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			CHAPTER ONE

			Pat Lancaster sits quietly, going over the police files she has helped as a psychic to solve.

			“Guess I have no reason to feel bad as a psychic since there are over 300 solved cases here,” she murmurs aloud.

			She looks up as Lieutenant Phil Abbot walks into the room to sit in the chair beside her.

			“I agree with what you said. I don’t know what we would do without your involvement in many of our cases.”

			“Thank you for your kind words, Phil. As always, you are in my corner.”

			“I want to talk with you about something I feel is important.”

			“Let’s hear it,” she says, smiling over at him.

			“I think you do better in getting to the root of the problems in many of these cases when DK is along to make you feel safe. Am I wrong in thinking this?”

			Pat laughs. “No. In fact, you are spot on. DK and I have a strong and trusting relationship.”

			“I am glad to hear this. I’m also happy you aren’t trying to talk the other one into quitting the police force or earning a living helping solve cases.”

			“We both figured out that was a lost cause. So, what is it you want to say?”

			“How would you feel about DK getting off the police force and earning a living by being with you when you come in to work on solving a case for us?”

			“I know we touched on this before, but we haven’t gotten into it. I will have to see how DK feels about this. I think he will welcome the idea.

			“Okay. Let me know what DK thinks of the idea,” he says, getting to his feet as the phone on his desk rings.

			“Lieutenant Abbott. How can I help you?” he listens to what is being said on the other line, then hands Pat the phone.

			“Hello. Yes, this is Pat Lancaster.”

			Abbott stands by, waiting to see what new case is coming their way, then reaches out to take the phone Pat is holding out to him.

			“I don’t think this will amount to much, but the woman on the phone is distraught and wants to know what is happening. I will leave it up to you what you think.”

			“Okay, fill me in on what’s going on.”

			She says she and her husband gave a beautiful lamp they purchased at an antique shop to their son for Christmas. For some reason, the light goes off and on by itself.”

			“Probably has a short. If she is upset, tell her to return the lamp to where she bought it and request her money back.”

			“I was thinking a short, too. But she is pretty upset. I’ll go over to her house and check it out just to be sure.”

			“Are you going to take DK with you? He can probably fix the short, and she can stop worrying.”

			“I’ll see if he is off and can go.”

			“Let me know. I’ll get relieved of duty if he wants to go,” he says, handing her a small piece of paper. 

			Pat pulls the car into the driveway, glad to see Dk’s Rambler already there.

			As she enters the house, she is met by two frisky fur babies vying for her attention with wagging tails.

			“There’s my baby,” DK says, holding out his arms.

			Pat puts both hands on the sides of his face and, pulling his face forward, plants a kiss on his parted lips.

			“So good to see you home early.”

			“Are you working later? If you are, Phil can get you off so you can accompany me on another case.”

			“No. I’m off. What is the case you have this time?”

			“A woman called in saying she has a lamp that goes off and on by itself. Phil and I said it is most likely a short in the lamp. He also said you can probably fix the lamp and end her thinking she has a haunted lamp in her house.”

			“I can give it a try. When are we going to visit her?”

			“May as well go later today. First, though, I want a cup of coffee and a sandwich.”

			“I’ll pour us both some coffee and make us a sandwich. Aren’t you glad you have me to wait on you hand and foot?” He grins as he pulls a cup from the cupboard.

			“Yes, I am. Right now, I want to enjoy some doggy kisses.”

			While Pat enjoys the attention of the two pups, DK takes the necessary meat, cheese, and different spreads from the refrigerator.

			“Phil asked me about something today that may include you.”

			“Oh, this should be interesting.”

			“Since we can both accept what we do for a living, he wants to know if you would consider leaving the police force and accompanying me on my different cases. I told him I do feel more protected with you along.”

			DK set their coffee and sandwiches on the table and then sat back in his chair.

			“Did he mention if he plans to pay me to quit my job and accompany you? We aren’t millionaires.”

