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The Chronicles of Kerrigan

Book I - Rae of Hope is FREE!

BOOK TRAILER: 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=gILAwXxx8MU

How hard do you have to shake the family tree to find the truth about the past?
Fifteen year-old Rae Kerrigan never really knew her family's history. Her mother and father died when she was young and it is only when she accepts a scholarship to the prestigious Guilder Boarding School in England that a mysterious family secret is revealed.
Will the sins of the father be the sins of the daughter?
As Rae struggles with new friends, a new school and a star-struck forbidden love, she must also face the ultimate challenge: receive a tattoo on her sixteenth birthday with specific powers that may bind her to an unspeakable darkness. It's up to Rae to undo the dark evil in her family's past and have a ray of hope for her future.
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Website:

http://www.wanitamay.yolasite.com

Facebook:

https://www.facebook.com/pages/Author-WJ-May-FAN-PAGE/141170442608149

Newsletter:

SIGN UP FOR W.J. May's Newsletter to find out about new releases, updates, cover reveals and even freebies!
http://eepurl.com/97aYf
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What if courage was your only option?

When Kallie lands a college interview with the city’s new hot-shot police officer, she has no idea everything in her life is about to change. The detective is young, handsome and seems to have an unnatural ability to stop the increasing local crime rate. Detective Liam’s particular interest in Kallie sends her heart and head stumbling over each other. 

When a raging blood feud between vampires spills into her home, Kallie gets caught in the middle. Torn between love and family loyalty, she must find the courage to fight what she fears the most and possibly risk everything, even if it means dying for those she loves.
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ONE DARK AND STORMY Night...

Heavy rain battered against the windshield. The massive drops ricocheted like bullets against the roof of the car. It seemed as though the wipers were losing their battle to keep the front window clear. A gust swiped against the side of the car. Kallie’s vise grip on the steering wheel still could not stop the slight swerve the wind forced the car to do.

She had been driving already over a year, but just got her full license about two weeks ago. She knew how to drive; her dad owned a trucking company and had let her drive tow-motors and skid steers since she turned ten. But good driver or not, no one should be driving in this sudden storm. She knew enough to know she had no business being out in this and bit her lip as she fought to keep the car steady on the road.

Her too-long bangs fell into her eyes and she tried futilely to blow them out. No way in hell was she taking a hand off the wheel in this weather. It didn’t work, leaving her furious with herself for neglecting this too, one in a long line of frustrations that had been building of late.

This trip felt like too much to handle. Should she pull over and wait out the worst? She wasn’t sure, and didn’t want to wake her dad to get his opinion. He snored comfortably in the passenger seat beside her, arms crossed, head tilted back in a position guaranteed to be killing his neck. He seemed as oblivious to the discomfort as he was of the storm. One of his dispatchers had called in sick two days ago, and then yesterday a driver had come down with the same stomach virus. He’d covered the dispatch desk and then opted to right away take the transport truck’s freight delivery for the sick guy himself. He had gone and done the twelve-hour round trip drive with no rest. On top of all that, he still planned to be back in for work at seven tomorrow, which was precisely why she was here now.

When he got back to the office after parking the transport truck, he’d sent Kallie a text reminding her that she’d promised to pick him up since it was mom’s birthday. He’d wanted to be back in time to make her breakfast in bed. He’d had one of his special omelettes ready and waiting for her the moment she’d opened her eyes on every birthday since they’d gotten married, even the year when he’d been recovering from a broken leg. He’d hobbled around the kitchen on crutches to have breakfast for his wife, claiming that broken bones were nothing to true love.

There was no way he’d miss that breakfast now for the sake of a little storm.

Kallie checked the time on the car’s digital clock. It was just after three thirty. If she stopped would they be late? No, she’d better not chance it. She’d tough it out and let him sleep.

When she’d left forty minutes ago, dark clouds covered the full moon and night sky but it had barely been raining. The storm blew in about the same time her dad had fallen asleep beside her. She suspected he had picked up the virus his workers had, though she hoped not. No, she told herself firmly, he was tired. Just tired. That was normal after the kind of hours he’d been putting in.

Another strong gust of wind slapped the side of her little car. The small Honda veered toward the curb and Kallie cringed as she drove through a massive puddle. The car hydroplaned and seemed unsure if it wanted to steer straight or spin. For a long moment that quickly became an eternity the car flew out of her control. She let out the breath she had been holding when the wheels finally settled back on the asphalt. 

I should have seen that. She flipped the defrost on high to try and clear the glare from the windshield. Since when had things gotten so fogged up? It didn’t work fast enough. She pried one hand from the steering wheel to swipe at it with her sleeve, but it wasn’t doing any good. She squinted to try and see clearer. 

“Weird,” she muttered. The haze came from outside, white tendrils of mist forming around the car, not something on the windows like she’d first assumed. Trying to see more than ten feet in front of her seemed next to impossible. She tried her high beams and quickly shut them off. They were useless. They just reflected off the heavy rain, shiny silver bullets that blocked any view through them.

Her dad snorted loudly in his sleep and she glanced over at him. His head had fallen against the back of his seat and his mouth hung open slightly. She suddenly had no idea if he was wearing his seatbelt and wished she knew for sure. 

You buckled up, didn’t you, Dad?

