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About This Book


Introducing a new thriller series that keeps you guessing and on your toes through every twist and unexpected turn….

USA Today Best-Selling Author Dale Mayer does it again in this mind-blowing thriller series.

The unlikely team of Detective Kate Morgan and Simon St. Laurant, an unwilling psychic, marries all the unpredictable and passionate elements of Mayer’s work that readers have come to love and crave.

Some cases are clear-cut and make sense, and then there’s this one. Two women, avid joggers, out for a hard Stanley Park Fun Run. Both dead. Both at the same time. Both on the popular park trail. rail running up and down hills dodging rocks and trees is rough, sometimes deadly. But this killer has a unique method for taking out his victims—one that doesn’t leave any forensic evidence. Detective Kate Morgan focuses on the victims,… until two more are killed.

Awakening in the night with horrible nightmares, Simon St. Laurant curses his life and hates having ever traveled down this strange pathway, particularly when the visions come out of nowhere. This case, though, involves a much more personal element that terrifies him.

As Kate gets closer to finding out the truth, she finds herself following the path to becoming the next victim.

Sign up to be notified of all Dale’s releases here!


Prologue
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Saturday, One Week Later, Mid-September

Kate Morgan woke up early in the morning, still at the penthouse apartment of Simon St. Laurant. She rolled over and tried to sneak out from the covers. Almost instantly an arm came around and pulled her back down.

“It’s Saturday.”

She froze. “It is?”

He nodded. “It is. You’re off work.”

“Jesus, I don’t even know what day it is anymore.”

“Well, if you would take some of the time off that you have coming and rest a little bit,” he said, “I wouldn’t have to worry about you quite so much.”

“You worry too much,” she replied instantly. The arm around her tightened, and she cuddled in closer. “In that case,” she decided, yawning, “I’ll just stay here a bit. Maybe we can have breakfast for a change.”

“Normally, you’re up and out of here before breakfast is even possible.”

“And normally, you’re up and out of here, buying and selling the world,” she replied.

“Foreign markets and stock exchanges open up early,” he explained.

“So, why the hell are you still here now?”

“It’s Saturday. They can go screw themselves.”

She laughed. Just then her phone rang.

He froze, tucked her up closer, and said, “Don’t answer it.”

She rolled over and looked at him. “You know I can’t do that.”

“I know.” He sighed, then kissed her gently. “Go ahead, answer it then.”

She reached over and grabbed her phone to see the Caller ID. “What’s up, Rodney?”

“We got a new case,” he said, his voice grim.

“Yeah, what kind of a case?”

“You mean, outside of dead bodies?”

“Bodies?”

“Yeah, two, on the Stanley Park jogging trails.”

“Runners?”

“Yeah, both women, both late twenties.”

“Shit. Shot or what?”

“No, we’re not exactly sure what happened. But it sounds like something might have been sprayed in their faces. Gassed maybe, but Smidge’ll have to tell us what it was,” he noted. “Anyway, I got the first call. I’m here, and I’m tagging you.”

“Great,” she mumbled. “Simon just told me that I needed to take a few days off.”

“And he’s right. You do. But you didn’t set that up.”

“Nope, I’m coming,” she replied. “You know me. Anytime somebody needs me—”

“More than that,” he added, “I think this will definitely be your case. At the very least I want you on it with me.” And, with that, he hung up.

She smiled at her phone. “You know what? I think that was actually a compliment.”

“Remember that teamwork thing?”

“I’m working on it,” she grumbled. “I’m working on it. Oh, and don’t plan on jogging the Stanley Park trails today.”

“Not planning on doing any jogging—especially now.”

She smiled, got up, and said, “I don’t even have time for a shower.”

“Yes, you do,” he argued. “Just make it fast.”

She hesitated, then nodded. She was in and out in five minutes to find him with her clothes all laid out.

“And dirty clothes again.” She swore softly.

“In this case it doesn’t matter,” he noted, “because we spent most of yesterday sitting around the house, doing nothing. So, you’ll be good to go. These are the ones you came in the day before.”

She looked at them in surprise. “Did you wash them?”

“Yeah, I did it last night.”

“Shit, you’re handy to have around.”

She walked over to give him a quick kiss, but he snatched her up into a hug and kissed her thoroughly, then added, “And you remember that.”

With that, she was gone.


Chapter 1
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Detective Kate Morgan slid under the yellow tape and headed down the slight slope to the running path. She glanced around, orienting herself. A lot of jogging trails were along the beach. Matter of fact, jogging trails wound around all over, not just up and down the beach, and she wasn’t even exactly sure how far inland they went. A parking lot was off to the side, where four vehicles and numerous cop cars were currently parked. She glanced around but found no sign of Rodney.

As she headed in the direction where everybody was walking, she held up her badge twice, as people approached. They just nodded and let her go on through. She hadn’t been on the job long enough to know too many of the running trails, but, when she considered the number of them in the area, she wondered whether they were even technically on Stanley Park land. She would have to pull up a map to figure that out.

She saw a group of first responders had convened up ahead and noted that the attack had occurred just close enough to the parking lot that anybody could have lain in wait. Nobody would even know whether the victims had gone for a run yet. She understood from the quick description she’d gotten from Rodney that two women were killed, which presented its own problem. How did you kill two, without alerting one of them that something was wrong?

Unless more than one killer was involved. Although it happened, multiple killers working together weren’t the norm. And, if they were, they were usually couples. But then why would anybody attack two joggers? And two female joggers at that?

Kate shoved her hands in her pockets, frowning, as she contemplated the area. It was a warm sunny day, and there hadn’t been any rain, so any tracks the killer and the victims left would be easy to find. Assuming, of course, that there were any and that they were distinguishable from all the others, since this place was a heavily used jogging path.

As she approached the crowd, Rodney separated himself and walked toward her.

He smiled. “You made good time.”

She nodded. “Traffic was pretty light. I’m surprised we’re so close to the parking lot.”

