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Chapter One
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Gaylynn sat staring at the wall between clients, not able to forget the images that had gone through her brain with the last man she’d talked to. The man had complained to her for a full hour about how the police wouldn’t leave him alone, accusing him of hurting a little girl in his building. As he’d told her in detail his version of the story, she’d seen the true story played out before her eyes.

Ever since her father had shown her and her six sisters his new cell phone and computer modem back in March of the previous year—and a power failure had followed—she had seen images that she had no desire to see. Anytime someone told her a story, the images began. And no matter how emphatically someone said their story was the truth, she saw the reality through their words.

Her question now was what to do about Tim. He’d been a client of hers for two years, always complaining of people not treating him well. She saw through the truth of his stories, but never before had she seen him do something that should have him in jail. How was she supposed to approach this? She couldn’t tell something that he’d told her in therapy, but he hadn’t told her this. She’d seen it while he’d lied to her.

She shook her head, knowing she couldn’t tell anyone. Who would believe what she’d seen with her strange new powers anyway? No one. That’s who.

Gaylynn glanced up when her receptionist opened her door. “Mrs. Walker is here to see you.”

“Send her in, please.” Gaylynn quickly glanced at her file on Mrs. Walker, noting it was still mostly blank. She’d filled out some forms the day before, and now she was there for her first appointment. Gaylynn got to her feet and held her hand out for the other woman. “It’s nice to meet you, Mrs. Walker.” There were very few people in Bagley, Texas that Gaylynn didn’t know, but Mrs. Walker was one of them.

Mrs. Walker nodded politely before sinking down onto Gaylynn’s couch. “Please call me Tanya.”

“Thank you, Tanya. I’m Gaylynn. Tell me a little about yourself.” Gaylynn had been through this scenario a hundred times since she’d gotten her master’s degree in psychology. 

As Tanya started talking a bit about her life, Gaylynn made rapid notes, paying careful attention to her new client’s speech patterns. “My little girl, Joy, was touched by a man who lives in my building,” Tanya said, and Gaylynn stopped writing, looking up at the other woman. 

“I’m so sorry that happened.” Was it Tim? She hoped and prayed it was, because she didn’t want there to be two men running around town doing that to little girls.

“Me too.” Tanya got to her feet and walked to the window, which looked out over the park, where you could see bluebonnets growing in the meadow. “The man denies it, though the police have questioned him repeatedly.” Gaylynn could see the other woman’s tears streaming down her face. She grabbed the box of tissues from her desk and carried it to her.

“How old is your daughter?” Gaylynn was still unsure if this girl was Tim’s victim, but it seemed more and more like it the more she heard.

“She’s just six. Now he didn’t rape her or anything, which is good, because I’d have to hunt him down myself . . . but he touched her in a way that made her feel bad. Why do men think they can do things like that to little girls who have never hurt a fly?”

“I have no idea . . .”

“Joy is one of the sweetest little girls you could ever imagine. Her dad is a trucker and on the road a lot, so it’s usually just us. When he finds out, he’s going to tear Tim apart. Little pieces of the man’s body will be everywhere. I almost think it would be good for him to be locked up, just to protect him from my husband.”

Gaylynn stifled a grin. The image the woman’s words put into her brain were comical, knowing Tim. But it was time to be serious, and grinning about the pervert getting torn apart was not something she should be doing. Sometimes her sense of humor did not serve her well. “Maybe you should tell the police that.”

“I did! But because Tim is denying everything, I don’t have a leg to stand on. And soon he won’t! His legs will be in a ditch somewhere and his arms in another ditch! Roger will make certain that man never touches another child for as long as he lives.”

“Does your husband know?”

Tanya shook her head. “Not yet. But he will. That’s what scares me. Even if I don’t tell him, Joy will. She tells her daddy everything. As soon as he gets back in town, he takes her to the café, and he buys her a Cherry Coke. Alcohol doesn’t loosen a drunk’s tongue the way Cherry Coke loosens Joy’s. It’s almost scary!”

