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			Chapter 1

			Of Injuries and Information

			Ramon felt a little tingle on the back of his neck, and he knew Cadence and Snow were there. He wasn’t sure whether that was an effect of his having been a monitor at Lexington Hills. Because of that job, he had always been attuned to when the officers or anyone else came into the building. It also could be an effect of having worked so closely with them over the last several months. Even more, it could be a side effect of his relationship with Cadence. Whatever it was, he knew they were there, in the spirit version of a hospital, and that filled him with dread.

			“What have you done this time?” Ramon asked as he saw Cadence and Snow coming toward him. The handsome Cuban doctor with short brown hair watched them approach with a mix of concern and humor in his blue eyes. Neither seemed too bad off; they were both conscious and walking, so he relaxed a little. The dread that had filled him at the knowledge of their presence receded a little, but not entirely.

			“It isn’t me this time. I swear,” Cadence said, holding up one hand in a defensive gesture as she guided Snow with her other hand. Ramon could tell the night had been rough. Cade’s usual sleek ponytail in which she kept her dark blonde hair was messy now, hair falling out of it to frame her face. Her jade eyes had dark, dusky circles beneath them, evidence of how much energy they had been slinging around.

			“This isn’t necessary, Cadence,” Snow said, even though he was cradling one of his arms against his chest. His British accent always got sharper when he was annoyed, and it was sharp enough to cut through shoe leather. He also bore the same dark circles under his ice-blue eyes that Cadence showed.

			“Yeah, well, let Ramon tell you that,” Cadence retorted. She never let Snow’s bad moods bother her much.

			“Right in here.” Ramon guided them through a doorway and into an exam room. He gestured for Snow to get up on the exam table.

			Snow shook himself free of Cade’s guiding hand and managed to get onto the cushioned table. “Cadence is simply trying to get back at me for all the time she’s spent in this infernal place,” he argued, irritation plain on his face and in his voice.

			“Someone has their cranky pants on,” Cadence said with an apologetic look at Ramon. “It’s been a hellish night.”

			“What happened?” Ramon looked between the two of them as he asked the question.

			“You’re the injured one, you tell him,” Cadence said, prodding Snow to talk instead of sitting there looking sullen.

			Snow began with a deep sigh. “Fine, I’ll skip the preliminary details. I ended up caught in a force field made to trap spirits. I thought I could perhaps use force to get out of it. To that end, I attempted to punch my way through. I was mistaken. The action was foolish and did nothing but injure the arm I used to punch with. However, I fail to see how an injured arm requires a trip here.”

			“Ozzie, you are a worse patient than I am,” Cadence said, shaking her head.

			“I need to look at your arm.” Ramon cut off whatever retort Snow had opened his mouth to say. “Please remove the jacket and change your shirt to something with short sleeves.”

			“Do you want me to leave?” Cadence asked because she didn’t want Snow to feel uncomfortable.

			Snow thought about it for a moment, then shook his head. “No, I’ve seen you injured. I suppose it’s only fair.” It didn’t take long for his jacket to disappear and his long sleeve, button-down shirt to change into a plain white T-shirt.

			“Oh my God,” Cadence said, her voice quiet and her eyes wide as she saw his arm. She moved to a chair in the corner of the room and sat down heavily. She had not been prepared for how bad it looked.

			Ramon glanced back at her. “If you’re going to stay, you need to keep the comments to yourself, Cade,” he warned.

			Cadence nodded, but her eyes remained glued to Snow’s right arm. The entire arm was a mottled mix of angry red and brilliant yellow. It was like his arm had been painted in splotches and lines. Cadence had never seen anything like it.

			“I’m going to have to touch your arm and manipulate it a little,” Ramon said. “I’m not going to lie; it is going to hurt.”

			Snow grimaced as he nodded, bracing himself. Ramon tested the motion of Snow’s arm and joints while watching the man’s face intently for signs of pain. There wasn’t much movement before Snow’s eyes narrowed, and not much beyond that before he hissed at the pain. Ramon stopped moving Snow’s arm and began prodding at the skin. This elicited grunts of pain from Snow as he shifted a bit on the table. Ramon released the arm and sat back, thinking.

			“Rest it. Let it heal, right?” Snow asked, his words beginning to slur a little. Both he and Cadence had spent a good deal of energy on the evening’s events. That expenditure was beginning to take its toll on both, as evidenced by the fact that Cadence had nodded off in the chair she was occupying.

