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The man browsed through Starfort Collectibles’ main showrooms silently for several moments, and Caitlin watched him, wondering. The box under his arm gave her pause. What was he doing here? Was he about to steal something? Or did he want to sell something? If so, why wasn’t he already talking to Trevor?

He seemed somewhere in his late sixties if she guessed correctly. The thought struck her that he might simply be passing time. She turned her attention back to her laptop and her latest blog entry but watched him out of the corner of her eye.

He turned a doll idly, set it back, and crossed the aisle to an old train set. Then he turned a corner into the far southern end of the shop. Caitlin strained over the counter to watch. What’s he doing?

He didn’t seem the type to shoplift and the Christmas holiday was long gone.

She pushed her hair behind her ear and cleared her throat. “Can I help you with something?”

The man turned, nonchalant as could be and smiled at her, shifting the box in his arms. “Actually, yes. I wondered who I might speak to about selling an item.”

“My husband can help you,” she said and shouted over her shoulder, “Trevor!”

“What?” Trevor’s deep voice wafted down from the stairs.

“Customer.”

“You can’t take care of it?” the customer asked.

“No.” She sighed and smiled. “My husband is the expert. Well, I can take a look and tell you what I think but you’ll want to speak with him before you make a decision to let this go.” She pushed her laptop aside and wiggled her fingers at him. “He’ll be right down.”

The man set the box on the desk before her and pulled at the tape holding the cardboard flaps together. Packing material rustled as he reached inside.

Trevor’s footsteps scuffed across the floor and he greeted the man. The old gentleman turned his attention back to the box, carefully removing the item inside. Caitlin peered over the top of the box curiously.

The man set down a small statuette of a woman, pouring something from a pitcher. Caitlin tipped her head. “That’s lovely, I must say.”

Trevor grunted and leaned forward. “Looks Greek.”

“German actually,” the man said.

“1920’s.”

“1960 give or take.”

Trevor pursed his lips and stepped back from the statuette, eyeing it thoughtfully. “That’s a little outside my range.”

The man pressed, “It’s a find, I can tell you that.”

“Rare?” Trevor asked.

“Oh, yes. One of a kind.”

Trevor glanced at her and back to the customer, holding out a hand. “May I?”

“Go right ahead.” He set the statuette gently—almost lovingly—into Trevor’s hands. “I think you’ll find there’s not a scratch on it. My children are tired of looking at it, you see. They say it gives them the creeps.”

Caitlin raised a brow. “How odd.” The little statuette looked lovely to her.

“Well, they have active imaginations. So here I saw your shop and thought you might have a solution for me.” He touched the statuette as if he didn’t want to part with it. “After I’m gone, I’d like someone to have it who’ll appreciate it.”

Trevor grunted again as he turned the little figure. Caitlin smiled at the man. “I told you, it’s his shop, his expertise.” She winked at Trevor. “I just keep the books.”

Trevor laughed under his breath, studied the item for another moment, and set it down. “It does look in mint condition. Do you have any documentation?”

The man sucked in a quick breath and reached into his coat pocket. A packet slid forth through his old fingers.

Trevor opened the packet, scanned it. He met the man’s gaze, startled, Caitlin thought. “Are you kidding me?”

“What’s the matter, honey?” Caitlin looked from her husband to the customer. When they said nothing more, she glanced over Trevor’s shoulder at the document in his hands. She caught the name Donavon before Trevor’s grip tightened on the form, crumpling the text out of view.

“Not in the slightest,” the man said as if she hadn’t spoken.

“You can’t be him,” Trevor said.

“I assure you, I am.” The man reached a hand into his coat. “Do you need to see my ID?”

Trevor narrowed his eyes. “I thought he’d died. I mean, you. I thought you’d died.”

The man pursed his lips and shook his head. “Not yet.”

“Who did?” Caitlin asked completely confused by this conversation.

“I thought everything she had,” Trevor barreled on, “was in the Museum of Fine Arts.”

The man chuckled to himself. “Not all of it.”

“Are you saying she gave some of the collection to you and you want me to have one?”

“Yes.” The man smiled sadly meeting Caitlin’s gaze directly. “Because I think you and she have more in common than you’d believe.”

Caitlin frowned. What did they have in common with whom? Who was this Donavon person? “Excuse me. What are you talking about?”

