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Synopsis

 Tiffany Curran has the
ability to read places and people by touch, and although it’s a
gift she uses to help people, it’s also a curse that prevents her
from having much human contact. She tries to keep life simple, but
that all changes when Katerina Volchosky calls in the Sisters of
Spirits paranormal team for help.

Kat is tired of reporting about violence in the city
and vows this story is her last. She is hoping that S.O.S. can
connect with a serial killer’s victims to help provide clues. When
she meets Tiffany, she dreams of a promise made centuries ago to a
flame-haired priestess.

Ancient whispers of curses and witches haunt
Tiffany’s nightmares, and the closer she and Kat get to the
murderer, the louder the whispers get. Worse, Tiffany has a
horrific suspicion she might know who the killer is.
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Prologue

Tiffany Curran raced down the driveway and reached
the car before her mother could catch her. She slammed the
passenger door and turned to her best friend, Sunny Skye.
“Drive!”

“Don’t you want—?”

“No. Go, Sunny.”

Tiffany peered into the side mirror and saw her
mother standing in the middle of the street, shaking her fist at
the retreating car. The only part of the tirade she caught before
they turned the corner was “hell!” She closed her eyes and rested
her head on the seat. Why did her mother have to be so
difficult?

Sunny glanced over at her, her expression amused.
“Tiffany, are you still in league with the devil?”

“Apparently.” And because she knew that Sunny could
feel her emotional pain, Tiffany made an effort to tamp it down.
She’d become very good at that particular trick over the last five
years. “Where’s Shade?”

Sunny was quiet for a minute. “She’s running late.
She’s going to meet us there.”

“What’s wrong with her?”

“She’s fine.” The answer was short, almost curt, and
didn’t invite any further conversation.

Tiffany didn’t want to intrude. When Sunny wanted to
talk about it, she would. But Tiffany still wished she could offer
some comfort or something to lighten Sunny’s mood.

But unexpectedly, Sunny began to talk. “Her mom is
trying to get her committed again to Western State in Tacoma.”

“So she wants to dump her so she can take off with
some guy again?”

“You know the routine, Tiff.”

Yes, she did, and it royally pissed her off.
Whenever Shade’s mother got itchy feet, she had her committed. “She
could pretend she doesn’t see the dead people, and then her mother
wouldn’t have an excuse.”

“Shade’s too proud for that.”

“I know,” Tiffany said. At least her mother never
had her locked up. No, she just dragged her to the church where the
priests prayed and threw holy water at her. She had counted three
new crucifixes hidden in her bedroom over the last week. She
couldn’t wait to turn eighteen and get out of the house.

“Only two more years,” said Sunny.

Tiffany smiled. “I didn’t say anything.”

“Since when has that mattered?”

Tiffany reached over to take Sunny’s hand. “If it
weren’t for you and Shade, I don’t know what I would do. Life would
be unbearable with her.”

Sunny pulled into the full parking lot. The energy
emitting from the teen club, The Punk Palace, vibrated the car
windows. Several groups of young people grouped together around
different vehicles. “I hope there aren’t any fights tonight.”

“You and me both. It’s crazy here. How are we going
to find Shade?” Most of the people there were wearing black and
looked alike in the dark. But before Tiffany finished the sentence,
Shade appeared at Sunny’s door to open it for her. “Well, never
mind. How silly of me.”

They walked into the building and were blasted by
music. Heavy bass pressed against Tiffany’s chest, altering the
beat of her heart and speeding her pulse. People were dancing and
body slamming in the pit. She wanted no part of it. Why people
would hurt each other on purpose was beyond her.

Tiffany scanned the crowd. “Oh look, there’s Mark!”
She had to shout to be heard above the music.

Shade sneered. “So? What do you see in him
anyway?”

Tiffany sighed. “Look at him. He looks just like
Brad Pitt in the movie, Legends of the
Fall.”

As if he knew she was watching him, Mark gave her a
quick nod that tossed his hair back from his face. God, he had such
beautiful blue eyes. His smile lit a path through the crowd to warm
her face. “He’s so fine.”

“Whatever. Where did Sunny get off to?”

