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Disclaimer
This story is a work of fiction. Any resemblances to actual persons, events, and
locations are purely coincidental. The use of forensic hypnosis varies from state
to state and from time to time. The descriptions within this book should not be
considered state-of-the-art.
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Dedication
To scientific inquiry
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Chapter 1
Standing in an unfamiliar living room, Susan Kemper could tell it was late at
night. The blinds were open and through the windows there was nothing but darkness. A
slight, but tall man, with walnut shaped glasses and a dark mustache tinted with gray,
stood near the unlit fireplace. He was backing up as a dark haired, heavier man in gray
clothing approached him. Shadows hid most of the heavier man’s face.
The taller man looked frightened. His eyes were wide with worry. When a long
knife appeared in the bigger man’s right hand, he extended his arms trying to push him
away. In horror she watched as the attacker plunged the knife into the abdomen of his
victim. Blood trickled through the injured man’s fingers as he covered the spot where the
knife entered.
“Stop, don’t do it. Stop! You’re killing him. Let him go,” shouted Susan. Her face
was damp and her pillow soaked with sweat as she tossed and turned in bed, twisting the
sheet in her hands.
“Susan, wake up,” said Tom Danford. “You’re having a nightmare.” Tom leaned
over and gently shook Susan’s shoulder as he stood next to the bed. Tom wasn’t quite
movie star handsome, but with his intense blue eyes, cleft chin, and thick, dark hair, he
was certainly worthy of the attention of most women.
Even though it was almost 1:00 AM and he was in his long, blue pajama bottoms
and a white t-shirt, he hadn’t been to bed yet. Susan’s cries startled him from the project
on which he was focused. Her soft brown eyes slowly opened to the welcome reality of
Tom and her bedroom. “Tom, it was so real. I could see this man getting stabbed,” she
tried to explain, choking back tears. “A dark haired, bigger man was stabbing this fellow
in the abdomen with this large knife. It was horrible! I couldn’t make him stop.” Tom sat
on the edge of the bed and tenderly took Susan in his arms. He repositioned the thin
straps of her black nightgown, which lay down around her shoulders, and stroked her
head, in the way a parent would comfort an upset child. He gently moved the ringlets of
brown hair out of her eyes.
“It was just a bad dream, sweetheart. You’re safe here. No one is going to hurt
you,” he soothed.
“No, no, I wasn’t the one in danger,” Susan said, shaking her head and squeezing
her eyes closed again to help her remember. “It was a man in his 40s, tall and slender,
with a small mustache. He was wearing rimmed glasses, like a professor. I wanted to stop
the man from stabbing him, but … I couldn’t.” Susan was trembling as she spoke; the
dream was so vivid. She turned to Tom and her eyes opened wide. “I know someone is
dead. I just know it!”
“Well, I don’t know what to say. If you really saw someone getting killed, it will
be on the news this morning. It’s probably the remnants of something you saw on TV or
something you ate,” Tom said smiling.
“But this was so real! I could see they were standing in front of a stone fireplace
that went all the way up one wall in a living room. There was a brown leather chair near
the fireplace with a plaid throw on it. I couldn’t make out the face of the attacker, but I
could see the wounded man so clearly.” She began to sob softly, recalling the horror of
her dream. “He was scared, Tom. He was trying to bargain with the man by offering him
money.”
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“My guess is it was just a bad dream. Can I bring you some water or warm milk?”
“Thanks, but no,” Susan said, calmer now, more oriented to being with Tom in
her bedroom.
“Do you have these dreams all the time? Have you ever seen a murder while it
was happening? Because it might be good for my defense attorney business if you can
identify murderers,” Tom said, gently teasing her. He was trying to lighten Susan’s
emotional state.
“No, never,” she answered smiling at Tom’s humor.
“What can I do to give you some happy dreams?” With that last question, Tom
climbed completely into bed, just holding Susan at first and then kissing her lightly, and
then more passionately as her passion increased.