			“I am sure he plans to compensate you for your time. Just as he does me, the lady I spoke with said she would pay me a hundred dollars to help her.”

			Pat dabbed at her lips, wiping away the mayonnaise clinging to the corners of her full mouth.

			“That is a pretty good amount to fix a short in a lamp. So, yeah, consider me hired.”

			“I’ll tell him your decision after we return from checking out the lamp scare.”

			***

			Pat pulls up in front of a three-story white house and turns off the ignition.

			“Nice looking house. It looks like it was built a good many years ago. You know, when they cared about their work?”

			Pat smiled before getting out of the car.

			A woman who looked to be in her late sixties, wearing a dark green dress, answered the door.

			“I assume you are the woman I spoke with on the phone.”

			“Yes, I am Pat Lancaster, and this is DK Walker, my assistant.”

			The lady stepped back, motioning them inside the well-furnished house.

			When they were seated, a man in his late seventies dressed in black dress pants and a long-sleeved blue shirt walked across the room to sit in a chair next to the woman.

			“Alright, now tell me what is going on with your seemingly out-of-order lamp,” Pat said.

			The woman looked over at the man and declared with a determined look. “Some time back, we purchased this lamp at an antique shop. For a while, all was fine, and then it began coming on and going off by itself.”

			“Did you check to see if maybe it had a short?” DK spoke up.

			“Of course, I checked it. I found nothing wrong with it,” the man told him.

			“Can I ask your names?” Pat said.

			“My name is Sylvia, and my husband’s is Arnold.”

			“I am glad to meet you. I must place my hands on the lamp to see what I can learn.”

			“Yes, that will be fine. I must tell you, this is beginning to scare me,” Sylvia told them.

			“I hate to admit it,” Arnold looked over at the lamp, “but it’s starting to give me some unease, too.”

			

			Pat placed her hands on the lamp and quieted her mind. Instantly, the hideous face of a man leaped into her mind. A high-pitched laugh erupted as he threw back his head. Pat lifted her hands from the lamp and turned to look at the couple seated on the couch.

			“Where did you get this lamp?”

			“I bought it for Sylvia for Christmas. It is a beautiful lamp, and I knew she would enjoy having it lit up on the bedside table.”

			“Pat is asking where you bought the lamp,” DK said.

			“I bought it from the old antique shop here in town.”

			“The one on Belair,” DK said.

			“Yeah, that shop’s been here for over thirty years.”

			“Have you ever purchased anything other than the lamp from the antique shop?”

			“No. They have such lovely things in the store. I am surprised we haven’t purchased anything over the years. I am a collector of antiques.” Sylvia told them.

			“Sometimes the people who owned the item earlier can get attached and don’t like seeing it belong to a stranger.”

			“Oh, Good Lord! Are you telling us the lamp is haunted?” Sylvia cried out

			“I’m afraid so. The lamp is haunted by a man who looks to be quite elderly.”

			“What do you advise we do? I am sure the shop will not refund my money. They will laugh and order me from the shop if I tell them I am returning the lamp because a Psychic told me it is haunted.”

			“I’m afraid you’re right. I see you have a pile of leaves raked up. Do you put them into a bin to be hauled off, or do you burn them?”

			“I burn them. Why?”

			“I think burning the lamp would be a good idea.”

			“I shouldn’t ask, but I like to know why things happen,” Sylvia says.

			For a moment, Pat remained silent, then, taking a deep breath, walked back over to the lamp. This time, she lifted the lamp into her hands to carry it back to sit in a chair she had moved away from the other people in the room.

			“I want everyone to remain seated and quiet. She took several deep breaths to relax her mind and waited to see the man she had seen earlier.

			Pat opened her eyes as she felt someone standing beside the chair.

			“Who are you?” she asked, silently sending her thoughts to the hideous fantom glaring at her.

			“You should not tempt me. My spirit has dwelled in this lamp and has been in this house for many months. You will leave here.”

			“No. I will not allow you to haunt this couple. You are not a spirit; I can see you have not entered the Light of the Holy Father. You are a ghost, and it is time your reign here ends.”

