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To Julia, my daughter’s best friend, and the inspiration for our character Jules. We love you very much and hope you like what we did with your character!
	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Preface


[image: image]


I would like to take a moment to thank all of my friends and family that have encouraged me to write over the years. Your support means the world to me. 

To my partner in crime, Mindy Marin, thank you for all that you do; not only for our company, but also for what you do for me as a friend. Love you so much! 

To our Winyan Press illustrator, Alex Marin, seriously, dude I love your art and you are pretty awesome yourself. What you have done with all the covers and illustrations has been nothing short of amazing. 

To my long-time editor and proofreader, Amanda Rash, thank you for everything you have done for me on this writing journey. I can’t imagine doing this without you by my side. You are the best and I love you! 

To my copy editor, Leeanne Lemaster, thank you for your guidance and love, and for pushing me to finish this story.

This story took a lot longer to complete than I anticipated it would. In the fall of 2018, Deanna and I mapped it out, sorted through the details of what we were going to do, and delved into the backstory of all the added secondary characters. You would think writing it would have been easy, right? Best laid plans usually don’t go as expected. Life got in the way, family issues arose in 2019 that halted all writing, and then at the end of 2019 a new puppy entered our lives. She’s adorable but very needy in regards to my time when I’m home. Then of course, COVID-19 happened. Goodness gracious. Anyway, it took some time to get back in the groove but Deanna and I are both happy with the end results.

The premise for this story came to Deanna and I on one of our long drives to her dance studio. As we discussed the first book, we played with ideas on where we wanted to go with the series. We knew we wanted Parker to connect with a group of people who also had gifts and were using them for good. But how do we do that in a good way that has a dose of reality to it while still being in the paranormal realm. After many, many discussions, we came up with the idea of Spirit Guiders. I need to give my girl props here because her mind is extraordinary. 

In the second book of the series we look at what happens to Parker after the battle in Haunted Thoughts. What does she do with the new information she has? How exactly does she do what the Spirit People tasked her to do? This book explores those ideas and more. In The Gifts We Bring, she discovers a whole society of people called Spirit Guiders, who help her understand her gift, and how she can use it to help others. In the process we meet a lot of fun and kooky characters, like the Michael and Adam, who are affectionately called the zombie bros. I mention them only because they were modeled after two of my sons, who share many characteristics with these characters.

So here we go. You ready for another adventure? 
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September 1938

THE HOUSE SMELLED OF cinnamon and apples. Several apple pies were already cooling on the windowsill. It was Agatha’s favorite and today was a special day. Her thirteenth year was finally upon her. At last, she would be considered old enough to make some of her own decisions. One of which would be not to marry. No, she had no desire for that. She wanted to explore, to see the world. To be confined would be an unbearable burden. She strolled into the kitchen, watching the activity going on in preparation for today’s festivities.

“Good day, Miss Agatha.”

“And a good day to you, Miss Sally,” she replied with a curtsy.

“Are you ready for your big day?”

“Oh yes,” Agatha said, smiling brightly. “Is Miss Marjorie back from town yet?”

“Not that I’ve heard.”

Agatha sighed dramatically. “Please inform me when she arrives.”

“Yes, Miss Agatha. I will, straight away.”

Agatha turned on her heels and walked toward the large staircase. She couldn’t contain her excitement as she trotted up the stairs and to the right, straight into her bedroom. She had begged her parents to send Marjorie to town for material. She knew that Marjorie would get the exact kind she had seen a woman wearing last month at a ball Mother had thrown. It was so beautiful. It would make a lovely dress. She strolled to her reading nook and sat on the pillows there, drawing her legs underneath her.

“Please hurry, Miss Marjorie.”

She leaned her head against the cool bricks of the enclosed wall, staring out at the vastness of their property. Her family had settled in this area fifteen years ago. Her father had spent nearly all his fortune buying up the land in the area. She didn’t know how much land it was, but her father had told her it stretched as far as she could see. If that were the case, it was indeed a lot of land. 

“What on earth is that?” she wondered aloud. 

She sat up suddenly, seeing movement in the trees. She watched carefully, trying to determine what type of animal was lurking there. She saw something step out of the tree line. It almost looked like a man, but that was impossible. He was too tall to be a man. She watched with curiosity as the man got into a crouching position, suddenly turning into an animal-like creature. It was similar to a bear but definitely not a bear. She blinked her eyes and when she opened them again, it was gone.