Trevor waved a hand. “Forget it, Cait.” He pointed to his office. “Of course we’ll take it. Let me just get some information from you.”

They disappeared into Trevor’s office and Caitlin stared after them, wondering. What in the world was that about?
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​Chapter One
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A week later.

“‘Caitlin, if you skip one more day,’ Calvin said. ‘I’ve had it, I’m writing you up.’ But what am I supposed to do? I can barely stand up now as it is, let alone think of making endless copies.”

Trevor tapped the sales receipts down and stuffed them into the register drawer, one eye on his wife. “You need to quit. Kameko’s Print Shop can survive without you. You told him you’re sick?”

“I did, but—” She sighed. “You know what? I don’t give a crap what Calvin thinks.” She picked up a small letter opener. “He can run that damned shop into the ground.”

“Come on honey, it’s not that bad. Go back tomorrow and you’ll see, he’ll not say a word.”

“Oh, he’ll say something all right.”

“Not if he knows what’s good for him.” Trevor chuckled. “You can turn him into a toad, after all.”

She made a face at her husband.

“What? You haven’t found that spell yet?”

“Don’t make me hurt you.”

He kissed her cheek as he went by.

Caitlin gently poked him with the letter opener. “There. Ingredient one.”

“My blood?”

“Oh, wait.” She put the makeshift weapon down and tilted an old apothecary bottle. “Maybe that’s for a love spell.”

Trevor came back and slid his arms around her. “I think it works. I also think I’m calling Calvin and telling him you quit. I don’t want that spell affecting anyone but me.”

“Agreed. I’m too tired to entertain anyone else right now.” Besides, there were a few things she wanted to accomplish before this year got too far ahead of her. She had to get a handle on this assignment the goddess Arianrhod had laid before her and she wanted to learn more—more about the imps she was to vanquish, more about the supernatural, and if necessary, some form of self-defense. Physical or otherwise.

“Good to hear,” Trevor said. “It’ll give you something else to focus on other than that blog of yours.”

Heather had given her a few phone numbers of different martial arts instructors. She just hadn’t chosen which was right for her yet. Beryl, meanwhile, had her studying up on the less physical forms of self-defense. When or if it would come in handy was up for debate. She hadn’t spotted any imps around town yet. Thank the gods.

She scoffed and leaned against him. “That’s not a bad idea.”

“What isn’t?”

“To quit working at the print shop. I can’t stand Calvin anymore.”

“I know, honey. Besides, maybe it’ll help to sleep in a little more. Without him to yell at you—”

“I can sleep with the boss all I want.”

“I hope you mean me,” Trevor said.

A smile played around the corners of her lips. “Let me see who’s got a job opening.”

“You’re wicked.” He tugged a lock of her hair and she lifted her face for a kiss.

In the silence, Caitlin heard a faint rattle.

Trevor’s gaze slid to the air conditioning vent. “God damn it!”

“What’s the matter?” she asked.

“That stupid vent’s rattling again.”

She narrowed her eyes at it. “Is that something to worry about?”

“I guess. It’s the fourth time it’s done that in the last two days. Damned if I can see anything to explain it.”

Caitlin made several suggestions to pinpoint the problem but Trevor insisted he’d tried them all. “I’m afraid there’s something stuck in the ducts.” He opened the front door and stepped onto the porch. “If that’s the case, it’ll die soon, and stink up the place.”

Caitlin wrinkled her nose. “The smell will permeate everything. Did you call anyone?”

“They can’t get out until tomorrow.”

She watched the morning traffic slide by. “Heather might know someone.”

Trevor’s jaw clenched for a moment. “I’d be willing to bet Toadstools and Eyes of Newt won’t fix this.”

“I’ll make sure she tells them to leave the items at home. Unless—”

“No,” her husband said pointedly, slipping his arms around her.

She smiled, welcoming his warmth. “I was going to say you might be able to sell them to one of your collectors; bottles of eyes of newt must fetch a hefty price.”

“It’s not Halloween.”

“Samhain,” she corrected. “Seriously though, you know Heather knows all the best businesses around here.” And the police, and several local government figures. “She’ll know someone who won’t charge us an arm and a leg.”

Trevor frowned. “I can call just as easily.”

Something crashed inside the store and Caitlin yelped in surprise. Trevor spun toward the door, yanked it open and cursed.