“Yes, and that’s just compounding things. There are no cameras, nothing along this area to give us any assistance.”

“Of course not,” she grumbled, “and the parking lot itself is off the main thoroughfare. So, even if cameras are on the main road, it would be hard to see anyone coming in or out of this corner.”

“Yeah, we’d have to go back to that last main intersection,” Rodney noted.

“We might have to. But, at the moment, we have absolutely no indication that this person even drove in. And how many stops are there along this path? Like half a dozen?”

“Three different parking spots have easy access to the path, but these jogging paths are like a spiderweb all around the area,” he explained. “So really the killer could have come from any direction. It won’t be clear and simple at all.”

“Is it ever?”

He just laughed.

“So, what do we know about the victims?”

“Both easily identified, both carrying cell phones with those little attachments on the back for carrying cards. One had a credit card, and the other one had her ID.”

“Students?”

“No, actually,” he replied, “and that was my initial thought too, but they’re locals. Both of them live on Pendrell Street by Stanley Park.”

“Oh, nice area.” She rolled it around in the back of her mind. “And makes sense, considering where they run.”

“It does, and it’s really been developed in the last ten or twenty years.”

“Yeah, that’s a joke,” she said, turning to look around. “What square inch of Vancouver hasn’t been developed? Property prices have gone so sky-high that anything even ten years old is worth dropping and putting up as something brand-new.”

“No argument there,” Rodney stated. “So, back to our victims. Both are married. Both have jobs, and apparently this happened just a couple of hours ago.”

“Who found them?” she asked.

“A group of joggers. They meet every morning at six and come out this way.”

“So, these women were out here before them?”

“Yes, although the bodies were still warm when they found them.”

“How did they die?”

“Well, you can ask Dr. Smidge that question yourself.”

She snorted. “Oh boy, he won’t want to see me.”

“Well, it’s been a little bit of time since that last case piled up on his desk.”

She shook her head. “It won’t matter.” She sighed. “He’ll still blame me for it somehow.”

“Well, keep me out of the line of fire,” Rodney suggested, with a laugh.

She shook her head, as she walked toward the crime scene. Smidge was there bent over examining something. But the medical staff had two gurneys at the ready, just waiting for the go-ahead to load up the victims and take them away. She had wanted to ask Smidge something, but, as he straightened up and turned around, he caught sight of her, and his glare was the first thing she saw. She raised both hands in mock surrender. “Hey, I didn’t kill them.”

“Well, you better find out who did,” he barked. “Two at a time, really? Seriously, like I don’t have enough work already? I’ve only just barely dug out of your last mess.” With that, he shook his head and stormed back to his wagon, grumbling all the way.

She sighed and looked over at Rodney. “How come you got off so lightly?”

“Hey, I stay out of his line of sight,” he admitted, with a grin.

“Well, at least he’s still speaking to me.”

“You’re about the only one he talks to,” Rodney noted. “You should remember that.”

“Yeah, sure. I’ll keep that in mind while he’s barking at me all the time.” Of course that didn’t mean anything. She had to deal with him, and generally they ended up getting along. But he was hard at it and overworked, and that was nothing new. In a big city, like Vancouver, there was a steady stream of crime. It didn’t ever seem to slow down, and the authorities had no short supply of murders—to the point of feeling as if putting two people in the same room would result in only one coming out.

She had learned a lot about humanity in her lifetime, beginning as a child—when her brother had gone missing, and nobody knew anything about it. Nothing they were willing to talk about at least. That’s the part that really got to her.

She knew that people had to have known something, but nobody had ever spoken up. Whether it was out of fear of the person who committed the crime, reluctance to have the police looking into their own lives, or just because they didn’t want to get involved—that inconvenience factor—she didn’t know. It had been a hard-learned lesson. Now she just stayed on the side of cynical at all times. It made for less disappointment that way.

Dr. Smidge ordered the bodies to be collected; then he stepped over to Kate. “Hope you catch this guy.”

“We will,” she replied, a note of confidence in her voice.

He looked at her and rolled his eyes. “Preferably before he kills again.”

She winced at that. “Depending on the motive, that could be a little tough. Do you have a cause of death?”

“At first glance it’ll be strangulation,” he stated, “but they were also sprayed in the face with something.”

She nodded. “That’s what I heard, and I did see something there at the neck. Plus, their faces looked very contorted.”

“Well, that would go along with the strangulation,” the coroner confirmed. “Something else I don’t quite understand and will definitely have to take a better look at, but I don’t think how we found them is how they were left.”

“What do you mean?” she asked.

“The same ligature was wrapped around both necks.”

“At the same time?”

He nodded. “As if they were both down on the ground and rolled over, kneeling or something,” he suggested. “We found them side by side, but there was only one ligature mark on the front of one woman. And there’s no mark around the back of her neck. So, both heads were together and yet slightly apart.” Smidge demonstrated, cocking his head off to the side. “And just one rope wrapped around both necks.”

“That sounds strange.” Kate thought about it and asked, “It would take them longer to die, wouldn’t it?”

“It’s almost a garrote, so not necessarily,” he countered. “It cut through the skin in places. I’ll let you know more when I get through the autopsies.”

She shoved her hands in her pockets again, as she watched the medical team load up the bodies. “Any idea what would have been sprayed in their faces?”

“From the look of it,” Dr. Smidge replied, “I’d say it’s probably bear spray, but again I’ll have to test it.”

“So, that would have immediately caused them to panic and to become disoriented. As they fought the burn, the rope was likely thrown around both of them. But it’s not likely they were being cooperative,” she commented, as she took in the scene. “They’ll be freaking out, clawing at their eyes, definitely not standing still. It would be almost impossible to get a rope around both of their necks at the same time.”

“There is bruising on one of the women,” Smidge added.

“So, it’s possible they were hit somehow and stunned, and then, after they were dead, they were separated?”

