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			CHAPTER 1

			Tall, slender, and dressed in a loose-fitting sleeveless lavender top and her ever-comfortable, well-fitting jeans, fifty-year-old Pat Lancaster smiles as she feels her short blond hair caressed by the wind blowing through the open car window. She sings along with the tune playing on the radio. On her way to the police station to help solve another crime, Pat must admit her life is going in the right direction; she can earn a comfortable living as a noted psychic. The only sour note in her well-planned life is her live-in boyfriend, DK. 

			“Why can’t life run smoothly?” she murmurs aloud. “I love the man with all my heart. Our sex life is one to paste a smile on my face all day, and still, the one problem he insists on reminding me of is ruining all the good. In my fifty years on this earth, I have never had anyone try to run my life. I can’t allow this to continue. I don’t want to lose him, but I don’t want to enable a person to dictate how I should live my life.”

			She reaches up to run a hand over her dark green eyes. 

			“Oh, great. My mascara is probably running, and everyone in the precinct will think I got into a fight. Shit! And I was in such a good mood a few minutes ago!”

			She steers the car into the parking lot, then hits the button to roll up her window.

			She sees Lieutenant Phil Abbot getting out of his black jeep and opens her car door to get out.

			“Hold on, Phil,” she calls out to the short, chubby man in his late fifties with short red hair and green eyes. “I’ll walk in with you.”

			“If that offer doesn’t stop me in my tracks, nothing will.” He laughs, holding out his arms as he walks forward.

			After a brief hug, she takes one of his hands in hers as they make their way inside the station.

			“Have a seat while I pour us some coffee. I have to hand it to dispatch; they always ensure fresh coffee awaits me in the morning.”

			“They know what a bear you can be if the pot is empty when you come in the office.” 

			“How’s DK doing?” he asks as he fills their cups.

			“He is fine, but he is starting to get on my nerves with his relentless warnings about what can happen with all the nuts running loose. After that sicko threatened me some time back, he will not let up.”

			“He loves you, Pat. It’s only natural that he would be worried about you.”

			“I understand this,” she takes the cup he holds out to her, “but enough is enough.”

			“Let me guess what he is trying to get you to do.”

			“Alright, go for it.” She leans back in her chair, giving him her complete attention.

			“First, he wants the two of you to get married. Then he wants you to stop working with the different precincts in helping them in solving their cases. He wants to take care of you and keep you safe.”

			“Yes. You covered all three. But DK needs to understand that I have been a psychic all my life. Even if I quit helping solve crimes, I will still see what is going on, and for me to get past who did what, I need to see the world in my mind’s eye and know what the ever-loving hell is going on. The way I see it. I might as well get paid for seeing the sickening things I see daily.”

			“You do have a point. So now we will get to why I called you to come in this morning.”

			“Okay, let’s get to it.” Her tone is a little more hostile than she would like.

			“A woman called the station last night to say she believes the current preacher is sexually abusing children at a new church. The church is called The Church of the Pure.”

			“Does she have proof this is happening, or is she simply relying on town gossip?”

			“She heard about the preacher from her sister. The sister’s son told her about what the preacher had done to him.”

			Sitting forward in her chair, she can feel hot anger creep over her. “And that was?”

			“He had been playing basketball on the side of the parking lot where a hoop is erected for the kids to come and play. The preacher came out and asked him to come inside that he wanted to talk to him in his office. He said they could drink a soda pop. The boy, Burt, followed the preacher inside, and while he was drinking his soda, the preacher took the pop from him and pulled him into his arms for a kiss on the mouth.”

			“What did Burk do?”

			“He said he yanked away and ran out of the church. He told his mom, and she called the station.”

			“I don’t blame her. Sounds like a real degenerate.”

			“Yeah, that is what I thought. So, how do you want to handle this? We can have the boy come into the station with his mom or pay him a visit at his house.”

			“How old is Burk?”

			“Dispatch said he is a twelve-year-old.”

			“Did his aunt say if the boy is mentally retarded or used to making up stories or starting trouble?”

			“No. The aunt said Burk is a good boy and not prone to lying.”