When Susan awoke again, it was daylight. In spite of their lovemaking, which
usually left her with a warm feeling, uneasiness churned in the pit of her stomach. Sitting
up and looking around, her brown eyes held concern instead of sparkle. The sight of her
bedroom with its cherry furniture, white wicker accents, and colorful flower pillows on
top a white comforter, usually was her first morning pick-me-up. But today, the view did
nothing to alleviate the tension within her.
She slipped out of bed quietly to not wake up Tom and tiptoed into the living
room heading straight for the front door to retrieve the morning paper from the porch.
Headlines stretched across each page—there was nothing about a knifing. Click on went
the TV to the news on channel WCNC, the local Charlotte, NC, television station, turning
the volume down while she listened for a few minutes. There was no report about a
murder.
“Susan, how are you this morning?” said Tom as he entered the kitchen.
“I’m fine,” she said unceremoniously. “There was no murder reported in the
news this morning.”
“Good,” said Tom, looking absorbed by the newspaper he was reading and the
coffee he was drinking.
I’ll bet he thinks I’m nuts, thought Susan. I finally divorce Frank, after 26 years
of putting up with his domineering and cheating ways, and fall in love with this terrific
guy, and … now I’m going berserk with psychic visions. I’m a psychologist who is
supposed to be helping people and here I am thinking I saw someone knifed—or maybe
even murdered. It’s bad enough that, when I hypnotize witnesses, I can see the scenes
they’re describing more clearly than they can.
Susan forced herself to think about her day. Dorothy Deitrick was coming in to
see her for counseling at 9:30. As president of a local religious women’s group, she
could send Susan’s professional life into a downward spin. The group’s bylaws forbade
members to cohabitate without being married—a judgment they imposed on outsiders, as
well. Susan and Tom were practically living together but not even telling anyone they
were dating. They had no immediate plans to get married.
The ringing of Tom’s cell phone interrupted Susan’s dispirited thoughts. Tom
glanced down at the caller ID. “It’s David Birley,” he said with a question in his voice.
David Birley, Esq, was a young lawyer Tom befriended. Tom and David met through a
mutual client, Brian Murdock. Brian was a gambler and owed money to a loan shark,
Duke Saunders, who had gotten himself murdered. Brian was the last known person to
see Saunders alive and was charged with the murder.
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During the weeklong murder trial, Brian filed for bankruptcy. David handled the
bankruptcy and Tom the murder defense. Tom and David were a good team, and between
the two of them, they established Brian’s innocence. After the case was over, David and
Tom stayed in touch and frequently referred clients to each other.
“Hi, David. How’s it going? What can I do for you?”
“Tom, thank God I reached you. I need your help. Peter Reeves, you know … my
friend …” he said with hesitancy in his voice, “Peter’s been attacked. We’re here at his
house. The ambulance is just leaving to take him to the hospital and I want to go with
him, but I’m being … detained.”
Over the phone, Tom heard Detective Stan Lukowski’s bellowing voice in the
background.
“If that’s Tom Danford,” Lukowski shouted, “tell him to meet us at the station. I
don’t want him contaminating my crime scene. Lawyers just have to walk into a room
and the place is polluted.”
“David, whatever you do, don’t say anything to Lukowski. Do you understand?
I’ll be right there. Tell Lukowski we can have a discussion, when I get there, about
whether you will need to go downtown to the station. Give me the address.” He scribbled
notes on a paper napkin as he finished the call. “Don’t worry,” he said.
Tom clicked off his phone and turned toward Susan.
“Dr. Peter Reeves, the parapsychologist … David’s friend … was knifed in his
condo in University City last night. Lukowski suspects David. I’ve got to get over there
to represent him.” Tom paused for a long moment, glancing away before returning to
meet Susan’s eyes. “Susan, I only met Peter once, but he fits the description of the man
you saw in your dream last night. I’d like you to come with me.” Tom gulped his coffee
and stood up.
Susan shook her head slowly, trying to process what Tom said before she
responded.
“I’ll be dressed in a minute.”
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