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Hocus Pocus

Taking hisfather'srequest to play “1 Spy” serioudly, Dr. Cole Y oung sets out to prove that his
over-the-hill uncle's sexy, young, vivacious fiancée is using hypnosisto swindle men out of their money.
Believing himsdlf too smart to be hypnotized, Cole poses as aclient to uncover her scam.

Ginger Prescott, agifted medium and hypnotherapist is used to clients with problems ranging from serious
to sublimdly ridiculous. But she has never dedlt with aclient whose touch sends electrical currents up her
arm, has her mind wondering beyond the client/therapist relationship and who obvioudy isn't who she
thought he was.

With help from athree hundred year old spell, ameddling aunt's haphazard approach to magic and afew
mischievous spirits, Ginger opens Col€'s soul to new wonders aslove conquersal.

Abracadabra

Rosemary Prescott, afeisty, outspoken, intuitive psychic dwayswalks away awinner from games of
chance. Then her luck hitsabrick wall or more precisdy, Walker Owens the handsome, sandy haired
devil who owns Dreamland Casino. Accepting a challenge to work for Walker for 30 days, Rosemary is
determined to keep her independence by outwitting a 300 year-old spell, and ameddling aunt's wayward
magic.

Walker is being blackmailed. With 30 daysto comply with the blackmailer's demands, the last thing he
should do is offer Rosemary ajob, but he needs to know how sheis“heating” And if he can convince
himsdlf that there is nothing more to the offer he can dismiss the chemisiry between them as nothing more
than temporary insanity brought on by stress and some overly imaginative dreams.

With the ghostly appearances of their parents stirring up mischief, aplot to strip Walker of hisinheritance,
and padt life dreams disrupting their nights, Walker and Rosemary learn that loving the right person
doesn't mean losing your independence.
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Prologue
Qutskirts of London, 1700

Shewasold, tired, with bonesthat creaked and a back that bowed.

As she cast adozen and one willow twigswithin 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 onesthat 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 a mother'slove. From this day
forward, what the Gods have decreed will not be I€eft to chance but tutored through divine visons. With
the coming of thefirst shed blood, the femae 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 betorn from her without mercy. Have mercy on their souls. As| say, so shall it be”

[Back to Table of Contents]
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Chapter 1
Dreamland Casino, Las Vegas
"Isheagood kisser?'
"Go away,” Cinnamon Prescott said with ahiss.

A warm, golden funnd, heavily scented with Opium perfume, swirled around Cinnamon. A paper napkin
danced across the Formicatabletop. In the center of the table, the flame in the votive candle went ot.
The tea Cinnamon had let grow cold douched over the rim of the mug.

Asthe mini tornado waltzed across the pal e blue tabletop, gold star shaped confetti appeared. Reaching
the booth's navy blue vinyl seet, the funnd hovered. Asthe gold stars faded, Sdina Owens' ghostly
presence materidized.

Sdinas blonde hair was ariot of corkscrew curls. A skin tight, metalic gold bodysuit's V-neck ended a
hair above her navel. The bodysuit and ultrathin strands of gold, roped around Salina's neck, shimmered
and sparkled.

Uninvited company was bad enough. One who made Cinnamon fed like afrumpy bag lady Stting next to
abeautiful golden cat on the prowl wasjust plain unfair.

"Don't scowl,” Sdinachided. “It's not hospitable.”
Swallowing asarcastic comeback, Cinnamon arched abrow. “Who is‘he?"
"The man you're mooning over."

"Thereisno man.” The hdf-truth held asharp bite. Since awakening, Cinnamon had been sending
messages to her deceased mother, Caitlin. She had wanted—correction, needed—her advice, and abig
dose of motherly pampering.

Sdinawas awalking encyclopedia of advice, aslong asit circled around clothing, shoes, hair, shoes,
lingerie, shoes, then looped back to clothing. Pampering involved a pedicure and full body massage, not a
hug, soothing words and a batch of homemade cookies.

"Bullshit! Y ou're young, pretty, Sngle, and Stting donein acaféa fivein the morning.

"By theway, that doppy ponytail looks awful. With your red hair, op wearing pumpkin; the color
makesyou look sick. And baggy sweatpants and t-shirts are an eyesore that should be outlawed. Instead
of acup of tea, why didn't you head to the lounge to drown your problemsin something sweet, fuzzy and
potent? Who'sthe guy?"

"Thanksfor the kind words, and oh-so-not-asked-for advice. | had a dream. Couldn't go back to deep.
Asfor theteal wanted something calming, not stimulating. Setisfied?"

"Good thing I'm accustomed to the Prescott sarcasm or 1'd think you didn't like me. Theresafully
stocked kitchen in the penthouse. Y ou didn't need to come down to the casino to stick atea bag in hot
waeter."

Hell'sbells. Cinnamon arched a brow and tapped afinger against her arm.
Sdinagmiled, fluttered her fake eyelashes, and purred. “1 have dl thetimein theworld. Tel me about the



dream. I'm hereto help.”

"Y ou are my brother-in-law's mother. In case you've forgotten, you are dead, asin no longer breathing.
No offense, but | don't want your advice. Besides, you couldn't change anything if you knew."

Sdinashivered. Her assetsjiggled like JdI-O.

"I'm not dead. Y our folks, Walker's papa Gus, and | are smply in adifferent dimension. And don't forget
we're related. It might be distant, but we share the same Grandmammals gypsy blood. So think of me as
your older sgter.”

Cinnamon snorted.
"Today isyour lucky day. | have officidly become your fairy godmother.”

"This hasto be acosmic joke. Where are the cameras? Mom has to be hiding somewhere, because Dad
wouldn't participate in acandid camerajoke.”

"Lower your voice or everyonein the casno will hear you. Thisisn't ajoke; being afairy godmother is
serious business. And | plan on being five-star rated, the best of the best. Y our mother is under strict
ordersnot to interfere.”

"Fairy godmothers are swest, chubby, and maternal. In that outfit and without an ounce of fat on your
frame, you don't come closeto fitting the part.”

"A compliment, how nice. I'm the new improved verson. And | design better ouitfits than the cutesy prom
dress Cinderdlaworeto the bal. Just think of the fun we will have making you a knock-out wardrobe.”

"Go. Leave. Do not return. | do not need or want afairy godmother.”
Sdinabristled.

Cinnamon watched Salinas lips move, but couldn't hear what she was saying. Pounding the table with her
fist, Sdinafrowned when the table didn't rattle. Swiping a gpoon, she smiled with satisfaction when it
clattered againg thetile floor. “Right now 1'd love nothing morethanto zap youinto a...”

A low rumblevibrated the air.

Sowly running her tongue over her cherry red lips, Salinanodded. Meekly, shesaid, “ Y es, Warren.”
Warren, asupervisor, commonly caled aguardian angel by earthbound souls, aso worked with
Cinnamon's parents and Gus. Rattling the air with clapping rolls of thunder when one of his charges said
something out of linewas hisway of attracting their attention.

"When | lived on thisside of theveil, | was sdlfish, self-centered and vain. | used my powersto please
rre.ll

Salina snapped her fingers. The cup of cold tea setting on the table began to steam.

"I've changed. Y ou look like hell, drink your tea. Y ou and | are going to become such good friends.”
"Sdling, get red. Warren'swarning proved my point.”

"Temporary setback. Nothing more."

"l don't want your help."



"Too bad.” Sdinaworeasmug smile.

"Ask Warren to assign you to someone dse. I'll sal my soul, and name my first baby after him. The sky's
thelimit; dl he needsto doissic you on someone dse.”

"Not going to happen. | want my powers back. To get full accessto my spell casting powers, | haveto
prove | will use the power for something besides zapping idiotsinto mice and old hags.”

Cinnamon arched a perfectly shaped brow. “I know you lost your powers because you turned Guss wife
into an old hag when she refused to divorce him. Are you saying that wasn't thefirst time you misused
your powers?"'

"Of course not. Y ou know the rules great grandmammaset in the spdll; abuse them—Iose them.”
"That'sit? Y ou never cast any other spells?’

Sdina's Sgh was as dramatic as her green glitter eye shadow. “Likel said, | wasinto me. | cast spellsto
satisfy my whims and my needs. To prove that | have grown spiritudly, | need an opportunity to provel
can use my powersin amore giving manner.”

"So | get to be your guineapig? Lucky me!"”

"Yes, you are and don't forget it."

Eyeing Sdina'sjumpsuit, Cinnamon smirked. “What about vanity?'

"Fortunately, vanity isn't asin. Between you and me, my sense of style makes Warren smile.”
"Morelikely it blinds him to your wily ways."

"True. Now tell me about the hot body you want to bed."

"l dontt..."

"Cinn, a puberty | was given two powers. Besides being afirst class sorcerer | was given the power to
grant wishes. To do that, | get flashes of insight and snapshot visions. Between thetwo, | receive an
overview of what has happened in the person'slife and what manifested their wish. Also, your mom s
reading your mind. And we have thisredly cool telepathic thing going. Now, who is he?’

"Hdl'sbdls,” Cinnamon muttered. Caitlin had been granted the gift of hearing; she could hear everything
aperson thought. She had no shame when it came to reading her three daughters’ thoughts. Cinnamon
knew she wouldn't be able to wiggle her way through alie.

"Jack Cutter."

"The FBI cutie. Ishe il investigating the counterfeit ing?” A few days before her Sster Rosemary and
Waker, Sdinds son, married, a sophisticated group of thievestargeted Dreamland Casino for a
counterfeit scam. Feeding twenty, fifty and hundred dollar phony billsinto dot machines, they stolealittle
over ahundred thousand dollars from the casino.

"Yes, Jack's dtill in charge of theinvestigation.”

"Y ou're hanging out at the casino hoping he will show up so you can play patty ass. Caitlin neglected to
mention that Jack isyour soul mate."



Cinnamon squirmed. Her mother, apro at letting her displeasure be known, would do more than rattle
the air with thunder if she so much as stretched the truth by ahair's breath.

"I'm babysitting Wolf until Rosemary and Waker get back.” Hearing hisname, the big gray Irish
wolfhound, currently curled up under the table, whimpered. Rubbing his big head, Cinnamon settled him
down. Fairy godmother, or not, admitting the truth to Sdlinawas againgt her better judgment. Sheaso
knew if shedidn't, her mother would.

"l don't know who my soul mateis. The destiny dreams are still casting ashadow on hisface. Besdes, it
wasn't adestiny dream that woke me up.”

Sdlinacocked her head. “ Something tells me the easy gig asafairy godmother just took a sharp negetive
turn. What happened?’

"Nothing unusud.” For me! Cinn's green eyesturned as dark as dry moss. As she stared, without seeing,
her thoughts traveled inward to revist the dream that wasn't adream. Her fingers, gripping thewarm
cobalt blue mug, were white.

"I'm suspended above amulti car and truck pileup. | hear horns honking and car security bellsingstently
dinging. Under that layer of noise| hear crying, whimpering and curses. A whiff of gasoline reachesme
an ingant before the air fillswith terrified screams. In the darkness, glowing human auras arefilled with
panic and pain. The auras blend and expand, asthey reach out for comfort. Not until | feel heat touch my
facedo | redizethered and yellow glow isacombination of auras and fire.

"I'm drawn to awoman and ayoung girl trapped insdde acar. The metalic scent of blood is
overpowering. Thelittle girl iscrying and wiping blood off her mother's cheek. Shetdlsme her nameis
Kimberly and she thinks her mommy is dead. When | say her mom isonly deeping, she gives me awesk
anile”

Cinnamon blinked. Theingstent ringing of adot machine, ahigh pitched squed; the scents and sounds of
lifesuch asitis, in awindowless casino in the wee hours before dawn washed over her.

"Now that you know what happened, please leave. I'll befine.”

"I'm not going anywhere. By itsdlf, being able to see aurasisn't aparanormd gift.” It wasn't aquestion.
Sdinadidn't so much asblink as she awaited the answer.

"l was given the gift of hedling.” As she emphas zed each word, Cinnamon's edge of frustration hung in
thear.

The dumb blonde, airhead, bimbo on the prowl, persona Salina had mastered, disappeared. She took
her time answering, picked her words carefully. “ Agtra travel. Not anightmare, but for aheder it could
be close, very close.

"Y ou were given aprofound responsibility. The ability to choose who lives or dies hasto be aheavy
burden. In the wrong hands, your gift could be a powerful tool.”

"| thought auras only showed emotions and, to an extent, personality traits."

"For most that would be true. My gift goes a step beyond. Different colors and the intensity of acolor
show where thereisdisease. New injuries glow like aneon light. Surgeries and old injuries have their
own auras. Y ou have astrong black line from your tummy tuck. There are no lines at your breasts, so
they'rered."



Sdinaraised her eyebrows. * Y ou got that right.”

"A fant lineat your throat makes me think you had your tonsils removed when you were young. A fuzzy
smudge just below your left shoulder tells me it was broken, hedled, but probably caused you pain.”
More could be said, but she wasn't in the mood to volunteer the information.

"I'm impressed. Broke the bone just below the shoulder when | fdll off ahorse. It bothered me every time
it rained. Thetonglswere removed when | was Six.

"Taking you to a cocktail party would have been ablast. What can you tell me about the waitress? Bet
she had those puppies enlarged.”

"She'stired. Therest isnone of your business.”
"Touché. Back to the dream, did you heal the woman and child?
Cinnamon pressed her aching templeswith her index fingers.

"I had to divide my energy between the child and mother. The child had a broken arm. Hedling energy
mended the break. Except for one cut that would have left ascar on her face, | didn't work on her minor
abrasions. The mother had a concussion and interna injuries. | did what | could to stop the bleeding and
kept her dive until the paramedics arrived.

"When | woke up, my body was shaking, and | had a splitting headache. The headache only happens
when the amount of power I've used depletes my energy. | came down hereto get sugar into my system,
and truthfully, | wasn't in the mood to be aone.

"Beagood fairy godmother; drop the subject.”

Tilting her head, Sdlinanodded. Her eyes narrowed; she nodded a second time.

Cinnamon stiffened her back. It was so not fair that her mother was feeding Salinainformation.
"Okay, we can talk about the change later. Y ou have arecurring dream.”

"Hel'sbdls, fire and damnation! The dream has nothing to do with my destiny dreams.”
"Humor me."

Cinnamon crossed her arms, arched abrow and said nothing.

Gardenias, her mother'sfavorite perfume and calling card or warning depending on the situation, tickled
Cinnamon's nose. Waiting for her mother to appear, she bit back asmile of success.

"Good try. Y our mother isnot going to rescue you. Spit it out, now."
Hdl'sbdls.

"The dream dways begins with me standing in tall seagrass, on adliff overlooking the ocean. Waves
crashing againg the rocks beow me sing, or talk, or maybeit'sanilluson. Whatever thetruth, | an given
information. When the voice stops, | walk aong a sandy path towards aforest.

"End of dream!

"I'vetold you everything | remember. Now are you satisfied?"



"Caitlin saysyoure not tdling me everything.”

"Yes, | ... oh, I know what Mom's talking about. Right after the dreams started there was more to the
dream. | remember alow-lying fog emitting a soft white light and golden beams of light jetting through the
pine brancheslit the path. The destination was asmall clearing where aman waited. He sat on alarge
boulder shaped like a cupped hand. Shadows velled his features. We talked. | remember thinking the
man was impatient and didn't trust anything | said.”

"Findly, we're getting somewhere. What do you talk about?"
"Sexandreligion.”
Sdinaslaugh was deep and throaty. “ Good try. Now tell me the truth.”

"Truth, | havenoidea. Logic says| gave him the information that was given to me when | stood on the
cliff, but I have no memory of what was said. And we haven't gotten anywhere because after thefirst five
or Sx dreams | stopped remembering anything beyond standing on the cliff and walking towards the
foreg."

"Likeyour destiny dreams, hisface was hidden. | would say that is getting somewhere. What type of
clothing did he wear?'

"Saling, you are the only one who would ask that. He wore black; jeans, boots, short deeved t-shirt,
everything was black. The granite gray rock and the black create a perfect camouflage.”

"How often do you have these dreams?"

She shrugged one shoulder. “ They are spaced oddly. Sometimesthey comein clusters, but mainly they
are weeks to months apart.”

"What areyour fedingsfor thisunknown guy?'

"I saw him maybe ten times before the memories stopped at the edge of the forest. | don't have any
fedingsfor him."

"Liar."

Hel'sbdls. Did her mother read her mind and pass on thet tidbit of information or was Sdinathat good
at knowing people's wishes?

Unlike her agter Ginger, Cinnamon wasn't amedium. Being able to see and talk to her parentsfor the last
few months had been an unexpected and treasured gift. But Sitting in a café talking to Sdinawas surredl.

Sdinabeing given the job of fairy godmother didn't make any sense until she thought about her mother.
Protective, loving, supportive, and outspoken, Caitlin would rearrange the universe to protect her
daughters. If she couldn't do the job, she would make sure someone el se helped. Because Sdinawas
Walker's mother and adistant cousin that shared their mystica gift, she knew her mother would have no
qualmsin passng on confidentia informetion if she thought it would help.

"Is everything we talk about confidentia? And yes, | know my mother is picking my thoughtsdry."
"Then the answer isyes. Spit out the question that's burning your gut and has you threatening me."

"Did you ever regret losng your powers?’



"You can't lose your ... Ohmigod, you're thinking of having sex—with, with Jack. And here | thought you
were the textbook, ‘| want to please everyone, middle child.

"I regretted not being able to cast spells every minute of every day. | had to pick up my clothes, make the
bed on the days the maid didn't clean, and stand at a hot stove to bake the chocol ate chip cookies
Walker loved. Instead of wearing outfits | designed, | was stuck buying clothes off the rack. Let metell
you, fixing my hair wasanightmare.”

"l can see how life became aliving hell. Did you miss being able to grant wishes?"

"I could never use the power to grant awish for my own benefit. Maybe because of that the power
diminished, but was never taken from me."

"Explain diminished.” Cinnamon took asip of her tea.

"I had a better wish list than Santa Claus. After the incident with Helen, the ability to hear wishes became
sporadic. It wasakick to grant awish, but | didn't miss..."

Likeabowling bal picking up speed, thunder rumbled. An explosion, like abullet hitting akeg of
dynamite, sent shock wavesthrough the air and rocked the table.

Sdinaflinched.

Licking her bottom lip, she steadied her breath.
With lessforce, thunder rolled over them.

"All right, jeez, | head you thefirst time,

"Heresthe truth; | screwed up that power, too. | granted wishesto peoplel liked, and wishes that
caught my fancy or tugged at my heart. It was my power so | did what | wanted, when | wanted; if |
wasn't interested, | ignored what | heard.” She shrugged her shouldersasif it weren't abig dedl.

"How could you ignore someoneswish?'
"How can you think about giving up the ability to save alife?

"My firgt officid act asyour fairy godmother isto inform you that Jack Cutter will be arriving at the casino
in about four hours. Y ou look like hell. Change your clothes, better yet burn them, and do something with
your har."

Sdinadisappesred.
Catching the waitress's eye, Cinnamon ordered a plate size cinnamon roll and more hot tea.

Would she miss being a healer? In one respect, the answer was smple: no. She wastired of being
yanked out of her deep, trangported to unknown places, drained of energy, and more often than not,
waking up disoriented and soaked in swest.

Cinnamon rubbed her throbbing temples; she knew she could give dl of that up, easily.
On the other hand, being a healer was an intricate part of who she was and what she did, daily.

Cinnamon had a strong suspicion that if she gave up that part of herself she would regret the decison
forever.
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Chapter 2

Clouds of steam drifted around the bathroom's open door. With adamp towe barely covering her from
titsto ass, Cinnamon's eyes narrowed as she surveyed the bedroom. Dumped in a pile, on the winter
white carpet, was every piece of clothing from the closet. The drawersin aQueen Ann dresser were
askew. The nestly folded contents were strewn across the king size bed.

"Sdina. You arefired. And furthermore..."

Like an engine backfiring, sound bounced off the celery green walls. Each explosion generated gray puffs
of smoke. Flashes of white light zinged around the room. Rays of pink light bounced across the top of the
bed. Clothes were lifted, hung on hangers and placed back in the closet. An apple green silk blouse and
alacy purple brawhizzing across the room collided, untangled, and continued on their way. Sweaters,
panties, and bras neetly folded themsaves. Floating through the air, they neetly stacked themsalvesin the
drawers.

Asthe last dresser drawer did closed, a piece of paper, clothing, and shoes floated down from the
caling.

Cinnamon snagged the piece of paper floating towards her. “My ddivery's rusty, but when it comesto
gylel know my suff. Sdina, FGM, intraining."

* * % %

Joan Marks, Walker's secretary, was giving Wolf a homemade doggie biscuit when Cinnamon entered
her office.

In the two weeks since the wedding, Joan hadn't seen Cinn wear anything but casua dacks, tops, and
well-worn jeans.

"Wow. New outfit, amakeup job Mary Kay would be proud of, and asmple hairstyle that probably
took haf an hour to achieve. Let me see the shoes. And to die for hedls that match the sweater. Did
Santaarive early or did | miss putting something on the calendar?”

"It'stoo much. I'll run upstairs and change.”

"Don't you dare! You look great. The cashmere sweater is ashade of pink I've never seen, but it makes
your green eyes pop. Thewool dacks are aperfect fit. The shoes are pure sexy fluff. Only another
femae would know how hard it isto achieve that kind of casual sexy togetherness. If | didn't know better
I'd say Sdinahad ahand in this."

"Y ou and Sdinawere best friends. Can you imagine her asafairy godmother?’ Joan met Sdinaon a
Greyhound bus when they were seventeen-year-old runaways. Aware of the three-hundred-year-old
spell, and the relationship between Sdinaand the triplets, she wasn't afraid of or in awe of their powers.

When Joan stopped laughing, mascaralined her cheeks, and she had a serious case of the hiccups.
With one eye on ahand held mirror, and one on Cinnamon, Joan repaired the damage to her makeup.
"You're serious,” was said between hiccups.

"' She gave me the good news afew hours ago.”

"In Geppetto's caf€?"



Cinnamon nodded.
"Well, that explainsthat mystery!"

Joan hiccupped. Placing her hand on Joan's shoulder, Cinnamon counted to five before speaking. “What
mystery?”

The hiccups were gone.
"Thanks. Can| learn that trick?'

"Itssmple. All you haveto doisredlign the grid pattern to relax the muscles around your ribs and
digphragm.”

"I'll stick to holding my breath for Sxty seconds.
"Y ou werethetak of the gossip mill thismorning.”
IIWMI

"The casino isworse than anosy family and trouble-making siblingsrolled into one. Being thefirst to
tattle gives a person bragging rights. So naturaly, the night shift wanted to know whom you weretaking
to at fivein the morning. When it was established that you were alone, the rumors became more
outlandish with eech tdling.

"The betting pool narrowed it down to two choices. Y ou were lacing the tea with booze because your
heart is broken. Drunker than a skunk, you were talking to yourself. Or as Jll, your waitress clams, you
looked like you were carrying the weight of the world on your shoulders. No booze, and you were
talking to Wolf.

"Everyone knows al food establishments are off limitsto Wolf. Witnesses swear you staggered your way
to the devator. Y ou know which scenario the odds are favoring.”

"I know therules. | tried leaving Wolf in the security room, but he started howling. To savetheir
eardrums, the security team on duty promised not to notice that Wolf wasin the café.”

Cinnamon chuckled. “Imagine the odds the truth would generate. I'll let it dip that | snuck Walf into the
café. And I'll protect the security team by saying they gave me alecture about the rules.”

"That should work. Next time Salina pops into the casino, ignore her."

"Have you ever known Sdinato disgppear without making asceneif she's mad?’
"Never, but therédsdwaysafirs time."

"Somehow | don't think it will happen in our lifetime. Can you place abet for me?"
"I'll add it to my twenty. We can go shopping on the winnings.”

Picking up the ringing phone, Joan listened to the cdler. “ Jack Cutter's on hisway up. Guessthat
answerswhy you're dressed up. When he leaves, you can tell me about thisfairy godmother business.”

* * % %

The window in Walker's office offered abird's eye view of the Vegas strip and the find agpproach to the
arport.



Cinnamon rubbed a spot behind Wolf's ear as she watched the early morning sun radiate off the gleaming
slver fusdage of aprivatejet asit landed. As she watched agust of wind gently rock the wingson
another plane, inalong line of planes on fina gpproach, Cinnamon chided hersdlf for being nervous.

It wasn't asif shewas going to get Jack in acompromising position on top of Walker's mahogany desk.
Then again, if she could get Jack backed up against the desk, aquick twist on one high hedl could have
her toppling into him. Like dominas, they could tumble onto the desk. Her on top, the hard lean length of
him—

The phone on Joan's desk rang.

Someone getting off the elevator called out agreeting.
Wolf whimpered.

All remindersthat she and Jack would not be aone.
For adog as big as a pony, Wolf's bark was soft.
Cinnamon turned.

Jack stood just inside the door. His soft silver blue aura soothed her soul, but didn't stop a thousand
butterflies from fluttering around her somach.

Dressed casually in pressed black jeans, black boots and a soft blue western cut shirt, Jack looked more
like acowboy than FBI. His sharp features and square jaw fit together in away that was interestingly

perfect.

"Morning.” Hed flown two states out of hisway, on the flimsy excuse of ddlivering amessage that could
be said in two minutes. And the best he could say was, ‘ morning'. He needed his damn head examined,
or agood swift kick in the ass, or both. Why had he come? It was easier to talk to a madman welding a
gun than to get histongue to work when he was in the same room as Cinn.

Y et, he'd detoured to V egas because he knew she was here. The chance to see her, if only for an hour,
had outweighed dl logic. Now he stood, tongue tied, feding foolish and totally out of his eement.

A man would have to be dead to not appreciate the way Cinn's ouitfit skimmed her hourglass figure. He
would have to be blind not to notice how her emerad green eyes danced with mischief. And hewould
have to be brainless to not want to burn hisfingers on the golden fire woven through her red hair. Jack
was not blind, dead, or brainless. He left the judgment on foolish open; he still couldn't think of asingle
sentence that wouldn't make him sound like anidiot.

Hisworld, the one created when he agreed to become an undercover agent was packed full of liesand
danger. Therewasn't aplace on earth safe enough to tuck pretty wives and innocent children when you
dedlt with human scum with no conscience.

If Cinnamon ever found out the things he had doneto stay dive, to savelives and to dig hisway through
apileof shit to reach the truth, he knew she would never spesk to him. So why had he put himsalf in this

position?

Bob Lowe, head of Dreamland security, walked into the office. Rocky, hiswife, liked to remind him he
hed rotten timing.

Ignoring the thick as mud sexud tension, Bob focused on Jack. “Tell me the counterfeiters have been



caught and you'll make my day.”
Work was aneutralizer, safe familiar ground. Jack's tongue untangled. Hislocked jaw popped.
He gave Bob acurt nod.

"If you've got acrystal bal in your back pocket | might be ableto oblige.” Over the last several months,
the luck Jack had depended upon had run bone dry. If he were superstitious, he'd hunt down the person
who'd cast aspell shutting down al but his most basic senses and shoot him.

"Fresh out. Got acdl yesterday about a casino in Washington State getting hit with counterfeit bills. Was
it the same guys?'

"The serid numbers don't match the bills dropped here, or the casino in Texas. So far that's al we
know."

"That doesn't sound good. What do the casino's surveillance tapes show?"
"The originas are on their way to headquarters. | have copies, but haven't had a chanceto look at them.”

Cinnamon'slips, dightly parted, gave ahint of asmile. “If you want an extrapair of eyes, 1'd be happy to
waich the tapes with you.” When the counterfeit ring hit Dreamland, they spent hours staring at the
casino's surveillance tapes. It had been Rosemary'sintuitive powersthat tallied the odds and identified the
crooks and pattern.

Watching survelllance tapes was scraping the underside of abarrel when it came to romantic. But
candldight, atub of popcorn, and cozying up next to Jack on the couch to watch the tapes and share that
popcorn might work. She could offer him abite of popcorn; he would lick the butter off her fingers. As
their eyeslocked, hewould lean down, place hiswarm lips on hers, their tongues would touch, sparks
would ignite, ashe—

Wolf gave three sharp barks.
Rosemary laughed as the dog's large paws plastered her against the office door.
With athud, Cinnamon landed back in redlity.

* * * %

Sitting on the floor in Joan's office, Rosemary haf-heartedly tried to convince Wolf he wasn't alap dog.
“What's this about Sdlinabeing your fairy godmother?'

"Who told you?'

"Just before the plane landed, Mom, Dad, Sdlina, and Gus popped in for avist. They have..."
"Y ou were able to see them?’ Cinnamon demanded.

"All four of them?” Joan added.

"Yes. Walker and | saw them, talked to them, and watched Salina's fashion show of fairy godmother
outfits. Thankfully, we were the only onesin firs class and the flight attendant was busy inthe gdley.”

Cinnamon groaned.

Joan laughed.



"They have acouple of ideas on why we are ill ableto seethem,” Rosemary added. “One possibility is
that because Waker and | are related through our grest, great, whatever grandmammea, the shared
bloodlineis cregting anew power."

"Not abad idea. That same bloodline connection could extend to me,” Cinnamon said.
"It doesn't explain my being ableto see Sdina.”
"When?’ Cinnamon asked.

"Thismorning just before Wolf came trotting through the door, Salinaappeared. She stood in front of the
office doors and gave me one of her sassy winks."

"What was shewearing?’ Cinnamon asked.

"Gold, lots of gold. She appeared and disappeared so quickly | didn't pay attention to the outfit."

"Gold jumpsuit. She had it on when she visited mein the café."

"Same on the plane. When apatch of sunlight hit the materid, it was blinding.”

"Please tell me the other theory doesn't include one of Aunt Pesty's wayward spells,” Cinnamon pleaded.

"Can't do that. According to Salina, she asked Aunt Pesty alittle bitty favor. Aunt Pesty, being her
normal absentminded salf, screwed it up. Warren is making Salinaresponsible for what happened.”

"Which makes us able to see her? That doesn't make sense unless Aunt Pesty cast aspell to introduce
meto my soul mate and they aready know it's going to cause a nuclear disaster.”

"Wrong.” Sparks of red shot off Salinas gold jumpsuit. With her hands propped on her hips, she glared
at them. “How, | ask you, can | correct something when | don't know what Pesty screwed up? But
Warren isnt listening, or talking. And your mother..."

Theair szzled with dectricity. The scent of gardenias, Caitlin's caling card and favorite perfume, filled the
ar.

"Crap. Now I've got Caitlin sending mewarnings. Y our aunt isinfuriating. She can't cast aspell to make
asmple gpple pie without causing adisaster.”

Rosemary arched abrow. “What happened?’
Sdlina paced the floor in front of Joan's desk.

"' She needed one more agpple for the pie. The spell is so basic, ababy could memorize the words. But
Pesty casts spdlswithout thinking. By reversing two words, she turned the golf course into an apple
orchard."

"When?’ Rosemary amiled a theimage.

"A few minutes ago. Y our mother and | scrambled to correct everything. Wiping the memory out of the
golfers mindswastricky. If your mother doesn't kill me, Pesty's spells are going to drive meinsane.”

"Sdlina, you're dead. And if you weren't, that suit'stight enough to kill you. How are you keeping your
boobs from falling out?’ Joan chided.



"I'm not dead, just different. Not having to breathe has advantages. The materid is stretchy and |
designed thishbra..."

"Sdina” Rosemary cried.
"I'll tell you later,” Salinamouthed around athroaty chuckle.

"It's possible both theories are responsible for family members being able to see you. But that doesn't
answer why Joan can seeyou.”

"Wewere as close as ssters. She's Waker's godmother. | have ahard time believing it, but maybe
something positive came out of Pesty's screw-up. I'll have Caitlin add the twist to the list of unknowns.
Maybeit will make senselater on.”

"What was the favor you asked Aunt Pesty to do for you?’ Cinnamon asked.
"Can'ttdl you."
"Can't or won't?” Cinnamon chided.

"Can't. Y ou know therules;, we aren't dlowed to disclose current or future events that might change alife
changing decison.” Salinasounded smug and relieved.

"Surdly, the favor had to do with getting Walker and Rosemary together.” Joan knew Salinanever did
anything that didn't benefit her or those she counted asfamily.

"Maybe.” Sdinalooked a her manicure instead of Joan when she answered.
"You didn't. Y ou asked Pesty to stop Helen from blackmailing Walker?'
Rosemary sucked in her breath. Lifted a brow and held onto her temper as she waited out an answer.

"Maybe.” Sdlinas shoulders tensed. She glanced around the room. No sounds, no voices, no threatening
scents or rumbles disrupted the quiet.

When she spoke, her voice was whisper soft. “No way was| going to alow that old hag to blackmail my
son out of hisinheritance. Theright spell could have stopped Helen, and no one would have known. But
no, instead | ask Pesty, the one woman who can screw up a spell faster than you can say alacazam to
help me. If Pesty could remember the exact words she cast, | could tell her how to untangle this unholy
mess. But she cant, so thisisdl her fault.”

"What exactly isher fault?” Cinnamon asked.
"Don't know. The spdl went haywire and mixed with a different energy atogether.”

Cinnamon couldn't fault Salinafor wanting to stop Helen. The fact that whatever Aunt Pesty had done
hadn't affected the fiasco Helen created only eased her anger afraction of acentimeter.

"Granted it doesn't take much to get Aunt Pesty to meddie in other peoplée'slives but you asked the
favor. And now, because it messed up something else, you want to lay al the blame at Aunt Pesty'sfest.
| don't think s0.” Crossing her arms, Cinnamon impatiently tapped afinger.

"Y ou sound just like your mom and Warren. Onelittle bitty favor and look whereit gets me.”

Like alight burning out, Salina's disappearance created a spark.



"Dont leavein ahuff,” Cinnamon muttered.

"That went well,” Joan offered.

"How do you figurethat?’ Cinnamon asked.

"When shewas dive, agrand exit would have included smashing—"

A blue and white chinavase, on top of acherry wood side table toppled to the floor.

The office door opened.

Walker looked at the shattered vase, the water soaking into the Persian carpet, and the mangled flowers.

With a deadpan expression on his handsome face, he said, “ A word of warning, Sdlinalikes breaking
perfume bottles. Unless you want to order perfume by the case, | would suggest hiding your perfume.
And the crystal baccarat decanter can't be replaced; pleaselock it in afile cabinet.”

The aroma of buttered popcorn drifted through the penthouse.

Rocky sat in an old wood rocker nursing Bobby, her three-month-old son. Bob sat on the floor huddled
agang her legs.

Walker and Rosemary snuggled on the couch.
Wolf claimed floor spacein front of the couch.

Cinnamon and Jack shared aloveseat. The six inch, no touch zone was a pointed reminded that not
everyonein the room was a couple.

The casino's surveillance tape, shot from a second-rate motion sensor camera, had agray on gray color
tone. Thefilm'sfuzzy quality and thejerky stop-start motion of the action had created a chorus of
grumbling and eyedtrain.

"Thisisthe ninth tape. The scam isn't being worked the same way they did here.” Rosemary's words,
spoken with confidence, grabbed everyone's attention.

When the counterfeiting ring targeted Dreamland, they worked as couples. Feeding counterfeit billsinto
dot machines, they played one round before cashing out. Retrieving dips of paper that look alot likea
grocery receipt, the recel pts were exchanged for cash. With each of the thieves only cashing out at each
of theten cashier cagestwice, their winnings raised no red flags.

"What are you thinking?” Jack would bet his growing portfolio that there was more to Rosemary's
uncanny intuitive abilities than being observant and having a head for numbers.

"The casino hasthree cashier cages. We agree the woman having areally bad hair day and the two men
wearing basebal | caps are doing a steady turn around with dot machine receipts. They can't beruled out,
but at the rate their working, it would take them days to collect a hundred grand. Sticking around for that
amount of time would be risky, and consdering what they haveto lose, stupid.”

"The billswere dropped within afourteen-hour timeframe. What are you thinking?” Jack asked.

"All hundred dollar and fifty dollar bills are tested with a currency pen. An employee could belazy or get
digtracted, but you couldn't chance that happening every time. But chips are different. They could be



played at any table game,” Rosemary said.

"Why play?Y ou have the chips; dl you haveto do isgo to a cashier and cash them out. Hell, you don't
even haveto do that immediately. The chips are embossed with the casino'slogo. They could cash them
in next week, or string it out over several months,” Walker said.

"Damn,” Jack muttered. Six months ago, his gut would have told him this case was different from the
get-go. That ingtinct had saved his ass more times than he could count. And gotten him areputation
within the agency as apsychic or aweirdo, depending on who was doing the talking. Why his gut had
stopped talking, he didn't know, but he damn well wished it hadn't decided to go on permanent vacation.

"Older and low-end surveillance cameras have alimited rotation that crestes dead space: areasthe
cameras don't reach. A weekend class on ingtaling security systems and probably afew Internet sites
would supply the knowledge needed to figure out dead angles. It's possible an employee got paid or was
blackmailed to be part of the scam. Or ateam member got hired as an employee,” Bob added.

"Wouldn't employees, especidly ones handling money, have to pass an extensve security check?’
Cinnamon asked.

"A mediocre hacker could handle that hurdle in afew hours. Not that I'm bragging, but Bob, Walker and
| could get thejob doneinless.” Rocky's smug grin baited Jack.

"I'm not admitting anything. But you'reright, it'schild'splay.”
"What's child's play?’ Ginger asked as sheleisurely strolled into the room.

"Ohmigod, you're pregnant.” Rosemary had her hand firmly planted on her Sster's ssomach as she gave
her ahug and stretched up to give Cole, Ginger's husband, aquick hello kiss.

"No kidding.” Ginger squirmed out of Rosemary's embrace to give Cinnamon and Rocky hugs.

"Y eah, but now you have abump. Can you fed them kicking? Never mind, my niece just gave meahigh
five"

"That was Tex, your nephew. Kansasisover here.” Cinnamon rubbed the spot. With her ability to see
aurasthey had known the babies' gendersimmediately. Giving them outlandish names had become a

game.

Jack, dways observant, noticed the smilar pink hues of the Ssters' swesaters. Rosemary, the oldest;
Ginger, the youngest by six minutes, and Cinnamon, sandwiched in-between were a triple powerhouse of
beauty, brains and trouble. Astriplets, they were so identica that from the back people couldn't tell them
apart. But like Waker and Cole, Jack never confused them.

Colewasafriend of Terry Robinson, Jack's partner. When aman tried to expose Ginger's extraordinary
abilities as amedium to the world, Cole contacted Terry. Jack met Cole and the siters at their family
homein Kansas.

Thefirg time Jack saw Cinnamon she was laughing at something Cole said. Insteed of joining the group
he had stood by the French doors and observed.

Cinnamon, glancing hisway, removed hersdf from the chattering, scooped up Dum-Dum, agray cat, and
walked towards him. When they were toe-to-toe, she stopped, cocked her head and studied hisface.
When she had taken her fill, she said, “ Y ou are an old soul with the most beautiful and unusud aural've
seenthissde of the vell. Y ou dso brought abushd full of talents dong with you thistime around. Too



bad you aren't using them to their full potential.” With awink and a soft sexy chuckle, she turned and
rejoined her sgters.

The ddivery of the satement and the message pulled at amemory that refused to reved itsdf. When
Cinnwalked away, held felt atug, asif someinvisible thread connected them. With each mesting that
connection, the tug on the thread, was stronger. Maybe that was what had brought him here, the need to
relieve the pressure on the thread. Only it hadn't worked that way. Since arriving, the thread felt stronger,
the tug moreins stent.

"Jack, can you stay for dinner?” Cinnamon gave him a hopeful smile.

Rosemary'singghtful observations had saved hours, if not days, of eye blurring, mind numbing work.
He'd missed the meeting in Houston.

He wasn't due to resume his undercover rolefor three days.

If heflew out a dawn, he would reach the office in Houston at the same time Terry, his partner, arrived.
No matter how many hours he spent at the office, there would aways be amillion details needing his
atention.

Heignored the thought that spending time pretending he could be a part of the Prescott Sisters' cozy life
didn't say much for hisinteligence or hissurviva ingincts.

He gave her one of hisrare smiles. “1 can.”

[Back to Table of Contents]
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Chapter 3
Cinnamon was losing her patience.

She had tried having a conversation with Jack, alone, in the living room. Instead, Cole walked in, made
himsdalf comfortable and the conversation turned to counterfeiting.

With the help of Betty Crocker, she lured Jack into the kitchen with peanut butter cookies, hisfavorite.
Before she could pour him aglass of milk, Waker plopped himsaf down on the bar stool next to Jack.
Consuming glasses of milk and adozen warm cookies, they talked about counterfeiting.

After dinner, she offered to show Jack the work in progress at Ros€'s, apoker parlor Walker was
building for Rosemary. They weren't ten stepsinto the main lobby of the casino when Bob joined them.
For the next half hour, counterfeiting had been the only topic of conversation.

The men were clueless, or there was a conspiracy to keep her and Jack from being aone. With her
mother knowing what she was planning, and Salina's spell casting abilities, she wouldn't place bets against
them interfering.

She wastrying to come up with away to tell Bob to get lost when Rocky strolled up. The hours spent in
the gym toning her post baby body, were evident in the peacock blue dip dress skimming her dim figure.
She draped an arm around Bob's waist.

"Rumor isahigh class dame, with ataste for some action, is headed to Tinkerbelle€s to shake the dust off
her dancing shoes."

Strip-searching her with his eyes, Bob didn't miss oneinch of her body. “Where's Bobby?*

"He dumped me for an older woman. Joan is dancing him to deep. Move it; we have two hoursto show
off our dance steps.”

The postage size dance floor was crowded.

Snuggling was permitted. Cinnamon took full advantage of the opportunity.

Taking was optiond. Neither Jack nor Cinnamon had said aword since stepping on the dance floor.
It was perfect. AlImost.

They weren't done, but the music, tune, after tune, after lovely tune, was romantic and dow.

If Salinaor her mother questioned her lips lingering for afraction of asecond as they brushed his neck,
shewould claim it was an accident.

* k k %

Cinnamon went to bed in a state of euphoria. Happy, giddy with anticipation, she couldn't stop smiling
and giggling like ateenager. Jack wasinterested. Sheld fdlt that interest asthey danced. The only thing
that had stopped her from sweet-talking him into one of the casino's hotel rooms was the rumor mill and
being the object of another betting pool. But if she could get him aone, away from family and amillion
prying eyes, thingswould be different.

With her family and uninvited ghosts popping in, that might be easier said than done. But if she could



come up with afoolproof plan, not impossble.
Cinnamon was dill smiling when she drifted into deep.

Thetiny ice cream parlor table was tucked under a red and white-striped umbrella at an outdoor
café. She dlid onto a dainty wire seat, crossed her legs, rearranged her skirt and waited.

Eros always made her wait. Not the best trait in a date, husband or soul mate.
Without ordering, acup of hot peppermint teaappeared on thetiny bistro style table.
Sipping the tea, Cinnamon scanned the Stret.

Horse drawn carriages dowly rolled down the cobblestone street. Like arow of fashionably dressed
models, fancy boutiqueslined the opposite side of the street. Waking hand in hand, young lovers paid no
attention to the fancy window displays.

It was odd, this dream; this destiny that held her captive and gave her no promises. When Eros
appeared, she could see him, talk to him, touch him, fed his heartbeat and the urgency of his embrace.
But strange as it was, she didn't know what he looked like. For all she knew, he could be the ugly toad
instead of the handsome prince.

Cinnamon knew she was dreaming. She knew she was an active participant and she knew she had no
control over what happened. Even during deep, she found the inability to creste what she wanted
frudrating.

Eros jaywalked across the cobblestone street. Hisloose-limbed stroll reminded Cinnamon of ablack
panther. He was watchful, but because he was the king of thisjungle he wasn't worried about being
attacked.

When he sat across from her, their knees bumped under the tiny table.

Hiswarm lips placed a seductive kiss within the pam of her hand. “Hello Green-eyes. Have you waited
long?'

"You know | have. You'redwayslate."
"l am, but you dways wait, what does that say?"'
"It saysI'manidiot to let you get away with poor manners, or maybe | foolishly worship you.”

He amiled. “ Y ou are not foolish enough to worship anyone; especialy aman who has nothing to offer
youl.

"Y ou offer melove."
"| offer you no future.
"Why do you refuse to acknowledge your fedings?'

He gave her hand asqueeze. “We have o little time together, |et's not argue. Do you want to egt or
leave?'

"Leave"



She felt the comfort of hisarm around her shoulder and the dight squeeze that drew her closer. He
placed akiss on her temple when she draped her arm around his dim waist. She had to strain to hear him
sy, “My love

At the end of the street, they entered apark. A doping field of grass bordered along shallow pool of
water. Trees decked out in bonnets of pink blossoms beckoned loversto sit, snuggle and stedl akissor
two.

With his arms securdly around her, Cinnamon rested her head against Eross chest. His heartbest was
steady, but she could fed thetight coil of restraint holding hisemotion in check.

"What are you thinking, Green-eyes?"'

"How content | fed when weretogether. | want marriage, children, and a house with awhite picket
fence"

"| cannot give you those things.”

"Y ou can't or won't?"

"Itisthesamething.”

"So why do we keep meeting? Y ou cannot deny that these meetings torture both of us."
"You know the answer.” Lifting her face, he let hislips meet hers.

A windowpane of light on the floor beside the bed caught Cinnamon's attention when she opened her
eyes. Shefdt restless; her body tingled in places only alover would touch.

How could a soul mate refuse her love? Why did he want to? Was there something about her that he
didn't like? Maybe he knew about her powers and didn't want anything to do with her for that reason.

Héell's bdls, she was making plans to jump Jack's bones and she was worried about a soul mate who
didn't want commitment. She couldn't have it both ways.

Tossing back the covers, she headed for the closet to grab gym clothes.
The closet was empty.
"SHina"

A two-piece pink and black spandex outfit landed on top of the bed. “Cute, but | want my clothes
back."

She stood at the gym's door and watched Rosemary land a sharp sidekick into the center of a punching
bag. Walker was jabbing a second bag.

"What happened to my sigter, the one who didn't believe in getting out of bed before nine?"

"She changed lifestyles. Plus, she has an appointment with the architect building the riverboat poker room
in two hours™

"Why not ask Sdlina? I'm sure her magic finger can zap it out in nothing flat.” Her tongue-in-cheek
comment stopped Walker's punch in mid-swing.



"That isnot funny.”

"Neither isfinding my closet empty, or finding myself a your mother's mercy for the clothes on my back.’
"What happened?’

"When | opened the closet, it was empty. When | yelled her name, this outfit appeared.”

"Y ou have to admit, it looks better than your norma gym appard.”

"I'm hereto work out, not make aglamour statement.”

"I'm sding with Sdling, there's no reason you can't do both.” Rosemary gave atongue-in-cheek smile.
Cinnamon did arunning jump. The punching bag flew backwards.

Rosemary stepped out of the bag's path. “What got your dander up this early in the morning?”

"Eros”

"The Greek god of love?” Walker lifted hisbrows.

"That'shim. Hes my soul mate."

"Y our soul mateisagod?’

"Hardly. Would you rather | cal him *lover boy'?'

"Before our padt life dreams started, what did you call me?” Walker stood with hishands on hislean
hips, acocky smileon hislips.

"A panintheass.”

"Figures” Hislaughter filled the smdl gym. “If you two are going to talk dirty, | can leave."
"Thanksfor the offer, but the destiny dreams aren't beyond the PG13 rating."

"But they have changed,” Ginger said as she and Cole entered the gym.

"They have. The prom date venueis gone. We meet at asmall outdoor café. Tak, hold hands, play
kissyface, but nothing that would be out of linein apublic place.”

"Doesthe stting look familiar?” Cole asked.

"Quaint cobblestone streets and brick sdewaks. They remind me of Annapolis and Alexandria. Fancy
boutiqueslike you would find in both locations. The reflection pool and cherry treesin DC, and a
sdewak café sraight out of a French painting.”

"Sounds like you thoroughly researched the location,” Cole said.

"Not redlly. | spent amonth in that areaafew years ago. When | wasn't performing hypnosis shows a
the children'swards at local hospitals, | played tourist."

"What's going on in the dream that has you pissed?’ Ginger asked.

"Eros hastold me hewill never marry me"



"But..."

"Before you say anything, Rose, let me remind you | had no intentions of getting married,” Walker said.
"Ditto, that,” Cole added.

"Areyou saying that given time hewill change hismind?*

"No, we're saying that the dreams are just heating up. Y ou need to give thingstimeto develop,” Cole
sad.

Cinnamon programmed the bicycle next to the one Ginger wasriding.

She didn't like admitting that Cole had a point. This morning's version wasn't much different than the other
dreamsin the series. Given what Ginger and Rosemary experienced, she knew there was more to come.

What wouldn't change, no matter where the dreams led, were her fedings for Jack. Y es, the attraction
was physical. It aso went deeper than that and she wanted the opportunity to explore those possibilities.

She aso wanted to stop the astral travel. The desire made her crazy with guilt, but the emotiona drain
was depressing her. The physical drain was dso causing problemsthat were affecting her hedlth.

Not wanting her mother or Salinato question that, she pushed the thoughts aside.

[Back to Table of Contents]
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Chapter 4
Three days later-New Mexico wilderness

The dessert air was crispy cold.

Thearomaof burning cedar mingled with the heavier musty odor of damp clay and pine needles.
The horses weren't restless.

No voicesdrifted through the early morning air.

The broken pinecone digging into his hip hadn't pulled him into redlity.

Jack was alight deeper. It was alearned trait that had saved hislife more than once, but nothing seemed
out of synch. Thinking back to what he could remember, held been ... dreaming.

Hell.

Jack closed his eyes, stilled histhoughts and concentrated on each breeth as he dowly inhaled and
exhaed. Like aningant replay, the dream materiaized.

Without assistance, the rowboat Jack was sitting in sliced through calm turguoise water.
Approaching a crescent shaped beach, he could hear the surf caress the purple black sand.

When the bow of the boat hit sand, Jack abandoned it without a second thought. Heading towards
a line of trees, he ignored the quiet splendor of the beach. The toes of his cowboy boots dug into
sand that glowed with the luster of a million black pearls.

Jack'slong stride made quick work of reaching adense line of trees. Impatient to reach his destination,
he paid no attention to the heavy scent of damp earth and the pine trees as he followed the yellow path.
Asinthe Land of Oz, the path twisted itsway through a dense forest. But instead of yellow brick
benesth hisfeet, he walked on gold so fineit looked like sand. The treeswith their massive red bark
trunks were sraight, tal, sturdy and welcoming.

Alwaysimpatient to arrive, he knew Green-eyes would make him wait. He was good at waiting. Hed
played the cat and mouse game so often it was second nature. But this game was different; thiswas
persona. He didn't dlow himsdf to think about why he had been summoned; it was awagte of time and
took hismind off the pleasant prospect of seeing the Green-eyed siren.

When he reached asmall glen, he headed straight for aboulder. The rock with its natura indent and
dightly curved back reminded him of abeanbag chair hed owned in college.

Hefdt her presence the moment he sat down.
Eight feet away, directly across from him, Green-eyes stood till as a statue.

Her face was shadowed; her hair haloed in apale golden light, was atangle of curls. Trained to pay
attention to detail he glanced at her gown. Multi hues of purple faded in and out of theloosely draped
fabric. She was a contrast of fireand ice, spiritual and sexual.

"Morning, Green-eyes.” He didn't know her name. Over the years he had called her many things, but
Green-eyes was the name that stuck.



"Ligten closdy, there isn't much time. For the promise of power, Jose betrayed his brother.
"Men areriding through the trees from the south.”

Jack felt his shoulderstighten. He forced himsdlf to ignore the adrendine rush.

"How many men?"

"Fifteen.”

"We have dropped off the drugs and we carry no gold. What do they haveto gain?'
"They will rid themsdves of Jose and you."

"My cover was broken?’

"Not to Jose, Pete or Thornton. But there is a man who knows your truths. His hate runs deep, his anger
knows no bounds."

"Who? s he here?'

"No, heisnot here. He offered ahigh price for your severed head.”

"Pleasant thought. Thanksfor thewarning. What did | do to pissthis guy off?"

"You live your truth; you expect othersto do the same. Y ou have earned respect. Y ou breathe.

"Desath does not dways mean that a heart has sopped beating. And awalking ghost isa great deal more
dangerousthan avisble man.”

"Dammit, give me more than one of your riddles. | need aname.”

"Itisdl | haveto offer. Think with your head not what you think your eyes saw. The answer istangled in
the past, adesth and betrayal.

"The man's knowledge makes him very dangerous; his hate makes him aformidable enemy. Thedrug
lord and the counterfeit ring are connected with this man and another you have yet to mest.

"L ucy, the young girl traveling with you, isat the pond bathing. Her father will not be able to protect her.
Now itisyour job.

"Thelone Pinion treg, by the wall of rock, hidesthe opening to asmall cave.
"Hurry."
Jack’s senses kicked into overdrive.

Terry Robinson, an arm's length away, was awake. The two were so attuned Jack didn't question what
had aerted him to a problem. They rolled their bags, tugged on their boots, donned their cowboy hats
and dipped into the night shadows.

All traces of their presence disappeared.

Lucy, Jose's daughter, was buttoning her blouse when Jack grabbed her around the waist and cupped
her mouth closed.



With his mouth against her ear Jack whispered, “Don't make a sound. Men approach. Y ou wouldn't like
them. We are going to get you out of here. Do you understand?”

Jack felt her dight nod and her body relax. Taking Lucy's hand, Jack took the lead. Using treesfor
cover, they slently made their way to the cave.

The opening to the cave was nothing more than adim crevice. Intherear, Terry heard thefirst gunfire as
he did through the opening.

Jack scanned the cave with aflashlight. “It's not the Ritz, but we're not sharing the space with any four
legged creatures.”

Unrolling hisbedrall, he spread the blanket.

"My father did this.” Sitting on the blanket, Lucy wrapped her arms around her legs and rested her chin
on her knees.

"Areyou afraid of the dark?’ Terry asked.
"No."

Jack turned off the flashlight. A faint stream of early morning light outlined the cave's opening. Thewesk
light made it possible to see shadows.

"What makesyou say that?’ Jack's Texas drawl was more noticeable as he kept hisvoice low and
neutrd.

"Dad and my step-mom. | heard them talking the night before we |eft. Maria wanted more money. She
talked Dad into betraying Uncle Pete."

"Do you know what the plan was?’ Terry asked.

"The drugs were supposed to be stolen before they were delivered. | don't know the plan, but they were
going to make it look like Uncle Pete double crossed the drug lord.”

"If you knew that, why did you come on thetrip?’ Terry asked.

"Mariatold Dad it was time for me to earn my keep. When he said no, they argued. | figured | was safer
with Dad than Maria. When the drugs were delivered without a problem, | thought maybe Dad had
changed the plan. Do you think Maria double crossed Dad?’

"It'spossible,” Jack answered.

It was a 5o possible Pete found out and thiswas hisway of diminating Jose without making it ook like he
was respongible. But either way, Jack needed to know the name of the ghost who infiltrated awell
organized drug ring and put a price on his head.

The gunfire came closer and was more insistent.