			“No, this looks like something a little more complicated than that,” Ramon said, keeping his voice quiet so as not to wake Cadence and to keep the conversation between himself and Snow private. “I want to keep you here while you sleep, so I can monitor how your arm is doing.”

			“That’s not necessary,” Snow argued, trying to slip down off the table. Ramon’s firm hand on his chest stopped him.

			“It is necessary,” Ramon stated, giving Snow a look that brooked no arguments.

			“Just do it, Ozzie,” Cadence said. Her voice was thick with sleepiness as she spoke, having awoken with a little bit of a start at Snow’s raised voice as he attempted to argue with Ramon. “He wins all the arguments about this kind of stuff anyway.”

			Snow sighed and looked at Ramon. “Fine, but I assure you that it will all be well and good, and this fuss will be about nothing. This is all silliness.”

			Ramon helped Snow off the exam table, ignoring Snow’s show of temper, and called over a nurse. “Please get Inspector Snow settled in a room. I must consult with someone, but I won’t be too long.” The nurse nodded to Ramon and took Snow from him, walking him across the hall and into a room.

			“Who’re you consulting with?” Cadence had been nearly asleep in the chair again, but Ramon’s voice had woken her.

			“Well, first, I am going to take you to consult with your bed,” Ramon said, his smile soft.

			Cadence giggled, acting a bit drunk at having used far too much energy. “Why, Ramon, what kind of girl do you think I am?”

			“A tired one,” Ramon said with a chuckle. He scooped her up into his arms and teleported the two of them to her living room. Sam was there on the couch, fast asleep. Ramon turned and made his way to Cade’s bedroom and laid her on the bed. She made a murmuring noise and turned onto her side.

			Ramon took the opportunity to remove her shoes and socks and examine the silvery skin of her feet. With the stress of the investigation tonight, he had been afraid that she would have re-injured herself. He was relieved to see that the bottoms of her feet were intact. No skin had broken. He traced the silver scars as they ran up her legs, moving her pant legs as carefully as he could to mid-calf. Everything looked fine, much to his relief. Her feet were a little pink and swollen where the silver scars hadn’t stretched the skin tight, but all in all, the healing burns had held up, much to Ramon’s relief.

			He pulled her pant legs back down and covered her with the soft, fluffy throw blanket she had at the foot of her bed. He leaned down and kissed her cheek as he gently caressed her honey-gold hair away from her face.

			“Sleep well, mi amore,” he said.

			He still had one more stop to make before he went back to the medical center. Teleporting out of Cadence’s room, he found himself in the waiting room at Croft’s office. His secretary was not there, which was understandable as it was late. Or early, depending on how you looked at it. He moved toward the secretary’s desk but paused as he thought, What the hell? The man is either in or he isn’t. Ramon moved to the door to Croft’s office and knocked.

			“Enter,” a deep, commanding voice said from the other side of the door.

			Ramon opened the door and entered the office. Croft looked up from the papers he had been going over and offered a smile and nod to Ramon. Ambient light in the office shone off the dark skin of Croft’s bald pate, and his large muscular build made the desk he sat at seem too small.

			The office was much like Ramon had anticipated. The shelves to Ramon’s right were filled not only with books and tomes, but many scrolls. A great deal of plant life grew in pots near the desk. Centered above Croft was a breathtaking painting of an Ibis in shallow water. On Croft’s desk, to the right, was an antique scale, the kind with two bowls, one on either side of the center, that must be equal. A white feather was resting in one of those bowls.

			“Ah, the good doctor,” Croft said in greeting. “How can I help you?” Croft put his papers to one side, gestured for Ramon to have a seat, then folded his hands together on the desk.

			“I have Inspector Snow in a room of the hospital,” Ramon said without preamble as he took the offered chair. “I’m not sure what to make of his condition.”

			A deep baritone chuckle emerged from Croft. “I’m not a doctor. Why would you want to seek me for answers?”

			“Because doctor or not, you are the one who trained Snow,” Ramon said in reply. “I think part of his injury may be due to using a particular power, and only you would know if he had the ability in question, as you would have had to teach it to him.”

			“As spirits, most of our gifts are innate, doctor,” Croft said.

