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Prologue
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Paranormal investigations.  Yeah, the first thing that probably popped into your mind was the image of nerdy people using all sorts of digital equipment to try and catch images, video or sounds of ghosts.  The type of person to run around in an abandoned house in the middle of the night and saying they are so scarred on night vision cameras.  

Psychic readings.  I’m guessing you picture an old woman with a gauzy veil over her face.  She is wearing the most gauche clothing one could buy, gazing into a crystal ball or flipping tarot cards.  She is telling you how the next woman or man you meet will be your true love.

Chakra alignment.  Now you visualize some skinny twiggy woman in a pair of skintight yoga pants.  She is probably striking a yoga pose, holding a crystal in one hand as she preaches about breathing.  She gets you to buy a bunch of rocks and tells you that all your troubles will be solved as soon as everything is aligned.

Welcome to the world of misconceptions.

The images that came to mind would never have given you an accurate description of what I am like.  I wear tennis shoes, t-shirts, and sneakers.  I love my blue jeans and t-shirts more than coffee and I LOVE coffee.  I wear my mousy brown hair in a ponytail ninety percent of the time.  I never plaster my face with cosmetics because I just don’t care what other people think.  To top off that description, I love food and hate exercise...so I am not skinny.  My poor six-foot frame can handle the extra fifty pounds.  I know I am not beautiful as many have told me so, but I like to think that I have generous curves in the right places.  Granted those curves sometimes resemble scoops of ice cream more than some hot super model, but it is who I am.

My name is Violet Blueblade.  I have spent most of my adult life fighting back against these notions.  None of them sum up what I do for a living, but then again, they also don’t define me as a person.  I am a mystic.  I can see and speak with post-living people.  I can discern future possibilities by looking at cards with pictures on them.  I can see a living beings' glowing energy. I have even been known to get sudden neurological images.

I run a little shop called Mystic Brew Café.  Let me clarify a little more.  I don’t exactly run the café.  My nieces take care of all the hard work on it.  I am just the proprietor.  My part of the business is in the mystic part of the title as well as the name on the bottom of the checks.  Those who know me and my abilities come to the café to get their fortunes read, their chakra’s aligned, their auras cleansed.  They come to me when they hear a bump in the night.  I even assisted a police officer once in locating a missing child.  That of course, was purely by my discerning ability to pick up on the clues that he missed and not on my mystic abilities.

I am a perfect reclusive introvert.  I spend most of my time reading books, writing my own failed novels, crafting, or assisting my nieces with the shop.  I refuse to attend any events where there are more than ten people.  I rarely talk to anyone unless I am working with a client.  I hate the thought of being in the public eye.  It is worse having to come up with some inane way of breaking the ice with someone that walks into the shop just to get a coffee.  Most of the time I just stare at them until they either leave the shop or order something.  My nieces have relegated me to working in the back most of the time which is fine by me.

I know I am not the easiest person to get to know, and I love it like that.  To me, if you have found out what a decent person I am, you put in the work to get to know me instead of just judging me by what I appear to be.  I have a VERY limited circle of friends.  I think my circle is only four people, with two being my nieces.  It was my nieces who were encouraging me to expand my circle.  Let me explain how it all happened.
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Chapter One
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“Aw...for fuck’s sake Auntie!” Serene yelled.  “How could you do this to us?”

“Fuck off Serene...” Tessa groused.  “It isn’t your place to make the decision.  The café belongs to Aunt Vi.  If she wants to sell it or close it down that is her choice.”

“You two...” I said with a sigh.  I rubbed my temples and closed my eyes, trying to keep my calm inner balance.  It was hard considering I have spent the better part of a week without much sleep.  “I didn’t make this decision lightly.  I wanted to talk with you girls about just taking over completely.”

“Why didn’t you lead with that first Auntie?” Serene demanded grumpily.  “I would be more than happy to take over.”

“Together Serene...” I remarked with a raised brow.  The café wouldn’t last long with just one or the other running the shop.  Tessa was a remarkable person when it came to making pastries and sweets, but she lacked slightly on the customer side of things.  Serene was perfect in the customer relations side, but she lacked the ability to pull off those sweets that helped keep the shop afloat.

