
SUNSET OF SHADOWS

(Ghost Bus Riders Book 3)

Barbara G.Tarn

***
[image: ]


Barbara G.Tarn copyright © 2021

electronic edition by Unicorn Productions

Cover composite by Ba.G

Young Urban Fantasy Male Mage in Black Leather Jacket and Jeans © Ravven/Depositphoto

Magic wisps © Neostock

Urban city road with car light trails at night © paulgrecaud/Depositphoto

October 2021

***
[image: ]


SUNSET OF SHADOWS

(Ghost Bus Riders Book 3)

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​JANUARY: THE VISION


[image: ]


Jay got off the military airplane with Karanveer Singh and the rest of the team, heading along the tarmac towards the buildings of Kargil Airport. It felt good to be home and breathe the cold air of Ladakh after months in the heat of Malaysia.

The mountains around him were white with snow, but Jay didn't care that it was the lowest average temperature of the whole year in the area. He didn't mind winter and looked forward to getting home, showering and cuddling with Dolma.

He had missed her during the latest mission. The War on Terror was never-ending, despite the pandemic that had hit the world almost a year earlier. His duty had called again back in October and now it was already the new year... so many festivals missed in the multi-religious town!

He reached the parking lot and found his battered old car where he had left it, covered with snow. Groans came from all the team members who had to clean their windshields and hope their cars would start after being parked for so long.

Jay turned on the ignition, crossing his fingers. The old car sputtered and died. Sighing, Jay got out and asked Karanveer to jumpstart his battery, since his friend and teammate was warming up his engine. Karanveer's newer car had started on the second attempt.

They connected the cables and Jay sat in the driver's seat, turning on the ignition again. This time the old car came to life, so he exhaled in relief. He detached the cables and closed the hood of the car, thanking Karanveer for the help.

He waved good-bye to the team and drove the eight kilometers between the airport and the town of Kargil. He parked in front of the three-story building in which was the small apartment he shared with Dolma, facing the Suru River. He loved the sight of water from his bedroom window.

He grabbed his duffel bag from the trunk and checked the time. Dolma should be home from her main job at the radio station, AIR Kargil AM 648. Dolma wasn't a broadcaster, she worked in administration, which left her with some time to write for Reach Ladakh Bulletin and Rangyul/Kargil Number as a freelancer.

Jay suspected she was considering starting an indie writer career, especially since lockdown, but they hadn't discussed it yet. He would back her anyway. His army salary kept them fed and sheltered, although since he had been hired by the Research & Analysis Wing he spent very little time at home. That might be the reason they hadn't managed to organize a proper wedding yet.

They had met at the University of Ladakh in Kargil, where they both got their degrees, then, after a year and a half apart while Jay enrolled in the Indian Military Academy at Dehradun, he had joined the army, since his father was an Indian officer stationed in Kargil.

Jay and Dolma had been together for almost ten years and had shared that apartment for nearly five. Jay had it in mind to ask for a wedding license on their 10th anniversary. He was going to propose tonight, having bought an engagement ring in Malaysia.

Dolma was used to his long absences by now. He had sent her a telegram with his approximate return date, and found it unopened in the overflowing mailbox. Weird. It looked as if Dolma hadn't picked up the mail in weeks. Had she been sick?

Jay took the stairs, checking his phone, but there were no messages. Internet access in Kargil depended on the mood of BSNL, so it was useless checking his email. He had a military phone, but when he was away on a mission it was hard to keep in touch with Dolma, and not just because of the secrecy of his job.

Officially he was still in the army, not even Dolma knew he'd been a field officer of RAW since 2014, after the September stand-off with China in the disputed Chumar region. The Line of Actual Control had a heavy Indian Army and indo-Tibetan Border Police forces presence which had frequent stand-offs with People's Liberation Army forces from China.

After that close proximity to Chinese troops, Jay had been asked to join the Research & Analysis Wing, but he hadn't been able to talk about it at all. That was the nature of his job with the Indian secret service, although he suspected his father was high enough up in the military to know. Now retired, Colonel Pradeen Sood might even have suggested his son's name to RAW.

Jay reached his door and found the key in one of his parka pockets.

"Honey I'm home!" he said entering the apartment.

Silence was the answer. The living room and small kitchen were empty, and slightly dusty, as if abandoned. He started to worry. If Dolma had gotten sick, she had probably gone back to her parents' and had no way of letting him know.

He headed for the bedroom, and it looked the same way. Like when they came back from vacations, with a layer of dust that meant it had been empty for much longer than a couple of weeks.

