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A suspicious death. A ghost in a mirror. The New York Times bestselling Dark Legacy novel

from the author known for crafting stories of burning passion and chilling suspense...The death

of her friend and mentor, Evelyn Ballinger, brings psychic counselor Gwen Frazier back to the

small town of Wilby, Oregon, and brings back memories she would rather forget. Two years

ago, a killer stalked the members of one of Ballinger’s research studies—including Gwen, who

survived while two others didn’t. Now, she’s sure that Ballinger’s death is related. Sent by a

friend to help Gwen, psychic investigator Judson Coppersmith arrives in Wilby barely in control

of his own talent and his own life, and haunted by urgent dreams. His attraction to Gwen is

primal, but there are secrets he must keep to protect himself from surrendering to her

completely, even as their investigation draws them into dreamscapes, into decades of

deception and into the paranormal fires of a desire too strong to resist...
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sevenForty-eightOneThe dead diver was wedged like a bone in the stone throat of the

underwater cave they called the Monster. The body—still clad in a tank and regulator, fins,

buoyancy compensator and mask—shifted gently in the subtle current. One gloved hand rose

and fell in spectral warning.Turn back.But for Judson Coppersmith there was no going

back.The locals on the island claimed that the flooded cave beast swallowed divers whole. The

adrenaline junkies who were foolish enough to ignore the signs outside at the entrance never

got far inside the uncharted labyrinth of underwater passages. The smart ones turned back in

time. But the explosion in the dry section of the cavern had sealed the aboveground exit and

canceled that option. His only hope was to try to swim out to the sea through the

Monster.There was no darkness as dense and relentless as that of the interior of an

underwater cave. But the clarity of the water was surreal. The beam of the flashlight sliced

through the deep night like a laser, pinning the body.He swam closer and took stock of the

dead man’s equipment. Relief swept through him when he saw that the killers had not bothered

to drain the victim’s air tank. He stripped it off the bloated body, tucked it under one arm and

helped himself to the diver’s flashlight as well. Throughout the process, the dead eyes stared at

him reproachfully through the mask.Sorry, pal, but your gear is of no use to you now. Not sure it

will do me any good, either, but it will buy me a little time.He eased past the body and focused

the sharp light on the twisted rock passage. The urge to swim forward as quickly as possible

was almost overwhelming. But impulsive decisions would kill him as surely as running out of

air. He forced himself to drift for a few seconds.There it was, the faint but steady pull of the

current. It would either be his lifeline or the false lure that drew him to his death. He slipped into

the stream of the ultra-clear water and allowed it to guide him deeper into the maze.The

islanders claimed that there was an exit to the sea. That had been proven years ago by a

simple dye test. A coloring agent poured into the cavern pool had emerged a short distance

offshore. But the island was riddled with caves, and no one had been able to find the

underwater exit point. Divers had died trying.It was getting hard to breathe off the first tank of

air, the one he had grabbed when he had been forced into the water. It was almost empty. He

took it off and set it down on a rocky ledge with great care. The last thing he needed now was

to stir up the sediment on the floor of the cave. If that happened, he would be forced to waste

precious time waiting for the current to clear out the storm of debris. Time meant air usage. He

had none to spare. There was, in fact, a staggeringly high probability that he would not have

enough air regardless of how carefully he managed the one commodity that meant life or

death.He slipped on the dead man’s tank and waited a beat, drifting upward a little. Sometimes

in a flooded cave the current was stronger toward the roof of the tunnel.Once again he sensed

it, the faint, invisible tug that urged him deeper into the flooded labyrinth.Sometime later—he

refused to look at his watch because there was no point—the flashlight began to go dark. He

used it as long as possible, but the beam faded rapidly. The endless night closed in around

him. Until now he had never had a problem with darkness. His paranormal night vision allowed

him to navigate without the aid of normal light. In other circumstances, the natural para-

radiation in the rocks would have been sufficient to illuminate his surroundings. But the strange

aurora that had appeared in the cavern and the explosion that had followed had seared his

senses, rendering him psychically blind. There was no way to know if the effects would be

permanent and not much point in worrying about it now. The loss of his talent would not matter

if he did not make it out of the flooded catacombs alive.He fumbled with the flashlight that he

had taken off the body, nearly dropping it in the process of switching it on. The chill of the water

was making him clumsy. The thin 3mm suit he wore provided only limited protection. Although

the island was in the Caribbean, he was in freshwater here in the cave, and the temperature at



this depth was unpleasantly cold.Ten minutes later, he rounded a bend and saw that the rocky

corridor through which he was swimming narrowed drastically. He was forced to take off his

tank and push it into and beyond the choke point. He barely managed to squeeze through after

it. The nightmare scenario of getting stuck—unable to go forward or back—sent his heart rate

climbing. He was suddenly using air at an even faster rate.And then he was on the other side.

The passage widened once more. Gradually, he got his breathing back under control. But the

damage had been done. He had used up a lot of air.He got the first clue that the current was

guiding him in the right direction when he noticed that the once crystal-clear water was starting

to become somewhat murky. It was an indication that he had reached the point where the

freshwater of the underground river was converging with seawater. That still left a lot of room

for things to go wrong. It was entirely possible that he would discover the exit only to find out

that he could not fit through it. If that happened, he would spend his last minutes as a

condemned man gazing upward through the stone bars of his cell at the summer sunlight

filtering through the tropical sea.The second flashlight slowly died, plunging him into absolute

darkness. Instinctively he tried to heighten his talent. Nothing happened. He was still psi-

blind.All he could do now was try to follow the current. He swam slowly, his hands outstretched

in an attempt to ward off a close encounter with the rocky walls of the cave.At one point, to

keep his spirits up more than anything else, he took the regulator out of his mouth long enough

to taste the water. It was unmistakably salty. He was now in a sea cave.When he perceived the

first, faint glow infusing the endless realm of night, he considered the possibility that he was

hallucinating. It was a reasonable assumption, given the sensory disorientation created by the

absolute darkness and the fact that he knew he was sucking up the last of his air. Maybe this

was the mysterious bright light that those who had survived near-death experiences described.