“Can we table this discussion for a moment.”  Tessa settled two cups of coffee on the table in front of her aunt and then sat down with her energy drink.  “What is the real reason you want to do this Aunt Vi?  There is more that you are not telling us.  I can see you haven’t been sleeping well.  Does it have to do with this?” she mumbled as she motioned to the shop and her aunt.

“Oh Tessa.” I groused gratefully as I took a sip of the coffee and sighed.  Tessa was more like me than I wanted to admit.  She seemed to know what I was thinking all the time almost as if she could read my mind.  I paused as that thought crossed my mind and then I shook my head with a sigh.  “My reasons for getting rid of the shop are my own.  It isn’t a decision I rushed into.  In fact, I really don’t want to get rid of it.  But if you girls want to co-own the café, I will write it over to you right now.  If you don’t want to do it together, then I will find someone else to take over.”

“I don’t see why I can’t run it...” Serene groused.  She tossed her long brown hair over her shoulder and harumphed.  “I mean, I already watch the place while you do your thing anyways.”

“Serene, I know you think I,” I stumble as my vision clouded slightly, and the image of a very handsome man walked into the shop.  The sudden flashes of our bodies entwined together in the most erotic poses caused me to gasp as my coffee drops from my hand.  The scene flashes to a woman’s body that is visibly dead and mangled.  This scene is over dramatized several times with multiple women in different ways until it finally comes to rest on me tied, gagged, and very dead.

“Talk it out Auntie...” Serene says as she wipes up the spilled coffee.  Her eyes narrow at her sister for a moment as she noticed the coffee was in a to-go cup instead of a china cup, like normal.  She then glanced at the second cup on the table in a to-go cup as well.  “It helps if you talk it out.”

“No...” I whimper as the vision finally clears.  I close my eyes and shudder.  “I’m sorry baby girl.  I’ll clean it up.  It was my fault.”

The chime above the door goes off and the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end.  I can’t bring myself to look at the person who just entered.  My psychic intuition tells me that the thing I have been trying to avoid this whole time has been set in motion.  I am unable to stop the chain of events now.

The scent of pure man, leather and spices assault my senses as I focus on dramatically and slowly picking up the second to-go coffee.  I turn my back to the person at the door, knowing I was too late to stop it.  These images would come true, and I swallowed hard at that thought.  My breathing became erratic.  While I was ready to experience all this man had to show me in the bedroom, I was far from ready to be dragged into a murder saga.  I especially wasn’t ready to be part of that saga.

I had been seated with the girls to the left of the front door in the cozy little window.  We had a couple of worn leather couches and leather recliners set up with a fatigued wooden coffee table that I had picked up in a secondhand shop.  The tabletop was worn and scuffed but showed the love that it had endured.  I had decorated it with a large mandala crocheted lace doily.  With my coffee cup in hand, I walked from the conversation area into the more modern and classic table area.

This area had wrought iron tables big enough for two people.  The chairs were wrought iron with padded purple seats.  The tabletops had been made of mosaic tiles to look like flowers and woodland scenes.  This area was situated in front of the glass display case that we put the pastries that Tessa makes.  The coffee station was set up behind this along with the register and in the wall behind this was the door to the kitchen.  I threaded through the tables to the small alcove on the right side of the door, hoping to disappear before the man could stop me.

The girls had created a small corner with a table that could hold four.  It was where they put me during the day to draw clients in.  The window outside the alcove was painted to frame my back as I sat at the table with the words ‘famous mystic’ at the top and bottom.  There were purple drapes that hung down to give the space some privacy as needed.

Inside, the area was sectioned off with purple bead curtains.  Serena had painted a sign that looked professional and had hung it above the space to proclaim this the mystic area.  I pushed into the alcove, looking for a retreat, when a hand caught my bare arm.  I dropped the cup once again, spilling my coffee all over the floor as erotic images filled my mind.  I mentally took note of all those that were interesting, almost gagging as they switched over to dead lifeless eyes.

“DON’T. TOUCH. ME!” I ground out between clenched teeth.  The uninvited man pulled his hand back and apologized in a smooth masculine voice.  “Tessa, Serene, please help this customer.”