A strange scratch against the outside of the car made her jump. She swore under her breath and stared at the road, trying to ignore the way her heart had jumped into her throat. A branch. A twig. Something. She was too close to the shoulder. Nothing to freak about, it might even have been something that had been blown down, not her fault at all. Just debris that did no harm other than to wake her up and bring her focus back to the road.

Not that it didn’t add to her frustration. Kallie’s eyes darted uneasily from side to side, as she eased back a little on the gas. What if there were other tree branches or garbage cans might have blown onto the road? Or something worse? The wind was terrifying. Power lines could be down and she wouldn’t know it until she was on top of them. 

So what do I do? Pull over or keep going?

She huffed in frustration. They had to be close to their street now. It would be silly to stop now. Darn her folks for choosing to live just outside the city. Darn the city for not putting more lights on the long roads that led out to her house. 

She accelerated a tad when she noticed the red mailbox on her right. Their street was about two minutes up the road. Easy peasy. Almost home.

Less worried, she thought about her warm cozy bed and couldn’t wait to crawl under the covers and go back to sleep. Tomorrow was Saturday so no school. Maybe she should take her mom out to lunch.

Lost slightly in thought, Kallie didn’t see the figure crossing the street until it was almost too late. The dummy wore a dark hooded top and no reflector stuff at all. 

“Shit!” Kallie swerved hard to the right and felt her dad’s side of the car go up on the curb. Puddles sprayed the underside and made an eerie, hollow banging noise against the bottom of the car followed by a long scrape as the car went up over the curb. The concrete sidewalk was slippery and the car started to hydroplane again. 

She bit back a scream when the car stalled out and she lost power steering. Pressing the brakes Kallie felt the car fishtail but that wasn’t working well either. Time slowed down, every image snapping into her brain with such clarity that later she could see them in her mind’s eye the way one would look at photographs. She watched as the stranger in the middle of the road turned his head to follow the movement of the car, staring at her with eyes that glittered in the glare of the headlights. It should have been impossible to see at this distance, but his eyes looked a weird red, like when you take a picture and the flash catches your retina. 

It was a strange thought at a terrifying moment like this. 

In the meantime, they were still skidding. Her focus returned fully to the car. She tried pumping the gas and turning the key to get the car started again but nothing was working and she was waking up to the sharp reality that they would crash and there was nothing she could do about it.

No! Not gonna let that happen!

The nightmare drive had no intention of ending. The car continued its spinning course. When the engine suddenly kicked back on, the Honda lurched forward and Kallie fought to swerve away from a parked car. The passenger front end clipped the parked vehicle and as the steering wheel spun with a mind of its own, Kallie knew she’d lost complete control. They were going to flip. She was sure of it. She tried to brace her hands against the ceiling and screamed. 

Over and over she screamed; as they tipped, as her dad crashed against the windshield, as a horrible cracking sound filled the inside of the small car, as it picked up momentum from the small grade hill. Her screams were muffled when the air bag burst free from the steering wheel. Shrieks gave way to sobs as the seatbelt choked her off, clutching at her mercilessly as the car rolled over and then over again. It felt like it would never stop. 

Abruptly, part of the front and side of the car slammed into tree. She saw it briefly in the glare of the headlights, a hundred-year oak with branches that reached around the grasp at the car and its occupants, long fingers pulling them all into a violent embrace.

Only then did her screaming stop.

Everything around her crashed into blackness.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​Chapter 2

[image: ]


[image: Fotolia_50777025_XS]

TWO YEARS LATER...

Kallie gripped the straps of her backpack as she jogged up the long set of concrete steps to the police station. She pulled her bag tight so it would not bounce against her back. With her luck, the loaner camera she had gotten from her college photo class would flip on and record itself jostling against her notebook or worse, have the battery die. 

Yeah, let’s make a great first impression.

At the top of the stairs she slowed to a walk and pulled her long blonde ponytail tight. How she’d landed an interview with this hot-shot rookie RCMP guy was newsworthy – probably more than the interview itself. 

His name was Liam Steel. Even his name sounded like something belonging to a detective, as though someone had whisked it out of a noir mystery novel. He’d been the darling of the police force for the last year. Somehow, he’d managed to crack a bunch of unsolved murders and elude the press despite an over-eager slew of paparazzi that trailed him at every public function. Well, maybe not paparazzi, but she knew of at least two journalism students who’d made it their semester project to try and score an interview or at least a picture with the man.

So far neither of them had been successful. 

She shook her head. Which was part of what made all of this seem even crazier than it was. Here she was, just a first-year college student who wanted to get into journalism. She had no real experience, nothing to recommend her. She hadn’t even jumped through any hoops to get the interview. 

It had been quite easy actually. Maybe that’s where the two journalism students had failed; they hadn’t been straightforward enough. She’d simply found Detective Liam Steel’s email on the RCMP website and asked to interview him for her school paper. That’s it, end of story.

When a reply from his email address showed up in her inbox an hour later, she figured he was politely declining. Instead, he had agreed and asked what evening would work for her. Hands shaking with excitement, she’d typed her own reply quickly before he could change his mind, and nearly misspelled the single sentence: Thursday night would be perfect. 

For once auto-correct worked in her favor.

Now outside the door to the police station, she checked her reflection in the glass, thankful for the way the remaining rays of the setting sun turned the surface into a mirror. She looked good. Or at least she thought she’d cleaned up pretty good. Her hair was in place, the make-up she’d labored over for an hour didn’t look smudged and her clothes were decent. 