			“I will destroy you,” He screamed, making everyone in the house jump to their feet.

			Pat threw the lamp to the floor and rose from the chair to confront the threat to her life, standing in the room for all to see.

			“I want everyone to walk outside. I am in no danger and can handle this alone.”

			“The two of you do as Pat has requested. I will remain here,” DK tells them.

			As Sylvia followed Arnold out the back door, DK stood quietly watching Pat.

			“Why are you haunting this lamp? You are not a Genie who does good; I see you as a demon whose only wish is to harm.”

			“I will take over your soul and deliver you to Satan.”

			“Before you do this, I am still waiting to hear how you were able to haunt this lamp.”

			“The lamp dwelled in the church of Satan. He gave his blessing that allowed anyone who worshiped him to be able to inhabit the lamp after their death and bring other souls who purchased the lamp to join Satan in hell. You will not stop me from doing what I am meant to do. Claw-like hands reached out to pull Pat into their grasp.

			Pat turned away, calling on the Holy Spirits to destroy the demon and take him to hell.

			

			Sharp screams filled the air as the Spirits wrapped the evil one in chains and disappeared from her sight.

			“I guess we can consider this a done removal,” DK pulled Pat into his arms for a quick hug.

			Pat picked up the lamp and walked out of the house with DK.

			Sylvia and Arnold walked forward. Arnold took the lamp Pat handed to him.

			“Everything is over and safe now. You will burn this lamp.”

			Arnold handed Sylvia the lamp and, reaching into his back pants pocket, pulled out his billfold and a check to hand over to Pat.

			“Thank you for all your help.”

			“You both have a great rest of the day,” Pat told them as she walked hand in hand with DK to the car.

		

	
		
			

			CHAPTER TWO

			“I must say, I was very glad you were here today. Your presence gave me added courage.”

			“You can rest easy. I will be there any time you need me. I am glad Phil thought of this.”

			“Phil was worried you and I would split up. He knows we love each other and does not want this love to end.”

			“I think he can put his worries at ease. I will not do anything to interfere while you are using your God-given gift to put an end to evil. As you showed me again, I know that when evil threatens you, the Holy Ones are there to protect you and take the evil away.”

			The ringing of DK’s cell phone interrupted anything else they had to say on the subject.

			“Walker.”

			“Yeah, DK, Phil here. I received a call that will definitely need both of you to investigate. Can you meet me at 1531 Stratford Rd? This needs attention right now.”

			“We’ll be there in a few minutes.” DK turned off the cell.

			“Now, what needs our attention?”

			“Phil didn’t say. Said this is a real bad one.

			“They all are, DK. Trust me.”

			***

			As she stopped the car, Pat saw Phil walk out of a three-story blue house.

			“Glad to see you wasted no time in getting here,” Phil said as Pat and DK exited the car.

			“What is going on?”

			“ A youngin who looks to be no older than ten years old has been murdered in a most foul way.”

			DK lights a cigarette and then looks away.

			Phil does not miss his movement.

			“Being an officer on the police force, I am sure you have seen your share of brutal murders, but I have to tell you, I believe this is a first.”

			“Is the family still in the house?”

			“Yeah, Pat, I hate to say they are.”

			A man in his early forties, dressed in blue jeans and a black pullover, opened the door to usher them inside.

			“Mr. Blondell, this is Pat Lancaster and her partner, DK Walker. Pat is a psychic who helps the different police precincts solve cases.”

			The man stepped back, throwing up his hands.

			“No! I do not want this evil in my house! She can leave right now, or all of you will be thrown out!”

			Before Phil could say anything, DK stepped in front of Pat.

			“Lieutenant Abbot has hired Pat Lancaster to help investigate what happened here. This is a crime scene. You will not threaten Miss Lancaster or anyone in this investigation.”

			“I have to agree with Officer Walker. Now we are ready to see the body.”

			Pat pulled Phil off to the side.