			“I think the boy would be more comfortable talking with his mom nearby at his house. Where is the dad?”

			“The dad is in the home. I will call Burk’s mom after I get her number from her sister, and when it is convenient, we will head over there.”

			“It is convenient right now. We need to get on this.”

			***

			Seated in the living room, they waited for Burk to get home from school.

			“I understand your name is Hazel, and you are Burk’s mother. I am Lieutenant Phil Abbott, and this is Pat Lancaster, and as you already know, we are here to talk with you about what happened to your son, Burk.” 

			“I hope he didn’t stop to visit with his friend Bryant,” Hazel says, getting to her feet to walk over to look out the window.

			“Since you haven’t talked to him about letting the police know what happened, he might not come straight home,” Phil spoke up.

			“Oh no. I called the school after talking with you and asked them to tell Burk to come straight home today as someone is coming over to talk with him.”

			“Does Burk listen when told to do something?” Pat asks.

			“My Burk is a good boy. He has never given me any problems. I wasn’t comfortable when Burk told me about his telling Bryant what happened to him. Bryant is a real hothead. He and Burk have been close friends for some years now. I wouldn’t put it past him to go and tell the preacher off.” 

			Without warning, Pat feels her stomach tighten into a hand knot, letting her know something is wrong.

			“Could you bring me Burk’s hairbrush?”

			“Why in the world would you ask me to do that?”

			“I’m sorry, Hazel. I should have told you about Pat and what she does involving the police. Pat is a Psychic Detective who helps the different Precincts solve cases.”

			“Why on earth would you ask her to be involved in this? The preacher who kissed Burk must be a pedophile, but I think this is a little overboard.”

			“Hazel, if the preacher made this kind of a move on a young boy like Burk, he has most likely molested others. We need to know this and put a stop to his sickness. Now can you please bring me Burk’s hairbrush? This will help me to see what I need to see.”

			“Yes, I’ll go get it right now.”

			As Hazel makes her way down the hallway, Phil leans close to Pat.

			“What is going on? Do you know something that has that boy in danger?”

			“I don’t know, but the way my stomach is acting up, I want to make sure if he needs help, we can move on it right away.”

			Hazel walks into the room and holds out a hairbrush.

			“I should have removed the hair. Burk never keeps his brush as clean as he should.”

			“I’m glad you didn’t remove the hair. The hair holds his energy.”

			Pat folds her hands over the brush and closes her eyes. Within moments she sees the face of a young boy with brown hair.

			“Hazel, what does Burk look like?”

			“He is short and slim with brown hair and blue eyes.”

			“Okay, and what does his friend Bryant look like?”

			“Bryant has blond hair and brown eyes.”

			At that moment, she sees a young boy with blond hair and brown eyes dressed in a white shirt and jeans seated next to a man driving on a country road in a white Ford pickup.”

			Pat opens her eyes to look across the room and sees Hazel watching her.

			“Mom! I’m home,” a young boy’s voice from the kitchen calls out.

			“Oh, thank God.” Hazel jumps to her feet to run across the room. Pulling a stunned Burk into her arms, she hugs him tightly against her.

			“Mom,” he squeals, leaning back to look at her. “What is wrong?”

			“This man and woman are from the police.” She walks with Burk into the front room. “I asked them to talk to you about what happened with the preacher.”

			“Okay. I don’t think he will be grabbing any more boys. Bryant went to the church to talk to him and warn him that if he tries that again, his dad will beat him up.”

			“Burk, how was Bryant dressed today?”

			“This is starting to scare me.”

			“There is no reason for you to be scared, but you need to answer the question,” Pat tells him.

			“He was wearing a white shirt and jeans. Why do you want to know?”

			“Is the preacher tall with brown hair and brown eyes and slim, and does he have a mustache? What is his name? Please tell me quickly.”

			“Yes, to all you asked. His name is Reverend Bridges.”

			“Okay, thanks. We will talk later, but we need to go now.”

			***

			“What the hell is going on, Pat?” Phil asks as they get into his vehicle.

			“Burk just described the preacher, and the young boy beside him in a white Ford pickup sounds like Burk’s best friend, Bryant. They are on a country road.”