			“Knowledge of this one isn’t innate,” Ramon countered. “I’ve kept my mouth shut in regard to what I suspect about you, Director Croft. It isn’t my business or my secret to tell. But I need confirmation because I need to know how best to treat Snow. I’m not even asking for your secrets. I’m asking you to come and look at his arm and verify if my theory about the injury is correct.”

			Croft was silent for a moment, regarding Ramon from behind steepled hands. After a heavy moment of silence between them, it was Croft who finally said, “And what is it you suspect?”

			“It doesn’t matter,” Ramon said. “Who or what you are isn’t the point. The point is that I have every available piece of information in order to treat my patient.” Ramon leaned forward, cupping his hands together as he eyed the ancient-looking set of scales on Croft’s desk. “I would appreciate it if you could meet me in the morning, once Snow has had a chance to rest.”

			Ramon rose and held out his hand. In it lay a red paper heart, like one might see on Valentine’s Day. He then set the paper heart lightly on the empty bowl of the scale opposite the bowl that held the white feather. The scales remained balanced. He bowed his head to Croft and then turned, closing the door to the office as he exited. He left Croft staring at the scales in contemplation.

		


		
			Chapter 2

			Liam

			Teeny was exhausted. They had investigated the prison until roughly 3:30 in the morning. That was when Detective Halleran had burst into the prison, running like hell for the gallows room. She had followed and had been completely unprepared for the sight of Liam, surrounded by broken glass and blood, one leg broken beyond recognition, covered in cuts and bruises. The ambulance ride to the hospital had been torturous as she sat there watching the EMT work Liam over.

			The emergency room had been no better. Nurses and staff peppered her with questions about Liam’s health history, blood type, the last time he had eaten, and a million other questions she only sometimes had the answers to. The emergency room doctor called in an orthopedic surgeon. By five in the morning, Liam was heading up for surgery, and she was in the waiting room of the surgery suite. She had dozed off on the vinyl-covered couch in the waiting room.

			“Ms. DeLucca?” Teeny opened her eyes as a woman called her name.

			“Yeah?” she said as she sat up, trying to push the grogginess from her brain. The sterile smell of the hospital invaded her nose. She glanced at the standard issue, white, round wall clock. It was almost 8:30 in the morning.

			“Dr. Michaels will be out here to talk to you in a minute, but after that, you can go to room 424 if you want. That’s the room Mr. McIntire has been admitted to,” the nurse said.

			“How is Liam?” Teeny felt the anxiety and panic creep back in as she thought of what he had looked like when they found him.

			“He’s in recovery. The doctor will be able to tell you more, but he’s not going to ICU if that helps,” the nurse reassured. She could see the familiar worry in Teeny’s eyes that most friends and family members had in this waiting room. She hoped she could ease it by assuring her that the ICU was not necessary.

			“Thank you,” Teeny said. She ran her hands through her black hair. She knew she looked a mess and didn’t really care much, but she also didn’t want to look like a completely insane person to the doctor.

			It took about five more minutes for Dr. Michaels to come out. He wore simple light blue scrubs and one of those light blue, paper, shower cap type hats. His dark brown hair was beginning to grey on both his head and his goatee. Glasses were dark-rimmed and worn over warm brown eyes.

			“Ms. DeLucca?” he asked as he approached her.

			“Yes, Dr. Michaels, right?” Teeny knew it had to be, but still, it seemed the appropriate response. She stood to greet him.

			“Yes, ma’am. Mr. McIntire is out of surgery and in recovery. He may be there a couple of hours, depending on how long it takes for him to come out of the anesthesia sufficiently,” the doctor said.

			“How is he? I mean, obviously not great since he had surgery, but what all happened? What did you do? Will he walk again?” A dozen more questions tumbled through Teeny’s mind, but those were the most important to her. Dr. Michaels gestured for her to have a seat on the sofa as he took a seat on a chair facing her, pulling it a bit closer.

			“He had three compound fractures to his right leg. Two broken ribs and a possible spinal cord injury. There is swelling from his fall, which is to be expected. Tomorrow, I will run more tests to see what we can find out about that. He also has a concussion and a fractured skull, but he got lucky in that the skull fracture is simple and linear, so it didn’t break the skin, and it shows no sign of vascular or brain damage,” the doctor finished.

