahead." 
She didn't miss the cynicism in his voice. She took a deep breath and closed her eyes, her mind conjuring the image of the small boy. "He has dark curly hair which is hanging in his eyes and sticking out from under his hat. He really needs a haircut," she said, smiling. "He has blue eyes, big blue eyes. They're very beautiful. I think he's about six years old." She paused for a second and opened her eyes. 
Logan still looked skeptical, but there was something else in his face, something Leah thought looked a bit like surprise. She closed her eyes again. 
"He's wearing a blue knitted hat...it has a Toronto Maple Leafs logo on it. He has on black snow boots, jeans and a winter parka. The parka is black with red sleeves." 
She opened her eyes once more and met David Logan's blue stare. 
"Very impressive, Ms. McKenna, but you haven't told me anything you couldn't have gotten from the police or my nephew's school." 
"We didn't give Leah your nephew's description. She came up with that on her own," Detective Hampton assured David. 
"I haven't spoken to anyone at your nephew's school. To be honest, I don't even know which school he goes to," Leah said. 
"What's my nephew's name?" David challenged. 
"I don't know," Leah replied, looking unflinchingly into his eyes. "My abilities seem to be more with clairvoyance than with telepathy." David's blank expression told her he didn't know the difference and probably didn't care, but she decided to explain anyway. 
"If I were telepathic, you could pick a card from a deck, look at it, and I could tell you which card you picked from reading your thoughts. As a clairvoyant, I have better success if you pick a card and place it face down without looking at it. I concentrate on the card itself to determine which one it is." 
He appeared unconvinced, but Leah couldn't worry about that right now. Something nagged at her, something she'd missed previously. She closed her eyes once more. 
"He's not wearing mitts. That's strange for February. There's something on his hand, his right hand. I think... on his index finger. It's a blemish of some sort. A cut, I think, and covered with a band-aid. Did he cut himself with a paring knife?" She opened her eyes. 
The color had drained from Logan's face. He straightened in his chair, and after a long moment, nodded at Leah. "Yes, he has a small cut on his right index finger. His name is Jeremy." 







  
  Chapter Two 


An hour later, David watched in his rear-view mirror as Leah McKenna parked her Toyota Corolla behind his Ford Explorer. 
Leaning his arms against the steering wheel, he wondered what had prompted him to agree to allow a perfect stranger to enter his house and look through Jeremy's things. He sighed heavily. He knew the answer though he didn't like it. Leah McKenna was his one link to his nephew. 
Despite Detective Hampton's assertions as to her credibility, David remained unconvinced. He didn't buy the psychic routine for a minute. He was a man of science, an engineer trained to look at cold, hard facts. Somehow she was connected to the kidnapper, and he was determined to discover exactly what that connection entailed. She might have fooled the police but she didn't fool him. 
She must have seen and talked to Jeremy. How else could she have known so many details about his appearance, especially the cut on his finger? He hadn't mentioned to the police the small cut his nephew had given himself trying to slice a carrot. The minor injury totally slipped his mind, though at the time he'd felt terrible about Jeremy hurting himself. He smiled at the memory, remembering how, after a few initial tears, his nephew had bandaged his finger and gone right back to work. 
David’s smile faded. Everything Leah said confirmed his belief that she knew where Jeremy was hidden. 
And for that reason, no matter what Detective Hampton said, he wasn't going to let her out of his sight. 
He opened the SUV’s door and stepped out into the cold winter night. Leah closed her car door a second later. She walked over to him, her hands pushed into her pockets and her chin tucked inside the collar of her winter jacket. Her warm breath sent a halo of fog around her face. 
"Thanks for letting me do this, Mr. Logan. I can appreciate you must be exhausted and worried, and I understand how skeptical you are." 
David wondered if she understood how truly skeptical he was. 
"Please, call me David." 
She smiled. "And I'm Leah." 
He opened the door of his house and stepped to one side to let her in. "I'm not sure what you think you can accomplish here." 
Leah slipped off her jacket. David took it from her and hung it in the closet next to the door. 
"Sometimes seeing the missing child's things will trigger a response in me. I often get a feeling for where he is from being in his usual surroundings." 