“She’s over there talking with Suze.” She pointed to
the area, and when she looked back, Mark was gone. Disappointed,
she began searching the crowd again. Tiffany saw the flash of hurt
before Shade turned to go to Sunny’s side. It was almost
uncomfortable, Shade’s constant flash of hormones. She wished that
Shade would just make a move on Sunny and get it over with. She
startled when someone came up behind her and wrapped arms around
her waist.

“Been waiting for you. What took you so long?” Mark
whispered in her ear.

Tiffany felt herself flush and shivered at the
contact. His hot breath warmed her neck. That he was interested in
her always surprised her. Little internal bells and whistles went
off whenever he was around, a roller coaster rush of emotions that
thrilled her. “Oh, you know,” she tried to sound casual. “The
flight in from Paris was delayed.”

“I hate it when you’re late.” His voice sounded
tight, but his hands ran along Tiffany’s sides, warming her body
against his, melting her. “I missed you. Let’s get out of here and
go somewhere, and you can make it up to me.”

Sunny and Shade came out of nowhere and flanked her.
“We have to go now,” Sunny said.

“Right now.” Shade extracted Tiffany from Mark’s
grip. “Say good-bye.” The look on her face was serious. Sunny
appeared frightened.

“Wait,” Mark said. “What the hell? You just got
here.” He grabbed her elbow to keep her from moving.

“Let her go,” Shade said and grabbed her other arm.
At her touch, Tiffany could feel Shade’s temper simmering. She also
felt panic, which was scary and puzzling. She knew she’d better go
with her friends and see what it was about. Mark, on the other
hand, didn’t want to release his hold.

“I’ll take her home. She can stay here with me.”
Shade tugged on one arm and her new boyfriend tugged on the other.
Suddenly, she knew what the rope in a tug-of-war felt like.

Sunny interceded and tried to talk in a soothing
voice over the loud music. “It’s an emergency. We have to take her
home.”

Shade took the lead and half dragged Tiffany to the
door. “Let go of her, asshole.”

Tiffany managed to step away from both of them.
“You’re hurting me.”

“Wait. Are you really going to leave with them?”

Tiffany nodded. “I’ll see you tomorrow after
school.”

“Whatever,” Mark said. “There’s plenty of other
girls here.”

The words, along with his building black rage,
crushed Tiffany, and she wavered on her decision to leave. Before
she changed her mind, Sunny herded her through the door and toward
the car. “Please, Tiff. Get in.”

Sunny got into the driver’s seat and peeled out of
the parking lot.

“Does someone want to tell me what’s going on
here?”

Shade turned in the passenger seat to look at her.
“You can’t see him anymore.”

“What?” Tiffany was shocked, then angry. Who the
hell was Shade to tell her what to do? She got enough of that from
her mother and the priests.

“Tiffany,” Sunny said. “He’s not good for you.
Listen to Shade.”

“Why are you guys ganging up on me? He’s the first
boy I’ve ever liked.” And that ever paid
attention to me.

“We’re not ganging up on you. You can’t see him
anymore.”

Tiffany could feel her own temper building, adding
its energy to Shade’s, and the atmosphere snapped inside the little
car. She felt the telltale tingling on her scalp that meant Shade
was trying to get in her head. “You fucking stop that. Quit trying
to read my mind.” She knew her tone was venomous, but Tiffany felt
almost outside herself, powerless to stop the words she was
throwing out in her angered state.

“Tiffany, please calm down.” Sunny spoke quietly.
“What we want to tell you is for your own good.”

“No. I am not going to calm down. Stop giving me the
psychic eyeball. I’m tired of everyone telling me what to do.”
Tiffany narrowed her eyes and pointed at Shade. “She’s just
jealous.”

“Jealous? Of what? I have no interest in that dick.”
Shade gestured angrily.

“No, you’re just pissed off because Sunny doesn’t
want you and you can’t get laid.”

Dead silence followed. It stretched into long,
awkward minutes and sucked the air from the enclosed space.

Tiffany wanted to take back the words, but the
negative power of them echoed back to her. Shade had told her in
confidence how she felt about Sunny, and Tiffany had sworn she’d
never tell her. She wanted to apologize, but her throat felt tight.
Instead, tears gathered in the corner of her eyes. She hated to cry
when she was mad. And that just pissed her off more. After all, it
wasn’t as if Sunny didn’t know Shade had a major crush on her; she
was a psychic empath for God’s sake. She was tired of being in the
middle and not having someone of her own to love.