			Teeny had gone ice cold the moment he had mentioned the spinal injury, and his words on the skull fracture were not as comforting as the doctor had intended them to be. She took a minute to go over everything he had said, and he sat there patiently as she processed it.

			“Do you mind if I go through this with you one by one?” Teeny asked because she knew surgeons were in demand and often stingy with their time. To his credit, Dr. Michaels shook his head.

			“Not at all. I want to make sure you understand. I’m sure you have friends and family to report this to,” he said.

			“Okay, the leg. Were you able to put it back together?” To Teeny, it had looked as though Liam’s leg had been trying to play Humpty Dumpty and had taken the full impact of the fall.

			“Yes. He is likely going to have nightmares with airport security from now on, though,” Dr. Michaels explained. “He has a couple of rods in place, and we had to do complete ankle and knee replacements as both of those were shattered beyond repair. There are some screws in there to hold the rods in place, too.”

			Teeny took a deep breath and moved to the question that was bothering her the most. “What about the spine?”

			“The trauma of the fall injured his lumbar spine, which is the part of the spine in the lower section of your back. We won’t know yet if it is a complete injury or an incomplete injury,” the doctor said.

			“What’s the difference?”

			“A complete injury means paralysis. An incomplete injury could mean anything from difficult mobility or sporadic pain to partial paralysis. We will be able to tell more once the anesthesia has worn off completely, which is why I will run more tests tomorrow.”

			“Okay,” Teeny said with a sigh, trying to wrap her brain around all of this. “I know about broken ribs. I know about concussions. What about the skull fracture?”

			“It’s not as horrific as I know it sounds,” Dr. Michaels said with an understanding smile. “It will take time to heal, but it didn’t break the skin, it didn’t web out, meaning multiple fracture lines, and it didn’t dent inward to damage the brain or to cause any issues with the veins there.”

			Teeny nodded with a sigh. “Okay. Is there anything else I should expect?”

			“Currently, he is catheterized. We’ve cleaned up the cuts, but a few did require stitches. Most of his bruises are on his back and legs. He is going to be on serious pain meds for a couple of days that will likely make him sleepy and perhaps a little loopy.” Dr. Michaels leaned forward a bit. “Now, I have a couple of questions for you.”

			“Shoot,” Teeny said.

			“I understand that you and he are part of a TV production that goes around investigating haunted places. That an accident while investigating is what caused the injury. Is that true?”

			“Yeah,” Teeny said, rubbing her face to try to wake herself up a bit. “Yeah, he was on his own, and it looks like the gallows trap fell open while he was on it.”

			“Then I assume you will need to let someone in your production company know. This would fall under Worker’s Compensation. They are also going to need to know that he is going to need to stay in town for a while. I expect at least five days in the hospital. Then, some time in a physical rehabilitation center if the spinal injury is less serious, which is what I am hoping for. Best case scenario, you are looking at about seven weeks in town.”

			Teeny’s jaw dropped. “Seven weeks? Here? Can he go to physical therapy at home instead?”

			“He could,” Dr. Michaels said. “However, he would then be switching to a different doctor who wasn’t there at the beginning of the injuries and treatment. That’s something most doctors don’t recommend. If you do decide to do that, however, I will gladly send his next doctor the records and consult with them over the phone. What’s important is Mr. McIntire’s recovery.”

			“Right,” Teeny said with a nod. She saw it that way and was glad the surgeon did. She only hoped their producer would as well.

			“Did the nurse give you his room number?”

			“Yeah, 424,” Teeny said.

			“He’s likely going to sleep for a few hours, even after recovery. Why don’t you go back to where you are staying, grab a shower, some food, and some rest? Doctor’s orders,” he said with a smile.

			Teeny managed to smile in return and nodded. “Thank you, Doctor.”

			“I’m sure I will see you tomorrow,” Dr. Michaels said. He stood and offered a hand to Teeny. She shook it as she rose from the couch.

			“See you tomorrow,” she said in return.

			She watched him leave then headed off while ordering an Uber from her phone since the van was still at the prison. She was going to go back to the hotel and shower and change. She might grab some food if she could convince herself to be hungry and then go get the van. She wanted to be back in the room by the time they brought Liam in. She didn’t want him to be alone when he woke up.

		


		
			Chapter 3

			What the Cat Dragged In

			Cadence sat at her desk, filling out the paperwork for the prison case. Her mind wasn’t on the task, however. She was furious. She had only stopped pacing and turned to work when she realized that pacing was only making her angrier. She was alone in the office, and she shouldn’t have been.