“Wait! Where did it go?”

She stood, placing her hands on the glass. She peered left and right, straining her eyes to see if she could find it. Had she imagined the creature? She shook her head at that thought. No, she knew she had seen it; where it went was the question at hand. She wasn’t able to contemplate this further as screams bellowed from the first floor. Panic and dread flowed freely through her as she darted out of her room to see what was happening. 

“Agatha, run!” her mother screamed from the base of the stairs.

Agatha was frozen at the top of the long staircase. She could hear screaming coming from the other room. Her hands shot to her head, covering her ears, trying to block out the sound. Her mother grabbed her, shaking her out of her trance, and yanked her toward the second staircase. After the first few steps, Agatha’s mind freed itself from its hesitation as she and her mother picked up speed. A shot fired, then another. Soon her father joined them at the top of the steps. They quickly dashed into the master bedroom where her father bolted the door shut. He backed his family up as he cocked his pistol, aiming it at the door.

“Mama, what’s happening?”

“Shh, Agatha. Don’t make a sound,” her mother urged.

Agatha nodded as she stared toward the door. All she could hear was screaming, blood curdling sounds that she was sure she would never forget. Silence then echoed in the air as all noise in the large home ceased. Her heart raced as she clung to her mother’s side. The door burst off its hinges and the creature entered the room. Her father immediately shot at the monster.

“Stay away from my family!”

A peculiar sound filled the room, a cross between a growl and laughter. The beast struck at Agatha’s father, dropping him to the ground, blood seeped through the gaping wound. Her mother dropped to her knees in tears, as the large arm swung again. Her mother landed listlessly atop her father. Agatha was frozen. She couldn’t move, but she couldn’t look away either. With a courage she didn’t know she had within her, she stood straighter, bravely facing the beast.

“Do what you must, but I will not cower before you!”

The creature smiled, raising its bear like paw. Instead of striking her down, it moved closer to her. She fought off her gag reflex as the stench of the creature was overpowering her senses. Its mouth opened and she knew she would die next. All her hopes and dreams for the future would vanish in a moment’s time.

“I will feed off of you for ages.” It growled out before turning abruptly and vanishing out the broken doorway.

Agatha’s knees buckled and she dropped to the ground. Blood pooled around her, the smell making her gag, but nothing made her sicker than the lifeless bodies of her parents beside her. What was she to do now? The thought of it all overwhelmed her as she was overcome with grief and despair.

“AGATHA!” she heard Marjorie scream at the door.

Agatha wasn’t sure how much time had passed but when she looked up, she saw her distraught caretaker in the doorway. Marjorie gingerly stepped over the destroyed door and made her way to Agatha. She kneeled down and touched the young girl’s face. Her eyes held such sadness that it brought on more tears from Agatha.

“They’re dead, Miss Marjorie. Everyone is dead,” she sobbed.

“Come, let us make haste,” Marjorie told her, standing and helping her rise up.

Marjorie looked at the dead body of her mistress and felt the sting of tears on her cheeks. She needed to get Agatha out of this house of death. She was her responsibility now. Her mistress would want that. She carefully stepped over the broken door and helped Agatha over it as well. Agatha gasped as they reached the top of the stairs.

“Don’t look at them, Miss Agatha.”

Agatha couldn’t help it though. There were dead bodies everywhere; many were trying to climb the stairs. There were others on the ground floor, and some that had almost made it out the door. Miss Marjorie was gripping her hand so tightly that it almost hurt, but she understood why, and she was not against it. She wanted to get out of this house as well and once out, she would never return.

“Unhhhh,” Agatha grunted the minute she got close to the door.

Her body began to convulse, and she found it hard to breathe. Her heart raced so fast that she was sure it would burst from her chest at any moment. It was as if she were dying a little inside. She tried to take a step, to cross the threshold of the doorway, but fell to her knees instead, gasping for breath.

“Mr. Sawyer, carry her!” Marjorie ordered.

Mr. Sawyer, the driver who had taken Miss Marjorie to town, quickly swooped Agatha into his arms. He proceeded to take a step toward the door when he was suddenly thrown backward. Both he and Agatha slid toward the bottom of the staircase, stopped only by the dead bodies lying in their path.

“What happened?” Marjorie asked, approaching them.

He stood, shaking his head in fear. He didn’t answer her. Instead, he darted toward the doorway, exiting easily. He looked back at Marjorie who was helping Agatha back up. Something evil had happened in the house and he would not be party to it.