In old western movies, the bad guyswould dl die. The good guys, with guns blazing, walk away from the
trouble unscratched. Jack wasn't in ahurry to shoot anyone. Not that he wouldn't, but if he fired hisrifle,
it would mean they were being shot at. They didn't have enough ammo to hold off fifteen men.

[Back to Table of Contents]
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Chapter 5
Rosemary was in the bedroom before Cinnamon's scream stopped shaking thewalls.

"Whét the hell happened?’ Rosemary demanded.
"Ohmigod.” Laughing, Ginger caught afeather as she stepped into the bedroom.

White down festhers floated through the air. Thousands more littered the floor, the dresser top, the bed,
and stuck to Cinnamons hair.

"Salina happened. | told her | was going downgtairs to buy an outfit that didn't look like | just got off my
night job at the corner of the Strip and Tropicana. She got pissed. When she couldn't find apiece of glass
to break, the pillows on the bed exploded.”

Rosemary brushed afeather off her shoulder. Picking adown feather out of the air she said, “I'm
surprised she didn't glue them to your body. Where's the outfit?'

"Don't give her ideas. When she lft, she snapped her fingers. The clothing exploded aong with the
pillows. | swear my braand tap pants are less suggestive than the skirt and top she expected meto
wear."

"Y ou can borrow an outfit.” Playfully Rosemary kicked apile of feathers with her bare foot.

"I could, but I'm not going to do that. Salinais going to give me a nice presentable outfit and clean up this
mess. If shedoesnt, | will send amessage to Warren, informing him that as afairy godmother Sdina
sucks™"

A royad blue dust devil swept through the room.
Cinnamon arched a brow. Ginger and Rosemary mirrored her expression.

When the pillows were restored, an outfit materiaized. In black dacks, a scooped-neck knit top and
matching turquoise suede jacket, Cinnamon looked comfortable and sexy, without being overly

uggedtive.
"Let's seethe shoes,” Ginger sad.

Lifting the pants' legsreveded black ding backs, with cork hedls and aturquoise flower. A hobo style
black purse, sporting alarge turquoise flower on the closure landed on the bed.

"Okay, now I'mjedous,” Ginger said.
Rosemary plucked afeather out of Cinnamon's hair. “ She missed one."
A zap of light hit Rosemary'sfingers.

"Did not!” Sdinas voice echoed.

* * % %

"I can't believe Walker bought a Gulfstream jet,” Cinnamon said as she buckled the seat belt for takeoff.

"It made sense. With family spread between Vegas, Kansas and two ranchesin Texas it will make
traveling alot easier. The plane can be used for casino business and a couple of people have asked about



leasing it for business. Inthe end, it will pay for itself. Plus, Wolf getsto fly with usinstead of being
locked in acargo hold.”

"And you figured dl of that into the odds before sgning on the dotted line."
"Naturaly."

"How long before we reach Kansas?’ Cinnamon asked.

"Two hours,” Walker answered.

"Fast, efficient and no one searched my bag or told me| couldn't bring my tweezers. | think I'll book you
for dl my flights. | can't believetomorrow is Thanksgiving,” Ginger said.

"Peasetell me Aunt Pesty isn't cooking the turkey.” Rosemary shuddered at the thought.

"I bought aturkey before we left. I'm no more inclined to having her cast aspell for awild turkey than
you are."

"Haven't heard that story,” Cole said.

"Y ou won't from Aunt Pesty, ever. We were ten when she talked Mom into having an old fashioned
Thanksgiving. Instead of going to the grocery store to buy afresh Tom, sheinssted we needed awild
turkey. Before Dad could stop her, she cast aspell. When the doorbell rang, Aunt Pesty looked alittle
worried. When she opened the door, a Pilgrim thrust a headless turkey into Aunt Pesty's hands. When
the bird moved, she screamed, dropped the bird and the poor thing started running down the driveway.
Dad grabbed the bird and hauled it into the garage. A few hours later, we ate Thanksgiving dinner a a
restaurant,” Rosemary said.

Cole chuckled. “Y ou have to admit, Pesty keepslife interesting.”

"Remember those words the next time she disrupts our life. Y our folks called just before we left the
casino to say they arrived. They are staying across the street with Martin and Aunt Pesty. Y our brother,
Jack, Aunt Juanitaand Uncle Joe will stay with us” Ginger said.

Cinnamon smiled. If she had her way, Jack would be with her, but she wisdly kept the thought to herself.

* * * %

Sea grass and warm sand cushioned the rocky cliff.

Far below, the waves welcomed her with a soothing simplicity of sound. With no illusion of time
there was no desire to hasten or prolong the experience.

The air sparked with energy, alife force beyond anything Cinnamon experienced on adaily basis. The
energy wastherefor the giving, to learn from, to understand, to fed!.

In tune with the supernatural energy, Cinnamon turned her back to the ocean. As she stepped into the
dark grove of trees, the smell of pine needles and sap, and the fedling of anticipation overwhelmed her
Senses.

Inahurry to reach the glen, she paid scant attention to the twists and turnsin the fog-shrouded path. A
step short of the clearing, she stopped.

The man who called her Green-eyeswaited. Except for his crossed arms and unusudl light gray eyes, he
blended into the shadows of the rock.



Attuned to hismoods, she could fed hisimpatience.

Stepping into the clearing, she acknowledged his presence with anod.

"l oweyou."

"Y ou owemenothing.”

"Without your warning, the outcome could have been different.”

"It was not Lucy'stime. Y ou were on that mountain to keep her safe.”

"Areyou saying my life was never your concern?’ She heard the hint of humor in hisvoice,

"Y our life has dways been my concern. In this case, you were not in danger.”

"When you are outnumbered, and the bad guys have more ammo, oné'slifeisawaysin danger.”
"| stand corrected. Have you figured out the riddl€?"

"l have three names, two were agents and one amercenary. | witnessed their deaths, or at least it
appeared that they died. In two cases, retrieving the bodies wasimpossible. With the third, positive
identification was never established.”

"If you are asking which one, | have no answer."
"Why was | summoned?"

"Another warning. Unlike arattlesnake, the person who wants you dead will not shake histail to warn
you off. But like the rattlesnake, heisgood at blending into the surroundings. The next attempt will be
mede by him."

"Areyou saying that if | do not figure out who this personis| will die?!
"The choice of death is yours to make, not histo give."

Half awake, Cinnamon rolled over, tugged at the coversto cover her cold shoulders and drifted back to
deep.

Cinnamon glided over a curving ribbon of blue vapor. A full moon cast the landscape beneath her
into a palette of golden light and inky black distorted shadows. Traveling over houses packed
tightly together, she could hear dogs barking.

A cat yowled.

A car engine backfired.

She passed over amall withits parking lot lit up like aballpark ready for an evening game.
Anowl, making alazy circlein the sky, cast his slhouette against the moon's pae yellow face.

The silver blue ribbon led her to aboxy house, one of severd, creating asemi circle around arolling
expanse of lawn bordering agolf course.

The ribbon evaporated.



Cinnamon stood in a large brightly lit bedroom. A naked woman, curled in the fetal position, was
on a king size bed. Blood on the cream colored sheets and the bruises blooming on the woman's
back clashed with the room's cheerful yellow décor.

Tears dampened Cinnamon's pillow and cheeks.
Under the warmth of adown comforter, Cinnamon's teeth chattered.

When shetried to stand, her legs buckled. Collapsing onto the bed, she thought about crawling back
under the covers. But she needed food and a shower.

She managed to turn on the shower before the roller coaster ride her scomach was taking forced her over
the commode.

Wrapped in athick green terrycloth robe, Cinnamon walked back into the bedroom.
Rosemary was rolling the king Size bed sheetsinto abig ball.
"Sit beforeyou fal.” The concern etched on Rosemary's face belied the sharp tone of her voice.

Cinnamon sank into a plush navy blue chaise lounge, curled her legs benegth and covered her legswith
an afghan. Rosemary handed her acup of steaming hot teaand placed a plate covered in amound of
whipped cream on her lap.

"Thanks"

The stinging bits of hot water had turned her skin red, but Cinnamon il felt cold, like the core of her
being had lost its pilot light. The warmth of the tea cruising down her throat felt good.

Needing to restore her energy, Cinnamon ignored the cramping protest of her somach as shelicked
whipped cream off the fork. Forging through the white mound on the plate she found the hidden dice of

pumpkin pie.

"Y ou screamed. What happened?”
Shedidn't remember screaming.
"What timeisit?"

"A little after eight. Walker and Woalf left half an hour ago to go jogging with Cole. | came over to seeif
you were ready to leave. Y ou screamed as | was unlocking the door.”

"Tell me about the nightmare.” Facing Cinnamon, Rosemary sat with her legs crossed on the end of the
chaiselounge.

Wasit a nightmare? She knew it had been along time since she thought of her gift asablessing. Maybe
that was why she wanted to give up her power. Nightmare, curse, blessing, there didn't seem to be any
difference or answers. At least, not answers she understood and not one that made the astral travel
scenes she experienced any easier to handle. That was the rub. Plucked from her bed, sheld landed in the
middle of someone ese's nightmare, then like arag doll missing haf of its suffing, unceremonioudy
landed back in her body. She could handle waking up half sick, but the horrors she saw ate at her gut,
and like the latest trip, made her angry.

"I was taken to ahouse, a plain Jane McMansion bordering agolf course. A dark haired woman was
lying on abed, naked. She had severa broken bones, black eyes, a broken nose, cuts from head to toe,



and bruises were blooming.”
"Who beat her?” Rosemary was ready to fight the woman's bettle.
"Husband, boyfriend, intruder, take your pick. She was unconscious. | don't even know her first name.”

It was funny how thelittle things bothered her. Every trip was different, but Cinnamon made a point of
addressing the people she hel ped by name. Without aname, she fdlt like the person'slife was being
devaued, given little to no meaning.

"Didyou cdl the police?!

"No. They arrived on their own. It's one of the unsolved mysteries. They away's appear, no matter how
remote the scene,

"But that wasn't the beginning of the dream.
"Fird, | visted thefores.”
"Do you remember anything?"

"Unless you want aweather report, | don't remember anything. As soon as that trip ended, | wastaken
to the woman. | pulled away when the paramedics arrived. Instead of coming back to my body, | was
sent to atube of light. Imagine being insde a kal el doscope spinning out of control. Beautiful intricate
designsflashed before my eyes. There were pae shades of pink, blue and lavender I've never seen.”

"Y ou've said before that hedling patternslook likethat."

"They do. But these patterns were far more complex than any I've ever seen or used. When the

kal eidoscope stopped spinning apale blue light surrounded me.” Her brow furrowed. “It felt like the light
wasdive. | didn't see anything around me, but | didn't fed like | wasfloating.” She shook her head.
“Anyway, after what seemed like forever, avoice warned me not to forget the lesson. That wasit, |
woke up."

"Areyoudl right?'

"Drained. Puzzled. Worried. That about coversthe gamut. The last part of the dream wasn't scary, so |
don't know why | screamed.”

"Drained, | understand. I'm assuming you're puzzled over the new hesling patterns. What are you worried
about?'

"Jack. Something isnt right.”
"You'vetaked to him?

"Not since heleft Vegas. It'safeding that started yesterday. By last night, the feding worked itsway up
to concern. Thismorning, | don't know what it is. It'sjust there. Like aspider building aweb, thefedling
that something's wrong just keeps getting bigger. What are the odds that Jack'sin danger?”

"Cinn, the man works undercover. The odds are dways high."

Theair crackled and popped. A plume of burnt orange smoke rose from the floor. Like acurtain rising,
Sdinadowly appeared. Her knee-high moccasins were dyed mustard yellow. The jagged hem of adark
brown leather skirt showed off her legs. A fringe of beads and feathers dangling over her smooth bare



stomach adorned an orange leather hater-top. Half adozen yellow and green feathers dangled from each
ear. A dow turn showed them that except for the halter's shoestring ties, her back was bare.

"What do you think? | designed thisfor the Thanksgiving feast."

"Grest, if you'retrying out for the part of the turkey. | didn't know you were coming to Thanksgiving
dinner?’

"The dinner isfor family; besides, as Cinn'sfairy godmother I'm on call 24/7. So, what do you redlly think
of the outfit?"

"It reminds me of the hand turkeys we made in grade school. Bright, gaudy and something only the
creator would think was remarkable. Mom used to tape our hand turkeys together and put abig candle
in the center. If you hold a candle in each hand you could be a candel abrum.”

"You redly don't like this outfit, do you?'

"Not even alittle,” Cinn and Rose said in unison.

"Are Gus, Mom, and Dad, going to be at the house, too?’ Cinnamon prompted.
"Y es, and maybe one or two others.”

"Asin other sirits?’

"Don't worry, it's not like we eat much.

"With al thetalk about my outfit, | dmost forgot why | popped in. Y our mom got alittle upset that |
wasn't here to comfort you after that whopper of adream. Like| told her and Warren, you didn't need
me when Rose was dready here. And | wasredly busy trying to decide between mustard yellow and
cream corn yellow for the moccasins.

"Anyway, everything turned out fine. Gottago.”

"Not yet, you don't. Do you know what the last part of my dream was about?"
"Maybe"

"How about sharing?'

A low rumble vibrated every piece of furniture in the room. Before the tremor stopped, Sdlina
disappeared.

An orange feather landed on the bed.
"What do you think Salinawould do if she couldn't design clothes?!
"Haunt Fredrick's of Hollywood's and VeraWang's studios. Are you going to be all right?’

"Nothing I can do will change what happened to the woman. Theforest dream is nothing. Asfor the new
hedling pattern there's no sense worrying when we don't know the motive behind the lesson. I'll befine."

The pep talk didn't fool either of them.

* * * %

Jack never arrived for Thanksgiving dinner.



Something about his apology, a phrase, hisvoice, what he left unsaid, escaated Cinnamon's unease.

With the house full of relatives, dead and dive, having a private conversation took patience and luck. By
the time Cinnamon saw Juanita head for the backyard, her patience was long gone.

"When you told Rosemary you couldn't see the future, you weren't being totally honest.” Cinnamon's
words stopped Juanitaiin her tracks.

"Can't deny that. Areyou hoping your confrontationa approach will get meto tell you somethingin
particular?’ Juanitawas the exact opposite of Salina, her younger Sgter. Always smiling, shewasthe
perfect image of afairy godmother.

"Sorry, that was extremely rude. It's no excuse, but I'm tired, cranky and past the point of polite
conversation. Early thismorning, | wastaught new healing patterns. It'sthefirst timein ten years|'ve
been shown new healing grids. Can you tell me why this happened now?"

"And here | wasthinking you were going to ask me about your destiny dreams.”

"Not abad ideg; that will be my next question.”

Caitlin materiaized. “ Juanita can't tell you anything.”

"| thought you were upgtairs checking out the nursery rhyme mura Gin's painting in the nursery.”
"l was. I've had one ear tuned into you al day."

"| thought | was doing agood job of hiding my thoughts."

"I'm your mother; I've had twenty-nine yearsto figure out how your mind works. Besides, you'rejust like
your father; you only try blocking your thoughts when something isredly bothering you.”

"Hel'sbells. Is Dad onto your game?"
"No, and unless you want Sdlinaas your fairy godmother, for life, | would advise you not to tell.”

Cinnamon chuckled. “ That's powerful blackmail; my lips are sedled. Mom, | know you can't answer my
questions. But,” shelooked at Juanita, “isn't the information you receive about the future, given to you to
share?'

"That depends. | won't deny | stretched the truth about my abilities when Rosemary asked about her
future. However, what | said was accurate. By using parables| didn't jeopardize the decisions she had to
make."

"But you tell people things about their future, I've heard you. Not two hours ago you shared information
about the future with Uncle Gus"

"I did. But he still has choicesto make that could change the outcome | foretold. Also, hehasnoideal'm
clairvoyant. He listened palitely, but whether or not he believed me or acts on my commentsis his choice.
And he's not related to me, you are.”

"That'snot fair.” Cinnamon moaned.
"Y ou'retoo old to pout. Do you want meto invite your father in on this conversation?'

"Why didn't you just say Dad was disappointed? That was the worst punishment you handed out, and it



worked."

Caitlin laughed. “I remember saying smilar wordsto my mother. Can't say thet | like admitting your
grandmother's saying, ‘ paybacks are abitch', istrue.

"Most people don't believe in psychics or don't trust the insghts to be accurate. When given the truth,
some people will give theinformation consideration. Most people laugh it off and do what they want."

"True, but what doesthat have to do with Juanitanot giving me information because were related?”

"When Warren realized our family and Waker'sfamily shared the same distant grandmamma, he was
concerned. No future event is unchangeable. Nor does changing the future mean it will be for the
betterment of those involved or future of the universein generd.”

"You'resayingif | turned right instead of |eft because of what Juanitatold meit could have dire
consequences. Why would my action be different then Jane Doe doing the same thing after being given
the sameinformation?'

"Because you know what Juanita seesislikely to be the fina outcome, you can consciousy make the
decision to change the ending. Jane Doeis Sitting on the fence. With fifty/fifty odds, Janeis till positioned
to make a choice based on her desires, good or bad, not what a psychic is saying will happen.”

"If what Juanita seesisn't what | want shouldn't | be given the choice of whether or not to changethe
outcome?"

"I'd loveto say yes, but | can't. Y ou were only sixteen when the drunk hit our car. Your dad and | didn't
want to leave you but there were reasons our lives were designed for that to happen. Yes, it was hard,
but the things that happened from the result of our leaving were good. | know that's hard to understand
but it'strue.

"It'sthe same with your destiny dreams. They need to disclose their truthsin the order and time frame the
universe has chosen. That time frame might not suit your desires but even what we cal coincidences are
planned and executed for areason. Y ou heed to decide what you are going to do about your gifts and
Jack without any help from paranormal powers.”

Cinnamon nibbled her bottom lip. She didn't like what she'd heard. And would argue to the end of time
about what good came out of losing her folks. She gave her mom acurt nod. “ Tell methis, are Aunt
Pesty's haphazard spells behind the reason | fed Jack isin danger?'

"Thank god, no."

"Fair enough. | won't ask any more questions.”

* * % %

Cinnamon strolled down the wide sidewalk, between the well-manicured lawn and the pool. The
picture perfect white doughboy clouds and spring green trees reflecting off the pool's clear blue
water went unnoticed.

Her mind was on Eros. Yesterday they had met at the outdoor café and talked, or more
accurately, attempted to talk. Eros had been distant. He'd answered work related questions with
guestions, or ignored them altogether.

Cinnamon wanted to share the interesting and trivia bits and pieces of lifewith him. Ginger called it
nesting; settling down, becoming part of awhole astwo liveslaced together.



Eros wanted to share nothing but the part of hislife he considered safe. Which, so far, was nothing more
than what foods he liked and a few vacations he had taken.

Theimpasse was straining her temper and patience.
When she reached the narrow street, she glanced towards the café. Their table was empty.

Eros claimed the café was safe and like agood little girl shewasto wait for him there. She wastired of
being good and she didn't need his protection.

Pushing open thefirst shop door, she stepped ingde. Crystal semware lined the back wall. Chinalined
both sdewalls. Scattered around the room were tables dressed in fine linen and topped with china, and
geling dlver.

She was tracing a delicate blue forget-me-not flower with thetip of her finger when a shadow blocked
thelight from the window.

Eros, with handsin hisjean pockets and a pleasant smile on hisface, watched her. “Have you found
something you want?"

"Not really. Chinaisfor ahope chest, bridal showers, and happy ever after endings. Y ou haventt
promised me a happy ever after.”

"Would you prefer thet | lie?!

"No."

"Isthere areason you aren't a the caf€?"

"Isthere areason you're half an hour late?’

"You're pissed”

"Not redly. But I'm no longer willing to play your game. If you'relate, you'll haveto find me."
Eros rubbed the back of hisneck. “It's not safe.”

"If you believe the news, neither is breathing. It's your choice, where do we go from here?’

He closed his eyes; when he opened them there was a hint of sadnessin their depth. “We continue as
before. Whenever possible, we stedl afew minutes of time. Then we return to our separate lives until the
nexttime.”

"Isthat enough for you?'

"It hasto be. Let's not waste time talking about what isn't going to change. What would you liketo do
now?'

"Run away. Find adesert idand. We can live on coconut milk and love.”
"Y ou'd be bored to death in less than aweek."
"Areyou saying you couldn't keep me entertained?'

Eros smirked.



"Let'sfind aplace where we can have privacy.”
"Thereisno such place. But for afew minutes, | know aplace that will give uswhat you ask.”

Asthey stepped out of the boutique, Erostook her hand, gaveit alittle squeeze and placed akiss on top
of ther entwined fingers.

At the park, Eros guided her towards acluster of trees. Stepping over exposed tree roots, Cinnamon
stepped into asmall clearing. Hidden from the road and the sdewalk, ahaf circle of trees made acozy
lovenedt.

A blanket, abottle of champagne and awicker basket were waiting.
"Y ou had this planned.” Her laughter bubbled with happiness.
"I hoped. There was no guarantee the moment would be right.”

The basket held an offering of deviled eggs, grapes, severa types of cheese and avariety of crackers.
Cinnamon wasn't hungry, but she laid the small feast out on the blanket.

Eros popped the cork off the bottle of champagne. “To us.” Their crystal glasses clicked.
Shefed him grapes; they drank dl the champagne and they flirted and laughed over slly jokes.

Eroslifted her chin and leaned into her; his kiss tasted like Champagne and chocol ate mints. Cinnamon
didn't remember moving, but the weight of his solid body pressed againgt her. When hisknee did
between her legs, her nipples hardened; warmth spread through her belly, curled lower and heated her
feminine core. When he circled a hardened nub with histhumb, she whimpered with pleasure.

He shivered when her hands ran up his spine. When her hands reached his hair, she massaged his scalp
and ran her fingersthrough his baby soft hair.

It was an old cliché but true; time stood till.

Before buttons popped and zippers did open, Eros pulled back. Brushing astrand of hair off her face, he
lightly kissed the corner of her mouth, thetip of her nose and her forehead.

"Wemust leave. | will think of you."
"Why do we haveto leave?'

Eros chuckled. “For one, thisisapublic park. We are lucky no one hasinterrupted us. And | have work
to do. Thiswasamistake, onel take full respongbility for."

"Why wasit amistake?'

"We are too exposed. When werelikethis, | can't think, | can't protect you.”
"Who do you think you need to protect me from?"

"Thebogey man."

"He'sdead. My Dad killed him with amagic water gun when | wasfour."

Erosdidn't smile at her joke.



Sanding, he helped her up. With his arms wrapped around her waist, he nuzzled her neck and
brushed hislips against her hair. When their lips met, the kiss was long and hard.

Opening her eyes, Cinnamon stared at the red lights on the digital clock. Four o'clock.

Eroswasthe devil in disguise. Telling her no, then al but seducing her with his tongue and hand was not
fair play, but she hadn't behaved any better.

As soul mates, they'd shared lifetimes. Those past lives created an imprint and brought into the destiny
dreams knowledge of each other's bodies. That knowledge haunted her as the memories |eft her body
hungry for more,

Y ears ago, she and Ginger hatched the idea of bypassing the destiny dreams. Under hypnosis, they
weaved their way through past lives. Mot lives were ordinary birth to death experiences. But a handful
of shared lifetimes had not ended in happy ever after.

With careful wording, they tried using hypnosisto pull knowledge of their soul mate into the
consciousness of thislifetime. The experiment failed.

But perhaps she hadn't analyzed the past lives correctly. In at least two lives, her soul mate hadn't been
ableto protect her from rape and degath. In her destiny dreams, Eros was obsessed with protecting her. It
was possible that like Rosemary and Walker's experience, there was past life karmamaking him leery of
commitment.

One of the reasons her long ago grandmamma had cast the spell wasto insure her granddaughters
recognized their soul mates, first in dreams, then in redity.

Erosand Jack held her differently. Their scent was different and the way they made her fed sexualy had
subtle differences.

Like Eros, Jack wasn't big on communication. They both disappeared without saying goodbye and they
both had a strong sense of duty and protecting the innocent. Both men were dlergic to marriage and both
claimed that protecting her was why they wouldn't consider marriage.

If she was supposed to act like the weaker sex so aman could fedl macho, it wasn't going to happen. But
malybe she needed to prove that she could take care of herself.

Problem was whom did she need to show, Eros or Jack?

[Back to Table of Contents]
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Chapter 6

Wide-awake, Cinnamon jumped in the shower, finger combed her wet hair and after digging through a
box marked * college, pulled on baggy old swests.

In the kitchen, she made a pot of earl gray teaand pulled abowl of |eftover bread stuffing out of the
refrigerator.

During college, sheld discovered atadent for textile designs and graphic art. The work was anice change
of pace from the demands of her hypnosis shows and healing work. Pulling a sketchpad and pencils out
of adrawer in the buffet, she sat at the dining room table and let her mind wander. The pencil curled and
circled and dashed across pages of crisp white paper.

"I wouldn't share those designswith your father.” As green sparkles danced in acircle, Caitlin
materidized on the chair next to Cinnamon. Her green pants suit matched her eyes.

"Morning. What'swrong with the drawings?'

Caitlin picked up two sheets and held them up. “ Y ou tell me."

"Ohmy.” She snickered. “The clouds are couples, subtle but definitely eratic. | think they have potentid.”
"| agree. But until you're old and gray, don't et your father see them. Are you okay?

"That's aloaded question for thisearly in the morning. If you're referring to yesterday's astral travel, yes.
The sexud edge from the destiny dream isworking its way out. Guess the drawings are proof of that.
The antsy feding that something isn't right with Jack has grown alife of itsown.”

Caitlin nodded. “ Are you going to add afew more drawings to those to make a nice collection?”

"Guess changing the subject means you can't discuss my fedlings about something being wrong with Jack.
Did Sdinadesign your outfit?"

"|s something showing that shouldn't?"

Cinnamon laughed. “1 ask that question every morning. The styleis different from what you usualy wear.
The cut shows off your figure and looks really good on you. Subtle sexy, lookslike Sdlinaslearning. So,
why areyou all dressed up and stopping by for acup of teabefore the sun'sup?’

"Forget tea, agood cup of coffeeiswhat | miss. Y our dad wantsto see acar show in Europe.”
"Sounds like Dad. What bribe did he useto get you to join him?"

"A wak on the River Thamesand dancing.”

"Smart choices. Mom, I'm fine. Go have fun.”

As she watched her mother disappear, awarm hug and a brush of air kiss made her amile.

Setting the two designs aside, she doodled. Oneideafed off of another until she had adozen workable
designs. Adding suggestions for colors and paper textures, she packaged the material.

Grabbing her purse, she headed for the door.



"Y ou can't go out in public dressed likethat!” A canary yelow, deevelesstop with rows of deep ruffles
garting at the pert points of Salinas chest ended at mid thigh. Black cropped spandex pants and black
mules with rhinestone-studded bows finished off the conservative outfit.

"I'm headed to the hardware store. They won't care what I'm wearing.”
"| carel Asyour fairy godmother, it's areflection on me when you look frumpy.”

"The world does not revolve around you, so stop the insults. The sweats are comfortable, not frumpy.
Besdes, no onewould believe | had afairy godmother, much lessthat you had thejob."

"The people that count know, and they have faith in me being able to succeed.”

"Succeed in what?'

"Can't say. But I'm going to do thisjob properly. How you dress matters.”

"| ... Theoutfit you designed for Mom wasredly nice."

"Yesit was. Now why aren't you wearing the outfit | designed for you and left on the bed this morning?*

"The kimono top was shear lace over abudtier. Nice. In fact the outfit isvery nice. But | wasn't planning
on gtrolling down the screw meide. No one, outside of the family knows you exist. When are you going
to accept the fact that style does not revolve solely around your tastes?!

"Never.” Her eyes narrowed. “I cleaned out your closet. Where did you find that butt ugly swest suit?”
"A box. It'saleftover from college.”

"It looksit. Now tell me what you were planning to do at the hardware store after you embarrass
yourself wearing baggy pants and atop that make you look like you have boobs, afat assand no waist?"

"l need something to do! Thanksto you, my closet doesn't need rearranging. I'm going to paint the living
room and foyer. Right now I'm going to buy paint, or paint samples, or at least bring home a stack of
color samples... Hdll'sbells, | don't know."

"And you thought you needed to inhale paint fumes to achieve this transformation? Watch, learn and
appreciate.”

Cinnamon felt amomentary draft of air. Looking down, she saw purple knit dacks and black ballet
dippers. A thigh length tunic with arushed center, degp V neckline and three quarter length deeves
covered her torso.

Cinnamon ran her hand over the materid. “It's soft and comfortable.”
"And ahell of alot better looking than that moth eaten swest suit. Now | can concentrate.”

As she pointed her French tipped index finger towards the foyer, smoke filled the room. Salina coughed
and muttered her way through acreative list of curses. “Sorry about that. I'm il alittlerusty. The
smoke's amost gone; you can open your eyes.”

Cinnamon gasped. “It's, it's..."

"Breathtaking? Motivating? Unique? Wish I'd been able to cast spellswhen Gusand | lived in
Dreamland's penthouse. | would have changed the décor every day. Wouldn't that have been akick?'



The foyer's wainscoting was painted high gloss black. The stark white upper wallswere covered in
black-framed prints of nude women, nude men, and couples.... Cripes! There was more going on than
skin-to-skin hugs. The hardwood floor had been replaced with black and white checked squares of
marble. Her grandmother's petite rosewood dresser, used as atable, held asmple marble bowl filled
with dried lavender. In the corner, by the front door was alife Sze bronze statue of lovers embracing.

God forbid! Thefoyer was an erotic nightmare.
"Umm, | think it'sabit too much?'

"You dont like it? With the sketches you just drew and your wanting to bed, Jack, | thought you'd
gppreciate the artwork. Y ou know, prime the pump for the big event.”

Cinnamon almost swallowed her tongue. Between the destiny dreams and her imagination she didn't need
encouragement. “My drawings were subtle. Do | need to explain the difference between subtleand in
your face risqué?”

"Prude.” In asweeping gesture, Salinawaved her hand.

Covering the center of the marble floor was a zebra skin rug. Black and white pictures of Africa covered
thewall abovethe dresser. A three-foot high bronze e ephant dominated the corner.

With another wave of her hand the foyer resembled a pink and white nightmare of stripes, plaids, gigantic
cabbage roses and alabaster vases.

"Not good. How about this?’ Sdinalaughed with childlike enthusiasm.

The walls and wainscoting were painted muted mustard yelow. An antique black walnut grandfather
clock that had belonged to Cinnamon's paterna grandmother shared the space with alate 1800's
Windsor chair, abrass umbrella stand and alarge wicker basket filled with colorful balls of yarn.

"This| could livewith, but it'snot what | had in mind."

She waslearning the hard way that telling Sdinano was equivaent to waving ared flag in front of abull.
“Let'smakeaded. Youwant to hep and | want something different. Think casud, and timeesdy
elegant. Before you give your hand whiplash let'stalk about likes, needs, choices; mine not yours. Do we
have aded?'

* * * %

Night had fallen before Sdinaleft.

As she spped acup of hot jasmine tea Cinnamon ran her hand over the soft blue velvet uphol stered
couch.

A spoatlight, the same soft blue as the couch, filled the center of the living room floor. Her mother's
magnolia perfumetickled her nose.

A gloved hand appeared. With asnap of its fingers the hand disappeared. Caitlin, wearing a seafoam
green strapless evening gown appeared.

Without fanfare, Herb materiaized. He looked comfortablein hisworn jeans and Christmas green polo
shirt with itsbulge in the pocket. Walking to an overstuffed chair, covered in eggshell white brocade,
Herb stretched hislong frame out and casualy crossed his bare feet a the ankles. Hisfavorite pipe, with
acurling ribbon of smoke risng from the bowl, wasresting in his hand.



Caitlin gtrolled into the foyer and took her time looking. She touched the edge of ayellow and white
polka dot shade adorning ablack rod iron lamp. She rearranged a selection of blue and white spatter
ware on her mother's old petite dresser. And dowly examined the collage of family photos above the
dresser.

In the dining room, she studied the painting above the sideboard. The background, a swirling mass of soft
pastels, pulsated with life energy. Cinnamon's copper red hair was styled in a French braid. Gold hoop
earrings brushed her shoulders. An untied blue ribbon, threaded through the eyel et laced collar of a
white, peasant blouse. The large emerad cut smoky quartz necklace Cinnamon always wore lay within
the shadow of her cleavage. Her ring-laden fingers cupped the Sides of alarge crystd ball. Her lips
painted a deep rusty red were pursed, as she pondered what the misty depths of the crystal reveaed.
Within the crystd bdl, ahazy figure of aman with dark hair could be seen.

Caitlin realigned alarge piece of white coral and ran her finger over pretty seashells scattered around the
coral's base. Pulling out adining room chair, she ran the palm of her hand over the butter yellow cushion.

Settling on anew roya blue dipper chair, she studied the intricate pattern on the large blue and white
arearug. “I likewhat you've done; the roomsfed inviting. The ydlow in the pillows and ginger jar lamp
add a hedlthy punch of color that livens up the traditiona blue and white décor. Think about adding a
large blue and white urn to balance the starkness of the cora on the sideboard.”

"Dad, did Mom really come here to comment on the new décor?"

"Be patient, you know she hates it when we use the logica side of our brainsto cut to the chase.”
"How wasthe car show?"'

"The new streamline designs have no style. I'll take aclassc Mustang over any of them.”

"Did youwak dong the Thames?"

"Hmm, it waslovely. Thismorning we didn't get achance to talk about Thanksgiving. The med was
perfect and Juanitamakes excellent pies.”

"l saw you add sdt to the gravy, asdid Ginger."

Caitlin chuckled. “What can | say; it needed apinch more. | do miss cooking; it wasfunto bein the
middle of the preparations.”

Cinnamon frowned. “Ginger dwaystold usyou were at every family event. She described what you
were wearing and the grand entrances you made.”

"Wewere and she did. Being invisible to everyone but Gin is different; you're there but not a participating
part of there.”

Cinnamon understood. Knowing her parents were there and seeing them and interacting with them had
been different. A contentment sadly missing since their death had made the day extraspecid.

"I'm sorry your young man couldn't join us"
"1sJack my man?'

"Don't bait me. It didn't work yesterday and it won't work now. | gave Warren my word that | would
behave. If | want to pop in for visits| can't comment on anything that hasn't happened. But know this, no



matter what you decide we are proud of you. Asfor what Jack isor isn't, that isfor you to decide.”
"I'm not whining, ssomping my foot, or pouting, but why me? Why am | different?"

"You aren't different.” Caitlin shot out of her seat. With her back to the room, she muttered. Cinnamon
picked out Warren's name and Pesty.

"Swesetie, brat number two, | know that detail oriented brain of yoursis adding two plus two and coming
up with six. But trust us, and be patient. When it comes to matters of the heart, the spell your three
hundred year old grandmamma cast works in strange ways."

From his breast pocket, he pulled out alemon drop, hisanswer to dl their childhood tears, tantrums and
triumphs. Placing it in Cinn's hand, he sat beside her. A traditional hug had nothing on the loving warmth
he radiated around her.

"I have an aunt who meddles where she shouldn't, casts pells off the top of her head and promptly
forgetswhat she said. | have afairy godmother with asmart mouth, ataste for trashy clothes and ashoe
fetish. Half the time her magic wand sounds like a car backfiring and she doesn't know the meaning of
‘no’. To help people, | astra travel down rat holesinto hell. If patienceisavirtue, I've earned my gold
dar."

"Y es, you have. If you need us, | promise we will do everything in our power to help. Give measmile
and promise to go to bed and get some deep.”

"l promise”

Hanging above her king size deigh bed was amassive gold star. The covers on the bed had been turned
back. Resting on a pillow was alemon drop.

Frudtration and the inevitable monthly cycle of jumbled hormones caught Cinnamon off guard. Between
tears shewaobbled. “Dad, | loveyou.”

The bedroom light blinked on and off a couple of times—one of her dad'stricksthat et her know held
heard.

Seep euded her. She andyzed everything her parents had said adozen times.

The ability to see them, talk to them, and have their undivided attention was a gift sheld never expected.
Because sheld been so young when they died, she hadn't redlized how many characteristics, gestures and
personality traitsthey shared.

Cinnamon could match her sisters' and mother's pout for pout. But only on stage did she share Rosemary
and Caitlin'sflarefor dramatics or their coy femininewile.

Like her mother, Cinnamon had a soft heart. But like her father, she had no patience for the insgnificant
details people tended to ramble on about. Like her father, she prioritized information and had agood eye
for remembering details. And like her dad, she tried not to jump to conclusions.

Her parents hadn't dropped by just to say hi, admire the new décor, or talk about cars and Thanksgiving
dinner. During their visit she'd been preoccupied, but with hindsight she saw what she had overlooked
edlier.

Nothing more than energy, auras are no different for those that have passed over. The happy yelow glow
that should have glazed their energy after an evening of moonlit walking and dancing had been absent.



Her dad, amaster at relaxation, had tension running through his aurawhen he hugged her goodbye.

Her mother's touching and primping wasn't normal. But she'd needed to ground hersdlf, reassure hersdlf
that life was norma, before she could talk.

Something was about to happen, something out of their control. Without being ableto say anything, they
were showing their support in the only way they could.

Seep came gradudly, layer by layer the body relaxed, the mind shut off; the room held her physica body
but not her soul.

The vortex pulling Cinnamon through space pulled her skin taut.
Traveling at the speed of sound, lights blurred into non-descript streams of color.
Assuddenly asthetrip began, it ended.

Suspended in space, Cinnamon had aclear view of arock-strewn gorge. The scene looked likea
western movie set, but there were no cameras, no artificia lights, no director ydling ‘ action'.

Cinnamon counted seven men crouched behind giant red boulders. Thirty feet above anarrow ravine,
they had their cowboy hats tucked low, and their rifles aimed and cocked.

In the dry narrow gully below them, ahalf dozen men used crowbars to pry open wooden crates.
Another six men broke jugs of pottery and stuffed saddle packs with the white pouches hidden inside the

Jugs.

Standing in acluster, contentedly sharing scattered blocks of hay were saddled horses and a string of
pack mules.

Half amile awvay, more men approached.

Three men standing to the sSide of the horses caught her attention. One man carried adusty gray
saddlebag over his shoulder. As early morning sun peeked over the horizon, abolt of lightning shot off
the dlver metd in hishand.

A flash of light, an explosion and riflesfiring, brought her attention back to the men hidden behind the
boulders.

A scream stripped her vocal cords raw.

Shefdt emotional and physica pain. Before dust settled and boulders and rock stopped rolling, souls
abandoned their earthly bodies.

A man pointed arifle at aman's back.

Cinnamon screamed.

Asabullet ripped the flesh on his thigh wide open, the man's body twisted.
Jack.

Shetried moving towards him, but invisble arms held her back.

Powerless, she watched Jack's face contort with pain and rage.



A second bullet tore open his stomach.
Theinvisble power restraining her released its hold.
Soothingly she caressed Jack’s cheek.

"Jack, it'sgoing to bedl right. I'm here to help. Please don't give up. Y ou need to fight. Y ou need to help
me. Please, don't give up.”

Asif dividedin haf, the heder scanned hisbody. As her hands ran down his mangled body, a heding
grid appeared. Over the grid, a kaleidoscope of shapes and colors appeared. Every grid lacked the
sharp clear colors of hedlth.

Jack'sinjuries were more than she had ever seen, or worked on. Hislife, his earthbound essencewasin
her hands.

Panic overwhedmed her.

Frozen with fear she didn't fed the warmth of the blue light until she heard the man'svoice. “Y ou were
given the tools and knowledge. Y ou know what needs to be done.”

Cinnamon closed her eyes. Severa deep breaths cleared her auraand helped her concentrate on the grid
before her.

Tuning out everything but the grid, she concentrated on the patterns.
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Chapter 7

Theriddle Green-eyes Jack gave could fit three people. None of their deaths had been neat and tidy. But
one name had tightened his gut and made the hairs on the back of his neck stand on end.

The guy had been smart and ruthless. He'd also had awide network of connections on both sides of the
law. Finding out the truth before the truth bit him in the ass turned into a dead-end nightmare.

Green-eyes had never been wrong and he didn't believe she wasthistime. No matter which man turned
out to be the living ghogt, Jack wasn't taking chances.

Friends and family made easy pawns. Not willing to risk what he claimed as his, hed cancedlled histrip to
Kansas, tried to protect his back, and he'd doubled his search effort.

Now he rode one of eight horses, going single file down anarrow gorge. The horses were moving dower
than aduck at a shooting gallery. Even mediocre marksmen could win ashit load of giant pandabearsin
seconds.

Pete had refused to disclose the transfer location until they were on their way.

Pointing out the danger of heading into an unknown gorge had earned him a sneer and a comment about
being a chicken shit gringo. He'd have happily accepted thetitleif it had succeeded in getting Pete to
listen. But Jack had seen smarter men than Pete allow greed to blind them to the possibility of their own
desth or failure.

A two-way radio, smaller than awatch battery, was tucked in Jack's ear. Dipping his head, Jack barely
moved hislips. “How far back are you?'

"Three quarters of amile. What's happening?’ Terry answered.

"Crap. The goods are piled in the middle of an open daughterhouse. Get your ass up here before hell
breaks loose."

Jack took histime dismounting. He scanned the boulders on both sides of the gorge. Nothing moved.
Nothing looked out of place. Except for the crates, there wasn't atree or rock big enough to offer cover.

The setup was hisworst nightmare come true.

Heignored the excited comments Pete's men made as they tested bags of drugs hidden inside cheap
pottery.

Hisloose limbed gtroll defied the tenson running up hisspine.

"Tel meit'sthered thing.” Pete shoved ametd plate towards Jack.

An explosion echoed through the air.

Rocks and boulders tumbled down both sides of the gorge.

There were no good choices.

A bullet ripped histhigh open.

Jack thought he heard the fiery bowels of hell crackle with laughter, laughter loud enough to wake the



dead.

Pain like nothing he'd ever experienced radiated from hisbelly.
Soft, gentle fingers touched his cheek.

Jack forced his eyes open.

Cinnamon kndlt beside him. “I'm going to frisk you."

Her low husky voice, as smooth as afine wine, camed him.

"| should be so lucky,” whispered past hisdry lips.

Jack's eyes closed.

Like an eectric blanket being pulled up, warmth started at his feet and dowly worked itsway up. Where
the warmth touched, the torturous pain stopped.

Jack's heartbeat dowed.
In the coal air, the sweet scent of vanillareplaced the acid scent of fear.

All too soon, the warmth stopped. Jack begged for the warmth to return, then he begged the devil to
take him.

Cinnamon, the woman who had tempted him since the first time he met her, whispered, “ Jack, the devil
doesn't need you. | do. Listen. Y ou haveto listen and do what | say."

"Stupid. Mistakes. | was warned. Should have stopped. Should have told Pete no."
"Jack it'sover. The past can't be changed. Y ou haveto dowhat | say.”

What?"

"l have afavor to ask."

"I'm adead man?'

"You aren't going to die. | plan on having your babies."

Jack opened hiseyes. The heat of the sun had to be playing tricks on his pain-riddled brain. Cinnamon
gmiled. Tenderly she stoked hisforehead. He didn't care that he was hdlucinating; he welcomed her
touch, the comfort of her smile.

Behind her awhite light shimmered. Love and acceptance radiated from the light. Ashewatched, a
carpet of light crept towards him. From the depth of hisbeing he knew that if he wanted, he could enter
thelight, and in the fate awaiting him, his past would be wiped clean.

It would be easy to float to the light; the pain would be gone, so easy ... Heforced his drooping eyes
open.

"Y ou want to have my babies? When?'

"va.”



"Now?" A bitter laugh didn't make it past hislips. “Tired. Headache. Stomach hurts like hell. Besides,
I'm deed.”

"Jack, listen carefully. For meto help you, you need to want to live. Thereisn't much time.”
"Need time to make babies. Do it right.” The words durred together; his voice faded.

"Jack, you need to fight. Y ou have to want to live; without that, thereisnothing | can do for you. Don't
makemecry."

He was dying; the conversation was nothing more than a hdlucination. No matter, he refused to die with
Cinnamon'stears on his conscious. “Don't cry, Sweetheart. I'll do anything you ask."

"Good. My hands are going to move over your body. Likethefirst timethey are going to fed very warm.
But thewarmth will intensify. The heet will fed hotter than afiery red branding iron. Accept the hest,
Jack. Visudize the warmth flowing through your body. No matter how hot, don't stop the flow of the
heat. Promise me."

He didn't respond.
"Jack, promise me."

"Y eah. Sure. Whatever. Takes more than heat to make babies.” Before hiswords faded, he felt his body
jerk. A jolt of heat dammed through his body. Current worse than alive wire carrying 220 watts of
electricity cruised through hisveins, jolted his heart and short-circuited hisbrain.

Cinnamon was wrong; the heat was far worse than abranding iron.
"Jack, ahelicopter's going to take you to ahospital. | haveto leave.”
Hedidn't move.

His heart besat, barely.

Gently, Cinnamon brushed astrand of dusty auburn brown hair off hisforehead, gave him afleeting kiss,
and disappeared.

* k% k %

Lying on her Sde, Cinnamon stared at the bedroom wall. Bathed in early morning sunlight, thewalls rich
orange sherbet color normally made her smile. Now, they were nothing more than a testament.

Shewas home.
Shewasin her bedroom.

But she hadn't been. Where had she been? She had to remember, it wasimportant. Personal. Cinnamon
didn't know how she knew that; it was just there, lingering, like a balloon that lacked enough hdiumto lift
it up; the knowledge hovered.

She needed to get up.
She needed a hot cup of tea.
She needed sugar.



The scent of magnolia perfume and rum, vanillaand licorice pipe tobacco filled the room.
Her parents appeared.
Cinnamon didn't have the strength to Sit up or say hello.

Herb sat on the edge of aroyd blue chaise lounge. His elbows were braced on his knees. His expression
was sobe.

Caitlin sat on the edge of the bed. Holding amug to Cinnamon'slips, she said, “ Y ou need to drink this."

Cinnamon managed a couple of swallows. “ Swiping the dribble on her chin with the sheet, she
whispered, “It tastes awful.”

"Can't be helped. Three more swalows and you're done."
"What happened?’ The words durred.
Cinnamon blinked. Once. Twice. The third time her eyelids did not open.

* * % %

"Cinn, wake up.” Ginger opened the door to the walk-in closet as she spoke.

"I'm awake.” Rubbing deep-laden eyes, she didn't move. “What are you looking for?"
"Got it.” Shethrew an overnight bag on the bed.

"Liketheliving room. We can talk about thet | ater.

"There's no easy way to say this. Terry Robinson called. Jack's been hurt. He needs surgery. Terry wants
Cole on the team. Waker and Rose are on the way here. The planelandsin an hour. Moveit."

When Cinnamon didn't move, Ginger sopped pulling lingerie out of the drawer. “Areyou dl right?"

"Yes...no... | don't know. | fed ... like hell. My mouth tasteslike ... can't think of anything that tastes
thisbad, it'sterrible.” Struggling, she madeit to astting postion.

"Headache?'
"Mgor dedgehammers. There are chocolate barsin the freezer. Could you please get me a couple?’

Cinnamon wolfed down one candy bar and had the paper off the second bar before trying to stand. Her
legs wobbled but when she didn't fal, she shuffled towards the bathroom. * Give me twenty minutes.”

"Can | get you something for the heedache?!
"Short of cutting off my head, no. Sometimes a hot shower helps. After that it just takestime."

"| thought you were kidding when you said Salina stole your wardrobe. Besides sexy pantiesand brasis
there anything in the drawers?'

"Nope. Don't worry, by thetime | get out of the shower there will be an outfit hanging on the bathroom
door."

* * % %

Settled in the backseat of aclassic ‘65 red mustang with black leather interior, Cinnamon leaned her



head back and absently listened to the Beach Boys sing, “Don't Worry Baby".

She'd eaten two more candy bars, abag of chocolate covered raisins and drank a soda. Nutritious it
wasn't. Her head no longer felt woozy, but she sill had abitch of a headache.

The headache and lack of energy said she had astral traveled. The last memories she had were entering
the bedroom, seeing the gold star hanging on the wall behind her bed, and crying.

"Rosemary caled Juanitasevera times, but no one's answering,” Ginger said.
"Hel'sbels,” Cinnamon muttered. Picking Juanitas brain would have removed ahuge pile of questions.

A whiff of licorice, rum, and vanilla pipe tobacco caught Cinn's attention. “Have you talked to Mom and
Dad?'

"No. Not answering. And yes, | smell Dad's pipe tobacco. Staying invisbles acute trick he and Mom
useto keep from having to talk."

"Herbistalking to me.” Cole'svoice was asexy Texas drawl.

Cinnamon eyed the seat next to her. The white-gloved hand appeared. Between finger and thumb was a
lemon drop. As she held out her hand the lemon drop tumbled into her palm.

"Maybe he doesn't want the two of you working him over for answers he can't give.”
"Wewould never...” Ginger sputtered.
"Yes, you would! Y ou wouldn't be able to resist the temptation.”

"Giveit up, Gin, they know ustoo well. IsDad herefor mora support or isthisamale bonding ride
dong.”

Cole chuckled. “Herb said to be nice. We have an agreement. | let him pick the radio station and he
doesn't complain about me driving the speed limit.”

"Suchaded.” Cinnamon purred.
"Our timing is perfect. Herb saysthe Gulfstream ison fina approach.”

"Whereis Jack?"
With or without permission Cinnamon had every intention of seeing him.

No nonsense. No polite request. Terry Robinson liked that. It said the fedings Jack wasfighting for the
pretty redhead weren't one sided.

"He'sin ICU. They said no vistors. Follow me."

Jack didn't respond to the squeeze Cinnamon gave his cold hand. Closing her eyes, she forced the sound
of beeping machines and their maze of wires, blood and another 1V feeding into veins, and the energy
flowing from a private nurse and Terry to disappesar.

The grid appeared.
A black spot showed where something was pressing against Jack's heart and lung. Cinn didn't doulbt



Coles abilitiesas acardiology surgeon, but removing the object and repairing damage would be a
tedious, difficult task.

Pushing that worry aside, she continued down the grid. The intricate patterns, shown to her in the dream,
appeared.

Chunks of patternswere missing.
Never had she seen a body so badly damaged.

The hedling work she did during stage shows, astral travel, and visitsto children'swards was like treating
askinned knee compared to the task at hand. The volume of hedling energy needed would shoot through
him and hurt like hell.

The ICU was a glass fish bowl; she hoped to hell Jack didn't move or scream.

Cinnamon didn't realize Sdinawas in the room until she spoke. “ Jack won't fedl the heat and he won't
move. Concentrate on the lessons you learned. Don't ook for pieces; they will present themselvesin the
order they need to be fixed. Concentrate on that piece, nothing else. Hold onto the chunk of smoky
quartz around your neck; it will feed you energy.

"I'm not leaving. If you have aquestion your mom will hear you."
Thank God.

Putting alid on her fear, Cinnamon concentrated on the grid. A tiny icy blue chip, shaped like arose peta
appeared. Some pieces, appearing in clusters, filled severa spaces a once. Other pieceswere sO
minuscule, finding where they belonged was like finding a gpeck of gold in ahandful of sand.

Just ingdethe ICU door, Terry watched. Cinnamon didn't move, blink, or look like she was breathing.
Long, agonizing minutes passed.

A nurse, dressed in scrubs, stepped into the room. Speaking to no onein particular, shesaid, “I'm
moving him to surgery.”

Cinnamon didn't move.

Stepping forward, Terry gently touched her arm. When she didn't move he said, “ Cinn.” She released the
desth grip she'd had on the chunk of smoky quartz.

"They need to get Jack to surgery. Werein their way.”
The smal waiting room wasfull to overflowing.
Quietly, Ginger and Rosemary fussed over Cinnamon.

Leaning againgt awall, Terry watched Cinnamon consume candy bars and severd cups of hot sweetened
tea. He watched Rosemary smear ointment over adeep red mark on the palm of the hand that had held
the smoky quartz. And hewondered if held ever get atruthful answer to what the hell had just happened.

* * % %
Cinnamon refused to leave the hospitdl.

Regulated to ten minute vigits, she spent the time piecing together the grid.



When the kaleidoscope patterns were repaired Cinnamon used her power to restore energy to Jack's
immune system and boost the hedling energy within each pattern.

Three days after surgery, Cinnamon was hafway through her ten-minute visit when Jack's eyesfluttered
open.

"Welcome back.” Her exhausted smile was rewarded with adight squeeze to her hand.

As Cinnamon walked into the waiting room, Rosemary looked up from the magazine she wasflipping
through.

"Jack opened hiseyes. A doctor iswith him now."
"Thank God."

Cinnamon had lost weight. The circles around her eyeslooked like bruises and her skin had lost its
hedthy glow.

"Y ou havetwo choices. The hotdl or I'll have Cole admit you."

"No argument. Point me in the direction of the nearest bed. Whatever kept me moving vanished the
minute Jack squeezed my hand.”

The next time Jack opened his eyes, Terry was Sitting in achair beside the bed.
"Ishe dead?’ Jack whispered.

"No."

"Son of abitch! What happened?’

"We're dtill piecing partstogether.” Terry ran hishand over hisface. Hed seen Grover die. No, not true.
Like Jack, hed seen Grover's car explode and the charred remains of an unidentifiable body.

Three days ago, with the hel p of the two-way radio in Jack's ear, he'd heard Grover gloat. There was no
mistaking hisvoice. And thistime there was no mistaken identity; Grover wasn't in the body count.

"Cinnamon. Get her the hell out of here. | don't care what you tell her, but keep her the hell away from
m"

* k k %
Two dayslater Jack said goodbye to ICU.
Hismemory of the attack had Swiss cheese Size holes, holesthat |eft him in afoul mood.

Refusing to use a bedpan, hed managed to get himsdf into the bathroom. He was shuffling hisway back
to the bed when Terry and Betty Jo arrived.

"Get methe hdl out of here,” Jack growled.

"Morning to you, too.” Jack didn't complain when Betty Jo helped him back into bed. Stopping short of
tucking the blankets around him, she bussed his cheek. “Glad to see you got your sense of humor back;
you had usworried.”



She was an attractive, tiny woman with soft golden brown eyes and light brown hair wornin acasua chin
length bob. No one looking at her would guess she was afedera agent, which wasjust what the agency
banked on.

Standing beside hiswife, Terry's dark chocolate eyes were unusually soft. Outside of hiswife and son,
Jack wasthe only person he considered family.

"Until that ugly mug of yours has some color you aren't going anywhere. Tell uswhat you remember.”
"Not ahdl of alot. After weleft Pete's place he got acal on acell phonel hadn't seen before."
"I heard the ring. Didn't pick up the conversation,” Betty Jo said.

"There wasn't one. He listened, hung up, and threw the phone out the window. When Pete got the call
we were headed south, after the call we headed east. I'm thinking Grover changed the transfer location.”

"By the book, textbook perfect. The gorgeisn't marked on any map. If we hadn't had aloca with us, we
would have been scrambling.” Betty Jo pulled asturdy gray metal chair closer to the bed and sat.