I rushed to my chair as if my life depended on it.  Dropping my head into my arms, I sat there like a child playing heads up seven-up.  I couldn’t look.  I couldn’t see that handsome Italian man.  I couldn’t see one more image of his body.  Ok, maybe I could see his body once more, but I couldn’t see one more dead woman.  I just couldn’t.  I guess the most important part was I couldn’t see my repeated death.

Everyone knows they will die one day, but no one wants to be reminded of it over and over again.  What was driving me insane was how the neurological flashes would progress.  I would see a hot man, I would do things with this man that I had never done before, then I would see strange dead women, and then I would see myself dead.  If that wasn’t enough to turn a person’s libido off, I wasn’t sure what was.

Was this devilishly handsome man I kept seeing the killer?  If he was, I was sure he could have found a much better-looking woman to seduce than I.  A smarter man wouldn’t pick a mystic.  That had to be a recipe for disaster on his end, knowing that at some point I would see what is happening.

“He is gone Aunt Vi...” Tessa said softly as she parted the beads and sat down at the table.  The beads clicked together again as Serene entered and settled onto a chair.  “What is going on?  You can’t keep us in the dark!”

“I can...” I groaned as I sat up and looked at both girls as if I was just waking up.  “And I will.  What you don’t know...can’t hurt you.”

“Can’t hurt us?” Serene narrowed her gaze on her aunt.  “What are you seeing that would have you saying something like that?”

“Trust me when I say, it is best if you don’t know.”  Tessa had settled an actual china cup of coffee in front of me, and I grabbed a long pull.  The sigh escaping my lips sounded morose, the caffeine like a balm to my frayed nerves.  “Sorry girls, the mystic part of the café is shutting down for the day.  I’ll see you both tomorrow.”

——————
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“TESSA...” SERENE GROWLED as they watched their aunt disappear out of the café.  “Are you getting visions now?”

“No...” Tessa flipped her long hair over her shoulder and snorted, raising one lip and rolling her eyes.  “What makes you think that?”

“Auntie Vi takes her coffee in a china cup, not in a to-go cup.  You made her two coffees this morning.”

“So, I was being practical.”

“No, you knew she was going to drop them.  Spill it sis!”

“Fine!” Tessa stuck her tongue out at her sister and they both watched their aunt pull out of the parking lot.  “Don’t tell Aunt Vi, but I am starting to get visions.  They are just brief glimpses of...”

“Ah ha!”  Serene smiled like the cat who caught the canary.  “I knew our powers would start to manifest at some point.  I can’t wait to see what mine will be.”

“You don’t know that you will get powers.  After all, dad never had any powers.” Tessa stood to help the customer that was walking to the door.  “Stop smiling like you just scored big and get out here, it looks like it is going to be a busy day!”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Two
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I was sitting comfortably in my alcove the next morning.  The sun hadn’t peeked over the horizon just yet and I was currently nursing a fine cup of coffee with my eyes closed.  Yesterday had been enough to give a sane person the heebie-jeebies.  While I couldn’t claim that I was a sane person, I could claim how creeped out I had become.

I jumped at every little noise in the shop as Tessa clanged around in the back room.  I almost screamed when Serene patted my shoulder, settling a cup of coffee in front of me.  If the visions were not enough to make me squeamish, I spent most of my nights tossing and turning with those images parading around in my mind.

They would start off delicious and end up making me break out in a cold sweat.  I would wander around my living room for an hour or two, trying to shake those thoughts and eventually I ended up back in bed.  The process would start all over, jumping out of bed with gasping breath as I finally gave up and took a shower.  I was beginning to feel as if my mind would never be the same.

“Good morning,” came a very soft masculine voice.

It was smooth and deep, bringing the scent of leather, musk and spice.  The same scent I inhaled yesterday.  I tilted my head towards his voice, raising a brow and holding up a finger.  The man had some patience.  He stood there, not moving, only staring a hole in my head, waiting for me to open my eyes and turn around.  I wondered exactly how long I could get away with this.  Taking a sip of the coffee, I leaned a little closer to the window just as my body knew instinctively that the sun had finally crested above the horizon.

