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      The dead of night closed in as old, dark iron gates towered above me, a thick metal chain hanging from the large skull and cross bones welded to the rails, poison ivy winding its way around the lock. Flames leaped from torches high above the gates, and the black arch held a sign—The Lethal Garden.

      Voices from deep within the courtyard floated to me on the breeze—voices that were not friendly.

      I needed to hear what they were saying, innately knowing their words could save my life.

      Taking a step closer to the gates I bit my lip wondering how to get inside when I noticed the padlock hung loose, unlocked by those who’d entered before me.

      Slowly reaching out, I pushed open the gate, willing it to be silent. I was in someone’s dream, and I wasn’t meant to be there. Whose dream it was, I had yet to learn.

      Moving quickly toward the voices, I hid in the shadows of the laburnum trees, stepping carefully around the castor oil plant knowing its toxin was deadly. Large yellow flowers of angel’s trumpet hung waiting to be picked by someone lured by its noxious beauty. Midnight bluebells of wolf’s bane swayed in the breeze, just waiting to kill. Deadly nightshade trailed across the dirt, and I held my breath as I passed the noxious, cyanogenic fumes of the laurel.

      Every dazzling plant in this lovingly tended garden had the ability to kill, to destroy lives with a simple touch. I knew how deadly they were, yet their beauty was bewitching, enticing me to pick their flowers, but I had to resist their intoxicating perfume and stay focused. I crossed my arms over my chest and pulled my gaze away breaking the spell they cast.

      The warning came from across the garden. “We must wait for the precise moment.” The woman’s long black dress and cloak told me she was from another time. “Once the lunar eclipse has passed, it must be the first moonlight that falls on the leaves. That’s what makes it so powerful.” She held a potted plant, the silver foliage almost sparkling under the moonlight.

      “Valeria, be careful. It’s far more dangerous than you know.”

      “Don’t worry, my sister. I know what I’m doing. If I get this right, then I will become the first night demon. With that power I can control everyone.” She cackled.

      “But what about me?”

      “You will be the second, and together we will rule them all.”
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      I snapped my eyes open and glanced around the room, grounding myself. Spending time in other people’s dreams left me feeling strange and out of sorts, but this one in particular left me shaken. I had no idea why I was so scared as I usually took comfort from my dreams.

      “Daisy, were you daydreaming again?”

      I blinked against the glare of the overhead hospital lighting and spun to the man sitting alongside my hospital bed, inhaling sharply as his smoke-grey eyes looked into my soul. He had a perfect set of dimples, sexy five o’clock shadow, and was a dangerous mix of vulnerability and masculinity.

      “Yes, and it wasn’t fun.” I placed my hand over my heart and willed the fear to flee as visions of the garden caused a weight to sit in my soul. “When am I ever going to slip into someone’s dream while they’re chatting with Chris Hemsworth?” I joked, not wanting to relive the dream by replaying it out loud.

      “Only chatting with him?” Charlie raised a quizzical eyebrow. We’d only met a short time ago, but he already knew me so well.

      “Okay, maybe he’d be shirtless at the time.” I chuckled as Charlie’s warmth pushed the cold away. “Now would you stop staring at me like that.” I hated people staring at me. It made me hyperaware of the freckles scattered across my nose, my sallow skin, and my chapped lips. And the way the sheet was tucked tight against my body did nothing to enhance my bust, even though spending weeks in a coma had definitely helped narrow my waistline. I guess there really was an upside to everything.

      Charlie’s smile reached megawatt status as he looked away from the me lying in the bed then back at the me he was conversing with.

      “No! Not me,” I explained jabbing a thumb at my chest. “Me.” I turned and pointed at my physical body lying on the hospital bed.

      Shortly before Christmas a failed attempt had been made on my life, leaving me in a coma, stuck somewhere between life and death. My little Chihuahua, Alfie, had called to me, and my spirit had woken up in a strange man’s bedroom. The man, aka Charlie, was one of two people who could see me, and he happened to be a blessing—despite the fact that at the moment he was studying my unconscious body and making me feel extremely uncomfortable.

