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      Meg couldn’t breathe. She knew that to take a breath would mean filling her lungs with water. She could feel the pressure around her, closing in. On top of that, she was cold, so cold she could barely feel her hands and feet.

      How had she come to this? She remembered a cave. How had she found it? She remembered someone rescuing her and bringing her there, chilled and freezing such that she could have died a slower death of pneumonia. Now she was underneath the water again.

      She remembered a boat. Yes, that was it. She’d been on a boat, half conscious, watching a man at the helm. There’d been a storm. She recalled that. She shivered at the memory, or was it just the cold water? Meg managed to open her eyes, afraid of the water getting into them but she had to know. She wasn’t submerged, though torrents of rain fell, drenching her face and her body. She was like a sponge at capacity and no matter how much it rained or how uncomfortable she got, she could not possibly get wetter. She was too cold to really feel most of her body or the water that poured down on her and around her. She let her breath out and pulled in another with a gasp.

      A steel hand grasped her body around her chest, refusing to let her take in the deep breath she wanted. Her nose was plugged so that she couldn’t use that. Opening her mouth, Meg turned to her side so she wouldn’t swallow rain water. She could hear the sound of water lapping not far away. She tried to make out where she was but the clouds covered the moon and any stars. Wherever she was, there was no city. Meg took a breath, shivering, trying to orient herself.

      Her name was Meg Barringer. Check. She lived in Whisper, Washington. Check. She was a private investigator. Check. She was on a case. Yes, that was something that might lead to what happened. It wasn’t a case she had wanted to take but she had no reason not to do so. She remembered padding her billing statements to discourage the woman who wanted her help. The woman’s son had been kidnapped. He’d been gone about two weeks. Meg knew there was more to the woman’s story, which made her uncomfortable. She knew that not having all the facts could be life or death. She would have done better to remember that sooner.

      Her private investigation firm could always use cases. Meg was doing okay but she wasn’t rich. The woman agreed easily to the inflated prices. It would be good for the company, Meg had told herself, especially since they were expanding. It may not have been Meg’s idea to expand, but she planned to do her part to make sure the larger company not only survived but thrived.

      She coughed up some water. She must have tried breathing. How had she gotten to the shore? She couldn’t imagine swimming. She was too disoriented. Her entire body ached, but not the ache that would have come from a long, hard swim. This was an ache that came from a fever and illness. She’d gotten sick. Meg tried to remind herself of the events as they happened earlier. Someone was supposed to come for her but she couldn’t remember who or how.

      Had she talked herself out of the cave? She knew she’d been held in a cave against her will. She was sure of that now. She thought the people in the cave were afraid of Peter. That was a big part of it. How did they know about him?

      Peter was an earth spirit but his home, or his area of influence, was Whisper Mountain, a small mountain in the foothills on the edge of the Snoqualmie Valley. There were no oceans there. But the people holding her weren’t ordinary people. They knew they ought to fear an earth spirit for what it could do even from a distance.

      Meg shivered again. Who was coming for her? Would her Gram know where she was? She could see the future. Perhaps she would see where they would find her and send someone out. Did her foresight work that way? She started shivering harder. Her whole body shook so hard it was difficult to breath. She started coughing again.

      She tried clinging to consciousness but couldn’t keep the thread of her thoughts. There was too much she didn’t understand as her body fought to hang onto life. The world got darker, shrinking to the size of her aches and pains and struggle to breathe. Why had she taken this case?
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      “We’re going to have to move your eleven o’clock interview to your office so Meg and Kyle can use the conference room,” RaeLynn said as I walked into the office. Not even a hello but she’d get to that eventually. The receptionist was nothing if not friendly.

      “Okay.” I set down Zari A’s cat carrier on the floor before opening it. She leaped out, offering me a glare. “What’s come up?”

      “I had someone make an appointment last night. She’s coming down from Mount Vernon so she didn’t want to get in too early. I figured your office was large enough for an interview with just you and Zari A.”

      I nodded. I was interviewing for the head of our security branch. While Barringer and Associates was Meg’s private investigation firm, I planned to expand it to include security consulting. We’d be the ones trying to break into computers or subvert firewalls. We’d also provide temporary guards to individuals and companies as well as offering enhanced security should non-profits need such a thing, especially women’s shelters. I was big on keeping women safe from stalkers, having had one myself.

