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High Spirits

 

After coming home soaked from taking the dogs for their daily
walk, I said, “That’s it I’ve had enough of England and this
miserable weather, Mum, how about we move abroad?”

I tend to do a lot of my thinking while I’m out with my dogs.
Sometimes I come up with some cracking ideas but most of the time
they turn out to be real stinkers.

In 2001 Mum retired from her supermarket job. She’d always
fancied sunning herself in a hot country in her old age. At school
she’d learned Spanish and announced she would like to move to
Spain.

We sold our four-bedroom house in Worcester and moved in with my
aunt for eight months, at the time she had a huge farmhouse in
Devon.

In July, we flew to Almeria Spain. Actually, we arrived in
Malaga and picked up a hire car at the airport. We headed south and
drove through beautiful lush green mountains. Our journey took
almost three and a half hours. We arrived at our destination, a
quiet town in the middle of Spaghetti Western territory at around
ten P.M. We rented a quaint little villa from an agent in the area
and flopped into bed as soon as he gave us the key.

We arranged to meet the agent at 11:00 A.M. the next day but
when he tried to sell us dozens of roofless properties our
enthusiasm soon wavered. After three days, I said, “Mum, I hate it.
Can we go home?”

Mum blew out a sigh of relief and nodded. “I’ve been thinking
the same thing. I couldn’t live here. The area is so dusty, when
was the last time you cleaned a hire car after a couple of days? I
wouldn’t last more than a few years out here in this dreadful
heat.”

She looked so distraught I gave her a cuddle. Mum was right
though, who in their right mind would choose to live in a place
where the temperature was a constant 45 degrees Celsius?

When we arrived back at my aunt’s and told her about the
horrendous properties we’d viewed, she suggested we should give
France a try.

Mum and I looked at each other and screwed up our noses.
Although I studied French at school, I wasn’t proficient in it.
Another major thing to consider… neither of us had ever stepped
foot in France before, but after several conversations we decided
to give it a go.

We spent months trawling through internet sites for the perfect
French property and made a list of possible future homes. In
December, we hopped on a ferry to Cherbourg. On the drive down to
Saint Lo, Mum said, “This is lovely, it’s just like Devon. I’d be
more than happy to settle over here.” She was right the area was
beautiful.

The local agent, Nick was extremely patient with us. We didn’t
have a clue what type of property we wanted but as soon as we saw
an old farmhouse, we knew it was the one for us. Well, when I say
we, what I meant to say was that I was determined to have
it. Mum took one look at the flowered wallpaper covering the walls
and ceilings and shuddered.

“Go on, Mum, trust me.” In the eight months we’d spent at my
aunt’s house, I had signed-up to a home-study course in Interior
Design that should have taken two years to complete and passed with
an incredible 98%.

She shrugged and gave me one of her ‘on your head be it
young lady‘ looks.

Nick showed us several more properties but nothing struck a
chord with me like the first farmhouse he’d shown us. We signed the
compromis de vente at the agency and waited for three months while
the sale went through. To pass the time I designed all the rooms on
my sketch pad and created lots of mood boards laid out with fabrics
and paint colours, etc.

Over the coming months we organised the pet passports for our
dogs and had fun shopping, buying curtains and bedding for our new
wonderful home. Well it would be once I’d made all the intended
changes.

In March the daffodils arrived along with our moving date. After
giving the two dogs the recommended sedatives for the ferry trip,
we set off.

Our appointment at the Notaire’s office in Carentan was at
2:30pm. As the meeting was conducted in French, Nick did a great
job of translating for us. With the papers signed, we headed off to
our new home. Looking at the size of the front door key you’d have
thought we’d just bought a chateau.

Unfortunately, as the ferry was full, our furniture wouldn’t be
arriving until the following day, therefore we spent the first
night of our new home, on the floor, in a couple of sleeping
bags.     

At midday, my aunt and uncle arrived from England with half our
furniture, the essentials. They planned on making a second trip a
week later.

I’m not kidding when I say this, but at eight the next day, I
started stripping off the wallpaper in the lounge. My idea was to
decorate the lounge and two of the bedrooms first, so at least we‘d
have somewhere comfortable to sit and sleep while I plodded on with
the rest of the house. I knew the Kitchen would be a real
challenge, it was filthy! I’m heaving now just thinking about the
years of grease I had to wash off the pipes before I finally got
around to painting them.

By the time our relatives came back the following Monday, the
lounge and my bedroom had been completely decorated.

Within a few weeks, we’d located and instructed a local builder
to turn a couple of the barns into a three-bedroom Gite, a holiday
home.

I pushed on with decorating the main house knowing that I’d soon
have to turn my attention to the Gite, once the builders had
finished, apparently builders in France don‘t do decorating!

When I’d stripped the wallpaper in Mum’s bedroom, I was shocked
to find a large stain on the wall, which was strange as the
wallpaper in that particular spot hadn’t shown any signs of damage.
The previous owner had a fascination for drawing pins and posters
and after I’d filled the thousands of tiny holes, I painted the
walls with a cream emulsion. The weather was quite warm which meant
that by the time I had finished the whole room, I could usually
start the second coat immediately.

But not this time. The stain had seeped through. I kept
repainting and repainting that darn stain with the same result.
After eight coats I decided to try and seal the area with some PVA
glue. It hid the stain a little better but all this painting meant
I was behind with my schedule. That night we had to move Mum’s bed
onto the large landing to avoid the fumes.

The next day the stain had reappeared. Feeling pretty fed up, we
drove to the local DIY store to see what else we could find that
might cover it. We bought another sealant and applied three coats,
followed by several more coats of paint.

I went to bed that evening, accompanied by my dog Henry as
usual. I tend to read in bed until I get sleepy, which didn’t take
long considering how exhausted I was. I turned off the light and
immediately heard Henry growl. “Sssh…boy, go to sleep.” But no
matter what I said to comfort him he just wouldn’t settle. After
several minutes the room lit up and two spears of light came
rushing towards me. Henry’s growling intensified and I leapt out of
bed to turn the light on.

But the room was empty. I stroked my dog and reassured him and
switched the light off again, it didn’t take long before the lights
reappeared. I can honestly say that I don’t think I’ve ever been
more scared in my life.

I was so freaked out, I ended up taking my quilt downstairs to
the lounge and sleeping on the couch.

The next morning, I told Mum what had happened and she
pooh-poohed the incident and put it down to my imagination playing
tricks on me because of my exhaustion. But I knew differently, plus
I had my trusty hairy companion to back me up.