All the items that had once covered a small, scarf draped maple table—a framed ivory cameo of a three dancing maenads, a metallic-painted figurine of a woman pouring wine from a jug, and shards of antique glass—littered the floor, the glass shattered, the frames cracked. Above, the vent spewed a dust plume into the air, and from her vantage point, Caitlin thought the cover’s screws seemed loose.

Trevor cursed and knelt to pluck up the brass statuette.

Caitlin set a hand on his shoulder. “At least that survived.”

Trevor whispered something under his breath and standing, set the statuette back on the table. “All right,” he said. “It can’t hurt. Call Heather.”

* * * *
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AN HOUR LATER, HEATHER leaned against Trevor’s sales desk. Their friends Beryl and Sealya stood beside her. If anyone could figure this puzzle out, it was her three witch friends. She hoped.

“Are you sure it’s not a normal sound?” Beryl asked.

“It didn’t start until recently.”

“It could be mice.” Heather flipped a page in the phonebook, dark eyes narrowed on the text. “I can’t promise the exterminators won’t kick you out of here for a few days. You might just want to let it die.”

“And risk the decaying smell getting into all this?” Caitlin waved a hand around the shop. “I don’t think so.”

“Poisons will, just as well.”

“We’ll find some environmentally friendly chemical,” Heather said. “I know a few exterminators who use them.”

“Heather knows everyone,” Caitlin mouthed to her husband and he smiled.

“It could just go on its own,” Beryl said. “Squirrels do that.”

Caitlin peered up at the vent. “You think it’s a squirrel?”

“I don’t care why the vent rattles,” Trevor said, “I just want it to stop.” He pointed to the broken vase. “If I have to pay an arm and a leg to get an exterminator out, I will.”

The vent rattled again, loud, but the vases and bowls nearby remained still in their display case.

“Maybe there was an earthquake?” Heather suggested.

Caitlin and Trevor shared a glance. “I didn’t feel anything,” Caitlin said.

If there had been, the local news would’ve been all over it. Earthquakes in Florida were a rarity.

Caitlin moved a little closer to the door, reaching a hand toward the vent overhead.

A feeling of dread went through her. As if something passed through her that shouldn’t have.

“Beryl.”

“What, dear?”

“I—” She gulped. “I felt—”

What?

“Something.”

Beryl frowned hard. Sealya and Heather drew up behind her. “Something what?” Sealya asked.

“Something wrong.”

Beryl took a step forward. “Like what?”

A ghost. But it didn’t feel like Roland’s ghost, Trevor’s Civil War era grandfather who seemed still to love her so much. The presence felt, darker. It made Caitlin want to fall down in a heap and sob herself dry. She wanted to die and for a moment, looked down, eyeing the shards of glass on the table. She could see herself dragging one across her wrist ...

She scrambled away from the shards, seeking out Trevor’s stability.

“Hey, Caitie.” He enfolded her snugly in his arms, smoothed a hand down her back. “What’s the matter, honey?”

“Save your money for now.” She sniffled, reached up and pushed her hair out of her face.

Beryl laid a hand on his arm, fingers grazing Caitlin’s shoulder. When she turned to meet her friend’s gaze, she noticed Beryl’s full attention on Trevor. “I think it’s something we can take care of for you.”

“Oh,” Trevor pffted. “Please. Go ahead. But I hope you don’t mind if I bow out of it this time.”

As if she could leave him out of it. They’d both experienced far too much of the other side lately. For now, Caitlin laid her head against his chest, hoped she could deal with this strangeness without involving him.

Unfortunately, whatever it was had taken up residence here, not at Noah’s, not at Abby’s gallery. Here.

She stepped back. “Let me talk to them alone.” She turned to her friends and ushered them to the far side of the store. “Well?”

“What do you think?” Sealya asked.

Caitlin folded her arms over her chest, watching through the open doorway as Trevor swished the broom over the mess by the antique table. She met Sealya’s eyes. “I think it’s a ghost.”

Beryl went stiff and closed her eyes. She took several deep breaths and after a few moments, opened her eyes. “I don’t feel anything.”

Caitlin frowned. Hard. “I’m telling you, there’s a ghost in here.”

“How can you be sure?”

She nodded to the windows. “Remember my soldier?”

“Feel the same?”

“More ominous. Darker, but yeah, pretty much.”

Beryl smoothed a hand over Caitlin’s back. “Something is here, then.”