      “But you’re so cute.” Charlie beamed, the crinkles around his eyes deepening.

      “Really? I think I look terrible. I mean, check out my greasy hair.” My ash blonde curls were tucked behind my ears. My long eyelashes curled without the help of a mascara wand, and my features were relaxed. Admittedly, I appeared peaceful, but as my emotions were felt with my soul I knew the truth of what was really going on inside.

      Charlie chuckled, and a delicious thrill danced down my spine.

      “Just adds to your charm.” He wriggled his eyebrows as he pointedly gazed at my spirited face.

      “What does my spirit look like to you?” I asked, attempting to fiddle with a loose thread hanging from the hem of my Christmas pajamas and making a silent promise to myself if I woke up, I’d always go to bed looking my best. It appeared my mother had been right, and you just never knew when you were going to get hit by a bus. Or in my case, have someone attempt to murder you.

      “What do you mean?”

      “Well, I look down at my hands and I see them, but when I try to touch them it’s like grabbing fog. They’re not really there.” I wiggled my spirit fingers to demonstrate.

      Charlie shook his head. “You look whole to me, only your color is a little less vibrant than a full-bodied person.”

      “Is that how you see the other spirits who usually hang around with us?” I asked, referring to my new friends Frank and Elsie.

      “No. They’re transparent.”

      Well, that was interesting. “Do you think that means I have a chance of rejoining the living anytime soon?” Hanging around as a spirit had its advantages, but I couldn’t wait to be reunited with my body. I missed the little things like the wind on my face and the scent of freshly cut flowers.

      “You are living.”

      “Okay,” I responded, rolling my eyes. “Do you think I have any chance of rejoining the conscious anytime soon.” I grinned.

      Charlie nodded. “I think so. Your color gets more vibrant every single day.”

      My shoulders relaxed as a warm feeling started around my heart, and the monitor attached to my sleeping body gave an erratic little beep. Charlie had that effect on me. Apart from the fact he was extremely good-looking and had more muscles than I’d ever seen, he was fun, caring, and had the ability to make my pulse race just a little bit faster.

      “You must be getting closer,” he continued, gently touching the back of my sleeping hand. “The reactions your spirit experiences are affecting your body more and more.”

      The monitor went berserk. It appeared my unconscious self had an even bigger reaction to Charlie.

      Urgh! As technically I was still engaged to another man, this was a really bad thing.

      “I wish I could write,” I mused.

      “Why?”

      “My mental list of things to do when I wake up is getting too long for me to remember everything. I need to have something in writing.”

      “I’m good at those.” Charlie pulled his phone from the back pocket of his jeans and his long fingers started to tap on the screen. “All right. I’ve titled it ‘Things for Daisy to Do.’ Tell me everything.”

      “You may regret this.” I laughed, tapping my fluffy sock against the cushion of air beneath my feet. “Okay, job number one is to buy some new pajamas.”

      “What’s wrong with the ones you’re wearing? I think they’re kind of sexy.”

      Oh boy.

      “You’re a weird man, Charlie O’Sullivan.”

      He shrugged. “I’ve been called worse. Now what’s number two on the list?”

      I was about to say, Call my fiancé and tell him the engagement is over, but that would raise too many questions from Charlie, questions I just wasn’t ready to answer. Plus, that was a conversation I should first have with Logan.

      “Job number two is to reopen my flower shop. It’s sad seeing the doors closed this time of year.”

      I stared absently at the small tree sitting on the table next to my bed, unsure whether I was sad it would soon be removed or happy a new year was about to start. The week between Christmas and New Year’s Day was always a busy time for a florist. In past years I would have already been pulling down some of the Christmas decorations and swapping them out for much more celebratory bouquets. The Christmas wreaths would be changed to party ribbons, banners would be strung behind the counter, and champagne baskets would become my biggest order. I sighed, missing my little shop more and more with each passing day.