Sunny stopped at the curb in front of Tiffany’s
house. “We’ll talk when everyone has calmed down.”

Tiffany hesitated before opening the door.
“Shade—”

“I don’t want to hear it.”

So now everyone was mad at her: her boyfriend, her
best friends, and oh, goody—her mother who was waiting inside to
punish her for leaving.

She had been looking forward to this night all week.
How had things fallen apart so quickly? Tiffany walked up the
driveway and forced herself to not look back. The porch light came
on before she reached the house, and her mother opened the
door.


Chapter One

Thirteen years later

 


Tiffany paid the babysitter and locked the door
behind her when she left. She rested her forehead on the doorframe
and finally drew her first deep breath of the evening.

After finishing her nightly routine of checking the
windows and double-checking the locks on the doors, she checked in
on Angel. She kissed her forehead and tucked the comforter under
her chin. “Sweet dreams, baby.”

It wasn’t until she got to her own room that she
began to replay the evening and her reaction to Jordan’s reporter
friend, Katerina Volchosky.

The woman was tall and stunning, in a beautifully
masculine way. Her short, spiky blond hair suited her perfectly,
and her dark eyes appeared to hold invitations and secrets. Tiffany
inhaled sharply, reacting to an instant rush of heat. Every
instinct in her had told her to move, to get back on that elevator,
but instead she had stood as still as the proverbial deer in
headlights while her pulse raced and her throat closed. Butterflies
circled in her stomach as the woman approached.

Tiffany had automatically zeroed in on the odd look
on Sunny’s face as Kat’s long legs and strong, stalking pace
brought her to Shade’s side. She couldn’t quite put her finger on
what her reaction was based on, so Tiffany had put up all her
psychic guards and shut down.

“Hi, Tiffany, I’m Kat. It’s so nice to meet
you.”

Tiffany ignored the outstretched hand and kept her
hands at her sides. The woman’s dark eyes were too intense. There
was something behind her voice, an undercurrent of emotion being
withheld, and it made her nervous. She mumbled a greeting, made
excuses, then left. She had felt the stunned silence behind her as
she quickly left the gathering.

Okay, Tiffany admitted as
she burrowed down in her bed. I ran away.
She had been frightened of Kat, and she didn’t know why. She’d
never met her before, which was kind of odd in and of itself, being
that she was Jordan’s friend and Jordan was her best friend’s partner.

She would have to talk to Sunny about it and maybe
ask Shade to peek for her. There was something about Kat that hit
her psychic notes, and she needed to know why so she could protect
herself. That her own apprehension had kept her from being able to
touch or read Kat for herself was a little disconcerting. Not that
it was unheard of―sometimes she simply couldn’t read some people.
They could fall into two categories, gifted individuals who had
psychic blocks in place or someone who had something to hide. Which
category did Ms. Volchosky fall into?

Tiffany forced her thoughts from the strange
encounter and focused on traveling to her safe place. She
deliberately slowed her breathing, imagining a waterfall cascading
down a rocky cliff to fall into a pool surrounded by ferns and lush
plants. She saw herself sitting on a slick, flat rock just outside
the reach of the spray of water in the moonlight, while crickets
sang in the distance behind her. It was the comforting meditative
vision she created to calm her mind before falling asleep.

 


Thunder growled through the sky and rain fell in
sheets, blinding her. Tiffany blinked in an attempt to clear the
water from her eyes while she shivered in the cold wind that
whipped through the small valley, adding to the destruction the
small army had left in its vicious wake.

Bolts of jagged lightning lit the sky, illuminating
the carnage that surrounded her. Dead. They were all dead. Blood
ran in rivers through the rain-soaked ground. The smell of scorched
flesh burned her throat, and the only sounds she heard were the
sizzle of water on the huts and the beating of her own heart.

The sky continued to roll with anger, shaking the
ground beneath her, and in the flash of more lightning, she could
make out a fast approaching horse galloping straight at her. The
rider bent low over the horse’s neck, and mud and water sprayed
from under the hooves. Terror held her still and time slowed to a
crawl. A scream sounded somewhere behind her, but before she could
turn, it was silenced. She was terrified and knew she no longer had
the strength to fight, run, or hide. She fell to her knees in the
mud and covered her eyes with her hands. She didn’t want to see the
deathblow coming from the rider’s hand as he bore down on her.