			“I don’t trust that man. It seems to me he is afraid of what I might find. I think you’d better call for backup.”

			“I think you’re right,” Phil told her before walking outside.

			“Mr. Blondell, I am sorry for what you are so obviously suffering. I am not evil. My psychic gift is given to me by God. I am here to help you.”

			“I said I do not need your help. Now, get out of my way. I am going to go upstairs and lie down.”

			

			Before he could move, DK flipped him around to cuff his hands behind his back. “I know you are grieving, but I am not going to chance your doing anyone harm.”

			“Thanks, DK. You are making the right move. Backup’s on the way,” Phil told him, walking back into the house.

			“I’m ready to see the body,” Pat said.

			Pat walked into a large, well-decorated bedroom. She could see the outline of a body on the bed. She moved forward and then inhaled a deep breath. What she saw was so grotesque she had to look away.

			“Oh my God in heaven. How could anyone be this evil?”

			“It took one sick son of a bitch to do this, Pat, and from the way Blondell was acting, he may be the one we’re talking about.”

			Pat forced her feet to move forward until she was standing beside the mutilated body of a nude female. Her head had been severed and laid off to the side of one of her shoulders. As Pat gazed into the girl’s face, she saw the horror staring out of her open eyes. Breathing deeply to relax, she touched the girl’s arm. Within moments, the vision of a young man in his mid-teens dressed in jeans and a white T-shirt stood quietly by the bed, staring down at the young girl curled up in the bed, completely unaware of his presence. She listened as she heard him begin to speak.

			“Carla, you are my sister, and I love you, but I must do what my mind tells me to do. I can’t help the sickness that lives inside me. Daddy knows I can’t help what I do, and he made sure we kept no cats or dogs here after he saw what I did to the cats and dogs we had as pets. I was only seven.”

			The girl opened her eyes and started to scream. He reached out, placing one hand over her mouth.

			“You must be quiet so you won’t wake Mama and Daddy. I don’t want to suffer another whipping like the last time Daddy saw what I did to the neighbor’s dog. He should not have hurt me. He should have pitied me instead of beating me.”

			For a moment, he removed his hand from Carla’s mouth and reached over to the night table to pull forth a large knife.

			“Donny, you don’t want to do this. You are sick. Mama and Daddy need to put you in a mental hospital where you can get help.”

			“You Bitch. I am not crazy! I am sick! All I hear is how terrible I am and how they wish I had never been born. But they dote on you. Oh, Carla is so pretty and so bright! Well, guess what? They won’t think you are so pretty when I get through with you.”

			He shoved her head back, and with one quick swipe of the sharp knife, the warm blood he craved poured out to cover his hands and soak into the bed. He leaned forward, enjoying his fill and smiling as his heart pounded excitedly.

			The vision ended as Pat stepped back, inhaling deep breaths and trying not to vomit.

			“I don’t know about you, but if I don’t get out of here, I’m gonna puke,” DK said, turning to walk out of the room.

			“Yes, I am ready to leave. I know what happened, and this nightmare has to be brought to an end.”

			As Pat and DK walked outside, Phil and three police officers moved forward.

			“I hope you could find out who the hell did this,” Phil said.

			“Yes. Who else did you find in the house besides Blondell?”

			“A woman, whom I’m assuming is Mrs. Blondell, and a teenage male.”

			“Where are they now?”

			“When I told them that since this is a crime scene, they would have to vacate the house. The woman said she and the boy would go to her mother’s house until we were through investigating what happened.”

			“I hope to hell you had sense enough to get the address, Phil,” DK spoke up.

			For a moment, Phil drew back, staring at him. “Do I look like a complete idiot to you, Walker? Of course, I got the address.”

			“It was the girl’s brother who committed the murder. Since the parents know the boy is a dangerous psychopath, they can blame themselves for allowing this to happen. I hope the Prosecuting Attorney on the case sees a way of holding them accountable. The way I see it, they aided and abetted the killer.”

			“I agree. That explains why Blondell wanted you out of here so fast. He knew as a psychic, you would be able to tell what happened and who is to blame.”