The wardrobe was open and empty. He dropped the bag in front of it, puzzled, and noticed the folded sheet of paper with his name on it at the bottom, where Dolma's shoes used to be.

You lied about your current job and about your real mother. I can't do this anymore. I'm going back to my parents'. Don't call me. Dolma.

Jay frowned. How had she found out? Who told her about RAW, but mostly, who told her about Mekhala the Yakshini, his father's spirit bride of a few years?

He slumped, seated, on the double bed behind him, reading the note again. Dolma was gone. Who had informed her?

He decided to have that shower. Water calmed him and helped him think. Sighing, he rose again and started undressing, heading for the bathroom.

His real job wasn't the only thing he had kept from Dolma, but how could he explain to her he was half-blood? He was the son of a nature-spirit connected with water, fertility, trees, the forest and wilderness, an inoffensive nature-fairy associated with woods and mountains, and he had his own gifts.

Thirty-one years ago, Mekhala the Yakshini had met Pradeen Sood and they had fallen in love. They had married and Jayshree had been born soon after – he'd be thirty-one in a couple of months. He had his father's physical features and his mother's connection to water.

Mekhala was a Water Elemental and Jay could manipulate water and breathe it, moving through it as if it were air. But he had his father's raven hair and brown eyes, and a bronze complexion that made Dolma's Balti skin tone seem pale in comparison

Some unspoken rule dictated that Elemental spouses must be kept secret, or they vanished, forgetting their human partner and offspring, which had happened when Jay was six. His army father had sent him to boarding schools and they had seen each other only during school breaks for years.

Jay had risked being an orphan when his father was involved in the Kargil war, but thank the gods Pradeen Sood had made it through Operation Vijay. His father had been happy to hear Jay would join the army too when the time came to choose a career.

Jay had found real friends at RAW more than in his battalion. Even though he had bonded with Karanveer at the Indian Military Academy in Dehradun during training, they had been posted to two different places as lieutenants. It was a joy to be reunited under Captain Amir Singh and working for RAW.

The Indian intelligence service teams were smaller and tended to be tight-knit, like families. They watched each other's back constantly, so that each member could go back to his or her family.

When Jay was clean and calmer, he checked the kitchen, but there was no food. Before going out to grab something to eat, he decided to call Dolma's parents. He considered them his in-laws and they seemed to be quite fond of him.

Except Dolma's mother was quite cold on the phone. She said Dolma didn't want to speak to him and that she had gone back to her ancestral home back in November – so almost as soon as he was off on his mission. He tried to find out who Dolma had spoken to before deciding to move out, but her mother remained vague and asked him not to bother them ever again.

Sighing, Jay went out to grab some dinner. Sunset over the snowy mountains was a glorious sight. He went to his favorite restaurant and while he waited for his food, he tried calling Dolma's best friend, but she must have blocked him as Dolma had. Damn.

He went home when the sky was dark, but the street was still well-lit. As he was about to enter the apartment, the door across the landing opened, and the army wife living there greeted him.

"Since you're back, I have some of your mail," she said, offering a batch of bills and junk mail. "I promised Dolma to collect it regularly, but lately I have been sick and haven't gone out much."

"Thanks," he said, taking the batch of mail. "Do you need anything?"

"No, thank you. Home delivery keeps me fed." She smiled. She was about ten years older than him, and her children were all off to university or their own lives. Her husband was a cheerful Punjabi man who was nearing retirement age, and they would probably go back to Punjab within the year.

"So Dolma knocked on your door before leaving," he said hesitantly. "What did she tell you?"

"Only that she couldn't stand the wait anymore," the woman answered. "It takes stamina for us to wait for the visit that tells us you've died in the line of duty, you know?"

"I understand," he said, nodding.

Dolma hadn't dared telling their neighbor the truth, and had found the perfect excuse to dump him. Probably the same reason she had told her parents for leaving him.

He bid the neighbor good-night and sat in the living room to sort the mail. The junk he put in one pile, the bills in another. The rent and utilities were paid with a standing order through his bank account, so he still had heat, water and electricity – and a roof over his head – even though the house had been empty for two months.

It was a good thing that he and Dolma weren't married and didn't have a joint account. He took out the engagement ring and stared, thoughtful, at the very small diamond set in it.

"Resell it, or keep it for the next girl!" The tiny voice made him snort. His fairy companion had come out of hiding either while he showered or while he was out eating.

"Shut up, Frosty!" he snapped, pocketing the ring box and rising from the couch to head for the bedroom.

