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Chapter One
 
   This wasn’t Wyatt Granger’s routine nightmare. Usually he had a clear vision of some unfortunate future event that he might or might not be able to alter.
 
   Instead he saw a confusing swirl of murky images with shadowy figures appearing and disappearing, mostly at an old building near the dock in a seaside town. More confounding were the scenes in what looked like a house of horrors, filled with distorted mirrors, a laughing but menacing clown and places where the floor dropped out from under your feet, sending you to the depths of hell. 
 
   But always at the center of the whirlwind was a beautiful young woman with terror in her wide-set brown eyes and her sable hair in a tangle around her heart-shaped face.
 
   When his own eyes blinked open, he lay with his heart pounding, fighting his way back to reality. But the here and now kept slithering away. What he saw instead was the woman’s face floating in his mind, the most indelible image from the nightmare. 
 
   “Who are you?” he whispered as he sat up and thrust aside the tangled bedsheets.
 
   Although she wasn’t there to respond, he had no doubt that he was going to meet her soon, and the encounter was going to change his life.
 
   A dramatic way to put it? Maybe, but he knew to the marrow of his bones that the dream had been about his own future—even when his prescient nightmares had never been personal before.
 
   “Crap,” he whispered under his breath. He stood up, pressed his feet against the cold floor and walked naked to the window of his condo, where he stood clenching and unclenching his fists as he looked toward the glimmer of dawn on the horizon.
 
   He ached to shake off the vivid confusion of the dream.
 
   But instead of the bare tree trunks outside, he saw the woman’s face, pale and intense and beautiful.
 
   “Who are you?” he asked again, but he heard only the throbbing of the blood in his veins.
 
   He might not know her name, but he had to find her. He could have fought the feeling of urgency that threatened to choke off his breath, but the truth of the dream was burned into his soul, even when he had no way to cope with it on a logical level. All he knew was that he had to go to her. And then he had to take her in his arms and protect her—even when he knew she was going to mount a savage denial that she needed his aid.
 
   Urgency and frustration had him stomping down the hall. In the bathroom, he took a quick shower. In too much of a hurry to shave, he pulled on slacks, a button-down shirt and a sport jacket. Logically there was no way to even know where he was going. But he felt a compulsion to drive east, as though a psychic beacon was pulling him in the right direction, heading toward the waterfront that had flickered in and out of the nightmare.
 
   His destination solidified in his mind when he’d crossed the Chesapeake Bay Bridge to the Eastern Shore of Maryland. There were lots of waterfront towns in this part of the state, but he took the turn to St. Stephens, which had been a thriving port in colonial times. Now pleasure craft bobbed gently in the small harbor, and Main Street was lined with tourist shops and restaurants.
 
   A welter of emotions grabbed him by the throat as he parked in a lot in the heart of the downtown area and strode toward the dock. Yet some part of him still feared the dream had all been a lie.
 
   Relief jolted through him when he saw the shambling gray building from the nightmare. The feeling was nothing compared to what he felt when his gaze fell on the woman standing outside the barn-like door. 
 
   His heart skipped a beat, then started pounding in double time when he saw her. In the nightmares she’d been wearing a black cocktail dress, the fabric clinging to her high breasts and gently curved hips. In real life she was wearing scruffy jeans, running shoes, and a light green tee shirt. Her only adornment was a large silver barrette that caught her hair at the back of her neck.
 
   She’d been scanning the area with a worried expression, and Wyatt froze as her gaze skidded to a stop when she saw him. For a couple of charged seconds, their eyes locked, and he absorbed another truth. He had been right about her not wanting his help—his or anybody else’s.
 
   He tensed, expecting her to come striding toward him, demanding to know why he’d invaded her territory. Instead she ducked back inside the building, and he was left with a mixture of confusing emotions. Elation at finding her surged through him, but it came with a cold dose of reality. She was going to hate his first words.
 
   He wouldn’t like them either. He’d learned a long time ago that the dreams he had of the future were rarely something he wanted to share. But in this case, he had to.
 
   He kept watch on the doorway. When she didn’t reappear, he was drawn forward as though by a powerful invisible force—the force that had brought him to this place and time. Only now that he’d seen the woman at the center of the dream—the compulsion was like an electric current humming through his body.
 
   He’d come down here with no concrete plans, other than the conviction that he was the only thing standing between her and death.
 
   Absurd opening lines zinged through his head.
 
   “Hello, I think somebody’s trying to kill you.”
 
   Or, “I’m here to save your life.”
 
   Praying he could come up with something that sounded more reasonable, he walked to the door. 
 
   He heard no sounds from the interior. Hoping to get a little more information before he had to explain why he was there, he stepped inside—past a sign that said, “Silversmith’s Workshop. Private Property; Keep Out.” 
 
   When his eyes adjusted to the shadowed interior, he saw a large open room with a scuffed and scarred wooden floor. Old kitchen cabinets lined one wall, and another held racks of tools like hammers and pincers. He also saw a blowtorch, welder’s goggles, and a scarred white kitchen stove with wire mesh sitting on one of the burners. 
 
   Business cards were scattered on a long counter. He picked up the top one and read:
 
   Kate Kingston
 
   Fine silver jewelry
 
   210 Dockside
 
   St. Stephens, Maryland
 
   www.silverader.com
 
   Now at least he knew her name and occupation.
 
   He was about to walk farther into the space to get a better look around when he heard a sharp but feminine voice say, “I have a gun. Hands in the air. Turn around slowly and face me.”
 
   


  
 



Chapter Two
 
   Determination and fear warred inside Kate Kingston as she watched the tall, rangy man turn. For weeks she’d had the feeling that someone was spying on her, even sneaking into her workshop, up to no good. But this was the first time she’d gotten a good look at the guy.
 
   As they stood face to face across ten feet of charged space, she took in a quick impression of dark eyes and hair, a strong jaw covered by a couple day’s growth of beard, and a nose that looked like it had once been broken. It was nobody she knew from around town, and nobody she remembered from her past. Had he come to St. Stephens for the express purpose of harassing her?
 
   But why?
 
   “Why have you been stalking me?” she demanded, struggling to keep her voice from shaking. She was glad to note that her hand looked steady, although she was thinking she should have brought her phone so that she could call the police.
 
   “I’m not stalking you,” he said as he stood with his hands at shoulder level, palms facing her.
 
   “I saw you lurking outside. Then you deliberately walked past a private property sign.”
 
   “I’m not a stalker,” he said again. But what else would he say, under the circumstances? Still his next words surprised her. “My name is Wyatt Granger. I’m a private detective, and I just got to town.”
 
   She kept her voice even. “Prove it.”
 
   “I’m going to reach into my pocket slowly and take out my identification.” As he spoke, he moved his right hand and came out with a wallet, which he flipped open, showing a card that said he was a Decorah Security Agent. “You can call my office if you need them to vouch for me,” he said.
 
   “If you have a phony ID, you can also have a phony employer standing by to confirm your identity.”
 
   He sighed. “Right, it’s an elaborate ploy.”
 
   Ignoring the mixture of frustration and sarcasm in his voice, she asked, “If you’re a detective, who hired you to spy on me?”
 
   There was a surreal quality to the conversation, perhaps because this was the confirmation that she’d made a serious mistake a little more than a year ago.
 
   She’d moved around so much as a kid that she’d never been able to call anywhere home. Then she’d seen a listing for a vacant property in St. Stephens that sounded perfect for her lifestyle. When she’d come down to have a look, it had been even better than she’d imagined, with a big space she could use for a workshop and a smaller apartment blocked off in one corner. She’d signed a long- term lease. But in the last six weeks, she’d started thinking that perhaps she’d been wrong about St. Stephens. Maybe it could never be the home she’d longed for.
 
   “No one hired me to spy on you.” He cleared his throat. “Would you mind lowering the gun?”
 
   A fair question, she supposed. After an internal debate, she tilted the weapon away.
 
   “Then what are you doing here?” she asked.
 
   His next words raised goose bumps on her arms. “I have information that you’re in danger.”
 
   oOo
 
   Struggling not to show how much this meeting was affecting him, Wyatt watched the play of emotions on her face. Nobody likes that kind of bad news, but he was sure she wasn’t going to believe him. He might have had an intense encounter with her in a dream, but in real life, she had no reason to trust him. Plus he could tell from the few short minutes of this meeting that she was brave, stubborn and independent. He loved the combination, yet he knew that the character traits had put her life in danger. 
 
   “I saw someone watching you.”
 
   “Just now?”
 
   “Yes,” he lied because a bluff seemed like his best option.
 
   “You saw someone? And then you sneaked in here? I suggest that unless you come up with something better, you turn around and go back to . . .” She glanced at the card. “Beltsville. If that’s where you’re really from.”
 
   She wanted a better reason to believe him? If he told her the truth, would he just be digging a bigger hole in the shifting sand under his feet?
 
   Judging from her expression, he was pretty sure she was going to laugh in his face. He rarely revealed his ability in a blatant fashion. But now he was thinking it was his only alternative—in the absence of any hard evidence.
 
   He dragged in a breath and let it out before saying, “Okay, you’ve heard of psychics who work with the police?”
 
   She answered with a laugh, confirming his expectation. “And you’re saying you’re one of those?”
 
   “Not exactly. But similar. Like my card says, I work for an agency called Decorah Security.”
 
   She made a scoffing sound. “You picked the wrong person to con with that psychic line. My father owned a carnival, and I know all about psychics.”
 
   That was an interesting revelation.
 
   “Usually he had a fortune-teller, Madame Delilah or Something Else exotic. They were all independent contractors, but they had to pay him for the privilege of fleecing the customers. The fortune- tellers would size up rubes and ask some leading questions that would help them come out with plausible revelations, designed to separate the marks from some of their money.” She laughed again. “And now you’re trying to do the same damn thing to me.”
 
   The cynical assessment made him want to shift his weight from one foot to the other, but he kept his body steady.
 
   “No. Why would I?”
 
   “I’m guessing you want me to pay for your private-detective services.”
 
   He fought the unwelcome desperation rising in his chest.
 
   “This has nothing to do with scamming you. I’m not here to get money out of you. I wouldn’t do that.”
 
   She snorted. “Isn’t that your job—protecting people—for pay?”
 
   “I’m not on a job.” He wanted to add, “This is personal,” but he knew it wasn’t going to help.
 
   She shrugged. “Yeah, well I know you’re playing some kind of game. And now you’d better get out of here, or I’ll call the police.”
 
   


  
 



Chapter Three
 
   “Great going, Granger,” Wyatt muttered under his breath as he turned and left the workshop, clenching his fingers around the business card that he’d slipped into his pocket.
 
   He’d come here like a knight in shining armor to save a woman he’d only met in a dream. Instead, she’d seen him as a con artist, which meant he was light years from convincing her to trust him. Still, he had unearthed some useful information. She’d said someone was stalking her. Likely someone in town.
 
   But he was pretty sure that wasn’t the extent of the danger. Not when he’d sensed two different threats in the nightmare.
 
   On the face of it, that seemed like too much of a coincidence. Yet he knew there were vortexes in the affairs of humans that swirled around like ocean currents, washing good or bad events in one particular direction. He was sure Kate Kingston was caught in one of those currents, a bad one.
 
   He winced, because the idea of her being in so much danger was like barbed wire twisting in his gut. 
 
   “Crap,” he muttered. He hated dreaming of the future, hated having to tell anyone about his ability. On the other hand, a dream had brought him and Kate Kingston together.
 
   He laughed sharply. They weren’t together. He was the last person on earth she wanted to be with. 
 
   It was like what had happened with his mother, and the memory still had the power to make him wish he’d been normal.
 
   As a very young child, he hadn’t understood the implications of his dreams. In fact, he’d often been confused about what had happened and what was going to happen. 
 
   The first time he’d tried to warn anyone about what he’d seen was when he was eight. He’d woken from a nightmare of his uncle getting killed in an auto accident. Mom had come in to comfort him, and he’d pleaded with her to call Uncle Don. She’d woken him up in the middle of the night, and Wyatt had thought everything was okay, until the next day, when his uncle’s car had been hit by a tractor trailer, and he’d never escaped from the wreckage.
 
   After that Wyatt’s relationship with his mother had changed. It was like she blamed him for causing the accident, and he’d half believed that himself.
 
   It wasn’t until years later that he’d felt the compulsion to tell anyone else about a dream. He’d been dating a girl named Sandy in high school, and he’d known her father was going to have a heart attack. He’d told her, and when it had happened a couple of days later, she’d broken up with him.
 
   Once again, he’d made the wrong decision. After that, he’d kept his mouth shut about future events. It wasn’t until Frank Decorah had come up to him at a campus job fair at the University of Maryland and offered him a job as a private detective that he’d started to think of his nightmares as an asset.
 
   Frank had told him he looked for agents with special talents, and Wyatt had asked why the guy thought he qualified. The agency head had kept his gaze steady and said, “I think you know.”
 
   In a dimly lit corner of an off-campus bar, they had gotten into a long conversation about Wyatt’s unique ability. It had been almost like having a therapy session. Finally he’d been able to talk to someone who understood what he could do and appreciated it.
 
   And when he’d joined Decorah Security, he’d felt like he’d joined a family. Some might think of it as a family of misfits. He thought of it as being more of a home than anyplace he’d ever been.
 
   oOo
 
   Kate watched the man leave. He’d said his name was Wyatt Granger. He’d said he worked for some outfit called Decorah Security. She supposed she could call them, but as she’d told him, that was no guarantee it wasn’t bogus.
 
   She made a snorting sound. For what reason exactly? Why go to the trouble of scamming a silversmith named Kate Kingston who lived in a little tourist town in Maryland?
 
   As she dragged in a breath and let it out, she thought about Granger—not as a scam artist but on a personal level. Under other circumstances his dark good looks would have appealed to her. But he’d squandered any chance of her being interested in him by sneaking into her building—then coming up with that psychic mumbo jumbo.
 
   And yet, she had thought someone was poking around her workshop. That’s why she’d bought the gun and gone to a firing range where she’d acquired some marksmanship proficiency.
 
   You could say he’d confirmed her worst fears. Or maybe he was working with the stalker.
 
   So now she was elevating her suspicions to conspiracy level?
 
   She made a dismissive sound. She had work to do this afternoon. She used several different methods for creating jewelry. For making earrings and other small pieces, she sometimes worked with flat strips of sterling silver that she could cut with a jeweler’s saw. Sometimes she put small pieces together with soldering silver. But her favorite method was involved using sterling silver clay, a commercial product that came in lump form or as a paste extruded from a syringe—for finer work.
 
   Yesterday, she’d used it to make some free-form swirling designs.
 
   She’d been about to check the pieces before firing them on a stove burner when she’d been interrupted by Granger. 
 
   But was it a good idea to be working with heat when she was feeling so— She cast around for the right word and came up with “unsettled.”
 