Caitlin nodded. “The question is, what? Trevor’s lost six 19th Century vases. Do you know how ticked he is?”

“Well, you can tell him the good news.”

“What good news?”

“I think you’re right; it’s not the A/C unit,” Beryl said. “My guess is it’s another—” She paused, watching Trevor in the far room. Seeing his attention on the broken vase pieces, she glanced back to Caitlin and mouthed. “—imp.”

“Oh, for Pete’s sake.”

“I could be wrong.”

She didn’t buy it.

Beryl shrugged. “Could be just a ghost.”

That wasn’t much better. Caitlin shook her head and headed for the stairs.

“Where are you going?”

“I want a look at these ducts.”

Heather’s brow creased. “Looking for?”

Caitlin shrugged. “Just to be sure.”

Just to be rational, her mind said. Even though she had enough experience now not to question the paranormal, she hoped on the side of normalcy.

At the top of the stairs, she pushed the store’s attic door open. Boxes, packing crates, old furniture Trevor couldn’t fit in the shop downstairs littered the small space. Caitlin shuddered when she beheld a few of the Art Deco chairs he’d stored here. Would she never get over the scar his chair-like creation of last summer had left on her psyche?

A hand landed on her back, and she jerked. Wondered that she didn’t jump right out of her skin.

“We’re right here, sweetie,” Sealya said. “Sorry. Didn’t mean to scare you.”

“You didn’t.” Much.

Caitlin gulped and crossed to the air conditioning unit. The old monster rumbled and hummed, keeping the winter’s humidity away from the antique treasures Trevor stored here. She knelt down beside the machine, and tapped its metal casing. She duck-walked to its far side. A sticker adorned the surface, McTainst’s Air Conditioning, 2009, scribbled across its surface in bold blue lettering.

She sighed in disappointment. “Good news is the darned thing might still be under warranty.”

“What’s the bad news?” Heather asked, hooking her thumbs into the belt loops of her jeans.

A dark feeling, like a dull ache spread through her fingers, intensifying as it moved up her arm. She snatched her hand back, cradling it for a moment, kneading her fingers into her skin. Where was the aspirin when she needed it? “Something’s wrong here.”

“What kind of wrong?” Beryl took a step forward.

“The same kind as—”

A loud, feminine shriek pierced the quiet.

Caitlin screamed and jumped up, a hand going to the peridot and gold pendant around her neck.

“I don’t think the A/C’s responsible for the broken vases,” Beryl said, her voice shaky as she scrambled to the far side of the attic.

Caitlin skidded to a halt next to her, her heart thudding like a jackhammer. “No. Seems to me, we’re haunted.”

The scream died away. Caitlin took a hesitant step forward. A cold breeze whooshed through her. She went rigid. “Oh, damn.”

“What’s the matter?” Heather asked.

The breeze blasted through the room, kicking dust along in its wake. It circled back to the air conditioning unit. Something inside the unit burst into flames.

Caitlin screamed and fell back into the wall of her friends’ bodies, their panicky breath filling her ears alongside the crackling, cackling flame.

The flame whooshed out leaving a light glow at the air conditioner’s grill, smoke twisting above it. Caitlin flexed her hand, once, twice. The pain seemed to be subsiding. Nothing to be afraid of.

Yeah. Right.

She took a deep breath as she stepped forward. Complete and utter misery tightened her chest.

Caitlin’s heart caught, then rampaged. She turned toward the door. “Out, out, out!”

Beryl or someone pushed the door open. Heather went first, then Sealya followed. Beryl and Caitlin ran down the steps after them. She followed the women into the store, past Trevor where he conversed with a customer.

“What’s the matter?” he said. “Did you find something?”

“We’ll be back.”

“Excuse me.” Caitlin heard Trevor’s words and his footsteps behind her. Felt the air of his hand as he reached out for her. She didn’t stop. “Where are you going?”

“The coffee shop!” she shouted, reaching the porch’s top step. “We’ll be back soon.”

“I have coffee in the—”

She paused, turned. “Go home, honey.”

He pulled her coat from the coat rack and handed it to her, shutting the door behind him. “What do you mean, go home? Here. Wait.” He helped her into her coat. “Cait, what’s wrong?”

She slipped her arm into her sleeve, and hugged him. Warm, solid. “Trust me. Close up; take the day off. Stay away from that attic. Come home.”

