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Chapter One

One year ago ...

MORGAN’S FINGERS FLEW across the laptop keyboard propped on her knees. She took a deep breath, cleared her mind, and looked out past her pink-painted toes propped on the railing and across her yard to the densely wooded area at the edge of her property. Her mind’s eye found her guest winding his way through the trees. She still had time before Jack stepped out of the woods separating her land from his. She couldn’t wait to meet him.

Images, knowings, they just came to her. She’d accepted that part of herself a long time ago. As she got older, she’d learned to use her gift to seek out answers.

She finished her buy-and-sell orders and switched from her day-trading page to check her psychic website and read the questions submitted by customers. She answered several quickly, letting the others settle in her mind until the answers came to her.

One stood out. The innocuous question about getting a job held an eerie vibe.

The familiar, strange pulsation came over her. The world disappeared like a door slamming on reality. The images came to her like hammer blows, one right after the other, and she took the onslaught, knowing something important needed to be seen and understood.

An older woman lying in a bed, hooked up to a machine feeding her medication. Frail and ill, she had translucent skin and dark circles marring her pain-filled eyes. Her pain washed over Morgan like a tsunami.

The woman yelled at someone, her face contorted into something mean and hateful. An unhappy woman—one who’d spent her whole life blaming others and trying to make them as miserable as her.

A pristine white pillow floating down, inciting panic, amplified to terror when it covered the woman’s face, her frail body swallowed by the sheets.

Morgan had an overwhelming feeling of suffocating.

The woman tried desperately to suck in a breath, but couldn’t. Unable to move her lethargic limbs, she lay terrified and helpless under his unyielding hands. Lights flashed on her closed eyelids.

Death came calling.

A man stood next to the bed holding the pillow like a shield. His mouth opened on a contorted, evil, hysterical laugh that rang in her ears and made her skin crawl. She squeezed her eyes closed to blot out his malevolent image and thoughts.

Murderer!

The word rang in her head as the terrifying emotions overtook her.

Morgan threw up a wall in her mind, blocking the onslaught of disturbing pictures and feelings. She took several deep breaths and concentrated on the white roses growing in profusion just below the porch railing. Their sweet fragrance filled the air. With every breath, she centered herself and found her inner calm, pushing out the anger and rage left over from the vision. Her body felt like a lead weight, and lightened as her energy came back. The drowsiness faded with each new breath. She’d be fine in a few minutes.

The man on horseback emerged from the trees, coming toward her home. Her guest had arrived.

Focused on the computer screen, she slowly and meticulously typed her answer to the man who had asked about a job and inadvertently opened himself up to telling her who he really was at the core.

She replied simply:

You’ll get the job, but you can’t hide from what you did. You need help. Turn yourself in to the police.

None of her personal information appeared on the website, and she’d put a lot of time and effort into keeping her identity and location a secret for reasons of her own. He’d never find her.

A chill ran over her, despite the warm sun on her skin.

She put through the charge and tried to erase the vision from her mind. She’d told him to go to the police. Nothing more she could do. She didn’t have any proof a crime had been committed. You couldn’t make accusations against people based on a vision. Even if she went to the police with what she knew, they wouldn’t take her seriously. She’d learned that the hard way.

The help she provided Tyler and the FBI was different. Her unique link with Tyler allowed her to assist him with some of his cases. Tyler had nothing to do with this man. She could ask him to investigate, but why would he? He had a hard enough time believing what she told him about the cases he was working on. She didn’t want to have to convince him all over again that what she saw was real and true. It hurt to have to convince him every time, despite the ample proof she’d given him on multiple cases. After all this time, he should believe her—believe in her.

She didn’t want to think about Tyler right now. He’d be in Colorado today. Close. Their connection that much stronger, and the harder he’d ignore it and push her away. Maybe she should give in and go see him.

Why couldn’t he stay in San Francisco?

It wasn’t time for them to meet again. She sighed and tried to put him out of her mind. Not possible. They were connected on an elemental level, and had been for a long time.

Why did things between them have to be so complicated and difficult?

Dealing with her customers was simple. They went to her website and clicked on the link to ask a question. She charged fifteen dollars for requests she answered. If she couldn’t answer the question, or wouldn’t answer, she didn’t charge and sent a standard reply, telling the person she couldn’t help.

Either the person believed in her enough to pay the fifteen dollars, or they didn’t.

Sure, they had to accept her terms and conditions. After all, what she “saw” was open to interpretation and the result may not be what the customer expected. In short, if they didn’t like the answer, they couldn’t shoot the messenger.

She specifically informed customers to beware what they asked, and how they asked it. You may get the answer to a question you hadn’t intended.

If you suspected your spouse of cheating on you, don’t be surprised if she confirmed it, and that the other person was your best friend. She wouldn’t lie, or tell you only what you wanted to hear.

In a few cases, she simply refused to answer. People often wanted to know when they were going to die and how. In her opinion, this kind of information did more harm than good. It usually altered the course of a person’s life, and she didn’t want to be responsible for changing one’s fate and destiny.

One thing she knew for certain, life had a pattern. Mistakes are repeated until the lesson is learned. Knowing something ahead of time didn’t necessarily mean you could change the outcome. Some things were meant to be and nothing could stop them from ending the same way she saw them, even if the path that led to that end took a detour first. That wasn’t to say the course of the future couldn’t be altered. It could. She’d done it several times. For Tyler’s family, she’d do it again.