   Maybe she should just look for design ideas. She often got her inspiration from art books and even current fashion magazines. She selected some of her favorites from the shelves in the workshop and took them to her apartment, settling on the couch and opening an Art Nouveau book with full-color illustrations of William Morris wallpaper, tile, fabric, and carpet designs. 
 
   She smiled as she studied a flower pattern that she admired, thinking that she could translate it into a delicate silver pin.
 
   But after ten minutes, she admitted that there was no way she could focus on art. Instead, her thoughts kept coming back to her warring appraisals of Wyatt Granger. He’d sounded sincere, but she’d learned early in life that it was dangerous to trust people you didn’t know. And she didn’t think his strange visit was a good reason to change her view of human nature.
 
   oOo
 
   While Wyatt returned to his car, he kept mulling over his own past. And as he climbed behind the wheel, he realized why he felt so wound up with this case. Since the time when he’d seen his Uncle Don’s car crash, his psychic dreams had been detached warnings. Even when he’d known Sandy’s father was going to have a heart attack, that hadn’t affected him personally. This time was different because he knew that if he couldn’t make Kate believe him, it was going to be a personal disaster. He’d known that when he woke from the dream. He knew it now.
 
   He gave a hollow laugh. How could that be true? He’d just met Kate Kingston. But that didn’t stop her from mattering to him on a subconscious level he couldn’t even understand.
 
   He drove away from the dock area, then turned onto a series of side streets to a bed and breakfast he’d seen on the other side of the harbor from Kate’s workshop. It was a large white house, probably once the home of a prominent St. Stephens merchant. Over the years, extensions had been added to the sides, changing it from a private residence into a commercial establishment.
 
   He was relieved to see the “Vacancy” sign was still hanging from the board that announced the name, “The Crow’s Nest B&B.”
 
   When he pulled into the parking lot, he looked back toward the former warehouse. Although the circuitous auto route here had taken five minutes, you could get to Kate’s place by walking across a short bridge that spanned a little creek flowing into the harbor.
 
   Pleased with the easy access, he climbed out of his car.
 
   Since this was the end of the tourist season, there were only a few cars in the lot. Wyatt walked along a path of crushed oyster shells through nicely kept flower gardens to the front door of the rambling white house, then stepped into a wide front hall. From there he could see a parlor furnished with period antique side pieces and comfortable modern sofas.
 
   Almost at once, a middle-aged woman with round face and her hair swept up in a bun came bustling into the room hall.
 
   “I’m Mrs. Babson,” she said. “Can I help you?”
 
   “I was looking for a room.”
 
   “For one night or more?” she asked with a hopeful note in her voice. Probably he’d make her very happy by paying for a few days.
 
   “Actually, I’ve been traveling around the country, writing articles on towns where people might want to go on vacation. And I was thinking of staying in St. Stephens for several days—finding out about the area,” he said, giving the story that he’d concocted after he’d left Kate Kingston’s workshop.
 
   “Oh, we certainly would love the publicity,” she said. “Can I read some of your work?”
 
   Wyatt grinned, thankful that he often used a similar cover and was prepared for the question. “I’ve got a collection of my articles on my Web site.” He gave her the URL for Wyatt Granger, author.
 
   “And who would the article be for?”
 
   “I’m doing it on speculation,” he answered. “But I’m thinking the Washington Post might be a good place to start.”
 
   “Yes, we do have a front room available, but it’s our most expensive.”
 
   “Can I see it?”
 
   “Of course.”
 
   She led him upstairs to a large room with a canopy bed and a huge bathroom with a whirlpool tub.
 
   He strode to the window and looked out, seeing that he had an excellent view of Kate Kingston’s workshop.
 
   Mrs. Babson named a fee.
 
   “That’s fine. Why don’t I start with three days?” he said.
 
   She was happy with the arrangement, and they went back downstairs to a small office off the parlor, where he gave her his credit card and got the key to the room.
 
   “What can you tell me about the town?” he asked when he’d paid for the room.
 
   “I suppose you looked up the history?”
 
   “Yes. It was settled early because it was on the coast, and there were lots of rivers for navigation. Then it declined because it was so far away from the mainland. Didn’t you used to have to take a ferry to get here?”
 
   “Unless you went the long way round,” she acknowledged. “But the town is so charming because it retains its colonial flavor. People come here for the atmosphere. It’s also great for boating, seafood and anything else you want to eat, and we have lovely shops along Main Street that sell all kinds of merchandise you won’t find in the chain stores.”
 
   After the lead-up, he got to the point of his questioning.
 
   “That’s perfect for my article. But I was also looking for a present for my girlfriend. Maybe some silver jewelry. I saw a sign on that building over there. It’s a silversmith’s workshop.”
 
   “Kate Kingston’s workshop. But she doesn’t have a showroom there. She has a consignment arrangement with some of the shopkeepers.”
 
   “And you’d recommend her work?”
 
   Mrs. Babson looked out the front window, toward the graying building where Wyatt had just been.
 
   “Kate’s new in town, and she’s very talented.” 
 
   Wyatt heard the hesitation in her voice. 
 
   “But?” he asked.
 
   “She’s had a little trouble fitting in with the other artisans.”
 
   “How do you mean?”
 
   “I really don’t like to gossip.”
 
   “Okay. I understand. I’ll just go out and try to get a feel for the town.”
 
   “Do you want to bring your luggage in?” Mrs. Babson asked.
 
   “Yes. I’ll do that and then go out.”
 
   He brought in the travel bag he kept ready in the trunk of his car, then drove back to Main Street so that he could take a quick look at the shops. Several seemed like a good bet for silver jewelry. He parked once again and stopped in a candy shop where he bought a bag of saltwater taffy.
 
   “So what should I make sure I don’t miss in town?” he asked the teenage girl behind the counter.
 
   She shrugged. “A lot of people like the Maritime Museum.”
 
   “Okay, good. But I’d like to find a present for my girlfriend,” he said, using the same ploy he’d tried before. “Would silver jewelry be a good choice?”
 
   The girl leaned toward him and lowered her voice. “Some of it is pretty expensive. But some is priced better.” She held up her hand to display a pretty ring. “This was really cheap.”
 
   “Thanks for the tip. Do you know what I should ask for? I mean what artist?”
 
   She glanced toward the door, then said, “Kate Kingston did it. She gave me a good deal.”
 
   “It’s very nice, but are there other silversmiths you’d recommend?”
 
   “There are other good ones, but they’re more expensive.”
 
   “Okay, thanks for the tip.”
 
   He left with the candy and the information, then strolled down the street, stopping at a shop called Indulgences which advertised “fine jewelry, pottery and other items made by local artisans.”
 
   Through the window, he could see only two people in the shop. One was a tall, balding man with sloping shoulders, standing behind a counter. He was wearing a yellow polo shirt and tan slacks. The other was a middle-aged woman with short curly hair dressed in a baggy, rainbow-colored dress and a lumpy sweater. The two people looked like their discussion wasn’t entirely friendly discussion.
 
   Wyatt edged closer, staying to the side of the doorway.
 
   Curly hair was saying, “This is the fifteenth of the month, Hillman. You didn’t sell any of the jewelry I left?”
 
   “I sold one piece, but as you know,” the man behind the counter answered. “I don’t pay for consignment items until you’ve reached $75 dollars.”
 
   “Most of my items are almost that much.”
 
   “Yes, I know,” he answered in a flat voice.
 
   “I was counting on some money from you.”
 
   “I’m sorry.”
 
   “Wait a minute. What was that crack about my pricing?”
 
   Hillman shifted his weight from one foot to the other. “I wasn’t making a crack.”
 
   The woman leaned forward menacingly. “I suppose you sold a lot of Kate Kingston’s stuff.”
 
   The man shrugged. “I’m not at liberty to discuss her business with anyone else.”
 
   “She’s undercutting the rest of us. When she drives us out of business, she’ll raise her prices.”
 
   The store owner pulled a long face. “It doesn’t work out so well for me, either.”
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
   “You can probably figure it out.”
 
   The woman gave him a hard look. “I’ve been here for ten years. She just arrived, and she’s acting like she owns the place.”
 
   “You . . .”
 
   “It’s not just me,” the woman snapped.
 
   “What—you discuss her over lunch?”
 
   Curly hair turned and marched out the door, her gaze fixed straight ahead.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Four
 
   Wyatt waited several beats before going inside. He found the man still behind the counter with an exasperated look on his face.
 
   “Something wrong?” Wyatt asked.
 
   “No. Everything’s fine,” he answered, apparently sticking to his policy of not discussing other people’s business. “Can I help you?”
 
   Wyatt stuck to his own story. “I was looking for a present for my girlfriend.”
 
   “What does she like?”
 
   He thought about the wives of some of the other Decorah agents and said, “Well she loves handmade pottery.”
 
   “We have some excellent pieces over there.” The clerk pointed to shelves along one wall holding bowls of various sizes, mugs, and pitchers. Some of the best pieces were displayed on a table in front of the shelves.
 
   Wyatt wandered over and looked at them, picking up a mug with interesting horizontal stripes and putting it down again.
 
   “Maybe something a little more personal would be better,” he said.
 
   “We have a nice selection of jewelry over here,” the man said, pointing to a shelf inside the glass-topped counter.
 
   Wyatt looked at the pieces and the price tags. “They all look very nice, but some are a lot more expensive than others. Are they all sterling silver?”
 
   “Oh yes.”
 
   “Then why are some so much less?”
 
   “One of the artists in town is able to turn out superior work quickly.”
 
   “Lucky for me.” He could have said he was going to keep looking, but a pretty little silver cat-shaped pin caught his eye. And it was only twenty dollars. “I’d like to buy that,” he said.
 
   “An excellent choice.”
 
   “And I’d like to tell my girlfriend who made it.”
 
   “The artist is Kate Kingston.”
 
   Keeping up the pretense, he said, “I was down here last year, and I don’t remember that name.”
 
   “She’s new in town.”
 
   Wyatt offered his credit card. 
 
   “Would you like to purchase something else as well?” Hillman asked.
 
   “No, this is fine.” He waited while the man put the pin into a decorative box.
 
   He held up the candy. Do you have a bag big enough for both items?”
 
   “Of course.”
 
   He left with his purchase. Although it was late in the afternoon, the stores were still open, and he could have continued his shopping—or rather fishing expedition. But he thought he had enough information to understand the big picture. He might not know specific names, but apparently the other silversmiths in town wished they weren’t competing against the interloper, Kate Kingston.
 
   Did that mean one or a group of them would do something to harm her?
 
   Curly hair had looked mad enough to do it. But there was a big step from wanting to strangle a rival to actually doing something to injure her.
 
   After witnessing the encounter between the artisan and the shop owner, he wanted to rush back to Kate’s workshop to share the information, but he thought she wouldn’t find it as compelling as he did. Instead, he returned to the Crow’s Nest and emptied the saltwater taffy into a candy bowl in the parlor.
 
   “What are you doing?” Mrs. Babson inquired as she saw the bowl filling.
 
   “You caught me.”
 
   He wasn’t going to tell her he’d bought the candy to help him look like a typical tourist. Instead, he improvised, “I couldn’t resist the impulse buy some sweets, then decided I didn’t need all those calories.”
 
   “Well, thank you. Saltwater taffy is one of my guests’ favorites.”
 
   “So where’s a good place to get seafood in town?”
 
   She directed him to a restaurant on the other side of the little harbor.
 
   He strolled over, passing Kate’s workshop and forcing himself not to stop. At the carry-out counter, he got a crab cake sandwich, a bottle of local beer with a duck on the label, and a Styrofoam carton of cream of crab soup, thinking, “When on the Eastern Shore, do as the natives do.” Or maybe the rich soup was more of a tourist attraction.
 
   It was almost dark when he started back with the food. There was a light on at the back of Kate’s building. Did she leave it on for security? Was she working late? Or did she also live there? Probably he could find out in the morning.
 
   He brought his dinner back to his room and sat in the semidarkness at the table by the window, looking out at the silversmith workshop and wishing Miss Aggressive hadn’t dismissed him so quickly. 
 
   While he ate, he fired up his laptop and looked up Kate Kingston in some databases. He came across several entries with that name, but he didn’t think any were the woman who had pointed a gun at him a few hours earlier. They were either too young or too old or they had an entirely different profession.
 
   The first mention of this Kate Kingston was in an article about a craft fair in York, Pennsylvania, a few years earlier. She’d been selling silver jewelry there, and a reporter from the local paper had interviewed her.
 
   He read the article, then went on to other sources. It appeared that Kate Kingston has sprung into being five years ago. Before that there was no record of her at all, which must mean she had assumed the identity.
 
   Why?
 
   She hadn’t wanted to hear that someone was poking around her workshop, but obviously there was a reason for going under cover.
 
   The witness protection program? Or had she done it on her own?
 
   He focused on that puzzle for several minutes and was pretty sure he wasn’t going to figure it out tonight.
 
   He typed an e-mail to Teddy Granada, one of the Decorah IT guys, explaining the situation and asking for any information he could dig up.
 
   A few minutes later, he got a query from Frank, asking why Wyatt was interested. He drafted a quick explanation, leaving out the personal urgency he’d felt. He knew Frank wouldn’t call him home, not when Wyatt was down here as the result of a dream.
 
   He was leaning back in his chair, gazing toward the warehouse, when he saw a flicker of movement outside the building and sat up straighter. It was Kate. She had stepped outside and was looking around. From his window, he admired her lithe figure and graceful movements and was charmed as she unclipped the barrette at the back of her neck and shook her hair loose. The clip must keep it tamed while she worked, and now she was done.
 
   She stretched, then went back inside the building.
 
   He hadn’t solved the puzzle of who she was, but he couldn’t stop himself from going into a little fantasy. 
 
   What would happen if he walked into her workshop and reached for her? He laughed. Probably she’d pull her gun again. But this was his fantasy, he told himself, and he preferred to imagine that she would respond to him with the same need that he felt for her. He closed his eyes, seeing himself pulling her close and lowering his lips to hers for a long drugging kiss. He imagined her opening for him so that his tongue could sweep the inside of her mouth and taste her.
 
   He grew hard as he let the scenario unspool in his mind, like a tantalizing YouTube video that he’d watched over and over. 
 
   Then he ordered himself to stop making himself hot and stick to business—which was protecting Kate, although she had been very clear that she thought she didn’t need his help.
 
   She reminded him of a gritty pioneer woman who was willing to risk everything for a new start. But she was also vulnerable. From her reaction to him, he was sure someone had hurt her in the past—and that made it difficult for her to trust. He’d been the same way, until Frank Decorah had shown him he could open up with the right people. The Decorah family had given him the confidence that had been beaten out of him when he was growing up—being careful about everything he said for fear he’d be talking about some future event. He didn’t have to worry about that with Frank Decorah and the rest of the team. For the first time in his life, he had dared to be happy about his life.
 