      I also hoped to help women with husbands and lovers who wouldn’t take no for an answer disappear and start a new life. That part of the company was a bit down the line and certainly not something that would ever make money. Fortunately having Zari A around meant I didn’t have to worry about money.

      Zari A may look like a cat. In fact she is a cat physically. Of course, she isn’t really a cat. She’s an alien. She’s part of a group of aliens studying our planet. As part of their studies they took the forms of any earth species that might be in charge of the planet. Zari A’s studies suggested the dominant species was the domestic cat. While many humans may think she’s wrong, I’m sure the cat community thinks she’s right on.

      At any rate, Zari was here and would remain here for twenty of our years in the form of a cat. She was a regal looking ruddy Abyssinian with great golden eyes. She communicated telepathically with me and select other humans who were open minded enough to listen when a cat spoke back to them. Sadly there were few of those. She also communicated with Peter, the resident earth spirit, which is why we settled in Whisper. Before coming here, I was a social worker. Zari A helped me with investment advice until I no longer needed to work. Now I could do what I wanted, which was helping abused women who fell between the cracks and plugging holes left by the agencies and charities designed to offer assistance.

      I watched Zari trot down the hall. Her tail was high, which was a good sign, but I knew she was angry with me for putting her in a cat carrier for the short drive down the mountain. She insisted she didn’t need one. I worried that I would lose her if I got into a car accident. She insisted I worried too much.

      “Sounds good,” I said, getting back to RaeLynn. RaeLynn came with Barringer and Associates, having been hired by Meg a few years earlier. I’d only come on board in the four months since Meg’s old office slid down the hill in an earthquake. I needed investigative services to round out my business more than she needed my security business. She did, however, need a place to work and I owned this building. I’d built it for my own company but many people on Whisper said I’d do better partnering with Meg. Of everything that I gained in combining our businesses, RaeLynn was one of the best.

      “Oh, and Joe will be in an hour. I wanted to be here to open up before he showed up. And I need to warn Meg,” RaeLynn said.

      I smiled. Yes, Meg would need warning. She had been out of town doing some surveillance the day before. RaeLynn and I interviewed Joe to build a computer to Zari A’s specifications. Although this was my project, Meg would be using the computer. She wasn’t going to like the fact that I’d made a unilateral decision about hiring. She might be okay if Kyle hired him, which he hadn’t, but she was going to hate that I did it.

      “She hasn’t come in yet?” I asked.

      RaeLynn shook her head, making her blunt cut, near-black hair swing. Today she was wearing feathered earrings which moved with her hair. RaeLynn tended toward jewelry that dangled and moved, which fascinated Zari A to no end. “I expect her in any time though. Do you want to be here when I tell her about Joe or not?”

      “I’ll be in my office,” I said. Fortunately RaeLynn was under no illusions about how Meg was likely to take the information that Joe was now part of the office.

      I followed the same path that Zari A had taken to the big office in the corner. I smiled at her as she sat in her cat tree, grooming her back. She glared over at me

      “Meg is on her way in,” Zari informed me.

      “How do you know?” I didn’t speak out loud, just sort of formed the thought and willed her to get it. It seemed to work.

      “I saw her come through the main doors downstairs.”

      I forgot that my great view wasn’t just pretty. Looking directly down you could see most of the parking lot entrance as well as much of the lot. That might not be so pretty, but it certainly could be useful. Zari A was clearly a very good spy.

      “Great.” I really did appreciate that Zari didn’t need me to speak aloud, although like cat women everywhere I had gotten in a habit of talking out loud to her. I needed to remember not to do so while I was in the office, just in case she started commenting about people I wasn’t all that fond of.

      I could feel my body tensing up, knowing Meg was probably riding up the elevator. There was no reason for her not to like Joe. She worked with him on her own business website. While RaeLynn or Kyle might have been the one to work directly with Joe, given that Meg’s interest in technology was limited to how it could help her in her job, she would have been the one who decided to hire him. Even if she did have issues with Joe -- although I could see none -- whoever worked on this system had to be able to communicate with Zari A, and I’d already ascertained that Joe could. How many other web designers would be okay with having a cat as a boss? It really did need to be Joe. Besides, he’d be training RaeLynn in how to use and maintain the system once it was in place. Joe and RaeLynn worked well together.

      I hung my jacket up before settling in to pretend to do some computer work. I expected to be interrupted shortly when Meg came down to glare at me for overstepping my bounds. I knew she wasn’t angry about me hiring Joe, she was just angry at me. Joe was as good of an excuse as any to glare at me.