He nodded. “They were lying next to each other, and the rope was off to the side.”

“And it’s an actual rope?”

“I said a rope, did I not?” he stated in a testy voice. “But I also said that it was more of a garrote as well.”

“Whoa, whoa, hang on a minute. So, you’re saying that he killed them and then came back with another weapon and killed them again?”

“I’m not sure,” he admitted, “unless the rope has some wire through it.”

She frowned. “I really want to see that rope.”

“And you will, whenever forensics is done with it,” he snapped.

She glared at him, and he glared right back. “Fine.… Answers as soon as you can.”

“Answers when I can,” he corrected.

And probably more as a matter of form as anything, he generally didn’t get along with very many people. The fact that he spoke to her at all, even in a testy voice, was a testament to the relationship she’d slowly been working on.

Yet he remained standing by her and the crime scene.

“I wonder if the rope didn’t quite do the job or something,” she muttered, her mind still caught on that one fact. “Particularly given the angles, with the two of them tied together.”

“That’s quite possible,” the coroner agreed. “In which case it makes sense that the rope was left behind because it would have been deemed a failure.”

“So instead he’s taken the garrote with him,” she theorized, “leaving us with next to nothing to work with.”

“Not a whole lot anyway,” he muttered, shaking his head. “Two at a time now. Jesus Christ, what next?”

“Don’t even ask.” She cringed. “You and I both know that, when it comes to this crap, there’s no end to what might come next.”

“I know,” he replied. “Time for me to find another job.”

“That won’t help,” she argued. “Even if you did leave this career, these pictures won’t leave your mind.”

He stopped, looked at her, and asked, “Do they ever leave yours?”

She grimaced and shook her head. “No, they sure don’t.”

“Exactly, how can they?” he noted. “The best we can do is hope for a good night’s sleep at some point before we die.”

She burst out laughing. “You know that it’ll probably be our very last sleep when it happens.”

He grinned. “Very true. I think that’s why they call it going to sleep. Forever.”

“Well, that suits me, as long as it comes without dreams. Nightmares, I mean,” she muttered. And, with that, they separated, the coroner heading toward the van. She walked over to where Rodney was talking to forensics.

He looked at her and asked, “Did you get anything from him?”

“A little bit.” She quickly relayed the bits that Smidge had shared.

“So, maybe the rope itself didn’t work on two at a time.” Rodney frowned. “I’m wondering why he tried two at a time anyway, especially if they were both fighting it. And the bear spray would have had them struggling regardless.”

“Yeah, that’s for sure, particularly if he sprayed them right in the face, as he appears to have done. Smidge also noted some bruising on the temple of one of the victims, as if she may have taken a blow to the head.”

“If you think about it, how do you bear spray two of them at the same time and actually get a decent enough shot that it never incapacitates, yet completely disorients and blinds them? They never really get past that, when he’s on them.”

“Especially if he’s there with a rope and a garrote maybe,” she suggested.

“Rope and a garrote? Now that’s something. And again, I think it goes back to the fact that he tried for two at a time. What was the purpose behind that?” Rodney asked, wondering out loud.

“Instinctively I want to say revenge,” she replied, “but I don’t know against who or why. It doesn’t even mean it’s against our victims, but he chose these two for some particular reason, and it could have just been opportunity.”

“Which is always the worst,” Rodney muttered.

“It never gives us anything better than that for understanding the whys. You die because you’re in the wrong place at the wrong time.” She shook her head. “That just sucks. There’s never a good time or reason to die, I guess,” she added. “But to think that just because you go for a morning jog, to be healthy and fit, this is what happens? That doesn’t make a whole lot of sense either.”

“But that’s the thing,… murder doesn’t make any sense,” Rodney declared. “Come on. Let’s take a look around.”

“I want to check out the layout from up on the hills around here,” she stated, “just to see where this guy might have been.”

“We have no idea on that yet,” Rodney said. “He could have been another jogger too. Even jogging with them. No way to know.”

“Well, we can case the area and can talk to other joggers who are out here now, but the chances of finding anybody who was here around the same time is pretty slim at this point.”

“Beyond slim,” Rodney declared, “but not impossible.”

And, with that, they headed out to speak to anybody on the trail. The police had cordoned off this trail’s entrance and exit, and the two dead women hadn’t been left right on the path. They’d been placed just off a bit, so anybody who saw that the police were here either had come in out of curiosity or were avoiding the entire mess, thinking that they’d find out what happened via the news later. Nothing would interrupt their jogging.

Kate had met people like that, those who wouldn’t let anything mess up their plans, their day, or whatever it was they were doing; and, if anybody thought otherwise, they were wrong. She often wondered at the mind-set, but then she didn’t give enough of a crap about anything but her job to actually follow through with that mind-set herself. Except for finding out who took her brother. She still refused to say killed because there was absolutely no proof that he was dead, and, until she found his body, no way she would accept that. Just no way.

Two hours later, Rodney had spoken to a few joggers, while Kate spent all that time walking around, checking for any evidence possibly related to this crime. She found three locations where somebody could sit and see the joggers coming from a good couple hundred yards away. She studied the distance, looking at how far she had to go to get back down on the path, and then called Rodney on her cell. He was down at the other side of the path.

“If you turn and look to the north, you can see me.” Watching as he turned, she lifted a hand, and he acknowledged her presence. “I can see you, and I can see the joggers coming down the pathway,” she noted, “so this is a possible scouting area.”

“Anything out there?”

“Nothing at first glance,” she stated. “I’ll take a look, but I think we should probably send forensics up here to have a better look.”

“Sure enough,” he agreed. “They’ll be a bit yet anyway.”

“Has any civilian stopped you down there?”

“A couple people asked what happened, you know, and was it accidental—which, really? You’d think that wouldn’t need to be asked,” he said. “I told them not to run alone, how they should always run in pairs, but even that sounds pretty stupid, considering two women died here together.”