   He wanted that for Kate Kingston, too. Which sent him back to thinking about holding her in his arms and making her realize she didn’t have to push him away. Physically or any other way.
 
   Again, he struggled to stop focusing on a relationship he wished he had with her. She was in trouble, even if she didn’t want to discuss it with him, and he couldn’t romance her until he’d made sure she was safe.
 
   Romance? Was he actually using that word? It was pretty foreign to his vocabulary. When he thought about women it was generally in terms of sex. But this time sex was only a small part of what he craved from her.
 
   The autumn light was fading, and there was a bit of a nip in the air. By the time he’d drunk half the beer and finished the meal, it was dark, and the traffic along the waterfront had slowed considerably. Apparently St. Stephens was a town that closed up early—at least at this time of year. He stayed in the dark by the window, looking toward the building with the weathered siding.
 
   Then he sat forward, thinking he might have seen something—a shadow moving stealthily nearby. A trick of the lighting, or was someone prowling around down there, someone wearing dark clothes that made them hard to see?
 
   He was almost convinced he’d made it up so he’d have an excuse to go over there. Still, he kept doggedly staring at Kate’s property, and when he saw a flash of light along the side, he tensed. It was just a momentary flash, and he waited for it to come on again. But it seemed that someone had blipped on a light at the side of the building for just a second to see something, then cut it off almost immediately.
 
   Although it could be Kate, he didn’t think so.
 
   Seized by a sense of urgency, Wyatt got up from the table, hurried out of his room and down the steps. Moving rapidly but quietly, he headed along the path that led to the bridge. As he approached Kate’s workshop, he saw a figure near the back door—someone wearing dark clothing and a fisherman’s hat. They seemed to be poking around in one of the trash cans he’d seen nearby.
 
   Moments later, flames leaped from the metal can, and the person who had set the fire dashed away toward the downtown area.
 
   Wyatt sprinted toward the workshop and was instantly enveloped in foul smelling smoke. Looking frantically around for something he could use to push the can away from the building without getting burned, he spotted a rake standing against the siding. With the business end of the tool, he was able to shove the burning can several yards away. Then he knocked on the door of the workshop.
 
   “Kate. Are you in there? If you are—someone set a fire out here. Watch out for the smoke.”
 
   He had eliminated the threat to the building—unless there were explosives in the can. But he didn’t think so because they would have done their thing already. 
 
   Wyatt was torn between putting out the fire and catching the bastard who had set the blaze.
 
   After several seconds of indecision, he took off in the direction where the perp had disappeared, although he was pretty sure that his stopping to move the can and warn Kate had probably given the person a chance to escape. But he kept pounding along the blacktop path that followed the side of the harbor and led to a wide municipal parking area.
 
   When he reached the open space, he saw that it was almost empty. A figure dashed toward a pickup truck about fifty yards away. Wyatt followed, knowing he was too far away to see much. 
 
   He waited for a blink of light when the truck door opened, but the cab remained black.
 
   Wyatt put on a burst of speed, trying to get a look at the license plate as the vehicle skidded out of the parking lot with a squeal of tires. But all he saw was a smear of mud.
 
   And as the vehicle pulled away in the darkness, he couldn’t even tell the color.
 
   He cursed under his breath. If his car had been here instead of the B&B, he could have followed. Instead he turned around and started back to the workshop.
 
   


  
 



Chapter Five
 
   When Wyatt got back to the workshop, Kate was throwing a bucket of water into the can. She turned away to cough as heavy smoke rushed into the air. It must not be the first bucket she’d thrown because the fire was already out.
 
   He looked around, expecting to see a crowd gather the way they always did at the scene of a disaster. But incredibly, it seemed that nobody else was aware of the fire and smoke.
 
   He took in Kate’s appearance. She was wearing jeans and a tee shirt, probably the same ones she’d had on earlier.
 
   “Are you okay?” he asked.
 
   She started to speak, coughed, and then answered, “Yes.”
 
   “Did you breathe in much smoke? Maybe you should stop by the emergency room.”
 
   “I’m fine.”
 
   “Okay,” he answered, knowing he couldn’t force her to get checked out. “I was trying to catch the bastard.”
 
   “I figured.”
 
   She turned to face him, and the devastated look on her face filled him with protective instincts that he was no longer able to deny.
 
   He reached for her, pulling her into his arms, feeling her slender body stiffen at the physical contact.
 
   He was elated when he felt her relax against him. Making low reassuring noises, he ran his hands up and down her back, feeling her tremble in his embrace.
 
   “It’s going to be okay,” he whispered.
 
   “Is it?” she asked in a broken voice, which hinted at the vulnerability she had hidden earlier.
 
   “I’ll make sure of it,” he answered. He longed to tip her face up and brush his lips against hers. Just a light kiss to make sure she understood that he meant what he said. Or would she even take it that way?
 
   She stayed in the circle of his arms for a few moments longer. Then he could sense that she was pulling herself together and steeling herself against the comfort he was offering. When she pushed against his chest, he dropped his arms and took a step back.
 
   “How did you know about the fire?” she asked, searching his face.
 
   “We shouldn’t talk out here,” he said.
 
   She glanced up, realizing that they were in a public area. For all he knew, the perp could come running back, pretending to be a concerned citizen.
 
   “Okay.” She stepped into her workshop, and he followed, closing the door to shut out the smoke and block the sound of their voices.
 
   Now that the emergency was over, she was returning to her former cautious state. She switched on a lamp in the corner and turned to face him, repeating her question.
 
   “How did you know about the fire?”
 
   “I saw it.”
 
   “From where?”
 
   He gestured toward the big white house on the other side of the bridge. “I got a room at the Crow’s Nest. I was looking out the window and saw someone sneaking around—again,” he added, because he’d said the same thing before. Only this time, it was true.
 
   “You were spying on me?” she said in a gritty voice, making him the focus of the discussion.
 
   “No. I was trying to watch out for you.”
 
   “Why?”
 
   He couldn’t explain that he felt more for her than he had any right to feel. He settled for saying, “You don’t believe the psychic stuff. I do. And I was worried. So I stuck around.”
 
   She looked away, then back to him. “No I don’t believe the psychic stuff. But someone did set that fire. Was it you?”
 
   The bluntly delivered question was like a slap in the face. “Jesus, is that what you really think?”
 
   “I guess not.”
 
   “I walked around town this afternoon, poking through tourist shops. I heard one of the other silversmiths complaining about you.”
 
   “Who?”
 
   “A middle-aged woman with curly hair, wearing a rainbow dress.”
 
   “That sounds like Margot Redding.”
 
   “She says you’re undercutting everybody’s prices.”
 
   “I didn’t even know what they were charging. I just set my prices so I’ll make a modest profit. I guess I work faster than they do. And I’m able to come up with good designs that are easy to execute.”
 
   “And you’re not making friends in town.”
 
   She sighed. “I know.”
 
   It was her first acknowledgment to him that something might be wrong.
 
   “You were here late. Do you live in the building, too?” he asked, gesturing toward the workshop.
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Then I’m not leaving you alone tonight.”
 
   Her eyes narrowed. “What are you saying? That you’re going to sleep on my couch.”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “No.”
 
   He kept his gaze steady. “Why not?”
 
   “You really expect me to go to sleep with you in my apartment? I mean, I don’t know you. I only know what you’ve told me.”
 
   “And what you saw.” 
 
   When she didn’t answer, he shrugged. “Have it your way.”
 
   Before she could come up with another objection, he walked out of the workshop and down toward the dock area, giving the impression that he was leaving.
 
   He didn’t look back, but he heard her close and lock the door behind him.
 
   So much for establishing a relationship of trust with her, he thought with a snort. To clear the last of the smoke from his lungs, he took a deep breath of the river air. He wasn’t going back to his room and contemplated a damned uncomfortable night, but as he prowled along the dock, he spotted a cheap folded aluminum chaise longue with a blanket lying on top. He’d been planning to sit with his knees up and his back against the side of the building. Now he had a better place to spend the night.
 
   He picked up the chaise and blanket and carried them back to the workshop, choosing the side where he wouldn’t have to breathe in the scent of the doused fire.
 
   First he walked all the way around the building, making sure he knew all the escape routes. On the far side near the harbor, he saw several small windows with their shades drawn and figured that was where Kate’s apartment was. Listening hard, he heard her moving around inside and tried not to imagine what intimate things she might be doing. Probably not getting undressed. But would she even be able to sleep knowing that someone had set a fire right outside?
 
   He didn’t plan to sleep—only rest.
 
   Returning to the chaise, he stretched out and pulled the blanket over his shoulders. 
 
   Deep down he was thinking that staying here was a waste of time. The perp had seen him and probably wouldn’t return tonight. But logic had nothing to do with his decision to protect Kate. He simply couldn’t make himself leave.
 
   He lay for a long time staring out at the harbor and the boats bobbing in the water. He’d had every intention of remaining alert, but it had been a long day—starting with the nightmare that had awakened him. And since he didn’t really think anyone was coming back to attack Kate, he closed his eyes. Just for a little while.
 
   Before he could stop himself from drifting off, he was asleep. For a couple of hours, he was able to catch up on the rest he needed. And then one of his dreams caught him by the throat.
 
   This time he was watching a gray-haired man, standing in a darkened corridor. He turned and tried to retreat through the door where he’d entered, but a voice boomed from overhead,
 
   “You’d better get going.”
 
   “No. Please.”
 
   “Move.”
 
   “Why are you doing this to me?”
 
   “You know.”
 
   “It wasn’t my fault.”
 
   The booming voice ignored the comment.
 
   “If you don’t play the game, you’re a dead man. If you play, you might get out of this alive.”
 
   The man took a tentative step, then another. When the floor wobbled under his feet, he screamed and grabbed for the wall. It was hot, and he wrenched his hand away, collapsing to the floor.
 
   “How do you like it?” the disembodied voice boomed again.
 
   “Stop, for God’s sake.”
 
   The plea was greeted with a laugh. “It’s what you deserve.” More laughter rang out from above. His face set in a grim line, the man straightened up and looked around. There were pictures on the walls, some of clowns, some of monsters, and one was a mirror which showed his own frightened visage.
 
   When he didn’t move, something dripped from the ceiling onto his head. He shrieked and jumped out of the way, then started walking again—trying to move cautiously.
 
   Soon he came to a place where the floor gave way beneath his feet. Screaming, he flailed his arms as he fell through a trapdoor and landed on cold concrete. When he tried to push himself up, it was clear that he had hurt his shoulder.
 
   With gritted teeth, he got to his feet, swaying, probing the dim light.
 
   In the distance was a red exit sign glowing like a beacon of hope. He looked at it longingly, then shook his head and turned in the other direction, walking slowly across the large room. Something in the dark air above his head screeched and swooped at him. He swatted at feathers that grazed the top of his hair, then yelped as something sharp dug into his scalp. Ducking, he tried to run again, but before he’d gotten very far, the floor sloped sharply down, and he fell, then rolled down an incline. At the bottom he hit a board spiked with nails and cried out as they dug into his flesh.
 
   Wyatt couldn’t get into the man’s mind, but he could see the terror. 
 
   oOo
 
   Although Kate hadn’t expected to sleep, somehow she drifted off. But a sudden scream outside woke her. She sat up in bed, listening. After a few minutes, she heard a moaning sound.
 
   Glancing at the clock on the stand beside the bed, she saw that it was a little after five in the morning. 
 
   Cautiously, she climbed out of bed and scuffed into the loafers she’d left on the rug. When she was steady on her feet, she picked up the gun from the bedside table and stepped out of her apartment into the workshop. In the darkness, she couldn’t see anything out of place, and when she flipped the switch for the overhead light, she saw no one.
 
   As she stood listening, she realized that the sounds were coming from outside. Moving as quietly as possible, she crossed the workshop and unlocked the door. With her gun in her hand, she stepped outside—and saw nothing in the gray light that comes before dawn. But now she clearly heard a moan, coming from the side of the building facing the dock.
 
   After checking to make sure no one was behind or to the side of her, she moved along the edge of the building and turned the corner—where it took a few moments for her to figure out what she was seeing. A man lay on a chaise longue that had been pulled up against the wall. It was Wyatt. She’d told him to go away, but he’d obviously ignored the order because he hadn’t been willing to just leave her unprotected. That realization brought a surge of wonder and warmth. He’d stayed here because he cared about her. In the next second, she told herself maybe he was simply intent on doing his job.
 
   In any case, it looked like he’d found the chaise and also a blanket—which had now slipped to the ground. As she watched, she saw him moving in his sleep, his head thrashing from side to side as though he were trying to escape some terrible fate. Hadn’t he told her some story about a bad dream that had brought him here? And now he was having another nightmare?
 
   She hated to credit that fairy tale about psychic dreams, but as she watched, he moaned in his sleep again, obviously caught by some threat that came from his subconscious mind.
 
   “Wyatt?” she called softly.
 
   When he didn’t answer, she moved toward him, then put the gun on the ground, since she knew she wasn’t facing an unknown intruder.
 
   “Wyatt?” she called again.
 
   She thought he wasn’t aware of her standing beside him, but when she leaned over him, his hand shot up and clamped her arm in an iron grip.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Six
 
   With a hard yank, Wyatt pulled the intruder down. He’d woken disoriented in the predawn light, cursing himself for falling asleep. And then he’d realized someone was leaning over him.
 
   Thinking that they were getting ready to attack, he acted on instinct and pulled them off balance. But as soon as a warm body sprawled on top of him, he realized it was Kate.
 
   He knew he should turn her loose, but he simply couldn’t do it. Since he’d first been aware of her, he’d dreamed of pressing her body to his. And now here she was, draped tantalizingly over him.
 
   “Kate,” he said, his voice thick as he ran his hands up and down her back and tangled them in her hair. 
 
   She raised up, staring down at him, and it was like that first charged moment when he’d seen her standing outside her workshop.
 
   But this time, only a few layers of fabric separated them. Still not fully in control of what he was doing, he cupped the back of her head and brought her mouth down to his, moving his lips against hers as he’d longed to do.
 
   It was his fantasy come true, only better because now she was really in his arms.
 
   He turned his head one way and then the other, tasting her, feeling her resistance. And then to his delight, she stopped protesting and kissed him back.
 
   His tongue played with the seam of her lips, and she opened for him, giving him access to her sweetness. He drank his fill from her, glorying in the hot sensations surging through him. His hands drifted down her body, over the curve of her butt, pressing her middle to the erection straining at the front of his jeans.
 
   She sighed and moved against him before he felt her stiffen and wrench herself away.
 
   When she sprang off the chaise and stood swaying on her feet, he stared up at her in confusion.
 
   “What the hell were you doing?” she demanded.
 
   “You came to me.”
 
   “I heard something outside. I found you here, asleep and moaning.”
 
   “Christ.” He sat up and ran a hand through his hair, trying to ground himself. The dream had been the furthest thing from his mind when she’d landed on top of him. Now the details came zinging back to him.
 