Chapter Two

JACK’S GAZE LOCKED on her as he made his way out of the trees, across the wide expanse of pasture and to the house. He’d spotted her sitting on the porch with her laptop. The rain of golden hair drew his eye. Thick and slightly wavy, her hair dropped almost to her waist. The color so bright, the sunlight seemed to glow out from the mass of waves.

“Hello, Jack.”

How did she know his name?

Her voice threw him again. A sultry voice from such a fresh face. She looked to be in her early twenties. Probably five-foot-seven, she had a slim build and curves made to keep a man up at night. Her skin was lightly bronzed from days spent in the sun, and her striking blue eyes reminded him of the color of a clear, clean azure sea.

It struck him that he also saw a lifetime of wisdom in those eyes.

She has an old soul.

He hadn’t known what that really meant until now. As he looked at this young, vibrant woman, her eyes spoke volumes.

Nothing else to say to describe her. Some sort of essence emanated from her he couldn’t name. Words wouldn’t do her justice. He wondered what such a beautiful woman was doing living in the middle of nowhere—seemingly alone.

“Um, hi. I’m Jack Turner. I own the Stargazer Ranch that borders your property. Uh, we’re neighbors.” He shifted nervously in the saddle. Not like him at all, but something about her unsettled him.

“Howdy, neighbor.” A strong, sturdy man. It made her secretly laugh to see him a little out of sorts with her. She knew a lot about him, impressions from Tyler of his good friend, Jack. She hadn’t expected him to be discombobulated by the sight of her.

Her casual country joke brought out a smile. She laid the computer on the table and poured a glass of ice tea from the tray. He never took his eyes off her as she came off the porch and walked to him with the glass. His penetrating gaze unsettled her.

“For you. You look a little hot. Have some iced tea.”

She handed him the glass when he came down off the horse. Interested in the beautiful animal, she took his head in her hands and gave him a scratch behind the ears and under the leather bridle. The horse bent to her and laid his head to her chest. If he were a cat, he’d have purred.

“He usually doesn’t take to people. In fact, he only responds like that with my wife, Jenna.” He took a deep sip of the cold drink before adding, “He likes you, though.”

“He knows a good thing when he sees it. Blue loves your wife because he knows she needed him at one time, and now he trusts her. She’s kind to him.”

“How’d you know his name? Do you know my wife?”

“Sort of.” She stepped back from the horse and looked at the tall man standing beside her. A good man, dedicated to his family and his ranch. He was happy. That came to her clearly and washed away the last remnants of the murderous vision. She wished she had that same feeling in her own life. Jack had everything he wanted, his wife, his children, his family of friends, and love.

Again, she thought of Tyler and pushed his face out of her mind.

“It won’t be long now before you have a new baby. Your wife is well.”

Your wife is well. Not a question, a statement. Something about this woman wasn’t quite right. Jack felt like he knew her, but he’d never seen her before in his life. Unforgettable, he’d never forget her.

“Yeah, she’s fine. We’re excited about the baby. Our boys are looking forward to it.”

“I bet they are. They’re the spitting image of you and your twin brother. That little Sam was named appropriately. He’s just like his uncle. Matt. Now, he’s the serious one. He’ll take after you. He has a deep love for animals, especially the horses. He’ll carry on the tradition your wife set up for the ranch. He and your nephew, Jacob, will tend the ranch much like you and Caleb tend it now. You’ve made a good life for your family. It’s something to be proud of.”

How did she know about his family?

“Have we met before? Are you friends with my wife?”

“No and no,” she said with a smile. “I moved in almost a year ago. I pretty much keep to myself. I like it here. It’s quiet and beautiful. You can’t beat the trees and the blue sky. I like the land and the expanse of it. You know what I mean.”

Rambling, it had been a long time since she’d had someone to talk to. She needed to remember that while Jack and everyone else in Tyler’s family were like old friends to her now, they’d never met her.

Jack took another long sip of his tea and tried to figure out how she knew so much about him and his family. You know what I mean. Again, not a question.

She looked normal. She didn’t seem like some kind of psychotic stalker. Maybe she knew about Jenna’s wealth and that she ran Merrick International. Maybe she had some plot to get money from Jenna.

She chuckled. “I’m not after Jenna, or her money. You can rest easy, Jack. I mean you no harm.”

Surprised and confused, had he spoken his thoughts out loud and not realized it?

She turned the conversation and his thoughts. “You came to see me for a reason. It’s quite a ride over from your ranch. What can I do for you, Jack?”

He shook his head and stared down at her. Unexpected in every way. He felt like he stood on quicksand, sinking fast. Like she knew the joke and the punch line, and the joke was on him. He didn’t like the feeling.

“I came to ask if I could work out some sort of agreement with you to use your land.”

“Yes.”

He kept talking right over her. “I’ve expanded my breeding program, and I have a lot of horses I need to spread out. I have enough pastureland, but your land isn’t being used for any animals. I thought maybe I could rotate the horses from my acreage to yours, leaving mine to recuperate between switches.”

“Yes,” she repeated.

“I’d pay you for the use of your land. We can negotiate a price.”