      The steady beep of the monitors attached to my body were the soundtrack of the sterile-looking room, the bouquet of yellow gerberas on my bedside table a much-needed splash of color. The fluorescent lighting flooded the space, shining against the plastic oxygen tube tucked under my nose and highlighting the feeding tube taped around my rosebud lips. I slept like I hadn’t a care in the world. If only my soul felt that much peace.

      “When am I going to wake up?”

      “When you’re ready.”

      “I am ready!”

      “Then something must be stopping you. Can you think what that could be?”

      My sigh came from deep within. “No. I spend every single second of the night thinking about it, and so far I have nothing.” It appeared sleeping wasn’t something a spirit stuck between two worlds was able to do, which was a real buzzkill as dreams were my superpower—quite literally. But I’d only recently learned I was a night demon.

      Now, I know that sounds terrible, and it kind of is, as night demons visit people in their dreams and often make them do horrible things. But I only use my newfound powers for good, and I never deliberately pop in to spy on anyone’s dreams. Okay, I may have popped into Charlie’s dream once, but when I saw him kissing his guardian angel, Anastasia, I hurriedly removed myself and vowed to never do that again…unless it helped me get to the bottom of all the strange events happening in town lately. Then I’d maybe do it again. But only maybe.

      My small hometown of Dandelion Ponds wasn’t a big place. Its population was around seven thousand. We had two churches, one hospital, and one shopping center. Plus, it was headquarters for a coven of night demons who had previously tried to recruit me, but my father had protected me right up until the day he died. Then his power had been passed to me along with his small fortune. Shame he’d never thought to tell me all of this while he’d had a chance. It definitely would have made my life a lot easier.

      “Have you tried putting yourself back together lately?” Charlie asked, perching himself on the edge of my bed.

      “Not for a day or so.”

      “Try now.” He patted the mattress.

      “It’s a waste of time.” I pouted

      “Come on. It can’t hurt, and you just never know what’s going to happen. Plus, there’s something I want to try.” He flashed a lobsided grin, and my heart melted. It appeared I’d lost complete control of my actions whenever Charlie was involved. “Do you trust me?” He gazed into my soul, and my monitors spiked.

      “Completely.” I couldn’t hide my grin as I moved alongside my sleeping self before hopping up and lying directly on top of my body, aligning myself perfectly. I closed my eyes and willed my soul to reunite with my living cells. Lately the reactions of my physical body were felt by my soul, which had to mean I was getting closer to being whole again, right?

      Charlie stirred alongside me, and I heard the sheets rustle. Seconds later a warm whisper of breath danced across my cheek and a jolt of electricity zinged down my spine. My eyes shot open as Charlie placed a delicate kiss on my cheek, his own eyes closed, a smile playing in their corners.

      I sighed as our souls connected. It was a common reaction I had to him, and one I never wanted to take for granted. Today however, the pull was stronger.

      “Do that again,” I pleaded quietly.

      His eyelids blinked open. “Did you feel something?”

      Did I ever. “Your breath…on my cheek,” I explained, lifting my hand to my face, my thoughts jumbled. “I’ve never felt that before.”

      He swallowed hard. “Want to try it again?”

      Words failed me, so I nodded my consent.

      “Close your eyes,” he whispered, placing a hand on either side of my body as he leaned in close. I stifled my blissful sigh and did as asked before heat blasted my lips. His kiss was soft and delicate, and desire flashed through every cell I owned as my sleeping self stirred.

      “It’s working,” he whispered, his voice croaky. His smile was dreamy as his eyes lingered on my lips, and the background monitors played a symphony.

      I lifted my spirited hand and wiggled my fingers. “I think my sleeping body is just having a reaction to you.”

      “Then we should do it again. Your body’s responding. That’s a good sign.”

      I was about to add that my soul was responding too as my spirit had ached with the need for his touch, but the desire was quashed as the door to my room flung open, and both Charlie and I looked toward the angry gasp travelling across the room.