   “I was having nightmare. We have to talk about it.” He looked around the dock area. “And not out here.”
 
   She hesitated for a moment, then picked up the gun she’d set on the ground and took a step back the way she’d come. He followed her into the workshop and walked past her toward the open door to what must be her apartment.
 
   “What do you think you’re doing?” she demanded as she trailed after him.
 
   “We have some things to talk about. I think we need to be comfortable.”
 
   oOo
 
   Kate was still trying to process what had happened. She’d come out and found Wyatt caught in the grip of a nightmare. And when she’d tried to find out what was wrong, he’d pulled her down. He’d acted like he was going to attack her. Then everything had changed, and he’d kissed the living daylights out of her. Maybe he’d still be kissing her if he hadn’t cupped her bottom and pressed her against his erection.
 
   It was at that moment she knew she’d let herself go too far; she didn’t even know why she’d stayed on top of him until then. She didn’t trust the man. Yet he exhibited a powerful pull on her, a pull that she hadn’t wanted to admit. Now he was walking into her apartment.
 
   Lord, it was probably a mess. At that thought, she repressed a hollow laugh. She’d just made a fool of herself, and she was worried about how her apartment looked?
 
   She stepped through the door, turned on a couple of lamps, and saw him looking around the small lounge area with a love seat and comfortable chairs that were separated from the bedroom by a screen draped with a Central American woven throw. The kitchen was a counter, stove top and small refrigerator along one wall.
 
   “Nice,” he said as he took in the cozy environment she’d put together with other people’s castoffs and her own imagination. 
 
   He turned his head toward an acrylic painting of a St. Stephens wetlands scene that hung over the love seat.
 
   “Did you paint that?” he asked.
 
   “No. That’s by a talented local artist. I traded him for a piece of silver jewelry.” 
 
   “Clever.”
 
   He sat down on the love seat covered with an Indian blanket that she’d gotten from a thrift shop, and she watched him making himself at home in her living space, thinking that he shouldn’t even be here. Maybe there were dangers lurking outside, but he represented another kind of danger. She’d kept her emotions under strict control for years. But this man had undone her resolve. When he’d started to kiss her, she should have disentangled herself at once. But she hadn’t been able to keep her priorities straight. Instead of yanking herself away, she’d kissed him back. She couldn’t even say why. Was she so needy that she started making out with the first guy who came on to her?
 
   Even as the thought flitted through her mind, she knew it wasn’t true. There was something about Wyatt Granger that drew her, even when she didn’t want a relationship, and even when she hated the reason why he’d stepped uninvited into her life.
 
   “You had something you wanted to talk about?” she said, directing the conversation away from herself.
 
   He stretched out his legs and crossed them at the ankles. It looked like a relaxed pose, but she could see tension zinging through him. She started to take the chair to his right, then said, “Do you want a glass of water?”
 
   “Yeah, that would be good. Thanks.”
 
   She poured water from the refrigerator into one of the pottery mugs she’d also gotten in trade for her jewelry.
 
   He took a couple of swallows of the water, then set the cup down on the marble-topped table that she’d made from a pastry board and a plant stand.
 
   When he asked, “What does a fun house have to do with you?” she gasped.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Seven
 
   Wyatt saw the blood drain from Kate’s face.
 
   “I guess that means there’s a connection,” he clipped out.
 
   She answered with a small nod.
 
   “What?”
 
   “You’re saying you dreamed about a fun house?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Tell me the dream,” she said, and he saw she wasn’t going to give up anything until he told her what he knew.
 
   “You think it’s something that’s going to happen? Not something that did happen?” she asked.
 
   “I know it’s something that’s going to happen,” he corrected. “I don’t dream about past events. Well, I mean I might dream about something that happened to me. But if it’s about someone else, it’s one of my prescient dreams.”
 
   He kept his gaze on her, wanted to take in every nuance of her reaction. “I was in a fun house,” he said again. “Only it wasn’t something that was set up for fun. Someone had made it into a . . .” He fumbled for the right word and came up with, “Torture chamber.”
 
   “My God, what do you mean by that?”
 
   “I mean it was full of seriously scary images—and traps. Things that could hurt you. A floor that might fall away under your feet. Something flying across the room that could cut you. Walls that were hot to the touch.”
 
   “And I was in it?” she whispered.
 
   “No. It was an older man.”
 
   “What did he look like?”
 
   “He was short, well maybe about five eight with thinning gray hair and a lined face. He was wearing pants with suspenders, a bow tie that was askew, and a white shirt that was wrinkled, like he’d slept in it.”
 
   She drew in a quick breath. “That sounds like my father.”
 
   Jumping up, she crossed the room to where she’d left a cell phone on the kitchen counter. He watched her dial, then clutch the instrument as she waited for someone to pick up. Instead, he could hear an answering machine message.
 
   “This is Jerry Caldwell. I’m not here to take your call, please leave a message at the sound of the tone.”
 
   “Dad, it’s Kate. If you’re there, please pick up.”
 
   When no one did, she hung up, then stood frozen in place, probably waiting for him to call her back. But the phone stayed silent.
 
   She raised her eyes to Wyatt’s. 
 
   “He’s not home. I have to go check on him. Now.”
 
   When he saw her spin around and pick up her purse, he crossed the room and put his hand on her arm. “You’re not going by yourself.”
 
   She’d protested when he’d tried to help her before. Now she said, “Yes, okay.”
 
   “This time you believe my dream is going to happen?” he pressed.
 
   “I don’t know,” she shouted. “I don’t want to,” she added, looking like she was struggling for calm.
 
   He’d told himself that touching her again was a bad idea, but he couldn’t stop from pulling her close and folding her into his arms, rocking her gently. He wanted to tell her everything would be okay, but he knew that was a lie. He’d known something was seriously wrong since the moment he’d awakened from the dream about her the day before.
 
   Was it only that long ago? It felt like he’d been in St. Stephens forever. Or perhaps only for minutes because everything was happening so fast now.
 
   She raised pleading eyes to him. “I have to leave.”
 
   “I’ll drive you. Where does he live?”
 
   “Easton.”
 
   “Okay. Not that far. My car is at the B&B.”
 
   “Right.” She looked around. “I hate to leave after the fire. But I have to see about Dad.”
 
   After they exited the building, she locked the door, and they walked along the harbor and across the bridge to his car. Then he headed for Easton, which was ten miles away.
 
   “Tell me what the fun house means to you,” he said when they were on the outskirts of St. Stephens, and he figured she wasn’t going to demand he let her out so she could walk back.
 
   He saw her swallow hard.
 
   “I told you Dad owned a carnival.”
 
   “Yeah, with charlatan psychics. Didn’t any of them have any talent?”
 
   She shuddered. “Maybe a few did. Maybe I didn’t want to believe it.”
 
   “Why not?”
 
   “I guess I don’t like the idea of telling someone their future.” She shot him a quick look, then stared out the windshield.
 
   “Would you believe I don’t like it either?” he answered.
 
   “Why not?”
 
   “It’s too much responsibility.”
 
   “But it helps you in your work.”
 
   “Yeah.” He tightened his hands on the wheel. “This is getting off track. What about the fun house?” When she didn’t answer, he said, “Talking will keep your mind off your dad.”
 
   “Okay. Yes. It was a regular feature of the carnival. The crew would set it up at every location where we stopped.” She paused, and he thought she might not go on. Then she began to speak again. “A guy named Dave Treeman joined the carnival. He owned a couple of the midway booths. Like where you toss a quarter into a glass dish, and you win it if the quarter stays, but it almost always pops out again. Or the game where you have to toss a ring around a milk bottle. That one’s a little easier to do.”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “He had a son, Billy. I was sixteen and he was a year older. I guess he liked me. He gave me the creeps, but he wouldn’t take no for an answer. He kept pestering me.”
 
   When she didn’t go on, he prompted, “Like how?”
 
   “He kept pawing me and trying to kiss me. I told him to quit it, but he wouldn’t stop. And one day Dad had asked me to go into the fun house after hours to change a broken light bulb. Billy followed me inside, and I guess he figured this was his chance to get me off alone.” She stopped again, and Wyatt waited, hoping he wasn’t going to hear what he thought was coming.
 
   “I tried to get out of there, but he pushed me into a corner, and then he pulled me down on the floor.” Her voice sounded detached now, as though she were talking about some other girl. “He was on top of me, trying to pull my pants down. He said he was going to teach me what was good for me.
 
   “I screamed, but he knew nobody was going to hear. That’s why he’d followed me in there. I kept fighting, and I was able to knee him in the balls and get out from under him. I scrambled across the floor to the emergency exit. He was right behind me. He grabbed my hair, but I jerked away.” She kept talking fast, her voice flat, as she repeated a scene that must have run through her mind a million times. Or maybe she’d pushed it away, and he’d forced her to bring it back.
 
   “I got the door open and ran down the stairs, with him right behind me. But one of the steps was starting to crack. Although I got past it and reached the ground, I must have weakened it. It broke, and he fell down the long flight. When he hit the bottom, he broke his neck.”
 
   That was the last thing Wyatt had expected to hear. Reaching over, he put his hand on Kate’s shoulder, stroking her.
 
   “I’m sorry. I mean that must have been terrible for you. The whole thing.”
 
   “It took me a long time to get over it. Mr. Treeman was angry. He said it was our fault that his son had died. I tried to tell him why I had run down the steps, but he didn’t want to hear anything bad about Billy.”
 
   Wyatt wanted to pull the car off the road and fold Kate into his arms, but he understood now why she wanted to get to her dad’s place as quickly as possible.
 
   “What happened after that?”
 
   “My mom decided to leave the carnival with me. She and Dad didn’t get divorced, but they didn’t see each other all that often either. Mom and I settled down outside Pittsburgh. I took art classes, and I found I was good at silversmithing.”
 
   He nodded.
 
   “I lived there with her until she was killed—in a fall down a flight of steps.”
 
   Wyatt winced. “You saw it?”
 
   “I heard her scream. When I ran out, she was alone at the bottom of the stairs.”
 
   He had to ask the next question. “Do you think that was a coincidence?”
 
   “I don’t know. But I didn’t want to take a chance on having the same thing happen to me.” She dragged in a breath and let it out. “Dad sold the carnival, and he gave me enough money from the sale so that I could travel around before I decided where to settle down.”
 
   “That’s when you changed your name?”
 
   Her head shot toward him. “How do you know that?”
 
   “Well, your dad is Jerry Caldwell, and I did a computer search. The name Kate Kingston doesn’t show up until five years ago.”
 
   She dragged in a breath and let it out. “Right. Dad has a number of contacts who make their living in unconventional ways. One of them provided me with the Kate Kingston identity. After I got it, I took off.”
 
   She’d solved the mystery of the name change, and he totally understood. 
 
   “What was your name?”
 
   “Well, I kept the Kate part. My dad’s last name is Kaiser.”
 
   “Kate Kaiser. So it’s a variation of King. And he changed it to Caldwell?”
 
   “Yes. I was Kate back then. I figured Kate sounded more mature.”
 
   “Did you see your dad much?” he asked, trying to keep her talking. It was the longest conversation they’d had so far.
 
   “We e-mail each other a couple of times a week, but he thought it was better if we didn’t get together too often.”
 
   “Why?”
 
   “Mr. Treeman had dropped out of sight.”
 
   “So your dad was worried about that?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “What about you?” Wyatt asked, working to keep the edge out of his voice. 
 
   “I changed my name. I figured he wouldn’t know who I was.”
 
   Wyatt nodded, not as confident, although he understood her logic.
 
   “You and your mom used the name Kaiser until you left?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   So the man from her past could have tracked her to Pittsburgh and kept her in his sights after that. When Wyatt had first heard about her stalker, he’d thought it had to do with bad feelings among the silversmiths in town. But it could just as easily have been Treeman.
 
   They were almost to Easton, and he asked Kate for her father’s address. The small towns in the area were expanding with new shopping centers and residential developments. Kate directed him to an upscale community on the edge of town where traditional style houses had been built on large lots. Apparently the sale of the carnival had netted her dad a very tidy profit. 
 
   No cars were in the driveway, but when Wyatt looked in a garage window, he saw a sedan and a pickup truck.
 
   In his peripheral vision he saw Kate was already rushing toward the front door.
 
   Damn. He would have called out for her to wait, but he didn’t want to make any noise. He caught up just as she turned the knob. The door was unlocked, and when it opened, she started to rush in.
 
   He caught her arm. “Stay here.”
 
   She turned toward him, her expression fierce. “Why?”
 
   “There could be a trap inside. Or someone . . . dangerous could be in there. Wait here.”
 
   She gave him a pleading look. “I have to go in.”
 
   “Let me make sure it’s safe.”
 
   She answered with a tight nod, and he stepped through the door, gun held out as he swung left and right through the house, ready to encounter an intruder or a dead body as he checked all the rooms and closets. He even took a quick trip to the basement and found nothing. Everything seemed to be in order until he arrived in the master bedroom, where he found the covers thrown back, the small rug askew, and a bathrobe lying in the middle of the floor.
 
   “Mr. Caldwell?” he called.
 
   There was no answer, but a noise behind Wyatt made the hairs in the back of his neck prickle. He’d thought he was alone in the house. Prepared to fire, he whirled.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Eight
 
   Kate was standing where he’d been seconds earlier, her eyes wide as she stared at the gun in his hand.
 
   As he lowered the weapon, she transferred her gaze to the disorder in the room.
 
   “I told you to stay outside,” Wyatt said.
 
   “I couldn’t just stand there—doing nothing. I had to come in.” She took in the details of the room, then walked toward the bed. “I think someone came in here when Dad was sleeping. He woke up and fought with them and tried to get away. The way I did in the fun house,” she added in a whisper.
 
   “Yeah. I think they’re gone, but let me check the bathroom.”
 
   He looked inside, then shook his head. “He’s not in there.”
 
   “He could be hiding. He could be hurt. We can’t just leave it at that.” She dashed to the closet, opened the door and pushed clothing aside, revealing only her father’s belongings. Before Wyatt could stop her she ran out of the room and down the hall, frantically checking closets, under beds, repeating his own search.
 
   He followed with the gun, still on guard but pretty sure from his previous exploration that they weren’t going to find anything or anyone.
 
   He wanted to call her back, but he understood that she had to satisfy herself.
 
   She ran downstairs, looked behind the sofa, in the pantry and behind the drapes in the dining room before pounding down the uncarpeted basement steps, her footfalls ringing throughout the house. He followed more slowly, his heart squeezing as he watched her throw boxes around in the storage areas and reach behind the furnace before turning away, walking like a forty-pound weight was on her shoulders. She was breathing hard as she sank onto the couch.
 
   “He’s not here.”
 
   “If he was surprised in his sleep, he’s only been gone a few hours. That’s an advantage for us. And if anyone can find him, Decorah Security can.”
 