 


Tiffany jolted awake and pushed her hair out of her
eyes. The nightmare had stalked her sporadically for years. The
terror in her throat and chest lingered, and in her mind’s eye, she
could still see the horse and rider bearing down on her in slow
motion. It took a full minute to calm her pulse and untwist her
legs from the tangled sheets. Her nightshirt was damp and stuck to
her skin.

Tiffany stood under the hot spray and tried not to
think about why it had come back after so many years. It was always
the same, right down to the last detail. The storm raged, the
screams of women echoed around her, and the rider, always the
rider, who bore down on his massive horse to kill her.

She hated the helpless feeling of dread the
nightmare left with her. She didn’t have time to try to analyze why
it had returned, damn it! She had to make breakfast, get her
daughter ready for daycare, and she had three clients scheduled
today. She also had to go buy groceries, pick up her daughter, and
a mountain of laundry to do.

God, she was tired, and she hadn’t even started yet.
Suck it up, princess. You made your bed; now lie
in it. She may have made the bed, but she sure didn’t have
time to lie in it. Would she ever get rid
of that harping voice in her head? Her mother lived three hundred
miles away, but she still managed to infiltrate Tiffany’s mind when
she was at her most vulnerable.

“Good morning, Mommy.”

Tiffany’s heart swelled when she heard the little
voice. And just like that, all was right again in her world. Her
daughter stood in the doorway in her little pink footie pajamas and
her baby fine hair ratted up from sleeping. She was the most
beautiful little girl in the world to her. Tiff drew strength from
that magic place that good mothers had, and finished getting ready
for the day.

 


*

 


Kat Volchosky sat on her deck and watched the first
gray streaks in the sky turn red, then orange in a brilliant
sunrise that promised a beautiful day in the city of Seattle. She
looked down at her empty glass before setting it aside.

She was numb and couldn’t recall when she’d finished
the drink. How long had it been since the ice cubes had melted?
Four hours? Five?

She was still in shock.

From the instant Tiffany had stepped out of the
elevator, she’d recognized her. From her dark red hair, to every
freckle, and her sea-green eyes. She’d known.

Kat had loved her through a thousand dreams and knew
every nuance in every expression. The way her eyes lit when she was
full of joy or the spark of temper, the way her lips softened
before a tender kiss. She was the woman who lived in Kat’s spirit.
She was flesh and blood, instead of unobtainable desire from a life
lived in another time.

Through the years, she continued to search the
crowds for her, but eventually, she’d given up. Kat had almost
convinced herself that her visions were the psychological fantasy
of an adopted child searching for an identity. But deep down, she
knew her dream woman was out there, waiting for her. She just had
to find her.

How could it be anything other than destiny that her
friend Jordan met and fell in love with Sunny? Kat had heard of
Tiffany and her daughter, Angel, for months, but for some twists of
fate, she hadn’t been able to meet her until the night before.

She still felt hurt, remembering how Tiffany had
turned and left her standing there. She hadn’t appeared to
recognize her. In fact, she’d appeared almost…frightened. That her
lover from the past wouldn’t fall into her arms and weep with
relief at the sight of her had never occurred to Kat at all.

The sun’s rays crested the horizon and made her
squint through the alcohol-induced haze. Now what? It was a hell of
a way to start her vacation, sitting in one spot all night drinking
her confusion away. What she really wanted to do was drive to
Bremerton and chase Tiffany down. But after the shock and the less
than inspired reception, Kat didn’t think that would be her
smartest move.

She rose and stretched before stumbling over the
iron leg of the chair. She supposed getting some real rest should
be at the top of her priorities. She set her empty glass on the
sleek granite counter and continued to her room.

A large mural on canvas nearly dominated the entire
wall across from her bed. A female warrior seemed to rise from the
edge of the frame in the forefront. She posed with one arm holding
her blade, the other held in a defensive stance across the front of
her body. Her biceps bulged with the controlled posture. She wore a
leather tunic that hit mid-thigh. Her blond hair was held in place
with an etched silver headband that allowed the long tresses to
cascade down her back.