He shook his head. "These aren't his usual surroundings. He's been staying with me for the last week while my sister Michelle and my mother are on holiday." He averted his face. "I was supposed to keep him safe while they were gone." 
The guilt clawed at his stomach, making him feel sick and angry. A gentle hand on his arm caused him to look up. 
"It's not your fault." 
The quiet empathy on Leah's face surprised him. "If I'd done everything right, Jeremy would still be here. I should have walked him right into the school instead of letting him off at the corner." 
"Why didn't you walk him into the school?" 
"We were late and I had a meeting I had to get to. All the kids were already inside the school, but it was only a short distance. I watched him head toward the school and then I rushed to my meeting. I didn't even know anything was wrong until the school phoned asking where he was." He looked away from her. "Jeremy is missing because I put business ahead of his safety." 
"You couldn't have known what was going to happen. You can't blame yourself." 
Logically, he knew she was right, but his heart couldn't get past the belief he'd let his whole family down. Sometimes the responsibility for their care overwhelmed him. 
He started up the stairs, not wanting to discuss it any longer. 
"I'll take you to his room." 
Leah followed him up the stairs and into Jeremy's room. He hadn't been in the room since that morning. His nephew's suitcase lay open on the floor, its contents spilling out and testifying to the haste with which he'd dressed. David closed his eyes in anguish, barely stifling a groan. They'd been in such a hurry that he hadn't even told Jeremy he loved him that morning. 
Leah stooped to retrieve a couple of plastic toys left abandoned on the floor. She stared at the bright red brontosaurus and the purple stegosaurus as if waiting to hear them speak. 
David straightened the unmade bed to give himself something to do. His hand brushed against a lump under the blanket. He pulled Jeremy's well-worn Teddy bear from its hiding place. 
"This is one of his favorites," he said. "Jeremy calls him Mr. Cuddles. He's had him since he was a baby. He never goes to sleep without him. He'll be missing him..." 
David's hands clenched into fists. Rage poured through him. What kind of monster takes a child away from his mother, from everything that's familiar to him?  When he got his hands on the bastard who did this, he'd make him pay. 
His gaze collided with Leah's. He sensed she read the chaotic thoughts that tumbled through his brain. Her warm brown eyes were full of compassion and understanding, and for a moment he almost forgot his belief that she had something to do with Jeremy's disappearance. David stepped toward her, wanting to bury his face in her honey-colored hair and hold her until the fear and worry abated. 
What the hell was he doing? He stopped abruptly, appalled by the direction of his thoughts. How could he even consider such a thing when he was sure she was involved in Jeremy's disappearance? Yet, she seemed so innocent, the look in her eyes sincere and caring. His thoughts whirled in confusion. 
Leah touched the Teddy bear's ears. "Do you think it would be possible for me to keep Mr. Cuddles for a little while? Maybe when he's ready he'll tell me something." 
He managed a nod and handed her the bear. "I guess that would be okay." 
David closed the door as they left the bedroom. They walked down the stairs together, and though they neither spoke nor touched, he was acutely aware of her. The scent of her light floral perfume swirled around him, intoxicating his senses. He forced himself to think of her role in the kidnapping. She was working with Hal, he was certain of it. Hal snatched Jeremy on his way to school, or had someone else do it, and Leah concocted this bizarre psychic story about 'seeing' the abduction to throw suspicion off Hal. David wondered how deeply they were involved. Were they lovers? For some crazy reason the thought made his gut tighten in anger. 
He refocused his thoughts on Jeremy. There was one small consolation. At least David was reasonably sure Hal wouldn't harm his own son. It had to be Hal—if it wasn't... 
No. He wouldn't think about it. The possibility that his nephew had been randomly abducted by some sick, perverted creep haunted the edges of his consciousness. 
David refused to consider that scenario. If he played along with Leah, made her think that he at least considered her story, maybe she'd slip up and reveal the truth to him. 
"Would you like some coffee?" he asked when they reached the bottom of the stairs. Maybe if he kept her there a while longer she would feel comfortable enough to talk. He told himself it was her connection to his nephew that made him reluctant to let her leave. 
Leah regarded him solemnly. "No, not really. How about you? When was the last time you ate?" 