In his case, it would be followed by for-real death.One thing was certain. If he survived, he

would never again take the light of a summer day for granted.The pale glow brightened

steadily. He swam faster. Nothing to lose.TwoYou’re too late,” the ghost in the mirror said. “I’m

already dead.”There was no accusation in the words, just a calm statement of fact. Dr. Evelyn

Ballinger had always been logical and even-tempered in life, reserving her deepest passions

for her work. There was no reason why death would give her a personality transplant. But

knowing that did nothing to temper the terrible sense of dread and guilt that chilled Gwen

Frazier’s blood. If only she had opened the e-mail last night instead of this morning.If only. The

two most despairing words in the English language.She crossed the cluttered, heavily draped

room that Evelyn had converted into an office. All of the rooms in the house were dark. Evelyn

had never liked sunlight. She claimed it interfered with her work.Gwen’s movement through the

room stirred the still air. The crystal wind chimes suspended from the ceiling shivered,

producing an eerie music that seemed to come from beyond the grave. The sound raised the

hair on the back of Gwen’s neck.In the doorway behind her, Max, Evelyn’s burly gray cat,

meowed plaintively as if demanding that Gwen fix the situation. But there was no fixing

death.The body was crumpled on the floor beside the desk. Evelyn had been in her early

seventies, a large, generously proportioned woman who had been caught in a fashion time

warp like so many others who resided in the small town of Wilby, Oregon. With her long gray

hair, voluminous tie-dyed skirts, and crystal jewelry, she had been a model of the proudly

eccentric look that Gwen privately labeled Hippie Couture.Evelyn’s blue eyes stared lifelessly

at the ceiling. Her reading glasses lay on the floor. A photo had fallen beside one hand. The

pinhole at the top of the picture indicated it had come from the corkboard over the desk. There

was no blood or obvious bruising on the body.“No sign of an injury, you’ll notice,” the mirror

ghost said. “What does that tell us?”“Always the instructor,” Gwen said. “You can’t help yourself,



can you?”“No point changing now, is there, dear? I repeat my question. What does the lack of

an obvious injury indicate?”“Could be natural causes. You were seventy-two years old, a type

two diabetic who insisted on eating all the wrong foods, and you were absentminded when it

came to taking your meds. You refused to lose weight, and the only exercise you got was an

occasional stroll down by the river.”“Ah, yes, the river,” the ghost said softly. “You won’t forget

the river or the falls, will you, dear?”“No,” Gwen said. “Never.”She knew there was no hope, but

she made herself check for a pulse. There was only the terrible chill and the utter stillness of

death. She got slowly to her feet.“This scene looks dreadfully familiar, doesn’t it?” the ghost

said. “Brings to mind what happened two years ago.”“Yes,” Gwen said. “It does.”“Another person

connected to the study is dead by what appears to be natural causes. Bit of a coincidence,

don’t you think?”Gwen looked at the vision in the mirror. The ghosts were always wispy, smoky

images—never sharp and clear like photographs. For the most part, the specters she

encountered were strangers, but she had known a few of them all too well. Evelyn Ballinger

had now joined that short list. Evelyn had been both mentor and friend.“I’m sorry,” Gwen said to

the ghost. “I didn’t see your e-mail until this morning. I called you right away. When you didn’t

answer your phone, I knew something was wrong.”“Of course you did, dear.” The ghost

chuckled. “You’re psychic.”“I got into the car and drove down here to see you. But it’s a four-

hour trip from Seattle.”“You mustn’t blame yourself, dear,” the ghost said. “There is nothing you

could have done. It happened last night, as you can see. I was working here in my office. You

remember that I was always a night owl.”“Yes,” Gwen said. “I remember. Your e-mail to me

came in around two o’clock this morning.”“Ah, yes, of course. You would have been asleep.”But

she hadn’t been asleep, Gwen thought. She had been walking the floors of her small condo,

trying to work off the disturbing images from the dream. It had been two years since Zander

Taylor’s death, but each summer in late August the nightmares struck. Her talent for lucid

dreaming allowed her to control the dreams to some extent, but she had not been able to

dispel them. Each time she dreamed the terrifying scenes from that summer of death, she

came awake with the same unnerving sense that it had not ended with Taylor going over the

falls.“I was up,” Gwen said. “But I wasn’t checking e-mail.”She stepped back from the body and

dug her phone out of her tote. Max meowed again and lashed his tail.“I’m sorry, Max. There’s

nothing I can do. It’s too late.”Max did not look satisfied with that response. He watched her

intently with his green-gold eyes.She concentrated on punching in the emergency number and

tried not to look at the mirror. Talking to ghosts was not a good thing. It made other people—

potential lovers as well as friends—extremely nervous. After all, there were no ghosts. She was

really talking to herself, trying to make sense of the messages that her odd form of intuition

picked up at the scenes of violent death.She usually went out of her way to avoid such

conversations because she found them incredibly frustrating. There was, after all, very little she

could do for the dead. That was the job of the police.Years ago she had come to realize that if

she was seeing ghosts in mirrors, windows, pools of water and other reflective surfaces, it

meant that she had stumbled into one of the dark places in the world, a place tainted with the

heavy energy that was laid down at the time of violent death. As the old saying went, murder