“Okay.”

“My men or I will have to come and check on the horses and bring them feed. I’ll be sure to set up a water source. Basically, you won’t have to do anything. I’ll take care of everything the horses need. You aren’t using the land, and I don’t believe they’ll bother you.”

“You said that already. And, I said yes. Go ahead. Bring them over.”

“You’re sure?” he asked, surprised she’d agree so easily.

“I’d love the company. I hope you won’t mind if I spoil them by giving them apples and carrots once in a while.”

“No. That’s, yes. You can give them some treats. Are you sure?”

“Yes. It’s no problem. It gets lonely out here sometimes. The curse of living in the boondocks. It’s my own fault really. I don’t do well around people. Too many emotions flying around,” she said and waved her hands in the air like a whirlwind. “I like it here though. When the property came up for sale, I couldn’t resist,” she said with a secretive smile. “I’m meant to be here.”

“It’s a great place,” he agreed.

The three-bedroom house was in great shape. The last owners had updated the kitchen and bathrooms and added on a wide wraparound porch that stretched from the front of the house around to the back into a deck that looked out over a wide expanse of lawn and lush gardens. From the front of the house, Jack saw the roses blooming in a profusion of colors. This woman took care of her home and land. He had no doubt the horses would be safe here with her.

“Why don’t you like other people?”

“I like them fine,” she answered with a shrug and scratched Blue’s nose. “I just have a hard time coping around strangers. You’re the first person I’ve had here, since I moved in. It’s nice to have company, especially a nice man like you. You have good energy.”

Sometimes she sounded like a crackpot, but she enjoyed watching Jack get confused and irritated.

“Relax, Jack. You can bring the horses. The fee you’re thinking of is okay with me.”

“Huh?”

“You’ll need to shore up a few of the fences. I’ve let them go, since I moved in. I’m fine with you taking the cost of the repairs out of the monthly fee, since the improvements will be to my land. I only have one request. If you aren’t the one to come and check on the horses, then I’d like it to be Caleb. I think it will be okay if it’s just the two of you. I’d like it if you or Caleb wanted to stop in and say hello once in a while. But no one else. I don’t like strangers.”

“You don’t think of Caleb and me as strangers?”

“I know a lot about the two of you. For instance, I know you have to get home because you’re expected at Sam’s place for a family dinner. You’ll decorate cupcakes with the children. Sam and Tyler will be home today.”

“Sam won’t be here for another week, and Tyler doesn’t usually come with him. How do you know about them? About dinner?” He took a step toward her. Those all-seeing blue eyes gazed up at him and a soft smile spread on her pretty face. Her hair softly swayed in the breeze like a living thing.

“I didn’t get your name. Who are you?” His tone demanded her answer in no uncertain terms.

“I’m Morgan.”

Everything in him went still. He hadn’t expected this. It all became clear. He finally understood how she knew about he and Jenna, Caleb, the kids, Sam ... and Tyler.

“You’re Tyler’s Morgan.”

She laughed with a self-deprecating smile. “Tyler’s Morgan,” she said softly. “Tyler wouldn’t claim me to save his life. What is it you guys like to call me? Oh, yeah, the psychic ghost. I have to say, I don’t really care for the nickname. I’m no ghost, as you can see. I don’t usually talk to ghosts either. I know that was your next question.”

Stunned, he stood speechless and a little scared. Psychic, she knew things about all of them. Things Tyler sure as hell hadn’t told her. They hardly talked, and when they did, she only called to offer a clue to one of his cases. Tyler had only seen her once. Several years ago, she’d stopped Tyler in a restaurant and told him to find his sister and saved her life by sending Tyler after her. Since then, they’d only spoken on the phone.

Tyler was obsessed with finding Morgan.

“You and Caleb can’t tell Tyler where I am.”

“How’d you know that’s what I was thinking? Can you read my mind?”

She laughed. “Not really. Not like you think. You’re easy to read. Tyler’s your friend. He’d like nothing better than to find out where I’ve been all this time. He’s frustrated with me.”

“Angry is more like it.”

“Exactly. It isn’t time for us to cross paths. Not yet. We weren’t supposed to meet when we did. His sister should have died in that explosion. I couldn’t let that happen. It would have devastated him.”

“He is close to her,” Jack confirmed. “I can’t imagine losing my sister or brother.”

“She took a path she wasn’t meant to go down. I had to correct it, or Tyler wouldn’t be where he is right now. He wouldn’t have been there to help Sam with Elizabeth. She was a victim of circumstance. She and Sam will have a good life together.”

“You know that?” he asked with skepticism and hope all tied up together.

“They’re meant to be together, like you and Jenna. Cameron will have his dream for a family come true very soon. You and Sam will have a good time watching him stumble through the process. In the end, he’ll make the right decision because she’s the woman intended for him. She’ll already know it. He’ll take some convincing.”

“You know about Cameron, too?” Cameron worked for Jenna at Merrick International. They were all friends and close as family.

She put her hands in the back pockets of her jeans and looked up toward the setting sun. She had all the confidence and certainty she needed. “I know about Tyler’s family.”

“Yes, but how do you know all this?”

She gave him a cocky smile. “Do you want to talk about psychic and paranormal phenomena? We could have a really good debate about how I do the things I do, and how you don’t really believe I’m capable of seeing the past and the future.”