      Logan Cutter stood tall, his hands jammed into the pockets of his open jacket, his designer stubble highlighting the tight line of his mouth. His dark jeans hugged his backside and his t-shirt looked like it was sprayed onto his toned torso.

      “Get away from my fiancée,” he growled, his emerald-green eyes locked onto Charlie, his teeth bared into a scowl.

      Uh-oh.

      The rubber soles of his sneakers squeaked against the vinyl floor as his long legs strode across the room.

      Charlie groaned as a heaviness settled into his soul. I knew. I could feel it.

      He pushed off the bed and moved away from me, his own jaw set hard as he faced up to Logan. “Hello to you, too.” He scowled, his dislike for Logan plastered in his sneer.

      I sat up straight, my eyes wide, worried as to how this would play out.

      “How many times do I have to tell you to stay away from Daisy?” Logan jabbed a finger into Charlie’s chest, his creased brow disappearing into the dark widow’s peak at the center of his forehead.

      Charlie ground his teeth as his jaw clenched. “What do you care?”

      “Are you serious?” Logan demanded, moving in dangerously close and pulling himself up to his full height.

      “From what I can tell, you barely seem to care about Daisy. You rarely visit her and only seem interested in yourself.”

      “For your information, I visit her every day.” Logan’s voice cracked on the last words, and he averted his gaze.

      As I had no idea what happened to my sleeping body when my spirit wasn’t around, I had no way to know if he was telling the truth.

      “Huh, well it’s convenient you’re never there when she needs you,” Charlie finished.

      Logan swallowed hard as I gasped.

      “Charlie!” I scolded. “That’s not fair.” Innocent until proven guilty, right?

      His gaze momentarily flicked to me.

      “Yeah, but it’s convenient you are!” Logan spat, his shoulders rigid, completely unaware of my presence.

      “What do you mean by that?”

      “For a guy who says he never knew Daisy before she fell into a coma, you sure hang around her a lot. What are you? Some kind of pervert?”

      Charlie dismissed Logan with a glance. “You don’t deserve her,” he said under his breath.

      “Daisy would disagree.”

      “I don’t think so.” Charlie shook his head and took a step closer to me.

      Logan opened his mouth to respond, but the hospital door swung open once again—only this time Charlie’s mother, Dorothy, stuck her head around the corner.

      “Yoo-hoo!” She beamed as she stepped into the room. Remnants of snow balanced on the lengths of her fire engine red locks which poked from beneath a crocheted hat. Her tie-dyed scarf flapped open over her red cable-knit jumper, and her long gypsy skirt swirled around her yellow polka dot rubber boots. Her oversized tote bag seemed to wiggle with a life of its own.

      She didn’t need her psychic abilities to gauge the energy in the room, and her gaze flipped between the two men.

      “Well, well, well. Logan Cutter. How are you?” she asked, stepping between them. Her shoulders tensed, and I wasn’t sure whether she was protecting Charlie from Logan or vice versa. Either way, she was a mother in protection mode.

      Logan had enough sense or manners to take a step backward and reassess his attitude. Town gossip had Dorothy pegged as a witch, and even though Logan had told me he didn’t believe in such things, he tended to err on the side of caution.

      “Mrs. O’Leary.” He nodded in lieu of hello.

      “So, what’s going on here?” she asked, placing her bag on the floor. Instantly it shimmied, and a small yap sounded from within. Charlie leaned down, pulled back the zipper, and the little black nose of my Chihuahua, Alfie, poked out.

      “Mom!” Charlie reprimanded. “You can’t bring a dog in here. The hospital has rules against it.”

      “Tsk,” she replied, waving her hand dismissively. “He wanted to see Daisy, and I know she wants to see him. Maybe he’s just what she needs to wake up. It seems she doesn’t want to wake for either of you.”

      Ready to argue, Logan’s mouth dropped open, but as Dorothy crossed her arms over her chest and raised her eyebrows, he hurriedly snapped his lips together.