"l remember telling you to get your assin gear, but if you'd been ten steps behind usit wouldn't have
changed anything. The setup couldn't have stunk worse if a skunk had sprayed my face. The largest
bouldersin the gorge were aways up the hill on both sides of the transfer point. There were seven
deliverymen, al unknowns. Pete barely glanced at the plate or the guy holding it. Y ou heard the
conversation; he was handing it to me when the explosions rocked everything loose.”

"What's been retrieved?"

"Not ahdl of alot. Only thetop layer of bags was coke. The rest of the crates held afew hundred
pounds of sugar. Added to Pete's gang, the body count in the basin matches yours. Behind the boulders,
we found another five men with their throats dit.”

"Grover'sfavorite form of entertainment. Anyone of interest?"

"Mercenaries. No surprises. The guy running their group ismissing. It's possible he stayed with the
helicopter, but for abigger cut he wouldn't have said no to ditting afew throats.”

"What about the plate?"
"Along with Grover, it disappeared.”

"After the explosion, the only thing | clearly remember is Grover standing over me. What was happening
a your end?'

"Not adamn thing. We'd closed the gap to half amile. Five minutes after we arrived, we heard a
helicopter take off. A couple miles up thetrail the gorge takes a sharp turn. Unless you know the gorge,
the turn isn't noticeable. By the time we got down there dl we saw was a speck in the sky."

"He's changed his gppearance. But thevoice..."

"Y eah, we heard. Thereés no mistaking that gravel pit.” Terry waked to the window. Not looking at
Jack, he continued. “1n desperation | asked Ginger if she could demand newly deceased ghosts appear.
After shetold medl the reasonsit wouldn't work, | had her hypnotize me.” Through hypnosisand
Ginger's powers Terry and Betty Jo had been able to visit with their deceased daughter, Hanna

"Arﬂ?'



"And nothing. Other than assuring me you were going to live, Hanna couldn't answer any questions about
what happened.”

"Do you remember anything e se?'
"Not clearly. Something makes me think Grover hollered my name."
"Hedid. Hedso laughed like ajackass."

"Damn, | was hoping that was just anightmare. He said something; just before he pulled the trigger he
said something. | can't remember what it was.”

"He said, ‘you screwed the wrong person when you messed with my plan.” Y ou can explain that |ater.
Do you remember anything else?'

"No. Should 17"

"I don't know. At the end, the communication got garbled.” Terry had clearly heard Jack's end of the
conversation with Cinnamon. After watching Cinnamon stand beside Jack's bed and go into atrance hed
asked Hanna if the conversation was a hallucination or fact. Hanna had refused to answer and inssted he
not repeat what he heard unless Jack remembered.

For now he would comply with her request.

[Back to Table of Contents]
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Chapter 8
Seven weeks |later

The energy Cinnamon spent working with Jack physically cost her. Other than ahandful of hypnosis
shows preformed close to home, she dept through the holidays. Asif the universe knew her body was
physicdly and emotiondly drained, her deep hadn't been interrupted with astrd travel.

Sdlina hadn't hovered but she'd been there, in the background, running her life. Underneath the makeup,
outlandish outfits, and the me, me, me persona was a caring, nurturing soul. Not that Sdlinawould have
gppreciated the observation or showed that side of hersdlf in norma motherly actions and words, but it
was there and Cinnamon was grateful.

She hadn't given up on theidea of giving up her gift but without Jack in the picture al she had were
daydreams. And daydreaming her life awvay wasn't an option.

"Break aleg.” Salina's command brought Cinnamon back to the present.

Shewaswearing Sdinas latest creation: afire engine red ankle length gown with afilmy skirt and a
form-fitting halter style bodice. Her smoky quartz necklace, fashioned into a bracelet, and a creamy white
rose tucked into the deep V of the dress's bodice were her only adornments.

With pomp and ceremony, Denver's Chief of Police said, “Ladies and gentlemen, it ismy pleasureto
introduce the talented and beautiful Cinnamon Prescott.”

With the same easy agility it took to put on apair of comfortable dippers, Cinnamon dipped into her
stage persona.

Confidently she strutted onto the stage, stepped into the spotlight and scanned the audience. The bright
lights made it impossible to see faces, but in the packed auditorium she had no trouble seeing the mirage
of human auras as they merged and collided.

The Chief of Police had reached the Sairs at the opposite end of the stage. In what would later be called
fluid sex, Cinnamon dropped her voice to a husky whisper. Holding a cordless microphone closeto her
lips, she said, “ Chief, please come back here and talk to me for just a second.”

The Chief, with acircle of hair edging hisbald dome, was pushing sixty-five. With heavy bags under his
eyes, alarge hooknose, sagging jowls and athick neck, he resembled atired, sad eyed Bassett hound.
Since ariving in Denver, severa people had told her he was an open-minded boss who growled alot
and stood behind his men.

When he reached her side, Cinnamon wrapped her arms around his dightly thickened waist. In her three
inch red hedls, they stood eyeto eye.

"Besdesyour lovely wife, has any woman ever told you that you have soulful bedroom eyes?’

"A few.” He had agood poker face. Only adight stiffening of his spine said he was uncomfortable with
the question.

"Only afew? That is absolutdly shameful. The women in Colorado must betotdly blind.”

Pursing hislips, he didn't comment.



"My daddy was bald as acue ball. Mom said he was the sexiest man on earth.” Playfully she rubbed the
Chiefs shiny dome. “Y ou remind me of him."

"Humph.”

"I bet when you were patrolling the streets more than one ga commented on what ahandsome devil you
are, while trying to sweet talk her way out of aticket."

"Do | haveto answer that?'

"Sweetie Pie, you just did.”

"Y ou were born and raised in Denver, correct?'
"Wes"

"How many people in thisroom know that the caption under your senior yearbook picture says. He sings
like an angel and wiggles his hips like the King?'

"Who told you that?"
"Swestie Piethisismy show. | ask the questions, you answer. Got it?"
"Gotit"

"You'reredly niceand cuddly.” Wiggling alittle, shelet him squirm before whispering into the mike, “I'll
let you in on asecret: every high school library keeps copies of the school's year books. All you needisa
reason, adoor pass, and hel pful staff to use those libraries. But today | got extralucky. | talked to
Principd Kinghorn."

Groaning, the Chief hung his head.
| see you remember Mr. Kinghorn. For the record, you left alasting impression on him, too."
"Anything hetoldyouisalie”

"Redlly? He seemed to think you would know something about ajockstrap flapping in the breeze on the
flagpole”

"Not me."

"I'm impressed you didn't so much astwitch when telling thet lie.”

"I've had some good teachers.”

"l bet you have, Swestie Pie. He also mentioned aband. | believe it was caled, Four Bad Boys."
"Never heard of them."

"Guessthat explains your cute Jmmy Durante nose. It just grew another inch.”

The audience, of loca and state law enforcement, wasinvitation only. When the foot somping and
clapping died down, Cinnamon asked, “Is your wife the jeal ous type?’

"No. Why?"



"Swestie Pie, remember, | ask the questions.”

"Force of habit."

"I betitis. Did | meet your lovely wife earlier thisevening a adinner party?"
"Wes"

"Did you, or did you not, tell usthat you are dways aware of what is going on around you?"'
"l did."

"Did you dso say it isimpossible to hypnotize someone who refusesto relax?”
"l did."

"Areyou hypnotized right now?"

"No."

"Areyou pogtive?'

"Absolutely."”

Behind them, afour-piece band started playing “Love Me Tender".

"Sweetie Pig, | fdl in love with you the moment we met. Do you think it would be possible for you to find
itinyour heart to love metrue?'

For amoment the Chief looked at her blankly. But when the band changed tunes he sang, “Wise men say
only foolsrushin."

"Sweetie Pie, you are so hypnotized?!
"Impossible. I can't be hypnotized.”

"Y ou mean you redly love me?'Y ou have no idea how happy it makes meto know | broke up another
mariage."

The Chief answered by singing, “Y ou're The Devil In Disguise.”

"Why, Swestie Pig, that's the sweetest compliment anyone has ever given me. How did you know | was
ashe-devil?"

"Y ou hypnotized mewith your sexy voice."
Cinnamon chuckled. “Yes, | did. Now can | swest talk you into marrying me?
The Chief got down on bended knee and sang the opening linesto “Love Me Tender.”

Cinnamon placed abright red lipstick kiss on the top of hisbaldhead. “Y our proposa isvery flattering.
Y ou said your wife wasn't the jealous type, but | do believe polygamy isagainst the law. | couldn't
possibly sdttle for anything lessthan marriage. Aren't you afraid of landing up injail?’

Standing, the Chief gyrated his hipsto the music. When handed his old guitar, he moved the band's mike
to the center of the stage and sang “ Jail House Rock.”



Cinnamon was delighted. She hadn't doubted that she had hypnotized the Chief shortly after the dinner
party ended. But there was never any guarantee that a person would take the cue of suggestion.

Having taken the suggestion that he use Elvis Predey songsto sSing answersto her questions, beyond the
smple request, he created a great opening act.

Cinnamon brought him out of hypnosis as he wastaking histhird bow.
Applause and catcdlsfilled the auditorium. Dazed, the Chief stared at the guitar in his hand.

Cinnamon dipped her arms around hiswais. “ Sweetie Pie, this piece of adviceisabit late but don't ever
say never. Especidly in front of me and awoman who for over thirty years has watched your eyes glaze
over whenever you talk about fishing.”

"l will never underestimeate either of you again.”

"l bet you won't, Sweetie Pie. Before you take your seat, | need your help one more time. Have you
noticed that police officers don't volunteer for anything?'

"Never had that problem.”

Amid laughter she said, “Glad to hear that. Asastage hypnotist | need volunteers. I've been told that you
have perfected the perfect growl. | am going to handpick afew volunteers. If they resist, your job will be
to growl. Do you need to practice agrowl?"

"If anyone here thinks | need to practice, speak up.”
Silence greeted the question.

"Swestie Pie, you are good, redly good. Y ou could hear apin drop from thirty rows back. Before they
stop trembling, let's pick my victims, | mean volunteers..."

[Back to Table of Contents]
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Chapter 9

Early the next morning fat wet flakes of snow fell to the ground as the plane took off from the Denver
arport. Asthe plane broke through the storm clouds' milk bottle blindness, Cinnamon stared &t the solid
floor of grayish blue billows of fluff beneath the plane.

It was moments like this, with no distractions to occupy her, that her thoughts went to Jack. Betty Jo had
sent Cinnamon home. She also gave her an abbreviated reason behind the request. If she hadn't shared
that information, Cinnamon wouldn't have accepted the banishment.

Thanksto Cole, she knew Jack's wounds were healed and he had returned to work. But that didn't tell
her what he was doing or where he was.

Sdfishly, she wanted to know if Jack thought of her or wondered what she was doing.

Their one date, dinner and amovie, ended without a kiss goodnight. At Ginger's wedding, they danced
under the stars. At Rosemary's wedding, they shared laughter and dances. Coupled with the precious
hours at Dreamland's Tinkerbelle dance club, she had gained knowledge: Jack's lean hard body fit
againgt her perfectly. Instead of wearing cologne, he used a spicy scented soap. The hair at the nape of
his neck was baby fine and soft. When her breath brushed his neck, he'd tightened his hold, drawing her
closer to him. And there was no mistaking that she turned him on. That delicious knowledge had fueled
hours of pleasant daydreams.

Like adippery shadow he disappeared after each of their encounters, never giving her the opportunity to
say goodbye, kiss him goodbye, or let him know he would be missed. In daydreams she spun atae of
him being so enamored he was running scared, afraid akisswould have him dipping between her sheets,
connecting them spiritualy and physicaly. Logic said hewasjust plain running, asfar away and asfast as
he could.

She hadn't doubted or questioned the threat Betty Jo described. Jack had made enemies; it camewith
the territory and shouldn't be scoffed at. But she wasn't fooled; it was also aconvenient way to keep her
at am'slength.

With the plane's tiny window as a pillow and the clouds hypnotic powers, her eyes drifted closed.
Cinnamon was on her second cup of lemon tea when Eros slipped into the chair across from her.
With his warm hand over hers, he gave a squeeze.

Smiling, shesaid nothing.

"Did you missme?’ Eros asked.

"Was | supposed to missyou?’ Her brow arched. She tugged her hand out of his clasp.

Eros chuckled. “Guess | deserved that. But | thought, perhaps you would.”

"Twice, you'veleft me Sitting here, without sending amessage, without thinking how much | would worry,
because you wanted me to missyou?

"No, not that. I've been busy."

"And I'm not? Are you implying that my time isworth nothing?"



"No. Of course not."

"Eros, thisisn't agame. | thought we were beyond necking behind the gym, stedling kisses when no one's
looking and testing the boundaries of each other'strust and affection.”

"You'reright. | know that.” Frustrated, he ran ahand over the back of his neck.

"Doyou?| wonder. You arivelate. Y ou dally with my affections. Y ou make me no promises. In fact,
you go out of your way to make certain | know we have no future. But each time we part, you give mea
date and time to mest."

"We do have afuture, just not the type of future you havein mind. | won't make promises| can't keep. |
have nothing to give you and you deserve to be given the moon and ars. Buit..."

"Havel ever asked for anything but love?"
"No, but | can't give you mysdf."
"|sthere another woman?"

His chuckle hdd irony. “My migtressis not physicd. Everything | do, every decision made, has one
purpose—your protection. Y our safety, your life, means more to me than my life. It'sassmple asthat.”

"If it isyour work causing your fears, isit more important than what we share?'

"Itiswho | am. But that's not the whole. If we married, | could not bear losing you again.”

"I'm not going to point out the holesin that type of thinking. Why are you prolonging the agony?"
"Because we love each other. Because no matter what | know, | cannot stay away."

"Do you love me? Y ou've never said thewords."

"You know | do."

"No | don't. Are the wordsthat hard to say?"

Eroslooked away. Hesitated, stood, pulled her out of her chair, draped his arms around her waist and
whispered in her ear, “Let'swalk for awhile. In the time we have lft, let me act like the teenager you
accuse me of being. Let me sted afew kisses and pat your ass.”

She didn't try to wipe the disappointment from her voice. “1 guessthey arethat hard to say."

Eros pulled her into hisarms. A kiss near her ear followed a kiss on her forehead. In ahusky voice, he
whispered, “Please, let's not argue. Are afew kissestoo much to ask?!

Any anger shed been harboring dissolved in apuddie of lugt. “ Are kisses al you want to sted ?” Tilting
her chin down, she looked at him through her lashes.

Silently they headed for the half circle of trees. Within the shelter, Erosleaned againgt atree and pulled
her into hisarms. Their bodies were thigh-to-thigh, belly-to-belly. Cinnamon dipped her aams around his
neck. The kisswas ingtantly demanding. Eros tasted like mint toothpaste and dark chocolate. Her senses
went into overdrive. As his hand worked its way under her swester, she shivered.

Arching her back, she gave him access to the clasp on the front of the bra. His thumb brushed...



"Ladies and gentlemen, thisis your captain. We have started our descent. It is currently twenty-eight
degrees and snowing in Boise. Thewind isout of the northwest at eighteen miles an hour. During descent
we are expecting light to moderate turbulence. Please put your seatsin an upright position and fasten
your seet belts. Wewill touch down in gpproximeately fifteen minutes.”

"Hell fireand damnation,” Cinnamon muttered in frustration.
"Did you say something?’ the dressed-for-success businesswoman sitting next to her asked.
"Nothing worth repesting.”

Aunt Pesty liked to say there was no use crying over spilled milk. Right now, sheld like to argue that
point. Instead, she recorded the dream in asmall notebook. Later, sheld copy it into her dream log.

Asthe plane broke out of the storm clouds, a sea of snowflakes flowed past the window. The plane did
asmall bounce on the runway. Asthe brakes squeded and the tires grabbed for traction on the dick
asphdt, Cinnamon braced a hand on the seat in front of her.

Two weeks of travel had |eft her tired. The performances, and the energy used for healing had been
strenuous. Taking longer than normal to regain her energy was acontinua reminder that the healing
energy she had used on Jack had depleted her reserve.

With aweary sigh, she reminded hersdlf tonight was the last show and tired or not there was till research
needing to be done before she walked out on stage.

Most actions and reactions were predictable, but how people reacted under hypnosis was unpredictable.
Working with spontaneous reactions that hadn't been filtered through the propriety of the conscious
assured that each show was fresh and entertaining. It would be hard to top last night's performance by
Denver's Chief of Police, but she knew that tonight's show would produce afew unexpected twids.

* * * %

Following the signs and the flow of traffic to baggage, Cinnamon opted to take the Stairs next to the
crowded escdator.

Unless shewasworking, or something was unusud, she didn't conscioudy think about auras. The silver
overlay in the man's aura coming towards her on the escalator was an instant attention grabber. The
melting snowflakes on Jack's dark auburn hair put awelcoming smile on her lips.

Hisface wasturned dightly away from her, but his stedl gray eyeswatched her every move.
A physical jolt dammed her body. A second later he said, “Y ou don't know me."

Hislips never moved.

Her smile melted.

The stepsin front of Jack were empty. Two steps below Jack, aman's eyes were paying extra attention
to her chest. Without the ability to see and read his aura, Cinnamon wouldn't have given the man a
second glance. There was nothing distinguishable or unpleasant about his brown on brown congtruction.
But theleer on histhin lips, the predatory gleam in lifeless dirt brown eyes, and the muddy red brown
haze in his aura brought a shiver of apprehension.

Asthe escdator brought Jack within touching distance she heard him whisper, “Later.” Again, hislips
never moved.



Shewanted to know if Jack was going through security, meeting someone or if he was turning around to
follow her down the stairs. Glancing back was a hard temptation to refuse, but thelook in his eyes, the
warning and theword later stopped her from acting on impulse.

On automatic pilot, she continued to the baggage area.

Now what? She wanted to know what he was doing in Boise. She wanted to run to him. She wanted to
fed the strength of him when he wrapped his arms around her. She wanted to kiss him hello and not stop
till they were naked and satisfied.

Shewanted ... the hairs on the back of her neck to stop sending chills down her spine.

Jack stood ten feet away. His stance was casud, but hisauradidn't lie; he was wound up tighter than a
cuckoo clock. Hewas facing her, but his eyes didn't drift her way. On one side of him, she had the
chisded profile of the man who made her skin crawl. On Jack'sleft sde and dightly facing her, stood an
older man. Wédl-dressed, in ablack wool topcoat and highly polished black shoes, the gentleman leaned
lightly on adiver capped, hand carved waking stick. Something about the man was familiar. She couldn't
place the what, but she knew he wasn't someone she had seen or met in the last couple of weeks.

Trying not to be obvious, she kept sneaking glancesin their direction. Jack looked good. His color was
hedthy. If sheignored the haze of anger around his edges, his aurawas clear, glowing with vitdity and
hedthy energy.

Cinnamon wondered if sheld really heard or just imagined that he said later . And how was he supposed
to locate her without knowing her new cdll phone number?

Contemplating theidea of having Sdlina cause adivison, she didn't notice two of the city'sfinest enter the
areauntil Jack scowled. Like Moses parting the Red Ses, the officer's footsteps crested a path that
headed straight to her.

Jack attempted to draw his companion's attention away from Cinnamon and the uniforms. The action
was asfutile as stopping everyonein the genera areafrom hoping they were going to witness something
interesting to repedt to friends and family.

The officers stopped three feet in front of her. “Cinnamon Prescott?’ The strong clear voice bounced off
the celling and spread outward.

Cinnamon wanted to glance at Jack. She wanted to say, ‘sorry, | didn't expect this,” but the damage was
done.

Making the best of a bad situation, Cinnamon pasted on asmile and dipped into her stage persona.

"Guilty.” Evenin heds Cinnamon was two inches shorter than the cute brunette. Glancing at her nametag,
Cinnamon added, “ Officer Adams, | swear the plane landing early had nothing to do with my lead foot."

A few eavesdroppers chuckled. Tall, dim and fresh faced, Officer Placer didn't look old enough to be
out of high school. Winning the battle to suppress asmile, he shook his head. “ Sorry, maam. We will
note that in our report, but radar guns don't lie. We've aso been given information that says you tamper
with peopleés minds and stedl incriminating information.”

"Absolutely, any chance | get. But bribery's more fun. Do you like |atte's?!

"For two Cagppuccino Grande's and indudtrial size muffinsweéll squed like pigs. Pun intended,” Officer
Adamssaid.



"Ded."

* k% k %

Cinnamon wasn't in the mood for aswim in the hotdl's heated pool. Sheld talked to both her ssters, and
answered her e-mails. The two paperback booksin her suitcase had been read. Stretching out on the
couch inthe mini suite'sliving room, she turned on the television. Surfing past the twenty-four hour news
channdls, the history channdl and the cooking channel, she set the remote down when she found arerun
of Sex In The City. Before thefirst commercial, she was adleep.

Late afternoon sunlight warmed her face. A cup of hot herbal tea appeared on the cafés small
round table. Feeling exposed, as if someone were watching, she took her time scanning the street.
A woman with a small child was leaving a boutique. In front of another store, a teenage boy
swept the brick sidewalk. A couple of tables away, an older couple held hands and quietly talked.

Nothing was out of place, but the feeling persisted, making her nervous and edgy. Spotting Eros
purposely striding across the cobble stone street, she fought the urge to run to him.

Erosdidn't say hello or amile.
Taking her hand he tugged her out of the chair.

"Thisway.” With her hand firmly in hisand hislong stride, she wasforced into ahaf run. At theend of
the block they dipped around the end of the building.

They hugged the outer walls of shops and restaurants as they raced down severa back aleys. Eros
Stopped. For severa minutes she stared at his shoulder blades while he silently watched traffic.

He squeezed her hand.
Pulling her forward they blended into a group of people that had crossed an intersection.

Hafway down the block they followed severa peopleinto ahotel lobby. Like an attentive lover, he
draped hisarm around her shoulders, and guided her towards the el evators. Eros hit the e evator button
then pulled her into the stairwell. Neither of them spoke asthey walked up five flights. At the third door
from the stairshe did a plastic passkey into the lock.

The blue on green décor was classic hotdl generic. Eros opened the fake wood entertainment center,
grabbed the remote control, turned on the television and adjusted the sound to a point just above
conversation level. Pulling the drapes closed he pulled back a corner and watched.

Sitting on the edge of the bed, Cinnamon waited.

When he stepped away from the window she demanded, “What the hell isgoing on?"
"I'm keeping you safe.”

"From what or who?"

"That isntimportant.”

"ltistome.”

"Theless you know the better.”

"Why, because you don't want to take the time to answer? Because you think | can't handle what you



haveto say? Y ou don't trust me? Why?"

"How about, what you don't know can't hurt you."

"Hell'sbellsand bull. What | don't know can get mekilled aseasily aswhat | do know."

"And that iswhy | shouldn't be here. It's not safe for us to be seen together, but | can't stay away.”
"Thendon't. I'mabiggirl. | can take care of mysdf."

"If only | thought that weretrue,” he muttered.

Sitting beside her on the bed, he pulled her onto hislap. Before their lips met, his cell phonerang. He
read the caller ID, tossed the phone on the bed, and nuzzled Cinnamon's neck.

"How long before you leave?!
"I should be gone now. Five minutes, I'm going to take five minutes.”

Hemade atrail of kisses as he worked hisway from her collarbone to her ear and dowly down her jaw
line. Along theway, he paid attention to every sengtive nerve.

When he pulled back she whispered, “Stay."

Hetucked astrand of hair behind her ear and gently brushed hislips againgt hers.

She could fed him pulling back, restraining himself, alowing her timeto get herself under control.
"I'm sorry, | can't. Promise me you won't leave here until | return.”

"I can't promisethat. | have alife, obligations. Besides, | refuseto hide."

"I don't havetimeto argue. If you don't promise to stay here, out of sight, | won't be back."
Hiseyes sad he wastdling the truth.

"I promise.”

Cinnamon grabbed the cup of teaon the end table as she headed to her overnight bag. Pulling the spiral
notebook she used as a dream log out of a zippered pocket on the suitcase, she logged the dream's
details.

Two destiny dreamsin one day, did it mean something or wasit just coincidence?
Cinnamon scoffed.

Nothing happened by chance.

Ever!

[Back to Table of Contents]
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Chapter 10
"Tdl mewhy we are doing this?” Sdinawhined.

"l was going crazy Stting in the hotel. | decided to do something dumb to get your attention. | want to
buy abook. I don't know. Y ou haven't dragged me into a shoe store for three days; | needed afix to
stop the withdrawa symptoms. Throw adart to find your answer or make up one of your own.

"Whileyou'reat it, wave your magic wand and put some fur lined boots on my feet. And acoat like
you're wearing would be appreciated.”

"Not going to happen. If you'd been sensible you would have turned back when you fell on your assand
broke the hedl off your boot. Y ou have no one but yoursdlf to blame for being wet and bone cold.”

"Since when did you become sensible?!

"Y ou're rubbing off on me."

"Yeahright! Morelikely you're gloating over thefact that you were right and | waswrong.”
"That, too, but | wastrying to be nice and not rub your nosein that fact.”

By the time Cinnamon reached the mall, her nose was red and runny. The musty wool odor of her
snow-crusted jacket was overpoweringly unpleasant.

"If | say pretty please and promiseto get ataxi back to the hotd, will you thaw me out and make me
presentable?’

"Add every shoe storein the mal and Victoria's Secret and your wish is granted.”
"Three shoe stores."

Sweeping her hand from Cinnamon's feet to her head, Salina smiled at her handiwork.
"Thank you."

Trench coats normaly hung straight and loose. Salinas coat belled and the buttons |ooked ready to pop
off. Cinnamon arched a brow and crossed her arms. “ Temperatures don't affect you. Why are you
wearing atrench coat?'

"Itsaylish.”
"Shelost abet.” Caitlin's chuckle echoed down the hall.

"Youjust tried selling me astory about being sensible, but you made another bet with my mother. You're
nuts! She reads your thoughts. Theré's no way you can win.”

"Butl..."
"She'sasucker,” Caitlin said.

Sdina shrugged. “ She'sright; | can't pass up the chanceto try to best her. Besidesit'sfun, and one of
thesedays| will win."

"What was the bet?'



"I bet her she couldn't name Seven Wonders of the World without referencing them to clothing.” Stardust
waltzed around them; Caitlin's perfumefilled the air, but she didn't appear.

"I did fineuntil I got to the Tgg Mahd. Honestly, how can a person mention that gorgous mausoleum
without thinking about harem pants, dipperswith curled toes, and filmy veils?!

"Theromanticized clothing of aconcubine, paired with a mausoleum built in tribute of adead wife.
Makes senseto me.

"I'm jumping to the assumption that like your other bets, if you lost, Mom got to pick your clothing for a
day."

"Right."

"Thereisno way Mom would have picked atrench coat. | have to see what you're hiding under that

"No you don't."
"I'll add afourth shoe storeto the ded.”
In ablink, the trench coat disappeared.

Sdinawore bobby socks, saddle shoes, ablack poodle skirt, pink crinolines, and ababy pink twin
swester set. A black scarf wastied around her neck and ponytail. At her neck, ahigh school ring hung
fromagold chain.

"Isthefootball or basketball captain your date for the sock hop?”

"Not funny. Thank God | was a baby when this style was fashionable.”

"Itsafun syle. Admit it; you aren't embarrassed, you're just mad you lost the bet.”
"l admit nothing.” With awink, Sdinaled the way to thefirst shoe store.

"Thisismy ideaof fun and style.” Salina breezed around the shoe store. The sixth since they entered the
mall.

"I've bought five pairs of shoesand two pairs of boots. | redlly don't ... oh my, aren't these cute? Prada,
a hdf price

"Leather, old lace and beads. Grab the black silk ones and the pink rattan with purpletrim. | can zap
together outfits that will do those sandasjustice.”

"Yes, you can."

"I knew you were learning to gppreciate my talents. Smile, the clerk's headed thisway. He thinksyou're
talking to yoursdf."

"Better than thinking I'm crazy or shoplifting. The clerk that saw the necklace floating in the air was
babbling and crossing her fingersto ward off ahex when we l&ft the store. If thisguy calls me awitch you
have my permission to hit him on the head with a shoe box."

To her credit, when an arm draped over her shoulder, Cinnamon didn't yelp. Competently shifting
handled shopping bags from her hand to his, Jack kept thern moving.



"I hopeto hel you're done shopping because we're out of here.”
"Havefun.” Asshefaded, Sdinagave afinger wave and awink.

"Hello to you, too.” Jack wasn't smiling. Not that he smiled often, but it would have been anice ‘hdllo,
I'm glad to seeyou’ gesture. Hisblue gray eyeswere gill the dark gunmeta gray sheld seen at the
arport; agood indication that along with the smile, afriendly hello kisswasn't going to happen.

Hisblack mid thigh ski parka, denim jeans and black ostrich hide cowboy boots were far more causal
then the custom made dark blue suit, white shirt and three tone blue tie he'd been wearing at the airport.

"Could you have found a brighter coat?’ He grumbled as he helped her into acherry red down coat with
afur-trimmed hood before pushing open adoor.

"We could go back and exchange it for eggplant, tangerine or kiwi green. But let me warn you, the sdles
clerk was having an emotiona meltdown when I left. It's not the coat's color that's bothering you, so spit
itout.”"

Anicy blast of snow forced them to tuck their chinsinto their chest. Between the wind and ankle deep
snow, staying upright took al of their concentretion.

Jack opened the door to a black Suburban, tossed the bags into the back and helped Cinnamon climb
into the high seat. The hester was blowing cold air when he findly spoke. “Theman | waswith this
morning got abee up his.... he thinks you had an ulterior motive for coming onto him.”

"Areyou taking about Brownie?'

"Who?'

"Nothing."

Fiddling with the SUV's heater Jack waited.

"On the escdator, the man below you was a monotone of browns. His hair, eyes, skin and clothes
blended together in an unappedling paette. | named him Brownie. How on earth did he jump to the
conclusion that | wasinterested in him?"

"He thought your sexy hello smilewasamed at him. Y our police chauffeurs had him adding two plustwo
into five. He thinks the smile was part of atrap.”

Héel'sbells, even when saying her smile was sexy, Jack was scowling.
"| gather it wouldn't have been prudent to tdl him he'sfull of hot air.”
"You get an A for understatements.”

"He doesn't know where I'm staying.”

"Like everyone e se within thirty feet he heard the police officer say your name. All hehasto dois start
caling hotels and ask to be connected to your room."

"Damn, | hadn't thought of that. Isthat how you found me?*

"No, unlike some people we both know, | did it the smpleway; | caled your family.”



She gave afleeting smile at the reference to astunt she and her sisters pulled at Dreamland to get
Walker's attention.

"After giving me the name of the hotd and your room number, Ginger said something about dreams that
didnt make any sense.”

Destiny dreams. Ignoring the unasked question she asked one of her own. “How did you know | was at
themdl|?'

"Instead of breaking into your room, | asked the hotel clerk if she saw you leave."
"Y ou can pick locks? Dumb question, of course you can.”
"The clerk said you braved the storm to walk to the mall and hadn't returned.”

"Braved the sorm? Must be your charm; shetold me | was crazy. The million dollar question iswill
Brownietry to locate me?!

"When | |eft, he was talking about doing that. Once he gets an idea he doesn't get sidetracked until he's
satisfied with the results”

"Hdl'sbdls and damnation,” Cinnamon said under her breath.

"Heresthe plan, I'll keep the desk clerk's eyes off the TV monitors. Y ou go in the back entrance, grab
your bags and get back inthe car ASAP."

"No problem. All I did was set the suitcases on the stand. Then what? The police officersthat dropped
me at the hotel are picking me up before the show."

"For now let's get your belongings. I'll make acall to change your ride as soon as | find someplace that
has avacancy."

"That was easy,” Cinnamon said when Jack did into the driver's sest.

"Let's hope our luck extendsto finding another room."

"Won't be aproblem. | borrowed the phone book from the room. Well let our fingers do the walking."
"Who would book a convention in the middle of winter?” Cinnamon chalenged the fifth hotel clerk.

"Snowboarders, skiers, and snowmobilers. Yeah, | get it, snow pluswinter, pluswinter sports, equas
winter conventions. Any idea of who might have avacancy?'

"Timbuktu?'

"How about within the city limits?"

Cinnamon huffed. “ The smart ass hung up on me."

"If your finger is getting tired of walking, | can take over,” Jack said when she disconnected.
"Youredriving."

"I can pull over once we get around this mess."



"Oh my, what happened?’ In front of them, the intersection looked like ademoalition derby.

"A white sedan did into the intersection. The black pickup was hell bent on begating the yellow light. The
rest of the idiots were following too close for the road conditions.”

"How did you prevent usfrom being part of that mess?"

"No one was behind us, and | was agood five car lengths behind that blue Forester.”
"Theresgot to be at least ten carsinvolved.”

"Thirteen."

"Lucky number. Do you think we should call the police?!

"Already did. Y ou were busy sweet-talking the smartass desk clerk. | prefer not to be here when the
copsarrive. The only way around this chaosisto drive through the snow plowed into the turn lane. Hang
on."

"Areyou crazy? That snow hasto be closeto five feet deep.”
Gunning the engine, Jack headed straight into the mound.

"Hang onto what?’ Before Jack answered she had one hand on the dashboard. The fingernails on her left
hand cut into the upper part of Jack'sthigh.

Snow sprayed the windshield. The backend did sideways. Backing up a couple of inches, Jack gunned
the engine. Losing traction the Suburban did sdeways a second time. Popping the gears from reverse to
first Jack kept gunning the engine.

"You can let go.” Jack's voice was strained.

A charge of awareness crept up Cinnamon's hand, sparks of current ran up her arm. Like her, Jack
didn't move amuscle. Unlike her, hisarousd, brushing againg her fingers, was obvious.

Trying for casud, she sat back in the seat. “ Sorry. If it makesyou fed better I've had my tetanus shot.”
"No, you haven't,” he muttered.

Seven callslater, Cinnamon exclaimed, “Y ou have aroom? Saveit for us. | don't care what roomitis. |
don't careif it's smoking, non-smoking or how much it costs. Yes, it's perfect, well takeit.”

Holding her index finger up, sheblew onit. “Piece of cake."

Jack grunted.

With each swipe across the glass, the windshield wipers screeched. Visbility was next to nothing.
"Y ou know, even an insane man wouldn't look for mein westher like this"

"Think again. The weather makes a perfect foil. Y ou haveto leave the hotel to egt. In weather likethis,
who's going to be standing outside to notice awoman being kidnapped?”

"Y ou would think my choice of chauffeurs at the airport would give him second thoughts.”

"Hismind iswired differently. He believes he is above the law, smarter than cops and lawyers, and ready



to prove that to anyone who daresto defy him. He likes challenges. Y ou are not only a challenge, your
choice of company makesfor amore interesting game.”

"If you're trying to scare me, you're doing agood job."
"Good."

"Let mefinish. | try not to walk into things with my eyes closed and | know how to take care of mysdf. |
appreciate that you're being honest and | will be more cautious. Y ou want to protect me, watch my back,
and that'sfine, but don't mistake my being femade with being hepless.”

It cost him; he didn't like admitting that'swhat he'd done. If it were anyone else tting next to him he
would play dumb. But not with Cinn, that said alot about hisfedings, but that wasthe way it was. “Fair
enough. | did just that. | won't make the same mistake twice. Y ou say you can take care of yoursdlf,
how?'

"The body has meridians, places where energy flowsjust beneath the skin. If you press or strike the
meridian you can diminish the flow of energy. Itisnot only painful, if done properly, the person will pass
out. Would you like ademongtration?”

"I'mdriving.” He knew acouple of the meridians. Had used them effectively, but why would Cinn need
that knowledge?“Who taught you martia arts?"

"Uncle Gus. He'slived in the house next to the family home since before | was born. Hewas big on
sdf-defense, especidly for usddicate femaes.” Shefluttered her lashesat him.

A corner of hismouth twitched. “I won't apologize. But | stand corrected.”

"Big concesson, for you. I'll admit that if | had to deal with scum like BrownieI'd have ahard time
keeping my mouth shut.”

"There have been moments.”
Pulling under the shelter of the hotd'sentry he said, “ Stay here.”

One room. One bed. With aten month supply of daydreamsto pull from, it didn't take much imagination
for Cinnamon to see their naked bodies wrapped around each other on this cold wintry night.

If she tumbled into bed with Jack, tonight would be the last time she used her healing powers. Shetried
coming up with aword to describe her fedings. Happy, jubilant, scared, sorry, regretful, they al had
merit and they al fell short. If she stepped over the line her grandmamma had drawn, there would be no
going back, no second chances alowed. She would have to live with her choice and never open the door
to second guessing the outcome.

Jack wasn't aflowers and candy type of guy. But from what she had learned about her soul mate, neither
was he. She didn't need the flowers, or the candy, or walksin the moonlight. Well, yeah, she did need
walksin the moonlight. But what sheredly wanted was...

Jack did into the driver's seet. He was amiling. Not afull, show your teeth smile; thiswasadight lift to
one side of hismouth smilethat said ‘1 know something you don't know.'

Parking the Suburban behind the hotel, Jack grabbed Cinn'sluggage and a black leather overnight case.
Cinn collected the shopping bags in the back sest.



A mirror-lined elevator carried them to the third floor. Setting the bags down, Jack unlocked the hotel
room door. Before she redlized hisintentions, or had time to protest, Cinnamon was swept into Jack's
arms. One step over the threshold, he said, “Wel come to the honeymoon suite.”

Their eyeslocked.

Jack lowered his head. Their lips brushed, not so much akiss asa cautioustest, adip your toein the
water exploration, that felt good, right, perfect. Cinnamon placed her hand on Jack's cheek. The kiss
deepened, still cautious but more sure of awelcoming response. Thetip of Jack's tongue traced her
lower lip; another step, bolder, more certain but ill holding back, questioning. Cinnamon met thetip of
histongue with hers. Thetime for questioning ended. Sparks, desire, lugt, cal it what you warnt,
smoldered, ignited and consumed.

"Mommy, Mommy, look they'rekissng.”
"Sorry.” Theyoung mother hurried her giggling daughter towardsthe eevators.

Cinnamon's arms were locked around Jack's neck. Jack released her legs. Her body dowly skimmed
his

Shetrembled.
Jack sighed.

Spanning her waist with his hands, Jack steadied her, alowed both of them timeto catch their bresth,
climb off the tower of utopia.

Jack placed alight kiss on her forehead, dropped his hands, and stepped back. His booted foot collided
with the shoe bags Cinnamon had dropped.

"Look Mommy, the man fell on hisbum. David fel on hisbum when | punched himin the nose. Do you
think the lady punched the man in the nose?"

Thedevator's arriva stopped them from hearing the answer.
"Areyou hurt?'

"Only my pride."

"| thought you landed on your bum.”

Laughter broke the last of the tension.

They didn't notice the desk clerk holding an ice bucket with achilled bottle of champagne and two fluted
glasses until he spoke. “ Compliments of the hotel. Would you like meto put thisinsde the room or
would you prefer to St on the floor and drink champagne in the hallway?'

"Y ou could have told him we weren't newlyweds."
"Didn't want to spoil the fun he's going to have repesting thet story.”

The suite was divided into two long rooms. A full size kitchen, dining room and acompact living room
filled one Sde of the suite. A large screen television was built into a cubbyhole above a corner gas
fireplace. A diding glass door opened onto avery narrow strip of cement. The three rooms were
decorated in complimentary shades of blue and cream.



At the door to the bedroom, Cinnamon stopped. Her heart did afast tango. She murmured, “Ohmigod.”

The king size bed was covered in faux brown mink. A red tiled, heart shaped, jetted tub filled one corner
of the room. Across from the tub mirrored doors covered the clost.

Past sde-by-side sinks and a built-in vanity, she entered a super-sized bathroom. Behind the clear glass
shower door, Cinnamon saw a cedar wall. Opening the shower door, she discovered asaunalarge
enough for two.

An old fashioned fainting couch set against ared and white wallpapered wall created severd interesting
X-rated visons.

From theliving room, Jack called out, “ Therés agrocery store down the street. Tell me what you want
toedt."

"I'l gowithyou?'

"Isthere any part of ‘no’ you would like explained?

Cinnamon joined him in the kitchen. With hisarms crossed, Jack |eaned against the counter.

"Did you know atiny dimple appears above the corner your mouth when you're frustrated? It's..."
"Cinn!” Hisvoice dropped an octave.

"I'l mekealist."

As soon as he left, she grabbed her cdll phone.

"Hi Gin, just wanted you to know Jack found me. We are now &t adifferent hotdl."

"Jack'swith you?’ Ginger asked.

"| told you what happened at the arport, the creep with Jack thought | was smiling a him. He wastalking
about trying to locate me. Jack's not taking any chances on that happening.”

"How do you fed about that?
"I let him know | could take care of mysdlf. It's okay."

"Good. It's Aunt Pesty's night to meet with her quilting club so Martin came over for dinner. Hefound a
spell book in their computer room and some notes tucked inside the front cover. | looked over the notes,
but couldn't make any sense of them.”

"Hell'sbells. You don't haveto tel methisisastupid question, but did Martin confront her?"
"He did. According to him, she cried crocodile tears.”

"And like atypical mae at the Sign of thefirst tear he became a basket case and she wrapped him around
her finger."

"You got it. He did say she's been wringing her hands and muttering to hersalf since Jack got shot.”

"Her meddling shouldn't surprise me; but damn, lifewould be easier if sheleft things done. Have you
talked to Rosemary?"



"| did. The odds were one hundred percent that a new spell has been cast. Asfor it working into a
disasgter that wasfifty/fifty."

"Hell. Isshe postive?'
"Weretaking about Rose the human odds cdculator.”

"Yeah, | get that. | wasjust hoping in your delicate condition you might have misunderstood what she
sd.”

"I'm fat and pregnant. My ankles are swollen, my breasts hurt and one of the little darlings has spent the
day kicking mein theribs. That makes me cranky. I'm not delusiond.”

"| stand correct. Won't make that mistake again. What was Rose's take on disaster striking being
fiftyffifty?'

"Not much. Rose said we need more information on what Aunt Pesty hoped to accomplish before she
could get a better fix on the odds.”

"Could be shewasn't trying to fix anything."
"Y ourethinking she's butting her nose into something ese?"

"That'sher missonin life. All of her spellsare based on good intentions. I'm thinking if she can't correct a
mistake she might think she can give the person cursed help to find the answers.”

"A new verson of afairy godmother?'

"Theimage of a second Sdinaand the possibilities sends chills down my spine, but yeah, something like
thet."

"I'll passtheideaonto Rose; seeif she can come up with odds.”
"Keep me posted, I'll do the same.

"Rub your belly and say hi to Ramosand Miafor me."

"You lost me. What's the reference point to those names?'
"Famous soccer players. Loveyou, bye."

Ginger and Cole had been married nine months as had Aunt Pesty and Martin, Col€'s uncle. With Ginger
expecting twins, they had hoped Pesty would be so busy making baby quilts shewould alow the
universe to work itsmagic at its own pace. Obvioudy, they were wrong.

"Salina, Mom, if you know what Aunt Pesty isthinking I'd appreciate a hint or the whole honest to God
truth.”

No one answered. Theair didn't sir. Perfume didn't fill the air.

Comfortably douched, with her feet propped on the coffee table, she worried thetip of her thumbnail
and tried to figure out how Jack would react to the information. Ginger told Jack his mother liked to turn
lights on and move objectsto get his attention. He hadn't burned a crossin the front lawn, but he hadn't
had too much to say about the truth of it. She'd never consdered the family powers witcheraft, but Jack

might



"l can't tell you anything. If Salinawantsto keep her powers, shelll keep what she knows to herself.
"Stop chewing on your fingernail "

Cinnamon dipped her hand under her thigh. Looking around the room, there was no smoke, sparks, or
color to indicate that her mother wasin the room.

"When and if the time comesfor Jack to know the family secrets you won't need to question right from
wrong."

Her mother's perfumefilled the room. A puff of iridescent smoke appeared in front of the fireplace.
Caitlin Prescott materialized. Her fur trimmed white hooded cape showed off white lace up boots. Her
hands were tucked in amatching hand muff.

"You look like you just stepped out of an old-fashioned Christmas card.”
"Wewere a asnow festiva in Switzerland. We took the most romantic deighride.”
"Y ou should have stayed. | didn't mean for my thoughtsto grab your attention.”

"It never did matter, if you were laughing, talking, thinking or crying, you always were the loudest of the
three. We were ready to leave, so don't gpologize.”

"Wheré's Dad?’ Unlesstheir mother decided to materidize in abathroom or when they were dressing it
was unheard of to see one parent without the other.

"Y ou know how he hates hearing his daughterstalk about sex. He's outside building asnowman.”
"Y ou told me about the birds and bees years ago. What's | eft to talk about?’
"That was somekiss."

Cinnamon felt the heat of the blush creeping up her neck. “Used to be when aboy kissed me goodnight,
Dad dlowed ten seconds before turning the pouch light on and off. | can't believe you watched.”

Caitlin chuckled. “1 remember that. Warren held the stopwatch and your Dad kept his eyes on the boy's
hands."

"l used to count the seconds; guess that doesn't say much for my dates kissing skills.”

"Not so with Jack's kiss. We were dready at the winter carniva. Y our thoughts were jumbled, but the
words, help and dying, got my attention. All | did was aquick check to make sure you weren't hurt. How
does Jack's kiss compare with the man in your destiny dreams?”

"Totaly different, which answersthe al important question; Jack isn't my soul mate.”
"Asan emotion, jealousy isnot one that should be adeciding factor in your future.”

"What doesjedousy have to do with my destiny dreams? And | thought Warren said you couldn't talk to
me about my future.”

"I'm not talking about your future; were discussing jedlousy.” They both knew she was plitting hairs.
What wasn't surprising was her mother had figured out away around Warren's gag order.

Caitlin arched one prefect brow, crossed her arms and Started tapping afinger against her forearm.



Cinnamon swallowed her pride.

"Okay, maybel am atiny bit jealous of my sstersbeing married.” She held up her hand and used afinger
and thumb to measure haf an inch of gpace. “But that has nothing to do with me thinking about giving up

my powers."

Caitlin'sbrow arched higher. “Y ou'reright; it doesn't, but it does have to do with relationships and the
future. When your Dad and | married, Pesty'sjedlousy grew into an ugly green mongter. | didn't like
hearing her thoughts any morethen I like hearing yours."

Asquickly as, ‘then don't read my mind,” materiaized, Cinnamon put alid on the thought. Stopping her
mother from hearing her thoughts wasimpaossible, but igniting her temper was avoidableif you didn't
linger over afleeting thought for more than ahdf second. “If you can't comment on my thinking about
giving up my powerswhereisthisleading?'

"It wasn't always easy for Pesty to see Herb and | happily married or to watch the three of you grow up.”

Her dad cdled Caitlin an unmovabl e force when she decided something needed to be said in acertain
way. Like her fussing over the new décor in her living room, Cinnamon knew her mother would get to the
point faster if she went with the flow. “Why do you think it took her and Martin so many yearsto find
each other?'

"Martin isn't Pesty'sfirst husband.”

She paused just long enough for the statement to sink in and hit home. “Two years before you were born
she married an Air Force pilot. The same day Frank received ordersto Vietnam, our mother confirmed

Pesty's pregnancy.”

Pausing, Caitlin sghed through awistful smile. “ Our due dates were amonth gpart. Mom had aready
told meto expect twins. With Frank leaving for ayear, Pesty moved in with us. We had more fun than
little girls playing house. Using Mickey and Minnie Mouse as atheme, we set up the nursery with three of

everything.
"Pesty was six months aong when Frank's jet was shot down. She went into labor aweek later.”
Silent tearsrolled down Cinnamon's cheeks. “Is that why you named Ginger after Aunt Pesty?”

"Asyou know, your grandmother delivered dl three of you. Sheinsisted Pesty be in the ddlivery room.
The nurse was busy tending to Rose and Herb was holding you when Mom redlized she was about to
deliver athird grandbaby. Something went wrong and | started hemorrhaging. Mom yelled for help.
Before the nurse could move, Ginger did into Pesty'swaiting hands.”

"Why haven't we ever heard this story?"

"There was no need to resurrect the pain. Even now, after al these years, it's hard to talk about. Asyou
know, Pesty lived with uswhile she went to college. Truthfully, without her help | would have gone crazy.
But it was dso atime for healing. School gave Pesty agod, but the day-to-day routine of feeding,
clothing, bathing and doing aton of laundry helped get her through emotiona landmines.”

"Why are you tdling me this now?'

"When we received our powers, Pesty complained continualy about memorizing spells. They weresily,
some rhymed some didn't. Why did aspdll talk about death when you wanted to create life? She could
rant for hours. No matter what she said, when tested, she aced every examination.



"Before Frank |eft, she created a spell to protect him. No amount of talking ever convinced her that spell
hadn't somehow caused his degth.

"Pesty's absentmindednessis caused by alack of trust in her own abilities. Indl her years a Kennedy
Space Center, she was so afraid of causing a mishap she never cast apell.

"Right or wrong, your dad and | have been fairly tolerant of Pesty's mistakes. Wetried to stop her from
casting the last spell, but we weretoo late.”

"Shewouldn't cast spellsat work, but shed inflict her haphazard spells on family. That doesn't make

"Before our deeths, Pesty kept the spellssmple.”
"But—"

"Don't interrupt. Y es, some went haywire, but no real harm was done and except for your dad's
baldness, they were smpleto fix. The spell she cast to hel p the three of you work through your anger and
grief was her first mgjor spell after Frank's death. It worked. That gave her confidence. From there, she
expanded out."

"Lucky us! Maybe someone should havetold her to dust off her lesson books."
"Don't think we haven't! She has astubborn stresk that defieslogic.”

"She has cast two spdllsin addition to the favor Salina asked?!

"No. She'sbeen busier. Her first spell wasto bring Cole and Gin together.”
"How did she know Cole was Gin's soul mate?"

"Pesty isn't saying. Although | normally wouldn't admit this, at times her thoughts are so scattered | don't
know everything she thinks. The second spell wasto put ajumpstart on Rose's destiny dreams. Then she
cast the spell to help Sdlina. That spell was cast before Rosemary made the agreement to work with
Walker & the casino.”

"Every one of those spdlls caused problems.”

"There€'s no denying that.” Caitlin wanted to add more, but she didn't need to read minds to know
Warren was monitoring the conversation. “Y ou've figured out that she cast a gpell to hasten your destiny
dreams. She swore it was fool proof."

"If that were true, Salinawouldn't be acting as my fairy godmother. And you wouldn't be telling me about
Aunt Pesty's past or worrying about my being jealous of Gin and Rose having bed partners.”

"You are so like your father; dways cutting to the point.”

Icy crystas of air swirled around the room. Herb, wearing aheavy fur coat with bone toggle closuresand
knee high furs boots that made him look like an Eskimo, appeared. As he pushed the coat's hood off his
bald head, his robin's egg blue eyes shined with merriment. “ Are you two done talking?'

"No. Mom hasn't gotten to the point where she has me spilling al my thoughts about the kiss Jack gave
m"

"Humph. | heard about him faling on hisass. Must have been one hdll of akiss. I'll leave you two aone



awhilelonger.”

"Y ou might want to St down. | wasjust getting ready to tell Mom that Aunt Pesty cast another spell,
today."

"Good lord, the woman's becoming a menace.”

"Without Warren grumbling and throwing afew bolts of lightning through the calling, can you give any
information about what went wrong with Aunt Pesty's spells?”

"No we can't.” Herb unbuttoned his coat and settled into a chair. Taking his favorite pipe out of a
pocket, he made himsdlf comfortable.

"Jack was at the airport with two men. Arethey part of the trouble?’

"Y ou and Jack will haveto figurethat out.” Caitlin gave both of them stern looks of warning.
"That soundslike ayes. It dso soundslike | will betelling Jack about Aunt Pesty.”

"Dont push,” Caitlin warned.

"Dad, have you ever noticed how Mom warns you about giving out information, but she will fudge on the
ruleswhen shedeemsthetimingisright.”

"Cutetry, honey, but you're not going to rileme. That little trick might still work with Rose, but I've had
your number since you were old enough to start using that sharp brain to manipulate your ssters.”

Herb chuckled. “Y ou're right; she does do that. She's even wiggled her way around Warren's objections
atimeor two."

"I know Warren's your supervisor, but would he redlly punish you if you broke the rules?"

"Don't know; no onein our group has pushed the limit. It doesn't really matter; we are never going to risk
losing the ahility we haveto vist you to find out.”

"This might be adumb question, but why can't you see what Aunt Pesty is doing and stop her before it
happens or block the spell from being effective?”

"Everyoneis entitled to privacy, even when you kissaman senselessin apublic hdlway."

"Wewere astep inddetheroom,” Cinnamon said defensively.

"With the door wide open! My point is, we can talk to her, but we can't op Pesty from doing anything.”
"Ther—"

"Don't interrupt. | know | taught you not to berude.” Like athree-year old, Cinnamon zipped her lips
together.

"Honey, think about what you have learned over the years. Life'slessons, even the drudgery and
pleasures of normal daily activities, revolve around a combination of persona choices, fate and karma. It
isnot up to usto determineif the spells Pesty casts are part of fate, karma, or good and poor choices,”
Catlinsad.

"At some point you know or you wouldn't have been able to step in to help Rose and Walker when Aunt



Pesty's spdll put Walker in danger of losing the casino.” In aperfect mimic of her mother, Cinnamon
arched her brow.

"True. We are able to see the outcome of particular actions, but not before the universe has had the
opportunity to implement a person's choices. When Pesty casts a spdll we can't interfere until after the
ramifications of aspell arereveded,” Herb said.

"Which brings me back to my first question. Are you going to alow the green goblin of jealousy to taint
your relationship with your sisters and sway the choices you are about to make?"

"Marriage and jealousy have nothing to do with giving up my powers. Hot and steamy sex isadifferent
matter. So you don't haveto pick my brain, | am serioudy thinking of seducing Jack in the saunaand
making afew babies of my own."

"My babies thinking about, talking about, or having sex is something | don't want to think about, much
lesstalk about.” AsHerb disappeared, he gave her awarm air kiss and deposited alemon drop in her
hand.

"That was crue but funny,” Caitlin chided.
"Without sex, he wouldn't be getting the two grandchildren he's aready bragging about.”

"True, but he would rather have sdective memory; what isn't talked about in his presence can beignored.
Y ou didn't answer my question.”

"Jedlousy isaharsh, ugly word. Y es, I'm envious of what they have, but | would never want their livesto
be less then what they have. So stop worrying. Asfor what I'm going to do | haven't decided. From the
beginning, adtrd travel has physically and emotionaly drained me. Inthelast year, my recovery time has
lengthened with each trip. To tdll you the truth, I'm not sure | can physicaly survive many moretrips.

"I'm not in the mood for Warren'swrath so | won't ask your advice or opinion.”

"Logica and practicdl, like your dad. | won't fault you that, but it's not near as much fun as playing with
fire. Sinceyou didn't ask and | do enjoy pushing emotiond buttons I'll tell you this, | can't give you advice
when | don't know what | would have doneif faced with the same Situation.

"Jack just entered the elevator; try to act like you've been doing nothing but twiddling your thumbs."

Three gpdlls. Thefirst spell, afavor for Salina, blended or interfered with another fate. The ramifications
were gtill being worked out.