      When I came to Whisper, Peter had been fascinated with Zari A. As we had no place to live, he’d invited us to stay at his house. What I didn’t know, nor did Peter bother to tell me, was that Meg had a crush on him. Peter may have been unaware of the extent of her interest, but all the same, he never bothered to hide the fact that I lived with him. Naturally, this gave Meg all sorts of ideas and all sorts of reasons to dislike me, no matter that I had no interest in being anything other than friends with Peter. Meg, however, didn’t quite get that. Personally, I couldn’t wait to move out and into my own place.

      My apartment on the fifth floor of this building would be done soon. Not a month ago I had been asking RaeLynn her opinion on paint chip colors. Kyle had added his two cents, although I found his ideas of color combining unusual. Who pairs purple and yellow in a bedroom? I’d be awake all night looking at the patterns. At any rate, I would be doing the final walk at the end of the week if all went well, I hoped to be looking at a much more soothing palate of blues with accents of maroon in my bedroom.

      Now, don’t get me wrong. I like Peter, and in some ways I’d miss his company when I moved. Zari adores him. The two of them are constantly discussing why humans make the choices they do. However, if I’m going to live with a guy, especially a guy that has the kind of sex appeal that Peter does, I’d like to be able to jump his bones whenever. Not that Peter would mind, ever, really. It’s just that Peter’s telepathic powers are rather invasive, especially during sex. And yes, I knew that from experience and it wasn’t something I cared to repeat, no matter how pleasant it might be physically. As far as I was concerned, I’d just as soon see Meg have him if that’s what she really wanted. That level of intimacy wasn’t for me.

      “Morning,” I heard Meg say to RaeLynn.

      “Morning, Meg,” RaeLynn said back. Meg sounded happy enough. Her surveillance time must have paid off.

      “What’s up?” I visualized Meg dropping her bag on the desk. She might even have brought a coffee up for RaeLynn from the Cuppa downstairs.

      “You have an eleven-thirty appointment. A woman named Melanie Gerald will be here to talk to you about a problem. I did some checking and it seems that her son was kidnapped about two weeks ago, so I expect she wants you to help with the search,” RaeLynn said.

      Meg said nothing but I could imagine her nodding thoughtfully. She’d be taking everything in and considering what everything meant. Meg tended to be very thoughtful but once she decided on something, making her change her mind was about as easy as turning a steam engine around on the tracks.

      “Send me the information you have,” I heard Meg say.

      “Already done,” RaeLynn said. There was a pause. I could see the slightly plump receptionist moving things around, wondering how to bring up Joe. “And one other thing.”

      I could almost see the pause, her eyes not meeting Meg’s as she looked at her computer.

      “Not exactly,” Zari A corrected me. As she and RaeLynn got on well together telepathically, she probably could see Meg and whatever else RaeLynn was looking at.

      “What?” Meg asked. Zari assured me she was picking up her stuff.

      “We hired Joe Running to set up Zari A’s computer system. He’ll be in later this morning to get started. I had him come in later so I could be sure to have a key made for him and get his paperwork going.”

      “Really?” Meg asked. She didn’t sound too upset. Of course, she wouldn’t be upset with RaeLynn.

      “Yeah. Rain said Zari A really liked him. And well, to be honest, we aren’t sure where we’ll find someone else who will work for a cat. Joe’s mostly okay with that. Zari thinks they’ll be able to communicate in no time.”

      “Of course,” Meg said. I could see her eyes narrowing.

      “Quite narrowing. In fact, she may be planning to sleep,” Zari A murmured.

      I frowned at the cat.

      “I hope that’s not a problem. I mean, it comes out of Rain’s budget and everything,” RaeLynn kept talking.

      “No. Why would I have a problem?” Meg asked. I heard her start to come down the hall. She definitely had a problem. And she was definitely bringing it to my door.
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      Meg clawed her way towards consciousness, realizing as she did so that she was less chilled. She still had a hard time breathing but there seemed to be something helping her. She couldn’t quite get her eyes to open. She tried to think through what had happened to her.

      She started with those things that she knew: her name, her occupation, the water and the boat. She remembered the chill but she didn’t think she was that cold any more. Perhaps she had just gotten so cold she couldn’t feel it? She was exhausted, although her achiness didn’t seem so pronounced. Meg wondered if she were dying.