“No, I hear you,” she concurred. “Did you find anything down there?”

“No, not yet. I’ll keep walking farther up though, so, if you don’t hear from me for a bit, that’s why.”

“Good enough,” she replied. “You’re a big guy, so chances are that you’re safe.”

And, with a laugh, she waved at him again and got a thumbs-up in return. It wasn’t anything to laugh about, but making jokes and finding something lighter to think about made the job easier to cope with. She knew the public probably wouldn’t appreciate it if they overheard them, but everybody had to find a way to deal with the stress of these cases. And for her and for many of the police, it was good-natured teasing and laughter.

She studied the area around her again. Just enough potential was here that she wanted to find a way to keep track of anybody who came here. But that was almost impossible, short of setting up cameras, and then what? Would this guy ever use the same spot again? Was this a one-off? Did he have an affair with one of the women and not care about collateral damage and so he took them both out? There was just not enough information to have the slightest idea what was going on here. She sent Rodney a quick text message, asking if the families had been notified.

No, not yet. We can go do that now, if you’re ready.

She looked around at the final spot that she’d chosen as the best—or at least most likely—location and sent back a text. Sure, let’s get that done. We need info and fast, before panic sets in.

Unless there’s a long history of murders on this jogging trail, I doubt anybody will panic.

Shaking her head, she wrote back. The jogging nuts might, when they realize two were killed at one time though. When they find out the buddy system they’ve been using to feel safe all this time isn’t enough, that’s when they’ll panic.

Rodney replied right away. Right, so information first. In order to get that, let’s get to the families.

Kate met him at the parking lot and asked, “Do you want to take one family, and I’ll take the other?”

He nodded. “Sure, looks like they both just live a few blocks away from each other.” Rodney checked his watch. “Chances are people could be at work.”

Kate nodded. “I’m running the one woman, the blonde. Oh, wow, she’s recently divorced and has a DUI charge,” she noted, sounding surprised.

“What?” He turned toward Kate, staring at her, with a confused expression on his face. “What’s so odd about that?”

“Nothing,” she said, “but so often we run these reports, and nothing pops at all.”

He smiled. “Well, in my experience, a recent divorce can cause all kinds of shit.”

“Isn’t that the truth,” she muttered. “I’ll take that one, I guess.”

“Are you expecting anybody to be there?” he asked.

“No, I’m really not,” she replied, “but I’ll give it a try. Let me go get the lay of the land, then I’ll contact the parents.”

“Good enough. I’ll take the other one.”

“Do we know anything about her?” she asked him, as she walked over to her car.

“Nope, not a whole lot. I have an address though, so I’ll go see what I can find out.”

They both drove to the same area. As they got out, he pointed to both townhomes and noted, “They’re neighbors, so chances are good they could be long-term friends with similar fitness goals, and it is nice and convenient to have a running buddy nearby.”

“Yeah, it also gives us good potential to find people who might know their patterns. I mean, if they’ve been here for very long,” she suggested, “then the neighbors will probably all know that they run together, and we can find out whether they were friends before or something.”

He nodded. “Who knows? We don’t want to assume too much. We might get surprised.”

As he walked up to the front of one house, she headed over to the door of her victim’s as well. She wasn’t expecting anybody to be here, so when an older woman answered the door, Kate was surprised. “Hi. Is this Jenna Barney’s home?”

“Yes, of course this is the Barney residence,” replied the woman, who Kate thought might be her mother. The woman looked at her, then frowned and asked, “You’re with the police?”

“Yes, I am.” Kate held up her badge.

“What’s the matter?” asked the woman, puzzled, then she panicked. “Oh my God, is it about Jenna?”

“May I come in?”

The woman looked at her, wordless, and stepped back so Kate could enter. “Please don’t tell me that it’s Jenna.” Tears had already formed in the corners of her eyes as she waited, hoping not to hear the bad news she already knew was coming.

“Are you her mother?” Kate asked. When the woman slowly nodded, Kate continued. “I’m very sorry.” She held up her phone, showing a photo of the face of the dead woman. “Is this Jenna?”

“Yes,” she cried out, tears pouring down her cheeks. “She’s dead, isn’t she?” she asked, staring at the picture.

“Yes,” Kate whispered quietly. “I’m so sorry for your loss.”

She shook her head. “No words can ever make this right.” She looked over at Kate, squaring her shoulders a bit. “Please tell me that you’ve picked him up already.”

“Picked who up?”

“Her ex-husband,” the woman said, frowning. “You know he did this.”

“Why do you say that?” Kate asked.

“They fought terribly. He swore he’d kill her before he’d let her have the house and everything else.” She waved a hand around the home. “You can see that Jenna is—was—still in it.”

“And you’re living here with her?”

At that, the old woman gasped. “Oh my God. Yes. Yes, I have been living here. Am I in danger?”

“And is that because you don’t have another place to live or because you wanted to be here with Jenna?”

“She actually asked me to move in with her. She said she didn’t want to be living alone.”

“And what was the ex-husband’s problem?”

“He’s an awful man, and I know that she was really worried about him. He was very abusive, very aggressive, and she was scared of him.”

“Did she have reason to be? Was there a history of abuse?”

“Oh, yes, absolutely,” she declared.

“Did Jenna go to the police or tell anybody?”

“No,” she replied, “it wasn’t good for her business.”

“What was her business?” Kate asked, looking confused.

“She was in real estate.”

At that, Kate just stared.

“That’s what I said to her too. Big deal if you’re in real estate. It’s not as if you’re a celebrity, protecting your reputation. Wife beaters come from all walks of life.”

With her notebook in hand, Kate wrote down the name of the ex-husband and asked, “Do you know where Barry is living these days?”

Jenna’s mother shook her head. “I just know that it’s an apartment somewhere. I don’t know that I ever heard her say where. But he was not very happy about downsizing, while she stayed in this house.”

“Has the divorce been finalized?”