“Why?”

She ran down the steps. “Ari would say so too, if she were here.”

Her friends’ excited exclamations blasted from her car but she ignored them. Trevor’s wide eyes said all she wanted to hear. He’d listen to her. He’d be safe.

Caitlin flopped into the driver’s seat, jammed her keys in the ignition, and skidded out of her parking place. Her heart didn’t stop pounding until she’d pulled onto Fort Pickens Boulevard.

She pulled off to the side of the road and laid her head to the steering wheel. The horn beeped. She laughed and turned her head, looking at Heather in the passenger seat. Her friend’s brunette ponytail was a mess, the beaded hair clip hanging halfway down it.

“Oh, damn. Oh, damn! What was that?”

“I think,” Beryl said from the back seat, “your husband’s in trouble again. Or will be soon, if we’re not careful.”

Caitlin gripped the steering wheel, pumping at it, like doing vertical push-ups. Or slamming herself against it. “Why the hell can’t these things leave us alone?”
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​Chapter Two
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Caitlin turned her car into her driveway, annoyed to see Trevor hadn’t taken her advice and followed. She slammed the car door and muttered to herself. “Don’t listen to me, go ahead. Idiot! I’m not going to spend another year getting your butt out of trouble.”

Of course, if he needed it she’d do just that.

Again, and again, no matter how many times.

A hand landed on her back and she gasped. Beryl, Heather and Sealya. Friends. Only friends. She glared at Beryl’s wide-eyed look. “Stop that!”

“Sorry, sweetie. Don’t worry. We’ll figure this out.”

“Don’t worry, she says.” Caitlin took a deep breath as she stomped up the porch steps. She unlocked the door; her friends followed her in, shedding coats and gloves. “When she says that, then I’ll calm down.”

She’d lied to Trevor. She’d told him they would head to the café. The café couldn’t help, though. She needed to talk to her friends in private. They needed to ruminate the question, and the café wasn’t conducive to free speech. Not as free as they needed to speak.

“She?” Beryl asked. “Don’t mind a dumb question, but I thought your soldier was a guy.”

“He is. But this new ghost sounded like a woman,” Caitlin said. She slid her coat into the closet nearby. “From what little I could see.”

“What she are you talking about, then?” Heather asked. “Has the ghost spoken to you?"

She paused half in the closet. She thought she’d told them she had the goddess Arianrhod as her divine patron. Now, for their own peace of mind, she wasn’t sure she wanted them to know. “No. Not yet. Tea?”

“Please.”

Caitlin set a pot on to boil and climbed the stairs to the attic, holding her breath, fearing the worst. “Please don’t let it be here!”

What if Trevor’s chair—his haunted sculpture that had caused them so much trouble last year—had somehow come back? What if Arianrhod had decided she didn’t like it after all?

She crossed her fingers and pushed the attic door open.

Empty. She let her breath out and advanced into the room.

In the corner stood a new piece Trevor had started recently: A block of wood about waist high. At knee level, Trevor had sketched out several figures. No chair this time, but his latest piece took the form of a small gaggle of animals and twisted tree trunks.

“He’s still working in wood?” Sealya asked.

“Little by little.” Caitlin approached the piece, ran a hand down the rough, incised surface. “He’s cautious. Won’t work unless I’m home—nine times out of ten, I’ll be sitting right here watching.”

Heather nodded. “Better to be sure.”

Caitlin turned, dusting her hands off. “He’ll get over it. He worked for years without me hovering over him. He’ll remember how.”

Trevor’s worktable, saws, his tool cabinet, empty cardboard boxes, surfboards, and trunks filled the room. No chair. Of course it’s not here, Cait. They took it. That debt is paid.

And yet, she still awaited the bill for the centuries-worth of interest. She didn’t trust the goddess as far as she could throw her.

“So,” Beryl drew her back from her worries. “When you suggested Trevor speak with Ari, who’s that? A colleague?”

She rubbed a hand across her forehead. Seemed there was no way out of telling them. “Trevor’s patron,” she said. “My boss. If you can call her that. She goes by Arianrhod.”

“The Arianrhod?” Sealya squeaked, blue eyes wide.

“Yes.” Caitlin scanned the room.

“I think you forgot to tell us something important,” Beryl said.