Her question caught him off guard. "I don't know. Breakfast, I think." 
"If you show me where your kitchen is, perhaps we can find ourselves something to eat." 
David was too surprised to do much more than point. "It's through there." 
Leah immediately began poking through the cupboards and the refrigerator, bringing out ingredients and setting them on the counter. David was struck by how easily she seemed to make herself at home in his house. 
"It looks like you've got all the fixings for a cheese omelet. Would you like that?" 
David shrugged. What the hell was she doing?
"I'll take that as a yes." She started breaking eggs into a bowl before turning to him. "Why don't you grate some cheese? I'll get the eggs ready." 
David did as she instructed, glad to have something to do even though he wasn't sure he could eat anything. 
When he finished with the cheese she pointed at the loaf of bread she'd retrieved from the fridge. "How about making some toast?" 
She heated a pan, the sizzling of the melting butter signaling its readiness. After pouring in the egg mixture, she opened the fridge door. "Do you want something to drink? Looks like your choices are either milk or beer." 
David didn't think he could keep the milk down. "I'll have a beer." 
She took a bottle from the fridge and deftly opened the cap before pouring herself a glass of milk. David buttered the toast and carried it to the table, along with plates and cutlery. 
A few minutes later Leah set an omelet in front of David, and then went back to work to make one for herself. David looked down at his plate and then at her. "Why are you doing this?" 
"Because I'm hungry." 
Her glib answer surprised him. She continued to beat the eggs, and when she spoke again, her attention was focused on her work rather than him. "I also believe you can't help Jeremy if you make yourself ill. Now eat, before it gets cold." 
David lifted his knife and fork and began to eat. The omelet was delicious, and he ate quickly, surprising himself with his appetite. Leah was right. If he was going to help Jeremy he had to keep up his strength. 
He watched her unobserved as she worked, her movements graceful and economical. Her heavy braid hung mid-way down her back and swung across her shoulders as she worked. The braid accentuated the variations in the coloring of her hair. The hair on the top and sides of her head was a pale ash blonde while sections of hair at the nape ranged from a honey color to dark blonde. She was slender and small, but with round, firm breasts and shapely curves. He had noticed the delicacy of her hands earlier as they caressed Jeremy's Teddy bear. 
She was an enigma to him. Why would a woman, as intelligent and as normal as Leah appeared to be, claim to see things that weren't there? Why would someone who seemed, at least on the surface, so innocent, be part of such a terrible crime? 
Leah sat across from him and they ate in silence. When they finished eating, she took the dishes to the sink and washed them while David wiped and put away. She dried her hands on a paper towel after draining the sink. 
"It's getting late. I should go." She walked towards the door, hesitated and then faced him again. "I know it'll be hard, but try to get some sleep. Perhaps things will look better in the morning." 
Despite his suspicions about Leah, he was touched by her concern. "I'll try." 
He walked with her to the front door and held her jacket for her. His hand brushed her thick braid as she flipped it out from under her jacket. The silky feel of her hair and the floral fragrance that emanated from it filled his senses, reminding him of his mother's rose garden. 
She gave Mr. Cuddles a gentle squeeze. "Would it be alright if I dropped by tomorrow? I'd like to spend some more time in Jeremy's room. Maybe something will speak to me." 
David nodded. Seeing her again would give him an opportunity to find out how well she knew Hal. "My mother and sister are flying home from Hawaii early tomorrow morning. Why don't you meet us at Michelle's house? You can see Jeremy's real room and all his toys, pictures, everything. We'll all be there." He told her the address. 
"All right. I'll see you tomorrow then." 
David touched her arm. "Thanks for the omelet. It was good." 
"You're welcome." 
They stood staring at each other, David's hand still on Leah's arm. He didn't understand his reluctance to let her leave. Perhaps if they'd met under different circumstances... 
The moment was broken by a sharp knock at the door. David abruptly dropped his hand from her arm and reached around her to open it. His cousin Chris stepped inside, a gust of cold night air entering with him. Chris grabbed him in a bear hug. 
"We just found out about Jeremy. Has there been any news? What do the police say?" 
David shrugged. "They're checking out all the possibilities, but so far nothing." 