"My name is Frost Muddydale and you know I hate that nickname!"

Suddenly the little fairy was fluttering in front of his eyes, glaring at him as if he were ready to hit him with a deadly spell. The male pixie had an ivory complexion and pale blond hair. He wore a silver sleeveless vest and tight-fitting gray pants that ended below the knee. The general impression was of a winter fairy, and in fact he was one, or he wouldn't have survived the long Ladakh winters.

Jay offered his hand and Frost Muddydale landed on it. His wings slowly came to a stop, gray butterfly wings with silver reflections. His pale eyes still glared at Jay.

"And you know I didn't think she was the right one for you," he added, crossing his arms over his chest.

Jay scoffed. As if a pixie could know who was right for him! Frost Muddydale might have pointed ears and butterfly wings, but that didn't make him a powerful magic user. He was still a tiny fairy that Jay could carry in his pockets.

"Allow me to decide for myself," Jay retorted, putting the fairy down on the nightstand to undress. "I'm an adult, now, unlike you!"

Frost Muddydale pouted. Jay had met him at his first boarding school, a house fairy who was used to seeing different children every year in the school dorms. Jay was the first half-blood he met, though, so Frost Muddydale had latched himself onto Jay, also for the affinity between ice and water.

In theory the pixie wasn't supposed to leave the building he was attached to, but Jay could carry him anywhere he wanted. They'd been inseparable since, almost twenty-five years together. Frost Muddydale had helped Jay come to terms with being half-blood, pushed him to take the ghost bus the first time, watched his back at all times.

Frost Muddydale might be small, but he did have some powers. He had never told Jay why he didn't like Dolma, attributing it to the fact that it was just a feeling, nothing he could be more specific about. Something about Dolma's aura was off, but he didn't know what.

"Who do you think warned Dolma?" Jay asked, slipping under the covers.

Frost Muddydale fluttered to sit on Dolma's pillow, thoughtful.

"I was always with you, since I don't like being with her," he replied with a shrug. "You should try scrying, or maybe consult with your mother."

"Mm." Jay yawned. "Tomorrow, then. Good night, Frosty. Ow!"

Frost Muddydale had zapped him – nothing more than the light tingling sensation of a low electric shock. Jay smiled at the fairy and switched off the light.
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Jay filled the sink with water after breakfast. He was too nervous to sit down with a basin like he had done many times for his friends. Scrying was the practice of looking into a suitable medium in the hope of detecting significant messages or visions.

The objective might be personal guidance, prophecy, revelation or inspiration, but down the ages, scrying in various forms had also been a prominent means of divination or fortune-telling, which was how he had used his gift so far.

It worked well to entertain his friends, when he mixed truths he saw in the water with made-up things, but it would be the first time he did it for himself. He wasn't sure he was allowed to see anything about himself, since most seers could see other people's futures but not their own.

When the water was still, he concentrated on Dolma, hoping to see who had warned her of his half-blood nature and his real job, but he could only see a shadow with no real form. And then the vision changed and he saw a man with gray hair, lying in a bed with a nurse giving him a medicine.

Jay didn't know the man, nor the young woman who seemed to smirk when the old man closed his eyes with a sigh. She looked at the medicine bottle in her hand and he managed to read the name before the vision vanished.

Panting, Jay wrote down the name of the medicine before it vanished from his memory. He usually had visions of people he knew, but he was certain he didn't know those two. What was going on?

"If you saw them, they're probably connected to you somehow," Frost Muddydale commented gravely. He'd been sitting on the edge of the sink, probably seeing whatever Jay had seen. "Definitely time to go Elsewhere."

Jay nodded. He texted Karanveer the name of the medicine and asked him to run a search, saying that he'd come by after lunch. Karanveer's home was closer to the satellite tower and his internet was less sketchy than in Jay's apartment block.

"Hop on," he told Frost Muddydale, putting on his parka. The fairy flew to sit in his hood as he exited the apartment.

Jay opened the app on the street. There was no real bus stop near the building, but simply opening the public transport app on his phone functioned as a call for the ghost bus that would drop him back where it had picked him up when he was done.

The small electric bus shimmered into view and he climbed aboard. He gave an Elsewhere Silver Token to the Elemental driver – an Air Elemental, from the feathered wings – and found a seat. He had discovered this means of transportation thanks to Frost Muddydale who had also explained to him what the silver "coins" in the carved wooden box that his mother had left were.