left a stain. But she was not a cop or a trained investigator. She was just a psychic counselor

who interpreted dreams for her clients and earned a little money on the side writing scripts for

a low-budget cable television series. There was nothing she could do to find justice for the

dead.“When Wesley Lancaster finds out about my death, he’ll probably want you to turn it into

a script for his show,” the ghost in the mirror said. “I can see it now. Was this reclusive

paranormal investigator murdered by paranormal means? Is there a link to the mysterious

deaths that occurred in this same small town two years ago?”“You’re distracting me,” Gwen



said. “I’m trying to call 911.”“Why bother? We both know where this is going. The authorities will

assume that I died of natural causes.”“Which is entirely possible.”“But your intuition is telling

you that I was murdered like the others.”“My intuition has sent me in the wrong direction

before,” Gwen said.“You’re thinking about what happened two years ago, aren’t you?”“Of

course I am. I’ve been thinking about it all night and during the drive from Seattle.”Gwen turned

her back on the ghost in the mirror and focused on the crisp voice of the 911 operator.“What is

the nature of your emergency?” the woman asked.“I just found the body of an old friend,” Gwen

said. “Dr. Evelyn Ballinger.”“Ballinger? The crazy old lady who lives out on Miller Road?”“I’m

sure your professionalism would be an inspiration to 911 operators everywhere,” Gwen

said.She rattled off the stark facts and verified the address.“I’ve got cars on the way,” the

operator said. “Your name, ma’am?”“Gwendolyn Frazier.”“Please stay at the scene, ma’am.”“I’m

not going anywhere.”Gwen ended the call and wondered if Harold Oxley, the Wilby chief of

police, would be among the first responders. Probably. It was a small town, after all.When she

turned back to the mirror, the psychic vision made a tut-tutting sound.“No one except you and

the killer will know that I was murdered, let alone that I was killed by paranormal means. The

perp will never be brought to justice, not unless you do something about this.”Just like last time,

Gwen thought.“There’s nothing I can do,” she said. “I’m not a cop and I’m not a private

investigator.”“No, but you owe me, don’t you? When you were locked up at the Summerlight

Academy, I taught you how to handle your talent. And I’m the one who got you the job writing

those scripts for Dead of Night. We were friends. And this time it’s different, isn’t it? Two years

ago, you didn’t know any psychic investigators. But now you are aware of a certain security

consulting firm that specializes in the paranormal, aren’t you?”The annoying thing about talking

to ghosts was that it was a lot like talking to yourself, Gwen thought, which was pretty much

exactly what was going on.She closed the phone and dropped it back into her tote. For the first

time, she noticed that there was an empty space on top of the desk. A film of dust traced the

outline of the place where a laptop had once sat.“He took your computer,” she said. She

thought about that glaring fact. “Maybe this was a home-invasion robbery.”“In that case, I

probably would have been killed in a more traditional fashion, don’t you think?” the ghost

asked. “Perhaps with a gun or knife or a blow to the head.”“Something violent happened here, I

can sense that much, but there’s no sign of a struggle, and you would have fought back.”“Not if

I was caught unawares,” the ghost pointed out.“There was violence done here, but it’s possible

that your death was due to a heart attack or a stroke brought on by the shock of the

robbery.”The ghost smiled. “But the only thing missing is my laptop. You know as well as I do

that it was not a particularly valuable, high-end machine. There’s my old backpack sitting on the

chair. Why don’t you see if the thief took my money and credit cards?”Gwen crossed to the

chair and picked up the small, well-worn backpack. The crystal wind chimes shivered again,

unleashing another string of spectral notes. Max crouched in the doorway, flattened his ears

and meowed again.There was fifty dollars and two credit cards inside Evelyn’s wallet. Gwen set

the pack back down. So much for the home-invasion theory.“As for other motives, you know

me,” the ghost continued. “I wasn’t dealing drugs out the kitchen door. I didn’t cultivate a

marijuana plantation in the woods behind the house. I was very fond of my crystal jewelry, but

none of it was expensive.”“You also had a cell phone.” Gwen turned on her heel to survey the

room. “But I don’t see it.”“Gone, like my computer.”“Phones are small. It could be anywhere.

Maybe it’s in the kitchen or your bedroom.”Sirens howled in the distance. It sounded as if the

911 operator had sent the community’s entire fleet of emergency vehicles. Gwen realized she

did not have a lot of time to search for the missing cell phone.She whipped through the study,

opening and closing drawers as quickly as possible. There was no sign of the phone.The



sirens were closer now. Gwen slammed the last drawer shut and raced past Max, out into the

hall. The cat hurried after her.She paused at the entrance to the kitchen and did a quick survey.

The old-fashioned tiled countertops were bare except for a row of pottery canisters and an

ancient coffeemaker.Turning, she dashed upstairs, Max at her heels, and did a swift foray

through the two small bedrooms. She was on her way downstairs when the first patrol car

roared into the drive.She rushed back into the office. The chimes clattered restlessly, as though

impatient with her lack of progress.“My death is going to be the biggest news in town by noon,”

the ghost observed. “There hasn’t been this much excitement around here since Mary, Ben

and Zander died two years ago.”“There can’t possibly be any connection between your death

and what happened two years ago,” Gwen said.“Are you certain of that?”“It’s been two

years.”“But you’re still dreaming about what happened, especially at this time of year, aren’t

you? You’ve known all along that some piece of the puzzle was missing.”Gwen pulled one of

the curtains aside. Her heart sank when she saw Harold Oxley extricate his big, heavily

padded frame out from behind the wheel of one of the patrol cars. Dark glasses shielded his

eyes, but she could see that two years had taken a toll on the man. The mild exertion of

heaving himself out of the vehicle was enough to turn his broad, jowly face an unhealthy shade

of red. His uniform shirt was stretched tight across his rounded belly. He moved stiffly, like a

man who was plagued with multiple joint issues. But the gun on his hip was as large as ever,

and there was nothing to indicate that he would be any more open to the possibility that there

were paranormal aspects involved in a death than he had been two years ago.Gwen let the

curtain drop back into place and turned around. She stopped at the sight of the photograph on

the floor. It had not simply fallen off the corkboard, she thought. It looked as if Evelyn had

ripped it off in her dying moments and clutched it as she went down.“It’s important, dear,” the

ghost said. “Why else would it be there right next to my hand?”Gwen picked up the photo and

looked at the seven people in the group shot. She was the third person from the end in the

bottom row. The picture had been taken two years ago, shortly before the murders had begun.