Chris paced the small foyer with his usual frenetic energy, his brow furrowed with worry. "It's got to be Hal. He must have taken him. Why don't the police arrest him?" 
"Because there's no proof he had anything to do with the kidnapping. He has an alibi," Leah said. 
David turned to look at her at the same moment his cousin did. Chris eyed her curiously, obviously noticing her for the first time. 
"Who are you?" 
David stepped in to make introductions. "Leah, this is my cousin, Chris Logan. Chris, Leah McKenna." 
Chris extended his hand and Leah took it. "Are you a friend of Dave's?" 
"We just met today." 
"Leah works with the police," David said. 
"Are you a cop?" Chris asked. 
"No." 
Chris raised an eyebrow. "Are you some kind of kidnapping expert?" 
Leah hesitated a moment, her gaze briefly colliding with David's. "No." 
Chris glanced at David and then stared at Leah once more. "I don't understand. What work do you do with the police?" 
Leah gave David another uncertain glance, then squared her shoulders and looked directly at Chris. "I'm a psychic. I had a vision of Jeremy." 
Chris absorbed this information in stunned silence before turning to David. "Did you know about this?" 
"Yes," David replied reluctantly. "She was able to describe Jeremy right down to the smallest detail. She believes she saw the actual kidnapping." 
Chris stared at Leah, this time in shocked disbelief. "You mean you saw the kidnapping in your head?" 
She nodded and he took another step towards her, his face animated with a mixture of hope and suspicion. "Did you see the person who took him? What did he look like?" 
"I don't know," Leah replied. "I was focused on Jeremy." 
"What about the car?" Chris challenged. "What make was it? What color? Did you get the number of the license plate?" 
"No! I told you, I only saw Jeremy clearly." 
"Then your vision isn't of much use, is it?" 
She paled, but she kept her eyes on Chris and her head high. "No, it isn't." 
He turned to David, his voice dripping with derision. "Don't tell me you actually believe in this..." He waved a dismissive hand towards Leah. "This garbage." 
David saw Leah stiffen at Chris's words, and saw something that looked like hurt flicker in her eyes. For a second he wondered why she should be hurt when the whole psychic thing was a lie. 
Or did she actually believe she saw things? He dismissed the thought. 
"No, I don't." 
Leah stared at him for a moment. She said nothing in her own defense, but her eyes brimmed with disappointment. 
"I have to go," she said, her gaze sliding away from his. "It's late." 
She opened the door and stepped around a large redheaded man who was coming up the front steps. The man watched her with open appreciation as she hurried to her car, and then directed his attention towards David and Chris. "Which one of you is David Logan?" 
David narrowed his eyes at the stranger. "I am. Who are you?" 
The man extended his hand. "I'm Scott Rowe with the Winnipeg Free Press. We've learned from our police sources that your nephew—" He consulted the notepad in his hand. "—Jeremy Peterson, age six, is missing. My paper would like to interview you to verify our information and add your input to our article." 
"I'm not interested in giving any interviews. Please, just leave," David said. He hated the thought of his family's private pain on public display, the shock and fear of Jeremy's disappearance simply one more story for the public's entertainment. He began to close the door, but the reporter stuck his foot in front of it. 
"The newspaper is doing a story about your nephew's disappearance with or without your help," Rowe said. "With your cooperation we can get all the facts. Publicity can help in a case like this." 
When David hesitated, Chris spoke up. "He's right, Dave. Maybe someone's seen him and doesn't realize he's in trouble. We have to let people know." 
It made a certain amount of sense. If information and pictures of Jeremy appeared in all the media, it might make it more difficult for the kidnapper to hide him. Someone must have seen something. 
"Okay, let's do this." 
"Good," Rowe said, pulling his cell phone from his coat pocket. "But first, who was the lady that just left?" 
David answered without thinking twice. "A friend of the family." 






  
  Chapter Three 


Leah's purse and keys landed on the floor with a thud. She stripped off her jacket and dropped it as well, too exhausted to hang it in the closet. 
Why was she letting David's disbelief get to her? It certainly wasn't the first time her psychic abilities had been questioned. Still, coming from David Logan, the rejection stung more than it should have. For one brief, shining moment they'd connected on another level, simply as a man and a woman, and it had felt completely right. 