When I walked into Mum’s room to check on the stain, I was
disappointed to see that it had again seeped through the multiple
layers of paint. Feeling deflated, I gave up on Mum’s room and
moved onto one of the spare rooms which I painted two shades of
pink. At the end of a tiring day the room was finished, at least
the walls were painted, I intended glossing all the woodwork in the
height of summer knowing how long it took to dry. Henry and I
retired to bed and again the same thing occurred.

This time, instead of going downstairs, I made up the bed in the
pink room I’d just painted and moved in there for the night.
Actually, I ended up staying in that room for a whole month until
our first visitors arrived.

Unnerved by what was happening, I contacted my dear friend
Carol. When I lived in Devon about ten years before, my friend and
I used to make regular visits to a psychic friend of ours. After
sleeping in the spare room for a couple of weeks I rang Carol and
asked if she would do me a favour and visit Patsy, the psychic for
me. I wasn’t prepared for her response. After describing that the
stain looked like a bull’s head with horns Patsy said that she
thought it was a portal to the other world. She added that the
spirit appeared to be bothered by the decorating going on. It
seemed ludicrous to think a spirit, if they existed, wasn’t happy
about the alterations being carried out.

“Yeah, right,” Mum said when I told her.

The next day in the post I received an onyx egg from my friend
Carol. “That’s strange.”

“Is there a note or explanation?” Mum asked.

In the parcel, I found a note explaining it was a protection
stone and that I should keep it by my bed at all times. Also, my
friend said that Patsy, the psychic, gave strict instructions for
me to talk to the spirit!

“What? Does she think I’m mad or something?”

“What harm can it do, love. Give it a go tonight, why don’t you
move back into your room?” Mum said.

“I suppose I’ll have to consider moving back soon what with
Tracy and Simon coming next week.”

So that’s what I did, well we did, Henry and I decided to take a
chance and move back into my bedroom. 

My furry companion sat on the bed cautiously looking around him,
and when I started talking he looked up at me as if I’d lost the
plot. “Spirit, I mean you no harm. I love this house and promise to
take care of it for you.” I felt daft saying the words but was
willing to try anything once. I placed the stone on the bedside
table and switched off the light.

Nothing. Ten minutes later and still nothing. I drifted off to
sleep but in the earlier hours of the morning Henry’s growling woke
me up. I opened one eye slowly and quickly shut it. Daggers of
lights were coming at my head again. The only positive thing was
that the lights seemed to be dimmer than before. Maybe talking to
the spirit had actually done some good. Anyway, I summoned up
enough courage not to flee the room this time and drifted off to
sleep with my head hidden under the covers.

Mum watched me walk down the wide oak staircase in the morning
and asked, “Well?”

“I spoke to it and for a while all was well, but then at about
two the same thing happened. I wasn’t scared this time though
somehow it seemed different, maybe less threatening.”

 So life returned to normal, well almost, visitors came and
went and the Gite was finished the final week in July. The first
guests were due to arrive in two weeks, so I decorated 12-14 hours
a day until it was all completed. That’s 22 rooms I decorated in
six months!

But that’s not all I did, I had also planted up a vegetable
patch that was approximately fifty feet square which I used to weed
and water at 5 AM. In addition I had to fit in mowing our five
acres of orchard that had 350 low-growing apple trees, so a ride on
mower was simply out of the question. This used to take around
15-20 hours per week. Who said early retirement was easy?

When the guests started arriving in the Gite I found I had a
little spare time on my hands so I decided to download the
photos I’d taken of the house, the before and after shots. I paid
special attention to the ones I’d taken of the stain. It still made
me shudder, I printed the picture off and showed Mum. A few days
later, I picked up the photo and gasped.

“What’s wrong?”

I handed the picture to Mum and she sunk into the nearby chair.
“Oh my…”

In the centre of the bull’s head a man’s face had appeared. How
it had happened I just don’t know, but it definitely wasn’t there
when the photo was printed off. The first thing I did was ring
Patsy, she laughed and said ‘I’m not surprised‘.

Oh thanks, that’s a big help!

In the September, I noticed that our Jack Russell, Angel, spent
most of her time behind the sofa and only came out a meal times and
when she wanted to go to the toilet. “That’s weird. Wonder why
she’s doing that, Mum?”

“I don’t know. You don’t think it’s because of what’s
happened?”

“No, surely not?” I said, but it didn’t stop me thinking she
might be right.

 It was around this time I became bored with the thrill of
early retirement and decided to enroll in a creative writing
course. I’d always enjoyed writing diaries etc, but because of
working two jobs back in England, I’d never got around to sitting
down to writing a novel.

I wrote a couple of romances and loved it. I grew bored of
cleaning up after guests in the Gite and looking after five acres
of land, so after several constructive conversations we decided to
put the house on the market.

Little did we know that it would take nearly 18 months to sell
the house. Unfortunately, when Brits move to France they think it’s
a great idea to buy a house with lots of land. We didn’t realise
that the French prefer an easy life and refuse to entertain a house
with land or a Gite.  

A few people contacted us and asked if they could rent the Gite
while they house hunted in our area. So we always said yes, of
course you do where money is concerned, don’t you?

In August 2003 a couple turned up who were interested in buying
our house, we’d arranged for them to stay in the Gite for a few
days as they wanted to see other properties in the area as well as
ours. The second the man stepped out of the car I recognised him
immediately. I don’t usually say anything when I meet someone
famous (I’ve met a few in the past, as my ex-husband used to be
Larry Grayson’s chauffeur,) but this time was different. “Sorry,
but don’t I know you?”

He laughed and glanced over at his partner. “Probably,” he said
with a glint in his eye.

“Don’t tell me, it’ll come to me in a minute.” After I showed
them round the Gite I clicked my fingers and said, “You’re a
psychic.”

He smiled. “You’re right, Mel. I can tell you’re a believer,
too.”

“You can?” I said gobsmacked.

“I’ll do a reading for you while I’m here, for free.”

“You would? Wow, that’d be great. Why don’t you both come to
dinner tomorrow evening?”

When I went back in the house and explained who our visitors
were Mum was thrilled at the thought of having to cook for a
celebrity, Mum‘s a qualified chef so she didn‘t find the task
daunting at all.

As soon as Ronnie walked through the front door he said, you
have two spirits living here. I shuddered as a chill swept through
me. I hadn’t mentioned to him about my suspicions of the house
being haunted.

I shrugged and said in a blasé manner, “There are?”

While Ronnie’s other half Nicki stayed with Mum, I went upstairs
with Ronnie, he led the way and I was shocked when he headed for my
bedroom. All the six doors on the landing were shut and still he
was drawn to my room.

“You’ve had problems in here, haven’t you?”

Fascinated, all I could do was nod.