			She had checked in on Snow at the medical center. He was sleeping, but his arm still didn’t look good. She had also checked in with Sam on the phone. Things seemed to be fine on his end, but he was still wondering what had happened to Whitfield. And that was the question that was the crux of her anger. What had happened to Whitfield last night? Why didn’t he go where he was supposed to go? Why didn’t he contact them, return calls, or be in touch at all?

			Cadence shook her head and huffed, trying to clear the questions and anger from her head. She couldn’t do anything until Whitfield showed up, and she could talk to him. Being angry was doing nothing except winding her up, and she knew that. She tried to refocus herself and concentrate on the paperwork at hand, and there was plenty of it to do. Between the case itself, the arrest of spirits, not to mention the arrest of the monitor of the location, there was a metric ton of paperwork to be filled out and filed—not all of which she knew how to do.

			Cade looked up sharply as the door to the office opened. Snow walked in, closing it behind him. He was impeccably dressed, as always, in a dark gray suit with a light blue tie that matched his eyes. He still looked tired and pained, but waved her down as she started to get up.

			“I’m fine, I’m fine,” he said, trying to assure his partner.

			“Yeah, you look it,” she said sarcastically.

			He sat down at his desk, sighing. “Already started on the paperwork. I’m impressed. How are your legs doing after last night?”

			Cadence laughed bitterly and shook her head. “My legs? You just got out of the hospital after brawling with both some weird machine and with inmates of a prison, and yet you’re worried about my legs?”

			“I went into last night healthy. You went into it already wounded and having just returned after over a month’s recuperation. So yes, I am worried about the health of my partner,” he said with a small smile.

			“Were you even released, or did you just dodge Ramon and leave? And I’m doing okay, thanks,” she said the last part almost as an afterthought. “You were asleep when I checked on you a couple of hours ago.”

			“I healed a bit. It’s going to take time,” he said with a shrug. “But I’ll be fine. I just need to learn to not try to punch my way out of electromagnetic fields. And yes, your Ramon did release me.”

			“He’s not my Ramon,” Cadence said with a roll of her eyes at Snow’s little taunt.

			“Oh please,” Snow chuckled. “Be honest, I can see how the two of you feel about each other. It’s nothing to be defensive about.”

			Cadence scowled at him in response, but the dark expression didn’t last long. “Well, I’m glad you’re feeling well enough to be released. Though you still look as if you ought to go home and get a little more rest,” she said.

			“Not a chance,” Snow said. “We have work to do. Besides which, I am not about to miss you dressing down Whitfield.”

			“Oh?” Cadence laughed.

			“It should be quite the fireworks show,” Snow said with a nod.

			“Well, since you are here and he isn’t, maybe you can help me out with some of this paperwork. We haven’t done a case together where we’ve brought in spirits. I’m not quite sure what needs to be done.”

			“Just standard paperwork for the inmates we brought in. The former monitor, however...” Snow paused for a moment as he thought of how to phrase it. “Paperwork regarding the former monitor will be different. We will have to interview him before we can finish it.”

			“Interview him?” Cadence was surprised. She had thought that once they hauled him in, it would be done.

			“There are questions to be asked, Cadence,” Snow said. “Who he was working with? How the portal system came to be? How long it had been going on? And most importantly, why?”

			“Good point,” Cade said with a nod.

			“Plus, a new monitor is going to have to be assigned. What did you think of that Roland fellow?” Snow asked as he looked over at Cadence.

			For her part, Cade shrugged. “There’s not a ton left to choose from there, but yeah. He seemed alright. He at least had the balls to come talk to us after everything that had happened.”

			The office door opened, cutting off the conversation. Whitfield made his way in, looking sheepish. His wild ginger hair seemed more unruly than usual, and he looked tired.

			“My, my, my,” Cadence said slowly as Whitfield sat down at his desk. “Look what the cat dragged in.”

			“Sorry,” Whitfield apologized.

			“Sorry?” Cadence rose from her seat as she parroted his one-word reply. Meanwhile, Snow leaned back in his chair, crossing his arms over his chest to watch. “Sorry for what? Sorry for being completely out of contact last night? Sorry for not being where you were supposed to be when you were supposed to be there? Something which left an investigation completely unattended except for the psychic’s guardian spirit. Sorry for being late today? Sorry for completely ditching your responsibilities here to go do whatever it is you have been doing with the NHD?”