Nodding in satisfaction that at least some of this was right, she grabbed the long handle with one hand and at the same time slipped her iPod into the side of her backpack. 

Cool air blew against her as she stepped inside. The humidity made outside feel like a hundred degrees, and the smog from the city traffic didn’t help alleviate any of the hot thickness. The marble floor and constant run air conditioning inside the station made goose bumps appear on her arms. She shouldn’t have worn a tank top. At least her long-striped skirt seemed to agree with whatever temperature man – or nature – threw at it.

Even at night, the lobby bustled with activity. Men and women in uniform strode purposely down the hall or through doors while tired-looking people paced or sat on red leather chairs. What or whom they were waiting for drew Kallie’s curiosity. Maybe they were waiting for their robbing son to finish his court case, or maybe they were the people who were robbed and were waiting to talk to a police officer. 

Someone’s watch beeped reminding Kallie she should have been here a bit earlier. She walked over to a reception line and stood by the “Wait to Be Called” sign. 

“Step forward, ma’am.”

Did all police officers sound so formal? Kallie cleared her throat as she went to the receptionist whose bun seemed so tight the woman’s eyebrows were stuck halfway on her forehead. Kallie tried not to stare at them. “I’m here to see Detective Steel.” She choked on the words and had to clear her throat a second time, cheeks flaming with embarrassment.

Bun lady’s eyebrows shot up another notch. “Really? What for?” She clicked through a few screens on her computer. “Name?”

“Kallie Matheson. I ha—”

“I.D. please.” 

Apparently she wasn’t expected to speak given how the receptionist cut her off every time she so much as opened her mouth. A little put out, Kallie slipped a strap off her shoulder and unzipped her backpack. She pulled her wallet out and handed the woman her driver’s license. Cringing a little when she realized how exposed her choice of clothing left her, especially to the scrutiny of someone who was trained in observational skills. Kallie covered the odd pair of scars on the bottom of her wrist with her free hand. They were faded but the pink jagged spots made her think of botched suicide attempts at worst, or needle marks left by a junkie which wasn’t much better. Not that she’d ever been so desperate as to think suicide or drugs would solve her problems, but she couldn’t help but wonder if that’s what people thought when they saw them. Especially given some of the comments she’d heard in the last couple of years. It made her uncomfortable and now at the police station, she seemed more aware of them.

Thankfully the woman didn’t seem to notice, or if she did she wasn’t so crass as to mention it. Instead she focused on a point somewhere over Kallie’s left shoulder as she pointed, reciting directions so automatically Kallie had to wonder how many times she gave out similar instructions.

“Go down the hall all the way to the end. There’s a set of stairs. Third floor, go right to the very end, last door on the right is the detective’s office.” Oblivious to Kallie’s discomfort, the secretary handed Kallie her driver’s license back, along with a visitor’s badge. “Wear the pass so the officers can see it, don’t stuff it in your bag.”

“Okay. So hall, stairs, third floor, right and right at the end.” She thought she had it but wasn’t sure. Still reciting the pattern in her head to make sure she didn’t forget it, she slipped the pass over her head and made sure her name lay face up. “Thank-you.” Even bitter-bun lady deserved a teeny bit of politeness. “Have a nice day.”

Conscious that she was definitely late, Kallie race-walked down the hall and jogged up the steps, repeating the directional pattern under her breath until she reached a wooden door containing a brass plaque with Dt. L. Steel on it. 

Thankful that she made it without getting lost she raised her hand to knock and hesitated. Butterflies had somehow managed to find their way into her stomach and were currently throwing a hip-hop party. She wiped the palms of her hands against her skirt and took a deep breath. “It’s just an interview,” she muttered. Except what if her questions sucked? What if the guy didn’t have anything to say? He refused to talk to any of the big national papers so what if this was some kind of joke? 

A soft chuckle distracted Kallie from her thoughts. A deep, slightly sexy-slightly muffled voice called from behind the door, “You coming in, or just going to stand there all night?”

Kallie blinked and glanced above the door expecting a security camera staring down at her. Nothing there but cream-painted walls. Strange. She shrugged, wondering if the woman at the front desk had called up to give the Detective warning, and reached for the doorknob, turning it. She stepped inside, the heavy door swinging shut behind her.

Whatever she’d expected, this wasn’t it. The rest of the police station had seemed modern, with lots of steel and glass in the décor. This particular office had a musty smell. Four filing cabinets lined the side of the office. The room seemed dark, with wood paneling and only one window to alleviate the gloom. A large multi-angled desk seemed to take up the rest of the space. Three computers sat spaced across the desk, stacks of folders and papers covered the rest of it. Kallie knew it was the same color as the hard wood floor only because of the ornate carved legs. No pictures on the walls, only the single window with a view of the city lights below.

A guy not much older than Kallie stood by the table. He had one leg on the edge and was tying a grey sneaker. He wore baggy jeans, a sleeveless blue zip up jacket over a black tank top. Easy to see he worked out by the muscles covering his bare arms and cut shoulders. Short cropped dark hair continued down to the scruff of a five o’clock shadow. It gave him a sexy rough boy kind of look.