He walked over and placed his hand on the wall. You have to
remember, this wasn’t the room with the stain, that was next door,
but his hand was directly opposite the stain.

His eyes closed and he remained that way, leaning one hand on
the spot for a full five minutes.

After which he turned to look at me and asked, “Do you know the
history of the house?”

“All I know is that it was bombed in the war.”

“Would you like to know what happened?”

“I’d love to.”

“Let’s go downstairs and I’ll tell your mum at the same
time.”

“Don’t you want to see Mum’s room?”

“Later, when we do a tour of the house.”

I followed him back downstairs and into the lounge. He sat next
to his partner and I sat alongside Mum. She surprised me by
grabbing my hand and pulling it into her lap. I raised my eyes to
the ceiling and smiled at our guests.

Ronnie cleared his throat. “I know you’ve renovated the house
but the male spirit upstairs objected to the changes.”

“What, he didn’t appreciate my choice of colours?” I
quipped.

“No, Mel, he didn’t object to the colours per se, but the fact
you tore down what he’d created.”

“Just kidding. What else did he say, Ronnie?”

“He was a soldier in the war, went off to serve his country
leaving his wife to run the farm. In 1945 he returned to find his
house had been bombed. The few neighbours that were left in the
area, avoided him for several days. Fearing what they’d tell him
about his wife, but needing to know, he finally plucked up the
courage to ask them what had happened.

They welcomed him into their home asked him to sit down and were
distraught when they told him the terrible story of her
demise.”

“Oh no. What happened?”

“As the neighbour recounted the story the man was in tears. He
told him that the German soldiers came and suspected his wife was
hiding British soldiers in the barns. Apparently, a lot of Brits
were parachuted into this area during the war.”

“That’s right,” I said, “the German bastards opened the locks
and flooded the surrounding area in order to drown the men as they
landed.”

“Well, some of the men managed to get out of their chutes before
the German’s spotted them. They hid out in the various barns of
neighbouring farms. The man’s wife told the German’s they were
making a mistake but they wouldn’t believe her. They searched the
house, the attic and all the barns. They found nothing. But they
weren’t finished with her. The German soldiers took it in turns to
rape his wife. Then, they shot her like they would an injured
hunting dog that had outlived its usefulness.”

Mum gasped and her hands flew up to her face, she wiped away the
flowing tears.

“That’s awful. Did the locals find the man’s wife?” I asked, a
lump forming in my throat.

“Yes. They buried her and took the man to her grave. They found
him a couple of days later.”

Puzzled I asked, “What do you mean, Ronnie?”

“One of the neighbours was concerned they hadn’t seen him for a
few days after he’d received his devastating news. They knocked on
the door and found it open. They went upstairs and found him
hanging from the beam in your room, Mel.”

I gulped noisily. “Oh my giddy aunt. In my room? Oh, that poor
man.”

“So what sort of things have you experienced in there, Mel?”

I told Ronnie about the strange lights shooting at me and that
it was so bad I’d been forced to change rooms. He nodded all the
way through and said it wasn’t uncommon to experience such
phenomena.  

“What I want to do is go up there and send the spirit over.”

“I have a psychic friend and she told me the stain on the wall
in Mum’s room is some kind of portal, is that right?”

“Your friend is right. He won’t bother you again, I‘ll send him
over to help him find peace. I take it you didn’t know about the
old lady residing here, too?”

I shrugged. “Didn’t have a clue. I thought we only had the one
spirit causing us problems.”

“She’s merely observing you, actually she quite likes you living
here and she told me to tell you, she likes the changes you’ve
made,” Ronnie said, smiling.

“I’m glad one of them liked it!” I chuckled as we made our way
through to the dining room.

Over a dinner of roast lamb with all the trimmings and a
raspberry cheesecake dessert, we talked general small talk about
the pros and cons of moving to France. They seemed really
enthusiastic, but told us honestly that they loved our house but
didn’t feel they could cope with the amount of land we had. I could
understand that as it was the main reason we were moving on.

When coffee arrived Ronnie said, “Right, who’s up for a
reading.”

“Mum, you go first,” I said, coward that I was.

He had no cards, no crystal ball, nothing and once he was in
full-flow there was no stopping him.   

“I have two men here.” He cleared his throat before he
continued. “Who were keen on dressing up as women.”

Mum and I just looked at each other and laughed, we knew exactly
who he was referring to. We didn’t let on though, we nodded and
then Ronnie said, “I have the initials B and A.” Again he was spot
on. He was talking about my wonderful grandfather Bertie and my
great uncle Anthony who we knew as Tony. They used to dress up as
women at family gatherings for some strange reason.

Then one by one, and this is the unbelievable part, Ronnie went
on to name my grandfather’s thirteen brothers and sisters. Followed
by the six names of my grandmother’s nine brothers and sisters, who
had passed away. They weren’t your run of the mill names that he
could pluck out of the air either, Rosie, Maisie, Lilian and Nellie
amongst them.

As each of the spirits arrived they stood behind Mum, Ronnie
announced them in such a matter-of-fact way that we weren‘t worried
at all.

Mum shook her head. “How strange. All the years I’ve being going
to mediums and no one has ever named our family members as you
have, Ronnie.”

“Do you know why that is, Jean?”

“I have no idea.” Mum replied.

“They’re gathering.” He reached across the table and stroked the
top of her hand.  “Your mother is ill, isn’t she?”

Tears sprang to Mum’s eyes and she mumbled, “Yes.”

Seeing that Mum was upset Ronnie turned to me and said, “Shall
we move on to you, Mel?”

“If we have to,” I said, unsure. I had a feeling that my reading
would be nothing compared to Mum’s. Over the years every time I’d
gone to see a medium with Mum I’d always missed out. No one ever
visited me!

“Okay, you’ve recently embarked on a new venture. Do you
write?”

Open-mouthed I nodded. “That’s right…but…”

He raised his hand telling me not to agree or disagree with his
statements, that’s how we knew he was genuine. He went on. “In the
future you’ll write something different to what you’re writing now,
something macabre. Am I right in thinking that you write Mills and
Boon romances now?” I shook my head in disbelief and he misread my
answer. “Umm…I could’ve sworn the spirits were telling me you wrote
romances…”

“I do, I just couldn’t believe that you were right, sorry.”

“Ah, no problem. Okay, I need you to bear this in mind. Five
years from now you’re going to write something macabre, that is
going to be a huge hit.” My eyes flew open and he was quick to add,
“You will never be rich but you will be comfortable.”

“That figures. So I have to change genre, then?”

Ronnie nodded. “If you want to make any money.”