			For each question Cadence hurled at him, Whitfield shrank down into his chair a little more. His hands were clasped tightly in his lap, and he was staring at them with intensity.

			“Alright, Cadence,” Snow said. “Let the man answer.”

			Whitfield gave a quick, thankful glance to Snow and then looked back down at his hands. He couldn’t bring himself to look at Cadence. “I’m sorry for all of that,” he said, his voice quiet and small. “The NHD had me working on a project before you got back,” he said, lifting his head toward Cadence but only chancing a look at her chin before dropping his eyes again. “I thought I could finish it up before the investigations. I was so deep into what I was doing to finish it up that I lost track of time.”

			“And when Sam called, you didn’t answer,” Cadence said. She was still angry but saw how defeated and miserable Whitfield looked and couldn’t help but take her anger down a bit when she spoke.

			“I forgot to take my phone off silent from when we were at the prison the other day. It was in the pocket of my jacket, which I had put on the chair behind me,” Whitfield said.

			“Regardless,” Snow said, piping up, “you are supposed to be available to them only when you don’t have responsibilities here. You knew damned well that you had responsibilities to us. To those investigations. What happened last night should not have happened.”

			“Are you okay?” Whitfield asked Snow, realizing that he wasn’t the only one looking rough around the edges.

			“No, he was injured last night. He spent the rest of the night under Ramon’s care in the hospital after we got back from the prison,” Cadence said, her voice venomous as her fury riled up again. “Which you would have known about ages ago had you been doing your goddamned job. Or at least answered the fucking phone!”

			“Cadence, enough,” Snow said. “It’s obvious Whitfield feels bad about what happened.”

			It was true. Whitfield was still staring at his hands, eyes cast down in shame. He had shrunk in on himself and sank back into the chair as much as he could. “I’m sorry,” Whitfield said. “I know I screwed up; I know I owe Sam an apology, too. It won’t happen again.”

			Cadence sat back down in her chair and sighed. She let the heavy silence hang in the room for a minute before relenting. “Fine,” she said. “I accept your apology.” His acknowledgment that he owed Sam an apology, too, seemed to placate her ire at the situation and calm her down.

			Snow nodded in agreement. “As do I,” the Englishman said. “But do see that it doesn’t happen again. Last night could have turned out very badly for all of us. We’re just lucky that it didn’t.”

			“What did end up happening?” Whitfield asked with cautious curiosity. “Sam left me two messages. There was one message asking where I was and one message saying that the night was done, but nothing more.”

			“There is a really long and convoluted answer to that question,” Cadence said.

			“Oh?” Whitfield’s eyebrows raised, his forehead crinkling with the movement.

			“It turns out the ghosts of the girls were summoned by our favorite cult leader,” Cadence said with a sour note in her voice.

			“Why?” Whitfield’s surprise at this news was obvious.

			“To split the ghost hunters up,” Cadence said with a shrug. “Make them split their team into two for the night, which would then make chances lower that anyone would find out what was really going on at the prison.”

			“The prison? Are you saying the two investigations were connected?” It was plain to see that Whitfield couldn’t believe what he was hearing as he asked the questions.

			“We have to confirm a few things first,” Snow said, rising from his seat. “But it does look that way. Now, may I suggest that you find Sam and get the full details from him about his side of last night’s events? Cadence and I have a couple more loose ends to tie up, and then we can fill you in on our adventures.”

			“Sure,” Whitfield said, getting up from his chair. “I’ll see you two later. Call if you need me; I have the ringer on,” he added with a small smile.

			Snow nodded to Whitfield, and Whitfield left the office, teleporting away.

			“Ozzy?”

			Snow sighed in response. “Cadence, I’ve asked you not to call me that.”

			“No, you told me not to call you that. And by now, you know that telling me not to do something pretty much makes it mandatory that I do it,” she said with a grin. “You sent him off on purpose, didn’t you?”

			“I simply wanted your brother to receive the apology he deserves as soon as possible,” Snow said, spreading his hands out as if to say he held nothing else.

			“Uh-huh. And?” Cadence prompted.

