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Dedication
~~ToHden, Millieand Sam

Thank you for everything~—



Prologue
Outskirts of London, 1700
Shewas old, tired, with bones that creaked and a back that bowed.

As she cast adozen and one willow twigs within the circle of truth etched upon the hard packed earth,
her green eyes gone hazy with age reached into the future. Life was atwisting maze of choices, some
good, some bad and some indifferent. Ignoring the good and the indifferent, she concentrated on the bad,
the ones that affected her, hers and the future.

With an old burlap satchel holding the herbs needed, she lowered her old body before the open pit fire
and waited for the apex of the full moon. Having cast aside fancy words and rhyming verses many years
before, she spoke to the Gods with heartfelt words.

"God of my soul, have mercy on this old woman for being blinded by amother'slove. From this day
forward what the Gods have decreed will not be left to chance but tutored through divine visions. With
the coming of thefirgt shed blood, the femade of my bloodlinewill know her caling. With truth to self, she
will gather her power, live her power, trust her power and use the power in amanner that will honor her
soul, her Gods, her truths.

"Within the shadows of dream, her soul will touch the soul created to join with her for dl eternity. When
the Gods deem the timeisright they will mest, test their strengths, learn their weaknesses. Sparkswill fly,
honor tested, asthey learn, accept or deny the true meaning of love, trust, and companionship.

"If amaiden dumbers with any other than her chosen mate, abuses her power or neglects her power, the
power will be torn from her without mercy. Have mercy on their souls. Asl say so shdll it be."



Chapter 1
JFK Airport—April 1, 2005

The unmistakable stench saturated the stale air. Aswarm liquid quickly seeped into Cole's khaki dacks
from crotch level downward, he watched a puddle of the curdled milk drip off the pointed toe of one
snakeskin boot.

"Oh, | am s0 sorry, herelet me help.” Thrugting a crying baby into his arms, the mother franticly rubbed
a his crotch with adamp white washcloth as her pint-szed sons stood close by making gagging sounds.

Cole gritted histeeth. “Maam, why don't you give metherag?’
"Butthe.."
"Maam, trust me, I'm abig boy. | can wipe off my own pants.”

Redlization came in one big rush—snickers from afew male travelers and her tomato red blush came a
moment later.

"Madam, it'sfine. Redlly.” Handing over the baby, Cole made ahasty retrest.

Exiting the restroom, he paid no attention to the crush of people as he stopped to listen to the crackling
intercom. “ Departure time for flight 6399 from JFK to Dallas has been rescheduled for 8 P.M. Boarding
will beginat 7:30."

With the aroma of sour milk clinging to him like cheap cologne, Cole vetoed the idea of going to the bar
to drown hisfrugtration in an ice-cold beer.

As Cole approached the crowded waiting area, the young woman's sons ignored her flustered protests
as they made amad dash towards him.

"Migter, are you areal cowboy? Mom said maybe you were ‘ cause of your snakeskin cowboy boots."

Not wanting to beignored, hisyounger brother shoved him with his shoulder. Tilting their heads back, the
boys looked into blue eyesthat appeared to be amile awvay.

"Bobby said you skinned the rattlesnake for your boots while he was till dive. My dad could do thet. He
fliesjets off abig ship.” Demonstrating a plane taking off with his hand, the boy added, “\When he comes
home, I'm gonnahave him kill me arattlesnake. Did yaknow you sill sink like barf? My names Billy,
what's yours?'

Offering hislarge hand, Cole said, “ Glad to meet you Billy. My nameis Cole Y oung. My brother might
disagree, but yes, I'm acowboy."

"Mom, heredlly isacowboy and he shook my hand. Guess what, he has abrother. And he till stinks
like barf,” Billy yelled as he dashed across the walkway to stand in front of his mother.

Baobby, following Cole across the walkway, climbed onto the rock hard blue plastic seat beside the one
Cole stled into.

Billy looked a Cole with big round eyes. “ Do you have ahorse?” Hisvoice held atinge of awe at the
idea



"Of course he has ahorse, dummy. He'sacowboy. Bet the horseis big, black and mean.” Thelook on
Bobby's face was hopeful as his blue eyes stared a Cole.

"Thereisabig, ornery black stallion on theranch. Hisnameis Ash. But my horseisafriendly gray
appal oosamare named Polka Dot."

Bobby wrinkled hisfreckled nose. “ Soundslike adumb girl's name."
"What can | say, my mom named her."

A look, an eyeroll and asmal what-can-you-do shrug completed the male bonding.

* k x %

By the time the plane landed in Ddlas, five hours behind schedule, jet lag had muddied Colésbrain, and
hiswallet, cell phone and passport had been lifted.

Locating Cody, his brother, at the luggage carrousd wasn't hard; he stood a head taller then everyone
dse “Givemeyour cell phone?'

"Niceto seeyou, too.” Cody dapped Cole on the back as he handed over the phone.

A cheerful voice a the credit card company informed Cole that within a six-hour time span, his card had
been on an amazing fifty thousand dollar shopping trip, courtesy of the Internet.

"What did they buy?’ Cody asked as they headed to the pickup.
"A ton of dectronics and two-dozen Victorids Secret bras and matching thongsin arainbow of colors.”
"That should be good for afew laughs around the bunkhouse. But you know it could be worse."

At sx, Colewould have copied Billy's earlier actions by shoving hisbrother just for the fun of wiping the
grin off hisface. Now he pocketed his hands and eyed Cody with baleful suspicion.

"How the hell do you figurethat?"
"It'smidnight. April Fool'sday isover.”
A ghost of dread whispered hello as a shudder rippled across Col€e's shoulders and down his spine.



Chapter 2

"Mom, what the h ... what isayard beautification project?’ Cole asked as he helped |oad suppliesinto
the back of ahorsetrailer redesigned into amodern day chuck wagon.

"It'sjust asit sounds, dear; were going to spruce up the backyard. Marge Blankenship wastelling me the
other day ... Oh, that reminds me, yesterday | ran into Maggie Taylor. Her daughter, Carol—you
remember her, acute little brunette, three years behind you in school—just got adivorce. Did you know
she went to Texas Tech on afull scholarship? Maggieis going to have Carol and her two
cute-as-a-button daughters come out to the ranch tomorrow to ride the horses. Carol started an internet
busness..."

VirginiaY oung's digointed conversations were legend. Cole interrupted. “Mom, you were talking about
transforming the dirt berm between the house and the corralsinto araised flower bed. Why do you keep
looking at me asyou say, we?'

"Because you're going to help me, dear.”

Just out of reach, Cody guided hishorsein adow tight circle. Tipping his hat lower on hisforehead, he
gave Cole an isn't-life-grand grin. “ See you later, flower boy."

kK
"Afternoon, Mrs. Gilligan. | need to replace my stolen driver'slicense.”

A beady-eyed glare stern enough to scare a dead man into breathing had Cole swalowing hissmile.
"My wallet was stolen. | have no identification.”

"Likel sad, | need two forms of identification."

Removing his stedl gray Stetson, Coletried hisbest bedside manner with acharming smile. “You've
known me since| was born; surely you can overlook therule.”

"I don't care who you say you are; rules are rules. Two forms of identification.”
Her smug look of satisfaction had Cole gritting histeeth as he plucked the Stetson off the counter.

"Y ou drive hometo get that identification; I'll notify the sheriff you're driving without alicense. That'sa
five hundred dollar fine"

Like adelinquent teenager, Cole cdled his mother.
When Virginiaarived, she handed Col€esbirth certificate to Alice Gilligan.
"l need a second form of identification,” Alice said testily.

"I'm the second form of identification. Y ou have a problem with that, Alice?” The casuaness of the
guestion's ddivery didn't match the ‘ be careful what you say’ ook Virginiagave her.

Meekly, Alice mumbled, “No problem at al,” before scurrying down the hal like afat rat racing towards
atwo layer chocolate cake.

"Cole, you done planting flowers?” Sheriff Don Cramer dowly ambled towards him.



"l should be so lucky. Mom just informed me she was headed to the nursery to look at fruit trees. |
swear if she changes her mind one moretime, I'm running away from home."

"Asl recdl, wetried that once. Think you can makeit past the graveyard thistime?'

"| can dwaystry. Troubleis Mom would just get on ahorse and hunt me down, or worse, send Carol
Taylor out to find me.”

"Heard she was back in town. Why doesn't she sic her on Cody?"

"Probably because during her last matchmaking attempt, Cody told the poor woman that he had a bad
case of genital herpes, while he was shaking her hand. Handed Mom afivedollar hill for the cursejar
and scomped out the back door using every foul word he figured wouldn't get him killed to make his

point.”
"She must be going soft to dlow that to stop her. Understand you want to renew that stolen license.”

"I do. Can't believe the old biddy dragged you down herefor that. Or has she figured out another way to
pay me back for not being the oneto fdl in love with Peggy?'

"Don't takeit persondly. It'sal about bragging rights. Doctors rate aten.”
"What's asheriff rate?'

"Minuszero."

Colewinced. “Why did she go running to you?"

"Therésawarrant out on you. | was sent down hereto arrest you."

"Not funny.”

"Wasn't joking. Y our license was used to post bond on aDUI in Delaware. Before the guy skipped, he
robbed a convenience store at gunpoint and stole the clerk's car.”

"Shit, hell, fireand damnation!” Cole raked hisfingersthrough hishair.

Don shot aquick glance around the office. “Lower your voice. If theres still alaw on the books for
cursing in public, you can bet your sweet assthe old biddy knowsthe code.”

The old biddy, eavesdropping from an office doorway, had excellent hearing. Stomping to her
supervisor's office, she dammed the door hard enough to rattle the glass.

"Ah shit. Now |'ve doneit!"
"What's the worst she can do?'

"Asan employee, nothing. As my mother-in-law, she makeslife hell just by breething. Let'sgo to my
office before she comes out. This shouldn't take long to Sraighten out.”

It took fingerprints, mug shots, alawyer, and severa phone calsto clear hisname.

The April fools ghost struck again the following morning when aman smuggling drugs was arrested while
using Col€e's passport to get through U.S. customs.

* * % %



Asrdentlessasadrill sergeant giving orders to a powerless recruit, his mother kept Cole working on the
hillsde. With the end in sight, Cole was counting the minutes before he could jump on ahorse to escape
from redlity and peoplefor afew days.

Lifting one end of the last railroad tie, he started to roll it so he could maneuver it into place. “When Pete
gets back with the sprinkler heads—Anh, shit!” He dropped the wood.

"Areyou dl right?’ Virginiayelled as sheran towards him.

It was agood question. The good news was the granddaddy of arattlesnake was history. The bad news
was some |oose ground benesth Col€e'sleft boot had shifted. The end of therailroad tiefelt likeit was
embedded in the arch of hisfoot. Grimacing, hetried to ignore the pain as he pulled the foot out from
under the heavy wood. “Couldn't be better.”

"Let metakealook,” Virginiasaid as she reached for his pant leg.
"Mom, dont..."

Coletumbled ass over teakettle backward over the four-foot high retaining wall.

* k% k %

The sounds and smells of the emergency room were getting on Cole's nerves. Or maybe it was the fact
that nothing had gone right since he had landed on U.S. soil and his mother hadn't topped apologizing
and fussing since held regained consciousness.

Doc Staples, who had swatted his buitt at birth, set Cole's broken arm at seven and endorsed his
application into medical school, walked briskly into the small waiting room just outside of x-ray. The
doctor clipped the x-rays under alight. “Y ou have three hairline cracks on the cuneiform bones and a
broken toe. Added to the sprain and the concussion, I'd advise staying off ahorse for afew daysand
don't drink any acohal for the next twenty-four hours. I'm going fishing in the morning. If you want to
come aong, be at the dock at five. And bring your own can of worms.”

* k k %
By thetime dinner was over, Virginia had apol ogized a dozen times for causng Coletofal.

"With al the excitement | forgot to mention that Martin called this morning. He's proposed to the young
woman who lives acrossthe street from him,” Virginiasaid.

Cody's eyes narrowed. “How young?'

"She's aHypnotheragpist. Remember that movie where the man used hypnosisto have aguy kill people?
Ritaused hypnosisto lose thirty pounds before she started dating Harry. But they didn't marry so maybe
that wasn't agood thing. Maybe one of..."

"Mom, the woman's age?’ Cody asked.
"Oh, | believe he said she was twenty-eight. Or maybe it was twenty-seven.”

* * * %

"Cadll Martin and find out what you can about the gold digger.” Cody grabbed the can of beer setting on
the end table next to Cole's hand as he walked by. “ And mom says no acohol until tomorrow.” Plopping
down on the couch, he planted stocking feet on an antique mission oak coffee table. His smilewas smug
as heraised Colesbeer canto hislips.



Cole knocked Cody's feet off the coffee table. “Who says she'sagold digger? Just because once upon a
time you alowed your dick to control your common sense doesn't mean Martin'sadumb ass.”

"She'stwenty eight, hel's sixty two, what e se could she be?!

"If you're so interested, you cdll.”

"Now who's being adumb ass?If | call, helll know why and won't say athing.”
"True. But give me one good reason | should be the one to do the prying.”

"| asked nicdly. | can gill scomp your sorry ass. I'll call Carol Taylor and mention your stumbling around
here on crutches, the concussion and how you love fresh cherry pie”

Cole shuddered. “Damn, you're mean,” he muttered as he reached for the phone.
"Uncle Martin, | hear congratulations might bein order?"

"Could be. She hasn't said yes but I'm hoping. Wait till you meet her. Not sure what a sweet young thing
like her seesin me but I'm not complaining.”

"If you're fishing for compliments, forget it. When are you bringing her to the ranch?"

"Got offered atwo-week photo assignment for a cruise line that was too good to turn down. Leave
tomorrow. As soon as I'm back, we'lll make arrangements to drive down. Why don't you come up here
to keep her company while I'm gone? The loca hospital has anew cardiology unit you could check out
whileyou're here."

"|sthe unit taking pediatric patients?'
"Haven't heard, but it will be easy enough for you to check out.”

"I'll do that. Thanksfor the offer, but after being gone for six months | need to tackle the paperwork
that's stacked to the celling.”

"If you change your mind, Ginger has akey. Shelivesin the yellow Victorian acrossthe street. Shel'sa
great cook. Y ou won't go hungry.”

"Y ou're the one that can't cook. If I change my mind I'll call you in the morning. Otherwise have fun and
well see you when you get back.”

Cole st the receiver back onitscradle.

"Wdl, what did he say? From your end of the conversation it sounded like Mom wasright.” Impatient for
answers, Cody started tapping hisfingers on the arm of the couch.

"It sounds like he has proposed, but she hasn't accepted.”

"Shit.” Cody's statement was heartfelt. Because of ashort entanglement with a sexy vixen that believed
Texas and ranch were synonymsfor oil and wealth, Cody mistrusted al femaes.

Turning to their father who had been sitting quietly in hisfavorite chair during the entire conversation,
Cody demanded, “Dad, you can't let this happen.”

"He'sabig boy. If hewantsto get married he's entitled,” Walt Y oung replied.



"Maybe so, but if you ask me when it comes to women, Uncle Martin has along history of being too
damn trugting. At least hire a private investigator to find out more about the woman.”

"I'm not wasting good money on some damn fool private investigator. Cole, there's no reason you can't
do the samething."

"What?'Y ou want meto play afool 7"
"Bests paying for one. Shouldn't be hard to figure out if she has an ulterior motive."

Cole's one-finger salute answered Cody's smug look of victory.



Chapter 3

Twenty-four hours later, Cole used the light from the moon to guide him down the aley behind hisuncle's
house. Parking the rental car in the garage, he used the emergency key Martin had sent his mother to
sneak into the house through the back door.

A large open celling foyer dissecting the center of the first floor allowed an eyebrow window to bathe the
foyer with moonlight. From the foyer, one could access the office, living room, kitchen with breskfast
nook, and aforma dining room.

Checking out the modern kitchen hidden behind ol d-fashioned bead-board cupboard doors, Cole
grabbed a cold beer before heading up a staircase tucked between the kitchen and dining room. Off a
large Sitting area overlooking the downstairs entry were two spacious guest rooms with their own
antique-styled baths. The master suite had asmall stting areafull of exercise equipment, double walk-in
closets and a well-appointed modern bath.

* * * %

With the sun just creeping over the horizon, Cole felt restless, edgy, like something or someone was
trying to push him out the door. Deciding it was early enough to safely check out the neighborhood, he
scratched the itch. When hisfoot and ankle protested at the abuse, he leaned against atreeto rest.

Spotting ajogger coming toward him, Cole sucked in air, then forgot to breathe as he forced his eyes
past the breasts bouncing under abaggy t-shirt. If asked to describe an angel, she would havefit the bill.
Red hair blazed with golden highlights, emerald green eyes sparkled with mischief; and her lips, blush
pink, were full—made for kissng—made for him. For a heartbesat of amoment, he was blinded by a
vison of her long dender legslocked around hiswaist. With hislarge hands spanning her tiny waist, he
paid homage to the bouncing breasts that tasted like sweet golden honey. When the vision cleared, his
body was dick, hot, and hard.

When shejogged past without any indication that he existed, afedling of londliness, one he hadn't fdt in
many years, washed over him.

Stopping himself from calling out to her, Cole headed back to his uncle's house.

* * % %

Three hours later, Cole dmost dropped the binoculars when he discovered the jogger with hair the color
of anew copper penny and the body of a goddess was none other then Ginger Prescott, his uncle's
fiancée.

Martin's physical profile was smple. He had adight gut, bald spot with abad comb-over and large ears
sprouting turfs of hair. Not exactly asex kitten's dream man.

With agrain of suspicion wedged into the May-December romance, his brother's*l Spy’ mission had
new meaning.

After two days of boredom broken by sporadic moments of action, Cole figured he should have just
asked hisuncleif hot sex with awoman young enough to be his daughter had allowed his dick to control
his common sense. Martin would have crawled through the phone line to kick the shit out of him, but two
restless nights of deep had Cole feding that way anyway, so it would have saved alot of wasted time.

Seeing movement across the street, he grabbed the high-powered binoculars Cody had donated to the



cause. Ginger, standing on the porch of the yellow and white classic Victorian, hugged an older woman
goodbye before retreating behind the solid oak door to her office. A discreet brass plague hanging on the
door read: Ginger Prescott, Hypnotherapist and Life Counselor.

Having nothing better to do, he flipped through the digita pictures he had printed out on Martin's
computer. Standing next to a sweet ‘65 red Mustang convertible, Ginger had one brow arched as she
thumbed through astack of malil. A red Marilyn Monroe style hater dress showed off her hourglass
figure and had him wishing there was a ventilation grate under her feet.

Hiswish for asecond look at her shapely, toned legs came true when she climbed out of avintage white
with red interior ‘56 Thunderbird wearing amidriff-baring green top and apair of white shortsjust shy of
indecent.

But it wasthe pictures of her beside adeek black ‘65 GTO that kicked his heart rate into fifth gear.
After getting out, she had stretched over the front seat to grab some shopping bags. Without a doubt, the
woman's ass was made for tight-fitting jeans.

Another stack of pictures showed her in an ever-changing array of hairstyles and clothing. What he
wanted to know was how much of her high maintenance his uncle was financing.

The last stack of pictures showed her with clients that for two days had arrived at eight, ten and noon.
There was nothing unusual unless one wanted to read something into her hugging clients. Or thought it
was highly suspiciousthat a hypnothergpist had elderly men arriving at her office carrying bouquets of
flowers. Automatically raking fingers through his mussed hair, Cole muttered, “ Shit.” It was asad state of
affairs when he started handing out judgments when his own testosterone levels had jumped to new highs
since the moment he had first laid eyes on her.

Other then unanswered questions and frugtration, the surveillance had netted him nothing, nada, zero,
zilch.

He figured his burning desireto seeif hisunclesfiancée fet asgood in hisarms as she looked meant the
universewas il playing acolossa April fool'sjoke.



Chapter 4

"No. Don't. I'm going to die. It'stoo big. Theman ... Oh..."

"Janie, tel me, what is happening?'

"They're going to kill me!” Janie whispered.

"Whoisgoing to kill you?'

In asoft husky voice so unlike Janie's usud brazen directness, Ginger had to strain to hear, “The men.”

What men? What had happened to the parlor where she had been indulging her addiction for
chocolate éclairs and Irish cream coffee?

Ginger didn't haveto ask.

"There are three gorgeous men. They redly like me. | mean they redlly, redly like me. The blonde caled
me atasty wench.” Janie giggled like ateenage girl wickedly aware of her budding sexudity and more
then eager to test the power.

"Janie, tel mewhat ishagppening?"
"Do | haveto?’ shewhined.

"No, but it would help me to know how | can help you.” Under norma circumstances, the situation
would be amusing. Asahypnotherapist, Ginger helped clients discover unconscious potentia s and
untapped talents no matter how ordinary or imaginative their fina plans might be. However, two nights of
fear-inducing dreams followed by restless tossing and turning had stripped her patience and sense of
humor down to barebones.

"I don't need your help. I'm doing just fine on my own. I'm going to stay hereforever.” A heartfelt sigh
turned into throaty whimpers.

"Janie”

No answer. Secondsfelt like hours before Janie produced an emotionally satisfied moan. No need to ask
what that was about!

"Janie, are you ready to continue?"
n NO."

It was timeto take control. “ Have you created a safe space you can enter when you have adesireto
break your diabetic diet?’

"Yes, themen aregoing to help me.”

Heaven help her, after Janie's moan, Ginger didn't want to ask, but nonethel ess she had no choice.
“Whereisthe safe space and how are the men going to hep?”

"Itisabeautiful bedroom. A light breeze fluttering sheer curtains at acathedra shaped window gently
caresses me as it presses the sheer fabric of my nightgown against my body. Thewalsare bathedin a



soft golden light coming from asmal oil lamp Sitting on adelicate three-legged table next to an ornately
carved wooden rocking chair. The only other furnitureis avery large canopied bed draped with blue and
gold tapestries. The gold brocade covering the goose down mattress has been invitingly pulled back.
When | visit the room, the men will be waiting for me. When you so rudely interrupted, they were
showing me how hdpful and fun their imaginative gameswill bein digracting me from wanting to est.”

Remembering the historical romance novels dways tucked into the top of Jani€e's suitcase-sized purse,
Ginger redlized Jani€'s subconscious was recreating a scene from one of them. With Janiesflair for
dramatics, she wasn't surprised at the attention to detalils.

"Janie, the room you have created isa safe, inviting, friendly space. A space you can enter any time you
30 choose. Y ou will dways be welcome and safe within thewalls of thisroom. Do you understand?!

"Y es. But you scared the men away. It'sthe men | want. Want to have the men in the room. Now!"

"Janieg, if that iswhat you want, ask the men to join you in the room. They cannot harm you. Do you
understand? The men cannot harm you.” Ginger bit her bottom lip to keep from laughing at Jani€'s
seductive smile.

"Okay. They are back. Can they tieme up?'
Good grief.

"Janie, aslong asyou are awilling participant you can do anything you want within the room. Do you
understand thisisap ... ssferoom?’ Jeez, shed dmost said ‘ playpen,’ then again, it was sounding like
the adult version of one,

"Okay. Maybe'll tiethem up.”

Ginger choked on achuckle as she tried wiping that image out of her mind. “ Janie, please create ashort
phrase, a phrase you can use as a mantra. Make it easy to remember. It can be anything you want."

“Anything?

Sheld forgotten to whom she was talking. “No. Janie, make up a short phrase, two or three words|long
that if overheard will not embarrass anyone. When ready pleasetell methe phrase.”

"Hello, Lover Boy.” Janie uttered the phrase with a seductive purr that put every screen goddessin the
last Sxty yearsto shame.

Okay, don't laugh. It could have been far worse! “Hello, Lover Boy, isyour mantra?'
"Yes. But you aren't saying it right.”

Refusing to step into that trap, Ginger ignored the comment. “ Janie when you have an overpowering urge
to break your diet you will be ableto easily enter your safe place by repesating the phrase, Hello, Lover
Boy. When you say, Hello, Lover Boy, you will relax and enter your safe place. Do you understand?'

IIYSIII

"Janie, coming back to the present, aert, refreshed, relaxed. Coming back to the present. One. Two.
Three. Open your eyes."

Janies five foot nothing frame was draped in a predominately purple flowing caftan. Asif the outfit wasn't
enough to grab your attention, her customary shade of cotton candy pink hair dramatically clashed with



inch long fingernails painted tomato red with fuchsiaracing stripes acrossthe tips. Though she wasthe
mother of four children, grandmother of nine, great-grandmother to two and had celebrated her fifty-ninth
birthday for the last ten years, she came out of hypnosis giggling like ateenager.

Shedso looked alittle flushed. The rapid movement of the pulsein her neck confirmed that her heart rate
was alittle high. But there was also a certain glow that had not been present before the session. Wasthe
flush from embarrassment, simulation, or both?

"Y ou cannot believe what happened. Why, let metell you, | haven't been that turned on since ... well to

tell the truth | don't know if | ever was. Mind you, my poor dear Henry was a sweetheart. But in bed he
wasalittle boring and ... oh, never mind ... those three men were really something. Why you ... ch my;, |
never knew aman's..."

Okay, she was definitely stimulated.

Ginger glanced towards the recliner next to her. The shadow that had been suspended above the chair
during the session had disappeared. Poor Henry. Sometimes you heard things you did not want to know
when you made yoursdlf an uninvited guest.

"Janie, | get the picture. Thereis no need to share the details.” Please don't share the details.

"Before you get off the massage table | want you to try out the mantra. Close your eyes and repeat
‘Hello, Lover Boy’ until you fed yoursdf dip into the safe room."

"Oh, goody.” Pale blue eyes flashed with excitement as she rubbed her hands together.
Ginger pinched the bridge of her nose. “ Janie, please don't stay. Thisisjust atest. In, then out. Got it?"
"Y ou know, Gin, you need aman. Y ou're way too uptight.”

During thetime it took to nudge, encourage, praise and push her out the door, Jani€'s heart rate returned
to normd and she excitedly shared all.

After making afew notes about the day's sessions, Ginger |eft the office through panded, solid oak
double pocket doorsleading into the main part of the house. Walking into alarge kitchen, she dipped a
pink gel mask into the microwave and nuked it.

From there, afew stepstook her to a sizeable family room. Immediately she pulled the cord to close the
drapes framing amassive set of windows and French doors that opened to alarge deck in the backyard.

A few more steps took her to an oversized, overstuffed, red and white checked chaiselounge. Stretching
out, she covered hersalf with a soft, cobalt blue cashmere afghan, laid her head on the lounge'sloose
pillow back, placed the warm mask firmly over her eyes and sighed as the heat worked its magic on the
pressure between her brows.

With the tension headache easing, her thoughts drifted to the events that had started three days ago. A
prickling sensation at the nape of the neck, the kind that said someone was watching you, had been the
first warning that something was amiss. So far, not even an unfriendly ghost had made its presence
known. During amorning jog she had felt eyes watching her, but she hadn't seen anyone—living or deed.
Despitethelack of evidence, the feding of unease wasintensifying.

With the new intensity of her dreams, it was possible the universe was getting ready to turn her
well-programmed days upside down. She, however, was not ready to hand the controls over to
someone ese. Ginger was perfectly content with life the way it was.



"Liar, liar, pantson firel” In avoice that left no doubt her mother was reading her mind, the childhood
chant echoed off thewadlls.

Without removing the mask, Ginger said, “Okay, Mom, so maybe I'm not totally content. But I'm not
ready to change anything. Doesn't that count?”

Theroom was anomaloudy quiet.

Ginger believed a person's life experiences were created equally by three universa powers. fate, karma
and persona choices. Choice, of course, was controllable. Fate was dependent on choice. Karmawas
the mysteriousingredient that spiced the pot with surprising eements of pleasure and havoc.

Within her family'sworld, there was afourth universal power—Aunt Pesty.

Aunt Pesty's divine powers had been known to instantly create gale force dterations within aprevious
cam sea of redity. She was mischievous, supportive, loving, absentminded a the most inopportune
times, and sheloved meddling in other peoples’ lives. It would be just like her to devise alife-dtering
spell then leave town while the scheme unfolded. If that was in fact the case, Ginger prayed that whatever
magic potion her aunt had concocted would fizzle out before it caused serious damage.

With the gel mask easing most of the pressure, tense back muscles relaxed. Sinking further into the
cushions, Ginger let her thoughts shift to the morning sessions. Jani€'s crestive solution to keeping her diet
had added afanciful highlight to an otherwise difficult morning.

Thefirg client, convinced he had been abducted by aiens every full moon since early childhood, was
terrified that the blue moon coming at the end of the month was going to be the death of him. He had not
been happy when he could not locate any hidden memories of those abductions while under hypnosis.

The second client wanted proof that during her sultry incarnations as Marilyn Monroe, Cleopatraand the
biblica Delilah, she had crested negative karmathat was causing jealousy issueswith her current
boyfriend. When the answers she received did not concur with what she believed, she had blamed
Ginger for not directing her to the truth.

Normally, sheloved the stimulating challenges of the eclectic mix of people who cameto her for help. But
perhaps, due to the rare appearance of two full moonsin one month, ablue moon, a Pandora's box of
insanity had been released. In the days following the first full moon, on April firgt, theinsanity had spilled
forth and multiplied by a hundredfold. According to calers, UFO's, vampires, werewolves, chain rattling
ghogts and diens from Mars had invaded the town. The influx of weird phone cals had depleted her
natural enthusiasm and tested her patience, tolerance, sanity and sense of humor.

Comfortable and drowsy, she let one thought drift into another as she wondered if the suspicions about
her aunt and the dreams were driving her insane. Then again maybe she was aready insane and the
person who had been leaving long phone messages stating that the world was coming to an end while
begging her to return their call without leaving a phone number was the sane one.

With that scary thought, shefell adeep.



Chapter 5

She had been running long and hard. The air being sucked in and out of her tight lungs hugged
the air, leaving behind a sour tang of fear that clung to her skin.

Every fiber of her being was aware of the hot-blooded power of male energy stalking her. His
vision able to penetrate the crushing darkness, observed as he sought answers, information, into
what ... for what?

With her energy rapidly waning, legs heavy with fatigue began to spasm. Sowing her pace, she
felt a warm mint-scented breath caress the back of her neck. A soft grunt filled the air at the same
moment a large male hand grasped her arm. When skin met skin they tumbled into a dark, vast
void, of nothingness. Twisting and twirling through the black emptiness of space, fear dissolved.
In its place was anticipation.

Asif by magic, they landed gently within the folds of something so downy soft she wondered if it
were a cloud. Sill shrouded in inky darkness, the only sensations open to the senses wer e touch,
scent and passion. With their bodies comfortably tangled together, she was eager to scrupulously
explore all three.

Their nakedness neither surprised nor dismayed her. If possible she would have snuggled closer to
the soothing warmth of him. Asit was, a breath of air could not have passed between them.

With her head tucked under his chin, she inhaled the lingering scent of spearmint soap as her lips
brushed against his broad chest. Flicking her tongue over the soft nub of a nipple hidden within a
light matting of chest hair, she had the satisfaction of feeling a moan of pleasure ripple through
his chest.

Large, calloused hands gently playing their way up and down her spine before tenderly caressing,
than kneading her firm bottom, made her delirious with a hungry need she hadn't known existed.

Hoping to get a glimpse of hisface, she tilted her head back. Instead, he took advantage of her
exposed neck to alternate between tiny little nips and soft butterfly kisses as he slowly worked his
way from the erratic pulse behind her ear towards her lips.

As he branded his owner ship, a soft passion-filled moan parted her lips, unconscioudly inviting
him to deepen the sensual pleasure. The taste of mint and an indefinable essence that was
uniquely his bombarded her heightened senses.

On some level of the subconscious, for surely the conscious could not think, shetried to rationalize
what was happening. It was a dream, she needed to take control, she...

He shifted.

Momentarily deprived of his body heat, she whimpered. When a calloused hand covered an aching
breast, the whimper turned to purrs as a sensitive nub became a hardened pebble. When he
replaced the warmth of his hand with the hot, relentless, ministration of hislips and raspy tongue,
her mind went blank as shockwaves of liquid heat flowed through every vein.

With hislips continuing to drive her crazy, his hand stroked her waist then moved slowly down her
thigh. After stroking a sensitive hollow behind her knee, the hand slowly moved upward, caressing
the soft skin of her inner thigh.



Without hesitation, her hands came to life as they began their own exploration. Running a slim
hand up and down his back, she became fascinated with the feeling of hard muscle over
unyielding bone and hot skin now slick to the touch.

She tasted the saltiness of his...

Shefdt trgpped within the conflicting sensations of lust and fear, like adoe paralyzed in the headlights of
an gpproaching car. Did she alow fear to have her running away from the powerful pull of seduction or
did she dlow the powerful seduction to give her the courage to stand firm and face the fear? It was an
interesting dilemma.

Ginger sighed with frugtration over the now familiar dream. Today's version had shifted, dtering itsalf until
it fit anew, unknown development. It didn't take a psychic to know the universe was getting ready to
offer anew life path. The million-dollar questions were what challenges would have to be faced and was
it the choices or the challenges creating the choices that were causing the fear in the dreams?

In thefirst dream, two short nights ago, she had been ingtantly plunged into the now familiar sensation of
being stalked, easy prey for the person silently watching.

Although 4iill trying to dude him at someleve of the subconscious, she was becoming comfortable with
the fact that he would catch her. Of course, the mind-blowing passion of today's dream might be akey

factor in that observation. Thefiery sexua hunger certainly had her plummeting into some very sensud,

exceptiondly tantdizing, formerly uncharted territory.

With aheartfet sigh from sexua deprivation, she acknowledged that she could competently handle
difficult clients. Shimmering aberrations of the deceasad could usudly be handled without much difficulty.
Until now, raging hormones had never been anissue. Her lack of knowledge certainly wasn't going to be
aproblem if the dreamswere redly an indication of what the future held.

Removing the cooled gel mask, she discovered what had awakened her. Standing just ingdetheliving
room wearing sSmug, knowing smileswere her sgers.

Rosemary, the oldest and usudly the most outspoken, got right to the point. “ Talk! Don't even think
about leaving out one minute detall, seeing as you were so caught up in the moment you didn't hear us
enter. Y ou might aso want to stop stroking that pillow asif it werealover.”

Looking from one set of emerald green eyesto another, Ginger recognized the twinkle of excitement that
had them mentally rubbing their hands together in gleeful anticipation of anew adventure. They would get
alot of amusement from this, especidly if the venture would only indirectly involve them.

Deprived of asatisfying conclusion to the stimulating foreplay, her emotions were still exposed and raw.

Not ready to give an instant replay of the dream and knowing that they had no scrupleswhen it cameto
extracting information, she sought areprieve by turning her attention to Rosemary. “And you know what
about alover's body?'

Cinnamon, her other sister, grinned and gave Ginger athumb's up sign for the good comeback.

Scowling, Rosemary crossed well-toned arms and impatiently tapped her index finger on her forearm.
“What | do or do not know is not theissue. Y ou are the one till hugging the pillow."

Although baiting Rosemary was dways fun and watching her smmer was entertaining, Ginger casualy
shrugged ashoulder. Running ahand over the pillow before fastidioudy placing it on the arm of the chaise
lounge, she knew there was no sense pushing too many buttons since eventualy shewould tell all



anyway.

"Grandmammas destiny dream has decided it istimeto stir up my life or give melessons on the birds and
the bees. At the moment I'm not surewhich.”

"That was agiven, Gin. Do you think were blind? Now spill, we want details—every detail .

Not wanting her sstersto read the truth in her eyes, she watched Dum-Dum, asolid, charcoal gray cat,
chase her tail as she raced around the room, instead of looking at them. “Only thistime| felt he was
redly close. I'mnot surel canexplainit.”

"Gin, spit out the rest; you're hiding something and I'm losing my patience.” Rosemary'svoicewasa
decibd shy of shouting.

Stubbornness overtook |ogic when Rosemary became demanding. “For three days, | have felt someone
watching me, which is crazy because we know everyone around here. Since we stopped picking old man
Kane's prize roses, the only person to pay any attention to what's happening around here is nosey
neighbor."

Pacing the floor, Rosemary looked like a puffed up, angry, protective, mother hen. “Forget old lady
Comstock. Why didn't you call us? Why are we hearing about this three days into the fact?'

Raisng ahand like ashield effectively stopped Ginger from speaking. “No, don't bother answering; you'll
only pissmeoff. Thisisn't some childish game being played for amusement. Don't even think about hiding
anything from usin the future. From now on, one of uswill stay with you until thisis solved.”

It wasn't asif Ginger didn't usually see at |east one of them every day; but as babysitters, her ssters
lacked finesse.

Rosemary would try controlling her every movement. Cinnamon would dole out lectures on coffee
consumption and balanced medls.

Having them as babystters would not be fun!

During the short exchange, Cinnamon scooped up Dum-Dum, gracefully sat on a cobalt blue suede
couch, dipped out of her open-toed mules, and made hersalf comfortable at home.

Stroking Dum-Dum's silky fur, she smiled with adisarming charm that looked sexy, amused, knowing
and innocent al at the sametime. “ Okay, the lid's popped off Rose's temper; now we can settle down
and talk reasonably. If you want help figuring out what is happening we need to know what exactly has
been happening, from the beginning. Let'sforget about today for afew minutes, start from when the
dreams Started.”

Cinnamon: cam, reasonable and logical, unless Rosemary's barbed comments were directed at her.

Still not ready to talk, Ginger used atactic perfected years ago—she plea-bargained. “ L et's make a deal.
Cinn, you help mefix dinner. Rose, you go rent some DV Ds. After that, tuck the boysin the garage.
Once we have eaten | promiseto tell all. Whether or not | need a babysitter is debatable. We can decide
thet later."

Without comment, Rosemary headed out the door.

An hour later the ‘boys,” the affectionate term for their vintage cars, were tucked in abarn-sized garage.
The heavenly aroma of garlic bread and homemade spaghetti saucefilled theair. The table was st.



Spinach sdlads piled high with fresh mushrooms, olives, cheese and grated carrots were made and a
bottle of Cabernet Sauvignon was opened.

After aleisurdy dinner and afind ingpection of the now spotless kitchen, Rosemary pushed Ginger
towardsthe living room. “Timées up! From the beginning! Don't even think about sweet-talking your way

into postponing thistell-al any longer.”

Giving Rosemary adevilish grin, Ginger took her sweet time settling onto the chaise lounge. “ Around
three hundred years ago, we had a Grandmamma by the name of Maria Romano. As had been the case
for many generationswithin her family, a puberty, Grandmammainherited mystica powersthat were
uniquely crafted for her.

"Married to the powerful leader of their gypsy band, Grandmammahad one child, Sophia, araven-haired
beauty. It is said Sophia could seduce aroom full of men into total submission Smply by swaying her
mesmerizing hips and flashing her abundantly lush dleavage.

"Sophiasfather, acunningly ruthless man, planned on using her dark beauty and persuasive powersasa
bartering tool to join hisband of gypsieswith another equally powerful band of gypsies.

"Sophia, however, had other plans. Refusing to be used as a bartering tool, she took alover, aman not
of gypsy heritage. Faling deeply in love, she became determined to marry him with or without her father's
permission.

"Grandmamma, sympathetic to Sophias desire to marry the handsome, rich lover that trested her with
kindness, was a0 disheartened astheir laws dictated that if Sophiamarried the outsider she would be
forbidden from vigting or returning to their band.

"Grandmamma, having inherited the dud, Gift of Prophecy and Soell-Casting, used her gift of Sght to
look into her daughter's future. What she saw saddened her.

"Sophia, who had been granted the Gift of Healing, would abandon her spiritua heritage to appease her
new husband's family. In that one act, selfishly asked by people afraid of what they did not understand,
Sophia sedled the fate of their ancestry.

"Peeking further into Sophias future, Grandmamma saw that five children would be born of the union.
Three sonswould inherit their father'sfair [ooks, their mother's blue eyes and a keen sense for business.

"Twin daughters, born late in Sophiaslife, would inherit their mother's dark gypsy beauty. Spoiled and
sheltered by their father and much older brothers, the girlslearned nothing about the harsh redlities of
Society.

"When the twins came of age, one inherited The Gift of Knowledge, the other twin The Gift of
Prophecy. Without proper training, they lacked the knowledge and wisdom to use their mystical abilities
appropriately.

"Not understanding the greed of lesser mortals, both twins were destroyed by poor uneducated choices.
Their deaths effectively brought to aclose the family's spiritua giftsthat had benefited many people for
hundreds of years.

"Grandmammatried warning Sophia of the risks and dangers foreseen. Unwilling to believe the warnings
and afraid that her parents would prevent her marriage, Sophiaran off with her lover that night.

"With Sophiasfate cast, Grandmamma crafted amagica spell to protect the granddaughters she would
never meet and dl future generations of fema e offpring.



"To ensure the powers would not be used unwisdly, Grandmamma skillfully incorporated akey of
accountability into the two-part spell. In so doing, she ensured that each recipient would need to accept
both gifts, or they would lose the use of their magical powers.

"Thefirg gift, aswastradition, would be given to afemal e offspring upon puberty. As had been the case
for generations, the universe would take into account each child's unique talents, interests, temperaments
and desiresto sdlect the supernatural, mystica power that would be uniquely crafted just for her.

"Thegift, asitiscalled, would become known during a dream on the night the girl's body blossomed into
womanhood. With dream visions guiding her path and with practice, each femae heir would be given the
knowledge necessary to control and use her unique power.

"Each descendant would be free to use her gift, however she desired. However, if the supernatural
powers were used solely for the purpose of self-gain, all supernatural powers would be taken from her.

"The second gift was the knowledge of love.

"Grandmamma believed atrue life mate would never scorn her lover's heritage or ask her to relinquish the
gift. At age sixteen, al fema e descendants would begin a series of dream visions where they would meet
their life mate. The visonswould become more intense asthe time to marry drew near. Grandmamma
believed that by being able to recognize their mates touch, future descendants would not be mided into
marrying a person who would take advantage of her or the gift.

"If adescendant chooses to ignore the second gift by giving themselves to someone other than their life
mate, shewill losethe use of her supernatura powers.”

Ginger paused to teake asip of wine.

"Very funny, Gin. We know that beginning, aswdl asyou. Y ou've had your fun, whichiswhy | ever so
kindly did not interrupt. My patience lasted through being the errand boy, garaging the boys, dinner,
cleaning the kitchen and your futile attempt at Sdetracking us. Y ou are now skating on very, very thinice.
Just remember, paybacks are abitch.”

True, Rosemary had been far more patient than norma. But her conflicting facia expressons of salf-pride
and irritation made Ginger chuckle. That got Cinnamon to chuckling. Within secondsthey both were
laughing uncontrollably.

Rosemary jutted her chin and looked down her nose at them.

The expression earned more peals of laughter. Astears of merriment ran down their faces, Ginger threw
ared, white and blue quilted sampler pillow at Rosemary. The aim was not even closeto hitting its mark.

It did earn her the look—one lifted brow, jutted chin, arms crossed across the chest with an index finger
impatiently tapping on her arm.

"Oh, now I'm redlly worried. But hey, it wastoo easy. Y ou set yourself up for that one. Y ou did say, ‘tell
us everything, from the beginning'. Who was| to argue? | sarted from the beginning.”

Stll getting the ook, Ginger rdented. “ Two nights ago was the firgt time I've had Grandmammas destiny
dream in two years, two months and two days."

In disgust, Rosemary shook her head and rolled her eyes. “Funny, very funny. Cinnisthe comic, sotdl it
draght.”



"l am not acomic. I'm an entertainer.”

"Who just happens to make people think they are buck naked on astagein front of afew hundred
people. Cdl it what you want, you are sill acomic.”

Ginger tossed a pillow between them to get thelr attention. “Hey, guys, cool it. Besides, I'm not trying to
befunny. | looked it up in my dream log. What'sweird isthe last dreams were aso during the month of a
blue moon.”

"Last time | had onewas ayear ago this month. What about you, Rose?’ Cinnamon asked.

Rose shrugged. “Who knows? Maybe nine months. What was with the strong sexual aura Cinn said you
were projecting when we arrived?”

Cinnamon chuckled at the spark of annoyancein Ginger's emerad green eyes.

"Hey, what can | say?| tell it like| seeit. You, dear Sster, were positively glowing with sexudlity. Last
time | saw that brilliant of a shade of red, Kathy Bates was suckling her new husband's tonsils minutes
after the preacher pronounced them man and wife."

Ginger tapped her chin. “Wel now, let me think. Oh yeah, maybe because the last part of the dream
went beyond PG 13 ratings."

Rosemary casudly picked up the quilted pillow at her feet. With perfect am it hit Ginger in the head.
"How X-rated?’ Rosemary's voice held afake sweetness.

Rubbing her head, Ginger gave her abig grin. “Not that far. Kissyface with alittle touchy fedly added.
Thistime could smdl his scent and taste hisskin.” Hells bells, why had she volunteered that?

Cinnamon clapped her hands and whooped with ddlight.

Sheforged ahead before Cinnamon could pounce. “Until three days ago the dreams started with the
feeling of male energy hidden within dark shadowsjust outsde acircle of light in which | am standing.
From there the dream would skip forwarded to our dancing. Y ou know, the arms around necks and
waist sway teenagers use as an excuse to hold someone close? Or we would be walking down alane
holding hands. With ether scenario we would aways end up necking.”

"Did you ever see hisface?’ Cinnamon asked.

"No, hisbody isawaysin shadow. | know his hands are strong, large and calloused. The top of my head
only comesto hischin, so | figure he must be over six feet tal."

Taking agp of wine, she was surprised when neither sister interrupted.

"Now there's an dement of danger in the beginning of the dream. | run but he's aways just a step behind
me. He grabs my arm; hisgrip isas strong as avice, but it doesn't hurt. We tumble through space before
landing on something very soft.

"Thefirst night | woke up right after we found ourselvesin each other'sarms. Last night we shared afew
kisses before | awoke. Just now, well...” Fedling her skin turn warm at the memories, she amended what
she had started to divulge. “Let'sjust say it went alittle further.”

Cinnamon's grin reminded Ginger of the expression ‘the devil made medoiit'. “Y ou know, Gin, auras
dont lie. A red pulsating glow around you says it went more than alittle further. Y ou sure you don't want



to share therest? Y ou know your poor sexually deprived ssters might enjoy using the imagesto keep us
warmon acold londy night."

"Speak for yoursdlf, Cinn. Frankly | am not sexually deprived. Nor do | need or want amaninmy life. |
have no desire to change my lifestyle to accommodate some mae who would screw up my plans.”

Lifting one perfectly plucked eyebrow, Cinnamon studied Rosemary. “Not sexually deprived? Pray tell,
isthere something you need to be sharing? And besides whedling and dedling our latest hot whedsand
bamboozling some easy marks at poker what are your big plans?'

"Gin, would you pleasetdl your sster | have nothing to share. My dreams start with the same fedling of
being watched before they change to touchy, fedly, spit swapping kisses. The dreams lack substance.
They fdl more under the category of the teenage crush stage where you worry more about how to angle
your head so you don't bump noses and whether you should keep your eyes open or closed than about
passion. And quite frankly thet isfine by me."

Before they could challenge the declaration, Rosemary continued. “ Also tell her | never bamboozle
anyone! Can| helpitif thereisawaysaline of men with more money than brainswho just happen to
think they are better poker playersthan little ol’ me. Which reminds me, theresan Augtin Hedly waiting
for mein Savannah. Either of you want to go with mewhen | pick it up?'

Since Rosemary had started the, ‘| am not speaking to Cinnamon game,” Ginger responded, “Y ou won
another car in apoker game! How many does that make?"

She shrugged. “Don't have aclue.”
"How did you get stuck with thisone?"

"If I remember correctly, | was holding avery nicefull house, three aces and two jacks to be exact, when
Mr. Hotshot Playboy inssted on raising and calling. Not only did the fool not have the money to cover
the bet, he only held apair of deucesin his hand. He generoudy offered the cloths off hisback or his car.
Naturadly, | chosethe car.”

"Naturaly.” Ginger managed to say with astraight face.
Cinnamon rolled her eyes. “Rose, don't you think you took unfair advantage...”

Ginger didn't have the energy nor was she in the mood to referee World War Three. “Cinn, drop it. Let's
get back to the problem at hand. Do you think it's possible Aunt Pesty activated a spell that could
produce these dreams before leaving for the retreat?!

Having successtully diverted a heated discussion on how Rosemary choseto use her gift, Ginger let her
thoughts wander. Instead of debating whether her aunt would interfere, for that wasagiven, it wasa
meatter of did she? Over thirty years ago, their dad had nicknamed his only sster-in-law, Pest, for good
reason. She believed everyone could use a helping hand, even if they thought differently.

Unlike their Grandmamma, their aunt did not have psychic vision; dthough, she had never dlowed that
little detail to stop her from trying. She did, however, share the same talent for casting spells as Sophias
mother. Actudly, that too was not quite accurate. Sophia's mother had proven herself to be a master of
the craft. Aunt Pesty's well-tuned sense of humor showed itself within anonchalant attitude when it came
to perfecting accuracy on chants or spells. Having cast only oneirreversible spell, she was dways quick
to remind them when aspell went astray that she had never caused amgjor problem. Problem was there
wasdwaysafirg timefor everything.



Because she had been thrown into the role of both mother and father to the three of them after their
parents death, her unconditiona love, support, humor and probably alittle magic had helped hed their
broken hearts. Still Ginger did not figure that gave her theright...

A pillow dammed into her head—this one thrown by Cinnamon. “Earth to Gin, timeto land, spesk to us,
oh mighty one. Give usyour opinion or we vote without you."

"Helsbells” she muttered. “V ote on what?"
"Y ou want highlights or details?” Cinnamon asked.

"Sorry, | was thinking about Aunt Pesty. Do you redlize that even though sheisusualy guilty of some
mischievous behavior, thistimeit might actudly be fate?"

"M ethinks she was daydreaming about the sexy dream hunk instead of Aunt Pesty. If you had been
liglening instead of flying off into la-la-land, you would know we came to that same conclusion.”

"S)rry_"

"No, you're not. Anyway, | vote to wait and see what happens next. If Aunt Pesty isbehind this, we
know from past experience some sort of calamity will happen very soon. If it isfate knocking at your
door, it should go smoothly. Right? Right!"

"Yeah, right,” Ginger grumbled. “Rose, is sheredly being thisdisgustingly optimistic or is she just happy
becauseit isn't her life being disrupted?”

"Some of thefirst and more of the second. It isfairly closeto adraw. Haveto say | agree. Thereisn't
much that can be done until Aunt Pesty returns or Adam appears.”

"WhoisAdam?’ Ginger asked.

Rosemary smiled at her own cleverness. “Y ou know, Adam to our Eve. Heisthe passion fruit that is
periodically dangled in front of our noses asareminder that if we are good little girls, when the universe
deemsthetimeisright, big strong men will comeinto our livesto make everything wonderful or screw
everything up. It al depends on how you look at the whole Stuation.”

Ignoring the sarcasm over the gift, for they had heard that amillion times, Cinnamon and Ginger shouted
inunison, “Y ou named him. Why?"

"Why not? It sure as hell sounds better than caling him the shadow, destiny, life mate, soul mate, dream
man or any other name you can come up with for aman being pushed on us without our desires being
taken into consderation. Besides, | like seeing mysdlf asthe enticing Eve who leads Adam down the
road of temptation then turns and ddliberately walks away. Seeing as| never plan on marrying no matter
what temptations fate putsin front of me, it makes an entertaining daydream.”

Knowing thiswas along-standing declaration said just to get them to argue fate versus persona choice
without supernatura intervention, Cinnamon headed to the kitchen without taking the bait. “I'm going to

make popcorn.”

Ginger picked up the stack of DVDson the end table. “ Harry Potter and Lord of the Rings. Couldn't
you have gotten one chick flick?!

Severd hourslater the empty bottle of wine stood beside an old pottery bowl holding afew lone kernels
of liberaly buttered popcorn.



Cinnamon, who hadn't made it through the second movie, was comfortably sprawled on the
red-checkered chai se lounge sound adleep.

Rosemary, stretched out on the couch, had made it through most of the third movie before a soft
whistling snore announced her demise.

Covering each sster with brightly colored afghans, Ginger retired to her solitary bed where she hoped
shewould dream of work-rough hands gently caressing her soft, warm skin.



Chapter 6

Pleasurable, finely tuned sensations of sexual awareness turned him inside out with longing as the
aroma of sweet lavender tickled his senses.

The red waves of panic he could actually see rising off her body, much like heat waves on hot
asphalt baffled him. Why would she fear him when he knew that losing her would create a
crater-sized hole within his soul ?

Thinking to ask her to stop, he called out. The only sound to penetrate the darkness was a short
muted grunt.

Paying no heed to her panic, he reached for her, to calm her, to protect her, to claim her, to
seduce her, to protest her leaving; he knew not which.

The moment skin met skin they tumbled. The sensation of twisting and twirling through the black
abyss of space lasted for a heartbeat of eternity. Then as suddenly as they had started tumbling,
their naked bodies were entwined upon an incredibly soft surreal bed.

Blissfully holding her smooth pliable nakedness against his harder mass of taut muscles, he sighed
with heartfelt satisfaction. Like a lost puzze piece that had not been noticed missing until it was
found, his soul embraced hers as she nestled against him.

The sweet scent of lavender lingering in her silky strands of hair ignited primitive desires of
protectiveness and lust. But they paled in comparison to his desire to stake his claim of ownership.

As her soft hand tickled its way up and down his spine, the butterfly softness of the caress shot a
spark of desire through his body faster than a spark traveling down a fuse of dynamite.

With eager anticipation for the prize, he worked his way towards a kiss. When a soft moan gave
him the opportunity to deepen the teasing lightness, tongues duel ed, sucked, tasted, retreated,
than dueled again.

On some level of the subconscious, for surely the conscious could not think, he knew thiswas a
dream. There was no desire to return to reality.

Like a blind man, he used his hands to read her, to memorize what belonged to him. As a breast
filled his large hand, the nipple instantly puckered to pebble hardness. Needing to taste, he
suckled as he caressed her waist than did his hand down a nicely curved hip to her knee. Sowly
moving upward, he stroked a soft inner thigh.

His body was vibrating with need. Wanting to savor the sensations, he willed himself to slow
down. Still, hewas vibrating ... vibrating...

Damn, hell and damnation! The vibration of the cdl phonein the front pocket of hisjeanswoke him up.

If hekilled whoever was on the other end of the phone, ajury of nine menwould surely call it judtifiable
homicide. Not bothering to look at the caller ID, he punched the talk button and bellowed, “What?*

"Hey, did | interrupt at acrucia moment?‘ Causeif | did, I'm happy to see my timing was o accurate.”



With the mind not fully engaged into redlity, al he could manage was, “ Cody?'

"Y ou sound alittle out of bresth. Reminds me of thetime | caught you and Suzy Petersin the back of the
old pickup. You sure I'm not interrupting? | can call back later."

The conscious was franticly issuing orders, take a deep breath, clear huskiness out of voice, now
stick to the truth without revealing anything. “No, everything's just dandy. Y ou caught me ngpping.”

"Napping? Okay, I'll bite. With whom?"

"Funny. Very funny! Bdieve me, if someone were here | sure as hdl wouldn't betalking to you.” Cole
ran adightly trembling hand through his mussed hair.

"No, you dways were the gentlemen.” Cole could hear the grin in hisbrother's reply.

Still trying to reignin hisemotions, heforcibly calmed the harsh tone of hisvoice. “Why areyou caling?'
"Wanted to warn you, Mom's acting funny.”

"Describefunny.”

" She'swalking around the house humming that tune they always play at weddings. Y ou know, the one
that starts when the bride comes walking down the aide and the groom gets that doppy grin on hisface
when heredlizes hejust cadtrated himself."

After raking the hand through hishair again, he massaged the tensed muscles at the back of hisneck.
“Cody, agroom—never mind, get to the point.”

"' She said something about € opements being romantic. When | asked what she was talking about, she
changed the subject. It got me to thinking that maybe Uncle Martin and that Ginger woman eloped. So |
cdled to seeif you had discovered anything.”

Counting to ten didn't lessen the cutting edge in his voice. “How the hell could they have eloped when
Ginger's across the street and Martin's on acruise liner floating through the Panama Candl. | told you
yesterday | waswatching her."

"Yeah ... well, hdl! Guessyoureright. But I'm telling you something weird is going on. Mom's il
frantically working on theyard asif it were ado or die situation. In the last two days she had Old Joe
help her plant over two hundred red and white petunias plus that many red geraniumsin the berm and
around the house. At dinner she said that many more were being delivered tomorrow for the front yard.
Plus she swest-talked Old Joe into helping her put down new bark chips.”

"Y ou knew she was going to plant flowersin the old berm. Consdering some of the fancy yardsin those
magazines she kept sticking under our noses, it doesn't surprise me. Did you ever think she might just be
tired of empty flowerbeds and the view of aweed-infested berm?"

"Try again, genius. She dso had Sunshine Nursery come out and work on the lawn.”

"If you paid more attention you would know the nursery spraysthe yard with fertilizer four timesayear.
That certainly isn't earth shattering news."

"Bullshit! They also aerated the grass, orayed for bugs and trimmed dl the trees. And Bob gave her a
quote on putting in afishpond with afancy waterfdl. Even Dad made acomment and you know he never
guestions what Mom does."



"Okay, you got me there. She mentioned the fishpond earlier, but | didn't think she was serious. Still it's
no big ded."

"Let metell you the other thing she did. She went shopping yesterday and bought anew dress.”

"Y eah, now that's real earth shattering news. What did she do, spend afew extra bucks on one of those
purple or red feather thingsfor that new ladies club she was so excited about?"

"Don't be asmartass. Thefeathery thing is caled aboa. And yes, she bought onein purple plusared hat
with a purple band and bow to match.”

"Didn't know you were so into women's accessories. I'll make sure to post that tidbit on the bulletin
board next time I'm at The Brewery."

"Screw you. Thedressisal frilly and soft, goes clear down to her ankles. Looks like the oneswomen
wear to specia fancy occasions. Likeweddings! She modeled it for us and made Dad and | swear that it
looked good on her. I'm telling you, something isup.”

Cole sighed. Even he had to admit that was abnormd for their ‘1 hate to shop for clothing’ mother.
“Okay, you win that round. | get the picture. Look, just sitting here watching the house isn't solving a
thing. I have another plan; so I'll let you know how it goes. Aslong as Ginger's here and Uncle Martin's
on the cruise ship, they can't eope; so stop worrying.”

"What'sthe plan?"
"Sorry gotta go, batteries going dead."

Turning off the phone so Cody couldn't call back, Cole wondered what possessed him to say that. He
didn't have a clue what he was going to do next.