Mary Henderson and Ben Schwartz were in the picture. So was Zander Taylor. They were all

smiling for the camera.“You kept this photo tacked to your bulletin board,” she said. “Why is it

on the floor?”“An intriguing question,” the ghost said.A heavy fist rapped authoritatively on the

front door. Gwen dropped the photo into her tote and went down the hall. Max padded after

her.She opened the door.“Chief Oxley,” she said politely.Harold Oxley yanked off his

sunglasses and looked at her with an expression that made it clear he was no more thrilled by

their reunion than she was.“Cindy said the 911 call came in from a Gwendolyn Frazier,” Oxley

said. There was grim resignation in his growly voice. “I hoped it was just a coincidence.”“Evelyn

was a friend of mine,” Gwen said. She was careful to keep her own voice cool, calm and as

innocent-sounding as possible. “We stayed in touch.”“Two years ago, you and I met over three

dead bodies. You leave town and there are no unexplained deaths for the whole time you’re

gone. You come back to town and we have ourselves another dead body. What am I supposed

to do with that?”“Two years ago, you concluded that all three of those people died of natural

causes,” she said. She struggled to keep her temper under control, but she knew she probably

sounded as if she was speaking through set teeth. So much for the innocent act.“Not Taylor.”

Oxley narrowed suspicious brown eyes. “He went over the falls and drowned.”“You called his

death a suicide.”“Uh-huh. I’ll want a statement from you today.”“Of course.”A young officer and

two medics arrived at the door behind Oxley. The medics carried emergency equipment and a

stretcher.Oxley peered into the hallway. “Where is she?”“In her office.” Gwen moved out of the

way and opened the door wider. “It’s to the right.”Oxley, the young officer and the medics

tromped past her and Max and disappeared around the corner.Gwen stood in the doorway and



watched the light summer rain fall steadily in the trees that surrounded the house. She listened

to the commotion and the muffled voices that emanated from the far end of the hall.Max

pressed his heavy frame against her leg. She reached down to scratch him behind the ears.“I

know you’re going to miss her,” she said gently. “I will, too.”After a while, she remembered the

photograph she had found on the floor. She opened her tote and took out the picture. Once

again she examined each face in the image. It was impossible not to do the math. Three of the

people she was looking at had died two years ago, and now the photographer, Evelyn, was

also dead.Gwen turned the photo over and saw two words scrawled on the reverse side. Mirror,

mirror.ThreeWhat makes Gwen think that Ballinger was murdered by paranormal means?”

Judson Coppersmith asked.He was on the porch of the small cottage, tilted back in a wooden

chair that was propped on its two rear legs. The heels of his running shoes were stacked on

the railing. He held the phone tightly to his ear so that he could hear his brother over the dull

roar of the breakers crashing on the long strip of beach.There was a storm coming in on the

Oregon coast, and the little town of Eclipse Bay was going to take a direct hit. He was looking

forward to it. With luck the energy of the gale would prove distracting, at least for a while. He

needed a distraction. Lately the days seemed endless and the nights were even longer.The

layers of gray that surrounded him—from the leaden sky to the weathered boards of the cottage

—went well with the gray mood that had descended on him after he’d made it out of the

flooded caves. He wasn’t sleeping well, which was a good thing because when he did sleep,

the dream was intense. And it was getting worse.“Gwen is a talent,” Sam said patiently. “Like

us, remember?”Oh, yeah, I remember you, Dream Eyes, Judson thought. He’d encountered

her on only one occasion—a month ago when he’d driven to Seattle to meet Sam’s fiancée,

Abby Radwell—but he wasn’t likely to forget Gwen Frazier.The four of them had gone out to

dinner together at a restaurant in the trendy South Lake Union neighborhood of the city. He’d

taken one look into Gwen’s witchy green-and-gold eyes and immediately started contemplating

a long hot night spent amid sheets made damp with sweat. He had convinced himself that the

attraction was mutual. There was no way he could have been wrong about the energy that had

sparked in the atmosphere between them that night. No way. There had certainly been no

doubt in his mind that Gwen was exactly the distraction he had needed to get his mind off the

damn dream.But the vision of a night of sexual relief had gone down in flames when Gwen had

looked at him and said those four little words. I fix bad dreams.It was at that point that he

realized he had completely misinterpreted the look in her mysterious eyes. She hadn’t seen

him as a potential lover. She had viewed him as a potential client—vulnerable and in need of

her professional expertise.He now had a new four-word rule. Never date psychic

counselors.“Gwen sees auras, doesn’t she?” he said into the phone. “Dead bodies don’t have

auras, so I don’t understand how she could pick up much at a crime scene.”“Abby says that