“Don’t leave me?” Agatha begged as Marjorie approached the door.

“Never, my child.”

Agatha lunged against her, holding her tightly. She couldn’t imagine doing this without her. She thought about what the creature had told her, and a shiver ran over her body. He had trapped her in this house. For how long, she did not know.
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“Sent to protect. Confusion of a specter from the past, leaning toward the victor for answers.”
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1 Spirit Guider 101
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“Oh look, let’s stop there afterward.” Raine bounced in the front seat as they passed the coffee shop. “Do you think the people who own it are Native American?”

“Well, it is called Native Barista, so I would imagine they are,” Jules said from the backseat, flipping to the next page in her book.

“That would be so cool. Don’t you think, Huntyr?”

He side-eyed her and turned back to the road. His twin sister was a bundle of energy and happiness. He loved her but she also drove him nuts. They had been driving for two days. He wanted to get there, make an assessment, and get out. He certainly didn’t want to stop at a coffee shop. They were already going into this case completely blind. 

“What’s the turn?” he asked, ignoring his sister’s question.

“Left at 433rd. I guess it’s a gravel road,” Raine answered, looking at her phone. “It’s the closest they could get based on the story.”

Jules set her book down and leaned forward, placing her hands on the front seat, and looking between her partners. “I know we have been on some crazy cases before, but what exactly are we doing? We don’t really know what the heck is going on and these woods seem to be all around us, so the ‘sighting’ could be anywhere.”

“I don’t know, Jules,” he replied with a shrug. “I think this is the closest that Michael and Adam could figure out with the data points they have.”

“And why exactly are we just randomly looking here? We don’t usually come out willy-nilly like this.”

Huntyr smirked. “Willy-nilly, huh?”

“Shut up, Huntyr.” Jules said, pushing back from the front seat.

“Look,” he said, glancing at her in the rearview mirror. “We go where they tell us to go.”

“Hey, there’s the house,” Raine interrupted. “It doesn’t look like anyone is there,” Raine said as they started down the gravel road.

They parked at the house and stepped out of the vehicle. The house looked like it had seen better days, but the yard was nice. They stared at the tree line, wondering where to begin.

“Are you picking up anything?” Huntyr asked Jules.

She frowned, scrunching her brows slightly as she tried to pick up any spiritual energy. She sighed and shook her head. “There are remnants, but I can’t pinpoint it. Maybe we have the wrong area.” 

Huntyr turned to the door and motioned to the girls to follow him. He knocked a couple of times, but there was no answer. They could hear barking coming from the side of the house. Raine immediately started over there. Sunni was growling and baring her teeth at the intruders. Raine reached her hand toward her as she approached.

“Raine, come on, leave the dog alone. It’s going to bite your hand off,” Huntyr stated worriedly.

“No, she’s sweet, I can tell.”

“Yeah, she looks real sweet,” Jules mused, leaning against the side of the house. She pulled a book out of her bag and began reading.

Raine sat in front of the growling dog, just out of reach. “Hello sweetheart. My name is Raine. What’s yours?”

“Raine, the dang dog is not going to answer you,” Huntyr announced with frustration.

Raine ignored him. She continued to speak to Sunni, her voice raised slightly. Sunni stared at her, her head tilted to the side, her ears alert. She then sat down on her hindquarters, as Delilah ran out of the doghouse and plopped down next to Sunni.

“Oh, where did you come from?” Raine asked with a smile at the little Chihuahua.

“The doghouse, Raine. Even I saw that it came from there,” Huntyr answered her.

Raine looked over her shoulder and glared. “Why do you have to be a jerk about everything?

“I’m not a jerk.”

“Yes, you are. You are always so negative.”

“Am not!”

Jules glanced up from her book and rolled her eyes. Those two may have been twins, but they were polar opposites of each other. Raine was sweet and overly optimistic about pretty much everything where as Huntyr was your basic loner who didn’t really like anyone. Jules understood though. He had been through a lot and was not happy about this life they were living. She sighed, set her book back in her bag, and walked over to them.

“What do you guys want to do? Argue with each other or go investigate?” she asked them.

“We’re not arguing,” Huntyr and Raine answered in unison.

“Yeah, sure you’re not.” Jules glanced over toward the trees. “Let’s just check it out and let headquarters know there was nothing to that goofy story that they found.”