“How is Joy at this point? Does she communicate with you about what happened? Is she frightened?”

“She’s frightened knowing any time she leaves our apartment, he could be there. I make sure I walk her to school, and I am waiting out front when she gets out every day. But what if something happens? I couldn’t bear it. And the police have just been useless through the whole thing.”

“That’s terrible.” Gaylynn frowned at the paper in front of her. She could picture Tanya waiting for little Joy. She even saw Joy sitting beside her father, spilling her guts while munching on maraschino cherries. “Maybe you should talk to the police again?”

“It won’t do any good. They need proof something happened to her. Like a little girl would make up the kind of touching that jerk did. He needs to be locked away for the rest of his life. I might find my husband’s gun myself!”

“I need you to promise me you won’t hurt him.” Gaylynn didn’t want to have to alert the police about the threats made in her office, but she would. She would do whatever it took to keep Bagley a safe place. Although, she wasn’t sure she wanted sexual predators to be safe.

“I plan to talk to them again. I saw Tim looking at her again last night, and I got goose bumps all over. Will you talk to the police with me? Please?”

Gaylynn glanced at her clock. “I can’t really have the police come here, because it would frighten people. Could I meet you at your apartment after my last client of the day? So around five?”

Tanya looked relieved. “That would make me very happy. You don’t mind?”

“I don’t mind at all. I think this town should be safe from child predators.” Gaylynn knew she couldn’t tell the police what she’d seen, but she could provide moral support, and she was happy to do it.

“Thank you!” Tanya quickly wrote down her address. “I’m sure you have it somewhere, but this way you don’t have to look it up.”

Gaylynn tucked the paper into the pocket of her skirt. “I’ll be there.” 

As soon as she said the words, Tanya hurried out of her office. It was obvious she didn’t really want a counselor, but she needed someone to be with her when she talked to the police again. That was fine with Gaylynn. She was willing to help in any way she could.

*****
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ZACHARY JONES LOOKED at his partner, Sylvester, and frowned. “Another call from Tanya Walker about the creep who is always messing with her daughter.” 

Sylvester rubbed the back of his neck. “I want to take the man and smash him into a million pieces. There’s no doubt in my mind he’s guilty, but we can’t get proof!”

“We have to stay calm when we talk to them. There’s no point in getting angry.” Zach did his best to calm his own racing thoughts as he watched the streets while his partner drove. “We have to do everything by the book so when we do catch him, he stays inside for a very long time.”

“I know. I just . . . scum of the earth like him make me want to hurt someone. Like them.”

“We’ll handle it right, and all will be good. Let’s go talk to Mrs. Walker. Call came in from her place.” Zachary was glad he wasn’t the one driving their patrol car, because he was sure he would have been too distracted. He was consumed with anger.

They pulled up in front of the apartment complex, and both men got out. Zach kept his hand over his gun, ready to use it if necessary. He wouldn’t put anything past the man they were there about. Timothy Cooper was lower than pond scum in his opinion. He knocked on the door, well aware that Tim was watching him out his window. His eyes met those of the perp, and he tried to look as intimidating as possible.

The door opened, and Tanya Walker let them in. Zachary smiled at the woman, knowing all this was killing her. “Mrs. Walker.”

“Hello, Officer Jones. I’m sorry to bother y’all again, but Mr. Cooper scared Joy last night. She was playing on our doorstep with her doll, with the door open. I was cooking supper, but I watched everything she did. I saw him stop and offer her a sucker to go for a ‘walk’ with him.” Tanya stood straight and tall, her eyes meeting his. “I need him to stay away from my baby.”

“I think it’s time for a restraining order,” Zachary said softly. “Do you want to do that?”

A woman responded, her voice strong and strangely melodic. “She wants him locked up where he belongs. A restraining order isn’t going to be enough for a man like Mr. Cooper.”

Zachary hadn’t noticed anyone other than Mrs. Walker in the room, and his eyes
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