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PROLOGUE
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Margaret

Margaret was exhausted, she entered her residence throwing all of her books on the table, flopping herself on the couch. A low growl escaped her lips, she lifted her arms over her head, stretching such tight muscles to the point of near pain. She rubbed her face, more groans of irritation spilled from her mouth, this time louder, even though no one else was there to hear her grumblings.

Despite all of this, she smiled, she was done, it was all over. Margaret held her arms across her body, one arm overlapping the other ever so slight. Last year was gone, the events that took place at Abigail Wickham’s Moon Goddess Yoga Retreat were in the past, she was over it. Not to say she was upset with how everything had gone down, it did rattle her. She watched a friend and mentor murdered right before her own eyes. That is what had sent her to the emergency room at the Canyon Creek Hospital. She did miss Abigail, she did not deserve to die the way she did. She, Josephina, and Elizabeth had all played the fools, they worked side by side with Carrie Steinberg every day seeing no red flags on the horizon.

When Carrie walked out due to a moral disagreement with Abigail, Margaret was next in line for advancement. She was not seeking the promotion, but she was not going to say no to the extra money and the prestige. In the role she occupied that meant Abigail had taken her under her wing, teaching her things that she was made to swear to secrecy. Abigail said it was hidden knowledge that Elizabeth and Josephina would never understand, and she has kept her promise, even though Abigail was now dead. So when Abigail had her three yoga hench-women go out and kidnap Carrie, she was puzzled, but did not question Abigail’s judgement. Margaret was hurt and surprised when Abigail dropped the bomb asking for Carrie’s return, pushing her out of the seat next to the throne. Punched down to the servant role, the errand girl. She hid her disappointment well, Elizabeth did not, even though she felt the same anger. She tapped it down, kept it deep inside where it sat smoldering. Elizabeth was angry, but what could she do? She could leave like Carrie did and return to be given the keys to the kingdom, that was doubtful, that was the truth.

Sometimes Margaret felt lonely, but was hesitant to reach out to her friends; she needed more time. It had been a year, they had connected a few times, casual meetups. The movies, diner lunches, birthday parties, but then it all stopped. Margaret could not handle the pink elephant in the room anymore. Whenever the three of them were together, Abigail was there with them in spirit. They all could feel it, even though no one would dare utter her name.

Margaret had started looking into taking some refresher nursing courses around that time. She decided to go back to being a nurse full time instead of continuing her path as a yoga instructor like her friends. When she told Elizabeth and Josephina, she was returning to nursing, and she would be too busy with taking classes, they understood and did not press her. She had already applied for a job at Canyon Creek Hospital, gone through the interview process and got the job. Human Resources said that she had all the credentials, but going to the refresher courses would have to be completed three to six months upon her hiring. Margaret pushed herself to finish early and now she lay on the couch, spaced out and tired as hell. She had already given notice to her current employer, the same studio where Carrie Steinberg had worked. There was an opening, and she needed money; no judgements.

Her first day of work at Canyon Creek Hospital’s emergency room was in ten days. She would take this time to meditate, decompress and continue her therapy sessions with Doctor Choi. It was his idea to take this time away, and he was right. Everything had fallen in place after her decision to return to school; fate was on her side.
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John

John had not seen Tracee in a year. He often thought back on the last time he had seen her. They had gone to lunch after the murder of Abigail Wickham, Tracee’s planned to be mother in law, none of that came to be. Tracee’s fiancee Jason Meyers AKA Eric Simmons was a serial killer fooling not only her, but the entire police department where he worked as a Detective. She needed her space right now and John was not one to be pushy or needy. If Tracee needed him, he would be there, no questions asked.

During lunch at their favorite Chinese restaurant, Tracee, still under the mild effects of magic mushrooms, revealed how foolish she felt. Not just about feeling like she was the laughing stock in Canyon Creek, but about the relationship they shared together in the past. At that moment John knew they were never going to be romantic partners ever again. She had linked his name with the serial killer she lived with, there was no going back from that, and John knew it. He continued to laugh and flash a smile, but he was dead inside.

After the lunch, they vowed to keep in touch, but John had not heard anything from Tracee. He was not worried about her becoming a target by the families of the deceased victims, she was a victim too of some form. She was ashamed, all of her schooling, all of her training could not allow her to see the psychopath she shared a bed with and kissed goodnight. She could recognize the noncommittal signs in their relationship, but not the big red flags of a natural born killer. So yes, John was uneasy on how to approach Tracee.

One morning John kept searching his apartment for something. He patted his pockets, opened drawers, looked through closets. What was he looking for; what had he forgotten? Something was missing, but what. It was not anything tactile, he could not reach out and touch emptiness. He knew what he had to do, but could he do it; should he do it?

Circling the couch for the fifteenth time was the final straw. John grabbed his car keys off the coffee table, he focused on getting what needed to be done and over with. The sound of his car’s engine tried to convince him that this was a bad idea, do not go, turn around, go back, save face, be a man, be stoic. A moment at signal light made him question what he was about to do. Was his car right? Was the car right! Who is the crazy one now, John speculated.

The familiar parking lot was almost empty already for a Friday. Even with the emptiness he parked in the same space he always did, the last spot next to the dense eight foot tall shrubbery wall that separated the two properties. It had been a great vantage point the first time a couple of years ago. He had moved back to town and he did not know Tracee had opened a counseling office in these buildings.

The daylight that once was dimmed to twilight, then darkness. All the cars were gone, except his. John was frozen on an old timeline, everyone had moved on, but he was stuck, he knew the cure, but he was hesitant. He had to do this; what was he waiting for? Self doubt crept up, a shadow, a mask? John got out of the car, the metal on metal closure echoed the end. It vibrated in his ears, it rippled in his muscles, it rattled his bones. Each sound of his steps on the pavement called out for release; could he continue, why such fear? He knew...he knew. A walk down a long corridor testifying his doom; his death walk. At this juncture John could just stand there and stare at the sign on the window:

THE OFFICE OF

TRACEE WASHINGTON, LPC, LMHC

HAS MOVED.

NEW OFFICE CAN BE FOUND

AT 2389 SYCAMORE DRIVE

ST. MARTINE, CA.

John read the bold black letters against the white sign three times, and never felt so alone.
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Restless Spirits

Samantha could not sleep; she lay there in the dark on her back looking up at the white ceiling. She could tell it was going to be another long night. She tossed and turned in her bed knowing full well she was not going to get the rest that she needed. Sam was never alone; the spirits were always there. Being one with spirits from another realm was both a blessing and a curse for the Taylor family. They were not witches, but they did have to hide in the days of old for fear of being called out as one. Samantha Taylor preferred to be called a seer or a reader of the Tarot, just do not call her a psychic, it sounded so antiquated to her.. She had a successful online Tarot card business that she filmed from her dining room table. Her face never appeared on camera, which was purposeful; some of her ancestors had paid the ultimate price due to their lack of discretion. Mystical Stars Tarot was a thriving online business that for the most part, paid all her bills, including her mortgage. Samantha did not give private readings; she did what were called collective readings. The person with the greatest energy was the one that got through to Sam, and that is who got the reading. If things ever got tough, she would consider doing private readings, one thing Sam was not, was prideful.

So here was Samantha, laid in bed with
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