			“I agree, and Phil? One more thing. Thank you for allowing DK to be with me on future cases. This is the worst case I have ever witnessed, and I have to say, were I alone seeing all that happened in that house, I don’t think I could have stayed to find out all I needed to know.”

			DK pulled her against his hip. “I’ll always be there for you, Pat.”

			“Let’s go home, DK. I need to be where love grows instead of hate.”

			On the ride home, DK remained silent for a while, trying to understand how what he had just witnessed could happen. “How does a person become a psychopath?”

			Pat glanced over at him. “I can understand what you are feeling. I am wondering the same thing. She was his sister. It doesn’t matter that she was the one the parents doted on. In fact, it is understandable. As sick and evil as he is, it’s no wonder.”

			“I’m trying to understand how a person becomes a psychopath?”

			“Some psychologists refuse to say that it is a mental illness.”

			“How the hell can it not be? A person does not harm animals or humans and not be a sick son of a bitch!”

			“I agree. I have never had much faith in what a head doctor can determine.”

			“That makes two of us.” Pat laughs.

			“Here we are talking about the sicko, and when we left to come home, we figured on relaxing with a drink and playing with the pups. And cross our fingers the phone doesn’t ring, calling us to go to another police mess.” 

			“Are you sorry you came with me today?”

			“I’m sure you didn’t want to be there any more than I did, but I am glad I was there.”

			“I’m glad you were there too, DK.”

			As Pat drove up the driveway, they could hear the welcoming barks inside the house.

			“Someone knows we’re home,” DK said as they stepped to the driveway.

			“They are no happier about our being home than we are.”

			“What do you say after we enjoy a drink and relax, we grab the pups and head off to the park?”

			“Sounds like a winner to me.”

			Ash and Stormy jumped up on the couch, one on each side of DK, to give him a wet kiss on his cheeks.

			“I think they like your idea,” Pat told him, setting his drink on the end table before motioning the pups to get off the couch so she could sit down.

			“This is enjoyable. You brought closure to a very evil murder, and I was able to be by your side. Now we are home and seated beside one another instead of arguing and trying to get the other to quit their job so they can be safe.”

			“The way I look at this is that we are lending each other strength and showing that in that strength is love and certainty, and we know what we are doing is right.”

			“Very well put.” He lifted his glass in the air. “Now, I will bring up something we haven’t discussed in a long time.”

			“You don’t need to get down on your knees. I’ll marry you.”

			DK turned to stare at her. “You always know what is on my mind.” He laughed aloud, then jumped to his feet.

			“You mean it? You will marry me?”

			“I just said I would. Do you want me to put it in writing?”

			

			“Not necessary. Oh my God. I am so happy.”

			Hearing the excitement in his voice, Ash and Stormy began to dance around the room.

			“You two will not be little bastards anymore. Mamma and Daddy are going to get married.”

			“That drink must have gone to your head.” Pat stood up to walk to the kitchen, only to be swung around as DK grabbed her around the waist.

			“Let’s go in the kitchen and pour us a celebratory drink.”

			“I think that is a great idea. We’ll pour the babies a bowl of milk to join us. I know with the excitement they are seeing and feelin’, they are as happy as we are.”

			They both stop midway to the kitchen as Pat’s cell phone rings.

			“Happy time just came to a screeching halt,” DK growled.

			Pat glanced at the name on the phone and then pushed the button. “Hello, Phil. Surprised to hear from you again.”

			“I knew you and DK would want to know we picked up the boy’s parents. I think there is a lot we need to find out about their involvement in all this.”

			“I agree. I want to know when the psycho started mutilating animals and if we have any proof of his turning that need on children and older humans, since we both know they don’t stop.”

			“Would you and DK like to join me at the station? They should be bringing them in within a half hour.”

			“Let me talk it over with DK and get back to you, Phil. Thanks for thinking of including us.”

			“Okay, now what requires our expertise?”