The ghost bus was almost empty, as usual. Only one other passenger, a brooding brunette with beautiful baby blues who seemed lost in worrying thoughts. He didn't disturb her since he had his own problems, and got off at the Mysterious Highlands stop.

As soon as he stepped Elsewhere, his winter clothes vanished, revealing his well-toned bronze torso. He now wore only a dhoti and sandals, and his skin took on a bluish hue, although not as strong as the Lord Krishna's.

With Frost Muddydale fluttering around his head, he followed a pebbled path through boulders and rock formations until he reached a hidden valley in the Mysterious Highlands.

Mekhala the Yakshini was beautiful and voluptuous, with fleshy cheeks, wide hips, a narrow waist, broad shoulders, knotted hair and spherical breasts – unchanged in three decades and more.

She was sitting next to a stream that coursed through rocks with a lovely song, and she brightened at the sight of him

"Jayshree!" She always used his full name. "Good to see you! How are you, Frost Muddydale?"

"I'm fine, ma'am," the little fairy answered promptly. "But your son is heartbroken."

"Is he?" Mekhala patted the rock next to her.

Jay rolled his eyes, swatted the pixie away and sat next to his mother. He saw Frost Muddydale settle on a nearby rock, probably within hearing distance of his pointed ears. The little bugger wanted to stay informed, damn him.

"So, what happened?" Mekhala continued, taking Jay's hand in hers.

"Dolma left during my last mission," he answered, frowning. The events of the last twelve hours replayed for them on the gurgling water at their feet, including his scrying. "Frosty says the vision relates to someone close to me, but I don't know those people," he concluded.

"Mm." Mekhala looked into the distance. "I guess it's time, then."

"Time for what?" he asked, puzzled.

"That you meet your half-brother," she answered, smiling at him.

"I have a half-brother?" He couldn't believe his ears.

"Yes, he's sixteen years your elder, but had me for even time less than you did," she answered. "The old man might be his father, Prem Nayar. I'm not sure what to make of the nurse, though."

"Well, I've asked my friend Karanveer to check that medicine," he said, looking away from his mother's face. "But it looked as if she was killing him."

"In that case, please, go to Delhi and talk to Krishna. His father might be in danger," she replied, squeezing his hand.

"Krishna?" He stared at her pleading face. "Your firstborn is called Krishna?"

"He's not my firstborn!" She rolled her eyes. "We live for millennia, in case you've forgottten. He's just the one born before you!"

"And you called him Krishna?"

"I let the human father choose the name, like in your case, Jayshree," she replied with an impish smile.

He snorted. "Everybody calls me Jay," he muttered, looking away. She knew that, but kept ignoring it.

He pondered. Should he go to Delhi and meet this previously unknown half-brother or stick to Kargil and try to patch things up with Dolma?

"I think you should go to Delhi for a few months," his mother said, thoughtful. "Krishna might help you figure things out with Dolma. He told me he had problems with his own wife. So you should probably work together."

When he had first met Mekhala, she had taken him to Castle Library and the Half-blood Registry Office. He knew he was the last of her offspring, but thought the others were long gone.

"Couldn't you tell us about each other a little earlier?" he asked, a little sarcastic.

"Well, I told him about you last Diwali, so he only has a couple of months' advantage on you, if it makes you feel better." She shrugged.

It didn't. "Whatever," he grumbled. "I guess I'll have to call Dad and tell him. He might help with my transfer to the RAW headquarters for a few months. I'm a field officer at the moment, but it looks like I need to get out of the action for a while."

"You'll have plenty of action anyway," she replied, patting his hand. "Trust me, you and Krishna are more in danger than the rest of Earth at this time."

Jay sighed. "Fine, I'll request to be assigned to Delhi for a year. And I'll look up Krishna Nayar... do you happen to know his address?"

"I know how to get there, but I can't tell you where he lives. Just get on the ghost bus, they'll tell you where to get off. His stop is Noida and there aren't any other half-bloods nearby, so you can't go wrong."

"Thank you, Mother." He freed his hand from her warm fingers and rose. "Let's go, Frost Muddydale!"

"Be safe, both of you," Mekhala said, not moving from her boulder. Whether she meant Jay and the fairy or Jay and Krishna was anybody's guess.

Jay waved good-bye and headed back for the ghost bus stop.
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"That drug can be lethal," Karanveer concluded, serious. "Where did you see it?"

"In a vision," Jay muttered.

"Anyone we know?"

"No, but I know who he might be, and that's why I need to leave." Jay sighed. "I'm requesting to be assigned to RAW headquarters for the coming year. Dolma is gone, and the apartment has been empty for two months."