Raine turned to the two dogs and pet them quickly before standing up. “Bye,” she told them with a wave and caught up with her brother and Jules, who were already walking toward the tree line.

“The story said that there was a demon in the woods surrounding the town. It was defeated by a local resident who was not named,” Huntyr glanced at the girls with a shrug. “Based on the descriptions in the story, it’s got to be around here.”

“Well, let’s get in there,” Raine said enthusiastically. “I am definitely picking up some energy in that direction,” she pointed in the direction of the now closed entrance.

“I am too,” Jules concurred as they drew closer to the pit. “There was definitely something bad here.”

Huntyr looked at his sister. “Call it, Raine. See what happened.”

Jules pointed to the charred ground. “There, Raine. I feel a strong energy there and” she pointed to the pit, “over there.”

Raine nodded and kneeled down. She touched the ground where Misokinala perished and closed her eyes. She held on as the scene before her changed. She saw the creature and a young girl. The creature was trying to attack her but every time it did, light pierced through it. It reared back and swiped at the girl’s chest several more times before falling backward. The girl opened her eyes and approached it. She touched its head and spoke to the beast before the creature rose in the air, screaming and howling in pain before falling to the ground. Raine was pulled back from the memory before she saw what happened next.

“Raine, are you alright?” Huntyr asked concerned.

She nodded and caught her breath. “That was intense. We need to find that girl.”

“What girl? The one from the story,” Jules asked.

“Yes, what I saw her do in that vision...” She shook her head. “I have never seen that before. We need to find her.”

Jules nodded and looked at Huntyr who already had his phone out calling headquarters. “Adam, pinpoint my location and tell me what you know about the owners of the house near this position.” He hung up and looked at the girls. “I figure we start with the owners of the house. They may know something.”

“Don’t we already know that?”

“Well, they did a cursory search but that’s it. I want them to go deeper.” He turned to his sister. “What exactly did you see?”

“This girl, I don’t know. She was strong. I can’t even describe what I saw; only that she actually killed a demon. Not banished, but killed. None of us can do that.”

“It’s going to take a little bit for Adam and Michael to dig deeper,” Jules told them both. “But we already know that they own that coffee shop that Raine wanted to go to. Let’s go check it out. Maybe we can get a feel for whether they know anything about what happened. They might even know who the girl is.”

Raine smiled widely. “Let’s go.”

Jules turned back to the old bonfire pit. There was still a strong negative energy emanating from the area that made her stomach ache, but the energy felt contained somehow. Like there was a lid placed over it, keeping it from being released. That thought caused her to shudder. What was buried inside there?

“Whatever’s in there, you stay put,” she mumbled to the opening and then turned to catch up with her partners.

They quickly entered the vehicle and backtracked to town, parking in front of the coffee shop. It looked busy in there. There were people going in and out. You could see that most of the tables were already full. That would make it hard to get the owner alone to talk about what may have happened near their home.

“What’s the plan, Huntyr?”

He didn’t answer right away; distracted as he watched a couple exit the coffee shop, holding hands. It still stung when he saw couples like that. People had told him that it would get easier, but it never did. Why did these people get the life he couldn’t? He watched as they juggled their coffee, while getting into their car, laughing at themselves. Raine nudged him slightly. He smiled at her concerned expression and looked back at the coffee shop, back in business mode.

“We’ll order a coffee and find a seat. I’ll read the room and see who the best candidate will be. The owner is probably here so we can maybe casually ask if she has noticed anything strange around her house.”

“She’d be lying if she said no,” Jules stated indignantly, knowing the amount of energy there would be impossible to ignore.

“Exactly!” Huntyr agreed.

“Some teenagers just walked in,” Raine said quickly. “I bet they might know who the girl is that I saw in the vision.”

“Okay, let’s do this!” Huntyr said as he opened his car door.

The minute they stepped inside Native Barista, the smell of coffee and fresh baked goods filled their nostrils and made their stomachs growl. Nobody seemed to notice them, which was good. The more inconspicuous they were, the better. Jules looked around the room, concentrating on the auras present. That was her special gift. She could sense the positive and negative energy around people and things. Whereas Raine could call on the spirits, make them show her what transpired in a situation, and Huntyr, well, he was what they called a truth seeker. He could tell if people were lying or trying to cover things up. He could also sense whether someone was good or bad. The three of them were a team. They were the best Spirit Guiders that headquarters had, which was why they had been sent to Grieselton, to investigate a random story that Adam, one of their computer experts, had found online.