And that was my reading completed. He’d spoken about our distant
relative’s spirits for over two hours and my offering turned out to
be five minutes long. By now it was getting late and we decided to
call it a night. Ronnie and Nicki were due to leave the following
day. As I showed them out, Ronnie stopped in the doorway. “Try and
persuade your mum to come with us, Mel. We’ve got plenty of room in
the car we can drop her off at the nearest train station.”

“Don’t be daft. That’s kind of you to offer but Mum doesn’t
really want to go back to England, neither of us do.”

He didn’t argue just told me to think about it overnight.

The next morning at eleven, our guests departed after a final
request for Mum to join them, but she thank them and refused to
go.

Two days later on Sunday at 5:00 AM the phone rang. I ran
downstairs to answer it, it was my aunt on the line. “No!”

“Yes, I’m afraid so, Mel, nanny’s gone.” I flopped on the sofa
as Mum entered the room.

 I’ll never forget the look on Mum’s face as the news
registered. We made arrangements for her to catch a ferry back to
England the next morning.

I dropped Mum off at Cherbourg ferry port and drove home, the
minute I got home I ran upstairs, booted up the computer and sent
an email to Ronnie and Nicki explaining that Nan had passed away. I
received an email back immediately from Ronnie, he said he knew Nan
didn’t have long left and was trying to tell Mum to come home
without scaring her.

But one thing good came out of our sad story and that was that
we managed to secure a purchaser for the house a few days
later.

We moved thirty minutes away and started our new life in the
capital of Manche at St Lo. We bought a beautiful five-bedroom
house on three levels, it was surrounded by fields on all sides.
Three months after we signed the paperwork gypsies took up
residence next door…

But that’s another story!

 

If you’ve enjoyed this story why not take a look at my
thrillers.

 

Here’s the first chapter of Impeding Justice.

 

http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/28137

 

 

  Chapter One

 

At the sound of helicopter blades whirling in the distance,
Detective Inspector Lorne Simpkins leaned over the steering wheel
and peered at the sky. She couldn’t see the chopper, but judged it
to be hovering beyond the towering buildings which bordered the
Thames to her left. She imagined the armed response team crouched
inside it, guns locked and loaded, waiting for her call.

If this tip-off turned out to be good, precious minutes would be
lost getting the team to her. For the millionth time she rued the
fact that she and Pete couldn’t carry guns on these missions.
Fucking politics.

They drove past the alley for the second time, still quiet,
nothing suspicious. She eased the car to a standstill. Pete shifted
uncomfortably in the seat next to her, she turned and asked,
‘Nervous?’

‘No. As usual the dry cleaners sent these trousers back to me a
size smaller than when they went in…’

‘Yeah, right, Pete. The fact you’ve gained about a stone lately,
wouldn’t have anything to do with them shrinking, I suppose?’

‘Hey, it takes a lot of calories to keep my shape, you know.
Besides, I eat more when I’m stressed and these wild goose chases
don’t help.’

‘Let’s hope this one’s for real and we finally nail the
bastard.’

‘Twenty quid says it’s another Brixton?’

‘No thanks. Take the far side of the alley, get into position
and stay put until I give the all clear… Christ, Pete, fasten up
your bullet-proof, and start taking this seriously, will you? If it
turns out to be another dud lead, so be it, but…’

‘The bloody thing gives me indigestion, squashes me in like a
fat thigh in a stocking, I’ve had a bigger one on order for
yonks.  One of the vest-type that fastens at the side, but…
’

‘Look, zip up and shut up, ‘cos if this is for real, we’ll be
sussed before we get out of the car.’

Lorne took up her position, leant forward and surveyed the long,
narrow alley. The stench of urine and the rotting, fly-infested
waste, spewing from overturned bins tinged her nostrils. She
motioned the all-clear to Pete and waited for him to dash across to
the other side, before checking the alley again and giving the
thumbs-up. 

They picked their way along the graffiti-stained walls. A skinny
dog, hunting for its next meal, growled at them, but hunger won
over conflict and he grabbed a chicken carcass and made off with
it. Lorne released the breath she’d been holding and mouthed to
Pete, ‘Anything?’

‘Not a fucking dickie bird, if you’d taken up the bet, I’d be
twenty…’

A crack split the air. Pete slumped to the ground. Horror, held
Lorne rigid, as she saw his bullet-proof fly in all directions.
Oh no, Pete, no! You didn’t do the bloody thing up.

His body jerked as he took another hit. Lorne bent over, making
herself as small as she could, to cross over to him, but a sting
vibrated off her face and spun her to the ground.

She swallowed back the rising panic and delved into her inner
resources. Everything by the book, Lorne – make the call. Grabbing
her radio she said, ‘Back-up needed…OFFICER DOWN.’

The sound of the helicopter changed from a distant hum to an
urgent drumming and its blades chopped the air faster as it sped
towards them.

Pete groaned. Thank God, he’s still alive… But, he
needed her help. Another spray of bullets echoed down the alley.
Dust and rubble jumped into the air. Lorne looked around, desperate
to find a way of getting to him.

Behind her, a large, steel, rubbish bin stood just inside the
backyard of one of the shops. Its contents bulged out of the top,
but the wheels looked in good condition. She positioned it between
her and the gunman, more bullets ricocheted off the walls and the
ground. Some hit the bin. Splinters of plastic bottles, tin cans
and debris showered her, but her shield held good and she made it
across to Pete.

His throat rasped as she ripped his shirt open. A ragged hole in
his stomach and a wound near his heart put the fear of God into
her. Shit… this is bad.

After whipping off her jacket, she removed her blouse, tore it
in half then used it to plug the holes. Her hands trembled when she
pressed on the wound. 

Bullets rained down around them. A tyre blew on a nearby
delivery van. Sweat poured from her, Jesus, where’s the bloody
response team?

‘Lorne…’ A cough stopped Pete’s croaky voice. Blood trickled
from his mouth.

No…Oh, please, God…Let us both get out of here
alive…

‘It’s too late, Lorne…I’m….’

The tears she’d held back trailed down her nose and dripped onto
his chest.

‘Don’t try to talk. Everything’s okay. The team is on its
way…’

‘It’s… It’s not…’

‘Look, you idiot. I’m the boss around here. If I say…’

‘I…I’ve got…I…must tell…you…’

The helicopter swooped into the air space overhead and hovered
above the building where the shots had come from. Two officers slid
down ropes and landed on the roof. ‘Stay where you are, don’t
move.’ A voice ordered through a megaphone.

‘Like we’re…planning on…going anywhere…’

Pete’s dry, cracked lips stretched into a half smile. She smiled
back at him appreciating his attempted humour. ‘How’s the pain,
Pete, is it bad?’