“No. Well…” Then she stopped and shook her head. “I actually can’t confirm that. She did meet with the lawyer yesterday, and I’m not at all sure what the latest is.”

“Okay, good enough. Do you happen to know the name of her attorney?”

The woman looked at her, and her bottom lip trembled. “No,” she whispered. “Why is it I don’t know these things?”

Kate reached out a hand to the obviously distraught woman. “I’m sorry. It’s not as any of us are ever prepared for this conversation.”

She looked at her and blinked. “No, you’re right. It’s not like we say, ‘Hey, honey, before you go for a run this morning, do you want to tell me who your lawyer is in case you get murdered by your ex-husband’?” Such bitterness and raw grief filled her voice.

Kate added, “Maybe you’d better sit down. Is there anybody you can call to be with you?”

She sagged onto a kitchen chair and shook her head. “She’s my only daughter. My son lives on the other side of the country.”

“Did Jenna have any children?”

“No, she always really wanted children, but Barry didn’t.”

“And what about your husband?”

She waved her hand. “He’s been gone a long time now. It’s one of the reasons why I was quite happy to move here with Jenna,” she shared. “There’s just the two of us. I knew that she would find another partner soon enough, and I’d be in the way again, but—you know, for the moment,” she whispered, “I was just going to enjoy it. And hopefully, before too long, it wouldn’t be an issue.”

Her odd wording caught Kate’s attention. “What do you mean by that?”

The woman looked up and gave her a half smile. “I have stage four breast cancer,” she shared. “We’ve been trying to decide about going through more treatments, though they can really do nothing more but delay the inevitable a bit.”

Kate took a moment as she absorbed the news she’d sensed was coming. “I’m so very sorry this is all happening to you.”

“You never think that the end of your life will come like this, and I was prepared to do what I could to squeeze every day I could out of this life, but now? I’m just thinking, ‘Please, let this be over, and then I can at least go join my daughter.’”

The shock was taking a toll, and she looked unsteady. “Are you sure there’s nobody I can call to come be with you right now? Or I can get social services to come in.”

“No, please, that’s the last thing I want,” she said. “I’ll just go upstairs and lie down and think about what I’m supposed to do now.” She looked over at Kate. “How long before I can have my daughter’s body?”

She hesitated and then spoke. “I’m sorry, but because of the circumstances of her death—”

“Not for a while then. I suppose that means there will be an autopsy.”

“Exactly. I’m sorry.… Do you happen to know Robin?”

“Oh, yeah, that’s her friend. She lives almost next door. They went running together every morning.” She stopped, turning to face Kate. “Wait. I just realized that I didn’t even ask how Jenna died. What did he do to her? How did he kill her?”

“First off, we don’t know for sure that it was Barry,” she reminded her. “We’ll need to do a full investigation before we can determine that.”

The woman just waved it away impatiently. “How did she die? Where did he take her?”

“They were running,” Kate explained. “Jenna and Robin, I mean. They were found together, just off a nearby jogging path. Both dead.”

The woman stared at her in shock and then slowly sagged back down onto the chair. “Both dead? What? Both my Jenna and Robin are dead?”

Kate nodded slowly. “Yes, while I understand that you feel sure it was the ex-husband, would he have had any cause to kill Jenna’s friend?”

“No, no. My God, they have two little children.” She stared blindly out the window, her hand over her mouth. “Oh, my goodness, Agnew will be just devastated.”

“Agnew?”

“Robin’s husband.” She pointed out the window. “A vehicle is over there at their place now.”

“Yes, that’s my partner. He’s another detective in my department.”

“You’ve told Agnew as well?”

“Yes, ma’am, that’s why my partner is over there.”

Looking pale and distraught, she asked, “Why would he kill both of them?”

“That’s what we must determine, and, of course, the autopsy is a part of that investigation,” she noted. “We need to get every bit of information we can to make sure we know exactly what’s been going on here and why this happened.”

“What could possibly be going on?” she asked. “Why would he kill two?”

“And that’s one of the many questions we have to get answered,” she explained. “Are you sure you’ll be okay here alone? Maybe I could go get a neighbor for you?”

“No, no, I’ll be fine,” she said. “You go figure this out. I need to bury my daughter, before my time comes.”

And such a note of pain filled her voice that Kate didn’t really know what to say. Death notifications were always the worst part of the job, and it was better if one didn’t get too heavily involved. But, at the same time, what do you do when you have a situation like with this poor woman, all alone now with nobody to help her? “Look. People can help, if you do need something.”

“No,” the mother repeated, with yet another wave of her hand. “It’s fine.”

Another thought occurred to Kate. “Maybe Agnew would like your help with the children?”

The woman seemed concerned, considered it.

“But look after yourself first.” With that, Kate took her leave. She stepped out onto the front steps, then realized she was leaving empty handed. At the door, she looked back and asked, “Do you know whether your daughter had an address book, a laptop, or anything like that?”

“A laptop, yes, of course,” she replied. “She kept all her business there. Do you need it?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Kate said immediately, “I do. One thing we’ll need to figure out is who else might have known that they went jogging in the morning, for example.”

“I have no idea,” she stated, “but we all knew. They’ve been doing it for years. They laughed about it. They used to do some racing for fun, as they were very competitive, but there was never any animosity between them.”

“Was it always just the two of them?”

She frowned, then looked at Kate. “You know what? I don’t think so. It seems like another woman went with them as well. But something happened to that, yet I can’t remember just what.” Her face lit up. “She had twins. That’s what happened. I forgot for a moment.”

“Good for her,” Kate said. “Hard to get back to the same running schedule after that.”

She nodded. “Let me go get the laptop for you.”

“Oh, and if she has a cell phone.”

The mother stopped. “She would have had that with her.”

“Right,” Kate noted. “I’m sure we have it then.”

Relief passed over the mother’s face. “That’s good. I know it shouldn’t matter, but somehow it does. She was so connected to that phone that I think I’d actually like to bury it with her.” And then she turned and dashed off to get the laptop.