I sighed, turning back to the man, my eyes still closed.  Maybe if I didn’t look at him, I could pretend that these murders were not going to happen.  Maybe if I wished in one hand and spit in the other, I could see which one got fuller first.  With a deep inhale of his scent once more and a final taste of my coffee, I peeled open one eye, then promptly shut it again.

There were absolutely no words to describe how much he affected me.  Being that I was a proper lady, I didn’t rip his clothes off and kiss him.  Instead, I forced myself to open my eyes and motion towards the chair directly across from me.  The smile that lit up that face was enough to make my toes curl in my shoes.  That isn’t easy with my sneakers being a little tight on a normal day.

This man was taller than me.  He stood probably around six foot, four inches.  I was pushing it at six feet on the nose.  He had a full head of black hair that was styled in a high and tight fashion.  He had large brown eyes that were framed by those thick lashes that every girl dreamed of having.  My gaze focused on those strong masculine lips before trailing along to the whole package.  He was fit.  It was more of a runner’s fit than a body builder fit.  The whole package made my mouth go dry as I offered a smile in return.

“Good marrow stranger,” I replied to his earlier greeting.  Serene was a doll and replaced my empty coffee cup with a full one, setting a to-go cup on the table near the stranger.  “You seem lost.”

“I do?” he raised a brow with that smile still in place.  He walked to the other side of the table and sat down in the chair right next to me.  His hands instantly cupped his to-go cup as he looked at me sideways.  “What makes you say that?”

“You’re sitting here,” I answered with a chuckle.  “No one comes to me unless they need something, so what type of advice are you in need of stranger?  Fortune?”  I assessed his soft-looking dark blue cashmere sweater, his black Calvin Klein jeans, his high-end boots by a designer I didn’t recognize.  I shook my head.  “Naw, you have plenty of fortune.  Luck?”  I looked around him at his aura, taking in the heavy tones of red and pink.  “Seems you have enough luck to create that fortune.  Love?”  I raised my brow and tilted my head, tucking hair behind my ear as I did so.

“Haven’t been doing so well in the love department.”  he blushed.  “Can you nudge me in the right direction?”

“Stranger,” I sucked in a deep breath, trying to ignore the pulsing red of his aura right now.  “That isn’t a strong suit of mine.”

“Steven,” he murmured, watching me intently with those deep fathomless brown eyes.  “As opposed to stranger.”

“Very well, Steven.  I can tell you that your aura is full of passion, sex and love...you only need to aim it in the right direction.”

“Auntie Vi,” Tessa interjected anxiously as she poked her head through the beads.  “Uh, oh.  Hello again.”  Tessa winked at Steven and turned her gaze back to her aunt.  “Sorry to interrupt a reading...”

“There wasn’t a reading going on...” I snapped, realizing that I had been leaning closer to the addictive man.  I pulled back, leaning against the back of my chair, hoping my cheeks were not as red as they felt.

“Reggie is out back again, claims there is a hex on the door.”

“Oh dear.”  I rubbed my face tiredly with my hands and sighed.  “I’ll be there in a moment.  Give Reggie a sandwich or two while he waits, my dear.”  I turned my gaze back to the man next to me.  His intoxicating scent had been stirred up by Tessa’s departure and I had to inhale through my mouth to keep from mauling him.  “My apologies, but I need to take care of this.  If you need a more guided hand to your love predicament, I might suggest stepping into Daisy’s down on fourth.  She has a pretty good hand where heart matters are concerned.”

“Well, thank you.”  He rose from the chair and stuck his hand out to shake.  I pointedly ignored it as I rose from my chair and moved in the opposite direction around the table.  “Would you know someone who could investigate a strange noise in my house?”

“Chat with Daisy my dear...and please come again!”

I darted out of the alcove, the front end, through the back room, and into the alley behind the shop.  I couldn’t get away from him fast enough.  Being an overweight woman, it wasn’t easy to rush anywhere.  It seemed even sub-consciously my body was drawn to him though.  I was practically sitting in his lap when Tessa had interrupted.  I turned around to view this hex that had Reggie upset and sucked in a startled breath.

The back door of our shop was indeed tampered with, but not with a hex as Reggie kept insisting.  He was grasping at my arm and waving his other hand at the door shouting the word hex.  I squared my shoulders, pulling together all my calming thoughts, grasped Reggie's arms, looked deep into his eyes, and proclaimed over his shouts that everything was fine.