The second spell was cast to quicken her destiny dreams aong, problems unknown.

The third spdll was an unknown factor that could have mgjor to minor consequences. A lot would
depend on why the spell was cast.

And people thought if they had supernatural powerslife would be easy. If they only knew!

[Back to Table of Contents]
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Chapter 11

Hugh Piper wore a black Stetson, awhite dress shirt under a black sports coat, and black cowboy
boots. His salt and pepper handle bar mustache was waxed and curled. At fifty something, not an ounce
of flab hung over aslver and gold star belt-buckle engraved with the initidls HP. His aura, asolid primary
blue, said he knew who he was and was content with where hewasin life.

"Wheré's the hand tooled |eather holster and ivory handle six shooters?” Cinn asked after introductions
were made.

"At home. They tend to make aman get noticed.” Asif the handle bar mustache didn't!
Leaving the hotel, she was sandwiched between Hugh and Jack.
"Ohmy.” Cinnamon stopped dead in her tracks.

In the middle of the hotel's front lawn, wearing a purple striped stocking cap and matching scarf, sood a
fifteen-foot snowman. He had a banana squash nose, green acorn squash eyes, and an oversized
corncob pipe was stuck in hisjack ‘o lantern pumpkin smile. A dove, made of snow, was perched on a
thick-limbed arm.

"Y ou wouldn't by any chance know anything about thiswould you?” Standing behind her, Jacks breath
brushed her check.

"What makesyou ask that?” A tingle running down her spine put a hitch in her breath and a sultry sound
in her voice.

"Sugpicion. Strange things happen around you and your sisters. The snowman mysterioudy appeared
while | was at the grocery store. Look at the snowman, theré'sadight glow around him; you would say
an aura. Not one snowflakeis landing on his surface. What do you think could causethat?’ He couldn't
see her face, but her shoulderstouched his chest. Pushing past the tingle that was working itsway down
his chest and arms, he felt her body tense.

"An angd made him. I'm guessing, but maybe the dove s protecting them from the sorm.”

"Magic. I'm not going there. Stay close to Hugh. If he says duck don't ask questionsfirst. I'll see both of
you later.” Jack ducked into the shadows and disappeared.

"How did you meet Jack?’ Hugh asked.
"Terry Robinson introduced us."

From the frown on Hugh's face Cinnamon was thankful she couldn't understand his mumbling. After they
were both buckled in he studied her face. “ Are you one of the Prescott triplets?"

"Depends. If what you've heard was complimentary, yes; if not, | don't know what you're talking about.”

Hugh's smile showed off straight white teeth but the smile didn't reach his eyes or mask his annoyance.
“Terry isn't too keen on aacazam, abracadabra, pull it out of the hat hocus pocus. Ginger's ability to
connect him and Betty Jo with their daughter Hannalimpressed him.

"Damn, | must be getting old; | never connected the last name with the three of you. Y our emerald green
eyes, they are S0 unusud, how the hdll could | have forgotten them?”



"Let's back up. Y our mustache isamemory maker. Until ten minutes ago, we never met.”
"Before retired, the mustache didn't exist. | met you, your sisters and your parents, along time ago.”
"Can you narrow down the time frame of long time ago?"

"You werefour or five. You, your sstersand adark haired girl had dressed adog in doll clothes and put
him in ababy buggy. Clomping up and down the sdewalk in high heds, the four of you took turns
pushing the buggy. After that, you had ateaparty in your backyard. Y ou took turns feeding the poor dog
ababy bottle."

"Uncle Guss Jack Russell wasnot a*poor dog' candidate. He loved every minute of the attention, the
milk we poured down histhroat and the tons of dog biscuits he got to eat. How do you know Uncle
Gus?'

Hugh hesitated. He had no ideawhat Cinnamon had been told about her Uncle Gus's background, but
he'd stake his ranch on a bet that the story wasn't based on truth. He could lig; it wasn't like he hadn't
perfected the art, but his gut squeezed tight at the thought. His mustache twitched—a sure sign to go with
the gut. “We went through Quantico together.”

Cinnamon stilled. Her truths shifted thought pieces of information that had never made senseand
realigned into atruth that left a sky-high stack of unanswered questions. “What happened?’

"Not my story to tell. When hewalked, your dad hired him."

Cinnamon amost, dmost asked why. But there was no need, she knew. Uncle Guswastheir favorite
babystter. Uncle Guswas part of the family, part of everything they did. Shethought of dl the times she
saw him talking to the private security force that patrolled the community and wondered why she had
never questioned thewhy of it.

Hdl'sbdls, fire and damnation, what e sein her life wasn't what it seemed?

* * * %

Cinnamon stood behind the eight hypnotized volunteers. The black beads on her costume sparkled under
thelight. Addressing the men and women she had handpicked from the audience she said, “Our wise and
eccentric politicians have passed alaw that forbids anyone from saying the number four. Anyone saying
the number four will be arrested.”

Her hand rested lightly on the back of aman's neck. Hismuscled arms and flat somach were a testament
to the hours spent in agym working out. If it weren't for the potential aneurysm at the base of hisbrain,
hisaurawould be apicture of hedth. “Ted, you handsome hunk; it isyour job to arrest anyone that says
the number four. Would you have a problem flexing your muscles and arresting lawbregkers?!

"No, maam."

"l didn't think s0. The same politicians that made the law outlawing the use of the number four changed
the wording on the Mirandarightsto Mary Had A Little Lamb. The words need to be sung asloud as
possible. Can you do that?'

"Yes maam."
"Ted, have you ever arrested someone?”

"Yes, maam."



"When you arrest someone, do you read them their Miranda rights?*

"Yes maam."

"I'd love to have you whisper the wordsin my ear, but in four minutes...”
Jumping up, Ted flexed hisarm muscles and sang, “Mary had aL.ittle Lamb".

Cinnamon placed ahand on the shoulder of the tiny woman sitting next to Ted. Thelump in Caral's
breast wastiny. Working with the healing grid for tissue, Cinnamon made sure that when it was found
and checked the results would show abenign cy<. “Caral, a the beginning of the show you said you
worked in payroll. Are you good with numbers?’

"Yes"
"Glad to hear that. Do you know how many fingersyou have?'
"Ten"

"Areyou pogtive?'

"Yes. | haveten fingersand ten toes.”

"Would you please count your fingers?'

"One, two threeg, five, 9x, seven, eight, nine, ten, eeven. No, that's wrong. One two, three, five, six,
seven, eight, nine, ten, even.”

Carol took off her heels and counted her toes. Twice.

To everyone's delight she took off Ted's shoes and counted his toes.

Walking to the end of the stage Cinnamon pulled abottle out of asmall box.

"Carol, maybe thiswill help. Thistime when you count Ted'stoes put red nail polish on each toe.”

Towards the end of the show, Cinnamon asked Ted to put his shoes and socks on. Addressing the
audience, she asked, “Is Ted here with someone?” A cute brunette raised her hand. “If you want to have
somefun, don't tell Ted about the nail polish. The show has been taped, and atape will be given to each
participant. But you might want to keep it from him until tomorrow."

Cinnamon had worked the healing grid on the handpicked participants. She responded to everything
happening on the stage with perfect timing. And throughout the show, a part of her was very aware that
somewhere, hidden in the shadows, Jack watched and waited.

* * * %

"What happened?’ Cinnamon demanded the minute she saw Jack.
"How the hdl ... nothing happened.”

"Dontlietome.”

"I'm not. Browniewasin the building.”

"You didn't catch him; | can seethe frustration in your auraand the anger in your eyes. How?'



"Don't know, but | sure ashell plan on finding out.”
"Did he spot you?'

"No."

"How can you be so sure?'

"I was above you, on the catwak. He dipped inside the doors at the back of the auditorium. Before
Hugh could nab him, he did back out. Thanksto the snow, Hugh tracked him to the parking lot where he
watched Brownies BMW fishtail onto the road. Now you know what | know."

Cinnamon let out ahuff of air. “Thank you for accepting thet | can handle the truth.”

"I'm not accepting anything. | figured if | didn't come clean, the steak | bought for dinner would become
an eye patch."

"Smart ass.”

M
Jack surprised her by turning the radio to an easy listening station.

Asthey ae dinner, they watched the snowfal.

"Thisisnice” Jack spped hiswine.

"The food, mother nature's show or the company?*

"All three"

"| felt you in the auditorium. Besides the catwak, where were you hiding?*
"Here and there. Didn't stay in one placefor long."

Hewasn't much of atalker, exposing hisfedings had never been his style, but since defying deeth held
changed. The spontaneous kiss they hadn't talked about was a good example of acting on hisimpulses
instead of shutting them down. Whether the change was good or bad was debatable, but he found

himsdf answering reveding questionsingtead of using the non-committd, dl-encompassing mae grunt.

Doctors had |abeled him with alist of unflattering words: oddity, bizarre, abnorma, and aberration to
name afew. One doctor uttered the word fresk as he scratched his head over the report stating that the
bullets that ripped through histhigh and gut did no significant damageto arteries or organs. Y et the
amount of blood he had lost and the shock his body experienced indicated that damage had incurred.

Hedling quickly, only asmal pockmark on hisleg showed where the bullet entered. A month after hisgut
was stitched together, the scarswere barely visible.

Defying ordersto the contrary, hed gone back to work and hadn't gone back for follow-up doctor vists.
"The T-bone was cooked to your liking?" Cinnamon asked.

"As| recal, my choice wasrare, rare or rare. Since | have no problem watching blood ooze out of mest,
it's perfect.”
"That sounds disgusting.” Contrary to the words, Cinnamon took a bit of mest.



"Obvioudy not that disgusting. Thank you for cooking. If you had left it up to me we would have had
pancakes, scrambled eggs or hamburgers.”

"Y ou need to broaden your cooking skills."

"Why?1| don't starve and there's always Chinese take-out or pizzato supplement my diet.”

"Likel said, you need to broaden your cooking skills. Fast food and take out is not ahedthy diet.”
"Areyou saying the Oreos you had me buy are hedthy?'

"Absolutely. The sugar balances out the starch in the potatoes, the protein in the meat and the vitamin C
inthecarrots.”

"I'm not buying thet line"
"You sure?'

"Podgtive. Your eyes are the color of emeralds, highly unusua and memorable. But when you get
mischievous your eyes remind me of aleprechaun's shamrock.”

"How many leprechauns have you met?'
"That I'm not telling. Tell me how you decide what to do during ashow.”
"Why the change of subject?’

When he didn't answer, she remembered a piece of advice from her mother that applied nicely to this
gtuation—she went with the flow.

"Mogly it's occupations and persondities. Switching typica gender roles makes funny stuations.
Sometimes the way a person reacts during one kit gives me an ideafor usng them in something el se.
And faceit, having anyone but muscle pumped Ted sing ‘Mary Had a Little Lamb’ wouldn't have been
asfunny.”

"Yeah, | can seethat. I'll admit having seen astage hypnotist at agtatefair, | had adifferent idea of what
you would do."

"I've heard that atime or two. My kid friendly shows have dapstick funny suggestions. For adult only
shows, | do funny without the dapstick. The sexual innuendoes depend on the crowd, the participants
and what's happening on stage. If someone gets out of hand, | tell the person to deep, it workslikea
charm and no oneisthewiser."

"Smart and practicd, | likethat."

"Metoo. | hate changing the subject, because you aren't going to be happy, but there'saman acrossthe
dreet. In thiswesather | don't think he's taking the dog for awalk.”

"l can't seeadamn thing.”
"Actudly, | can't seeanything either. What | seeisglimpses of an aura. The energy identifiesit asmae.”
Jack pulled his cell phone out. “Henry where are you? Sounds good ... Call it anight. Thanks."

"One of my men. We're leaving first thing in the morning. Y ou did the cooking, so I'll clean up the mess.



I'd suggest you get some deep.”

* k% k %

Without worrying about the rowboat that delivered him to the beach, Jack's boots splashed
through water as the rush of tide and foamrolled past him.

Walking up a small incline, and over the gold covered path, Jack didn't waste time as he headed
to the glen.

When hefirst started making these pilgrimages, hisbody had sat as iff asthe boulder. Now loose
limbed, he relaxed into the contours of the rock and waited.

The shapely outline of afemale figure gppeared. Eight feet away, her dightly danted eyes glowed likea
cat. Without blinking, she watched him.

"Wha isyour name?"

"Y ou know | won't answer that question.”

"| called you aleprechaun earlier thisevening.”

"I'm flattered. Why aleprechaun, you don't believein luck or magic?"

"Y our green eyes. Thisforest reminds me of stories my mother told me about the wee people.”
"Y ou want to meet somewhere else?"

"No, but | would like to see you."

"Who saysyou haven't?'

"I'd remember that."

"Maybe. Timewill tell."

When annoyed or pressed for answers, Green-eyes disappeared. Not wanting to lose her company, he
changed the subject. “1 haven't seen you since | got shot.”

"Therewas no reason.”

"Theriddle. Y ou were warning me about a man named Grover. Do you know where heis right now?"
"Heislike asnake. When he does not want to be seen, he dithers underground.”

"Isthat figurdtive or literd ?"

"Literd."

"Do you know where the snake pit islocated?’

"No. | cantell you this: the snakeis close enough to strike.”

"Shit. Did you bring me hereto tell methat?

"That was one reason."



"What isthe other reason?’

"It'stimefor you to think serioudy about your future,” she replied.

"What's wrong with what I'm doing?"

"Nothing, if you like being shot at on aregular basis and pretending you're someone you're not."
"Haven't died yet."

"Areyou positive about that?"

Jack rubbed the scars on hisbdlly. “ Are you the one | haveto thank for saving my life?’

"Y ou saved your own life”

He didn't argue the point.

"What about my future?"

"It'stimefor you to settle down. Raiseafamily.”

"Never going to happen.”

"Why not?'

"A green-eyed |leprechaun stole my heart.”

"Y ou'reflirting with me. How sweset. But you need aflesh and blood wife."

"Not going to happen. | like being footloose and fancy free."

"Marriageisn't ajail sentence.”

"No decent woman would want me.”

"Isthat you talking or fear talking?"

"Truth."

"Kegp thinking that way and you just might manifest that redlity. Thereisan dternativeto fear."
"And that would be?'

"Trust. Y ou need to learn how to trust. When you learn that, you will be ready to move forward.”
"l trust you."

"No, you accept that my words are truth. Thereisadifference.”

"Give meareason why | should trust anyone.”

"Because | want you to think, I'll give you one reason among many: without trust you can't love someone.
Asfor trusting me, | saved your life"

"In New Mexico?"



Shedidn't confirm or deny the question. Instead, she said, “ Texas, ten years ago.”
"That bullet didn't come closeto killing me.”

"What part of you would have been in the direct line of that bullet if you had smply walked in and headed
sraight to the coolers?’

"| ... Areyou saying you're the voice I've been hearing for ... hdll, | don't know how long?”’
"Havel ever lied to you?'
"If what you say istrue, when I'm awake, why don't you sound like aseductive sren?

"Y ou flatter me. Think about this, which is going to get your ass moving more quickly? A seductive purr
or adrill sergeant's bark?"

Hegaveagrunt. “1 wouldn't call it abark, but | get your point. If you are hereto save my assand help
solve problems, why do you dip around questions and answer inriddles.”

"Lifeisabout choices. If al the answers are fredy given, you won't think. Y ou won't cometo your own
conclusions and you won't grow as aperson.”

What do you have in mind for my future?'

"Y our futureisin your hands, not mine. I'm here to keep you out of trouble.”

"If what you say istrue, you've done your share of that."

"Not if, Jack. After dl thistime, you il find it hard to trust, rely on others or admit the truth.”
Denying thefirg two was awaste of breeth. “What truth?

"You're smart. Think about it, thetruth isthereif you are willing to look."

"Why was Cinnamon put into the mix with the counterfeit ring?*

"I'm impressed. | wasn't sure you had figured out she was a part of the game.”
"Itisntagame. If | have any say, shewon't beinvolved in that part of my life."

"It isout of your hands. There are severd expressions, the tide has shifted, the cat's out of the bag, the
bal isralling. They al mean the same thing; thereis no going back. Cinnamon is now apart of what is

happening, past and present.”

"Explain pagt.”

"Intime, the answer to that will present itsdf.”
"You didn't mention the future.”

"Because you have yet to make the choice.”
"What choice?'

Green-eyes disappeared.



Normally Jack woke up fully aert. After viststo theforest, hefdt lethargic.

Discovering that the couch converted into a bed, Cinnamon had insisted on making it up before closing
hersdlf off in the honeymoon suite's bedroom. Rolling out of the bed, Jack absently rubbed the light
network of scarson his stomach.

Thefirg time Green-eyes bewitched him, held been an idedlitic green recruit. From their first encounter
he'd known the message within the dream meant more than adightly homesick kid subconscioudy
manifesting one of hismother's many fairytaes.

Green-eyes first message had been one of encouragement; he had made the right choice for the present.
Questioning the word ‘ present’, sheld said nothing was permanent. A cocky comeback made her laugh.
He'd never been able to remember what held said, but her throaty laughter burned itsway into his
memory. Over the years, the memory of that laughter caused him to relax, self-hypnotize, daydream, he
wasn't sure how to label the experience, but the result was dways the same, elusive answers materidized.

The night hed walked into the robbery gone bad, he was headed home. Driving past asmdl convenience
gtore, he yanked the whedl and drove over the curb into the parking lot. That gut reaction earned him his
firgt bullet and a commendation for saving the lives of the two kids working that evening.

By hisfourth trip to the forest, a pattern developed. A small white rowboat carried him to apristine
beach covered in purple black sand. Several long stepstook him to the top of adight rise. From there he
could scan the crescent shaped beach and the deep blue ocean beyond. Half adozen more steps took
him to the edge of aforest. A narrow path leading up a steady incline ended at asmall clearing. Settling
himsalf on a chair shaped rock he waited for the green-eyed siren. In the beginning, he never saw
anything but her dightly danted green eyes. Three years ago, a path, much like the one he walked down,
appeared about ten feet away from the rock. The path emitting afaint light, offered him aview of her

shapdy femininefigure.

Green-eyes picked her words and timing carefully. What she disclosed today was no mistake. Why she
chose now to tell him she wasthe voice that protected his back wasimportant. For the life of him, he
couldn't figure out why.

Green-eyes was wrong about one thing. He'd fallen under her spell the moment they met. Over theyears,
he'd compared every date with the sharp tongue conversations he enjoyed with Green-eyes. The only
woman who could match her was Cinnamon.

[Back to Table of Contents]
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Chapter 12
A little before eight, Cinnamon waked into the suite's living room.

The hide-a-bed was closed.
Jack was gone.

At the diding glass door, she sipped hot jasmine tea and watched a car dide acrossthe intersection. A
heavy wind rattled the windowpane, shook snow off tree branches and swept powder snow into deep
drifts. The roads hadn't been cleared and from the look of the cloudsit wouldn't be long before more
show fdl.

"What do you think?" Sdinaappeared beside her. She was wearing a Chinese red, mini dresswith a
mandarin collar and frog buttons. Her platform shoes, made of matching brocade materia, had peep toes
and ankle straps. Her natura blonde hair was coa black and styled in a chin length bob.

"Can you bend over without showing haf your butt?'

"Not a problem, I'm wearing cute tap pants in the same material. I'm going to wear thisto a Chinese
New Y ear party."

"Youll bethe envy of every ghost there."

"That's not much of acompliment. Y our mom agreed to let me design her ouitfit. Do you think shell go
foramini kirt?'

"You haveto ask?"'

"That'swhat | thought. Oh well, I'll come up with something that will pop aguy's eyes out and gets
Caitlin'sapproval. What are you going to do today?"

"l fly home &t four."

"Not today. The airport's closed. A reliable source says another storm is heading thisway. Don't expect
to fly out within the next three days."

Cinnamon arched abrow. “Y ou knew this was going to happen, didn't you?'

"Heard arumor. Who knew it would turn into the snowstorm of the century. Maybe thisisthe
opportunity you've been wanting. Why didn't you put the * jump-Jack's-bones plan into motion last

night?'
"Timing wasn't right. Jack's aura was buttoned down; his mind was centered on Brownie. Don't think I'm
off the mark when | say held like to wring the guy's neck.”

"If you knew what | know, you'd offer to help. But something else has you hesitating. What'sit going to
take to get you to spill your thoughts?”

"Should have known | wasn't going to be dlowed to mull thisover, privately.

"Phil, the guy in the show last night, has awife and five kids. He also had an gppendix ready to rupture
and an ulcer he was blaming for the pain. | can't save everyone, don't think 1'm supposed to, but without
my healing powers, he would have died before they got him to a hospital.



"Can| livetherest of my lifeknowing that | put my wants before helping someone like that?

"Y ou're asking the wrong person that question.”

"Jack ison hisway up. Can't fault your outfit sinceit's my creation, but today's plans have changed.”
Cinnamon felt achill. Salina had stripped her down to her pale pink panties, braand goose bumps.

With another wave of Salinas hand, purple cowboy boots, with silver capped toes adorned Cinnamon's
feet.

Admiring the purple cowl neck swester and black jeansin the reflection of the plate glasswindow, she
admitted there was one redlly nice thing about Sdina dressing her—her jeansfit perfectly.

* * * %

Entering theliving room, Jack didn't return Cinnamonssmile.
"The snows closed down haf the town, including the airport.”
"So I've heard. What happened?”

"Nothing."

"Aurasdon't lie. Thereésarim of blood red energy around you. The kiss we shared yesterday put a buzz
on both of us, but right now I'm thinking your temper'sjust under bailing. Don't try lying; your aurawill
turn brown around your gut.”

With hands on his hips, he asked, “Does anything get by you?"
"Not much."

Jack scowled. “It's dways the uncontrollable e ementsthat foil plans. Y esterday, someone called alocal
talk radio station and mentioned the hypnosis show and your name.”

"Okay, that answers how he knew to come to the auditorium. What € se put the burr up your bum?"
"He found out you're here."

"He saw your car?'

"No, he gave adesk clerk aline of bull and flashed a copy of your picture from awebsite."

"I'll admit that doesn't make me happy and | understand it hurts your pride when you can't control every
gtuation. But we were planning on checking out this morning, so tell mewhat'sredly bothering you."

"Were wasting time. Pack. Y ou have ten minutes.”
"I'll get my coat, you can grab the bags. They're aready packed.”

"Y ou changed cars.” Cinnamon buckled her seatbelt as she checked out the interior of the black Ford
F350 super cab pickup with privacy windows and a camper shell.

"It blends nicely."

"And Browniewon't connect the truck to you. What is Brownie'sred name?"



"Evan, hisnameisEvan.” Thewordswere spit out one a atime.
"What did Evan do or plan to do that has you ready to explode?!

"Drop it. It'snot important,” was an understatement of mega proportions. More than anything he wanted
to turn the clock back; it would have been easy to keep Evan from seeing Cinnamon at the airport.

Green-eyes prediction that Cinnamon would be a part of the take down burned aholein his gut. She
had never lied to him or given him information that wasn't pertinent to a case, but he would give his soul
to have her be wrong.

"Jack, I'm abig girl. I can handle whatever happened that has you strangling the steering whed "

"God, | hope it never comesto that. He's sending afriend to invite you for lunch and some recrestional
activities”

"Areyouthefriend?

Jack snorted. “No, he has a couple of flunkiesto do his odd jobs."
Odd jobs. Cinnamon shuddered at the implications.

"Where are we headed?'

"Hugh's ranch. Breskfast isin the pink box. The Coffee Hut had something called chai tea. Figured you
would prefer that to coffee.”

"Y ou figured right. Thanks."
Jack grabbed a cake donut with chocolate glaze.
Cinnamon hit into aglazed cinnamon twist and took in the snow-shrouded |andscape.

The road out of town curved around adam and skirted areservoir. When the road narrowed to
two-lanes only one set of tire treads ran down the middle of the road. In spots, the pickup'stiresran
through the edges of snowdrifts.

Between sets of country western music, aloca radio station urged people to stay home. The next sorm
predicted to hit by noon, was predicted to drop another eight to ten inches of snow.

Theroad was following ashalow river strewn with snow covered river rock when Jack broke the
comfortable silence.

"Pretend you have dready given me alecture on nutrition and tell meif ahotdog will satisfy your hunger
for afew hours?'

"With chili?'
"That can be arranged.”
Jack parked the truck in front of agenerd store that looked like it was built in the 1800's.

"If the town wasn't buried under snow, I'd take you for atour. Gold was discovered herein 1862. With
apopulation of around twenty thousand people, Idaho City was the most populated town in the territory.
Over two hundred and fifty businesses were opened during the gold rush. Severd of the origina buildings



are il stlanding and some people claim aghost or two walk the Streets.”
"How does a Texan know so much about 1daho history?!

"Exploring ghost and old mining townsisahobby."

"Did you sharethat information with Ginger?"

"No, the timing hasn't been right. I'd like to have her dong on aghost town expedition. Do you think
sheld agree?'

"Gin'snot redl crazy about running into spirits with an attitude, but she might. With Frick and Frack duein
three months don't plan on it happening any time soon.”

"They dill haven't come up with names?’

"If they havethey aren't saying."

"I know she has weekly phone conversations with Billy Jordan and his deceased grandpa but nothing
was said about her seeing ghosts outside the office. What about you, would you be interested in aghost
buding trip?"

"How the hdll...” During alate evening gabfest, Cinn and her Ssters speculated, and Rose figured the
odds were ninety percent in favor of Jack having intuitive powers. They'd spent time considering the
possihilities but without him talking, what they had was nothing but speculation.

Jack was an expert at hiding his emotions and thoughts, but like akid winning agame of chance he
flashed her asmug smile. “What do you want to drink?"

"A chocolate malt and onion rings, please.”

Sitting & asmall square table by awindow Cinnamon studied an oddly shaped snow covered hump
outside the closed visitor's center.

"It'sastamp mill,” Jack said as he placed their meals on the table. “ They were used by minersto crush
ore dug out of the hillsde. After the ore was pulverized into what was called sandy durry, they washed
the durry through a screened trough to retrieve the gold.”

"Soundslike alot of work. How much gold was found?"
"Over two hundred and fifty million dollars
"Wow. I'm impressed. Instant wealth for alot of people.”

"No doubt, there were lucky miners. Some were smart enough to walk away with the money in their
pockets. Far more walked away from here with little to show for their backbreaking work. The generd
stores, bars and cafés that sprang up around amining town were notorious for price gouging. The
entrepreneurs had a better chance of walking away with healthy bank accounts then the miners.”

"What about the girlswho worked the brothels?*

"No doubt there were some houses. But houses were aluxury. Most soiled doves plied their servicesin
poorly heated tents. The bar ownersthat allowed them to work their customers and the madams that
owned the tents made more money than the working girls. They had arough life. Tombstonestell astory
of early deaths. Most were caused by disease and murder.”



"Why murder?'

Jack gave adight shrug. “ Their stash of money, clothes, jealousy, competition, aman. If wewak down
the main-street you might get lucky and run into one of them. Haveto say I'd be redl interested in hearing
their stories” Cinnamon didn't missthe | dare you qudlity to the statement.

Cinnamon had been right about Jack not smiling often, but he had a sexy way of lifting one corner of his
mouth when he was amused. He'd been wearing that tug of asmile since they arrived in town.

"What makesyou think | see spirits?'

"Inthemall, | followed you. Before you get dl huffy, it was to make sure Evan or his hired help hadn't
managed to find you before me.”

"I never saw you. Before you say | wasn't supposed to seeyou, | get that. What surprises meisnot
seeing your aura. Guessthat doesn't say much for my observation skills.” Like afingerprint, Jack's aura
wasdigtinct. If hisaurahad been visble, nothing would have stopped her from seeing him. Which said
that someone or something had blocked his aura, but why? Since he planned on making his presence
known it didn't make sense. And nothing would convince her that Salina.or her Mom hadn't known.

"When did you arrive?'

"You werein Victorias Secret. Whoever was with you has interesting tastes. The black panties with kiss
my ass, written next to the red heart got my attention and stamp of approval.”

Cinnamon felt heat creep up her neck.
"| didn't know women il blushed.”
"Then you've been associating with the wrong type of woman.”

"No doubt. It goes without saying; amagician couldn't pull off what | saw. Y ou're lucky only two clerks
saw itemsdangling inthinarr.”

"l...” Shebit her bottom lip. Why deny the truth? Jack knew what held seen. *Y ou missed the sales clerk
who thought | was shoplifting and the woman who pushed areligious pamphlet in my hand and promised
to pray for me."

"Y ou had abusy day. Do you want to talk about the black lace brathat hung in the air before dropping
into your basket and how nicely the braand the lethd looking black hedlsthat were shoved into your
hands match the black panties?"

The blush sprang to life, cregping up her neck. Cinnamon's scal p tingled with warmth.
"No."

"Then name the ghost with the greeat taste in panties.”

"l ... Mary, your mother was with me."

Jack laughed; arich, decedent belly laugh. The sound remarkably soothing to the ear, made her belly
tighten. He was as close to being relaxed as sheld ever seen him. No doubt that could changein an
ingtant. But if her embarrassment could accomplish afew minuteslikethis, shed gladly pay the price of
admisson.



"My mother'sideaof sexy would have been pink cotton. She never purchased anything that wasn't
practical. And Sweetheart, those panties are anything but practical. And don't say your mom, | won't
believethat ether.”

“Why?

"Research. Y our mother wore gardenia perfume. Like the perfumes you and your sster'swesr, itisa
signature scent, created exclusively for her. In the stores, | picked up your cinnamon spice and a heavier
scent that reminded me of the sandawood oil afriend likesto burn.”

Hédl'sbells. She wanted to ask who the friend was but she didn't really want to know. Well, she did but
didnt.

Pushing aside temptation, she said, “ Between the possible kidnapping of Gin and the counterfeiting, |
should have redized you would investigate our family. Find out any other interesting nuggets of
informetion.”

"Nothing that hadn't been filtered through a good press agent. Most of the information was in context to
the Prescott banks. A ot of well earned praise for the communities your dad designed and afew articles
about his passion for rebuilding classic cars.” Therewas 0 little mentioned about the triplets and Caitlin
Prescott, Jack suspected someone had goneto great lengthsto shield them from publicity.

"No more galing. Namethe ghost a the mall."

"Don't insult me.” Without fanfare, Sdlinamateridized. Her hands were firmly planted on her hips. Her
eyesflashed withirritation. “I am not aghost. However, thiswoman isaghogt. It's bad enough she
chooses to wander the streets and haunt the property where she used to live. But to be seenin public
wearing that outfit isacrime. My God, the bustle under that dress makes her look likealard ass. The
cleavage works, but she's wearing baggy cotton bloomers and awhaebone corset ... | ... | can't go on,
it'stoo much, way too much.”

"And you look like aharlot in ahandkerchief. If I'd sullied mysdlf to dresslike you, | would have been
working the tentsinstead of owning the finest brothe in town."

Closing her eyes, Cinnamon mumbled, “ Thisisn't happening. It'sabad dream, aredly bad dream. When
| open my eyesthe only person | will seeisJack.”

"I smdl the same perfume | noticed in the mal and violets. Who's here?’
Peeking through two fingers, Cinnamon moaned.

"Noone."

"Dont push me,” Sdinawarned.

"Hell's bells and damnation. Salina has atendency to break things when she gets mad. Maybe we should
take thisdiscusson outsde.”

"Salina Owens, Walker's mother?’ Jack asked asthey |eft the mercantile.

"The same. Since Rose and Waker met, family members have been able to see my folksand Walker's
folks.” She figured not mentioning that Joan and her husband could aso seethem wasn't so much alieas
agmplification of thefacts.



"A word of warning, don't cal Sdinaaghogt; it makes her alittletesty. That said, afemade Sdinais
cdling aghogt isaso here. The woman claims she owned the finest brothd in town.”

"Miss Jayne's. Until her death in 1870, she was a respected business woman and famous Madamein
these parts.”

"Thank you, kind gir; it's nice to know my reputation was not tainted by my scoundrel of a husband.
Jack stopped in histracks. “1 heard that. How the devil? Whereis she?'

"Thewhereisbeside you. Asany lady does when walking with a gentleman, she has dipped her arm
around your arm. Asfor how the devil, that would be Sdina. She hasthe ability to casts magic spells.”

"What are the chances of me seeing them?”

"| tried Swestie; Warren nixed the idea. Maybe later. Right now we need to talk. Jaynerefusesto leave
here until she gets the satisfaction of destroying her husband'slife.”

"Let meexplain mysdlf, ar. | was murdered. Treating me like acommon rat, my husband fed me smdl
rations of poison. Let metell you, my desth was dow and painful. And the worst of it is he got away with
murder because the doctor said | died of astomach allment. Before my body had a chance to grow cold,
he moved awhore, awhore | detested, into my bed. The deazy bastard treated my girls poorly and
cheated my customers. | was beside mysdlf, ar.

"Thisfloozy thinks| have no sense, but how could | leave knowing what he was doing? When the brothel
burned down in ‘71, he left town with over amillion dollars of my money. Money | earned whilehe sat in
asaoon gambling. Since then, | have been patiently waiting for hisreturn.”

"Which means she's been haunting the house built where the brothel stood. She aso walks up and down
the boardwalk checking out every man that comesto town,” Salina added.

"Atleast | am properly dressed for such excursions, Madame. | never haunted anyone; | smple went for
walks. If the few people who were able to see me were scared it was their doing not mine."

"l am not aMadame."

"That isobvious! A Madame has more class.” Raisng her chin, Miss Jayne looked haughty.
Sdinagrowled. Lifting her hand, she pointed afinger at Miss Jayne.

"Sdlina. | don't think you want to do that,” Cinnamon warned.

"I'monly goingto..."

Besde the wooden sdewak abolt of lightning hit the ground.

Sdlinalowered her arm.

Out of the corner of her mouth she said to Jack, “Don't ask.”

"As| was saying before | was rudely interrupted, | want revenge for my death and arespectable grave.”

"Miss Jayne, | sympathize with your plight, but | can't imagine how we can help. Surely, the man has
been dead for over ahundred years,” Jack answered.



"I have no doubt he died. But | assureyou, Sir, his soul walked thisvery boardwalk afew days ago. He
goes by the name Thornton Lutz. HEs dick, smooth and il thinks carrying awaking stick with a
derringer tucked in the handleis stylish. He was with aman named Evan Jones. Sleazy man, | would
never have alowed himin my establishment.”

Jack's back stiffened. “Y ou're agood judge of character, Miss Jayne. Did you by chance hear what they
were discussng?'

"Y our name was mentioned and they were maost unhappy about a plate being lost. Why men would be
interested in chinais beyond me, but times have changed.”

Cinnamon hit back a chuckle when Miss Jayne ran her eyes over Sdinas outfit and shuddered.

"Salinas appearance was at amost gppropriate time. Being the first ghost outside of thelocals | have
ever seen, | was most eager to make her acquaintance.”

"l am not aghost.” Salinaswords, said through clutched teeth, were ignored.
"Miss Jayne, where were you buried?” Cinnamon asked.

"Inapinebox in apauper'sgrave. It was humiliating. Absolutely humiliating.”
"If you see Lutz again, would you be able to eavesdrop on his conversation?”

"Of course, sir. Unlike his features, his aurahas not changed with thislife. It was, in fact hisaurathat
caught my attention. After listening to his conversation | was positive, he was the same conniving,
self-serving man | was foolish enough to marry. He hasamost unusud color in hisaura. | will have no
trouble spotting him."

Cinnamon raised abrow. Interesting, she hadn't thought of ghosts seeing auras, but it made sense. Shed
liketo know what Miss Jayne saw that was different in Thornton's aura but seeing the impatience on
Sdinadsface, she shelved the question.

"Sdlinaassures me that she can reach Cinnamon. As much asit pains me to admit, Sdinahas been
generous with information. She has dso instructed me on how | might contact her. If Thornton returnsto
town | will immediately contact Sdina."

* k x %

"No sense repesting everything twice. Hugh needs to hear everything that just happened so right now |
will only ask one question. What was Sdinawearing?'

"Thought that got your attention. Three metallic black scarves were sewn together at the tips of corners
to make avery skimpy dress. Therewasalot of exposed skin. Use your imagination, you'll figureit out.
Her metdlic black suede boots stopped mid thigh.”

"Not an image | would associate with angels, unlessyou're talking Hells Angels.”
"Dont give her any ideas. She has an active enough imagination on her own."

"Anold article from agossp column caled her clothing elaborate, and worthy of the Ziegfeld Follies. It
didn't come across as a compliment.”

"Don't imagineit was. If you nix the headpieces, the costumes worn during Vegas shows are smilar to
some of Salina's more outlandish creations.” Thinking of the costumes Salina created for her to wear on



stage she added, “But others are el aborate, sexy, without being over the top.”
"Likethe outfit you wore on stage last night.”

The one-piece spandex leotard exposed one creamy white arm and shoulder. From the hips up the
material was covered in tiny black beads that caught the light. Where the beading stopped atriangular
black sk scarf with adeep fringe gracefully hugged her hips and draped downward. Just thinking about
removing that scarf so he could run his hands over her lush body made Jack twitch to attention.

"That would be agood example. Sdlina doesn't believe in conservative, if an outfit doesn't makea
Satement it isn't worth wearing.”

"Inmy line of work, | have afine appreciation for the directness of statements.”
Cinnamon chuckled. “I'll keep that inmind.”
Jack fell silent as he concentrated on the snow-covered roads.

Meeting Miss Jayne made Cinnamon nervous. She didn't doubt her story, didn't fault her need to make
her murderer pay for theinjustice. What bothered her was the timing. The convenience of it smelled
suspicious, Aunt Pesty suspicious. And that was what set her teeth on edge.

Miss Jayne said that since her death, Salinawas the first non-resident ghost she had met. Her mother was
good at reminding her that there were no coincidences. She knew what her mother was redlly saying was
look at the recent past for the oddities, the things that were different, out of the ordinary that in fact
created the current Situation. Sadlinaand Aunt Pesty fit dl three categories.

Coincidence reaching out to smack her in the face for athird time didn't give her awarm and fuzzy feding
of wellbeing.

[Back to Table of Contents]
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Chapter 13

Nine Springs Ranch was tucked in the northeast corner of asmal valey. Theranch's barn, atwo-story
log house, trees, and alog fence were haf buried under the thick blanket of newly fallen snow.

In the spring, daffodils and tulips would crowd the fences and circle the weeping willowsin the front
yard. Thefields beyond the barn would be covered in wispy blades of hay. A sone'sthrow from the
cabin, apatch of newly plowed ground would be waiting for tender shoots of green beans and pumpkin
vinesto germinate. In the corral, beside the traditional red barn, two coltswould play.

Cinnamon knew this because she had seen the ranch in springtime, or as good as. Just before leaving on
the tour she had watched Ginger embelish her signature ghosts and goblinsinto a painting she had done
of the Nine Springs Ranch.

Which |eft her with one question. Flipping open her cdll phone, she punched Gin's number.
Nothing happened.

"The mountains block reception. Y ou'll haveto wait until werein the house; it's one of afew sweet spots
onthevaley floor."

Jack parked the truck under a carport by the barn. Hugh and two black labs greeted them. “Y ou're just
intime. We can take your bagsin later. If you don't have hats and scarves, there are afew in the barn.
Let'sget going."

Sitting on the springboard bench, Cinnamon was nestled between Hugh and Jack. The fur-trimmed hood
on her coat tickled her checks, but she was thankful for the warmth.

"I'mon adeighride, onared deigh being pulled by four of the biggest horses I've ever seen outside of
Budweiser commercids. I'd say pinch me, but if I'm dreaming | don't want to wake up. Out here, inthe
middle of nowhere, even the sllenceis breathtaking. | don't want thisto end, but where are we headed?”

"It'sasurprise.” Hugh's voice rang with pride and pleasure from the compliment.
Theair snapped with frogt.
Their breath crysallized.

Jack, fedling Cinn shiver, draped hisforearm over her thighs and pulled her closer to hiswarmth. He was
playing with fire, the type of fire that warmed the belly, soread out, burned itsway into one's heart and
didntlet go.

Jack wasn't sure how he felt about being Hugh's source of amusement, but from the smile Hugh passed
hisway, he was expecting to see Jack go up in flames.

"How could something be burning with al this snow on the ground?’ Cinnamon hadn't redlized shed
voiced her thoughts until Jack answered.

"Steamn risging off the hot prings.”
"Nine Springs Ranch; makes sense. How hot are the springs?”

"Three springs stay between a hundred and a hundred and five degrees. Therest are cooler,” Hugh
answered.



A few minutes later, the horses dowed their pace.

In front of them, large brown mounds of fur dotted the landscape. Asthey drew nearer the lumps grew
restless. A bull ek, with amagnificent seven-prong rack, stood, raised his head and bugled. High
pitched, with adight rattle, the Elk's cry reminded Cinnamon of arusty door hinge being forced open.

"He'shuge,” Cinnamon whispered.

"And he'shungry. Timeto work up an appetite for dinner.” Jack climbed to the back of the deigh before
hel ping Cinnamon over the seet.

Pulling two pairs of yelow leather work gloves out of a pocket, he handed Cinnamon apair. “ After | cut
the bailing twine, you push the bale over the side of the deigh. The horses will go dow, but keep your
feet about shoulder width apart, or you'l find yoursdf sitting on your backside.”

When Cinnamon pushed the last bale off the deigh, hay rimmed awidecircle.

Back on the deigh's spring bench, the men stretched two large thick wool blankets over their legs. Over
the blankets they added a canvas tarp to help block the wind. When Jack hooked his hand over her
thighs and pulled her closer, Cinnamon didn't object.

The sky, wearing avell of snow bearing clouds, darkened. The temperature had noticeably dropped. A
coyote's howl carried with the wind.

It was odd how this place carried afeding of contentment, and an intimacy that welcomed her soul. If
such athing were possible, Cinnamon imagined that her heart Sghed, asif it had found its way home. Not
necessarily the setting of home, but afedling of belonging, a oneness, a place she had been ahundred and
onetimes before and just now rediscovered.

Cinnamon didn't know where that left her. She was deeply attracted to Jack, had been since their first
meeting. The kiss shewasforcing hersdf not to think about had churned her emotionsinto atizzy.

Her fedingsfor Jack were different then what she felt for Eros. That wasfact. But wasit fair to compare
emotions based on dreams, againgt emotions churned into afrenzy when flesh touched flesh?

Shewouldn't fool hersdlf into believing she wasn't physicaly or emotiondly attracted to Eros. But their
relationship was based on being soul mates. Other than his fear of needing to protect her, Eros didn't
share thoughts, or the funny incidenta things that happened. And not once had he asked her to share her
life, her thoughts or beliefs.

But what shefdt for Jack ran deeper than the sparksthat flew as skin connected. Jack made her think,
he asked questions and he listened to her answers. And when he was willing to share, he had a sharp wit
that kept her interested.

Not wanting to continue comparing adream man to the one currently making her skin tingle from his
touch, Cinnamon asked, “How many ek arein the herd?"

"About two hundred thisyear. Last year the number was higher,” Hugh answered.
"Why the drop?"

"Fires and drought conditions diminish the food supplies. Huntersthin the herds, but sometimesit isn't
enough to prevent wesker and older animas from starving. Wolves got their share. Lifeisacycle. I'd say
that's something you understand.”



Hugh wasright, she understood. “Is starvation what made you start feeding them?"

"| purchased the ranch ten years ago. The previous owner neglected to tell me ek wintered by the hot
springs. Thefirst winter, they sniffed out the hay in the barn and didn't leave until spring. | decided that if
we were going to share the property there had to be a better arrangement.”

* * % %

"Pleasetdl methat isn't ek stew.” As she watched Hugh stir asimmering pot of mest, tomatoes,
potatoes, celery, onions and an array of spices, Cinnamon's ssomach rumbled.

"Not thistime. Best beef in the state; raiseit myself. The bowls are in the cupboard behind you. Therésa
loaf of sourdough bread in the second drawer. Well sit by the fireplace to eat.”

After hearing about the encounter with Salinaand Miss Jayne, Hugh watched the flamesin thefireplace
gzzletherr way over dry moss.

"l don't like this. Have you heard from Thornton or Evan today?"

"Not since thismorning when | left Evan's place. The plan isto meet in three days. If | hear from them
before that, it's because the plan changed. | have aman watching Evan's place and there are GPS
monitorson their cars” Jack said.

"Cinn, because of Gus, your honorary uncle, | know alittle about your family. My understanding was that
Ginger was the medium. Have you aways been able to see ghosts?"

"Today wasafird.

"Before Salinajumps on your statement, and Jack on mine, I'll give you the ghost versus soul 101 course.
Souls have crossed over theveil. They have the ability to travel on earth and the celestid plane. | haveit
on good authority that they would never haunt anyone.

"Ghosts are earthbound. For some, it isamatter of refusing to accept their deaths. Other ghosts choose
to stay here until they put closureto awrong. Miss Jayne fits that category. Until they accept that they are
dead, or decide that their reason for staying here isfinished, aghost won't move on. Few ghosts set out
to intentionally scare people. But for most people the fact that they are seeing something that shouldn't be
there is enough to scare the gee bees out of them.”

"Good points. Today, seeing Miss Jayne, aghost, was afirst. What about Salina?’

"Last October. But things started happening before that. When Cole and Gin met, something in the
universe shifted. That isn't scientific, but it's as close as we can come to an explanation. For thefirgt time
snceour folks desth, Rose and | were able to see and talk to them. When Cole proposed to Gin, he
was able to see Mom and Dad. Heis till able to see spiritsthat are related to us. When Walker and
Rose met, his parents were added to our list of vaporous drop-in visitors.”

"Why do you think that happened?'

"Sdlinaand her sster Juanita share agrandmother with us."
"Dothey vist often?

Cinnamon chuckled.

"I've detected Sdinaor Caitlin's perfume severa times. When we were watching the surveillance tapes, |



smelled pipe tobacco and acigar in the penthouse,” Jack said.

"Rum, vanillaand licorice, my father's favorite pipe tobacco and his calling card. Gus, Waker'sdad, is
the cigar smoker. Just because you can smell one, or al of the aromas, doesn't mean they appear.
Sometimesthey just want to let usknow they are listening or they're around but can't or won't interfere

with what is happening.”
"Do they do that often?’ Jack asked.

"What can | say? They arefamily. They might not knock on the front door, and they don't dwaystell you
what you want to hear or answer questions, but they are welcome.

"Hugh, your aura has been charged with atangerine orange energy since we started talking. Y ou know
the saying; curiogity killed the cat. Why not just ask what's on your mind?"

"I'm not surethisistheright time."

Curled on arug infront of thefireplace, the two black labslifted their heads, whined, and moved closer
to Hugh.

The lamp on the end table went out.

The room glowed with apulse of ectric pink energy.
Thelogsin the fireplace popped and hissed.

A yellow mist gppeared.

The heavy scent of Opium perfumefilled theair.

With ahipjolting strut, Salina stepped out of the yelow mist.

Hugh sat straighter in his chair. When the dogs barked, he placed his hands on their necks and
murmured, “It's okay boys, sheisn't hereto harm me.” Without taking his eyes off the sexy ashdll
apparition, he asked Jack, “Do you see her?'

"She'skind of hard tomiss.” Out of the corner of hiseye, Jack saw Cinnamon silently laughing.

Sdinawore askintight pink beaded gown with afull train. There were enough feathers on her headpiece
to make an ogtrich jed ous. Shetickled Hugh's face with her boa. Half turning she looked at Jack and
winked. “Thisis Ziegfeld at itsbest.”

Inablink, shear pink chiffon hugged Salinas skin. Hot pink beaded flowers and green leaves, in afree
flowing pattern, covered the crucia points of interest. Doing asow runway turn, she winked at Hugh.
“Thisisoutrageous, fun and outlandishly sexy.”

"And thisis sexy conservative.” A paeydlow, mini tube dress with a hater-top, hugged Sdinas perfect
figure. Her shoes were cork wedges, with yellow patent leather peep toe tops and ding backs. Her
blonde hair was amass of feminine waves and soft curls.

"Eavesdropping isn't polite,” Cinnamon scolded.
"Can you tell me abetter way to learn what people redly think?"

When Cinnamon started seeing auras, she devoured every book available on the subject. The general



consensus of what a color meant had little to do with her redlity. Filled with energy, she saw auras as
layers, somewere asthin as an onion's skin, other layerswere inchesthick. Y ellow mixed with blue till
made green, blue and red made purple and red and yellow made orange but each shade or combination
of shades had different meanings. And mixed with another meaning gave a deeper understanding of a
person's emotiond Sate.

Hugh's aura said he was curious, but not surprised by Salinas appearance. There was a story there.
Before the night was over, she planned on hearing that story.

The blue diver on Jack's outer auranever changed. Sitting beside her, in adark red leather recliner, his
inner aura, the pulse of energy hugging his body was carrot orange. A color correctly associated with
high energy and inquisitiveness. Right now, Jack was like a dog sniffing out atasty bone.

Cinnamon knew she wasn't wrong to believe that nothing in Jack's experience, fantasies, or research,
could give him haf aclue about the truth.

"While these two wipe drool off their chins, tell uswhy they can seeyou.”
"l sweet talked Warren into cutting through some red tape.”
"What outfit were you wearing?"

Sdinasthroaty laugh traveled to the raftersin the living rooms open beam celling. “Warren has a soft
spot for robin's egg blue. The dresswas similar to this one, but it was strapless.”

"In other words, you hypnotized him with your assets. Can't fault the strategy, but | don't believe
Warren'safool or adirty old man. What golden nugget of logic prompted him to agree with you?"

"No earthly event would force two tight lipped agents or you to divulge secrets. Redlizing the truth of
what | said, Warren agreed to let meintervene. If that meanstelling what | know, fine, but I'm hoping that
won't be necessary. Each of you knows something about the counterfeiters that no one else knows. And
each of you has abilities that can work together to solve the case. Hugh, you get to be thefirst talker.”

Walking to amini bar in the far corner of the room, Hugh grabbed two long neck bottles of beer and the
bottle of wine he had opened for dinner. Snatching awine glass, he didn't bother with glassesfor the
beer.

Hugh studied Sdlina, tugged on the side of his mustache and guzzled haf the bottle of beer. When held
shuffled hisloyalties and principlesinto choices he could live with, he grinned. “ From thefirst timel
received communication from the other Side, | prayed for this moment. Salina, you just made my day, in
more ways than one. Thismoment is beyond anything | ever hoped. Thank you."

"Aren't you aswetie?’ Sdinaglowed.

"Asfor my ability to communicate, it isnothing like this experience. When apirit talksto meit is
telepathicaly, in short messages. Most of the time they show me images, some are obvious, more often
the images are symbolic and need interpretation. A handful of times I've experienced dreamswhere |
observe something happening. Those dreamswere redistic and with theinsght gained, | wasableto
change the outcome of the case | was working.

"That pretty much coversme.” Hugh chugged the remainder of his beer.

"How old were you when you started seeing spirits?” Cinnamon asked.



"My memories dart a age three. My mother claimed it Started earlier. A physiatrist friend of parents
cdled Andy aclassic example of animaginary playmate for ashy, introverted child. | dwayswanted to
cram his psychology degree down histhroat. Until age nine, Andy was my constant companion. He till
vidgtsoccasondly, but hisviditsare persond in nature.”

"What happened a age nine that changed your life?!
"I met your Uncle Gus."
"Finishthe story.” Sdinapurred.

Hugh's auradimmed and pulled into his body. He and Salina eyed each other. Whatever passed between
them made Hugh relent.

"Guss parents weren't opened minded. He learned at an early age not to mention spirits, ghosts or
knowing things he shouldn't know.

"At medls, my mother set aplacefor Andy. My folks never sat next to me without first asking where
Andy sat. I'm not saying they encouraged my beliefs, but they didn't scorn me.

"Imagine Gus's surprise when | introduced him to Andy and my surprise when Gus saw and talked to
Andy. It cemented our lifdong friendship.

"We were recruited by the FBI our last semester of college. Until Gus decided to |leave the agency, we
made a powerful team.”

When Sdlinaturned her attention to Jack, he forced himsdlf not to squirm. “Y our turn. If | think you're
editing too much I'll fill in the details. I'll make you blush. And don't think | can't.”

One corner of Jack's mouth lifted. “I believe you could. Hafway through training, | was a the top of my
class. I'd dways been aloner, but one guy started sticking to my side. He had away about him, can't
explainit but he could invite himsdlf into anything without appearing pushy. Before you knew it, you'd be
thinking it was your ideathat he was part of the group.

"Closeto theend of training | had adream. | wastold the guy was planning to destroy my credibility. It
wasn't just thewarning, it wasthe way it was presented, the truth of the detail s that stuck with me. The
next morning, the two of usand afemae recruit were paired for atest. No sense going into details, but |
was able to prevent him from sabotaging the test. In truth, the information and his actions prevented an
innocent person from dying and me being blamed for the degth.

"The second time | experienced the dream | was working a case that wasn't going anywhere. During the
dream | wastold whereto retrieve crucia information we hadn't been able to dig up. When everything
proved to be exactly as| wastold | became abdiever.” Hed cut histongue out before relating the
details of those dreams or any since. When he glanced at Sdina, she winked.

"Over theyears, the dreams, tel epathic messages, and warnings have given me areputation for having
damn good gut ingtincts, and kept me from eating abullet or two.”

"The man, did he figure out what happened?’ Cinnamon asked.

"He wasn't one to make mistakes, so he had to have known | doubled back and changed what he'd
done. But he couldn't very well ask. Why?"

"Curiogty. The man made a powerful enemy. Y ou've been rubbing the spot the bullet went through your



leg. I'm stretching my neck out here, but I'm thinking he's the man that shot you in the somach and |eft
you for dead.”

Jack looked at Salina. Her smile could be described as anything but innocent. Between her and Cinn'slie
detector abilities he didn't stland achancein hell.

"He was. Betty Jo has gone over every case Grover worked or he could get information on. With
hindsight for clarity, it's possible he worked both sides from the beginning. Two years ago, during an
undercover operation, several million dollars went missing and we lost two good agents. A week later,
Grover's corvette blew up. It wasimpossible to positively identify whet little was | eft of the body."

"Drugs and counterfeiting. Arethey norma bed partners?’

"Greed and connections make anything possible.”

"During the dreams who isthe person taking to you?'

"Don't have aname. And I've never seen aface.”

"When wasthe last time you had one of these dreams?’

"Thismorning. Theinformation | was given had nothing to do with the case.”
Sdinawas|ooking al too smug.

"I've dlowed the men to keep some secrets. But let mewarn dl three of you, the day will come when
you will disclose everything.

"The story Cinnisabout to tell ismine aswdll as hers. Hugh, you know alittle about what is about to be
said. | add this so Cinn understands; Uncle Gus knows all. Jack, what can | say, you've wanted to know
the story behind the story since the day you landed in Kansas."

Cinnamon poured the last of the wine into her glass. When she smelled her mother's perfume and fet a
soft rushing of warm air, she relaxed.

"Around three hundred years ago, Sdinaand | had a Grandmamma named Maria Romano. Of gypsy
blood, she came from aline of female descendants who inherited mystical powers when they reached

puberty.

"Married to the powerful leader of her gypsy band, Grandmamma gave birth to one child. Sophiawasa
raven-haired beauty. At an early age she learned her beauty, body and dancing skills could seduce men
into total submisson.”