			“The parents of the psycho have been picked up. Phil wants to know if we want to meet him at the station in a few minutes.”

			“Oh hell yes, we do.”

			“Now, don’t go off on a bitch, but I know how angry you can get, so can you keep your anger in check while we’re in front of the parents?”

			“I’m sure I can. Why? Because I feel they own a lot of the blame for not getting their son into a mental hospital. I agree that a psycho can’t be cured; however, I believe they can be medicated to stop some of their rage.”

			“So then we need to get the babies situated with food and water and let them out for a few minutes so we don’t come home to a pile.”

			***

			Phil motioned them inside his office.

			“They aren’t here yet, but they shouldn’t be long. I want you to sit near the mother and, without being obvious, brush her arm or sleeve to make contact and see what she knows about all this and his years of growing up.”

			“I can do that. I am curious about the mother’s involvement, too. Since you should still have the dad in custody, will he be brought in with the mother and the son?”

			“No, I want to talk with him alone. I don’t want him to talk over his wife in case she tries to say something that will get him in deeper than he already is.”

			“Smart move.”

			A police officer tapped on the door and then ushered a teenage boy dressed in blue jeans and a gray hoodie. The woman walking beside him looked to be in her late forties with dark brown hair worn short and dressed in a pair of black slacks and a pink button-up long-sleeved blouse.

			Phil stood up from his chair and pulled out two chairs for them to be seated.

			“Before we start, would either of you like something to drink?”

			“Yeah, I would. A cold beer and some crack to relax me.” The teen said with a smug grin.

			“I think you are already in enough trouble. Trying to be cool and bringing drugs and liquor into the conversation is only making things worse for you,” Phil told him.

			Pat leaned to the side, rubbing the top of her leg. Her movement brushed the shoulder of the woman seated beside her.

			

			“Now, Mrs. Blondell, how long has your son had a mental illness?” Phil inquired.

			“What the hell are you talking about?” The teen jumped to his feet. “I do not have a mental illness. Tell them, Mama. Tell them I am not crazy.”

			DK came forward, placed a firm hand on the boy’s shoulder, and sat him back in his chair.

			“You can either stay seated, or you can be taken back to the jail cell. It’s up to you.” DK refused to look away as the boy stared up at him.

			“Now, Mrs. Blondell, I will ask you again, how long have you known your son has a very dangerous mental illness?”

			“You go to hell! I want to leave here right now! Do you hear me? Right now!”

			Phil pushed a button to call the outside desk. “Lanore, have someone bring me a chair for the male just brought in for questioning. Thank you.”

			“I want my dad. Bring my dad here. He’ll tell you I am not crazy.”

			“Donny,” his mother said, “you need to sit down and behave.”

			“Fuck you, old lady! I should have cut off your head, too. I hate you! Did you hear what I said? I hate you!”

			“Yes, Donny, I heard you, just as I have heard you since you could talk,” she whispered, rubbing a hand across her eyes.

			“Your mother heard you; more importantly, we listened to what you said. You’re under arrest for first-degree murder.”

			Phil motioned the officer forward, standing outside his office. “As soon as the chair is brought in and we have him strapped in, you can take him downstairs and put him back in a cell. I am sure he was read his rights, but read his rights to him again to be on the safe side.”

			“We thought, with a lot of love and keeping no pets on the property, that Donnie would get over his need to do harm. I can see now we were wrong.”

			“I’m no doctor, but I would guess your son is a psychopath. He should have been put in a mental hospital years ago.”

			“I wanted to; however, his father fought me on getting that done. He said no son of his could have a mental illness.”

			“Sounds like his father could have done with some mental help himself,” DK spoke up, then looked away as Pat glanced over at him.

			“Donny’s father has always been ashamed of Donny. Calling him names and slapping him around.”

			“When did you first notice Donny wanting to harm animals?”

			“He was about five years old. I entered the room where my sister’s baby was sleeping in her bassinet. I saw Donnie slap her, making her cry, and I ran over and stopped him from hitting her again.”
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