   Kate lowered her head and pressed her face into her hands. “This is my fault,” she said in a muffled voice.
 
   “No. How could it be your fault?”
 
   “First, I let it happen because I didn’t think Dad was in danger.”
 
   “Why would you?”
 
   Ignoring him, she continued, “And second, because I wouldn’t admit that something bad was going on. It could have been Treeman stalking me in St. Stephens. But I wouldn’t believe it. I should have warned Dad. When you showed up, Treeman figured it was too hard to do anything to me, and he went after Dad.”
 
   “You don’t know any of that’s true,” he said again, but he understood that she was beyond logical arguments.
 
   She looked up, tears glistening in her eyes. “I was stupid not to listen to you.”
 
   “No.”
 
   He sat down beside her and lifted her onto his lap, turning her to the side and cradling her close as he tried to comfort her. She’d been so stubborn and strong, but now she broke down, pouring out her misery. He rocked her and stroked her, wishing he could offer real comfort, but he couldn’t lie to her. This couldn’t be good—particularly after his dream.
 
   Her shoulders shook as she sobbed, but finally the tears subsided. Her purse was still hanging over her shoulder, and she reached inside, found a tissue and blew her nose.
 
   “What do we do now?” she asked. She had said, “We,” like she knew he was going to stick by her. And of course he would.
 
   “We find out if the neighbors saw anything.”
 
   “Right.”
 
   They started with the house across the street. Wyatt thought they’d struck pay dirt when the woman who answered the door said she’d looked out the front window just before turning in and seen an SUV pull into the driveway sometime after midnight. But she hadn’t stuck around to see anything else. Two other neighbors weren’t home. And two more had been aware of nothing unusual.
 
   When they were finished with the interviews, Kate looked like she was going to cry again. Wyatt watched her struggle to rein in her emotions before she said, “Come back in the house.”
 
   Inside, she walked to one of the living room end tables and opened a drawer. “You came to St. Stephens because you dreamed about my being in danger.”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “And this morning, you woke up out of a nightmare about an older man running through a fun house. Is this him?”
 
   She turned a picture around, and he saw a younger Kate standing with a man who had similar features. In the dream his hair had been gray. The picture had been taken several years earlier, when the hair had been browner.
 
   But there was no mistaking the man. Wyatt felt his throat clog so that he had to force out the word, “Yes.” 
 
   Once again, he saw Kate struggling not to cry, and he was pretty sure she hated that she’d allowed herself to break down earlier. 
 
   “You saw somebody making him run for his life through a fun house,” she whispered.
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “But he could still be alive,” she said in a voice that willed it to be true. And who was Wyatt Granger to snatch away hope in the absence of any hard evidence.
 
   “Yes. It . . . hadn’t happened yet when I dreamed it.”
 
   “And we could stop it.”
 
   “Yes.” He gave her the answer he knew she wanted to hear, although he secretly wondered if it could be true. While he hadn’t seen the end of the dream, he was pretty sure it wasn’t going to end well. The question was—could Decorah Security find Caldwell in time?
 
   “Did you ever stop something bad after you dreamed it?”
 
   “Yes, working with Decorah. We’ve found several kidnapped women and children before they were killed.”
 
   “Thank God.”
 
   He didn’t say there had been cases where they’d been too late to save the victim—but that his dreams had led to the capture of the perp.
 
   He dialed the office number and gave Teddy a quick report on what had happened—with a request that he begin looking for Kate’s father, although he and Teddy both knew that at this point, it was hard to know where to start.
 
   When Kate gave him a grateful look, he forced himself not to spell out the odds of success. 
 
   As they had climbed into his car and closed the doors, she suddenly asked, “Do you think my mother’s death was connected?”
 
   “I don’t know.”
 
   She turned to him, her expression angry. “You’re supposed to have psychic powers. Why don’t you know?”
 
   He clenched and unclenched his fists on the steering wheel, knowing that her demand came from fear for her father’s life.
 
   Speaking in an even voice, he said, “Because whatever I have doesn’t work that way. I didn’t dream about your mother’s death before it happened. It started for me when I dreamed of your being in danger.”
 
   As she folded her arms and turned away from him, he started the engine and backed out of the driveway, heading toward St. Stephens. He had the feeling she had made the remark about his powers for another reason, too. She was afraid the two of them were getting too close, and she wanted to distance herself from him. 
 
   When he sighed, she jerked her head toward him. “What?”
 
   “Unfortunately, my abilities are limited. I can’t go into a trance and call up the past. I can’t pretend—like the ladies at your dad’s carnival. I only have dreams about something in the immediate future. And I can’t make the dreams come to me. Either they’re going to happen or they’re not.”
 
   “That’s pretty inconvenient.”
 
   “That’s the way it is. I wish I could tell you about your mother—but I have nothing to work with except the facts you’ve told me.”
 
   She gave a little nod and looked down at her hands. He didn’t want to leave her alone with her thoughts, and he also needed more information.
 
   When he cleared his throat, she looked at him questioningly.
 
   “What did Treeman do after the accident?”
 
   She dragged in a breath and let it out before saying, “He sued my father, but we had good insurance. It paid a claim on Billy.”
 
   “How much?”
 
   “I was just a kid. I didn’t ask, but it was probably substantial.” She tipped her head toward him. “What does that have to do with anything?”
 
   “I’m trying to get as many facts as I can. What insurance company?”
 
   She thought for a moment, then named a firm.
 
   “I’ll contact them and get some information.”
 
   “How is that going to help us?” she asked in a weary voice.
 
   “I don’t know.”
 
   “We should call the police,” she said suddenly.
 
   He gave her a quick glance before looking back at the road. “I wouldn’t advise it.”
 
   “Why not?”
 
   “Because if Treeman thinks the cops are closing in on him, he’ll kill your father.”
 
   “If he’s even still alive.”
 
   “Let’s hope he is,” he answered, arguing against his own previous conclusions. “Our best bet is to use the resources of Decorah Security. But I need as much background as you can give me. Where was the carnival located when Billy pulled you into the fun house?”
 
   “Howard County. It was in a field near Columbia.”
 
   He nodded.
 
   “And what year was it, exactly?”
 
   When she told him, he pulled off the highway, hauled out his phone and sent a text message to Teddy with the additional facts. 
 
   Kate watched him, then made a low sound.
 
   “What?”
 
   “I told you my father thought it would be safer for both of us if we didn’t see each other often.”
 
   “Uh huh.”
 
   “It made me sad to have to stay away from him, and in the end, it didn’t do us much good.”
 
   He reached over and put a hand on her arm. “I’m sorry.”
 
   “I guess I did a lot of things wrong.”
 
   “Don’t beat yourself up.” 
 
   She reached and covered his hand with hers, and he felt the mix of emotions that seemed to mark their relationship. He was elated that she was finally letting him get closer to her, but at the same time he was still worried about her safety.
 
   Just as he pulled into the parking space beside the Crow’s Nest B&B, his phone rang.
 
   It was Teddy Granada.
 
   “It’s Decorah,” Wyatt said to Kate as he looked at the caller ID.
 
   “Put it on speaker.”
 
   He pressed the button and said, “Teddy, you’re on speaker. I’m with Kate Kingston.”
 
   “Well, Treeman is like Kate. He’s dropped off the face of the earth. The last mention I have of him is after he got the settlement from the insurance company. The case was mentioned in an article in The Baltimore Sun. After that—nada. He collected the money and disappeared. Either he was killed or he took another name.”
 
   “I think he’s alive and well—and that he scooped up Jerry Caldwell this morning.”
 
   Wyatt talked to Teddy for a few minutes longer, giving him suggestions for how to proceed, then hung up. 
 
   “What are we going to do now?” Kate asked.
 
   “That depends on you.”
 
   “Like how?”
 
   “Do you trust me? I mean, are you going to kick me out or let me protect you?”
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Nine
 
   Kate didn’t answer at once, and Wyatt waited with his heart pounding. Finally she raised her head and said, “It’s hard for me to trust.”
 
   “I know.”
 
   “I think you broke through some kind of barrier that I didn’t even know I had wrapped around myself.”
 
   Wyatt let out the breath he hadn’t realized he was holding. “Good. Will you come to the B&B with me? You can wait downstairs while I take a quick shower and change my clothes.”
 
   He watched her debate, wondering if he’d gone too far. Finally she murmured, “Okay.”
 
   When they stepped into the front hall, the aroma of breakfast drifted toward them. Then Mrs. Babson bustled out of the dining room to see who was there.
 
   She looked from Wyatt to Kate and back again.
 
   “I wondered why you were gone all night,” the innkeeper said, addressing Wyatt.
 
   Kate was the one who answered. “It’s not what you think. Wyatt saw someone set my trash on fire last night, and this morning, we went to check on my father in Easton. He’s disappeared.”
 
   “Oh my,” Mrs. Babson murmured as she gave them another long inspection. “You look done in. Why don’t you have some breakfast?”
 
   “You’re sure that’s okay?” Wyatt asked.
 
   “Of course.” The woman laughed. “Breakfast is part of your package, and I always make plenty of extra food. Why don’t you sit over there?” she said, pointing to a table for two on the enclosed porch facing the harbor. “You can help yourselves to the buffet.”
 
   They both filled their plates with a cheese and egg dish, muffins, fruit and yogurt, and then both got mugs of coffee.
 
   Wyatt was hungry. After a long pull on the hot coffee, he began to eat. Kate turned her coffee mug around and picked at her food.
 
   “Eat,” he said.
 
   “It’s hard to do when you’re worried.”
 
   “Yeah, but you’ll be in better shape if you get some food in your stomach.”
 
   She nodded and forked up some of the eggs, then took a bite of the muffin. She managed to finish about half the food on her plate before Wyatt led her upstairs to his room.
 
   Crossing to the window, she looked out. “Did you pick this place so you could spy on me?”
 
   “I wouldn’t put it that way.”
 
   “I told you to go away, but you didn’t go very far. Do you ever take no for an answer?”
 
   “I’m like you—stubborn.”
 
   She laughed. “Apparently.”
 
   He swallowed hard, sobering. “And I knew you were in danger. I couldn’t just walk away.”
 
   A long look passed between them.
 
   Kate pressed her hands against her sides and said, “I wanted to think the worst of you.”
 
   “Why?”
 
   “I think because I did believe you.” She waited a beat before adding, “And I was attracted to you.”
 
   “That was a bad thing?”
 
   “It was the way I’d been operating for years—keeping my distance from people.”
 
   He answered with a little nod, fighting to hold his emotions under control. But secretly he was elated that she was opening up like this. 
 
   “I should get dressed,” he murmured, turning to rummage in his bag. He knew he was the one who was avoiding speaking now, but he was almost afraid to trust what he was hearing.
 
   Taking out clean clothing, he disappeared into the bathroom.
 
   After a quick shower, he shaved and brushed his teeth. When he came back out, he stopped short. Kate was lying on his bed with her eyes closed. Her regular breathing told him that she was sleeping. Probably she’d tried to stay awake, but she’d lost the battle with fatigue.
 
   He crossed to the window and pulled down the shades, darkening the room. Then he slipped the “Do not disturb” sign onto the outside of the door.
 
   He could have stretched out in the large chair in the corner; instead he crossed to the bed, looked down at the sleeping woman and drank in the curve of her lips, the arch of her brows, the way her lashes lay against her cheek, and the tantalizing scent of her body.
 
   His gaze drifted lower to her breasts—and the rise and fall of her chest. 
 
   Unable to stop himself he eased onto the bed beside her, holding his breath as he prayed he wasn’t going to wake her.
 
   She had kicked off her shoes before lying down, but aside from that she was fully dressed, and so was he. Although he felt a pang of guilt at not keeping busy looking for her father’s kidnapper, he knew that Decorah was handling this phase of the search.
 
   And he silently told himself that if he didn’t get some rest, he wasn’t going to be any good to Kate or anyone else.
 
   He turned his head toward her. From the first, he had longed to get close to her. Now she trusted him enough to sleep in his bed.
 
   Closing his eyes, he wondered if he would dream if he slept. Would a dream help find Kate’s father, or would it just give her more reason to be worried?
 
   The transition from alertness to slumber cut off the debate. And he gratefully grabbed the rest he needed. No dreams came to him, which he considered a good sign.
 
   What woke him was a warm body pressed to his. His eyes blinked open, and he saw that in her sleep, Kate had rolled toward him—and he had rolled toward her.
 
   He moved his head a fraction so that his lips were almost but not quite touching hers. The intimacy of breathing the same air was like a current running through him. He shouldn’t ask for more than that, he thought, but he lacked the will to do what he should. He moved his head so that his lips brushed hers. Gently, back and forth. He felt her smile. Then her eyes blinked open, and she stared at him. He kept his hands at his sides, just his mouth nibbling at hers. At first, when she had kept him at arm’s length, he’d assumed it was because she thought he was trying to fool her with the psychic business. Now he understood that she’d had a bad experience with a man—a bad experience that had turned worse.
 
   It made anything that had happened in his past seem like a trip to the park in comparison.
 
   He wanted to pull her close. Instead, he pressed his hands against the outside of his thighs as his tongue played with the seam of her lips. When she opened for him, he felt a surge of gratitude. She could have told him to back off, instead she was letting him explore the line of her teeth, then stroke the sensitive tissue on the inside of her lips.
 
   She made a small sound deep in her throat, a sound that proclaimed she liked what he was doing. But was he taking advantage of her fragile emotional state?
 
   He should stop. But he couldn’t make himself draw away, not yet.
 
   Moving slowly, he dipped his tongue into her mouth. Perhaps that was a mistake because it brought a rush of, hot, needy sensations.
 
   Silently asking permission to take more, his hands stroked up and down her ribs, gliding upward to find the sides of her breasts, praying that she wasn’t going to push him away.
 
   When she stayed where she was, he brought his hands inward, stroking over the crests of her breasts, feeling her hardened nipples abrading his fingertips through the fabric of her shirt and bra.
 
   And when she did the same thing, raising her hands to stroke her fingers against his flat nipples, his heart started pounding.
 
   He knew she felt it, because she flattened her palm against his chest.
 
   He brought his lips back to hers, trying not to be aggressive when he wanted to devour her.
 
   “How far do you want this to go?” he heard himself ask.
 
   “I don’t want to stop. Not now.”
 
   As she spoke, she reached under his tee shirt, stroking her hand over his naked back then downward until she encountered the waistband of his jeans.
 
   He sat up and pulled off the shirt before coming back to her, stroking his hands through her hair as he gathered her close. And still he was prepared to let her go the moment she told him to stop.
 
   Instead, she seemed to burrow into him, and he let himself enjoy every nuance of the encounter.
 
   He watched the dreamy expression on her face as she slid her finger along his recently shaven cheek, then traced the curve of his lips. 
 
   When her hand trailed to the side of his neck, he could feel his pulse accelerate again. He raised his head, staring down at her, knowing there was a question he had to ask.
 