"Soundslike Ddlilah,” Jack said when Cinnamon paused to Sp her wine.

"Good observation. Sophias father had the same idea. He decided to use Sophias persuasive powers as
abartering tool. His god wasto join hisband of gypsieswith another equaly powerful band of gypsies.

"Sophia, however, refused to cooperate.

"There are acouple of versonsto this part of the story. One has her faling deeply in love with aman and
running away with him when her father refused to allow the marriage. The other verson says shewas as
ruthless as her father. By marrying awedthy man outside of the band she sdfishly created acomfortable
lifefor hersdf.



"Persondly, | believe both versions hold truths. | won't judge or guess on whether or not she loved the
man. But inlove or lugt, she took aman outside of the gypsy community asalover to put ahdt to her
dad'splans. If the man'swedth, status and lifestyle helped her decide, it certainly wouldn't have been the
firgt or last time something like that happened.

"Grandmamma was sympathetic; she liked the man, not because he was wealthy and handsome, but
because he treated Sophiawith kindness. However, Grandmamma was a so distressed. If Sophia
married an outsider, she would be forbidden from visiting or returning to their band.

"Grandmammainherited the Gift of Prophecy and the gift of Spell-Cagting. Using her gift of sight to look
into her only child's future, the visions she saw were not happy ones. Sophia, granted the Gift of Heding,
abandoned her spiritual heritage. One version of the story says she did thisto appease her new husband's
family. Another verson has her refusing to use her gift because she wanted to totaly disassociate with her
heritage.”

Jack interrupted. “What do you believe?'

"Timeswere hard. Many gypsy wagonswere lavish, but they weren't solid wallswith afront door for
visitorsto enter. Run out by theloca gentry or the law, gypsies were constantly on the move. It wasa
hard life for the women and the children.

"With her father ready to barter her body for his own selfish reasons, | believe she jumped at achanceto
escape without giving much thought to the future. Maybe she wanted to shed her past permanently. Or
maybe it was necessary to fit into her husband's socid circle. Either way, in the beginning, | don't think
she gave her actions much thought.

"Kind of like running away from home when you're saventeen. With no place to go and no solid idea of
what you will do tomorrow."

Sdinds laughter, filled with merriment, was a sound that had a person wanting to laugh with her. “You do
have abite. Yes, that's exactly what | did, and would do again. But my roots were root bound, confined
within asmall town that wouldn't let me breathe. | needed a new pot, a place to spread out, sink in and
blossom. | found itin Vegas. | dso believe your assessments about Sophias decisons are correct. Now,
continue.”

"Looking further into Sophias future, Grandmamma saw five children. Three boys, born in the early years
of the marriage, were properly raised to take over the family's vast businesses.

"Later inlife, Sophiagave birth to twin daughters. The girlsinherited their mother's dark beauty. Their
father and grown brothers spoiled the girls. Aswas customary during that time, the girlswere sheltered
from the harsher redlities of society. Perhaps because of their sheltered lives, they had none of their
mother'ssurvivd indincts.

"Reaching further into the future, Grandmamma saw that when the twins came of age, they inherited The
Gift of Knowledge and The Gift of Prophecy. It issaid that Sophiawasjedous of her daughters youth
and beauty. One bdlief isthat Sophia's jealousy kept her from teaching her daughters about their abilities.
It isaso possible that after years of neglecting her abilities, Sophialost her powers and the knowledge
needed to tutor them. What we know for certain isthat without proper training the twins lacked the
wisdom to use their mystical abilities gppropriately. The greed of lesser mortals and poor choices brought
about the girls deaths. And effectively brought to aclose the spiritud gifts that had benefited many
people for hundreds of years.

"When Grandmammatold Sophiawhat she had seen in her visons, Sophiaether didn't believe her or



didn't care. That night, fearing her parents would try to stop her marriage, she ran away.

"Grandmamma could not interfere with Sophias choice, but nothing prevented her from helping the
granddaughter's she would never meset. Casting aspell for future generations of female offsoring was a
gift she could fredy give her granddaughters without Sophiaor her husband's knowledge or protests.

"To ensure the powers of future generations would not be used unwisdly, Grandmammaincorporated a
key of accountability into the two part magic spell. Each recipient hasto accept both gifts or they will
lose the use of their magical powers.

"Thefirg gift isgiven to female offspring upon puberty. As had been the case for generations, the
universe selectsthe supernatura, mystical powers. The powers are uniquely crafted to take advantage of
each child'sunique taents, interests, temperaments and desires.

"The gift, asit isusudly called, becomes known during adream on the night the girl blossomsinto
womanhood. With dream visons guiding her path and with practice, each femae her isgiven the
knowledge necessary to control and use her unique power.

"Each descendant isfree to use her gift however she desires. But if the gift isused soldly for the purpose
of self-gain, al supernatura powers are taken from her.

"The second gift is the knowledge of love.

"Grandmamma believed atrue soul mate would never scorn hislover's heritage or ask her to rdinquish
the gift. Starting at age sixteen, fema e descendants begin a series of dream visonsin which they meet
their soul mate. The visions become more intense as the time to marry draws near. Grandmamma
believed that if her descendents could recognize their lovers they would not be midead into marrying a
person who would take advantage of their gift.

"And to make certain her descendents lived by a certain code of ethics: if adescendant choosesto ignore
the second gift by giving themsdves to someone other than their soul mate, they will lose the use of their
supernatural powers.

"Theend."

"Hell of agtory; hell of aheritage. | know Ginger uses her gift asamedium to help clientstalk to
deceased relatives. | have to admit that if what we are experiencing tonight, she encounters daily, I'm
greenwith envy,” Hugh said.

"Caitlin was able to read a person's thoughts. From some funny stories Uncle Gus hastold me, she il
does. What'syour story, Saina?

"| can cast agpell as good as Grandmamma. And like Glendathe good witch, | am able to grant wishes."
"You say that in present tense.” Jack sat Sraighter.

"I do. But hold your thoughts, there are ground rules. If | grant awish, it cannot interfere with choices you
have yet to make. Which trandatesinto this—I cannot cast aspell that will show you who is behind the
counterfeiting or stop afuture event from happening. If needed, | can help, but only after you have figured
out the answers. Aswith your dreams, you can be guided, but if you think about it, you were never given
gpecifics unless you aready had the answers. When it comesto your safety we can run interference by
giving you awarning. Most people don't listen, but that goes back to making choices.”

"Cinn?’ Hugh said her name but both men looked at her.



"l was given the gift of heding.”

Rosemary's ahility to win any game of chance and Sdinas gift for granting wishes were, on first
impresson, moreimpressive. But Cinnamon knew her ability to hed held more power, responsibilities
and burdensthan al other gifts combined.

Jack dowly rubbed his hand over hisbely.
"Hands-on heding?’ Hugh asked.
llYall

"Last night during the show, you placed your hand on the shoulder of each participant. It wasn't obvious
or inappropriate, but | wondered if it had something to do with the hypnosis” Hugh said.

"Y ou're observant. Over the years I've done hundreds of shows and no one has ever picked up on that."
" So the handpicked volunteers aren't redlly picked at random.”

"No, never at random, but you're headed in the wrong direction if you think | pick my volunteers. When |
wak aroom, a soft yellow light surrounds each person that gets asked to join me on stage. Because |
seedisease asadark spot in aperson'saural know where healing energy is needed. When my hand
touchestheir shoulder ahealing grid appears. It isn't until | seethe grid that | know what iswrong and
what hedling grids need to be used.”

"Tdl themtherest.” Sdlinas voice was Soft, her expression solemn.

"Periodically, during deep | astral travel. During those journeys, | am taken to places where my hedling
abilitiesare needed.”

Hugh stood. Tossing three logs onto the pile of red-hot ambers, he poked a them with his boot until he
was satisfied with how they sat. Grabbing two more beers, he handed one to Jack before settling back
into the recliner.

The logs spit and hissed as flameslicked their sdes. At Sdinasfeet, the dogs settled on the rug.
When Hugh spoke, hiswords were carefully chosen, hisvoice was curioudy soft.
"When Sdlinasaid we were al connected, it didn't make sense, maybe now it does.

"A few years back, three men kidnapped me. In an dley, in the middle of acluster of deserted
warehouses they used me as a punching bag. Their intent wasto inflict as much pain as possible before
killing me. There was no way anyone heard my screams or knew where | had been taken.

"When the men |eft, an angel appeared, or what | later told myself was an angd. She held my hand, told
me everything would be dl right, and assured me help was on the way.

"While | waited for the white light of death to take away the pain, the angel placed her hands over me.
Like tentacles, deep warmth spread through me. Asthe painin my lower back eased, | rolled onto my
back. When her hands skimmed over my chest | felt arib lift, my bresthing eased, and the gargling sound
in the back of my throat stopped. She held the forearm, I'd heard snap, between her hands. And she
placed her gentle hands over my face. Ableto breathe through my nosg, | didn't care when she
gpologized for not being able to stop the bruising or swelling.

" She stayed with me until the light bar on a police cruiser wasflashing acrossthe meta buildings. Seconds



later, an ambulance arrived.

"My shirt and the ground were spattered in blood. In the emergency room, the only wound doctors found
wasasmdl cut on my right leg. X-raysfound no interna injuries. The next day, hunched over and
shuffling my feet like an old man, | walked out of the hospital. She wasn't wrong about the bruising or the
swdling, but | was thankful to bedive.

"The cops claimed dispatch sent them out. Dispatch had no recording of acdl, and the dispatcher had no
recollection of the cdl. Got the same response with the ambulance service.

"Besides the woman's soothing voice, | remember her eyes. Inthislight, your green eyes match the
spruce trees outside, and the angel that saved my life.

"I need to think about this. Sdina, it's been apleasure. | hope we meet again.”

Unusua for Sdina, as she wasn't the mothering type, she placed awarm hand on Cinnamon's shoulder
and brushed her cheek againgt Cinnamon's hair. Y our mom is having ahissy fit because Warren
wouldn't let her be apart of this. Tonight went better than | expected; but be patient, Swestie."

Jack eyes, fixed on the blazing logs, didn't blink. He wanted to believe that it didn't matter, but it did. If
Cinn was responsgible for him stting here, breathing and hedthy, how many times had she saved hislife?
The answer had to be more than once. He knew that because Terry had told him he hadn't expected to
find him dive. And the emergency medicd team hadn't expected him to make it to the hospital dive.
When he had, doctors hadn't given much hope that hed make it through surgery. Without logica
answers, the doctors had labeled him an oddity, afreakish wonder. But Betty Jo had caled it amiracle
and made apoint of teling him that from the minute Cinn arrived at the hospital she spent every minute
possibleat hissde.

Grover shot himin the gut at point blank range. It was the one thing he clearly remembered, and the last
thing he remembered until waking up in the hospital. HEd heard abdly full of crap about memory loss,
distorted memory and how he could never have lived through arifle tearing open his gut. But the smug
look on Grover's face and the words, “adios asshol€", remained the one memory of that morning he
didn't question.

"Tel meabout adtrdl travel.” His Texas drawl was unusualy thick.

"In the paranormd realm, it issaid to be aform of lucid dreaming. It isalso called an out of body
experience. People claim to experience the phenomenon during self-hypnos's, daydreaming, and deep.

"A ‘by thebook’ doctor would say it was an experience related to brain simulation, insanity, drugs,
traumato the head, or an attention grabbing overactive imagination.

"People who have experienced adtrd travel say their soul leavestheir earthly body and travelsto the spirit
world. In that world you can travel through the past or, if you want, visit the Eiffel Tower in Paris.

"Hugh's experience, where he saw the possible outcome of afuture event, falls under the guidelines of
adrd travel."

"Y ou, what do you experience?’ The words were hushed, asif it pained Jack to ask.

"A sucking sensation as I'm being pulled through alighted tunndl. When | leavethetunnd, | get aquick
overdl view of what ishappening. Then I'm pulled to where | am needed. When I'm done working, |
wake up in my bed.” Jack didn't need to know about the headaches, the draining of energy, not now,
maybe not ever.



"Didyou savemy life?'

"Jack, | don't know. My first memory of that day iswalking into the hospital. According to Gin, | wasin
asound deep when she arrived at the condo. Apparently, | was on the quiet sde during the flight, but |
responded appropriately to everything said.”

"Y ou know the details of what happened; you werein ICU before | was taken into surgery. What do
you believe?'

Restless, Cinnamon stood, walked to the fireplace. Jabbing at the burning logs with the poker disturbed
ambers, which spit and hissed with displeasure. When she turned, Jack was standing behind her.

"In1CU, during that first visit, the way the grid showed odd patches of healing around open wounds
made me wonder, but | had no memory. Still don't. To answer your question, from what | saw, you
wouldn't have lived without amiracle”

Jack cupped her face with his hands. He kissed her forehead, then each of her closed eyes. The kisses
were tender, loving, like a parent kissing ababy. Pulling back, he used the pad of histhumbsto catch the
tears a the corners of her eyes.

"Thank you.” Without looking back, he |eft the room.

[Back to Table of Contents]
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Chapter 14
When Cinnamon entered the kitchen, the till warm coffee pot was empty.

Standing at the kitchen window, she watched the black labs chase each other through belly high snow.
Jack, driving an old rusty red tractor, dumped snow in acorral beside the barn, as he blazed atrail
between the house, barn and three open-sided hay sheds. The blue gray clouds, hanging heavy and low,
looked ready to dump more.

Filling the teakettle on the stove with water, she checked out alarge walk-in pantry before caling Ginger.
"Morning, do you want the long or short version of what happened last night?”

"Y ou're an hour too late. Both sets of parents were Sitting at the kitchen table when | came downgtairs.
So you know, they visted Rosemary and Walker firet."

"They've been busy. IsMom ill mad?'
"Let'sjust leaveit with sheisn't happy about Warren keeping her away from the action.”

"That doesn't surprise me. Just before | |eft, you were painting a picture of abarn and log house. Y ou
named the setting, Nine Springs Ranch, what prompted the composition?”

"Not sure, could have been adream. The day | started the painting the ideawas jelling from thetimel
got out of bed. By thetime | prepped the canvas the composition was as vivid as asnapshot.”

"What about the ranch's name?"

"It popped into my head. Doesn't say much, but that's what happened. | finished the canvas the day you
left. A couple of daysago | added afew more details."

"What?’ Cinnamon snapped.

"Haze adong the tree line behind the ranch and | added a cloud just above the top of afar hill. Now tell
me whét thisis about?"

"Jack brought me to Nine Springs Ranch yesterday. The haze at the tree line is team rising from nine
thermd springs.”

"Hell'sbells. Do you think one of Aunt Pesty's spells caused this?” Ginger asked.
"The cloud—isit aghost or asnow cloud?’

"I'min the studio looking at the painting. Not aghost. More like awesther cloud with puffy cheeks
blowing anasty wind."

"That fits the weather right now, but you painted the ranch during springtime. The cloud could represent
trouble blowing in. One of Aunt Pesty's spells could certainly fit that explanation. What bugs meisno
matter how | twist and bend ideas together, | can't come up with any reason for the coincidence.”

"Who saysit hasto make sense? We're talking Aunt Pesty, and spells. Weve been warned that one of
her spells connected to something else. Who'sto say the others didn't do the same thing. Or the painting
could be nothing more than the fact that you were traveling there—I picked that up in adream.”



"Doyouredly believe that?'

"Not for aminute. I'll call Juanitato seeif she can shed any light on the situation and Cole€'s good at
wrapping his mind around unsolved mysteries. If | learn anything, I'll cal.”

"Sounds good. Kiss Pitter and Peatter for me.”

Cinnamon pushed the deeves of her canary yelow sweater up to elbows, measured out flour and milk
and added eggs and adash of salt to the mixture.

Until well past midnight, sheld sat in front of the fireplace and gone over everything said.

The day before Jack was shot, Sdlina had kept her busy asthey changed the décor in her condo. That
evening, before sheldd had timeto drink acup of tea, her parents arrived. By the time they |eft sheld gone
to bed. Whether by design or chance, between the three of them she hadn't spent the day done. After
her parents | eft sheld immediately gone to bed. She didn't remember dreaming, Gin waking her up or the
trip to the hospital. Maybe she would never remember, but she would never forget the overwhelming
feding of despair when shelaid the healing grid over hisbody. She hadn't lied to Jack; without
intervention, his soul would have separated from his mangled body before reaching the hospita.

There were no answersto the why, but last night's disclosures opened a door. She hadn't stepped over
the threshold, but last night, she felt the pulse of anew gift. The energy felt different than the energy she
used for astrd travel and hedling. Wrapped in fancy gold foil paper and silver ribbon, pretty asa
Christmas present, she'd been eager to tug at the bow, lift the lid and pull back the tissue paper. This
morning, in thelight of day, she was more cautious. The wanting to know hadn't |essened, but she was
willing to wait until the universe said thetime wasright.

"That smellswonderful.” Hugh hung his sweeat-stained gray cowboy hat on awooden peg by the back
door.

On the deck, Jack was using a bootjack to pull off snow-covered rubber boots. He looked rested, but
his expression gave nothing away.

"Anything | can do to hep?’ Hugh walked into the kitchen wearing moose head dippers.
"Table needs setting. Love the fashion statement.”

"A friend's granddaughter gave me the dippersfor Christmas. Thiswas as close as Suzy could cometo
dk."

"Steding Sdlinas saying; you're asweetie. Most men wouldn't wear them unlessthe gift giver was
present.”

Flustered, Hugh banged afew cupboard doors as he set plates and silverware on the table.

"I hope you like biscuits; | made enough for an army. Scrambled eggs with onions, ham and cheese arein
the oven. And the last batch of pancakesisamost done.”

"I see you found the bread maker and the ground beef.” Hugh broke a baking powder biscuit open,
smeared athick layer of butter on one piece and popped it in his mouth.

"I did. I thought I'd make spaghetti to go with the bread. Or would you prefer something else for dinner?!

"Sounds wonderful. If it's not too much trouble, 1'd appreciate you making adouble batch of the sauce,



I'll freeze the leftover for later. Those biscuits are as good as my mother made. Y ou're going to spoil me,
and I'mgoingtolet you."

"Doubling the sauceissmple. And once in awhile, everyone needsto be spoiled.”

* * * %

Jack didn't know if it was on purpose or just the way the conversation went, but Salinas appearance
wasn't mentioned during breakfast.

After breakfast, he and Hugh headed back outside. The ranch was small, ten horses, ahand full of Black
Angus, and one pigmy goat Hugh kept for Suzy. But there was always something needing to be fixed,
cleaned or, in the case of the hay, moved.

With fresh snow on the ground, there was the additional chore of plowing a path to the barn and hay
sheds. The morning'swork had kept his hands busy and allowed plenty of timeto think and stew.

A s=lf-propelled rowboat, a path covered in gold, and information that hel ped solve cases had made
Jack afirm believer in the supernatura. For more than hdf hislife, Green-eyes and the dreams had
haunted him and influenced al aspects of hislife.

Cinn's eyes were the unusua clear brilliance of an emerad; Green-eyes were darker, like a shamrock.
The differences were noticeable, but it could it be nothing more than atrick of lighting or circumstances.
And that logic had started a dangerous game. During tripsto the forest, he began imagining Cinnamon
was Green-eyes. It was one of the dumber things he'd done, but he couldn't stop himsalf. And once
done, he couldn't erase theimage. He was tempted, but not quite ready to ask Cinn if she knew anything
about hisdreams and if there was a connection between his dreams and her destiny dreams.

But Cinn deserved a husband she could be proud of, a banker, doctor, or a candlestick maker, the
‘who’ didn't matter as much asthe knowing that it couldn't be him—ajaded agent with severa notchesin
his gun belt. What held done over the years had been done under the guise of work, but he'd never
believed that made the ethics of the actions any lesswrong.

Right after meeting Cinn, held tried wiping her out of hismind by reopening an on again, off again,
relationship with awaitress hed known for severd years. The dates had smoothed out the rough edges,
but he'd fdt like he was chesting on Cinn. One-night stands, with nothing but the investment of afew
drinks and amotel room, hadn't faired any better. With no emotiona attachment, the act did nothing
more than release the pressure and make him wish held stayed home and read a book.

Knowing everything he knew, knowing they had no future, he still wanted to walk into the kitchen, lift her
into hisarms and carry her to bed. He wanted to run his hands over every curve on her body, know what
colors her eyes turned when shewas lost in passion, and hear the soft kittenish mews she would make
when he buried himsdlf in her.

Crap, it was ten degrees outside, his dick should be shriveled to the Size of a peanut; instead, he was
rock hard and pressing againgt the confines of hisjeans.

In the mudroom, Jack pulled off his boots.

The deeves of Cinn's sweater were pushed to her elbows. A flour handprint decorated her backside.
The backside was doing allittle wiggle as Garth Brooks sang, “Low Places'.

Jack gritted histeeth asthe outline of azipper was tattooed to his manhood.

"Y ou didn't have to spend the entire morning cooking."



Glancing over her shoulder, Cinnamon smiled. A smudge of flour dusted her check. To stop the
temptation to brush it off and kiss her sensdless, he stuck his handsin his back pockets.

"I know. But | enjoy cooking and | got inspired.”

"How on earth can theidea of standing at a hot stove half aday beinspiring?’
"It smells better than tanding in astdl shoveing manure.”

"You haveapoint.

After washing his hands, Jack dipped a spoon into the corner of amini loaf pan. Four spoonfulslater the
smdll bread shaped pan was empty. “How many more of those pans are peach cobbler?”

"There were four each of peach and blackberry, and four are acombination of the two."
"Good, | won't have to fight Hugh for asecond helping.”
"l wasgoing to freeze half of them."

"Sweetheart, by the time lunch is over therewon't be half of them left.” Cinn's face warmed. She wanted
to lean into him, steal apeach flavored kiss.

Damn, Jack was looking at her asif he knew exactly what she was thinking.

* * * %

"I would have sworn | didn't like pot pies,” Hugh said as he mopped up the last of the creamy sauce with
abaking powder biscuit.

"Glad you changed your mind. There are adozen morein the freezer. I'll write out the baking ingtructions
for everything."

"Everything?’ Asif alook would dole out answers, Hugh checked out the kitchen counters.
"Two apple pies, two berry pies, and the pot pies.”

"Hot damn! If you weren't young enough to be my daughter, 1'd beg you to marry me."
Jack answered hiscdl phonewith, “I'm listening.”

"Damn... Yeah ... | agree. Croft livesjust outside of Idaho City. Tell himto tail the car asfar ashis
place. If he doesn't turn off by then, the only place to stop istown ... No, | have someone who saysthey
can cover thetown ... I'll wait to hear."

"Cinn, can you contact Salina?’ Jack carried the cutting board |oaded with warm cobbler pansto the
table.

"Haven't had to, but | imagine | can get her attention. Gin did acute little act where she dided
1-800-heaven, and asked for our parent's. Let's seeif thisworks.” Pretending she was holding a phone
to her ear, Cinnamon said, “ Operator please connect me with Fairy Godmothers, Incorporated...”

The kitchen lights went out. With storm clouds obscuring the sun, the room dimmed to twilight. Nails
clicked againgt thetile floor as the black |abs headed under the table.

Holding ablack silk elbow-length glove by thetip of one finger, ahand appeared then quickly



disappeared.
A shoulder and bare back draped in ared feather boa flashed then vanished.

A slk clad leg peeking out of ahigh dit blue sequined gown materiaized. A hand rolled the black silk
stocking down the leg before the scene dissipated.

A long black cigarette holder held in agloved hand appeared. When the cigarette holder was afraction
of aninch from red lipsthe lips puckered and blew them akiss.

Theroom flashed black.

When the kitchen lights popped on, Salina stood at the arched entry leading into the living room. She
wore a brown felt fedoratilted low over one eye, atan trench coat and brown stacked hedls. Strutting,
she waked towards them.

"Audrey Hepburn, Gypsy Rose Lee, and Lauren Bacall. Quite acombination.” Hugh saluted her with his
coffeemug.

"Why the Sam Spade outfit?’ Cinnamon asked.

"Jack is sending me on an undercover assgnment.”

"How did..."

"My mother, remember she reads minds.”

Jack muttered, “Oh shit, how the devil could | forget that?"
Hugh burgt out laughing.

[Back to Table of Contents]
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Chapter 15

Jack was restless. Everything that could be done was set in motion but the fegling that something wasn't
right persisted.

"Ever been on asnowmobile?” Jack asked as he placed the last of the lunch dishesin the dishwasher.
"No. Arethey hard to run?'

"Forget it Sweetheart, you are riding shotgun.”

"Areyou saying | couldn't run the maching?"

"I learned along time ago that answering asucker question leadsto trouble. I'm driving, you'reriding,
end of discusson.”

Without argument, she left the kitchen. Jack heard her chuckling as she walked up the stairsto the
bedrooms.

Sdinabeing her fairy godmother did haveits perks. Sipping silk long johns up her legs she had ahard
time bdieving they would hold warmth, but they felt wonderful againgt her skin.

As Cinnamon walked down the wide stairway into the living room, Jack took histime checking her out.
Her red, bibbed overals had black racing strips down the sides. She was carrying the matching jacket.
Her snow boots were black with red straps around the ankle and red soles. A black thermal top with a
mock turtleneck fit like asecond skin.

"I didn't realize Mandy's ki suit would fit you.” Jack's eyes had zeroed in on the hard nubs pressed
agang thetop'sthermd materid.

"Who's Mandy?"

"My lady friend. The outfit is not hers” Hugh stepped on Jack's foot as he carried aload of logs towards
the woodbin beside the fireplace.

"Ouch. Watch where you're going.”
"I was. Stop acting like afourteen year old, or I'll ssomp on the other foot."

Hdl'sbdls. She hadn't thought about having to explain where the outfit came from. What was the saying,
infor apenny, infor apound? After last night, disclosing one more secret wasn't going to make much
difference.

"Sdinaismy fairy godmother.”

"Likethe fairy godmother in Cinderella?’ Jack sounded more than alittle skeptical. “ After the
performancein the kitchen, | find thet hard to believe."

"Sdlinadoesn't much care for the image of cuddly, chubby, motherly, fairy godmothers. She's doing
everything in her power to changetheimage. Thisisone of her creations.”

"She'sgot my approva.” Hugh said.

* * * %



Jack placed a safety helmet on Cinnamon's head and adjusted the strap to his satisfaction.

Straddling the black seat on the lemon yellow snowmobile, she muttered to hersdlf, “I'm missing
something. Where the heck isthe hand hold?

"Right here, Sweetheart. Put your arms around my waist.” At the sound of Jack's voice, Cinnamon
jumped. Her crotch collided with Jack's backside.

"Y ou could have told me the helmets had two-way radios.”
"Could have, but it wouldn't have been near as entertaining. Hold on.”

Clearing the barn, Jack accelerated at warp speed. Hugging his backside, she had adeath grip lock
around Jack'swaist. His sllent laughter vibrating againgt her torso and the tingling shot of current running
through her veins each place they touched made her alittle light headed.

"Ever heard the expression, paybacks are abitch?”

"I'm quaking in my boots, Sweetheart. As| recdl, | said amsaround my waist not hands lightly touching
my Sdes”

Jack drove beside the snow-covered road then skirted a creek and zigzagged cross asmall open field.
Further up the creek, Jack dowed the snowmobile to a crawl asthey used a narrow wooden bridge to
cross over the frozen stream.

Delighted with the outing and the speed, Cinnamon sgqued ed with laughter asthey climbed ahill.
At thetop of therise, Jack cut the engine.
"Unlessyou want to sink to your kneesin snow, don't get off the machine.”

Asthey removed their helmets, an ice-cold breeze dapped them in the face. “Never thought the
oxymoron ‘cold as hell’ was afitting description of the weether. | waswrong. It feds colder than the
wegatherman'sforecast.” Cinnamon shivered asicy wind made her eyes water and turned her nose an
unbecoming red.

"Wind chill's dropping the temperature.”

"With dl theanimal tracks, it lookslike we stopped at amgor intersection.” Pointing to one set of tracks,
Cinnamon asked, “Would the dogs wander thisfar from the ranch?'

"Not without Hugh. Bobcat tracks. With the creek frozen, the animals head to the therma poolsand
springs. There's probably asmall spring insde the stand of trees.™

"Arewe gill on Hugh's property?*
"At the edge. Thetrees are on an adjoining property.”

Turning to get a better view, Cinnamon squirmed against Jacks backside. He had thought the layers of
winter clothing would negate the sexua sensation of Cinnamon straddling his back.

Wrong.

With her dlinging tighter with each bump the snowmobile hit, Jack'simagination wasin overdrive. Which
answered why he managed to hit every jarring bump in the road and why he was currently paying the



pricefor hisstupidity.

"I think my noseisfrozen and it'strying to snow.” Reaching her arm out, Cinnamon caught alone
snowflakein her gloved hand.

"Timeto head back."

Following the treeline, they headed to the opposite end of the property. Abruptly, Jack dowed the
snowmobile. Cinnamon's pelvis crushed againgt Jacks hips. Barely giving the machine timeto stop, Jack
threw the gearsinto reverse. Fifteen feet in reverse, he stopped and pulled asmal pair of binoculars out
of acoat pocket.

"Do you have your cdll phonewith you?'
"No. What'swrong?"

"Probably nothing.” Jack's auraclosed in, hisvoice no longer held its carefree Texas drawl. Whatever
had caught his attention wasn't good. Seeing the blood red line of anger he was trying to keep under
control, she didn't chalenge the comment.

The deigh wasloaded with hay and the horses were harnessed when they arrived back at the ranch. As
they set out to feed the ek, astrong chilly wind swept the top layer of powder snow across the open
pasture. To stay warm, Cinnamon dipped her arms under the thick layers of blankets spread across their

l3ps.

"We saw ared fox, a couple of jackrabbits, three deer and aflock of wild turkeys. And some animals
camouflaged in thetreesthat | couldn't make out.” A knitted scarf covering thelower half of Cinnamon's
face muffled her voice.

"Sounds like you had agood time. See anything ese?!

"Roads haven't been plowed today. Until the driveway is plowed, the only way out ison the
snowmobiles. There's only one set of tire tracks on the highway. They made a stop &t your driveway, my
guessisyou have mail, but we didn't stop to check. Y ou'll find the coyote den under the tree that was hit
by lightning last year. The beaver dam is going to give you flooding problems come pring. A white Jeep
was parked on the old logging road. And on top of Bear Ridge, someone using binocularswas laying
low."

"Werewe on the sametrip? | didn't see any of that."
"If you hadn't spotted the buck in the trees, | wouldn't have seen him."

"Oh thanks alot, give me a pat on the head to make mefed better. There weren't any tracksin the snow.
And | looked down that road. | saw auras, but no Jeep.”

"What do you mean you saw auras?’ Hugh asked.

"Human, animd, plants, furniture, coffee mugs, everything is made up of energy. That energy createsan
aura, but there are differences between the auras of objects and living breathing souls.”

"That's what you meant when you said you saw camouflaged animas. Seeing the aura, you knew they
werethere, but couldn't seethe animal.”

"Exactly. Dry wood gives off adifferent aurathan aliving tree. Sheet metd gives off adifferent aurathen



chromeor tin. | didn't see anything indicating metal.”

"If it makes you fed better, the driver did ahell of job making certain the truck was concealed under tree
branches. It was just dumb luck that had me seeing light reflect off a corner of alicense plate frame.”

"Jack, it wastrying to snow. No ray of light just happened to find a peck of metal hidden under tree
branches. Y ou sent Salina on an assgnment. | never saw the aura, even when you were using the
binoculars. I'm thinking my mother or father isbehind your dumb luck."

"Humph. The truck had to have been there since yesterday. There wasn't much snow on the tree
branches and yesterday's storm would have made short work of filling in thetire tracks.”

"When are we going to check out Bear Ridge?!

"Me, not you, Sweetheart. Y ou are going to stay safely tucked in the house. When Salinareturns, the
two of you can design anew wardrobe for Suzy's Barbie dolls.”

"That isso not funny."”

Finding Cinnamon's hand under the layer of blankets, he gave it asqueeze. When she didn't pull away, he
left hishand over hers. Thetingling sensation running up hisarm was stronger. If he were experiencing the
first indication of aheart attack he'd worry about it later. For now he was happy to bask in the warmth of
having Cinnamon beside him.

Vigtors, the kind that didn't need to breathe, were waiting for them in the log cabin's living room.
Sdinalooked stunning and sexy in asmple strapless empire waist black gown.

Not to be outdone, Miss Jayne was wearing ared Victorian ball gown. The full skirt had atiered bustle
and full train. The form-fitting bodice was cut low. The gown's puffed deeves were designed to bare the
shoulders.

Huttering afan a aheight to ensure Hugh's attention, Miss Jayne curtsied. “ Sir, | am sorry to bargein
uninvited, but Sdlina said we would be welcome.”

"Madam, you are welcomein my home anytime.”

When Hugh bowed, Sdinarolled her eyes.

Cinnamon, biting her bottom lip, managed not to laugh.
Whatever Jack was thinking was hidden behind his poker face.

Addressing Jack, Miss Jayne said, “Y ou were correct Sir, Thornton arrived in town to meet a gentleman,
but not the same gentleman he was with last week."

Jack knew Evan hadn't eft Boise, but his back stiffened afraction of aninch more. To get abregk inthis
case would be agodsend, to get the break through a ghost, was beyond anything anyone would believe.

"In fact, Thornton met with two gentlemen. A Mr. Grover Feldman arrived in town late yesterday. He
booked aroom at aloca bed and breakfast. An exceptionally charismatic man, he saysal theright
things to charm the women, but his aura shows a heart as cold asthe arctic. | must admit, at firdt, it was
his handsome face that had me following him like alovesick puppy.



"Mr. Feldman wears one of those odd-looking contraptions that hangs on one's ear. They must not work
very well; when using them, people talk loud enough to wake the dead. When | heard him say ‘ Jack
Cuitter,’ | decided to haunt hisevery step. | must say | learned some interesting things. | was most
amused by the skimpy little strap that covered nothing more than his personds. Do dl menwear..."

"Jayne. They don't give adamn about hisjockstrap. My God, | can't believe you talk and act likea
virgin. Finish the story. When we leave here, I'll take you to agym where you can swoon over pumped
up muscles, and decideif you prefer menin boxersor briefs. And if you stop fluttering your eyes every
two seconds, I'll fix it so you can cop afed.”

Jack forced himself not to cover his crotch when Miss Jayne's eyes drifted below his belt.

Futtering her fan, Miss Jayneraised her eyesto meet Jack's. “ Thefirgt time Mr. Feldman mentioned
your name, hewas clearly not happy. He kept saying he had killed you and that the agency was passing a
double off asyou. Whatever does that mean?"

"'Someone who resembles someone else,” Cinnamon said when the men didn't speak up.

"Oh, atwin. Why didn't he say so? He ordered the person to send someone to keep an eye on Nine
Springs Ranch. He wanted a head count, and told the gentleman to do whatever was necessary to make
sure no one | ft the ranch. He dso made it clear that he wanted the people dive until he personaly had
timeto ded with them. Do | assume correctly thet is here?’

"Y es. Did he cal the person he wastalking to by name?’ Used to asking questions and getting direct
answers, Hugh was having a hard time letting Miss Jaynetdll the story in her own sweet rambling time.

"No, dr. He caled him many names, but none would have been written in afamily bible” Giggling likea
schoolgirl she peeked at Hugh through her long ash smudged lashes.

With the act Miss Jayne was putting on, it was hard to remember she had owned a brothel. Cinnamon
wasn't sure which wasworse, Sdlinas sexy ‘herel am’ flirting, or Miss Jayne with her siweet and
innocent coyness.

"Last night, Mr. Feldman made severd cdls. He was most agitated to learn that you were indeed dive."

"Names. Did he call anyone by name?’ His voice smoldering with impatience, Hugh rubbed the back of
his neck.

"Only once. Among other things, he called aman named Floyd anidiot. | was able to see the numbershe
pressed onthe... | believeyou cal it acdl phone.”

"Areyou saying you remember the numbers?’ Jack was afraid to be hopeful .

"Do not think that because of my tender age and my beauty that | am not educated. | have a head for
remembering numbers. As a businesswoman, that skill was handy. If you have paper and pen, | will
gladly repesat the numbers.”

"Miss Jayne, | could kissyou for thisinformation,” Hugh said when the four phone numbers were written
down.

"Why g, I'm flattered. | dways did have aweak spot for men with handlebar mustaches; their tickleis
S0 enjoyable” Starting to flutter her eyelashes, she saw Sdinasmirk. Changing tactics, she fluttered her
fan againgt her bosom.



"Today, when Sdinaarived, Mr. Feldman was sitting at atablein the café.”

"Thank God, | didn't think she'd ever get to thispoint. I'll cut to the chase. If you remember, | said |
couldn't divulge what you hadn't learned or figured out away to learn. Jack, you did very nicely. Caling
me and asking Jayne for her help showed you're able to think outside the box.

"I should do adrum roll, but what the heck, you've waited long enough, Sidney Lutz arrived at the
meeting with Thornton. Heisthe owner of Joker's Wild Casino in Atlantic City. Last year, Sidney tried
to convince my son, Walker, to purchase Joker's Wild. His selling point was the incentive to expand
Dreamland to Atlantic City. | will let Waker fill you in on the shady details. Sdney aso hasahistory with
Heden, Gussformer wife. Cinnamon knows dl the details about that deazy mess.

"Because it won't take much digging to find out this bit of information, | can tell you Sdney and Thornton
arefirst cousns. Grover isanother cousin, shirttail, but close enough that Sidney knew when Grover
joined the FBI.

"They didn't talk long, but what was said was mgjor. Grover found the engraver who made the
counterfeiting plate. After the man figured out away to change the serid numberswithout making awhole
new plate, Grover got rid of him.

"The plate you saw was one of a set the engraver stashed for lifeinsurance. The other two plates have
not been found. Sidney was very unhappy a Grover for killing the man.

"The plan right now isto continue with the trade, day after tomorrow. I'm not spesking out of turn when |
say it'satrap. What | can't tdll you iswhat's planned.”

* ok Kk
"Now what?" Cinnamon ladled spaghetti sauce into a serving bowl.

In the living room, Jack was on the phone.

"We egt. That apple crisp pie on the counter has been calling my name dl afternoon.”
"Y ou could have had adice."

"After pigging out on four cobblers at lunch, | was determined to show somerestraint,” Hugh said ashe
finished setting the table.

"Isthere any reason for you to leave the house?’ Jack looked at Hugh as he walked into the kitchen.

"Dogswill need arun before bedding down. I'll take them out front and have them stick closeto the
house."

"We'relocked down.” Disconnecting, Jack stuck the cell phonein his pocket and took a seet at the
table.

"L ocked down; sounds like we're prisoners. What's happening? And don't you dare say | don't need to
know."

"We don't want to tip our hand to Grover."

"Which means the guy with the binoculars doesn't get taken down. But you're afraid he might decide to
get acloser look?” Cinnamon said as she passed the meat sauce to Jack.

"Right. They needed to know we wouldn't be wandering around outside tonight.”



"What about tomorrow?'

"It's supposed to snow again tonight. Don't expect the roads will be plowed again tomorrow. Unless| get
aphone cal, well do what we did today; stick to the property and act like we don't have acarein the
world."

"Is Sdinaredly your fairy godmother?’ Hugh asked.

"Okay, | guesswe're changing the subject. Yes, sheis. At first Sdlinawas apain in the butt, but for the
most part we've worked out a doable arrangement.”

"Meaning?’ Jack asked.

"Meaning, we had severa heated discussions over sexy versus dutty, and sexy with classversusin your
face, no way in hell. Since she stopped trying to dress me in outfits where the ratio of skin showing was
larger than theratio of skin covered, the arguments have dwindled.”

"Isbeing afairy godmother something Sdinadecided to do on awhim?’ Hugh asked.

"Heavens no. For reasons that don't matter, Salinalost her powers. To get her powers back, Warren
told her she would have to earn them.”

"Who isWarren?'

"Supervisor, guardian angel, teacher, camp leader, acombination of dl is probably the best description.
According to my father, Warren makes sure they don't bresk the rules.”

"Do you know what the rules are?” Hugh asked as he helped himself to a second dice of garlic bread.

"Only onefor certain. No living soul can receive information that might change that person's future
decisons or lessons. Although, when you're dedling with my parents and Salina, thet ruleis as shaky as
JI-O."

"Sdlina casts spdlls. Asafary godmother, she grants wishes. Sounds like an easy job,” Hugh said.

Cinnamon gave ahdf chuckle. “ The last few months would have been awholelot easer if Sdinawasthe
farytae verson of afairy godmother. Our relaionship is based on arguments, negotiations, and
compromise. Somehow we've managed not to kill each other and we've both learned afew things.”

"What about the rest of the femaesin your family?” Curiosity and a sense of forbearing spiked the edges
of Jack's aura.

"Asyou know, Ginisamedium.

"Roseisphysic intuitive. Meaning she can cd cul ate the odds on everything. Sheis never wrong, and | do
mesan never. Jack, you saw her work when shefigured out how the counterfeit ring was working at
Dreamland.”

"What about the stock market?'
"If you'reredlly asking if she uses her tdlent to work magic with your portfolio the answer is, yes."

"Would have saved me aton of aggravation if I'd known that before questioning her on the stocks she
sold last month,” Jack grumbled.



"Juanita, Salinas sister and Walker's aunt, isa psychic or seer; past, present and future. Going back to
that ‘ can't tell you rule,” Juanitaand my mom have ganged together to keep some things secret. Goes
without saying how frustrating thet can be.

"Asyou aready know, my mother hears peopl€'s thoughts and till does.”
"Hears or reads?’ Jack asked.

"Hears. It'sacongtant chatter that can drive you crazy.”

"Those sound like words of experience,” Hugh prodded.

"They are. After months of begging, for our fifteenth birthday present, Mom alowed Aunt Pesty to cast a
spdll. For two days we experienced the gift mom was given. Except when adeep, people never shut
down their thoughts. At first it was fun, because we were only around family and a close friend. But then
we went to school and learned there's a negative sde to knowing what aperson redly thinks and what is

happening with them persondly.”
"How many boys did you punch in the nose?’ Jack asked.

"Not me. Rose, and she aimed lower. | dumped atray of food on a couple of girlsand Gin accidentally
sent three ghogts after abully. Looking back | can say it was afun day. What none of usredlized was
how irritating constant chatter can be. Turn on adozen televisons, set each one on adifferent channe
and turn the volume to low. That will giveyou ahint of what itislike."

"There aretimesit sure as hell would comein handy, but no thanks. Tl us about your aunt,” Hugh said.

"Aunt Pesty earned her nickname by meddling and causing havoc. Like Salinaand our three hundred
year old Grandmamma, Aunt Pesty was given the gift of spell casting. The down sideis her spellshave a
way of causing problems.”

"How big of problems?’ Jack asked.

"One night, during a bedtime story, my dad stepped into our bedroom at the same time Aunt Pesty cast a
spell to do amini production of Show White and The Seven Dwarfs. He became Dopey. When Aunt
Pesty reversed the spell, Dad was bald. His hair never grew back.

"During our sixth birthday party, the paper donkey in ‘pin thetail on the donkey’ became ared donkey.
When we were fourteen, we got stuck in traffic on the way to afootball game. Aunt Pesty cast aspell to
turn time back ten minutes. When we got to the football field, instead of the high school football team, the
fidd wasfull of gladiators. Another spdll had tulips blooming on rosebushes and roses on tulip sems.
That happened during my mother's garden club meeting.”

"I'm having ahard time picturing the sweet woman I've talked to as aliving, bregthing, time bomb.”

"Swest, loving and dependable sheis. Without Aunt Pesty, after my folksdied, my sistersand | would
have been lost. But you'll become abeliever if you get hit with the aftermath of one of her errant spdlls™

Jack and Hugh were logt in thought. Their auras blazing with curiosity flowed in an ever-changing energy
pattern. She knew they were trying to piece together how or if one of Pesty's pells brought the three of
them together.

Finishing her medl, Cinnamon thought about Sdina, and the favor she had asked of Aunt Pesty. What
part of that favor had gone wrong? Salinasaid the spell had gone completely haywire, but in what



direction and what price were each of them paying for that error.

Shewas good at crossword puzzles, but there were clues missing. Remembering something Sdinasaid,
shethought of away to figure some of them out.

* * * %

With plates of warm apple crisp topped with vanillaice cream and mugs of hot coffee and teaon the
coffeetable, they settled around the blazing fireplace.

"Who made the quilts hanging on the walls and the one on my bed?’ Cinnamon asked.

"My siger, Beth. She clamsthat just because| live done, the house doesn't have to look like abachelor
pad. Every summer, while her husband'sfishing in Alaska, she comesto visit me, and our sister Maggie.
By the time she leaves, the whole house has been rearranged.”

"Y ou and Uncle Gus have that in common, too. Y ou love every minute of the fussing, but act likeit'san
annoyance.”

"Humph."

"Sdlinasaid we each had information that would dovetail together. This might be overkill, but I think we
need to make up acrime board.”

"What do you know about crime boards?’ Jack's eyesturned stedl gray.

"Relax, | don't have firsthand knowledge. And don't deny that was what had you turning three shades of
green. Crime boards are mentioned regularly in mystery novels. Salina admitted she allowed usto keep
some secrets. | keep running through everything and keep coming up with interesting twists of fate, but no
answers. Since there's not much difference in the definition of evidence and knowledge, | wasthinking it
might hel p to write down what we know."

"It beats Sitting here doing nothing. | don't have a chalkboard but..."
Besde Hugh's chair alarge green chalkboard, on rollers, materiaized.

"I'll be damned.” Hugh turned on atable |lamp and moved the chalkboard so all three of them could see
the board. Hugh wrote their names across the top. Down the left side he wrote Grover, Evan, Thornton,
Uncle Gus, Sidney. When he paused Cinnamon said, “Add Helen Owens, Sadlina, Gus Owens, Walker,
Rosemary, Ginger, Cole and Aunt Pesty.”

Hugh looked at Jack. “ Terry and Betty Jo, and you might aswell add Miss Jayne."

"Cinn, Sainamentioned you know something about a connection between Helen and Gus Owens and
Sdney."

"Helen and Sidney areinvolved in alifdong affair. Gus knew about the affair, but afew months ago he
learned that the pregnancy Helen used to lure him into marriage was Sidney's doing not his."

"How do you know they are till involved?’ Hugh asked.
"Helen bragged about their relationship when we hypnotized her.”

Jack pinched the bridge of hisnose. “ Please tell me thiswasn't astunt like the one you pulled in the
casino to get Walker's attention?”



"Not exactly; it was more thought out and planned. If you think about it, you know some of the story.

"Helen lived in PAm Springs, Guslived at the casino. Thetwo barely tolerated each other, but Helen
refused to agree to adivorce. When Sdina became pregnant, she wanted marriage. Gus was working on
arranging adivorce, but it wasn't going well and he didn't tell Sdinathe problems Helen was causing.
Sdinagot impatient, went to Palm Springs to confront Helen, lost her temper and cast aspdll to turn
Helen into an old hag. Helen used that episode to blackmail Gusinto not getting adivorce.

"Last year, she used atape showing her aging into an old hag, to blackmail Walker into giving her
ownership of Dreamland.

"Using alieto get an gppointment with Helen, Gin hypnotized her. Condensing that whole production to
the bottom line, Walker replaced Helen's copies of the tape with a different one.”

"If I had known that when the story broke on nationa news, | would have..."

"Done nothing. Jack, we had no choice. If Sdlinas abilities were exposed, Walker and Juanitals lives
would have become aliving hell. How long do you think it would have taken areporter to dig up the fact
that my sstersand | arerelated to Salina? Don't bother checking it out; Cole did the research. Thanksto
the Internet, it only took him three weeks of searching genedlogy sitesto find the family connection. Three
weeks. What do you think our liveswould be worth today if our powers became public knowledge?’ By
the time Cinnamon finished, shewas pacing in front of the fireplace.

"Jack, did you talk to Walker about the offer Sidney made on the sale of Joker's Wild?’ Ignoring the
tenson sparking the air, Hugh served himsdf a second hel ping of pie.

Jack didn't take his eyes off Cinn. “He called me back just before dinner. On the surface, Joker's Wild
looked like agood solid investment. When Rose sat in on a couple of meetings with Sidney, she noticed
acouple of nervous habits. Figuring the odds, she calculated that every time he opened his mouth, he was
lying. Waker hired an outside firm to check the books and found they'd been dtered. Instead of
confronting Sidney, Walker told him hewasn't interested in buying & thistime.”

Hugh studied the names on the chalkboard as hefinished his pie. “ Altered books aren't uncommon when
someoneis selling abusiness. But why target Waker? If, like you say, Helen and Sidney are il
involved, the blackmail scheme could have gained control of Dreamland and Sidney would have till
owned Joker'sWild."

"Maybe Sidney wasin financid trouble and wanted to tap Dreamland before Helen took over.”

"That's certainly possible. Cinn, can Rosemary figure the odds on something without being in the room
with the person or touching an object?’

" She doesn't use psychometry. All you haveto do isask her aquestion.”

Hugh handed Cinnamon a portable phone. “Please call her; after the call connects, hit the spesker
button.”

"Hi Waker. I've got you on a speakerphone. Hugh wantsto ask Rosemary a question.”
"I'm here, what's the question?’ Rosemary said.

"Jack just told us about the falsified financial records for Joker's Wild. What are the odds that Sidney
was using the casino to disperse the income from the counterfeiting?”



"Clever thinking. The odds are perfect; it's one hundred percent accurate.”

"We know Sidney came to Idaho to meet with Thornton and aman named Grover. Is Sidney the brains
behind the counterfeiting ring?"

"No, absolutely not."
"Shit, why couldn't it have been that easy?” Jack muttered.

"Weknow Thornton isalink to the counterfeiting, but not the brains. We know Grover found the
engraver who made the counterfeit plates. But | don't think Grover isthe brains,” Hugh said.

"You'reright onthat."

Jack fidgeted. Green-eyes comments kept popping into his head. “ Rose, is Evan related to Thornton or
Sdney?"

"Yes” Therewas apause ontheline. 1 redid the question to be more specific. First | separated it to
Evan and each man, gill got the positive. Then | broke it down to relationship. Would love to be able to
see your faces right now; Evanis Sdney'sson.”

"Before you waste time searching, Sidney and hiswife had one son and two daughters. Sidney Jr. ismid
fifties, married, two kids. He has alaw degree, and for what it'sworth, he's a pompous ass. Unlessyou
call watching Sidney's back ajob, he has never been employed.” Walker's smooth southern drawl
carried clearly over theline.

"I think I know the answer, but I'd be afool not to ask. Are Sidney Jr. or Evan the king pins?’ Hugh
asked.

"No.” Rose paused. “| don't get that Sidney Jr. isdirectly involved in anything. Y es, he knowswhat is
going on. No, he doesn't know any details.”

"Y ou can be dgpped on the hand for not telling, but chances are you won't do jail time. Smart move on
Sidney'spart,” Hugh mused.

"I've been going through questionsjust to see what happens. It might mean nothing, but | think it's odd
that Sidney and Evan get perfect scores on being involved with the leader. Thornton's odds are real [ow,
but within the yes range. Grover gets high yes scores, but not perfect.”

"Rose I've got one question, isthe drug smuggling and counterfeit ring controlled by the same person?”
"No."

"|s Grover the brains behind the drug smuggling?’

"Y ou've picked theright target, Jack. The answer is positively yes."

[Back to Table of Contents]
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Chapter 16

Punching his pillow, Jack flopped on his back. Hed replayed everything Rosemary told them a dozen
times. Hed tried a dozen different ways to cram the pieces together. Nothing worked.

Falling into a deep deep, he was no closer to finding answers than when he crawled into bed.
The ocean heaved and rolled.
Breakers crashing around the rowboat sent towering sprays of icy water in the air.

Without paddles or amotor, Jack was trapped, dependent on the unseen power controlling the boat to
get him to shore safely.

A rising wave caught the underbelly of the tiny rowboat. Propelling the boat forward, the seawater
continued to rise. Like a seasoned surfer, the boat did under the white-capped curl and rode the pipeline.

Thewave curling around him sounded like thunder, but he could gtill hear his heart beating wildly against
his chest. Jack was dreaming; at some level, he knew that, but it didn't stop the claustrophobic fear of
being out of contral.

Upon reaching the shore, Jack hopped out. His boots splashed through the foaming surf. Waking to a
dight rise, he watched the purple black sand shift and bubble with each ondaught of angry surf and sea
foam.

Forcing himsdf to walk away from the mesmerizing site, Jack headed to the forest.

After the hair-raising ride, he was surprised to see the gold strewn path and the trees had not changed.
Reaching the glen, he walked the parameter of the small clearing. He found no paths; not even the one he
had taken.

By the time he sensed Green-ey€'s presence his patience had run thin.
She wasjust inside the meadow when she stopped.

"Y ou bring me here then keep me waiting, why?"

"Y ou could have |eft; no one forcesyou to stay."

"In case you haven't noticed, there is no path leading out.”

"Hasthat stopped you from leaving in the past? If you had wanted to leave dl you had to do was process
the thought and it would have happened.”

Thelogic of her answer didn't set well; in frustration, he snapped, “What is the meaning behind these
trips?’

"What do you think they are?'
"If I knew, | wouldn't ask. Thereis more to the trips than the information and riddles you share."
"Hasit taken you thislong to figure that out?"

"No, it didn't seem important before.”



"What has changed?"

"I don't know. | don't know your name. I've never seen your face. But | share more of my thoughts with
you than any person | know."

"What doesthat tell you?'

"Not adamn thing."

"Areyou lying to meor yoursdf?'

Jack growled. “Why did you bring me here?"

"l seel hit araw nerve?’ Hearing the laughter in her voice, he refused to be baited.
"The seawas angry. It'snever been like that before. Why the change?’

"Because your lifeis changing. Some changes are pleasant, others are not. Right now, you believe your
lifeto beturbulent; like the sea.”

"Because of the nature of my work, my life has never been cam.”

"l wasn't referring to work. Since you are unwilling to speak the truth, or more accurately accept the
truth, 1 will tell you why you were summoned. There has been abreach in your cover."

"| redized that aminute before Grover shot me."
"This goes degper, much deeper.”

"I'm only working on the counterfeiting ring and the drugs coming into the country through Pete's
network. With them being related, how can it go deeper?”’

"The man you cdl Grover, his hate ran deep. Still does. He had accessto alot of information; information
that could be used againgt you and people you cal friends and family."

"Shit. Has he sold theinformation?”

"For ahandsome price, he sold his soul. The information went for pennies.”

"Can you give me names?"

"If I could, I would. Heisaclever man. He uses all thetools available. What he can't find he buys.”
"Areyou saying he hacked into the agency's computer?'

"Hedid not haveto useillegad means.”

Jack frowned. “Who is he paying for a password?"

Her eyestwinkled.

"You're clever. You'll figureit out.”

* * % %

A mug of steaming Lipton tea sat on the marble countertop. Standing at the kitchen sink, Cinnamon had a
perfect view of the backyard.



During the night, another foot of snow had falen. Gray clouds hanging low in the Sky continued to spit out
random snowflakes.