Leah sighed and walked into the kitchen to pour a glass of water. She knew it was crazy to feel this connection after just meeting David, especially since she knew he regarded her psychic abilities as complete bunk. If she were smart, she'd keep her distance from him. She'd made the mistake once before of getting involved with a man who didn't understand her. 
There was no doubt David Logan was a handsome man, and she'd be lying to herself if she didn't admit she found him attractive. Simply a look from him, or the touch of his hand brushing her neck, sent her heart soaring and her hormones into overdrive. This attraction was totally inappropriate, not at all something she welcomed. But she knew she was feeling more than simply a physical attraction. 
In the short time they'd spent together she'd caught a glimpse of David's heart. She knew that underneath the cynical, self-sufficient exterior he showed to the world lay a vulnerability he rarely acknowledged. Leah had the strangest need to protect him, though she didn't know from what. She couldn't explain her feelings, even to herself, but she knew she couldn't abandon David any more than she could abandon Jeremy. 
She was unwise to feel this way. David could break her heart if she let him. Leah had a healthy sense of self-preservation, and she knew from bitter experience the pain of being discarded by a man who couldn't accept her for who she was. 
She sighed wearily. How could she ask David or any other man to accept her when she'd never learned to accept herself? 
She needed to talk to her grandmother. Being psychic herself, Leah knew Nana would understand her fears. Yet, she was reluctant to admit her involvement with the kidnapping, knowing the emotional wringer she'd put both her grandmother and her father through the last time. 
For the first time in two years Leah wished her dreams of her sister Rebecca would return. She shivered when she realized the implication of her wish. It would mean returning to the visions and dreams and everything that made her psychic, all the things she'd fled from two years ago. It meant abandoning any thought of having a normal life. 
Leah sighed. Who was she kidding? For two years she'd done her best to block her psychic abilities, but the vision of Jeremy Peterson's abduction had smashed through her carefully constructed defenses. A normal life didn't exist for her. Rebecca would be the only one who would understand how she felt. What advice would she give her? 
Leah sighed and drained her glass. It didn't matter what advice Rebecca or Nana or anyone else might give her. The instant she first experienced her vision of Jeremy, her life became inextricably bound to his, and to David's. She was in the search for Jeremy for keeps, regardless of the consequences. 

      [image: ]Leah reached out her hand to touch the mirror, but instead of cold glass, her fingers connected with warm flesh. Joy filled her heart, but was tempered with apprehension when she remembered her last dream of Rebecca and what her sister had told her then. 
She pushed the fear aside to concentrate on the joy of seeing Rebecca again. 
"Where have you been?" 
"I've been waiting for you." Rebecca smiled and touched Leah's face, her fingers gentle. "You haven't wanted to see me." 
"I'm sorry I sent you away," Leah said. "I was so scared after Katie Morgan died. I've missed you so much." 
"Yes, I know. I've missed you too. But I understand how frightened you were." 
"You're the best part of me." Leah touched Rebecca's hair, its golden color and mid-back length identical to her own. "I never meant to lose you." 
"Don't worry, I'm here now. You must feel stronger." 
"Maybe." Leah looked into her twin's warm brown eyes. "I'm still scared. What if I fail this boy? I'm afraid that what happened last time will happen again." 
"You have to believe in yourself and trust the gift you've been given. No matter what, you have to know you're not responsible for what happened to Katie Morgan. Or to me." 
The mirror image began to fade. Leah reached frantically for it. "Rebecca, don't go. I have so many more questions. Please don't go." 
But Rebecca was gone. 
Leah sat up with a start, suddenly awake and startled to find that her cheeks were wet with tears. Despite the tears, elation flooded through her. Rebecca was back. She laughed and jumped out of bed, feeling better than she had for weeks. Rebecca's absence the past two years had created a huge void in her life. 
They'd grown up together in her dreams. As Leah grew from toddler to adult, so did Rebecca. She'd shared with Rebecca her thoughts and aspirations, her sorrows and fears, much as she would with a flesh and blood sister. 