			“And I see no need for him to be involved in our questioning of Mr. Pruitt. Whitfield’s absence from the other case aside, he was not involved in the prison investigation and has no need to be involved in this. He would end up asking us questions and likely derail the entire interrogation.”

			“Yeah, you’re right,” Cadence said with a nod.

			“So, shall we go speak with Mr. Pruitt?” Snow smiled at his partner, doing his best to ignore the continued ache in his arm.

			“Yes, let’s,” she replied, matching his smile with hers.

		


		
			Chapter 4

			The Interrogation

			Cadence had only been to the “jail” a couple of times, and both times had been early in her afterlife. Because of that, her memory of the place was blurred in with all the other places that had been shown to her as part of her training. Stepping into it now, she recalled that she didn’t like the vibe of the place.

			The most obvious reason for her dislike was the fact that the walls, floor, and ceiling of the area were all solid white. It just reinforced her opinion that nothing good ever happened in an all-white room because here were the worst of the worst of spirits. The blackness of their hearts, or auras, or whatever it was that made them so evil contrasted against the pure white walls. It made the hairs on the back of her neck stand on end, and she was hyper-aware of every little noise and motion. Despite being dead and having no pulse, she could swear she felt her heart beat faster in her chest. Her mouth also suddenly dried out. She wasn’t to the point of having leukophobia, a phobia of the color white, but she wasn’t too far off from it either.

			Snow was aware of his partner’s aversion to all-white rooms, but this was one place where the walls could not be changed for her comfort. Nothing could be changed here; it was purposefully designed that way. That way, a prisoner couldn’t make their cell into something more comfortable for them, a place darker so they could hide, or a place more akin to where they wanted to be. Overton had been able to change the prison he had been in over the course of time, with the use of a lot of energy. Here they were unable to hide in a dark corner or make fire pits or booby-trapped tunnels. They were unable to be anything but what they were for the rest of eternity.

			“Snow! Riley! Good to see you both,” the uniformed man at the desk said, standing to greet the two of them. He was a hefty middle-aged man with a thick mustache and a cheery demeanor.

			“Officer Garrett,” Snow said with a smile as he shook the hand offered to him by Garrett.

			“I had a feeling I would be seeing you two today. Brackett told me during shift change that you had brought some in last night.” Garrett shook Cade’s hand while he was talking. “So, which one are you here for?”

			“Pruitt,” the two said in unison.

			“This way,” Garrett said with a nod.

			Garrett led them down a hallway that was one white wall panel after another. Some panels had plaques with names on them. Snow had once told Cadence that behind those walls were the actual cells. The ones with the name plaques had been judged by the council, and it had been decided the worst punishment they could receive was to stay in the jail cell in perpetuity.

			Cadence shuddered a bit at the memory of that conversation. The thought of forever spent in a small, bare, all-white room was something she knew would end in her going insane. She followed Snow and Garrett past the wall panels with name plaques, staying close to them. As usual, she was unable to shake the feeling that something bad would happen. The unease was like a tightly clenched fist in her core that refused to relax. They stopped in front of a wall panel that had a sticky note with a number on it.

			“Here we go, cell 638. Your Mr. Pruitt is in here.” Garrett pulled a remote from his pocket that looked like a small TV remote. He pushed a few buttons, and the device gave three quick chirps. Garrett then handed it over to Snow. “Just make sure to give this back when you’re done. You know the ropes.”

			“Indeed,” Snow said as he took the remote with a nod. “Thank you, Officer Garrett.”

			“Welcome,” he said and then turned, heading back the way they had come.

			Snow pushed a button on the remote and the wall panel slid down into the floor. A wall of what looked like Plexiglas now stood between them and the errant prison monitor. He was still surrounded on all other sides by solid white walls. There was nothing else in the cell with him. No bed, no chair, nothing. His clothing had been changed. He no longer wore the uniform of a prison guard. He now was clad in what looked like loose-fitting white pajamas. He sat cross-legged on the floor, looking down at his lap, making no move to acknowledge that anyone was there.

			“Mr. Pruitt, I see you’ve settled in,” Snow said.

			Roy Pruitt didn’t move. He did nothing to acknowledge them. He simply sat there, staring at the floor.

			“Aww,” Cadence said, trying to goad him into a reaction. “Is the big bad man still angry he was beaten by a girl?”