A little behind the warrior and to her left was a
circular hut. Wood smoke rose from the chimney and the front door
was open to the day. Purple heather bloomed amongst the wild
fuchsia and pansies in the front yard.

The art had hung on her wall for well over a decade,
but walking by it repeatedly for years had rendered it near
invisible. Kat inhaled deeply, hoping to catch the scent of a past
she only knew in her dreams. When it eluded her, she finally
allowed herself to look at the small, white-robed woman who sat
near the warrior with three puppies frolicking around her in the
green grass. An unseen breeze lifted her red hair away from her
heart-shaped face. Her sea-green eyes shone with love; she was
clearly delighted in the late afternoon sun while she played with
the dogs and watched the warrior move through sword practice.

Other huts dotted the landscape and more women in
flowing white robes were captured in different positions of the
idyllic slice of life depicted in the painting. One hung sheets in
the breeze, another carried water alongside her partner who carried
firewood. It was a snapshot of a different life and ancient time
that Kat had painted from memory. The warrior guarding her
priestess and home, as she should have been on that day.

That day.

She hadn’t been crazy after all. Here was the proof
her dreams had been real.

Kat thought about heading into the bathroom to
splash water on her face and form a plan, figure out what she
should do next, but after sitting on the soft bed, she fell onto
her side and promised herself she would only close her eyes for a
second.

 


*

 


Tiffany’s new office at the Haven still smelled like
fresh paint. She was early so she took the time to unpack her
scented candles. She lit the last one and looked at her clock. Her
first client was late. She sat in the room’s armchair and stared
out the window. It seemed like the first moment of real peace she’d
had in weeks.

She watched the soft rain gather on the window,
forming tiny streams that ran down the glass. The light from the
clear crystals on the wide ledge sparkled and lit a single drop,
just one out of the thousands falling.

Suddenly, in the face of a million tears streaming
from the sky, coming together and drifting apart, Tiffany felt
lonely. She loved Angel beyond measure, but sometimes she ached to
have someone significant in her life. Sunny had Jordan. Shade had,
well, Shade had whoever she wanted. They may have been superficial,
but at least she was keeping warm at night. Tiffany hadn’t been on
a date in well over a year. It just wasn’t high on her list of
priorities. Not to mention how awkward it was to explain what she
did for a living to any would-be suitors. Even if anyone was
interesting enough to try, they had to pass Sunny’s and Shade’s
approval. The last time she ignored their warnings had dire
consequences for her. In the end, dating wasn’t worth the trouble.
She simply wasn’t attracted to anyone and it certainly wasn’t worth
hurting herself or Angel in the process.

She turned when she heard the soft tap at the door.
“Come in.”

Sunny’s head poked in. “Mrs. Larrick cancelled her
appointment.”

“Did she say why? If she isn’t feeling well, I can
go to her house.”

“Her daughter flew in from Cleveland. She
rescheduled for next week.”

“Oh, okay.” Tiffany turned back to the rain.

“You want to talk about what’s upsetting you?”

Tiffany sighed. Lately, there was always something
in her life upsetting her. She was too weary to put up any blocks
against Sunny’s inquiring mind. It wasn’t that she wanted to shut
her out, or that she didn’t love her. It was that Tiffany was so
damn tired of being the needy one of the
trio. Sunny was brilliant and confident. Shade was fearless and
grabbed the brass rails of any task in front of her. Tiffany felt
like the weak link.

“Tell me,” Sunny said. “Where are these dark
thoughts coming from? I think you’re the strongest person I
know.”

“How can you say that?” She should have known that
Sunny could directly read the heart of the matter.

“Tiffany, you’ve risen above every challenge life
has thrown at you. You’re loyal, sweet, funny, and you go out of
your way to help people.”

Tiffany’s throat tightened and she felt the tears
building behind her eyes. “I don’t feel strong, Sunny. I’m scared
most of the time. Oh, let’s be honest. I’m usually scared.”

“Get a little perspective here. You deal with
spirits on a daily basis. Sometimes even with a side of demon,
sprinkled with a little a poltergeist activity. That’s not exactly
flowers and sunshine.”

“The nightmare is back again.”

“The one with chanting, red-robed tribal witches
dancing around you?”