“I don’t know what I believe. I know you’ve helped Tyler and Sam a number of times. They say you’re always right.”

“I’m right about dinner tonight. Sam and Tyler aren’t expected, but they’ll arrive just the same. How do I know that? I just do. I see it. I always know where Tyler is. It’s like seeing a map in my mind, and wherever he is there’s a pinpoint of light. That isn’t exactly how it is, but it’ll give you a reference for how I know.”

“Does he know you’re aware of him all the time?”

“Tyler is too concerned with the fact that I give him information I pull out of thin air, and he doesn’t know where I am. He hasn’t considered the bigger picture. He’s obsessed with finding me, but I don’t think he’s actually considered what he’d do once he had me in his sights. His feelings about me are all jumbled up. The only thing he really knows is that it unsettles him that I can do something he can’t explain or accept.”

Jack smiled mischievously. “He has a thing for you. We all think he’s half in love with you already. A one-minute conversation changed his life. You changed his life.”

“Yes. And soon I’ll do the same for you. In order for that to happen, you’ll have to keep my secret. I mean it, Jack. You and Caleb can’t tell him I’m here, or that you’ve seen me.”

“Why not? What harm is there in the two of you finally seeing each other again? I think you and Tyler could be great together.”

If only that were true. Unfortunately, their meeting would be tumultuous. She couldn’t see it all clearly, but she understood when they finally did come together, his case would drag her into a dark and dangerous world. She couldn’t tell Jack all of that. He might give her the benefit of the doubt, and he did doubt, but he wanted the best for Tyler. She did too. She wanted the best for all of them.

“It’s important, Jack.”

His eyes narrowed with suspicion. Okay, not a good enough explanation.

“What if I told you that if you tell Tyler where I am, harm might come to someone in your family? Someone you love could be hurt. Would you risk it just so you wouldn’t have to lie to Tyler?”

“Is something going to happen to someone in my family? Have you seen something? Who’s going to be hurt?”

She ignored his concern and his questions, though she knew his feelings ran deep.

“Would you risk it, Jack? Because I won’t. Not even so I can see Tyler now, instead of on a future date I can’t pinpoint.”

“I’d never risk my family. Who’s going to be hurt?”

“I won’t tell you that.”

He dropped the glass in his hand. It shattered on the gravel drive.

His anger came fast and swift. She’d known he’d be upset about any threat to his family, but she hadn’t anticipated his actions. He grabbed her by the arms, lifting her from the ground so they stood face-to-face. His eyes narrowed and filled with rage. The anger washed over her like the heat of a wildfire and took her breath away.

“You’ll tell me who’s in danger, and you’ll tell me now.” He spaced out each word to make sure she knew he meant business.

“Jack ... Put ... Me ... Down.”

She struggled to assert herself, even though she looked like every ounce of energy had drained from her body. Afraid to let her go, her skin turned translucent and the deep blue of her eyes faded and dulled. It looked like he’d hurt her, and he’d barely touched her. She’d wilted like a flower in the desert heat.

He set her back on her feet gently and kept his hands on her arms to hold her steady. He brushed a hand over her golden hair. “I’m sorry. Are you okay?”

“I’ll be fine.”

She took a step away and erected a wall to block the remains of his anger. She never thought she’d need one between them. She’d made a mistake in not remembering his love of his family and his overwhelming need to protect and keep them safe. She wouldn’t make that mistake twice. Out of practice dealing with people in person, the computer allowed her anonymity. Maybe a little too much anonymity.

“Listen. Just tell me what you know about my family. I need to know. I have a right to protect what’s mine.”

“Yes, you do.” Feeling stronger by the minute, Jack’s concern replaced his anger.

“Then, tell me who it is.”

“It won’t help you to know.”

“I’m not playing games here, Morgan. I want to know. Now.”

“It’s complicated, Jack. Let me lay it out for you this way. Everyone’s life flows in a line like a river. We’re born and we age. There’s no going back to the beginning, or changing the past. The future is the only thing we are capable of changing because it hasn’t happened. There’s a process to life. Every action has a reaction. If you do or don’t do something, that action can affect the future. In the case of Tyler’s sister, an event changed the timeline and sent her down another path, one she wasn’t meant to take.”

“Okay. So you fixed the line and put her back on the right path by telling Tyler to go and get his sister.”

“Right. Simplified, but right. She wasn’t meant to be in that house when it exploded. The future she might have had before being there changed. Tyler saved her, and now she has a completely new future.”

She had to take another deep breath to help clear the last shimmers of Jack’s anger from her system. “The vision I have of your family’s future has an event where someone will be harmed.” She left it vague. She didn’t want to tell him she saw someone shoot his little boy. That would only send his anger into overdrive again. “In the vision, I intervene and prevent the person from being harmed.”

“How do you prevent it? Why not just tell me? Then, I can make sure the event doesn’t happen at all.”

“It doesn’t matter how I prevent it. I can’t be specific enough about the vision to say, ‘Don’t go here on this day.’ I don’t know which day it is, and it’s an event that happens in your family often enough to make it difficult to say exactly when it will happen.”

“Either you’re deliberately trying to confuse me, or you’re being vague to piss me off.”

“I’m not doing either,” she snapped.