“Bury the woman with her phone,” Kate whispered to herself. “That’s a new one.” Did people love their technology so much now that they would want to be buried with it? Personally she’d just like to be cremated and her ashes taken out to the woods and thrown back whence she came. But she knew burial rituals were important to a lot of people; they’d just never been important to her.

[image: *]*

Simon St. Laurant opened his eyes and stared around his bedroom. It was early Saturday morning, Kate had left on a case hours ago, but his heart raced, as if under attack. He had an instinctive need to jump up and to race away. But this was definitely his bedroom, and nothing was wrong here. He slowly sat up, his body wanting to run and run and run. He shook off the sensation and hopped out of bed. Then slowly, almost as if in slow motion to combat the panic in his brain—still telling him to run—he headed to the bathroom. It was barely light outside. He wasn’t sure what was going on, but it felt like the residue of some sensation.

Some psychic sensation.

Shaking his head, he washed his hands and crawled back into bed again. As soon as he closed his eyes, it was like he was racing down a path, his feet pounding on the dirt beneath him. But he was laughing, and there was something light about the movements. And he realized that it wasn’t him; it was somebody else. When he heard the laughter, he realized it wasn’t his laughter either. A woman’s.

He turned to look and saw another person, a woman running just behind him, not close enough to actually see as he would like though. The air was fresh and bright, and joy filled his heart. He smiled because, for the first time ever, it seemed that this psychic experience was about something great. Most of the time his visions involved connecting with pain and torture.

He just enjoyed the sensation of a wild run like this, controlled and yet almost at full speed. This person was a runner, somebody who jogged every morning, but right now this was a sprint for a finish line. Some conversation was going on between the two runners, but this woman he was connected to laughed as she ran.

She ran faster and faster, and it was such a weird sensation being in a female body, as he felt her breasts bounce with every step. Thankfully she wasn’t massive, as, for the first time in his life, he experienced the discomfort of that on a run. She wore a sports bra, and he felt the band around his chest. A part of him wondered at such a thing, even as the rest of his mind was fully encapsulated in this vision. The vision itself was an anomaly because he was awake and yet not awake.

He was not asleep, and yet his subconscious was taking over, but his eyes were open. Plus, he knew that he was in his bedroom, but he felt this run, this absolute flat-out joy of being healthy and fit and out running on a pathway in nature. And obviously there was such a sense of camaraderie with whoever she was with that just added to the fun.

He didn’t know how many people were in this group. The path wasn’t very wide at this spot, although it widened up ahead, and, almost as soon as they got there, the other person raced past. She wore blue jogging pants that looked more like leggings, made of that fancy special tech material to whisk away water, to keep you warm, and to keep the sweat from cooling you down. That woman wore a sports bra too, and that’s about all he saw, as the woman raced past, her long blond ponytail bouncing behind her. She was also fit, laughing and having fun as well.

The person Simon was connecting with swore and picked up the pace, running faster and faster, until the two were neck and neck. She was so focused on the path that she wasn’t looking at her friend. She caught glimpses of a long ponytail but that was it. And she kept going faster and faster, as the path widened ever-so-slightly up ahead yet again.

Then bam. He jerked back several steps, shocked, his head screaming at him, as something came out of nowhere and slammed into his head. Almost as if he’d run flat into a tree branch. He was on the ground, and then there was just pain—something cold, wet, and then burning hot in his face. He started to scream, as he rubbed his face, trying to get rid of the hot stinging pain on his skin and in his eyes.

He got up and stumbled into the bathroom and poured cold water all over his face, but it didn’t help. He stared into the mirror, but that didn’t help either. All he saw were trees all around him. He stared down at his hands, but they were elegant, with long fingernails, not his short, thick muscled hands.

He was still caught in the same damn vision.

Yet, as he looked in the mirror, he didn’t see the victim. All he saw were the trees and the bushes and the pathway. Slowly he made his way back to his bed, trying to figure out what the hell was going on, when a rope came around his neck and his partner, friend, or whoever it was slammed up against him. She seemed to be unconscious, while he was awake. He couldn’t think at all because he was choking, his hands at his throat, the rope cutting his fingers as he fought it. Consciousness came and went, and then he felt something even worse. Something metallic, something thin and cutting, and then he knew no more.

He laid back down on the bed for a long moment, his breathing erratic, as he tried to go over the events in his mind. As soon as he thought he had a handle on it, he called Kate. When she didn’t answer, he groaned, then waited to leave a message. “I need you to call me back,” he demanded, his voice harsh.

And she didn’t, at least not right away, but, about an hour later, she called him, her voice distracted. “What’s up?”

“You have a runner who died.”

He heard the gasp in her voice, as she whispered, “What do you know about that?”

“I just saw her death,” he stated, his tone harsh. “She was so happy, so full of life, and so fun. She was out running, racing with her friend. And then something came out of the blue and dropped them both. Then something burned their faces, and a rope choked off their throats. And yet there was a bit of consciousness, in and out, before something cut her throat. And I don’t know beyond that.”

“Yeah,” she said, her tone grim, sad. “That pretty well sums it up. So, through all of that, I don’t suppose you saw who did it, right?” she asked in a wry tone.

“I couldn’t see anything after that stuff was thrown in her face,” he stated. “Isn’t this a little overkill?”

“Any kill is overkill in my opinion,” she snapped. “In this case, we’re trying to figure out why. It was both of them, you know?”

“Both of them?”

“Yes, the one running with her also died.”

“Interesting,” he murmured. “I did sense that they were together, but I don’t know anything beyond that.”

“They were both killed at the same time,” she added, “at least as far as we can tell, with what we have so far. What we don’t know is why and how somebody was able to handle the two of them.”

“Well, the blow to the head would have done it right off the bat,” he noted. “My head is still killing me.”

“Sorry,” she replied gently. “You need to find a way to shut this off.”