“I’m not picking up any negative energy in here,” Jules whispered.

“There she is,” Raine gasped, as Parker exited the kitchen and walked to the register.

“That’s the girl you saw in the vision?” Huntyr inquired.

She nodded. “I’m sure of it.”

“You weren’t kidding, Raine. The energy surrounding her is insane. It’s attaching to everyone in here,” she said looking around, noticing that the colors around the patrons were suddenly more vivid.

“Come on, let’s talk to her.”

“Welcome to Native Barista. What can I get ya?” Parker said enthusiastically and then swallowed as she stared at the three individuals before her.

The man looked too old to be in high school but not old enough to be seen as an adult-adult either. She guessed maybe his early twenties. He was tall, at least six-feet, with dark hair and green eyes, and a very distinct set of scars on his right cheek that were partially covered by facial hair. The girl beside him looked similar. Same dark hair but her eyes were more hazel. They had the same bone structure and Parker wondered if they were related in some way. The last girl was blonde and petite. Her eyes had the look of someone older but her stature and little girl face made her seem really young. Parker could see that the three of them had very distinct colors swirling around and through them. She hadn’t seen anything like that since the day Ophelia gave her the Kuamsha Roho tea. Parker glanced at her friends, who were watching the exchange with interest. 

“My name is Huntyr Overstreet,” the man said, causing her to look back at him. “This is my sister Raine, and our colleague, Jules Valerio.”

“I’m Parker,” she said hesitantly. “What do you want?”

“Just to talk,” Raine answered sweetly.

“About what?”

“What happened in the woods near your house,” Huntyr chimed in.

“I don’t want to talk about that.” Parker sagged a bit. 

She didn’t know who they were, but she knew the incident with Misokinala was not something she wanted to drudge up again. The small blonde woman touched her hand and Parker felt a wave of calmness float through her. The woman had her eyes closed and was swaying slightly. Parker wanted to jerk her hand away, but there was something inside her that told her not to. 

“Let me get through the evening rush and then we can talk,” Parker finally said, somewhat hesitantly.

The blonde woman released her hand and smiled. She looked a little tired now. Perhaps that was a side effect of connecting with people like that. The girl identified as Raine stepped forward and looked at the menu before giving Parker a bright smile.

“What do you recommend?”

“Our Chokecherry Splash is our signature drink.”

“Perfect! Three Chokecherry Splashes and three of those blueberry muffins.”

Parker nodded and rung them up. As she stepped aside to make their drinks, she watched them peruse the coffee shop. The man was talking to the other two intently. She wasn’t one hundred percent sure of what she was doing, but she did get the distinct feeling that those three strangers may have some answers to the many questions she had. And, who knew, maybe, just maybe, she was not the only one with this gift she never wanted and perhaps these people could help her.

~*~
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PARKER LITERALLY WAITED until nearly everyone was out of the coffee shop before she walked over to the three strangers who had said they wanted to talk to her about what happened with Misokinala. Her gut told her that she needed to hear what they had to say, but another part of her wanted them to leave her the heck alone. Her gut won out when she thought about what her grandfather had told her. He said to always listen to her gut. After the incident with Misokinala, he had stayed with them for four months. He taught her so much about their history, the medicines they used, and their prayer songs.

“Are you guys seers like Ophelia was?” Parker asked, sitting down.

“We all have different gifts we bring to the table,” Raine told her.

Parker scrunched her brows and looked between them. “That doesn’t really answer my question.”

“I am close to what you would call a seer,” Jules intervened. “But we call ourselves Spiritual Empaths. I can see the auras of people and sometimes even things and places.” When Parker looked at her confused, Jules smiled and continued. “I can tell if there is the presence of negative or positive energy, pretty much anywhere. Like the woods, near your house.”

Parker inhaled sharply and nodded. “You felt that?”

“Yes, I did. And you, you are a Spiritual Empath as well, correct?”

Parker shrugged. “I don’t know what I am.”

“You’re special,” Jules replied, touching her hand lightly.

Parker nodded and looked at the others. “And what about you two?”

“My brother and I have different gifts. I am what’s called a Spirit Caller,” Raine spoke first. “I can call on the spirits to show me the residual of spiritual events, good or bad. It’s how I saw what you did.”

Parker chewed on her lip nervously and glanced at the man that identified himself as Huntyr. “I’m what’s called a Truth Seeker. I can see if people are telling the truth or not and sometimes, whether there is evil within them.”