Y es he did, he was going to take another cold shower!



Chapter 7

Since neither Cinnamon nor Rosemary believed aday started until the sun was fully over the horizon,
Ginger dipped out of the house without them being the wiser, for ablissfully quiet, solitary run. Hoping
the exercisswould clear her muddied mind of everything but the smple pleasure of being dive, sheset a
comfortable pace as she jogged around the perimeter of the golf course.

When the sun peaked over the horizon, the first burst of golden red rays flooding the sky and surrounding
landscape worked their cleansing magic. The unsettling dreams and the prospect of Aunt Pesty's
handwork backfiring into a catastrophe took a back seat to the beauty of anew day. Severa times she
had tried capturing the radiance of this moment on canvas. As good as the paintings were, they never did
justice to the red thing.

Seep had been blissfully void of the haunting dream. Theilluson of adream lover'slarge gentle hand
gliding over her skin had soothed her into a deeper dumber. The imagined sensation had been
tantalizingly sexud.

Refusing to allow her thoughts to spoil the peace around her, Ginger muttered to hersdlf, “ Stop! Think of
something dse. Anything ese. French toast. Where did that come from? Who caresit sounds good. Il
finish the run and make French toast. I'll even break open that new bottle of chokecherry syrup. No, let's
make that strawberries with lots and lots of whipped cream. Wasn't there amovie where the lovers used
whipped cream? Good grief, thisisn't working, I'm starting to sound like Janie.”

Only halfway through the run, her heart and her thoughts were racing out of control as parts of the
dreams manifested themsalves in the form of picturesthat passed in front of her eyeslike flashcards.
Suddenly, she envied the clients who could successfully bury their headsin the sand while adamantly
denying that life, asthey knew it, was shifting and changing like windblown sand into ayet unknown
redity.

Reaching the two-mile marker, Ginger cut the run short as she headed for home. Turning into the dley
behind the house, she paced down to afast walk. The sight of the yellow two-story house and matching
garage her father had designed and built put asmile on her face.

Thirty years of Prescott family memories were permanently imprinted into the character of the house she
and Aunt Pesty shared. With the added bonus of awell-gppointed office with an outside entrance,
Ginger had happily moved back home after college. At the sametime her ssters had displayed their
independence by moving into their own condominiums just minutes away. Truth was they spent enough
time at the house that they <till maintained their old rooms.

Quietly opening the French door leading into the dining room, she felt asigh covering arumbling ssomach
as she sniffed the tantaizing aroma of fresh brewed coffee.

Cinnamon, gill in deep rumpled clothing, sat at the bar sipping acup of hot jasmine tea.
"Do wewake her up or let her degp?’ Cinnamon whispered.

Curledinabal with only her nose peeking out from under a cranberry colored afghan, Rosemary |ooked
likeared-shdled turtle. “What'sthefunin letting her deep?’

"None.” Cinnamon grinned at the prospect of what lay ahead. “Rosie, timeto get up, we have asurprise
for you."



Not even amuscle twitched.

Ginger stuck amug of Irish cream coffeein the vicinity of her nose.

The afghan rustled as ahusky deep-filled voice drifted towards them. “What timeisit?’
"Timefor yoga,” Cinnamon replied cheerfully.

"Thehel itis. Leavemedone” A hand tightly clutching the edge of the afghan firmly secured it in place
at the top of her copper colored head.

"Everyone participating in the yoga class gets French toast and crigpy bacon to accompany afresh pot of
coffee. Lazy bed dugs get cold cerea and ingtant coffee,” Ginger said in asingsong voice.

They heard agrunt. Then agrowl. “What timeisit?"
"Not going to tell you,” Ginger said.
"Arethere any blueberries?

"Youll haveto settlefor fresh strawberries and whipped cream. What's it going to be, French toast or
cold soggy cered?’ Cinnamon said as she matched Ginger's teasing chant.

An hour later, Rosemary collapsed onto a barstoal.
"Herésthe promised coffee,” Ginger said as she placed the mug in front of Rosemary.

Rosemary sighed with satisfaction after her first Sp of the strong black coffee, Ginger started the
promised breakfast and Cinnamon set the table.

When Rosemary started on the second mug of caffeine infusion, Cinnamon figured it was safe to talk.
“Y ou know, Rose, despite the grumbling, you exceeded al my expectations. Y ou actualy eased into the
yoga dretchesinstead of jerking into them and pushing through them quickly.”

Stopping the mug hafway to her mouth, she looked suspicioudy a Cinnamon. “Gin, mark the date; Cinn
just complimented me. |, being avery generous person, will return the favor. Cinn, you wereright. Y oga
is better for relaxing then kickboxing. Although, | do miss pretending I'm kicking the shit out of some
chauvinigtic pig making stupid remarks about helpless dumb femaes.”

"Did you ever think of taking anger management classes?’ Cinnamon asked only half in jest.

"Wouldn't do any good. Some superior-acting maejerk would run them. Besides, who's angry? Taking
anidiot'smoney isanice sSde benefit to alucrative skill."

Looking pointedly at Cinnamon, she added, “Of course, if you keep getting me out of bed a an ungodly
hour, | could show you how anger looks."

"Y ou don't scare me. No matter what you claim, your auraisavery pretty yellow right now. Besidesit's
seven-thirty! The sun wasfully over the horizon before we dragged you kicking and screaming off the

lounge”

"You did not drag me; | did over theside dl by mysdf. Gin, | can't believe you went along with her
ridiculousidea. Y ou two deprived me of three hours of deep.”

"Who said it was her idea?"



That earned a scowl.
"Lifecanbeared bitch sometimes. Just think, most people are leaving for work about thistime of day.”

L ooking down her nose with one brow perfectly arched, Rosemary glanced over the rim of the coffee
mug. “Gin, | am not most people.”

Point taken.

"That reminds me, the GTO isnice but it's black and has no air conditioning. What are the chancesyou
can find me anew boy toy? One that won't cook me to a crisp this summer.”

"How about the Austin Hedley | just won?"

"No thanks. | wouldn't say no to another red corvette, but at the moment | need something that will hold
more than my purse and me. Preferably red, has air conditioning, four doors, aback seet that folds
down, and a nice bonus would be getting decent gas mileage.”

Taking business dways put Rosemary in agood mood. Being faced with a challenge brightened the
prospect of the hunt. “Why four doors and afolding back seet?’

"I need to be able to transport paintings to the galery. Also, just before Aunt Pesty eft, she promised
Adele Smmonsthat she would sdll some of her quilts and afghans at the summer craft shows at the park.
Which will mean hauling tables, chairs, an awning and who knowswhat else. By theway, | promised we
would help.”

No surprise there, so neither sister commented.

"I'll start looking for astation wagon. Maybe an old Rambler or woody, one with the original wood
panding would befunto drive.

"I'm impressed. Only three cups of coffee and you actually tried to beacomic.”

"Might not be ajoke."

"Yesitis. You detest station wagons.”

Since that was true, there was no reason to defend the comment. “How long do | have?’

"Five weekstill the art show, but Pete needs the canvases aweek before that to frame them. First craft
show isMemorid Day weekend."

"Do you think you could have given me alittle more notice?"
"Nope. Dad said you needed a challenge to keep you out of trouble.”
"Did heredly say thet?” Rosemary asked wistfully.

"Yes, hedid. | think he dready knowswhat you're buying because he was wearing that grin he used to
get just before anew clunker was delivered.”

"Dad never bought clunkers. But | know the grin you're talking about. It used to drive Mom crazy."
"Still does™

Like butter on ahot griddle, the air 9zzled astheir mother's gardenia perfumefilled theair. “That grinis



pure, infatuated lugt. It didn't drive me crazy—it turned me on. And made me madder then Dum-Dum
when shefdlsin the pond, because he knew | didn't like sharing that lustful leer with aheap of old metd,
leather and chrome.”

"That was Mom. Whereis she?’ Cinnamon said as shelooked around the room.
"Shedidnt materidize. Shesad...”
"I know what she said. | heard her.” Cinnamon's excitement cut Ginger's explanation off.

When Ginger glanced at Rosemary she was grinning. “Metoo. That wasweird but fun; too bad she
didn't stick around. Her perfume has dready faded.”

"Gin, isthere anything about those dreams that you forgot to mention?” Cinnamon asked.
Like being buck-naked? “Nothing that would explain what just happened.”
"Aunt Pesty?” Rosemary said.

"I she could have managed this don't you think she would have doneit years ago?’ Cinnamon
countered.

"We're talking about awoman who screws up eight out of every ten spdlls she creates. Nothing would
urprisesme.”

"True. But you know how she likesto bask in the afterglow of success. If thiswas her handiwork she
wouldn't have missed the opportunity to be present when the magic manifested for the first time,”
Cinnamon said.

"Or to adamantly deny her involvement if something backfired,” Ginger added.

"Hellsbdlls, | hate it when you're both right. It was a onetime fluke or an early birthday present. Either
way it wasnice."

"Rose, what are the chances of it happening again?’ Cinnamon asked.
"Fifty-fifty. Which doesn't tdll usanything. | really hate it when the universe doesthat,” Rosemary said.

Watching Ginger put strawberries and whipped cream on her French toast, Rosemary changed the
subject to mask her disgppointment. “What's the special occasion? Y ou never make us French toast.”

"Nothing, it just sounded good.” Ginger's blush was dight but noticeable.

"I'll Iet the liedideif you put an extrahelping of strawberrieson mine,” Rosemary countered.



Chapter 8

"Hdlo."

"May | speak to Ginger Prescott?"
"Spesking”

"Thisis Cole Brown. A friend suggested | make an gppointment with you. | know thisisreally late notice,
but isthere any chance | could see you today?'

"I'm sorry; I'm booked solid.”

"Miss Prescott, | gpologize for the inconvenience, but | would really appreciate any consideration you
could give me. Y ou see, since afriend mentioned how your work successfully helps people overcome the
grief of losing aloved one, | have been counting on your help and it hasto betoday.” Therewasatrace
of digressin the dight Texas drawl.

Damn, damn and double damn. Why did he have to say that? Just say no. Do not feel guilty! Be
firm. You have too many commitments right now. Say no. After goofing off yesterday, you are
behind schedule. Just say no.

"Mr. Brown, | am sorry about your loss. | am booked solid, but if you could be here at three o'clock |
will work you in after my last gppointment.”

"Thank you. | redly appreciatethis. I'll be there.”
"My addressis...” Thedia tone buzzed in her ear.

When the phone rang afew minutes later she expected to hear the soft Texas drawl. Instead a
high-octane bawl exploded through the earpiece. “ Ginger Prescott.”

"Spesking. May | help you?'

"You certainly can, little lady. The Warlocks of Sleepy Hollow are preparing a ceremonid celebration for
the night of the blue moon at the end of this month and we would like to hire your services.”

The hairs on the back of her neck prickled. “Who isthis?*
"Mak Stephens.”

Hdlsbeld Thefast-taking irritating voice of locd commercidswas even moreirritating when heard live.
The owner of alocal appliance warehouse store, he had areputation for performing attention-grabbing
suntsto get free publicity. Thelast stunt had gotten him into the Guinness Book of World Recordsfor
the longest held séance. The sham had infuriated her.

"Why do you want to hire my services?'
Hiswheezy chuckle had her grinding her teeth.
"We need you to hypnotize awerewolf."

"Haveyou a particular onein mind?'



"Y eah, as amatter of fact we do."
"Lucky me. Why does he need to be hypnotized?'

"He getsalittle testy during the three day phase of the full moon. We need him docile. Can't afford the
publicity if someonegot bit. But we can't have him drugged either. | figure hypnosiswill zone him out
enough to be relaxed but till ableto function.”

"Isthisapublicity sunt?"

"Little lady, the public ain't reedy for thisyet.”

"Have you ever seen this person as awerewolf? For that matter have you ever seen awerewolf?"
"No, but..."

"That figures. Does this person know that you think heisawerewolf?

"Hell yes, he'sthe onewho told us. Little lady, | wasn't born yesterday. Thisguy islegit. Can't wait to see
it happen.”

"Yes, I'm sureit will be amazing. Once he's hypnotized what do you plan on doing?'

The wheezy chuckle becameady laugh. “ Y ou're not one of us, but if you'll waive your fee well swear
you in as an honorary member of the Black Lace Witches Coven.”

"The Black Lace Witches Coven ... iswhat?'
"A group of enlightened witches."
"Don't witches and warl ocks belong to the same Coven?” Ginger asked.

"Could, but | don't take orders from pushy broads so | created my own order. We might need witches
for certain agpects of our rituas, but our order is closed to female members. Y ou work with us; I'll make
sure you get sworn in asamember of the Coven. Then you can stick around and watch the whole show.
If the hypnosisworks, I'll even give you a hefty discount on any appliancein my store.”

"How very generous! I'm expecting aclient, could you please get to the point.”
"One of the witches wants to mate with him, both before and after heturns.”

Heaven forbid; she hadn't seen it coming. “ Do meafavor, Mr. Stephens, the next time you think you
need a hypnotist, don't cal me.”

"Little lady, you're missing agolden opportunity. If thisworks, it will makedl of usingant millionaires.”

"Don't hold your breath. On second thought, do.” With that, she disconnected. Punching in Cinnamon's
number, she left awarning message after getting the answer machine. Then she switched off the phone.

The day went by quickly.

Kenny Morris beamed with pride on his six-month smoke-free checkup. After atune-up hypnosis
session to reinforce his choices, he scheduled hislast visit on his one-year smoke-free anniversary.

Kathleen Hoops had been meeting Ginger for bi-weekly life counsding sessons since her best friend had
wiped out their joint business account before disappearing. Although the daily successes were still small,



they nourished Kathleen's self-esteem with enough positive feedback to keep her motivated and postive.

The last gppointment was with Ginger's next-door neighbor who held the honorary title of Uncle Gus. An
avid golfer, every spring he had three hypnoss sessionsto help improve his swing, his stlance or the grip
on hisclubs. Thered problemwashis ‘| know everything, don't tell mewhat to do’ attitude which was
never going to change. Still, Ginger tried chipping away at it every chance she got.

Concentrating on updating the notesin client's files, Ginger was startled by aknock on the door.

Soulful bedroom eyesthe color of aTootseroll had her chastisng hersdf. He wasaclient, forbidden
territory, not alollipop with a soft chocol ate center waiting to be devoured. Wiping suddenly damp hands
on her skirt she didn't offer to shake his hand.

"Hi...” Stopping to clear the huskiness from her voice, shetried focusing on the imperfection of adight
crook in hisnoseinstead of the overal package. His mussed chestnut brown hair, square jaw and firm
mouth reminded her of Janie's description of the sex-for-thergpy hunks her imagination had created to
help her change her eating habits.

"Hello Lover Boy.” Ginger felt ablush creep up her neck. Not that histal lean frame and sexy Texas
drawl couldnt fit thetitle, but never having made such astupid gaff she couldn't decideif she should
ignore it or make atongue-in-cheek joke. If Janie had heard her using that self-hypnosis mantra, with the
perfect Mae West infliction, shedd be rolling on the floor with laughter.

"Hi Cole. I'm Ginger, the red-faced hypnotherapist that wishes the ground would swallow her whole right
now. | was expecting you to call. Y ou hung up before | could give you directions.”

What? How the hell did she know his name? What did she mean she was expecting himto call?
Directions? Feding like he had fallen down Alice's rabbit hole, he forced asmile. Walking acrossthe
street, Cole had sent out apleafor help with agame plan. Surprised that his prayer had been answered,
he decided to play the hand dedlt as he firmly shook her hand.

Ashethrust out his hand, Ginger couldn't avoid the handshake. When ablue ark of static eectricity
zapped their fingersjust before they touched, they both jumped.

Ginger rubbed her fingersin the palm of her other hand. Thejolt, far more powerful then just alittle Satic
intheair, fet like it branded her from theinside out.

"Sorry about that,” Cole said as heflexed his till tingling fingers. “Nice to meet you. | dready hed
directions. Actudly you were easy to find."

Her breath caught in her throat. Lord have mercy, the man was drop-dead gorgeous when he smiled.
The sexy Texas drawl was more pronounced then it had been over the phone. The smooth and caressing
burr would easily lull ababy to deep or afemaleinto hisdeeping bag.

An inner voice she had dubbed the drill sergeant barked out orders. Get a grip. Stop drooling. He'sa
client, not a cone of fluffy cotton candy. For heaven's sake act normal! Invite himin. Mind your
truth; heisn't Adam.

"Cole, please comein. Have a seat.”

A bay window with colorful quilted pillows scattered over awindow sest topping adouble tier bookshelf
wasthefocd point of the room. Flanking the window, the wall was lined from celling to floor with
bookcases filled with hundreds of books. The remaining walls were covered in Sx-foot high, richly aged,
oak wainscoting with pale marbleized peach and white paint above that. Six-inch degp crown molding



framed a soft cream tin-pressed ceiling. A scarred, antique oak kitchen table being used asadesk held a
computer, an oversized sketchpad and an old green canning jar full of sharpened pencils. Two red leather
wingback chairswith an old oak square |lamp table were placed in aconversational setting in one corner
of the large room. A folded massage table with a purple leather cover leaned against awall. A rich red,
blue and gold Persan carpet dominated the center of the hardwood floor. Even with the peach colored
walls, the room had amasculine appedl that was comfortable and welcoming.

As Cole waked towards the chairs, Ginger couldn't stop herself from admiring the view. A blue work
shirt with deevesrolled up to his elbows reved ed well-muscled arms and broad shoulders tapering down
toadimwaist. Asher gaze traveled down well-worn jeans, she appreciated the way the jeans hugged
hisassand long dim legs.

Logt inthought, Ginger ignored the drill sergeant'swarnings of trouble brewing as her eyeslesurdy
traveled upward. When her eyes met hisinstead of the back of his head, she quickly turned towardsthe
desk to hide her blush. “Mr ... Cole ... ah ... please make yoursalf comfortable.”

Handing him aclipboard with an information form firmly held within its spring-loaded jaw, she retrested
to the bay window. Focusing on the spring tulips and daffodils scattered among the rose garden, shetried
clearing her mind of arousing vision of his naked body with her equaly naked body clinging to him like
Saran Wrap.

Scanning the single sheet of paper, Cole knew that as soon as she read hisfull name he'd have to do
some fast explaining. Filling in his address, phone number, and age, heleft ablank where it asked for
name of referral.

As he handed the clipboard back, the sight of her tomato red toenails had him reconsidering the jokes
about foot fetishes as his boy toy twitched.

As she walked towards the desk, her tantaizing wiggle had him shifting in his sesat as he went from
twitching to attention.

Paying no attention to the form, Ginger placed the clipboard next to the computer's keyboard and turned
intimeto catch hislugtful gaze.

With Rosemary's poker face skillsdrilled into her head, Ginger was able to stop hersdf from smirking.
Chuckling silently, she made amentd noteto tell Rosemary her favorite saying wastrue; paybacks were
abitch.

Quickly crossng thefloor, she sat in the chair opposite him. Automaticaly tucking her feet benegth her,
she smoothed the green peasant skirt over her legs as she pushed persona thoughts aside.

Never in hislife had Cole been so totaly aware of afemae. With her warm smile and comfortable pose
playing havoc with his concentration and every other part of his body, he wished she wasn't looking at
him so intently. He redlly needed amoment of privacy to adjust himsdlf into amore comfortable position.
Asit was, hefdt likeavita part of him was being squeezed to desth.

"Have you ever been to a hypnotherapist before?!

"No.” He thought about elaborating, but decided it might be best to keep answers as smple as possible
until hefigured out the scam.

As she nodded her head, thoughts shifted into teacher mode as she launched into her first-time client
hypnosis 101 spid. “Hypnosisisanaturd state of awarenesswe dl experience severd timesaday.



During sdf-hypnosis we conscioudy alow oursaves to become fully focused on one object while being
aware of, but not influenced by, what is happening around us.

"For ingtance, you leave work with anagging problem. While driving home, instead of concentrating on
the drive you think about the problem. Asyou drive you dow down, stop, move forward, change lanes
and calculate the traffic and road conditions. Not once do you conscioudy think about needing to put
your foot on the gas pedd, the brake peda, or look in the rear-view or side-view mirrors as other
drivers come towards you, turn in front of you or maneuver around you. Before you redizeit, you're
pulling into your driveway without conscioudy remembering most or dl of thedrive. If something unusud
had happened, you would have instantly brought yourself out of the trance, but since the drive was
uneventful the subconscious drove while the conscious worked on the problem.

"Another example would be becoming so engrossed in amovie that when a bogeyman jumps out, you
are startled. Avid readers can become so engrossed in the storyline of abook, they successfully block
out adl digractionsaround them.”

Cole had not taken those soul-searching bedroom eyes off her since she started talking. With her
concentration in shreds, she couldn't remember what she had or hadn't said.

"Do you have any questions?"
"No."

"I will use the metaphor of agolden light traveling through your body to relax you into a medium trance.
Thistrance Sateisoneyou naturaly travel through asyou fal adeep and while dowly waking up. You
will be aware of carsdriving by, children playing in the street, dogs barking, etc. But because your body
and conscious will be very relaxed, soundswill not interfere with your inner focus. If you have acdll
phone, please make sureit isturned off. That is one sound that tendsto pull at a person's conscious even
when in adeep deep.

"Youwill be ableto tak to me or anyone e se that might gppear to you during the session without coming
out of hypnogs. Any questions?'

Cole could think of one prominent one, who the hdll had she confused him with? Figuring first time clients
would ask at least oneintelligent question he said, “I have heard that only smple minded people can be
hypnotized.”

Oh, great, what happened to intelligent? “What | meanis, do you redly believe intelligent people can
be hypnotized?’ Jeez, now you sound like a geek. Hell, | am a geek. Right now a stupid geek with a
rambling mouth, but still a geek!

Her laughter was bubbly, infectious and too damn sexy for his comfort. Hoping to relieve some of the
discomfort, he stretched then rested an ankle on hisknee.

"Actudly, | havefound that the more intelligent aperson, the eesier it isfor them to submit to hypnoss.
Trust me, | have never had aclient that could not be hypnotized.”

Lord, have mercy. He was in deep shit! Although a the moment, he was questioning the results of
every test that had helped get him into medical school.

"Trust isadeciding factor in just how deep of atrance a person will experience. One percent of the
population can be hypnotized into avery deep trancein less then three minutes. Ninety-four percent of
people can be hypnotized within ten minutes. Five percent will take longer depending on the issues that



have destroyed their trust. Remember being hypnotized is as natura as breathing; just dlow yourself to
relax. Thereisno onein the room that can harm you. If for any reason you become fearful or want to
stop the session, you can let me know and | will bring you back to redity immediately. Any other
concernsor questions?”

No one to harm me! Lady, you have no idea the harmyou are inflicting. Sall; you don't want to
be hypnotized. She might turn you into a turkey. Lord knows you feel as stupid as one right now.
“Can you make me gobblelike aturkey?"

He groaned. What the hell had happened to his common sense?

"l guess| could. It has been my experience that clients usualy prefer to bark like adog or meow likea
cat for afew days after asession, but if aturkey iswhat you want aturkey you will be,” Ginger managed
to say with agtraight face.

His head shook in self-disgust. His expression was apologetic. “1 deserved that. Guess| sound like a
turkey or thetown idiot. Cometo think of it, | fed like both."

"No, | should gpologize to you. With movies creating killers out of hypnotized people and stage hypnosis
for entertainment a popular attraction at State Fairs, it redlly isafair question.”

If she kept giving him that sexy smile, he would be talking like aturkey without her help.
Hell, he dready was.

He had to get agrip on hisemotions and keep her talking. “Y ou haven't asked me any persona
questions; don't you need more informeation?”

"If you were here to modify a habit, explore posshilities, hed emotiond traumaor for physical pain
management, | would need more information. Because you camefor grief counsgling, the only
information | need isthe name of the person who passed over.”

Passed over? What the ... okay, get a grip and think fast.
"Sandy. Her name was Sandy.” He congratulated himsalf on sounding calm.

A nod of her head acknowledged his comment as she wrote the name on a pad of paper. “Y ou can push
the chair back into itsreclining position or if you prefer, you may lie down on the massage table. Once
you are hypnotized, | will take you through some steps so you can personaly communicate with Sandy
or anyone el se that might appear. Communication can be done silently or verbally. When you are done
let me know and | will bring you out of hypnosis. Do you have any questions?”

Can we postpone this a hundred years? Can we play footsy later? Will you go home with me?
How about | tell you about some interesting dreams |'ve been having and we can try recreating
some of the more pleasurable moments?

Astheridiculous questions popped in and out, Colefranticly tried to think rationaly. It wasn't working.
"What's the difference between lying down and stting?'

"Theonly differenceis comfort. Some people can relax fagter if they are lying down while others have no
problem relaxing in arecliner.”

"Y ou redly expect Sandy to actually appear and talk? If S0, it sounds more like a hdlucination into the



outer limitsthan redlity.”

She winced. Because dl grief-counsdling clients were referra's, she had not expected him to be so uptight
or cynicd. But in thelast few days nothing had been norma, so why should this be any different?

"Cole, there are many redlities. Y our conscious focuses on and responds to the stimulants within this
redity. You werewilling to Sit in the chair because you could see it and fed its sturdiness before you
willingly sat down.

"The subconscious ded s with memories and past redities that have been stored within an amazing filing
system that never forgets anything. Theredlity is past, but the memories are asred and astangible asthe
chair you're sitting on.

"The subconscious takes over while we deep, dream, daydream or self-hypnotize oursalves, or gotoa
hypnotherapist for help.

"Whether or not you believein reincarnation, past lives, UFOs, angdls or the devil isimmeateria to me or
this process. Within the subconsciousis the power to find the healing energy to accept your lossand
move on in the present. Acceptance creates an understanding within both the conscious and
subconscious that anew future is not going to take away from the past or the relationship you shared with

Cole now knew, without a doubt, his prayer had not been answered; instead the April fool's ghost had
struck again. Boxed into a corner, he either had to admit his deception or allow her to do her
hocus-pocus nonsense.

Putting action to his decision to see what she was redlly doing as she droned on about golden lightsin
fu-fu land, he adjusted the red legther chair into its reclining position. Then he pretended to fully close his

eyes.
"Cole, would you like to be covered with an afghan?’

His brown eyes, round with surprise, popped open. “Why?*

"When hypnotized, your heart rate dows. That causes some peopleto fed cold.”
Sounded reasonable. If nothing ese, it would cover the erection he was il fighting.

"Ah. Yeah. Sure. Thanks.” What wasit about her that had him feding like he was an avkward teenaged
geek? Onething for certain, Suzy might have notched up his saf-confidence apeg or two at the tender
age of fifteen, but Ginger was making mincemest out of it a thirty-three,

As she draped the afghan over hisreclining body, the sweet smdll of lavender tickled hisnose. Therewas
something significant about the fragrance, but for the life of him he couldn't remember what.

Taking adeep breath to steady her shattered nerves, Ginger thanked the universe for instantly granting
her smal prayer. Maybe with the blanket covering him to mid-chest she could focus on thejob instead of
his very appedling, obvioudy aroused, masculine body.

Concentrating on the process, Ginger lowered her voice by several octaves and owed her speech
pattern down asif she were soothing afussy baby.

Her voice carried a dow, degp sexinessthat turned Col€e's bonesto liquid. No need worrying about
relaxing with the sound of pure unadulterated sex wrapping awarm cocoon of lust around his aready



overhested throbbing body. She sounded like shewas going to ... what the hell was she saying anyway?

"Sowly take adeep breath. Allowing your lungsto fill with fresh pure air. Now dowly releasethe air.
Know that each and every breath you take will take you twice as deep, twice asdeep ... when you are
ready, please tell mewhat you see, sense, or fed."

Without hesitancy Cole answered with avoice that sounded younger and held astronger drawl than
when conscious. “ Theres alarge gazebo in the middle of agreen lawn afew yardsin front of me. Orange
poppies and wild yellow roses surround the gazebo. Two people are sitting insde.”

Hefdl slent.

"Coleisit possible to walk to the gazebo?"

"Yes, theresabrick path."

Before she could ask if he wanted to approach the gazebo he said, “I'm there.”

Every s0 often he would sigh or mumble. Under closed lids, his eyes continually moved, just asthey
would move during the dream stage of deep. Twice, ahand made afist. A few times, ahand patted the
ar. Therest of thetime, hisleft hand rubbed the arm of the chair asif he were caressing alover.

Cole dtirred. Asif he had been under water too long, he filled oxygen-starved lungs with several gulps of
ar.

"They left.” A deep, emotiondly charged sigh drifted out before he firmly pressed hislipstogether.

Ginger anchored positive emotions before reminding him that although the losswould il bethere, he
would no longer fed the sharp edges of the pain he had been carrying.

"Areyou ready to come back?"
He hesitated for afraction of asecond. “Yes."

"Coming back to the present, alert, relaxed, refreshed; coming back to the present. One, two, three.
Take adeep breath and open your eyes.”

With eyeswide open, he sat dtill as a statue as he stared at the ceiling. Giving him timeto collect his
thoughts, Ginger stood at the bay window with her back to him. With unfocused eyes, she gazed at
nothing as she regrouped her own waning energy.

If he wanted to share he would. For the most part, men tended to keep their persona journeys private,
which was fine with her. She took her own journeysin private, seldom sharing the information even with
her sgters.

"What timeisit?"

When she glanced toward the wall behind the desk, he noticed the old black and white Kit Kat clock
hanging on thewall. Out of place in the well-appointed room, the whimsy of it waslost on hisraw
emotions.

"Fivethirty. Y ou were under dmost two hours.”

Cole was not sure where he had been or exactly what had occurred. The woman's powers scared the
hell out of him. With her power, she could have dready stripped hisuncle of hislife savings. He had to



get out of here. Fadt.

Rising, he extracted hiswallet from his back pocket. “How much do | owe you?'
"Thereisno charge.”

"Why not?’ he demanded.

"Grief counsding sessonsaredwaysfredy given.”

That didn't make abit of sense, but with panic starting to overpower his normal unflappable rationa
behavior, Cole did not protest. As he was walking towards the door, a hand gently placed on hisarm
stopped him. Turning towards her, he jerked hisarm away from the touch that was sending smal pulsing
charges of ectricity up hisarm. Reaching for the piece of art paper she thrust towards him, he looked a
what was now in his hand.

Pain far worse than being kicked in the gut by a cantankerous mule ripped him apart. The room started
swaying. Gulping air, he waited until the room steedied itsdlf. “Where the hdl did this come from?”

Her chinlifted afraction of aninch. “I drew the pencil sketch while you were hypnotized.”
"That doesn't make adamn bit of sense. Explain.”

She had seen him sway before stiffening his body. Concern for hiswell-being overrode asirong desire to
have him leave. “ Do you want to sit down?"

Coledidn't move amuscle. Nor did he speak. His eyes sparked with uncontrolled anger ashe glared
with enough intengity to strip the soul from her body.

"While you were hypnotized, | drew the faces of the soulsthat came into the room to visit you.”
"| don't believeyou.”

Her temper flared. He might be a client, but she wastired and beyond caring about being polite. “Fine,
cdl mealiar. If you're so damn smart, you tell me how it happened.”

He didn't respond.

"L ook, | thought you knew about this. When you called, you said afriend referred you to me. | assumed
they told you that asamedium and an artist, | draw pictures of the soulsthat visit grief counsdling clients
whilethey are hypnotized.”

His eyes, darkened to pools of rain-drenched earth, narrowed another fraction of an inch. Behind the
anger and the unspoken belief that she was il lying, Ginger saw pain. Pain so deep, so embedded in his
consciousit had become a comfortable second skin.

Her temper dissolved into a puddle of remorse.

"I'm sorry. | only take referrals for these sessons. Everyone who has ever called for an appointment
knew what to expect. It is because of the drawings| do and the possibility of talking to loved ones that
clients come here. I'm sorry. | thought this was something you knew about.” She was repegting hersdlf,
but she couldn't seem to stop.

He could not have formed an intelligent response if hislife had depended onit.



Turning, he marched out the door across the street and entered his uncle's house.



Chapter 9

Walking into the living room, Cole collapsed on the couch just as his shaky legsfailed him. In shock, he
sared a the drawing. Gazing back at him were the perfect likenesses of his childhood friend, Porter, his
beloved Nana Belle and Sandy, the dog who had dept at the foot of hisbed for eighteen years. For the
firgt timein hislife, Cole could not come up with arationa explanation for what he had stumbled upon.

There was absolutely no logica explanation for how Ginger could have known these intimate detalls. The
identica first nameswere asmple case of mistaken identity. Even if she had read the form he had filled
out and recognized hislast name, she couldn't have come up with any information that would account for
the drawing.

The whole situation made no sense. Except for the name of a person who had passed away, she had not
asked any persona questions. She had expected the name of a person, not adog!

Asadoctor he had been taught to believe only in what could be scientificaly proven. This defied science.
Hell, it defied everything he believed.

Tossing the sheet of paper onto the coffee table, helifted hisarmsto rake hisfingersthrough his hair. He
stopped short when the current separated a second sheet of paper from the top one, just as the papers
floated onto the coffee table.

Ignoring the dight tremor in hislarge hand, Cole gently picked up the bottom sheet of paper.

His hand went from tremor to trembling, beads of sweet broke out on his forehead and the paper emitted
acrackling sound asit shook.

Princess Lizzy, Sweet Baby Peter, Sally Sweet Cheeks, Clown Face Jack, and Brown Eyed Hanna's
young faces were chubby, hedthy, glowing with life, and filled with the unmistakable aura of child-like
curiosity. The artist had captured their essences perfectly. The nicknames he had given each of them
were written under the appropriate portraits.

The faces smiling back at him had haunted his dreams and many of hiswaking hoursfor years. He
believed he had failed them as surely as doctors had failed Porter, he and his bother's, sidekick,
companion, blood brother and best friend.

Like Porter, their young hearts had been damaged, their hopes of living high, their plansfor their futures
asdiverse asther personalities. Astheir doctor, he had done everything medically possible to save them.
His best had not been good enough.

After Peter's death, he smply couldn't face the prospect of having to tell another parent that his skills had
not been good enough to save their precious child'slife.

There were no regrets over the decison to sell histhriving practice. The new surgicd toolsand surgica
procedures he had designed had been well received and had hel ped save many young lives. The demand
for his private cardiologist consultations and education seminars for surgeons and patients dlike was on
the verge of needing another doctor to assist.

Still the loss of these five lives haunted him, talked to him, asit drove him to achieve, create, perfect, test,
and teach o that young lives could be saved and families could be spared the pain of loss. And maybe
someday he could forgive himsdf for being human, for failure, for not being God.



Thinking about what he had experienced during the time spent reclining in the chair, defied hislogical
mind. Abstract philosophies were as foreign and meaningless as hard rock music. Even if hisuncle had
told Ginger hisentirelife history, hewould not have had pictures of hisyoung patients or the nicknames
he had given them asaway to get them to smile during tedious hospital stays and frequent office vigts.

Just afew hours earlier, he would have scoffed at theidea of ghosts visiting the living. Now those beliefs
were being chalenged as possibilities were playing tug of war with concepts he had ways believed to
be created by dight of hand, or by conmen waiting to swindle the gullible out of money.

Cole had thought himself too smart and too strong-willed to be hypnotized. What type of afool did that
make him? When he had started listening to what she was saying instead of the effect her creamy smooth
seductive voice was having on his body, he had made the mistake of fully closing hiseyes.

In haf aheartbeat, he had found himsdlf in his grandmother's backyard. Porter and Nana's welcoming
embraces had been bone crunching; warm and so naturd, it was easy to forget it was afigment of his
imagination.

Sandy had jumped into hislap, rested her head on his chest and closed her eyes while he stroked her
glossy golden fur during the ensuing conversation. They had talked about family events with uncanny
knowledge as they laughed over Cody's ability to outwit their mother's matchmaking, remarked on Colé€'s
quick reflexes with the raitlesnake and told him that the woman that had lightly bumped him ashewas
leaving the restroom was the one that had lifted hiswallet.

When he had heard other voices, he had thought they were going to leave. Instead, the children had
come running towards the gazebo. They had laughed, told jokes and assured him they were exactly
where they wanted to be. Before they |eft, he had made them a promise that he would keep evenif it
killed him to do so.

Pacing the pictures sde by sde on the table, he lowered hishead into his hands.

For thefirst timein years, he cried.



Chapter 10

Thinking back through dl the training she received while getting her master's degree in counseling, Ginger
wondered why she had bothered. For the most part her professors had been closed-minded stuffed
shirtswho had no ideawhat happened in the real world. Never having practiced their craft outsde a
classroom, they had tried beating her into submission by dapping her down if she dared to say or do
anything that deviated from their precious books. If they had attended some of the classes she had taken
while studying various hypnotherapy techniques, reiki, reflexology, aromatherapy, past liferegression,
rapid eye movement, water thergpy and ahundred other healing practices, they would have
hyperventilated themsdlvesinto the next redm.

It had taken trid and error to blend what she learned into a distinctive combination of hypnoss,
counsdling and energy work that complimented her gift aswell as her bdiefs.

For thefirst time none of that training, in fact, nothing she had ever learned had prepared her for this
moment.

Obvioudy the man who had just left her house and entered Martin'swas not Cole Brown.

Not ableto think beyond the raw painin his eyes, pain she believed she and the sketches had inflicted,
shedid not question why he had not corrected the mistaken identity.

In afutile hope of easing the tension spreading from her neck down to her lower back, Ginger rolled her
shoulders as she berated hersdlf for skipping over her standard explanation about being a medium.

Why had she forgotten? Dumb question. Simple answer. Sexua dreamsthat had her hormonesraging
out of control mixed with the sight of amale body that had lust screaming, “please feed me,”
short-circuited her brain. Maybe that wasn't so Smple considering her life and the fact that Mr. Right
hadn't been introduced yet.

At the moment, why it happened was not near asimportant as getting advice on how to help Cole ded
with the pain she had seen reflected in hiseyes.

Aunt Pesty was at aretreat. Cinnamon was doing a benefit hypnoss performance for theloca children's
hospital and Rosemary was picking up the Austin Hedley. That |eft two people on her short persona
support list to cdll.

Standing in the middle of the office, Ginger closed her eyes and filled her lungsto capacity before dowly
expelling theair to the count of five.

Camer, she waked to her favorite spot in the office. Sitting cross-legged amongst the colorful pillows on
the window sedt, she concentrated her thoughts and energy on her father and mother.

Smiling over some of the more cregtive ways her parents had made their presence known in the past, she
walited to seeif today's show would be relatively subdued or spectacular. Sheimagined alot would have
to do with their opinion of what had happened with Cole. There was no doubt they knew; they were
adept at knowing everything the family was doing. She and her ssters had learned the hard way, while
working through their anger and grief after their parents' untimely deaths, that breaking houserulessetin
stone from the time the girls were born, would not be tolerated from either side of the veil. With or
without visua contact, there had never been any doubt when they incurred their mother'swrath or fell
short of their father's expectations.



With the budding power of their gifts, they had been taught to adhere to acode of ethicsthat was dightly
off center of conventiond. The rulesthey lived by were alittle more lenient than and as contradictory asit
sounded, dightly stricter than a person without supernatural powers.

It had been quite awhile since she had called upon them for advice. Until now, her most pertinent
problems had been passing exams. For that, the same advice had dways been given, “if you study you
won't have aproblem.” After whining that they were giving the same answer they had given when dive,
they had smiled patiently and laughed a her pouting. Then in atime honored tradition for dl of lifésups
and downs, her dad gave her alemon drop.

Perhaps because her energy waswaning, it felt like an eternity before the sweet scent of licorice, rum and
vanilla-scented pipe tobacco tickled her nose.

The sweet scent of gardenias, her mother's favorite perfume, overpowered the pipe tobacco's comforting
scent asatwinkling swirl of green light dowly fashioned itself into the ghostly form of her mother. Asshe
sat with poise on the corner of the old table, her hair was more auburn then copper. Shetilted her head
as shegazed a Ginger. Smoothing acreasein her filmy, emerald green dress, her mother displayed a
griking full-figured hourglass shepe.

Her dad'slong lanky form appeared out of a smoky haze the same shade of robin's egg blue ashiseyes
and the shirt hewas wearing. Bald as a cue ball, he was wearing what Ginger thought of as hiswork
uniform: bare feet, well-worn denim jeans and apolo shirt with adight bulgein its one pocket. He sat
comfortably douched in hisold office chair, aamsfolded, pipe firmly clamped between histeeth, legs
stretched out and crossed at the ankles.

No matter how long Ginger used this space, it would aways be his office. When she asked hisopinion
before glazing the wals peach he had looked horrified. Then shrugged with compliance after her mother
hed given him the ook, which trandated to troubleif you did not agree to whatever was being asked of
you immediadly.

Looking pointedly at her husband before addressing Ginger, her mother broke into her thoughts. “Before
you ask, we cannot tell you anything."

"Can you give me ahint? Anything, acrumb, amere morsel of information that will help me stop a
disaster?’ Ginger implored with the most touching pout she could muster. She was hoping the expression
that had worked like acharm since she was old enough to plead for one of the lemon drops creeting the
bulge in her dad's shirt pocket would get her some answers.

"Good try, sweetheart. Do you want alemon drop?”

"Of course.” She popped it in her mouth without questioning the mechanics of how it appeared in her
hand.

Hewinked. *Y ou need to work on the pout. Y ou're out of practice. Y ou aways were ademanding little
brat when it came to wanting to know something. Simply put, the answer isno. Y our mother and |
cannot tell you anything about the future. We will, however, promise to keep a close eye on everything
just in case something Pesty did blowsup in—"

Seeing thelook of horror on Ginger's face, her mother interrupted. “Y our father picked a poor choice of
words, dear. Nothing isgoing to blow up.”

Smoothing another creasein her dress, she muttered, “ At least we hope not.”



"Mom, | didn't call you to ask about Aunt Pesty, although now that you mentioned it, | would certainly
like some answers. What happened just now with Cole?!

"We cannot give you the answer. It is something you need to explore on your own. Trust me, in theend
everything will bedright.”

"Mom, thisisn't ahistory test I'm worried about flunking.”
"Well, everything dwaysworks out, doesn't it?"

"Honey, redlly, your mother and | would happily tell you if it was dlowed. But we cannot interfere. We
will fully support you in whatever decisions you choose to make. Asyou tell your clients, you have
arrived at afork in the road. Shortly, you will have to make a decision asto which path you want to
follow."

"Is Aunt Pesty behind the fate dreams starting?”'

Slence.

"Can she dter the dreams?"

"No, absolutely not.” The words exploded from her mother.

"Is something she did behind my feding that someone iswatching me?!

Silence.

"Did she bring Cole here?"

Silence

"Do you know why Cole Brown didn't show up for his appointment or cal to cance?
Slence.

"Do you know why Cinn and Rose were able to hear your comment this morning?"
Her parents glanced at each other but said nothing.

"Did Aunt Pesty create aspell before she left?!

Silence.

"Is shereally on ameditative retreat where she can't be reached?”

"Well, that would certainly be anew description for..."

"Herb.” Ducking his head, he grinned, but knew better than to continue.

Ginger looked at her father. “Wasit the pictures or the whole medium thing that upset Cole?!

"Both. But the picture was what emotionaly hit him the hardest because he couldn't brush that off as
nonsense created through hypnosisfrom awitch.”

"Hethinks I'm awitch?’ Her voice went up an octave when she said witch.



"He can't figure out what you are.”
"Why didn't hetell mewho heredly waswhen he arrived?”

"Don't know. I'm not the mind reader in thisfamily. We can oversee family members. We can materidize.
With practice we can move smdl objects. My specialty is moving Pesty's reading glasses. It's sweet
payback for al the times she drove me crazy.

"Giving you answersto things you need to discover for yoursaf might change how you decideto handle
the Stuation. Now, before your mother glares ahole through my handsome ghostly figure, | will stop. |
have said far morethan | should.”

"Areyou saying thisisfate and not Aunt Pesty?"
Her mother sighed. “We are not answering that question.”
She glared awarning a Herb before focusing on Ginger.

"L et meremind you, young lady, that aslong as you have the ability to make choices, fateisnot carved in
stone. Every choice offered will create adifferent ending to a situation. Every day your choices ater your
future and current redlity. If you had told Cole Brown ‘no’ instead of setting an appointment, your redity
right now would be vastly different from what it became. So what right do we have to say that Pesty's
cdamitiesare not redly the precise way in which the universe intended Stuations to unfold?!

Herb rubbed his baldhead as he wisdly kept histhoughts on that possibility to himseif.

Glancing at her father, Ginger was reminded of some of the more dramatic reactions her mother had
exhibited to some of Aunt Pesty's more inventive spells over the years. Obvioudy, she had had achange
of heart. Like her father, Ginger made no comment.

"Timing iscrucid. Even aminute can prevent or creste a chance encounter. If we give you information
beforeit is needed, you could miss a golden opportunity.”

"Mom, are you saying you would help Aunt Pesty in some scheme she has concocted if you thought it
was the right time for something to happen?”’

"Mind readers cannot cast spells, which isagood thing. If | could have, | would have turned your father
into adonkey's backside before we married. Then think of al the fun we would have missed raising you
threegirls”

Ginger smiled but Caitlin ignored the kissyface sounds Herb directed her way.

"Maybe | know something | have not shared even with your father, but | stand by what | said and | will
say ho more."

"Mom."

"Don't mom me. Y ou go across the street and talk to that young man. He might try biting your head off,
but Rose has given you lots of practicein avoiding permanent damage.”

"Ishe dill angry? What will he say? How hewill react?"

"I am agood mind reader, but I'm not that good. Must | remind you that | can read current thoughts and
beliefs, but not what is going to go through someone's mind in the future? Asfor anger, hewasin total
denid. Hejust expressed it as anger.”



Ginger sat quietly watching her parents. They radiated the type of loving support for each other and
family that most people only dreamed about. She knew she wasn't going to get the solution to the
problem. She had their support. Ginger would have to be content with that knowledge.

When it came to work, she was confident about what could be accomplished. Talking to individuals or
small groups about hypnosis never made her nervous. Ginger was aso willing to admit that where her
outgoing ssters had no problem being the center of attention, she was more reserved around strangers
and avoided confrontations whenever possible. With Rosemary and Cinnamon she easily used humor,
sarcasm and teasing to defuse prickly situations. Not knowing Cole, Ginger was not looking forward to
what might happen.

Without giving athought to her mother reading her mind, Ginger's head was spinning with ideas on ways
to postpone walking across the street as long as possible.

"I know you would tell meif you could. Thank you for sharing what you have. | don't suppose | could
talk you into agame of Monopoly before you leave?!

Her father looked longingly at the old Monopoly box sitting on ashelf below the window seet.
Her mother gave her adisappointed frown.

"Okay. | will tak to him."

With one brow arched, her mother stared her down.

"Now. Right thisminute. | will not passgo. | will not collect two hundred dollars. | will not use my get out
of jail card. See, I'm standing. I'm going. I'm walking to the door. Bye. Loveyou."

In answer, she felt velvety soft touches aswarm air stroked her cheeksjust before their presence faded
amongd aglittery display of twinkling lights.



Chapter 11

Her parents had diss pated but Ginger wasn't fooled. With the presence of their energy hovering by the
door, her mother was treating her like an eight-year-old by sticking around to insure that she followed
orders.

Light tan siding, an eyebrow window that Aunt Pesty used to make wink to change toddler tearsinto
laughter, and soldier blue and maroon trim gave Martin's house amasculine appeal. A deep front porch
covering the full width of the wide structure held an inviting array of high backed, wood rockers.
Squaring her shoulders, Ginger mentally prepared for whatever happened next as she crossed her fingers
for luck and lightly tapped on the front door.

Cole groaned with frustration when he saw a kaleidoscope version of Ginger through the prismsthe
leaded glass on the door created. Outside of childishly refusing to answer the door, he could think of no
way out of talking to her.

Opening the door, Cole met her silent appraisal.

His mussed hair glistened with dampness. Small drops of water dowly dripped onto hisshirt collar. The
insght that he had stuck his head under acold faucet of water to wash away telltale sgns of tears
whigpered through her mind. Slently she said, “ Thank you, Mom."

Col€e's bloodshot eyes held mistrugt. Irritation shimmered off hisbody like heat waves on hot asphdt. As
bad as he looked, Cole still carried himself with a commanding presence. She knew he was a doctor;
Martin bragged about him continudly. Right now, standing before her in stocking feet, he looked more
like ahandsome, rumpled cowboy in need of afriend and agood night's deep.

Colefound an oddball kind of humor in the thought that if he said, “boo,” she would run away. Her
ramrod straight back spoke of determination. Her crossed fingers amost had him smiling. As she bit her
bottom lip with worry, her eyes pleaded with him not to make thisany harder then it already was.

He redlized that the confidence in which she carried herself made her appear tdler. In truth, the top of her
head didn't reach his chin. He redlly was going to rethink the foot fetish. Her bare feet and red painted
toenalls once again sent jolts of sexud awareness cruising through his body.

Without saying aword he stepped back, alowing her entry into the house.

Walking into the living room, she noticed a steaming cup of coffee set on an antique misson oak Sde
table. The smple classic lines of the mission oak tables, cream white wals, oak trimmed fireplace, and
hardwood floors were accented with brightly colored upholstered furniture. One of Aunt Pesty's lap
quiltsin alone star pattern of multiple shades of blue, tan and yellow diamonds was draped over the
back of the couch.

The pencil sketches were sitting side by side on the otherwise empty clock-face-round coffee table. Not
wanting to share the butter soft navy blue lesther couch with him, she used the coffee table asa safe
buffer as she sank into anavy blue and tan striped overstuffed chair.

Looking like an animd ready to pounceif provoked, Cole perched on the arm of the couch with his
hands braced on hisknees.

An uncomfortable silence filled the room asthey tried unsuccessfully to read each other's thoughts.



"Cole, I..."
"Ginger, I..."

When Cole glared, shefel sllent. “1 have one question.” He pointed afinger towards the pictures. “What
type of trickery did you use to draw those pictures?’

Fingernails cut into tender flesh as her hands balled into fists. Refusing to lose her temper over the word
trickery, she gave the same explanation she should have given him before being hypnotized.

"Since agetwelve, | have had the ability to see beyond the human vell that shields soulswho have passed
over from people still earth bound. Some spirits who visit are more transparent than others, but al spirits
arethree-dimensiond. It isnot quite accurate, but imagine a person standing behind acampfirein ahaze
of shifting smoke. The person is solid but ooks semi-transparent. Spirits are vaporous but because they
are animated and often excited to be talking to aperson on thisside, | tend to forget they are spirits.
Whileaclient ishypnotized, | draw what | see. It isthat smple.”

Smple? She had to be joking!
"Let me get thisstraight; you are teling me you see ghosts?!

That did it. Trickery. Ghosts. She knew the next uncomplimentary word would be witch. In mere
minutes, he had successfully pushed severd buttons that could get her temper boiling. “1 do not think of
them as ghosts. Ghosts are aberrations that go bump in the night, scream when provoked and generdly
have surly dispositions. They have afar different presence than the souls| communicate with. When souls
want to be seen, they take on the appearance of their earthly bodies so we can recognize them. They
deserve the same respect you would give any human being.”

Shit, the body and face that had him launch a few hundred fantasies of marathon sessions of
sexual fulfillment was totally delusional. How the hell had she conned his uncle?

Thelook of tota disbelief crossing Cole'sface had her wanting to scream with frustration. Hisreaction
waswhy she never volunteered the information that she was a medium unless absol utely necessary.

"Look, you asked the question. | gave you an honest answer, so stop looking at melike I'm lying. And
that reminds me of aquestion | want answered. Why didn't you tell me | had confused you with someone
else?| dont believe you didn't redize the mistake.”

Busted.

Cole had hoped to avoid her asking any questions by keeping her on the defensive. Finding himsdf inthe
awkward position of needing her cooperation, he knew hisflimsy explanation had better be good.

Raking fingers through his damp hair, he Sghed as he remembered the old adage, if you're going to lie,
stick as close to the truth as possible.

"I redlly don't have an excuse.” Not bad. Not an apology and not the truth.

"When you cdled me by name, | assumed that before Uncle Martin left he mentioned | might be visting. |
thought you saw my walking out of Martin's house and figured out who | was.” So far so good, she
wasn't acting like she didn't buy the explanation. Of course it wasn't too far off the mark.

"By thetime | redlized you had me confused with someone e, | had become interested in what it would
be like to be hypnotized. When the other guy didn't show up, | decided not to correct your mistake.” He



crossed hisarms. From the look of disbelief on her face, the intimidating tactic didn't work. Col€'s gut
told him it wastime to shut up while he was ahead of the game.

She pointed a the pictures. “Which oneis Sandy?"
"The cocker spaniel. The woman ismy maternal grandmother. The boy isachildhood friend.”

Instead of looking at him, shewas staring at a point behind him. “Who are the children?” Ginger ignored
the sharp catch to his breath. The sadnessthat crept into his eyestugged at her heart but she refused to
tell him he didn't need to answer.

A deep breath steadied hisvoice. “I don't know if Uncle Martin told you, but I'm acardiologist. Those
portraits are the faces of my patientsthat | was unable to help. They died of heart failure.”

The last explanation had cost him far more then admitting that Sandy was afamily pet. If she had been
feding generous, Ginger would have eased his guilty conscience by telling him severd people over the
years had made appointments with her for the sole purpose of contacting a deceased pet.

Ginger knew he wastelling the truth because the spirit of his childhood friend had materiaized behind him
when she had asked why he hadn't admitted the mistaken identity. The spirit then nodded his head to
confirm Colée's completely truthful statements. When Cole had told a half-truth, the spirit had ducked his
head to try to hide alopsided smile. Ginger would have liked to question the half-truths, but figuring she
wouldn't get a straight answer she pushed them aside.

Assuming the spirit was there to offer Cole mora support, she thought it sad Cole was obliviousto the
positive energy hisfriend was radiating around the room. She didn't need Rosemary's ahilities to know
there was far more to the story on why he was here and why he had posed as her client.

Too emotiondly drained to pressthe issue, she changed the subject.
"What isyour friend's name?’
"Porter."

Hewatched her anger dissipate as quickly asit had ignited. She certainly wasn't sending out friendly fibs,
but at least she wasn't pitting mad.

She nodded. “ Areyou dright?"
He shrugged.

"L ook, I know we need to talk, but do you mind putting it off until tomorrow. | gpologize for not telling
youwho | waswhen | redlized your mistake. How | fedl right now ismy own fault. So stop wasting time
blaming yoursdf. Right now | need sometime to think about what happened. Why don't | come over
tomorrow morning to finish this discusson®?’

Now that the opportunity was being offered to postpone the inevitable, she was reluctant to set the
meatter aside. Porter's expression was definitely asking her to back off. No matter what, she had to
apologize or as soon as she got home she would be visited by her mother who would not be happy if she
took the coward'sway out.

"Cole, | appreciate your trying to accept the blame. Bottom line: | made the mistakes that caused the
problem.”



"Look, it—"

Holding up a hand she sopped him. “Please, don't interrupt. If | had read the information form you filled
out, immediatdy, | would have known who you were. Putting that fact asde, asafirst timeclient, |

should have explained that when a soul appearsto talk to you they also appear in the office. If | had done
my job properly, al of this could have been avoided. | am truly sorry for the pain this caused you."

Her sincerity madeit difficult to remember she was the lady they suspected was plotting to take hisuncle
to thefinancid cleaners. He would never have thought his savvy uncle gullible enough to get involved with
acrazy lady. Hell, who was he kidding? Looking at the sexy packagein front of him, even knowing she
was alunatic, he could easily seethe attraction.

When she stood to leave, Cole started to rise. “Don't bother getting up; | can see mysalf out. I'll be home
al day tomorrow. Ring the doorbell. I can't hear someone knocking on the door from the back of the
house. Goodnight, Cole.”

Looking past his shoulder, she grinned. “ Porter, thanks for the support, even though he thinksyou'rea
figment of my imagination. Make sure he doesn't drink too much coffee, or a least get himto lace it with
some of Martin's expensive whiskey. The old wooden icebox in the dining room isused asaliquor
cabinet. Also, you might want to persuade him to get some deep; helookslike hdl.”

Cole watched asweset, genuine smile light up her face; her eyes danced with mischief. He found himself
wishing she were directing the smile a him instead of the imagined presence of aghodt.

Ginger nodded affirmatively. “I'll think about it. First, hell need to prove himsdlf worthy.” Pausing, she
tilted her head to the Sde asiif listening to someonetalk. Taking around her laughter, she said, “ Y eah,
well my mommasaysadl men claim that when they want something.”

Looking at Cole, she sobered. “| like your friend Porter. Try listening for what he hasto say.” With that
said shewalked to the door and let herself out.

With asigh, Cole landed sprawled on the couch as he did off the couch'sarm. Closing hiseyes, he
thought about all that had happened since April first. He was positive the universe's April Fool's prank
had now taken aturn into never-never land asit continued screwing with his mind.

Since entering college, Cole had never wasted histime. Since arriving home, that was al he had done.
Fedling atwinge of guilt, he amended the thought. Helping his mother with her project hadn't been a
waste of time. It had been apain, in more ways then one, but he would do it over again if asked just to
see her ook of pleasure at the end resullt.

In truth the only time wasted had been here playing | Spy. He muttered, “ Shit,” as he redlized he was
now obligated to stay until the promiseto both hisfather and the children had been fulfilled.

After meeting the prospective bride, he couldn't understand his uncle contemplating marriage. Hot and
heavy sex he could rlate to, till death do us part, no way in hell.

Cole had never had theinclination for self-reflection. No amount of analyzing was going to change
yesterday, so why waste time dissecting it under amicroscope? Now he found himsdf acting likeamad
scientist scrutinizing his life while hoping to find acure for the virus that had suddenly destroyed his
well-planned days and peace of mind.

Before Porter's death, Cole had dreamed of ajob in oceanography or aerospace, afterwards every
waking thought condensed down to the next requirement towards his goa of becoming a cardiologist. He



now saw that as daily, weekly, monthly and yearly goals had been set, met, and crossed off thelist, he
pretty much ignored the world beyond the hospital corridors or the ranch's property lines.

When not on the road traveling for work, he dept in the same room he had since he was born. After
sling his practice, Cole had built alarge shop at the ranch that became his office. Hospitd facilitieswere
aways available when needed.

An unforeseen advantage to the arrangement had been the ability to climb on ahorse to help around the
ranch when hismind got stuck on a problem or stressed to bresking point with pressure. The mindless
tasks of mending fences or rounding up stray cows gave him plenty of timeto clear his head and keep the

body fit.