She couldn’t get Tyler to accept what she did and the things she saw. It shouldn’t surprise her Jack remained just as skeptical.

“I’m simply trying to explain the event I see is something you do all the time. I can’t pick out a specific enough time to tell you when it will happen, except to say that on this occasion I’m there to stop the person from being harmed.” She put her hand up to stop him from interrupting again. “Now, if you tell Tyler where I am, you change the timeline. The event I see happening will still happen, but I might not be there at that time because you’ve changed things. You see, the event happens on a day that Tyler and I meet again. In the vision, he isn’t expecting me to be there. That, I know for sure.”

“So, you’re saying if I change things now, it could change things then.”

“Exactly. You don’t like lying to Tyler, or keeping secrets from the people you love. But you can’t risk one of your family members getting hurt. Right?”

“I’ll make the deal, if you swear the person won’t be harmed.”

“I can’t promise. What’s meant to be will be. I can only tell you in my vision I keep them safe.”

She had to make him understand. Just because she saw something in the future didn’t necessarily make it absolute. “We’re talking about a future event. When I see the vision it’s only the truth so long as none of the events leading up to it aren’t altered. The future isn’t written in stone. I can only promise that if I show up at the event in the future, and it happens the way I envision it, I’ll stop the person from being harmed.”

“Then how do I know my meeting you now hasn’t altered that future already?”

“Because I knew you were coming today because you want to put your horses on my land.” She gave him a brilliant smile.

“You did?”

“Yes. I also know that Sam and Tyler are on their way. Go home to your family. Leave the future to fate. Let life happen.”

His frown deepened. He didn’t quite believe her, but he couldn’t ignore her prediction either.

“Go home. Have your family dinner with everyone. Decorate cupcakes and enjoy the evening. Things are as they should be. Tyler will wait. It’s how it’s meant to be. He isn’t ready to see me. He hasn’t figured out what he wants from me, besides to ring my neck for not doing what he wants, when he wants it.”

He took a deep breath and accepted he couldn’t change a future he couldn’t see with a slight nod. “Will you be all right here alone?”

“I’m fine. I’m not alone. I have Tyler, whether he likes it or not. I hope I have you, too, Jack. I hope we can be friends.”

“We are.”

Struck by his certainty, it had been a long time since someone simply accepted her for who she was. She stood on tiptoe and kissed his cheek. “Thank you.” Her voice cracked, despite her valiant attempt to hide her emotions. “I can’t wait to see the horses.”

“You’re welcome at the ranch anytime you want to visit. Jenna would love to meet you.”

She smiled. She’d be a part of their lives soon enough. They had their own living to do for the time being. “We’ll see. Like I said, I don’t do well around people.”

“Let me clean this up for you.” Jack indicated the broken glass at their feet.

“I’ll take care of it.”

“Sorry about that.”

He boosted himself up on Blue and stared down at the striking woman who’d kept them all guessing for years. She wasn’t what he’d expected. He didn’t think she was what Tyler would expect either.

“I won’t tell Tyler, or anyone else, you’re living here. I’ll bring the horses myself and take care of the fences and water. I’ll be the one to check on them. If I have to send someone else, I’ll tell him to stay clear of the house. Is that okay?”

He wouldn’t involve Caleb. He didn’t want to make his brother-in-law lie to the family too.

“That’s fine.”

“Do you have everything you need?” He looked around again at the house and the SUV parked in the driveway. The car wasn’t new, but it looked well maintained.

“I’m fine, Jack. I work from home, so I’m here most of the time. Don’t worry about me. I’ve gotten along for a lot of years on my own.”

“Okay, then. Oh, about the money?”

“The amount you have in mind is okay with me.”

“You know the amount?”

She gave him a cocky half grin and winked. “I sure do.”

“Tell me what it is.”

“Goodbye, Jack.” She’d let him question that for a while. It would drive him crazy wondering whether she really knew or not.

WITHIN THE MONTH, Jack arrived several times with small herds of horses.	In the end, there were more than twenty-five beauties in her pastures. She visited with them often. Jack spent time working on the fences, and she enjoyed hearing about what Tyler and Sam were up to. It was strange getting information about Tyler from someone who knew him personally. Everything she learned about him came as glimpses from his mind. She still didn’t understand the connection between them, but she’d learned to accept it. She wished Tyler would do the same.

The first month the horses arrived on her property, Jack came to pay her for the use of the pastureland minus the amount for the improvements to the fences and water lines.

He gaped at her when she caught him lying about the amount.

“This isn’t the agreed-upon fee. You know it and, more importantly, I know it. You just wanted to see if I’d say anything, or if I’d know. Shame on you, Jack,” she said and tried not to laugh.

“Oh, come on. I just wanted to see if you were pulling my leg, or if you really did know what I was thinking.”

“I know. It’s okay.” She didn’t really care about the money, but he handed over another hundred dollars. She accepted it and his juvenile behavior. Used to it, people questioned her all her life about whether she really had a gift, or if she was simply lying.

“How’s the baby?”

“Beautiful like her mother. Come to the house and see her.”

She would love to see the baby. She wanted one of her own and a family like Jenna and Jack had created. Not in the cards. Her future remained uncertain, shrouded in a thick fog she couldn’t see past. Frustrating as hell to see other’s so clearly, but not her own.