Caitlin drooped and perched on her cedar chest. “Technically, I wasn’t supposed to tell you at all—which is probably why she’s not answering me.” She looked to the rafters and shouted,

“Arianrhod, by the gods, I need you.”

Nothing.

Caitlin frowned and fondled her necklace. “Please pick up the line.”

Still no response. Caitlin scoffed and turned to the window. What was it Trevor had used to take them to the Otherworld last winter? Something—The words popped into her mind. She took a deep breath and spoke again. “By Land, Sea, and Sky, open now the gates of the slain that scare all.”

She opened one eye, watching the room, her friends. Expecting to be overrun by demons. All remained in silent wait.

“Fine, I’ll figure it out myself.” She looked down at the half-finished carving and muttered, “Perks my ass.”

Sealya twisted the end of her braid. “She might answer if you didn’t sound so snide.”

Caitlin stuck her tongue out. “It worked for Trevor, I’m not surprised it didn’t work for me. We’re not on the best of terms, She and I, and we both know it.”

“I suppose, but she is a goddess,” Beryl pointed out.

“And I should care about her feelings now, why?” After the hell the gods put them through last year she wondered why she hadn’t refused to work with them. Then again, she still questioned what would happen if she said no. They’d driven too many of Trevor’s family members insane. She couldn’t see the gods reacting any other way to her refusal.

Sealya stood back and examined the surfboards set in the corner of the attic, awaiting summer. “Okay, granted. But, man, how in the world did Arianrhod come to worry about your little family?”

“And why doesn’t that scare the hell out of you?” Heather added.

“Because of what she’s done—or hasn’t done for us—in the last few centuries. Why she took an interest beats the hell out of us.” Caitlin rose and nodded to the door. “Come on. We’re wasting our time here. More than likely I’ve got books that’ll give us more information than she ever could.”

Heather laughed. “Our little ghost hunter.”

Caitlin narrowed her eyes. “Hey, I fight for what’s mine and if this thing is after Trevor, it’s in for a knuckle sandwich.”

“Yep.” Beryl nodded, draping and arm over her shoulders. “Its behind is as good as throttled. The question is, who owned Starfort Collectibles before you? The shop, I mean.”

Caitlin thought for a moment. “I believe it was a thrift store. The owner retired and couldn’t find a buyer she liked. Except for my husband.”

Sealya frowned, tapping her fingers together. “That narrows it down. If it was a thrift shop, that thing could be anything from a carpet bagger to a still-stoned elderly hippie’s spirit.”

“You’re right about the hippie vibe.” Caitlin ran a hand through her hair. What a nightmare. “They catered to everyone from hippies, to wannabe-flappers to trick-or-treaters, and cheap treasure hunters. You know. Typical thrift shop.”

“Quite a spread,” Beryl said.

“You’d think a thrift shop would be thriving right now,” Sealya said.

“So, where do we start?” Caitlin took to the stairs, thinking. A faint whistle sounded throughout the house and she bounded into the kitchen and lifted the kettle from the stove.

Adding tea bags into her guests’ cups, she replayed the incident in the attic of Starfort Collectibles in her mind. “The fort?” She dipped her tea bag a few times and shook her head. “No, I get the distinct feeling this spirit knows very little about the Civil War.”

Sealya perched on the edge of her couch, watching her intently. “You really think it’s a flapper?”

“Maybe.”

“Historical society then?”

Caitlin considered. The ghost had annihilated a table full of antiques. What would a flapper have against antiques?

“Possibly. My money’s on that vase. There’s a connection there.” She looked back and forth between the women. “Let me see if Antiques Daily might say something useful.”

Three mouths opened wide in astonishment.

“Your friend and mine Hofter was involved with that publication,” Heather reminded her, a sarcastic lilt to her voice. “Are you crazy?”

Caitlin cringed. “Don’t say his name out loud!"

“Oops, sorry,” Heather said.

Caitlin sighed and swept her purse off the coffee table. “Crazy?” she said, “Yeah, maybe I am. But where else can I look?”

* * * *
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CAITLIN PUSHED THE door open and ambled through the library to their bank of public computers. Typing the title into the query box, she read down the list of titles that soon filled the screen. “They’ve got two years worth of Antiques Daily in currently. 1990-’92.”

“What year are we looking for?” Sealya asked.

“I have no idea,” Caitlin said. “I’m hoping something will jump out.”

Heather leaned over her shoulder. “You don’t think it’s—”
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