			Pat gets out of the jeep to run back inside the house. When she sees Hazel sitting alone in the kitchen, she quickly asks her for Bryant’s Mom’s phone number. Back outside, she wastes no time getting back in the jeep.

			“I need you to call Bryant’s mom,” she tells him, giving him the number. “We need them to be aware of what is going on. And I need something belonging to Bryant to get a closer look at where he is.”

			“There is so much evil in this world anymore; it is sickening. She said they live just a few houses down from Burk’s house. Yeah, there it is, 368 Clover Ave.”

			Phil pulls into the driveway to hurriedly get out of the jeep, followed by Pat.

			Bryant’s mom stands in the open doorway to usher them inside the house.

			“I need you to bring me a hairbrush or a toothbrush belonging to Bryant,” Pat tells the frightened woman.

			“Okay, yes, I’ll be right back,” she says before turning to run upstairs.

			“Oh God, I hope we aren’t too late.”

			“Here you are.” She hands Pat a hairbrush. “Hazel called me right after you two left and told me your name is Pat, and you are a psychic. Is my boy in danger?”

			Pat closes her eyes without answering the woman’s question, clutching the brush in her hands. In her mind’s eye, she sees the white Ford as it passes the farms on the road. The truck slows down to turn into a lane leading up to a farmhouse. She can see the address on a stand-alone rusty mailbox. 

			“We have to go.” She hands the woman the hairbrush. 

			“But you didn’t answer my question. Is Bryant in danger from this man?”

			“I hope not, but we need to go and help him right now.”

			***

			As Phil and Pat make their way to the farmhouse, Phil glances over at her. 

			“I’m going to ask the same question. Is that boy in imminent danger?” 

			“Yes. That monster knows Bryant can tell the authorities about him and will ensure that doesn’t happen.”

			“But Burk can get him turned in too. I am surprised he didn’t go after him.”

			“Burk didn’t come around him again, but Bryant has, and this has given him a chance to shut Bryant up.”

			Phil pulls the jeep off the road and onto the lane leading up to the house without slowing down.

			“Hopefully, since there aren’t more vehicles except for the white Ford, we can hope he is the only one here.” He pulls his cell from his shirt pocket.

			“Dispatch, I need five deputies en route to a farmhouse. 264 Rosewood. Tell them to hurry up that we have a juvenile’s life in imminent danger.” He drops the cell back into his pocket. “I’m not going to waste time waiting for them to get here, although I know it will not take them long,” he says, removing his .44 Magnum from his holster.

			Pat and Phil make their way up the long driveway to stand behind a big Oak right to the side of a three-story white house. 

			Five Deputy Sheriff’s cars with lights flashing and sirens blaring pull in behind the jeep within minutes. Getting out of the vehicles, they run up the driveway.

			“Surround the house,” Phil orders them, then calls out loudly, “Reverend Bridges, you need to send Bryant outside. Then you need to come out with your hands in the air.”

			As the door remains closed, Pat looks over at him. “The bastard is going to play hardball.”

			“Come on, Reverend. We can talk this out. You don’t want to harm that boy. You are a Reverend. God would not want you to harm one of his children.”

			They see the front door slowly open, and a young blond-haired boy walks outside.

			“Come on, Bryant. Walk over here to us. You’re safe; he can’t hurt you,” Phil tells him.

			Bryant runs forward to where Pat and Phil are standing.

			Pat pulls the frightened boy into her arms, and together they walk to the jeep.

			Without warning, gunfire erupts as Bridges runs out of the house, firing at Phil and the other officers.

			As the officers return fire, the one who thought he was indestructible falls to the ground, his life’s blood staining the ground.

			The young boy who only wanted to stand up for his best friend sits in the backseat of the jeep, sobbing into his hands.

			“It never fails. You can always depend on a coward to take the coward’s way out and choose death by cop.”

			“I agree 100%, and as always,” Phil holsters his weapon, “we can consider this case closed.”

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 2

			DK walks through the back door and, seeing Pat seated on the living room couch, walks over to her.

			“How was your day, my love? I hope it was better than mine.”