“That might be a good trait to have in politics,” Parker joked. He narrowed his eyes slightly so she changed the topic. “Where exactly did you guys come from?” 

“Our headquarters is based in Colorado,” Huntyr answered coolly.

Parker chuckled. “Colorado, huh? The whole state?” she smirked.

He crossed his arms and shook his head. “Of course not. That’s ridiculous.”

“Well, you don’t have to get mad about it,” Parker shot back.

“I’m not mad. It’s just a ridiculous question to ask.”

“It was a joke. Lighten up. Why can’t you just tell me where you came from?”

“Because we don’t give our location out to non-Spirt Guiders. It’s for our protection,” Jules stated calmly.

“Spirit Guiders, what’s that?”

“Let us explain from the beginning,” Raine started until her brother cleared his throat. “At least as much as we are able to.”

“Okay,” Parker replied curiously.

“Our organization started over thirty years ago. Our Founders met in college and realized that they all shared something in common.” She leaned a little closer to Parker. “They could see spirits.”

“Can’t a lot of people see them?”

“Yes,” Jules interjected. “But the Founders combined their gifts and were able to actually help people.”

“How?”

“By ridding them of evil entities,” Huntyr spoke.

“So you’re like Ghost Hunters?”

Huntyr rolled his eyes and made a loud grunting sound, which caused people to look in their direction, including Parker’s friends. His sister touched his crossed arms and shook her head at him. He sagged a bit but relaxed his posture. He set his hands on his lap and glanced at the three girls two tables away from them. They were still watching. The blonde one gave him a smile and then turned away. He furrowed his brows and turned back to Parker, trying to remain composed.

“We are in no way associated with people like that,” he growled under his breath. “What we do is not a game or TV show. It’s real.”

“Okay, calm down,” she sighed and leaned back in her chair. “So, how did you hear about what happened? It wasn’t in the paper or anything.”

“Our tech guys, Michael and Adam, routinely peruse the internet for possible sightings,” Raine said, before her brother could answer. “They have a list of keywords they use.”

“Usually the stories are just urban legends,” Jules added. “Or kids, you know, creating creepy pasta.”

Parker nodded. She wasn’t sure what that was but she would go along with it. “And they found a story about me?”

“Not you specifically,” Raine answered. “But they were able to trace the IP address to Grieselton.”

“Really? Only a few people...” she stopped and closed her eyes, twisting her lip between her teeth.

“Do you know who wrote it?” Huntyr asked calmly.

“I have a feeling, but I’ll need to verify it.” 

She wanted to look over at her friends, but didn’t want these strangers to suspect them. Especially this Huntyr guy. He seemed to be teetering on the edge as is. She had already pissed him off twice and they had only spoken for a short time. She glanced at the three people in front of her and contemplated. She was almost positive it was Amber who posted the story. She was the one that was on all of those ghost hunting websites. 

“Will whoever wrote the story get in trouble?” She finally asked tentatively.

“Oh no, not at all,” Jules answered with a laugh. “It’s just what brought us here.”

Parker nodded. “So you came down here to investigate whether the story was true?” 

“Basically, yeah,” Raine smiled. “Will you tell us what happened?”

“It’s kind of a long story.”

“We obviously have time,” Huntyr told her.

Parker sighed and then told them everything. It had happened six months ago, but, somehow, it was still fresh in her mind. She imagined it always would be. She still teared up as she talked about the loss of Kyle and Ophelia. She missed them both tremendously. In truth, things had been fairly easy after she defeated Misokinala. Things went back to normal or at least as normal as they could when you’re destined to defeat evil. She had just finished her junior year and she had nothing really planned for the summer besides hanging with her friends when she wasn’t working at Native Barista. 

“That’s it,” Parker announced when she was done.

The three looked at one another and then back at her. They definitely had some lightbulb moment that Parker wasn’t aware of. The perky one that reminded Parker of Amber spoke first.

“Parker, we would really love for you to join us in Colorado.”

“Whoa! Umm, yeah, I barely know you guys. You tell me some wild story about a secret society of ghost hunters,” she glanced at Huntyr who furrowed his brows, but she continued, “and what, I’m supposed to just hop on a plane and come with you? I don’t think so.”

Huntyr started to say something but Jules stopped him. “I know it sounds a little out there, but isn’t what you are experiencing kind of out there as well? Wouldn’t you like to learn more about your gift and how to control it?”