   “Have you been with anyone . . . since . . .?”
 
   “No,” she answered before he could figure out how to finish the question.
 
   “Then maybe we should stop,” he forced himself to say, because he was pretty sure she hadn’t been with anyone before that, either.
 
   “This feels right.”
 
   It did to him, too, better than anything he could remember. 
 
   As she spoke, she pulled one of his hands up again, cupping his palm around her breast, pressing her taut nipple against him.
 
   He closed his eyes, bringing his other hand up, so that he could lift and squeeze both of her breasts, loving the feel of her. And when she moved the lower part of her body against him, he almost forgot to breathe.
 
   He was dizzy with desire for her, desperate to feel her naked breasts against his chest. Yet he had never been so conscious that he could make the wrong move—and make her decide she was doing the wrong thing.
 
   Was this wrong? He didn’t think so, but the only way to find out was to go slowly and be sure she was comfortable with everything they were doing.
 
   “Can I take off your shirt?” he asked.
 
   “Yes,” she answered, but he heard a little quaver in her voice.
 
   “Sit up.”
 
   They both sat up on the bed, and he pulled the shirt over her head, then reached around to unhook her bra. She caught her breath as he pulled it away from her body and laid it on the side of the bed with the shirt.
 
   “Lord, you are so beautiful,” he whispered as his gaze swept over the creamy mounds of her breasts with their pink crests. Unable to hold back, he gathered her into his arms, a sound of gratitude rising in his throat as he absorbed the feel of her against himself.
 
   He eased her back down, stroking her silky skin, feeling the hard points of her nipples against his chest.
 
   She brought his hand to the button at the top of her jeans. “Could you help me out of these?”
 
   “You’re sure?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   His hand not quite steady, he undid the button and lowered the zipper, keeping his gaze on her face, making sure he wasn’t going too fast.
 
   She caught her breath as he slowly reached inside, caressing her intimately, still judging her reaction.
 
   When she seemed comfortable with that, he dragged the jeans down, along with her panties, so that she lay naked on the bed. 
 
   “Okay?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   He got rid of his own jeans and briefs, then folded her into his arms,
 
   It felt wonderful to slide his hands over the curve of her bottom, her hips, the indentation at her waist, all the places he’d longed to touch. 
 
   He had daydreamed about this, yet the reality was so much better, because he knew her history now—and marveled that she really did trust him.
 
   His gaze on her face, he played one hand over her nipples while he dipped the other into her sex, overwhelmed by her response to him.
 
   She closed her eyes, her breath uneven as he bent to take one hardened peak into his mouth, drawing on her as he stroked from her clit to her vagina and back again.
 
   “Wyatt.”
 
   “If you need me to stop, just tell me,” he managed to say, praying that she wasn’t going to send him away in agony.
 
   “I don’t want to stop. I want everything you can give me.”
 
   “Open your legs for me,” he murmured, and she did as he asked. He moved over her, replacing his fingers with his cock, moving against her, feeling her respond by rocking her hips against him. He heard her breath accelerate. Her movements grew frantic as she drove toward climax. He felt her body shudder, heard her cry out, and he gave her every ounce of pleasure he could. As her climax faded, he changed the angle of his thrusts, plunging into her in one swift stroke.
 
   She cried out, yet at the same time she grasped his shoulders. When pushed for his own release, it took only moments because it felt like he had been teetering on the brink for hours.
 
   As the whirlwind subsided, he looked down at her. He saw a look of wonder in her eyes, as she realized what they had done and what it meant.
 
   Rolling to his side, he took her with him, cradling her body against his, stroking back her damp hair and kissing her forehead.
 
   “Are you all right?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Did I hurt you?”
 
   “Only for a moment.” She made a low sound. “I think nobody could have done that better.”
 
   “Thank you.”
 
   They were both quiet for long moments, and he stroked his lips against her cheek.
 
   He felt her smile again—until he sensed other emotions gathering inside her.
 
   “What’s wrong?”
 
   “How could I have let myself make love with you when the thing we should be doing is finding my father?”
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Ten
 
   He kept her in his arms and slid his lips against her brow. “Because it was something you needed. You needed to feel like you’d beaten your past.”
 
   “You think that’s the reason I made love with you?” she asked, her voice sharp.
 
   He was sorry he’d put it in those terms. “Part of it,” he said. “It’s a good thing. Not bad.”
 
   He could see her turning that over in her mind, but her focus had shifted to the empty house outside of Easton.
 
   “My father . . .”
 
   There was a lot he could have said about her father being the cause of his own problems—and hers. Like for example—he could have pointed out that it had been her father’s responsibility to make sure there were no broken steps on the service exit to the fun house. But he didn’t see any profit in bringing up the elder Kaiser’s mistakes now. He wanted to say they’d get her father back alive, but the best he could offer was,
 
   “We’ve done what we could. There’s nothing more we can accomplish until we know where he is.”
 
   “Treeman could be trying to lure me out,” she said, and he knew she was hoping the man was keeping her father alive as bait.
 
   He repeated his earlier assessment. “Our best chance of finding him is Decorah IT.”
 
   He heard the frustration in her voice. “I can’t just hide out over here. I need to do something.”
 
   “I understand.”
 
   “Can I go over to my workshop and get something done?”
 
   “Not alone,” he answered immediately.
 
   She acknowledged the warning with a small nod, then reached for the clothing that was still on the end of the bed. Turning slightly away, she pulled on her bra and shirt, and he used the opportunity to pull on his shorts. When she got up, he saw the red stain on Mrs. Summer’s bedspread. She followed his gaze and winced.
 
   “Don’t worry about it.”
 
   “That’s going to be hard to get out. We owe her for the spread.” She took her lower lip between her teeth. “And she’s going to know what we were doing up here.”
 
   “I’m sorry.”
 
   “Neither one of us was thinking,” she said between gritted teeth.
 
   “You wish I hadn’t reached for you?”
 
   He held his breath, waiting to hear her response.
 
   “I wanted to be with you. But the timing wasn’t so great.”
 
   His heart almost blocked his windpipe as he asked, “You don’t think I took advantage of your vulnerability?”
 
   “Of course not,” she said immediately. But he wasn’t so sure it was the right answer. He wanted her too much not to kiss her when she was lying next to him.
 
   Also, he knew she didn’t like having their private business on display for the B&B owner. But he also realized she was using the bloodstain as an excuse to distance herself from him because she felt bad about making love while her father was in danger. 
 
   “You’ll probably feel better after you take a shower,” he said. “Hot water always helps.”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   When she stepped into the bathroom and closed the door, he pulled on the rest of his clothing, then swept the spread off the bed, bundled it up and took it into the hall. When he found a maid cleaning one of the rooms, he put the spread in with the dirty laundry, then found the linen closet. By the time Kate came out of the bathroom, he’d put on the new coverlet.
 
   She stared at it. “Where’s the old one?”
 
   “In the laundry.”
 
   She tipped her head to the side, staring at him. “Are you going to pretend it wasn’t from us?”
 
   “No. I’m going to add the price of a spread to my bill.”
 
   “Thank you.” She kept her gaze on him. “I guess I’m trying to be difficult, and you’re trying to be a gentleman.”
 
   “I hope that’s a compliment.”
 
   “Of course it is.”
 
   “Kate.” He crossed the space between them and folded her into his arms, and when her own arms came up to clasp him, he breathed out a sigh of relief.
 
   “We didn’t meet under really great circumstances,” he said. “I came to you and said I’d dreamed you were in danger.”
 
   “And I didn’t want to hear it. Maybe if I’d listened, Dad would be okay.”
 
   “Stop second-guessing yourself.”
 
   She nodded against his shoulder. “I’ll try.”
 
   He wanted to ask where they went from here, but he didn’t think he could cope with the wrong answer. 
 
   He held her for a few more moments, then said, “We should go over to your workshop. I’ll bring my laptop so I can do some Web searching for Treeman.”
 
   “I thought you wanted to leave that to your agency.”
 
   “Maybe I’ll find an avenue of research they haven’t thought of.’
 
   Since it was just as far from the public parking lot to the workshop as it was from the B&B, they left the car where it was and walked. They had covered half the distance when his cell phone rang. It was Teddy Granada, with word about Dave Treeman.
 
   “He was apparently killed in a boating accident two years ago,” Teddy reported.
 
   “What do you mean by apparently?”
 
   “His boat was found drifting, but his body was never recovered.”
 
   “Where was the boat registered?”
 
   “Cambridge, Maryland.”
 
   “You mean not far from here.”
 
   “Right,” Teddy confirmed.
 
   “That was about Treeman?” Kate asked when he clicked off.
 
   “I think he staged his own death. Or rather—made it look like he died.”
 
   “Oh, great.”
 
   He told her about the boating accident, then added, “Which means we’re going to have to be very careful. I think the best place for you is one of the Decorah Security safe houses.”
 
   She thought about it as they walked the rest of the way to her workshop.
 
   “I guess I’d be stupid to say no.”
 
   “I would never call you stupid.”
 
   “What about reckless?”
 
   He laughed. Despite the tension, he liked her quick uptake on the conversation. 
 
   “But just let me get this one order finished. Then we can go to your safe house.”
 
   They walked into the workshop, and he closed the door.
 
   “What are you going to do?”
 
   “I like working with silver clay. You can make it into interesting shapes. After it’s dry, you sand it, then fire it.”
 
   She took a cloth off a tray and showed him some delicate leaves and flowers.
 
   “Those are spectacular. You have amazing talent.”
 
   Her cheeks turned rosy. “Thank you.”
 
   She picked up one of the leaves and also a piece of steel wool, then sat down on the chair at one of her work tables. 
 
   “I’ll stay out of your way,” he said. “And do some Internet searching.”
 
   “You can sit in my apartment.”
 
   “Do you mind if I move a chair by the door, so I can see you.”
 
   “Sure.”
 
   Wyatt settled into the chair, glancing up periodically to see Kate at one of her workbenches. They had a late lunch—of pizza he’d ordered because he didn’t want to leave Kate alone for even a few minutes.
 
   They ate quickly, then both went back to work. As he made some connections on the Web, he scribbled a few notes on a pad of paper, but he wasn’t being too explicit because he didn’t want anyone else stumbling over the information.
 
   When his phone rang, he answered. It was Ben Walker from Decorah Security.
 
   “I’m coming down there,” he said, “in case there’s a problem.” 
 
   Ben had worked a case in St. Stephens, and he knew the area.
 
   “When can we expect you?”
 
   “I’ll leave as soon as I clear up a few things here.”
 
   “We’ll be looking for you,” Wyatt said. After hanging up, he glanced over at Kate. “One of our other agents is coming down.”
 
   “Why?”
 
   “Extra protection.”
 
   He could see that her complexion had turned pale. “You think I need it?”
 
   “It won’t hurt.” Changing the subject, he said, “I found something interesting.”
 
   “What?” She put down a hammer and walked over to where he was sitting.
 
   “I was checking property records in Oxford and some of the surrounding areas. There’s a record of Treeman renting an apartment in Oxford. He had a six month lease—which ended the month of the boating accident.”
 
   “So it sounds like he wasn’t intending to stay around.”
 
   “Or knew he was going to be ‘dead.’”
 
   “Right. Then I checked records of housing sales in the area. A month later a man named Trevor Davidson bought a house on an isolated property, still in the local area.”
 
   “Trevor Davidson. That’s like a reversal of his name.”
 
   “Yes. From what I can see, the house was on the market for several years because the owner had been murdered in the kitchen, and nobody was willing to move in. Davidson got it from the estate for a lot less than the appraised value”
 
   Kate shuddered. “Another clue that it could be him.”
 
   He scanned her work area. “It’s getting dark. Unfortunately there’s not much traffic down here in the evening. Are you almost done?”
 
   “Almost. Give me a few more minutes. She picked up the steel wool she’d been using and turned back to her work.
 
   He wanted to hurry her up, but he knew her craft was important to her. And now he was thinking that if they were going to be here for a while, he should use the time to tell Decorah about his recent research. He pulled out his phone, but instead of making a call, he set the phone in his lap and rubbed the bridge of his nose, feeling a little light-headed. When he looked over at Kate, she was wavering on her chair.
 
   His mind had slowed down, but he was able to grasp one important fact. Something was affecting both of them.
 
   “We . . . have . . . to . . . get . . . out of . . . here,” he managed to say as he staggered toward her.
 
   “Too late,” a harsh voice said.
 
   Wyatt looked up to see someone standing in the doorway, but it was difficult to figure out what he was actually observing.
 
   He blinked as he focused on the face, trying to see through the stinging tears that now welled up in his eyes. The visage was completely distorted, as though a man had grown an animal snout. Then he got it. The guy was wearing a gas mask.
 
   The intruder laughed, a muffled sound.
 
   Wyatt could hardly move, but he let his arm slip over the side of the chair and drop the notebook he’d been holding. As it fell to the floor, he cursed himself. His notes had been designed to confuse anyone who saw them. Now he prayed that someone from Decorah Security would find them and figure out what the hell they meant.
 
   “You wanted to go to the murder house,” the intruder said in a conversational tone, addressing Kate.
 
   “You were listening to us?” Wyatt managed to ask.
 
   “Yeah. With a directional mike.”
 
   The man turned back to Kate. “As I was saying, you’re going to get your wish—but you might not like it so much.”
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Eleven
 
   Wyatt was dreaming again. He wanted to claw himself awake, although he knew that what he was seeing was important. But finally the murderous images were too much. He jerked awake, his vision still blurred from . . .
 
   He let the question go as horror shot through him. What he remembered from the dream cut off his breath. It had been so real. Too real, and too filled with diabolical planned danger. 
 
   He knew it was important to remember the details, but some of them were fuzzy, like when he’d first dreamed of Kate.
 
   Fear that something had happened to her clogged his throat. But she was with him, wedged beside him, her breathing even. The relief was short-lived when he realized they were lying on a thin mattress over the top of a hard, cold floor. 
 
   He stayed very still, trying to figure out where they were. Then his last memories came rushing back to him like a tsunami wave. They’d been in her workshop down by the dock, and someone had come in wearing a gas mask. That was the last thing he remembered—before waking up in a small, dank cell.
 
   Beside him Kate stirred and moaned. Then her eyes snapped open, and she made a strangled sound.
 
   He closed his hand around her arm and moved his lips to her ear. In a barely audible whisper, he said, “Don’t say anything you don’t want Treeman to hear.”
 
   As she took in that information, he saw her struggling for calm.
 
   “He used some kind of knockout gas on us,” Wyatt said. “Did you see him at your workshop with a gas mask on?”
 
   “Yes,” she whispered.
 
   “At least I’m assuming it’s him.”
 
   She nodded against his shoulder, then murmured, “What is he going to do with us?”
 