Colefound himsdlf ashamed to admit, even to himsdlf, that his occasona dates had no meaning beyond
mutual sexud gratification. He had never been into one-night stands, but hetried to steer clear of any
femae, no matter how enticing the package, he thought might be interested in a permanent relationship.

Nightsat aloca tavern playing pool with hisbrother and an odd mixture of life-long friends had aways
been relaxing and enjoyable. Neverthel ess, Cole had never felt the need to overindulge in booze or to
partake of the women that hung around the bar hoping for lord only knows what.

In retrospect, it was effortless to see that he was spoiled in having exactly what he wanted, when he
wanted. Hisbdliefs and free time were tidy, uncomplicated and unencumbered. In truth, hislife conssted
of little more than endless work, mindless cow herding, inconsequentia sex and deep.

He hated to admit it but when analyticaly reviewed, his perfect life sounded as serile, bland and
uninteresting as aflat white gauze bandage.

Now thanks to some unseen universal force, hefdt like hed falen into avortex of madnesswhere hislife
was unraveling faster than abal of yarn being chased by akitten. He hoped the ensuing mess the promise
was sure to invoke wasn't as hard to untangle.

Now on top of the dreams haunting him, Cole had to ded with awoman who believed she could talk to
ghosts, or break a promiseto the children. Oh yeah, life was redly looking good!

It surprised him to redlize that where he would stand when he popped out of the whirlwind was beginning
tointriguehhim.

With agrunt of disgust, Cole picked up the cold mug of coffee as he headed for the kitchen. Halfway
there he decided a shot of whiskey wasn't such abad idea. “ Porter, if that crazy lady wasn't lying I'd
redly appreciateit if you'd make your presence known."

Waking into the dining room, the first thing he saw was the bottle of whiskey. Sitting next to the bottle
weretwo crysta tumblers; each held adouble shot of amber liquid. Theleft hand door to the antique
icebox was wide open.

Muittering, “ah shit,” he picked up one of the tumblers and gulped down the amber liquid.

* * * %

"Mom, I'm home."
Within seconds the sweet smell of gardenias, her mother's clever caling card, filled the air.

When shedidn't materidize, Ginger knew she had used her remote viewing to lisen in on the
conversaion.



Not in the mood to cook, she wished her mother would send agenieto whip her up anice hot mea asa
reward for doing astold. When the kitchen came up empty of anything resembling aMagic Chef, Ginger
got acontainer of |eft over stir-fried vegetables and brown rice out of the refrigerator, pedled off the
cover and ate it cold as she headed towards the back of the house.

She did not want to think nor did she want to dream. She could only think of one solution to both
quandaries. Walking into her studio, Ginger immersed hersdlf in her paintings.

After afina touch up on severa canvases and finishing two others she felt energized.

Three prepped, pristine white canvases were placed on easdls. | deas soared through her mind as she
made the first brush stroke. If her hand could have transferred the inspirations as quickly as she was
visualizing them, the three paintings would have been finished before she began.

Hoursflew by.

At dawn she tumbled into bed.



Chapter 12

Astempting as the prospect was, Cole did not get rip roaring drunk. Polishing off three double shots, he
|eft the bottle on the dining room table. Walking out of the dining room, he yelled over his shoulder,
“Porter, you took the bottle out, you can put it back. And shut the door.”

He dept without dreaming or perhaps he passed out. The booze on an empty stomach had immediately
relaxed him. But not enough to have him forgetting talking ghosts, a sexy nymph haunting his dreams or
hisinappropriate physical reaction to hisunclesfiancée.

Just before dawn he awvoke. The dream, no, the sultry nymph in the dream had shattered any sense of
relaxation.

Frustration ate his gut as he showered, wrapped his ankle with an ACE bandage, put on running gear and
headed downdtairs.

The empty tumblerswere still on the table. The bottle was missing; theicebox door was closed. Not
ready to question how it happened, Cole wrapped his mind around the problem of being hornier then a
gdlioninabarn full of primed mares as he made a strong pot of coffee.

Like alovesick fool, he stood at the living room window impatiently waiting for Ginger to dash out the
front door. When the sun crept over the horizon, he realized she wasn't coming out to play.

Forced to walk more then run around the perimeter of the golf course hadn't helped his disposition. By
ten when he till hadn't seen any sign of life across the street, his patience snapped.

She answered the door wearing aman's dress shirt. Smeared and spattered with paint, it was amost
impossible to locate a spot of white materia on the shirt. In bare feet with shirttails skimming her knees
and her hair tucked behind her ears, Ginger looked like she'd just rolled out of bed—sexy as hell.

Thinking the shirt was dll she waswearing his blood pressure shot up severd points.

When she moved her arm in asweeping gesture to invite him in, Cole redlized the shirt was unbuttoned.
His breath hitched. As he glimpsed shorts and asnug knit top underneath the roomy shirt, the vivid vison
of her naked body seducing him shattered with acute disappointment.

Hells Bells. Be still my heart. Knowing her life mate could never doubt her spiritud abilities, Ginger
understood there was no possible future for them. It didn't matter—she smiled at him asif hewasalong
lost lover.

"Comein. Have you eaten? | was just going to fix some breakfast. It won't be any problem to throw a
few more dices of bacon on thegriddle.”

"Thanks, but that realy—" The rumbling of his somach stopped him.
"Well, | guessthat answersthat question.”

As she turned towards the kitchen, she thanked the universe for granting a short reprieve. Maybe after a
few gdlons of caffeine, she would be ready to answer his questions and ask afew of her own. Not likely!
Sheredly did hate confrontations.

Hewas gill standing at the entrance when she glanced over her shoulder. “Follow me."



Entering the spacious kitchen, he couldn't help but notice the libera use of primary colorson ablack and
white paette. Cabinets and gppliances plus dl the wallsin the kitchen and adjoining dining areawere
painted milk white. Countertops and a bar top were black granite with granular sugar sized specks of
crystal sprinkled throughout the rock. The neutra colors made the perfect backdrop for an eclectic mix
of countertop appliancesin cranberry red, canary yellow and royal blue.

The cozy dining area opposite along bar held awide bay window with blue and white checked café
curtains. Placemats and napkins on the table and bar were made of blue, red, yellow or green gingham
check materia. Old-fashioned rag rugs were scattered across the wooden floors.

"The coffee'sfresh. Hope you like French Vanilla. Mugs are in the cupboard above the coffegpot. While
you're pouring yourself a cup, would you please pour me one? No cream. No sugar. If you don't want
coffee theré'salarge sdlection of loose teato choose from in the pantry.”

Pouring the coffee, Cole speculated on how long he could postpone asking for help. Being a
procrastinator was anew experience. Tackling problems head-on had aways made more sense, but her
so-cdlled redlity wasn't something he wanted to dedl with. But needing her cooperation meant he couldn't
walit too long or it would just become more awkward to bring up.

Placing one seaming mug beside the stove where Ginger wasworking, Cole casudly leaned againgt the
counter as hetook atentative sip of the hot brew. It certainly wasn't the strong black caffeineinfuson
fixed a home, but it wasn't haf bad.

Turning, she gave him another dazzling smile. “Would you please set the table on the deck? The weether
istoo niceto wasteit Stting indgde.”

Shedidn't wait for or expect an answer. “ Slverware isin the drawer by the dishwasher. Use the napkins,
salt, pepper and placemats off the bar top. Orange juice and homemade strawberry jelly arein the
refrigerator. Glasses are on the shelf above the coffee mugs and take the coffegpot out. Don't worry
about plates; I'll put the food on them before bringing them out.”

Having been raised to help around akitchen and a chuck wagon run by an old timer that never said
please, Cole st to work without replying.

The backyard was double the size of Martin's. Like the kitchen and the glimpse he had gotten of the
living room, the yard was dive with color. Tulips of every imaginable color, yellow and orange daffodils
and yellow, white and purple panses shared space in severd well-tended flowerbeds under large oak
trees. A row of lavender with newly planted pink petunias and purple pansieslined the wall and walkway
by an oversized barn style garage. A huge brassturtle, turned green with age, was half hiddenina
flowerbed filled with tall dender stalks of pink and white pampas grass. A thick tal hedge of lavender,
pink and deep purplelilacs across the back of the property effectively blocked the dley view and filled
the yard with their perfume.

There were two tables on the deck aong with flowerpots packed full of ferns, strawberry plants bursting
with pae pink blossoms and aroma packed herbs. Ignoring the long picnic table, Cole setitemson a
round glass-topped table positioned to overlook a small rock garden that surrounded a pond full of
well-fed red, orange and white Koi.

A large gray cat, wearing arhinestone studded pink color, sat at the edge of the deck ignoring him as she
concentrated on the fish swimming in and out of shadows made by wild grasses growing around the
rocks.

The yard reminded him of pictures his mother had shown him from gardening magazines. Someone spent



alot of timetending to the yard or alot of money was spent to have the yard maintained. He needed to
find out which was true and who was paying the hill.

He turned to walk back into the house as Ginger came through the door carrying two large plates holding
steaming red pepper, onion, mushroom, cheese and ham omelets, crispy bacon and dices of fresh
srawberries. A smaller plate was stacked high with thick dabs of homemade wheat bread.

As his somach once again growled, they ravenoudy tucked into the hearty, hot medl.

When the hardiest of the hunger pangs were satisfied, Ginger broke the surprisingly comfortable silence.
Looking at the cat that moments before had switched attention from the pond to the hand that was now
aternately tossing her bits of bacon and grated divers of sharp cheddar cheese, she said, “Cole, thisis
Dum-Dum. Dum-Dum, thisis Cole. Dum-Dum if you are nice to Cole he might let you visit Martin's
house before Martin comes home."

Dum-Dum did not seem impressed.
Neither did Cole.

Ignoring both their reactions, she explained. “Martin made the mistake of alowing Dum-Dumin his
house. Dum-Dum, deciding she liked having amae dave, started howling at his door whenever she
wanted to run away from home, which was usually about onein the morning. In sdf-defense, heingtdled
acat door. Knowing you're at the house, she may try to visit. I know he locked the cat door before
leaving. If you don't like cats jumping on your bed in the middle of the night, | would advise you to leave
the door locked."

Needing her cooperation, Cole decided it might be best to humor her. “No problem, I'll unlock the door.
I'd wondered about the cat door and food dishes. At the ranch we have a Samese named Brownie. |
doubt Dum-Dum could yowl any louder than the old tom, but | can't say 1'd appreciate midnight
serenades.”

They had both finished eating. Used to dates who picked at their meals, he had been surprised by her
hedlthy appetite. Even with the generous portions, Ginger had cleaned her plate as easily as he had.
When avision of them working off some of the calories clouded hisvision, he shut it down. But not
before it had gotten another part of his anatomy's attention.

Lingering over acup of coffee, hesaid, “ Theyard isbeautiful. My mom just had me working on what
she's cdling ayard beautification project. It gives me anewly formed appreciation for al the hard work
and time ayard like thistakesto create and maintain.”

"For my mother, | say thanks. She did dl the designing and dl the origind planting so she deservesall the
credit. Theyard is her pride and joy. Now, a garden service maintains everything."

Where was the mother? It certainly hadn't been an answer he had even remotely expected.

She certainly didn't owe him an explanation. From the puzzled expression on hisface and knowing he
could easily ask Martin, Ginger decided to be generous. “My parents died in a car accident when | was
sxteen. My ssters no longer live here and | have atendency to kill plants. Mom tells me what she wants
done and | give theingtructionsto the garden service. Mom is happy. The yard dwayslooks great and
best of all, | don't get weed-pulling duty, whichisajob | hate. When we were growing up, Mom used to
hand out that chore as a punishment if we disobeyed.”

Damn, it unnerved him that once again she was talking about ghosts asif it were as normd as picking up



the phone and calling someone in another state. He made amenta note to do alittle research on mentdl
illnesses that created delusions when he got back to Martin's.

Since she had mentioned talking to ghosts asiif it were anorma everyday occurrence, he was thinking
now would be agood timeto tell her about the promise he had made.

Before Cole could say anything, Ginger started stacking dishes.

When had he become a coward? Never had he found it difficult to express his opinions or skirted around
anissue. Y et here he was accepting the reprieve with asigh of reief ashe helped carry dishesinto the
kitchen.

By the time the table was cleared and cleaned, Ginger was fresh out of ideas on how to postpone their
talk any longer. It wastimeslike this, Rosemary's devil-be-damned attitude would be handy. Ginger
believed everyone had aright to his or her own opinions, including her. On the other hand, when
confronted she found was difficult to express her fedings when she knew the other person thought her a
certifiable nut case.

"Let'sgo to my studio. | need to work and we can talk just as comfortably in there asin the living room."

Following her down ahalway that intersected the foyer and living room, they walked past the closed
double doorsto the office as they headed towards stairs that led to the second story of the house. Just
before the stairs, they turned to enter alarge room bathed in sunlight. Windows and another French door
made up the wall facing the backyard. Long, narrow windows about afoot below the nine-foot ceiling
lined the other wall. On the floor and leaning againgt that wall were dozens of unframed finished paintings.

A large cube-styled bookcasefilling the wall with the hallway door held every imaginable item an artist
could possibly want. Seeing tubes of oil and acrylic paint, boxes of chalk and colored pencils, Cole
redized shedidn't restrict hersdlf to just one or two mediums. Three easels holding different sized
canvases were set up in asemicircle in the center of the large sunny room. A paint-splattered canvastarp
protected the hardwood floor benesth the easels.

Without aword, Ginger picked up awell-used painting paette and squeezed dabs of paint onto it.
Sdecting apaintbrush out of an old canning jar Stting on asmal table that also held tubes of acrylic paint
inafull spectrum of colors, she started painting.

With hislegs planted shoulder width gpart and hands stuck in the back pockets of hiswell-worn jeans,
Cole watched awooden swing hanging from athick-limbed tree take shape. The swing looked likeit
was being blown by thewind until precise brush stokes started to shape the ghostly figure of ayoung girl
holding onto the thick ropes that suspend the wooden seat. The setting for the picture was the backyard.
Not having noticed aswing, he looked out the French doors. From this angle of the house, he clearly saw
the swing hanging listlessly asit waited for someone to come play.

He smiled as he watched Ginger using her forearm and the cut off deeve on the old dress shirt to sharpen
apoint on aliner brush. A few minuteslater her somach became the backboard to remove a glob of
paint on awideflat brush. Engrossed in what she was doing, he was fascinated by the infinite array of
expressions she wore as she mixed colors, tested, remixed and selected different brushes. As her hand
flew between the paint and canvas, she made the process look effortless, the true mark of a professional.

Breaking the emotiond pull that had his gut starting to twist into arock hard bal of desire, Cole shifted
his eyesto the canvas placed in the center of the group she was working on. Remembering the fun of
Halloween, the dilapidated old house decked out to welcome thetrick or treating ghogts, goblins and
witches put agrin on hisface.



Thethird painting in the group wiped the grin away. It also had him speculating on just how much she
knew about the family ranch. A night scene, the painting showed a full moon bathing light over afidd with
low rolling hillsin the distance. The scenelooked eerily like the view he could see any night he cared to
look out his bedroom window. The only thing missing was ahuge, old, red barn his
great-great-grandfather had built when he had homesteaded the property over ahundred years ago. A
few transparent figures, in the middle of the canvas were posed in amanner that resembled asquare
dance. With alot of work till to be done, he figured he could be totally wrong about the dancing.

Ginger was not quite as engrossed as Cole thought. At first it had been difficult to concentrate with the
musky male scent of him standing beside her. When he didn't immediately start asking questions, she
relaxed. Now she kept an eye on him as he dowly walked down the row of paintings against the wall
flipping through canvases to examine each one.

A dight tiffening of his spine indicated the exact moment it dawned on him that each painting centered on
the world of those that had passed over. True, some were whimsical like the haunted house painting
currently in progress, but most depicted everyday scenes with supernatura twists.

She was about to explain how some of the paintings had come about, ghosts included, when he turned to
face her. Seeing thewarinessin hiseyes, Ginger nixed theidea. She wasn't in the mood to hear negative
comments about her supernaturd abilities, metaphysica capabilitiesin generd or spiritsthat liked to play
as much, or more then humans.

He had been right about the square dancing. While he had been focusing on the finished canvases, she
had started painting a barn onto the canvas, abarn exactly like the one on the ranch.

"Will it interrupt you to talk while you work?"

She shrugged one ddlicate shoulder. “Maybe. But we need to talk and | need to paint. Let's see how it
goes”

"Do you awayswork on severd paintings at once?"

"Good grief, no. It would wear me out. Rose, my sigter, hasafriend who ownsan art gdllery. Against my
better judgment, | got sweet talked into dlowing her to do a specia showing of my work. Last night |
went alittle crazy. Ideas wereflowing so | kept painting.”

"How long does apainting take to finish?'

"That depends on alot of different factors. Right now, I'm using acrylic paint becauseit driesfast. Figure
there's about ten hours invested in these three canvases so far. | fell into bed around dawn."

That explained why she skipped the morning jog.
"Where do you get your ideas?"

Hells bells. Was he ready for this? “Things| see when I'm out and about, visions that come out of
nowhere and daydreams that build one layer at atime. Sometimes a painting just happens, oneidea
builds another idea. When I'm lucky, ideasflow faster than | can paint them."”

As nonchaantly as possible he asked, “What about the one you are painting now, did you see that
somewhere?!

She frowned then shrugged both shoulders. “To tell you the truth | don't know. The haunted house and
the scene from the backyard are both ideas | 've been working on for afew days. The barn just sort of



happened, can't redly explainit. Even now, | don't know what | am going to do on it next. It fedslikethe
brush is controlling me instead of my controlling the brush. Can't say asit has ever happened that way
before.”

She could betelling the truth or she could be aredlly good liar. Short of asking if Martin had shown her
pictures of the ranch, Cole couldn't think of a question that would licit more information.

"When | woke up, | came back in hereto seeif | was gtill pleased with how it was turning out. | was
going to start painting when | redlized | was starving. That iswhen you showed up.” And had me
imagining things better left alone.

"Arﬂ?.

When hedidn't say anything else, Ginger stopped painting long enough to look at him with a puzzled
expresson. “And what?'

"Areyou pleased with what you painted?’
Jeez, shewaslosing it. “Oh. Yes, | am.”
"When isthe show?"

Asusud, sngularly engrossed in the play of colors and brush strokes, she effectively blocked out
digtractions, hypnotized. When within the sllence she realized he had asked a question and she had no
ideawhat the question was, Ginger put the brush shewasusing in ajar of sogpy water. While cleaning
brushes she said, “ Sorry, guess| can't paint and talk at the same time. What did you ask?"'

"When isthe show?'
"Fve weeks from today."

Therewas no way he could wait five weeks to follow through with his promise. It would haunt him until it
was done. Maybe haunt’ was not the word he wanted to use considering the subject of every paintingin
theroom. Still, the word perfectly described dl that had been happening since the first of the month.

Ginger had watched hisfacid expresson change from frusiration to calculating as he struggled with
whatever was on his mind. For the first timein many years she actually wanted to be ableto read a
persons mind. Then again, she probably would want to sic Aunt Pesty on him if sheknew al his
unfiltered thoughts.

Watching him rake fingers through his hair for the third time since entering the studio she said, *'Y ou know
you could just say what's on your mind. It would sure be easier than pulling dl your hair out."

Turning to look at her, he hesitated for afraction of asecond. “Y esterday, after saying they had been
patiently waiting along timefor this opportunity, the children in the drawing extracted apromise from me.
They want you to travel to their parents homesto let their families know that they are happy and that
they vist them dl thetime."

Of dl the things she thought he might be struggling to ask, Ginger had not anticipated thisone. No one
had ever asked her to travel somewhere to talk to people that might be totally opposed to talking to a
medium. For that matter she knew that despite what Cole had personaly experienced, he was ill not a
believer. So how could he have made such a promise to those children?

Outwardly, there was no sign of annoyance as she meticuloudy cleaned the rest of the paintbrushes.



Putting the palette and clean brushes on the table, Ginger walked towards the French doors. Once
outside, she sat in one of the two white wicker chairs on the smal porch before nailing Cole with aglare
that stopped himin histracks.

Her eyeswere now mossy green, like the deep recesses of apool of water. Cole felt the cold chill clear
down to hisbones.

"How could you? How could you make a promise to those children without asking me first? Of dl the
nerve—you had no right—no right whatsoever to make that type of decison for me."

If she had yelled, he would have felt better. Her soft-spoken criticism had him wanting to apologize, but a
promise had been made. No matter what he personally believed about the talking ghost hocus-pocus,
Cole had every intention of fulfilling that promise. No matter how enticing the package, no matter that he
would be taking cold showers morning, noon and night until thiswas settled, he was not going to back
down or give an inch until she agreed.

Turning the second chair so it faced her, he sat before answering. “1 agree, it waswrong to make a
promisethat involved you, but | don't seethat | was given achoice. Y esterday, | didn't believe in ghosts.
| didn't believein friendly or unfriendly spiritswatching me, or talking, or pouring whiskey into shot
glasses. For that matter | haven't changed my mind today. What | do know isthat whatever you cdl it,
whatever dight of hand you used to creste theillusion, it happened. | saw them, | talked to them, and |
made a promise. No matter what my persona thoughts were, are and continue to be, | will not
disgppoint thosekids. | am not leaving until you help mefulfill that promise.”

The dreams had stirred her hormonesinto arestless state of wanting but that didn't mean she had the
right or the freedom to be attracted to him. But she was. Mgjor, big-time attracted. Even as pissed as she
was a him she wanted to see if she could change his eyesinto smoldering passon instead of cold
determination. Why now and why Cole left her baffled and annoyed.

She was d 0 disgppointed that he believed the experience to be an illusion created by hypnosis. He
wasn't thefirst client to be highly skeptica but despite a hedlthy dose of cynicism they had been open to
the opportunity to reach beyond the grave. Once loved ones mentioned persona memories, no one else
would know even the most cynica had changed their opinions.

Regardless of the fact that her powers had never failed she made certain people understood there were
no guarantees that aloved one would appear. Never having been asked to give acommand performance
of her talents, she wasn't comfortable with the situation but she didn't doubt that the children would
appear and make the meetings memorable.

It didn't matter. She wasn't apuppet on astring that could be manipulated no matter how handsome the
manipulator. There were people other then hersdlf to consider and protect. Let him think shewas acting
sfishly. It was safer then disclosing the truth.,

"Cole, | do not publicize the fact that | am amedium. Therearealot of morally righteous people that
makeit agod to publicly destroy the reputations and lives of metaphysicaly gifted individuals. | have met
severd mediumsthat are public figures; they do excellent work and are reputable mediums. If | ask, any
one of them would be happy to work with you. Although | admire what they do, for persond reasons, |
will never subject my family or mysdf to that pressure or scrutiny.”

Therewasno logica explanation for the conviction that it was vitd to the outcome that Ginger be the one
to talk to the families. Cole smply had to get around her defenses. He figured al he had to do was
discover what it would take to get her to agree.



Heraked hisfingersthrough hishair. “Look | don't carewhat it costs. | will pay whatever you ask, just
promise me you will talk to the parents.” Before the words faded, he knew hed made amagjor mistake.

Fird, shelooked insulted; an instant later cold fury settled in her eyes and around her compressed lips.
"Y ou think thisis about money? Are you out of your frigging mind?'

When he opened his mouth to say something, she stopped him cold. The bone chilling calm of her voice
wasfar louder than alion'sroar. “1 would suggest you leave before | fully lose my temper and tell you
exactly what kind of ahorsesass| think you are. Furthermore, if you do not leave, | will ask for help
and | guarantee you will not like their methods."

Hedidn't have to betold twice that it was timeto retrest, regroup and rethink his strategy. Which wasa
total joke since he hadn't prepared a strategy in thefirst place.

Maybeif she had timeto think over the blank check offer, she would reconsider. Then again, consdering
her reaction, maybe not.

Despite dl indications to the opposing view, he was not supid. By the time he opened the front door to
Martin's house, Cole was thinking maybe an apology wasin order.



Chapter 13

AsGinger utilized a paintbrush as an extension of an index finger, her thoughts were punctuated with
flourish as history was rewritten into what she wished she had said. Each progressive thought dowly
transformed the paintbrush into a dagger asit stabbed instead of stroked the devil with afamiliar
handsome face that had materialized with afew brush strokes in the Hall oween scene she was painting.

Theflow of anger crested then dowly ebbed its way down the other sSde. Before reaching the self-blame
stage she was muttering, “What amoron, adamn fool, | should have asked aghost to escort him off the
property. Stupid. Stupid. Stupid. That would have taught the jerk alesson. How the heck can he be
related to someone as sweet as Martin? Why couldn't he have asked me first? He could talk—even
hypnotized he could talk. Y eah, right asif held remember that. Hellsbells, | was so sidetracked by his
body, | didn't even tdl him | wasamedium. To think | thought the jerk handsome. Hell, heis handsome.
Jeez, | need my head examined. Even the Texas drawl turns my mind to mush. If Adam doesn't appear
soon I'min deep trouble.”

Her anger spent, she saw the canvas for what it was, not what it had represented. Pushing thoughts of
Cole aside, she started repairing the damage.

Not until her Sster's voices drifted down the hall did she redlize the room had lost most of its naturd light.

"You aren't ready,” Cinnamon scolded as her eyes skimmed Ginger from head to toe. “How the heck do
you manage to get paint on acanvas? Look at you! There's paint on your face, in your hair. And look at
your feet, they look like colored Easter eggs with toes.”

"Redlly, I'm ready. Thisisthe latest fashion statement. Y ou must have missed Nicole Miller's spring
fashion collection.” Rubbing her nose, she smeared the wet burnt umber paint on her knuckleinto a
mustache.

"Dowedip you in paint remover or isthat messwash and wear?’ Cinnamon asked.
Ginger stuck out her tongue.

Rosemary, who by thistime should have at |east verbalized one barbed comment, was obliviousto
everything. Turning to look a what had caught her attention, Ginger said, “damn,” with enough heart felt
energy to have Cinnamon lifting abrow questioningly.

She grabbed Rosemary'sarm. “Rosie, why don't you come pick out something for me to wear while |
jump inthe shower?"

Shrugging off the tug on the arm, Rosemary ignored the comment as she knelt in front of an oversized
canvas. Within an old riverboat setting, their father with afull head of ash blonde hair and two other
males, al wearing evening dress reminiscent of the mid-1800's, sat &t a poker table. Rosemary in ared,
low-cut evening gown and copper colored hair done up in fancy ringlets sat between her father and a
sandy haired mae.

Shimmering aberrations drifted out of the smoke made by burning cigars, candles and a pipe clamped
between their father's teeth. Their mother, dressed as adance hall girl, had her arm draped around their
father's shoulder. An ace of hearts peeked out of the low cut bodice of her black lace gown.

"That'smel How? When?Why? It's beautiful. Have Dad and Mom seen this?” Seeing the tears glistening
on Rosemary's cheeks, Ginger fdt like she had been handed afew billion bucks and |oose pocket



change.

With the damage done, there was no sense getting upset that she had been too angry to notice Cole had
moved the painting to the front of the stack. “Happy Birthday. Guess you were supposed to seeit early. |
was going to let you find it opening night of the show with asold tag on the frame. Figured my
entertainment for the evening would be watching you go crazy, trying to find out who you were going to
have to sweet talk into sdlling the painting to you."

"Thank you. It'samazing. Can | takeit home now?"'

"No.” Before Rosemary could protest she pushed both sisters out of the room and firmly closed the
door.

"Do nat, | repeat, do not even think about setting one foot in that room without my permission. If you do,
s0 help me | promiseto sic Aunt Pesty onyou.” Asthreats went it was lame, but they got the idea.

As shejumped into the shower and prepared for the evening out, Ginger filled themin on dl that had
happened during the last two days.

They sympathized, but didn't offer advice—yet.

* * * %

Cole noticed the British Racing Green Austin Healy parked behind the ‘65 Mustang in the circular
driveway as he started across the street.

Being Saturday night, she probably had a hot date. Needing to know what type of guy she would be
seeing onthedy, hedidn't fed the least bit guilty about interrupting their evening.

The same sexy smile ddivered that morning greeted him. Maybe he was going to get lucky and find out
that the generous payment offer had been reconsidered; then again, maybe not.

Something seemed different, out of whack by afraction of ahair, but he dismissed the thought as being
imaginative or just hopeful thinking that he could put off theinevitable.

"Ginger, | want to gpologize for offending you thismorning. | acted like acompleteidiot. | spoke without
thinking about your fedings or how offensve the offer would sound. If you would gracioudy forgive a
talking fool, | would redly appreciateit. Whenever you are ready | would be sincerely grateful for any
help you could offer me, the children and their families.”

She studied him as he spoke. His aurawas a strong clear blue, with athin layer of darker blue around his
gut, no doubt caused by the anxiety of needing to apologize.

Chuckling to hersdlf, she wondered how long he had spent drafting the fancy apology. It was certainly
well rehearsed. Thefact that Ginger had neglected to mention that Cole looked like atall sexy cowboy
rather then the nerdy doctor they had imagined was very interesting.

Wanting to have alittle fun at his expense, after dl he had upset Gin, she skimmed afinger up hisarm,
coyly tilted her head and smiled seductively. “Why, Cole, how very charming. Please do comein. It
would beterribly rude to leave you standing on the porch after apologizing so sweetly.” The voice purred
with familiarity.

The hair on the nape of his neck tingled awarning.

Something was definitely different. She was acting awholelot friendlier. Then again, maybe thiswasthe



real Ginger and he was about to get redly lucky in away he had not been contemplating for at least, oh,
at least aminute or two.

Sepping into the foyer, he got awhiff of aspicy perfume that reminded him of the spiceand raisin
cookies his grandmother had made.

"Thesght of you sure doeswarm my heart. Why don't we go into the living room and make ourselves
comfy.” Her voice purred with pure sex—the type men paid to hear.

Following in her wake, he let his gaze gravitate to the exaggerated sway of her nicely rounded hips
emphasized by a pale pink one-piece outfit. In adaze, he watched her sit on the red-and-white
checkered chaise lounge, kick off her backless heels and stretch like aseductive pink clad kitten.

If he hadn't locked hisjaw shut when the mouth started falling open, he would have looked like a
wet-behind-the ears kid drooling over hisfirst glimpse of a sexy centerfold.

Thedigtinct sound of high hedl s tapping as they made contact with wood floors penetrated his dulled
conscious. Glancing towards the foyer, he did adouble take.

A green spaghetti strap silk top exposed an ample amount of creamy cleavage, well-toned arms and
smooth as sk shoulders. With agold comb sweeping her shoulder length copper hair into a style that
exposed a ddlicate shell-shaped ear and alarge gold hoop earring studded with tiny emerads, she
looked like every man'svision of aredly hot date that started at the door and ended in the bedroom.

Her voice oozed sex gppedl as she entered the room with aloose-limbed stroll. “Wéll, hello handsome.
Areyou going to come out and play with us?"

He glanced at the woman on the lounge chair than back to the woman now standing close enough for him
to sméll the rich scent of roses. Except for hairstyles, they were identical, right down to the seductive
grinsand sparkling mischievous eyes.

His brain turned to mush.

Before he could form athought, another movement caught hiseye. A crackling bolt of lightening from the
now familiar jolt of sexud atraction created aringing sensation in hisears,

Complimenting her skin tone and copper colored hair piled in an elaborate topknot, an espresso brown
top draped low enough to give ahint of cleavage. With her arms crossed in defiance, Cole didn't haveto
ask if she was happy to see him. Emerald green eyes held sparks not sparkles and her glossy lower lip
pouted with annoyance as she glared at him asif he were an annoying pest.

The woman next to him gave athroaty chuckle. “Honey, you need to learn how to keep a poker face
when you're dedt three queens and you only fancy holding one. It spoilsthe fun when you give avay
your thoughts so easly."

His brain recharged, kicked into high gear and faster then a computer, spit out several missing answers.
Focusing his attention on the triplet slanding beside him, he said, “Y ou drive the * 56 Thunderbird.”
Nodding towards the woman still on the lounge, he added, Y ou drive the ‘65 Mustang.”

Looking back at Ginger, he said more to himsdlf than them, “And you drive the black ‘65 GTO.”
Something else dawned on him. Cole smiled as helooked at each of them. “Who isdriving the Hedly or
isthere one more beautiful surprise?’



Again the one next to him answered. “ Our mother would cut your tongue out if she heard you ask that.
Asit was, she said the three of uswere four more than she could handle. The Hedly belongsto me. By
the way, we thank you for the compliment. | am Rosemary, Rose to family and I'm betting you are family.
| am aso the leader of the pack by Sx minutes.”

Cinnamon, having dipped into her shoes, waked towards him with feline grace. Still in sexy vamp mode,
she wrapped both her arms around hiswai &, tilted her head back and smiled seductively. “I am
Cinnamon, or Cinnwitha*C' to family. | am the poor misunderstood middle child. I would loveto cry
on your shoulder sometime, handsome.”

Cinnamon nodded towards Ginger who had not moved a muscle during the whole production. “I believe
you met and then upset Gin, our baby sister. Maybe you should repest that pretty little apology. It might
just help put asmile on her face. It's going to be avery long evening if she doesn't stop pouting.”

"I have abetter idea.” Rosemary said. “ After you gpologize, why don't you join usfor anight on the
town? We were headed to dinner and amovie, but that's no big deal to change. We can have dinner then
head to the club.”

Turning her head dightly so Ginger could not see her face, Rosemary gave him aquick wink and dight
nod. “Maybe the four of us can come up with a plan that will make both of you happy.”

From the scowl, it wasn't hard to tell Ginger was not happy with the Stuation or the suggestion. Having
persond experience of being the youngest, Cole didn't doubt that she was used to her Ssters' taking
charge. Hewould aso bet money on her standing up to them when it really mattered. With any luck this
would be onetimeit didn't reslly matter.

"Sounds good to me. How about giving me five minutes alone with Ginger and another ten to change
clothes?'

"Since you seem familiar with the cars, which one do you fancy driving for anight on thetown?’
Rosemary asked.

He looked like alittle boy being granted an early birthday present. “The GTO."

As Cinnamon and Rosemary headed towards the garage he was again faced with the tricky predicament
of gpologizing. With hands stuck in the back pockets of hisjeans he waked towards Ginger.

Hedidn't stop until shetook astep back. “Cinnisright. | spent al afternoon rehearsing an apology.
Thought it sounded pretty good until | stood on your doorstep and repested it to Cinn. Guess I'm lucky
she decided to teach me alesson by pulling my chain instead of damming the door in my face. Truthiis, |
realy am sorry. | don't know what got into me except maybe adumb shit attack of desperation to get
you to say you would help. Guessit overrode every ounce of rationa behavior and common sensein my
pea-sized brain. Will you please forgive me?'

His expression was sincerely gpologetic. She had exhausted most of her anger and holding agrudge
wasn't her Syle. Besides, how could anyone stay mad at aguy willing to cal himsdf adumb shit!

The smile was hesitant. The sparksin the emerald green eyesturned to flickers of caution. “ Apology
accepted. Y our dumb shit attack isforgiven. Y ou redly don't have to go out with us. Rose can bejust a
tad pushy, so don't fedl obligated.”

The million-wett smile showed off perfect white teeth and adight dimplein hisright cheek that made her
knees go weak and her heart go soft. “ Are you kidding? Three beautiful women escorting me around



town. | might have acted like acompleteidiot earlier today, but I'm not atotal fool. | wouldn't missthis
for anything. Besides | liked Rosemary'sidea of four heads being better then two when it comesto
solving my dilemma”

Without giving her timeto find areason he shouldn't pend the evening with them, he walked out the
door.



Chapter 14

The restaurant, asmall family establishment in arenovated old mansion, had fires blazing welcoming
warmth from two fireplaces. One was surrounded with red brick, the other more forma with aCherry
wood mantle. The odd assortment of china, silver and old linen tablecloths covering two-dozen or so
mismatched antique tables reminded Cole of alarge family holiday get-together, minus the wobbly card
table for the younger kids.

With al but two tables taken, the room was comfortably full, bursting with laughter, conversationand in
the background, the sound of one really unhappy baby.

There were no menus. Instead, awaitress set alarge vintage soup tureen full of peanut butter soup and
baskets of homemade yeast rolls on thetable. A place card put in the center of the round table stated
that the family style meal would include Caesar sdad, primerib, mashed potatoes, gravy, two vegetables
and more warm homemade yeast rolls. Dessert would be a sample platter of bite Sze, mouth-watering
temptations.

After the shaky start with Ginger, Cole was pleasantly surprised at how easily the three of them included
himin thefry of disagreements, teasing, well-executed barbs, sarcasm and sdlf-depredation.

"How often do people mistake you for each other?"

"All thetime. Frankly, it'sannoying. We don't look anything dike.” Rosemary smirked.
"Redlly. Guess|'d better get my eyes checked.”

"Honegtly, we don't ook dike.” Cinnamon had the graceto smileimpighly.

"If you'retrying to sdll that trust-melook of innocence, I'm not buying.”

Threeidentical voicesrang out in protest.

"Let mefinish. Physicaly, there aren't any visible differences | can see. Now if you want meto do a
closer inspection...”

"Good try. Asyou said, were not buying. Earlier, you mentioned what carswe drive. Since you perfectly
matched the carsto each owner, | assume you saw each of us at least once before today. What made
you figure out the cars?’ Rosemary's voice was casud but there was more then casud interest behind the
question.

He wasn't about to admit he had taken pictures of them getting out of those cars. Or that he had studied
those pictures until every detall was burned into hismemory.

"Martin'sliving room window is directly acrossfrom Ginger's driveway. Beautiful women and classic cars
tend to grab aguy's attention.”

"That may be true, but I'm betting thereisawholelot moreto the story. I'll let you get away with the half
truth for now,” Rosemary said.

When Ginger |ooked like she was going to question Rosemary Cole cut her off.

"It'syour attitudes, persona, the way you carry yourselves. Individualy, you were one and the same;
together, each of you isunique. Y ou squint when you're ready to blast out a sarcastic remark. Gin getsa



amirk and Cinn'seyeslight up with mischief."

"Y ou're observant. What else do you see?’ Rosemary asked.
"Not athing."

Cinnamon lifted her wine glass. “ L et ustoast that obvious lie and the man smart enough to hide behind it.”

What he hadn't told them was that Rosemary was the most voca and forthright about presenting a
viewpoint. Without astrong sense of self-confidence, her sarcastic sense of humor could have been
intimidating. Although shefeigned insult and anger when ajokewas at her expense, shetook aswell as
she gave. Cole was not sureif she had agambling problem, but gambling was definitely a sore point
between her and Cinnamon. Although her style of dress was blatantly sexual, it had not taken long to
redlize the gppearance was deceiving.

Cinnamon, the natural comic, entertained them with funny tidbits from a benefit hypnosis show she had
done the previous evening. The sex kitten persona, part of her well-tuned act had been dropped the
minute they left the house. Asthe middle child, she had sharpened her surviva skillsto perfection.
Knowing where to get the biggest reaction, she usudly directed cutting remarks &t Rosemary than sat
back with asmug smile of satisfaction as sparksflew.

Ginger was the most reserved of the three. He figured it had something to do with the medium mumbo
jumbo. Her sense of humor was usudly teasing, but there was aso subtle sarcastic humor that surprised
or went unnoticed if one was not paying attention.

He had been paying close atention. Or more precisdly, another part of him had been paying close
attention to every gesture, comment and breath she took.



Chapter 15

Thefirst indication that the club was not going to be the usua garden-variety beer joint was the two eight
foot tall black cast iron cats wearing witches' hats that stood guard on either side of ablood red door.
The second was the caldron suspended from a poll with *Witches Brew’ written onits belly.

The club was crowded, noisy and smoke free.

The décor, acombination of high tech and tacky Halloween garb, had Angel hair cobwebs clinging from
the ceiling to rafters. Large framed holograms, reminiscent of the Harry Potter movies, hung on three
wdls.

A bartender dressed as avampire, complete with fangs, nibbled at the necks of three giggling femaes as
he persondly served Bloody Marys. Cocktall waitresses wearing skimpy black witch costumes and
black pointed hats served drinksin cauldron shaped glassware with eyeball ice cubes bobbing in the
drinks.

Likethe biblical parting of the sea, the crowd parted as atdl, eye-catching woman with hair the color of
polished obsidian strolled towards them. Her gauzy purple dress with ahandkerchief hem emphasized a
well-packed frame. When she turned her face towards Cole, he was surprised to see atwo-inch band of
pure white hair outlining the right side of a deep widow's pesk.

A deep purple amethy<t, the Size of apeach seed, refracted light when shelifted her hand in greeting.
“Hey, what's up? | wasn't expecting to see the three of you tonight.”

"We are introducing this handsome guy to our loca haunts. Cole Y oung, meet Pagan Phoenix, the owner
of Witches Brew,” Cinnamon answered.

"Nice to meet you, Pagan.” Col€'s Texas drawl was as smooth as aged bourbon.

Tinkling bells of laughter met his ears. Pagan was ogling him, but so was every other femaewithin
lisening range.

"Pagan, focus.” Rosemary snapped her fingersin front of Pagan'sface.
"l wasl Believemel was! Just not on anything printable. Are you Martin's nephew?"
"Yesmdam."

"Oh my, for anerdy doctor you sure make a handsome cowboy. Do you think you could bottle the
voice? | could sl it asan gphrodisiac.”

"If that's acompliment, thanks."

"Sorry, Pagan is il learning socid skills. The picture Martin showed uswas alittle outdated,” Ginger
sad.

"Which one?'

"Black horn rimmed glasses, Gl haircut, Adams apple being strangled by a sober blue stripped tie, eyes
dilated in fear. Y ou were sanding in front of apodium.”

"Y ou forgot the white medical tape holding the glasses together.” Rosemary's tongue in cheek comment



hed Cole cringing.
"No, | wastrying to be polite.”

He resisted the urge to run hisfingersthrough his hair. “ Graduation. Stepped on the glasses moments
before the ceremony began. It is one of my more memorable bumbling moments.”

"Nice to know you're not perfect. The contacts are a definite improvement and aong with a
much-improved haircut, | do believe you grew afew moreinches. | love megtingaman | can actually
look up to. | just might haveto stedl you away from these three pint-szed shrimps.”

When Cole smiled but made no comment, Pagan focused her attention on Ginger. “Rumor hasyou
getting phone calsfrom Mark Stephens.”

"Rumor isright. What do you know about him?"

Holding up afinger to stal awaitresswalking towards them, shereplied, “ Y our tableisready. I'll join
you after | take care of afew things."

Cole heard Cinnamon order two pitchers of beer as Rosemary pulled him towards alarge, crowded
dancefloor.

While dancing with Cinnamon and Rosemary, Cole worked himsdlf into afine state of nervousnessjust
thinking about holding Ginger in hisarms. The fact that she was going to marry his uncle stabbed & his
conscience, but didn't stop the physical attraction that was short-circuiting hisbrain.

Leading Ginger away from her ssters’ prying eyes, Cole staked aclam to asmall portion of the
crowded dance floor. Thefit was perfect. Ginger's soft feminine curves stroked hislean body in dl the
right places. With the additiona height from stiletto hedls, her cheek rested againgt his shoulder. It took
considerable willpower to not bring the contact just alittle closer by pressing his hand against the small of
her back. With warning bells dready screaming over the five-dlarm fire within his body, he contented
himsdf with inhaling her intoxicating scent mixed with the scent of lavender lingering in her hair.

Hewould have been alot happier if hislibido jumped at the sght of Cinnamon or Rosemary. They at
least were normal and not about to become hisaunt. The April's fool ghost must be laughing hisfool head
off by putting him in the position of having his hormones going into overdrive every time helooked at his
unclesfiancée.

Not wanting to waste time thinking, Cole pushed the thought aside as he memorized the way it felt to
hold her in hisarms. Something about the fedl of her and the scent tugged at the edges of his memory.
For thelife of him, he could think whet it was.

Ginger had never been so aware of aman's body. The subtle spicy scent of aftershave and the light brush
of thigh againgt thigh had desire ricocheting through miles of nerve endings that she hadn't known could
be eraticaly sengtive.

The only thing disrupting the pleasure of the moment was afrantic menta tug of war playing within her
head. The devil's naughty voice tempted her to press closer, test the waters, explore possibilities and
discover if hisawareness of her was as strong as hersfor him.

The other end of the rope, manned by common sense, screamed warnings about playing with asexua
firethat wasingppropriate and if alowed to rage out of control would leave her in apile of smoldering
ash without her gift.



With common sense winning this round, Ginger contented hersalf with committing the dance to memory.

By thetime they made their way back, two pitchers of beer stood on the table. One pitcher had a black
witch's hat painted on its Sde. The second pitcher was adorned with dozens of polka doted clown hats.

Cinnamon answered Cole'slook of confusion. “ Designated drivers drink acohol-free beer. The fool's
beer tasteslike the redl thing, thus the dunce or clown hats. It's areminder to everyone that only fools
drink and drive.”

Picking up the pitcher of fool's beer, he poured a glass and took atentative sip. “It's not bad, but I'd
argueonit tagting like the red thing.” Wiggling his brows, he rubbed his hands together. “ Okay ladies,
herestheded, | am now the official designated driver. Let metell you, | take my job serioudy. Not only
will I drive you home safdly, | will happily tuck each of you securdy into your beds, so drink up and be
mery."

"Cutetry. But not in thislifetime, unless you want to be turned into an ugly brown horny toad.”
Rosemary's scowl didn't match the amusement in her eyes.

"Ouch. Y ou're breaking my heart, Sunshine. What about you two beauties?”

"Y ou must have ditched the bumbling geek status dong with the glasses. A gentlemanly offer for sure, but
not for me,” Cinnamon said as she batted her eyesat him.

Laughing dong with everyone else, Ginger made no comment as she fanned her heated face with a paper
napkin.

"Hey, what did | miss? Gin's blushing.” Pagan wedged a chair between Cole and Rosemary.

"Coléstrying to earn aBoy Scout badge by gracioudy offering to be the designated driver and tuck us
into bed if weimbibe alittle too much,” Cinnamon answered as she gave Ginger alook that meant she
would use whatever means necessary to pry answers out of her later.

"What aswestie. | gather there were no takers."
"No maam. Got two cut-me-to-the-core refusals and one abstention.”

"Lookslike your ego was strong enough to take the beating.” Pagan glanced at the blush Ginger was il
wearing. “Give it aweek or two; you never know what might change.”

"Before something demands your attention, tell us what you know about Mark Stephens,” Ginger saidin
hopes of taking the focus off her.

"Most of what | know comesfrom Stella, awaitress who had the misfortune of getting mixed up with
him. Before leaving town like a scared bunny rabbit, she told me how he dabblesin the occult and petty
blackmail. A few years ago he organized agroup called The Warlocks of Sleepy Hollow. Supposedly,
itsafront to get incriminating information on those he wantsto cultivate for other purposes.”

"Never heard of blackmail being petty,” Cole said.

"Rumor said the same thing. What Mark demandsis free advertising, dental, medicd, medls, cars, heavy
discounts on purchases, favors, that sort of thing. Nothing traceable, just friends doing friends afavor, not
athing thelaw can touch.”

"With friendslike that you couldn't afford enemies,” Cole said dryly.



"Why haven't we heard about the Warlocks before today?’ Rosemary asked.

"Until afew months ago they kept under everybody's radar. It wasn't until Stellatold me that he was
trying to blackmail her that | learned about the group.”

"What did he have on her that scared her into running?’ Ginger asked.
"Home made movies. She didn't volunteer the contents.”
"Asif she needed to state the obvious. What was Mark demanding?’ Rosemary asked.

"Rumor. Mark hoped to get information on the bar that could be used for leverage. Blackmailing Rumor
would insure he could get away with anything short of murder.”

"Bet that made Rumor real happy. What's Rumor'stake on his calling me?’ Ginger asked.

"Haven't had achanceto tell him. Mark had lunch at Tulle's Fizzatoday. With the high-backed booths,
he didn't see me gitting behind him. He called severa people, hasded your answer service and left a

message for Cinn."
"Anything we need to know?’ Rosemary asked.

"No. Just whining about females playing hard to get and swearing that one of you two wouldn't be ableto
resist the temptation to be a part of the group.”

"Guess hell find out differently soon enough. Do you know if anyonein the group helped Mark stage the
phony séance?’ Ginger asked.

"No. Rumor said he hired actorsfor that farce. Why did he claim he needed a Hypnotherapist? | was
told the group isfor men only,” Pagan said.

"To hypnotize awerewolf. A group caled The Black Lace Witchesisaso involved. He offered to make
me an honorary member and let me watch a chegp peep show if | waived my fees” Ginger said.

"That figures Rumor wouldn't deny or confirm Stellas claim that it's the getting naked during full moons
that cultivates the blackmail. | know for afact Mark's neighbor filed acomplaint after catching her
husband watching one of their orgiesthrough hisbinoculars.”

"Y ou've never mentioned the group; do the members comein here?
"The ones| know about don't comein here."
"Can you name any members of the Black Lace Witches?” Rosemary asked.

"Until today | couldn't have. But Mark talked to Shelby Turner, Hesther Beavers and my former
hairdresser. From what | overheard he knew where each of their belly buttons were located.”

"Y ou had thisinformation and didn't call to share?’ Rosemary huffed.

"Y ou didn't whine about me not sharing the poisonivy | got last month. | figured our sharing dayswere
over."

"Smart ass,” Rosemary said with asmile.

"Too true. But you love me anyway. Persondly, | think they should have named the group Black Lace



Bitches."
"Meow,” Ginger yowled.

"Hey, I'm not too proud to admit the idea of Shelby and Heather being blackmailed makes me purr with
pleasure.”

All four of them nodded in agreement.

"| gather they aren't friends,” Cole stated in amatter of fact drawl that left Ginger's belly feding warm and
fuzzy with desire,

"Y ou could assume that. Imagine being fourteen, six foot one, honor student, no boobs, lots of zits, a
white band of hair that will not hold hair dye and aweird name. They made my lifealiving hell.” Pagan
shuddered at the memory.

"The four of usdidn't dressor act like dutstrolling for the next trick, do drugs, smoke, or party every
weekend. For some unknown reason, our being triplets rubbed them wrong and Paganislike asister,”
Rosemary added.

Cole shook hishead dowly. “Can't imagine having boobs. Didn't hit the six four mark until | was
twenty-two. Zits, braces, geek title, and nonconformist friends | understand. Got drunk afew times, but it
was not the norm. Puking my guts out after two puffson acigar cured that fascination. The white hair is
digtinctive and striking, the name unique, not weird. Snubbing the four of you wastheir loss.”

"Youredly are aswestie. Too bad you're taken.” Pagan ruffled hishair and |eft a Paprika Red lipstick
kisson his cheek.

"Do you think they know Mark iscalling me?” Ginger asked.

"They know. Probably have someideaof putting us through some new form of torture or they're hoping
for away to destroy our reputations,” Rosemary said with a conviction that no one questioned.

"Widl, if hewantsahypnotist at hisbeck and cdl hell haveto find someone ese. Ginand | are not faling
for histrap. Isthisano big dedl stuation, or should we shuffleit past Rumor?” Cinnamon asked.

"Is Rumor aperson or thing?’ Cole asked.
The question created bubbling amusement around the table.
"I'm not sure. My folks claim him as ason; there are days he even acts human. I'll passthis by him.”

"Dont' let her fool you. Rumor isthe deputy sheriff and part owner of the club. That'swhy you are
drinking fools beer, offering to be the designated driver and polishing the tarnish off your Boy Scoot
badge. And yes, Rumor is hisred name. Pagan worships the ground he walks on until hetriestelling her
what do. What did he do thistime to tick you off?” Cinnamon asked.

"Ran acheck onaguy | met last week."
llArﬂ?l
"And the guy turned out to be afat lying horny toad disguised in atal, dark and handsome body."

"So you're not really annoyed at Rumor. Y ou're mad because the guy was atoad and Rumor's being
punished because he was the unlucky person who had to tell you.” Ginger looked directly into Pagan's



dark chocolate eyes.
"| redlly hate it when you do that. Why couldn't you have let me direct my anger at Rumor alittle longer?”

"Wasted energy. Besides, handsome toads learn at an early age how to be experts at presentation. Stop
kicking yoursdf for noticing the packagefirst,” Ginger said.

"Y es, mother.” Grabbing Cole's hand she tugged. “ Cole, how about showing off that fancy Texastwo
step one more time before | go back to work?”

* k k %

Settling around the table after another round of dancing, Cinnamon opened the can of worms. “Cole, you
made a promise then expected Ginger to go dong with it. Y our gpology wasredl pretty. The second
gpology must not have been too bad ether or Gin would have pitched afit about your coming aong for
the evening. Now let's hear your plan.”

"My only plan has Gin and | traveling to where the familieslive. She'sthe expert, so she can figure out
how to do her hocus ... hypnotherapy session with the families while she draws the pictures.”

Ginger looked annoyed.
Rosemary arched abrow. “ Great save. Exactly where do these familieslive?!
"Sedttle, Houston, San Antonio and Los Angeles.”

Sheer panic paralyzed Ginger. Traveling to the towns could be tricky, but not a huge problem. But the
ideaof spending that much time done with Colein airplanes, cars, mealsand oh God, hotels had her
screaming, no, no, no. Thiswas tempting fate and her willpower way beyond the norm.

"Y ou expect meto drop everything I'm doing to fly adl over the country with you? Are you nuts?"
"Can you think of abetter plan?"
"One comes to mind, retract the promise or make arrangementsfor the familiesto travel here.”

Narrowing hiseyes, he glared at her. “1 will not retract the promise. Surely, given the fact that you take
thisgrief counsding serioudy you can understand that.”

Rosemary intervened. “What about having them travel here? It would be faster than you two traveling all
over the country.” In truth, she was thinking they should be the onesto travel but she knew Gin wasn't
ready to hear that.

Raking fingersthrough his hair, Coletried to get histemper under control. “Believeit or not | thought
about that. The problem with that scenarioisal but one of the families has children in school. That would
mean four families would have to pull their kids out of school or they would need to locate babysitters
which can be difficult because every trip would mean being gone overnight.”

"Have you talked to the children's parents?”’
"No, | have not talked to any of the families.”

"So cdl them. Find out what their reaction to my gift would be? There's agood chance they will be as
stubborn and close-minded as you.”

"Gin, you are being obgtinate. Why on earth would | call them, get their hopes up and then have you



refuseto do what isright. That would put mein the position of having to call them back to explain how
you refused to help fulfill apromise given to their children.”

Shit! And here he thought he had his temper under control! And what happened to tact? Still he was not
about to retract what he saw as the truth, nor would he apologize. Sitting back, Cole took asip of fool's
beer and waited for the falout. With her face flushed with indignation, he had no doubt her fury was
going to be a scorcher.

Obgtinate. Of al the damn nerve! Who the hell did he think he wasto judge her after making a promise
without asking permission first? Ginger looked to her sstersfor support. They did agood rendition of
mute and dumb.

"Gin, your auraisblinding me. It'stimefor abresk. Let'sgo vigt thelittlegirls room.” Leaving Rosemary
to ded with Cole, Cinnamon pulled Ginger out of the chair and pushed her towards the Witches Pit
Stop.

While pushing her through the door, checking to make sure they were alone and locking the door to
insure privacy, Cinnamon did not say aword. Leaning ahip against the sink's counter, she crossed her
arms, cocked her head and waited for Ginger to calm down.

For her part, Ginger wasinhaling deeply through the nose then dowly exhding through the mouth.

Cinnamon watched as hit by bit, Ginger's aura changed from flashing neon blasts of fire enginered to the
more subdued flashes of red on acop car'slight bar.

"Y ou want to tell me what happened out there?” Cinnamon's composure grated instead of smoothed.

"I ... you want meto explain? Did you hear him? The guy isacompletejerk. | can't trave ... | won't
travel. Besdesit isn't just me; what if someone found out and started looking at our family alittle too
closely?’ Chegp shot but hopefully it would stop Cinnamon's andytica mind from figuring out her
reaction had nothing to do with hel ping Cole and everything to do with an inappropriate sexua attraction
that was gnawing a her insdes.

"I want you to think. Since when did you become sdlfish? Not hel ping those kids goes againgt everything
you believe. Besides, Rose and | are big girls; we are more than capable of protecting oursalves. Y ou
didn't hear usvetoing his plan, so why are you really making thisso difficult?'

Well, hellsbells, what could she say now? Cinn would know the minute she tried to walk around the
truth.

The heavy scent of gardenias stopped the conversation. Ginger's red aurawas overlaid by her mother's
fury asred sparks flew, and rolling thunder echoed around the smd| bathroom.

"Hi, Mom."

Nodding towards the counter between the two of them efficiently indicated where their mother had
appeared.

"Y oung lady, your attitude is deplorable. It isreally disgppointing your father.”

Oh, that was s0 unfair. By starting with an opening argument that their dad was disappointed, she
stepped around Ginger's thoughts and immediately hit the conscience with afast-fisted punch that created
ingtant guilt. How very cleaver she was and how unfair when she could read Ginger's mind and knew the
redl reason behind her refusal.



Neither of them noticed Cinnamon's posture change. “ Gin, keep her mad. | can seeMom'saura. Thisis
... Oh, my gosh, | can seeMom. | canredlly see her. Thisisso coal. | wish | could hear her like we did
the other day. | know she's mad, but it doesn't matter.”

Thelook of pure joy engulfing Cinnamon touched Ginger in away no amount of words could have
duplicated. Watching her sister reminded her of one of the reasons she had been given the gift. The
children's parents had aright to experience the miracle of visiting with their child if they so chose. Her
being uncomfortable for afew dayswasasmadl priceto pay in exchange for the precious gift she could
give

Hdlsbdlls, shedidn't look forward to gpologizing!

She knew her mother had read her mind, but not aword was said as she focused her attention on
Cinnamon.

When their mother began to fade, she tried delaying the moment. “Mom, what just happened?’

"I don't know why or how this happened. But Rose is not going to be happy that she missed it so be
prepared for her anger. Y ou made the right decison, wewill talk later.”

Tearsrolled down Cinnamon's face as the aurathat had cocooned her in warmth vanished along with
their mother.

Neither heard the fists pounding on the locked bathroom door or the colorfully explicit threats the person
was yelling as Ginger gathered Cinnamon in her aamsand let her cry.

When Cinnamon turned towards the sink to try repairing the damage, Ginger unlocked the door. Two
furious women ran towards the open stals. Ginger apologized to awoman waiting in line, for having
accidentally locked the door. The woman brushed the gpology aside. “Not a problem. Men can be such
assess! She needsto dump him, no guysworth crying over.”

* * % %

With one brow arched, Rosemary watched Cole. If she waswaiting for him to say something profound,
shewasinfor asurprise. He didn't want another verbal sparing match, but he wasn't going to back down
on helping thekids.

"Am | wrong in asking for her hep?'