			“Phil and I worked on a case where we had to save a young boy from a sick pedophile.”

			“I hope you not only saved the boy but put the sick son of a bitch behind bars to be kept there without bail.”

			“The boy is safe. However, the creep wanted to be a hero. He chose suicide by cop. So, Phil and the deputies obliged him.”

			“Good job! One less loser the county will have to feed.”

			“I agree, and he was a pedophile preacher.”

			“Oh, now I am delighted somebody took his ass out.”

			“Yeah, me too. The boy he was holding hostage went to the church to warn the preacher away from his best friend, who the preacher put the moves on. Luckily the boy’s best friend took off out the door. But the boy who came to give the warning wasn’t so lucky. The preacher took him to his house in the country. God only knows what might have happened to the boy if Phil and I and the deputies hadn’t shown up when we did. The way I look at it is all’s well that ends well. Another case solved.”

			“My day started out okay and then quickly went south.”

			“Tell me about it while I fix us a drink. From the sounds of our day, I think we can use one or two.”

			“You won’t get any argument from me.” He rises to his feet to follow behind her.

			Pat opens the cupboard and takes down two glasses. After filling them with ice, she pours a liberal amount of Rum into the glasses.

			“I can tell by the amount of booze you are pouring into those glasses that your day is a little more than another case solved.”

			“DK, please don’t start on how dangerous and mind-threatening my work is because I can tell you if you do, I will walk out of this house and get a room for the night at a motel.”

			“Pat, I am worried about you. There is a big difference between trying to run your life and wanting you to stay safe.”

			Pat takes a big drink from her glass as she glares at him with irritation.

			“Alright! There is no need to get defensive. I’ll shut up.”

			“Okay. That’s better. Now tell me about your day.” She picks up her drink and heads for the living room.

			“I got to the station as the shift was changing. They told me about this young white woman who was beaten up pretty bad and pushed out of a moving car.”

			“Oh, my God. Is the woman all right?”

			“Let’s say that while she is not all right, she is alive. She will have scars on her face and most of her body.”

			“Was she able to identify her attacker?”

			“Yeah. A white man in his early thirties with a long rap sheet for robbery and attacks on women. He said the woman deserved to be beaten and thrown out of the car because she is a whore who preys on married men who can’t afford to be laying out their hard-earned money to trash.”

			“Then why don’t they stay home and have a normal relationship with their wives?”

			“That would have been my suggestion.”

			“I am glad they were able to get him into custody. Who knows how many other women he has attacked and killed?”

			“He said something that really caught my attention.”

			“What was that?”

			“He said now that he is in jail, the cops will probably call on that evil bitch who screws the devil to see if he let slip that he has done more than just attack women.”

			“Sounds as though he is referring to me. If I need to see if he has, I will gladly check it out.”

			“And now we are right back to square one.”

			“No,” Pat finishes her drink and jumps to her feet to walk toward the kitchen, where she rinses out her glass to turn it upside down on the sink, “we are not back to square one because I am not going to go there. I am going outside to play fetch with Ash and Stormy. You are welcome to come along if you want.”

			“Playing with our babies is just what I need right now.” He rinses out his glass to set it beside Pat’s and heads for the back door.

			Upon seeing Pat and DK come outside with two balls in their hands, Ash and Stormy run forward, their tales wagging nonstop.

			“I think they are happy we are home.” Pat laughs and then throws one of the balls across the yard.

			A tight race ensues as both pups run off the deck to chase after the ball.

			“Ash!” DK calls out, “You can get this ball!” 

			Hearing his name, Ash bounds back to await his chance to get a thrown ball. He doesn’t have to wait long as DK draws back his hand and throws the ball in the opposite direction of the one Stormy is after.

			Pat claps her hands, laughing aloud. “DK, they can take us from feeling down to lifting us up.” 

			“Pat,” he grabs her around her waist and pulled her against him. “What we are is blessed. And I would not want it any other way.”

			“Me neither, my love. Me neither.”

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 3

			Pat pulls her cell from the kitchen counter to answer the call.

			“This is Lieutenant Ramsey. I need to speak with Pat Lancaster.”