   Wyatt knew pretty much what the bastard had planned. The knockout gas had put him to sleep—and allowed him to dream of the immediate future. Never before had he dreamed of something that was going to happen to him—personally. But he supposed it was because Kate was with him. It was her future too, and the reality made his stomach churn. Yet he knew that if anything could save their lives, it would be the dream.
 
   Before he could say more, a voice boomed out from a speaker high on the wall above their heads.
 
   “I see you’re awake,” a man said, his tone like a king who was about to mete out punishment to two of his unfortunate subjects who had displeased him.
 
   Wyatt sat up and looked around. The cell where he and Kate had been stashed seemed to be about ten feet long and eight feet wide. The floor was concrete, the walls cinder block. There were no windows, and he had the feeling that they were underground.
 
   Kate pushed herself up and moved so that her shoulder was pressed to Wyatt’s. He reached for her hand and knitted his fingers with hers, squeezing reassuringly.
 
   “Okay?” he murmured.
 
   She turned her mouth to his ear. “No.”
 
   Praying that he wasn’t telling a lie, he whispered, “We’re going to be okay.” 
 
   Kate raised her face toward the speaker. “Why are you doing this?”
 
   “To make you pay for Billy Treeman’s death,” the man answered. “Do you remember him?”
 
   She winced. “Of course I do?”
 
   “You and your father killed him.”
 
   “No, she cried out. “He dragged me into the fun house and tried to rape me. When I got away from him, he followed me and fell down the stairs.”
 
   A blast of static like bolts of thunder assaulted their eardrums. “That’s a lie. You enticed him in there. You wanted him to fuck you.”
 
   Kate gave Wyatt a startled look. “That’s not the way it happened,” she said, outrage in her voice. 
 
   “Don’t give me that shit,” the angry voice shot back. “I was his father. I knew him better than anyone else. He would never do anything like that.”
 
   Kate clenched her teeth in frustration.
 
   Wyatt leaned toward her again. “Let it go. There’s no point in arguing with him. He’s had years to make up his version of what happened that night.”
 
   Her eyes were pleading as she asked in a barely audible voice, “But you believe me?”
 
   “Of course.”
 
   “Your father was here yesterday,” the elder Treeman said in a conversational tone.
 
   Kate stiffened. “Is he okay?”
 
   “Actually, he’s dead,” the man informed them in an offhand manner, like he was imparting a piece of not very important news.
 
   “No,” she cried out, her voice trailing into a sob. “You’re just saying that to scare me.”
 
   “On the contrary, I can show you the proof.”
 
   A grinding noise made Wyatt’s heart jerk up as he slung his arm around Kate’s shoulders.
 
   But there was no immediate threat, only a flat projection screen descending from the ceiling like they were in a lecture room equipped with the latest AV equipment.
 
   At first they saw the image of a leering clown. It was replaced by a video clip.
 
   Wyatt saw a man staggering through a dark tunnel. Then lights flashed on, and Kate gasped.
 
   “Oh God, it’s my father. He’s hurt.”
 
   He was doubled over, holding his middle, and when he fell to the floor, Wyatt saw that the back of his shirt was bloody. As they watched, he tried to push himself up, then lay still unmoving.
 
   “He’s dead,” the voice said. “And you could be, too. But I’m going to give you a fighting chance. You’ll just have to avoid the traps I’ve set up. And you even have an advantage—a partner. Wyatt Granger will join you for the grand tour of my masterpiece.” There was a pause, and Treeman said, “Too bad for him, he got tangled up with you. Did you think you were in danger, Kate? Did you hire Decorah Security?”
 
   Before Kate could answer, Wyatt snapped, “Yes.”
 
   She gave him a startled look, but he shook his head fractionally. When she realized he was warning her not to reveal how he’d found out about her, she pressed her lips together.
 
   “Well, Decorah won’t do you any good,” Treeman went on. “His hotshot detective agency doesn’t even know where you are. You’ll have all the time you need to enjoy the fun house. Some of it’s like that stupid attraction at the Kaiser Karnival. But there are a lot of creative additions.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “I’m not going to give away any of my secrets. You’ll have to discover my genius as you go along, so to speak. You ought to appreciate that, Kate. You fancy yourself an artist, don’t you?”
 
   She gave Wyatt a sick look. “Oh Lord, I’m so sorry. You came to help me, and now you’re trapped here with me.”
 
   When he squeezed her hand, she looked startled.
 
   “Remember, don’t say anything you don’t want him to hear,” he mouthed.
 
   She answered with a small nod.
 
   “Time to play,” Treeman said. “But I think it’s going to be more fun for me than for you.”
 
   oOo
 
   Decorah agent, Ben Walker, clicked on his cell phone and made a call to his Beltsville, Maryland, office.
 
   “I’m at Kate Kingston’s workshop, but Kate and Wyatt are missing.”
 
   “They’re not at the B&B?” Frank Decorah asked.
 
   “I checked there first. Mrs. Babson, the owner, hasn’t seen them since this morning.” He swallowed hard, then said, “And there’s a funny smell in the air. It’s very faint, but I think it’s some kind of gas. My guess is that Treeman used something to knock them out, then dragged them out of here.”
 
   “Shit. And we have no idea where he’s taken them?”
 
   “I talked to Teddy. He didn’t come up with any leads.” Ben walked farther into the old warehouse, looking for anything that might help Decorah find where the perp had taken Wyatt and Kate.
 
   “His laptop is gone, but it looks like he was scribbling some notes before the perp got them.
 
   “What do they say?”
 
   “Hard to tell. I think he was being deliberately vague. Something about a name reversal.”
 
   “Maybe he figured out something Teddy didn’t.”
 
   Ben nodded, wondering if the few cryptic words Wyatt had written could do them any good.
 
   oOo
 
   The door to the cell where they’d awakened swung open, like someone was standing behind it, pulling on the knob, but Wyatt was sure Treeman was nowhere near them. He wasn’t going to take a chance on getting assaulted, unless Wyatt forced the man out into the open.
 
   Beyond the door was a dimly lit corridor. When Kate hung back, Wyatt gripped her hand. 
 
   “It’s going to be okay,” he murmured.
 
   She gave him a sick look. “He already killed my father here. Why not us?”
 
   “We’ll beat him,” he answered. He ached to add that he’d seen the two of them in the fun house in a dream, but he didn’t want to give anything away to the man who had planned this diabolical revenge. 
 
   “Get going,” the disembodied voice ordered. To emphasize the command, a blast of cold air hit them in the back, almost knocking Kate over. It was like someone had pelted them with ice cubes.
 
   They were both shivering as they stepped into a corridor that was about four feet wide. It smelled like a garbage dump. From the dream, Wyatt had been prepared for the stench, but Kate gagged.
 
   He leaned toward her. “Do what I tell you,” he whispered. “Even if it sounds like bad advice.”
 
   Her head swung toward him, and he saw comprehension and hope bloom in her eyes. “You . . .”
 
   “Yeah,” he answered. He’d seen most of it. He wished some if it wasn’t kind of fuzzy. 
 
   He studied the corridor in front of them, glad that what he was seeing looked pretty much like the nightmare. There were several paintings on the walls including a devil, a vampire, and a fanged snake. Somehow the most disturbing was the distorted clown face about eight feet ahead of them.
 
   Kate followed his gaze. “That’s like the clown in the carnival fun house. You’d see it as soon as you entered. He’d blow a blast of air at you.”
 
   “Thanks for the information,” Wyatt answered. He had started toward the clown when eerie music boomed out of hidden speakers. He stopped short, startled. He hadn’t heard the music in the dream. Why not? Maybe it simply hadn’t registered. Or perhaps some details were different.
 
   Kate gripped his arm, and he gave her a reassuring look. “Follow my lead,” he whispered, hoping he wasn’t going to end up getting them both killed.
 
   With no choice which way to go, he advanced on the clown. When he was almost even with the image, he ducked down, pulling Kate with him. They both avoided a tongue of fire that shot from the huge orange lips.
 
   From somewhere above them, Treeman shouted, “Hey, what the hell?”
 
   Wyatt ignored him and kept walking, along a wooden ramp where the floor slanted down. Near the end, the angle changed suddenly, and he let himself stumble over a loose board—maybe in imitation of the stairs at the old carnival attraction. Hoping he looked like he’d tripped over the obstacle, he executed a controlled tumble onto a hard cement floor, keeping himself from getting injured and keeping Kate off the floor by letting her fall on top of him.
 
   She lay against his side, gripping his arm. He stayed where he was for a few moments, looking around, pretending to be hurt and disoriented. Ahead of them, the corridor went off in two different directions. In his dream, he knew that they had taken the right fork, and that they would come to a place where they’d have to get through a spinning wooden barrel that would knock them off their feet again.
 
   He didn’t know what the left fork held, but he figured it was better to go with what he knew. Still, he pretended to be debating, as he brought his lips to Kate’s ears. “There’s a barrel ahead. Watch out because there are knives sticking out from the interior.”
 
   She winced. 
 
   He turned back to the ramp where they’d fallen and tugged at the three-foot-long board that had been meant to trip him. It came up easily. He held it at his side as he headed down the right-hand corridor.
 
   A grinding sound announced the presence of the barrel. It was turning slowly, and he pointed toward the knives sticking out at various points. Keeping Kate at his side he started through, pulling them past a set of knife points before they fell to the spinning surface. 
 
   “Are you okay?” he asked.
 
   “I’m getting dizzy.”
 
   “Yeah. But we have to make a run for it.” He gestured toward the end, where more blades poked out from between the staves. “You go on. I’ll block the knives.”
 
   Kate glanced at him, then started forward. He slapped the board against a sharp point so that she could slither past. She made it out okay, but the blade nicked his arm as he went past.
 
   They both landed on the floor, panting. When she saw the blood on his arm, she gasped.
 
   “Are you okay?”
 
   “It’s just a scratch,” he answered, giving himself a few moments to catch his breath.
 
   She looked at the cut, making a small sound as she saw blood drip to the floor.
 
   “We’ll take care of it when we get out of here,” he said.
 
   “Get going,” Treeman called from another speaker above them.
 
   Kate tipped her head up and gave him a murderous look. When she started to speak, Wyatt gripped her arm and shook his head.
 
   She closed her eyes for a moment then nodded.
 
   Wyatt hauled himself up, and Kate followed. He stared down the tunnel, trying to picture where they were. Ahead was a greased floor where you could fall and crack your head—or worse—if you were running.
 
   “Slippery ahead,” he whispered as he put one hand on the wall and gripped Kate’s arm with the other.
 
   They kept together. Still they both almost fell as they negotiated the slick patch. He looked down, noting the jagged pieces of glass on the floor.
 
   She followed his gaze and winced.
 
   They got through the grease and glass without getting cut, but Wyatt stopped short when he saw what was ahead.
 
   In his dream, he’d stopped being able to see the fun house threats, and now he knew why—the view was obscured by smoke. It wasn’t like the smoke that had billowed up from the trash can outside Kate’s workshop. It was more like fog made from dry ice that you might see in a theater production. It wafted toward them, reaching out with cold, clammy fingers.
 
   Wyatt brought his mouth to Kate’s ear again, hating that the dream had failed him. “I couldn’t see through the mist,” he whispered. “I don’t know what’s in there.”
 
   She turned her head and answered, “We had something like this at the carnival. Things came at you in the smoke. But they were mostly long inflated balloons that were scary instead of dangerous. I’m betting whatever’s in here is more dangerous.”
 
   “Yeah,” he muttered, wondering what kind of surprise Treeman had rigged up. He’d used knives before. He could do it again—or use something more creative.
 
   “They were never lower than knee level. If we get down on the floor and belly crawl, maybe we can get through it.”
 
   A noise behind them made Wyatt swing around to see that a solid door had dropped down in back of them.
 
   “I guess we have to go forward,” he said aloud, silently cursing his lack of knowledge. But he knew how hard it was to move along on your belly like a snake. Unfortunately, they were going to have to do it. He hoped it wasn’t for too long.
 
   “Don’t raise your head,” he told Kate as he got down flat on his stomach and slid forward into the mist. Behind him, Kate followed.
 
   Wyatt kept inching forward, keeping low to the floor. He’d gotten a few feet into the tunnel when he heard a loud report and something sailed over his head, so low that he felt his hair part. Behind him Kate screamed.
 
   “What was that?”
 
   “A shot. He’s got guns—not balloons. Stay down,” he called, praying that would be enough to save them.
 
   It was hard to slither along on the cold floor, but he kept moving, half his attention on Kate. He heard a shot go over her, but not quite so low.
 
   “Okay?” he called out, his breath frozen in his lungs until he heard her say,
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Stay down,” he whispered.
 
   If the guns were in fixed positions, they might have a chance. If Treeman could adjust the aim, it was only a matter of time before the bastard shot one of them—then the other. 
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Twelve
 
   Wyatt kept his face and body to the floor, scraping his cheek on the rough cement as he inched forward. He moved slowly so that Kate could keep up with him. Or was that the best way to do it?
 
   Did they have a better chance if they put some space between them?
 
   More shots rang out. Some were higher, but some came perilously close to his head and shoulders.
 
   Finally he saw that he was coming to the end of the smoke. He picked up his pace, plunging into a wider space, then wormed his way around to see Kate sliding toward him. When she reached the end of the tunnel, she started to get up. He pulled her down just as a blast of shots rang out—bullets that would have killed them if they’d stood.
 
   He eased Kate to the side of the corridor, wanting to take her in his arms but knowing that would be dangerous. All he could do was reach for her hand and squeeze hard.
 
   “You did good,” he whispered.
 
   “How much more of this?”
 
   “I wish I knew.” He looked back the way they’d come. “I don’t think he could see us in there.”
 
   He lifted his arm, waving it in the air. There were no shots but Wyatt was sure it wasn’t a good idea to stand or even sit. 
 
   Could they rest here after the ordeal? The answer came as a roaring sound from the other end of the tunnel. He looked up to see a wall of dark water racing toward them down the tunnel.
 
   Kate gasped as she stared at it in horror, then gasped again as the force of the flood hit them. 
 
   Wyatt was pulled under, and he struggled to get his head above water as the sudden flood knocked him and Kate against one wall and then the other.
 
   As it ebbed, it dragged them back into the smoky tunnel, where more shots rang out, the bullets whizzing too close for comfort. 
 
   As more water poured in, buffeting Wyatt and Kate, he scrabbled to keep them both from being pushed farther back. Wrapping her in a tight embrace with one arm, he kept the other hand against the wall. When his fingers hit against a projection sticking out, he grabbed it. As the water subsided, a panel swung outward, and suddenly he was staring into another narrow tunnel. Was it part of the torture chamber? Or was it an access door Treeman had put here because he knew this would be the end of the line for anyone who had taken this route through the fun house?
 
   Making a split second decision, Wyatt darted back the way he’d come, closing the access door as he lay still in the eddying water.
 
   “Don’t move,” he whispered to Kate.
 