      If she were dying, would she see Lacey there?  Lacey had been her best friend. Last September her car had flipped over and she’d been fatally injured in the crash. The official cause was a car accident, but Meg and many others around Whisper knew it was no accident at all. Her car had overturned because an earth elemental had been captured with a magical binding and was trying to escape. Peter managed to free the other earth elemental before it killed anyone else, although it had come close to killing Meg. That was four months ago, last Meg could remember.

      She knew she had spent Christmas without Lacey. She had spent the Friday after Thanksgiving with Lacey’s mom. Normally, Meg and Lacey would have spent the day hiking around Whisper, unless there was snow in the pass. Then they’d be skiing. This year, she’d spent the time helping Lacey’s mom sort through some of the stuff Lacey had collected which no one wanted to part with despite not having a use or place for it. On Christmas Eve, Meg sat with Lacey’s family at the Unitarian Church. Usually Lacey would have sat with the Barringers, not that Meg’s family was much for going to church. Still, they managed it in a crowd on Christmas and Easter.

      Meg remembered spending New Year’s Eve with her own folks. Normally she and Lacey would have done something. She hadn’t felt up to joining her sister, Amy. In fact, Amy had shown up later that evening having decided that her latest fling wasn’t as important as being with Meg. Meg seemed to recall Amy hadn’t seen the man again. She felt a little badly about that but was thankful that she had a sister like Amy.

      So, she knew that it had to be at least January. That was something. The memory of the boat had to have come in January or maybe a little later. It explained why she was so cold.

      Meg let her mind drift, not sure what was a dream and what wasn’t. She remembered a woman coming to the office. Her son had been kidnapped, probably by his father. She remembered not liking her. It was a different sort of dislike than the dislike she felt for Rain. Honestly -- and in her semi-conscious state, Meg only had room for honesty -- it wasn’t that she disliked Rain. She was jealous of Rain. Rain had Peter. Rain lived up at his house, for heaven’s sake. Everyone seemed to think this woman was the best. Her father liked the other woman’s business sense. Gram insisted Meg would like her. Amy liked her, although Amy at least assured her that she didn’t see what Peter’s interest was.

      Meg wished that the other woman would show some glaring imperfection. Even Kyle was always flirting with her, something that Meg wondered if she ought to put a stop to. Was the business big enough for an office romance? Of course, if Rain was with Peter, did that mean there wouldn’t be an office romance? If not, what would happen? Interpersonal relationships always got so complicated. Meg liked it when things like that weren’t complicated. If she had to figure things out, she liked to do so from the safety of her distant vantage point as an investigator, not by being a participant.

      An incident became clear to her. She was coming back from lunch and she stopped by Kyle’s office. Rain was there, curled in a chair. Zari A was on Kyle’s desk, washing. The cat always seemed to be washing. Meg wasn’t sure if she should like the cat or not. She tended to like all animals, but she associated Zari A with Rain. Besides, she couldn’t really talk to Zari A, although the two had tried, if a bit half heartedly.

      “Am I interrupting?” Meg asked.

      Rain smiled, "No worry. Zari A was just feeling the need for a break and casual conversation. She and Joe are managing to communicate but it's an effort on both their parts."

      Yes, Meg remembered. They had hired Joe Running to create a computer for Zari A. She hadn’t liked it because no one consulted her. Of course, she wasn’t going to be involved with that system much so she shouldn’t have been insulted. She was just used to being in charge of her business. Now the business wasn’t just hers any more. Kyle had always had input, but he was clearly her employee. Rain, however, was a business partner and they had the legal contract to verify her position. Meg wasn’t sure she liked the way it felt to not be in complete control of her work life.

      "That sounds good," Meg said. She remembered her truth sense told her that Rain was leaving something out.

      "Did you get the police report?" Meg asked. She was talking to Kyle this time. It was about the case. The kidnapping case.

      "I did. Sheri was lucky. She has a friend on the force up in Mount Vernon."  Sheri Wyman was a good friend who worked for the Whisper Police Department. She wanted to be more than good friends with Kyle, so she often helped Meg and Kyle on their investigations.

      "Anything interesting?"

      "The husband seems like a model husband. The social worker was shocked that he'd resort to kidnapping. She said his son's needs were always a priority. He never said a word against Melanie. Apparently, Sean even defended her decision to keep the boy with her. He never spoke about the near drowning, nor did he seem to avoid the subject."