He lifted his foot off the table and turned to smile at Kallie, his bright grey-blue eyes making her lose all train of thought. She’d pretty much forgotten everything she was going to say when she noticed him, and now those pretty eyes distracted her brain all over again as she’d scrambled to think of some response that would have sounded at least halfway intelligent. Something in the back of her mind flickered but she failed to chase after the thought, losing it when he spoke.

“Hi.” 

The single word hung in the air between them, innocuous but somehow still loaded with meaning. He seemed amused by her staring.

“Ha-Hello.” She forced herself to look away and pretended to concentrate on the desk as she scrambled to deal with the unexpectedness of finding someone so obviously...well...young where she’d expected to find someone much older. More mature at least. Maybe he was the intern? She brightened a little at the thought. Wouldn’t that be awesome. “I’ve got a meeting with Detective Steel.” 

He nodded like he already knew that. “Liam. Just Liam.”

“Okay. Is that what he prefers to be called?” She wondered if she should get her notepad out to go over her questions.

Cute boy smiled again. “He does.”

Kallie slipped her backpack off and set it on the other end of the desk. “I’m Kallie.” She pulled out a notebook and the camera. “I’m supposed to interview Detective St—Liam. Is he here? Does he know I’m coming?”

“He is. And he does.” The silly grin appeared again. “How old are you, Kallie?”

“Nineteen.” She gave him a wary look. Did she look as young as all that? Why hadn’t she worn something more professional. She bit her lip, fighting the urge to glance down at herself. 

“You just started college this year?”

Remember, Detective Steel knew you were from the college when he accepted your request to interview him. Don’t let this guy intimidate you. So what if I’m young. He can deal with it. Her chin came up. “Yeah,” she answered firmly and flipped her notepad open to the page she had written the list of questions on. She stared at the page, trying to focus on the questions and not the millions of others she was wondering about the good-looking stranger in front of her then smiled when she realized she did seem to have a minute to indulge her curiosity. Why not ask? “Are you in school?”

“Me?” He crossed his arms and leaned his bum against the table. Taut muscles rippled without trying on his upper body. “I’m one of the nerdy guys. Graduated high school at fifteen. Crazy, I know. I enrolled in the police academy that summer and joined the RCMP two years ago.” He pressed his lips together and forced air out of his nose. “Kinda found my way up the ranks from there.” 

Nerdy? Far from it. “Wow, how old are you?” She was willing to bet his story was way more interesting than Detective Steel’s.

“Nine—sorry, I’m twenty-one.” He swallowed and paused, then glanced down at her hands. “Do you need to write any of this down?”

“Uh, no. I’m good.” Twenty-one? He hardly looked older than she did. Smart young guy working as a cop already. 

Working as a cop.

The phrase stuck in her mind, circled around and came at her again until things started clicking and everything came together in a horrifying whoosh. Kallie straightened, her notepad slipping from her hands. It dropped to the floor with a resounding slap. “Wait a minute...You’re Detective Liam?”
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“JUST LIAM.” HE GRINNED, seeming to enjoy her discomfort. “’Detective’ makes me sound old.”

He was making fun of her now, though she didn’t mind. In truth, Kallie couldn’t stop staring. No newspaper or Internet article had bothered to mention the new RCMP on a hot streak was freakin’ hot. She shifted her weight and her left flip flop brushed against something thick on the floor. Her notepad. She quickly bent to retrieve it. “I’m so sorry.” Her face burned. She cursed inside her head for her body’s lack of control, for its inability to hide things she didn’t want others to see.

“Don’t apologize. I should have introduced myself.” He gave a small, cocky grin and in that instant, she was ready to forgive him anything.

She blinked. Wasn’t she?

Wait a second...

He knew she hadn’t realized who he was and had been teasing her, so did that make him a nice guy or not? For a moment she wasn’t altogether sure, nor should she be basing her assessment of someone strictly off her body’s reaction to them. 

It’s got to be pheromones. Or something. ‘Forgive him anything?’ Since when is that me?

“Kallie?” 

He was waiting for her to respond and here she was standing there staring at him like an idiot. She opened her mouth to speak and was interrupted by a whirr at his belt. She followed the noise with her eyes, blushing when the detective reached for his phone nestled in the clip on his belt far too close to...well...other assets for her to be staring there. She averted her eyes, glancing quickly upwards to his face before he noticed where her gaze had gone. 

His brows furrowed together as he scrolled through something on the screen, thankfully oblivious to her faux pas. “Excuse me a moment.” His fingers tapped over his phone faster than anyone she’d ever seen before. He snorted and shook his head, then seemed to tap even faster though the way his fingers seemed to blur had to be impossible, a trick of the light. Probably her own fingers looked that fast to other people when she texted.

Kallie glanced around the room while she waited, finally sitting down, realizing belatedly that she should have waited until asked to sit. Had she truly forgotten every bit of good manners her grandmother had tried to drum into her summers at her place? Frustrated with herself all over again, she stifled a sigh and feigned interested in her surroundings though there wasn’t much to see. Her gaze moved absently around the room, trying to pretend he wasn’t there, doing whatever on his phone though she couldn’t help but be somewhat interested. What if he were getting a lead on a case? The idea of being part of an investigation carried a certain thrill. On the other hand, she didn’t want to be rude and the if guy had police business to take care of that was none of her business. 