Reggie caught the undertones of my calm voice, and his aura settled.  Reggie was our town homeless man.  He was homeless because he chose to be and not because of circumstances.  He was currently wearing a pair of worn combat boots, a dirty and ripped pair of black jeans, and a stained long-sleeved heavy metal t-shirt.  He had pulled on a green plaid flannel and a lightweight jacket.  Both had seen better days.  My heart ached at seeing him in this state.  He could use a shower and a good night’s rest, but those are things he wouldn’t accept from me.

Tessa had a bag of yesterday’s sandwiches, and she thrust them into his hands with two cups of coffee.  He shook his head, mumbling about hexes and crazy witches as he shuffled off with his goodies.  My gaze turned back to the door.  I had long since given up on understanding the living.  The dead were so much easier to understand.  Why a living being found it necessary to spray things on buildings was beyond my grasp of rationale.  Some miscreants had decided to paint a pentagram upside down on our back door with some foul words.

“I’ll grab the camera...” Tessa spat in anger as she stepped back into the shop.  This wasn’t the first time someone had graffitied our building.  It certainly wouldn’t be the last.  I could only hope that eventually someone would catch them and talk some sense into them.  Tessa returned, snapping pictures for the officers when we called it in.  She handed me the bucket of paint and brush.  “That was one fine specimen this morning Auntie Vi.”

“You,” I gaped, wagging my paint brush at her.  “Zip that trap.  I’ll have you kindly know that I hadn’t noticed.”

“Right, which was why you were practically drooling in his lap.”  Tessa held her hands up in defense as I slapped her thigh with the brush.  “Okay, okay...I just think you two would make a cute couple, is all.” Tessa caught the fear that flashed across my face as she pried open the paint can and stirred the paint.  “Or not...I mean...”

“Tessa...” I gripped the wooden handle of the paintbrush as a lifeline.  “There are things that you don’t know.”

“You mean like the dead women?” she snapped, seeming to pull into herself as she tucked her arms into the pocket of her hoodie.

“The dead...” I glanced up, my eyes widening.  A smile split my face for a split second, then I nodded.  “You have the sight.  I always thought your pa had it as well, but he would never tell me.”

“Yeah...” Tessa kicked a rock and shrugged her shoulders.  “It isn’t as powerful as yours Auntie Vi, but I saw you smash your coffee cup yesterday.  This morning, I saw two dead women.  One was a stranger but the other...”

“Was me?” I reckoned with a nod.  When my niece remained silent, I sighed, dipping the paint brush into the bucket and then covering the words and symbol on the door.  “I know what you saw.  I see it too.”

“In connection with that man then?”

“Yes.”  I let the air out of my lungs as I furiously scrubbed out the black paint with the white.  I would need to put another two or three coats on before the image was totally hidden, but this made me feel a little better.

“That’s why you were trying to get rid of the shop.  If you didn’t meet him, you wouldn’t be murdered.  Smart move Aunt Vi.”

“The only problem is, I didn’t move fast enough.”

“Aunt Vi...” Tessa tilted her head and tucked deeper into her hoodie.  “Is that man responsible for the women?”

“I don’t know baby girl.”  I wrapped my arm around her shoulders and sighed as I watched the paint dry for a moment.  “His aura is clear, and I don’t get bad vibes from him.  I would say no, but the images I see,” I shuddered and shivered.  “It is probably best to steer well away just in case.”

“It’s a shame.”  I walked inside and began cleaning the paint brush in the sink in the bathroom.  “You two would have been perfect for each other.”  Tessa tossed this out as she pulled her apron off the hook by the back door.

“Bite that tongue darling.  I am happy being single.”

“Aunt Vi.  Serene and I are tired of it just being you and Pa.  We need fresh blood in this family.”  Tessa flushed when she realized what she had said.  “Sorry, I didn’t mean...”

“It’s okay.  I understand.”  I swiped the hair from my face and groaned.  Tessa was right.  After their ma had passed a few years ago, it was down to just me and my brother to care for the girls.  While they were not strictly girls anymore, they did still need guidance.  I sighed, closed my eyes, and shrugged.  “I doubt he was interested that way.  He just seems lost.”