‘It’s nothing…Listen, I…’

The whine of the ambulance siren joined the racket of the
helicopter. The gunfire had ceased. Had The Unicorn escaped again
or had they finally caught him? She hoped it was the latter.

She sat back on her legs. An officer on the roof gave her the
thumbs-up and the helicopter moved away. For a moment the chaos
descended into an eerie silence, then a bin crashed behind her. She
turned and saw two officers kicking at rubbish and throwing bins to
one side. The ambulance crew followed just behind them, laden with
equipment and a stretcher. Thank God…

A smile of hope froze on her lips as she looked down at him.
Pete’s head rolled to one side. A throaty breath gurgled from his
lungs. Through half-closed lids he looked up at her. Staring but
not seeing her. Everything that had been Pete fell into an
expressionless waxy mask.

The cold lining of her jacket around her shoulders chilled her
as strong hands helped her to stand. She didn’t resist. Standing to
one side, she stared at the paramedics, willing them to revive him,
then she heard the words she’d been dreading. ‘Dead on arrival at
the scene.’

With an officer on each side supporting her, Lorne stepped into
the ambulance. She sat up and watched them load Pete’s covered body
into a second ambulance.

It pulled away, not bothering to use its siren. A paramedic
tended the wound on her face, cleaned her bloody hands and injected
a phial of something into her arm.

She did little to stop the tears flowing. She thought of the
information relayed to her as she left the scene. The Unicorn had
escaped. The bastard had been a thorn in her side for too long and
now he’d taken from her, her dearest colleague and friend. Every
nerve and sinew of her body screamed its hate and her need to take
her revenge.

As she drifted off into a drug-induced sleep she repeated the
same words over and over again… I’ll take care of things Pete.
I’ll get him, I promise…’

 

This is the first chapter of the sequel Final
Justice.
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Chapter One

 

A Chateau in Normandy

 

September 2009.

 

A smug satisfied smile stretched across Baldwin's handsome but
menacing features as he surveyed his lavish surroundings,
self-congratulation exuding from every pore. Tonight would be all
about him, his ability to manipulate others, as months of
meticulous planning came to fruition. 

A couple of the scantily clad girls, all of Eastern-European
extraction, giggled in the corner. He scowled at them when he
realised they'd been helping themselves to the potent punch,
intended for his esteemed guests.

With its final tune-up complete the band drifted off to get
changed. Meanwhile, the experienced agency waiting staff tinkered,
adding the finishing touches to the thirty-foot table laden with
some of the world's finest food, specially imported for tonight's
soiree.

His gaze drifted out over the large terrace and he took in the
incredible view; the view that had sold the chateau to him. A view
that took in thirty acres of manicured lawns, bordered by hedges
shaped like animals; luxurious surroundings more suited to royalty
than a lad brought up, or rather dragged up, in the boarded-up
slums of Salford, Manchester. A lad with a rap sheet longer than
the Seine.

Most of his men were already standing in position, their weapons
safely concealed beneath their smart tuxedos. They would be joined
by the others once the limos arrived.

Baldwin glanced at his watch for the tenth time in as many
minutes, his irritation bubbling just below the surface. The guests
should have arrived at seven, a full ten minutes ago; where the
bloody hell were they? He marched over to the window and craned his
neck to look up the long tree-lined drive. Nothing, not a limo in
sight, nothing but the grey gravel, glistening in the evening sun.
It didn't bode well, not in his book, anyway. His blood pumped
harder, faster, so much so that the vein in his temple jutted out,
just as it always did when something didn't go according to plan.
His plans.

'Well?' he asked, when Julio, his second in command, joined him
at the window.

'Nothing as yet, boss. Everything's ready though.'

'That much I can see, you bloody moron. Now go and see what the
fucking hold-up is. I want this evening to go smoothly. You
understand, Julio, no cock-ups.'

'Yes, boss. I'll get onto it straight away.'

'Never mind, I'll see for myself, I know how those guys can
twist you round their fingers.'

Baldwin stormed into the communications room next door. The room
was littered with pizza boxes and a bottle of scotch sat on the
desk in front of his men. The three men, all built like bouncers,
leapt to their feet. 'Look at the bloody mess in here. Did I say
you could drink on duty? This is supposed to be serious business
tonight. I'm warning you, fuck this up and you'll pay for it, with
your lives. You got that? Now, what's the bloody hold-up?'
His glare unnerved the men, and they nodded, like toy dogs in the
back of a car.

Baldwin stepped forward, a menacing look in his eyes. He stopped
in front of the youngest of the three men, their noses a few inches
apart. 'I said, have you got that, Benji?'

 The man gulped, his eyes bulging with fear, he nodded
again. 'Yes, boss, I got it.'

'This is your final warning, Benji. Screw this up and….' Baldwin
left the sentence unfinished on purpose.

The new recruit backed away and Baldwin let him go, for the time
being; he'd had his eye on him for a while, and had come to the
conclusion that the man's attitude stank. It hadn't escaped him
that the man thought highly of himself and enjoyed strutting around
as if he owned the place. 'Now, let's start again, shall we? Tell
me, what the hell is going on?' He sat on the corner of the desk,
looking at the ten TV screens attached to the wall in front of him,
each showing a different area of the chateau and its grounds.

'The limos called in a few minutes ago. They got held up a
couple of miles up the road. They should be here within ten
minutes,' Benji said.

'Make sure they are. I'm getting anxious and I don't need to
tell you what that means, do I?'

The men nodded their understanding of the unspoken threat. His
anxiety was notorious, and often resulted in bouts of violence.
Despite his men having muscles ten times larger than their IQs,
when Baldwin went on the rampage, they all turned into quivering
wrecks.

With the threat still lingering in the air, Benji pointed to one
of the screens, as a car pulled into the drive. 'Here comes the
first lamb now.'

Relieved, Baldwin headed for the door, but stopped in the
doorway, turned and issued a final warning, 'Remember what I said…
any fuck-ups, and I'll personally cut off your balls and serve them
to the pigs.'

Re-entering the Great Room, Baldwin clicked his fingers and the
band brought the room to life with one of his all-time favourite
Jazz numbers.

Julio gathered the girls together to make sure they understood
their roles for the evening. Several of the girls noisily smacked
on their gum, no doubt bored of hearing the same instructions for
the fifth time since arriving mid-afternoon. The plans were
embedded in their minds already. Baldwin made a mental note which
of the girls he would punish later for showing him attitude.

An English butler announced the arrival of the guests as they
entered through the main doors. 'Mr Chang Foo, representing the
Chinese Government.'

As each guest was announced Baldwin stepped forward, a false,
welcoming smile lighting up his handsome face. His annoyance at
their lateness forgotten for now, at least.