Her future rested on the outcome of seeing Tyler again ... and beating the evil waiting for her.

“We’ll see.”

“You won’t come, will you?”

“It’s not time yet. You’re going to California tomorrow.”

Jack smiled. A last-minute trip, Jenna had some work to do at Merrick International. “Yeah. Want to come? You could see Tyler.”

“Not yet. Timelines, Jack. This trip you’ll spend time with Cameron. He’s got quite a journey ahead of him.”

“Yeah? I hear he’s got a new woman in his life. I hope Emma likes her.”

She concentrated on Cameron, his daughter, and their life. The woman in his life now swirled Cameron’s future into chaos, sweeping up his past and obscuring his ability to see things clearly. The second woman had the ability to bring him into the eye of the storm where everything was calm and clear. There, he’d find the future he wanted—for him and Emma.

“Emma won’t like the woman who’s there now. She’ll like the second one.”

Jack knew she wouldn’t tell him anything more. He’d reluctantly accepted that about her over the last month.

“I’ll see you soon.” He slid back into his truck, shaking his head, and left her alone on her porch, an angel with golden hair and a smile on her lips.

“I can’t wait to see Tyler’s face when he sees you again.”


Chapter Three


Present day ...

“I HATE PAPERWORK,” Tyler grumbled and grabbed the coffeepot, pouring himself a second cup. Might as well have an apple-raspberry turnover from Decadence to go with it. The food would be good, even if the coffee was several hours old and probably tasted closer to motor oil.

Ever since his partner, Sam, met and married Elizabeth, he’d gained ten pounds and spent an extra day at the gym each week trying to keep from gaining ten more. The fact that she owned and ran two of the best places to eat in the city didn’t hurt. He often ate at both places. Most of the time it was so he could see her and his other friends. They just happened to be Sam’s family, his twin brother Jack, along with Jack’s wife Jenna and their three kids. Cameron Shaw was another friend and part of the group. Jenna was the CEO and Cameron the president of Merrick International. Cameron had recently married Martina Fairchild.

All his buddies were married with children.

Being the odd man out didn’t sit well with him. He wanted what they all had, a family.

The only steady woman in his life was simply a voice over the phone—and strangely, as he believed, in his mind. His psychic ghost. She floated into his life without warning, gave him some clue to a case, and then she disappeared into thin air. Well, not even that, really, because she was just a voice. A really sexy voice. She kept him up nights thinking about her and the sultry tones that haunted his dreams. He didn’t want to analyze too deeply the fact that he sometimes thought he could actually hear her talking to him in his mind. Or admit it to anyone else.

Haunted, like a ghost occupies a house. Somehow a piece of her lived inside of him.

Morgan. God, she was in his head. A chance meeting in a restaurant more than five years ago started him down the road of the longest relationship he’d ever had with a woman. If you could call it that. The fact that he’d only seen her for maybe five minutes and spoken to her in person for less than a minute didn’t really matter. She left an indelible print on him. About five-seven, blond hair down to her waist, and long legs. He could almost feel them wrapped around him, so vivid were some of the fantasies he had about her.

She’d burrowed deep into his psyche. He thought about her all the time. Sometimes she was a blessing, and other times a curse. Mostly he blamed her for things in his life that he couldn’t seem to get right. If he had a bad date, it was because he spent the night with the woman wondering if she was like Morgan. Were they similar or different? If Morgan were there, what would they talk about? What would they do together? Would he kiss her? Take her to his bed?

He thought about her at work. Every case he took, he wondered whether she’d call with a clue. Over the past year, his need to hear her voice grew to a gnawing hunger.

At a low point, in need of someone to comfort him, she’d call out of the blue. It could be late at night, or in the middle of the day, but she’d know he needed a shoulder to lean on and a friend’s ear to bend. She’d listen, and then remind him he wasn’t alone. Every time they spoke she reminded him of that simple fact. She might not be with him physically, but she lurked in the shadows of his mind.

It was a comfort and a curse.

Loneliness grew in his soul like a vine, wrapping itself around everything in his life. Watching his friends and their happy family lives took its toll. He wanted so much to have the kind of life Sam, Jack, and Cameron enjoyed with their wives and children.

Instead, he sat in his beige walled cubicle typing out the latest reports for the case that Morgan had helped them solve. The walls were closing in on him. He stared across the aisle at Sam’s back as he wrote out other reports. The constant clicking of his partner’s fingers on the keyboard drilled into his head and made the splitting headache that had taken hold hours ago pound with every tap of the keys.

He took in his life, sitting in his cramped cubicle next to his partner, eating his partner’s wife’s outstanding food, drinking stale coffee, and wondered why he couldn’t make a relationship with a woman work.

Doo, do, do, dooo—

“You really need to change the ring tone on your phone, man.” Sam smiled.

Tyler frowned at the thing.

“I’m just happy I finally figured out how to get the thing to stop beeping every time I have a message. Why can’t they make a cell phone that’s simple? Punch in the number you want to call and it goes through. What do I care if it can access the Internet or play music? I have a computer and a radio to do those things. It just makes the damn things more expensive and more difficult to use.”

Doo, do, do, dooo—

“Answer the damn phone and make it stop that ridiculous ring.”

“Reed.”