Her dreams were the only place where Rebecca was allowed to become an adult. In the waking world, her identical twin sister was only a long ago memory, gone for almost twenty-six years. 
Yet in all that time Leah had never found the answer to one question. Why did Rebecca have to die? 

      [image: ]Leah checked the address David had given her. There was no doubt about it. This was the place. The eerie similarity between this River Heights neighborhood and the one she'd seen in her vision sent a shiver racing up her back. The quiet, tree-lined street teemed with activity. Several police cars lined the street. A TV news crew was setting up on the sidewalk outside the house, getting ready to interview a police spokesperson. Cars from the Free Press and The Winnipeg Sun jockeyed for parking spots on the narrow street. Reporters scrambled over the snow banks to be the first to get the story. Leah kept driving. The last thing she wanted was to arouse their curiosity by walking up to the front door. She had no intention of once more becoming part of a media feeding frenzy. 
She parked her car a couple of blocks down the street and then backtracked towards Michelle Peterson's house. Instead of walking up the front path, she cut through the back lane. To her relief, the lane was deserted. She pushed open the gate and walked to the back door, taking a deep calming breath before ringing the bell. A curtain on the door window moved and Leah saw David staring down at her. Her heart did a tiny somersault in her chest, and she closed her eyes briefly, annoyed with herself. She shouldn't feel an attraction for a man who regarded her as a flake or possibly worse, but there it was. She wished she didn't feel this pull towards him. 
David opened the door and let her inside the small porch, clearly surprised by her presence. "I didn't think you'd show up today." 
She slipped off her winter boots and jacket. "I said I would come, didn't I?" 
"Yes, but I thought, after..." 
"You thought I'd stay home with my tail tucked between my legs because of what you said last night." She managed a smile she hoped looked braver than it felt. "Sorry to disappoint you." 
"You haven't." His eyes regarded her solemnly, as if trying to decipher a difficult puzzle. "Would you like to meet the others?" 
Leah took a deep breath and expelled it slowly. "Yes, I would." 
Several pairs of eyes stared at her as she entered the kitchen. Unconsciously, she smoothed a sweaty palm across the sleeve of her sweater. An elegant woman in her sixties, her dark hair shot through with streaks of grey, stepped forward to greet her. Everything about this woman spoke of elegance and grace, from the casually expensive outfit she wore to the smile she attempted for Leah's benefit. She extended her hand and Leah automatically took it. 
"You must be Leah McKenna. David and Detective Hampton have been telling us about you. I'm Jenny Logan, David's mother." 
And Jeremy's grandmother, Leah added silently. "Hello, Mrs. Logan." 
She wanted to say something more, but 'How are you?' and 'Nice to meet you' sounded inane under the circumstances. 
David took her elbow and guided her towards a woman about her own age who sat at the kitchen table, her eyes rimmed with red and a tissue clutched in her hand. 
"This is my sister, Michelle Peterson, Jeremy's mother," David said, though introductions were hardly necessary. Michelle was dark-haired and blue-eyed, a lovely feminine version of her brother. Even if the resemblance hadn't been so strong, Leah would have sensed her connection to Jeremy. Her pain for her missing child radiated from her in overpowering waves, her fear reaching out with icy fingers to touch Leah. Swallowing nervously, Leah took the young woman's cold hand between the two of hers. 
"I'm sorry Michelle." She wanted to offer her something more, but didn't want to engender any false hopes or make promises she wasn't sure she could keep. All she could do was to offer the truth as she knew it. "In the vision I had of Jeremy he seemed fine. He was unhurt and unafraid, just confused." Why should that be, Leah wondered, and why hadn't she thought of it before? If a stranger led him away he should have been terrified. 
Michelle looked up into her face. "Thank you. I appreciate that." She cocked her head to one side. "I know you from somewhere, I'm sure." 
"Really?" Leah shook her head. "Jeremy looked a bit familiar to me, too, but I couldn't explain it. I don't usually get a vision out of the blue like this." 
"You just look so familiar." Michelle patted her hand before letting it go. "I hope I can remember why. Would that help you...help you see Jeremy?" 
"Perhaps," Leah answered with a smile. "This gift of mine is very unpredictable. It's hard to know what
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