      At least it had diffused the tension between the men. If only temporarily.

      “Alfie,” I cried as he bounded toward me. Despite the fact I couldn’t touch him, I knelt in front of him and inhaled his aura. He immediately spun in circles, his eyes bright, his tongue flapping to the side. All my tension dissolved.

      Dorothy winked at me then moved to Alfie and lifted him onto the bed. As he licked the chin of my sleeping body, a warm feeling started to grow around my heart.

      “Why haven’t we tried this before?” I muttered, wondering if this was exactly what I needed.

      “There’s something special about this dog,” she explained.

      “We always did have a unique connection.”

      Dorothy nodded, the bobble on the end of her hat wobbling as she moved. “He’s your familiar.”

      “My what?”

      “Familiar. It’s an animal with the capability of heightening your abilities.”

      “Oh, I’m not sure about that, but I do feel calmer when he’s around.”

      “He called you to Charlie, didn’t he?”

      “Who’s she talking to?” Logan demanded, his voice loud and echoing in the room.

      To be fair, Logan couldn’t see my spirit, and it would look like Dorothy was talking to herself.

      “She’s chatting to Daisy.” Charlie threw him a glare.

      “Does she think Daisy can respond, does she?” Sarcasm laced Logan’s words.

      “She can. You just can’t hear her.”

      Logan’s eyes widened. “Are you kidding me? Daisy is in a coma. I know they say people in comas can hear, but they can’t respond.”

      “She’s talking to Daisy’s spirit.”

      Logan’s jaw dropped.

      “Daisy’s spirit is sitting right in front of her,” Charlie continued, pointing directly at me.

      “Really?” I cautioned, before standing. “I don’t think it’s a good idea, Charlie. Logan isn’t ready to know you can see my spirit.”

      “I don’t care what Logan’s ready for. It’s the truth,” Charlie replied, exasperated.

      Logan’s jaw tensed.

      “I don’t care about you either,” he snarled. “The only thing I care about is getting you to stay away from Daisy.”

      “Logan,” Dorothy interjected, “if having Charlie close helps Daisy, then that’s a good thing.”

      Logan’s eyes bulged as he stammered to respond. “Good…good thing? He’s a psycho! I walked in here to find him kissing a woman in a coma!”

      Dorothy’s gaze flipped to Charlie as she struggled to hide her smirk.

      “You kissed her?” she asked.

      Color raced up Charlie’s neck only stopping as it reached his ears.

      “If Daisy were awake, she’d have you arrested,” Logan continued, ignoring the glee in Dorothy’s eyes. “In fact, maybe I should do just that.” A vein in his neck pulsed as he jammed his fist into his jeans pocket and retrieved his phone.

      Charlie’s jaw clenched. “If Daisy were awake, I know which one of us she’d be reporting to the police.”

      “I want you both out of here,” Logan yelled. “I’m calling security.”

      “Go for it!” Charlie retaliated. “They won’t do your bidding. You don’t have Daisy’s old BFF, Lilli, here to help you with her powers anymore.”

      I gulped as the sound of her name caused painful memories to stir. Lilli, too, was a night demon. We’d had a bond closer than I had with my sister, but recently I’d learned exactly what she was prepared to do with her powers. And believe me, it was never good.

      “Leave her out of this!” Logan spat.

      “Why? It’s all true.”

      “Lilli never helped me like that.”

      “As if I’d believe that,” Charlie replied disdainfully.

      Logan looked wrong-footed as he stepped backwards, rubbing his face. A bead of sweat broke out on his forehead, and his breathing came deep and fast.

      “Charlie, stop,” I cried, my emotions tangled. “He feels guilty enough about what happened. You don’t need to reinforce it.”

      Charlie moved his eyes to meet mine. “You’re defending him?”

      “No! It’s just that this isn’t achieving anything.”

      “Who are you talking to?” Logan yelled.

      “Daisy!” Charlie and Dorothy both yelled.