Happy to hear the voice on the line, he tipped his head back and silently swore at himself for forgetting to call her.

“I’m working. I can’t come over now.”

Tyler rolled his shoulders and rubbed two fingers at his temple. He’d been working nonstop for more than two weeks. He hadn’t seen or taken Maria out on a date. He’d missed more than one of her calls. More nights than he could count, he got home too late to return her call.

“I’m sorry I haven’t seen you in the last couple of weeks. We made the arrest last night. I just have some paperwork to finish and there’s a press conference in ...” Tyler glanced at his watch. Not much time left before his meeting with his boss, Agent Davies, about the press conference. “I’ve got twenty minutes to finish the reports and see my boss before he makes a statement to the press. Once that’s done, I can go home.”

He sighed and ran his fingers through his already disheveled hair. Exhausted, he hadn’t slept more than three or four hours a night for the past four days. He needed a decent meal and twelve straight hours of sleep. Either he saw Maria, or got some sleep. If he wanted to make a relationship work, he needed to work to make it a relationship.

“How about I pick you up in about two hours and I’ll take you out to dinner at Decadence at the Merrick Building. We’ll have a nice dinner and spend some time together.”

She let loose a happy squeal, telling him he’d made her happy enough to forgive him—this time.

“I’ll call you when I head out.”

Sam had this same conversation several times with women he’d dated. That is, until he’d met and married Elizabeth. One in a million, she understood his work and the long hours he put in. She never failed to surprise him. When he walked through the door, she’d kiss him like it might be the last time, and they’d share their time together like a precious gift. He’d almost lost her more than once, and they both knew his job was dangerous. The time they shared together was something neither of them took for granted. When he left for work, she respected his passion and dedication to his job. She’d worry, but he could count on that kiss and her love when he got home.

Listening to his partner talking to his latest girlfriend reminded him again how lucky he was. He hoped Tyler would find someone as special as Elizabeth, someone who understood the kind of man Tyler was and what it took to do a job that took his total focus and dedication.

“Yeah, the case will be on the news. I think it’s going national.” She congratulated him for solving the case and getting the recognition he deserved. He appreciated it, but corrected her assumption. “I work undercover. I won’t be on TV. I’ll call when I’m on my way to pick you up.”

They said their goodbyes and he smiled, anticipating spending the evening with her. Things between him and Maria seemed easy, uncomplicated. They’d enjoyed each other’s company for the last four months.

Right now, he didn’t know if it was for the moment or forever. Maybe he lacked that something that made women want to stick it out with him and make it work. He could even go so far as to say that the women he chose were just substitutes for the real woman he wanted. So far, he hadn’t found the staying kind.

It all came down to his job. Maybe it would forever keep him alone.

A whisper of Morgan’s haunting voice floated through his mind. You’re not alone.

Her voice, forever reminding him that she was with him, and yet nowhere near him. He asked her more times than he could count where she lived. A hundred other questions she either gave him vague answers to, or outright refused to answer. Like banging his head against the wall, trying to get any personal information from her only ended with a headache.

Any time he suggested they meet, or she should come to San Francisco, she always gave him the same cryptic reply, “It’s not time. Not yet.”

Not yet? What the hell was she waiting for?

Well, he’d gotten tired of that not yet and took it for what it probably meant: never.

He threw a pencil across his desk and went back to typing his reports, ignoring the ghost in his head and the bone-deep need to pull her closer. Or worse, answer that voice with another plea for her to come to him, only to be denied with another not yet. A man could only take so much rejection from the same woman.

Still, he needed her. Another thing he didn’t dare admit to that voice, her, or even himself most of the time.


Chapter Four

TYLER DIDN’T HAVE time to analyze the fact that he counted on that sultry voice at times like these when he was tired and feeling like life wasn’t going his way. Sometimes he actually truly believed she had a connection to his thoughts and feelings.

“Reed. Get your head out of your ass. We have a press conference in fifteen. Let’s break this case down to the facts for public consumption,” Agent Davies ordered.

Tyler shifted his thoughts back to the job at hand. His personal life could wait. That’s what he kept telling himself anyway. If he didn’t find some kind of balance between his personal life and the job soon, he’d burn out and have nothing waiting for him on the other side.

“Public consumption, huh. Well, then it breaks down like this. Anthony Delgadillo is an asshole and the public should cheer his arrest. Think the sound-bite guys will play that on the ten o’clock news?”

Agent Davies frowned. “Probably not. Sam, what’s your assessment on the arrest?”

“I completely agree with Tyler. The slimeball is an asshole, and the public should be happy to see him behind bars.”

“All right.” Davies sighed. “You’re both tired and punchy and just want to get out of the office and go home. Sam, I know you miss your wife and baby girl. Tyler, you look like you could use a week’s sleep. Bear with me for a couple of minutes.” He glanced at both men. “Now tell me what you want the director to hear about this high-profile case on the ten o’clock news.”