			“I am Pat Lancaster, Lieutenant. What can I do for you?”

			“What I need to talk with you about is private. Give me your address so I can come over and tell you what this is about.”

			“Hold on, Lieutenant Ramsey. Someone is at the door. Your number shows up on my cell. I will call you back in a few minutes. I am sure this is important. I want to hear what you have to tell me.”

			“All right, I will be waiting for your reply.”

			Pat wastes no time in calling Phil. When she hears his voice on the other line, she breaths a sigh of relief.

			“Hi, Pat, what’s up?”

			“I just had a strange call. A man calling himself Lieutenant Ramsey says he has something private to talk with me about and asks me for my address. I told him I had someone at the door and would call him right back. Do you know of anyone named Ramsey in any of the precincts?”

			“No. I’ll be on my way with two deputies. Give him your street but make up an address number. We will grab him up before he gets close to your house.”

			“Sounds good. In the meantime, I’ll see what I can find out.” Pat ends the call, leans back in her chair, and closes her eyes.

			A man in his late fifties with black hair and brown eyes, with a long scar down the left side of his cheek and dressed in a cheap black suit and tie, is sitting behind the wheel of a black Camaro. The man reaches onto the dash and shakes a cigarette from the pack.

			Pat opens her eyes and picks up her cell to let Phil know the vehicle they need to stop before she returns the man’s call. She hears a deep guttural laugh before he speaks.

			“My, that visitor must be someone important. I was about to give up on hearing back from you.”

			“No, just a neighbor asking about a missing cat. Here is my address. I live at 3434 Magnolia Ave. As you are a Lieutenant in the police department, I want to do all I can to help you.”

			“You sound like a very giving woman, Miss Lancaster. I can’t wait to meet you.”

			“I’ll have a cup of coffee waiting for you when you arrive. I am anxious to hear what you have to share.”

			“Goodbye, Pat Lancaster. It was very nice talking to you.” 

			Pat ends the call and gets to her feet to walk out of the house to her car. “Guess I will drive up the street and find out what that sicko had in mind for me,” she murmurs aloud.

			She is almost to the end of the street when she sees Phil’s jeep and two police cars blocking a black Camaro and a man with his hands atop his car. Pat stops her car and walks up to Phil as he stands beside the secured vehicle.

			“I take it this is the never heard of, Lieutenant.”

			“Yep, and look what we found in his car,” Phil says, reaching through the open car window to withdraw a loaded 38 revolver beside the driver’s seat.

			“It’s not against the law to have a firearm.”

			“Is this firearm registered?”

			“It is. If you take these cuffs off, I can get my wallet out of my pants pocket to show you the registration card.”

			Phil flips the man around and removes his wallet, reaching into his back pocket.

			“Okay, let’s see whose name we will find on the card. Joseph Emmanual Phillips.” Phil looks at the picture and smiles. “This is you all right.”

			“You told me your name is Lieutenant Ramsey. Why the lie?”

			“I have no idea who you are and have never talked to you.” His tone is cold and sarcastic.

			“Phil, check out the number he used when calling me.” She hands Phil her cell.

			“I guess this is not your day, Joey. This is your number. It shows you called this lady less than an hour ago.”

			“Now, since we are standing here together, you can tell me what is important you wanted to talk about.”

			“I said, I do not know who you are. I said I have never talked to you.”

			Pat walks close to the man, watching her and placing one of her hands on his shoulder, closes her eyes to see what she can find out. 

			“Get your fuckin’ hand off me. Reverend Bridges told me before he took that boy to his home in the country to talk to him and help him accept God that you are in league with the devil.”

			Phil laughs outright. “And you, asshole, are in league with a filthy pedophile.”

			“Reverend Bridges and I were in love. Because of you, the man I loved was torn from my arms. You are a liar, Pat Lancaster! I know he would never touch a child in the wrong way. He is a man of God.”

			“You called me to get me to let you come to my home so you could kill me. You are the one who is in league with the devil, Joe.”

			“Liar!!! You are a filthy liar. That boy asked Reverend Bridges to have sex with him, but he refused because he was the man of God he was. Why can’t you believe me?” 