      Yes that had been it. The mom -- Melanie, Meg corrected herself -- claimed her boy nearly drowned. But she’d been lying. Meg had known that. So why was it that she ended up feeling as if she nearly drowned?  She tried to remember the rest of the conversation.

      Meg nodded, "Mom has some issues and there's something going on around that."

      "My thoughts exactly," Kyle said.

      "See any leads Melanie didn’t mention?”

      "The truck the husband owns was found in Tacoma. It could be a lead or it could be a false trail. Someone called in a tip about a man with a boy in a car, not a truck, in La Conner the night of the kidnapping."

      "Could it have been Sean in a rental?” Meg asked.

      Kyle gave a half nod that could have been an assent. "Our witness is solid on the car. Not so much on the man and child. The child stayed in the car. He remembered because he was surprised to see a father and child out that late. It made him wonder. When the police started asking for leads he came forward but didn't know if it would help. The police did some checking and a Sean Isaacson rented a car that fit the description our witness gave. It was found in the rental lot as an express return the next day."

      "La Conner?" Meg asked. "He could have fueled up before heading down to Olympia, but why leave the truck there?"

      "The guy said the car headed away from the freeway from the gas station. He thought perhaps they were heading to Anacortes. If they went there, they could have taken a small boat out the San Juans some place. The police have checked planes out of SeaTac. No one matching their descriptions. The police checked any ID that was even close.”

      "Sean has a PO box address out of Oak Harbor. He could have driven down across Deception Pass."

      "The sister lives in Anacortes," Kyle pointed out.

      "Police checked and he's not there?" Meg asked.

      "No sign other than old ones that suggested the two had been in touch."

      "Think we ought to head up to Mount Vernon and follow the trails? He could have another place out there."

      Yes, they’d gone to Mount Vernon, Meg remembered. She was there more than once for the case. But how had she gotten in the water. Anacortes? Oak Harbor? She wasn’t sure. Her thoughts were getting strange. She remembered seeing Peter there, or perhaps in a dream, calling her. She couldn’t quite get to him. He kept telling her to open her eyes but she couldn’t, just like she couldn’t open them now. Was Peter there, now, with her?

      Meg started, hope blossoming. She opened her eyes but the lights were so bright she had to shut them again as quickly. Nothing looked familiar. No one came, patting her hand, to tell her what was going on. She struggled to remain conscious to figure out what had happened to her, but lost her battle.
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      My interviewee arrived slightly early, which meant she arrived when I was still stressed about what Meg didn’t say to me this morning. In fact, Meg barely mumbled hello as she walked by my office. Still, at least she hadn’t marched in to scream at me. The silent treatment was actually worse in some ways, though. Now I’d worry about it for days, while she was innocent of anything except perhaps some subconscious passive aggressive behavior. It was a win-win for her and lose-lose for me. I’m sure she appreciated that on some level.

      I glanced over at the window where Zari A sat on her cat tree. She was grooming her belly. I watched her for a few seconds so I could calm myself. No use getting upset about Meg right before an interview, which I knew for a fact she wanted nothing to do with.

      “She’s here,” I thought to Zari A.

      The cat glanced up before going back to what she was doing. “I know,” she responded. “She is dressed nicely but severely. I should have no problem following her thoughts as you ask her questions. She is very much of the world you can see and touch.”

      “Too bad.” I hoped to get someone who could understand the sorts of investigations Barringer and Associates specialized in. I may be hiring for security, but I wanted someone who could interface with both sides of the business. Meg didn’t carry a gun. Kyle had a permit but fired only at the range. I wanted the security side of the business to take care of any muscle that we might need.

      I got up, checked my outfit:  black business slacks, black peek-a-boo shoes, and a figure-hugging emerald blouse in a satiny fabric. It was a left-over holiday blouse but I’d fallen in love with the cut. I didn’t want to put it away yet, so I continued to wear it. I noticed no obvious cat fur, so I figured I was good. I walked out to greet my appointment.

      The woman sitting in the chair was much as I expected. She’d listed that she’d been in the military prior, so I wasn’t surprised to see chin length mousy brown hair in an easy-care cut, or that she sat straight-backed even when our chairs invited you to relax. She was looking straight ahead but there was a slight tensing of her neck that told me she was aware I came in the room. She didn’t turn her head. I wished I had Zari A’s telepathic talents. I wondered how much of my outfit she could describe. She turned her head slowly and very deliberately towards me as I walked to her chair.