“Well, there’s a whole other story,” Tyler began. “The director should know that two of his finest agents worked their asses off to bring down a notorious thug, who’s been using the port of San Francisco to traffic prostitutes. The aforementioned slimeball asshole kidnapped, raped, and forced twenty-six women to be his prostitutes, personal playthings, and punching bags. The women from San Francisco were all single women who were snatched from their apartment buildings upon their returning home from work. The women who weren’t abducted from San Francisco were from the Las Vegas and Reno areas. Thanks to Detective Rasmussen and Detective Stewart from San Francisco PD, and with the cooperation of the FBI, the suspect and his accomplices have been arrested. The streets of San Francisco are safe for single, twenty-something females. Since several of the slimeball asshole’s clients are high-profile, wealthy men, the media will make a spectacle out of the case. We’ll have to watch that their names aren’t leaked to the press, but we all know they’ll get hold of the names. Hell, they probably already have them.”

Satisfied with Tyler’s assessment, Agent Davies added, “Don’t forget about Morgan. She nailed this case for us. We’d have never found the guy if it weren’t for her help.”

Tyler didn’t want to bring Morgan into the conversation, especially when they were talking about a press conference. He hated that he had to tell one of the detectives about her because the detective refused to work with them without knowing where Tyler got his leads. He made a judgment call and divulged the fact that Morgan tipped them off to the name of the ship in port.

“Morgan isn’t part of the public consumption part of this conversation. We promised never to put her name out there, or link her with the FBI. If you do, you’re taking a chance she’ll never help us again. She made that very clear. But, yes, without her help, this case was going nowhere fast. Detective Stewart won’t thank us for that. I’d watch him during the press conference. He’s out for the glory. He didn’t like sharing his case with us, or the fact that we used a psychic to solve it.”

“Don’t worry. I have no intention of outing her, or making the FBI look less than reputable by using a psychic to solve our cases. Besides, the only information we have on her is her name. The public wouldn’t be able to find her. You haven’t found her.”

He didn’t need reminding that all his efforts to find her were for naught. The damn woman didn’t want to be found. It nagged him.

“Don’t bet on it. The press can be relentless when they want something uncovered. Besides, we don’t need to know anything about her, except she’s always right. She’s proven herself over the last five years. She has a better track record than any other psychic the agency has ever used. It makes you wonder what she could tell us if she worked more closely with us on our cases.” He thought about it often, which only intensified his irritation with her.

Agent Davies wrapped things up. “Okay, so Morgan is out of the press release. That’s a given. We’ll give the credit to the detectives and the cooperation between the police and FBI on the case. End of story. They’ll have their sound bite, and we can all call it a day. I’ve pretty much got the outline for the charges and the official statement. We’ll take some questions, which I’ll field to the detectives.

“I’m ready to get this over, press conferences and reporters are part of the job, but not my favorite part. Let’s get this done. You guys hang out behind the reporters and keep your mugs off the news.”

Tyler and Sam would rather do their paperwork than go to the press conference. Davies liked having them there in case the facts of the case were presented incorrectly. Davies could find them behind the crowd and confirm or deny whatever the press came up with in the way of facts with a nod from them.

Tyler just wanted this day to be over. It couldn’t get worse.


Chapter Five

TYLER AND SAM hung out at the edge of the gathering crowd outside city hall for the press conference. All in all, it appeared the mayor’s office and the public were happy to see another dangerous criminal taken off the streets.

Tyler worried about Detective Stewart. He’d seen the detective off to the side talking confidentially with a barracuda of a reporter by the name of Janet James. Well known for getting the inside scoop and spinning facts for sensational sound bites. Not uncommon for her to stretch the truth and elaborate on details to get the ratings she needed to land the news-anchor job she coveted. So far, the only thing she’d landed was the reputation for sensationalizing news and turning it into tabloid fodder.

Tyler stayed alert and on edge. Agent Davies delivered his statement to the press, finishing up with thanks for the chief of police, the detectives, and the FBI agents who participated in the investigation. Tyler cringed as the press erupted, shouting questions at Davies. One after the other, Davies answered without revealing pertinent facts from the case.

Detective Stewart stepped forward to answer a reporter’s question regarding the timeline of the abductions from the first woman kidnapped to the last. Tyler’s gut had warned him to watch out for Detective Stewart, but he never saw this coming.

One mistake, trusting in the wrong person, and Tyler’s world crashed down around him.

“Detective Stewart, isn’t it true that you were against calling in the FBI? In fact, the SFPD was close to solving the case when the FBI took over.” Janet smiled for the camera and at the detective. Their earlier conversation had been a strategy session for working out the questions she’d ask and the responses he’d give. Tyler’s gut turned over.

“The SFPD worked diligently to solve this case. We collected a lot of evidence before the FBI joined the team,” Detective Stewart answered vaguely.

“Is it true the final details of the case came from a psychic the FBI brought in to help with the investigation?”

Tyler took a step toward the detective about to give away Morgan and ruin his and the FBI’s relationship with her. She’d made it clear. Don’t give out her name, or acknowledge her involvement with the FBI. Ever.

Now, because Detective Stewart was pissed about sharing the spotlight with the FBI, he was going to tarnish the FBI’s reputation and ruin their relationship with Morgan in the process.

Sam grabbed Tyler before he took another step toward the podium. “Just wait. He hasn’t said her name. It’s well known the FBI uses psychics on occasion. Maybe he’ll make it look like we exhausted every tool at our disposal to bring down Delgadillo.”

“The FBI did bring in a psychic,” Stewart answered.

“Detective, didn’t this psychic lead you to the ship in the San Francisco port that
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