“I would, but why can’t I do that here?”

“Because we have responsibilities at home,” Huntyr interjected furiously. “We have a job to do, people to help.”

“Okay, seriously, dude, you need to chill. I know how to make this tea that could help calm you down.”

“Huntyr, quit it!” Raine reproached while Jules stifled her laugh.

He breathed in deeply. “Look, if you don’t want to join us, to help fight evil in the world, that’s fine, we’ll just leave.”

Parker rolled her eyes. “I didn’t say I didn’t want to help. Just that you can’t expect me to just talk with you guys for an hour and then presume I’ll just up and leave with you. I’m only seventeen. I kind of need parental permission.”

“You’re only seventeen?” Raine asked in shock, she had thought she was older.

“What? You don’t want me now?”

“No, it’s not that. We just have rules. You have to be eighteen before you can become a Spirit Guider.”

“Cool, well, come back next year then,” Parker stated annoyed.

“How about we stick around for a bit,” Jules suggested. “You could show us around. We can talk more about what we do, and maybe you can come for a visit. See if you would like to join us. If you do, then when you are old enough, you can be a Spirit Guider.”

“Yeah, sure,” Parker agreed. “Alright. I need to get back to work. Since you obviously know where I live, you can swing by and get me tomorrow morning.”

“Sure,” Jules replied as Parker rose from her seat and headed back to the counter. Jules turned to Huntyr and Raine. “Call headquarters. I don’t care if this girl is underage. We need her. Her gift is extraordinary.”

“Fine,” Huntyr huffed, pulling out his phone.

Jules looked back at the girl. There was something about her. Something special. At the same time, she seemed haunted and weighed down by her gift. She needed help controlling it. If she didn’t, she would go insane like so many Spiritual Empaths do. She smiled slightly. She needed to get her to headquarters. She just hoped the Founders agreed with her assessment of the situation.
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“Memories that haunt. Tears that remain, but sight still seen through the blur of dismay.”
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2 Revisiting the Past
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Sage sat across from her daughter, who was sitting on the large round chair with both Sunni and Delilah. She was not one hundred percent on board with this idea, but she was trying to remain open. Her grandfather had told her to trust Parker, but she wasn’t sure that meant going off with people she had just met.

“Parker, are you sure you can trust these people?” 

“Yeah, actually I am. Remember, I have ‘the gift’,” she said with a shake of her hands.

Sage laughed. “That doesn’t mean you can’t be wrong.”

“True, but I really didn’t pick up any bad vibes from them. They were telling me the truth the other day and honestly, maybe they can help me,” she finished with a shrug.

“I hear them coming,” Sage said, looking toward the door.

A few minutes later, there was a knock. Parker went to answer but Sage waved her off. When she opened the door, she gasped slightly. She had only seen them briefly yesterday in the coffee shop, but now they were up close. The man grimaced and looked away slightly. Sage immediately wanted to slap herself for her reaction. It was just that the massive amount of scars on his face had simply startled her. 

“I apologize, that was very rude of me,” she said to the man.

“It’s alright, ma’am,” the petite blonde said. “Is Parker ready?”

“Yes, come on in,” Sage replied, opening the door to let them inside. “Can I make you a cup of tea or a coffee?”

“No, thank you,” Raine answered sweetly, but then eyed the pastry on the table.

Catching her looking, Sage quickly brought a plate of muffins over and offered them to everyone. They each grabbed one as they took a seat, unsure what to do. Sage set the plate on the coffee table and took a seat on the sofa, near the blonde woman.

“Parker says you are from Colorado.”

“Yes, we are,” Raine responded as she petted Sunni who was eating it up.

“What part?”

“They can’t say, Mom,” Parker interjected, standing and grabbing her jacket. She eyed her mom as she slipped it on. “It’s kind of a secret,” she whispered to her.

Sage frowned at the secrecy. “When will you be back?”

“Early evening,” Parker told her and gave her a kiss on the cheek. “Love you, Mom. I’ll see you later.”

On cue, the Spirit Guiders rose from their seats and followed Parker out the door. Parker walked toward what she presumed was their rental vehicle. She glanced at her Nissan Altima that she got a few months ago. It was a good car and got her around, but it had close to 200,000 miles on it. But her mom said that if she took good care of it, she could trade it in after graduation and she would get her a new vehicle that would get her through college. Parker shuddered
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