"No, but you never asked. Y ou made apromise. Then, after the fact, you demanded she submissively
submit to your plan. In case you haven't noticed, we didn't inherit submissive genes.”

He'd noticed. It was one of the things he liked about dl of them. Until this evening, Cole hadn't realized
how tired he was of the submissive, agreeable, interchangeable clones he had been dating.

"Nor islife within thisfamily that smple. When one of us makesamagjor decision, and believeit or not
thisisamagor decision, it could affect al of us"

Thelast, sounding like acryptic warning, left him puzzled, but Cole didn't want to change the subject to
obtain an answer. “Fair enough, | concede; | went about it wrong. It's been alot of years since asking
someone's opinion before making a decision has been part of my life. | blew it. Any words of wisdom on
how to rectify the problem?

Instead of answering shetook asip of beer as she thought about how much she should tell him. Ginger
was going to help; that was agiven even if shewas acting differently. The odds favored the ideathat her



panic was due to the subconscious picking up on the fact that Cole was her Adam. Despite an easier
going persondlity, she knew Ginger didn't like being pushed into a corner any more then shedid. The
cloak and dagger dreams weren't making the Situation any easier; but until they revedled the truth,
Rosemary had decided to keep her knowledge to herself.

Having made a decision, Rosemary casudly glanced at the surrounding tables to make sure no onewas
paying attention to their conversation. “Whether you bdieveit or not, Gin sees ghosts."

His brows shot upward.

Her smilewas conspiratorid. “1 know she hatesfor anyoneto cal them ghosts. They are dead. In my
book, that makes them ghosts. Anyway thereisalittle moreto it than that. Most mediums see ghosts, but
afew only sensetheir presence or see hazy images that resemble asmoky haze. Some mediums hear
voices, but more common are mediums who see images that need to be interpreted. Interpretation can be
tainted by amedium'’s persona experiences and usudly sounds like aguessing game asthe medium tries
to figure out if the car heis seeing meansthe ghost died in acar accident or the client has just bought a
new car and the ghost is saying that he knows about the purchase.

"Then thereis Gin. She sees and talks to the ghosts that visit. No guessing, no mistakes.”

"Y ou want meto bdieve that just aswe are sitting here talking, Ginger has cozy two sided conversations
with ghosts? Do you redlize how crazy that sounds?!

"It'snot crazy, it'sfact.” Rosemary's voice held an iron edge of control.

"It'snot my specidty, but | have seen people who believe they talk to ghosts. With good medicine, the
individuals are able to control the schizophreniaand lead normd lives. Sheredly needsto be seenby a
pecidig.”

Emerad eyes rimmed with black-green turbulence narrowed as she muttered loud enough for him to

hear. “1f Aunt Pesty were here, so help me, I'd have her turn you into the stubborn horse's ass you are
acting like. ThenI'd sdll you to agluefactory.”

Fedling better, she continued asif she hadn't paused for alife-altering commercid. “Believeit or not,
there are thingsin thisworld that defy conventiona explanations. If you want the help of thisfamily you
had best open up that narrow jackass mind of yours. It takesintelligence to see and believe what
closed-minded fools are unwilling to believe unless they can see, touch or taste something. So, let's
pretend your genius |Q goes beyond book learning to include a higher intelligence called ‘ common

sense. | am going to believe you are smart enough to accept astruth everything | am about to tell you, so
don't waste time pissing me off. Do we understand each other?

Hedidn't believe Ginger talked to ghosts, but he knew that without Rosemary and Cinnamon's approva
shewould never help him. Setting his crossed arms on the table, Cole leaned forward as he nodded his
acceptance of the terms.

His closed off body language screamed defiance, but at least he was going to listen. When he had been
around long enough to see what happened firsthand, at least he wouldn't be able to say he hadn't been
warned. “What I'm tdling you is privileged information. Whether or not you believe meright now is
immaterid. Listen up if you want Ginger to travel with you. Got it?"

"Gotit!"

"When you or | look around this room we see aroom full of people. Gin sees the people and probably a



ghost or two. We have no ideawhy, but ghosts know she can see them. Usually, they leave her alone. I
they decide to gpproach, she goes outside or into the restroom to talk to them. If possible she will help
them with whatever they ask.

"Sometimesaghost isangry at life, death, or perhapsit just has anasty disposition. A few timesthe
Stuation has gotten alittle out of hand.” She could tell him some of the pitfalsto helping aghost
communicate with someone and she was downplaying the times Ginger had run into unhappy ghosts. But
shedidn't want to get sidetracked and some things were best | eft for one to experience because without
seeing it therewould be no bdievingit.

Taking agulp of thefool's beer, Colewished it were thered thing. A dightly dulled mind might make the
whole story more plausible. “When we entered the restaurant, and again when we arrived here, she
hesitated just after entering the room. | assume this has something to do with what you are telling me.”

"I'm impressed. Shetriesto be discreet. Yes, shewill scan aroom. If everything looks normd she stays.
If not, we leave before anything can get out of hand.”

"How out of hand?"
Hellsbdls.

A dgh and ashrug defied the sudden tension. “ A ghost she encountered one day was alittle testy. Who
knows, maybe she was going through PMS."

When hedidn't laugh, Rosemary continued.

"Thelady liked throwing tantrums. When she redlized Gin could see her, she started shrieking with
righteous anger over her lot in life and death. Before we could react, she started grabbing chinaoff a
table and throwing it a us. Mind you the plates had food on them. As plates continued to mysterioudy fly
through the air, we got Gin out the door."

She stopped.

Hewaited.

She arched the brow and pressed her lips together.
He pushed. “ Are you going to finish the sory?"

"Nothing to finish. We were lucky; no one knew us or had timeto redize we weretriplets. If they had,
our identitieswould have been figured out. Anyway, the next day there was afull-page article, with
pictures, in the local paper on the haunting of aloca restaurant. Needlessto say, we never went back
there”

"Any other times?'

"A few, nothing unmanageable.” Rosemary couldn't look himin the eye.
"Why dont | believe that?"

"Hey, they didn't make nationa news. That makes them managegble.”

He stopped himself from raking fingers through his hair. “ For the sake of not arguing, let'ssay | believe
you. | got theimpression you were in favor of Gin helping me. What do you think | should do to get her
to agree?'



"Nothing. Stop arguing. Ask instead of demand. Stop questioning and trying to find logica answersfor
what will never be explainable or logica. Start seeing and feding with your heart instead of that scientific
robot mind of yours. In other words stop pushing every button that gets her pissed off."

Hell, all she was telling him to do was become a different person. Piece of cake!

She was impressed, not one trace of the turmoil her words had to have created showed. “1 know itis
unethical to ask, but since you are now part of the family al rules can be broken. What happened while
you were hypnotized?'

Looking like someone who'd been offered amillion dollars for acorrect answer and knew they were
going to blow thereply, he said, “Don't know. To begin with | didn't believe could be hypnotized.”

When she raised the eyebrow, he caved. “What can | say, | wasafool. Still it's hard to believe it was
that easy. One minute | was listening to her sexy...” Cole cleared histhroat. “I waslistening to her talk;
the next minute, I'm standing in my grandmother's backyard.”

The storm had passed. Her emerald green eyes gazed at him with playful humor. “Interesting, I've heard
her hypnotizing voice amillion times, can't say | ever thought it was sexy."

She patted hisarm when he hung hishead. “Don't worry I'll keep that bit of information to mysdlf, for
now. What happened after you arrived in your grandmother's backyard?*

Reflecting inward, his eyes became unfocused. “ There's agazebo in the backyard. She's Sitting indgde
along with Porter, achildhood friend. Sandy, afamily pet, issitting beside Nana's chair, dthough at first |
didn't see her. | don't remember walking towards them, but suddenly were hugging and they aretelling
me how happy they areto finally be taking to me. We sit down and Sandy jumpsinto my lap, | could
fed her weight. That surprised me, still does. It's one of the odd things that keeps playing through me
mind. Anyway we talk about things that have happened sincethey died. To tell you the truth their
memory for detailsfar surpassed mine.

" At some point, the children come running out from behind some lilac bushes screaming, * surprise’. Once
again I'm hearing how they had been waiting for the opportunity to talk to me. It was asif they knew this
was going to happen long before the actud event.”

Shaking himself out of the reverie, he cleared histhroat. “ The rest you know. | made a promise to them
and | intend to keep it."

"Good so far, now tell methered rest.”
The real rest? What was she talking about?
"Porter. Lagt night. Martin's house."

"How inthe...” He didn't think about it, hisfingers raked through his hair. “ After Gin left the house | went
searching for the bottle of whiskey shetold mewasin an old wood icebox in the dining room. When |
walked into the room the whiskey bottle was on the table. The icebox door was open, double shots of
booze had been poured into two glasses. This morning when | waked into the room the bottle had
disappeared. Theicebox door was closed. The empty glasseswere till on thetable.”

Trying to make light of the twilight zone experience, Cole added, “Now persondly, | think whoever took
the glasses out of the cupboard should have washed them and put them back where they belonged, but
what the heck do | know."



"Amazing, after al of that and here you are il trying to deny what happened? Are you dwaysthis
jackass stubborn?

Funny, he had never thought of himsdf asinflexible when it cameto changing hisopinion. Still shehad a
point and he was not happy about admitting it to himsaf much less her.

"Let'smakeaded. | promiseto be more opened minded about al of thisif you promiseto stop calling
me ajackass."

"Ded."

Her tantalizing smilewasidentical to Ginger's, but it didn't move him. It wasinteresting that hislibido had
recognized the difference between the three of them even when his eyes had deceived him.

Heknew for certain that even as abumbling geek he had never experienced as many embarrassing dips
of the tongue as he had since arriving in Kansas. Now he needed to figure out what had disengaged his
brain and affected hissurviva skills. Instead of worrying about talking ghosisit might be more
advantageousto figure out if the three of them were witches. Or if it was one more thing caused by the
April fool's prankster.

"How long you figureit will take her to calm down?'

"Of the three of us, she deflates the fastest. Cinn won't have any trouble sharing her logical perception of
the gtuation.”

Rosemary grabbed his hand. “ Enough talk. Let's dance.”
They were returning from the dance floor when Cinnamon pushed Ginger into hisarms. “Go dance.”

The music turned dow, the words heartrending as the Singer sang of memories, lost opportunitiesand
love. Cole sworethe April fool's ghost either hated him or wanted to punish him for some unknown gaffe.
Gathering Ginger in hisarms, hetried to control desire. Thiswas his uncl€'s fiancée, soon to be his aunt.
An unseen force flashed parts of the dreams through his conscious. He muttered, “ The hell withit."

Shetilted her head back to look into hiseyes. “Did you say something?'

"Nothing worth repegting.” Refusing to think about how histhoughts were betraying hisuncle, Cole
pulled her closer. Dying the agony of the living, he enjoyed thefed of her body lightly rubbing againgt his.

Colewas not her destiny. The inner voices of caution and the devil's advocate had atwo-second duel.
Thistime, the devil's advocate won. Resting her head on his shoulder, Ginger closed her eyes, inhaled his
scent and enjoyed the closeness of the dance.

Back at the table the atmosphere was sober.

"Cole, | gpologizeif it seemed | was being unreasonable but frankly | didn't like your tactics.”
"Fair enough. | gpologize for my jackass pushiness.”

Only Ginger smiled.

"I will travel with you to talk to the children's families. Before we get into another argument, you need to
cdl thekids parents. If they arewilling to talk to me, you can make the arrangementsto visit them.”

"I'll work on it tomorrow."



When no one spoke, Ginger rushed into fill the void. * Y ou certainly enjoyed driving the GTO. Last year
| had a‘ 70 Corvette. Keep hoping for another one, but someone hasn't been taking the hint. What's your
favoriteclassic car?’

Somehow he had missed something significant. Cinnamon had definitely been crying. Rosemary looked
upset. Ginger wastrying hard to act like everything was normdl.

"Until today, the closest thing to classic I'd ever driven was ablack ‘50 Ford, pickup. Rugt, alittle
barbed wire and prayers held it together and it shuddered if pushed past fifty. My folks gave it to Cody
and me because it diminated al worry about usdrag racing.”

"If you sweet talk Rose she might let you drive the Thunderbird.”
The sllence at the table was now louder than the bands music filling the room.

"Y ou know | might have acted like ablind fool afew timesin the last forty-eight hours but even | can see
that something is upsetting dl three of you. Are you going to tel mewhat that somethingis, or am|
supposed to politely pretend everything is norma ?'

Cinnamon looked up from the napkin she had been systematicdly shredding. “ Since our folks died Gin
has been the only one who could see them. Tonight, Mom was so mad at her for putting up astink about
vigiting the kid's families she appeared in the bathroom to express her thoughts. | ... We don't know why
but for some reason | was able to see her."

"Hasn't Gin hypnotized you?'

"Of course. But...” A gulp of ar helped to steady Cinnamon'svoice. “Thiswas different. It was asif
Mom was dtill dive. | could seethefury in her eyes. | couldn't hear her talking but somehow | knew what
shewas saying. When sheredized | could see her she forgot about Gin and concentrated on me. As
sfishasit sounds| loved it. | never fully understood what Gin experienced. Now, well to tdll you the
truth I'm morethan alittle jealous.”

Knowing what that admission had cost her, Ginger hugged her as more tears threatened to spill. “Its
okay, redly | understood. There's absolutely no need to fed guilty.”

Nearing midnight, the evening cameto anatural end.

Parking the car in the oversized garage Cole escorted them into the house. “1 will talk to one et of
parents a atime. That way we won't be pressured about which set to visit firgt.”

"That soundsfine. Bregkfast isat ten on Sundays. It'sacasud affair with everyone cooking, making a
mess and generdly eating too much. If you want, you're welcometo join us. Maybe by then you will have
moreinformation.”

"Appreciateit. See you in the morning."

As Cole waked acrossthe street he redlized that for the first time since shortly after Porter died he felt
londly.

He thought about calling his brother but it waslate.
Than again!

The phone was picked up on thefifth ring. “Y eah?’ The voice was defiantly drugged with deep.



"Did | wake you up big brother?’



Chapter 16

The tantdizing aromaof coffee diffused Ginger's concentration as Rosemary walked into the studio
carrying two steaming mugs.

Casudly scanning the room as Ginger took awelcoming sip of the mochamint coffee, Rosemary's smile
dipped anotch.

"Thanks, | needed that. Don't waste your time looking. The painting has disappeared.”
"What, you don't trust me?"
"Isthat atrick question, or do you redly think I'm rummy enough from the lack of deep to answer?"

Placing her hands on the small of her back, Ginger arched backwards. Severd vertebraes popped as
sore muscles stretched. Watching Rosemary, Ginger was amazed when she gracefully gave in without an
argument.

"I heard you get up, but thought for sure you would go back to bed. L ooks like you got busy instead.”

Spping coffee, Rosemary studied the two finished paintings till Sitting on the easdls. “1 like. The
Halloween scene reminds me of the bedtime stories Dad used to tell us about Nipsy, Dipsy and Whitsy,
the ghoststoo dumb to fly."

Ginger amiled at the memory. “1 dways thought the antics of those three ghosts resembled some of our
dumber moments.”

"Maybealittle. Mostly they reminded me of the Three Stooges. Always bumping into each other and
causing caamity. This haunted house would havefit them perfectly.”

Looking a the picture of thelittle girl gleefully holding onto the swing's ropesfor dear life as shetried to
swing to the sky, Rosemary said around a chuckle, “Remember how we used to dare each other to go
just alittle higher, then jump out of the swing in the backyard?'

Ginger snorted coffee. “How the heck could that memory put a smile on your face? For some reason, the
whopping and the whole summer of weed duty we got when Chelseatook the dare, then landed on her
hands hard enough to break awrigt, stands out more than anything ese.”

Rose wrinkled her nose. “ Chelseawas awhiny brat, she deserved what she got.” When the scent of
magnolia perfume drifted through the room, she hastily added, “ Then again, maybe we did too for egging
her on."

When the scent of their mother's perfume disappeared without her making an appearance, Rosemary
concentrated on the other two easdls. “ Interesting, it looks like atime warp scene within the same setting.
What gives?'

"Who knows, maybe anew form of dream therapy. The square dancers painted themselves. Other than
being the hand holding the brush, | have no input into its creetion. I'd say it was Spooky, but considering
our lives, that would beridiculous.

"The couple dancing isavery vague recreation of the dream | had thismorning. Again, the painting is
creating itsdlf. It'skind of interesting that the backgrounds are so smilar since | have no ideawhere the



scene comesfrom. I'm at aloss asto how ether one relates to my dreams, athough | bet they do.”
Rosemary cocked her head in thought. “ Odds are one hundred percent in your favor.”

The doorbell rang before Ginger could ask any questions.

When Ginger reached for the doorknob Rosemary grabbed her arm.

"Unless you want to give Cole heart failure, | would suggest you let me open the door while you put
some clothes on under Daddy's shirt.”

Scurrying up the stairs, she was il laughing when she reached her bedroom. How could she have
forgotten that she was naked? Well, amost naked, the shirt went down to her knees but there was
nothing under the shirt and in theright light, that fact was evident.

Without painting to keep her thoughts at bay, Ginger started thinking about the dreams. Why had last
night's dream been different? Instead of being stalked, it had felt like she was being watched and seduced
at the same time, which made absolutely no sense. If the dream had shifted to accommodate achangein
her life, what was the change? She muttered, “Hells bells” Without more answers, she was only chasing
her tail as she circled around the same questions.

* * * %

Thearomaof cranberry muffinsfilled theair.

Colelooked comfortably a home and proficient as he worked the waffleiron and kept an eye on the
electric mixer asit beat whipping cream into tiff peaks.

Using an eectric skillet, Cinnamon was efficiently scrambling eggs with ham, red peppers and cheese.

Rosemary, standing at the stove, was making the Sunday morning specidty, which only left the table on
the deck to be set and a pitcher of Ambrosiato make.

Ginger set towork.

Dipping aspoon into the Sunday morning specidty, Coletook acautioustaste. Licking hislips, hetipped
the gravy boat until agenerous helping of the sauce covered awaffle. Then topped that off with a
generous spoonful of fresh whipped cream.

Triplicate images of smugness watched every move.

"Y ou can wipe the smirks off your faces. | gracioudy bow to your superior culinary skills. Y ou were
right, | waswrong. | will never again question how apples, onions, afew spices and wine can makea
tasty topping for waffles”

"Someday you'll meet Aunt Pesty. She claims fruit syrups are too sweet and she doesn't like Maple
syrup. Shetook arecipe from arealy old cookbook and started experimenting. Thisisthe result,”
Cinnamon said.

"Later today, | will make good on the wager. Atoning for my lack of trust, I promise to hand wash and
wax dl four cars”

Dum-Dum, having eaten her fill of scrambled eggs, laid on arock beside the pond. Swatting at fish as
they glided past the rock, she lost her balance and fdll into the water. Y owling with indignation, she
managed to shower water onto everyone before looking for aless perilousform of entertainment.



After darting around the yard, she jumped onto atree branch severa feet off the ground. Likethe
Kit-Cat Klock in Ginger's office, her long tail swung back and forth beneath the branch. Asquick asa
wink, shewould lift thetail and curl it around her body. A few minutes later, thetall was once again
swinging, then once again around her body. Back and forth the game went.

When curiosity overrode the plan not to ask questions that could bring up ghosts Cole asked, “Does
‘Dum-Dum’ stand for more than ‘ sucker'?"

"'Sucker’ would be appropriate; neverthel ess, the thought never entered my mind when | named her. If |
tell youwhat | see, will you promise not to freak out?"

"Would | fresk out?'
"| certainly hopethat'sarhetorica question.”
"I have argued, questioned, shown strong skepticism, and chalenged. | have never freaked out.”

Diplomaticdly, she did not remind him of his reaction to the sketches. “Fair enough, | stand corrected.
Dum-Dum isantisocid towards the cats and dogs that live in the neighborhood. But she loves playing
with animdsthat visit from the spirit world and to tell you the truth, they seem to appreciate being
noticed. Right now, sheisteasing Sandy. Looks like both of them are enjoying the game.”

Hedidn't freak. He didn't question a cat being able to see spirits. Instead, he surprised everyone,
induding himsdf by grinning.

"Shewould enjoy that. A few years ago, a black-and-white kitten taunted her unmercifully. Mom was
sure Sandy would kill him if shewas ever able to catch him. One day Mom walked into one of the horse
stalls and found them curled around each other, sound adeep. After that they became each other's
shadow.”

"Wherésthe cat now?’ Ginger asked.
"Terrorizing the mice in the barn and making sure every other tomcat stays out of histerritory.”

Thinking it wastime to change the subject on apositive note, Cinnamon started to offer to help him get all
the pargphernaliatogether for the car-washing marathon when Col€'s next stlatement caught everyone off
guard.

"l was ableto get hold of Liz's parentsin Segttle thismorning.”

Ignoring the silent glances the three shot each other, he continued. “ They were receptive to what | told
them and are willing to meet you. | know it'salittle quick, but | would like to fly there tomorrow. We
could meet with them tomorrow evening.”

"L et me check my schedule. I'm not certain how many appointments | have or who can be rescheduled.”
Relieved of cleanup duty, she went to the office. In ameatter of minutes, Ginger was back in the kitchen.

"Wl it seems my next two weeks are clear. Somehow, three pagesin the day timer were stuck
together. 1 skipped two whole weeks when | set up appointments and never noticed.”

Rosemary muttered just loud enough for Cinnamon to hear. “ Aunt Pesty strikesagain.”

Cole's amile showed his pleased victory. “Grest. If everyoneis agreeable, how about | contact the family
in Los Angelesto seeif we could meet with them the day after meeting with the Jordan'sin Seettle?!



Looking a her sgters, they held asilent debate on the pros and cons.
Cinnamon grinned her approval.
Rosemary lifted abrow before nodding her consent.

Ginger watched her sgtersfor avery long second. “ Go ahead.” Fedling like the sacrificid lamb being
thrown into the lion's den, she did not smile.



Chapter 17

Flightsto Seattle and Los Angeles were scheduled. Hotel rooms were booked, car rentals taken care of
and appointments set up with Liz and Sdly's parents.

With the plan in motion, Cole had more then afew qualms. Uppermost on hislist of questionswas
whether or not ghosts appeared on command. Deciding not to borrow trouble, he walked outsde with a
pleased look on hisface ready to tackle the cars.

Blinded by water dripping down hisface, Cole shot ahand out in afutile attempt to stop the spray of
water from hitting him.

Not until hist-shirt and jeans were sopping wet did the two streams of water abruptly stop. Swiping a a
drop of water rolling down his nose, he listened to gales of laughter drifting up from the three copper
heads crouched behind the GTO.

"Wheres my hose?'

"Who says you have one?’ With identical voices, it was impossible to know who had spoken.
"It seemsto meyou could &t least give me afighting chance.”

Ginger stood up. A very wet t-shirt clung to every curve.

He gulped. Hisjeans shrank.

"Define afighting chance, cowboy?’ She spoke in the same seductive purr Cinnamon had used the
previous evening. She knew she was playing with fire. He wasn't her Adam, never would be, but the
dreamswereleaving her antsy, and playful and ready to test her flirtatious wings on aliving, breathing
handsome male. Besides thiswas payback for pushing her into a corner she didn't want to bein.

Aseffective asacold shower, aquick blast of ice-cold water hit him just above the crotch.
Rosemary batted her lasheswhen he glared at her.

"Need some help, son?’ The man asking the question was carrying ahigh-powered, dua barreled, air
pump, long-range, water-rifle.

"Uncle Gus, that's not fair,” Ginger wailed.

"Now, theway | seeit, in more ways than one you three aren't playing fair. Looks to me like this poor
guy needsdl the help he can get.”

Easlly catching the water rifle Gustossed hisway, Coleran for cover as blasts of ice cold water from
two hoses hit him in the back.

"Thanks, | appreciate the help.”

The next double blast barely missed giving Gus anicy bath. “ That doesit. Connect my two hoses
together. At least it will give you afighting chance.” With that, he retrested to the safety of hiskitchen
where his barky laughter and occasiond words of warning floated through the kitchen's open window.

Hourslater the four of them were dirty, tired, hungry and after one last water fight, soaked to the bone.



Cole hadn't had so much fun washing and waxing cars since he was fourteen and been given the old
beat-up ranch pickup.

In the end, they washed and waxed the Mustang, GTO, Thunderbird, Austin Hedley, Martin's Mercedes,
GussAudi and apaleydlow ‘66 Mustang that had been parked in the big yellow and white barn they
cdled agarage.

When the pizzaddlivery truck pulled up, they had just finished coiling the last hose onto ahook by the
faucet.

Not bothering to clean up, they sat around the white wicker table on the front porch as the early evening
sun warmed them.

Only Ginger noticed the woman walking up the circular drive.

"Hello, Agnes.” With lips dragged downward in a permanent thin-lipped scowl, the lady's thin face had
morelinesonit than an AAA road map.

"Which one areyou?'
"I'm Ginger."

"The three of you should be ashamed. Ladies don't compromise their reputations by sitting downto a
med haf naked."

Three brows arched and Col€'s brows drew together, but no one took the bait.
Pointing abony finger she demanded, “Which one are you?'
"I'mCinn."

"Cinnisadisgugting, vile nickname, shouldn't be tolerated. Absolutely disgusting! Y our daddy should
have put astop to such filth."

When her eyeslanded on Cole the expression, evil eye, took on awhole new meaning. “Whao'sthis
young man you girls have been cavorting with al afternoon?!

"Thisis Cole, Martin's nephew. Cole, Agnesis our neighborhood higtorian. Likethe National Enquirer,
she makes certain enquiring minds know everything, real and imagined, that happensin our little Peyton
Place” Rosemary sad before giving Agnesatoothy smile.

"Y ou watch you manners, young lady; men dont like femaes with smartass trashy mouths. Told your
mother more than once she needed to paddle your bottom for mouthing off. Too bad she never listened.”

A gust of wind brought with it the heavy scent of magnolias.

"Does your uncle know you're here, young man, or did you sneak into his house after heleft just so you
could play around with loose women?'

Helad the Texasdrawl on extrathick. “ Actualy, maam, Uncle Martin gave me an open invitation. As
for loose woman, why maam, that's been aredly sweet bonus."

When he winked, Agnesadmost swalowed her tongue. “Why | never, such insolence. Y our uncle will be
hearing about thiswhen hereturns.”



Caitlin materidized, drew her arm back and swatted Agnesin the ass. Agnesjumped as her body bowed
forward. “What the hell?” Her head jerked backwards, her mouth flew open and her eyes about popped
out of their sockets. Asif she had been released from someone's hold, she bent at the waist gagging then

grabbed a can of soda off the table to guzzle. No one moved or commented.

"Whereisshe?’ Agnes demanded.
"Who?" Ginger waved her fingers as her mother blew her akiss before disappearing.

No one noticed Gus until he spoke. “ Agnes, get your skinny ass and big mouth out of thekids' faces.
They don't need your nosein their business anymore than | do. And | don't want to hear any more stores
about this place being haunted. Now skedaddle.”

With several glances over her shoulders, her bony carcass fled down the driveway.

"How on earth do you manage her? If anyone else spoke like that, she would eat them dive for supper.”
Ginger'svoice held admiration.

"Let'sjust say we have ahistory. Probably only timein her life she didn't blab everything to the world. It's
ahandy leverage.”

"I swear, when | see her coming | revert to being six years old. The woman positively terrifiesme,”
Cinnamon said as she kept an eye on the woman's retreating back.

"She hasthat effect on alot of people. If she givesyou any more problems, let me know. Cole, you play
gaf?'

"No gr, never had thetime."

"When you are not playing around with these loose women, I'll give you afew lessons. Coursg, if | was
thirty years younger I'd be sitting where you are and telling an old fart like me, thanks but no thanks.”

"I'll make time between the cavorting and work to take you up on the offer."”
"Sounds good. Gin, tell your mom that was agood one. Night."
"What happened?’ Rosemary demanded as soon as Gus closed his front door.

"Mom smacked Agnesin the butt, pulled her hair to make her open her mouth then ran abar of soap
over her tongue. Just like she did to usthat time we wouldn't tell her which one of ushad called her a
mean old lady.”

"I loveit. Too bad we couldn't see the whole show, but Agness actions were comical. What does Gus
know?" Cinnamon asked.

"Don't have aclue. He's made other comments about Mom and Dad visiting, but he's better then a
politician at Sdestepping questions,” Ginger said.

Relaxing, Cole haf listened to the talk. Except for suggesting that they wash hisuncle's car and making a
few comments about how much they liked the way he had redone the house, Martin's name had not been
mentioned dl day.

He had the distinct impression that they were not too happy with their aunt at the moment. Other than
learning that their father had given their aunt her nickname and that she was currently at some sort of
retrest, she too had not been mentioned.



The t-shirts they had worn over their swimsuits produced enough coverage that they didn't worry about
anything being unexpectedly exposed. But when wet they clung to every scrumptious curve. Stll, it was
only the sight of Ginger's delectable body that had him wanting to pedl the clothing off her body ashe
touched and tasted hisway over every inch reveded.

Heknew Gin had interpreted his lustful glances correctly, but he had the feding shewas afraid of him.
No, that waswrong; it was more like shewas afraid of showing any signs of attraction towards him.

Having admired his uncle's bachelorhood in the fact that he had seen how much less complicated hislife
could be without the commitment of afamily or permanent residence, Cole had planned on following in
hisfootsteps. Like hisuncle's career, Cole's practice entailed alot of travel, which left little room for a
relationship. Which he admitted was nothing more then an excuse to judtify the one-dimensiond life he
hed been living.

Then again, until Ginger, he had never met afemae able to put adent in his single-minded dedication to
work. Theincident with Agnes and the crazy ideathat she talked to ghosts put a different spin on the
vow: till desth we do part. Still, hefigured it could be worse; she could have the ability to read his mind.

"Cole, you said you just got back from England; what..."

Asthethree of them discussed travel, Ginger's mind wandered. Her breath hitched like an out of shape
runner each time Cole smiled at her. When he had stripped off hiswet t-shirt, her hormones had gone
haywire at the Sight of his bare torso. He had put the shirt back on before sitting down to eat, but the wet
jeans gill emphasized hiswell-proportioned ma eness. Fortunatdly, for her sanity, his bottom half was
hidden under the wicker table.

Therewas gtill the unanswered question of why he had not corrected the mistaken identity, and she il
had the sneaky suspicion that there was more behind the story of hisbeing here.

When taking about life growing up on aranch, his brother and Porter were continualy mentioned. She
got theimpression hewas alittle miffed at his brother at the moment. In spite of whatever had Cole
peeved, there was no doubt the two of them were close friends.

Asthe sun set, casting a colorful impressionist watercolor of pinks, blues and lavenders acrossthe
evening sky, Cole stood between Rosemary and Cinnamon. Tipping Rosemary's face up with hisfinger,
he kissed her on the nose. “Good night, Sunshine. Thank you from the bottom of my heart for your help;
you can collect on my gratitude of debt anytime.”

He kissed Cinnamon on the cheek. “ Good night, Gorgeous. Y ou, my dear, are Snwith acapitd ‘S and
| hope | get to see the sparks fly when you meet the right guy.”

By the time he reached Ginger's Sde, her pams were swesety, her heart was racing and her ssterswere
watching with amused anticipation. She could not bring herself to look at him. Gently placing afinger
under her chin, Coletilted Ginger'sface up. Ever so softly, hekissed her lips. “Good night, love. Sweet
dreams, | will seeyou inthe morning.”

Stepping off the porch, he was whigtling, “ There s Nothing Like A Dame', from the movie South
Pacific.

Once he was safely behind closed doors, dl three sisters came out of their stupor.
Rosemary grinned and tapped her index finger on her lips. “My, my, he doeslearn quickly.”
When Cinnamon was able to stop laughing, she added, “ Methinks the fun has just begun.”



"Omigod, what do | do now?” Ginger, eyes wide open with sheer panic, squesked. She was having
earthquake-sized fedings for aman that could mean nothing, be nothing to her.

Why couldn't life be smple? Dreams start. Life mate gppears. She swoons. He's captivated. They marry;
have two point five children to make the statistic counters happy, one dog, one cat and ahouse with a
white picket fence. They live happily ever after, end of ory.

"Simpleisboring,” her mother's voice whispered in her ear.

Once the trash had been tossed and the utensils put in the dishwasher, they bid Ginger goodnight without
S0 much asan “if you need to talk while youre gone give meacall.”



Chapter 18

After apanic attack on what to pack, Ginger threw caution to the wind. Every piece of clothing she could
possibly think might be needed was negtly folded and stacked into her largest suitcase. An overnight bag
held asmall cosmetic bag and awide selection of shoes.

Seep had blissfully come the minute her head hit the pillow. If she had dreamt, Ginger certainly didn't
remember. Which she hoped was agood sign.

Ready to leave an hour early, she impatiently paced the house making sure nothing had been forgotten.
Pulling the front door open so she could hear Cole pull up, Ginger walked into the kitchen intending to
make a second pot of coffee.

Her mother and a cutelittle girl with cod black hair and big blue eyes were Sitting on the bar stoolslike
co-conspirators playing anew game.

"Good morning, dear. ThisisElizabeth, or Liz; | believe you two have dready met."

Whereis Dad? Except for hisrefusa to materidize in bathrooms occupied by femaes, they were dways
together. “Morning Mom, Liz."

"Don't fret. Y our father is atending to another little matter. Elizabeth is so excited that you findly agreed
to see things our way that she didn't want to wait until you got to Seettle to be with you and Cole. So, we
decided to travel with you. Won't that be fun?"

"You'rekidding, right?” What did she mean by, ‘our way'?

"Kidding, why would | be kidding? Don't you want company? Flying first classwill be aspecia trest.
Besides, if any bogeymen appear, | will get rid of them so you needn't worry about pesky annoyances.”

"Bogeymen?'

"You know dear, G, H, O, S, T, S. Elizabeth isalittle afraid of them. That iswhy | am traveling with her
as her chaperone.”

Could a spirit be afraid of a ghost? Thiswas getting too unred even for Ginger.
"Doesthe other matter Dad is attending to have anything to do with Aunt Pesty?'

"Well, now, you know, | just don't know. Y ou know there is always something going on that needs
Specid attention.”

"Mom, your noseisgrowing."

Ingtinctively, shetouched thetip of her nose. “Itisnot.” Liz giggled. Caitlin shrugged. “Oh well, | tried.
Y es, he went to visit Pesty. Of course, she can't see him, but he thought it was time to see how that end
of the—anyway, he just wanted to make sure shewas al right."

Ginger didn't bedieveit for aminute. “ So tel me, whereisthis retreat Aunt Pesty was so excited about?"
"Maine, Vermont? Oh, | don't know, one of those tiny New England gtates.”

Funny, Aunt Pesty had mentioned Florida. If her mother had banded together with her aunt, Ginger knew



it wouldn't be for an innocent prank. She was getting earthquake-sized vibrations that had disaster written
al over them. There was also the fact that her mother was acting rattled, which wastotally unlike her.

"Mother, does your traveling with me have anything to do with the kiss Cole gave me last night? Or the
fact that heis not my life mate and you read my mind during and after thet little exchange?'

Liz dlamped her handsin delight then placed them over her mouth as she giggled.

Her mother failed miserably when shetried looking shocked at the allegation. “No, of coursenot. Yes, |
saw the playful kiss. | thought it was given in innocent fun. Now you tdl meit curled your toes. How
absolutely ddightful! How did it compare to your dream man, or as Rosemary says, Adam?”

"I haven't aclue. | wastoo rattled to compare.”

"Youwill havetotdl meal about that later. Elizabeth wastelling methat her parentsare alittle
concerned that you are aflake that has somehow enchanted Cole. Don't be surprised if they arealittle
reserved. Colejust arrived; have fun and stop worrying. Everything will befine. Well seeyou onthe
plane.” With that, they both gave alittle wave and disappeared.

Maybe she was dreaming and this was just an episode of Bewitched that was replaying itsdf asa
nightmare. At least with her mother, the ghost buster, tagging aong, Ginger wouldn't have to worry about
unexpected complicationsfor thefirst part of thetrip.

Shedidn't like the idea of her mother watching her every move. It was not only highly unusual, she found
the thought alittleintimideting.

Cole looked around the kitchen asif he were expecting to see something or someone besides her
standing by the counter with an empty coffee mug in her hand.

When he didn't say anything, she walked towards the foyer. “I'm ready; let's get this show on theroad.”
As soon as the words were spoken, she realized just how appropriate the comment might turn out to be.
If her mother felt the need to be overseeing the trip, she must be worried that one of the poorly versed
spellsher Aunt Pesty was notorious for concocting could be leading Ginger down a path to any number
of problems.

Cole made no comment when he placed the bulging suitcase and overnight bag next to asmall, efficient
duffle bag in the trunk of the rental car he had decided to return. Nor did he make acomment at the
check-in counter when told there would be an extra charge because the large bag was over the
fifty-pound limit.

Asthe plane taxied towards the runway, Cole asked, “ Do you enjoy flying, or are you awhite knuckled
passenger?'

"That depends on the weather. When the air is smooth as glass, | relax and enjoy theride. If it gets
bumpy, | have been known to check out were the exit Sgns arelocated. Y ou?'

"Not too much bothers me. In the last four years, I've spent so many hoursintheair | pretty much take it
dlindride"

Asthe plane accderated down the runway, Cole tucked her hand inside his. Ignoring the electrical
charge that ran up hisfingers, he gave her hand areassuring squeeze. “ Just in case the take off is bumpy,”
he whispered in her ear. Hiswickedly handsome smile and the two charming dimples had her heart
skipping to anew beat. If her mother and Liz hadn't chosen that moment to appear in the aide, Ginger
would have been tempted to act on the devil's advocate suggestion to act nervousjust to see what



happened next.

"Everything isfine. We have another passenger from thisside, but otherwise | haven't seen anything
unusud.”

With Liz tugging on her hand, Caitlin smiled. “Well be back after take off."

Cole had not said much since arriving &t the house. If held heard her mother's conversation, it would be a
first. Except for the one fluke, even her siters couldn't hear their parents' voices.

Her world, crazy asit might seem to others, had been very norma and routine. Now it was turning itself
upside down and insde out. Like a crossword puzzle, clueswere being given but only afew answvers
were materidizing. Problem was, she was beginning to think some spaces hadn't been filled in correctly.

Topping thelist of new devel opments was Cinnamon seeing their mother. If Cole had heard her mother
talking, it would be the first time a non-family member had been able to hear her mother. In acrossword
puzzle, sheimagined those two events would intersect.

Since her mother had never been overly protective, Ginger questioned the reason she was now hovering
as she escorted Elizabeth to Sesttle.

"l am not hovering.”

What would you cdl butting into my thoughts and checking out the passengers and the plane asif | were
twelve yearsold and just learning to use my powers?

"Being congderate. Liz redly is nervous about what is about to happen. Or rather what sheis afraid
won't happen since...”

Ginger watched her mother'slips move asif she were talking to someone. A moment later her mother
waved ahand asif swetting at an annoying fly.

"Anyway, as | was about to say, traveling with you and Coleis keeping Elizabeth's mind off her
concerns. She haswaited patiently for the opportunity to talk to her family. If it doesn't happen, she will
be very disgppointed.” Turning her back to Ginger she effectively shut off further questions.

Ginger would bet that her father's conspicuous absence was related to her mother's presence. Her
parents were worried about something; aspell created by Aunt Pesty wasthe likely answer. The
desperate client who never arrived or called to reschedule, but conveniently shared first nameswith Cole,
probably fit in this section of the puzzle. But how, she couldn't begin to guess.

Spirits asking for help had happened on occasion, but only when Ginger had come upon them by
accident. Spirits actudly soliciting her help, not to mention doing that by way of aclient, had no
cross-reference.

Then there were the cluesin the dreams. Working off of Adam therewas. darkness, staking, falling,
overwheming fear, awareness, innocent ddight and heated passion. The last dream brought to mind:
romantic dance, tender, loving and permanent. In listing everything systematicaly, Ginger felt more
frugtrated than ever as the words seemed mystifying rather than enlightening.

Col€eskiss had been innocent; the panic jolting her emotions, frenzied. With her emotionaly charged
reactions to his nearness and the fact that he wasn't her life mate, Ginger knew that her teasing and flirting
was abig fat no-no. One that was going to backfire on her when heleft. There was aso something
poking her conscious that she knew she should be remembering. Shejust couldn't seem to grasp what



that something was.

Sighing with frustration, Ginger pushed dl the thoughts aside as she watched a handful of spirits dance
amongst the clouds.

Cole sat with an opened paperback on hislap. Not once did he turn a page.

Shifting in the seat, he again tried to find a comfortable position for hisnow familiar erection. He hadn't
been in agtate of congtant attention since before Suzy had crushed the existence of his sex life by
dumping him for the football captain after he had helped her get a passing grade in chemistry. He had
forgotten how frugtratingly uncomfortableit could be.

He had aways been an exceptiona student. When Porter had been dive, he and Cody had forced him to
take his nose out of the bookslong enough to behave like any normal, hormone driven, male teenager.
Reflecting back on how obsessed he had become after Porter's desth to find a cure for afriend who was
beyond help, Cole was surprised his brother still spoke to him. Histunne vision had resulted in who he
was and for that he would not complain. Still looking back, Cole redized he had made alot of sacrifices
during thelong tediousjourney.

Perhaps there was more to the grief hypnosis session than rocking hisworld into a sciencefiction
dimension. Preoccupied with getting Ginger to agree to help he hadn't noticed any difference until he had
been ambushed with the water fight. Silly playfulnesswas so out of character for him that his enjoyment
of the water battle had surprised him. Cole couldn't pinpoint the exact moment it had happened, and
maybe that wasn't how it worked, but his grief had shifted, cracked and crumbled. As easly asthe dust
had washed off the cars, he had shed the overpowering hel plessness and anguish he had worn like a
second skin for hdf hislife, leaving little of hisformer staid self behind. If the hypnosiswas behind the
change, it wasfar more powerful then he could ever have imagined without going through the experience.

When it wastimeto cal it anight, the goodbye kisses had started out asinnocent fun. What had
possessed him to kiss Ginger on the lips, he would never know. Hisintention had been to kiss her
forehead. Cole could have sworn that was where he had aimed.

The minute their lips met, he had recognized the touch, the taste, the scent of her that clung to hisskin
during the dreams and long after awakening. It had only been seven days, hisfirst night in hisuncle's
house, since he had experienced the same sensations during the first dream.

Aslight and innocent asthe kiss had been, it had seared his heart faster then ared-hot branding iron
hitting a cow's hide. With the heat generated from the kiss, his emotions had jumped from lust to love
before their lips had parted.

If he ever figured out the how and why, within al that was happening he was going to make a point of
thanking whoever was responsible for reacquainting him with life.

With the front door wide open that morning, he had waked in without knocking. Hearing voices coming
from the kitchen, Cole had assumed Cinnamon or Rosemary was there to see them off. When the
conversation registered, it stopped himin histracks. Shamelesdy eavesdropping, he had been
disappointed that her mother and Liz had vanished by the time he walked into the kitchen.

"Gin"
"Hmmm?'



"Where are they? Were sitting in First Class, dl the seats are taken, so where are they sitting?”

Turning to face him, she studied his expression. He looked in control of hisemoations, interested but not
panicky. “They were dready on the plane when we boarded. They poked in and out of stuff for awhile.
| assume Mom was checking things out and showing Liz how everything works."

"What about after that?'

"During take off they pretended to strap themselves onto the engine domes. It reminded me of abronco
bull rider. It wasredly pretty funny. Right now, Liz ishaving agreet time waking the ade mimicking the
flight attendants.”

"Any other ghosts?’ Thiswastotally insane. Never in amillion years would he have placed a bet on ever
having such a conversation.

Ginger grinned. “Nope, no ghosts, but there is another spirit on board.”

She watched his eyes dilate. He started to rake his hair then stopped as he tried to read her expression.
“You'rekidding? Y ou said that just to get areaction out of me."

"I kid you not. And you can relax, he'sanice guy.”
"God hep mefor being foolish enough to ask, where?"
Her smile made him grow alittle more uncomfortable. He shifted in the seat.

Watching him squirm, Ginger wondered if he really was getting comfortable with the idea of spiritsor just
humoring her so shewould talk to the children'sfamilies. “1 think you will gppreciate this. Tom's brother
isthe pilot. Before passing over, Tom was aso apilot. Now he travels on his brother's flights to make
sureeverythingissafe”

"Youwereright. I likethat. Y ou caled him by name. Hetalked to you?"

"Yes, it'sanovdty to have someone on this side who can redlly see and hear him. A man Sitting in the tall
section can fed their presence, but that just doesn't offer the same satisfaction astalking to amedium.”

"How do they know the guy can fed them?'
"Every timethey walk by, the guy looks up, shivers and turns another shade paler. Tom and Mom keep

cracking jokes about him looking like aghost. Right now, they aretrying to keep Liz away from the poor

"Doesthe pilot know his brother ison board?” He surprised both of them by asking the question.
"See, even you, the eterna skeptic are redlizing there's more to this mumbo jumbo than meetsthe eye.”

Cole gave her asheepish grin that melted her heart into abig puddle of happiness. Ginger knew she
needed to guard her fedings. Getting emationally involved with any mae beyond the big brother fedings
she had for Rumor waswrong. But talking like thisto Cole fet right, comfortable and fun. And if sexud
tension could be called such—relaxing.

Therewas nothing in Grandmammeals spell that said she couldn't enjoy alittle light-hearted flirtation, but
she had never indulged. Not for lack of opportunity, but because of alack of interest in the male species
that had thusfar paraded before her.



"The answer is, yes, his brother has sensed Tom's presence. When we leave, I'll pass him my business
card, with anote on the back. If heisinterested in knowing more, hell cdl.”

Cole picked up the paperback book setting in hislap. “Y ou'retelling mel can stick my nosein this book
and not worry about anything but profilers, psychics, and who gets murdered next.”

"Y ou can. Want meto tell you the ending so you don't get scared?”

"Y ou wouldn't? Please don't tell me you read the ending before you read the book."
She laughed at the comical look of horror. “ Guilty as charged.”

With lips compressed to kegp from smiling, Cole shook his head in disappointment.

"Wdl not dl of the time. Sometimes though, when it's dark outsde and the house isextraquiet, if | get
scared and want to make sure everything is going to turn out okay | skim the last chapter before reading
the guts”

"Gin, it'sastory, there hasto be a happy ending."

"Not dl the time, sometimes the ending is sad, bittersweet or haunting. | gather you don't want to know
theending.”

"No, | don't want to know the ending. Believe it or not half the fun is supposed to be trying to figure out
whoisguilty."

Shelaughed. “Y ou don't scare me. Beniceor | will tell you anyway and then | will tell you the ending of
al the other booksin the series”

Theteasing was simulating. If he weren't amacho guy, he would say that his heart was swelling with joy.
Being macho, he reduced the fedling to full-blooded lust. “1 am aways nice, just ask my mother and
never believe aword Cody or Porter say. If | promiseto be extranice, will you please let me discover
who the bad guy ison my own?"

"Whet's extranice?'

"Fresh crab, Pike Street Market.”

Hells Bells, she'd been hoping for a kiss.

Sheleaned over until her lips dmost touched hisear. “ The brother did it.”

With her breeth tickling his ear and her arm lightly pressed againgt his, Cole discovered that lust came
dressed in capita letters painted seductive shades of red. Sucking in life-sustaining air, he forced his
thoughts back to the book. “ Thereis no brother."

"Areyou pogtive?'

They both declined lunch and drank too much coffee. The flight pattern and the beautiful clear day gave
them spectacular views of Mt. Saint Helen, Mt. Hood and Mt. Rainer. Asthe plane turned for thefina
approach, there was a breathtaking view of Puget Sound and the lush green-forested land beyond the
water.

* * % %

Thefirgt thing Ginger noticed when she walked into her hotel room was the connecting door. Making



sure the door on her sde was firmly locked, she placed the luggage rack in front of the door and
balanced the heavy suitcase on top. Cole had given her no reason not to trust him, so that wasn't the
point behind the exercise. She was blocking her entry to temptation.

Walking down the steep hill to Pike Street Market, they stretched cramped muscles after the long flight
and enjoyed the crigp fresh air.

Nibbling on shrimp and crab cocktails purchased at asmdl stand, they leisurely strolled through the
market place. The large variety of locally grown fruit and vegetables on display was fascinating. Huge red
strawberries and the largest green grapes Ginger had ever seen became the second course to their medl.

"AreLiz and your mom still with us?*
"Havent left our sde. Although, | don't think Mom isrea happy right now."
"Do | want to know why?*

She waved off the concern ssamped on hisface. “It'sno big ded. Wdll, | guessit isto Mom; shejust
stuck her tongue out at me and Liz played copycat. Seemsthey both love strawberries, the fact that they
can't taste theseis driving them crazy."

The aromaof broiling fish was not aways pleasant, but the teasing scent of spices and fresh baked
sourdough bread filling the air had them walking over the threshold of asmall self-service, café
overlooking the waterfront. Large sourdough bread bowls filled with the best clam chowder Ginger had
ever egten sdtisfied their hunger.

"Liz wantsto feed the seagulls.”

"Can shedo that?"

"Lizisvery proud of the fact that she can move objects. She really wantsto show you what she can do.”
"Asin objectsflying through the air without anyone having obvioudy tossed them?”

"Yes. Don't panic; Mom hasfigured out away to make Liz happy and not have the incident make the
evening news. Grab ahandful of crackersand follow me."

"Whereto?'
"Don't know. Guess we play follow-the-leader. Or in this case follow-the-gpirit."

Where turned out to be an old pier. Walking past severd fishermen more intent on an afternoon nap then
fishing, they found the needed privacy.

While Cole held hishand out, asif flinging abroken piece of cracker to thewind, Liz was ableto usethe
rouseto feed the gulls.

Ginger thought it a shame that Cole couldn't hear Liz's ddightful giggles every timeagull caught acracker
inmidar.

"What just happened?’ Cole asked when he felt awarm brush of air againgt his cheek.

"You'reLizshero. Shejust gave you akiss."



Chapter 19
Cole handed Ginger a scrap of paper. “Tell mewhereto go.”
"Did you mean that literdly or figuratively?"

He shook his head. “ And here | thought we were getting along so well. The paper hasthe directionsto
the house. Do | go north or south on 1-57"

"Depends. Arewe below or above wherethislineis?’
"According to Kathy, the hotel isbelow that line.”
"Which way isnorth?"

"Gin, pleasetdl meyour kidding."

"Nope. Don't have aclue."

"The ocean is behind us, which meanswe are driving east. North hasto beto our left. Surely that makes
Eene”

"If you say S0, | guessit'strue. Without familiar landmarks, | get hopelessly confused when it comesto
directions. According to this, if we are below that line we want to take aleft onto the freeway.”

Awhile later she was nibbling her lip with worry. “Cole, | think we're kind of going in the wrong
direction.”

"How ‘kind of"?"

"W, this paper saystake exit 164 to Mercer Idand. We just passed exit 172 and the Sign says the next
exitis 173. 1 think you better turn around.”

Hetook it in stride.
"Okay, take al€ft at the gas station. Not that gas station—the one with the trees lining the street.”
"Now what?'

"Go two blocks. There should be acora house on the corner with abig brass deer in the front yard.
Takearignt."

"Theroad doesn't go right."

"Hey, don't yell a me. Y ou're the one who wrote this. So, take aleft then turn left into the next
driveway."

The house was alarge single story rambling affair that blended in with the heavy foliage and trees on the
property.

Ginger hardly gave the house a glance as she focused on the two greeting committees standing &t the
front door. Only one was aware of the other.

No matter what guilt Cole harbored over Liz's death, Kathy and Glen Jordan and their children greeted



him with the warmth of awelcomed member of the family.
"Have any trouble finding the place?’ Glen asked as he dapped Cole on the back.
"Not too much."

Glen gave aknowing grin. “Good. When Kathy said she had given you directions| tried caling, but al |
got wasyour voice mall."

Liz'ssblings, Grace, April and Billy were eager to talk about ghosts. Billy, at nine, was dl boy ashe
made crackling sounds and hackling laughter to tease hisssters.

Although Kathy and Glen were friendly, like her mother had warned, there was dso adight tension that
sad they were reserving judgment about Ginger's abilities.

After awak around the spectacular backyard to admire the view of the lake and anew blue and white
salboat tucked into asmall boathouse, they settled down in acomfortably furnished, kid friendly, family
room done in multiple shades of green and tan.

Taking adeep breath for courage, Ginger briefly closed her eyesand said asilent prayer.

"I know this has been a shock. Because of that, | appreciate your willingnessto talk to me. Let me
explain what | do as a hypnotherapist and as a medium. Then we can decide how to proceed.”

K egping the explanation the same as she would for afirst time client Ginger quickly covered the basics.
As shetaked, ayelow number two pencil flew across the pad of art paper setting on her lap.

"Billy, just before you tried freaking your ssters out you asked if there was aghost in the house. | prefer
the word spirits because they are not here to harm or haunt us.”

"Cooal, are there any spiritsin the house?!

Smiling and nodding, she glanced around the room at the spirits waiting to be recognized before focusing
her attention back on Billy. “ Y es, there are savera spiritsin theroom.” Not taking her eyes off him, she
dowly turned over one of the pictures. “Do you recognize this man?"

Billy's parents, Sitting next to each other on aforest green leather couch, gasped. Grace and April dowly
looked around the room with eyesthat had grown aslarge as saucers. Billy, with nine-year old
exuberance jumped up and down, hisface lit up with happiness. “ That's my grandpa. I'm named after
him. He went to heaven last year to be with Grandmaand Liz. Wow, thisisso cool. He'sredlly here?
Whereishe?'

"Yes, hesredly here” Turning over another drawing, Ginger added, “Right now he's standing behind the
couch with hisarm around thiswoman."

With eagerness, Billy ran to Ginger'ssde. “ That's my Grandma. She maderedlly, redlly good oatmedl
raisin cookies. TheresLiz, | wasjust ababy when she died. She had Mom'sblack hair and blue eyes. |
don't know them. Where are they? Can they talk to you? Can we talk to them?"

All Cole could think as he watched the scene unfold was, thank God. The ‘what if” syndrome of doubt
that had been eating him alive since shortly after landing in Seettle disappeared. Asthe knots of tensonin
his gut untangled, the last spark of doubting fear that Ginger was a hoax dissolved.

Billy became the catalyst to making the specia moment even more potent. With the naturd enthusasm



and open acceptance reserved for those young enough to be untainted by worldly opinion, he allowed his
parents and older sisterstime to accept and absorb the truth of what they were experiencing.

Asthe drawings were passed around the room, Kathy Jordan, with tears running down her face,
identified the unidentified portrait as her mother and father.

For the next two hours, Ginger patiently answered questions, listened closdly to what only she could hear
then good-naturedly repeated what was said while everyone exclaimed, cried, cheered and laughed.
Curiogtieswere satisfied if spirits were able to answer.

Ginger's commitment and compassion for both sides was obvious, as she made certain everyone, on both
sides, had a chance to be heard.

Like any holiday gethering, after thefirgt rush of excitement the group settled into amore tranquil visit as
the older generation had fun sharing embarrassing scraps of information on their children.

Cole had just been thinking that the evening was a resounding success when Ginger's next words took
everyone by surprise.

"I would like to try something. It might not work, but unlesswe try we will never know. Severd timesl
have hypnotized couples while they held hands. During those sessions the couples were ableto travel to
the samelocation. If you arewilling, | would be happy to try the same thing now."

Kathy looked at her hushand then a Ginger after their silent conversation. *'Y ou mean you think we might
be able to see Liz and our folks the same way Cole described his hypnosis session, but as agroup?”'

"Yes, that is exactly what I'm hoping for. Except | will ask you to go to a pre-arranged spot instead of
alowing your subconsciousto create aspace. | honestly have no ideaif adl of you can trave to the same
gpot a thesametime. If it worksit would be the fantasy trip of alifetime.”

Billy looked worried. “Whet if they all get to meet theman’ | don't?'

For amoment, the uncertainty in Billy's voice had Ginger wishing she hadn't made the offer. Sheaso
knew not making the offer would have deprived them of the opportunity she had given so many others.

"Billy, | promisethat if this doesn't work tomorrow | will come back and hypnotize each of you one at
time, just likel did Cole"

They decided to use the patio in the backyard as the prearranged spot. Forming acircle on the floor they
joked about falling adeep, but the tight grasp on each other's hands showed their underlying fear aswell
as a desperate hope that thiswould work.

Ginger took extratime smoothing everyone into a comfortable state of rel axation as she monitored heart
rates, rapid eye movement and breathing. When satisfied that everyone was hypnotized she suggested
they might be able to visit with loved ones within the safe environment of the family's backyard.

As Cole watched them dowly recede into the twilight land of hypnosis, he stepped into the professond
role of doctor. He wasn't concerned about anything going wrong. He did it because he wanted to help
Ginger. Shewasgood at hiding it, but he had noticed signsthat her energy waswaning.

With that respongbility taken out of her hands, Ginger concentrated on drawing. For the next two hours,
all that could be heard was the steady ticking of an old grandfather clock and the scratching of pencilsas
pictures were drawn.



When Glen Jordan began to stir, Cole placed a hand on Ginger's shoulder.

Putting the drawing pad aside, she brought them back to the present then gave them space to emotionaly
and physicaly adjust to their surroundings and what they had just experienced.

Grace brokethe slence. “I wasthefirst to arrive on the patio, then April, Mom, Billy and finaly Dad.”
Which made perfect sense snce no two people will relax into the twilight zone at the same pace.

"After everybody arrived, Liz came skipping out from behind the blue spruce. Everybody € se followed
her. It wasredly neat.” April's voice squeaked with excitement.

"Grandma Rachad says| look just like her when shewasalittle girl.” For the only blonde in adark
haired family, that was welcoming newsto Grace.

Billy, who al evening had been the most voca, now sat quietly, hisface sad, as his ssters became the
excited chatterboxes.

Ginger and Cole were saying their goodbyes when Billy grabbed Ginger's hand. Pleadingly, helooked
into her eyes. “Can | tak to you, in private?’

Shelooked to his parents for approval before answering. “ Sure, Billy, lead theway."
Leading her into his bedroom, he quietly shut the door. *Y ou can sit on the bed.”

Sitting on the narrow twin bed covered in ared bedspread, she watched him walk to atall navy blue
bookcase crammed with toys, books and his grandfather's bowling trophies. Taking abig fat sky blue
piggybank off ashelf, he set the piggybank in her lap.