Hugh had been right when he'd predicted the weather would have the ek moving closer to their medls.
One of three covered cement pads, empty of the bales of hay it had once held, now housed a good
portion of the ek herd. Therest of the ek made themselves a homein various parts of the yard.

Seeing the men head towards the house, Cinnamon turned to the stove to finish breskfast.

They were quiet when they entered the room and didn't have much to say asthey settled at the table.
"Y ou spent haf the night up. What did you figure out?"

"How do you know that? And don't say our aurastold you,” Jack mumbled.

"Simpler than that. There was haf apan of apple crisp when | went to bed. The panisnow inthe
dishwasher. If you ate the piefor breakfast you wouldn't be digging into the French toast and bacon like
you were darving.”

"Who eats piefor breskfast?"

"Me"

"Isthisanother of your sugar balances protein theories?"

"What's hedlthier, the gpplesin the pie, or acake donut with icing?”

"Y ou make agood argument.” Jack gave an dmost smile as one corner of his mouth curled upward.
"Did your brainstorming session come up with any answers?"

"Nope. So you'l stop the twenty question routine, we made some phone calls. Covered afew bases that
needed covering.”

Thetone of hisvoice, the ddivery of the statement, Cinnamon didn't know what, but something put her
senseson full dert.

"Where are my sstersand Aunt Pesty?*

"Y our ssters, Pesty, her husband Martin, Cole's mother, Rocky and the baby will be with Juanitaand
Joe at the ranch. Pesty said to tell you not to worry, if someone shows up at the ranch shell turn them
into ahorny toad.”

"Hell'sbdlls, pleasetdl meyourejoking."

"I'm not."

"l need to call them."

When she started to stand Jack grabbed her wrist.

"Relax. | warned Rosemary. She and Gin will keep an eye on her. And Walker was sending someoneto
help Joe and Martin keep an eye on the property.”

"What about Waker and Cole?'



"Cole headed to the family ranch to help his dad and brother. Walker is staying at the casino. Uncle Gus
iskeeping an eye on everything in Kansas."

"What did you learn that had you making the cals?'

"Nothing concrete. And don't clam my aura says differently. Grover knows how the agency works. He
persondly knows alot of the agents. Sidney met Rose and knows she married Walker. Rose and Gin
were on nationd televison when Helen pulled her blackmail stunt. Because of Helen and Sidney's
relaionship, if Grover doesn't dready know al the family members and close friends, he can easily get
theinformation.” Jack words were matter of fact.

"Does Evan or Grover know we're here?"

"Grover knows Hugh. No one had to tell him the ranch was my hideaway. We weren't being watched
until yesterday. WWhen we were out yesterday, the snowmobile helmet covered your red hair. The
conclusion wasthat you are Hugh's lady friend.”

"Y ou say that like you're positive. The man on Bear Ridge?!

"Is cooperating.” Jack's expression stopped Cinnamon from asking any more. “Are Molly and her
granddaughter safe?"

"They left for FHoridaaweek ago. This morning they started aseven day cruise to the Caribbean,” Hugh
sad.

"What do we do now?"

"Sit tight and go about our business. Do you know how to make alemon meringue pie from scratch?’
Hugh looked hopeful.

Cinnamon laughed.

"With alittle help from one of your cook books, | can manage that.”

* * * %
"Where areyou?’ Cinnamon asked as soon as Ginger answered the phone.
" At the ranch with Juanitaand Joe."
"Already?"

"Jack called at four. We were on the road within an hour. Aunt Pesty didn't even complain about
traveling in Martin's Mercedes instead of the Dreamcycle.” The orange and white VVolkswagen bus, a
wedding gift from the triplets was Pesty's favorite vehicle for tripslonger than half an hour.

"Rose, Rocky and the baby should be arriving within the hour. Virginiawas here when we arrived and
Col€es plane landed in Houston allittle while ago. How are you doing?”

IIHrEII
"How's the seduction of Jack coming dong?'
"Sinais.."

"Stop. Mom told us. She'sworried about you, Cinn."



"I know, but | want to have anormad life. Isthat too much to ask?'

"No, it'snot. Rose and | don't blame you for feeling that way. Mom doesn't either. Just be sure it'swhat
you want."

"That's the problem. Jack remembers being shot in the somach with arifle. | don't remember anything,
but from what you've told me| waslike that morning, | had to have helped close hiswounds. Gin, if |
didn't have my power, Jack would be dead. He could get shot again. If | couldn't help, | wouldn't be able
tolivewith mysdf."

"That's atough one. | don't know what to say. What's going on with your destiny dreams?’
"Not much. My soul mate has a problem with commitment.”
"Commitment or marriage?"

"Who knows, could be both. He makes comments about me being too good for him. Seems paranoid
about keeping me safe, but he won't tell me what is putting me in danger. Frankly, none of it makes
Eene”

"Do you think he might redlize you aren't fully committed to the rdationship?”

"Don't know how. | have no problem responding to him on asexua level and I've certainly tried to get
himto tak to me. His attitude isannoying as hell. At the sametime, when I'm flirting with Jack | fed like
I'm chesting on ahusband.”

"It doesn't sound like it could get any more complicated. Have you done any astral travel 7!
"Not since Jack was shot. I'm not complaining, but it's one more thing to add to the unusud pile.”

"I'm not going to tell you whét to do, but maybe you should hold off on deeping with Jack. Not because
think it'swrong, but whet if the universeis shifting, again?'

"Already thought of that. | don't think we've begun to redlize the changes or damage Aunt Pesty's spells
areinflicting.”

"That's a scary thought. Rosemary just arrived.”
"And the timer just went off; | need to take cookies out of the oven.
"Tel everyone hi. Rub your belly and tel George and Graciel lovethem."”

Shewasin love with Jack; it had been building since thefirst time they met. Thekiss at the hotel
cemented the contract. Being with him the last two days had shown her how it could be. The zaps of
electricity when they touched, the easy banter, the smple sharing of the little things that happened during
the day, were nice window dressingsto the relationship.

Shewasn't naive or blind, Jack was attracted to her. Love was a different matter. She knew he cared
and maybe in time that could be built on.

The question came back to her, was she willing to give up her gift with no guarantee of marriage, family
or happy ever after?

She hadn't been pulled through a vortex and dumped into a nightmare for dmost two months. She didn't
miss the drama, or the after effects. Nor did she fed guilty about not wanting to be abroom flying, astral



traveling, heding witch.

Then there was the other side of her gift. The men and woman who had been helped in the last two
weeks of stage shows, they would never know what she had done. But she did and it mattered, alot.
The same wastrue for the visits she made to children'swards. There, she had to be careful not to do too
much, but little miracles made big differences; to her, it mattered.

She didn't want to give that part of her gift up, which meant she was right where she sarted: in limbo.
Jack was flesh and blood.
Eroswas adream, afuture she hadn't yet met.

Shewasin love with Jack, aman who put hislife on thelinedaily. Giving her love to Jack meant giving
up her gift. Not being ableto use her gift of healing to help the man she loved was not an option she
could choose.

Instead, thanks to a three hundred year old spell, she would marry her soul mate. The destiny dreams
proved they were sexualy competible, but they were working from a different set of agendas. She
wanted a partner; he wanted to fly solo. Shetrusted him; he had trust issues. She wanted afamily; he
was dlergic to marriage. But no matter what type of relationship they worked out, she wouldn't [ose her
ability to use her gift.

* k k %

"Peanut butter cookies are my favoritel” Jack was munching on histhird cookie as he set the table for
lunch.

"Redly?| never would have guessed.”

Watching the two of them, Hugh smiled. “A man could get redl spoiled with you around the house. That
lemon meringue pielooks like adice of heaven."

"The heavenly contributions come from Sdina. After walking through her acouple of times, | told her to
leave or help. The applesauce cookies and the lemon bars are her contribution.”

"Did she have new information?’ Jack asked.
"Sdlinarelated one story. Theres more, but she wasn't sharing.

"It seemsthat Miss Jayne had dready figured out how to collect her energy. Meaning she can move
objects, pick up small items, and at times, her touch can befelt. Sainakept her promiseto take her to a
gym. After one hundred and thirty years of abstinence, naked men were too much of atemptation. She
copped afed on more than one man in the shower stal and locker room.” Cinnamon filled bowlswith
tomato soup as she shared Salinas story.

"I would have paid admission to see that,” Hugh said between chuckles.

"It gets better. Therewas abrawl. Salinasaid Miss Jayne's fan was fluttering faster than hummingbird
wings. She was miffed when the police broke up the fight. When Sdlina convinced her to leave the gym,
Miss Jaynefollowed some couplesinto anightclub.”

Cinnamon took a bite of her grilled cheese sandwich.

"What'sit going to take to find out what €l se happened?’ Hugh asked.



"Y ou're both smart, youll figureit out.”

With perfect timing, apink haze appeared. Sdinadressed in ablack silk form fitting wrap dress stepped
out of the haze. Sitting in akitchen chair, she crossed her dender legs. Asthedress skirt did apart, a
good portion of her thigh was exposed.

"You look aslovely asever, Sdina. | understand we have you to thank for the delicious applesauce
cookies and lemon bars.” Hugh reached for a cookie as he spoke.

Not oneto brush off acompliment, Sdinaflashed ahundred watt smile.

"Sounds like you had an interesting trip into town with Miss Jayne,” Jack prompted as he reached for a
lemon bar.

"Thefirst stop was gtrictly Laurel and Hardy dap-gtick. Warren, Gus, and Cinn'sfather are till laughing.”
"What did Miss Jayne do once she wasinside the nightclub?’ Jack asked.

"We cruised the room. She checked out the men, | checked out what the woman were wearing. The
band was mediocre, but they had mastered loud. We were just about to leave when in walks Evan.
Jayne wanted meto notify you, but he wasn't doing anything illegd "

Jack's eyes narrowed, he'd gotten no call saying Evan had gone downtown.
"Did he meet someone there?"

"No. Heflashed a picture of Cinn at the men bracing up the bar. It looked like a copy of a newspaper
clipping. When he didn't get any bites, he sat at the bar, nursed a beer and scanned the crowd. The man
knows how to pick his marks. The woman he approached looked like shed never beeningde abar,
much less one known as amest market. She never saw him doctor her beer.”

"Why didn't you contact usthen?’ Cinnamon was outraged.

"No need. She only got two sips before | managed to knock the glass over. The poor woman was
mortified, kept apologizing. Evan kept his cool, kept telling her not to worry. When he went to the
bathroom to dry off | kind of screwed with him."

"Kind of 7" Jack couldn't believe she said that with astraight face.

Sdinachuckled. “1 tapped the back of hisknees. On hisway down to the doggy position he hit his
forehead on the sink. While he was trying to figure out what happened Jayne copped afed and grabbed
thevid that wasin his pants pocket. Let metel you, that got his attention. | thought he was going to pee
his pants. He al but ran out of the bathroom.

"When he got back to the table, he guzzled his beer. He ordered a second round before redlizing the
bottle wasn't in his pocket. Caitlin was monitoring histhoughts. She said he was having ahard time
keeping his, ‘aren't | aniceguy’ composure.”

"What did hedo?"

"Went back to search the bathroom. When he couldn't find the vid, he figured it rolled down thedrainin
the middle of the floor. Back at the table, he drank his beer and was making excusesto leave when he
garted durring words."

"Hdl'sbdlls, fire and damnation. How did you know how much to give him?” Cinnamon exclaimed.



"The vid was afourth empty. Since he was twice the size of the poor woman, | gave him double the
amount.”

"What would you have doneif that amount killed him? And why didn't you just call the police?"

"Warren assured me it wasn't histimeto die. The jerk madeit to his car before passing out. Asfor caling
the police, | had aplan. It's called poetic justice, Swesetie.” She paused, looked around the table and
amiled.

"The pauseis dramatic. We hear the drum roll, now spit out the rest of the story.” Cinnamon, finished
with her soup and sandwich reached for alemon bar.

"Jayne put the via back in his pocket. | made sure the car doors were unlocked and the headlights were
on. Then we went back into the club. | gtirred alittle magic and the woman caled the police to tell them
she'd been drugged.”

"l could kissyou,” Hugh said.
"That's sweet, but Gus has arule, look don't touch.”
"Can you manipulate anyone's thoughts?” Jack was frowning. The thought scared the hell out of him.

"No more than Cinnamon. Like behavior modification hypnosis, | planted asuggestion. It wasfar
stronger than what Cinn does on stage and a couple of beers had relaxed the woman's resistance. In her
mind and subconscious, she did exactly what shetold the officers.

Jack nodded. Punching anumber on his cell phone, he didn't bother with niceties.

"Wherethe hell are you? Evanisnt ingde. He was arrested last night outside a nightclub. Seeif you can
find out what'sgoing on."

Hanging up he glanced at Hugh. The energy flowing between them was strong, their auras merged.
"Evan dipped out of his place without being seen.”
The table was cleared when Jack's cdll phone rang.

"Humph ... Damn ... Nine hours before he regained consciousness ... My sentiments exactly ... How long
can they keep him? ... First break we've had ... Y eah, keep me posted.”

"Sdlina, add meto your list of admirers. The woman tested positive for GHB, asdid Evan and thevid in
his pocket. The only fingerprints on the bottle are Evan's. Because GHB isaclear liquid and leaves only
adight saty taste, it'sapopular date rape drug.

"The woman might have been naive but her brother-in-law's alawyer. She's dready pressed charges.
Shetold the officers that afunny fedling made her purposely drop the first glass of beer. When Evan
wasn't looking, she switched her second glasswith his."

"I'm impressed. Sdina, the next shoe-shopping trip you get to do carte blanche with my credit card. Is
Evan in the hospita 7’ Cinnamon said.

Jack smiled, agenuine teeth showing smile. “Nope. They threw him in the tank with the drunks. Guesshe
was spitting mad when he came around.”

"If hiscar was till at his place, where did he get the car hewasin?’ Salina asked.



" Stolen from a convenience store parking lot. The other good news is because he's not aresident, the
judge denied bail. For now, he's out of the picture and he has no one but himsalf to blame for being
behind bars"

"Now what?’" Cinnamon asked after Salinahad |eft.

"The meeting is scheduled for tomorrow; until then we sit tight.” Jack said.

"Cinn, did you pack aswimming suit?’ Hugh asked.

"No. But Sdinawill have onelaying on my bed by thetime | wak up the stairs. Why?"

"Jack, take Cinn up to the hot springs?

Effectively boxed into a corner, Jack knew Hugh well enough to know he was gloating over hisvictory.
"Wear your svimsuit under your snowsuit,” Jack said as Cinnamon left to change.

[Back to Table of Contents]
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Chapter 17

Walking into the mudroom, Cinnamon gasped. Backing up, she ran into Jack's solid form. Her mind
wasn't on the dectrical current shooting up her spine. “ There's a skunk egting the dog's food.”

"Petunia. She must have run out of food options.”
"|s she another one of Hugh's feeding projects?’

"Not voluntarily. Must be two years since she found the doggie door. At the time, she wasn't more than a
kit. In the wintertime, she chows down on dog food and makes herself at home in the bathroom off the
mudroom. She deeps during the day and wanders outside at night. Come spring, she disappears.”

Inside the barn, Jack headed to astall. “Petunidsin the house."

Hugh, filing the hooves on the red roan Clydesdae in the sdl, grunted.

"She's huge, and pregnant.” Cinnamon ran her hand over the red roan's protruding belly.
"Betsy's seventeen hands. She's due the end of the month.”

Rubbing the white blaze on Betsy's face, Cinnamon spoke softly. “ Bet you're like my sister and can't wait
for this part to be over. Ginis getting realy grouchy. If you could talk would you be whining about your
fat belly? Just think, in afew daysthose two little boys are going to be racing around the stall and pulling
onyour tits. Aren't you lucky?'

"Fod. Colt,” Hugh said automaticaly.

"Y ou sound like Cole and his brother. Babies. Boys. In my book, they are the samething.”
"Horses have onefod a atime.”

"Not thistime.” Cinnamon had Hugh'sfull attention.

"You'resure?!

"Pogtive. There are two auras. Doesn't matter if you're human or anima, mae and femaeenergy is
different. Betsy is having two boys.” Running her hands over Betsy'sSde, shesad, “Hereistherear, the
back, leg, another leg and the head.” Running her hands over the other side, she said, “ They arein dmost
identica positions. From what | seein the grid, they are closeto the same Size. And bad punthat it is,
they are as hedlthy ashorses”

"Damn! Y ou two go for your swim. | need to make some calls.”

Jack headed the snowmobile in the same direction they had taken the day before. Sweeping past the
road, they followed the creek to arise. Jack dowed asthey drove dongside agrove of Douglasfirs.
Something was bothering him. She didn't need to see hisaura; she could fed it in histense muscles.

There were at least two men keeping an eye on the property. Cinnamon hadn't seen them, but she had
heard Hugh and Jack talking to them. Now Jack was checking things out with his own eyes, making
himsdlf comfortable with the snow covered landscape.

Reaching the edge of thefirs, Jack stopped the snowmobilein front of anarrow trail leading into the
trees.



Following the ek trail, they weaved through the thick stand of trees. They heard water splashing long
before Cinnamon saw water jetting out of anatura rock formation. The water fell ten feet into aman
made, rock rimmed pool. Smaller streams of water kept the rock wall wet and glistening.

"Last oneinisarotten egg.” Cinnamon quickly shed the snowsuit and boots.

Jack stopped breathing and undressing when he saw her red polka dot two-piece suit with ahalter top
and hip hugging bottom. With each movement, adice of midriff played peek-a-boo and showed off a
ruby studded belly ring.

Asshedidinto the pool, her feet made contact with aledge built aong the sde. Foating into the center
of the pool, she discovered that she couldn't touch bottom.

"You cheated,” Jack stated after dunking his head under the water.

Splashing him, shelaughed. “Who me?’ Batting her eyes, she dodged a spray of water. Never out of
touch, but not close enough to beintimate, their legs and arms dipped and did against each other asthey
horsed around.

Putting an end to the teasing, Jack pulled her into hisarms. Cinnamon's legs wound around hisdimwaist.
Wheretheir bodies touched, current shot through their veins and the water sizzled. Jack'stongue did
againg her lower lip, across her teeth and met the eager dickness of her tongue.

Cinnamon ran her hands across Jack's broad shoulders, her fingers massaged his scap and afingernail
traced hisear.

Jack shifted Cinnamon. With her lush bottom no longer brushing thetip of hisrock hard shaft, some
sanity returned. “1f we keep this up we're going to drown.” His Texas drawl wasthick and heavy with
desire.

Cinnamon placed aplayful nip on hisshoulder. “ The National Enquirer would do aheadline story. Our
famewould turn usinto legends. Our obituaries would be sold on Ebay for thousands of dollars.”

"God, | like your sense of humor.” Jack's chuckle vibrated through him. Cinnamon's nipplestightened as
they rubbed againgt his chest.

"I likethat you get it.” Placing atiny nip on his shoulder, she pushed off him.
Sitting on the ledge, they leaned their heads against the warm rocks and relaxed.

"Theslenceis breathtaking. | don't think heaven could be better. If | lived here, I'd be out here every
day.”

"My sentiments exactly.”

After hismother's death Jack closed off his emotions. Except for an elderly great aunt he had no red
family. Terry, Betty Jo, and Hugh were his only trusted friends.

As an undercover agent, the roles he played weren't the type that led to funny talesto be shared over a
beer at theloca bar. Nor were they the type of storiestold to impress dates. That lack of communication
had been asource of irritation and discussions with more than one woman.

Cinnamon, with her ‘I'm not going anywhere' presence, was prying thelid off hisemotions. Not that
there was ever aright time, but with Grover on histail he couldn't afford to be distracted. And Cinn was



definitely adigraction.

Cinnamon, with her sense of humor, quick wit and sharp senses, intrigued him. He liked the fact that she
was good at reading people. He could do without the human lie detector talent, but it was part of her.

She had saved hislife. A hell of alot could be read into that. Sitting next to her, hewas just thankful for
the second chance. And damn to hell every one of those talents that was connected to her gift. No doubt
about it, shewasawaking, talking, smart, sexy as hell witch. A witch who would lose her gift if she
connected with him. And no matter what he should do, he wasn't keeping his distance.

"Doesthe water stay the same temperature year round?” A giant, dightly rusted thermometer securely
wired onto awooden pole lodged against the rock wall read 101 degrees.

"Coming out of the ground, water hasto be sixty-eight degrees or higher to be called a hot spring or
thermal pool. In the winter the water cool's faster asit reaches the surface. This pool iscloser to one
hundred and fivein the summer."

Cinnamon wrinkled her nose. “Too hot."

Taking hold of her hand, Jack measured her smal palm and long dender fingers againg hislarger calused
hand. *“For hands so smdll, they hold alot of power. Tell mewhat you felt when you were working your
way over Betsy'sbely."

"Imagine a piece of grid paper.”
"Okay."

"Now takethat grid and make it three dimensiond asit forms around abody. It doesn't matter if the
body is human or ahorse, it works the same way."

"Do you seethe body insde the grid?’
"No. The body isthe paper, thegrid isbluelines."
"Okay."

Jack was stroking her inner wrist with histhumb. Each stroke of histhumb shot jolts of eectricity up her
arm. The awareness was short-circuiting her brain and playing havoc with her concentration.

"Ahh. Each square on the grid is assigned a pattern. | think of each square as a kaleldoscope because the
patterns are symmetrica and colorful .

Shifting, he didn't drop her hand, but he stopped the stroking motion. Cinn didn't know if she wanted to
cry or say thank you.

"Y ouve memorized every grid?'
With aleg drawn up for support, he sat Sdeways on the bench. His eyes were an interesting shade of
paegray blue.

"Yes, but that isjust one grid. Blue coversthe skin. A yellow grid placesdl the organs; ared grid shows
veinsand arteries. The green grid isfor the skeletal structure. An orange grid shows me the central
nervous system. A few days before you were shot | was shown anew grid. With purplelinesit isthe
smdlest of thegrids. It coversthe cdlular leve.”



"How do you keep it Straight?"

"When | firgt started learning the grids | was overwhelmed. My mom made a joke that stuck; you do it
one sguare a atime. Sometimesit was more like one color a atime or one piece a atime. It didn't take
long before | started seeing the repetition of patterns, the overlay. Now it'slike breathing; | work the
grids without conscious thought.”

"How often do you adtrd travel ?!

"| wastwelve when | started learning how to use my gift. The astral travel started at seventeen. Since
then, I've traveled an average of fivetimesamonth.”

"How bad are the cases?"

"Think of dl the different callsa police officer goesout on. If thereisan injury involved, I'm usudly the
first personto arrive. If youreworried that | remember everything, don't. Within a couple of daysthe
memory fades. | record every tripin alog, but I've never read any of them.”

"Yousadif thereisaninjury involved. Why esewould you astral travel ?*

"It hasn't happened often, but I've arrived at scenes of domestic violence or an auto accident where the
only thing | candoiscamachild until help arrives™

Jack knew how rough that could be, and knew that nothing he could say would change what she had
seen, or the protective passion the experience stirred.

"Have you traveled since you arrived here?!

"l haven't traveled since you were shot.”

"After traveling so often why the abrupt stop?”*

"I don't know. It might have to do with Aunt Pesty's spells or just ashift in the universe.”

Cinnamon's voice dropped to awhisper. “ Jack, we aren't dlone. Behind you, tucked back in the
shadows, | saw an aura—male energy—he'swalking away from us."

Jack forced himsdlf not to move.
"Tdl mewhat you see”
"Nothing. He's out of sight. It was just aglimpse as he dipped through agap in the trees.”

Scanning the thick stand of trees, Jack shook his head. By the time he put on the jJumpsuit and bootsthe
guy would belong gone. “How the hell ... were heading back.”

"Jack, don't shut me out. Do you want to check out where he went?

"Sweetheart, don't go there. We're heading back. After I'm dressed, I'll shield you with the blanket so
you can get out of the wet swimsuit before putting on the snowsuit.”

"Were you aboy scout?'
IIWMI
"That's not an answer.” Jack stood behind her. She was tempted to sneak a peek. The unmistakable



aromaof her father's pipe tobacco was an effective warning to behave.
"Madeit to Eagle scout. Why?*

"Jack, it's called communication. You share, | share. It'swhat people do when they spend time together.
| understand you're pissed. Nothing | can do to change that, so welll talk about something else.”

"I'm not good &t sharing.”

"Try. What did you do for your community project?'

"Cleaned up an abandoned corner lot in the older section of Harlingen, Texas."
When he didn't elaborate, she said, “And?’

She couldn't see Jack shrug his shoulders, but shefdt it in hisvoice. “Loca businesses donated the
money for a basketball hoop, monkey bars, flowerpots, benches and old-fashioned street lamps. A
contracting firm supplied bricksfor asidewalk and sand for the play area.”

"Your turn; I'm dressed.”
Thear wasfrigid. Shedidn't waste time stripping and pulling on the snowsuit.
"Why did you ask if | wasaboy scout?'

Pulling the blanket down, she stood on her toesto look him in the eye. “ Because asmuch as | appreciate
your protectiveness, | am not anaive sixteen-year-old. | know that you've worked undercover and have
alot of history you would rather not talk about. | aso know that whoever was just here pushed your
temper and your protective ingtincts over the edge. | understand the first and appreciate the second. So
you know, outside of us, thereisn't atrace of human aurahere. My dad wasjust here, if we'd beenin
danger he wouldn't have left.”

Before he could comment, she gave him alightning fast kiss. Sitting on the pool's rock rim, she pulled on
her boots.

Well, hot damn. Just when he thought he had everything under control, she tripped hisemotionsin anew
direction.

Folding the blanket and towels, he stuffed them and the wet swimsuitsinto a duffel bag. When she stood,
he set the bag down.

Jack placed hisarms around her waist and lifted. From pelvisto chest, their bodies were a perfect fit.
“So there's no mistaking my thoughts, I'm exactly where | want to be."

Thekissleft no doubt that he meant what he said.

[Back to Table of Contents]
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Chapter 18
Jack stopped short.

Whoever had paid them avigt left acdling call. The snowmobile wastipped on itsside.
A whiff of gasoline caused Cinn to wrinkle her nose.
"Smellslike he emptied the gastank.”

From ajacket pocket, Jack pulled out acell phone. “We had avisitor. The snowmobile'stipped, there's
gasontheground ... HEslong gone ... WEell be here.”

"Terry Robinson arrived. They'll be here shortly.”

"Umm. Giving the snowmobile awide berth, Cinnamon struggled through deep snow to walk around the
tipped over machine. “ Something's off."

Following Cinnamon's footprints, Jack scanned the machine. “ Besides the obvious, what's bothering
you?"

"Don't know. Thekeysaredtill intheignition,” she mused.
"Saw that."

"Auras are like a backdrop; they're there, but | don't pay attention to them unlessthey change. The
machine's aurahas changed. | don't know what, or how, but something about this machine is different.”

"Shit,” Jack said under his breath. In hisbook, different meant trouble. On the flat, the snow was crotch
deep. Taking Cinnamon's hand, he tugged. “Follow me.”

Weaving apath through the inner edge of the treeline, they trudged through knee high snow. Sixty feet
from thetrail, they sat on adowned tree. They had afull view of the clearing, and trees covered their
backs.

When Jack's lips met hers they were warm and seductively tender. Histongue traced her lower lip. Her
soft Sgh granted him further access. Y earning and tenderness surged through her veins asthekiss
gathered momentum.

Within a breath of losing control Jack reined in his emotions. He cupped her face with his hand and lightly
rubbed her lipswith the pad of histhumb.

Hel'sbells, shefdt like the wind had been knocked out of her and the only part of them that had touched
wasthelr lips.

The sound of snowmobiles shattered the last of the bewitched spell Cinnamon cast.
Jack squeezed her hand.

Four snowmobiles stopped in front of them. Cinnamon recognized Terry Robinson. The other two men
looked like father and son. Jack didn't make introductions.

"No sense starting to track from here. Tell me where you spotted him last.” Asthe older man spoke, he
strapped snowshoes across his back and dung arifle over his shoulder.



"Follow the path to the pond..."

The explosion was degfening.

Cinnamon was lying face down in the snow.

Spread eagle, Jack covered her backside.

Lifting her head, Cinnamon wiped snow off her face and spit it out of her mouth.
Over the high-pitched ringing in her ears, she heard someone shout, “ Son of abitch.”

Jack tried to stand. Hisfoot diced through the thin layer of ice capping the snow. Off balance, he landed
on hisside. “Areyou okay?"

"Fne You?'

"Pissed as hell. There'segg on my face, and my prideistattered. Other than that, it doesn't fed like any
thing's out of order.”

"Glad to hear you're going to live,” Cinnamon countered.

Ralling into agitting position, she scanned the area. “Hell's bells and damnation. The snowmobile blew
up. Guess abomb was the something different?”

Jack roared with laughter. Damn, the woman was under his skin. Instead of crying or falling gpart, she
was handling the Situation in stride and with her own brand of humor.

Hugh was cursing a blue streak as he picked hisway over broken tree branches. “Y ou two okay?"
"Yes. Who's hurt?” Offering ahand, Hugh hel ped Cinnamon stand.
"Matt'sfine. Bart'sgot anasty cut. Terry's not talking, but he'sfavoring hisright arm.”

Bart turned out to be the tracker. Lying on his back, Cinnamon saw the piece of metal protruding from
his shoulder. “Hugh, did anyone ever mention that you have away with understatements? We need to cut
open the jacket without jarring the metal.”

"Put me on asnowmohile. I'll makeit to the hospital.”

"Glad to hear that. With al that testosterone running through you veins you're not going to bitch when |
set you onfire. Jack, if you can find the duffel bag we could use the towels and blanket.”

Kneding beside her, Hugh held anasty looking, curved hunting knife.

Cinnamon arched abrow.

"Keep it with my fishing gear in the snowmobiles storage unit. It's greet for filleting fish.”
"l bet. I'm going to check Terry. Let me know when you're done.”

Terry sat on asnowmobile staring at the grave size hole blown in the ground.

"Arm'sgot to hurt like hell. Thewrist is broken, maybe a couple of fingers. The shoulder's not busted but
don't imagine that's much comfort right now."



"How's Bart?'
"Hell live"

Cinnamon placed her hands on Terry's shoulder. “1'd hypnotize you but you don't ook in the mood to
cooperate. And if | knocked you out you'd never forgive me."

"Y ou got thet right.”

"If the heat getstoo hot, scream, or teach me anew curse word, but don't move."
Jack made hisway to her side. “Bart's ready. What's wrong?'

Not taking her eyes off her hands, Cinnamon nodded.

"Didocated,” Terry said between clutched teeth. Pain etched hisface. When his shoulder dipped into
place it sounded like a twenty-two popping off around.

"I'll work on thewrist and fingers when we get back to the house. Don't try lifting anything.”
"Asif,” Terry muttered.

"What do you need usto do?’ Jack asked.

Cinnamon ignored him.

"Hi, Bart. That'saredly impressve tattoo on your arm. | bet the sexy woman's boobs jiggle when you
flex your muscles. Mind if | have acloser look?"

Through golden brown eyes glazed with pain, Bart took her measure and nodded.

Cinnamon placed her hand on Bart's shoulder. Dropping her voice two octaves, she spoke in ameasured
tone.

"Bart, yourelying on aglacier. Theiceisredly, redly cold. Y ou need to be warmed up, you need het;
the more heet the better. Y our tattoo girlfriend wantsto help you. She comesto life and begins an exotic
dance. Bart, close your eyes and tell me when you see your girlfriend dancing?’

Before Bart's eyes were fully closed, he nodded.

"Your girlfriend's hips are dowly swaying. The swaying relaxes you. From the neck down you are totally
relaxed, so relaxed you can't move. But that's okay, because she's so pretty; her boobs arejiggling and
you like feding the warmth spreading through your body. Y our girlfriend dancesfaster. The heat gets
hotter. Y ou embrace the hest. Welcome the hest, Bart."

Bart's breathing became shdlow; hisbody was limp.
"Jack, you're going to work with meto pull the metal out. Hugh, how well do you know Bart?'
"He'smy brother-in-law.”

"Good. I'm going to tell him he needsto listen to your voice. If he gets uncomfortable, add naked beach
bunniesto the mix or anything else you think would keep his atention.”

* * * %

Back at theranch, aroad grader was clearing the snow off the driveway.



After aquick hot shower, Cinnamon was glad to see that the stonewashed jeans and bulky knit red
swesater Salina provided that morning hadn't done a disappearing act. She was snapping the jeans when
she heard Jack walk past her room.

After the explosion, Jack had stayed within touching distance. It was nice to be protected, but she
refused to be shut out. With their mindsin working mode, if the men had timeto talk privately, shed
never pry their thoughts out of them. Grabbing ahair clip, she sprinted to the landing. Walking down the
wide stairway beside Jack, she twisted her damp hair into aloose knot and secured it with the clip.

With hair dill damp from his shower, Terry Robinson sat in arecliner by thefireplace. Hehad anice
pack on hisright shoulder and along neck beer in hisleft hand.

Lifting the ice pack, Cinnamon placed a hand on the shoulder. “Looks good. Swelling's not too bad. By
tomorrow, the bruising will look nasty. How do the wrist and fingersfed ?*

"Likel played too many games of handball. When | think of the dternative, | fed great.”
Hugh placed atray stacked high with cookies and ategpot on the coffee table.

Cinnamon laced the hot herba teawith a generous helping of sugar. With ahandful of chocolate chip
cookiesto help recharge her internal batteries, she settled next to Jack in the double recliner. Shewas
shaky, had adight headache and she was bone tired. She'd experienced worse.

"Did Matt get his dad home without any problems?"

"Seeping like ababy. Matt gave his mom your ingtructions. Maggie would like to talk to you before you
leave. | won't ask all the how's; but answer this, how did you get him hypnotized so quickly?*

"Painisanaturd hypnotizer. With Bart already focused on the pain | used an acupuncture pressure point
and histattoo to narrow histhoughts down further.”

Terry watched Cinnamon grab more cookies. “ That first day in ICU, | watched you. Y ou were still asa
marble statue. When we walked back to the waiting room your body was shaking. Y our sisters pumped
you full of sugar. Y ou're doing that now. The hedling energy you generate depletes your energy.”

"You're partidly right. The universe provides the healing energy. I'm nothing more than the conductor.
My energy focuses on the healing grid. The two work together to create a power surge thet travels
through my handsto theinjury. Y ou're right about my energy being depleted, but | am not the only
source of the heat."

"What happens when you deplete your energy?’ Jack's voice was clipped, his eyes soft with worry.

"I get aheadache and the shakes. Sugar hel ps both symptoms.” She wasn't about to tell Jack that Cole
had run some tests and found that her heart muscles were weak. Rose had worked the odds and found
that the combination of the astral travel and the energy depletion were the cause. Cole had assured her
that aslong as she didn't deplete her energy she wasn't physicaly in danger. But how did you draw aline
on how much was too much when working to save someoneslife?“Who hated the snowmobile enough
tokill it?'

"If the timing hadn't been off, that question wouldn't be funny. Jack said you saw aman'saura. Any
chance you saw something more?’ Hugh asked.

"No. He was moving away from us. With thefoliage, distance, and lighting, it was just chancethat | got a
glimpseof color.”



"Thought you didn't believe in chance,” Jack said.

"l don't. But with the snowmobile tipped over, he wasn't trying to hide the fact that he'd been there, so |
don't think my seeing him was orchestrated. What | don't understand isif | hadn't seen him, we would
have still been in the pool when the bomb exploded. Why do that, why go to the trouble just to grab our
atention?'

Hugh and Terry made busy with their beers.
Jack shifted in his set.

"The explogve wasn't on atimer, it malfunctioned. We think it was set to go off when the snowmoabile
was set upright.”

"Hdl's bells and damnation. | wonder who we need to thank for that bit of luck?
Terry brokethe slence.

"Took your advice and made a stop at Walker's aunt and uncle's ranch on the way here.” Looking at
Cinnamon, hesaid, “ Y our Sgters have interesting abilities.”

"True. But why did Jack send you there?’ Thelook she shot Jack clearly said she wasn't happy he hadn't
told her.

"We went through every land deed within a hundred miles without finding anything. Jack suggested asking
Rose to use her odds making abilitiesto narrow down the search.”

"Didit work?"
"Better than hoped.”
Terry didn't continue.

Cinnamon did adow burn. “I'm not leaving.” If she hadn't been watching Jack, she wouldn't have seen
hisdight nod.

"Nine years ago, Grover bought twenty acres of land. He paid cash and put adead man'sidentity on the
title. Bear Ridgeis part of the property.”

Cinnamon arched her brow. “ The ridge where the man was watching us. Call me dense, but if Grover
owns the property, why hire someone to keep an eye on us?'

"Most likely he was and he probably laughed his ass off when wefdll for the red herring,” Hugh said and
huffed.

"Why would he go to al that trouble, |et alone the expense, to keep an eye on the ranch?"
"Until his staged death, | was hisboss.”

Crossing her arms, she tapped her finger as she studied the three silent men. “ Y ou didn't retire or at least
not totaly. Y ou're the counterfeit expert.”

Hugh didn't confirm or deny the comment.

"What are the chances Grover had someone working on the counterfeit plates nine years ago?”



"Not impossble”
"Who's checking out the property?’ Jack asked.

Before Hugh could answer, his cell phonerang. “Humph ... Yeah ... You do that.” Disconnecting, he
dtared at thefire.

"That was Matt. He followed the guy'strail to an old logging road. From there, he followed snowmobile
tracks to the highway. He found the machine parked under some trees. There were dso plenty of tire
tracks. Theroad is about half amile up from Grover'sdriveway. There are no tire tracks on the road
leading into his place, so most likely he's been parking there and walking to hisplace.”

"There's no fence line. What would happen if you just happened to wander over the property line?’
Cinnamon asked.

"No need. I've waked every inch of that property, severd times. There's nothing there."

Facing the crime board, Cinnamon chuckled. “I think my Dad's giving usahint. Thewords‘mole’ and
‘literally’ just flashed on and off like aneon light. Isthere areason the words are underlined?”

Jack dug hisfingersinto his eyes and pinched the bridge of hisnose. Green-eyes called Grover asnake
who dithers underground when he doesn't want to be seen. How could he have forgotten?

"How hard would it beto dig aholein the hillsde without anyone being the wiser?!

Hugh stroked his mustache. “ There's only three pieces of property in thevaley. First you have Bart and
Maggi€e's place, then mine. Grover's property starts at the tail end of the valley where the ground startsto
rise. The other sde of his place butts up against national forest land. Until five years ago, | was till doing
afair share of traveling. Without reason, Bart wouldn't have nosed around up there.

"Loca help would spread rumors of anutcase digging abat cave. But illegal immigrants would have
worked cheap.” Hugh didn't add, ‘ and they would be disposabl€e, but he knew Jack and Terry were
thinking the samething.

"Sding,” Cinnamon cdled.

Thedogslifted their heads, but didn't move when red and blue lights started flashing off the living room
walls. Sdina's blonde hair was styled in a smooth shoulder length pageboy. Black dacks brushed the top
of black pointed toe, stiletto hedls. A crisp white blouse, unbuttoned to indecent, gave a healthy view of
cleavage.

"Police Woman, Sergeant Pepper Anderson. | hadn't noticed before, but you look alot like Angie
Dickinson,” Hugh said.

Sdinapreened. She gave Terry one of her coy smiles. “1've heard good things about you from your
daughter.”

Terry closed his gaping mouth. Then opened it again to swallow aswig of beer. “Y ou know Hanna?"

"When you headed to Idaho, Warren talked to Hanna. With a chance that you would be able to see me,
Warren wanted to make certain my appearance wouldn't cause undue problems.”

Cinnamon shot Terry asmile. “Welcometo my world. I'll explain Warren later. Why couldn't you appear
and introduce yoursdlf to Terry when he was taking to Hanna?*



"Rules. Thingswere shaking and rattling, but you hadn't figured anything out. Now you have."
"Morelike Dad used hislight trick to bring my attention to the words on the blackboard.”

"I saw. Warren had his back turned and Herb was getting impatient. Because you called | get to help.
Smpleasthat.” Hugh got the full impact of Sdinasflirtatious smile. “Are you going to swvear mein? A
badge and one of those snub nose revolvers would be so coal.”

"Saling, get real. Y ou with agun would be more volatile than astick of dynamite. Oh God, areyou
respongble for the snowmobile blowing up early.”

"Funny thing about that. Right before the machine blew, Warren disappeared. When he returned, he
wore asdlf satisfied smile and brushed off our questions. Now tell me about my assgnment.”

"Can you weavein and out of the ground?"
"Good grief, why would | want to do that?"

Jack gave Cinnamon's hand a squeeze. “ Smart thinking.” He gave Sdinaatug of asmile. “We can get
you the badge, the gun is an absolute no. Have you been listening to what Terry told us?’

"No, | was giving Hanna some advice on clothing and makeup. Why?*

"We believe Grover has built an underground bunker on the property adjacent to here. If it'sthere, we
need to find it as soon as possible.”

"Damn, thisisone of thosetimes | wish | knew everything and could just answer your questions. | redly
don' liketheideaof crawling in holes. What we need is an expert on popping in and out of graves. I'll be
right back."

"Shevanished,” Terry said to no onein particular.

Hugh went to the bar and pulled three long necks out of the smdll refrigerator. “ Cinn, would you like a
beer, wine or awine cooler?'

"A tropica fruit cooler sounds good. Terry, are you staying here tonight?"

"l was. Now I'm not sure. Are any other ghosts going to appear? And why would she be talking to
Hanna about clothing and makeup?”

"I'm going to check the lasagnaand put the garlic bread in the oven. Someone else can answer those
loaded questions.”

When Cinnamon regjoined the men she wondered what had been said to have their auras zapped with
tenson.

Before she could st, Sdlina gppeared without the usud fanfare.

Miss Jayne appeared beside Sdlina; she wore aforest green ankle length riding skirt and a day jacket
with asmall pleated bustle. She held amatching felt cowboy hat in her hand. Her ankle high button shoes
had sensiblelow hedls.

"Sorry that took so long. | had to persuade Jayne to change clothes. She'sreally got ahang up about her
butt and bustle cages.”



Miss Jayne huffed. “1 am alady.”
"Stuff the dramatics, no one'simpressed. Cinn, what did you have in mind?"

"A vison of Casper thefriendly ghost weaving in and out of things had me thinking you could put new
meaning into the phrase ‘ ground search’. | have afeding that while | put the garlic bread in the oven and
st the table, the men got a better handle on anidea.”

"l saw you in action when you visited the mall with Cinn. How long can you hold onto an object?” Jack
asked.

"I'm better at knocking thingsover.” Salinagave Cinnamon awink. “I can hold things for short periods of
time Why?'

"While you are searching the property weld like to be in contact with you. Could you hold atwo way
radio for an extended period of time?"

Sdinagave athroaty, sexy laugh. “Sweetie, | can do better than that.”

[Back to Table of Contents]
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Chapter 19
Ten minutes later, SAinds voicefilled the kitchen.

"Jayne, what the hdll are you doing?"
"I'm not going to do thistwice. I'm marking the corner. Well work asection at atime.”
"Asana asyou are about clothing, | should have figured you for ageek! Okay, what next?'

"Concentrate on your hearing. It only takes sscumbling into the wrong grave once to learn that the ground
gives off different vibrations. If there's a hole beneath us, the sound will be hollow. Counting the seconds
until the sound changes gives you the depth of the hole.”

"Damn, she'stalking sonar,” Jack muttered.

"I'm talking about not lying on someone else's bones, Sir."

"Remind meto tell Betty Jo | want to be cremated,” Terry murmured.

Catching Jack's eye, Cinnamon saw his amusement. Hell's bells, why couldn't Jack be her soul mate?

"Thanks for the image, Miss Jayne. Y ou mentioned seeing auras; do you see any around you?’
Cinnamon asked.

"Nothing human.”

"What doesthat mean?’ Terry demanded.

"Nothing sinister. Jayne was talking about animals, mainly rodents.” They could hear Salina's shudder.
"What section of the property are you on?’ Hugh asked.

"We gtarted with the section by Bear Ridge. With adirect view onto your property, it made sense, but
thereisnothing here.”

"Yes, thereis.” Sdinas excited voice bounced off thewadls. “L ook out the kitchen window."
"We see ared light on theridge. What did you find?'

"Moonlight just happened to travel through the cloud cover and hit the metal on acamera. Warren'sthe
only onewith that kind of power, so thank him."

"How many cameras?’ Jack asked.
"One. Want meto look for more?"

"No. He might have an entry up that way, but closer to the road would be asurer bet. Go down to the
road and work your way up,” Hugh suggested.

"Therésacameradown here” Sdinasaid afew minuteslater. “Now that | know what I'm looking for, it
wasn't hard to spot. From the angle of the camera, it coversthe entrance to the highway. Jayne, let's go
left.”

Why?



"The ground rises quicker. If | were going to dig into ahillsde I'd do it where the ground rose quickly.
Theland to theright follows the creek and isamore gradua incline.”

"You aredso ageek.”

"Say that again, and I'll make your ass s0 big you won't need a bustle cage.”

"Anided threat. Warren would take away your powers."

Sdinamuttered something they couldn't understand, but they clearly heard Miss Jayne giggle.

"Weve covered the property from the road to the end of the property line and back. Thereisn't anything
interesting. We're about athird of the way up the hill now."

"Interesting. What isthat?’ Miss Jayne said.
"What iswhat? | don't see adamn thing."
"It'snot what | see; it'swhat | don't see. The aurafor that rock iswrong."

Sdinatapped the rock Miss Jayne had pointed out. “Hot damn. We found a plastic boulder. The snow
hasn't been disturbed. Do you want usto go through or look for another opening?”

"If he hasn't used that entry let's see if we can find the one he's using. Go back to the road and follow the
creek. It'snot ahot thermal, but it's warm enough to keep snow off therocks,” Hugh said.

"Cando,” Sdinasad.

Ten nall biting minutes later, Miss Jayne said, “ Oh my, thisoneis clever. The plastic boulder has water
cascading over it. Except for the aura, it looks likeit's been here forever."

"How far from the road are you?’ Jack asked.

"Y ou've got to be kidding. | wouldn't know a quarter mile from acity block. Besides, we're gliding, not
waking.

"At eyeleve there's ahorseshoe nailed to atree on the other side of the creek. A camera's mounted
about arm's length above the horseshoe. Not red noticeable, but if you'relooking, it's easy to spot.
Weregoingin.

"Jayne has better night vision then me, so I'veilluminated the tunndl and frankly I'm impressed. The
tunnd's supported with railroad ties and four by fours. | can touch the ceiling, so figure six-foot high.
Sensor lights are strung along the floor. Luckily they can't detect us.”

"Look. That'sgot to be thefirst tunnel we found and | see alight up ahead,” Miss Jayne exclaimed.

"Ohmigod. Y ou should see this place. Thisisn't abunker; it's Caption Nemo's digs underground. It's one
huge room, but it's cleverly laid out. Real Persan carpets cover awood plank floor. The kitchen looks
likeit came out of afancy motor home. There'sawell stocked bar, acomfortable sitting areaand afull
bookcase covers most of one wall. He used folding screens to completely section off the bedroom.”

Sitting in the ranch's kitchen, they could hear drawers being opened and closed.

"The guy has some sick interests and a store full of toys stashed in drawers. And pictures.” Salina'svoice
faded.



The men exchanged glances. “ Sdlina, I'm sorry you saw those, but try to push the pictures out of your
mind. What about an office?” Hugh's voice was laced with fatherly concern.

They could fed Sdlina pulling herself together with aheavy sgh. “Not yet. What do you think, Jayne,
behind the bookcase or behind the tapestry?”

"Thetapestry ishung over asolid wall."

"Bingo, third bookcase from the left. Were in the office. There are ten cameras recording different
scenes. He's not chegp with equipment. The setup looks similar to the security at the casino.

"Holy shit. | can seeingde your barn. Smile and wave."
IIWMI
"Because | can seedl of you gtting at the kitchen table.”

Four sets of eyeslooked at the picture window opposite the dining room table. With no curtains and the
lights on, any one gitting at the table would be clearly visble from outside.

"Another cameraisdirected at your driveway. Theresaso athird tunnel, and | mean tunnd. It'snothing
more than a crawl space leading into the office. It exitsin the woods, which doesn't tdll us anything snce
most of the twenty acresis covered in trees.”

"How many computers?’ Hugh asked.

"Two. Oneison aredly nice cherry wood desk. The other computer is on the table with the camera
monitors. Both of them are turned off.

"There arethree metal plates hanging on the wall. Next to the plates, are framed copies of twenty, fifty
and hundred dollar bills.

"Theré's some other pictures on the wall and newspaper clippings about a death and memoria service. If
this obit pictureiswhat Grover looked like before his death, he had adamn good plastic surgeon.

"Crap. Grover just entered the same tunnel we came down. What do you want usto do?"
"Will he be ableto hear ustaking?'
“No."

Jack couldn't believe they were getting this lucky. Containing his excitement, he said, “ Then, stay put. If
we're lucky héll turn on the computers. If he does, try to watch him type in the password.”

"Jayne, sop touching things. He might notice.”

"Pooh, men don't notice that kind of detail. Besdesthisisinteresting. I'm reading aletter from a bank.
Where are the Grand Cayman Idands?’

"It'sin the Western Caribbean. |s there anything on the paper that says ‘ account number'?” Jack asked.
"No, gr. Besides, anumber wouldn't be any help; thisletter isaphony.”
"Why do you say that?’ Jack asked.

"Because it says here that they received amoney transfer of ahundred and fifty-three million dollars.



Nobody hasthat much money."

Cinnamon watched Hugh, Terry, and Jack exchange glances. To anyone el se they |ooked like none of
thiswas phasing them, but she knew differently. Their auras were doing victory dances.

"The bookcase is opening. Jayne, siop moving things,” Salina hissed.

"Grover booted the computer. Now he's checking each of the cameras. Jayne, stop touching things! He's
going to notice.”

They heard Miss Jayne muitter, “Is not. He sure has pretty things."
"He's going back into the other room.

"Now I'm jedous. HEs making adry martini.

"Okay. Down to business, he's back at the computer.

"l loveit. HE'saone-finger hen pecker. Here goes, a,1,1,3,3,1,d,4,i,9,n,5. He'sin MSN; account name is
Keith Johnson. He's opening an email from someone using the same name and the number 666 after the
name,

"Warning, Robinson headed your way. Tried to hitch on for theride, but it got vetoed. Betty Jo has
vanished, ditto for the son."

Terry'sback stiffened.

"My, my, that didn't make him real happy. He's going into another secure area. The password is
‘magterlion’. He's pulling up afile on Betty Jo Robinson.”

"Sding, look at this” Miss Jayne said.

"l don't have time. Stop moving things. | tell you, he'sgoing to notice.”

"Isnot. Hisback isto me. He can't see adarn thing. Besides, what can he think; he'sthe only one here?”
"Wait aminute, he can't do that. He's keyed Betty Jo's name into amaster list of airline passengers.”
Like an ocean wave, the kitchen floor rolled.

Tackling Cinnamon, Jack pulled her under the table and used his body to shield hers.

Terry and Hugh followed.

Cabinet doorsflew open.

Dishesrattled.

From the foundation up, an explosion rattled the log house.

Dishes shattered againgt the hardwood floor.

The dogs barked.

When the repercussion faded, Terry was eyeball to eyeball with Petunia. “Holy shit.”



"Ignore her. Petuniawon't spray unless she'sthreatened.”

"| think the blast qudifies.” Slowly backing up, Terry headed for the back door. As he hit every outdoor
light switch, the backyard took on an eerie qudlity.

"Holy shit.” Theair wasthick with dirt, dust, small tree branches and pine needles. Elk were bugling and
skittish. From the barn, they could hear horses kicking the sides of their stals. “Asfar as| can see,
everything hereisintact and thereare no fires."

Picking up aphone, Hugh punched anumber. “Hi, Maggie, you guys okay ... Good. Tell Bart we'refine.
If you haveto, hogtie him to the bed, but keep him out of sight. The newshoundswill be three steps
behind the cops. Matt knows how to handle the press. Have him stick around and tell him to play dumb.
Do you need plywood for the broken window ... Good dedl.”

Terry was keeping one eye on Petunia, talking to the police and rubbing hisinjured shoulder when Hugh
hung up.

"I'm going to go check the horses.” Hugh, with the dogs at his hedl's, headed to the barn.
Jack looked ready to murder someone. “ Are you okay?"
"Shaky but fine.” When his eyes narrowed, Cinnamon gave him ashaky amile. “Redly, I'mfine"

Gathering her into hisarms, Jack inhaed the scent of her hair, her perfume, her. Hefdt Cinnamon's
adrenaline-fed heart beat out of control. And he felt her tremor of desire; it matched hisown.

Jack placed akiss on her hair, then on her forehead. Cinn placed her hand on his check...
Sdindsyeling stopped them cold.

"Didnt | tell you to stop touching things? Didn't 1? But no, you had to keep snooping. So help me, |
could strangle you. | ruined my manicure clawing through rocks. My ears are ringing louder then church
bdls”

"Tuff titty. Stop acting like ababy and stop ydling at me. Y ou're aghost; you didn't have to claw through
anything."

“I'll kill you with my bare hands."
"Becareful. Y ou might bresk another fingernall.”

"You are 0 dead. I'll have your sorry ass sent to the al girl school for rehabilitation. Or better yet I'll
have Warren send you to the nunnery.”

"All I did wastry to open thet little bitty drawer,” Miss Jayne whined.

"It wasn't adamn drawer. It was a CD compartment, in a computer hard drive. Don't you know
anything?'

"I know the stupid thing blew up. In case you've forgotten, it blew up in my face, not yours. Y our ears
can't beringing any worse than mine, so stop ydling.”

Sdinaand Miss Jayne materidized in the center of Hugh's kitchen. Fueled by their anger, atornado shot
out red-hot sparks asit danced around them.



"We come back, ladies.” Jack didn't allow Cinnamon to draw back.

Miss Jayne beamed. “ Oh, so sorry. Bad timing on our part; do you want usto leave?’ Like water
gurgling down adrain, the tornado disappeared.

Hugh walked in the back door. Headed for the safety of the bathroom, Petunia scurried between hislegs.
Theblack labs nails clicked on the hardwood floor as they made a mad dash towards the living room.
"Who the hell areyou?’ Terry bellowed from the living room.

Sdinachuckled.

Miss Jayne snickered.

"Who do you think arrived?’ Jack asked.

"My folks. | can smdl Dad's pipe. | bet Grand centrd station offers more privacy,” Cinnamon murmured
just loud enough for Jack to hear.

Jack gave her aghost of asmile and asqueeze before dropping hisarms.
"Hi Mom, Dad, Gus. Have you introduced yoursdlf to Terry?'

"They did.” Terry was at the bar. “ Before this place gets overrun with cops and feds does anyone
besides mewant adrink?'

"Martini, dry,” Sdinapurred. Protectively, her husband, Gus Owens, stood beside her.
"She'skidding, right?"

Cinnamon joined Terry behind the bar. “ She's serious. At Thanksgiving, | learned that given an incentive,
asoul can eat and drink, sort of.” Cinnamon mixed the martini. After pouring the mixture into two
glasses, she placed the crystd glasses on the bar top.