“Shut it off?” He huffed. “Great idea. That would be awesome, but something that isn’t likely to happen.”

“Well, it could happen,” she said. “Couldn’t it?”

“Maybe,” he whispered, “but it isn’t happening right now. Whoever this is, he took away something very precious.”

She was silent for a moment. “No connection to the other one?”

“No, I don’t even know which one I’m connecting to, just someone full of life. Yes, I remember. The other one, the blonde, wore a blue tracksuit and a matching sports bra,” he said, “but, when I say tracksuit, it’s not like the old kind with the stripes down the outer side of the pants. These were like tight leggings.”

“Yes,” she agreed. “That special running gear they’re wearing these days. These two women ran together for years.”

“And that was obvious,” he confirmed. “A lot of joy filled their voices, and I felt so much joy in this woman’s heart as she ran.”

“Well, I’m glad the last hour before her death was good,” she noted, “because that death really didn’t give them a chance to defend themselves.”

“No,” he agreed, “not at all. This person didn’t come to hurt. He came to kill.”

“And still, the question is why? Did she have any thoughts, anything you could recognize?”

“No,” he replied. “That’s the biggest problem with all this. There are never any answers. It’s just more of the same bullshit. I can see—and, in this case, even feel—it happening, but I can’t stop it. I can’t do a thing about it.”

“In this case,” she added, “you’re also behind.”

“What do you mean?”

“It’s over. It happened several hours ago.”

He stopped. “Really?”

“Yes.”

“We had a bottle of wine last night. Usually it takes more than that to delay a vision.”

“Maybe the vision didn’t come through at first try, or maybe it came through, but you couldn’t remember it until later.”

“No idea,” he admitted. “Can’t say I appreciate the thought that it waited for me to sober up.”

“No, and yet maybe that delay has to do with the fact that the vision was important.”

“Maybe, but then why? What about it is so important?” he asked bitterly. “Seems like none of this is important, now that it’s already too late.”

“I hear you,” she said calmly. “That doesn’t change anything though.”

“And again, that’s my point. Nothing ever changes. It’s always the same old, same old. People get hurt. People die. I can’t do anything about it.”

“You’ve done lots in the past,” she reminded him, with what seemed like forced cheerfulness. “So let’s not go down that pathway. If you come up with anything helpful, just let me know.”

“Wait. Do you know who they are?”

“Yes, Jenna is the blonde divorcee. You connected to her best friend, Robin. She was a mother of two, and they both lived in the same townhome complex on Pendrell Street by Second Beach. They’ve been running together for years. Apparently all the neighbors knew it.”

“So, a lot of people could have known about their jogging schedule.”

“Yes, they were also found on a pathway, a common running path, which is quite hilly. So a lot of vantage places exist, where somebody could have stopped and waited for them.”

“But he would have had to know exactly when they were there,” he argued.

“I’m not sure that would have been a difficult thing. These two women went before work every day and sometimes ran twice a day on weekends. So, anybody who’s out in the jogging community would have known. Or anybody who’s looking for a victim and chose that area would see them on a regular basis.”

He nodded. “Well, let’s hope you find the killer fast.”

“Any reason not to?” she asked, curious.

He frowned.

“Just wondering,” she said, “considering that we have two of them here, if you had anything helpful.”

“They were blindsided,” he noted. “At no point in time did I get any sense of recognition from either of them. Whatever happened was very fast, and they weren’t at all prepared for it. They weren’t expecting it and didn’t have time to do much more than try to fight. And honestly that didn’t last very long either.”

“No, so the surprise attack was well-thought-out, and, although the killer may have had some issues actually handling
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   TERMS AND CONDITIONS FOR USE, REPRODUCTION, AND DISTRIBUTION

   1. Definitions.

      "License" shall mean the terms and conditions for use, reproduction,
      and distribution as defined by Sections 1 through 9 of this document.

      "Licensor" shall mean the copyright owner or entity authorized by
      the copyright owner that is granting the License.

      "Legal Entity" shall mean the union of the acting entity and all
      other entities that control, are controlled by, or are under common
      control with that entity. For the purposes of this definition,
      "control" means (i) the power, direct or indirect, to cause the
      direction or management of such entity, whether by contract or
      otherwise, or (ii) ownership of fifty percent (50%) or more of the
      outstanding shares, or (iii) beneficial ownership of such entity.

      "You" (or "Your") shall mean an individual or Legal Entity
      exercising permissions granted by this License.

      "Source" form shall mean the preferred form for making modifications,
      including but not limited to software source code, documentation
      source, and configuration files.

      "Object" form shall mean any form resulting from mechanical
      transformation or translation of a Source form, including but
      not limited to compiled object code, generated documentation,
      and conversions to other media types.

      "Work" shall mean the work of authorship, whether in Source or
      Object form, made available under the License, as indicated by a
      copyright notice that is included in or attached to the work
      (an example is provided in the Appendix below).

      "Derivative Works" shall mean any work, whether in Source or Object
      form, that is based on (or derived from) the Work and for which the
      editorial revisions, annotations, elaborations, or other modifications
      represent, as a whole, an original work of authorship. For the purposes
      of this License, Derivative Works shall not include works that remain
      separable from, or merely link (or bind by name) to the interfaces of,
      the Work and Derivative Works thereof.

      "Contribution" shall mean any work of authorship, including
      the original version of the Work and any modifications or additions
      to that Work or Derivative Works thereof, that is intentionally
      submitted to Licensor for inclusion in the Work by the copyright owner
      or by an individual or Legal Entity authorized to submit on behalf of
      the copyright owner. For the purposes of this definition, "submitted"
      means any form of electronic, verbal, or written communication sent
      to the Licensor or its representatives, including but not limited to
      communication on electronic mailing lists, source code control systems,
      and issue tracking systems that are managed by, or on behalf of, the
      Licensor for the purpose of discussing and improving the Work, but
      excluding communication that is conspicuously marked or otherwise
      designated in writing by the copyright owner as "Not a Contribution."