   She lay on her side, one fist under her cheek to keep her nose above the water. When Wyatt heard footsteps, he did the same, lying with his breath shallow and his eyes slitted. He was thinking that if Treeman was coming in here, he would have turned off the automatic firing system. At least Wyatt prayed that was true. 
 
   A pair of legs clad in gray slacks stepped into the watery passageway. 
 
   Wyatt waited—waited—his heart thudding as he strove for the right moment.
 
   Treeman approached, coming to a stop close to Wyatt, a pistol in his hand. 
 
   Wyatt whipped out a foot, catching the killer in the legs.
 
   Treeman screamed. He must have had his finger inside the trigger guard of the weapon, because he fired off several shots while he wavered on his feet in the slippery corridor.
 
   As the man went down, Kate sprang up, landing on his back and pummeling him as she pushed him into the water. Between them, they wrestled him onto his stomach.
 
   Wyatt shoved the killer’s face below the surface, holding his head while Kate straddled his body, clamping his arms at his sides with her knees. When he thrashed, she rose up, then came down hard, knocking the wind out of him.
 
   He tried to roll to his side, but between the two of them, they kept him pinned in his own watery trap. The struggle seemed to last for an eternity, but finally the man who had tried to kill them went still. Kate breathed out a sigh of relief, but Wyatt warned her,
 
   “He could be playing possum. Stay where you are.”
 
   Just then a crashing noise made his heart leap into his throat. Was the fun house serving up one last threat? He tensed, ready for trouble. Instead, a familiar voice rang out,
 
   “Wyatt? Kate? Are you there?”
 
   He recognized Ben Walker and knew that someone at Decorah had deciphered the notes he’d left in the workshop.
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Are you okay?”
 
   “Basically. But I don’t know how to tell you where we are—except somewhere in this damn maze.”
 
   “Where’s Treeman?”
 
   “Here. He figured we were dead. Or he was going to finish us off. We turned the tables on him.”
 
   “Keep talking. I’ll find you.”
 
   “Watch out. Don’t go into the fun house tunnels. They’re full of traps that could kill you.”
 
   “I’m in what looks like an access corridor.”
 
   “Stay in it,” Wyatt said.
 
   Long moments passed. Cautiously Wyatt let go of Treeman, ready to grab him again if he came back from the dead like a monster in a horror movie, but the killer stayed where he was—unmoving.
 
   A flashlight beam cut through the darkness of the tunnel to his left.
 
   “We’re about twenty feet further on,” Wyatt called out. “Through the access door.”
 
   He scooted toward the light. Kate followed, and they pushed into the second tunnel. 
 
   The beam played over them.
 
   “You look like drowned otters. Are you okay?” Ben asked.
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Wyatt’s cut,” Kate corrected.
 
   “It’s not bad. Kate, this is Ben Walker, one of the other Decorah agents. Ben, this is Kate Kingston.”
 
   They both murmured a greeting.
 
   “I guess you read my notes?” Wyatt said.
 
   “Teddy duplicated your name-reversal research. I would have gotten here faster if you’d told him what you found out about Treeman’s location.”
 
   “I was planning to. The bastard gassed us in Kate’s workshop before I could send a message.” Wyatt pushed himself up and reached for Kate’s hand. 
 
   When she was on her feet, he pulled her close, holding her for a moment. 
 
   “I want to get out of here,” she whispered.
 
   “Yeah.” He turned to Ben, “You know where to find the closest exit?”
 
   “Uh huh.”
 
   They hurried down the narrow corridor, around a corner, and into a media room set up with an array of video cameras that showed various locations in the building. One view was of the cell where they’d woken up. Another showed the barrel that turned under your feet. And taped to the wall were screen shots showing Kate and Wyatt scrambling through the traps in several locations.
 
   “Nice,” Wyatt muttered as he took them in.
 
   “For his photo album?” Kate muttered.
 
   “Yeah, but I was right about the gun tunnel. He couldn’t see us through the smoke.”
 
   “Thank God,” Kate whispered. “Or he might have known we’d survived.”
 
   They stepped outside, and Wyatt blinked in the sunlight.
 
   “We must have been out for a while,” Kate said. “It was getting dark when he gassed us.”
 
   Wyatt stroked his hand up and down her arm, feeling her shiver in the nippy wind. 
 
   “Let’s get in the car,” he said, looking around and spotting a Decorah SUV.
 
   Wyatt and Kate climbed into the backseat. From the front seat, Ben cranked up the heat, then took a first aid kit out of the glove compartment. The knife wound had started bleeding again, and he handed the kit to Kate so she could clean and bandage the wound.
 
   “Probably you should have some antibiotics,” she said. “That water could have been dirty.”
 
   “Uh huh” he agreed.
 
   “I suppose we can’t just walk away from this,” Kate said with a sigh as she disinfected the cut.
 
   “No. It needs to be on record with the cops.”
 
   “Should we call Chief Judd?” Kate asked, naming the St. Stephens Police Chief.
 
   “Actually, the Maryland State Police handle murder cases,” Ben told her. “And it’s best if they see you all messed up. It gets the idea of the fun house across pretty quickly.”
 
   Wyatt glanced at Kate. “We’re in for a lot of questioning.”
 
   “You have any problems with that?” she asked.
 
   He dragged in a breath and let it out. “No. But I think we should leave out the psychic bullshit.”
 
   “We both know it’s not bullshit,” she shot back. “It saved our lives in there.”
 
   “It’s going to be easier if we come up with a reason why I showed up at your workshop in St. Stephens.”
 
   “We can go with what Treeman assumed. I was worried about someone stalking me, and I hired Decorah,” she said.
 
   Hearing her make the suggestion shocked him, given the way she’d reacted when he’d first tried to tell her she was in danger.
 
   “Okay,” he answered, hearing the thickness in his own voice. He pulled out his phone and put in a call to the cops.
 
   Hours later, after a lot of back and forth at headquarters, they were finally on the road to St. Stephens. 
 
   Wyatt took Kate to the Crow’s Nest, where they both showered, then collapsed into bed. 
 
   When they woke, she smiled at him. “It’s over,” she said, scooting closer, and he know she was thinking of some pleasant ways to celebrate. His desires were running along the same track, but there was still unfinished business they had to deal with.
 
   “Not quite.”
 
   Her eyes questioned him. “What?”
 
   “Someone in the craft community really was stalking you,” he said.
 
   “How do you know for sure?”
 
   “Because of the first dream I had. It wasn’t clear cut. I couldn’t be sure what was happening. If it had just been Treeman, I would have seen him clearly.”
 
   She dragged in a shuddering breath.
 
   “It’s the same with the other person,” he added. “I don’t know who it is. But I think we can find out.”
 
   “How?”
 
   “Set a trap.”
 
   As he outlined the plan he’d been thinking about, she nodded. “I hate to be so tricky. But I believe you’re right.”
 
   “Why?”
 
   “Because I’m not going to feel like I can go on with my career until I’m really safe. The only thing that needs changing in your plan is—I should be in the workshop when we do it.”
 
   “No!” he said at once.
 
   “I want this settled once and for all. If they think they can hurt me, they’ll go for it.”
 
   He knew she was right, and finally—reluctantly—he had to give in.
 
   Still, they were both on edge as they ate some breakfast at the Crow’s Nest before returning to Kate’s workshop, where Wyatt planned what equipment he’d need. His next stop was at the local police station where he filled in Chief Judd on his scheme.
 
   “Too tricky by half,” the chief muttered, but he agreed to go along with the program.
 
   Wyatt and Kate had lunch at the Crab Claw, where they talked about how she was behind in her rent for the workshop and that she had to stay up late to finish a big order so that she’d have some money coming in.
 
   The conversation ended in an argument in which Wyatt made sure everyone knew he was going back across the Bay Bridge because he was tired of Kate’s focusing on her work instead of him. And she told him she was keeping his nice comfortable room at the Crow’s Nest for the rest of the week—since it was paid for. Then he pretended to drive out of town, although he was really exchanging cars with Ben Walker so that he could complete some additional business before the evening.
 
   He’d made very careful preparations, but as it grew dark, he gave Kate a worried look from where they sat in his darkened room at the Crow’s Nest—looking out at her workshop.
 
   “I understand your reasoning, but this is dangerous for you,” he told her. “My scheme seemed like a good idea at the time,” Wyatt added. “Now I’m not so sure.”
 
   “I am. And I’m as ready as I’ll ever be,” Kate countered.
 
   “Yeah, we’re both all psyched up, but this might not work out the first time.”
 
   “You didn’t see it in a dream?”
 
   “Now you’re relying on my dreams?” he teased.
 
   “They saved our lives at the fun house.”
 
   “But I didn’t dream about this plan.”
 
   “Like you said, you can always rely on tried and true detective work.”
 
   “This is far from tried and true. Now I’m thinking it’s harebrained.”
 
   She must have caught the worry in his voice, because she crossed the room and held out her arms. He came into them and hugged her tightly. “I want to make sure you’re safe,” he whispered.
 
   “And this is the way to do it. For a lot of reasons.”
 
   They held each other tightly for several minutes, swaying in the middle of the darkened room, and he almost couldn’t let her go. But finally she eased away.
 
   “We can celebrate later,” she said with a suggestive note in her voice, which made him want to cancel the drama he’d so carefully planned.
 
   oOo
 
   Kate turned and headed for her workshop—alone. Or it looked like she was alone. But she knew Wyatt, who was dressed in black, was taking the long way around and would slip through the back door into her small apartment, where he would wait in the dark.
 
   As she stood facing her workbench, she thought she heard him come in, but she stayed where she was, trying to focus on molding some silver clay into something that didn’t look like a kindergartner had done it. 
 
   She’d told Wyatt she wanted to get this drama over with, but now she couldn’t keep her nerves from jumping as she pictured what might happen.
 
   “Come on. Come on,” she whispered under her breath, willing the stalker to make a move tonight. “Get this over with.”
 
   Still, when she sensed movement behind her, she felt her whole body go rigid. Long seconds ticked by, each of them an eternity. And then she heard a scream.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Thirteen
 
   When Kate whirled around, she saw that the net Wyatt had rigged earlier had fallen from the rafters of the old warehouse and captured an intruder who was now dangling a few feet from the floor. A hammer fell from a flailing hand and crashed to the wooden boards.
 
   “What the hell? Let me out of here,” an angry voice cried out.
 
   Kate stared in disbelief at the person who had been about to assault her. She’d thought it was going to be one of the silversmiths—probably Margot Redding. Instead she found herself staring at a Main Street shop owner.
 
   “Mr. Hillman?” 
 
   His face had turned an angry red. “Let me down, damn you.”
 
   Behind Hillman, Wyatt stepped forward. “So you’re the one who’s been causing trouble for Kate,” he said in a voice sharp as a silver dagger.
 
   “Of course not,” the shopkeeper protested. “You can’t prove anything. Let me down.”
 
   “Actually, I can,” Wyatt corrected. “I have you on video, holding up a hammer getting ready to bash in Kate’s head. Why?” he added in an angry voice.
 
   The man sucked in a sharp breath. Apparently realizing he was well and truly caught, he said, “Because she’s going to put me out of business. She’s dominating my merchandise, but she’s not charging enough.”
 
   Wyatt recalled his earlier discussion with the man, who had tried to get him to spend more money.
 
   “And that’s your solution to the problem, get rid of her—the hard way?”
 
   Hillman glared at him. “I’m not saying anything else without my lawyer.”
 
   “Fine,” Wyatt agreed. “But meanwhile, let’s make sure you stick around.” Using a rope and a pulley, he lowered the net to the floor so that the shop owner was standing on his feet. Reaching through the net, Wyatt secured the man’s wrists with handcuffs.
 
   As he was finishing, Everett Judd, the St. Stephens Chief of Police stepped into the workshop. A couple of years before he’d had a nasty run-in with Ben Walker when the Decorah agent was looking for a kidnap victim, but now he was dedicating himself to keeping the peace in town.
 
   “Thank God,” Hillman said when he spotted the lawman. “You see what they’ve done to me. I demand that you release me.”
 
   “Can’t do that,” the chief said. “I was watching the action on Granger’s camera feed. You were about to assault Ms. Kingston.”
 
   They stood by as Judd removed the net, read Hillman his rights, and marched him off to his police car after saying to Kate and Wyatt, “I’d like to get a statement from both of you in the morning.”
 
   “Yes,” they answered.
 
   When the chief and his prisoner had left, Wyatt turned to Kate. “This time, it’s finally over. And I can finish up my arrangement with the state police.”
 
   “Which is what?”
 
   “They agreed to keep what happened in the fun house under wraps until I figured out who was going after you in St. Stephens?”
 
   “They did?”
 
   “Yes, that’s why there was nothing in the press.” He kept his gaze steady. “But now the story’s going to break—and get you some notoriety, I suspect. I mean, along with everybody finding out about dear Mr. Hillman.”
 
   She nodded. “I hope we’ve got a few hours before anyone bothers us.”
 
   He grinned. “Let’s hope.”
 
   She grinned back, then came into his arms, holding him tight. 
 
   “You were pretty brave to stand there, waiting for someone to attack you.”
 
   “Because I knew you were going to stop him.”
 
   “You put a lot of faith in me,” he said, speaking around the lump in his throat.
 
   She clung to him more tightly. “Yes, I did.”
 
   The way she said that made his heart squeeze.
 
   He gathered her close, and when he lowered his lips to hers, he felt a jolt of sensation sizzle between them. They had been on edge all day. Now the danger was over, and they were only a few yards from her apartment. She led him inside, and he slammed and locked the door behind them, kissing her, stroking her, undressing her as they headed for the bed.
 
   They were naked in record time, both ready to show each other how much they felt. And when he took her down to the surface of the bed, she rolled to her back, her gaze locked with his as she guided him into her. They were so keyed up that they both climaxed almost at once, then lay panting in each other’s arms.
 
   “Thank God you’re finally safe,” he whispered.
 
   “Thank God you showed up at my workshop and forced me to listen to you.”
 
   He stroked the silky skin of her back, thinking there was so much more he wanted to say—about how the two of them belonged together. But he had learned she was a woman who had to make up her own mind. You couldn’t push her into anything, which meant he’d have to take his time getting around to the subject of marriage.
 
   He wasn’t going to pressure her, even when he knew this was the woman he wanted in his arms for the rest of his life. 
 
   And he had secret knowledge that he wasn’t going to share just yet. Most of his prescient dreams foretold bad things to come. The one he’d had last night was of the two of them standing on a beach in front of a minister, exchanging vows and rings. He’d been afraid to trust it. Now he knew it was going to happen—not too far in the future.
 
   THE END
 
   


 
   
  
 

AFTERWORD
 
   Thank you for purchasing TERROR MANSION, I hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I loved writing it.
 
   If you enjoy my books, do me a huge favor. Please go back to your favorite online book store, and leave an honest review. Authors live and die by their reviews. The few extra seconds it takes are really appreciated. Thank you!
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