She turned with relief toward the one thing in the room that safely be scrutinized without it looking weird for her to be staring. One wall held a bookcase with some odd books and a couple of crystal trophies. A touch of human interest for the piece? A picture rested behind the desk, an old black and white photo of a barn and farmhouse. She squinted and realized she recognized the place. It was in a lot better shape in the picture but the barn was unique enough in design that she knew it wasn’t too far from where she lived.

“Almighty,” Liam said finally, and she turned toward him more curious than ever about the elusive detective. “You came here for an interview and I have about ten minutes. Duty calls.” He set his phone down and leaned a hip against his desk. It seemed to be a favorite perch “What do you want to know?”

“I realize you’re busy. I’ll be as quick as I can.” Kallie looked down at her list of questions and reached around her backpack for something to write with. She also pulled out her recorder, set it on the arm of her chair, holding it up with a silent question, noting with relief his nod as it would make it easier to remember things later. She turned it on to record the interview. “Thanks for letting me interview you. I know you don’t really like talking to the media.” She continued to search her bag.

He leaned over and handed her a pen. Delicious cologne wafted her way and she was tempted to close her eyes just to inhale again. Like that wouldn’t be creepy at all. 

“What makes you think I don’t like to be interviewed?”

Her head came up with a jerk. The question wasn’t angry, merely curious, but still she felt defensive somehow, as though she’d was being judged for the conclusions, she’d already drawn about him. “There’s nothing about you in the papers. Or whatever is written is basically speculation and I’ve never come across a direct quote or a picture of you.”

“You’ve been cyber-stalking me?” He crossed his arms over his chest and gave her a stern look. “Perhaps I should consider getting you a job on the force.”

“I...” She was floundering, not sure how to respond...again...when he and smiled suddenly. 

“Relax. I’m kidding. What made you want to interview me?”

She blinked. How was it he managed to keep her so off balance? She really was better at making conversation than this. She tried to think of some witty comment but gave up and went with the truth when nothing came to mind. “I need a good mark in this class.”

“So you’re not interested in the city’s crime or how to stop it?”

It was her turn to tease. “Isn’t that your job?” 

There, she’d given as good as she’d gotten. Kallie was smiling now, feeling herself relaxing somewhat. Maybe that was her trouble, she’d been too tense from the moment she’d arrived at the police station. 

“Point taken. I guess it is.”

“Is that why you became a policeman? To stop the bad guys? I mean, you graduated high school early and apparently have an off-the-wall I.Q. Why not get into neuroscience or become a doctor?” 

Ha. Take that! She’d not only asked a question, but came off sounding somewhat professional. 

Liam shook his head. “Blood and I sort of have this love-hate relationship. What about you? You’re a bright girl, why are you getting into journalism instead of going the classic doctor route?”

“Guts and gore and I sort of have this love-hate relationship.” She smirked, happy to reuse his remark against him. She glanced down at her notebook, looking for the next question and then surprising herself when the words that came out of her mouth were something not written anywhere on the page. “Why did you agree to let me interview you?”

The detective stared down at his hands, while she held her breath, holding back the urge to apologize or to withdraw the question. This she’d wanted to know since she’d gotten that email. She’d lost the rest of the interview if need be for the sake of an answer. 

Only he didn’t right away. He sat there, staring at his hands, probably trying to come up with some fake reason to avoid answering the question no professional would have asked. When his head came up sharply, his steel blue eyes seemed to capture hers. For a moment it became impossible to breathe, not when she was caught in a stare of that intensity. “You’re the Matheson, right?”

She swallowed, her mouth weirdly dry. “The Matheson? I’m not sure what you mean, or what it has –”

“The bad car accident a couple years back,” he said, cutting her off. “You were involved.” 

Now Kallie’s eyes slipped down to the notebook laying in her lap. 

Mayday mayday, pull up...

She swallowed hard, knowing she needed to steer him away from this conversation at all costs. She should have known it would be something like this. Was it really all that surprising? It made sense that he would have looked her up, tried to find out what he could about her before he’d even answered her email. It’s not like the accident wasn’t public knowledge.

That doesn’t mean I want to talk about it.

Her chin came up a notch. This was her interview, dammit, and she wasn’t going to let him spoil it in some morbid curiosity seeking way. She’d get her answers, just as he’d promised. “I saw on the Internet you don’t even answer the biggest paper in the country’s request for an interview. Your avoidance of the media is causing quite a stir. It’s obviously not because you are shy. What’re you trying to hide?”

Her words shot out, a clear challenge, and she held her breath to see what he’d do.

He straightened, a little too fast. “I’ve got no secr—there’s nothing to hide.” He cocked his head to the side, considering her the way a hawk might its prey. “What’re you trying to cover up?” 

They were at an impasse. She stared him down, refusing to be moved, her eyes on his, wondering how blue eyes could pierce and trap in such a way, as if he were trying to read her mind. 

After a long moment, he shrugged and his face softened. “I don’t like the news. Never have, never will.”

“Why is that? Did some newspaper misspell your name in t-ball when you were a kid? Now you can’t let it go?” She tried to keep a straight face, but had to press her lips tight when she could feel their corners trying to turn up. She’d fallen back on the old standby: humor. But then she didn’t want him to press her on personal questions. 

She’d caught him off guard. The surprised look on his face was kind of cute.

“You’re a funny-bunny,” he said and rolled his eyes. “And it was soccer, not t-ball.” He winked at her.