"Grandpasaid he hears me talking to him. That makes me happy, but it's not the same as knowing what
hethinks, an’ having him tell me how proud heis of mewhen | catch afish or hit ahomerun. | even miss
him telling me to be niceto my sigters. | want to hire you to call me onceaweek so | can kindatak to
him? Theresnot alot of money in the piggybank, but you can havedl of it and I'll send you my
alowance every wesk if you'll say yes™"

It had been five years Since opening the doorsto her practice. Ten years had passed since talking to the
first non-family member about aloved onethat had passed over. In that time, Ginger had heard many
heart rending stories as she held the hands of young and old dike who wanted one last opportunity to
gpesk to aloved one. A few clientsfaithfully came back each year on aloved one's birthday or
anniversary. Nonetheless, she had never been so emotionally touched by arequest.

Biting her bottom lip in afrantic attempt not to cry, she swallowed the golf bal sized lump lodged in her
throat. “Billy, my services are very expensive. In fact, this piggybank would never hold what | will need
to ask in payment for such arequest. Please think very hard before you accept.”

Billy'stiny body gtiffened. His expression solemn, he did not utter aword as his dark haired head bobbed
up and down.

"Here'sthe ded, you write down my cell phone number and when you want to talk to your Grandpayou
cdl me. | don't know if hewill waysbe available, but | promiseto try to connect with him. To pay for
my services, you will owe metwo jokesfor each phonecall. | know that isavery high priceto pay;
however, thereisno way | could possibly do it for less. Do you want to think it over, or isit aded?"

He stood looking at her. He wasn't quite sureif she was serious, but he was having ahard time



controlling agrin from splitting hisfacein half.
"Is Grandpa here?'

"Right beside you, he just promised that both he and your grandmother would be available. He dso says
you have to ask your mother's permission to use the phone and no more then once aweek. He dso says
no, ‘knock, knock, who'sthere,’ jokes, he'salittletired of them.”

Billy giggled.

"If it's okay with your folks, why don't we try for Sunday eveningsjust before you go to bed? If
something redly important happens during the week that has you busting at the seamsto brag or alittle
sad, you can cdl. Ded?’

"Ded. Thisissocool."

He gtarted to run out of the room, stopped, ran back to the bed and threw his arms around her neck.
“Thanks. Y ou're the greatet.”

Then he was running down the hall, yelling at the top of hislungs. “Mom, Dad, Grandpasays| can cal
him anytime | want an’ | need to go to the bookstore for anew joke book ‘ cause Grandpa says he's
tired of knock, knock jokes."

After promising to come back for afish fry later in the summer, Cole and Ginger pulled out of the
driveway.

Turning towards Cole, Ginger squeded with ddlight. “ Cole, it worked; it redly, redly worked.”

Therewerealot of comments he might have thought she would have said, this one not one. *Y ou had
doubts?'

"Of course | had doubts. We are talking mgjor production here. Emmy awards could be presented for
what happened tonight.”

"Thank you for not sharing that morsdl of information earlier. Just for the record why did you, the master
of hypnosisand friendly, talking spirits, think it might not work?"

Playfully, she punched him on the shoulder. “ Don't be ajerk. For your information, | never doubted Liz
would bethere. Epecialy since she hadn't let us out of her sght since thismorning. The other family
members were awe come bonus. What | had doubts on was hypnotizing al of them at the sametime
and having them al arrive at the same location.”

"| thought hypnotizing large groups was fairly common. Don't guystravel the country offering group rates
for smoking and digting?"

"You'reright. But you are talking about people sitting in achair listening to some guy talk. Thereisno
active participation. | have severd thick bookswith scriptsfor al kinds of behavior modifications that
anyone could read in amonotone voice and get some rate of success.”

Stopping at ared light, he looked at her. “Y ou said you had done this before.”

"Wrong. | said | had hypnotized couples before. Besides they were doing past life regressions. That was
alot different then what we did tonight.”

Padt life regressions, voodoo stuff, for some reason he suddenly fdt like hitting his head againgt the



steering whedl. “Please, not tonight. | don't even want to go there. | am not sure | will ever want to go
there. Tell me about the doubts.”

"If you remember, when | hypnotized you | never told you where to go or what you would see. | believe
that planting any ideaiin someone's mind is unethical. Everything you experienced was created by your
subconscious and your soul. Although | did not tell them to do anything | did make the suggestion that
they might meet on the patio. There was never any guarantee that it would work. Anyway, | am very
happy for them that it happened.”

Reaching over the console, he squeezed her hand. “ So am . Thank you."

Ginger was getting used to the electrical current that zapped her every time Cole touched her. Or at least
that was what she told herself when she didn't withdraw her hand from his. As she leaned her head
againg the headrest to think about the sweet sensations his touch was producing, exhaustion hit her in
waves of unbdievableforce.

By thetime they reached the hotel, ajackhammer had taken up residence behind her eyes causing a
kaleidoscope of colorsto shift into anew pattern each time the jackhammer pricked anerve ending.



Chapter 20

Riding in the hotd eevator, Ginger redized the floor numberswere blurry. By thetimethey arrived a
their rooms, she was fumbling like adrunk as ashaky hand tried inserting the key card into the dot.

Thinking she was half adeep, Cole took the card, opened the door and waited for her to walk past him.
Instead she stood staring vacantly into space before starting to gracefully crumble. Fast reflexes had her
landing in Colésarms.

Kicking the door shut, he used the light coming in the window to locate the bed. Using awashcloth asa
hot compress, he sat on the edge of the bed and monitored her pulse until the musclesin the smal of his
back began to protest.

Moving the heavy suitcase to the top of alow dresser, Cole put the luggage rack back in the closet. With
quick efficiency he had both connecting doors open.

At some point during the process of changing into comfortable old swedts, the heavy scent of gardenias
caught his attention. Dismissing the scent as coming from an air freshener, Cole dubioudy eyed Ginger's
bulging suitcase as he wondered what would pop out when the zipper was released. Remembering his
father'sirrationd refusa to ever get into his mother's, purse he redized he was experiencing the same
phobiaover the suitcase. Squaring his shoulders he grasped the zipper and pulled.

A soft whigtlefilled the quiet air. “Cody lied to me. Thereredly isa Santa, and he just delivered my
presents.” Now al he had to do wasfigure out away to persuade Ginger to mode the skimpy little
garments, in arainbow hue of colors, he had found. Not that she would stay in them for long but what a
sght it would befor afew short seconds. It wasn't the right time to be ogling underwesar, but oh man,
what skimpy wonders of ddlight they were.

The scent of gardenias became so overpowering he sneezed. He started to ook for the air freshener to
dismantle the sinky contraption, then changed his mind; there would be plenty of timeto hunt it down
later.

Scanning the top layer of clothing, he didn't see anightgown. Trying not to disrupt the neetly packed
clothes, Coleforged through the layerslooking for the dusive nightie. Without finding anything that
resembled deepwear, he resorted to placing clothing in drawers as he continued the search. When he
reached the bottom of the suitcase, it was obvious there was no nightgown despite the fact that it |ooked
like nothing esein her closet had been left behind.

Grabhbing a soft cotton t-shirt from his duffel bag, he tackled the next task. Undressing a comatose femae
was no task for thefaint of heart. Her champagne colored bra covered more then many bikini tops, but
the nicely rounded pink mounds of breast swelling above the lacy cups had him reciting the Gettysburg
addressin hopes of distracting hislibido.

It didn't work.

Even the sneezing brought on by theincreasingly strong smell of gardenias did not distract the swelling of
his manhood or the surge of desire racing through hisveins.

For al of aheartbeat he debated about whether or not to remove her bra. Deciding his heart couldn't
handle the added siress, he left the braaone, pushed her armsinto the t-shirt's deeves and successfully
hid her luscious torso as he tugged the t-shirt over her flat somach.



Looking at the dacks still needing to be removed, he uttered afew choice curses. By thetime hegot a
glimpse of champagne colored lace panties, his blood pressure had reached boiling point.

With her enticing body findly fully covered, he sghed with relief. Suppressing the lusty cowboy part of
him that wasin dire need of another cold shower, the professiona doctor once again emerged. He was
totally pissed that she had not told him shewasfeding ill. Unfortunately, yelling at a comatose femae
wasn't going to do him any good.

Leaving the bathroom door open, he took a quick shower that did little to relieve his sexua tension or the
dight headache the overpowering aromaof gardeniaswas giving him.

Checking the room from top to bottom, he couldn't find the mafunctioning air freshener. Asalast resort
he opened the window. Ten minutes later the room had cooled considerably, but the smell had not
lessened. Asalight rain began to fall and thewind picked up, he closed the window in defest.

He was dead tired. Eyeing how little of the king Size bed Ginger was using, he contemplated lying down
next to her. He was exhausted; she was comatose. Surdly, there was no harmin trying to get alittle bit of
deep, fully clothed on acomfortable bed where he would be close if she stirred. Y eah right, whom did he
think he was kidding? There was no way he would deep if he laid down next to her.

Collecting apillow and blanket from the bed in his room, Cole punched the over-plump pillow into
submission before trying to contort his frame into acomfortable position on afour foot long,
uncomfortably hard couch.

* k k %

He was free falling without a parachute. Before he could feel fear, the high-speed descent abruptly
stopped.

Suspended in space, neither moving up nor down, he concentrated on what was around him. A
billion or so glittering stars, almost within touching distance, twinkled without generating any
light. The moon was conspicuously missing and not a breath of wind stirred the warm air. The
darkness held no sense of impending danger. So he waited, listened and waited.

It felt like an eternity passed before he became aware of her essence. No, that waswrong. From the
moment he had stopped faling, he could smell lavender, which he automatically associated with hislover.
Her soft, warm form, curving perfectly into his, materidized within hisarms.

With the stars sparkling againgt the inky blue-black sky, afaint tinkling of music swelled around them.
They swayed to the sound of Frank Sinatracrooning, “All The Way."

Their clothed bodies were close enough to resemble lovers carved out of marble. Unlike their cold
marble counterparts, they generated enough body heat to spontaneoudy combust. Y et, as close as they
were, he could not see her face. For some odd reason, it did not matter. Asthey danced they memorized
each other. A kiss, atouch, asigh, ascent, ataste, amoan—each sensation ingtantly imprinted itself to

memory.

The dow poignant music never ended. As one love song smoothly blended into the next, time became
irrdlevant asthey danced among the stars.

In the recesses of his mind was the sensation that others were watching as they smiled their
approval and applauded themselves for being astute enough to help create thisreality.

Hoping to see her face, he tried moving them closer to the stars.



As he moved—Caole caught himsdlf just before hefell off the couch. Thedigita clock on the nightstand
read 5:11. Getting up, he walked to the bed to check Ginger. Thefact that she had not stirred and her
vitals had not changed did not make him happy.

Opening the drapes, he watched ajagged finger of lightening flash across the sky. The windowpane
rattled from the force of the wind asrain hit the glass and bounced back into the darkness. Moving the
couch towards the end of the bed, Cole used the bed as afootrest to stretch himself into amore
comfortable position. Watching lightning spit out of the clouds, Cole was mesmerized by the blue trails of
ghostly light the lightning created. For someillogical reason, the spectacular show soothed Cole asiit
mirrored his persona fedings of unrest.

Watching the power of Mother Nature, he fell into a deep dreamless deep. When he next opened his
eyes, the rage of the storm had passed |eaving behind nothing more then agray disma sky and a steady
light rain.

Ginger rolled onto her sdelooking smal and vulnerable. Her coloring was till pae, but he was pleased
that her pulse was back to normal and her body was now getting the restful deep it needed.

He had alot of questions. The most relevant being why she hadn't told him about the physica after-effect
of the sessions. If that was one of the reasons for being reluctant to help, why hadn't shetold him? There
were going to be some changes made for the next four meetings, of that he would be adamant. He
needed to fulfill the promise, but he wasn't about to jeopardize Ginger's hedlth in the process.

Settling back onto the couch he thought about the dreams. Believing that dreams were nothing more than
aby-product of an overactive imagination stimulated by daily events, made the whole concept of what
was happening that much more confusing. The dreams were aduplication of each other with some dight
shifting of events. If he didn't believe differently, Cole could make a strong case for the dreams being
both awarning and a promise.

He pushed aside thefirst part of the dreams. Fear and free falls had nothing to do with hislife, past or
present. With and without the sexua attraction, he wanted to be near Ginger. There was anew
wholeness to his purpose when they were together. As corny asit sounded, he wanted to hear her laugh,
see her smile and heaven help him, he wanted to watch her eyesturn dark turbulent green when her
temper ignited. He was looking forward to testing his theory that her eyes would turn the same shade of
green when her body was throbbing with passion.

Someday he expected to get to the bottom of the tale that had sent him on the fool's mission. He had
spent enough time with her to know she was not romantically involved with hisuncle. That wasan
obviouslie, but the reasoning behind it left him baffled.

Thefact that she had refused payment from both him and the Jordan's was another revealing facet into
her character. Then there was Billy. The kid was apistol. He wouldn't have been happy at being
compared to agirl, but hewasalot like hissster Liz. With the two jokes aweek payment, maybe Cole
would buy Ginger ajoke book. L et them start alittle friendly competition.

She was not acon artist out to deplete someone of hisor her life savings. After dl of hisadamant denids,
he redlized there was no longer aneed to see ghostly figuresto know she was actudly communicating
with someone only she could see. The expressions of joy, surprise and sheer pleasure that had crossed
Liz'sfamily'sfaceswas proof enough.

Asfor past lives, reincarnation and heaven only knowswhat else she believed in or worked with, he
knew that Rosemary had been right. 1t was time he stopped balking at the first implication of what might
be and gtart being alot more open-minded.



Chapter 21
Fifteen hours after collapsing, Ginger's eyes fluttered open.

Before her mind could clear enough to register that she was not in her own bed, Colewas at her side.
Trying to come up with alogical reason why he wasin her room left her totally confused. “What

happened?’

The question, taking him by surprise, lessened some of hisanger. Before answering, he checked her vita
signs. Satisfied, he continued holding her hand as he sat on the edge of the bed.

"Y ou passed out right after we got back here last night. What's the last thing you remember?”

Shedidn't immediately answer. “I remember pulling out of the driveway. We talked about the sesson.

Y ou were surprised when | admitted | had not been totally confident in the outcome. | remember thinking
| was getting a headache, so | laid my head back on the seat and closed my eyes. That'sit. | don't
remember anything ese.”

"Have you ever passed out after a session before?
"No. Never."
"What about headaches?"

"No, | get tired. Communicating with spirits drains my energy, but never to the point that | couldn't
function.”

Pushing hersdf into a Sitting position, she noticed the blue cotton t-shirt. Lifting one eyebrow she looked
ahim.

Thinking agood offense might be the best defense, he threw back an accusation. “Y ou forgot to pack a
nightgown."

Gardenias; the scent was overwhelming. Looking around the room it didn't take long for Ginger to
discover the ghodtly, solitary figure of her mother sitting on top of her empty suitcase.

With pure mischief, Caitlin reenacted Col€'s reaction upon opening the suitcase and then pantomimed him
gingerly removing the clothing asif a any moment something would bite him.

She had been staring into space for several minutes when she started laughing.
Cole couldn't stand the suspense. “ Care to share?"

"Areyou sureyou're up to it cowboy?’ She gave him adevilish grin.

“Try me"

"My mother's Sitting on top of the suitcase. Shejust did a cute little pantomime of your opening my
suitcase."

He groaned as he ran hisfingersthrough hishair.

"Ah, it seemsyou were alittle surprised, at, ah, not finding a nightgown or maybe something else. She's



laughing too hard for meto figureit out.”
Lucky me!

Deciding to skip the obvious modeling of the skimpy bras and panties, she got her mother's attention and
alifted brow by thinking it would have been morefun if she had been an active participant.

"Sheisnow showing mewhat greet care you took in putting on thet-shirt.”
Her mother rolled her eyes before pantomiming achicken.

Cole knew that meant she had watched him swest bullets as he tried to keep his sexua fantasies under
control. Hanging his head he muttered something she couldn't hear before he looked at her. “Pleasetell
meyou are joking?'

"Sorry, no joke. She seemsto think it was pretty comical.” With her grin contradicting her words, he
knew that she was a'so getting agreat amount of pleasure from his discomfort.

Ginger watched her mother pinch her nose closed with one hand and wave her other hand in front of her
face.

"Okay, now she hasmetotally confused.”

Pointing at Cole, Caitlin again pinched her nose.
Was she saying Cole stunk?

Caitlin threw her aamsup in the air and disappeared.

Pulling her legstowards her chest, Ginger wrapped her arms around her legs. Resting her chin on her
knees, shetried to put the pieces together.

A vision of Colelooking around the room for something flashed before her eyes. “ Do you by any chance
amdl anythingin here?!

"Y eah, the hote must have one of those automatic air fresheners going through the ventilation system. |
tried airing out the room, but the smdll wouldn't go away."

She drew her brows together. “What do you smell?"
"l don't know, sometype of flower. Isit making you fed sck?"
“No."

L ooking around the room, then concentrating on the area around the suitcase Cole realized she had the
answer to the mystery. If he wanted to be apart of her life he needed to know, accept, and be a part of
everything in her life. “ Care to explain?'

"My mother'sfavorite perfume is Gardenias. She uses the perfume as acaling card to announce her
arriva, or if she wantsto give amessage without appearing. Cinn, Rose and Aunt Pesty can also smdll
the perfume. What amazes meisthat asfar aswe know no one else has ever been able to detect the

Oh boy. Shewasteling him that her mother had been in the room all night. Going through the events, he
realized the scent had been the most obnoxious when his thoughts had been directed at the most basic



form of testosterone driven sexud desires.
Something else occurred to him.
He blurted out, “ Oh, shit. Gin, just by chance, isit possible that aghost could read someone's mind?"

Hewas trying hard to hide the dlarms going off in hishead, but his eyes showed sheer panic. It wasa
feding shewasintimately in touch with. Over the years, her mother had effectively read her innermost
thoughts when she least wanted them read.

"To behonest, | don't think so."

She hated to change hislook of pure rdief, but she didn't figure hed be al too happy if shedidnt tell him
the whole truth immediately. But there was areason for family secrets, so she vacillated. Shimmering
lights caught her attention just before her mother's voice drifted through the air. “ Trust your ingtincts.”

"But you seethereisa... um ... another ... ah, unusud ... ah, redly interesting little thing you should know

He couldn't believe she was ssammering. Nervousness had her pleating the edge of the sheet. Placing a
warm hand over hers, heignored the eectrical sparksthat nipped hisfingers. “ Spit it out. Nothing can be
that bad!"

His hand acted as a bam to one set of nerves and sent another racing as she absorbed the electrica
charge running up her arm. “Even though | do not think spiritsin generd can read minds, my mother was
ableto read mindswhen shewas dive. S0 ... ah, she ah ... fill hasthe ability."

For thefirgt timein her life, Ginger had divulged afamily secret. Ingtinct had her believing she wasright to
have done so. A speck of doubt had her praying she wouldn't be proven wrong. Curiosity had more
demanding questions: why Cole, why now, and what part was heto havein her family'slife that madeit
al right to divulge family secrets. Excluding him asalife mate, what was the purpose for throwing them
together? What fate could lie ahead that made it acceptable to include Cole into the family fold without
the benefit of marriage?

Was Cole destined to be Rosemary or Cinnamon's life mate and was she being used as atool to bring
them together? The idea of that was abitter pill to swalow and it |eft a hollow, empty fegling in her gut.
She might not have theright to express her fedings, but Ginger knew they were there, fluttering around
her belly, warming her heart and playing footsy with her awakened desires. If Cole belonged to one of
her sisters, could she step aside gracioudy? She didn't like the answer.

Hell, fire and damnation. “Guess| waswrong. It redly isthat bad!™

Raking fingers through his hair, Cole started chuckling as he remembered some of the more explicate
thoughts that had gone through his mind since meeting Ginger. He wasin deep shit and therewasn't a
ladder tall enough to help him climb out. Her mother might not be herein physical form, but he had no
trouble bdieving she could make hislife very miserable. He didn't even think damage control was

possble.
His expression sobered. “ Does your father read minds?"

"Well, to tell you the truth he was pretty good at it, especidly when it came to reading the minds of boys
we dated. They had aready passed over when we started dating, but that didn't stop Dad from meeting
every boy a the door and giving me arunning commentary of hisopinions.



Hisfacedrained of dl color.

After her mother's mischief-induced mimicking, Ginger didn't have to read his mind to know what he was
thinking or know it wastimeto stop the teasing.

"Rdax. Dad wasn't able to read minds and till can't, asfar as| know."

Thank you Lord for small favors. “Since your mother thought my drooling over your sexy underwear
was funny, will she mention it to your dad?'

"Y ou drooled?"

Mentdly kicking himsdlf, he rubbed his hands down hisface. Obvioudy he hadn't gotten back his sense
of salf-preservation yet.

"Gin, | did not say that; just forget it. Promise me you will forget | said that. The comment camefrom a
deranged mind that has not had enough deep.”

She laughed at him, and damn it felt good to laugh and share her life with someone besides her sisters and
aunt. Her mother had said to trust her ingtincts. Maybe that meant it was aso time to enjoy the moment
ingtead of worrying about the future.

"If your mother was here dl night, what about your father?!

That was an interesting question. He hadn't been here afew minutes ago, so sheredly didn't know. Plus,
her mom had said he was checking up on Aunt Pesty, but surely that wouldn't take that long. *Y esterday
Mom said Dad was busy with something ese. | don't think he was here.”

Ashethought, thank God for small favors, another thought occurred. “ Do you read minds? For that
matter, do Cinn and Rose read minds?"

A smilelit up her face as her eyestook on afaraway look. “No, we can't. We used to cry at the injustice
of mom'sgift. We couldn't get away with anything unless she decided to overlook something we'd done.
The three of usthought she had the greatest gift intheworld.”

"Why do | think therés moreto that story?"

"Now who's reading minds? We wanted to experience it. We knew we couldn't have the gift forever,
but we wanted to know what it was like. For our fifteenth birthday, we asked to be granted awish. We
wanted aweek of being able to read minds. Mom and Dad weren't at all happy with the idea, but we
negotiated a dedl. Starting on a Sunday, we were able to read everyone's thoughts for forty-eight hours.”

She smiled a the memory. “What Mom didn't tell us was that whenever we |eft the house we would have
acute cases of laryngitis.”

Colewasintrigued. For the moment he forgot Ginger should probably till be resting. “What wasit like?"

"Atfirg it was noisy, confusing and interesting. Thereisasubtle differencein what isbeing verbaized and
what is being thought. A person's menta voice sounds very similar to their voca voice. It took awhileto
recognize which waswhich. At first we answered questions that hadn't been asked and made
inappropriate comments on private thoughts. As we became accustomed to hearing everything, we
thought it was pretty cool to know what Mom, Dad and Aunt Pesty were thinking.”

He thought about trying to read his mother's scattered thoughts. No doubt it would be a colossal



nightmare. “ Did they try shidding thoughts from you?*

"Oh, I'm sure. Although Dad was pretty funny! Y ou were embarrassed a my mom reading your
thoughts. Imagine reading your dad's thoughts about your mom."

He shuddered. “Did he know?"
"When we started giggling, he figured it out. He made himsdlf pretty scarce after that.”
"What el se happened?'

"Walking down to the generd store Sunday afternoon, we ran into Agnes. That was our first encounter
with the negative side of the gift. Rosemary hasn't given her an ounce of tolerance since than.”

"After meeting her, | can't say | will and | didn't have to read her mind.”

"When we got to school on Monday morning, we discovered why Mom had kept telling usthat as gifts
went it was abigger headache and heartache then a gift "

"How 0?7

"Things people think but wouldn't necessarily say tend to be negative. Y ou know who is having problems
a home or school. Many of those things you would rather not know. Whether you mean for it to or not,
it changes your opinion of people. The ability came with ahuge responsibility that | am happy not to
have™

Colewasdlent for afew minutes. “Had never thought about the negative aspects, but it makes sense.”

"Don't get me wrong. There was afunny side, too. But Mom was very astute about human nature when
she made sure we couldn't talk.”

When she didn't continue, he was forced to ask, “Are you going to make me beg to hear the story?"
"Would you?'

"You bet! But how about bribery instead? There's still some hot coffeein the pot.”

"It'saded.” AsCole poured coffeeinto two mugs, Ginger settled back against the pillows.

"Rose dapped aboy she had redly liked after hearing the red person under the nice guy image that had
girlsswooning at hisfeet. When he got vulgar she dugged him in the gut. He deserved what he got and
more, but there was no way we could tell him why Rose had gone balligtic. Cinnand | had to drag her
away before she caused a bigger commotion.”

He chuckled. “I can picture that. Rose does tend to leap in wholeheartedly with whatever sheisdoing or
sying."

"She was ds0 hurt when she discovered agirlfriend had only been friendly to get answersfor homework
shewastoo lazy to do hersdlf.”

"I had the same thing happen. How did Rose retdiate?!

"Mom came up with a sentence fitting the crime. Phony answers were shared. When the papers were
returned with F's, the girl whined. Rose acted shocked and said she didn't understand what she was
talking about as she flashed the A's on her papers. The ga was furious and never spoke to any of us



agan.”

"That was far more creative than my solution. | punched the kid in the nose. Made me fedl good, but
when he bled dl over both of uswe both got in trouble.”

"Don't think Rose wasn't tempted to do the same. Remember our talking about Heather and Shelby?’
Ginger asked.

"Sure, The Black Lace Bitches."

She toasted him with the coffee cup. * Cinn got so mad at what was going through their minds she
dumped alunch tray full of sew and chocolate pudding on them. She was smart enough to make it look
like she had tripped but if there hadn't been ateacher monitoring the room there would have been a
cafight."”

"| gather they Hill hold agrudge!™
"Big time. They are more subtle now, but they are till vindictive."
"And you, what did you do?'

Feigning insult she stared at him, then chuckled when hetried to lift one eyebrow. Instead, both
eyebrows moved up and down in acomical gesture.

"After watching them, | was determined not to retdiate for anything that upset me."

N

"And whet?'

"Gin, Don' try sdlling that innocent ‘1 did no wrong’ smile on me. I'm not buying. What did you do?'
"Y ou don't trust me to have done the right thing?"

"Who'staking trust? I'm thinking afifteen year old, with that type of power, isbound to screw up
somewhere.”

"Y ou win. Tommy Hutches was aconceited jock, abully and Shelby's boyfriend. | was till learning how
to use my medium powers, So you have to remember they were alittle erratic. Anyway, | wasthinking
how he needed to be taught a lesson when some ghosts materialized and proceeded to do just that."

When she didn't elaborate he looked at her expectantly, then grinned as he shook his head. “ Oh, no you
don't. Y ou snitched on your sisters. So fess up, tell me exactly what happened.”

It was dl the encouragement needed. “ Okay. Here's the scene: school assembly in the gym, two
thousand kids, one principa droning on and on about nothing. The three of us are Sitting two rows behind
Tommy on the bleachers. Everyoneis bored and restless. Spotting akid he has been bulling for years,
Tommy darts thinking about what he can do to humiliate him in front of the whole schooal.

"Likel said, | thought he needed to be taught alesson. | redly don't remember thinking anything else.
Next thing I know amovement catches my eye and | see four ghosts materidize out of the celling.

"They were enormous, nasty looking suckers. Y ou know the type, big burly guys you wouldn't want to
meet in adark aley. We have no ideahow or why Tommy was able to see them. Before you could say,
boo, he's screaming. Jumping up, he tramples over everyone below him on the bleachers. Then hetrips



over thelast row and fallsflat on hisface. He jerks about asif he were a puppet on astring as he stands
up. Then he ran out the gym doors screaming, ‘ get them away from me!’ No one knew what he was
talking about so everyone was laughing by the time the door dammed shut behind him."

Coleredized that if he hadn't been well built from years of working on the ranch, his geek status could
easly have made him amark for someone like Tommy. He had no sympathy for the guy.

"Did they attack him?'

She had to stop laughing before she could answer. “Wdll, | guess that depends on what you call
attacking. They floated through and around his body. One kept grabbing at his crotch and another was
flying around himin circles saying, ‘Who's the baby now? When he regained hisfooting after thefall,
they pretended like they were going to beat him up. Sad to say, the ghosts didn't have enough energy
attached to them to follow through with a punch that would move him. Always thought thet would have
been funny, to see him go flying through the air.”

He shook his head. “Y ou know what scares me about that story?'
"Wha?'
"Thefact that you think that was discreet.”

She grinned and shrugged. “Hey, it was discreet. Except for my family and Pagan, no one ever knew
what really happened. Cinn and Rose were asked endless questions and they couldn't say aword. It
about drove them crazy."

"Did he change?'

"Yeshedid. Hislittle band of merry men deserted him. Without his backup muscle, Shelby dumped him
and everyone pretty much ignored him after that. Want to hear the end to the story?"

"Of course
"He's now afire and brimstone preacher doing tent revivas."

"Somehow, that isn't surprising. At the nightclub, Rose threatened to have your Aunt turn meinto a
jackass s0 she could sell meto agluefactory. Is shethe one that cast the spell for your birthday?!

Not ready to answer the question, Ginger changed the subject. “Not right now. | need the bathroom, a
shower and some food."

As she entered the bathroom, she called over her shoulder, “By theway | don't own anightgown.” With
that, she closed the bathroom door.

Returning to his own room, Cole decided there was time for one more cold shower before they checked
out of the hotel.



Chapter 22

Headed for Los Angeles, Cole studied Ginger. Her coloring was good, but light smudges beneath her
eyes attested to the fact that she still needed rest. With her heart rate accelerating each time he held her
hand, his ego was getting a tremendous boost but it was impossible to take her pulse. From the amount
of food she had consumed at The Crab Pot during lunch, her appetite was hedlthy.

Getting her to agree to postpone the meeting with Sally Brooks' parents by one day had taken some
persuasive arguing. She hadn't argued at al over limiting the sessionsto no more then three hours.

She was comfortably trapped. Unless she could suddenly fly out the window, he was determined to get
some more questions answered.

"Have you seen your mother or Sdly snce we left the hotd ?"

There was no hesitation. “No, | haven't seen Mom since right after | woke up. Which, considering
everything that isgoing on, sesems strange.”

He had aso noted the absence of the scent of gardenias. Unlike Ginger, Colefdt grateful for the
reprieve. “How many spirits are on the plane?”

"Two. The Canadian woman you spoketo is so afraid of flying, her husband's spirit is holding her hand
and whispering words of encouragement in her ear. The three military guys have abuddy tagging ong.”

"Is he the one that approached you?"
"Y es. How did you know that?"

"Right after we took off you stared at aspot in the aide for several minutes. A few times your lips moved
like you were going to talk before stopping yourself."

"If someone wereto walk into aroom when I'm visiting with my folks, they would think | wasanut case
talking to mysdlf. It doesn't seem natura to communicate telepathically so | haveto fight the urge not to
voice my commentswhen in public.”

"Did he want something or did he stop by just to say hi?’

"He asked meto relay amessageto hisbuddies. | told him | would try to do that after landing.”
"Anything d=?"

"No, dl isnormd."

With that comforting bit of information, Colefully relaxed.

"Y ou Sidestepped my question very nicely earlier today, o let's begin again. Will you tell me about Aunt
Pesty and her magica box of tricks? Also, does anyone elsein your family have supernatura powers?’

Where to begin? There was a so the problem of just how much to tell him. Ginger had been struggling
with that question since sidestepping it thefirst time.

Pagan, having shared everything from baby bottlesto lipstick with the three of them, had witnessed far
more than one strange event that couldn't beignored. Still it wasn't until the day their mother had sat



Pagan down to give her alecture over something Pagan had been contemplating, but had not shared, that
shelearned thewhole story. Asfar as Ginger knew, no other non-family member had ever known about
her mother's ability to accurately read a person's thoughts.

A few timesit had taken some fagt-talking, but they had miraculously managed to keep Aunt Pesty's
abilitieswithin the family aswell. Secrecy was partidly dueto her refusa to serioudy study her craft, but
also because people being people they would start asking favors that were best not asked or acted upon
when asked.

Cole dready knew more about the skeletonsin the family closet then any outsider had ever been told.
Rosemary had wagered that he was family. Her mother had told Ginger to trust her ingtincts. Asmuch as
shewould like to pretend that he was her Adam, Ginger was still more comfortable with the belief that he
wasn't her life mate because of his strong skepticism. Shefelt like she was riding a seesaw with positive
and negative factstilting her decison both ways. If he were her mate, why the mystery, why the disbelief
of her powers, why the eectrica charge when they touched—unlessit was away to warn her of danger?

The sweet scents of licorice, rum and vanillafilling the cabin caught her atention.

Glancing past Col€'s shoulder, she saw her father contently puffing on his pipe as he casudly sat inthe
alde seat across from them. Asalight haze of smoke lazily swirled from the pipe, he looked at her and
winked.

Cautioudy turning, Coletried to see whom she had acknowledged. The seat directly acrossthe aide was
empty. Thewindow seat held abusinessman busily using hisindex fingersto peck away at hislaptop's
keyboard between sips of aneat scotch Sitting on the empty seat's open tray. The other passengersin
firgt classwere engrossed in conversations with the people sitting next to them.

When he caught the light sweet scent of licorice, mixed with rum and vanilla, he thought nothing of it.
Then the aroma tweaked along forgotten memory of an old farm hand tapping loose tobacco into a
corncob pipe. Without saying aword helooked at Ginger questioningly.

"You can amdl that?"
"Yes. It reminds me of pipe tobacco."
"Itis. My dad just arrived. Guess we aren't traveling done after dl."

A humorousvision of aflight attendant telling aghost it was againgt the law to smoke on an airplane
passed through Cole's mind. “Does he know it's against the law to smoke on a plane?”’

"He says he won't have to worry about that until humans figure out how to usetheir naturd abilitiesto see
beyond the obvious."

"Good point.”

"Y our mother is busy right now. She thinks I'm bugging Pesty, so let's keep my visit between the three of
us. Trust your ingtincts, they know what needsto be said.” Putting the pipe back in his mouth, Herb
swept hisvaporous hand over the glass Sitting on the tray in front of him.

The businessman stopped histyping. Watching the glass dide across the table, he looked at Cole and
Ginger. When they didn't react he looked up and down the aide. Seeing no one, he looked back at the
glass gill dowly diding acrossthe tray. Grabbing the glass, he gulped down the contentsin one swallow
then sgnded theflight attendant for another.



"Did your Dad do that?'

"He did. The guy has been embezzling money from the company he ownswith hisbrother. Thismorning
he emptied persona accounts, leaving hiswife and kids broke. Right now he's shifting everything from
one bank to another because heis aso dumping his girlfriend who thinksthey are leaving the country
tomorrow. I'm betting that by the time Dad's done with him he will be wishing he were someone e

"The guy deserves whatever he gets, but what can your dad do to change anything?”

"Dad sayswait and see. Y ou asked about Aunt Pesty, but | would rather tell you about Rose. Do you
remember Rose and Cinn snipping at each other over Rose's gambling?” Ginger asked.

"Y es. | thought she might have agambling problem. Figured | hadn't been an honorary part of the family
long enough to ask.”

"Y ou should have asked. They both would have gotten agood laugh. Smply put, Rosemary isapsychic
intuiive”

"Gin, even | know you don't need to be psychic to be intuitive.”
"True, but how often isyour intuition correct?"

Herdied on ingtinct when performing surgeries and lately, like adream heéd had thismorning, it was
intuitive visonsthat helped design surgical instruments. Then again, thinking about why he had traveled to
his uncle€'s housein thefirst place and al the conclusions he had jumped to without supporting evidence,
he shrugged. “With work, my intuition is very accurate. Lately, on apersond leve, | would say my
intuitionisminusone”

"Sounds abouit right, most people ignore intuition. Intuition, hunches, gut reaction, Sxth sense, insght,
suspicion—it doesn't matter what name you usg, it's the most fleeting of supernaturd ingtincts.”

"Okay. What makes Rose's ability unique?'
"What if | told you her percentage of correct hunchesis one hundred percent.”

Heblew alow whistle as he thought about the ramifications. With that type of gift he could have saved a
lot of time over thelast few years during the preliminary stages of sometool designsaswell aswith his
practice and with patients.

Speaking before thinking, he blurted out, “ And she uses this ability to gamble? | have to agree with Cinn,
itsawaste of taent.”

Ginger bristled at the criticiam. It didn't matter what she personaly thought, you did not criticize one of
her sgtersunless you had al the information needed to make afair judgment.

Her dad was chuckling. Since he had never been comfortable with the gambling, she wasn't redly
surprised at hisresponse or his comment.

"Dad saysto tell you helikesthe way you think. What would you have her do?'
"I don't know. There hasto be something she enjoys doing more than gambling.”

"Thereis. Shelovesthe whedling and dealing of buying and selling vintage cars. She could do that for a
living. However, like Dad, she prefersto keep it as ahobby. She also managesdl of our portfolios.”



"Wait aminute, are you telling me she can read the stock market?!

"No,” shesaid impatiently. “I told you she doesn't read anything. She listensto that inner voicethat tells
her things. Then she buys and sells accordingly.”

"How often isshewrong?'
"| told you, never."
Holy cow! The goose that laid the golden egg!

Thethought scared the hell out of him. He could just see the wrong person getting wind of that
information. Rosemary would be locked in agilded cage and never be seen again. He dso redized that
with her talent none of them would be in need of marrying for money.

"With what you have told me, why does she gamble?’

"It started out as an experiment. Then it became a hobby. Now she doesiit just to have fun. | aso think
she continues to gamble because she knowsit drives Cinn crazy.”

It sounded to Cole like shewastaking alot of risksfor afew chegp thrills. “ Are dl the poker games at
the casinos or does she participate in private home games and high stake off-shore gambling?”

" She promised Dad that everything would be legal and above board, so dl games are at the casinos
wherethereis plenty of security and the high rollers have the money to play high stake games without
losing the shirts off their backs. If she ever did differently, she knows Dad would find away to skin her
dive”

Ginger could havetold him therest of the story, but figured that was Rosemary's story to tell, not hers.
Besdes she could seethiswasredly bugging him, and it was nice to have him thinking about something
besides spirits and her dad Sitting acrossthe aide.

Astheflight attendants freshened their drinks, offered them avariety of snacks and generally hovered,
they talked about more genera topics.

When the man across from them stood up, he was unsteady. Stumbling, he haf landed in Cole'slap.
Lurching forward, he didn't bother gpologizing or looking back as he headed to the front of the cabin.

Picking up the black leather case that had landed in hislap, Cole gave alow whistle. “Wasthat what you
cdl divineintervention?'

"Dad's chuckling but not answering. What's inside the case?"

"Credit cards, driver'slicense, passport, airlineticket to France, address book. I'm guessing that we
aren't to hand this back to him."

"Smart guess. He saysto cdl Jerad Conner, the brother, when we land. All you haveto doistell him
where you are calling from, say that you have the case and ask how to get in touch with hisbrother.
Since Matt was supposed to Sit in on alecture at Microsoft today, the brother is smart enough to figure
out what is happening without you having to explain anything.”

"I likeyour dad's style."

* * * %

Walking into the baggage claim areaat LAX, Ginger gpproached the three menin Air Force uniforms.”



"Excuse me, afriend of yoursisinsstent that | repeat these words, ‘ Tag, you owe me a beer.’”

As one, the three men shifted from relaxed to feet shoulder width apart, chest out, shoulders back, hands
clasped behind their backs. “Who would that friend be, maam?’ Thelow baritone carried atrace of
Boston. The spesker had the lanky build of abasketbd| player and anametag identifying himasL.C.
Tucker.

Looking at a spot between him and aBrad Pitt look-alike, Ginger lifted abrow. “Y ou have got to be
kidding. I don't care how you got the name. Tell meyour given name.”

She sighed. Made sure no one was paying attention to the conversation then whispered, “He sayshis
nameisFart."

"I'll bedamned,” the Brad Pitt |ook-alike muttered.

"He saysyou're wrong, you will never be damned. Do dl of you have nicknames describing disgusting
bodily functions?'

He smiled sheepishly. “ Y ou'd have to know the story to understand.”
"But..."

"Gin, it'saguy thing. We like gross names. Don't try figuring it out.” Staking histerritory, Cole placed a
hand at the small of her back.

The three nodded an affirmative. “Can wetalk to him?” Tucker asked, as he casualy looked around the
small circletheir bodies made.

"Absolutdly, heis standing beside you. | will repeat what he says.”
"Why didn't he bail out? Therewastime.” Tucker'sfrustration was evident.

"Madfunction, everything jammed, smoke filled the cockpit, canopy wouldn't open, every option failed.
He says he did jump before impact; he just didn't need a parachute.”

"Thank you. The not knowing was driving us crazy,” Tucker said as he relaxed his stance.
The grinding of the luggage carousel announced the arriva of their bags.

She handed each of them abusiness card. “We can do a conference cal or...” She paused. “You cdled
him what? Hellsbells, that'swhat | thought you said.”

Looking at the men, she said, “I refuse to address anyone by the name he gave me. Which one of you is
from Kansas?"

"That would be me.” The nametag read R.W. Comstock.

"Y our hometown is only an hour away from me. F ... your friend said the three of you areflying thereina
couple of weeks. Give meacadl. I'll make sure to have cold beer in the refrigerator if the four of you
promise not to have me repeeting words that would have my mother washing al our mouths out with

"Isshedead or alive?’ Tucker asked.

Before Ginger could answer, he rubbed his arm. “Who socked me?”



"Fart. He and my mom are bonding."

* k% k %

Instead of heading towards a car renta agency, Cole directed Ginger to alimo service where ablack
town car and driver werewaiting for them.

"I figured thiswould be awhole lot easier than getting lost onthe LA freeway system.”
Ginger arched abrow. “Areyou by any chanceinsulting my map reading skills?'
"Now why on earth would | do that?"

As soon asthey pulled away from the curb, the driver began singing Frank Sinatras hit, “Fly Me To The
Moon".

Leaning her head back againgt the seat, Ginger closed her eyes and thanked the powers that be that so
far the trip had gone smoothly. Approaching strangers to give them amessage ranked as high asyou
couldgoon her ‘I hateto do’ list. Considering their reaction, she was looking forward to quizzing them
on why they accepted the Situation so readily.

The driver, sounding very much like Frank Sinatra, wassinging, “Let'sFall In Love’ as she dozed off.

When she opened her eyes, adoorman was welcoming them to the Disneyland Grand Hotel. Stepping
out of the car, Ginger felt like Seegping Beauty waking up to find Prince Charming ready to carry her off
to happy ever after land.

She wondered if Cole had planned aday here in advance. Then knew that couldn't be true, because she
had heard him talking to Kimberly Brooks to postpone their meeting.

When hetook her hand, asmall jolt of dectricity running through their entwined fingers had them both
tensing. Refusing to release her hand when she started to pull away, he looked pleased with himsdlf ashe
guided her into thelarge foyer. “ Surprised?”

"Flabbergasted. When did you have timeto plan this?!

"Actually, thiswas part of the agendafrom the beginning. | had no ideaif there would be time to do more
then walk down Main Street, but when Cinn told me you had never visited LA, | thought you might get a
kick out of staying here even if we didn't have timeto enjoy the park.”

"Thisis perfect. A fantasy world within my fantasy world! Thank you."

Ten minutes later, frustration had Cole raking his fingers through his hair as he argued with the clerk & the
check-in desk.

The April fool's ghost had struck again! Instead of two separate rooms, the reservations had been made
for asuite with two rooms.

Ginger touched Colesarm to get his attention. “Take the suite. I'm sure we can manage to sharealiving
room areawithout any problems. Besidesit could be worse, they could have put usin asingle room with
one bed."

Since seeing Ginger's assortment of bras and panties, then the announcement about not owning a
nightgown, he hadn't been able to think about much ese. Taking the suite was going to test his willpower
to the stretching point.



Entering the spacious suite overlooking the hotd'swell-lit grounds, Ginger collgpsed onto the couch as
the bellhop opened the drapes and diding door leading to asmall bacony before depositing her bagsin
the room furthest from the entry.

Thumbing through a pamphlet that listed al the restaurants and side entertainment offered at the hotel and
surrounding grounds, shefigured it would take daysto enjoy everything being offered. Tomorrow was
going to be an extremely busy day as she had every intention of seeing as much aspossible.

Hearing a popping noise, she walked onto the balcony just asthe night sky above the Magic Kingdom
came alive with aspectacular array of colorful fireworks.

Cole, waking out to join her, leaned againgt the railing. Casudly, he pulled her againgt him. She stood
between hislegswith her back and bottom comfortably nestled againgt historso and hisarms casudly
draped around her waist.

Fire, tempting licks of seductive fire—not enough to scorch, just singe the edges so you'd notice the
warmth—curled around her belly. Tempted to turn in hisarms and dlow hersdlf the luxury of tagting his
kisses, Ginger reminded hersdlf that playing with fire was dangerous.

Knowing the dangers of alowing hersaf to become involved with thewrong man years ago, she had
decided that passion without dl the other components needed to create a hedthy, happy relationship was
not worth jeopardizing her gift. Ignoring the devil's advocate's taunting suggestions, when the show was
over, she stepped away, walked insde and didn't stop until she was outside the door to her room. “I'm
beat; how about an early breakfast before heading to the park?”

"Sounds good. Night."

He had been playing with fire, not the puny flame of amatch, but the scorching flame from a heat-seeking
missile when he pulled her into hisembrace. If she had wiggled, he would have embarrassed himsdf, but
thefed of her in hisarms had been worth the gamble. Now, standing aone on the balcony, Cole felt
deprived, asif someone had amputated amajor part of him and left him bleeding. Deprived of the most
basic of life sustaining nourishment—a partner, amate.

Hearing the water in her shower, an elaborate, full color, fantasy of dick wet bodies entwined under a
steady stream of warm water entertained him.

Hewas gripping the bacony'srailing for dear life by the time the sweet scent of licoricefilled hislungs. A
rueful grin crossed hisface as he dowly shook hishead in saf-disgugt. “Yeah, right, | get the point. No
midnight panty raid. Good night, Mr. Prescott.”

Walking into hisroom, helocked himsdf in and took a cold, solitary shower.



Chapter 23

Sheignored the prickly sensation of warning that not everything was asit seemed within the black hollow
of darkness surrounding her.

Using an inner radar she didn't know she possessed, she knew the exact moment that reaching forward
would have her connecting with him. The tender passion of belonging, matching interlocking halvesto
make awhole, branded her soul asthey clung to each other in awelcome home embrace.

When the hello kissturned into pulsating passion she snuggled closer, clinging when her legsfelt too weak
to support her. The second kiss, drugged with unfulfilled longing, swept al thoughts of danger from her
mind until the surface beneath them vanished.

Dropping feet first, she tightened her hold around hiswaist until an abrupt bone-jarring landing tore their
bodies apart.

Within the new pit of darkness, the awareness of danger hung heavy, thickening the air with the
foul odor of greed and death. She did not question whether it was a physical or emotional death
as her Adam propelled theminto action.

Intense fear brought her fully awake and into a sitting position where she quickly scanned the semi dark
room for intruders. As her heart raced out of control, alight sheen of sweat caused goose bumpsto
dressthe skin exposed to the room's coal air. Lying back amongst the soft pillows, Ginger pulled the
covers up to her chin as she tried deciphering the dream.

Wasit her or her Adam that had changed? Shrugging a shoulder, she decided it was probably amoot
issue.

Her fedings had shifted, blossomed into maturity. Leaving behind the touchy, fedly, teenage crush sage
she wanted, no needed, the passion of a mature intimate relationship. If the dreamswere any indication,
sexud intimacy was certainly not going to be anissue.

Along with the passion, there was an empty hole in her belly demanding to be fed. Not that there were
any complaints about the foreplay, but she wanted to be able to look into his eyes, read his expressions,
know what his smiles meant, know when he was angry, frustrated, happy, sad or sexualy onfire.

The fact that Ginger had grown emotionally did not go unnoticed. Less than two weeks ago, life had
given theimpression of being stisfying. Now it glaringly lacked the oneingredient that mede life
interestingly whole—intimacy. Shelonged for agenuine, honest, relationship, with someone that was
solid, warm-blooded and returned her fedings. Greed filled her with ayearning to build the same type of
relationship her parents had shared, still shared for that matter.

As she thought about the scene on the ba cony, there was atinge of regret in not taking the opportunity to
taste Cole's kiss. Being atease wasn't her style, but she had an unexplainable need to compare hiskissto
Adam's.

She sighed. Regretswere awaste of time. But damn, she hated missing golden opportunities.
There's always tomorrow, the devil's advocate whispered.

A wisp of asmilelingered as shefdl back to deep.

* k k %



Hisfinely tuned sixth sense told himwhen she drew near. Their embrace was filled with the
hunger of unfulfilled passion, like lovers separated for far too long a time. As eager as he wasto
explore the unknown, an underlying knowledge that they needed to be discreet, alert and cautious
held his emotionsin check.

Cupping her cheeks with strong, callused hands he gently tilted her head. The kiss was tentative,
the touch light as a feather, a poignant experiment that quickened into full-blown passion. They
broke apart only to come together again a second later as basic primitive hunger overcame
common sense.

He was holding the second kiss within the boundaries of respectability by sheer willpower, when without
warning the surface benegth them evaporated. Falling feet first into adark cavity that stung hislungswith
the overpowering stench of decay, abone-jarring landing ripped them apart.

Danger lurking within the darkness stimulated his survival instincts. Grabbing hold of her hand,
he could only hope that they were running from, not to the ghosts that meant them harm. They...

Mummified by the sheets wrapped around historso, Cole awoke franticly trying to force hislegsinto a
run. The adrendine high had him physicaly prepared to battle with the unknown assailant.

As he kicked back the covers, the cool air evaporated the sheen of swesat covering his overheated body.

When his heart rate dowly returned to normal, Cole rubbed both hands over hisfacein anirrationa
attempt to wash away the fear and clear the cobwebs off the fuzzy remnants of the dream.

Still frazzled and more than alittle apprehensive over what the dream wastrying to tdl him, he started
working hisway backwards through the nightmare.

Allowing the fear to overpower him, Cole tasted the danger lurking in the darkness. What was behind the
danger, who was the enemy and how many people were involved? He hated not knowing. Without that
knowledge it wasimpossible to mentaly or physicaly prepare a battle plan.

Likean ord test, questions popped into his head as if someone were taunting him. Had he been the one
to put them in danger, or was this something beyond his control? Was the danger intentiona ? Was
someone trying to harm Ginger or was he the target? Were they redlly running from ghosts or had that
been ametaphor? With no logicd answers, nothing made sense. But since when did experiencing an
ongoing sequence of dreamsthat kept subtly changing without reason make sense?

He remembered thinking they were being chased by ghosts, but for some reason that didn't seem quite
right. Ghosts, goblins, friendly spirits or man made danger that revolved around the spirit world? Redlizing
that any or al could be the answer didn't give him comfort.

Thefall had changed. Instead of the tumbling freefdl through space, the descent had been short, straight
down, asif atrgp door had been activated. Until the moment of impact they kept their armsfirmly around
each other. He could till fedl the panic that had raced through him when they had been torn gpart.

Pushing those memories aside, he concentrated on the kiss. No, kisses. Positively, there had been two
kisses. Thefirst had been tender, tentative, not completely innocent but till akiss meant to explore
possihilities. The second kiss acknowledged the hunger and mutud desire lurking just beneath the surface
of their intense awareness of each other. He knew that it had taken both of their willpowersto keep the
second kiss from exploding into aphysical passion more combustible than the fireworks that had
exploded over Fantasyland.



If Ginger had read his mind and turned within his arms while standing on the ba cony, would they have
been making their own type of fireworksright now instead of hislying here done wondering whet the hell
was going on? Remembering the sweet scent of tobacco, he knew there wasn't achancein hell that
would have happened.

Pushing sexua frustrations aside, he thought about the seesaw effect of the sequence. Instead of starting
with fear and ending in passion, the dream had reversed itself. How significant wasthat to redlity or for
that matter, were the dreams a premonition of reglity?

The intense darkness was now the only constant in each dream. The dream lover was Ginger. Of that, he
had no doubt. Regretfully, he acknowledged that ‘lover’ wasalittle short of what had transpired so far.
Still he had high hopes. But what was the reason behind not being allowed to see her face?

Punching the pillow in frustration, hetried to find acomfortable position.

He had never paid much attention to the random bits and pieces of dreams he remembered, which made
theintensity and realism of these dreams more remarkable. However strange the messenger, he knew for
certain the dreams had changed hislife.

Lulled into the twilight zone between deep and wakefulness, he saw aclear fast moving vison of his
parents marriage. From the early struggling days of newlyweds to the strong affectionate acceptance of
each other'sfaults and strengths, he watched them build an extraordinarily strong, resilient relationship.
With crysta clarity, Cole knew he wanted to duplicate that relationship.

If the dreams were showing him the future, then he had aready found his mate. If the darknessin the
dreams was being cregted by evil, it would seem logica conquering the evil would expose the light and
dlow himto seehislover. Still ableto fed how shefet in hisarms, he knew therewas afar easier and
more enjoyable way to confirm the truth. It was not going to happen, though, without awedding ring on
her finger, of that he was sure Ginger's father would make certain.

The fool's mission he had been sent on had certainly changed hislife. He wasn't proud of how easily his
mother's comments had swayed the superficia gems of haf-truths and misinformation his pictures
provided. He didn't need anyoneto tell him that Ginger and his uncle weren't engaged. He knew without
the clarification that the information was incorrect. Someday he would haveto ask hismom if he had
missed something she had said, or if she had been misinformed. Then again, maybe he should just send
her a dozen roses and say thanks.

Ashe drifted deeper into deep, hislast thought wasthat if these dreams were somehow conveying the
future, he wanted answers. Before instead of after the fact, if there was indeed a need to protect his

Ginger.



Chapter 24

"What are you doing?’ Ginger asked as she poured hersdlf a cup of coffee and watched him addressa
priority mail envelope.

"Talked to Conner last night. His brother hadn't called him yet but he asked to have the case shipped
back to Sesttle.”

"Did he ask any questions?"

"No. There was a hesitation, but when he resumed talking there was arazor sharp edgeto histone. | got
the impression he had experienced one of those hallmark moments of understanding.”

* * % %

"Where do we head firs?” As she stood in front of aflower tapestry of Mickey Mouse, Ginger's eyes
were greener then shamrocks glistening with dew asthey tried to take everything in at once.

"Thetrain. From there we can visit every section of the park without having to walk quite as much.”

By mutua agreement they saved the haunted house asthe last ride of the day. Entering an eevator,
Ginger blinked but said nothing when she saw severa vaporous shadows hovering around the ceiling that
were not programmed into the manmade environment.

Settling into the car that would take them through the ride, Cole casualy draped hisarm around the back
of the seat. “ Y ou let me know if any of the big bad ghosts scare you. I'm right here to protect you.”

Laughing, shetilted her head up as she turned to look at him.

A light tap on the back of the Cole's head pushed him forward. He would have yelped in protest if his
lips hadn't come in contact with the sweet softness of Ginger'slips. The kisswas light, innocent and short.
Not so hisreaction. Thankfully the relative darkness hid the obvious bulge.

Every muscle tensed when alarms of recognition shot through Ginger's conscious, her senses and her
heart. “Hello, Adam."

Ginger's mega-watt promising smile had Cole hoping he had misunderstood what she had said.

Snuggling into Cole's Sde, she whispered, “Don't panic, but those ghosts you mentioned have us
surrounded.”

He couldn't stop himsdlf. Scanning up, down and side-to-side, he frantically searched them out. When
something tapped him in the back of the head he could have sworn he heard laughter fill the air.

Absently rubbing the back of his head, Cole asked, “ Thisjust might be atad stupid of meto ask, but
when the hell should | panic?’

Sheignored him as shelooked past his shoulder. “ Stop that thisminute. That isnot only rudeit is
irritating. Plus, don't you see, he can fed that."

The tapping stopped.
"Apologize”



"Gin, Honey, he doesn't..."
"Y es he does, stay out of this,” she hissed.

Asabreath of air walked up hisarm and across hisleft cheek, Cole thought that maybe now would be a
good time to panic.

"Good. Now who wantsto start telling me what the devil isgoing on?'

One brow arched. “Don't try conning me with that ‘1'm just an innocent child’ nonsense ... You'reright,
you don't scare meintheleast ... You're apint size bit of trouble without awholelot of energy.” Ginger
knew she could be wrong about the energy, but without the feeling that the spirits were unhappy, she
didn't fed threstened even if they weretrying to bully.

"Tak fast or I'll call my mom ... Oh, you know about her ahilities... Yeah, | never got anything past her
ether.” She smiled, chuckled, than dowly shook her head. “Y ou're wasting time, talk."

Cole and the surroundings were ignored as Ginger stared unblinking a nothing. Fascinated, Cole
watched her ever-changing facid expressions as she periodically nodded her head without making one
comment.

Stepping out of the car a the end of theride, she didn't notice that the ectric shock that plagued them
with each touch was gone. In minutes, she had silently navigated them back to the haunted house
entrance.

Locked behind the car's safety bar, she gave Cole her full attention. “They promised that thistimewe
could enjoy the ride without any ghostly antics.

"By theway, Thomas gpologized for hitting you on the back of the head.”
"Wasthat thewarm air | felt running up my arm and onto my cheek?"
"Soundsright.”

"Want to tell me wheat that was about?"

"He said someone had to get the sparks flying. They had a contest to see who would have the fun of
getting usto kiss"

"What was the contest?'

"They had one chance to move a hockey puck. The spirit that moved it the furthest won the chance to
push you into kissng me."

"I'm honored. I've gone from being a horse's ass to ahockey puck.”

She patted his cheek. “Poor baby, so abused. By the way, the sparks were brighter than expected. He
promised not to hit you in the back of the head again because they are afraid more sparks could set the
placeonfire

His mind was spinning with so many questions he didn't know where to begin. Severa times he sarted to
speak then stopped.

"Why did they want usto kiss?’ hefinaly asked.



"They mentioned my mom, Liz and Sdlly but they wouldn't give me asiraight answer or didn't know the
answer, I'm not sure which.” They had aso mentioned Aunt Pesty and spells but hadn't € aborated and

shewasn't ready to go there. What she really wanted to do was stand up and do avictory dance. After
al, it wasn't everyday that agirl met her life mate or found out that he was the same sexy hunk that had

her itching to explore her sexudlity.

"Why arethey here?'

"Would you believe they are on vacation?'

"Am | dso acountry bumpkin?"

Leisurely running her eyes over him he knew the telltale bulge had not gone unnoticed.

"Country? Absolutely. The cowboy boots, western shirt, jeans and the dow Texas drawl are adead
giveaway. Asfor bumpkin, nay, don't think so. Too much polish to mistake you for smple minded.”