Gwen’s talent is a lot more complex than she lets on,” Sam said. “Don’t forget those two have

known each other since they were locked up in high school together.”“Locked up?”“After their

psychic talents started to manifest, Abby and Gwen both wound up in a boarding school for

troubled youth, the Summerlight Academy,” Sam explained. “In Abby’s case, her family figured

she was psychologically disturbed. Gwen ended up there after the aunt who had raised her

died. It’s a long story and not a happy one. Abby says there were bars on the windows.”Judson

exhaled slowly. “That had to be rough.”“Knowing Abby and Gwen has brought home to me the

fact that you and I and Emma don’t always appreciate just how damn lucky we were to grow up

with parents who managed to deal with the paranormal side of our natures.”Meeting Abby

Radwell had changed a lot of things for his brother, Judson thought. Sam had fallen for Abby

like the proverbial ton of bricks after Abby had hired him to investigate a case that had involved



murder, revenge and a rare psi-encoded book.The couple had announced their intention to

marry immediately. Willow Coppersmith had flown into a mild panic. Claiming some rights as

the mother of the groom, she had beseeched Sam and Abby to wait until she could plan a

more formal wedding.A compromise had been reached. The wedding was scheduled for the

end of August, less than three weeks from now. Judson was pretty sure that the negotiation

had been Abby’s doing, not Sam’s. Abby had struggled all of her life to find a real family. Now

that she was about to join the Coppersmith clan, she wanted to start off on the right foot with

her new mother-in-law.The gala celebration was going to take place at the family compound,

Copper Beach, on Legacy Island. The normally secluded enclave in the San Juans was now

abuzz with activity as Willow and the wedding planner she had hired exercised their

remarkable talents for organization to pull together a large-scale event in a short span of

time.Judson suspected that there were probably no more than five men on the face of the

planet who would have enjoyed the commotion associated with the planning of a big wedding.

Sam was not among those five, but he was the groom, so he was stuck coping with the hubbub

created by the constant comings and goings of caterers, photographers and florists.Judson felt

a little sorry for him, but he figured Sam could handle the situation. In any event, he knew that

in his present mood he would not be good company. Also, in his present state, it was best to

avoid Willow. She had a mother’s intuition. If she found out about the recurring dream and the

sleepless nights, she would freak. That was the last thing anyone—especially Sam and Abby—

needed.“Look, I understand that you want to take a break before we decide what we’re going to

do with Coppersmith Consulting,” Sam said. “But this is a family situation. Abby says that Gwen

is really upset about Ballinger’s death. Gwen wants an investigation, and she’s not going to get

that from the local cops. All we’re asking you to do is make a quick trip to Wilby and figure out

what happened to Ballinger.”“What if it turns out that Ballinger was murdered by paranormal

means? What the hell will Gwen expect me to do about it? It’s not like this is one of our old

agency jobs where I can go in, analyze the scene and turn the problem over to Spalding so

that he can make the problem go away. Regular cops and prosecutors don’t think much of the

woo-woo stuff. They need hard proof to build a case, and that’s not always available.”“I’m aware

of that,” Sam said.“It’s why we don’t do much private work, remember?”“I know, but this falls

into the friends-and-family category,” Sam said.“I get that, but that still begs the question. What

will Gwen Frazier expect me to do if I determine that her friend was murdered but can’t find any

usable evidence?”“You’ll think of something,” Sam said. “You always do. This is very important

to Abby. She says Gwen needs closure.”“Closure for what?”Sam cleared his throat. “Evidently

Gwen has a history there in Wilby.”“This thing is starting to sound more complicated by the

minute.”“Two years ago, Gwen was one of seven subjects in a research study conducted by the

dead woman. The study was designed to try to find a way to prove the existence of paranormal

talents.”“Safe to say that the study was a failure,” Judson said. “No way to prove what can’t be

scientifically measured. The Coppersmith R-and-D lab has been working on that problem for

years.”“Sure. But that’s not the big story about what happened in Wilby two years ago.”“There’s

more?”“Turns out one of the research subjects in the Ballinger study, a guy named Zander

Taylor, was a serial killer who specialized in stalking and killing people who claimed to be

psychic. Until he arrived in Wilby, most of his targets were probably frauds—a mix of storefront

fortune-tellers, tarot card readers, mediums and assorted scam artists.”A flicker of awareness

arced across Judson’s senses. Something that might have been curiosity stirred inside him. It

was the first time he had felt anything other than the weight of the gray since he had returned

from the island. He took his feet down off the railing and stood.“Let me take a flying leap here,”

he said. “This Zander Taylor wanted a challenge. He volunteered for the research study in



order to find himself some real psychics to murder.”“You do know how the bad guys think,” Sam

said. “You nailed it. He succeeded in killing two members of the research study before he tried

to murder Gwen. Obviously, he failed but it was a near thing, and Abby says Gwen was badly

traumatized by the attack. Now Ballinger’s death has brought back all the bad memories and

vibes.”Another tendril of curiosity flickered through Judson. He looked down at the amber-

colored crystal in his ring. The stone was glowing with a little energy in response to his slightly

jacked talent.“How come we’ve never heard of Taylor?” he asked. “That kind of story should

have been all over the news. I can see the headlines now. Serial Killer Stalks Psychics.”“Taylor

never made the news because no one ever realized that he was killing people,” Sam said. “In

the case of the Wilby murders, the first two deaths were attributed to natural causes. Taylor’s

death was ruled a suicide.”Judson contemplated the restless, gray ocean. “What did the local

cops say about the deaths?”“I’m told that the Wilby chief of police—guy named Oxley—had his

suspicions but he couldn’t prove anything. That was fortunate for Gwen.”“Why is

that?”“Because Gwen was the one who reported all three deaths,” Sam said. “You know how

that would have looked to any halfway competent cop. The person who finds and reports the

body usually goes to the top of the suspect list.”“And this morning she finds another body.”