Funny-bunny? She loved the phrase and wrote it down, not that she’d use it. Strictly as a joke.

His hand covered her writing. “That’s off the record, right?”

She stared at his long fingers and resisted the urge to cover his hand with hers just to feel his skin against hers. She cleared her throat.

He moved his hand.

Kallie made an exaggerated effort to scribble out what she had written. Her bangs fell into her eyes when she glanced up at the detective. “What do you want me to write? I mean, you agreed to let me interview you, but you don’t seem inclined to answer my questions.” She chewed the inside of her cheek then stopped, tasting blood. It was a bad habit, and one she needed to stop. She frowned a little as things came together in her mind, things she should have seen back when she’d gotten that email. She lifted her head, no longer interested in the mess on her paper or even in this interview. There was something bigger here than all of that. “There’s something you want the news to know, right? Why else am I here?”

The detective leaned back against his desk again, and crossed his arms over his muscular chest in what was fast becoming his trademark stance. “You’re funny. Direct also. I can appreciate that.” He shook his head. “You shouldn’t be a journalist. You’ve got way too much potential.”

She didn’t appreciate him knocking her career choice. “We talk for ten minutes and you know all about my potential now? What’d you do? Run a police check on me and subpoena my report cards?”

He raised his hands in surrender. “That’s not what I meant. I... you... it’s...” He blew a breath out, his cheeks puffing as he forced the air out. “Look. I like you. I don’t like journalists. They twist the truth.”

“And cops don’t? You believe every cop is clean?”

“That’s a bit of a drastic comparison.”

“Is it?” She crossed her legs and saw his eyes dart down to her exposed calf before slowly returning to her face. “You seem to have no problem sitting on the judgement throne. Tossing assumptions and accusations from your high seat.” She stood, definitely ready to toss the interview. Screw him. 

Except she couldn’t walk away. She needed the interview for a good mark. Her entire journalism class depended on this conversation. So could see her future job in broadcasting if she really thought about it.

She sighed and sat back down, dramatically turning her notebook to a fresh page. “Can we just start over? I’ll ask you questions and you can answer them. Or if you don’t want to, just say ‘no comment’. Will that work?”

He shot her a smile. “How about, for every question you ask, I get to ask you one?”

Really? What was interesting about her? She remembered his earlier question and wondered what about a car accident two years ago was interesting to him. It shouldn’t be a big deal to anyone except her and her family. If that’s what he wanted could she answer?

She honestly wasn’t sure.

A silly thought crossed her mind, but she pushed it away. There was no way he would be remotely interested in her. He was mister-hot-cop. He didn’t have time for dating. Just because she might be physically attracted to him, it didn’t mean he felt the same way. Still...it seemed more likely than anything else. 

“Fine. I’ll ask you and if you don’t respond, I don’t have to answer yours. Deal?”

He grinned. “Deal.”

She couldn’t help but smile back at him. He thought he had one on her, and she figured she was the one ahead of the game.

His eyebrows rose. “Aren’t you going to ask me a question?”

“Oh! Yeah, right!” She stared down at the blank page in front of her. She wrote the number one down. “What made you want to be a cop?”

“I like catching the bad guys.” He sat on top of his desk and leaned forward resting his elbows on his knees. “What made you want to interview me?”

“I need to get a good grade, so I figured a hard score would do it.”

“I’m a hard score?” He smiled, his white teeth showing bright in the dim room. 

She ignored his comment, or tried to. The heat growing on her cheeks proved otherwise. “On the record, if you don’t like the media why did you agree to let me interview you?” She felt like a broken record asking the same question again, but he had been avoiding answering it, which made it that much more interesting than it had a moment ago.

He stared at her without saying anything to the point where she needed to look away from those unique eyes of his that followed her every move. He sighed and shifted, his bicep muscles rippling, coming into stark relief. They curved perfectly, and she could only imagine how strong he was. “I don’t have a problem with the media. I just don’t like the attention. I find it unnecessary. I come to work, do my job, and go home. I’m not trying to be a superhero or anything.”

Kallie made a quick note in her notepad. “Basically you like keeping your head down.” She understood what he meant. Hadn’t she been doing the same thing since the accident?

“Yeah.” Liam looked relieved when she didn’t write anything more down. “My turn. Are you living on campus or off?”

Weird question. She answered warily, not sure if it was the cop who was asking or the man. “I’m off. I live at home and commute.”

He nodded. “Good. It’s safer.”

The cop then. She relaxed a little then immediately tensed as his meaning sank in. Maybe there was something going on at campus he knew about and didn’t want to say. “Can you tell me what you’re working on right now?” Was she allowed to even ask that? Probably not. There were likely all kinds of rules about that kind of thing. “Or about your latest closed case?” 

“The last case involved a ring of murders.”

“A ring?” She wrote that down in her notepad. “Do you mean a serial killer?” She tried to remember reading about it in the papers and couldn’t recall anything that noteworthy.

Liam shook his head. “Not killer, but killers. We referred to it as a ring because it, sadly, was well-organized. There was a group of individuals hunting down certain other individuals.” The intense stare he had given her before returned, as if he was trying to read her mind...no. Not read her mind. Watch for some sort of reaction from her.

She puzzled this through. Hate groups? Gangs? Mafia? Nothing felt like it would fit, not on the campus she knew. “Did you catch – sorry, did you apprehend the killers?”