“You have always been good about scooping up lost souls.  Maybe it is time you scooped one up for yourself.”  Tessa kissed my cheek and disappeared back into the shop to make the police report.  I turned to the mirror of the bathroom, looking at the dark circles under my eyes, my tangled nest of hair, and my fat cheeks.  If that man was truly interested in me, I’d be the luckiest woman in the world.  With a hearty laugh, I stepped out of the bathroom and back into my alcove.
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Chapter Three
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“Good marrow,” came the now familiar masculine voice.  Steven didn’t wait, simply settled into the chair next to me, facing the window as I was.  I had my hands wrapped around my cup of coffee, my eyes closed, and my head tilted back just slightly.  I wasn’t about to give up my routine for anyone, so I simply raised a brow in his direction and continued to sit, unseeing out the window.  I heard the chair slide across the floor but then quiet filled the alcove again.

My senses flooded open as the sun crested over the horizon, bringing with it the warmth of the day and the new.  I let out a fulfilled sigh and opened my eyes, turning my head to see that Steven was sitting in the chair the same way I had been.  His eyes were still closed and his hands wrapped around his to-go cup.  I couldn’t help but laugh at his pose and he cracked open his eyes and looked at me with a smile.  “Madame, why are you laughing at me.”

“You have invaded my space three mornings in a row.  Either my coffee is to die for or,” I hesitated slightly at that phrase.  “You have something you desperately need.”  I twisted my chair around and settled at the table.  My hands twitched towards the tarot cards that were always available.  He noticed my hands and motioned towards them.

“A tarot reading today perhaps?”  He adjusted his chair to face me.

“I read your aura yesterday, wasn’t that enough help?” I teased, leaning a little closer.  I shuffled the cards and inhaled that delightful scent.

“Problem still...” he tilted his head and tapped his fingers nervously against the table.  “Unresolved.”

“I see.”  I cleared my throat.  For the best reading, I needed him to touch my cards and impart some of his energy.  His energy is what would make the cards tell me his fortune.  I held back.  Part of me didn’t want to go through the hassle of cleansing my cards after a murderer touched them.  That would involve a full moon, a tub of salt, and lots of mediation.  I did not have the time or inclination to want to go through that hassle.

I couldn’t say one hundred percent that he was a murderer, though.  I still didn’t get any bad vibes from him.  The only vibes I got were ones that made my toes curl, my breath catch, and my inside turn to molten liquid.  I reached my hand out, setting the cards in front of him.  “Cut, shuffle, touch.  I need your energy.”

Steven picked up the deck, shuffled a few cards, cut the deck and then put them back on the table.  With a single finger, he pushed the deck back in front of me.  My smile trembled slightly.  He remembered that I don’t like to be touched.  I picked up the cards, feeling the jolt of energy from him.  He was powerful.  His passion, sex, and love were strained, but that wasn’t the underlying cause for him to seek out my café.  I tossed three cards to the side of the table and then dealt the next four.  Steven watched me, not the cards.

His eyes never left my face.  My hands began to shake as the picture began to solidify.  Death, death, death, love, death.  I reached to the three cards I had dealt off the top.  My mouth worked up and down, my throat wouldn’t work, I couldn’t speak, couldn’t swallow, I started coughing hard.  Serene charged through the beaded curtain and slapped a glass of water into my hands.  Tessa was hovering just outside the alcove.

“It’s okay Aunt Vi.  Breathe...” she said kindly, patting my back.

“Is she okay?” Steven inquired with concern.

“She’s fine...”  Serene glanced at the cards then up at her sister just on the other side of the beads.  “It’s been a very long time since she has seen a spread like this.”

“That bad, huh?”  Steven turned his gaze to me as I sat there gasping like a fish out of water.  I gulped down half the glass and pushed myself back against the chair.  Serene brought another full glass of water and then my nieces disappeared.

“I haven’t seen this much death,” my eyes closed, and I swallowed hard.  “Well, truthfully since last night, but in my cards since my mother passed away.”

“You saw death last night?”

“Long story.”  I pointed to each card and watched as he followed my hands.  “Death, Death, Death, Love, Death.”  His placid face fell, giving way to sadness.