Judson whistled softly. “What are the odds, huh?”“You can see it from Oxley’s point of

view.”Judson wrapped one hand around a wooden post and watched the summer storm sweep

in over the ocean. “Okay, got to admit there’s an interesting pattern here.”“Evidently, when

Oxley arrived at the scene this morning, he did not hide the fact that he doesn’t like

coincidences.”“He really believes that Gwen may be responsible for all of the murders?”“He

never could prove that there were any murders, but, yes, he has his suspicions. Gwen is in no

immediate danger of arrest, but for her own peace of mind, she needs to find out what is going

on. She knows Abby so she knows that you and I are in the psychic investigation

business.”“We were in the business before I pretty much put us out of business,” Judson

said.“We’ll find another client. Got to be more where that one came from.”“Very funny.”“I’m

serious,” Sam said. “Losing our number one client is no big deal, given what we now know

about said client.”“Except that, aside from the security work we do for Coppersmith, Inc., it was

pretty much our only client. And we didn’t lose the client. I destroyed the whole damn

agency.”“Not a problem,” Sam said. “We’ll find a replacement. At last official count, there were

close to a thousand different government agencies, departments and offices involved in the

U.S. intelligence community—and a couple thousand more private contractors. I’m sure we can

find one that is interested in the services of a consulting firm that specializes in paranormal

investigations. But for now, we need to do something about Gwen Frazier’s case.”The wind

sharpened. So did Judson’s senses. This time it would be different, he thought. This time Gwen

needed him. She would not be able to treat him like one of her psychic counseling clients.“All

right, I’ll drive to Wilby and take a look,” he said.There was a short pause on the other end of

the call.“One more thing you should know about Gwen Frazier,” Sam said finally.“Yeah?”“She

sees ghosts,” Sam said.“What the hell?”But it was too late. Sam had already ended the

connection.Judson stood quietly, letting the energy of the oncoming storm and the prospect of

seeing Gwen again stir his senses.After a while, he turned and went back inside the cottage to

pack for the long drive to Wilby.Ghosts were no big deal. He saw a few every night in his

dreams.FourGwen sat at a small table in the tearoom of the Riverview Inn and watched the

dark-haired man with the eyes of a raptor enter the lobby. An eerie storm of amber lightning

flashed and sparked in the atmosphere around Judson Coppersmith. The disturbing heat in his

aura had not diminished since the disastrous evening in Seattle. His dreams were growing

more powerful.The effect that Judson had on all of her senses had not lessened, either. A near-



violent rush of awareness, an effervescent excitement mingled with dread and an uncanny

sensation of knowing, shivered through her. The same intuitive certainty that had both

compelled and alarmed her that night in Seattle came crashing back. This is the one.The

paranormal fire that surrounded Judson roared in the cozy lobby of the old Victorian inn. But

Gwen knew that she was the only one who could see the flames. The handful of guests seated

in the wingback reading chairs did not look up from their books and magazines. Riley Duncan,

the front desk clerk, did not take his eyes off his computer screen.Trisha Montgomery, the

proprietor of the Riverview Inn, was seated across the table from Gwen in the tearoom. She,

too, was oblivious.“Between you and me, you should try to stay out of Nicole Hudson’s way

while you’re in town,” Trisha said. She lowered her voice to a conspiratorial whisper. “That

woman isn’t right in the head. You know as well as I do that she wasn’t what anyone would call

stable two years ago. I can tell you for a fact that her mental health hasn’t improved in the past

two years.”“Don’t worry,” Gwen said. She suppressed a small shudder. “I have no intention of

crossing paths with Nicole if I can avoid it.”“That won’t be possible, not if you hang around for

more than a day or two,” Trisha said dryly. “Wilby is one very small town.”Trisha was in her late

thirties, an attractive woman with short, curly brown hair that framed a fine-boned, heart-

shaped face. Gwen had met her two years earlier at the start of Evelyn’s research study. At the

time, Trisha had been a newcomer to Wilby, a newly minted multi-millionaire who had made her

fortune in the high-tech world. She had retired at an early age to do what she had always

dreamed of doing—run a quaint B&B in the Oregon woods. To the surprise of just about

everyone in town, she had made the old inn a year-round success.Gwen tried to pay attention

to Trisha, but her eyes kept returning to the lobby where Judson was approaching the front

desk. She knew that the storm of amber light that blazed around him was a vision conjured by

her psychic senses. Normally, she kept her talent tamped down when she was around other

people. But today she was tense and very much on edge and therefore not in full control. Her

other sight had flared a moment ago when Judson had opened the door. Even though she had

been anticipating his arrival, seeing him for the first time after a month of thinking about him far

more often than was good for her had rattled her senses and raised her talent.What on earth

was going on in Judson’s dreams that caused her to perceive him like this—a hard, relentlessly

determined man walking through a storm of hot amber light?She had a talent for analyzing

dreams, but she needed context to comprehend what her intuition was trying to tell her. Judson

was still very much an enigma, and given his reaction to her offer of dream therapy that night in

Seattle, she had a feeling that he intended to remain a mystery.He must have sensed that he

was being watched because he stopped before he reached the front desk and raked the small

lobby with a single glance, sizing up the handful of guests the way a predator considers

potential prey.She knew that he had jacked up his talent a little because at that point some of

the guests belatedly became of aware of something dangerous in their midst. A few of them

raised their eyes from their magazines or broke off conversations long enough to glance

around, instinctively searching for whatever it was that had raised the hair on the back of their

necks.But as was so often the case, they chose to ignore the primal message that their senses

were sending. After all, this was a warm, safe place, and the newcomer looked well dressed,

calm and controlled. He made no overtly threatening moves.The guests went back to their

magazines and conversation. Perhaps their intuition had told them what had been clear to