No ghost had to push him into the second kiss. Keeping in mind where they were, hetried keeping it
playful ashe kissed thetip of her nose, but her intoxicating scent thickened his voice with emotion. “Gin,
Honey, you keep looking at me likethat and | swear more then afew sparks are going to fly."

She might be alate bloomer, but she was aquick study, and Cole was her life mate. For thefirst time she
didn't have to guard her emotions or actions. Her voice flirted with seduction. “Isthat apromise or a
threat, cowboy?'

"Definitely apromise. Areyou prepared to finish what you're starting?”

Okay, maybe not totaly prepared to jump into the fire feet first. Feigning fear, she held her handsupin
surrender. “Okay, you win. All the spirits are children. They might not think of it asavacation, but they
have alot of fun playing with the hologram ghogts. They come here because they can.”

"Did Thomas say who started the contest?"

"No, herefused to say. Thelittle devil even tried bullying me. When | called hisbluff the group redized |
wasn't intimidated by their actions or their lack of substance.”

"How many are here?'
"Beddes Thomeas, there were Six spiritswith him.”
"What made them different then aghost you would not want to tangle with?"

"Their substance was light; it lacked intimidation and the subtle glow of resentment that lingers around the
parameter of an angry ghost. And they are children. I've never met ayoung spirit who learned bitterness
before passng over.”

"l heard you say you would cal your mom.”

"Only because they tried bullying me. They are wd| acquainted with her ability to read minds. They
wanted to know if | ever got away with anything asakid.”

"Has anyone ever been able to see them before?”

Shedidn't try hiding her surprise at the question. “ They said afew have sensed their presence, but only
once has someone ese actudly seen them.”



"Arethey dill here?"

"A dozen boys are showing off and horsing around. Nine girls are giggling, dancing with the holograms
and having fun mimicking different holograms. Why..."

He placed hisfingertip over her lips. “Later. How about sharing what you see.”

* * * %

Sitting in a secluded booth enjoying alate dinner, Ginger brought up the earlier question. “What made
you think to ask if anyone else had ever seen the spiritsin the haunted house?”

"The whole Stuation has me curious. Unless you and some of your family members are mutant oddities
there has to be others with the same taents.” Shrugging, he continued. “ For me it seemed like avery
logica questionto ask."

Not wanting to speculate on what he was going to think when he knew the whole story, she looked at
him with an ambiguous expression. “Y ou think I'm amutant oddity?*

Hdl, when would he learn to censor his choice of words?

He sighed and chose his next words carefully. “No, asamatter of fact | do not. However, | do think that
with you and Rosemary having these unique taents there have to be others with the same or smilar
abilities. If like you, they have kept the talents relatively quite, or like Rose awell guarded family secret,
the only way to know of their existence would be by talking to spiritsthat have seen them.”

"Areyou thinking dong theline of relatives or srangers?'
"Could be either."

"Funny, | never thought about strangers having the same exact talents we do. Guess anything ispossible.
Asfor relatives my great grandmother had a sister she never spoke to after leaving home. My
grandmother discovered she had an aunt only after her mother passed over. When she was cleaning out
her house she found a handful of old family pictures of the two of them hidden in a shoebox. Mom tried
tracking her down, but never got any leads."

"Have you thought about the fact that sSince meeting me you have discovered that your abilities go beyond
what you previoudy knew and how you used them?”

"Some. Although there are some very talented mediums who do not go public with al they are capable of
doing."

He stared until she started to squirm. “Gin, you are far more than atalented medium. Y ou talk to spirits.
No, that'swrong. Y ou have full-fledged conversations with spirits, some of which aretelepathic. That, in
itsdlf, isamazing. Y ou have both audio and visua powers. Y ou are open to the sense of smell whena
Spirit is present. Y ou have a one hundred percent accuracy in connecting spirits with their living families.
Y ou talk to your deceased parents regularly and what's more they not only appear, they share
confidentia knowledge that many people would pay millionsto know."

"Kind of scary, huh?!

He thought serioudy for amoment, then placed awarm hand over hers. No buzz shot up their fingers,
but it didn't make the contact any less charged with energy. “A few days ago | would have agreed with
that assessment. Now | find it intriguing and admittedly alittle intimidating. | think your ability to cope
withthe gift, asyou cdl it, istotdly amazing."



She greedily gulped fresh ar in avain attempt to clear the tingling lightheadedness his straightforward
compliment had caused.

"Thank you. That meansalot tome."
"Gin, why did you tell me?'

Shewas going to evade the question. As her life mate, he would learn everything about the family, but the
destiny dreams held danger and redl or imagined, she wasn't totaly comfortable with the Situation or the
ideathat Cole was part of the danger. Before she could say anything an inner voice warned her that if she
was ever going to be given al the answersto her puzzle she needed to answer truthfully. “ Trust.
Sometimes you haveto trust that what fedsright isright.”

Looking himin the eye, she asked, “ Does that make sense?!

Within their brown depth was agravity of understanding that went far beyond her satement. Hanging his
head down he muttered. “Héll, fire and damnation. Y eah, it makes sense.”

Clasping her hand he helped her out of the booth. “Let's go seeif thistown has a nice honky-tonk bar
where | can hold you without your father breathing a hands off warning down my neck."

* * * %

The bar, within walking distance, had hundreds of old license plates hanging on walls covered in old
weathered barn siding and randomly spaced shelves holding old whiskey bottles and tobacco cans.

The five-member band was pure country.

When the band announced the last dance of the evening, Coletook Ginger in hisarmsand tried
duplicating the loversin the dream. There was too much noise, too much light, too many people and the
singer crying over missed opportunitieswaswrong. Losing himself in the fed of her warm supple body,
he forgot about the dream.

* * * %

Cole drew her into his embrace as they entered the suite. He didn't give either of them timeto think ashe
placed his hands on either side of her face and tenderly claimed her lips. The sexua tension that had been
dowly building al evening detonated. As tongues tasted and teeth gently nipped, their bodies melted into
each other.

Without breaking contact, he leaned againgt the closed door and nestled her between hislegs. Asahand
rubbed her lower back then dropped lower awnhiff of licorice tickled his nose.

Pulling his head back, he placed his forehead againgt hers. Asthey listened to each other'sragged
breaths, sanity dowly returned.

"Gin, Honey, look a me."

Her passion filled eyes were the dark emerald green he had imagined. As he soothingly massaged the
back of her neck, she closed her eyes. Tenderly kissing each eyelid, he vowed that someday soon he
would finish what they had started.

"| swear thisisthelast thing | want to say, but you need to go to your room—alone. Something tellsme
your daddy is going to make his presence known any second if | so much asblink wrong.”

Her eyes popped opened. “He wouldn't..."



"Y ou think not? Don't you smell the pipe tobacco?”
Asredization hit home, she gave him arueful grin.
Brushing her tender lipslightly againgt his, she stepped out of the embrace. “ Guess you wereright.”

Before closing the door to her room, Ginger looked around the small living room and efficiency kitchen.
Other than Cole leaning against the door the room looked empty. “Y ou know, Dad, you could have
turned the lights on and off afew timeslike you did when we were teenagersinstead of warning him off
with your presence.”

"Y eah. Guess you have apoint.”

Looking at Cole, she grinned sheepishly. “He said our eyeswere closed. Turning the lights off wouldn't
have made a difference.”

As she closed her door, she murmured, “ Sweet dreams.”
He shook his head. Who was worried about dreams? He'd be damned lucky to get any deep.
Walking towards his room, he called out, “Night Mr. Prescott.”



Chapter 25
Waiting for the limo service to arrive, Ginger thought about the previous night.

She had heard Cole start the shower. Figuring that the shower had been a cold one, she couldn't talk
hersdlf into taking the same drastic measures. Instead, she had tossed and turned until just before dawn.

If Cole had had any problem deeping, it had been well hidden behind a sunny smile and achaste kiss
ddlivered to thetip of her nose as he handed her asteaming cup of strong black coffee when sheld
entered the kitchen.

* * * %

When the town car arrived, Cole gave a prestigious Hollywood Hills address to the same driver that had
picked them up at the airport before settling back in the leather seet.

Ginger's quietness had him concerned. If a person wanted to get paranoid, he could read alot of different
thingsinto Slence,

"Quarter for your thoughts."

The smile would have been worth amillion quartersif it had reached her eyes. Sl it dissolved his
concerns that she was having second or third thoughts about the previous evening's events.

"| thought the going rate was a penny.”
"Inflation; gottal keep up with the times. Besides, | wouldn't want you to think I'm atight wad.”

Thedriver impersonating Elvis singing “ All Shock Up", and doing avery good job of it, wasignoring
them.

"All the children were S0 eager to make contact with their families. Y et Snceleaving Seettle, my mother
and Sdlly have been conspicuoudy absent. Then thereis Dad and Mom splitting up, which ishighly
unusud.”

Rolling her shoulders, Ginger couldn't release the nagging tension that had settled in her shoulder blades.
Whether the feding was produced by the drama.in the dreams, gut instinct or both she couldn't guess.
“Who knows, thisis new territory so | can't really say what isnormal or abnormal.”

"Help me out here. Y our mom and dad, who are normally together, have separated. Did you by any
chancetak to your dad last night after going into your room?"

"No. Why do you ask?'
"No reason. Just wondering. Can you ask them to gppear whenever you want?'

"Probably. Until yesterday, they have never ignored arequest to talk to them. Which probably means
they can't interfere, and that thought iswhat probably has me alittle jumpy.”

"What do you mean they can't interfere?’

"Spiritsare not dlowed to tell us about eventsthat are going to happen in the future if it meansthat we
might not learn alesson prepared for us.”



"How about we come back to that one later. Explain the rules on asking them to appear.”
Thedriver Snging “ Suspicious Minds’ paid no attention to them.

"Thereare no red rules. Y et, | have aways understood that it would not be appropriate to cdl them just
to chat. But, yesif | redly need to talk, | contact them.”

"How?'

He looked serious, asif al the problemsin the world could be solved if he learned the answer. She
imagined that this was how he looked when absorbed in amedical problem.

"It'savery complex ritud. The day of thefull moon | purchase afreshly daughtered chicken. Luckily itis
not ablood ritual so | can buy one from theloca butcher.”

It was hard to keep astraight face when she saw a shudder ripple down his spine.

"After dark, white, vanilla scented candles that have been placed in acirclein the backyard are lit. These
candles gppease the God of Visons. Disrobing, | stland in the middle of the circle, raise my armstowards
the heavens and chant acomplex spell that my mother secretly passed on to me one sentence a atime.
The spell callsto the God of Spiritsto allow my parentsto appesr.

"Still naked, | do aritua danceto please the Moon Goddess. After that, | burn aletter | have written to
the God of Interaction requesting permission for their help. Then | gather fresh thyme, rosemary and
pardey from the garden. By that time, the barbecue isfully heated.”

From the pass onate expression and the sudden sucking in of air when mentioning naked dancing, she
had the glorious satisfaction of knowing he had believed everything ... right up to the point of the
barbecue.

He'd been had. Sucked in by the belief that what she did was connected to witchcraft, he had behaved
like a suckerfish with arubber worm dancing in front of him. His hearty laughter at what afool hed been
caught the driver's attention.

He wanted her so badly his entire body ached. But with each new insight, the overwhelming desireto get
to share every aspect of life's ups and downs with her claimed alittle more of his soul than just the
overwhelming need for her to share hisbed.

When nothing happened, the driver lost interest. When the driver began singing “Love Me Tender”, Cole
kissed the pulse on theinside of her wrist. He had the satisfaction of fegling the beet instantly go erratic.

Settling her hand firmly within hislarger one, he poured on the charm. * By stedling Rose's favorite phrase,
let me remind you that paybacks are abitch. | promise one day soon when you least expect it you will be

begging mefor mercy."

She felt the heat of ablush creep up her neck. She had no doubt where he was visudizing conducting his
punishment.

Pretending ignorance, she pleaded. “ Cole, you wouldn't hurt poor defensel ess me, would you?”

"Gin, Honey, | doubt you have been defensel ess since the day you learned how to bat those pretty big
green eyes and pout so seductively.”

"Y ou have been taking to my daddy, haven't you?'



"No. | got astrong whiff of his pipe tobacco out on the balcony the night we arrived in LA, then again
last night. But, so far, we have not had the pleasure of talking."

Interesting. Her dad had made his presence known to Cole even when she wasn't present. Outside of
family, no one had ever detected the scent of her dad's tobacco or her mom's perfume. Y et, Cole was
ableto do s0 easily. There were two more puzzle cluesto add to the list of things that had changed since
April fird.

The tempo of the music changed asthe driver began singing “ Return to Sender”.

"Hate to disappoint you, but the redlity isvery smple. If | redlly need them | Sit, clear my mind, erect a
pyramid of protection around the room and concentrate on them. Within afew minutes they appear. Until
the Seettle trip, | have never seen one without the other unless| wasin abathroom. My dad has ared
phobia about visiting bathrooms.”

"Gin, believeit or not that sounds complicated. Picking up aphoneiseasy. Sending aletter is
graightforward. Emails arefast and smple. Caling spiritsis not easy, naturd or smple. What isa
pyramid of protection and how do you erect one?"

He was garting to recognize the devilish grin that lit up her face. “Do not even think it. Give me asraight
answer."

She exaggerated a pout. “Honestly, onelittle tale and you ingtantly become suspicious. Where's your
sense of adventure?

"Gn!"

"Oh, dl right. When working with spirits you never want to send an open invitation to just anyone. | say a
prayer of protection, then | visudize acrystd pyramid around theroom | amin that will lock out al but
thoseinvited.”

"Okay, in some weird way that makes sense. How fast do they appear?’
"Under three minutes™
Hewas impressed. “Not bad. What happens when they appear?’

"Y ou have to understand my mom. When dive she was pass onate about everything. Emotions were
expressed to the fullest. Now she uses those emotions to create spectacular entrances. Usudly, she
coordinates the color of her outfit to the smoke, haze, sparkles, glitter, shamrocks, flags, or holiday icons
that appear when entering the room. The happier the occasion, the more colorful the entrance. When she
isticked off it isdownright dramatic. Unless Dad is hel ping Mom with some grand entrance, heisvery
subtle”

"Does the room change temperature?’

"A lot of people say differently, but | have never fet atemperature difference when around spirits. Not
even unfriendly ones.”

"How often do you request their presence?’

"Seldom. With Mom reading our thoughts, they pop in and out regularly. PlusMom likesto add her
opinionsto my thoughts without actualy appearing. Sometimestheir scents or their voices echo out of the
blue with acomment about what is happening or something one of ushas said or isthinking.”



"What do you usudly talk about?

"Everything and anything. Only, answering questions that would intervene with life dtering choices are of f
limits"

Hefrowned. “Y ou said something about that earlier. Are you saying they won't answer even if they know
the answer? That doesn't seem fair.”

She shrugged a shoulder. “Lifeis made up of fate, choices and karma. If they say something that might
dter amgor life choice, they would beinterfering with the future and that is absolutely forbidden.

"Thismorning | tried to get hold of my folksto ask about Sdly. Dad appeared done. He stayed long
enough to tell methey loved me and that they were watching over us. He also said they could not help or
interfere. Then poof,” she snapped her fingers, “just like that, he was gone.”

Thedriver snging “Devil In Disguise’ dowed, turned into awide driveway flanked by opened double
black wrought iron gates then navigated a sharp bend that started them down a sharp decline.

Spread out below them stood a magnificent pink brick mansion and well tended grounds.

The driver sopped the car as he gave alow whistle. Turning, he looked at them with new interest. “Y ou
guys some sort of celebrities or something?!

"No,” they answered in unison.
"Man, are you sure? | meant no disrespect in not recognizing you, So are you sure?"
Something in the driver's tone pricked Ginger's sense of unease.

"Yes, I'm sure. Look, we have an gppointment so how about driving us...” Pressing her free hand against
Colesthigh effectively stopped him in mid-sentence.

Glancing at the driver's nameplate on the visor, Ginger did adouble take. “ Elvis, before driving down
there, would you please tell me why you suddenly think we are celebrities?!

Pointing towards the far sde of the red brick, circular drive, Elviswas matter of fact. “ See that white van
with the satdllite dish on top. That belongsto Channdl Twelve news. The black one parked behind itisa
movie studio van. All those cables coming out the open doors say that they are ready to tape or are
dready taping something. They don't waste money or time setting up something like that unless they think
they haveabig story."

"Areyou positive about that?’ Cole asked.

"Hey man, my cousinisadriver for Channd Twelve. He hel psthe cameraman and Jil Bennett, one of
their roving reporters, sets up equipment when they are on assgnment. Asfor the black van, you can see
the studio'slogo from here."

Ginger'sface turned chak white. The fingers on the hand still resting on Col€sthigh dug into muscled
flesh.

Known for staying cool and thinking quickly during acrisis, Cole camly asked, “Elvis, do you think you
could back up and drive out of here without being observed?'

"Sorry man, no can do.” Using histhumb to point behind them, they turned to see ablack stretch limo
blocking the entry.



Scanning the driveway, Cole saw Sdly's parents exiting large double doors leading onto awide brick
porch. “Get us out of here as quickly as you can. Unlessforced, do not stop. Can you do that?"

"Sure man, no problem. Just leaveit to me."

Asthe town car moved forward the limo pulled up behind them until it dmost touched their bumper. Any
doubt about walking into a staged trap vanished.

"Gin, Honey, how about sitting on thefloor? 1 don't want anyone to see you. They might already know
you're female, but with the tinted windows and from this distance | doubt they could identify you if they
saw you again.”

She didn't have to be told twice. Sliding onto the floor, she braced her back against the door after
making sure the door was locked.

Asthey approached the mansion's portico Cole noted the thin pinched mouth, clutched hands and rigid
posture of Kimberly Brooks, Saly's mother.

Trent Brooks, Sdly'sfather, stood with his hands tucked into the pockets of an expensive pair of dress
dacks. A broad toothy smile showed off sparkling white-capped teeth. The only outward sign of tension
was adight rocking motion as he shifted hisweight from foot to foot.

At the moment the car should have stopped, Elvis tromped on the gas pedal. Asthe car shot forward he
navigated around the cables, snaking across the pavement and through a narrow opening between a
circular red brick hedge on hisleft and the black van on his right with expertise. Reaching the gate, he
glanced in the rear view mirror.

"Holy shit! They must redlly want to talk to you guys.”

Slipping back onto the seat, Ginger buckled up as Elvis accelerated onto the road. The black Mercedes,
driven by Trent Brooks, was inches from their back bumper as they reached an intersection. The Stretch
limo was nose to nose with the M ercedes.

"Dont you guysworry I'll lose‘em for ya."

Cole watched the angry expression on Trent Brook's face turn to fury when Elvisran the red light
seconds before asemi entered the intersection.

"Freaway entrance istwo blocksfrom here. If we'relucky, it won't be backed upin gridiock,” Elvis
yeled over hisshoulder.

"Andif itis?’ Ginger asked asthe car shot through another red light and up the freeway ramp. The
Mercedeswas acar length behind them.

"Not going to be aproblem. If you tromp it, that Wa-Mart semi will cut Trent off.” Cole becamethe
perfect backseet driver. “Therés abreak in theleft lane right after the blue van. The commuter laneis

When the car shot through the hole, Ginger broke anail squeezing the armrest.

Two wheeled corners, fast lane changes and the stress on shocks and tires as they hit every bump in the
road had Ginger wishing she could get her hands on the rosary beads dangling from Elvissrearview
mirror.



"The Mercedesisclosng in, change lanes now!"
Ginger squeezed her eyes shut.
Tires squedled. Horns honked and more then one obscenity drifted through the air.

"Good going, cross over to the right lane then weave in front of the triple load UPS truck. With the bus
on the other sde of him, they will hide usfor aminute or two,” Cole exclaimed, as his head seemed to
twig infivedirections at once.

When the car finally cameto afull stop in agrocery parking lot, Ginger was speechless.

Cole and Elvis, wearing huge grins, werelike little boys on asugar high. In between high-fivesthey
praised each other for successfully ditching the two other cars.

By the timethey replayed thefind coup de grace of crassing over four lanes of traffic going ninety miles
an hour to take an off ramp, Ginger was able to swallow the lump of fear that had been lodged in her
throat.

"Areyou postivewelost them?'

Looking &t her, Colelost the grin. “Yes. Areyou okay?'

"A little worse for wear. On the whole, yes, I'm fine. Now what?"

Before Cole could answer, his cdll phone began playing, “Tak to Me” by Little Willie John.

Ashelooked at the cdller ID, hisvoice was asfrigid as an artic cold front when he answered. “Hello,
Kimberly. Do you want to tel me what the hell that was al about?"

A frown turned to alook of pure anger before the call was finished.
"Elvis, how far are we from the hotd ?*
"Fifteen, twenty minutes, tops.”

"Brooksistracing your license plates right now. With his contacts he will be ableto trace your dispatcher
and find out where you picked us up without a problem. We need to check out of the hotel as soon as
possible. Also, if your dispatcher cals could you be vague about where we are?”’

Still wearing the goofy grin of success, Elvis gave an overconfident answer. “No problem, man, you just
leaveit to me."

Raking fingersthrough hishair, Coleincluded Elvisin the conversation. After risking his chauffeur's
license, hiscar and hislife, Colefigured he deserved to know what was happening even if the information
made no sense.

"Liz and Sdly became good friends while they wereill. Their mothers have kept in touch. Y esterday,
Trent told Kimberly to call Kathy Jordan to seeif they had aso heard from me. Kathy is <till on cloud
nine over dl that happened. Although we asked them not to divulge what had happened, to anyone, she
must have fdt that Kimberly was excluded from that request since shetold her | had set up an
gppointment to meet with them.”

His drawl became more pronounced as he continued. “With Trent listening in on another line, he started
caculating public response aswell as what he saw as soaring ratings and a chance to be thefirgt to bresk



aheadline story. Kimberly swears shetried talking him into meeting with us before bringing in acamera
crew. She said he got furious and made some kind of athreat. According to her, he doesn't alow
anything, which seemsto include private family issues, to sand in hisway of ahot story if it will draw
ratingsand put hisnamein thelimelight.”

Elvis accepted the explanation without asking asingle question.

Colelooked a Ginger for thefirgt time since hanging up the phone. “1'm sorry. | promised thiswould be
kept quiet. Guess| blew it. The only consolation | can give you isthat Kathy didn't revea your name.”

She kept thinking about the dream and the danger lurking in the darkness. At this point it wasimpossible
to know if the two were related. With her parents not making their presences known, she knew it would
be futile to seek answers from them.

Asthe car stopped in front of the hotel entrance, Ginger squeezed his hand. “ Stop besting yoursdlf up. In
the end everythingisgoing to beal right.” Now al she could hope for wasthat her mother'sfavorite
phrase would turn out to be true.

Twenty minutes | ater, they were exiting an eevator when Cole abruptly took her arm.

"Trent isat the front desk. Keep your head down and follow me.” Standing in front of arack of tourist
attraction brochures, they kept their backs towards the elevators until Trent entered and the doors were
firmly dosed.

When they arrived a the customer service counter, Cole's smile was charming, his manner cam. “Hello
Brenda, I'm Cole Y oung. I'm sorry to say we need to check out aday early.”

Shejutted her chin towardsthe elevator. Her clipped voice smmered with anger. “Y ou just missed aguy
looking for you. HE's on hisway up to your room."

"Yes, | know and wewould redly liketo avoid himif at al possble.”

She looked them over speculatively. After two years on the job, she wasfairly accurate at reading
people. Still it never hurt to ask pertinent questions. “Brooksiswith Channd Twelve News. Y ou in some
sort of trouble?"

If Colewas surprised or shocked at the question he did agood job of hiding it. “Not unless you consider
knowing Brooks trouble."

As she worked on the paperwork to check them out, she had no qualms about voicing her opinion. “I'd
cdl that trouble; the guy isadime bal. Thinks he can get anything he demands just because his picture's
plastered on billboards and heson TV every night. Even had the nerve to tell mewho hewas, asif I'm
too dumb to watch the news. Guessit's not often that alowly clerk doesn't smile and kisshis ass,
because he started demanding to speak to my supervisor.

"When my boss saw him at the counter, she got al gushy. | swear sheéd kissthe devil's assif she thought
it would get her something. After she fluttered her fake eyelashes at him and he used his phony charm to
make her think he was hot for her body, she gave the creep your room number.”

"Sorry he gaveyou ahard time,” Ginger said.

"Thanks, but it's not your fault. I'm on duty for the next five hours. Until | leave, this checkout dip staysin
my pocket. I'll make sure both the cregps think you are still checked into the room. Can't stand arrogant
ass ... creeps. People act like that, they need to be squished.”



With agleam in her eyes, Brendarubbed her hands together. “ Thisis going to be fun. Now get going
before he comes back down."

Smiling their thanks, they didn't need asecond urging.

Elvisgrinned as he watched them through the rearview mirror. “My dispatcher called about the sametime
| saw Brooks pull into the driveway. Told her | wastaking therest of the day off, because | didn't fed
too good. I'm al yours."

Smoothly coming to astop at ared light, he turned to look directly at Ginger. It wasthefirst time she had
redlly taken notice of hislooks. With hislight mocha skin, jet-black hair, baby blue eyes, square jaw,
dender build and wickedly sinful grin he reminded her of the best of Sinatraand Elvisrolled into one.
“Where to now, boss?'

Ginger surprised them both. “ Someplace quiet where we can get plenty of strong, black coffee and a
huge cinnamon roll. I'm starving.”

* k k %

Deciding that the safest path to follow was one that led them out of town as quickly as possible, Elvis
drove them to San Diego.

Before getting out of the car at the San Diego Airport, Ginger said, “Elvisdo you bdievein sirits?
"I'm Catholic. Arethey saints or ghosts?'
"Friendly ghogs™

"My grandma reads tealeaves. She's been talking to my dead Grandpafor over twenty years. My mom
has conversations with cats and swears a black haired angel told her to name me Elvis Francis. So yes, |
guess| gottabelieve or I'd have to admit that I'm living in ahouse full of crazy ladies.

As she handed him the drawings she had been working on since leaving Los Angeles she gave him akiss
on the cheek. “Pass the kiss onto Nona. Y our grandpa says you are agood boy to watch over Nona
and your mama, so he makes sure to watch over you. Heisaso taking his share of credit for our safe
journey today. Consdering that | could have shown we passed through the bumper of ared pickup |
bdievehim."

His eyes about popped out when he looked at the lifelike drawings of his grandfather. “ They look just
like him. Nonais going to be reading aton of tealeavestrying to figure out how | got them."

They heard Ginger mutter “Okay” severd times.

"He dso saysto tell you to dump the bleached blonde hussy. Y ou need to settle down, find a sweet
woman, like hisNonaand your mama. It istime you become apapa.”

"Tdl him, I'll do ashe sayswhen [ turn thirty."

"He hears what you say. He says he will hold you to that. Y ou have two years, not aday more.”
Elvis shook hishead. “Hedid it again. How come he's ill cornering meinto doing things hisway?
"He sayswhen you figure that out you'll be agood papa.”

Shaking her head, sherolled her eyes asthey heard her say in atone of voice that left no room for
arguing, “No, | absolutely refuse to repest that.”



"Y our grandfather's avery funny man. | refuse to repest his exact words, but please tell Nonathat he
does not wish her to join him anytime soon. However, heislooking forward to hislong-suffering patience
being rewarded when the time comes. | get the impression she knows him well enough to know what he
redly sad.”



Chapter 26

With springtime thunderstorms playing havoc throughout the entire Midwest section of the States, flights
were delayed and airtime was bumpy.

When the bdlly of the airplane didn't spit out their luggage, they filled out al the necessary paperwork,
weretold the suitcases had taken aflight to sunny Miami and wasn't it fortunate that the Disney tote
bulging with gifts had been acarry-on.

Relaxing in the front seet of the ‘65 Mustang, Ginger watched in amusement as Rose and Cinn dumped
the contents of the purple tote on the backsedt.

"Rose, Cole picked out the Eeyoreitemsfor you."
"Good thing I'm growing fond of donkeys."

Ginger gave afull rundown on what had happened during the trip while Cole worked out some of his
frugtrations by testing the Mustang's power.

"What are the chances Brooks can find out Ginger's name?"
Glancing a Rosemary in therearview mirror, he was relieved to see she didn't appear to be angry.

"Between flights | talked to Kathy Jordan. She had aready taken Gin's cell phone number away from
Billy because in hisexcitement he started pleading with them to call five minutes after we pulled out of
their driveway. Everything thereis closed down tight. Truth is| don't have an answer to your question. |
would say if Brooksisredly determined hewill find out.”

"Colethere's no reason to be beating yoursalf up. What's doneisdone,” Cinnamon soothed.

"But thiswhole messis my fault. | should have remembered how arrogant and aggressive Brooks was
during Saly'sillness. Getting permission to film Sdly's surgeries, treatments and setbacks, he made
severa documentaries on the perils of childhood heart disease. Fresh out of residency, | was pretty full of
mysdlf, and my sdlf-righteous dreams of curing every child under my care. Apparently, | wasdso naive
enough to beimpressed by him. Itisthe only excuse | havefor believing his only motive in making the
serieswas to help draw awareness to the problem the families and patients faced on adaily basis.”

"Like Cinn said, stop beating yourself up. What's done is done. Everything happensfor areason.” Not
putting voicetoit, Ginger added, and the reason is probably a meddling aunt.

* * % %

After bidding Cinnamon and Rosemary good night, Cole pulled Ginger into the dark recesses of the
backyard.

Holding her firmly within hisarms, he temporarily forgot what he was going to say as pleasurable
sensations overcamelogic. She surprised and pleased him by initiating the kiss.

When hewasfinaly ableto catch his breath, he whispered, “Gin, I'm sorry."
She placed her fingers over hislips. “Don't. I'm abig girl. | madethe decison to help.”
"I pushed you. | should have accepted your first no."



"With Rose and Cinn around, you think | don't know how to ignore pressure? There is areason for what
happened. Stop blaming yoursdlf."

A tired smile countered her solemn expression. “Y ou'reright. | take everything back. This was your
fault”

He kissed her on the forehead. “Y ou are being far too generous, but I'm too damn tired to argue.”



Chapter 27

A smdll diver of moonlight penetrating aground hovering haze cast awesk light on the man poised to do
battle. Cole, her Adam, was everything she had hoped for in her youthful fantasies, and so much more.
As shereached his side, his protective embrace eased her fears.

She felt the negative energy of danger surround them like a pack of wolves slowly advancing,
waiting for the right moment to pounce. As the stench of evil power gained momentum, blocking
the small sliver of moonlight, she instinctively knew there was no way to fight the battle fairly. As
Adam, Cole, prepared to fight, she screamed...

"It'sokay. You're safe. It'sokay.” Cinnamon was rocking Ginger in her arms and rubbing her back as
she came back to redlity.

After checking the windows and bathroom to make certain there had been no intruder, Rosemary started
apot of coffee, akettle of water for tea and grabbed their bathrobes.

The sun was just peeking over the horizon when Ginger finished telling them the details of each
consecutive dream.

Even now, after dl the talking, the tenseness had not subsided. Rising from the checkered lounge, she
headed for the sairs.

"What are you going to do?’ Cinnamon asked.
"Goforarun."
"Forget it. Until we know what is going on you are not running by yoursdlf. Y ogaor deep, whichisit?'

Seeing identical expressions of determination staring a her, Ginger didn't argue.

* * % %

Every musclein his body ached from tension.

When she first appeared as a wispy seductive vision in the fog, his heart missed a beat as he
hungrily devoured her with his eyes. Ginger, his dream Goddess, seduced himwith a smile as she
slowly walked towards him.

Still on guard for the unseen enemy, hisimpatience was at the breaking point by the time she was close
enough for him to draw her lush, naked body against his own.

An instant before the small shaft of moonlight was totally blocked, he saw vultures silhouette the
sky astheir heartless, black beady eyes focused on their prey.

Drenched in swet, he threw the damp covers onto the floor. Long purposeful stridestook him directly to
the master bath'swalk-in shower. Thefirst stinging beads of ice-cold water cooled his heated body.
When he braced hisarms againgt the tiled shower wall, a steady stream of hot water hit the back of his
head and shoulders. He didn't move until the water once again ran cold.

Dum-Dum waited until he had pulled on apair of swests before tracing afigure eight around hislegs as
she purred.

As he picked her up, the purring grew louder. “Thanks for the support. Any suggestionswould be



gratefully appreciated.”
When the only answer was araspy tongue againgt his stubbled chin, he set her on achair.
Too keyed up to deep he stripped the bed, started aload of wash and a pot of high-octane coffee.

Forgetting the coffee, he took out his frustrations on the exercise equipment in his uncle's bedroom.

* * * %

Hewaited until eight am. to walk across the street. Rosemary answered the door, wearing a skimpy hot
pink leotard drenched in sweat and an unsociable scowl. Cole pursed hislipsto keep from smiling.

A curt nod ungracioudy invited himin. Tilting her head, Rosemary placed her hands on her hipsand
wrinkled her nose asif smdling something distasteful.

"Dont tell me, you had ablissful night of deep, and aleisurdy shower, followed by aliberd gpplication of
aftershave. Y ou are now hoping to get lucky with anice hot breskfagt.”

Hewisdy stepped out of her reach.

"And agood morning to you, too, Sunshine."

She snarled.

"Y ou look ravishing in pink. Did you dress up just for meor isit aspecia occason?
She bared her teeth asthe snarl turned into a deep throaty growl. “ Are you suicidd ?'

His chuckle rumbled from his chest. His drawl exaggerated. “ Probably, but Sunshine, you know you
adoreme."

"Biteme"

He crossed hisarms across his chest. Tilting his head, he skimmed her body. “ Sorry, Sunshine, as
tempting asthe package is I'm a one woman man. But thanks for the offer.”

The battle to keep from smiling was hard fought, but she won. “Y ou are so dead. | will destroy you
beforethe morning isover.”

"Bet | can change your mind."
"Not achancein hel.”

"How about | fix hash browns and scrambled eggs while you get your pretty little assinto the shower and
scent yoursdlf with rosesinstead of body d'odor?”

She waked down the hall muttering.

When Ginger walked downgtairs, the enticing aroma of spices, onions, bacon and frying potatoesfilled
theair. Leaning againgt the doorjamb, she spent severd minutes enjoying the sight of Cole comfortably
working in her kitchen.

She was mentally stripping off hisjeans and shirt when he turned and spotted her unfocused Sare.
"Isanything wrong?'



"Not athing. Understand you have been flirting with my sgter.”

He kissed the top of her head. “ Gin, Honey, in case you don't know it, Rosemary isnot areal friendly
person early inthe morning. | wasjust trying to save my ass."

Cinnamon, who had just waked into the kitchen, looked him up and down then purred, “Glad to seeyou
saved it. It would have been areal shameto see her take a bite out of such afinelooking specimen. By
the way, last time we checked she still hadn't had her rabies shots so do be careful.”

Heredized with ajolt that he thoroughly enjoyed being included in the easy familiar teasing that the
triplets shared. When there was a bite to a comment it was never said in away to hurt one's fedings.
Even the sexua undertones of Cinnamon's last comment were ddlivered in away that had him smiling at
the joke rather than thinking that she was being suggestive.

"What did you say to her anyway?’ Cinnamon asked. “ Sheisactudly up there singing in the shower."

"| tried my sweet talking charms—she was not the least bit receptive. So | bribed her with the offer of
food."

"Ah, now I'm impressed. Not only are you a handsome cowboy, you are aso very smart.”
"Not dways, but I'm learning.”
"Thefood sure smells good. Need any help?’ Cinnamon asked.

After checking the contents of the frying pan, Cole efficiently buttered two dices of toast before dropping
two more dices of bread into the toaster. Eyeing the diced onions, red peppers, chopped pardey and
crispy bits of bacon he had prepared for the scrambled eggs, he answered, “ No, everything's under
control here"

Taking him at hisword, Ginger and Cinnamon s&t the table in the kitchen nook before Sitting on the bar
stoolsto watch him cook.

Rosemary, dressed in apink terrycloth warm-up suit, joined them just as he was placing a steaming
platter of scrambled eggs on thetable. Pulling achair out, Cole dramatically bowed at the waist.
“Madame, may | be permitted to repeat, you look absolutely ravishing in pink.”

She smiled sweetly as she patted him on the cheek. “Gin, | do hope you keep him. He is so adorable and
entertaining, just like a cute oversized puppy dog. If you housebreak him properly, he might even befun
to have around when he'sold, gray and drooling.”

"Woof, woof."
"Has Gin told you about some of the more interesting charactersthat have visited the house?"
"Not yet. Arewetalking flesh and blood or vaporous mist?'

"Both. A parrot flew into the house through the open French doors. The parrot would screech, * The devil
made me do it, the devil made medoit,” then hide hisface under hiswing. A few minutes later he would
repeet the show. Wetried catching him, but he wouldn't et us near him,” Cinnamon said around her
laughter.

"By thetime| got home, the parrot had been screeching for three hours. Mom was threstening to turn the
bird into stew; Dad had locked himself in the office and the ghostly shape of the previous owner had



made himsdf a homein front of thetdevison.”
"Why areyou caling him aghost?'

"Because after hanging around earth for a couple of decades waiting for the parrot to die, he was more
then alittle testy.”

"I'm going to regret playing thefool, but tell me why the guy wouldn't leave the parrot.”

"They were partners. The bird would distract amark while the guy picked him clean. According to the
ghogt, the parrot had stashed afew pieces of expensive jewelry. The parrot's new owner had cometo
me as aclient then talked to the parrot about the visit. The ghost, thinking | could talk to animals chased
him here so | could find out where the jewelry was hidden.”

“Why?

"He believed he could come back in another life, knowing where the jewery was hidden. It was amatter
of financid security.”

"I'mnot going to list al the holesin that form of logic. What happened?!

"He wasn't real happy when | explained afew of those holes. When he got nasty, Dad decided it was
timeto intervene. Mom, appearing in adevil's costume, used her ability to read his thoughts. She scared
him into agreeing to walk through the vell."

"Any ideawhat happened to him?"
"None. That is one of those guarded secrets.”

Breskfast became afedtive affair asthey shared memories and prodded Cole for afew personally
embarrassing tales. Nothing was sacred, the more embarrassing, the better. There was no room in their
livesfor divison within their ranks. If you wanted to be included in the family circle you had better be
able to multiply the love and acceptance by three. Cole was consdering himself very lucky to be included
inthe circle when Ginger started chuckling during alull in the conversation.

Pointing her empty fork at Ginger, Rosemary said in ascolding tone, “Y ou know, Gin, that isvery rude.”

"True, but wait until you hear this. Cole, swaggering inthe glory of hisfirst love affair decidesto win her
affection by concocting this elaborate scene where the love of hislife opens her lunch sack and screams
when shefinds abig snakeinsde. He, being the brave hero, grabs the snake out of the bag and tossesiit
outsde. The cute little brunette then looks at him adoringly, bats her big brown eyes and pledges her

undying love."

With al eyeson him, he grinned, then in asmooth as silk drawl went on the defensive. “ Give me a break.
| was nine. She was an enticing older woman of ten, had a cute button nose and her momma made greeat
double chocolate brownieswith icing. Gin, Honey, is Porter ill here?!

She nodded her head towards a spot just behind Rosemary.

With his eyes dancing with laughter, Cole looked in the same direction. “ Porter, you might want to
remember that for every story you tdl, | have onetotell on you. Y ou know your mommawould still like
to know how the glass top on her patio table got busted.”

"Y ou don't scare me. My mommaworshiped the ground | walked on. Y ou try telling stories on me, shelll



just wash your mouth out with that awful lye sogp for telling fibs on her darling son who wasled astray by
thelikes of you and Cody."

Cole shook his head at the absurdity of the whole conversation as dl of them laughed at Ginger's attempt
to mimic Porter. “He'sright. She never would bdieve he was the ingtigator behind most of theredlly
daredevil stuntswe got in trouble for. Did hetell you the rest of the story?"

"Not yet."

"Preston and Cody spent awhole day helping me find just the right snake. It was ared pretty little racer
with bright red strips down its Sdes. With some fast footed shuffling | made sure | was Stting beside her
when she opened her lunch bag. Ingtead of screaming, she got ahuge grin on her face, calmly took the
snake out of the sack and held it up for everyone to admire.”

"If you had done that to me | would have screamed bloody murder,” Rosemary declared.

"A few girlsdid that, but not Shelly. She calmly walked up to Cody and asked him if he had given her the
present. Thelittle sneak had known she had pet snakes. He played me for a sucker to get her attention.”

"Did it work?’ Ginger asked.

"Y eah, it worked. After Cody took full credit for my gift, she gave him akiss on the cheek. They held
hands every lunch hour for weeks. My heart was truly broken until Tommy Davis cameto school with a
baby rattlesnake in amason jar and she coldheartedly dumped Cody."

As Cinnamon and Rosemary talked about what the three of them had done to get even with a
neighborhood troublemaker, he noticed Ginger had become very quiet. The look on her face was
unreadable as she ran her fingertip over therim of alukewarm cup of coffee. “ Porter said you had a
nightmare last night. Isthat true?'

The room grew quiet. He watched three pairs of identical eyes change from merriment, to surprise, to
questioning.

Never thinking that his comments would be repeated, Cole had gotten into the habit of talking to Porter
after the whiskey incident. “Did Porter give you areason for sharing that bit of information?’

"He saysit'stimefor afew thingsto come out into the open,” Ginger said.
Somehow Cole couldn't see himsdlf detailing steamy sex scenes or hisreactions to them.

"Funny thing happened early thismorning. Rose and | got awake up call from Gin. She was screaming
her head off over anightmare, the two of you were the main characters.”

Cinnamon's words sucker punched him. His ssomach muscles contracted as the memory of someone
screaming pricked through his conscious. Just before he woke up had Ginger screamed, or had he? A
million thoughts raced around his mind as he raked hisfingersthrough his hair. How much he should
reved made the number one dot on the top ten list of unanswered questions.

Sitting back in the chair, Cole crossed hisarms over his chest and settled more comfortably into the seet.
“Thenight | arrived intown | started having a series of dreams. Each dream has been alittle different, as
if something or someone has been orchestrating the timing of everything to be reveded. With each
subsequent dream, the danger has come from a different direction. Or maybe the danger itself is
changing. It'simpossibleto tell. Frankly, the whole thing has me puzzled.”



He studied their faces.
Rosemary's poker face wasfirmly in place, her eyes unblinking as they waited for him to continue.

Cinnamon did not try to hide her surprise. There was aso adight twinkling in her eyesthat for some
reason made Cole very uneasy.

Ginger's eyes were dilated, her breathing shallow. He could dmost see her brain working as she digested
what he had shared and speculated on what he had not reveaed.

In truth, she was stunned. Thetime frame of her first dream coincided closdly with his. But his description
had been vague enough that she wasn't sure they were actualy sharing dreams. Hells bells, she didn't
know if she believed people could share dreams.

"Last night | saw asmadl diver of light in front of me. Waking towardsthelight | felt danger lurking
around the outer perimeter of alow-lying fog. The danger became so explosveit left behind arancid
stench that reminded me of amixture of dead fish and redlly bad bresth. When | saw you standing in the
center of aweak beam of light, | knew you werewaiting for me. | so knew you didn't want me there.
After your arm was protectively around me, | thought | saw something big, like awolf, jump out of the
fog. That iswhen | screamed. Doesthat sound familiar?”

"Wel, Gin, Honey, mixed in with that element of danger this sexy little nymph has been driving me crazy.
Until last night the dreams were always surrounded in total darkness so other than touch, scent and some
very seductive kisses there was no way to identify the woman who was turning my emotionsinside out.
Last night during the dream, abeam of light revedled her identity when she threw hersdf into my waiting
ams”

"l did not throw mysdf!"
Hewinked a Rosemary and Cinnamon. “Gin, Honey, you tdll it your way and I'll tll it mine."
Leaning towards her, he whispered into her ear. “| redly liked the little heart tattoo."

"It'snot atattoo. It'sabirthmark. All of ushave one.” Omigod, when would she learn to keep her
mouth shut in front of her sisters?

Rosemary lifted an eyebrow. The birthmark, the size of athumbnail, was at the base of their left hipbone.
“Gin, did you forget to mention that you were naked or did you think that piece of information
unimportant?'

His smilewas knowing, sexy and not the least bit gpol ogetic about reveding that piece of information.

"Okay guys, you can give each other lovey-dovey lookslater. Right now we need to concentrate on the
present.”

Knowing Rosemary wasright, Ginger broke the spell by starting to stack the breakfast dishes.
"Why do | get the feding the three of you know more about these dreams than you are |etting on?"

Rosemary answered the question with aquestion. “Do you think Gin was the Dream Goddess in each of
your dreams?”

He shook hishead & the dyness of the question. Thinking was awhole lot different than knowing. He
had no doubts that she had phrased her questions with that in mind. “No, actually | think the three of you



have been taking turns pulling my chain for the last ten daysjust to seeif | will go totaly crazy.”

Approaching Rosemary, he surprised her by taking her face in his hands as he gave her afirm kiss.
Before anyone could object, he repeated the action with Cinnamon.

Walking over to Ginger he pulled her into hisarms and shorted circuited both their brainswith ahigh
voltage kissthat would have driven him crazy if he had abrain |eft. By the time he came up for air, he had
amogt forgotten they weren't done. “Ladies, | can assure you that these are the lipsand thisisthe

del ectable body that has been driving me dowly insane.”

Eyeing the shimmering red glow that radiated around their till entwined bodies, Cinnamon jiggled atall
glass of cold water in her hand. “Do we need to douse the fire before we continue or do you want to
keep smoldering?'

Everyone laughed, but Cole could fed the eectric charge of telepathic communication float through the
ar. Hewatched in fascination as without aword they came to a collective agreement in what to him
looked like nothing more then alook and anod of the head.

"Astheddest | will take full responshbility for telling you our family story. Because of the dreamsand
Dad's support, Gin has dready trusted you with several family secrets. Now, astheradio program so
aptly declares, here'sthe rest of the story."

Not once did he interrupt. When she finished, Cole excused himsdlf to walk outside.

Theideathat awoman over three hundred years ago could cast a spell that would dter the lives of each
femal e descendent of that family for eternity was mind blowing.

He could till fed the chill that had walked up his spine when Rosemary talked about the magic spell.
When he thought about the weighty burden of responsibility he had witnessed in Ginger over her gift, he
acknowledged that he would never want to be put in that position.

Thethresat of their gift being taken away on some unseen person's judgment left him angry. It a'so made
him question if the grandmammaredly could control livesfrom the grave.

Asfor their powers being taken away if they chose the wrong lover, Cole had never believed that there
was only one perfect mate for each person. Did the spell mean that somehow, someone had manipul ated
his dreams, or had the freedom of choice been mutua?

Rosemary's shadow interrupted his thoughts. Which was just as well since they had started going around
in anever-ending circle of questionsthat were impossible to answer.

Sitting beside him, she plucked soft green blades of grass. “Mom told usthe story for thefirst time when
we were ten. Eighteen years later, there are dtill times| find the Sory hard to believe. Some daysit'slike
abitter pill lodged in my throat that has me wanting to gag until | throw it up. Other days| get arush out
of taking some overconfident jerk to the cleaners during a poker game. Most of the time, though, | try
not to think about it.”

"Don't you fed manipulated?’

"When | wasin college, | amost took alover. The guy redly wasn't important. He was just some cute
jock who had been making passes a me. It was the fact that other girls had the freedom to deep with
anyonethey chose or keep their virginity without someone judging their actions thet ticked me off."

"What stopped you?"'



"Cinn. She had melist dl the pros and cons on apiece of paper of living with and without my ahilities. In
the end, it didn't seem worth throwing it away just to say screw you to awoman | couldn't face. Without
being ableto yell at Grandmammafor manipulating my life, | vowed to live on the edge. There are things
| could do that would, as Cinn says, be worthy of my talents. Instead | drivefast cars, thumb my nose at
security cops and drive Cinn and Dad crazy with worry."

"What about marriage?'

"No thanks. It isone of my ways of defying my umpteenth whatever Grandmammalsideathat women
can only find true love and fulfillment inside marriage. But that is not what you realy want to know, isit?"

"Thought you couldn't reed minds?'
Her smilelooked sad.

"Y ou'reright, though. Do you think it is possible for someone to manipulate someone's dreams? Thereis
something weird going on, but | can't put my finger onwhat it is. It started when | got home from
England. Small irritating things Started disrupting my life. Some of those things brought me here. Now |
find out Gin and | are having the same dreams. | can't help thinking someoneis manipulating me. Like
you, | don't likeit."

"No one ever told us that our Adam would be experiencing the same dreams we have. Mom, Dad and
Aunt Pesty never mentioned it S0 | don't have an answer or an educated guess.”

He stared & her. “You said ‘our Adam'. Why?"
"Just ajoke. It'seasier to call you Adam than Dream Man or something elsejust ascorny.”

So he had heard Ginger correctly. Interesting! That meant she too had used akissto identify him from
the dreams.

Cole broke the sllence. “Would you wish this gift on achild?"

"Ah, themillion dollar question. Let me put it thisway. | no longer see my ability asacurseor agift. Itis
smple part of who | am. But itisachoice | had the opportunity to make. Guess that makes my answer,
yes, | would wish this gift on achild if | loved someone and wanted to have a child with them.”

She dtarted to rise then paused. “To my way of thinking the question is not whether or not someone
manipulated your dreams. It comes down to whether or not you love her. If you love her then the where,
why or how of getting there redlly doesn't matter.”

As shewaked away she added, “When you figure that out, well talk some more.”



Chapter 28

Walking into the house, Cole found Cinnamon stretched out on the couch and Rosemary curled in aball
on the chaise lounge. Both were sound adeep.

Automatically, he waked towards the studio.

Seeing theworry and sadnessin Ginger’ eyes, Cole chewed himsdlf out for having been the oneto put
them there. It was stupid to make grand promises, but he vowed that he would try his best to make her
happy. Sitting on the stool placed in front of an empty easdl, he was grateful that she didn't protest when
he gathered her in hisarms. Nuzzling her neck, he smdlled turpentine, oil paint and acrylics permanently
embedded in the fabric of the old shirt.

Lifting hishead to pressalight kiss by her ear, Coleinhaded the light scent of lavender that for days had
been haunting him. With alight kissto her lips, he tasted the lingering salt from atear and mentally kicked
himsdf for having made her cry.

"Have you tried contacting your parents lately?*

Shefound it interesting that he had away of asking questions she wasn't expecting. “Yes, | did. They
didn't answer."

“Canl try?'

She cocked her head as shelooked at him. Ginger couldn't imagine what he was up to. “Be my guest.
Goforit."

He never took his eyes off Ginger as he spoke. “Mr. and Mrs. Prescott, | acted like afool today and
made Gin cry. For that | hope shewill forgive me. | can't promise that it won't happen again, but | swear
to both of you that | will never intentionaly hurt her. In the measurement of time, Gin and | haven't known
each other long. Considering the dreams, | would say we know each other well enough.

"Asfor thefamily secrets, let'sjust say I'd rather live with them than live the rest of my lifewithout Gin. If
you will give meyour blessings | would like to ask Ginto marry me. | promise | will do my best to make
her happy. And | will do everything in my power to protect her, Rosemary and Cinnamon.”

The gasp and cry from the doorway was the first indication that they were no longer done. Asthey
turned their heads towards Rosemary and Cinnamon, afiery blast of licorice, rum, vanillaand gardenias
saturated the static charged air.

Starting at the calling thewadls cameto life as an iridescent shimmering glow filled the room with warmth
and light. At the sametime, Static crackled and danced as gold and silver cupids arrows shot through the
ar.

Only Ginger lacked alook of startled amazement when out of theiridescent glow adaisy yellow swirling
tornado skipped around the room before settling into the distinct shapes of atal bald headed man with
an arm protectively draped around the shoulders of a striking woman the girls strongly resembled.

Intheir excitement, Cinnamon and Rosemary dmost propelled themselves through their parents asthey
dashed towards them.

No one spoke for the longest time.



L ooking towards Ginger and Cole, everyone heard the deep baritone voice. “I'm Herb.” Squeezing the
shoulder of the woman beside him he added, “ Thisis Caitlin. Asyou have guessed we are the parents of
these three precocious trouble makers.”

"Thank you for appearing. | appreciate you taking the timeto talk to me.” Col€'s voice was sober, his
expression guarded.

Herb's booming foghorn laugh filled the room. “1 like your style. Y ou remind me of me a your age—too
damn smart and serious for your own good. Of course Caitlin and the girls changed that in no time at all.
If Gin wants you and from the look on her face I'd say she does, you have our blessings. Don't say |
didn't warn you; your lifewill never be the same. This bunch will make sure you remember thereismore
to life than work."

Tightening hisarms around Ginger, who had turned in his arms so she faced her parents, Cole smiled.
“I'mlooking forward to it, Sir."

"Dad, did you and Mom share the same dreams?"
"Now honey, that isavery funny story. | wanted to warn you, but your mother had other ideas."

Caitlin had been fussing around Cinnamon and Rosemary with loving energy asthe three of them enjoyed
the novelty of the vigit. Turning her attention back to the conversation, she said, “Herb, don't you dare!
Y es, we shared dreams. End of story."

Herb winked and mouthed, “ L ater."

"What is happening? I'm not complaining, but why can we suddenly see and hear you?’ Cinnamon
asked.

"All we know isthat it hasto do with Gin,” Herb answered. “ Something is changing, shifting, a
modification to the gift, we don't know what nor do we know if it will last.”

"Why have you made yoursalves scarce the last few days, and why didn't you answer when | called you
alitttewhileago?'

"The four of you need to learn your strengths, weaknesses, who to trust, when to rely on each other,
when you need to ask for help and when to accept help. If we interfere with that process we are doing
you aninjugtice. | was reminded that I'm too much of a softy when it comesto the three of you, sowe
are keeping an eye on things but staying out of the way."

Rosemary looked at her mother. “Is Aunt Pesty behind any of this? Becauseif sheis...”

"Rose, do cam down. Pesty has her interesting quirks, but not everything isher fault,” Caitlin calmly
replied.

Three brows arched in surprise. Once upon atime their mother would never have dismissed their aunt's
antics asinteresting quirks.

"Okay, I'll agreethat not everything that goes haywire around hereis her fault, but you have to admit
what'sgoing on isstrange. Y ou and Dad didn't have problems when you met and you never said anything
about Grandma and Grandpa having problems.”

Caitlin's degp chuckle vibrated with a sexy undertone. “Honey, the story of our courtship was edited for
young ears. Maybe someday well tell you the full story, but not now. Asfor my folks, they never shared



50 | don't know if their courtship was smooth or rocky."

Caitlin sashayed towards Cole. She eyed him from head to toe before resting her eyes on hisface. “You
certainly are handsome. Liked the way you took care of Gin in Sesattle. Showed you were agentleman,
aboved| dse. | promise no surprise vists during the honeymoon.” Her smile was impish as she winked at
him.

With that lingering promise, Caitlin kissed dl of them goodbye before fading from view.

Herb kissed each of his daughters. Colefelt awarm comforting pressure on his shoulder before Herb
disappeared.

Turning in Coleésarms, Ginger snuggled into his embrace astears spilled out the corners of her over
bright eyes. In silent consent, he opened his arms as two more crying femaesfilled hisarmsto

overflowing capecity.

When the tears had run their course, Rosemary planted aloud mushy kiss on Col€e's cheek. “1n an hour
I'll deny the tears. For now, thanks. Y our offer of protection, athough unnecessary, meansalot. Now
let's celebrate this engagement.”

He looked at each of their tear stained faces, knowing the only thing shadowing his happinesswasthe
words of warning hisfuture father-in-law had issued. Obvioudy danger was il lurking, waiting to
pounceif given an opportunity. It would only be amatter of time before the three of them redlized the
samething. Instead of waiting for it to strike, he vowed to seek it out. Destroy before being destroyed.

"Aren't you forgetting something?'
Rosemary looked confused. “What?"!

"| got your parents’ blessings. Y ou just gave yours.” Helooked to Cinnamon, who nodded her approval.
“ThereisCinn's”

To get on bended knee would have meant extracting himsdlf from atangle of ams. Instead he dlowed
them to remain an entwined unit as helooked into Gin's eyes. “ Gin, Honey, will you please give methe
honor of marrying me? Allow meto be apart of your crazy life and that of your Ssters. Despite Rose's
proteststo its necessity, | promise to do everything in my power to protect the three of you. | love you.
And | can't wait to make those dreams we've been sharing aredlity.”

"Yes. Yes. Thank you. | loveyou, too. And can you wait until the honeymoon?”

Most men would have bolted from the additiona ondaught of tears. Cole took it in stride as he soothed,
hugged, kissed dl three and smiled during the happy chaos that followed.

* * % %

Succulent, tender steaks had been barbecued and consumed. Champagne toasts had been elegantly
given by Pagan, Rosemary and Cinnamon. The origina vigt from their folks and one made during the
celebration to add their voices to the toasts had been talked about until they were now memoriesto
treasure.

Cole and Ginger werefindly, blissfully done.

Drunk in their happiness, sated with rich tasting food, they snuggled on the red checked chaise lounge.
With their legs and arms entwined in acomfortable tangle, neither wanted to move or felt inclined to talk.



Dum-Dum's antics brought them dowly back to redlity.

With lazy smilesthey watched her bat the air severa times before racing towards the couch. Lying on her
Side, she stuck her paw under the couch severa times before darting around the back only to return to
the spot where she had been amoment before. With earstilted back, her sharp golden green eyes
meticuloudy searched the room. Satisfied that all was asit should be she stuck her long gray tail straight
up, turned and casud ly walked towards them. Jumping onto the end of the chai se lounge, she proceeded
to clean her paws.

"Who was she playing with?"
"A very large white mouse or arat. Never could tell the difference between the two.”

A shiver of foreboding walked up Col€'s spine.



Chapter 29

In abrisk business manner, the feminine voice on the other end of the phone lacked warmth. “ Ginger
Prescott.”

"YS"

"Thisis Samantha Jones. | need to make an appointment to work on apersond issue. | want to start
today. What timeisyour earliest opening?”

Cole was spending the morning on business. Without telling them why, he had aso been adamant about
needing to talk to Hanna's parents as soon as possible.

She had dready finished the list of business calls that needed tending. The next project was paying bills
and balancing the checkbook. Both being jobs she loathed, she overlooked the woman's rudeness.

"| can seeyou at eleven.”

* k% k% %
Five minutes before the hour, awhite Lexus pulled into the driveway.

Black stilettos with lethal bone crushing pointed toes hit the ground with force. An expensive black
tailored pants suit with a holly green silk blouse reveding just enough cleavage to entice was stylish and
flattering to the woman'swafer thin body. A phony smile framed teeth so white they looked like dentures.
Finishing off the package was green tinted contacts, enough makeup to last the norma woman ayear and
aplatinum blonde shoulder length bob that wouldn't move under hurricane force wind.