“So, even if Daisy’s love spell finds the woman for me, she is going to die.”  He nodded, his gaze moving back up to me.  “You have been very helpful.  Thank you.”

“Daisy worked a finder spell for you?” I squeaked in shock.

Daisy hardly ever assisted in spells.  I had only sent him to her shop to get him out of mine.  Contrary to what the people usually thought about witchcraft and love spells, you cannot cast a love spell.  Witchcraft involves the work of intent.  You can’t make someone love you if they are not inclined to be in love with you.  That is the way the spells work.

Daisy had cast a finder spell.  While there are multiple uses and intentions for a finder spell, it boils down to locating an object or person.  People of witchcraft would use a finder spell to find their lost car keys or to help remember where they stashed an item.  Daisy went a step further. She had assisted him by casting a finder spell that would lead him towards the person he was destined to find.  He nodded, smiling sadly.

“Daisy said the same thing you said, my passion, sex and love aura are strong, it just needs to be aimed in the right direction.  Then, she said she was sorry the first three didn’t work out as I had lots to give.”  He frowned when I guffawed.  I hid my smile behind my hands and motioned for him to continue.  He pointed to the first three cards, then put the last two together as he talked.

“Allison died of cervical cancer a year after we got married.  Layla died in a boating accident in Morocco during a photo shoot.  Zoe died three years ago after a horse tossed her.  Now your clairvoyance is saying the next woman will also die.  It’s enough to turn a person crazy.”

“Steven...” I gulped and placed my hand on his, my eyes glazing over with images I couldn’t stop.  “I’m sorry for your loss, but my fortune doesn’t say your fourth lover will die.”

“I’m confused.”  His hand turned, his fingers threading with mine.  I could tell he wasn’t aware he was doing it.  Damn that daffy Daisy for putting a finder spell on him.  I briefly wondered if Daisy had explained how that spell worked since he was staring at the cards.  “If they don’t say she will die, what does this mean?”

“Reading the cards can be murky and disorienting at times.  Part of it comes down to the person you are reading for, and if you can untangle your thoughts, feelings and emotions from that person.”  I shivered and tried to cover by adjusting in my seat and crossing my legs.  The feel of his fingers stroking mine was making liquid fire burn in the pit of my stomach and lower.  “The cards can also be interpreted in multiple ways.  You need an experienced reader to know the best way to interpret the images.  Each card could mean something different when paired with the other cards.”

“I see...”  Steven scooted his chair closer, his thigh touching mine now.  “Show me what this means.”  His eyes darted back up to mine and I clenched my teeth.  “Of course, I am taking it that you are experienced.  Otherwise, there wouldn’t be people lined up out there to speak with you.”  His smile disarmed me for a moment.  A line of people?  I glanced up and saw four of my regular customers waiting patiently just on the other side of the beads.

“This is your fortune...” I motioned my hands over the cards.  “Each card represents things that happen at some point in the past, present, or future.  With my regulars,” I nodded my head to the people waiting outside.  “I would only pull three cards.  One for past, one for present, and one for future.  I don’t know you, so I had to pull more.  I pulled three for past, one for present and one for future.  As you have pointed out, you have experienced death three times in the past.  In the present, you will experience love.  Somewhere in the future you will experience another death.  It doesn’t mean it is tied to the person you love.  It only means that you will experience a death.  These...” I grabbed the card for his present and felt his fingers running lightly along my neck.  “This is your present.  Nothing really shocking here.  Love for a handsome man like you isn’t a strange concept...”  I flipped another card and snorted.  “This represents danger in your present.”

“Danger?”  His low sensual voice whispered in my ear making me shiver yet again.  “Could that be the ghost who is haunting me?”

“Your being haunted?”  That piqued my interest.  More than his fingers currently delving into my hair.  I jumped out of my seat and ushered him to the curtain.  “I’m sorry Steven, but I have other people waiting.  Give my niece your information and she will set up a time for me to check out the haunting.  Monica!” I smiled a bright smile I didn’t feel and motioned for the next person to come inside.