Gwen when he walked through the door. They were safe. None of them was Judson’s intended

prey today. He was here for her.With an effort of will, she forced her vision back down into the

normal zone. The surreal ultra-light fire winked out, but the sense of recognition was as strong

as ever. This was the man she had been waiting for—not just since she had made the phone



call to Abby—all of her life. Her pulse beat faster. Her fingers tightened on the teacup.Pull

yourself together, woman. She had always been a dreamer, but she had learned long ago not

to get carried away by her own dreams.At that instant, Judson looked at her through the open

French doors of the tearoom. Another unsettling jolt of awareness thrilled her senses. She was

pretty sure that she saw a flash of heat in his topaz eyes.She inclined her head in what she

hoped was a cool, polite acknowledgment of his presence. He returned the small gesture—

equally cool and polite—and continued on to the front desk to check in.Gwen turned her

attention back to Trisha.“Is Nicole still running the florist shop?” Gwen asked.“Oh, yes,” Trisha

said. “She’s really good at the business, even if she is a bit nutty. Handles all the weddings,

funerals and high school proms in the area. She does the weekly arrangements here at the

inn.” Trisha angled her delicate chin toward the floral display that sat on the round table in the

lobby. “But last month I stopped by her shop to discuss some changes I wanted to make in the

flowers that go into the rooms. The door of her office was open. I’m telling you, the inside

looked like some kind of weird shrine to that man she was seeing two years ago, the one who

went over the falls.”Unease twisted through Gwen.“She’s still carrying the torch for Zander

Taylor?” she asked, just to be certain.“I’m afraid so.” Trisha made a face. “And she still blames

you for his death. As far as I can tell, Zander Taylor was the only serious relationship she has

ever had. She’s great with flowers and animals, but not with people. I thought you should know.

You might want to be careful around her.”“I appreciate the warning,” Gwen said.“I see you

booked a week with us for yourself and this Judson Coppersmith,” Trisha said, probing gently.“I

need time to arrange Evelyn’s funeral and take care of her legal and business affairs,” Gwen

said. “Judson is going to help me.”Trisha frowned. “No offense, but why you? Didn’t Evelyn

have any family?”“No. She left everything to me.”“I see. I hadn’t realized that.” Trisha gave her a

commiserating smile. “You probably won’t have any trouble selling the house she lived in here

in town, but what on earth will you do with the old lodge out at the falls, the place she called

her research lab?”“I have no idea,” Gwen said truthfully. “I suppose I’ll hire someone to clean

out the equipment and the instruments she installed and then try to sell the place. I’m hoping I

can get things wrapped up in a week, but there’s a lot to handle.”“This Judson Coppersmith

you’re expecting is a friend?”“Not exactly, more of a financial adviser,” Gwen said. She was

proud of the smooth way that came out. She had been working on Judson’s cover story all

morning. “He’s had some experience with this sort of thing, settling estates and such.”Trisha’s

expression cleared. “Good, because I think you’re going to need some help. I doubt that Evelyn

paid much attention to her business affairs. All she cared about was her research.”“I know.”“She

was a real eccentric in a town full of that particular breed, but I’m going to miss her.”“So will I,”

Gwen said.Trisha cleared her throat. “Sara, one of my housekeepers, says there’s a large cat in

your room.”“Evelyn’s cat, actually. Max. I couldn’t leave him there at the house. There’s no one

around to feed him. I didn’t know what to do with him, so I brought him here with me. I hope

that’s not a problem. I brought his litter box with me. I’ll pick up some cat food later.”“It’s okay.”

Trish smiled. “I allow pets.”Judson had finished at the front desk. He walked through the doors

of the tearoom, a leather bag in one hand. His profile suited his hawklike eyes, Gwen thought,

all sharp planes and angles. There was a prowling, muscular grace in his stride. He wore

khakis, a gray crewneck pullover and low boots. The unusual amber-colored crystal in the black

metal ring on his right hand caught the summer light streaming through the window. For a

heartbeat, she could have sworn that it glowed, as if infused with some energy. Just like his

eyes, she thought.Judson stopped at the table and pinned her with his bird-of-prey eyes.“Hello,

Gwen,” he said.“Judson. Nice to see you again.” She managed a bright, welcoming smile. “You

made good time. This is Trisha Montgomery. She owns the inn.”“Welcome to the Riverside Inn,”



Trisha said, smiling warmly.“Thanks,” Judson said.“I understand you’ll be staying with us for a

few days while you help Gwen settle Evelyn Ballinger’s affairs,” Trish continued.Gwen knew a

rush of panic. She had not had time to brief Judson on the cover story she had

concocted.Judson looked at Gwen, utterly unfazed, his brows elevated ever so slightly. “That’s

right.”Gwen breathed a sigh of relief and flashed him an approving smile. He had handled the

situation very smoothly. As well he should, she thought. He was a security consultant, after

all.Trisha got to her feet and took her computer bag off the back of the chair. She hitched the

strap of the bag over one shoulder. “If you two will excuse me, I need to have a chat with my

cook. Please let me know if I or anyone else on the staff can help in any way.”“We’ll do that,”

Judson said.Trisha went briskly toward the kitchen. Judson lowered himself into the chair

across from Gwen. He set the leather bag on the floor near his feet.“So, we’re here to settle

Ballinger’s affairs?” he said, speaking in very neutral tones. “That’s our story?”“Well, it’s not like

I can announce that we’re conducting a possible murder investigation, now, is it?” Gwen said.