Tiffany shook her head. “No, the other one.”

“Well, no wonder you’re full of uncertainty today. A
little massacre is enough to put anyone’s morning off.” Sunny
reached for Tiffany’s hand, and the contact sent a little burst of
white energy through her system. Tiffany welcomed Sunny’s
comfort.

They were interrupted by a short, sharp squeal.

“What was that?” asked Tiffany.

“It came from reception.” Sunny bolted for the door
with Tiffany right on her heels.

At the bottom of the stairs, Agnes stood with her
hands covering her mouth.

“What happened?” Sunny rushed to her.

Agnes pointed to the phone. “The caller said he sees
dead people and they’re coming this way.”

“Oh, honey,” Tiffany said. “It happens all the time.
Didn’t you see the movie, The Sixth
Sense?”

“Oh. Little bastard.” Agnes straightened her
tie-dyed shirt and primped her curls. “It’s not nice to mess with
old ladies.”

Tiffany bit her lip to keep from laughing. “No. It’s
not. Where’s Aura?”

“I came in because I was in the neighborhood and she
said she had an important errand to run. I took messages like she
showed me. I was doing a great job too.”

“It’s all right, Agnes. Don’t let them scare you. Do
you want me to take over?” Sunny asked.

Agnes stalked back to the reception desk in her
purple high-top tennis shoes. “No, I’m ready for them now. I
promised your mother. Go on with you; go back to work. I got
this.”

Tiffany caught Sunny’s eye. They hurried back to the
stairs and waited until they were upstairs before giggling.

“Oh, I should be ashamed, but the look on her face!”
Tiffany put a hand to the stitch in her side. “I haven’t seen that
expression since we did the investigation for her last year.”

“Poor Agnes. She’s not cut out for this work. I’m
surprised she agreed to answer the phones at all, she’s so scared
of anything paranormal. Which reminds me, Mom said something the
other day about permanently hiring a new receptionist.”

“She did? Why?”

“She’s tired, Tiff. She said she’s ready to retire
from the whole thing. I know that she’s earned it, but I’m not
ready for her to leave.”

“Me either. Who’s going to keep everything
straight?” Tiffany felt a moment of grief. Aura was always there
for comfort, strength, and advice. She was the mother she’d always
wanted. She depended on her. “I love Agnes and all, but—”

Sunny laughed. “I wouldn’t worry about it. Agnes is
temporary for now. You know Mom wouldn’t leave us with anyone who
couldn’t handle it.”

Tiffany knew she wouldn’t, but that didn’t mean she
wouldn’t miss her terribly.

Sunny’s head tilted a fraction to the right. “My
appointment is here. Let’s meet up later, okay? Then you can tell
me why you ran away last night at the opening.” She left before
Tiffany could argue with her.

“How come you always get the last word?” Tiffany
muttered to the empty hall. She went back into the room, curled up
in the soft armchair, and waited for her next client.

 


*

 


Kat woke slowly, aware her cheeks were stiff with
dried tears. The emotion she wouldn’t give in to while she sat on
the deck the night before had snuck out while she slept.

Coffee would give her a needed boost, and time to
form a plan. She’d just stepped out of the shower when her phone
rang; it was her editor, Liz. Kat debated letting it go to voice
mail but picked it up anyway.

“Kat.”

“What?”

“Where are you?”

“Home.”

Liz sighed. “That’s not here.”

“You do know my vacation starts today, don’t
you?”

“I’m sorry. I must have missed the e-mail. Do you
want to call me back later?”

“No. This had better be good. What’s up?”

“I received a phone call this morning, and I think
you’re going to want in on this.”

“What do you have?” The last thing Kat wanted to
talk about was work when she felt hung over, but habit had her
grabbing a notebook from the counter, and she sat at the breakfast
bar to take notes.

Liz paused a moment, then continued. “One of my
contacts at the Seattle Police Department called. He wants to keep
this on the down-low.”

Kat felt a little prickle of interest. She was an
insatiably curious person, and anything that someone wanted to be
kept secret was usually interesting and worth looking into. But
damn it, she didn’t want to get sucked in. She needed time off to
get herself sorted out. “And?”

“Well, he wants to talk to you about the article you
did on that ghost hunting crew who found the murdered teenagers.
What’s their name again?”