			Pruitt’s expression darkened, the full mustache above his mouth twitched, and his fists clenched at his sides. He was struggling to keep still, to ignore them. When Cadence laughed in response to seeing his struggle, however, he rose to his feet and stormed toward the glass wall.

			“You little bitch,” he yelled out, his southern twang thick. “You got no idea who you are crossin’ by keepin’ me here.”

			“Well, really, Mr. Pruitt, that is what we are here to find out,” Snow said, his voice and manner calm despite Pruitt’s outburst.

			“Who were you working with on the other side of that portal?” Cadence crossed her arms in front of her as she asked this.

			“Portal?” Pruitt scoffed. “What portal?”

			“The one that we found in the Rec Room at Barrington,” Snow said. “The one you did such a good job of keeping us from all evening.”

			“The one you were sending prisoners through,” Cadence added.

			Roy looked between the two of them. “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he said, trying to stonewall them. “But you know what I do know? I know you two and that one ghost hunter have a working relationship. He was obviously working with the two of you. Wonder how news of that will be taken by the higher-ups at my hearing.”

			“Given that the working relationship we have with him is not only known by them but sanctioned as well, I would wager it will be taken just fine,” Snow said. “What they will not take well is a monitor who acted in opposition to his actual job. They will not look well upon your complete and total disregard for your duty. And it is quite definite that they will show ire at your attacks on the two of us.”

			“You two ain’t no better’n me,” Roy said, looking amused. “You just got a bigger area to look after. Yer just jumped-up monitors.”

			“You couldn’t be more wrong, Roy,” Cadence said. “But something that might help them be a little kinder to you in your hearing would be answering our questions. Telling us what was going on.”

			“You think I care ‘bout helpin’ you?” Roy laughed and shook his head. “Yer barkin’ up the wrong tree there.”

			“What about helping yourself, Mr. Pruitt?” Snow asked.

			“I am helping myself,” Roy said, and there was a determined fire in his eyes that said he believed what he was saying. “I’m helping myself to stay out of oblivion.”

			“Big word for you,” Cadence said. “Who threatened you with it to make you learn it?”

			“Yer mouth does an awful lot of runnin’, missy,” Roy said as he narrowed his eyes at Cadence. “You oughtta look to stoppin’ it.”

			“It doesn’t matter,” Snow said, cutting Cadence off before she could retort. “Roland, one of your last inmates, was straightforward with us. He disclosed what you were doing. We were just giving you the chance to come clean, own what you did, and perhaps help us catch someone who is dangerous.”

			Roy frowned, once more looking between the two on the other side of the glass from him. “Roland don’t know everything,” Roy said.

			“This is the only chance we’re giving you, Roy,” Cadence said. “We will not be back after this.”

			“Don’t expect you’ll be doing much at all if’n you keep on pokin’ about in this,” Roy said. “You ain’t as safe as you think. That’s all I’m gonna say.”

			“Mr. Pruitt, you were a good man. You were an honorable man,” Snow said to appeal to what might be left of the good inside the guard.

			“Past tense,” Roy said. “Ain’t the case no more. I’m done talkin’.” To emphasize the point, Roy turned and walked back to the middle of the room. He sat back down on the floor, his back still to them.

			Snow sighed in disappointment and shook his head. He pushed a button on the remote and the white wall panel slid up, going back into place with barely a sound made. They made their way back through the white hallways to the desk at the entrance to the cell area. Garrett was seated at his desk talking to a tall, black, bald man who both Snow and Cadence instantly recognized.

			“Alistair,” Snow said in greeting to his friend and boss. “What brings you down here?”

			“I was looking for the two of you, and when you weren’t in your office, I figured the next most likely place for you to be was here,” Croft said. “How’s your arm?”

			“Oh, it will be fine,” Snow said, waving Croft’s concern away. “Why were you looking for us?”

			“And how did you know about his arm?” Cadence asked.

			Croft lifted an amused eyebrow and looked at Cadence. “I know when my people get hurt.” He then took an envelope out of his blazer’s inner pocket and handed it to Snow. “For the new monitor of Barrington Prison,” Croft said. “I was hoping for you two to deliver it for me.”

			“At least the title is going to someone who is bit more on the up and up than Pruitt was,” Cadence said, seeing Roland’s name on the envelope.

			“Indeed,” Croft said with a nod. “I’m hoping you two can speak more
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