Being away from Steven’s roaming hands would help settle my nerves, but it wasn’t going to do anything for my libido.  Monica wasted no time sitting down at the table, grabbing the tarot deck and shuffling them like crazy.  I watched for a moment as Steven talked with Tessa.  I wanted to laugh as her eyes grew wide, then settled back into normal.  It was when they narrowed and looked my direction that I began to worry.  Whatever Tessa cooked up; I was sure I could handle it.  After all, that girl was more like me every minute of every day.
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Chapter Four
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Tessa had cooked up something alright.  She not only spun a lovely yarn about thunderstorms and dark being perfect spirit hunting weather, but she had also worked in how much I loved lasagna and garlic bread.  Somehow my checking out Steven’s haunting had become an impromptu date the next time it rained.

Turned out, since we were in a very dry spell, that drought ended two nights later.  I found myself staring at Tessa with the most venomous glare I could produce.  She was too busy laughing as Serene came rushing through the front door, make-up palette and hair implements in tow.  She was holding a hair straightener and was clicking the panels together in glee.  I held my hands out and began backing up.

“Oh no you two don’t.  I am not a rag doll for you to play dress up with.”

“Of course not, Auntie Vi!” Serene snickered, her perfectly cocked eyebrow giving just a hint of her amusement.  “I just want to make sure that this Steven doesn’t run away in fright at the first sign of your frizzy hair.”  She clicked the hair straightener a few more times for emphasis.

“We can’t have that poor man more frightened of you than his ghost.  Look at those dreadful jeans.” Tessa clicked her tongue and crossed her arms over her chest.  “I mean seriously Aunt Vi...when was the last time you washed them.”

“My jeans are washed every day, you know that...”  I continued to back up, beginning to wonder just where I went wrong with these two.  I finally tossed my hands up.  The fate sisters were working strongly against me at the moment.  Daisy tossing a finding spell on Steven.  The girls pressing me to find someone.  Their incessant need to hook me up every chance they got.  I was done for.  The least I could do was go with aplomb.  “Fine, but nothing over the top.  You know how I am.”

I was a little frightened when they both readily agreed.  Tessa went through my closet looking for anything remotely feminine.  She dragged out a pair of black strappy sandals.  I loved those sandals in the summer, but right now, it would be a little wet.  She seemed to agree with my assessment and tossed them back into the closet until she found a pair of black leather ankle high boots.  She tossed those by the bed and continued her search.

My perusal of what she was doing was obstructed as soon as Serene began her ministrations on my face.  I hated wearing makeup as I didn’t like having to scrub my face over and over to get all the crude out of my pores.  It took what seemed like forever for Serene to finish her preparations.

When I was finally able to see Tessa again, she was lying on my bed, her cell phone in hand.  She pointed very authoritatively at the outfit on the bed and commanded that I go and get dressed now.  While I wasn’t one to be ordered about, I felt that this night would progress so much faster if I just did as she commanded without complaint.

I was only in the bathroom for seven minutes tops.  The sight of both girls ringed around Tessa’s phone was enough to make my eyes narrow.  I put both hands on my hips and coughed, waiting for them to notice I was in the room.  Serene only glanced up once, grunted, and then returned to the phone.

“What in the light of the Goddess are you two staring at in such fascination?”

“Auntie Vi,” Serene started.  “If you don’t want this man, I’ll take him.”

“His house is phat,” Tessa chuckled, tossing her phone to her aunt.  She climbed off the bed and tucked and fluffed her outfit.  “I think Serene is right.  One of us women need to land this fish.  I would hope it would be you Auntie Vi since you are more his age.  Okay, a smidgen older, but still, he is way older than we are.”

“I can’t believe you two!” I groused, my hands swiping through the pictures on the internet.  Steven had a damn fine house for sure.  I knew the man had money from reading his aura and noticing those expensive clothes he wears.  What I couldn’t believe was how the girls were talking about him.  “I would have thought we raised you better.  You respect people for who they are, not for what they own.”

“With money I can respect him a little more.” Tessa remarked with a giggle, smiling as she stepped back and clapped her hands.  “That’s as good as it gets from your wardrobe Aunt Vi.  I programmed his address into your phone’s GPS.  It will start giving you directions when you press this button.”  She showed me the button on the phone, and I nodded.  “Good luck hunting that ghost.  And do try to enjoy yourself!”
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