"Thanks, Swestie. | earned this.” Looking towardsthe ceiling, Sdinahesitated. When nothing happened
she dipped afinger into the martini, then in typical Sdinafashion made sucking her finger look
provocatively suggestive. “ Perfect.”

Not to be outdone, Miss Jayne copied Salinds actions. As she dowly licked her lips she gave Gusa
wink.

"Back off,” Sdinagrowled.

Jack took a hedlthy sip of scotch. He watched Miss Jayne and Salinas shenanigans as he vacillated
between fury and amusement. “Without pointing fingers or yelling, what happened?'

" finished reading the papers Grover placed on the table. There was abox on the floor. It looked just
like the one that was under the pretty desk. There was adim drawer with aflap that opened when |
pushed it. | pushed the button next to the flap to seeif anything would pop out. | thought it might hold
more papers. But dl it did was start aclock.” Miss Jayne shrugged her shoulders. “The clock must have
been broken because only the second hand moved and it made aterribly loud noise. Grover's head
whipped around. When his eyes reached the clock they were frantic. He started to stand and reach for
something, but he only took one step before the place blew up.”



"That's an understatement. The top of the bunker lifted agood two feet. Didn't last long, but it felt like the
ceiling was suspended for an eternity. Caitlin, what was going through Grover's head?!

"A clever variety of profanity. Hislast thought was, ‘how the hdl?”

"Too bad | can't be the one to clue him in. Once the ceiling crashed we got the hell out. | marked our exit
spot with across. Don't ask how far underground we were. | don't have a clue and you couldn't come up
with enough reasons to sweet talk me into going back with atape measure.

"Topsde looks worse than the aftermath of atornado.” Salina seductively sucked afew more drops of
martini off her finger.

"I went back down to check the tunnels. All three collapsed. The two entrances we located are blown
open. Before returning here, we checked for fires; there weren't any,” Miss Jayne added.

"I wouldn't mind having five minutes done with him.” Absently rubbing the oot on histhigh wherethe
bullet had entered, Jack's eyes unfocused.

"Jack, revenge doesn't ease pain,” Caitlin said kindly.

At the fireplace, Herb and Caitlin sat on the hearth. Cinnamon was sandwiched between them. Cinnamon
was ayounger verson of her mother. Herb, with his pipein hand and his bare feet crossed at the ankles,
looked relaxed. But looks were deceiving.

"Never thought it did. The information Salina gave uswas priceless. But dead men can't talk. He took
information to his grave that we needed.”

Miss Jaynefidgeted. Sticking thetip of her index finger in the martini, she managed to drink afew more
drops.

With a sigh, she stepped up to Jack. “It's been along time since someone was kind to me. Y ou and
Hugh arered gentlemen. | gppreciate that."

Miss Jayne ducked her head.
Jack waited.

"My mommataught me better, but thisisred pretty and | haven't had adiary in along time. Only thefirst
few pages have writing on them. | was going to cut them out but maybe they will help you."

Pulling the red leather diary and severa pieces of mail tucked inside the front cover out of her coat
pocket, Miss Jayne handed them to Jack.

Jack wanted to know how she could concedl solid objects, but he didn't ask.

Pacing the mail on the coffee table, he concentrated on thefirst page of the diary. Thewriting was
nothing but dates and initids, but the longer he looked at the page, the wider Jack's grin spread.

"Miss Jayne, | could kissyou. When | get to town I'll buy you adozen red diaries and pensto match.”
Bosom high, Miss Jayne fluttered her fan. When she caught Salinas eye, she stuck out her tongue.

"Y ou have company arriving. Well be back tomorrow.” Caitlin gave Cinn ahug. Placing ahand on
Jack's shoulder, he felt comforting warmth spread through him. * Shielding Cinn with your body didn't go
unnoticed; it saysalot about your character. Y our mother sends her love. It'stoo bad you don't



remember your dad; you'realot likehim."

Herb gave Cinnamon a hug and placed alemon drop in her hand. Unable to shake hands, he placed a
light squeeze on each man's shoulder before disappearing.

Gus repeated Herb's gesture. When he got to Cinnamon he put an arm around her shoulder. “How's my
girl doing asafary godmother?'

"She's a the head of the class.”
"I'm real proud of her. She did really good today."
"Yes, shedid. Why don't you go visit Waker? He needs to know."

Bonetired, Cinnamon was adegp before her head hit the pillow.
The television was on, the sound muted.

She regretted the promise she had made to Eros. It bound her to the room, a room she was utterly
sick of, but she wouldn't go back on her word.

When the door opened she barely glanced at Eros.
"Areyou mad at me?"

"No, not mad. Disappointed.”

"What have | done?’

"You don' trust me. Y ou leave me here for two days. | don't know if you are safe or when you will
return.”

"That ismy life. It isnot predictable or by the clock. Have | not told you that?*

"Yes, I'll giveyou that. How can you be my soul mate and not find it in your heart to trust me with who
you are, and what you do?'

"Itisman'swork."
"Dont give methat. Thereislittlein thisworld awoman cannot do."

"Perhaps. But it doesn't mean | want you doing what | do or tainted by the ugliness of the scum | dedl
with. Nor would | want you putting yoursdlf &t risk because of me."

"Areyou saying that | have no say, no thoughts or vote in the matter?”
"Yes, that iswhat | believe.”

"So, am | nothing more than a decoration? Someone to dust off, drape on your arm, play with for an
hour or two, then put on ashdf until the next time you think it is safe to take me out?"

"Y ou are putting wordsin my mouth. That isunfar.”

"All right, in your words, explain your actions.”



He paused. His eyes darkened, but they didn't reved histhoughts.

She could tell he hadn't expected the question. He was out of his depth and uncomfortable with the
sharing part of areationship.

"I've done things, things that don't need repesting.”

"Then don't repest them. | don't need to know."

"They tant me."

"Bull! Except by their own thoughts, their own fears, their own prejudices, no oneistainted.”
"l have enemies, enemiesthat don't play fair, or by therules. | refuseto put you in danger.”

"lan't that my choice? If you won't put mein danger, if you don't want to share your life, why areyou
here?'

"Because| can't stay away."

The admission was reluctant; he hadn't wanted to hear the words much less say them aoud.
Mad as shewas, shedidn't resst when he pulled her into hisarms.

"How long are you staying?"

"Long enough to kissyou hello. Then we must leave.”

"Why?

"The enemy knows you are here. It istoo dangerous for you to stay."

The kiss was demanding. Their tongues tasted, sucked and probed. Eros dipped his hands under her
swester, caressed her back and did hisfingers under the waistband of her dacks.

Sitting inachair, Eros settled her on hislap.

Ashe pulled her sweater over her head he murmured, “ Thisisinsane.” But he didn't sop. Hiswarm lips
and tongue suckled abreast. His hands gently massaged and his thumb and finger squeezed and
tormented. When she begged him to take her to bed, she didn't recognize her voice.

Not until Cinnamon tugged at the sngp on hisjeansdid his sanity return. Gently he pulled her braback in
place and clasped the closer. Pulling the sweater over her head, he smoothed it down and brushed her
hair away from her face.

Satisfied that she was properly dressed, he kissed her forehead.
Shecould fed histremble,
"I'm sorry, redly sorry. We have to leave. We shouldn't have stayed thislong.”

Eros checked the hal before alowing her to step out of the room. At the stairwell, he repeated the
process.

They were at the service door of the hotel, ready to step outside, when someone called out, “ Eros,
itistime..."



Cinnamon woke with astart.

Her heart was pounding.

Thedream.

Thetenderness.

The panic.

Cinnamon didn't know what to think. Sexualy, Eros wanted her. The same could be said in reverse.
Cinnamon trusted him.

Erosdidn't trust her.

That hurt.

* k% k %

With his thoughts focused on meeting Green-eyes, Jack didn't notice the rock hardness of the
rowboat's seat. Before the bottom of the rowboat bumped the pear| black sand, his feet were
splashing through the surf. With an unwavering tread, he reached the glen in record time.

Green-eyes appeared immediately.

"You areimpatient.”

"I want to thank you for your help. Grover isdead.”

"Y ou are frowning. Does his desth not make you happy?'
"Yes. No. Hell no. | wanted to best the shit out of him first.”

"Paybacks. A nice sentiment, but you wouldn't have put your badge on the linefor the likes of him. What
annoysyou isthat awisp of aghost did what you couldn't legaly do."

Jack's chuckle held no humor. “ Annoyed is putting it mildly. Did you know the outcome before it
happened?’

"Why do you ask?'

"Over the years, you've given me information that helped crack cases wide open. Until ghostsand Cinn
complicated the mix, the outcomes have been cut and dried.”

"I have no control over your ghosts, or Cinn, for that matter. And know this: at times, the unexpected is
the most direct path to a positive result. Grover's degth is past, work with what is now."

"Y ou called me here for areason; are you going to tell me why?"

"It will come as no surprise that Grover's death will stir up a tornado of problems. Not all will
come from those you know to be involved. Watch your back. | regret not having names, but I've
told you what | know."

[Back to Table of Contents]
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Chapter 20

Cinnamon stood in front of the kitchen window sipping acup of teawhen Jack dipped hisarm around
her shoulder. “Thank you."

"For what?'
"Last night. Not going al femaewhen the hill exploded.”
"Have alot of women gonedl femae around you?"

Jack winced. “I didn't do agood job of wording that. But yes, I've seen afair share of women fall apart
over less”

"| think I've mentioned I'm not most women. What I've seen during astral travel was never nice. Can't say
that | never cried afew tears after the fact, but faling apart during the crisis was never an option.”

Looking out the window, she said, “Are you antsy to get into the thick of the hunt?"
"Not much to hunt. | have no problem letting others sniff around.”

"Y ou believe there were three sets of plates for each denomination and possibly something e se that made
it easy to change the serid numbers”

"Right."

"Sidney and Trenton won't be bringing anything to the table. But | don't think you were expecting them to
have the plates. What's going to happen tomorrow?"

Jack hesitated. Trust. The word echoed through his mind. * For answers, I'm supposed to be buying into
the organization.”

"I hadn't thought of that scenario. Y ou're giving them connections and information. Ther giving you what?
The name of the king pin? How the organization works?” Jack's aura gave her the answer.

" figured out something ese. Last night, when the local agentswere here, the red diary wasn't mentioned.
Y ou think someonein the group was talking to Grover?'

"The password Sdinagave us belongsto an active agent.”

"The agent that attempted to track down Betty Jo and tried talking Terry into allowing him to come
here?'

"That'sthe one. My gut'stelling me theré's someone e seinvolved.”

Reaching up, she pulled Jack's face towards hers. The kiss tasted like maple syrup and coffee. She
would have lingered but she heard Hugh's boots connect with the wood deck.

"Thank you."
"For what."
"Trugting me with thetruth.

"Last night there wasn't asingle agent here that was not telling the truth.”



"Everybody lies,” Jack countered.

"True. But there are layersto alie. Yearsago, | color-coded them. A politewhitelieisalight gray
smudge over the gut.

"A medium gray spot upsthelieto afib that's morefiction than fact. Not necessarily said to cause harm,
thelie coversones ass. Boadtful liesdso fal within thiscolor.”

"Dark gray isanasty lie. One said to hurt. The lie could be based on truth, but not necessarily.

"All black spots are blatant lies. The only thing that changesthe color isevil intent. When that is present
the gut shineslike patent leather."

Nodding towards Hugh, who was pouring himsalf amug of coffee, Cinnamon said, “Y ou two and Terry
have a constant smudge, but not at the gut; it'slower, about navel leve. It'swhat | dubbed the cop
syndrome. Y ou have an innate awareness to guard what you know and pick lies and haf-truths that will
fit the circumstances. Everyone herelast night fit that profile.”

"You cantell if acop's corrupt?” Hugh sounded dubious.
"Let'sput it thisway, | cantell if the person has something besides the norma job requirementsto hide.”

"Damn, | wish I'd known about your talent ten years ago. | need to think about what you just said. I'm
heading up the hill. Arethe two of you coming dong?'

Huddled closeto their food source, the ek didn't act like they werein ahurry to leave. Cinnamon
couldn't blame them. The property was dusted with dirt, bits of pine needles, and small rocks. The air
held a musty damp odor.

Sitting on the snowmobile seat behind Hugh, the two black [abs hitched aride.

Tucked up againgt Jack's backside, Cinnamon enjoyed the feel of him against her. Unlike thefirst ride,
her arms circled hiswaist. As Jack maneuvered the machine across dirt crusted snow, their bodies
moved together. It was an intimate dance that both noticed.

On Bear Ridge, few trees till stood upright. One was the tree where Salina had discovered the camera
Removing it from thetree, Jack dipped it insde a pocket.

A few minutes later Hugh and Jack parked the snowmobiles close to the road where Jack had seen the
hidden truck.

At first glance, the devastation looked haphazard. Trees were sngpped in haf. Uprooted firs, with their
root systems intact, lay on top of broken tree trunks and branches. On closer inspection, it was easy to
see how the explosion had worked itsway up then outward. The result was awidening circle of
devadtation that spread open like aflower in full bloom.

"The property line runsfrom the highway to just past Bear Ridge. We're about at the hafway mark. With
the trees down, you can see where the hill starts doping towards the road. From what Sdinasaid last
night, I'm thinking the bunker was on the far sde of the property. If we're lucky, directly acrossfrom us,”
Hugh said.

"Thisisfun,” Cinnamon muttered. Jack gripped her hand as she jumped from one log to another. “Do
you think Salinawould clear apath if we said pretty please?"



" She's having too much fun watching us struggle.”
About twenty feet to the left of them, Sdinaand Miss Jayne were talking to Hugh.

"I'm the only one struggling. Y our long legs aren't having any trouble jumping from log to log. Thereésthe
cross Sdinamade. The bunker wasn't asfar over as Hugh thought.” 1f Cinnamon hadn't had a death grip
on Jack's hand as she legped to the next log, she would have lost her balance and tumbled backwards.

"Doesn't look that way."

When they reached Hugh, they stood on a patch of sunken ground covered in small broken tree limbs.
Jack didn't let go of Cinnamon's hand.

"Jayne went back down,” Sdinasaid inlieu of ahdlo.
"Soundslikeafun excurson,” Cinnamon said.

"Not so bad. Old graves smell worse.”

"Thanksfor sharing. What were you hoping to find?"

"A dead body."

"Now | wish | hadn't asked. Do | dare ask why?’ Cinnamon asked.

"During the gold rush, it wasn't uncommon for mine shaftsto collapse. The way support wallsfal there
were aways air pockets and holes. I've seen more than one ghost rise out of the debris days to weeks
later. Maybe because this was an explosion, the support walls didn't hold up aswell. The cubbyholes are
smdler, but they are there. Saw Grover's head; heisn't as pretty as he was yesterday.

"Now | want to strangle you.” Cinnamon's muttering had Sdlina chuckling.
"Mainthing is, Grover didn't stick around to causetrouble.”
"Now that Jayne's shared her good news, what are you hoping to find out here?’ Salinasaid.

"Not adead body. I'm not sure | expected to find anything, but it never hurtsto look. Isthere any way
you can figure out how deegp down you went, Miss Jayne?’ Hugh asked.

"Not much deeper than my grave.”

"Jeez, couldn't you think of another reference for six feet? Will they dig the steup?” As Cinnamon
scanned the landscape, she couldn't stop the shudder that crawled down her spine. Like alow lying fog,
death sat heavy on the ground as root systems sent out harsh jagged auras.

"Not our decison. With Miss Jayne'stestimony I'm inclined to let Grover rot in hisbat cave,” Jack said.

Since arriving, the black labs had been sniffing and poking their nosesinto crevices. Like kidsthat had
found atreasure, they started barking and excitedly scratching the ground.

"Good boys. Let's see what you found,” Hugh praised, then handed out doggy biscuits. Breaking
branches off atreelimb, Jack checked out the ground.

"I'll be damned. Give them an extra biscuit.” Brushing back twigs and debris, Jack carefully picked up a
torn bag. Placing the bag of white powder on alog, hetugged at a piece of meta sticking out of theloose



ground.

"It'sone of the picturesthat was hanging on thewall. How the devil did it land up here?” Miss Jayne
asked.

"The explosion propelled it upward a aforce greater than what fell down onit.” Jack wasrunning his
hand over the hundred dollar counterfeit plate as he spoke. “Asfar as| can seethereisn't even anick on
themetd.”

"Looks like excavating this place went from option to redlity.” Picking up the bag of powder, Hugh
stopped short of placing it in his pocket. Opening his hand, Hugh pulled small meta pieces out of thetorn
bag. “I'll be damned. They look like typewriter keys. Do you think these could be the piecesthat change
the serid numbers?’

"They'retheright Size. Sdlina, if | didn't say S0 before, thanks for marking where you exited. We are
indebted to both of you,” Jack said.

"Give me Trenton, and the debt ispaid,” Miss Jayne said.

"Tomorrow. | promise,” Jack answered. “1 don't fancy digging through this messwith my hands; let's
head back to the house and start making calls."

Hugh and Terry drove to Boise with the counterfeit plate, the bag of cocaine and thered diary.
Shortly after they |eft, Jack's cell phone rang.

"What's happening? What did Evan do to get arrested? Stupid ass. He got what he deserved ... His sorry
assbeinginjail doesn't change my plans... Y eah, heard about it on the news. Bastard blows himsdlf up,
that's his problem ... Never met him ... What can | say, he might have known me, but the name Grover
doesn't mean adamn thing to me.... Iseverything still set for tomorrow? Good. I'll be there.”

Jack dipped the phone back in his shirt pocket and headed for the back door. “I'll be in the barn if you
need me"

Cinnamon was restless. She made more peach cobbler and a marinating sauce for pork chops.
She thumbed through severa Louis L'’Amour books; none of the story lines caught her interest.

With acup of hot green teain her hand, she sat in the double recliner and studied the list of factsand
observations written on the chalkboard.

Everything was nest and tidy. There didn't seem to be any holes. Sdlinahad said the three of them knew
things and people that interlaced. She could see that, but they were missing something, something as big
and obvious as awart on awitch's nose.

She heard Jack enter the kitchen. He walked into the living room carrying a cup of coffee and awarm
mini pan of peach cobbler.

Sitting next to her, Jack pushed the recliner back. With the coffee mug braced between histhighs, he
offered her abite of cobbler. Sharing food and using the same utensil was a cozy intimate gesture. With
no fanfare to mark the moment, they had crossed the bridge from friends to something more intimate.

"What are you thinking?"



"How do you know I'm not relaxing?”
"Y ou relax by cooking. What on the board has your attention?”

"Wish | could answer that. We're missing something. Grover was the mastermind behind bringing the
drugs over the border."

"Right"

"Rose agreed that Grover found the guy who made the counterfeit plates. Miss Jayne said Thornton was
rea unhappy at Grover for killing the man before they found out where he hid the third set of plates. But
Grover did find out. The set of plates he had hanging on thewall were the extras."

"Agree”

"What do you think he was going to do with them?’ Cinnamon asked.

"At this point, everything would be speculation. He could have kept them for insurance.”
"You don't believethat."

Jack didn't deny the statement.

"What was written in the red diary?"

"Names and dates. Most we already had. And if we're lucky, some bank account numbers.”

"A red diary, with acheagp lock clasp, fits Miss Jayne's girly charm. | would have thought Grover would
put important information on acomputer with afist full of passwords and an encrypted file that would
destroy the computer if someone got past the passwords.”

If Jack had hisway, Cinnamon would never find out that in the back of the diary wasthe name of a
teenage runaway who had been missing for five years.

"Grover covered his ass, but he was cocky. He never expected anyone to find the bunker. Counterfeit
plates hanging on thewall, hisframed obituary, and mail on the desk provesthat.”

"What wasin the mall Miss Jayne gave you?"
"Bank satements, phone and utility bills."

"Handy stuff to have your hands on. The odds said Helen doesn't know Evan, but she knows Sidney
intimately. Grover aso received a perfect score for knowing Helen. Do you think Grover and Helen were
screwing each other?”

Jack choked on his coffee. “1 keep thinking | need to protect you. Then out of the blue, you ask a
question likethat."

"I'vetold you before I'm abig girl. Let me give you apiece of information that came out during Helen's
blackmailing attempt. Helen'sinto S& M and shelikes younger men."

Jack frowned. He drank the last of the coffee. “ She and Grover shared the same tastes.”
"There's an image we could both do without.

"All four men are related, know each other, and are working the counterfeit ring and the drug smuggling



together. Helen has never met Evan. What do you make of that?'
"He'slucky!"
"Yeah, I'll go dong with that. But therés more.”

"Could be Sidney didn't think his bastard son was any of Helen's business. Evan could be blackmailing
Sidney to get acut of hisinheritance. Or Sidney could have accepted Evan into the fold in exchange for
Evan keeping his mouth shut. Not having seen them together, we don't know how the wind blowsin that
relationship.”

"Sidney could have financidly supported Evan since birth. An arrangement like that could have sarted
out asaway to protect hiswife and grown into an ideato use Evan. Make him believe hesavaued
member of the club. It would be away to keep the legitimate heir's hands clean if the feds came sniffing."

"Not abad idea. If Sidney covered histracks, it could work,” Jack admitted.

"| keep coming back to Sidney trying to sell Joker's Wild to Waker. Don't know why but | fed that the
offer to sell the casino and Helen's blackmail attempt were staged at the same time for a purpose.”

"If Helen had gotten her hands on Dreamland, she could have demanded ownership of Joker's Wild, too.
But Sidney was asking top dollar, so that doesn't make alot of sense.” Lifting the fork, Jack offered
Cinnamon the last bite of peach cobbler.

Later, Jack would wonder how it happened. One minute their eyes were locked, the next he was pulling
Cinnamon into hisarms.

Jack licked adrop of whipped cream off her lip and teased her with his tongue. The kiss degpened; the
gparks of awareness that happened each time they touched ignited. The flame licked around the edges,
sngeing Jack's sanity. Cinnamon's soft kitten mew had the flames flicking hotter.

Shifting their bodies, Cinnamon's soft feminine curves pressed againgt his hard frame. Cupping her
bottom, he pressed her closer. Shockwaves of desire short-circuited his nervous system. Gathering
momentum, the current rushed to the only place in hisbody with amind of its own.

Cinnamon ran tiny kisses along hisjaw. Her tongue and teeth played with his earlobe.

Their lips met. Their tongues met. Slipping hisfingersingde her dacks, he massaged the dimplein the
smadl of her back.

"Excuse me. The sparks coming off you are starting to smoke. The two of you need to come up for air.”
Sdinasthroaty chuckle doused the flame.

"l am going tokill her,” Cinnamon muttered.
"Do you want hep?'

[Back to Table of Contents]



C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\Plummer-Alacazam.htm

Chapter 21
It was a conspiracy.

Someone was making sure they were never alone for more than afew minutes.

True, the sSituation had gotten out of control and she still hadn't decided if she was ready to give up her
gift. But she had the right to make her own choices.

With her hands on Jack’s chest, Cinnamon pushed herself into a Sitting position. Jack popped the
recliner's footrest down. With his elbows braced on hisknees, he ran hisfingersthrough his hair and
rubbed the back of hisneck.

"Saling, this had better be good,” Cinnamon warned.
"Betsy needsyou. I'll bein the barn.”
When they reached the barn, Salinawas outside Betsy's Sdll.

"Hi girl. How arethe babies?’ Ingtead of taking the carrot Cinnamon offered, Betsy nudged Cinnamon's
shoulder with her big head.

"Do you want some extra TLC or are you trying to tell usyou don't feel good?’ Running her hands over
Betsy's protruding belly, she saw thefoads steady heartbeats. They were quiet, like they too were
consarving their energy. A ripple ran down Betsy'sbelly.

Threetimes, Ginger had made her watch avideo on childbirth. Severd times during the show the camera
zeroed in on thewoman'stight belly. Horse or human didn't much matter; pushing a baby out meant
contractions.

"Jack, how long isahorse normdly in labor?’

Jack punched numbersinto thewall phone hung on a support beam. “Hugh, how long doesit takea
horseto deliver ... Shit. Get your ass home ... Will do."

Jack ran hisfingersthrough hishair. “ The answer isnormaly under an hour. Hughiscdling the vet. I'm
going insde to get the portable phone; it has a speaker.”

As soon as Jack was gone, Salina cooed, “ That was a steamy scene | interrupted.”
"Your point is?"

"I'm not judging. Just wondering if you've made adecison?”

Cinnamon blew out asigh. “Yeah, | want to bed two men?”

"It hgppensdl thetime. | cdl it insanity lust.”

"Insanity works. My soul mate and Jack both struggle with trust issues. And both of them havethis
macho maleideathey need to protect me. I'm not a chinadoll who will bresk if dropped.”

"In Jack's line of work, I'm thinking trust would have to be earned. Those XY chromosomesthat give
malesthat sexy tool between their legs also produces afew male orientated persondlity traits. When
something threatens their world, their first reaction isto strike out. Their second reection isto wrap usin



cotton. Use their shortcoming to your advantage.”
"How?'

"Asmuch asit painsmeto say this, I'm dead. It'saoncein alifetime experience, but that didn't stop Gus
from hovering after the explosion. | let him; it strokes his ego and doesn't cost me anything. He knowsl|
can take care of mysdlf, but that testosterone mentality needsto know | appreciate his protection.”

Cinnamon didn't know awoman stronger then her mother. But she could remember times her mother had
smiled and said nothing when her dad had gotten overly protectively. Sheld assumed Uncle Gus had been
hired to protect her and her ssters. But maybe he was aso there to protect her mom.

"Y ou and Jack were doing some serious tongue swapping. How does he rate against your soul mate?"
Cinnamon arched her brow. “Israting one guy againgt another kosher?"

"Go into any bar and you'll hear men comparing female asses, tits, and legs. In public, polite women only
compare men's kisses and asses. Now answer the question.”

"Erosis more demanding. Like he'simpatient or maybe it'sfrustration. He's dways saying we need to
leave, thereisn't time, or we aren't safe. | can't fault hisstyle, but | never fed like | havedl of his
attention.

"With Jack, | fed hisdesire and he makes mefed likewe have dl thetimeintheworld. It'slike he's
concentrating on me, nothing ese.”

"Different Stuations, different reactions. No different than red life."
"Areyou saying Jack and my soul mate could be the same person?”

"Not me. That would be againgt the rules. Lord knows this fairy godmother would never bresk the rules.”
Sdinastongue-in-cheek statement was followed by astomp of Betsy's dinner-plate-size hoof.

Tossing her head, Betsy whinnied; water gushed down her hind legs.

"Hell'sbells. Betsy, | hope to heck you know what you need to do.” In answer, Betsy's muzzle butted
Cinnamon's shoulder and she whinnied.

"Hugh'son theway,” Jack said as he waked into the barn.

"How long before the vet arrives?”

"Not coming.” Jack entered the stall. “Betsy's water broke."

"Tel me something | don't know,” Cinnamon said as she ran her hands over Betsy's belly.
Jack bit back asmile. “Hugh's on the phone. | wastdling him."

"Oh, shouldn't we boil water or something?"

"Not necessary. Jack, get the bottle of acohol in the tack room and a couple of clean towels.” Hugh's
comment could be clearly heard from the phone's spegker.

Betsy circled the gl acouple of times. Shelay down, stood up, circled the stall several more times, and
lay back down.



Not knowing what would help, Cinnamon rubbed Betsy's belly. In the same voi ce she used to hypnotize
people, she handed out words of encouragement.

Likeatight band, Betsy's ssomach contracted. Hoping to help ease the pain, Cinnamon stroked the
horses belly and sent energy through her hands. When the contraction ended Betsy was bresthing heavy.

Cinnamon and Betsy worked together through severa more contractions.

Jack paced.

"l can seetwo hooves,” Jack shouted into the phone.

In reply, they heard boots hitting the ground. Hugh and Terry entered the sal at arun.
"She's starting another contraction,” Cinnamon said.

"Tell me when the contraction startsto ease.” With the fod's nose out of the birth cana, Hugh grabbed
the hooves and pulled.

"The contraction'seasing.”

Thefod was haf out.

Betsy was breething heavy.

Cinnamon didn't stop her soft words of encouragement.

Using one of the clean towels, Hugh cleared mucus away from the fod's nose.
"The contraction's sarting."

Hugh pulled.

"Y ou're about to become amommy, Betsy. Sorry | didn't get you something to focus on. Can you pant?
Gin saysthat's supposed to help ease you through the contraction. Don't tell Gin, but it sounds funny
when she practices her breathing. She goes ha, ha, he, he."

Betsy snorted.

"Okay, asnort works. Y ou're doing good, baby. Once you see your healthy boys, you'll forget about the
pain, | promise.”

Before the contraction eased, the foa was out. Lifting her head, Betsy looked over her shoulder. Asif
the sight of the colt gave her strength, Betsy laid her head back down and another contraction rolled over
her belly.

"L ook a them. The babies are beautiful and Betsy's so gentle with them.” Cinnamon wiped tearsfrom
her cheeks.

Standing behind her, Jack folded Cinnamon into hisarms. Kissing her on the top of the head, he ignored
Hugh and Terry'sgrins.

"So are you, Sweetheart,” he whispered.

* * * %

Dinner wasover.



The kitchen was cleaned.

With one leg drawn up, Cinnamon half-faced Jack in the double recliner. Jack's arm rested on her leg.
With Terry and Hugh gitting in the other two recliners, there would be no repest of the afternoon’s
entertainment.

Nodding towards the chakboard, Cinnamon said, “I il think were missing something.”
"l agree. | keep thinking this has something to do with Walker and the casino,” Jack said.

"Sidney has areputation for being a ruthless businessman. When Walker told him he was going to decline
the offer to buy Joker's Wild, Sidney lowered the asking price to well under value. That doesnt fit."

"l saw Sidney in thelobby at Dreamland. His aura gave me the creeps. Could he have been desperate
for cash flow?'

"We checked that out. His bank accounts are solid. And that's not taking into account any money he has
offshore” Terry said.

"Werethere any namesin thered diary you weren't expecting?’

"Grover recorded dates and first initial with alast name. There are severa unknown names. They could
be the names of the people switching the counterfeit bills at the casinos or some side dedl he had going.
Asfor the known names, there were no surprises.”

"I'm going with you."

"No, you'renot."

"Think again."

"I can hep.” Cinnamon didn't know how, but she wasn't going to be left at the ranch.
Walking into the kitchen, Hugh settled the discussion.

"You canridewith me"

[Back to Table of Contents]
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Chapter 22
Grover was dead. Problem solved.

Evanwasinjall. Problem shelved.
That left Thornton, Sidney, and at least one unknown.
On hisside were Terry, Hugh, and a handful of ghoststhat were sure to cause trouble.

And Cinnamon, as determined to help as he was determined to keep her out of the crossfire that was
sureto follow.

Life couldn't get better.

AsJack pulled to arolling stop at the entrance to the gated community, the guard gave Jack afriendly
wave through.

The earth-tone stucco houses dotting the community blended with the hillside and draught resistant
landscapes.

Pulling into the curved driveway of asprawling ranch style house, sitting on half an acre of primeview
property, Jack parked the pickup behind ablack Mercedes.

Under his suit jacket, Jack tried to roll the tension out of histight shoulder. Donning his Mr. Niceface, he
rang the doorbell.

Thornton answered the door.

A wide expanse of gray date led them directly into avast living room. Wall-to-wall tinted windows
offered an impressive view of Boise and the Owyhee Mountain rangesin the distance. A white on cream
décor offered two ditting areas. A date fireplace dominated the far wall and adate and glass bar was set
between the living room and forma dining room.

A man with an Alfred Hitchcock profile handed him a scotch on the rocks. “ At last we meet. I'm Sidney
Luz"

"Jack Abbot. Y ou're the owner of Joker'sWild."
"Y ou've done your homework."
"I'magambler. | liketo know who owns the establishments where | win my money."

"Not Joker's Wild, | hope. | can't afford theloss.” Like hislimp-as-a-dishrag handshake, Sdney's smile
did nothing to garner an ounce of friendliness. “Have a sedt; the other investors will be here shortly.”

Picking abarrel chair that placed the window at his back and gave him afull view of the living room and
dining area, Jack rested an ankle on his knee.

"When Thornton approached me, | wastold | would be the only investor.”

Miss Jayne materidized directly behind Thornton. Wearing alesther outfit that would have made Annie
Oakley proud, she gave him afinger wave. To difle hisgroan, Jack lifted the tumbler to his mouth.



"True. True. Y ou're the only one we approached. | wasreferring to the othersin our elite society.”
Sidney sipped his neat Gin and tapped afinger on the armchair.

Behind Sidney, the sun-streaked air turned iridescent. Like puzzle pieces coming together, Salina
appeared. Her charcoa-black leather pants were painted on. The deeves of her bibbed white blouse
wererolled to the elbows. A charcoal-black leather vest didn't hide the holster strapped across her
shoulders. Jack could see the black butt of a handgun resting in the unsnapped holster.

Sdinagave him acocky smile.

Jack pulled himsdlf back to the conversation.

"Interesting term; how many membersin your dite society?"

Thornton took a hedlthy gulp of his scotch.

Sidney frowned. Polishing off hisgin, hewaked to the bar and filled the tumbler to the brim.

Sticking her finger in the amber liquid, Salinaflicked her finger in Sidney'sface. While hewastrying to
figure out what happened, she helped hersdlf to afinger-licking sample of hisbooze.

"Good stuff, Sidney. With your diabetes, this stuff will kill ya. Jack, Sidney has a peashooter strapped to
hisankle and aknifein hisleft pocket. HE's been drinking since he rolled out of bed.

"Thornton isunarmed.”
Picking up the crysta tumbler, Sidney took a healthy swallow before walking back to his chair.

"| think you've been given an erroneous impression. I'm not the head of thislittle group. What exactly
have you been told?"

"Y ou need someone who can tap into government Sites without getting caught. Having useful connections,
on both sides of the border, was mandatory. Thornton indicated there were five main players.” Knowing
lies made good bait, he added, “ Evan mouthed off that there were doubl e that.”

"Evan miscounted.” Frowning, Sidney concentrated on the drink in his hand. “ There were seven of us.
Lagt night, that number dropped by one.” That said, he drained the tumbler.

At therate he was guzzling the gin, Jack was afraid Sidney would pass out before he got straight
answers.

"Thornton mentioned that he knew the guy who blew up the mountain top last night. | didn't think they
had found abody or given out aname.”

"They haven't. | wastaking to him just before he entered that rat hole. Not much in the paper yet, but if
theré's any body to identify, it will come out that Grover used to be FBI. What they won't say ishe had a
screw loose™

"If that's the case, why trust him with your business?!

Sidney gave acold, heartless chuckle. “Never trusted the SOB. In the early years, he needed seed
money to start an operation. Things didn't work out; he owed me. | made sure he never forgot that. A
few years back, Grover got lucky. He set himself up asadrug lord in South Americaand got another
operation going. After that, he faked his death and we built an empire.”



"Couldn't have had too many screwslooseto do al that.” Jack's head was buzzing. What other
business?

"Y eah, he could. He was like his old man, sharp as atack, didn't have a conscience and he was mean to
the bone. Ruthless SOB, he was never satisfied with what he had. Hed get something in his head and no
amount of reason would sop him. That made him stupid.”

"Y ou worked with his old man?'

"Family,” Sidney said and sneered.

Jack didn't say anything until Sidney had afresh drink in hand.
"Wasit greed or stupidity thet killed him?"

"Probably both. He bought that hillside for one reason, to spy on aguy who's considered the expert on
counterfeiting. Can't remember how many times we argued about that one. Took him four yearsto dig an
underground bunker. It was nothing more than afancy rat hole, but hed spend days holed up in there.”

"Interesting place to run abusiness.” Jack voice was casud. To anyone who didn't know him, his posture
was rel axed.

Sidney didn't act like held heard Jack. “He had dl kinds of equipment set up in that rat hole and more up
top. Mogt of it was high tech stuff he ripped off the government. Claimed he recorded every conversation
within afive-mileradius. That's going to be a problem now."

"What's going to be aproblem?’ Jack was surprised his voice was steady.

"We argued continually about therisks. But | have to admit those listening devices were better than paid
informants when it cameto learning what the feds knew about our operation.”

Jack thought he heard Cinnamon say, ‘ hell fire and damnation,” or maybe it was his sentiment. Just the
information Grover would have learned in the last three days had Jack breaking out in a cold swest.

While Sidney talked, Salinaand Miss Jayne had headed into the dining room and then out of sight.
" Should anything the feds know concern me?"

"No."

"Could be what Grover didn't know got him killed."

"Not likely. The bunker's security wasfirg class scary. Ten feet insde the openings there were fingerprint
identity pads. The wrong fingerprint activated two gates that closed off the tunndl. The minute the locks
were s&t, the spacefilled with adeadly gas. If a person was smart enough to get past that security,
Grover had a camera, computer and DV D player rigged to explode.”

"Threeitems a person doing a search would pick up and turn on. Smart thinking."
"Exatly."

"See, | told you looking insde that cubby hole wasn't dumb.” Miss Jayne, high pitched, gloating, drifted
into the room.

"Jack, the rest of the houseisempty.” Salinalooked pissed when she entered the living room. “ Thereésa



fully equipped playroom behind afalse wall in the master bedroom. I1t's more elaborate then Grover's
setup and recently used. If you want meto check out the computer in the office, fake another sip of that
scotch you're wasting.”

Ressting the urgeto glance at Sdlina, Jack didn't move afinger. “Y ou're saying this guy blew himsdlf up?’

"Grover had aredl hate for two people. He claimed they were the only two who could possibly
compromise the bunker. A couple months back, one of the two got too close to the truth on the
operation south of the border. Grover eiminated him. Like | said, Grover was acocky SOB. Thelast
time we talked, he was bragging about hitting it big. Said he'd learned something that was going to make
him king of theworld."

"Hedidn't tell you what held learned?’

"Nah. Grover just kept laughing like ahyenaand talking about settling the score with hisold boss. The
guy liked histequila. | figure he had alittle too much, and set off one of the bombs he was making.

"Gotta piss. Thornton, pour me another drink and top off Jack's."
Sdinastood beside Jack's chair. “ These two are wearing pretty smug smilesfor having lost a partner.”

"Thornton used to wear that same smile when the dedler dipped him an ace from the bottom of the
deck,” Miss Jayne said.

"My, my. Caitlin just told me your thoughts. Y ou're right, Sidney is known for being hot-tempered and
close mouthed. Y ou can thank melater for casting ateeny tiny spell to loosen histongue. From the way
he's pouring the booze down his gut, the spell worked with more than oneinhibition. Let's keep our
fingers crossed that he doesn't pass out before the main show.”

Jack didn't give Sidney timeto sit back down before saying, “ Y ou called Grover adrug lord. If heis
gone, there will be awar to establish anew pecking order. What makes you think the new drug lord will
work with you?'

"Won't matter. We're cutting off that end of the operation.” Sidney grunted around histipped glass.

"Thornton? Our agreement wasthat | buy into afull service organization.” Jack's voice was sone hard
cold.

"We're streamlining the organization. Before you blow off the opportunity to make billions, let Thornton
explanafew facts” Sidney'swordswere dightly durred.

"Grover, Sidney and | shared the expense of financing the making of three sets of counterfeit plates.”
"l wastold there were two sts.”

"That waswhat Sidney and | wereled to believe,” Thornton said.

When Sidney glared a him, Thornton dunk deeper into his chair and guzzled his scotch.

"Grover was double crossng you?'

Thornton ignored the question.

"Thethird set was put up for auction. When we learned the truth, Grover wasn't able to cover hisassfast
enough. He had alittle talk with the engraver. That didn't go well, or so Grover clamed.” Thornton's



half-drunk chuckle was sinister.

"Okay, I'm ligtening.” Jack was getting ared bad feding.

"Shortly after going up for auction, two of the plates disappeared.”
"Y ou think Grover got them?"

"We know hedid. Shortly after that, we got word that the hundred-dollar plate had been sold to adrug
dedler on thisside of the boarder. The guy had balls, but no brains. He called usto offer aded. You
know Pete?'

No doubt about it, the gut was twigting tighter.

Sdina placed her hand on his shoulder. The warmth spread through hisveins and dissolved thefist Size
cannonball in hisgut.

"Know afew. Givemealast name."

"Doesn't matter, the guy's dead. To get his hands on that plate, Grover killed him."
"Grover was abusy boy."

"Covering your assis busy work. But like | said, he wasn't fast enough.”

"And you're il along winded pompous ass,” Miss Jayne muttered. “ Get to the point or I'll take Sdinas
gun and shoot you inthe balls”

"Y ou knew he got his hands on the set of plates and you didn't demand he turn them over? What type of
organization are you running?"

Sidney'sface tightened. He polished off hisdrink. “Fair question. We wanted to know where the plates
were before confronting him. His desth took care of asticky Stuation, nicely.”

Jacks eyes narrowed.

Sidney walked to the bar for arefill.

"Y ou havethethird set of plates?’

"No. They're buried with Grover."

"How do you know that?"

"RFillow tak. A friend of his owed usafavor. Goesto show you can't trust anyone.”
"If the copsdig up thehill, they'll find them.”

"Who cares, we have two s&ts.”

"Y ou were hislaundry servicefor the drug money.”

"Right."

"Grover had contacts, and you knew how to work the counterfeit operation. Without his demise, it
doesn't sound like you needed me at dl."



"That's where you're wrong. When Grover took aset of plates for himself, he made abig mistake,”
Sdney sad.
"I'mligening.”

"The society works because everyone has information and individud talentsthat hold it together. You
can't have arenegadein the group.”

"Y ou picked me as Grover's replacement?’
"Wedid our homework. Y our name kept coming to the top of the list asthe person to contact.”

The front door opened as Jack said, “My credentias are good, but from what you've been telling me, my
connections don't run as deep and wide as Grover's.”

"You're sdling yoursdf short, Jack.”
A willowy blonde, wearing ahundred-weit smile strolled into the living room.

Beside the blonde was a bone-thin older woman who had obvioudy had several facdlifts. She headed
straight to awingback chair. As shetook along, staged drag off anivory cigarette holder, the woman's
eyes narrowed when they landed on Thornton. “Where's my drink? The smoke damaged voice was
raspy hoarse.

"I look better dead than that one does dive.” Miss Jayne snickered. “ This other one, the skin covers her
bonesred pretty like. But | wouldn't turn my back towards her or you'll be feding the point of aknife
between your shoulder blades.”

"Jack Abbott, since these two fools have no manners, I'm Helen Owens, and thisis Kate Bradford.”
Takingadgp of aTequilaTwigt, shedidn't offer her hand.

"Nicetomeet you ... at last.” The voice was s lky soft, with no identifying accent. Jack couldn't find a
mental filethat fit the face or the body. But the perfume, there was no mistaking the memories or the
scent, White Diamonds.

Her handshake held the same direct firmness. Her gaze was level. They said the eyes mirrored the soul
but Jack couldn't remember ever paying attention to her eyes. Her name had been Kathy Brantford. As
Kathy, her hair had been a nondescript brown and her compact body had nudged a scale towards one

Sixty.
Thelast time held seen her, she'd been dead.

"Havewe mg?

"I think we'd both remember an event like that, Jack. Grover expressed high words of praise for your
work. In fact, he consdered you hisequal.”

When Jack returned to his sest, he saw that Sidney was frowning as he nursed another drink.
"Congdering that the man blew himsdf and haf amountain sky high, that might not be acompliment.”
Kate'slaugh was practiced; nice with just the right pitch, but it held no substance of truth or mirth.

Helen watched the byplay with speculation. Whatever she was thinking was hidden under her taut botox
frozen face. “How much have you been told?!



"Y ou were ready to remove Grover from your elite society; hisuntimely death made the bregk clean,
quick and painless. Because of information you have been given, you bdieve my talents would dovetall
nicdy with your needs.”

"Nicdy said. Kate was the first to bring your nameto my attention. Then Thornton mentioned he met you
when you worked with Walt Kipfer. Y our computer skills have made you areputation. As much asthose
skillswill be appreciated, it's your prior connection with Walt that persuaded meto tak to you."

Kathy and Grover had risen from their graves. Last Jack knew, Walt was still bresthing, but the case
againg him had been closed for years. Instead of death coming in threes, the dead were coming to life.
Whatever reversed the process had awicked sense of humor.

"Haven't taked to Wdt in years."

"He did mention that because of some problemsit was best to cut contact, but when you save aman's
life he doesnt forget.”

"Tdl him | appreciate the vote of confidence. Who isin charge of this elite society and what exactly do
you expect from me to become amember?"

"I'm CEO.” Helen sat sraighter in her chair. “Kateisin charge of our entertainment division. Sidney runs
the laundry service; Thornton isin charge of employment and handling the smdll details.”

"And Evan?'

"Evan worked in entertainment with Kate. Because of the unfortunate circumstances heis currently
experiencing, that will no longer be possible.”

"Y ou are cutting him out of the group?'

Helen looked at Sidney as she spoke. “No, helll stay. Evan hastdents that will make him useful in other
aeas"

"Is the woman flipping insane? He was going to date rape awoman and she cdllsit unfortunate
circumstances. So help me, Jack, I'm going to pop that broad'sfat lips.”

Sdinadrew her arm back. Instead of hitting Helen, she swept through her and swiped a glass bowl! off
the sofa table behind her. Shattered glass sprayed across the hard wood floor.

Helen's hand went to her throat. She visbly shrank into the chair and her rail-thin body began to shake.
“What happened? Who's here?"

Kate waked to the table. Picking up acalico cat, she rubbed the cat's head against her cheek. “ Relax.
This cute little pussy knocked abowl off thetable” Kate gave Jack a‘come screw me' smile.

"Jeez, the woman's needs to learn the meaning of subtle. Please tell me you never scratched that gd's
itch?'

Jack's answer was a dight shudder.
"Thornton, get that damn cat out of here,” Helen demanded.
"Hell, how did it get in here?” Thornton mumbled as Kate handed him the cdlico.

"Sidney mentioned that Grover's end of the operation was going to be closed down.”



"Already done. Grover ran the operation. The only US contact we were aware of isno longer available.”

"Why doesn't the old biddy just say Pete's dead?’ Sticking her face inside aclosed black lacquered
entertainment center, Miss Jayne's voice was garbled.

"With what we hold in our hands it's not worth the time or the effort to continue with Grover's end of the
operation,” Helen gloated.

"Bills can only be used for a certain amount of time before the serial numbers are posted on every
wad-Mart cash register.”

Miss Jayne pulled her hand back and punched Thornton in the arm. Thornton swatted the air. Miss Jayne
giggled and punched him again.

Sdlina, churning up dust devils as she paced in front of Helen, stopped. “Knock it off. Y ou're distracting

"And your temper tantrum wasn't distracting?’ Miss Jayne huffed, but she didn't attempt to hit Thornton
agan.

Jack took abresth of relief.
"What if | wereto tell you we can change the serid number for every run or for every bill made?!
"I'd beimpressed,” Jack answered.

"It takes alittle doing to get the numbers set properly, but the engraver was clever. With two plates per
denomination, we can print acouple hundred bills an hour.”

"That seemsdow.”

Before Jack could calculate the dollar value, Miss Jayne said, “ That's thirty-four thousand dollars an
hour. My goodness, in three daysthey could have amillion dollars.”

"Quadlity. Any fagter, theré's problems with ink running and smearing.” Helen took asip of her drink.
Over therim of the glass, she watched Jack.

Jack gave adight nod. “ Thornton told me about the practice runs done a casinos over the last few
months. It won't take long for someone to figure out away for the dot machines to detect aphony bill."

"By thetime that happens, we will have moved on. With American currency accepted in most countries,
the only limitsto the possibilities are the oneswe create.” Hden's artificialy plumped lipstwisted into an
odd mixture of haf sneer, haf smile.

"Jeez, you're agreedy bitch. You're older than dirt. With one foot in the grave, what the hell do you think
you're going to do with the money?’ Salinawas shouting in Helen'sface and from the frantic look in
Helen's eyes, she was feding something. Jack wouldn't mind hearing the answer, but not at the expense
of losing whét little control he had over the mesting.

Ashelooked a Kate, Jack's smile didn't reach his eyes. “What is the entertainment part of this
operation?"

"Anything your heart desires. For theright price, we offer pleasure in any package, age, and gender you
reques.”



"And Thornton had the nerve to call me awhore.” Miss Jayne dapped him. There was enough force
behind the swing to make his head nod.

"Thornton, instead of faling adeep, make yoursdf useful; get me another drink,” Helen demanded.

He rubbed the sde of hishead. “I'm not—" A look from Sidney cut him short.

"What was Evan'sjob?’ Jack asked.

"Why, are you thinking of gpplying for the position?’ Kate's chuckle was coy, her body language inviting.

"Hardly. My connections are part of what brought me to your attention. I might know someone who
couldfill Evan'spostion.”

"Too bad. We could have had amutualy rewarding working rdationship.” With asgh, Kate said, “Evan
met the new arrivals. Before delivery, he made certain the merchandise was worth top dollar and
amenable. He dso arranged for ddlivery of merchandiseto the clients.”

Jack's omach recoiled at the implications.
"Evan wasbusy."

Kate shrugged. “Toys were shipped within seventy-two hours of the order date. Evan traveled to
delivery stes. Don't fed sorry for him; he had plenty of playtime! If you change your mind, I'd be happy
to join you on the overseas ddiveries.”

"Contacts?’ Jack looked at Thornton.
"My job. No one touches my computer program but me.” Kate sounded defensive.
"| thought Grover was the computer whiz."

"Grover wasalot of things. An overconfident, overzealousfool was one of them. He didn't touch my
program or my merchandise.”

Jack didn't know what to make of Kate/Kathy. She'd been Grover's bed partner and informant during an
undercover operation that had taken them south of the border. Thornton and Sidney knew Grover had
been FBI. Surely Kate had the same information. And she recognized him; shed made that clear.

"Y our end of the operation is located where?’ Jack hoped he sounded casudly interested, but his gut
wastied in knots. Getting the answers he needed was becoming a painfully dow operation.

"Thanksto the computer age, | can conduct business from anywhere. | spend afair amount of timein
Hong Kong and Europe, but it's always nice to come home and visit old friends.”

"Can't fault her ouitfit, it shows her toned body to perfection. But my God, a hooker on a street corner
couldn't be more blatant,” Salinasaid.

"Y ou have haf the operation based in Atlantic City and the rest out of acomputer. According to Sidney,
Grover did hisresearch out of aholein the ground. | have legitimate businessesto run. Where do you
expect me to be located and what do you want me to do?"

"Aslong asyou get the job done, the where doesn't matter. During our research, we were never told
whereyou are located.” Kate gave Jack a sexy pout.



"Isthat a problem?’ Jack shot back.

"Not redly, but | liketo know how handy my partners are and how willing they areto fit into our dite
ociety.
Jack took a breath. “Fair enough. | have aplace in Vegas and another in Miami."

"lan't that convenient?” Helen's plumped lipsamost smiled. “Our firgt priority isto expand the laundry
operaionto Vegas."

"Won't be easy. What do you have in mind?"

"We were working on aplan last year. Things didn't work out as hoped, but we're ready to findize a
dedl.” Helen glanced at Sidney as she spoke.

"l hadn't heard that there was a casino on the market."
"I'm not going to pay adimefor what | rightfully own.” Checking her watch, Helen paused.
"I'mligening.”

"My deceased husband and | were full partnersin Dreamland Casino. His bastard son and the company
lawyer conspired against me. Shortly before Gus died, he changed hiswill. | spent yearsfighting Walker,
but in the end the will ood and | lost the casino.”

"You lying bitch. I will kill you before you can hurt Waker,” Sdina shrieked.

In the backyard, abolt of lightning hit the ground.

The women yel ped.

Sidney and Thornton headed for the bar.

Sdinatook her hands off Helen's throat. Muttering under her bresth, she paced the room.
"What isyour plan now?” It took al of Jack acting skillsto not overreact.

Visibly shaken, Helen polished off her drink. “Kate tried sweet talking Walker into marriage, but he
wasn't interested. Sidney worked on another plan that would have made it easy to implement Walker in
illegd activity, but that didn't work out. Grover came up with a plan to set up abank account in Walker's
name. The counterfeit money we've turned at the casinos has been deposited in that account.

"The next phase started last night. Our band of merry men and women visited severa casnosin Vegas.
All the money was deposited in Walker's account today.”

"Aninvestigation won't get you the casino.”

"No it won't. But hisnew wifewill,” Helen replied.

For asplit second, Jack didn't hide his surprise.

Kate smiled.

"Rosemary Owens has been invited to thismeeting. | expected the driver to deliver her half an hour ago.”

Asif on cue the doorbell rang.
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Chapter 23
Brushing past Thornton, Cinnamon marched straight to Helen.

Sdlina placed awarning hand on Jack's shoulder. “I'm sorry, Jack, | couldn't warn you."

"Walker'swaiting at the airport; you have ten minutes.” Cinnamon crossed her ams and impatiently
tapped afinger.

"| don't take threats, | make them. Have aseat.” Helen swept her arm towards the couch.
Cinnamon took the barrel chair between Jack and Sidney.
"Hello, Jack. | thought you had better taste in friends.”

Turning, she nodded to Sidney. Passing over Thornton, she arched her brow when she reached Kate.
“Weve met, but you'll haveto refresh my memory.”

"Hello, Rosemary. It was at a garden party Francine Ergot gave.”

"How could | forget?'Y ou're the bitch in heet that tried shoving your tongue down my husband's throat.
I've taken a seat. I've made pleasant chitchat with your friends. I'll take arain check on adrink and
cookies. Now what the hell do you want?'

"I want the casino.” Helen acted like she had asked for something cheap like anew doll instead of a
multi-million dollar busness

"What, you think just because you say ‘1 want', I'm going to wrap the casino in birthday paper and giveit
toyou asagift?'

"That isexactly what | think.” Helen lifted her glass asif toasting the question.
"This had better be good, because so far you're wasting my time.”

Sdinaplaced her hand on Cinnamon's shoulder. “ Caitlin wants you to know that the attitude is perfect.
Y ou're pushing al the right buttons.”

"| cameinto possession of some information that you might not know. Shortly before you were born,
your mother was abducted.”

It took every bit of control Cinnamon had not to lose her poker face. “ Okay, you got my attention. Keep
talking."

"The man and woman who detained your mother had reason to believe she was awitch.”
"Oh please, not again. Y ou aready tried that once with Salina.”

Like red-hot lava, Helen's aura churned, bubbled and rolled black around the edges. “ Don't mention that
bitch'snamein my presence.”

"Kind of hard not to do, if you're going to play the same game. Isthere ameaning to this story?'

"After your mother was released unharmed, your father hired a bodyguard to protect your mother and his
three darling identica daughters.”



"| bet the Globe will pay big bucksto know aman hired abodyguard to protect hisfamily from crazies
likeyou. Since I've never heard that story and you have a history of making up lies about people that
can't deny or confirm what you say you'relosing my interest. Need | remind you what happened the last
time you went to the mediawith ahalf cocked story about Salinaturning you into an old hag? Don't
bother trying to snarl. Y our botox is shifting; it isn't apretty sght.”

"You insolent bitch."

"I'll take that asa compliment. Y ou've told a beginning and an ending that mean nothing. Isthereamiddie
tothisstory?"