Karanveer shook his head. "We'll miss you, man. But you must do what you must do."

"Country should come first," Jay said. "But apparently at the moment family is at stake. Heck, I'm in danger, but I don't know from what yet. I'll take it as a year's vacation..."

"From field officer to office analyst is tough." Karanveer patted his shoulder. "Hope you won't get bored in the Delhi offices."

"If I do, I'll think about you guys risking your lives in foreign countries," he joked. "If you need anything while I'm there, you know where to find me!"

When he went home, he called his father in Shimla. Jay had already talked to his superiors about the transfer, but a good word from a retired officer could speed things up.

"How is your mother?" His father's voice still had that wistful tone. Pradeen wasn't allowed on the ghost bus and Mekhala did not wish to see him now, twenty-five years later. Jay was their only liaison at this time – if one could call his sporadic trips to Elsewhere a liaison. At least now Dad knew she wasn't dead.

"She's fine. She says I'm in danger more than the rest of the world. Something is brewing, clearly. And apparently, I have a half-brother. Ever heard of an officer called Prem Nayar?"

"Mm, I think he was gone when I reached Ladakh, but they still talked about him. How he had married a beautiful woman who had vanished one day, leaving him with a toddler. He had to request to go back to Delhi, so his parents could help raise his son. I don't think he was ever reassigned to the Line of Control."

"Probably not, but I'm going to ask him, if I get to meet him," Jay said. "I'm flying out for now, since the roads are closed because of snow, but in spring or summer I'll come back to get my car and I will stop in Shimla on the way to Delhi."

"Good, I'll be happy to see you again! Stay safe, although you're getting off the battlefield now."

"Which might prove more risky, according to Mother, but we'll see."

A couple of days later he rented a van and with Karanveer's help emptied the apartment of his possessions. Most of the furniture was part of the apartment, but he had still accumulated quite a few things in the past ten years of living in Kargil, first with his father, then with Dolma.

They took everything to Karanveer's basement, since he lived in a single-family home, then Jay took back the rented van. His duffel bag was in his car, which he drove to Karanveer's again, and then his friend took him to Kargil Airport.

"Good luck, Jay," Karanveer said before giving him a bear hug.

"I'll miss you, man," Jay replied, patting his friend's back.

"We'll stay in touch." Karanveer let go and waved good-bye.

Jay headed for the airplane feeling his heart break again. Not a word from Dolma or their common friends. He was running away from the problem, but when he came back, he might have a solution that currently eluded him.
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Jay had called the ghost bus with the app and asked the short and plump Earth Elemental at the wheel to drop him in Noida. He got off on a main street, and Google Maps told him he was not far from the Yamuna River and Okhla Bird Sanctuary, but he still didn't know Krishna Nayar's street address. It shouldn't be too far, though.

He was surprised by the smog after the pure air of Ladakh. It seemed that the fog was rising, though, so he managed to look around. He asked for information at a nearby coffee shop where they pointed him to a side street.

He had enough visibility to see at street level, although he couldn't see the top of the buildings. He noticed an old man – not the one from his vision – seated at the bottom of an apartment building staircase and he stopped to ask him, "Excuse me, Uncle, do you know where Krishna Nayar lives?"

"Eh?" The old man cupped one hand to his ear.

"Excuse me, I'm looking for Krishna Nayar's home!" he said, louder.

The old man pointed vaguely down the street.

"Thank you, Uncle." Jay resumed walking and saw a man coming from the end of the street with a duffel bag and a suitcase.

Their eyes locked. "Excuse me..." Jay started.

"I'm Krishna Nayar," the man answered bluntly. "Who are you?"

He was handsome, with dark hair and hazel-green eyes – the same eyes Jay hadn't inherited from Mekhala the Yakshini. The same golden skin and brown curls as well, Krishna Nayar was the male version of his Yakshini mother, although the Yakshas were usually plump dwarves.

"Oh, it's you!" Jay brightened. "But... are you leaving?"

"Yeah, why? Who the hell are you and what do you want?"

"I'm sorry, I'm Jayshree Sood from Kargil, the son of Mekhala. You can call me Jay."

"Another soldier posted on the Line of Control, I suppose?" Krishna scoffed. "And how many years did you have with Mekhala?"

"About six." Jay shrugged. The old man patted his shoulder, startling him.

"That's Krishna Nayar," the old man said, bobbing his head knowingly. "You found him."

"Yes, thank you, Uncle," Jay said. Then he turned back to look at Krishna. "Will you miss a flight or a train? Do we have time for a chat?"