She spoke crisply, authoritatively. It did not require psychic intuition to know that with a man like

this a woman had to take charge right at the outset and stay in charge. Guys like Judson

Coppersmith were far too accustomed to giving the orders.“Probably best not to bring up the

word murder yet,” Judson agreed. “You’d be amazed how that subject tends to upset people.”“I

realize we can’t discuss it in public. The room I booked for you is next to mine on the third floor.

There’s a connecting door so we can talk privately without being seen coming and going from

each other’s rooms.”“Wow,” he said, his voice still perfectly neutral. “Connecting doors.”She was

starting to get flustered. “The inn is a little more expensive than either of the two motels in

town, but it’s actually a good bargain when you consider that we get breakfast and afternoon

tea.”“Afternoon tea?” Judson repeated thoughtfully. “Will there be scones and clotted

cream?”She narrowed her eyes. “I’ll be picking up your expenses, of course.”Something that

looked suspiciously like amusement came and went in his eyes. “I’ll keep track and make sure

you get a detailed accounting when I send you my bill.”No doubt about it, he was laughing at

her.“I realize that you consider this case very low-rent compared to the jobs you’re accustomed

to handling for some no-name government intelligence agency. But Abby assured me that due

to some unfortunate circumstances on your last mission, you are currently without a client and

that you would give this investigation your full attention.”Judson’s smile was slow and

dangerous. “Rest assured you have my full attention, Gwen Frazier.”A middle-aged woman in a

white pinafore apron appeared at the table. Her nametag read Paula. She handed Judson a

menu and beetled her brows in a severe manner.“It’s almost four o’clock,” she warned.

“Tearoom closes at four. We’re out of sandwiches and cakes. I think I’ve got a couple of scones

left, but that’s it.”“Just coffee, please,” Judson said.“Huh.” Paula was obviously disappointed that

Judson was not going to argue about the closing time, but she recovered quickly. “Cream and

sugar?”“Black,” Judson said.Naturally, Gwen thought. How else would a man like Judson

Coppersmith take his coffee?Paula eyed Gwen. “More green tea?”“Please,” Gwen said.“Heard

you’ve got Evelyn Ballinger’s cat upstairs in your room,” Paula said.“That’s right,” Gwen

said.“Gonna take it to the pound?”“No, I’ll probably haul Max back to Seattle with me.” Gwen

paused. “Unless you know someone who might like a nice cat?”“Nope. Got too many cats

around here already. Folks from Portland are always driving up here to dump their unwanted

cats and dogs on the side of the road. Besides, according to Sara, the housekeeper, Evelyn’s

cat isn’t a nice cat. Sara says it hissed at her from under the bed when she cleaned your room

today.”Paula stalked off toward the kitchen.Judson waited until she was out of earshot. “Looks

like you’ve got yourself a cat.”“For now, apparently.” Gwen said. She lowered her voice again

and leaned forward a little. “How long do you think it will take you to conduct the



investigation?”“Depends how far you want me to go with it.” Judson kept his own voice at a

normal, conversational level.She frowned. “What does that mean?”“It will take me about five

seconds at the scene to determine whether or not your friend was murdered.”“Really? Your

brother made it clear that you’re a professional investigator and that you have a talent for this

sort of thing, but five seconds at the scene of the crime doesn’t sound like enough time to

conduct a thorough investigation.”Judson swept her misgivings aside with a slight motion of

one powerful hand. “Murder is murder. It leaves a calling card, even when it’s done by

paranormal means. But you already know that, don’t you? You must have sensed something

when you found your friend’s body—something that made you suspect foul play.”She drummed

her fingers on the table. “Okay, obviously, I have my suspicions, but my talent is kind of dicey

when it comes to this sort of thing.”“Dicey?”“I read dreams and view auras. I don’t investigate

murders. Look, the bottom line here is that I need to be absolutely certain about what

happened to Evelyn. That means that I need an investigator who is willing to spend more than

five seconds at the scene.”“Is that right?” Judson lounged back in his chair and shoved his

booted feet straight out under the table. He hooked his thumbs in his wide leather belt. “What,

exactly, do you want from me?”“Well, I expect you to determine cause of death, for

starters.”“You mean, you want to know if Ballinger was killed by paranormal means.”“Yes. I

admit that given her health history it’s not beyond the realm of possibility that she had a heart

attack or a stroke. I want to be sure.”“What else?” Judson asked.“If you conclude that she was

murdered, I want you to find the killer, of course.”“See, that’s where things can get—what was

the word you used? Oh, yeah, dicey.”She narrowed her eyes. “Complicated?”“Very

complicated.”“Because you aren’t particularly good when it comes to identifying the killers?”

she asked in her sweetest tones.“Nope. I’m good at that, too.”He broke off when Paula returned

to the table with his coffee and the check for Gwen to sign. Paula hovered while Gwen

scrawled her name and a tip on the little slip of paper.Paula took the signed paper and

departed in the direction of the kitchen.“She didn’t look impressed with the tip that you left,”

Judson observed.“Well, she should have been impressed. It was a good tip. I’ve worked as a

waitress. Everyone knows that ex-waiters and -waitresses always overtip, even when the

service is lousy.”“I’m just saying she didn’t look impressed.”
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Nurserygirl, “Would reccomend. Since I am a fan of JAK and read her regulary I was looking



forward to this one and was not dissapointed. Can't wait for the next book in this series. The

story line is good and the twists and turns keep you interested. Would reccomend.”

moreton, “Another great series by JAK - have just read latest book .... Another great series by

JAK - have just read latest book The Hot Zone - couldn't put it down -dist bunnies to the

rescue !!”

The book by Jayne Ann Krentz has a rating of 5 out of 4.6. 883 people have provided

feedback.
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