'Mr Yashicotin, representing the Japanese Government,' the
butler announced, one of the young girls latched onto the dignitary
after he had shaken hands with Baldwin, and guided him in the
direction of the free bar at the rear of the room.

When everyone was assembled, and the room was buzzing with
excited chattering, Julio gave the signal for his men to take up
their positions. The men who'd accompanied the limos drifted
through the crowd and slotted into their allotted places around the
room, roughly six feet apart, with their weapons still
concealed.

As per their instructions, the band stopped playing as soon as
Baldwin appeared on the makeshift stage. The room erupted with loud
applause as he stepped up to the microphone. 'Good evening,
Gentlemen, first of all let me tell you what a great honour it is
to welcome you into my humble home.' Baldwin paused to accept the
rapturous applause generously given by the audience, before
continuing with his sucker-punch. 'It has always been my ambition
to become the world's richest man, and now, with the help of you
and your respective governments, I am in a position to achieve that
ambition.'

As his eyes surveyed the crowd, he noticed several of the
brighter men in the group eyeing him with caution, their unease
changed to alarm as his men took out their guns. 'Now, now,
gentlemen, settle down. There really is no need to be alarmed,'
Baldwin addressed the audience in a singsong voice, 'Providing, of
course, you co-operate.'

The Russian Finance Minister, his face flushed and contorted
with rage, approached the stage, he gesticulated with his hands and
shouted in his native tongue.

Outraged by the man's rudeness and mistimed outburst, Baldwin
nodded to one of his men standing a few feet from the Russian and
signalled for him to be shut up.

Three shots echoed around the room and the Russian groaned.

Again, the Great Room fell silent.

The Russian clutched his chest, and fell to the floor, his blood
quickly making a pool beside him.

Several guests tried to escape out on to the terrace, but the
armed men herded them back into the centre of the room.

Baldwin's calm, yet assertive voice rose above the commotion.
'Gentlemen, you disappoint me. I thought we were all getting along
so well. It’s unfortunate that our Russian friend chose to
disrespect me, but I hope the rest of you will learn from his
mistake. The ball, as they say, gentlemen, is in your court. Now,
what is your decision, gentlemen? Am I to take it from your silence
the rest of you have no objections to helping me fulfill my
ambition or…'

This time the Chinese Finance Minister chose to interrupt his
speech. Yet another communist with balls, Baldwin thought, as the
man approached the stage and mumbled, 'Robert, we are all friends
here, we should discuss your ambition openly and frankly.'

Baldwin's smile vanished. The Chinese Minister, whose position
gave him great power, shrivelled in front of him. 'And what do you
foresee the outcome being, Mr Foo?' Baldwin asked, through clenched
teeth.

Foo's body trembled, he tried to take a step back and bumped
into the pretty blonde Baldwin had supplied him for the evening.
Julio's colt dug into the base of his back. Panicked the man ran,
but three shots from Julio's gun prevented him from going more than
a few paces. Foo cried out in agony and slumped as the impact of
the bullets sent him sprawling to the newly-polished floor, like a
puppet whose strings had been cut.

'Is anyone else going to interrupt me? Speak now. My patience is
wearing thinner by the minute.'

The room remained silent.

Baldwin's triumphant laughter echoed round the enormous room, as
he sensed his long awaited objective about to finally
materialise.

 

 

 

Another paranormal story you might like to consider is Linda S
Prather’s The Gifts. Here’s a sample.

 

Chapter 1

 

 

Gavin McAllister groaned, fighting the pink swirls, the arms
reaching through the mist. They were calling him, their tiny hands
reaching through the fog, begging, pleading. Help us, Gavin.
You have to hurry.

Terror built inside him. He could hear the laughter in the
distance coming closer. Hollow, evil, maniacal laughter. Felt the
eyes boring into him from the darkness just outside the mist. Black
eyes. The quintessence of all that was evil.

The mist turned red, seeping into his brain, enveloping him in
pain. Excruciating pain. Laughter. Pain. Black eyes. Screams.

Too late. You’re too late, McAllister. Every day is Mother’s
Day.

“N-o-o-o!”

Like all the times before, the scream jerked Gavin from the
nightmare. Throwing off the covers he sat up, trembling, and
glanced at the bedside clock. Four fifty-five a.m. Groaning he ran
a hand through his thick dark hair and waited for the trembling to
stop. Something was different this time. The nightmares were
getting stronger, the screams louder, closer. And this time there
had been blood and pain. The knot in his stomach still hurt, and
there was a strange ache in his chest. An eerie sadness.

“What the hell have I done?” he whispered.

His gaze strayed to the phone, mentally willing it not to ring,
but knowing in his heart it would. It was Mother’s Day, and
somewhere out there was the body of a young girl. The phone would
ring. It always rang.

Feeling less shaky, he made his way through the dark apartment
to the kitchen. Hesitating, he gritted his teeth and flipped the
light switch, his gaze immediately going to his hands. He always
expected to find them covered in blood. The blood of the innocent.
The blood of those who came to him in dreams, the ones he couldn’t
save.

Cursing softly he ground the coffee beans, started the pot to
brew, and headed for the shower. He might as well be ready. It
would be useless to try to go back to sleep.

The hot water from the shower helped clear his head and ease the
knot in his stomach. He needed to write down the dream, compare it
to the others. Five years. The son-of-a-bitch had been inside his
head five years, playing games with his sanity. Gavin examined his
image in the mirror, searching for answers he could never seem to
find, listening to the words echoing inside his head. Too late.
You’re too late, McAllister.

“Shit,” he muttered at the sound of the phone ringing. Wrapping
a towel around his body, Gavin walked to the bedroom. He didn’t
need to look at the caller I.D.; he knew who was on the other
end.

“Hey, Rob.”

“We’ll pick you up in thirty minutes.”

“I’ll be ready.”

Dressing quickly, Gavin picked up the overnight case sitting by
the bed. Rob hadn’t told him to pack a bag this time. The ache in
his chest deepened, the eerie sadness spreading. This time
something was different. As he sat down on the edge of the bed, he
bowed his head, his thoughts in turmoil. He should have refused to
work with Rob on this. All the steps he’d taken to protect his
adopted brother over the years, even changing his surname to
McAllister, would be worthless if the truth came out. He was
running out of time.

The ringing of the doorbell pulled him from the depths of
despair. He couldn’t go there now. There would be time for that
later.

“You’re early,” Gavin stated, noting the grim faces of the two
FBI agents.

“Yeah, well, traffic is kind of light this time of the morning.”
Rob Walker pushed past Gavin and tossed his jacket on the nearest
chair.

“I hope you made it strong,” Carl Jackson muttered, closing the
door.