"Yes, there's a coffee shop down the street where we can sit," Krishna answered. "I'm curious to hear how you got here."

"Well, our mother mentioned you and said we should meet," Jay explained as they resumed walking.

They sat at a table and ordered chai. Krishna explained he was moving to Rome with another half-blood for a few months, since his wife had kicked him out. His break-up must have been much worse than Dolma just leaving while Jay was away.

"I'm going to work from Europe for the next six months, but I still have a friend on this side of the world," Krishna said. "And now you, although I wouldn't suggest you move to Delhi if you have a house in Kargil."

"I'm between houses, since I split from my longtime girlfriend," Jay answered with a shrug.

"How long had you been with your girlfriend?" Krishna asked.

"Ten years. We were about to tie the knot, but she canceled."

"Mm. I was married for sixteen years, then last Diwali Vidya kicked me out. She found out about my double nature."

"Someone told Dolma about mine, and I still have no idea of who." Jay sighed. "It can't be just this dreadful pandemic screwing with our minds, can it?"

"No, there are other forces afoot," Krishna answered, thoughtful. "We'll figure it out."

Then Krishna's phone rang and he frowned at the sight of the caller.

"Anand, what's up?" he asked.

Jay tried not to listen, but it wasn't easy to ignore the distress in Krishna's voice.

"What's going on?" he asked, frowning, when Krishna hung up.

"My father died in his sleep. At the Senior Citizen Home. He was fine yesterday! I'm going there right now."

"Oh my... coming with you," Jay said quickly.

They left the coffee shop and took a taxi to the Senior Citizen Home.

"Krishna, I came to meet you for a reason," Jay said in the taxi. "I was scrying to see if I could patch things up with Dolma and saw a nurse give an old man a lethal dose of medicine, on purpose. I didn't know what to make of it, so I asked Mother and she mentioned you..."

"And?" Krishna scowled at him.

"I don't know what it means, but you might want to request an autopsy," Jay concluded quickly, looking away.

Krishna frowned, but didn't comment.

They reached the Senior Citizen Home where they met up with Krishna's half-siblings. Apparently Prem Nayar had remarried, unlike Pradeen Sood. Anand and Sapna introduced Krishna to Dr. Khanna.

The middle-aged woman said Prem Nayar had died in his sleep, and looked quite happy, with a smile on his face. The body was ready for the final rites, whenever they wanted to take it. Krishna requested an autopsy to determine the cause of death after Jay kicked him to remind him. It wouldn't take long, and meanwhile they could prepare the funeral rites.

"I guess I'll go back to my rented room for now," Krishna muttered as they headed out of the old people's home.

Jay asked if there was a hotel or B&B in the vicinity, and they split up in Jasola Vihar, where his half-brother had rented a room after his wife kicked him out of their house.
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Jay attended the funeral rites, but stayed back and observed everyone in silence. He saw Krishna's wife and daughters – the younger one was sobbing – and watched the rest of the relatives. Prem Nayar still had a big family, or a lot of friends, unlike Pradeen Sood.

It was lunchtime by the time people started leaving, and Jay and Krishna went to eat together, while Anand and Sapna left with their families.

"Thank you for not saying anything in front of them," Krishna said. "They don't know."

"I thought as much." Jay nodded. "And now that I've seen a picture of your father, I can confirm it was him. A nurse poisoned him."

"But we can't tell Dr. Khanna you were scrying and saw one of her nurses give a lethal dose to my father," Krishna replied bluntly.

"What did the autopsy say?" Jay asked. "Any traces of a lethal dose of anything?"

"Apparently yes, and we're considering suing the Senior Citizen Home."

"Before suing the whole establishment, ask Dr. Khanna if they had a special nurse looking after him, and if so, what her name is. Then we can interrogate her away from them," Jay said with a smile.

Krishna wasn't happy, but agreed. They took a taxi and went back to the Senior Citizen Home, where they found out the last person to see Krishna's father alive was Nurse Priya Sharma, who had quit that morning. Coincidence?

Jay was thoughtful as they headed back out and stopped another taxi.

"I think she was at the funeral," he said at last, as the taxi drove them to Krishna's home and the ghost bus stop. "She looked familiar and now I know where I had seen her. In my vision."

"Why did Priya Sharma kill my father and then go to his funeral?" Krishna asked, jarred.

"I have no idea, but I can investigate for you," Jay replied. "I'll look for her and when I know where she lives, I'll call you and we'll go and ask her. You just vacated a room in
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