His lips compressed into a thin line. “We stopped them.”

“All of them?” She wrote it down in her notebook. “If it was an organized ring, how did you catch them all?”

“We tracked them down.” He inhaled sharply as though the memory was an unpleasant one. “With evidence, of course.” He leaned forward warming to the topic, giving a few rough details to explain a few of the key points about the case.

The next quarter hour slipped by almost without her noticing. She jotted down questions, impressions. He was fascinated by his work. In turn, she was becoming more and more fascinated with him. “When will they go to trial?” It would make a great addition to her report if she attended some of the trial and followed up on what had happened.

“Isn’t it my turn to ask you a question?” He tapped his foot, apparently trying to think of something to ask her. “What happened after the accident? I saw the car. How did you make it out of there without even a scratch?”

She pursed her lips together. She didn’t like talking about the accident. “I didn’t make it out of there scratch free.” She thought about the scars inside, much deeper than the ones left etched upon her skin.

“You didn’t break anything? It’s not often that anyone comes out of a wreck like that without shattering a leg or arm, or more likely a rib or two.” The disbelief was clear on his face

Kallie shook her head. “I don’t know how it happened. I blacked out when the car crashed into the tree and I’m kind of foggy on what transpired before that.”

He seemed to consider that. “It was a pretty crazy night.” 

She looked at him sharply. “What do you mean?”

He straightened. “The weather. It was horrendous that night. The storm came out of nowhere.”

She relaxed a little. Way to go, Kallie, quit being so twitchy. What’s with me tonight? He had night shifts. He’d probably had to work the same evening as the storm and remembered it. “It was a freak storm.” She exhaled, letting out a long breath, relieved he didn’t seem to want to press her with more questions. She nodded at the recorder, reminding him the interview wasn’t quite over. “Were those killers hunting down specific people? Like some kind of noc list?”

He let out a low laugh that was entirely pleasant to listen to. “No noc list. No secret service or anything like that. It was more of a sick game.” 

The awkward moment passed. She asked him several more questions about the case and wrote a few more things down. When the detective started to shift and check his watch, she decided it was time to wrap it up. She had more than enough information to make a good story. She leaned down and switched her recorder off. “I’m pretty much finished. I think I have enough to work with.” She began putting her things back into her bag wishing she could find an excuse to stay longer. She liked talking to the cute detective.

His phone started ringing as if on cue. The moment passed. “Thanks for coming by, Kallie.” Liam reached for the phone on his desk but didn’t pick it up.

“Looks like duty calls.” She smiled as she walked toward the door that led back out to the hallway. “Thanks again.” She waved and stepped out, closing the door behind her. She almost fled down the hallway, stopping at the turning, where she could lean against the wall and gather her thoughts. The wall felt cool against her skin. She didn’t remember growing so warm.
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SOMEHOW KALLIE FOUND herself outside, the sky now dark. She stared up at the stars, faint through the glow of the streetlights and wondered why she had decided to walk to the interview instead of drive. It seemed stupid now. 

I could always call Dad. He’d be here in a jiffy... For a moment the thought was tempting. She paused at the top of the concrete stairs, thinking this through, finally shaking her head no, as she straightened her shoulders. I’ll be fine. I’m a big girl now, and I’m certainly not afraid of the dark.

Besides, it was going to be a full moon tonight. Plenty bright enough to walk home.

Yet, the day of the month weighed heavy on her. There was little reassuring in the ascent of the moon. There hadn’t been for a while.

She hurried down the stairs and set her backpack onto both of her shoulders instead of just the one. She walked a couple blocks without incident, relaxing as the quiet of the night surrounded her, interspersed with the occasional car, the burst of sound heard dimly through open windows or in unseen yards. As she was waiting for a light to change, she groped for her iPod still inside her backpack, tired of listening to the normalcy of the world around her and needing to drown out the silence with something more...her.

“Miss Matheson.”

Kallie jumped. The voice was near at hand, unexpected and terrifying in the fact that whoever called to her, knew her name. Her iPod slipped from her grasp. A hand reached out and caught it just before it hit the concrete.

Detective Liam stood beside her, his arm outstretched as he handed her the little silver device. “Do you always take to walking downtown at night? I would have gladly offered you a ride home.”

“In a cruiser?” she teased, relieved now to see a familiar face, and trying to hide her accelerated heart rate by covering it with a joke. “I can just imagine what the neighbors would say.”

His face remained serious, obviously not rising to the bait. “It’s a long walk to your house.” There was a note of censure in his voice. 

How does he know where I live? For a moment she experienced the uneasiness she had felt in his office. She pushed the question aside. The guy was a detective. He probably ran a full background check on her before he agreed to the interview.

“I’m not bothered. I like to walk. I find it relaxing.”

He nodded and pointed at the signal as the light changed. Together they crossed the street. “I do as well. I don’t do it enough.”

She glanced to the side, checking for oncoming traffic in case someone should be turning as they crossed, and didn’t comment until they were on the other side. Oddly enough, she didn’t mind him walking with her. It seemed normal. Companionable. Like he belonged there. “You look like someone who prefers running,” she said and flushed when she realized she had spoken out loud.