“Just the way you like it, Carl.”

Gavin turned his attention to his brother pacing in the small
kitchen. Something was bothering Rob. Something more than the early
morning call.

“I’m getting too old for this, guys. The only reason a man
should get up at five in the morning is to go fishing.” Carl
followed Gavin’s gaze and turned to watch his partner pacing back
and forth.

Gavin squeezed Carl’s shoulder and shook his head. He’d heard
this song and dance the past ten years. Carl Jackson had been with
the Bureau more than forty years. No matter how much he moaned and
groaned, he would never retire.

“Catch this guy and I’ll buy you a fishing boat.” Rob stopped
pacing and poured three cups of the strong coffee.

“The way it’s going, I’ll be too old to use it,” Carl
muttered.

“We’ll catch him, Carl. No matter what it takes, we’ll get this
demented bastard!” Rob exclaimed, his light blue eyes darkening
into grim turbulent pools.

Gavin studied his brother over the mug of steaming coffee.
“Something eating at you, Rob?”

“Yeah, the son-of-a-bitch got personal.”

Gavin raised an eyebrow in silent question.

“Hollywood Cemetery. Hit us in our own backyard.”

# # #

Traffic was light, and Gavin used the time to gather his
thoughts. He’d never told Rob or Carl about the dreams. He’d
entered the investigation unofficially on his own time, and he’d
been surprised when Chief Walsh called him in, asking for his help.
Well—not his help—the help of the famous private investigator,
Jacody Ives. The master of uncovering secrets, unmasking killers.
Gavin had long ago forgotten where the character in his books
stopped and he began. Somewhere along the route, the two had become
one. Or maybe they’d always been one.

The sun was just rising over the James River. Gavin watched its
reflection shimmering, creating dancing diamond glints on the
rippling water, as the rays penetrated the shroud of mist that
surrounded Belle Island. His thoughts turned inward, pensive, as he
watched the fog separate—a thousand ghosts dissipating in the early
morning light. Places, like people, rarely showed the ugliness of
what lay just beneath the surface. Unlike the majority of tourists
who traipsed and jogged over the hiking trails, Gavin saw the
ugliness of the island. It had once been a Civil War prison
harboring almost 10,000 prisoners. No one was sure just how many
prisoners had died and were buried here. There were no marked
graves. History was forgotten. The small island had been turned
into just another tourist attraction for hikers and joggers. He
wondered if the tourists ever thought about the bodies they
strolled over.

Gavin turned his attention back to the road as they crossed the
Robert E. Lee Bridge and pulled up to the gates of the
cemetery.

“Stop a minute, Carl.” After exiting the vehicle, Gavin examined
the gates for signs of forced entry.

Rob scowled, watching as Gavin examined the gates. “Nothing. How
did he get past the gates? There’s no other way in.”

“Told you he’s a fucking ghost,” Carl answered.

“What do you think, Gavin?” Rob asked.

Rising from his crouched position, Gavin flexed his legs to ease
the cramps. “Ghost or man, let’s see if we can’t send him to
hell.”

They returned to the car and resumed their trip deep into the
cemetery.

Gavin’s thoughts turned to the history of the cemetery. Harvie’s
Woods had been named after Colonel John Harvie and covered acres of
ground, winding over hills and valleys. Some magazine had referred
to it as America’s most beautiful garden cemetery. Gavin had always
thought of it as the Garden of Angels. That was what he remembered
from childhood. The haunted faces and sad eyes of the angel
statutes that must forever stand in silent vigil.

Presidents John Tyler and James Monroe were buried here. His
mother had always said its random, timeless beauty housed the
eternal dreams of people’s lives, their loves, laughter, sorrows,
and hopes.

“Remember when Mom and Dad brought us here all the time?” Rob
turned around in the seat facing Gavin. “Said they wanted us to
know our history. Learn reverence for the past and hope for the
future. We ran around reading the epitaphs for hours.”

Gavin laughed. “Yeah, you would read the epitaphs and then rush
to the history books to find out who killed them and why.”

Rob grinned at him. “What about you? You couldn’t wait to
uncover what the epitaphs didn’t say. Always looking for
secrets.”

“Your parents were both history teachers weren’t they?” Carl
asked, glancing at the two brothers.

“Yeah. Mom always said you could chart the future by knowing the
past.” Rob’s face turned thoughtful, his eyes reflecting the
sadness that thoughts of his parents still invoked even after eight
years. “Ever wonder what would have happened, Gavin, if Mom and Dad
had known you were a twin and adopted Cory, too?”

Gavin shook his head and chuckled. “Hadn’t thought much about
it. Of course, the Larsons could also have adopted both of us. Then
I wouldn’t have to spend all my time looking out for you.”

Rob grumbled something unintelligible.

Gavin continued to grin. “Esprit de l’escalier, little
brother?”

“Pontificator.”

Gavin ignored the comment, continuing his teasing. “Of course if
the Walkers had adopted both of us, then Cory would be your sister.
Not getting cold feet are you?”

“No way. Cory is everything I ever wanted in life. Which reminds
me, don’t forget about tomorrow. Tux fittings for both of you.” Rob
grinned at Carl.

“Shit, we really got to wear them monkey outfits?” Carl
grimaced.

“We’d better, unless we want Cory to take off our heads.” Gavin
laughed. “I have been thinking though, Rob. When you and Cory get
married, that makes my brother my brother-in-law, and my sister my
sister-in-law. So, when you two have kids, what does that make
me?”

“The babysitter.” Rob grinned.

“Not in this lifetime. I’ll be the favorite uncle. Distant
uncle, that is,” Gavin stated.

“Hey, don’t forget about Uncle Carl. I’ve had to watch this
sorry wimp sit around moon-eyed for a year now before she finally
set the date. I gotta get something out of this.” Carl feigned his
best pained look.

Gavin laughed. “Okay, you can be the favorite uncle…and
babysitter.”

The laughter stopped abruptly as they arrived at the center of
the cemetery, taking in the scene before them. Carl pulled over to
the side, parking the car out of the way.

“Why here?” Rob wondered out loud.

Carl shrugged, but Gavin had been wondering the same thing. Was
the killer sending some message to them? Disposal sites were often
picked at random. Convenience played a key role. This site had
taken some serious thought and planning.

“Looks like the Blue Boys have secured the perimeter,” Carl
stated flatly.

“Don’t let them hear you call them that,” Rob cautioned as they
exited the car. “Politically correct, it’s Boys in Blue, or better
yet, Officers in Blue.”

“Shit, everybody calls them that,” Carl muttered.