      "Contributor" shall mean Licensor and any individual or Legal Entity
      on behalf of whom a Contribution has been received by Licensor and
      subsequently incorporated within the Work.

   2. Grant of Copyright License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      copyright license to reproduce, prepare Derivative Works of,
      publicly display, publicly perform, sublicense, and distribute the
      Work and such Derivative Works in Source or Object form.

   3. Grant of Patent License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      (except as stated in this section) patent license to make, have made,
      use, offer to sell, sell, import, and otherwise transfer the Work,
      where such license applies only to those patent claims licensable
      by such Contributor that are necessarily infringed by their
      Contribution(s) alone or by combination of their Contribution(s)
      with the Work to which such Contribution(s) was submitted. If You
      institute patent litigation against any entity (including a
      cross-claim or counterclaim in a lawsuit) alleging that the Work
      or a Contribution incorporated within the Work constitutes direct
      or contributory patent infringement, then any patent licenses
      granted to You under this License for that Work shall terminate
      as of the date such litigation is filed.

   4. Redistribution. You may reproduce and distribute copies of the
      Work or Derivative Works thereof in any medium, with or without
      modifications, and in Source or Object form, provided that You
      meet the following conditions:

      (a) You must give any other recipients of the Work or
          Derivative Works a copy of this License; and

      (b) You must cause any modified files to carry prominent notices
          stating that You changed the files; and

      (c) You must retain, in the Source form of any Derivative Works
          that You distribute, all copyright, patent, trademark, and
          attribution notices from the Source form of the Work,
          excluding those notices that do not pertain to any part of
          the Derivative Works; and

      (d) If the Work includes a "NOTICE" text file as part of its
          distribution, then any Derivative Works that You distribute must
          include a readable copy of the attribution notices contained
          within such NOTICE file, excluding those notices that do not
          pertain to any part of the Derivative Works, in at least one
          of the following places: within a NOTICE text file distributed
          as part of the Derivative Works; within the Source form or
          documentation, if provided along with the Derivative Works; or,
          within a display generated by the Derivative Works, if and
          wherever such third-party notices normally appear. The contents
          of the NOTICE file are for informational purposes only and
          do not modify the License. You may add Your own attribution
          notices within Derivative Works that You distribute, alongside
          or as an addendum to the NOTICE text from the Work, provided
          that such additional attribution notices cannot be construed
          as modifying the License.

      You may add Your own copyright statement to Your modifications and
      may provide additional or different license terms and conditions
      for use, reproduction, or distribution of Your modifications, or
      for any such Derivative Works as a whole, provided Your use,
      reproduction, and distribution of the Work otherwise complies with
      the conditions stated in this License.

   5. Submission of Contributions. Unless You explicitly state otherwise,
      any Contribution intentionally submitted for inclusion in the Work
      by You to the Licensor shall be under the terms and conditions of
      this License, without any additional terms or conditions.
      Notwithstanding the above, nothing herein shall supersede or modify
      the terms of any separate license agreement you may have executed
      with Licensor regarding such Contributions.

   6. Trademarks. This License does not grant permission to use the trade
      names, trademarks, service marks, or product names of the Licensor,
      except as required for reasonable and customary use in describing the
      origin of the Work and reproducing the content of the NOTICE file.

   7. Disclaimer of Warranty. Unless required by applicable law or
      agreed to in writing, Licensor provides the Work (and each
      Contributor provides its Contributions) on an "AS IS" BASIS,
      WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or
      implied, including, without limitation, any warranties or conditions
      of TITLE, NON-INFRINGEMENT, MERCHANTABILITY, or FITNESS FOR A
      PARTICULAR PURPOSE. You are solely responsible for determining the
      appropriateness of using or redistributing the Work and assume any
      risks associated with Your exercise of permissions under this License.

   8. Limitation of Liability. In no event and under no legal theory,
      whether in tort (including negligence), contract, or otherwise,
      unless required by applicable law (such as deliberate and grossly
      negligent acts) or agreed to in writing, shall any Contributor be
      liable to You for damages, including any direct, indirect, special,
      incidental, or consequential damages of any character arising as a
      result of this License or out of the use or inability to use the
      Work (including but not limited to damages for loss of goodwill,
      work stoppage, computer failure or malfunction, or any and all
      other commercial damages or losses), even if such Contributor
      has been advised of the possibility of such damages.

   9. Accepting Warranty or Additional Liability. While redistributing
      the Work or Derivative Works thereof, You may choose to offer,
      and charge a fee for, acceptance of support, warranty, indemnity,
      or other liability obligations and/or rights consistent with this
      License. However, in accepting such obligations, You may act only
      on Your own behalf and on Your sole responsibility, not on behalf
      of any other Contributor, and only if You agree to indemnify,
      defend, and hold each Contributor harmless for any liability
      incurred by, or claims asserted against, such Contributor by reason
      of your accepting any such warranty or additional liability.

   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS

   APPENDIX: How to apply the Apache License to your work.

      To apply the Apache License to your work, attach the following
      boilerplate notice, with the fields enclosed by brackets "[]"
      replaced with your own identifying information. (Don't include
      the brackets!)  The text should be enclosed in the appropriate
      comment syntax for the file format. We also recommend that a
      file or class name and description of purpose be included on the
      same "printed page" as the copyright notice for easier
      identification within third-party archives.

   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]

   Licensed under the Apache License, Version 2.0 (the "License");
   you may not use this file except in compliance with the License.
   You may obtain a copy of the License at

       http://www.apache.org/licenses/LICENSE-2.0

   Unless required by applicable law or agreed to in writing, software
   distributed under the License is distributed on an "AS IS" BASIS,
   WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or implied.
   See the License for the specific language governing permissions and
   limitations under the License.
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3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole, must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply to any document created using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND, EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY, INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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