He chuckled. “It does get you there a lot quicker,” he said as they paused on the curb on the other side of the street. He looked at the street beyond this point. They were leaving behind the downtown area, walking through the deeper shadows of the residential neighborhood. Trees grew along both sides of the road, branches extending to almost meet in the middle of the street, creating a natural tunnel. It was a dark place, where the light of the moon could not penetrate and there were fewer streetlights. “Would you mind if I walk with you? I’d feel better knowing you made it safely back.”

She didn’t mind at all. It was only through a certain amount of luck that she caught herself from saying it too quickly back. She shrugged, struggling to remain aloof, like it didn’t matter when her heart was beating in triple time just from having him near. “If it makes you feel better.”

They continued in silence for the next block. Kallie racked her brain for something intelligent to say. Liam walked beside her, his hands inside the back pockets of his jeans. He spoke first. 

“What do you remember about the accident that killed—sorry, almost killed your dad, and you?”

So that was why he wanted to walk her home. A surge of anger warred with disappointment. She’d hoped for...well it didn’t matter what she’d been hoping for. “Why do you want to know?” She struggled to sound casual, to hide the annoyed tone that crept into her voice anyway. Why couldn’t he just want to walk her back and ask her out to dinner or something? 

“I’m just fascinated. I’ve seen the file and I’m curious about what happened. What you remember.” He paused as they navigated a piece of broken sidewalk, bowed where tree roots pushed the concrete apart at a seam. “Was it your dad’s fault?”

Kallie stopped in her tracks. “What do you think? That my dad tried to kill me? That the whole thing was some kind of weird attempted murder?” It was a ridiculous question to ask, one she hoped would show him how ridiculous he sounded right now. Why was he digging for information? OK, the accident had been weird. Accidents were sometimes. She swallowed hard, trying to stomach the idea that he was just another detective who didn’t like to leave a case unsolved.

“Maybe. Or maybe not your dad. Or not intentionally. I’m just trying—”

“Why do you care?” The sudden urge to protect her dad made Kallie straighten. “There was no criminal investigation. For that matter no cops even showed up.” She tapped her chest. “It was my fault. And Mother Nature’s. My dad didn’t do anything. He didn’t create the storm. I hadn’t had my license long. I was the one behind the wheel who lost control.” What made her want to tell him things she could barely admit to herself? She shook her head. She was not going to share the family secret.

“How did you and your dad walk away unharmed? The car was totalled. Your dad—” 

“Maybe my fairy godmother flew down and saved us,” Kallie said sarcastically, cutting him off. “We got lucky. That’s it. It’s not a memory I try to think about. I tend to concentrate on being thankful we weren’t hurt and leave it at that.”

He shot her a look that in the dark might have been sympathy. “Everything changed that night, didn’t it?” 

Kallie shook her head. The guy did not give up. Except he was right, everything had changed that night and would never be the same. How many times had she wished they could rewind that night? They should have just waited out the storm before driving home in it. 

“What changed?” Liam had taken his hands out of his pockets. He gestured now, as though he couldn’t contain the questions, his curiosity to mere words. His hands shaped invisible forms in the air she couldn’t see. “What happened to your dad? Do you remember how he got out of the car? Were you guys alone?”

Kallie shot him a look, snorting in derision at each question. “What do you think? Half the neighborhood was up at that hour, taking a nice stroll in a massive lightning storm, in the torrential downpour?” She shook her head and forced herself to calm down. “No one was there. One minute I was driving, the next I’m in my bed. I woke up thinking I had just had a nightmare.”

“So... you remember driving, but not the accident? Don’t you think that’s odd? Don’t you remember anything? Are there bits and pieces? Like hazy parts?”

Kallie threw her hands up in the air and began walking again, hearing her footfalls hitting the pavements like gunshots she was so mad. “It doesn’t matter! Nothing’s going to change him back.” 

Oh hell.

Her mouth dropped but not before a sound of surprise escaped through it. She quickly pressed it shut. She’d gone too far. He would notice. Why wouldn’t he? A slip of the tongue like that might as well have been a signed confession. A trained detective would read all kinds of subtext into those six words. He’d know.

She took a breath and plunged on. Better to tell the truth, at least part of it, than leave him guessing and making everything that much worse. “The accident changed him. It changed me. No one would walk away from something like that and be the same.”

“You’re talking about your dad?”

Damn it, he was seizing on exactly what she didn’t want him to. 

“No! You keep pressing me.” She rubbed the heel of her hand up and down against her forehead. “Now I’m getting all confused. Can we just leave it?”

Liam tilted his head, bending a little so he could see her face. “I’m sorry. I’m just curious what happened. Maybe we could ask your dad—?”

“No!” Never. Over her dead body would she let a cop ask her dad about that night. The thought terrified her. “What’s your deal?” Kallie straightened and forced air through her nose. Whatever fear she had felt just a moment ago turned into irritation. “Why the interest in my dad?” Even if Liam was cute, he was still a cop and it was time he figured out she had no interest in sharing her family. It was none of his business. Hands in fists, she pressed them against her hips. Suddenly she’d had enough.

Liam pointed to her right foot. “You’re about to tap that foot into a pile of dog crap.”

She shot a glance down, further annoyed to see he was right. She moved away from the small bomb without thinking, winding up closer to him.

He moved nearer to her as well. His blue eyes reflected bright against the street light above them. They stood in a small circle of light, and the darkness deep velvet black around them. The houses along here were spaced out, with trees between, the windows dark. “Tell me the truth
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