Ginger gritted her teeth asthetips of her fingers were brushed in awet noodle handshake.
"Hi, I'm Samantha Jones. Thank you so much for alowing me to come on such short notice.”

As she glanced around the porch, the woman's gushy voice oozed charm asif squeezing it out of atube
of toothpagte. “What asmply charming Victorian house. | just love yellow houses. They awayslook so
inviting. Oh, look at the wicker furniture, how very quaint and attractive. Have you lived here long?"

Theover friendly sweetnesswastotally out of dignment with thewoman's city dick veneer. With the
woman's actions causing megawatt warning bellsto stimulate her awareness, Ginger shut down her
normdly friendly open manner.

"A while.” Ginger crossed her arms and started tapping afinger on her forearm.

"| stopped at your ddightful little store on the way in. Between that and the old-fashioned little park
acrossthe gtreet, | bet you and your little family just love living herein these quaint surroundings.”

As shewalked into the office, her back wasto Ginger as she continued pouring on the plastic praise. “Oh
my. Y ou should have this room photographed for one of those glossy home magazines. It'sjust abit
masculine, but | bet that appeases the hubby. Isthe rest of the house adso full of beautiful antiques and
charming homemeade pillows?"

The voice registered. Hoping to get afed for Trent Brooks before their meeting, Ginger had turned on
the Channel 12 evening news while getting ready to go to dinner. Samantha had been the anchorwoman
that evening. She had only glanced briefly at the TV screen, but she had listened to that phony ‘I'm so



sincere voice during the entire broadcast.

Turning to face Ginger, Samantha tapped her arm with along, manicured, French tipped nall. “1 know
thissounds redly pushy, but could | please see the rest of the house? I'm sureit'sjust as charming asthis
room. | do so adore antiques.”

"I'm sorry, that's not possible.” Hearing the sharp edge in her voice, Ginger tried to soften the refusdl.
“Perhgps another time."

Accustomed to having people jump when ordered and accommodate her requests, Samanthallet her
brittle smile dip anotch. “If you're worried about an unmade bed, redlly | promise not to notice.”

Rather than argue, Ginger made no comment.

Pasting her own phony smilein place, she said, “Please have asest. | need you tofill out aquestionnaire
before we begin.” Instead of the basic form she normally gave grief-counsdling clients, she dipped afull
questionnaire onto the clipboard.

As Samanthafilled out the form, Ginger gazed out the window. It was obvious from her posture and her
clothing that Samantha's gushy girly girl friendlinesswas out of character. From the overly friendly
comments, Ginger had no doubt Samantha thought her purple tie-dyed peasant skirt, smple knit top and
bare feet lowered her intelligence by several notches and made her receptive to the gushy praiseand a
girly chitchat persondity. With no timeto cdl in the Cavary or formulate a sound plan, al she could do
was hope that some of theideas that were popping up faster then popcorn over ahigh heat worked.

Holding out the clipboard, Samantha broke into her thoughts. “ Here you go."

As Ginger took hold of the clipboard, Samantha gave avery dramétic sigh as she dumped against the
back of the chair without putting so much asawrinkle in her clothing or musing asingle strand of hair.

Biting her tongue to keep from laughing at the theatrics, Ginger crossed her fingers and asked for help
with her own acting abilities.

Sitting behind the desk, she presented the Hypnotherapy 101 crash course before glancing over the
information form Samantha had filled out. “Y ou're an actress? Why, Sugar, that must be so much fun. Do
you know Tom Hanks? | just loved watching him play Forrest Gump.”

Samantha caught hersdlf just before she groaned out loud. “Actudly the films|'ve stared in are more
atigticaly inclined. The viewing audience hasamoreintellectud paate than the average person.”

"So you're saying you don't act in movies or commercias. Well that'stoo bad, Sugar. It would have been
funtdling my hubby | met amoviedar.”

"Wl one can dways dream. One of these days|'m certain I'll be lucky enough to become agtar.”
"Sugar, I'm just positive that day isjust around the corner.”

Figuring everything else was a fabrication of the truth or an outright lie, she scanned down to what had
been written as the reason for hypnosis. Hells bells, the woman certainly was gutsy. The threat level went
up severd degrees. Glancing at the proportions of the black leather purse Samantha had placed on the
table between the two recliners, Ginger knew it could easily hold atape recorder and camcorder.

"Y ou say here you desperately need to talk to a deceased reative. Isthis aperson from apast life?
‘Causeif itis, Sugar, that's a pretty smple process.”



Another staged sigh escaped. Y esterday, a dear sweet friend told me about your extraordinary talent
when sheredlized that my grief had not diminished.”

When she didn't elaborate, Ginger was forced to ask, “What is causing the grief?*

Along with another sigh, Samanthalowered her head and daintily dabbed at an eye with atissue. “ Oh,
I'm sorry. It'sjust so hard to talk about.”

"Yes, I'msureitis, Sugar. You just take your time.” She was betting that Samantha wouldn't chance
having tears remove the fal se eydashes or smear the caterpillar thick mascara.

"My dear sweet mother recently passed away. With our relationship having been morelike best friends,
wetaked daily. | till find myself picking up the phoneto cal her. Each timeit happens, my heart just
breskswhen | redlize | will never be able to hear her sweet voice again. If | could just have one last
conversation with her, | would be at peace with her passing.” Even though she ddlicately dabbed at the
corner of both eyes, not one tear had fallen.

"I'm sorry about your mother, Sugar. Whao's the friend that gave you my name?”
"Becky Sdmon.”

"I can't rightly say | remember her, Sugar.” With one brow arched, Ginger tapped her finger on her
bottom lip and counted to twenty. Samantha didn't bat an eye at the scrutiny. “1s she the woman whose
husband was abducted by aliens?’

"No."

Ginger snapped her fingers. “I know, she's the one whose husband died in her arms after, well let'sjust
say, after being intimate?'

"Actudly she has afriend who has afriend who told her who told me. Y ou know how it goes."

Cocking her head, Ginger arched abrow. “Actually, no, I don't know how it goes, Sugar. But it doesn't
redly matter. What makes you so certain | can help?

"My friend, Becky, told me how you helped this unfortunate lady get in touch with her poor son after he
waskilled in acar accident. It was al so0 very tragic. She swears that without you she would have just
withered up and died.”

"Redly? Well that sureisnice, Sugar. Are you sure | was the person who hypnotized her? Her story sure
isntringing any belsinmy littleol’ head.” Paying dumb wasfar more difficult than Ginger had
anticipated. She kept franticly searching for just the right words.

Samantha's eyes narrowed before she pulled hersdlf together. “Y es. I'm positive. She gave me your name
and phone number."

"Well, I'll be danged. | redlly don't remember. Now | had a person in here awhile back who wanted to
talk to acat that was hit by a car. Don't suppose awoman could mistake ason for acat.”

Samantha straightened her back, adjusted the razor-edged crease in her dacks and crossed her feet at
the ankles. “ She mentioned that after the hypnosis session you talked directly to her and her son. She
was thrilled that you could not only see the boy, you acted as the go between so they could
communicate. She aso told me about the amazingly accurate sketches you drew of the boy. | will pay
you anything, absolutely anything you ask if you will do the samething for me.”



If Rosemary were here shewould cal thisthe crucid moment of truth. Call or fold. Theaceinthehole
had been dedlt.

"I'll tell you whet, Sugar, well get you al nice and comfy on the massage table then I'll hypnotize you and
well seewhat happens. Asfor my seeing ghosts, why the last time | remember seeing one of them I'd
had alittle too much of afriend's homemade brew, if you know what | mean. A few clients have claimed
to see ghosts and one client says she talksto a pink e ephant every Wednesday morning. But Lord have
mercy, | don't remember what you're talking about.”

Shrugging both shoulders, she dmost laughed at the look of irritation that flegtingly crossed Samantha's
fece.

"Still if you say | talked to aghogt, well who knows, maybe | need to try again. After dl, Sugar, stranger
things have happened. Why the stories| could tell you would curl your hair. Asfor paying me, well, let's
just see what happens.”

As she set up the massage table in front of the desk, she kept an eye on one of the two spiritsthat had
entered the room since Samantha arrived. The mouse or rat had been Sitting under the office table. Now
it scurried across the floor, climbed up Samantha's leg and settled on her Iap. That confirmed it; it had to
bearat. After al they were two of akind.

Insisting Samantha take off her jacket and shoes before she settled on the massage table, Ginger watched
her bunch the pillow under her neck so her hair wouldn't get mussed.

Taking great pleasurein the act, Ginger covered her with an afghan that would leave aliberal amount of
whitelint on the black dacks.

Sitting in the recliner Samantha had vacated, Ginger started the session. “ Asyou breathe...” Samantha
was hypnotized in less then two minutes. In four, Ginger was satisfied that she wasin avery deep trance
and her subconscious was occupied.

Removing the black silk scarf covering the open style top on the purse Samanthahad carried in, she
whispered, “Bingo!” The camerawas securely nestled within afoam rubber cradle. Rewinding thefilm to
just after she had covered Samantha with the afghan, she carefully placed the cameraback initsholder.
Removing the tape recorder she repested the process.

Retrieving her tape recorder from adrawer in thefile cabinet, she put anew tapein the recorder before
placing the recorder on the table with the mike close to Samantha's head.

"Samanthaisyour mother dive?'

"No."

"How old were you the last time you talked to her?"
"Seventeen.”

"Isthat when she passed over?”

"No. Died five years ago. The stupid bitch had her lawyer call me. Told me I'd inherit my shareonly if |
went to the funerd. Asif | needed or wanted her fake pearls! | hung up on him."

The dark shadow that had been hovering behind the desk vanished.



"Samantha, can you travel back in time to the beginning of what brought you here and tell me what you
see, senseor fed ?!

"Don't call me Samantha. Hate that name.”

Interesting!

"What would you liketo be caled?'

"Christy. My nameis Christy. Picked it out mysdlf theday | left home."
"Chrigty, can you tell mewhat you see, sense or fed ?'

"Bright room. Lots of light. People watching me.”

Samantha had taken the words, to the beginning, literally. Deciding to seeif it wasimportant to what was
currently happening, she asked, “Would you like to move on or stay here?

"Stay. HE's going to make me amovie star. He says|'m anaturd.”

"That'snice. Can you tel mewho istdling you this?'

"Alder."

"Areyou making amovie?'

She giggled. “I'm making the producer. Got a camera hidden in my purse. Won't he be surprised?”
"Christy, how old are you?"

"Nineteen."

"Do you ever makeamovie?'

"Sure. Told you, I'm star material. Sandy Meets Big Boy, Kitten Tames Tiger Man, Daddy Kn..."
Prone, artistically intellectual!

"Chrigty, please move forward to the time when you stop making movies. How old are you?'
Samanthagiggled. “ Still makethem.”

Oops, reword.

"Please move forward to the time when you stopped getting paid to make movies. How old are you?"
"Twenty-two."

Inasick way, it might prove entertaining. But other than proving a pattern of greed and self-motivating
actions shedidn't think it wasimperative to the current Situation.

Knowing clientswould automaticaly correct or have no response to awrong question, she added two
yearsto the age written on the information form. “ Christy, move forward in time to age twenty eight. Tell
me what you see sense or fed."

"Have an interview with Channd 12 news."



"Do you get thejob?"

"Of course. Found out alittle about the guy doing the interview before hand. I'm not stupid. Know how
togetajob | redly want."

"Christy, please move forward to age twenty nine. Can you tell mewhat you see, sense or fed?'

"Just got promoted to anchor of the noon news. Redlly pissed off afew people since | have only been
thereayear."

"What is the name of the person that works the news hour with you?'

"Brad Summers™

"Areyou happy with the job?"

"Won't be happy until | havethe evening dot.”

"Chrigty, please move forward to age thirty. Can you tell me what you see, sense or fed ?'
"Everyoneiswishing me Happy Birthday."

"Canyou tdl mewhat happens next?'

Samanthas chuckle had a deep husky quality. “ Having sex in guest bathroom.”

Oh goody. Just what | don't need to hear about! * Christy, moving forward, what isthe next thing that
happens?’

"Heisgiving me adiamond bracelet. Men are so predictable. Stupid fool doesn't remember he bought
me adiamond bracelet last year. I'll check the stones | ater; if they are as good asthey look I'll takeit to

my pawn broker."

Anindefinable gut feding prompted the next question. “ After the birthday gift do you havetimeto talk
about anything?'

"Tellsme he has abig story about a medium. Wants meto get details any way | can. Open expense
account. Promises me my own show after story bregks.”

"Whoisteling you this?'

"Brooks"

Halleluiah.

"Brookswho?"

"Not Brooks who, Trent Brooks."

Thank you, thank you, thank you.

"Can you tell me how he plansto reved the story?”'
"Primetime evening news using the tape | get today."

"Can you tdl me what makesthis story different then any other story about mediums?”



"Woman hasfull fledged conversationswith ghosts. Not just imagesthat can beinaccuratdly trandated.”
"Can you tel mewhat difference that would make?"

"Brooks thinks she can be persuaded to get information about future. Worth billionsif true! He could
control everything.”

Damn!

"Does he plan on abducting her?"

"If the story turns out to be true, yes.”

"Wha?"

"Not sure. Would al depend on what happens.”

"Can you tell me how she would be abducted?!

"We taked about making it look like she diesin a car accident. Burn abody beyond recognition.”
Double damn!

"Do you trust Brooks not to double crossyou?"

Therewas along pause. “No."

Sensing that admitting that truth had tirred her conscious, Ginger went back to the relaxation technique
as she watched the rat sniff around the massage table legs before disappearing.

"Christy, just relax. Totdly relax. Going deeper, deeper, down, totaly relaxed ... Y ou don't trust Brooks.
Can you tdl me your backup plan?’

"Wife has big money, lots of connections. Brooks can't afford to lose her. 1t would cost him position and
life gyle. Have severd interesting tapesto giveto her if he reneges on promise.”

"Canyou tell meif you have abackup plan if the station refuses to broadcast the story?”

"Brooksthinks he fixed it. Alder ownsasmall production studio. Doesn't know we, umm, screw. Alder
has crew ready. When | leave here will meet crew. They will make copies of the tape before | give
origind to Brooks. If Brooks screws me over | can go live with Alder anytime.”

"Can you tell me what happensif you don't get a story today?"

"Alder, checking out adoctor's other patients, doing research. Some greedy fool will want to claim fifteen
minutes of fame. If not, there are ways to persuade the doctor to see things our way."

"Can you tell me what made you come here today?"

"Alder traced doctor's flight to Seattle. Did some research. Found out uncle lives here. Did address
directory search on everyone in community. Found name of hypnotist. Shefit the profile.”

"Canyou tdl meif her name came up on theflight to Seettle?'

"Don't know."



She couldn't think of anything else to ask. * Christy, when asked about your hypnosis sesson you will tell
everyone you could not be hypnotized. Do you understand?”

llYall
"Christy, what happened during your hypnosis sesson?"
"Nothing. Too smart to be hypnotized! It'safool'sfolly.”

She smiled. Wait till Cole hearsthat. Glancing at the Kit-Cat Klock, she was pleased to see that only
twenty minutes had passed since Samantha had been hypnotized.

"Chrigty, until July fourth of thisyear, every time someone says action or you see the blinking light on any
camera showing that the camerais running you will start Singing, ‘I'm alittle tegpot short and stout, tip me
over and pour meout.” Do you understand?’

llYall
"Action.”

Inachildish voice she sang, “I'm alittle tea pot short and stout. Tip me over and pour me out. Can |
dance, too?"

Oh, by all means dance.
"Y es, of course you can dance dong with singing the song.”
Chrigty amiled thefirst and undoubtedly only genuine smile of her adult life,

"Every time someone says, cut, or the cameras light goes off you will stop singing and dancing. Y ou will
not remember singing or dancing. Y ou will think the camerahad just started rolling. Y ou will havea
temper tantrum as you demand to know why you were stopped. Thiswill happen every time you hear the
word cut until July fourth of thisyear. Do you understand?'

"Y$"

Perfect. It really was perfect and she wasn't going to waste more time testing the dance or temper
tantrum.

"Chrigty you are now floating on abig fat white cloud. Until you hear my voice you will not move.”
Leaving her tape recorder running, she hagtily hid it under the pillows on the window sest.

"Christy, you will forget everything that has been said since you laid down on the massage table. Do you
understand?"

"Wes"
"Samantha, since you laid down on the massage table has anything happened?’
"No. Just lying here. Have pretty lights swirling around my heed.”

Good!

"From this point forward you will go no deeper than alight trance as| tak to you. Do you understand?”



"Yes. Light trance. No more swirling lights.”

After lifting her up to alight daydream state of hypnosis, Ginger quickly turned the camcorder and tape
recorder back on and placed the scarf back over them.

Keeping an eye on the clock, she went through the process of repesting the relaxation technique for
several minutes before bringing Samanthafully awake.

Sitting with her legs crossed at the ankles, Samanthawas not smiling as she picked smal bits of white lint
off the black dacks. “Redly, therés no need to gpologize. It redly is disgppointing. However, you must
understand | wastruly afraid it was too much to hope for. Strong minded, intelligent people are clearly
not susceptible to such primitive mind atering practices.”

Oh, if you only knew.
"Wadll, | redly do apologize, Sugar. Redly, | just don't understand. This has never happened before."

Samantha gave an over emphasized shrug. “It'sfine. Now about the pictures you draw and the ghosts
that visit and talk to you. It would make the disgppointment of not being able to actudly see my dear,
sweet mother so much lessif you could cal her into the room."

"Y ou know, Sugar, I'm truly willing to try, but like | said earlier | redly can't remember talking to any
ghosts. Tak to my cat, Dum-Dum, though. Don't mind her name none. She'sreally pretty smart. Want
me to bring her in the room? She's just about stopped shedding.”

A disgusted sigh escaped Samanthals painted lips before she caught hersdf. “No. | realy don't think you
need to do that."

"Okay. Whatever, Sugar. Well, let'sjust seeif | can get the ghost of your dearly departed mother to
comevist with usfor aspdl.”

Going to the bookcase, she gathered a vanilla scented candle and asmdll table chime. Placing them on
the desk directly behind the massage table, she it the candle before using a smal wooden mallet to tap
the chime. Allowing the chimeto fully fade before tapping the chime again, she repested the processtwo
moretimes

Gracefully settling onto the massage table, she modestly covered her legswith her flowing skirt asshe
positioned hersdlf in the lotus position for yoga. Closing her eyes, Ginger started a repetitive degp hum.
When she got tired of humming, she stood up, walked to the bookcase and randomly grabbed a book
off ashelf. Saying aquick prayer for ingpiration, she walked back to stand in front of the massage table.
Glancing at the book, she dmost swallowed her tongue to keep from laughing out loud at the universe's
subtle humor. The bookstitle was: Witch Crafting. Opening the book, she pretended to read.

Oh, Goddess of good

And dl that isrighteous

We cdl upon your spirit

Y our kindness and brightness
Do asyou may

Do asyou might



Send us the mother ghost
Let her talk to uswhen rightful.

Mentdly crossing her fingersfor luck, Ginger repeated the poorly versed rhyme three times without
flubbing the words. Still standing, she closed her eyes and began humming. After what seemed like an
eternity, she dramaticaly gazed around the room. Shrugging her shoulders asif to say, sorry no luck, she
once again sarted humming.

Samanthawas sitting on the edge of the chair mesmerized. As much as Ginger would have loved to
witnessthereaction if shedid conjured up aghost or two, she knew the resulting publicity would be
disastrous.

Stll standing in front of the massage table, she started swaying from one foot to the other. Looking
around the room she called out, “Here Ghosty, Ghosty. Come here Ghosty, Ghosty. Come out, come
out wherever you are.”

Hoping she had taken enough time to make it ook like her actions were serious, she stopped swaying
and looked at Samantha. “ Sorry, Sugar, | don't see nothing but afew dust bunniesin the corners. Do you
want meto draw apicture? I'm real good at doing that. ‘ Course the ghosts are just my imagination, but if
yahave apicture of your sweet momma, | would be happy to draw her looking like aghost.”

It was too bad the camerawasn't aimed at Samantha. It would not have liked the pinched anger around
the collagen enhanced lips or the murderous expression darting from her eyes. Nonetheless, Ginger gave
her credit for holding onto her temper.

"No, don't bother. Y ou have wasted ... | have taken up enough of your time. How much do | owe you?"

"Wl Sugar, | wasn't ableto get your dear sweet mommato visit so | don't see how | could possible
charge you anything. Besides you never were hypnotized and that's what people pay mefor.”



Chapter 30

"Rose, I'm cdling an emergency family meeting. Do you want to pick up Cinn? Try not to break the
sound barrier on your way over.” Before she could say bye, the phone went dead.

Hitting speed did, shedidn't give Cinnamon timeto say hello. “Family meeting, Rose will be stting on the
carshornif youre not at the curb in less than five minutes. I'll explain everything when you get here. Try
to keep her from getting a peeding ticket. Bye."

Waking across the street, shelet hersdlf into Martin's house without knocking. Following the noise, she
found Cole using asmoothie blender to mix something that was an interesting shade of bluish purple.
Dum-Dum was crouched at hisfeet lapping up what wasleft in atub of plain yogurt.

Without saying aword, he scooped up a spoonful of the colorful mixture and amed for her mouth. As
the fruity flavor enticed the taste buds, she thought, not bad. Before she could comment, he bent down
and hdf kissed, haf licked some of the concoction off her lips. Yeah, not bad at all!

"Whichonedo | get for lunch? Kisses or that, whatever it is?'

"That is blueberries, blackberries, raspberries, yogurt, strawberries and ground flax seed mixed with a
healthy dose of vanillaice cream.”

He pulled her towards him, until she was snuggled between hislegswith her body comfortably pressed
againg his. Light teasing kisses covered her face as he zeroed in on her mouth. Reaching the designated
target, the mixture of fruits, the smoothness of the yogurt and ice cream mixed with Gin's own sweet
nectar had him hungering for more. “How about we share? I'll share my drink if you'll share afew more
kisses™"

Giving him aquick peck, she murmured, “ Tempting, very, very tempting, but | cannot be enticed or
bribed. | came to ask your presence at afamily meeting that will be called to order in about ten minutes.”

Hislightheartedness dissolved. “ Care to share some of what's on the agenda, now?"

"Trent Brooks.” Asshefdt hisbody gtiffen, Ginger regretted telling him even that much. Giving him a
peck on the chin, she amiled. “ Relax. Everything'sfine.” At least she hoped it would be! When he didn't
respond, she pulled out of the embrace and tried her own brand of bribery.

"How about wetake dl thefixingsfor this masterpiece over to the house? Cinn will loveit. Shewill dso
argue the merits of theice cream. Rosemary will drink it and ask for more unless you mention the flax
seed. If she knows that, shelll refuse to drink one drop.”

He gavein because it was easier than wasting time arguing.

Asthey crossed the street with a sack full of ingredients, the red Thunderbird was pulling into the
driveway. Knowing everyone wanted answers, Ginger started the story as they walked into the house.

Colewasfurious. “Why didn't you cdl me?'
"Therewasn't time."
"Gin, for Christ's sake, | wasright acrossthe street.”

She held her ground and her temper, barely. “ The phone was in the kitchen. | had awoman hypnotized



on the massage table in the office. Hypnosisis not adisciplined science. There are dways variables that
cannot be controlled. | couldn't risk leaving her done.”

Seeing the blaze of tenson ready to erupt into full-blown anger, Cinnamon interrupted. “ Cole what would
you have done? Y ou couldn't very well confront her. She would have lied. Besides, if you had rushed
over she would have known Gin was the person they werelooking for. Let Gintdl ustherest.”

He raked fingers through his hair as he pulled histemper in. “I'm, sorry. Itsjust ... dammit, this pissesme
off."

By the time enough smoothies were mixed for generous hel pings, Dum-Dum had snagged another helping
of yogurt and aspoonful of vanillaice cream. Ginger had set the tape recorder on the kitchen table and
told them everything that had happened prior to starting the tape, twice.

Thefirst timethey listened to the tape, there were enough snickering comments made that the tape had to
be played a second time to make sure they heard everything.

"Gin, that wastotaly againgt the rules of ethical conduct for ahypnotherapigt. It wasaso brilliant. | love
it. You did us proud.” Cinnamon patted her on the head as she went to see if she could scrape one or
two more drops of smoothieinto her empty glass.

Walking into the living room, Rosemary came back to the table carrying the TV Guide. “Guess what?
Werein luck. All those channels you pay for and never watch are finadly going to pay off. All we need to
do is pop some popcorn and watch the show at nine.”

Cinnamon sat back down empty handed. “ The woman has certainly led an interesting life.”

"Cinn, we lead interesting lives,” Rosemary retorted. “ Sheisjust arepulsive parasite living off the blood
of anyone she can suck dry as she manipulates her way through life."

"How very poetic and appropriate. Which reminds me, | can understand the candle, the chime, even the
yogamantra. But, * Oh, Goddess of love let her talk to us when rightful.” Where on earth did you come
up with that?” Cinnamon asked.

"Haven't aclue, it was pure universdl inspiration.”

"Persondly,” said Rosemary, “I would willingly pay to seethat tape. | can just see your chanting, ‘ come
here Ghosty, Ghosty. Come out, come out, wherever you are.” For me, that tape would be priceless.”

"Well, if it ever becomes public, I'm claiming it was one of you two on the tape.”
Colejoined in the genera laughter before settling down to business.

"| apologize for doubting your ability to handle the Stuation. Obvioudy you have some hidden taents that
| will carefully try not to trigger in the future. How long do you think the camcorder was off?"

"Twenty minutes. Give or take, Sugar.”
The*Sugar’ made him smile, but it didn't lessen his serious demeanor.

"The video is going to show that time difference. We can only hope she didn't pay close attention to the
time when sheleft. Unless she had an exact meeting time scheduled with the film crew there shouldn't be
any reason for someone to ask what time she left here.”

"When she starts singing tonight...” Rosemary burst out laughing. “ Jeez, Gin, | am redlly impressed. |



didn't know you were that cregtive. It wasinspirationd, but when she starts singing they are going to
know she was hypnotized. Y ou realize they aren't going to be too happy about being duped.”

Ginger looked a Cinnamon. “Y ou want to explain or shal I."

"Every s0 often when | do ashow, aperson in the audience unknowingly becomes hypnotized. When it
happens, the individua will pick up on something said by someone e se after the show and art acting the
scenario out. That iswhen | get afrantic cdl. | make arrangements for the person to meet me at aloca
restaurant. With asnap of my fingers and a couple of words, the trance is broken. Who'sto say she
didn't leave here just relaxed and open enough to suggestion to pick up on something she hears on the
radio. It'saperfectly honest explanation and cover."

Looking from one to the other, Cole shook his head in amazement. “Y ou two are scary.”
Ginger batted her eyelashes at him. “Why, thank you, kind sr. We do try to please.”

"1 will probably regret thinking this a some later point in time, but exactly when is Aunt Pesty due home?’
Rosemary asked.

Ginger nodded her agreement at the sentiment. “ Three days. | think. Y ou remember how vague and odd
she was acting before leaving. One time she would say Tuesday, the next, Wednesday. Do you redly
think we should risk setting her loose on them?"

Rosemary lifted abrow. “Gin, think about this. I'm getting aninety two percent hit that sheisthe force
behind this happening.”

"No, | don't believethat. | absolutely do not think she can do anything to dter the dreams. That was
Grandmammas creation. No one could tamper with them unless they could go back in time to discover
the exact wording to the spdll.”

"Gin, think. | agree she can't alter the basic course the universe had dready set in motion. But the odds
areinfavor of her having figured out how to successfully create aspell that would push events forward o
they happened sooner rather then later. Think about it. If the timing waswrong, even by aslittleasan
hour, she could have inadvertently unleashed the furor of everything that is happening.”

Wearing identical looks of horror, Cinnamon verbaized what Ginger was thinking. *'Y ou know, as much
asit pans meto admit it, Rose might beright.”

"When it comesto your aunt, you have talked around me, through me, and above me, ever since we met.
Obvioudy, the woman can cast spells, magic charms, hexes or whatever else you want to call them. Now
would someone please tell me about Aunt Pesty?"

Ginger started the gory. “ Aunt Pesty is our mother's sister. Where Mom has the ability to hear people's
thoughts, Aunt Pesty was given the ability to cast spells. During thefirst few yearsthat they were learning
how to use and control their skills, they caused some very minor havoc. When Mom got med at
someone, shewould have her sister cast a el to punish the unsuspecting recipient.”

"Didn't their mother stop them?’ Cole was horrified at the idea of power being used that way.

"No. From what we weretold, she probably never knew it was happening.”

"Surely she heard about strange events that had her sugpecting something?’

"Our grandmother was given the gift of healing. She became obsessed with using the ability for good.



After finishing medical school, she became an overworked generd practitioner in arura community with
only one other doctor. Sadly, for everyone involved, between a demanding practice and a closeness she
shared with our grandfather that bordered on obsessive, she didn't have any time for Mom or Aunt

Pedty.
"What about their father?"

"He was a self-employed architect and artist, who ran his business around his daughters' schedules. Aunt
Pesty once said he was so proud of them that she doubted he ever considered that they would use their
powers for anything but good.”

Rosemary injected, “ And from the stories we have been told, none of the spells cast were harmful.”

Considering what little he had heard about the aunt, Cole folded his arms across his chest and looked at
the three of them with total skepticism.

"Redlly, it was minor little things—azit on the nose, an embarrassing gaffe in front of aboy or girl you
redly liked, a spdll that made a person speak their true thoughts for an hour or aday, or maybe a snake
inalunch sack,” Ginger sad, lifting abrow.

"That was|ow. | did that out of pure unadulterated love, not revenge. But | get the point.”

Ginger continued. “Because their mother was so obsessed with her gift, Aunt Pesty went the opposite
route. Spells can be broken down into categories. Love potions, headling, finding lost objects, turning one
object into adifferent object—are just afew, but that gives you the general idea. The main component of
agpell saysthe same within each category no matter what you are trying to create. But within each spdll,
there are key words that have to be changed to make the spell work the way you want it to work. Aunt
Pesty was very lax when it came to memorizing the key words. When we were about five, aspell to
create three gpples for usto eat created an apple treein the middle of Bloomingdal€'s. A spell to create
cora colored shoes to match a prom dress produced a cord reef in my bedroom.”

"Remember the year Dad ran out of whiskey during aNew Y ear's Eve party?’ Rose asked. “1n stepped
Aunt Pesty to the rescue. Everyone had whiskers until she was able to reverse the spell along with a short
term memory loss spell to ensure they forgot it had happened.”

"About two years ago, she decided she wastired of her short hair. Casting aspell that was supposed to
have her hair growing amodest haf-inch aweek her hair grew a haf-inch every hour. It took her daysto
remember what she had said so she could cast acorrection spell,” Ginger added.

"She dwaystold the best bedtime stories. Using a spell, the storybook characterswould come dive a
thefoot of the bed. We would then be entertained with asix inch high stage production of the story,”
Cinnamon said.

Seeing their gleeful smiles, Cole knew they weren't going to finish the story unless he asked. “Okay, I'll
bite, how did that go wrong?"

"Dad was not too keen on Aunt Pesty's magic charms, so the stage productions were a highly guarded
secret between the four of us. One night, Dad unexpectedly walked into the room just as Aunt Pesty cast
the spell. Somehow he became one of the dwarfsin Snow White."

His eyes narrowed. “Which dwarf?'

"Dopey, thebad one.



Hedidn't like the fedling he was getting on how thislittle story was going to end.

"Aunt Pesty became flustered. When she franticly tried reversing the spell, her thoughts became so
incoherent Mom couldn't even use her abilitiesto sort out what had been said during the original spell and
the subsequent reversd spells.”

"Areyou telling me your dad's baldnessis courtesy of your aunt casting abad spell?”

"Afraid so. Itisthe only spell she was never ableto reverse. Needlessto say, our bedtime stories were
never the same,” Cinnamon said.

"Frankly, | am surprised your father allowed her in the house, much less alowed her to tell another
bedtime story."

"Dad stormed around the house for afew weeks, but Mom's a pretty savvy lady. It wasn't too long
before she had him thinking it wasn't such abad thing to be bald. Still every time Aunt Pesty and spells
are mentioned in the same sentence, Dad will rub hisbad head and Mom will wink at him,” Ginger said.

"Okay, | get the picture; anice, eccentric old aunt who somehow bumbles her way through life. If sheis
that bad, how could she plan something like this?*

The three of them laughed until tears were running down their cheeks.

Cinnamon, thefirst to get her laughter under control, grabbed abox of tissue off the bar top. “ Sorry,
nothing isfurther from the truth. Aunt Pesty is only fifty-two, so forget the old. Asfor bumbles her way
through life, shehasaPh.D. in Chemica Engineering. Until she gave up her career to teke care of us, she
worked at the Kennedy Space Center.

"When we left for college she started a hand cream and body |otion company. Maybe you have heard of
Magic Potions Soothing Lotions.”

"My mom has a bottle of the hand cream by the sink in the kitchen. Didn't the company go public afew
years ago?'

"Yes, Sx years ago. Right after Martin moved in, she was made a very handsome offer for the company.
Within amonth, she sold the business and took up quilting, bridge and golf. We have never seen her
happier. Asfor eccentric, soften that to unconventional,” Cinnamon said.

Now it wastheir turn to watch Cole laugh. Although hislaughter seemed to be directed at an insde joke
that was on him rather then anything they had said.

"Aunt Pesty, would her given name happen to be Ginger?"

"Yes” Heheard intriplicate.

"Do you happen to know where sheisright now?"'

They looked at each other. When dl three looked back at him, they were shaking their heads no.

"Around thefirst of April she started acting strange. One minute she would be nervous, the next flushed
and excited. Every time we asked if something was wrong she would babble out some nonsense about
the sde affects of menopause. Out of the blue, she booked hersdlf into atwo-week meditative retreat
claiming it would help her hot flashes. We never could pin her down on where the retreat was,” Ginger
sad.



"Did Martin leave before or after Pesty?”'
"He drove her to the airport, so it had to be after,” Ginger replied.
"Did hedrive her to the airport or did they take a shuttle service?"

"I don't know. | had an appointment away from the house that morning, so | wasn't here when they I €ft.
But cometo think of it, | don't remember seeing him after Aunt Pesty left. Why?'

Heweighed hisoptions. If he told the whole story on how helanded up on Ginger's doorstep, he was
ligble to have three very pissed off ladies. Y et, he didn't doubt for a minute that the truth would eventually
be revesled.

"Before | begin, you haveto promiseto hear dl | have to say before you jump to conclusons or get
angry. If al three of you don't agreeto thet, | will keep my suspicionsto mysdf.”

Cinnamon and Ginger looked annoyed.
Rosemary pounced. “ Are you blackmailing us?'

"If that iswhat it takesto preserve my hide until this complicated messisfully unraveled then, yes, | guess
I'm blackmailing you."

"Y ou have aded, but so help me you had better talk fagt.”

He went over what had happened from the minute he landed in New Y ork to the moment he came face
to face with the rattlesnake.

"That same day | talked to Martin. He gave high praise to and | quote hiswords, the young, beautiful,
smart, talented, woman named Ginger, who lived across the street from him. He not only said when he
got back from histrip they would be visiting the ranch, Martin aso said he had proposed, but Ginger
hadn't given him an answer."

"Hdlsbdls, | knew they were spending time together, but | never saw it coming,” Ginger said.
"Why those snegky littlerats,” Rosemary murmured.

"I think it's swest, but why keep it a secret?’ was Cinnamon's more sentimental response.
Ginger started to reply, “I wonder..."

Rosemary cut her off. “Thereis moreto this story so spit it out, cowboy."

"Did you ever think about becoming a prosecuting attorney?’ He chuckled at her glare.

"Uncle Martin inherited fifty percent of the ranch. Since he never worked the ranch except on layovers
between photo shoots, herefused dl clamsto the profits. After college, Cody started dowly buying
Martin out. Martin sill ownstwenty percent.”

He paused to sdlect hiswords carefully. “If Martin were to marry ayoung woman, who was interested in
his portfolio rather than him, the ranch would be a valuable asset in a divorce or a death when it cameto
asdttlement.”

Rosemary smiled demurdly. She knew her Ssters were getting the gist of where thiswas going, but she
wasn't about to let him off the hook. “Y ou're doing just fine, cowboy. Now tell ustherest.”



"Cody had arun in once with awomen who saw the ranch as away to make hersalf wealthy. | know
that's no excuse, but he was convinced Uncle Martin was making the same mistake. For some reason
that | still haven't figured out, my father decided to agree with Cody's idea that someone needed to check
out the Situation. | was elected as the someone.”

Cinnamon interrupted. “Let'stry to untangle thismuch of the story firdt. Let's presumethat Aunt Pesty
created agpell that would be unleashed April first. The date would certainly apped to her sense of
humor.

"Thefirst phase has your cam, orderly existence being totally disrupted. She meant for that to happen to
get you thinking about something other than work, then as usually happens with her spells, thingsgot a
little out of hand.

She would never purposay harm anyone, so | have to believe the rattlesnake was just achance
encounter.

"Martin knows your brother's history. | would aso bet your mother haslet her thoughts on wanting to see
both her boys happily married known.”

Colée's solemn nod gave astamp of approva on that thought.

"Let'sassume your father's actions are part of the spell, sncethey are out of character. Okay, go on with
the story."

"| was offered the use of the house and told to pick up the key from Ginger. Not having the full story lead
usto believe that she was not going with him. | arrived the day he left and instead of getting akey from
Ginger, used the key he had given my folksin case of an emergency. | had thefirst dream the night |
arived.”

Helooked straight at Ginger as he continued. “ The morning after | arrived, | went for awalk. About half
way around the golf course, | had the pleasure of watching this sexy lady jog past me. Imagine my
surprise when | saw the same sexy lady standing outside a door with a plague that read: Ginger Prescott,
Hypnothergpist and Life Counsdor.

"Don't get mewrong, Martin is great, but somehow | just couldn't see my uncle and the hot chick
together. | decided right then and there to get to the bottom of what was going on. | watched the front of
the house for two days. Then Cody cadled in apanic. Mom was humming that wedding march music and
had commented on el oping being romarntic.

"Obvioudy, | was not meant to be a detective. Since Ginger was here, | wasn't the least bit concerned.
Anyway, | decided to come over, introduce myself and see what happened next. When you mistook me
for someone dse, | played dong without ever thinking about where the game would lead. Y ou now
know the rest of the story."”

Hefdt aflood of rdief when Ginger didn't storm out of the room.

"I wondered how you knew what cars we drove. That has been bugging mefor days. What's funny isthe
only person that cals Aunt Pesty, Ginger, isMartin. Even if you had asked questions around the
neighborhood everyone would have thought you were talking about me.”

"Rosemary, are Aunt Pesty and Martin together on acruise liner right now?’ Cinnamon asked.
"l got a99.9 percent possibility. I'd certainly bet on it with those odds.”



"Well that obvioudy makes Martin part of this scheme. There are afew years differencein their age, but
it sounds to melike he was ddliberately using Cody's experience to their advantage when he emphasi zed
the‘young' Ginger,” Cinnamon said.

"It dso meansthat Mom and Dad know what's going on. Do you think they approve? Can't do anything
about it? Or isit possble they are part of it?’ Ginger asked.

"The folks know what is happening. Mom was an active accomplice, but Dad definitely wasn't at the
beginning. Dad can't stop what has been put into motion so heiswatching over everything,” Rosemary
answered.

Rosemary stood and went into the kitchen. “1'm starving. What's in the house to eat?"
Cinnamon joined Rosemary as Cole walked outside with Ginger close behind him.

Sitting in achair overlooking the pond, he was pleasantly surprised when she sat in hislap. He studied
her face. “Y ou aren't mad at me?"

"For what? Spying on me? Thinking | was agold-digging hussy? Caring enough for your uncleto try to
protect him and your parents' ranch? Caling me a sexy nymph? Not telling methat | was mistaking you
for someone else when you came to the office? Driving me crazy with your kisses or both of usbeing
manipulated by my aunt and your uncle?’

"Good recal, but you forgot the dreams.”

"No, | havent, the dreams are fate. No one can manipulate them. | believe Cinnamon is right about Aunt
Pesty being behind alot of this, but no matter what else she has done | refuse to believe she can control
the dreams™”

"Sill, you aren't mad.”

She kissed him. If they had been done the kisswould have led to awhole lot more. Asit was, they were
both breathless when it ended.

"How can | bemad if that isthe result of Aunt Pesty giving fate apush forward? | love you. Nothing is
going to changethat. Lord knows, | haven't dways agreed with her. Thistime however, | amwilling to
give her the benefit of the doubt, at least until she comes home and we can confront her.”

During amed of tomato soup and grilled cheese sandwiches, Cinnamon brought up the dreams. “In the
first few dreams, the beginning aways started with Ginger being stalked. If we assumeit wasyou
watching her, that would explain why the dreams started shifting after you two met. From there, the
dreams had the fear lingering in the background as the two of you got acquainted and recognized each
other in the dreams aswell asin the present. Correct?

"That sounds about right,” Ginger said.
Cole nodded in agreement.

"That brings usto the present. Thanksto some quick thinking on Gin's part we have firsthand knowledge
of what Brooksis planning. Now all we need to do isfigure out how to stop him and his partners.”

"Rose, what are the odds that if Aunt Pesty had not interfered, this Situation would have happened?’
Ginger asked.



The answer wasingtantaneous. “None, which means her interference changed the timetable of something
that has to do with the Brooks."

"What are the odds of finding out what that something was?’ Cole asked.
"Fifty, fifty at this point. Whatever changed has put the entire family in danger of being exposed.”

"Who knows, with this happening maybe we will get lucky and Aunt Pesty will stop meddling with the
future,” Cinnamon said.

"Cinn, get redidtic. That'safool's bet. She will never stop meddling.”

"If push comes to shove we might have to get her to try amemory loss spell. Rose, would that work?”
Ginger asked.

"Ninety percent. Too many people involved and she would need the names of al the players. That will
never happen. Still asalast ditch option it might help narrow the field of trouble makers.”

The soft playing of “Tak To M€’ interrupted them.



Chapter 31
The name on the caler ID had Cole holding up his hand for silence.

"Hi, Robinson ... | left amessage for you at your office earlier today. Haven't heard from you in awhile.
How are Betty Jo and Robert? Glad to hear it."

Cole made grunting noises as he listened, nodded his head and looked angrier by the minute.
"Y eah, people are crazy. Y ou know, this cdl phoneisdying. Why don't I call you back later? Gotcha."

Without aword, he walked to thewall phone and punched in the number on the cell phonescaler ID.
When the phone began to ring, he hit the intercom button.

"Robinson, | have you on a spesker. There are three people in the room involved in what is going on.
Would you please start from the beginning?’ Cole asked.

"About an hour ago, | received acall from Trent Brooks, Los Angeles, Cdifornia. Claimed to beabig
shot newsman before offering amillion dollarsif | could find out the name of afemae medium associated
with aDoctor Cole Y oung. When pressed on why the information was so vauable, he told me that
information was on aneed to know basisand | didn't need to know.

"Checking my office voice mail | got your message. Checked some sources and found out Brooks has an
over-inflated ego. Found out afew others thingstoo. Don't want to call attention to any unexpected trip,
s0 I've put out word that Betty Jo and | are making avisit to our son in Omaha. We make the trip several
timesayear, 0 if wejust happen to stop along the way in Kansas no one will be thewiser? Have a
problem with that?'

"No problem at al. No need to get aroom. There's plenty of space a my uncle's house. Before you hang
up, I'd appreciateit if you'd introduce yourself, we seemed to have overlooked that and | have three
ladieslooking a melike | have gone plumloco.”

"Agent Terry Robinson, ladies. Nice to make your acquaintances. | ook forward to meeting you
tomorrow."

With that the phone went dead.

Dryly, Rosemary muttered, “Y ou have red interesting friends Cole. FBI? Suppose they want to dig a
little deeper than the surface?'

"Trudt, Rose. | might not have been able to save Hannaslife, but their son had the same hereditary heart
condition. By the time Robert needed surgery | had developed atool that was able to help with the tricky
procedure. Two years ago | preformed the surgery.”

By show time, they were giddy with anticipation.

Samantha sat in achair scanning notes as the camera dowly zoomed in for aheadshot. When she looked
at the camera her facelost its controlled expression of professiona indifference. She stood up and before
an audience of millions she sang and danced her way through, “I'm alittle tegpot short and stout, tip me
over and pour meout,” before the cameraman cut to acommercial.



"Oh my, that was better than | had dared to hope,” Ginger said in awe.
"Did you see the skirt ride up her asswhen shetipped over? It was priceless,” Rosemary said.
"Shhhhh, They're back on theair,” Cinnamon said.

Flushed with anger, Samantha flashed a defiant smile towards the camera. She was through the first verse
before the station went black. Thirty seconds later, the cameraman cut to another commerciad as soon as
she started to stand.

When the news resumed, the co-anchorman failed miserably as he tried to create some form of
professondism until the next commercid bresk.

Ginger answered the ringing phone. “Hello. Yes, thisis Ginger Prescott.” She pressed the intercom
button at the same time Cole started the tape recorder.

"Samantha Jones, why what a pleasant surprise. How yadoing, Sugar?'

The faceless voice vibrated with anger. “ A few minutes ago, | started singing and dancing on the air.
Would you know anything about that?"

"Why, Sugar, that'sjust great. Y ou got yourself anew job. Y ou said you were a great actress, guess
Hollywood findly figured that out.”

"I was not acting. This happened during my nightly news broadcast. What did you do to mewhen | was
hypnotized?'

"Whatdalya mean, Sugar? Y ou said on the questionnaire that you were an actress. Why, Sugar, | do
believe your exact wordswere, | star in artistically intellectua roles. Was a news program what you
meant when you used those fancy words?‘ Cause if so, Sugar, that's redly great. Guess| met an actress
today after dl.”

"Don't pull that dumb hick shit with me. Tell mewhat you did, or I'll make your lifealiving hel.”

"Why | declare! There's no sensein getting nasty, Sugar. Besides, you know you weren't hypnotized.
Why, | felt so bad about that | didn't even charge you for my time."

The phone was dammed down.

"Why, Sugar, | do believe you pissed her off,” drawled Rosemary.



Chapter 32
Three adults and two spirits stood on her doorstep.

An atractive, tiny woman with soft golden brown eyes and light brown hair worn in acasua chinlength
bob held the hand of aman built like asolid block of well defined muscles. His short hair was ebony
black, skin dusty brown, eyesrich dark chocolate. A firm set mouth and unsmiling eyes said, “Messwith
me, you'l be sorry."

The third adult, mae, would never be cdled conventionaly handsome. Instead, his features compdlled
you to take a second and then athird look. His rich auburn hair needed agood trim; his eyes were either
sted gray or agray blue. Ginger watched them change color twice in amatter of seconds. Hisfeatures
were sharp angles, stubborn square chin, cheekbones awoman would kill for, straight nose, and amouth
that was worth watching for the smiles that wouldn't come often. She didn't doubt he could match Colein
sheer strength, but his six-foot frame was leaner, more compact, finely tuned for combat rather then hard
labor.

Asthe men appraised Ginger, the woman spoke. “Hi, I'm Betty Jo Robinson. We saw the plague on
your office door. Were looking for Cole Y oung. When he didn't answer the door across the street we
thought we would try here next."

There was nothing not to like about the open friendly woman. Her charm put some of Ginger's doubtsto
rest. “Good guess, please comein. We weren't expecting you thisearly.”

"Good tail wind gave us an extrapush,” Betty Jo said.
"Push or shove? Thefirg flight from San Antonio isn't duein for another two hours.”

Stdling any forthcoming answer, Ginger continued. “Cole and my sisters are out back; head towards the
open doors. I'm sure they will want to hear this, too."

Following in the Robinson's wake, she watched them takein every detail asthey waked towardsthe
French doors. Sensing the keen awareness of the man behind her, she wished he could see the dark curly
haired spirit hovering besde him.

Warm hugs and manly daps on the back told a story of solid friendships as greetings and introductions
were made.

When the genera surprise at meeting identical triplets subsided, Terry turned to the quiet man standing
with hisarms crossed againgt his chest. Not having ventured into the melee, he stood just outside the
French doors. “Thisis Agent Jack Cutter. To answer how we got here so quickly, Jack and | are pilots.
Last year, we bought asmall jet confiscated from a drug ring working the Texas, Mexico border. Since
it's privately owned, we can easily deviate from our filed flight plan.

"Hope you don't mind my having Cuitter join us. When Brooks wasin Texas, he got involved in afew
thingsthat came to the department's attention. Cutter works the cases when he gets a new lead. Without
knowing exactly what was going on, | thought it would be smart to have him listen to your story.”

"No problem. | trust your judgment,” Cole said.

"Why don't we go back insde? Looks like that tail wind pushed more than your plane. Those clouds are
getting pretty dark,” Ginger said.



Sattling in the living room, Cole started the story with hisinitial hypnoss sesson. Excluding the
supernatura higtory of the family, thetrip to Disneyland and the blossoming relationship, the story
unfolded clear through Samanthasvist.

Ginger finished by going over the basic facts of what she was cagpable of doing. If the men thought there
was more behind the story they didn't voice their opinions.

Because of the situation and friendship, Terry was far more generous than normal with information.
“Brooks has areputation for destroying peoples careersand lives. According to afew sources, he has
fabricated whole stories and enhanced others when it would expedite promoting himsalf. Asyou know he
married money. Thewifeésfamily aso has consderable power within the mediafield. Without that
backing, the tationswouldn't put up with hisactions.”

"How much danger is Ginger in?" Rosemary asked.

Jack spokefor thefirst time. “ All three of you are in danger. With threeidentical peasin apod, don't
think they would take the timeto palitely ask for names before abducting any one of you. Truth is, they
probably won't dig deep enough to find out Ginger isatriplet if they postively identify her.”

Raking fingersthrough hishair, Cole sllently cursed a blue stresk for putting them in this Stuation. * Guess
thiswould be agood time for you to listen to the tape of what was said when the Jones woman was here
yesterday."

* * % %

"I'm impressed. Y ou think fast under pressure. | can't think of much more | would have asked,” Terry
sad.

"From now on, al calswill be recorded. We passed the security patrol by the park. How often do they
drive down the street?’ Jack asked.

"They drive down every street and aley once an hour, around the clock. Dad backed afriend to Start the
business. His son runsit now. If you want something changed helll be happy to help.”

Jack’s suspicious nature went into overdrive. “Why would your dad do that?'

"He built the community; aneighborhood where kids could safely walk the strestswas amajor issue with
him."

Terry and Jack shared aglance. Instead of pressing the issue, Terry changed the subject. “How many
people know about your talents?!

She started to answer then hesitated. “1 don't know. A list of grief management clientsisin the computer.
Even with the recent positive publicity, most people are reluctant to admit they ever visited amedium. |
seldom get more then two cdlsamonth.”

"Mindif | go over your files?” Jack asked.

"No. | don't see aproblem with that. Other than names and addresses, | don't keep notes on those
LSS oNs.”

"We taped the news broadcast. It's ready to play,” Cole said.

Before they could watch, the phone rang. Terry nodded to Ginger as he put the call on the speaker and
started the tape recorder.



"Hdlo."
"Ginger, thisisBilly. Mom'sletting me cal early. Isthat okay?’ In hisexcitement he was shouting.

Cole hadn't mentioned the arrangement with Billy. Looking at Terry, shewaited until he nodded approva
before responding. “ Billy, thisis perfect. Did you have anice week?'

"Yeah, it wasredly cool. Dad and | took the sailboat out. He even let me steer. | had usracing across
the water faster than thewind. | got aB+ on my math test an’ | hit ahomerun today. That'swhat | want
totell Grandpa.'

"I'm sure heis going to want to hear al about that."

"Ginger, do you know why avolcano erupts?’

"No. Why does avolcano erupt?’

"'Causeit hasthe hiccups.”

She chuckled.

"That'sagood one. Y our Grandpa has one for you. How do you repair an Orchestra?”
"I don't know how do you repair an orchestra?”

"With aband-aid."

"Hey that'sa cool one. HE'sredly there? Can he hear me?”

Looking at the rapt attention and curiosity on their guest's faces, she smiled as she thought: lights,
camera, action, let the show begin. “Yes, Billy he can hear you. | have you on the spegker. Talk to him
directly. I will repeat hisanswersjust like we did the other night.”

"Cool. Mom did the same thing here. Everyone's sitting around the kitchen table listening.
How ironic that the same scenario held truein her dining room.

"Grandpa, guesswhat, | held the baseball bat just like you taught me an’ | remembered not to close my

eyesjust before | swung. It was so cool. Everyone said they heard the bat and ball go smack when they
collided. That ball went sailing so high it went flying over the fencelikeabig ol’ seagull. It was so codl |

almost forgot to run. We had two other guys on base so we scored three runs. Know what else? It was
thelast inning. We won by one run * cause of my homerun. | wish you could have seen it.”

"He and your grandmawere there. Y ou did agreet job hitting the ball and they are both redly proud of
you. He wantsto know if you wore aholein the seat of your pants? He says, ‘Wasit necessary to dide
into every base or wasthat just to impressthe little redhead sitting in the stands cheering you on?”

In his excitement, Billy's voice rose by two octaves. “He wasthere, hereally did seeit. Wow, Mom,
Dad did ya hear that? Did ya?'

For another hour the conversation went back and forth, eventudly including the entire family and dl the
spiritswho had visited in Settle.

"What did Mary eat for dinner?” Bobby asked.



"l don't know; what did Mary egt for dinner?” Ginger said.

"Mary had alittlelamb.” Billy was dtill laughing at his own joke as he said goodnight.
"Glen, don't hang up. But please take the phone off the speaker.”

"Cole, iseverything dl right?*

"Yes, everything'sfine. Listen, I'm redly sorry Brooks came down on you guys. He'strying to dig up
some more information so be careful. Asan incentive, he's offering avery large sum of money to anyone
willingtotdl him Gin'sname."

"Don't worry about thisend. What Ginger has given us can never be bought. If we hear anything, you will
get acdl immediatdy."

The minute the phone was disconnected, Betty Jo said, “How did you do that? I've watched the
mediumson TV. They don't even come close to what you just accomplished.”

Theawein her voicewas clear.

Ginger shrugged, but did not stop drawing as she continualy glanced a a spot by the chaise lounge. “I
don't know how | do it. It just happens. | was twelve when | started seeing spirits. No head injury. No
trauma. No mgjor illness.”

"Either of you see spirits?’ Terry asked.
"No, just Gin. Wefigure one medium in the family isenough,” Rosemary said.

Jack's eyes narrowed in speculation. He was willing to bet hislast dollar there was more to the story
when it cameto Cinnamon and Rosemary. “What were you seeing when Billy's grandfather was talking?”

"Him or more precisely, atransparent version of hisearthly self. When he appears, he arrives very
suddenly. He hasasolid form; his energy does not waver asif itiswesk."

Ripping two pages off the sketchpad, she turned them around as she laid them on thetable. “These are
the two spirits still with us. They arrived at the sametimeyou did.”

One picturewas of afemde. In her late forties, her shoulder length hair was amass of natural curls. With
eyes sparkling with mischief, adeep dimple accented her |eft cheek. In the corner of the paper wasthe
nameMaria

Jack couldn't hide the sound of hisindrawn breath. “My mother. That's just what she looked like before
shegot sick.” Nodding towards the pictures, he said, “May 17"

"It'syours,” Ginger said as she gave him areassuring smile.

The other drawing showed ayoung girl, favoring her father in looks. Hannawas about thirteen. Her face
was round, lips plump. Dark eyeswere heavily fringed with dark lashes. Her hair hung straight and thick
from aponytail on the side of her head. A dightly tipped up nose came from her mother. Betty Jo gently
picked up the sketch astears spilled over her lashes. Hugging Betty Jo, Terry won his persona battle to

stay composed.

Giving them timeto collect their emotions, Ginger addressed Jack. “ By the way, your mother saysyou
didn't losedl thefamily pictures or the ring. They are in the bottom of the trunk you gave your Aunt Ruth
for safe kegping.”



"How did she know | thought they werelogt?'

"Spirits. Just like Billy's grandfather, she watches over you. She saysyou might be asuper smart agent,
but you are down right lousy at recognizing her little tricks to make you smile."

"Y ou're making that up.”

"Redlly? Then explain why the |lamp beside your recliner turnsitsalf on and off. Mariasays, don't try
cdamingitsafaulty lamp. Youvereplaced it twice. She'sdso taking credit for moving alittle metal car
on your nightstand.”

"I ... Okay, hell."

" She's been patiently waiting for me to share that bit of information. Now she's clapping her hands
together as she laughs at your sneering...”

"l an not...” He watched triple images flash before him as three brows lifted, three sets of arms crossed
and three sets of emerald green eyes stared him down. Groaning, he revised what he had started to say.
“Cole, | admire your courage. When these three unite, you don't stland afighting chancein hdll of
winning.” With that, he presented them with a pricdless amile.

* * * %

Dinner was an easy affair. Potato salad, a platter of fresh vegetables, homemade baked beans and bread
had all been prepared earlier in the day. Now dl the women had to do was set the table and pull the food
out of the refrigerator.

The men, huddled under umbrellas asrain battered the ground, impressed them with their culinary skills
by not burning the hamburgers on the grill.

"How often do you have spirits appear unannounced?’ Betty Jo asked.

Not wanting to lie, but not willing to revea more than necessary, Ginger picked her words carefully. “Not
very. At times an over eager relative will pop in before the client arrives, usually when that happensitisa
child."

"How many earthbound ghosts do you encounter?” Betty Jo asked as she chewed off what was left of
her lipstick.

Coleleaned back in his chair and grinned as he watched a sparkle of mischief light up Ginger's eyes.

"It would beimpossible to keep count. They hover everywhere. The worst places, of course, are the
graveyards. Spiritslove to communicate with other spirits. During the New Moon, when it is pitch black,
they like to have parties on the cemetery lawns. They don't purposely scare humans, but they don't
gppreciate having earthly vistorsinterrupting their dances.”

Betty Jo shuddered.

"Abandoned buildings and old battle fields are also favorite spots for them to congregate. Then there are
the haunted houses. The best timefor meto run into ghostsis during afull moon, why you wouldn't
bdieve.."

"Ginger.” The dow warning drawl stopped her cold.

"That was downright scary. Except for the Texas drawl, you sounded just like Mom shutting Dad down



samply by saying: ‘Herb,” Rosemary said.

"Spoil sport.”
Colejust shook his head and chuckled.