      “He can’t see me,” I screamed throwing my hands in the air.

      “He can’t feel you either,” Charlie snapped, taking a step closer to my sleeping body. As his hand touched mine, his voice softened. “Not like I can. And not like you can feel me.”

      Gently lifting my hand to his lips, he kissed my fingertips. My insides melted, and my heart rate monitor went berserk.

      Logan moved beside me, shoved Charlie aside and took my hand in his own. Copying Charlie, he kissed my palm, but much to his dismay, my monitor only slowed back to its steady rhythm.

      His eyes hardened as his lips trembled. Squeezing my hand tight, he leaned down and kissed me firmly on the lips.

      I moved to stand alongside him, but my heart ached, and I knew what I had once felt for him was no longer there. I still loved him, but not in the same way I was falling for Charlie.

      Maybe Dorothy was right when she’d said you only ever have one soul mate.

      Silence descended on us all as Logan gulped, his jaw tense. Blinking back tears, he slowly lowered my hand to the sheets.

      “It’ll be different when she wakes up. She won’t be under any spells you have over her.” He pointed his accusation to Dorothy. His fingers flexed as he spun to face Charlie. “Until then I suggest you get out of here and stay away from her. Or else.”

      “Or else what?”

      Logan’s voice was low and menacing as he jabbed Charlie in the chest. “Or else I’ll kill you.”

      Charlie released a bark of laughter and swatted the hand away. “Good luck trying.”

      Logan reddened before pulling his shoulder back and clenching his fist. As he swung toward Charlie, Charlie ducked, and Logan stumbled from his own force.

      I squealed, Alfie yapped, and Dorothy stomped her foot as she forced her hands on her hips.

      “Boys!” she yelled. Only neither of them listened.

      Logan hurriedly regained his balance then lunged at Charlie, knocking them both to the floor. Dorothy rolled her eyes before reaching into her bag and retrieving a small brown bottle. Unscrewing the lid filled the room with the scent of bergamot and lavender.

      “Blessed be, breathe calm into thee, and allow the scent to soothe.” She chanted as she sprinkled the potion over the men.

      It took a moment, but Logan’s eyes glazed over, and Charlie pushed him off.

      “Hurry and get up,” Dorothy demanded. “The potion only lasts a moment. He’ll be back to his angry self in a second.”

      “What did you do that for?” Charlie demanded, rubbing his nose as he got to his feet. “I’m perfectly capable of controlling Logan.”

      “Yeah, it looked that way,” she snapped, smacking her lips into a tight line.

      “Charlie, please,” I begged. “Calm down.”

      “I’m not the one who started it,” he reminded me.

      “I know. But Logan’s just…lost.”

      Charlie held my gaze as his thoughts flashed through his eyes. Anger dissolved into confusion and finally settled on hurt.

      His jaw tensed as his fists balled, and he lowered his gaze to the floor as he took some slow breaths. “I’m going home. It seems I’m not wanted here.”

      “Don’t be like that,” I pleaded. “I just need to wake up and explain everything to Logan and then life can...move on.”

      Charlie nodded as he grabbed his jacket from chair and then stomped from the room.

      Moments later Logan shook himself off and stood, his gaze unfocused. He glared at Dorothy before stumbling after Charlie and almost knocking over the nurse in blue scrubs who had poked her head around the door.

      “Is everything okay in here?” she asked, glaring at Logan before moving toward my monitors and pressing a few buttons.

      “Sorry, Amanda. Charlie and Logan just didn’t see eye to eye on something,” Dorothy explained.

      “So, I heard.” She grimaced. “After everything Daisy has been through, Logan’s pretty protective of her.” Amanda had been one of my nurses since my arrival at the Dandelion Ponds Regional Hospital and had met most of my family and friends who regularly visited me. Through her attentiveness she’d often been privy to some of their most private feelings.

      “Yeah, the testosterone was pumping.” Dorothy grinned good naturedly. “But
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