“Sisters of Spirits. SOS.” Kat heard a slight
ringing in her ears. There was no such thing as coincidence. Hadn’t
she just been trying to figure out how to get back to Bremerton and
Tiffany? Now she would have a legitimate reason to contact her.
“Why?”

“He wants to try having them work with some cold
case files, and maybe get some input and new leads to follow.”

“Why doesn’t he call them himself?” Kat asked.
And how fortuitous for me that he
doesn’t.

“It’s complicated.”

“How so?”

“Spoken like a true reporter. I asked him the same
thing. He said he didn’t want to go into it over the phone. He
wants to meet with you in person.”

Kat glanced at the clock. “Okay. Give me his
number.”

Liz gave her the information and hung up. Kat made
the call, dressed, and was out the door within a half hour. She
circled the parking lot until she finally found a spot. When she
went in the building, she went through the motions and exchanged
small talk with officers at the security checkpoint. Her mind
wanted to race on two different tracks. The professional side dealt
with possible stories and angles, but the emotional side, the tired
and lonely one, still reeled from her meeting with Tiffany.

She looked down the ugly concrete hallway, and the
green rolling hills of her ancient home superimposed over the
cement floor. Maybe I shouldn’t have gotten out
of bed after all. She didn’t want to crack up at the goddamn
police station.

With what felt like massive effort, she pulled back
mentally and focused on the door in front of her. She willed the
sounds and smells of the police station to flood her senses—to keep
her in the present. She wondered which of the myriad of scents
lingering underneath the smell of sweat, stale air, and burnt
coffee represented despair. Gradually, she felt more centered, more
present, and able to concentrate on the task at hand. She knocked
on the door.

The man who answered was dressed in plain clothes.
He poked his head out, craning his neck, as if he were looking to
see if anyone noticed she was there. That he was nervous was
obvious to Kat, but she dismissed it. If he was so worried about
what he was doing, he should have met her for coffee somewhere. Not
her concern. He showed her in, and pointed to the one visitor chair
in front of his desk.

“Detective Parker,” she said and gave a short nod
before sitting and retrieving her notebook from her briefcase.

“Please keep this off the record,” he said.

“I’ve already told you I would. These are for my
use.”

A moment of silence stretched between them. Kat
decided she would take the lead. “So, you’re interested in working
with SOS?”

Parker nodded. “I am. But you have to understand my
position.”

Kat heated with a flash of protective anger. “What?
Is the problem that you’re working with psychics, or that the
department still wants to keep some distance between itself and
Jordan Lawson. Which is it?” Kat was pissed that Jordan’s integrity
was in question at all. She’d blown dirty cops out of the water and
been shot. She was a hero, not a snitch.

“I’m going to be honest with you. It’s kind of
both.” He held up a hand to stop her protest. “Personally, I know
that most of us here think what Lawson did was admirable. We don’t
hold an official or serious opinion on psychics. I may be grasping
at straws here, but after reading your story on how this SOS group
solved the missing runaways’ case, I thought it was worth a shot.
I’m getting some flack over it. But I want to know for myself that
I’ve done everything in my power to solve these cold cases. The
victims deserve that. I want to see if this group can open new
leads for me.” He stopped talking and looked at her expectantly.
“But it would be easier to work through you. We know you, and we
know you’re good and honest. You don’t mess around. If you work
with them and feed the information to me, I can keep some distance
but still get the answers I’m hoping for. I’ll meet with them
myself if I feel it’s necessary, but this way would be
more…diplomatic.”

Kat decided to cut him a break; he looked and
sounded sincere enough. She gave him some credit for trying to peek
around the thin blue line, even if he wasn’t willing to cross it
openly. “Let me see what you have to work with.”

 


*

 


Tiffany’s cell phone buzzed on the table. She
startled and realized she had dozed off while waiting. She must
have needed it. The melancholy she’d felt earlier had subsided for
the most part and she felt almost refreshed. “Yes?”

“Shawna Waters is here.”

Tiffany smiled. Agnes’s voice was prim. “I’ll come
down and get her. Thank you.”

She passed the mirror in the hall and grimaced. Her
eyes were slightly puffy from her impromptu nap, and she tried to
put some order into her wild curls, but changed her mind when they
refused
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