"Okay asdull asthetruth is, here goes. Earthbound ghosts are few and far between. When souls leave
their body, they might hover to make sure loved onesare dl right, but once the funera isover they never
stay. Like Bobby's grandparents, spirits keep watch over family and friends and try to reach out with
mora support when needed. | have only seen ahandful of angry earthbound ghosts. With alittle helping
hand they quickly left.”

"What do you consider alittle helping hand?” Jack asked.

Hells bells, she certainly didn't want to admit she had run out of one house and one office building
frantically yelling for her parents’ help. Trying for casud, she shrugged both shoulders. “ There were
other spiritsin the area. They were able to communicate with the ghosts. By demonstrating how they
could disappear and resppear the ghosts were willing to pass through the vell to the other side.”

Jack nodded his head in acceptance, but his eyes now reminded Ginger of chips of frozen blue glaciers.
Therewas far more to him than met the eye. Hewasn't denying or buying.



Chapter 33

"If Terry agrees, | would really liketo try being hypnotized so we can visit with Hannatogether.”
Terry narrowed his eyes but made no comment.

"That sounds good. When would you like to start?"

"Before | talk myself out of it. If it'snot too late, right now! If it workswe could do it again at adifferent
time with Robert present.”

Ginger wastired, but she was not willing to disappoint Betty Jo. “ Sure, why don't we do the sessionin
theliving room?'

Not wanting to intrude on the privacy of the sesson and knowing how boring hypnosis sessonswere for
those not participating, Cinnamon and Rosemary said their goodnights before going upstairsto their
childhood bedrooms where they had agreed to spend their nights until everything was back to normal.

Neither Jack nor Cole offered to leave the room.
Terry and Betty Jo snuggled together on the couch.

"I've been thinking about where to have us meet since you explained how the session worked with Billy's
family. Hannaloved visiting Padre Idand so | think that would be a perfect spot. What do you think,

Tery?'
"Humph,” was the noncommitta, skeptica answer.

Trained to be the ever dert, watchful, on duty agent, it took anod from Jack before Terry allowed
himsdf the luxury of totaly rdaxing.

"Asyou close your eyes, you will seealine of soft white sand dunes gently doping down, deep, deep
down asthey disgppear into the gentle lapping water of the Gulf. Above you agolden full moonis
dipping down towards the horizon. As the moon dips down, you will go deeper, deeper down. Slipping,
down, the moon is dipping beneath the horizon as you go deeper, deeper down..."

Satisfied that they were hypnotized, Ginger concentrated on sketching.
Cole monitored Terry and Betty Jo.

Jack monitored Cole and Ginger.

Over an hour later, Terry indicated they were ready to return to redlity.

Mindful that it was gpproaching bedtime and every hour of hypnosis was equd to three hours of restful
deep, Ginger modified the awakening. “Coming back into the present, you will remember dl you need to
remember. Fully aert, completely relaxed, when you decide to go to bed you will be able to deep deeply
and restfully through the night.”

As Terry sat forward with forearms braced on histhighs, his stiff lipped silence wasin tota contrast to
the cheerful enthusiasm of Betty Jo.

"By thetime Terry appeared, Hannaand | were settling down on the sand. We could see him popping in



and out. Does that make sense?"

"Our souls are made of energy. Y ou were seeing the essence of hisenergy as hetried to fight the
hypnosis. Yes, it makes sense.”

Grinning and nodding, she accepted the explanation. Patting Terry on the arm, she continued. “Wdll, he
findly gavein and joined us. We talked about everything under the sun. She told ushow happy sheis. As
much asthat makes me happy, it dso makes mealittle sad. Sorry, guess that soundsweird or sdfish or
both."

"No, not weird or sdfish. | had the same experience,” Cole offered.

Hugging Terry'sarm, she continued. “Of course, Terry had an agenda. My lord, | don't know how many
times he asked about the future. Weld talk for awhile then held try dipping in the same questions, just
worded alittle differently. She kept laughing a him and, saying, ‘good try, Dad,” then once again say she
couldnt tell. It became agame between them."

"Y ou know it wasn't agame. With what Jones said on the tape about using amedium to find out about
thefuture, | had to determine the truth. | didn't figure Hannawould lieto us, but | had to know for sure,”
Terry said.

When he felt Betty Jo's body stiffen, he patted her hand. “Don't get al upset. | know this sesson was
personal, but Hanna understood that the questions were important. She aways was one step ahead of
me"

Looking at Cole, he asked, “Y ou said there were five families. Who are the other two and have they
contacted you?'

"Rodriguez left amessage earlier today. Hesa cardiologist in Houston. | went through school and
residency with him. | decided not to return the call until after you arrived. | haven't heard anything from
the Jacksons. They are both teachers, dso living in the Houston area.”

Terry nodded. “ Give Cuitter their full names and addresses. Helll run acheck. Could mean they need
money and arewaiting for you to cal them likeinstructed.”

"What about Rodriquez?"

Glancing at hiswatch, Terry replied. “It'stoo late to cal tonight. Y ou can cdl first thing in the morning to
seewhat he hasto say.”

Ginger stifled ayawn. “Why didn't you list the possibility that the Jacksons haven't been contacted?"

"Logic.” With dl eyeson Jack, he continued. “ Brooks would have the names of al the familiesat once.
Why wait to seeif one person isgoing to help before involving the next one on the list. With the Jacksons
being teachers, it isn't likely that they are on vacation thistime of year."

"It isbedtimefor you.” Pulling Ginger to her feet, Coletilted her face up as he sudied her face.
"But | want to know what you are planning to do next."

"Tomorrow. Your eyes are dull and you've got dark circles under them and don't try denying you have
the start of aheadache. Y ou've been massaging your temples off and on for the last half hour.”

"Areyou dwaysthis bossy?"



"Only the doctor half. Unless you want the cowboy haf to put you over my shoulder like asack of horse
feed and carry you up the stairs, | would suggest you say your goodnights.” He successfully fought the
grin that threatened to dissolve his stern expression when she pouted.

Giving him afleeting kissthat tingled clear to histoes, she whispered, “Goodnight, cowboy."

Shewatched Betty Jo stand and repeat the fleeting kisswith her husband. “I'll go up with you. Let the
men hash out the details and lock up.”

Terry got right to the point after he was certain Ginger was out of hearing range. “Isthere moreto the
gory then what Ginger revedled?'

"No, you experienced the whole shooting match.” Cole didn't feel amoment's remorse about not
reveding her parents’ friendly visits or the fact that he, Cinnamon and Rosemary had aso had the
pleasure of vigting with them.

"After talking to Hanna, I'm satisfied that no one could use Ginger to get information about the future.
However, one thing Hanna said caught my attention. She was talking about Robert and histhree
roommeates. She knew quite abit about al four of them, including where they hide their valuables. Seems
thereisatheft problem in the dorm Robert has neglected to tell me about.”

"l washot good at | Spy, so give me abreak and spit it out. | have no ideawhere you're going with this.”
"l spy? That'sakid'sgame, isn't it?’ Jack asked.

He half laughed as heraked hisfingersthrough hishair. “Forget | mentioned it. It's not important right

"Has Ginger ever tried to cal aspirit that was not connected to aclient?'

"She doesn't call them. They visit because they want to talk to the person with her. | never gaveit a
thought, nor has she ever mentioned it. | would say, no. Why?’ He rationdized the haf-truth with the
thought that when she caled her parents they were connected to her.

"Itisfar fetched. Possbly impossble. The only other sinister use of Ginger's abilitiesthat | can seewould
be cdling on spiritsto get them to revea information from the past. Something that has aready happened
or iscurrently happening, like where my son and his buddies are hiding their money.”

"Sorry, I'm gill not following.”

"Don't fedl bad about not following. If you had, 1'd be worried about your motives. Think greed, control,
power, blackmail. It could be a spouse needing more information for abig settlement in adivorce. A
bus nessman needing information to screw his partner. A politician wanting to know the skeletonsin the
closet of hisopponent. A password to computer programs holding a corporation's confidential
information. How to bypass security to banks, museums, and jewdry stores, thelist isendless. I'm
thinking if someone was able to force Ginger to cal on spirits, a person could contract out. Anyone
willing to pay the going rate gets the requested information within acertain period of time,” Terry said.

"Y ou mean connect with a spirit that had access to the information needed.”
"Exadly.”
"Shit,” Cole muttered. “ Anyone besides me need adrink?'



Whilefixing three scotch on the rocks, Cole realized that he owed the old grandmamma an gpology. It
wasn't her descendants she was afraid would use their gifts unwisdly. It was mankind. If aman had
knowledge of the gift and was able to disguise histrue purpose long enough to pass himsdlf off as
‘Adam, the second fail safe would destroy the gift as she gave hersdf to aman not worthy of her love.
Even over three hundred years ago, the cunning old lady had shown a shrewd awareness of human
nature.

"What now?’ Cole asked after each had appreciated the soothing taste of the scotch.

"Y ou know the saying, let deegping dogslie? Personaly, that sounds good to me. In this case, what we
don't know can't hurt Ginger. In testing the theory, we could unintentionaly create knowledge that could
get into the wrong hands. After today, I'll never think about just what side of heaven those hands could
bein, in quitethe sameway,” Terry said.

"What we need to do isfind away to discredit Brooks and Alder before they gain any more ammunition.
If we can diminate them, | don't think the Joneswoman will be athreet after the ‘I'm alittle tegpot’
fiasco. With what she said under hypnosis, she has perfected her own method of blackmail that has
served her well over the years. When the dust settles, shelll go back to using her old bag of tricks,” Jack
sad.

* * % %

"How long before you make it legd for the cowboy to throw her over his shoulder and carry her off to
bed?’ Jack asked as he and Cole walked across the street to his uncle's house.

"If I have my way, the day after thismessiscleared up.”

"Humph. Thought you might say something likethat! Cinnamon, is she seeing anyone?'
"Not that I'm aware of "

"Mindif | ask her out?'

"What makes you think you need my permisson?”

"Despite my mother's earlier comments, I'm no fool nor am | blind. | saw the way Cinnamon and
Rosemary treated you with the respect of abeloved big brother. | need your permission dl right or shélll
be turning me down flat."

There wasn't much to think about. He'd been impressed by the respect Jack and Terry had for each
other aswell asthe way Betty Jo affectionately treated Jack like ayounger brother. Hewas quit,
watchful, and careful to hide histhoughts and knowledge. In thisfamily, those were highly commendable
traitsto possess. After theinitial shock, he hadn't acted like Ginger's abilities impressed or scared him,
athough he aso hadn't asked to be hypnotized. Then again he didn't know about the rest of the family.
For that matter, except for seeing auras, he till didn't know if Cinnamon had any other talents.

"l won't tand in your way."

Jack nodded histhanks. “ See you in the morning,” he said as he headed towards the bedroom Cole had
shown him earlier inthe day.

"Ginand | jog at sunriseif you'reinterested,” Coleydled just before closing his own bedroom door.



Chapter 34

Ginger clung to him, as they stood spotlighted within a dreary thin mist of yellow fog. Just beyond
the circle of light, the unseen stalkers silently watched and waited. Now that they had the two in
sight, they allowed them to squirm as they methodically prepared the next attack.

Just as Cole decided to demand a confrontation, the stalkers retreated. However, they did not
fully disappear. That would be too lucky. The reprieve bought them time. Time, which might grant
them enough space, to gather strength and power that would protect the group as a whole.

Asthe dream faded, herolled onto his back. His deep-drugged mind tried figuring out the latest warning.

As Dum-Dum jumped on the bed and pushed her cold nose againgt his cheek, Cole ran his hand down
her back. Within minutes, her purring lulled them both to deep.

In the morning, he could remember nothing about the dream except the feding of being surrounded by
watchful eyes.

* k% k %

After the back-to-back sesson with Billy and the Robinsons, Ginger fdl into adeep dreamless deep. It
was only after someone's prowling footsteps awakened her that restless dumber carried her into the
dream.

The vulnerability of nakedness was the first sensation she felt—not physical nakedness. Emotional
nakedness.

She could feel the pulsating negative energy of stalkers hovering just outside the small pool of
light illuminating their precarious position.

In the far distance, she sensed a faint heartbeat of positive energy. Something or someone was
telling her there were souls ready to help, able to help, willing to help. On which side of the vell
they existed, she did not question. She prayed they would not be too late.

Her inner clock woke her up. Ginger lay perfectly till as shetried to remember the dream. Like wispy
fingers of fog, the details teased her conscious. A thought here, amemory there, nothing jelled, made
sense or triggered more than the e usive, fleeting feding that help was being offered.

* * % %
Opening her bedroom door, Ginger was surprised to come face to face with Cinnamon.

Eyeing the dark green jogging shorts and lime green t-shirt showing off an inch of toned midriff, Ginger
looked at her questioningly.

"Don't look at me likethat. | do jog, you know!” she whispered in a hiss asthey made their way
downdairs.

"Did | say so much asoneword? | would never boorishly remark on the fact that | have never seen you
willingly up thisearly in the morning, much lessdressed to jog in a* hey boys, look at me' t-shirt. Nor
would | be so coarse asto wonder aloud if this has anything to do with the interested glances you kept
giving one Agent Jack Cutter. And it would be totally vulgar of me to mention you actudly put mascara

and lip-glossonto go jogging.”



Her mouth curved with mirth. “ And here | thought | was being subtle.”
"Only to ablind man, and with those sharp gray blue eyes| don't think Jack misses much.”

By the time they reached the sdewalk, both men were trotting across the street in long easy strides. Cole
in blue and white, and Jack in green and white, were wearing amost identical running gear. Practicd,
boxer style running shorts with coordinating muscle man t-shirts that emphasized well-toned bodies.

Without saying aword, Jack gave aflicker of anod asacurt hello.
"Morning, Gin, Honey. Morning, Gorgeous Cinn. Whereis Rosie Sunshing?'

"If we are lucky, still sound adeep. By theway, don't let her hear you call her Rosie unlessyou're
prepared to have your tongue cut out,” Ginger said in acheery response.

"Thanksfor the warning. Why don't you two set the pace? Jack and | will happily follow you lovely
ladiesanywhere.”

By the hafway mark, Jack and Cole's eyes were glassy with desire as their oxygen-deprived minds
fought the natural response of their testosterone driven anatomy. By the time they reached the marker to
head home, they were sucking in air like greenhorn joggers being pushed beyond their limits.

By the time the men parted company to take showers, Jack had finally gotten asecond wind. “Do mea
favor. Next time | agreeto participate in that type of sdf inflicted torture, just shoot me. It would hurt a
hdl of alot less™”

* * % %
Jack had commandeered Ginger's office and computer.
Terry set up the tape recorder on the kitchen bar before giving Cole permission to cal the Rodriguezes.
"Josg, thisis Cole. Sorry, | didn't return your call yesterday. What's up?”'

"l was going to ask you that same question. Mary got acal yesterday from aguy in Cdifornia. The guy
said something about needing to know the name of awoman you're associated with. He seemed to think
you would becdling us™

"Did hesay why | would be calling?'
"Nope, but he offered her amillion bucks for the name of the woman."
"Did she get a phone number?’

"Of course, I've got it herein front of me aong with the name, Brad Alder. Now tell mewhat the hell is
goingon?'

"Sorry, about the threat, Jose. Before | explain, | need to know if there was any moreto the
conversation?"

"Before or after shetoreinto him?” When provoked, Mary had alegendary temper.
"Let'stry before.”

"According to Mary, he sidestepped every one of her questions. Related him to a shady politician who
thinks he's successfully converted another chump.”



"What did he say that upset her?’

"Said if shewanted the money, shewasn't to cal you about the offer. And then made some vague
warning that strange accidents happen dl the time and how sad it was when children suddenly became
orphans.”

Coleraked hisfingersthrough hishair. “What did Mary say?"

"Y ou know Mary. When she getsredlly upset she reverts to Spanish. Seems he understood at least some
of what she was saying. She said he muttered afew choice words then hung up on her."

After reading ascribbled note from Terry, he answered, “Jose, | am redlly sorry. Until thisis settled |
can't tdl you anything. Sufficeto say, | will tdll you the story after thelady issafe.”

"Fair enough. In the meantime, I'll twist your arm with alittle blackmail .
Collectively every person in the room drew in their breeth.
"And that would be what?’ The hard edge in Col€'s voice was obvious.

"The stuation must be worse than | thought. No harm meant. | have a one-month old patient, mae, born
with the same heart condition as Peter. | want you on the team. | will beg if necessary.”

"No need to beg. When?’ The anger had dissolved as quickly asit flared.

"Hetook aturn for the worse yesterday. Needs to stabilize. Wouldn't be unhappy if he gained afew
ounces. Projected surgery date isaweek from today."

"Count mein. Keep me posted. Anything changes | can betherein afew hours and Jose, thanks, |
gppreciate the cdl.”

"No problem. Tak to you later.”
"Now what?’" Cole asked as he poured himsdlf a cup of vanillacream coffee.
Before Terry could respond, Jack walked into the kitchen and held out his empty coffee mug for arefill.

"Susan and Robert Jackson arein the middie of a divorce with nasty accusations being thrown back and
forth. Bottom line, the husband is claiming the living daughter isn't his. Another teacher isclaming
Jackson fathered the baby boy she just ddlivered. She's asking the courts for child support. DNA tests
are pending on both. Both are pointing fingers and screaming adultery. With al the lawyers' fees, one or
both of them might be tempted.”

"And they al lived happily ever after,” Rosemary muttered in disgust.

Terry chuckled at the comment. “Let's assume they were given asimilar warning about not calling you. If
they get antsy and decide to call anyway, claim ignorance. With no information it becomes adead end.”

"No problem.”

"There isn't anything we can do here right now, so Betty Jo and | are going to fly up to see Robert. Do
youmind if Jack stays here?"

"Not at dl,” Colesaid.



"Ginger, | don't think you need to be told, but don't take on any new clients,” Terry said.
"Okay. I'm free of appointments for another week."

Looking at Rosemary and Cinnamon he said, “What about you two? Any obligations that can't be taken
care of from the house or with a chaperone?’

Rosemary shrugged. “Not me. My houseplants are housebroken. Aslong as| have my laptop, I'm free
asabirdtocomeand go as| please.”

Cinnamon licked her bottom lip as she scanned her day-timer. The action had Jack'sfull attention. “Have
ashow Friday night for alocd business, about two hundred employees and spouses. That's being held at
aprivate club about ten milesfrom here. Saturday afternoon | have a private birthday party scheduled,
about a hundred guests. After that | am free for two weeks."

* * * %

Ginger found it amazing that ahouse full of people could be so quiet. After returning some phone calls,
completing phone consultations with two life-counsding clients and generdly clearing up paperwork, she
gpent the afternoon finishing the last of the paintings.

Leaving the studio, she found Jack in her office scanning the Internet.

"Y our answer service called. The woman sounded upset. She asked that you contact Mark Stephens.
Sad hiscdls are upsetting the operators. Ishe aclient?’

"No. Why?’ Something in histone said it was more than acasua question.
"Jugt curious.”

She haf chuckled as she shook her head in disbdief. “ Curious like a cat ready to pounce on a cornered
mouse ismorelikeit. From what | have heard, he's aconman opportunist. Wants meto hypnotize aman
who claimsto be awerewolf so abunch of perverts can watch him make whoopee, whilein wolf form,
with asdf proclamed witch during the next full moon.”

"Arecdlslikethat common?’ The voice dripped with disgust.

"No. Thank God! Theguy'saloca celebrity. | thought if | ignored him he would stop caling. Guess|
waswrong. I'll cal afriend a the sheriff's department and let him handleit.”

"Who'sthe friend?"

"Deputy Sheriff Rumor Phoenix. He grew up in the two story painted lady acrossthe Street.”
"If youdont mind, I'll call him."

Seeing her cdll phone by hisebow, she said, “No problem, just hit four on speed dial."

She shut the doors as she left the room.

In the living room, Cinnamon was stretched out on the couch reading the suspense novel Cole had taken
onthetrip.

Dum-Dum, curled in aball with apaw covering her eyes, was adeegp on Cinnamon's scomach.

Cole, hair sticking on end and papers scattered around the chai se lounge was concentrating on



transferring figures from a calculator to asheet of graph paper.
Neither noticed her, so Ginger continued into the kitchen to make apot of tea.

Sitting at the kitchen's bar, she found Rosemary. Having plugged her laptop into the house phoneline, she
was working on the Internet as she absently sipped mint iced teafrom atal, moisture beaded glass.

Therewas adigtinct gleam in her eyes when she glanced at Ginger. “Found you the perfect car!”
So much had happened, she had totaly forgotten the request. “What, let me see.”
"Not on the ste. It will be here day after tomorrow. Until then you'll just haveto wait."

Knowing there was no point in arguing, she started pulling the makings for dinner out of the refrigerator
aswater for tea heated.

"Finished the lagt of the pictures. Shelby asked for fifty paintings. Have forty acrylics, and eight ails.
Severd of them are oversized. Figure that should make her happy. What do you think?”

"I'm sure she will bethrilled. When we talked last week, she said Pete was getting antsy to get started on
the frames. Once the car arriveswell fill it up and haul them over.” The reply had been punctuated with
the sound of her typing.

"What are you doing that's got you so happily engrossed?!

"Overhauling Col€'s portfolios. Seems he's been handling the investmentsfor hisfolks, his brother and
himsdf. After alittlearm wrestling, | got the passwords to the accounts. He didn't do too bad ajob, but
I'm making afew changes.

When Ginger didn't say anything, she glanced at her. Seeing the arched brow, she grinned. “Okay, 0|
made alot of changes. Bottom line, in afew months, the portfolio will bealot hedthier. Truthfully, | think
he was happy to hand over the responsbility to me; he just didn't want to ask.”

Not until the homemade sauce for the country spareribs had smmered on the stove long enough to have
the spicy aroma of tomatoes, basil and garlic tempting the palate did Cole, Cinnamon and Jack wander
into the kitchen to offer their help.

"Y our timing was perfect. The potatoes are peeled. The green beans cleaned and snapped and the
vegetables and dip are ready to munch on. Y ou are dl off the hook until cleanup duty.”

"Taked to Rumor; Stephenswon't be calling again,” Jack said.

"Thank you. Any chance you can satisfy our curiosity?"

"None. Which reminds me, Rumor mentioned the three of you and his sister, Pagan, like to go skinny
dipping.”

"He's got abig mouth. Did he mention where and when thistook place?’ Cinnamon asked.

"The Phoenix River and Waterfdls. Never heard of them before. Didn't say when.”

"Youll find themin his parents backyard along with atown, mountain range, farmland and miles of
railroad track. Hisfather isarailroad buff. We were two and three when we did the infamous strip tease
actsand skinny dipping.”



"Too bad,” Cole muttered.
"My sentiments exactly,” Jack agreed.

As Rosemary discussed the changes she had made to Col€'s investments and why she had made them,
Jack paid close attention. Before Rosemary could turn the computer off, he pulled the laptop away from
her, two-finger pecked at afew keys, then pushed the laptop back in front of her.

"Tel meyour honest opinion.”

Everyone but Rosemary winced at his choice of words. She smiled like acat given abowl of sweet
cream.

Jack took it like aman with an ice-cold beer to swallow the bitter redlity that she took hiswords literally.
He kept his mouth shut as she ruthlesdy dissected, examined and berated him for not paying closer
atention to where he waslosing money.

By thetimethey sat down to dinner, his portfolio had been found in need of atotal overhaul with
Rosemary being awarded the satisfying job of mechanic. Of course, Jack was the only onein the room
that didn't know about Rosemary's ahilities. Still, even her sisters had been impressed by her knowledge
that far surpassed the Eenie, Meenie, Meinie, Moe sdlection method she had always told them she used.

Asthey took abreak during a bloodthirsty Monopoly gameto listen to the Channel Twelve newsin Los
Angeles, shouts of gaiety filled the air when it was announced that Samantha Jones was on aforeign
assignment that would have her out of the country indefinitely.

"Why did you pick July fourth asthe day to have the suggestion broken?’ Cinnamon asked.
"Cinn, think abouit it, July fourth is Independence Day."
Everyone groaned at the subtle humor.

"What | would pay to seeisher going into the song and dance routine just as she has some guy on the
hook."

"Okay, once agan, | will play the fool by admitting | don't follow you,” Cinnamon said.

"When | turned her camcorder back on, alight lit up to indicate it was running. And | would bet you it is
the same cameraand purse she usesfor her extra curricular activities.”

Gathering Ginger in hisarms, Cole looked at her with adoration. “ That isfrightening. And to think some
people cal femalesthe weaker sex.” After kissing thetip of her nose, he headed to the kitchen ashe
caled over hisshoulder, “ Game starts again in five minutes, anyone want another beer before | succeed
intaking dl your money and property?"

* * * %

Stll in running gear, Jack answered the door.

"My, my! And here | wasfeding sorry for Gin leading such adull life. Hello, Lover Boy.” The coy, sexy
voice floated though the foyer.

Jack didn't think he had ever seen awoman with quite that shade of pink hair. Her smile and gestures
reminded him of the actress May West from old black and white movie fame.

"Janie, what asurprise. Iseverything dl right?” Ginger asked.



Stepping into the house, she spotted Cole. Patting her hair with one hand, she fluttered the other hand in
front of her face. “Hello! Hello! Hello, Lover Boy.” With that, she gracefully collapsed.

Knedling besde her, Cole checked Janie over. “Her vitds are steady. She didn't hit her head. | don't see
any signsof injury. Jack, help me get her to the couch.”

"Cole, leave her there” All eyeswere on Ginger. Stopping the bubble of laughter that wanted to erupt
was difficult. “ Cole, she'sfine. Shejust sdf-hypnotized hersdlf."

"What?'

"Y ou heard me. ‘Hdllo, Lover Boy’ isthe mantra she picked for saf-hypnosis. Y ou two sexy hunksfit
right into the theme of her fantasy boudoir.”

Jack looked horrified.
Cole was shocked. “Y ou're telling us she can hypnotize hersdf that quickly?*
Janie moaned. Not totally coherent, she gtill managed to stretch her ample body into a pinup poster pose.

"The more you practice, the easer it becomes. My guessis she's been practicing alot. Why don't you
two lover boys move out of her line of vison and I'll bring her back up. Cinnamon, give me ahand.”

"Janie, are you ready to come back?"

"Do | haveto?'

"Yes, you do."

"Oh, dl right."

Ginger counted her up. “How do you fed?"

"Wonderful. Hi, Cinn. Hp me up.”

As Cinnamon and Ginger helped her to her feet Ginger asked, “How often are you using the mantra?'

"Humm, severa timesaday. That'swhy | stopped by. Wanted to let you know how well it'sworking.
Doc saysto keep it up. I'velost five pounds and my blood sugar level hasn't been off since my last
hypnosssesson.”

When she spotted the men, Jani€'s green clad form strutted into the room as she patted her pink hair.
“Gin, dear, introduce me to these two handsome hunks.”

"Janie, thisis Cole, Martin's nephew.

"Cole, Martin bought his house from Janie when she decided to move into one of the patio homes on the
other side of the golf course."

"Hdlo, maam."

"And thisis Jack Cutter."

Jack nodded his head. “Maam."

She patted her ample chest. “ Oh my, how delightful, they both have sexy Texas drawls. Either one of you



boys know how to play bridge?"

Afraid to have her swooning at their feet, they shook their heads ‘no’ rather then spesk.
She sghed. “What apity. Gin, dear, can wetak for aminute?"

"Sure, let'sgo into the office."

Janie eyed the running gear Ginger was wearing.

"Y ou know, Gin, if you ever want to get aman you should dress alittle more like Cinnamon when in the
company of such good looking hunks. Y our mom's been gone awhile. If theré's anything you need to
know, you just come by the house and well have alittletalk.”

If she only knew! “Thank you, Janie. | promise!'ll remember that. Now let'stalk about how often you
are using the sdf-hypnosis”

* % % %
"Y ou sure you want to wear that outfit?” Rosemary asked.

Looking a the turquoise, mid calf length dressin the mirror, Cinnamon sighed. “Why, what's wrong with
it?'

"Nothing iswrong with it; you look great. Roseisgiving you a hard time. After al, that has got to be the
tenth outfit you havetried on in the last haf hour. Put on the shoes | bought to match the dress, grab your
purse and go knock Jack's socks off."

"Areyou sure you guys don't want to come with us? It'sjust dinner and amovie."

"Y es, we're sure. Now go before Jack thinks you stood him up,” Rosemary and Ginger replied in unison.

* k% k %

Colewas grinning as he watched Jack. “Last | heard it takes nine months to make ababy. Far as|
know, you haven't even kissed her. So stop pacing the damn floor like an expectant father.”

About two feet away from Cole, Jack stopped in histracks. With nervousness, his soft Texas drawl was
more pronounced. “Hell, | ill can't believe she agreed to go out with me. Guess| figure one of themiis
going to come down any minute and tell me she changed her mind.”

"Won't happen. Look behind you."
Entering the room, Cinnamon |ooked as nervous as Jack.

One of the rare smiles spread across Jack's face when he turned and saw the lovely vision standing
before him. For afleeting moment, he wished he had abouquet of flowersto give her. She was beauitiful,
and so out of his depth he wondered again why he was putting himself through thisliving hell. Which was
astupid question. He had been as drawn to her as a moth to a golden light since the moment he first saw
her. For years he had made a point of staying clear of women like her, for good reason. With what he
was, what he had done and seen, he didn't figure he was good marriage material and marriage was what
someone like Cinnamon deserved.

Wil hewould have his one evening with this specid lady. The memorieswould haveto last alifetime, so
he better make the night amemorable one.



Chapter 35

The front door flew open as Aunt Pesty came flying into the house early the next morning. At amore
sedate pace, asmiling, tanned, dimmer Martin followed.

Following in Martin's wake were Betty Jo and Terry.

'Vivacious wasthe word that popped into Col€e's head as he watched Aunt Pesty. With rich dark auburn
curls dancing around her head, her dim figure and sharp green eyes had her looking ten years younger
than her age.

What surprised Cole was her petiteness. With al he had heard, he expected ataler verson of her nieces
with a personality more aong the line of Rosemary's directness. Instead, without the high hedl's she was
wearing, she was hardly more then five foot tal. The laugh linesfanning out from her eyesindicated she
enjoyed life, saw most situations as funny and wanted everyoneto join in the amusement.

She gave the triplets hugs and mushy-sounding kisses. “ Oh, my beautiful girls, have | got asurprisefor
you. But firgt tel me how iseverything here."

"Same old, same old. Nothing new to report,” Ginger said with astraight face.

"Nothing? Oh my. Ohwell. | washoping ... Oh, wdl, never mind.” The bright smile dimmed afew
degrees.

Rosemary titled her head. “What were you hoping, Aunt Pesty?'
"Oh, nothing redlly, it was nothing.” The shrug was not as casud as she had hoped.

Turning to Cole, shetried to hide her disappointment. “Y ou have got to be Cole. Martin showed me
some family pictures. Y ou are even more handsome in person. When did you arrive?”’

"A few daysago.” In spite of the evasive answer, the smile was genuindy friendly.
"Well, then, maybe thereis ill hope,” she murmured.

Eyeing Jack, she got acaculating gleam as she sized up his potential.

"Jack Cutter. Maam, I'm afriend of Coleand Terry.

No one batted an eye at the dight deception.

"Betty Jo mentioned that you were here visiting. Seems she forgot to mention you were another very
attractive Texan."

"Why, thank you, Maam.” Hislipstwitched into agrin. At least she hadn't called him *lover boy'.

"I could really use acup of tea. In fact, | brought back some of the most marvelous tasting teafrom
Panama. It'sin my overnight bag. Maybe one of you boyswould be kind enough to fetch the small green
bag from the trunk of the car.”

As Coleleft to get the bag, Cinnamon stepped in for the next act. “ Panama, really? It seemsyou forgot
to mention your meditetive retrest wasin Panama.”



"Aunt Pesty, | thought you mentioned Florida,” Ginger added.
"No, shedidtinctly said Maine, to me,” Rosemary declared.

Flustered, Pesty sighed, than shrugged both shoulders. “Let's go into the living room and get comfortable;
Martinand | havealot to tell you."

Not oneto let anything keep her down for long, Pesty cheerfully informed them asthey walked into the
room, “Weran into Betty Jo and Terry at the car rental agency. When we discovered they were headed
here, we shared the car.”

After Colereturned, he purposaly sat at Rosemary'sfeet. Casually patting one bare foot, he left hishand
there. Ginger curled up on the chaise lounge with Jack comfortably douched at her feet.

Pesty, shaking her head asif trying to clear an out of focusimage, looked at the arrangement asiif
something wasn't right, but she didn't know what to do about it.

After Cinnamon placed a pot of teaand a pot of coffee on the coffee table aong with enough mugsto go
around, Pesty spoke.

"I know | was vague before | |eft on the trip. But you see, Martin and | felt that we needed to have some
time to oursalves without anyone knowing we were together.”

Gently taking one of Pesty's fluttering handsinto his much larger one, Martin interrupted. “Bottom line, a
week ago Ginger and | were married by the Chaplain on the cruise ship.”

After the general pandemonium of congratul ations subsided and pictures of the smiling bride and groom
during the ceremony and subsequent party given by the ship's Captain had been admired, Martin
changed the subject. “1've been around long enough to know when I'm being conned.”

Helooked first a Terry then at Jack. “| can see‘cop’ stamped dl over you two. Now who's going to tell
mewhat's going on?"'

Asthe story unfolded, Pesty and Martin's complexions turned ashen. As she clung to hisarm, he absently
patted her hand.

"What are you doing to protect Gin?" Martin demanded when everything had been explained.
"Thereisn't much we can do,” Terry said.

"What do you mean nothing you can do, arrest them?"

"Under what pretense? No one has broken the law."

"Surely sending that woman here and what she said they were planning, you can come up with some
charges”

"Jones coming here under false pretenses was not acrime. If everyone that ever talked about committing
acrime was arrested, there would be far more peoplein jail then out. Alder or Brooks digging into Cole
or Ginger's background isn't illegd. All theinformation is on the Internet if you know whereto look."

"What about the bribery?"

"Offering money for information isnot bribery. Nor isit an unusua business practice in their line of work.
Y ou can argue ethics, but it isn't againgt the law. Thereis absolutely nothing we can do unless someone



triesto abduct one of the girls.”
Pesty looked ready to burst into tears. Grasping Martin's hand, her knuckles were white.

While they absorbed the redity of what the others had aready accepted, Terry rubbed the back of his
neck. “Over the years, Alder and Brooks have both come to the attention of law enforcement officials.
Wewill keep an eye on them. That'sthe best | can promise. In the meantime al of you need to be more
observant of who isaround you. Also pay attention to the seemingly innocent questions strangers ask,
and | would suggest that for the time being, Ginger not accept any new clients asking to talk to dead
relaives”

* k k %

After aquick lunch of cold cuts and chips, Cinnamon ceremonioudy placed a cake onto the center of the
table. In fancy red script was written: Congratul ations Forever and Always.

Pesty looked at the cake then at her niecesin surprise. “ Thisisfor us? How, how did you find out?
Cinnamon smiled. “Actudly the cake isto celebrate the engagement of Rosemary and Cole.”

"Rosemary and Cole? That's not right. No, no, no, that isall wrong.” Realizing she had spoken her
thoughts aloud, she pressed her lipstogether as she leaned into Martin, seeking protection.

Rosemary went for the kill. “ Aunt Pesty, Martin, is there something the two of you need to confess? Or
perhaps you would rather hear alittle story about a pesty aunt with three nieces. The aunt having spent

years perfecting her meddling skills sweet-talks a nice unsuspecting uncle with two single nephewsinto

helping her set the stage for aplay called matchmaking. Does the story sound familiar?”

Pesty laughed. “Okay, | confess. Y ou girls know metoo well. With everything else, my mind'stoo tired
to keep a step ahead of you. Cole, | taked Martin into letting your family believe they had reason to be
concerned about hisinvolvement with a younger women. Must say though | ... well never mind, what's
doneisdone.

Looking around the table, she stopped when she got to Cole. “Why do you have your arm around
Ginger?'

"Do 1?7 Funny, they dl look dike. Must be confused. Then again...” Drawing her to him, he placed a soft
peck upon her lips. Craving more, he tucked her closer to him as he degpened the kissfor a
heart-stopping minute. Pulling back, Cole was pleased to see the passion that had flared in her eyes.

"Ah, Rose, do you mind if | change my mind? Gin sureisamighty fine kisser."

The game was more than worth the stunned surprise on Pesty's and Martin'sfaces at having been
deceived. A few tears were shed, kisses were freely given and the men beamed as they shook hands and
patted each other on the back.

From the moment Pesty and Martin had arrived, the scent of gardenias mixed with licorice had lingered in
the air. When the cake had appeared, so had Herb and Caitlin. Cole turned his head towards the
shimmering spirit sanding behind Ginger. Thank you both for helping to make this moment happen.
He knew Caitlin had heard his thoughts when he felt the pressure of ahand on his shoulder and the brush
of akissto his cheek.



Chapter 36

Promising to be at the wedding, Terry drove therentd car out of the driveway. A flatbed tow truck
immediately pulled into the spot where the renta car had been parked.

"What on earth isthat?” Ginger demanded.
"That isthe vehicle you asked for."
"Rosg, | never..."

"Ohyes, you did. Y our exact words, and | quote: ‘at the moment | need something that will hold more
than me and my purse. Preferably red, has air conditioning, four doors, a back seat that folds down and
decent gas mileage would be anice bonus. | need to be able to transport paintings to the gdlery. Also,
Aunt Pesty promised Adele Smmonsthat shewould sell some of her quilts and afghans at the summer
craft showswhich will mean hauling tables, chairs, an avning and who knowswhat else'.”

Hellsbelld “Okay. You got me; | did say that. But this?'Y ou have got to be kidding! | can't drive that al
summer. Makethat, | won't drive that, that, thing al summer. Besides| asked for red. That thingis
orange and white! It lookslike aDreamcicle"

"That thing, asyou keep cdling it, isaclassc, mint condition, 1962, Volkswagen Bus, with lessthen
thirty thousand miles on the origina engine. It has the required cargo space, nice wide door for loading,
and it isair conditioned if you roll the windows down. Asfor gas mileage, well it has got to be better then
the GTO and orangeisin the red color spectrum, so stop whining.”

Asthey had been talking, the driver of the tow truck had unloaded the car, had Rosemary sign his
delivery voucher, checked out Cinnamon, and driven off before anyone had a chance to change their
minds and tell him to drive it back up onto the flatbed of the truck.

As Cole and Martin opened doors, kicked thetires and generally checked it out, Martin got adreamy
look on hisface. “ Always did want to own one of these. All kinds of space in the back for doing some
serious necking.” Wiggling his eyebrows at Pesty, he said, “Come on, let'stake her for aspin.”

Just like that, she climbed in beside him. Smiling and waving, they drove off.

Ginger had adevilish sparklein her eyes as she watched the van. “| have anidea. Let'sgiveittothemas
awedding present, then they will fed obligated to keep it forever.”

* k k %

Snuggled within Cole's embrace while Sitting on the couch, Ginger asked everyone at large, “Is everyone
in agreement that Aunt Pesty cast aspell before she left?!

Cole voiced the perfect reply. “Having never met her, | could gtill seethe guilt written al over her face.”

"Fair enough. What do you think the chances are Martin knew about the spell Aunt Pesty cast before
today?"

"Not ahint,” Rosemary said with authority.
"Nong,” Cinnamon said.

"After today, | would beredly surprised if he didn't have suspicions. Without proof, would she willingly



confess, if not to us, to Martin?’ Cole asked.

"In the past, she has only admitted her guilt when caught red handed, so chances are dim to none,”
Rosemary gtated firmly.

"Do you think dreams led them to each other?” Cinnamon asked.

"Absolutely, besdes she only acts like she doesn't take her gift serioudy. Shewould never willingly give
it up,” Rosemary declared.

* * % %
With Rosemary and Cinnamon back to deeping at their own condos, the house seemed unusualy quiet.

Cole was keeping in touch with Jose as to his young patient's condition. He had a so scheduled afew
consultations for the following week and buried himself in her office as he spent hours on the phone
tending to business.

It had taken two daysto help move Aunt Pesty's clothing and persona belongings acrossthe street. It
would be years before she stopped laughing at the shell-shocked ook on Martin'sface as he saw his
personal space invaded then taken over with female paraphernalia.

The neighborhood women were planning a surprise reception for the newlyweds for Saturday night.
Sinceit wasn't often the older ladiesin the community had control over such an event, they were making
the most of it. Ginger had been politely but firmly told her help was not wanted.

The canvases had been safely delivered. Shelby had been enthusiastic. Pete, after looking at the dramatic
array of colors and scenery, had said it was a good thing he had afew extra days to make the perfect
framefor each one.

The three military buddies had spent the previous afternoon swapping insults, asking questions and
generdly having agood time with Fart and another friend that had passed over.

Cole had scheduled time for Ginger to talk to Peter's parents the evening after the baby's surgery. He had
a so done another hypnosis sesson where he visited with the two children still waiting to talk to their
parents. The kids had received the information Cole told them with knowing, sad smiles and agreed that
when the timing was right they would have their mestings.

Now here Ginger sat feding out of sorts, and alittle bored. Which was aword her mother had aways
said didn't exist except for the lazy; there was aways something to do, al you had to do was look.

Truth was, she couldn't remember ever having time to burn. There dways seemed to be something that
could use her attention, needed to be done, or was just waiting for her to have some extratime. Still,
after the marathon painting sessions, Ginger was burned out on painting so she had shelved that idea.

The nursery service had been there that morning. Walking around the yard, she hadn't found even one
flower to deadhead.

Business cdls had dacked off to the point of being nonexistent. Not knowing if it was anatural dow
down due to the nice spring weether or if her aunt had done something after Terry'swarning about new
clients, she had decided not to worry about it unlessit lasted more than afew weeks.

Tono avail, she had tried to get her aunt to admit that she had cast aspell. Pesty had firmly denied doing
anything more then scheme with Martin to get Cole to come check things out. She claimed intuition had
her believing Ginger and Cole were meant for each other. When Ginger logicaly asked how shewas so



certain it would be Cole who cameto visit and not Cody, Aunt Pesty had gotten flustered. After that, she
had refused to discuss the situation.

The dreams had stopped as abruptly asthey had started. Although she certainly didn't want to
experience the nightmares, Ginger wasn't above admitting that she missed the kissyface parts.

As she closed her eyestrying to recreate the dance, she dozed off.

Histongue teased her lips asit gently explored. When her lips parted, their tongues dueled as they tasted,
retreated, then tasted again. A gentle hand ran down the length of her arm then dowly worked its way
under her top to explore the soft skin of her midriff then dowly upward until he cupped an dready aching
breast. As he used finger and thumb to lightly pinch her nipple, she moaned in pleasure.

When she shifted into a more comfortable position, adender leg draped over hissolid thigh. Feding his
hardness press againgt her, she quivered with pleasure. He rained tiny kisses across her face down the
exposed side of her neck then worked hisway back to her ear where he whispered words of
endearment as he nipped her ear lobe and tickled her as he used histongue to outline its soft outer shell.

Her own handswere not sill. Tugging at the sngps on hiswestern cut shirt, she wasn't satisfied until she
was ableto use her hands and lips to explore his massive chest. When she suckled asmall hard nipple,
he moaned her name,

Enjoying the power, she moved her hand downward as she rubbed the hardened shaft straining against
hisdenim jeans.

The cdl phonein his pocket vibrated.

Ginger jJumped. Her eyesflew open a the same time she started laughing.

Cole muttered as he checked the caller ID before throwing the phone on the floor.
"Caretotdl mewhat isso funny?'

"I was just bemoaning the fact that | had been missing one aspect of the dreams. | guess| dozed off. At
firgt, | thought | was dreaming. Sureglad | wasn't."

“Why?

She purred. “Thered thing's awhole lot more fun and powerful than adream.” She kissed the corner of
his mouth. “ Careto play around alittle more?"

"How about we make a date for aweek from Saturday in my parent's backyard, your backyard, | don't
really care where, but please don't keep me waiting. Like yours, my nights are too londly. For me, the
dreams never came closeto being satisfactory. | want the real thing in my bed every night as soon as
possible, or your daddy isn't going to be rea happy with me."

Since shefdt the same way, she grinned. “Who's going to scream louder, Aunt Pesty, or your mom?"

"Betit'samatch.” In many respects the two women were very much dike. Behind scatter minded
personas, they hid the power of smart, astute minds.

Rolling off the couch, Cole grabbed the phone.
"Who caled?’



"Terry. Guess| better call him back."

Ginger studied hisface as he listened. Except for grunts, “you'rekidding”, “thank God", and afew other
indigtinct sounds, he didn't add anything to the conversation until just before he hung up.

"Wedding's going to be aweek from Saturday. I'll let you know where by tomorrow. Thanks, it'sahell
of awedding gift."

"It won't make the news until this evening, but he wanted us to know. Alder and Brooks are cousins.
Alder'sfamily had big money and high-powered connections. Brooks had looks and charisma, but no

money.

"Over the last fifteen years, or S0, they have been involved in blackmail, embezzlement, porn, drugs and
heaven only knowswhét €lse. At least two people they have been involved with have mysterioudy

disappeared.”

Raking fingers through his hair at the thought of what could have very easily happened, he took adeep
breath before continuing. “ The authorities have never been able to gather enough evidenceto arrest either
of them. Therewasawholelot of circumstantiad evidence, but nothing that would stick in acourt of law
until today.

"This morning, Kimberly Brooks, her father and two lawyers made avist to the FBI headquartersin LA.
They presented them with enough evidence to put Brooks and Alder behind barsfor the rest of their lives
and then some."

"| thought awife couldn't testify against a husband?'

"Kimberly can't. Her father can. From what Terry just said | don't think even that will be necessary.
Kimberly has been collecting information for severd years. Had their phone on a system that recorded dl
cals. Even had avoice activated tape recorder hidden in her husband's office. She didn't know if she
would ever have the nerve to use the information, but she wanted to make sure that if she ever did she
had the ammunition needed to get adivorce without his being ableto get his hands on her money.

"Terry wasn't sure what happened, but Kimberly decided to take the information and incriminating
paperwork she had locked in asafeto her father. He called their lawyers. Due to what wasin some of
the material, they thought it would be wise to Sdestep the local police department. One of the lawyers
has agood friend that works for the FBI, end of story."

Ginger chewed on her bottom lip as she thought about how al of this could have happened.

Cole didn't need to be amind reader to know what she was thinking. “ Gin, Honey, drop it. We may
never know if or how Pesty created a spell to make this happen. Frankly, | don't care, aslong asitis
over. Bottom line, that'sall that matters.”

"One question. What about Samantha and the people on the film crew?!

"l haveno idea. | would bet she didn't know Alder and Brooks were rel ated, which would mean they
have been playing her for afool. That might have her running scared. Let's not borrow trouble. How
about just being thankful for thismiracle and start planning that wedding. Ded?'

After giving him atoe-curling kiss, she smiled and answered. “Dedl. Let's go see how loud Aunt Pesty
can scream.”



Chapter 37

Ginger and Cole were both wrong. Neither Aunt Pesty nor VirginiaY oung screamed. They,
unbeknownst to Cole and Ginger, had dready decided the wedding would take placein Texas. Inthe
same spot where another wedding and square dance had taken placeright after the barn had been built in
the 1800s.

A wedding speciaty company had set up chairsfor two hundred guests.

With an open invitation having been sent throughout the close knit ranching community by animpressive
caling system, the unexpected had to be taken with stride. By the time the wedding started, every chair
wasfull. At least another hundred guests stood around the perimeter of the large backyard.

Rosemary wore atealength, dark rose, silk, hdter-top dress. Carrying asimple bouquet of white
gardenias and pale pink baby roses, she hesitated as she started to walk down the aide of lush green
grass. As Gardenia perfumefilled the air and the scent of licorice teased her senses, multiple colors of
pink shimmering iridescent lights swirled in front of her.

As her father appeared beside her, their mother appeared in the aide beside the empty seats reserved for
the parents of the bride. After akissfrom her father, she walked down the aide wearing aradiant smile.
Until taking her place across from Cody, her eyes never |eft her mother'sface.

Cinnamon, wearing an identical dressin baby pink was next. Her eyes shimmered with unshed tears as
she, too, looked only at her mother. Standing beside Rosemary, she winked at Sheriff Don Crammer
directly acrossfrom her.

The pale rose petal pink of Pagan's matching dress complimented her dusty skin and ebony black hair.
Marveling at the fact that she could see three shimmering spirits, she didn't notice that Cody watched her
every move. Taking her place, she couldn't take her eyes off the smmering form of Porter directly across
from her. A spirit, that for this one magical day everyone in the immediate wedding party could see.

The smplelines of Ginger's white lace wedding dresswith delicate thin straps, low cut back, and graceful
draped front showed off her figure to perfection. Asthe music swelled, her father gently took her arm. In
the tradition of weddings for hundreds of years, he walked her down the aide.

Ginger radiated happiness as she looked from her father to her mother, to her ssters, Pagan, Aunt Pesty,
Cody and Porter. Finally locking eyes with Cole, she never looked away.

After the service, several people swore they heard adeep mae voice say, “her mother and father,” when
the preacher forgot to skip the part in the ceremony when he asked who was giving the bride away.

When it cametime for them to exchange rings, Cole dipped an emerald cut diamond, surrounded by
kelly green emerddsthe color of her eyes when filled with passion, on Ginger'sfinger.

Colesgold band held three small emeralds. One darker green stone to represent his promiseto love,
cherish and protect hiswife forever and two lighter green emerddsfor the ssters he had cometo cherish,
respect and promised to protect.

Hourslater, Ginger marveled at the perfection of awedding that had been so hastily put together. The
potluck meal with the largest assortment of salads, potato and vegetable dishes she had ever seen, were
lined up on long linen covered tables that had been put up as soon as the ceremony was over. Two huge,



barrdl drum barbegues, manned by the friendly ranch hands served a steady supply of succulent steaks
or hotdogs for the younger crowd. Even with the unexpected amount of people, there wasfood left over.

After the cake had been cut, alarge portable wooden dance floor was assembled.

Ginger cried when Cole surprised her by flying Elvis, their LA limo driver, to the ranch for the wedding.
Ashesang “Love Me Tender” they danced their first dance as man and wife.

Coleinterrupted her thoughts as he guided a gray haired woman to where she was standing. “Gin, I'd like
you to meet Porter's mother. She said you were in such a state of shock at the lingerie shower that she
decided not to try talking to you right then.”

As she grabbed both of Ginger'shandsin afirm grip, her voice was thick with emotion. “I can't believe
one of my Colesismarried. Now, if you two will make Virginiaand me grandmas, wed be real happy.”

Cole smiled and wiggled his eyebrows a Ginger.

Ginger didn't hear the stlatement about grandchildren. “Did you say one of my Coles? | thought your son's
name was Porter."

"It is, Cole Porter Brown. With both Cole and his daddy being a Cole, everyone except me called him
Porter. Areyou dl right, honey?Y ou look like you saw aghogt?'

"No, I'mfine. Mrs. Brown, someday when there aren't SO many people around, | need to tell you a story
about Porter.”

"Anytime, honey. I'm aways happy to talk about my Coles. Y ou two go on and dance now. It'snot a
night for you to be talking to sentimentd old ladies.”

They didn't argue. Drawing her onto the dance floor, Cole pulled her into hisarms. “Want to tell me what
that was about?

"Y ou sure you're ready for this?'

"Gin, honey, after thelast few weeks you think anything could totally shock me?"

"This might. Remember the person who never showed up for his appointment the day we met?"
"Of course. Why?'

"His name was Cole Brown. He had adight Texas drawl. When he called, he said he had heard that |
helped someone overcomethe grief of losing aloved one. Funny thing though, he never said it washim
who had logt theloved one. Only that he was counting on me being ableto help him.”

Cole beamed. 1 will admit it was a shock to both Cody and me when Porter appeared in the bedroom
thismorning. Ishe dtill here? | haven't seen him since we cut the cake. | owe him my everlasting thanks
for being so devioudy clever.”

"No, he and my folksIeft when the sun went down."

Gathering her closer, hewhispered, “That's fine. WEll talk to him later. The night we met, you talked to
Porter just before you walked out of Martin's house. What did he say to you?”'

He watched as a sweset smilelit up her face. “Hetold me you were aonein amillion type of guy. Sad |
should give you a second chance.” Her kisswas dow and tender. “Hewasright. Guess| owe him, too."



"What did he say that had you laughing?’

"Hetold me heredly appreciated what | had done for you that afternoon. Said he would do anything he
could to hep me, dl | had to do was ask. That iswhen | laughed and told him my momma saysal men
claim that, when they want something. He thought that was pretty funny.”

Burying hisfacein her hair, heinhaed the sweet scent of lavender. The golden globe of the full moon
spotlighted them as they danced under a canopy of abillion sparkling stars. A kiss, atouch, asigh, a
taste, amoan, each sensation wasingtantly imprinted to memory asthey swayed to the music.

If Ginger's eyes had been open, she would have seen amist settle near the dance floor. As her many
times removed Grandmama materiaized, Ginger's parentsjoined her.

Asthey watched the newlyweds dance, Elvis, now sounding exactly like Frank Sinatra, crooned hisway
through “All TheWay."

Onefull cycle of the moon had passed.

From the full moon to the blue moon on their wedding day, love had conquered.



Epilogue

They werelate arriving for the opening of Ginger's show. Not that it mattered; Shelby had everything
under control.

Strolling around the gallery reacquainting hersalf with her work, Ginger knew the minute Cinnamon and
Rosemary found the paintings meant for them. Their screeches were loud enough to turn heedsevenina
room full of murmuring voices.

Sowly threading her way through the crowd, she found her way to her Ssters sdes. Handing atissueto
Cinnamon, she gently smiled as she admonished, “ Next time buy waterproof mascara.”

Rosemary, having aready seen the painting meant for her, was devouring the previoudy missed finer
detalls. “Who'sthe man?'

"Dad with hair. Had him bald at firgt, but he reminded me that at the age heis portrayed he ill had his
hair,” wasthe straight-faced answer.

Rosemary was too happy to snip too loudly. “Funny. That | knew. Asyou well know | am talking about
the onein profile. The onethat looks like Robert Redford in Butch Cassidy and the Sun Dance Kid.
The onewho aso has my hand resting on histhigh.”

"Hadn't noticed that? Y ou're right, though, he does resemble Redford. Asfor the hand, | painted it as|
saw it

Rosemary's eyes narrowed as she glanced a her, but she made no comment because she caught
Cinnamon's rapt expression. Looking at her sster's gift, she could see why Cinnamon was mesmerized.

The background of the painting was amass of soft pastels. Even in the painting the aura pul sated with life
energy. Large gold hoop earrings complimented Cinnamon's copper hair styled in aFrench braid. Her
lips were painted a deep rusty red. A white, off the shoulder peasant blouse showcased creamy smooth
shoulders and alarge emerad cut smoky quartz necklace was nestled against ample cleavage. Her
ring-laden hands cupped the Sdes of alarge crystd ball as she gazed into its misty depth. Within the
crystal bal, the hazy figure of adark haired man could be seen. Off to the side was a double-row bench.
Cheering her on, Ginger sat next to Cole. Rosemary sat next to the vaporous stranger in her own
painting. Aunt Pesty and Martin, who had been added after their marriage, and their parents shared the
upper bench.

At that moment, Cole, dong with his mother, walked up to join them. Looking at the painting, Cole
reached into the breast pocket of his suit and pulled out two jeweler boxes.

Looking a Cinnamon, he kissed her on thetip of her nose. *Happy Birthday, Gorgeous.”

Taking the offered box, she quickly dipped off the red ribbon. “Oh, it'sgorgeous.” Insdethejewelers
box was the exact emerad cut smoky quartz necklace from the painting.

With another kissto thetip of anose, he murmured, “ Happy Birthday, Sunshine.”

"Cat's eye, it'shuge. How beautiful. Thank you.” Looking at the painting, Rosemary, too, discovered the
same necklace around her neck.

Looking at Ginger, Rosemary and Cinnamon saw aKelly green emerald surrounded by sparkling



diamonds around her dender neck. Smiling brightly, she said, “ Cole gave me mine earlier today."

"I swear when | bought those necklaces | had no ideathey were in the paintings. When | bought Gin's
rings, the necklaces kept calling to me. There was no way they were going to let me wak out of the store
without purchasing them.”

Since stranger things had happened since Cole had comeinto their lives, no one thought the experience
odd.

Virginia, Cole's mother, interrupted. “Cole, Ginger, look at this.” She handed them a snagpshot someone
had taken from one of the many cameras placed on the tables during the wedding reception. They
dutifully looked at the picture. Smiling, they looked at the third painting on the wall. It was an exact copy
of the snapshot; only it had been painted weeks before the event.

Two lovers, seemingly aone, embraced asthey gazed into each other's eyes as afull golden moon and a
billion sparkling stars smiled down on them.

* * % %
In adreamy voicefilled with love, pride and happiness Caitlin said, “We made agood team, Pesty."

"Wedid! Wedid good, Caitlin. | will admit it got alittle dicey there at the end. Don't know whét | did
wrong. Guess it doesn't matter, it al worked out al right. IsHerb still mad at usfor interfering?”

Pesty felt awarmth by her head just before she heard, “How could | be mad, just look at the love that
surrounds them. Y ou did fine, Pesty, after you Straightened out the trouble. It wastime for her to settle
down. But when will you learn to cast a spdll without making amess of something?’

"Didn't mess up the one that has us ableto talk, did 17?*
"No, you didn't Pesty. | give you a passing mark on that one.”

"Honestly, Herb, | redly worked hard on that spell for Gin. I'm not sure it was entirely my fault. Maybe
the universe was getting ready to introduce fate and my spell to push things along confused it. Who
knows? By the way, that was a nice touch having Porter cal Gin."

"Wedidn't do that; we thought you did,” Herb Stated.

"No, not my doing. See, that'swhat | mean. Maybe the universe had its own idess.”
"Areyou going to tell Martin what you did?"

"Caitlin, Herb isjoking, right?"

"No, he's not. He's right you know. Just like | had to admit my part in the scheme to him, one day you
will havetotdl Martin everything.”

"Maybe. I'll think about it. If | do, it won't be until after giving Cinn and Rose's fate dreams a nudge.
Have you found out theidentity of their life matesthistime around?’

"Yes, | was ableto find both men. Is next week too soon to start the next spell?” Caitlin asked hopefully.
"No, I've been doing some research; | should be ready by then."
"Okay, well tak to you later. ‘Night, Pesty.”



"'Night, Caitlin. ‘Night, Herb."
"Ginger, what are you doing over here by yoursdf? And who were you talking to?"
Just saying aprayer of thanks, Martin.” As she tucked her arm around his, she kissed him on the cheek.

“Let'sgojoin our happy family."
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