			“Because you are a sick son of a bitch,” Phil tells him. “You can take him away. I have had all of him I can stomach.” He gestures to the waiting police officers standing nearby. 

			“You and me both, Phil. A pedophile and a killer in a love relationship. All I can say is I am sure happy they can’t breed. God only knows what they could have made.”

			“Come on, Pat,” Phil places an arm around her waist, “I’ll follow you home and let you serve me a much-needed drink.”

			“You’re on, my friend. And I’ll join you.”

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 4

			At the light tap on his open office door, Phil looks up to see DK. 

			“Hope I’m not disturbing you, Phil. I thought I would stop by and have a few words with you.”

			“Let me guess what those few words will be about.” He motions for him to be seated in a chair in front of his desk.

			“Sure, if you want to.”

			“You want to discuss Pat rendering her abilities to the different precincts. Am I close?” 

			“You’re not only close but also dead on the mark. DK, this is between you and Pat. I cannot dictate what she does with her life.”

			“I am well aware of this, Phil!” DK leans forward in his chair. “I want to ask you to refuse her help on the difficult cases. Let her come in on a missing person case or a missing pet. But forget about calling Pat to help when a case involves danger.”

			“DK, I respect you as a man. You are a hard worker and a credit to the department. But you can’t expect me to ignore the department’s best defense in solving our cases. Pat Lancaster is a walking weapon. When she comes in on a case, the perp might as well hang it up because she will take him or her down.”

			DK gets to his feet. “Phil, for the first time in our friendship, I have to say you have let me down. You look at Pat as a tool to help you climb the ladder of success in the department. I see Pat as the woman I love and want to protect.”

			“DK, you need to sit back down and chill out. I don’t like repeating something said to me, but you leave me no choice.”

			“If you are just going to try and talk me into ignoring what you want, you can forget it.” He turns towards the door. 

			“Damn it, DK, sit back in that chair and shut the hell up until I say what I have to say.”

			“All right, but it better be good.” He plops back down in the chair.

			“Believe it or not, Pat and I discussed her relationship with you. She is fed up with your trying to make her quit her job and stay home. She is not that type of woman. All you are doing is killing your relationship. And I can tell you that if you keep it up, she will walk right out of your life.”

			For a long moment, DK remains silent. Then he leaves his chair to stare at the man trying to help him. “While I appreciate your trying to help, I still have to try and keep her safe.”

			“All I can say is good luck. Pat has been given a gift to help others, and whether you like it or not, she will continue to use that gift.”

			“Have a good day, Phil.”

			DK walks into the house and out the back door to see if Pat is outside playing with the pups. He sees her sitting on the deck, a pup on each side of her chair.

			“There you are. Mind if I join the three of you?”

			“No, you’re welcome. Pull up a chair.”

			DK stretches his long legs straight and looks at her with a deep sigh. “I have a feeling you talked with Phil, and he told you about my coming to see him earlier.”

			“No, Phil didn’t mention your coming to see him. Since you brought it up, I am sure what the conversation entailed.”

			“Pat. Why won’t you listen to me about taking better care of yourself? Look around. We live in a beautiful house surrounded by beautiful lawns. Our house is yours, but we can buy another house. We have our fur babies and our health. Why can’t this be enough for you?”

			“You knew what I did for a living when you and I met. I am a psychic. I help people get closure. Yes, I could stay clear of the difficult cases, such as the one I had earlier today.” 

			“What happened today?”

			She leans back in her chair when she tells him about Phillips. “Now you’re going to start on how dangerous my life is.”

			“You’re wrong. I can see this conversation is going nowhere but getting a fight started. Neither one of us want that. I will have to try and keep my mouth shut about my fears where you are concerned and let you live your life how you see fit.”

			“I know that won’t be easy for you, but at least try. Maybe I should not share days when I must combat the dangerous ones.”

			“We can try that, I guess. I love you and want you to be safe.”

			Pat gets out of her chair and takes DK by his hand. “Let’s put all this away and just enjoy being together.”

			Without a word, DK pulls her into his arms.
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