"Wedid some checking..."

"Who are we?” Cinnamon demanded.

"I did the checking,” Kate said.

Cinnamon arched her brow. “Okay. Y ou tell me what you found.”

"Thereisadistant relationship between you and Walker. Y our mother could read minds. Walker's
mother could cast spells,” Kate said.

"Clamswho? A woman who, after going to the mediawith afdsfied tape, isbeing investigated for
fraud? Or an old newspaper clipping I've never heard about?'

"That'salie, the tape was not falsfied.”
Cinnamon ignored Helen's outburst.

"Reading minds and casting spells sounds like fun. But what you're saying is nothing more than afantasy |
can repeat during deepy time when babies need anap. Maybe if we dig deep, degp down you can find a
thread of truth that will not induce deep for the next few hours.

Jack had kept his eyesfocused on Helen and Kate. But with Cinn spurting words that didn't make sense,
he glanced at her. Her |eft hand was rocking back and forth. Sidney was fixated on the sparkle coming
off the huge green stone on her ring finger.

"Rosemary, be reasonable. We both know Sdlina cast aspell on Helen. If she hadn't, Guswould have
followed through with his plan to divorce her. The medianever got a hint about your mother's abduction.
Theinformation | have comesfrom ahighly classfied file afriend provided. Y our mother was able to
read minds. According to the report, there were witnesses to that fact. There are aso documented
incidences that happened when your aunt was present. Need | say more?"

"Prove what you're saying. Back up your words with something besides dlegations.”

"Grant you, everything is rumor and hearsay, but it all adds up. Y ou and your sSsters have hedthy bank
accounts that continue to risein an unhealthy economy,” Kate said.

"Which meanswhat, we got lucky? We have ins der-trading information? We have adamn good financid
planner?’

"We don't have the type of information you're demanding, but | guarantee you what we have will destroy
your family. Thereis enough truth to make people speculate. Cockroaches, wanting their fifteen minutes
of fame will crawl out of the woodwork. Y our every action will be watched. Everything you say will be



analyzed. Unlessyou get Walker to agreeto our terms, we are prepared to make your livesaliving hell.
Think of what that will do to Ginger and the babies she's expecting, the children you might someday have
and your sister Cinnamon. We are prepared to be fair, but you need to be reasonable.” Kate acted like
she wastalking to an unreasonabl e child.

"Fair and reasonable. Give me your definition of thewords.”
Thornton hadn't uttered aword since Cinn arrived. Sidney's glassy stare confirmed hewasin la-laland.

Helen had come on strong and demanding, but since Kate had taken over the conversation and
negotiations, she sat meekly, with her handsfolded in her lap.

Jack was having ahard time gitting back and not asking questions, while Cinn played tough. But she was
doing agood ajob of pulling information.

"Wearewilling to dlow Walker to continue as the figurehead of Dreamland. He would run the hotd,
food concessions and continue to manage the casino staff and shop ownersthat lease retail space. For
doing that, he would receive a generous salary and our word that no discriminating information about his
mother or your family will be made public. Let me make this perfectly clear, Waker would have no say
in any restructuring of the casino, the cash flow or the security staff we will hire.”

"Inyour dreams. That's never going to happen.”

"The second option isyou sdl methe casino. The offer will befor aminima amount, but with the
information we have and the damage we can inflict | have no reason to be generous.”

Cinnamon tilted her head. She looked from Kate to Helen and back to Kate, and thought, auras don't
lie.

"Y ou were doing good, real good in fact. Had mefooled, but you just dipped up. | don't careif you have
pictures of Sdlinaturning people into jackasses and arevolving door of people willing to say whatever
about my mother or my aunt; you aren't getting your hands on Dreamland.”

"Yourealittiefool. | will bury you dive” Helen spat.

"Whichisit, Kate: we or me? Isthe old hag running the show or are you?"
Helen shot out of the chair.

Kate and Helen gasped when Sdinamateriaized.

Drawing the snub-nosed revolver out of the holster, Sdlinafired.

Not to be outdone, Miss Jayne materiaized. Holding adouble barrel shotgun, she had it pointed at
Thornton's crotch. 1 dare you to move, Sweetie Pie.”

Thornton's Adam's gpple bobbed. Lifting his handsin surrender, he didn't take his eyes off Miss Jayne's
trigger finger.

"If I wereyou, | wouldn't do that.” Materidizing, Caitlin stood beside Kate. “ The couple that kidnapped
me thought it would be easy to outsmart me. Think one thing and do another, sounds smple. But your
brain doesn't work that way; just before you act, you transmit your thoughts. Pull the gun out of your
purse, but use the tips of those pink painted claws. Set the gun on the floor and dide it towards Jack.
Becauseif you don't, Sdinaand Miss Jayne will make you wish you had.”



"Too bad, | was hoping for aopportunity to deck her,” Cinnamon said when Jack had the Berettain
hand.

"Sidney.” Hden, curled in afeta postion, moaned and cried.

"Sidney can't help you. He's adegp and won't wake up until | tel himto.” Sumping Sidewaysin the chair,
the man Started snoring.

Kate's eyes narrowed. Cinn watched her aura change as she cal culated, weighed the odds and formed a
conclusion. “Youre not Rosemary.”

"Never said | was"
"Y ou mentioned the garden party.”

"l said you looked familiar. Y ou mentioned the garden party. When Rose told me what happened at that
party, we were looking at a picture of you tacked on the wall in the casino's security room.”

"She cheats at cards?’ Sdinalaughed.
"Worse, she bragged to Walker that she cheats at cards.”

"Y ou're the one that came to town to do the cop show. | can't believe | didn't think of that possibility.” A
hint of admiration bled through Kate's aura.

"Salinashot me. | need adoctor; I'm going to bleed to death,” Helen whimpered.
Kate started to rise.

Aiming the snub nosed revolver, Sdinapulled the trigger.

"Y ou bitch. Jack, I'm bleeding, help me."

"Giveit arest. No one'sever died from awater pistol filled with strawberry KOOL-AID.” Caitlin shot
Kate adisgusted look.

" ... Shit, thisisanew dress and that stuff stains worse than blood. Helen, shut-up or I'll wrestle that gun
out of Jack's hand and redlly shoot you,” Kate shouted.

"Peroxidewill get thegtain...”
"Sdina” Caitlin's tone stopped her cold.

"A ruined dress can't be near as bad asthe bullet | saw you take in the back, Kathy. Or do you prefer
Kate?’ Jack asked.

Dabbing at the KOOL-AID with the corner of adecorative pillow, Kathy/K ate stopped. “How did you
recognize me?'

"Y ou should have changed perfumes, Kathy. Y ou used to bathe in White Diamonds; it's not a scent I'd
ever forget. And you still have trouble pronouncing R'swithout a dight accent. Grover carried your body
to the church. Thetwo of us gave the priest every dime we had to give you a decent burid. What

happened?’
"For months, | was more dead than dive. The priest and his cook nursed me back to health. A year



passed. We heard rumors of aruthless gringo building alarge drug business. Because no one knew what
he looked like the locals called him Shadow. One day when passing through town, Grover saw me. By
then he had asmal army working for him. He needed someone he could trust to cover for him when he
was gone.

"You're good at what you do. For two years, I've researched you, made discreet inquires and followed
the work you did with Pete. Y ou have a reputation for taking jobs no one else wants, and accomplishing
them. That impressed me when you worked with Grover in South Americaand it till does. | never got a
whiff of aconnection between you and Walker. Whatever he's paying you, I'll triple the offer.”

"Not interested.”
"l need to pee,” Thornton whined.

"Then | guessit'stimeto put you out of your misery. Too bad you don't remember killing me; pulling this
trigger would have so much more meaning if you did.”

L owering the shotgun, Miss Jayne shook her head. “What ashame. Sdinaand | spent dl that time
looking for the right present and Thornton pees his pants and passes out before the rubber darts hit his
prideand joy."

M
Jack was gitting at the kitchen table drinking coffee and typing areport into hislaptop.
The aromaof pot roast Smmering in the oven filled the room.

Cinnamon was rolling out a piecrust.

Terry and Hugh walked into the kitchen, waddling behind them was Petunia.

"| thought the stunts Sdlinaand Miss Jayne pulled a the house were funny, but it got better.” Hugh'sgrin
widened.

"Who saw them?’ Cinnamon arched abrow and held her breath.

"Relax. | saw one cop shudder and look over his shoulder afew times. No one el se noticed anything
unusud. Miss Jayne, Sdina, Gus and your folks did severd rotations through the interrogation rooms.
Helen cried when she saw Salina and Gus and begged for mercy when she saw your folks and Miss
Jayne. Kate tried negotiating deals where they got acut of the profits. Sdney hasaredly sck mind; he
propositioned the women. Thornton whimpered and covered his crotch every time he saw Miss Jayne.”

"What are the chances of them being released on bond or being declared insane?” Cinnamon asked.
"None."

"Good."

When Cinnamon arrived at the little café, Eros was sitting at their table.
"Has hell frozen over?"
Eros kissed the palm of her hand. “| deserved that. I've missed you."

"It'sonly been acouple of days since we met.”



"Thefeding has nothing to do with time.”

"Hattery, how nice."

"In the last few months, I've been preoccupied.”

"Redly?| never noticed."

"God, I've missed your sense of humor.”

"Then you haven't been listening. It's been right here with me."

"That'swhat I'm trying to say. Physicaly I've been here, but my mind has been e sewhere. That wasn't
fartoyou."

"Don't expect meto disagree. What made you see the error of your ways?"

"The problem that was occupying my time has been resolved. When | thought back over the time weve
spent together | redlized | spent half the time stressing about what | wasn't doing. Therest of thetime, |
was looking over my shoulder for the bad guys.”

"Admitting | couldn't take your mind off some guy isnot helping my ego.”
Eros chuckled. “How about this. | loveyou.”
"Y ou have my full atention, tell me more."

"Y ou were right when you said they were hard words to say. Not because | didn't feel them, but | didn't
trust my feding.”

"Or mine”
"l don't know.” Eros grimaced.

"When you'reliving alie, it's hard to trust what others say. Maybe, it'simpossible. For what it'sworth, |
wanted to believe."

"l won't say | understand, because I've never been in that situation, but | appreciate your honesty. You
said the problem has been resolved. How does that affect our future?!

Eros sgueezed her hand. “ 1 wish | had an answer."
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Chapter 24
"I'm starving. What smells so good?” Ginger asked as she walked into the kitchen.

"Ohmigod, | thought you weren't arriving until late this afternoon. Cookies, better grab them now because
when the guys comein, they'll disappear faster than an ice cube floating in hot water. Where are your two
guysand Wolf?'

"A storm front changed the plans. Three guys. Uncle Gusiswith us. They headed to the barn to check
out the colts and Cole wanted to get acloser look at the elk. Wolf abandoned us when he saw the two
black labs” Ginger said.

"Theresaskunk under the table?’ Rosemary edged toward the opening to the living room.

"Petunia. If you ignore her, she's harmless. Normaly, during the day she deepsin the bathroom off the
mudroom. Since the explosion, she's been huddling under the kitchen table.”

Opening beady black eyes, Petunia sniffed the air, then scurried to the mudroom. “How cute, she
waddlesjust like Gin.” Dodging adap to the arm, Rosemary grabbed an oatmeal raisin cookie.

"Tha isnot funny.”

"Admit it, you waddle.” Rosemary smirked.

"Maybe, but you don't have to gloat about it."

"Paybacks are going to be abitch.” Cinnamon arched her brow, glanced at Rose and waited.
"I know."

"Y ou're pregnant!” Ginger squedled.

"How do you fed?” Cinnamon placed ahand on each of her sster's bellies. One of the twins punched
her hand. The blue sparkly aura of Rosemary'stiny creation spread warmth through her hand.

"Don't want to talk about it. But if you make coffee or fry bacon before noon, | might haveto kill you."

"Without caffeinein your veins, you must be awholelot of fun in the morning. When did the morning
sckness gart?'

"The day after you left on tour. Y ou could have told me | was pregnant.”
"Not my job! The discovery will be part of your memories.

"Lousy memory. | thought | had the ssomach flu. The third morning, Mom stood at the bathroom door
watching me lose my stomach. She had the nerve to smile. | haven't been to adoctor, but Mom iscaling
him her birthday present."

"Mom popped in this morning and gloated. Guess we know where everyone will be August ninth. Who
let the sex dip?” Cinnamon asked.

"No one. But thanks for the confirmation. Before we married, Walker had visions of me nursing a baby
wrapped in ablue shawl. Today, just before leaving the ranch, we told Juanita and Joe. | asked Juanitaiif
Walker's visons were present or past life. She said when she looked into our future she saw aminiature



verson of Walker running around the kitchen riding a stick horse and wearing Joe's cowboy hat. Then
shelaughed. It sounded just like Grandmas laugh when we pulled one of our stunts and sheld say to
Mom, ‘paybacks are abitch'."

Reaching for another cookie, Ginger said, “Mom does the same thing when shelooks at my belly. Rose,
maybe you should check out stock options for aspirin manufacturers.”

* k x %

The Nine Springs Ranch painting hung on thewall besde the fireplace.

"It'shard to believe you got the detail s so exact without having been here or seeing apicture.” Hugh used
histhumb to straighten the edge of the frame afaction of aninch.

Uncle Guslaughed. “Imagine my reaction. Gin caled and said to meet them at the airport with apainting.
When | asked her what painting, all she said was, you'll know when you seeit.”

"Y ou said you added the cloud and the haze & the tree line after Cinn arrived a theranch? Hugh filled
his coffee mug, grabbed a couple of snickerdoodle cookies and settled in hisfavorite recliner.

"I did. We've come up with acouple of interpretations, but I'd like to hear what you think."

"The puffed up cheeks and puckered mouth saysit's ssorming or astorm is brewing. But with Bear Ridge
overlooking my property, metaphorically, Grover was breathing down my throat. Steam around the hot
springsian't an unusua occurrence, but that is aso the spot where, with alittle help from spirits, the
snowmobile blew up. What are you thinking?’ Hugh said.

"We came up with the same ideas and they al have merit. Take acloser look at the cloud and the haze,”
Ginger sad.

"l don't see anything."

"In the upper |eft corner of the cloud, it looks like a set of eyes. Knowing you add ghosts and goblinsto
every painting, thereis probably aghost in the haze, but | don't see one,” Jack said.

"Two ghogts. I'll give you ahint, two figures merge together in the haze and therésasurprise,” Ginger
sad.

Putting on apair of reading glasses, Hugh waked to the painting and traced faint gray shadowing with his
finger. “That could be abustle and along skirt. Therésafan and cleavage.” Moving hisfinger alittleto
theleft, hesaid, “ Thislookslike avery nicely shaped leg, ahand holding something or pointing, and more
cleavage. Wdl I'll be damned! Miss Jane and Sdling, their likenessis outlined in the bark on these two
treetrunks. Thisisamazing work."

"Yes, itis. Wish | could take credit for the clever details. | know | painted the picture, but until today, |
had no ideal'd painted the faces, or the eyesin the clouds.”

"Thenhow..."

"The painting was propped on the seat across from me. | took anap. When | opened my eyesthe details
jumped out at me. Besidesthe eyesin the face, there are nine sets of eyeshiddenin the cloud,” Cole
explaned.

"Ten cameras,” Jack muttered. “With everything happening in winter why do you think you painted the
ranch asit looksin late spring?!



"How much has Cinn told you about Aunt Pesty's gift?” Ginger asked.

" She cadts spellsthat have atendency to not be accurate.”

"Politely said. Mogt of her screw-ups are annoying but quickly fixable,” Rosemary said.
"Like aguffed monkey coming to life?'

Cinnamon groaned. “Who, where, when?'

"Early thismorning. Just before Cole and Waker arrived. Bobby isteething and has a stuffy nose. Aunt
Pesty thought making his stuffed monkey dance would make him smile,” Ginger said.

"Rosg, you're auras doing funny things. Tell me the good newsfirgt,” Cinnamon begged.
"Salina saved the day; Bobby laughed and clapped his hands and Rocky didn't freak out.”
"Thebad news."

"Rocky talked Aunt Pesty into demonstrating how she used to create miniature stage productions for us.
Aunt Pesty now hasafan club.”

"Heaven help usl Rose, what does your intuition say about the season in the painting being different?!
"How much do Hugh, Terry and Jack know about the latest spells?!

"Nothing. Between Mom, Dad, Gus, Miss Jayne, Salinaand Grover they had enough to dedl with."
Rosemary lifted abrow, but let Cinnamon's defensive tone dide.

"We know Sdlina asked Aunt Pesty to cast aspell to stop Helen from blackmailing Walker. Over the last
year, sheaso cast spellsto give dl of our destiny dreamsanudge. The last spell istill aquestion mark,
but it was cast shortly before Miss Jayne made her first appearance.”

"Having known Pesty for thirty years, I've seen her spdlls cause some interesting effects but this sounds
more serious. What went wrong with the spell she cast to help Salina?” Uncle Gus asked.

"All Salinaand Mom will say isthat the spdll tangled with something happening or about to happen in our
lives. Asfar aswe know, the only other thing Aunt Pesty was trying to manipulate was our destiny
dreams,” Cinnamon answered.

"Isit possible that what happened only involved you indirectly?” Jack asked.

Everyone looked at Rosemary. “ The odds say no, that'swrong. We, or more accurately our energy had
to beinvolved.”

"Y our destiny dreams do connect you to your soul mate,” Jack stated.
"Right,” Rosemary answered.
Jack frowned. “What is the definition of a soul mate?’

"I don't think there isa definite answer. Meaning that if you ask ten people, you'll get ten different
answers.” Ginger gave Cole asweet amile. “From experience, | will say that life with your soul mateis
not perfect. They are an intricate part of your past and future, but they are not your life. Y ou complement
each other, you share, you argue and you support each other. There's abond that goes beyond husband



and wife or friendship. | relateit to the birth connection twins share; what | share with Rose and Cinn."

Ginger'swords hit anerve. The relationship Jack had formed with Green-eyes and Cinnamon was a
bonding. Built dowly, over timeit was based on ... trust. Damn, how had he not seen that?

"The past connection and bonding you talk about, could Pesty's spell make the same connection?”
"Inwhat way?" Cinnamon asked.
"I'm not sure. The destiny dreams, how do they work?”

"Different for everyone. Cole and | experienced aseries of dreams,; among other things, the dreams
warned us of danger. That danger brought you into our lives.”

"Our degtiny dreamstook Walker and me back to apast life.”

"I didn't redlize the destiny dreams were experienced by both parties. |'ve done some reading about
metaphysica bdiefs. If | remember correctly, the theory isthat if you both had dreams about a past life
together you had akarmic connection before you met.” Jack looked puzzled.

"Agreed,” Colesad.
"When aspdl is cast how isthe universe able to separate that type of karmic connection?’
"Hell'sbells. Good question,” Rosemary said.

"It seemsto me, that if destiny dreams are experienced by both parties, Pesty's spell would or could
manipulate both parties' lives. The second spell was supposed to stop Helen from blackmailing Walker.
When the second spell was cast, your energy and Walker's energy were already connected through the
destiny dreams.”

"Y ou're thinking the second spell read my energy and Walker'sas one.”
"Y egh, something likethat."

"If that's true, besides the destiny dreams the two things going on in Waker's life were Helen's blackmail
scheme and the counterfeit ring,” Rosemary mused. “ The odds favor the spell connecting with both
events, but the score isn't high enough to be conclusive. Were till missing something.”

"The counterfeit ring brought Jack to the casino. He was shot shortly after that. My being at the airport at
the same time Jack and Evan met Thornton at the airport put me in danger and brought me hereto the
ranch.”

"That makesatidy set of circumstances.”

"There's no such thing as circumstance. Cinn, you're thinking Aunt Pesty's spell bypassed meto influence
Walker'slife, but that it also affected you."

"Aunt Pesty refusesto say when she cast the spdll to jumpstart my destiny dreams. She could have cast
one spdll to cover both our destiny dreams.”

"Hel'sbells, that sounds like something guaranteed to cause problems,” Ginger said around amouthful of
cookie.

"And something Pesty would try,” Uncle Gus added.



"Helen'slawyersfiled papersto contest Dad'swill the day after it was read. She didn't losethe last
lawsuit until after | met Rose. Since Helen also blackmailed Dad, | don't think amisguided spell had her
using the same blackmail stunt to try to control me."

"You'reright,” Rose said. “But without some cunning witchcraft and your parents ghostly presence, you
would have given Helen the casino to protect your Aunt Juanitaand Uncle Joe."

Walker rubbed the back of his neck. “That's exactly what would have happened.”

"Thornton approached me early last fdl. That was just after they found out about the third set of plates,
but before the counterfeit ring hit Dreamland. With Grover's contacts inside the agency, it would have
taken amiracleto keep that bit of information from him,” Jack said.

"A miracle provided by apoorly worded spell,” Cinnamon said.
"That's possible. Could any of your parents have done something to block that information from Grover?”

"No. Something likethat would fall under therule: ‘we can't disclose or interfere in anything that might
influence your choices,” Cinnamon said.

"The society's origina strategy for distributing the counterfeit bills never included hitting amgjor casino.
"Why not?’ Cinnamon asked.
"Too risky. They didn't want to tangle with the possible ramifications of some of the club owners.

"Pete contacted Sidney and offered to sl him the third stolen plate and Helen lost the last apped on the
will around the same time. Those two events started the domino effect of events. The counterfeit bills
were digtributed at Dreamland. Grover diminated Pete, his US contract for the drug distribution.
Thinking | was closeto identifying him, hetried to diminate me. Without Cinn's gift, he would have
succeeded.”

"If I hadn't seen you at the airport, Evan wouldn't have focused on me and you wouldn't have brought me
to the ranch. If Miss Jane and Salina hadn't intervened, Evan wouldn't have been arrested. If Grover
hadn't posted a guard to watch the ranch and if Miss Jayne hadn't touched the computer, Grover would
dill bedive. That'salot of ifs strung in arow. With the listening device, Grover heard conversations you
had with Hugh. He knew about your talks with Thornton. He wasn't stupid; he had to have figured out
that the society was going to replace him. He aso knew when the meeting was scheduled for you to meet
Helen, Sdney and Kate. And with events moving that quickly, it could have changed thetime line from
gpring to winter,” Cinnamon said.

"All true”
"Grover had aplan. What wasit?” Walker's voice left no doubt he expected answers.
Jack appreciated the sentiment.

Terry answered. “Miss Jayne likesto snoop. After the police left, she told me about abox she saw inside
acupboard. She described it aslooking smilar to the box that blew-up. The box turned out to be aradio
and CD player, wired for remote control detonation and packed with enough explosives to knock the
house off the hillsde."

"Holy shit,” Uncle Gus muttered.



"The day before he died, Grover purchased asmall motor home. He parked it in aWal-Mart parking lot.
When it hadn't been moved for three days, management called the police. Grover had it fully stocked
with food. We found maps marked with back road routes to V egas and Kansas and the detonator for
the bomb. In the mail Miss Jayne lifted from the bunker, was a utility bill for property in aremote part of
New Mexico."

"What's on the property?’ Walker asked.

"A smdl house. The authoritiesdidn't find anything unusua, but I'm hoping Miss Jane and Sdinawill
check the place out.”

* * % %
Rosemary and Ginger found Cinnamon in the barn.

"Hugh told us afunny story about you telling Betsy to pant through her labor pains” Offering Betsy a
carrot, Ginger scratched one of the colts behind an ear.

Cinnamon chuckled. “So the guysclam. All | remember isrunning my hands over Betsy's belly and
sending energy during her contractions.”

"Just remember, when you talk me through my contractions, | don't whinny."
“I'll try."
"How do you fedl about all that's happened?’ Rosemary asked.

"Areyou talking about what happened yesterday, the troubles Aunt Pesty's spell created or the fact that
Jack ismy soul mate?"

""Should have known your direct to the point logic wouldn't dlow usto easeinto thet last fact,” Rosemary
sad.

"It was hard to missif you accept the theory that connected Rose and Walker's energy to the spell Aunt
Pesty cast for Salina. Without that soul connection, there was no reason for Aunt Pesty's spell to extend
that energy to Jack even with him being assigned to the counterfeit case.”

"The odds say youreright. You know | can't use my ahility to figure out the odds on Jack being your
soul mate. But unless you and Jack are connected Aunt Pesty's spell shouldn't have pulled you into the
case,” Rosemary said.

"l was having Smilar thoughts."
"What are you going to do?’ Ginger asked.
"l don't know."

"Last week you were ready to jump his bones and give up your gift. What changed your mind?’
Rubbing the bottom of her swollen belly, Ginger sat on abae of hay.

"Last night's destiny dream. Eros admitted he loved me."
"Sounds promising.”

"I'll admit the words gave me anice buzz."



"l hear a‘but’ coming,” Ginger teased.
"BUT, wouldn't you think that after declaring hislove, | would have been able to see Jack's face?"

"l ... Hell'sbells. Eros declares hislove. Y ou declare your love. In ahappy ever after, that should be the
end of the story."

"Have you talked to Mom or Sdina?’ Rosemary asked.

"Not since yesterday. They haven't appeared, or given ahint that they were hanging around. | tried calling
them. There was no response.

"That usualy meansthat something isn't right and they don't want to be questioned.”

"Which iswhy I'm not going to jump Jack's bones, do avictory dance or go shopping for awedding
dress”

"You redly think Salinaisgoing to let you pick out areadymade gown?'
“I'll lope.”

* * % %
Asfar asthe eye could see, the deep blue water was calm.
At the highest point of the cliff, Cinnamon listened to waves as they splashed against the rocks.
The message put her in amelancholy mood. But there was no changing what had to be said.

Turning towards the forest, she hesitated. Looking over her shoulder, Cinnamon saw the
reflection of two golden yellow stars shimmering across the water's surface.

* * * %

Jack sat on the rowboat's narrow bench.

The dark blue depth of the water slowly lightened, blue turned to turquoise, than turquoise
became crystal clear. The black sand beneath the clear water sparkled like a million starson a
pitch-black night.

Jack took histimewalking to the small rise overlooking the calm beauty of the crescent beach. The
tranquil scene touched his soul; afeding of contentment washed over him.

At the edge of the golden path, he paused. Looking over his shoulder, he saw the reflection of two
golden starsfloating on the water.

The gold strewn path seemed shorter.

Alwaysimpatient to see Green-eyes, held never gppreciated the quiet restfulness of the small meadow.
Now, stting on the familiar boulder, he looked around him with anew awareness. The different shades of
warm soft greens that made up grass, moss, ferns and pine needles were soothing and welcoming.

Lost in thought, he didn't see Green-eyes gpproach.
The green fabric of aform-fitting gown skimmed her hourglass figure and maiched her eyes.

"Congratulations, the caseisamost closed.”



"I should be thanking you. Without your help, the outcome could have been far different.”
"Y ou used your head, the outcome was meant to be."

"If I used my head it wasto pound aholein thewall whiletrying to figure out your riddles.”
"I would apologize for causing you undue harm, but we both know you are hard headed.”
"True, but you could have been nice and not pointed out the obvious."

Green-eyeslaughed. The sound reminded him of someone, but he couldn't think beyond what had to be
sad.

"Y ou have something on your mind.”

"I do. The last time we met, you talked about trugt.”
"Asl| recdl, you scoffed at theidea.”

"l waswrong. | trust you with my life."

"Thank you. That means more to me than awalk in the moonlight. Y ou spent over two yearsworking the
case. What will you do now that most of the guilty parties have been arrested?”

"Therewill never be alack of bad guysto chase. By thistime next week, there will be a stack of new
casefileson my desk. Why do you ask?'

"Three men knew your redl identity and your undercover identities. They leaked information about the
case, they tried to kill you and they jeopardized the safety of people you care about. Grover isdead. The
agent isin custody. Thethird man isfree. With what he knows, your worth as an undercover agent is
minus zero."

"l know awoman who might be able to identify the third man. With that knowledge, we can diminate his
threat."

"Firgt, shewould have to meet him. That will never happen. | do not doubt that you will destroy his
reputation and power. But with what he knows about you and your department, your undercover days
aeover."

"Did Grover feed this man information or was it the other way around?'

"It was atwo way street. They shared information and contacts that benefited both of them, but Grover
was not the man's only source of information. The man has enough influence to destroy the case against
the society. In fact, he has dready started working on doing that.”

"With Grover dead, who contacted him?'

"Kate. Asone of her top customers, she has the man's private phone number on her speed did.”

"How much damage has he done?'

"Very little, but by tomorrow that will change. Thetimefor riddlesis past. The man is Senator Waters."

Jack flinched. Pinching the bridge of hisnose, he forced alid on hisanger. “ There's no possbility your
sources are mistaken?'



"None. The friendship between the two men goes back to Grover'steen years. | won't bore you with
details, but when the Senator redlized they shared the same sexua appetites, he became Grover's
mentor. Y ou're clever with computers. He has a bank account at Community Trust. It isunder hisfather's
name. The Senator used the account to pay Kate for entertainment services. From the same account, he
pays child support and hush money for aten-year-old daughter.”

Jack pursed hislips.

"Jack, you can't change the past. Don't beat yourself up over something you had no way of knowing."
"Once again, I'm indebted to you. What will you do now?"

"Areyou tired of my company?'

"Never that. | just have thefedling that our time hereisover.”

"l dwaysdid say you were smart. Thisisn't an ending. It'sabeginning, anew beginning with al kinds of
posshilities.”

"Beforeyou leave will you tell me your name?

"Y ou dready know my name."

Green-eyes disappeared.

"| thought you said the time for riddleswas over,” Jack mumbled.

[Back to Table of Contents)
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Chapter 25
"It'ssnowing.” Ginger stood at the dining room window sipping a cup of coffee.

"So | saw.” Cinnamon stood at the stove stirring alarge pot of oatmedl.
"Sdlinds outsde with Terry and Cole.”

"I know. They weretrying to figure out where Grover hid the cameras that showed this room and the
insde of the barn. Miss Jayne appeared and offered to help them look. When they walked outside,
Sinajoined them.”

"She'sdill avoiding you?'

"Apparently. The same goesfor Mom. Without appearing, she told me Rose needed hot teaand
crackers”

"Did you have adestiny dream last night?’ Ginger asked as she set the table.

"No. Instead | had the dream where | stand on the cliff overlooking the ocean.”

"Did anything change?"

"Nope. Thewater was calm; whatever message | was given isforgotten.” Cinnamon arched abrow and
bit her bottom lip. “I'm wrong. Something did change. At the end two gold stars, like the one Dad hung
over my bed, gppeared. It was areflection in the water. When | think of it, that's weird, because the sun
wasshining.”

"Dad gave you the star as areward for being patient. Do you think the two starsin the dream meant the
samething?'

"Sincethe only thing | recall about those dreamsis sanding on the cliff and receiving messages| never
remember, it'simpossibleto say.”

"What'simpossible?’ Jack asked as snow crusted cowboy boots hit the tile floor.

"Keeping the cookiejar full. If everyone's headed in, you can take the bowl of scrambled eggs out of the
ovenfor me"

"Miss Jayne found the cameras. Hate to admit it, but Grover was clever. Two cameras were tucked
insgde bird nestsin the blue spruce trees. The camera showing the driveway blended in with wiresand
equipment on an eectrica pole,” Cole said as he poured fresh coffee into several mugs.

"Sdinasad there were ten cameras. Three showed the entrances to the tunndls and one showed the road
leading onto Grover's property. The three on the counter and the one on Bear Ridge make eight. Any
ideawhere the other two are?"

"One showed the hot springs pool. Miss Jayne found that one and I€ft it on the pool's ledge. Sdinasaid
one screen showed afield of snow. It might have overlooked the land where the Elk normally stay. Sdlina
and Miss Jayne are checking out the trees edging that field,” Jack said.

"Are you going to share what brought you back downgtairs last night?’ Cinnamon, sitting next to Jack,
nudged hisleg.



"Theempty cookiejar..."
"Never lies”
"Hugh and Terry aetheir share”

"Now you sound like Gin sacrificing Rose and | to save her butt when Mom caught her with her hand in
the cookiejar."

Jack gave one of hisrare smiles. “Next time, I'll refill the jar with some of the cookies you've been hiding
inthefreezer."

Next time—that sounded promising. “And here | was blaming Hugh for sneaking outside with some of
those cookies."

"Petunialikes snickerdoodles,” Hugh inserted into the conversation.

" She has good taste. What happened?’

Cole and Walker chuckled.

"You guysarent helping.” Jack shot them a disgusted look.

"They know better than to side against the person that makes their favorite cookies. What happened?’

"I recelved some information. We made some phone cdls.” He'd aso spent time hacking into bank
records, but that was not to be shared.

"Theinformation was about the unknown informant?"
"Areyou reading my mind?'
"Not one of my talents. It wasthe only loose end in the case. Will you be able to sop him?"

"We'reworking on that."

"Grest idea,” Cinnamon said as she did into the warm waters at the hot springs
Jack didn't take his eyes off her backside.

"| thought s0.” Settling onto the rock ledge beside Cinnamon, Jack rel axed.
"Your aurasal fuzzy and spiked with orange. What's bothering you?"

"Cole explained what happened during the destiny dreams he and Ginger shared. Have your dreams
revealed your soul mate?"

"If you're asking for name, address and phone number, the answer isno. Do you want to hear what's
happened so far?'

Hel no! “If youwant totdl me."

"We make arrangements to mest at alittle outdoor café. The cobblestone street is lined with expensive
boutiques. A park with areflection pool isclose by."



"Soundslike Little Tony's. Thereflecting pool at the mall leading to the Lincoln Memorid iswithin
walking digance.

"When were you there?'

"About three years ago. | spent time there during an undercover operation.”

"About the sametime | was back there doing some hypnosis shows at the hospitds,” Cinnamon mused.
"Besides mesting at the café, what do you do?"

"Not much of anything. Erosis aways worried about Someone seeing us, or more precisely seeing me
with him. During one dream, we ran down a back alley to get away from some bad guys. A couple of
times, weve sat ingde ahaf circle of treesto have alittle privacy.”

The water rippled as Jack's body stiffened.
Hisaura shrunk closer to hisbody.

"A few doors down from Little Tony's, thereé'sasmal park. In one corner, therésahalf circle of trees
that affordsthat type of privecy."

"Bet it has areputation for being agreat place to make out.”

"Sucker bet. Isthat what you and your lover did?'

"Never alover. You can pull your mind out of the gutter. We had apicnic.”

"I have ahard time believing a soul mate wouldn't take the opportunity to kissyou senseless.”

"l didn't say we didn't kiss. But within afew minutes of arriving, hewould insst we leave. Mogt of our
conversations were about protecting me."

"Soundsfamiliar.”
"How 07"

"The case | wasworking at thetime. A woman got in the middle of asticky situation a work. When she
refused to leave town, we decided to have me pose as her live-in boyfriend. She refused to stop sitting at
the café to people watch. Most of our conversations were about her putting herself in jeopardy.”

"Did you take her to ahote room and tell her not to leave?"
"What doesthat have to do with your dreams?
"I'll takethat asayes. Did shelisten to you and not leave?"

"No, as amatter of fact, she didn't. She dipped out to get alatte. Someone followed her back to the
hotd."

"What happened?’

Jack pinched the bridge of his nose then ran hisfingersthrough his hair. “ Some guys roughed her up. She
spent a couple of weeksin the hospital. Now what is this about?*

"I honestly don't know. Until age eighteen, al of our destiny dreams were nothing more than prom dates



and afew stolen kisses. Rose and Gin's dreams heated up, but didn't change much until the time they met
Waker and Cole. After high school, my dreamstook a different path. Erosand | traveled and talked.”

"You cal your soul mate, Eros, the god of love, and claim you traveled and talked?” Jack scoffed. His
Texasdrawl dipped into hisvoice.

Cinnamon hid her smile. *He took meto an authentic pub in Dublin. In Venice, wetook aromantic
gondolaride. In New Y ork we rode the ferry and visited the Statue of Liberty. In Alaskawe snuggled in
an igloo. More than once, on ahilltop, under acanopy of amillion stars, in the middle of God knows
where, we danced. Those are very romantic placesto share akiss or two."

Damned if they weren't, and damned if he wasn't eaten up with jealousy. Hed been every place
mentioned, including several unnamed hilltops.

"Last summer, those romantic trips aoruptly stopped. The dreams shifted to the café. Eros aways arrived
late. The ‘let me protect you' lecture was the prominent theme. From thefirst dream to the last dream
there wasn't much deviation.

"In arecent dream, Eros pulled me down aleys before taking me to a hotel room. He made me promisel
wouldn't leave the room. For the next two nights, | popped into the dream long enough to know | was
furious at being ignored, but | hadn't left the room. On the third day, Eros returned, thanked me for not
leaving, told me the bad guys knew | was at the hotel and we had to leave. Two nights ago, hetold me
that the danger was past and that he trusted me.”

Trust. Jack felt the word hang in the air between them.
"And lagt night?"

"Last night there was no destiny dream.”

"But you had adream.” Jack's Texas drawl thickened.

"It'snot much of adream, redly. | stand on acliff, look at the ocean, receive amessage and enter a
forest. End of dream, or at least as much as I've ever remembered.”

Sliding off the seat built into the pool's Sde, she floated to the center of the pool. Treading water, she
faced Jack.

"Something's bugging you. What did | say to makethat cute little dimple at the corner of your mouth
appear?’

"Y ou don't remember what the messages are about?*

"No. Thefirst few times| had the dream, | remembered walking into asmall clearing and meeting a man.
I've dways thought the dreams had something to do with my astrd travel and hedling. Have never figured
out what, but Rose got atwenty percent positive on that being true. Are you going to shareor do |
hypnotize you and pump the information out?*

"That could be interesting. Because | don't want to drown, I'll share the highlights. The dreams started
when | wasintraining. A ridein asmall rowboat takes me to a crescent shaped beach. From therel
enter aforest and walk to asmall meadow. A woman appears and gives me information about cases I'm
working or warns me about danger. Does any of that sound familiar?”

"No.” Using her fingers, sheflicked water in Jack's face. “Who is the woman?'



"I've never seen her face. | know that during the dreams, her hair color intrigues me. Theré's something
about her gownsthat also grabs my attention. Once I'm awake, those memories haunt me, but they never
maeridize”

"During my dreams, | see Erossface. A few times, during the dream, | tried describing hisfeatures. |
couldn't do it. Same for when | wake up. Asfor clothing, he favors black jeans, shoes and shirts.”

"When I'm working, | do the samething. If you have to run, black blendsinto the shadows."
"How often do you have the dreams?’

"The longest |apse was the six weeks after | was shot. Mostly once or twice amonth, but there were a
few times during the end of jobsthat | found myself taking atrip in the rowboat a couple of timesina
week."

"I've taken the trip—it soundslike you bdlieve in astrd travel.”

"It was the dreams that got me interested in the supernaturd. A few urgent warnings that saved my ass,
and gut fedings that have panned out, made me a semi-bdiever. Y our family made meafull fledge
believer. Adrd trave isnothing more than away of labeling an experience so others can identify with
your experience. The rowboat, water, sand, meadow, and the boulder | sat on were tangible. Until a
couple of years ago, al | saw of the woman was her eyes. After that, | was able to see her body. The
lighting was dim, but she looked solid.”

"Y ou don't need to convince me, I've done my share of traveling. People have held my hand, hugged me,
and cried on my shoulder. If | hadn't been solid that couldn't have happened. The woman gave you
information?"

"Green-eyesgave meaname."
Cinnamon'slaughter filled theair.
"Why did you pick that name?'

"Shewould never tell me her name. For awhile, | made agame out of giving her funny names. The name
Green-eyes annoyed her, so that'swhat | caled her.”

"Likealittle boy pulling agirl's pigtail, you hid your interest by teasing.”

"I won't deny | was attracted.”

"Did you ever kissher?'

"A meadow stood between us. We never touched."

"That'stoo bad; if you had, it would have felt like this."

Cinnamon ran her hands up Jack's arms. A red-hot current shot up her fingertips.
With her hands on his shoulders, Cinnamon leaned into Jack's warm torso.
Astheir lips met ablue arc danced between them. The current bit their lips.

"Ouch. Maybe it'sagood thing we never touched. The sparks would have set the forest on fire."



"| thought you said you don't remember being inthe glen.”

"I don't. Until last summer when the dreams shifted to the café, Eros called me Green-eyes. He said the
way my eye color changed with my mood was mesmerizing.”

"Hmmm."

"Y ou had an ulterior motive when you suggested we come here.”
"Did 17"

"Y ou figured out you were my soul mate.”

"I hoped. Except for the times spent with Green-eyes| don't remember dreams. The meetings couldn't
be called romantic. But there was dways flirtatious banter that put a sexua tone to our encounters. For
the theory of aspell to read Rose and Walker as one energy to be true, the same theory had to be true
for agpdl to affect my cases. Y ou were the only sister without a soul mate.”

"Becareful, that type of flattery goes straight to my head.”
"You'relucky | cantak. Unlesswe're taking shop, | get tongued tied when talking to you."

"Hmm. | didn't think you were having any difficultly expressng your thoughtsjust before Salina sent us
out to help Betsy."

"Asl| recdl weweren't talking. Cinn, | don't want you to risk losing your gift. | need to know thisisn't
hopeful thinking?'

"Would it make adifferenceif | told you that before you were shot, | wasready to give up my gift to be
withyou?'

Jack watched the color of Cinn's eyes change from soft pine green to clear emerad.
"Y ou werethat sure?'

"Theonly thing | was sure of wasloving you. Redlizing that my gift helped saved your lifeisthe only thing
that made me reconsider my decision. Knowing you could need my help, | knew | couldn't give up my
gift.”

"If your soul mate turned out to be someone e se you were willing to marry him to help me?*
"During the dreams, | told Eros he needed to learn to trust. | redlized the same was true for me. | needed

to trust the universe to provide mewith an answer that wouldn't force meinto that type of Stuation. As
much as | hate admitting it, | had to trust Salinato help make that happen.”

"Our dreams shared a common thread. On severa occasions, Green-eyestold me | needed to learn to
trust. It wasonly last night that | admitted | trusted her.

"When you waked into Thornton's posing as Rosemary, | wasfurious. As| watched you manipulate
Helen and Kate, acalm settled over me. I'm not good at picking fancy descriptive words, but my gut told
meto trust you; | did and | do."

"Look.” Cinnamon nodded towards the center of the pool. Two golden yellow stars shimmered over the
surface of the warm water.



"Last night, just before | entered the forest, | saw starsjust like these.™

"Me, too. A few months ago, Dad hung alarge gold star over my bed when | said I'd earned one for
having patience. Truthfully, snce the day we met, I've been totdly impatient.”

"Thefirst day we met, just after introductions were made, everyone wastaking. | was standing by the
French doors when you walked up to me. Do you remember what you said to me?"

"l can't believe | talked to you. Every time| looked your way, my heart did afunny dance and my tongue
frozeto the roof of my mouth."

Jack chuckled. “I know that feding. But you walked towards me with a confident strut. When we were
toe to toe you gave me asmile that's had me taking cold showers for months.”

"l didnt."

"Then, in that same seductive tone you used to seduce the Denver Chief of policeinto singing love
songs..."

"How do you know about that?"

"At the police station, there are copies of the show for sale. Hugh bought two. Last night, after you went
to bed, we watched it. Now, as | was saying, like a graceful feline you strolled towards me. When we
were toeto toe you purred, “ Y ou are an old soul with the most beautiful and unusud aural've seen this
sde of thevelil. Y ou aso brought abushel full of talents dong with you thistime around. Too bad you
aren't usng themto their full potentid.”

"l didn't."
"What's unusud about my aura?’

"Y our auraisaclear sgpphire blue. What's unusud isametdlic Slver overlay. I've never seenthat in
another person. And | have no ideawhat it means.”

"I know,” Miss Jayne's voice whispered.
"What the hell?” Jack growled.

"Oops, | promised not to interrupt. But | didn't think you'd be able to hear me. Oh well, now that you
know I'm here, | might aswell show myself.” Wearing a pale pink day dress and carrying amatching
parasol, Miss Jayne sat on the edge of the poal.

"Thornton hasslver in hisaura
"No, he doesn't. Hisauraisolive green.”

"With ared pretty slver haze that makes the green shine. That'swhy | knew who he waswhen | saw him
at the café last week."

"Doyou seeslver in Jack's aura?'
"Why would I, Jack's not my soul mate."

"Hell's bells. Since the day we met, the answer's been right in front of my eyesand | never knew."



"Besides snooping, isthere areason you're here?’ Jack hoped that the question would nudge Miss Jayne
into leaving.

"My mommaaways said proper ladies shouldn't be |eft done with aman until they are married. | never
minded her words and look what happened to me. Watching the way the two of you've been flirting and
touching, I'm thinking | was right to be concerned.”

"Y ou've been chaperoning us?’ Cinnamon looked horrified.
Jack burgt out laughing.
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Chapter 26
Cinnamon peded off her wet swimauit.

The clothes sheld worn that morning were gone.

Except for shoes and sexy bras and panties, the drawers and closet were empty.
"Sind"

"No need to shout. I'm not desf."

Gray wool dacks and a pale blue sweater appeared on the bed.

As Cinnamon finished dressing, awhite spotlight cast acircle on the hardwood floor.

Miss Jayne appeared. The square neckline of her ivory colored, satin gown gave ahint of cleavage.
Three quarter length deeves and the neckline were edged in delicate tatted lace. The attached skirt was
softly gathered a the waist. A nosegay of orange blossomswas pinned at her cinched waist and gloves
covered her tiny hands.

Lifting the hem of the skirt, she said, “The dippersare smple, but they are made of redlly soft leather.
Therésacrinoline hoop and the bloomers are silk with three rows of lace. Asshedowly turnedina
circle Cinnamon smiled when she saw the corset style closure of the bodice and theflora pattern in the
amplelace vell that hung to thetips of Miss Jayne's gloved fingers. Isn't thisthe most beautiful wedding
dressyou ever saw?"

"It'sbeautiful. Did you wear the dresswhen you married Thornton?”

"No. We got married in agambling tent by atraveling preacher who was more drunk than sober. |
ripped apicture of thisgown out of Harper's Bazaar magazine and dipped it in my Bible. Sdinawas
nice enough to copy it for you."

"For me?’ Cinnamon couldn't hide her surprise.

"I know Sdlinas your fairy godmother and she can zap adress out of thin air. And you have aMomma
who probably wants to help you pick out agown. But you and Jack helped me. | thought maybe | could
help you by showing you thiswonderful dress.”

"Mom, | can smdl your perfume. What do you think?'
"Thegownislovey.” Caitlin was stting on the bed when she appeared.
"I agree. Thank you, Miss Jayne."

Smiling, Miss Jayne daintily dabbed at atear.

"SHina"

"You cdled? Sdinawore anivory laceteddy, thigh high cream-colored silk stockings and hedled
sandals that were nothing more than four braided straps of |egther.

"Oh my. What an outrageoudy wicked outfit,” Miss Jayne said and giggled.



"Y ou took away my fun, but | have to admit the wedding gown is gorgeous. But when Jack pedlsthat
gown off heisn't going to find bloomers and a cotton chemise.”

"Have you dl forgotten, Jack hasn't proposed?”

Cinnamon found everyone Sitting in the living room.
Thetelevision wasturned to CNN.

"What's going on?"

"Shhh...” Rosemary said.

The anchorman cued in aroving reporter. Standing in front of the Senate Office, the reporter looked
solemnly into the camera. “Minutes ago, Senator Water's in a surprising announcement on the Senate
floor, resigned his senate seat. Earlier today, according to inside sources, he cleared his office of persona
belongings. Citing adesire to spend more time with hiswife and children, he ends adistinguished career.
Asone of thetop candidates for the next presdentid...”

"Will that sop him?” Cinnamon asked.
"It'samgor step in that direction,” Jack answered.

"It'stimeto celebrate.” Confetti and streamers floated through the air. Out of aswirl of pink sparkle,
wearing aVaentine red spaghetti strap cocktail dress and matching shoes, Salina appesred.

Standing beside her, Miss Jayne wore an off the shoulder gown in the same eye popping red. Shewas
fluttering ablack lace fan.

Without fanfare Caitlin, Herb and Gus appeared.

"They look great, don't they?’” Gus said in astage whisper.

"They're beautiful,” Cinnamon corrected.

Gus beamed and his chest puffed. “ Y eah, | think so, too."

"l have acouple of announcements,” Caitlin said to get everyone's attention.

"Sdling, a timesyou drive meinsane but | proudly say you're adear friend. Thank you for dl that you've
doneto help protect our families and future generations. With Warrens blessing, | am happy to announce
that you have been granted full use of your powers. And God help usal, you have officialy earned your
wingsand thetitle fairy godmother.”

"I'm going to cry,” Rose whispered.
"Join the club,” Cinnamon whispered back.

"Jayne, on behdf of our family | want to thank you for your help. Warren has asked that | extend an
invitation to you to join our group.”

"I'd get to be with dl of you every day?'
"Every day."



Sdlina gave agood-natured groan.

Hugh stepped into the center of the group. “1'd like to add my thank you to both of you lovely ladies. By
traveling where no mortal could go, and cresating interesting diversions you helped close two cases.

"Sdina, when you signed on to help, you asked for agun and abadge.”
Twirling her finger, Sdlina opened the gift-wrapped package Jack held in his hand.

A gold star shaped badge, with an engraved silver center, nested against alayer of cotton. ‘ Salina
Owens, FGM Crime Buster, Degtiny Inc.'; beside the badge was a silver-plated water pistol and five
packages of KOOL-AID in assorted flavors.

"Miss Jayne, without the red diary and the mail you gave us, we would still be scrambling to answer
guestions. We have been told that we can't move your remainsto a different grave site but..."

"That's okay; I'm not going to be there anyway. Isthat gift for me?"
Terry dipped thelid off the box he held in his hand.

"Oh look, there's abadge like Sdlinas and a pretty red diary. My badge says, ‘ Miss Jayne, Detective,
Dedtiny Inc.'. What's a detective?’

"A snoop who won't keep their hands off things."
Miss Jaynegiggled. “What's Degtiny Inc.?"
"Guessthat'smy cue,” Jack said.

Taking Cinnamon's hand, Jack kissed her wrigt.

"| thought I'd havetimeto tak to you firdt, but I'm beginning to suspect thet in thisfamily privacy isin
short supply. For acouple of years, I've thought about opening an agency that offers computer and
personal security checks and discreet investigations. Destiny Inc. is going to be that agency.

"A lot can be said about soul mates, athree hundred year old spell and destiny dreams bringing peoplein
thisroom together. If that's what it took to bring ustogether, I'm thankful. But | fell in love with you long
before | knew about destiny dreams and magic spdlls. | trust you with my life and my heart; will you
please do me the honor of becoming my wife?"

"Can | work with you?'

"Do you think you can handle Miss Jayne and Sdina?'
"Bribery, it works like acharm.”

"Thenyourehired.”

"Vdentinesday isin three weeks."

"It'sadate.”
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Chapter 27
"Do you missastrd travel?” Miss Jayne asked.

Sitting behind her desk, Cinnamon shut down the computer.
"Not at al. Why do you ask?'

"Before meeting Sdlinal couldn't travel more than amilein any direction from my grave. It wasared
pretty place, but now that can | travel anywhere, | couldn't be happy being stuck in one place.”

"During astrd travel, | never had a choice where | went and the scenes were anything but pretty. If the
travel and healing work hadn't compromised my health, maybe I'd fedl differently, but | don't regret that

part of my lifebeing over.”
"How do you fed about your new gift?"

"It'snot new, just enhanced. |'ve aways seen auras. But now the energy | used for astral travel enhances
my ability to read auras. With the agency, visitsto children's hospitals and occasiona hypnosis shows,
both gifts are used equally.”

"But with your destiny dreams, you and Jack astral traveled. That had to have been romantic and
exdating."

"It was. During the last year we've revisited some of those spot. That was morefun.”
"Aren't there other places you want to vist?'

"Yes. And | promiseyou | will seethem. | thought you were going to Boiseto help Mait.”
"I'm leaving now. I'll be back tomorrow for the big event.”

"Cinn, whereareyou?’ Aunt Pesty cdled from the front door.

It had been a hectic year.

Two months after turning the dining room tablein her condo into an office, Jack offered Terry and Betty
Jo afull partnership. Not wanting to leave Texas, they opened a branch office in Houston.

Two months later, Hugh and his nephew Matt, started hanging their cowboy hats on pegs, at abranch
officein Boise.

Two months ago, they moved into their new home, across the street from Ginger, Cole, and ten month
old Lacy and Porter. And right next door to Aunt Pesty and Uncle Martin.

"Intheoffice” Cinnamon answvered.

"Rosemary, Walker and baby Gus arrived at the airport afew minutes ago. They'll be here shortly.
Where's Jack?"

"Right here,” Jack answered as he entered the office from a door leading to the front porch of the two
dory Victorian."

"Uncle Gus and Hugh have no ideawhat they volunteered for when they agreed to help baby st dl three



kids"

Cinnamon grinned. “Uncle Gus knows, o does Aunt Pesty and Uncle Martin. Between the four of them
and two sets of ghostly grandparents to entertain the kids, they'll manage. What happened?”’

"I went to the refrigerator to get Porter more milk. When my back was turned Lacy dumped abowl of
applesauce on Porter's head. Before | could stop him Porter dumped his bowl of peasin Lacey'slap. |
had no idea peas and a couple of tablespoons of applesauce could make such amess. After telling them
how taented they were, Sdlina helped me out by using her magic finger to clean up the mess.”

"Wherewere Coleand Gin?'

"Getting ready for our night on the town.”

* * % %
"How do you fed?’ Caitlin placed awarm hand on Cinnamon's swollen ssomach.
"My back hurts."
"That'snorma.”

"Having water gush down my leg at the nicest restaurant in town was a showstopper no one will forget.
Did you know | was going to go into labor?"

"No. Birth dates are kept secret.”
"Then how did you know baby Guswas going to be born on your birthday?*
"Power of pogtive thinking. Don't tell Rosemary; she wasn't happy about being aweek late.”

"It's our secret. Colesworried about the strain the contractions are putting on my heart, but I'm glad I'm
getting to experience alittle of what you, Gin, and Rose went through.”

"l know."
Herb appeared beside Caitlin. Looking at the monitors attached to Cinn's belly and chest, he frowned.

"A nurseiscoming to get you. Mary and Shane, Jack's folks are here. Y ou won't be able to see Mary,
but she wanted you and Jack to know shelll bein the ddlivery room.”

"Shane, Waker, and | will bein the hdlway pacing.”

"Cinn.” Her eyesfluttered open. Jack's face was inchesfrom hers.

"Wheream 7"

"You're dill inthe ddivery room. Cole gave you some oxygen. Y ou dozed off."
"Our babies?'

"Aretiny, but perfect. Shane Herbert was born firgt. Kaitlyn Rose and Maire Ginger arrived aminute
gpart. If therés an Irish pub for ghosts, | know two grandpas who will have hangovers tomorrow. Y our
mom's gtill wiping tears off her checks. And Gin said my mom sang them their first lullaby.”

"Thank you.” A tear rolled down Cinnamon's cheek.



"For what, Sweetheart?"
"For loving me and making thisthe best year of my life.”
"Sweetheart, the best isyet to come.”
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