The medical examiner looked up and shook his head as they
approached. From all appearances the young girl could be calmly
sleeping, her blonde curls brushed delicately to the side, head
turned, hands positioned under her cheek. A picture of innocence
nestled among the angels watching over her. Her clothing had been
carefully arranged to protect her from prying eyes. Gavin knew what
the medical examiner had found beneath the clothing. What had been
found four times before.

“Morning, Rex. Was it here?” Rob asked.

Rex Bray nodded as he handed over the small plastic bag
containing a small pink gift card.

“Kept it under wraps until you guys got here.”

Rob nodded his thanks. Rex had worked the previous cases with
them and knew to keep news about the cards quiet. They’d been lucky
so far. Rex had managed to convince the other medical examiners of
the importance of keeping the cards secret. All they needed was a
worldwide panic every Mother’s Day.

“Who found the body?” Gavin asked.

Rex nodded his head toward the young officer standing about
twenty feet away. “Talk to Officer Preston. I think he was the
first one on the scene.”

Rob and Carl approached the young officer, flashed their badges
and introduced themselves.

“Rob Walker and Carl Jackson, FBI,” Carl stated. “This is Gavin
McAllister. Who found the body?”

“Groundskeeper when he came in this morning. Said he thought
maybe she’d gotten lost and just fell asleep on the ground. Didn’t
realize she was dead until he got closer.”

Gavin breathed deeply, letting it out slowly, frustration
causing the knot in his stomach to catch, twist. The more people
who had walked over and around the scene, the harder it would be to
find anything of significance. Not that the bastard had ever left
anything of significance. Even the cards were generic, found in any
department or drug store across America.

Carl nodded at Rob. “We’ll need to interview him.”

Officer Preston shook his head, glancing, and then averting his
gaze from the small lifeless body.

“Be a little hard. Poor guy suffered a heart attack right after
he called it in. I found him when I got here. He died on the way to
the hospital.”

Gavin walked a short distance from the trio, studying the
ground, searching the faces of the angels. The groundskeeper’s
death would be put down as natural causes, but Gavin knew it wasn’t
natural. It should be recorded as a homicide. The bastard had
gotten two for the price of one. And they were still stuck with no
clues. Literally, another dead end.

“Okay, you guys can leave. We’ll take over from here,” Carl
stated.

Officer Preston nodded. Gavin knew the young officer was glad to
turn this one over to someone else. Glad he wouldn’t have to be the
one who had to look into the eyes of grieving parents and tell them
their child had been murdered.

“Let’s go to work,” Rob growled.

Gavin watched as Richmond’s finest exited the scene, and
wondered, work on what? The cities had changed, but nothing else.
Five long years, and not one clue other than those damn cards.

“Yeah, let’s go to work,” Carl muttered.

Gavin glanced at Carl’s slumped shoulders, realizing for the
first time just how old Carl really was. He should have retired
years ago. The once black springy hair was now totally white. The
Bureau had tried to retire him to a desk ten years ago, but Carl
had fought like hell. Chief Walsh had finally given in and paired
him up with Rob. Gavin figured the chief thought Rob could take
care of Carl if they got into trouble. It was the other way around.
Carl had ended up taking care of both of them after their parents’
death.

Rex Bray had just finished packing up his equipment and was
overseeing the loading of the body.

“Same as usual. Repeated lashings with some type of belt or
paddle, genitals show signs of vicious rape. Death by suffocation.
Can’t tell you more until the autopsy.” He shrugged, knowing there
wouldn’t be much more to tell.

“Think anybody saw the card?” Rob fingered the package hidden in
his jacket pocket.

“Don’t think so. It was under the body and I put it out of sight
as soon as I arrived. You need to get this guy.”

“Yeah, we know,” Rob stated, pulling the package from his
pocket.

Gavin noted the look on Rob’s face, and took the package from
him. “I’ll read it.”

Rob simply nodded. Gavin knew that Rob and Cory wanted children.
A case like this screwed with your head. Made you doubt your
ability to protect your own child. He knew that Rob was thinking
about that now.

Pulling on tight surgical gloves, Gavin took out the small card,
grimacing as he read the message.

A gift for you.

Ah, sweet little one, the salt of your tears, the music of
your screams brings such joy to my ears.  Every day is
Mother's Day.

T

Not quite the same.  Gavin shivered as he ran his fingers
over the words on the card.  Every day is Mother's
Day.

The ringing of Rob's cell phone broke the uneasy silence.

Gavin mentally shook himself, pulling away from the darkness of
his thoughts.  He stopped looking at the card to listen to the
one-sided conversation.

"What's up, Chief?"

Frustration and anger darkened Rob's features.

"We just started here.  Wait a damn minute.  This is
our case!"

Rob listened another second before slamming the cell phone
shut.

"The chief wants us at the office.  You too, Gavin."

"What's up?"  Gavin asked.

"He wouldn't say.  He's sending Johnny and Brad out to the
scene."

"Shit, they're just novices.  Not ready for this kind of
scene."  Carl reached for a cigarette.  "Damn," he
gruned, realizing he'd left them in the car.

"Yeah, well, tell it to the chief," Rob snarled angrily as he
strode toward the car.

Gavin felt as if he were wearing lead shoes, each step a slow
painful process.  The wind had picked up, and the rustling
through the leaves whispered around him.  Too
late.
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Linda S. Prather is the author of The Jacody Ives Mysteries,
traditional mysteries with a paranormal twist.

http://www.prather-author.com/
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A
Twist in the Tale (2011)
Five short stories with a twist at the end. Plus as a bonus I
have included the first chapter of each of my thrillers. And the
first chapter of Tania Tirraoro's This Last Summer.



	


Impeding
Justice (2011)
THIS IS A SAMPLE.

This was a fast paced story full of suspense and I am just about
to buy the next book as I can't wait to see what happens. I would
definitely recommend this book! --Shell, Lincoln...

All in all, an enjoyable thriller and I did immediately download
the sequel, so that, in itself, is sufficient recommendation. --D.
Thompson said...

Knightmare said... I read this book practically in one sitting
and then went straight on to read the sequel. It's a fast-paced
story with a

terrifying villain and a great heroine. I love books with strong
female characters and Lorne Simpkins is one of the best I've come
across - no matter what's thrown at her, she keeps on fighting. The
book has the feel of an

English version of 24 with a female Jack Bauer.



	


Final
Justice (2011)
THIS IS A SAMPLE

After suffering a breakdown and quitting the force, former
Detective Inspector Lorne Simpkins is contacted by a friend at MI6
to help in a covert operation. Against her will Lorne is convinced
to help track down an old enemy, a sadistic and calculating
criminal whose ambition is to become the world's richest person, no
matter what he has to do to manage it.
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