      “Colleen Vaugh?” I asked.

      She let her chin fall once and back up, giving me a short nod.

      “I’m Rain McFarland. Why don’t you come on back?”

      “Thank you,” she said.

      “Can I have RaeLynn get you anything to drink?  Tea, coffee, water?” I asked as we walked by the front desk. RaeLynn had probably checked, but it didn’t hurt to check again.

      “No, thank you,” Colleen responded.

      I ushered her to a seat at the round table. My laptop was there along with my writing implements. This seemed more intimate than sitting across from the desk. I pushed the laptop to one side so we could chat more easily.

      We talked briefly about the weather, traffic, and RaeLynn’s ability to give directions. Colleen was agreeable with everything. Zari A pretended to snooze on the cat tree but I could see half an eye watching both of us very carefully.

      “Tell me why you applied for the job,” I said.

      Colleen finally smiled. We were getting to the reason she was here. “As you’re aware, I was recently discharged. My choice. I served three tours. On the first one I thought I’d be career. When I signed up for the third one I realized was just signing back up because I didn’t know what else I wanted to do. I’m a specialist but not interested in working for a military contractor. I don’t want to go back to war somewhere and I really don’t want to be a mercenary. However, I do have some specific skills that can be useful in security. I liked that you were interested in someone who would be willing to do security for women’s shelters. I never thought about something like that. It’s probably more worthwhile than just guarding the rich and famous.”

      I smiled.

      “She believes what she’s saying,” Zari purred in my ear. “There is something she is deliberately not thinking about that has to do with the carelessness of wealth, or that’s the phrase that comes up before she shuts it down.”

      “I’d be the one donating time to the shelters. Any employee working for me would still be paid. I spent time as a social worker before my circumstances changed. I want to give back. From time to time women at shelters may have a threat that is getting close. I need someone who can fit in but offer protection. It’s not something I’ll take money for, nor will we do it all the time. We’re there to be extra hands when we’re needed.” I watched Colleen carefully as I spoke.

      Colleen smiled, offering no input. She kept a pleasant expression on her face, not enough to be called a smile, but definitely the sort of look one gives to let someone go on and keep talking. She was hard to get a read on, which was too bad. I really liked her resume, which was why she was here first.

      Continuing on, I said, “I need to make the security side of the business profitable so there will be plenty of rich people we’ll be working with. We’re also doing security consulting to see where corporations can make their buildings more secure. How do you feel about those things?”

      Colleen went on for a bit with pat answers. Zari let me know she was honest. I wasn’t sure about her. Nothing leaped out. She had the background. She was saying all the right things, but there was something almost too reserved. She didn’t even seem to notice Zari A, although a cat in the interview should have merited a comment.

      As I brought the interview to a close, I found myself making the noises you make to everyone about a few more interviews which was true enough and that I’d get back to her. We walked out to the front desk while I finished my little speech. I could see Meg and Kyle with their appointment. So could Colleen.

      “She’s not being honest,” Colleen said, nodding at the client sitting there.

      I glanced over at my interviewee with new interest.

      “She wants them to think she has a problem. The set of her shoulders is down. She’s looking down a lot, so I expect she wants them to think her self esteem is damaged. Her clothing is nice but she doesn’t wear it well. However, look at her hair. It’s perfect. Her makeup is perfect. She also holds her hands carefully around that glass. It’s a prop. She’s not nervous. She’s playing a game and the glass is her focus,” Colleen said.

      “Really?” I asked.

      “Check with your partners when they finish. See what they tell you and check her background. Something isn’t right about her.”

      RaeLynn was trying not to smile as I looked over at Colleen.

      “I’ll check in with them, thank you,” I said. Colleen walked carefully out the door to the elevator. I waited until she got inside before looking back at RaeLynn.

      “You weren’t in there very long,” she observed.

      “No. I really wasn’t that impressed with her, until just now. She’s observant but she’s not so good at sharing who she is. Zari had no issues with her, but she wasn’t head over heels. She’s honest is about all I get.”

      “Well, Meg can confirm if there’s something off about Melanie,” RaeLynn assured me, speaking of the woman in the conference room.

      I nodded absently. I was well aware that Meg’s talent was in knowing whether someone was telling the truth. I wondered what she’d make of an observer like Colleen. The question I needed to answer was whether we needed someone like that around the office.
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