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			Chapter 1

			The Nightmare

			Snow felt white-hot rage shoot through him as he saw Cadence Riley, his partner and someone he cared about, caged above a fire like she was some animal being roasted. He saw the state of her legs, or what remained of them, and then the robed form of the man who was responsible. Osmund Snow, a spirit who was always calm and sensible, felt only incomprehensible anger as he quickly closed the distance between Marcus Overton and himself. Snow was intent on causing as much harm to the other ghost as he could. He saw Sam Riley out of the corner of his eye and knew that even though the young man was wounded, he would do everything he could to get his sister out of the cage.

			The powerful blow that Snow dealt to Overton’s face filled him with satisfaction, seeing the silvery blood explode from the man’s nose. He wrestled for the knife, which the robed man had stolen from Cadence when he had overpowered her. He managed to finally get it away from Overton, and Snow sank the blade of it deep into the man’s leg. There was no way he was letting Overton get out of here after all of the evil he had done.

			A scream of pain erupted from Cadence as Sam worked at freeing her, not only from the ties that bound her to the chair inside the cage, but by separating what was left of her charred limbs from the chair. Snow scowled and grabbed a handful of Overton’s robes, dragging the man, kicking and screaming no less, toward the cage. He knew that the area they were in was a so-called null. No ghostly powers or magic could be used here. Snow knew a way around that, however.

			He reached the door of the cage, dragging Overton behind him. He pointed at the lock and a bright silver-white light arced between his finger and the mechanism, releasing it. Sam, who had been wounded himself after triggering a booby trap as they had come in, scrambled to get his sister out of the cage. Cadence was on the verge of passing out, both from the pain she was in and the damage that had been done to her. Snow felt that spike of rage, somehow both burning and freezing him at the same time, and shoved Overton into the cage. For his part, Overton begged and pleaded, promising them anything to set him free. Sam was already moving away from the cage, carrying the unconscious form of his sister. Snow turned a deaf ear to Overton’s pleas and, using the same power as before, light arced between his finger and the lock once more. Snow put even more energy into it, making sure that the latch fused shut.

			Sam began to hurry away as best as he could, carrying his unconscious sister over his unwounded shoulder. Snow followed but paused by the lever that operated the sliding trapdoor. He knew that door hid the flames that had half-roasted his partner. All he had to do was flip that lever and not only would the beaten and bloody Overton be trapped in that cage forever, but he would burn forever, too. Snow heard Sam call out to him to hurry. He turned to follow the young man but then spun on his heel and threw the lever, throwing open the trapdoor and letting the flames rise up. Overton howled in pain.

			Snow turned once more to leave, but a mirror he didn’t remember seeing in here before caught his eye. In it, he found his reflection to be that of Overton. Fear shot through him just as the rage had before. He turned to the cage and saw himself in it, the flames of the fire beneath licking around the metallic cage and curling around the floor to caress his feet and legs.

			“No!” he shouted, sitting upright in his office chair, the force of the movement rolling him back from his desk a bit. His breathing was heavy, and he could feel the sweat on his forehead.

			“Nightmares?” a deep, smooth male voice asked from where Cadence’s desk was. Snow looked over to see the dark-skinned form of his former mentor, Alistair Croft. He gave the man a sheepish smile.

			“Silly, isn’t it?” Snow asked in his usual clipped British accent. “Whoever heard of a ghost having nightmares? After all, what do we have to be afraid of? We’re dead.”

			“Just because we’re dead doesn’t mean we don’t have fears. Especially for those of us who continue to fight to protect others. I have found, through personal experience, believe me, that we fear becoming the monsters we fight,” Alistair said with a shrug before leaning forward. “You’ve been very good at avoiding me, Osmund. But we need to talk. I know you used the manipulation of power I taught you.”

			Snow pressed his lips together as he considered his response. Alistair was right, of course. He had been avoiding him because he had wanted to prevent this very conversation. Snow anticipated that this was going to be about as unpleasant as the nightmare he had just awoken from. Finally, he settled on the simple truth, waiting to see where Alistair took it from there. “I did.”

			“Why?” Croft asked. There was no admonishment or judgment in his tone, just pure curiosity.

			“It was the most expedient way of getting her out of that cage. You and Whitfield had given us something of a time limit with that ritual to seal the vessel.”

			Croft nodded at length and steepled his fingers as he folded his hands in front of him. “You risked a lot to save her. I know you care for her, but to use that trick in a place like that? Osmund, that was dangerous.”

			“Would you rather I have taken the time to root through Overton’s clothes for a key to the cage? And if it hadn’t been on him, what then? Search the room? Each second that went by was a second closer to all of us getting trapped in that vessel, and you know it. We barely got out in time as it was.” Snow was aware of how defensive he sounded, and he didn’t like it, but he spoke the truth. The portal had closed, and the vessel had sealed mere seconds after they stepped out of it.

			Alistair seemed to think about this and nodded slowly. “You’re fortunate he either didn’t know how to, or couldn’t, counter it. Then you would have spent part of your soul for nothing.”

			“I knew the risks,” Snow said, his voice quiet. While he did know the risks, he couldn’t, in all honesty, say that he had been aware of them at the time. He had acted without thinking, which was a rarity for him.

			“Are the nightmares simply left over from that experience, or is something else bothering you?”

			Snow rose with a sigh and began to pace back and forth behind his desk. “Sam told you, in quite exciting detail, about what happened while we were in there.”

			“Yes, he did.” Alistair chuckled. “I think it was a mix of the exuberance of youth and getting to finally do something other than babysit the other murder victims’ spirits.”

			“There was one thing he didn’t tell you, one thing he didn’t know.” Snow paused once more, pressing his lips together. He wanted to confess his struggle with pulling the lever or not, but he also found that he was afraid that speaking it aloud would make it more reprehensible. That confessing to that much of a desire to do harm would make him evil, or as Alistair had said, “a monster.”

			Croft rose from the seat at Cadence’s desk and moved over to Snow, putting a hand on his old friend’s shoulder. “Osmund, talk to me. What is it that bothers you so much?”

			“The cage he had Cadence in was over a trapdoor. A lever pulled the trapdoor open and let the flames come up to burn the person in the cage.”

			“Right, I knew about that,” Alistair agreed. He could see where Snow was heading, but also knew the man needed to say it out loud to get it out of his system.

			“Once I had him locked in the cage, and we were leaving…” Snow trailed off and sat down with a heavy sigh, cradling his head in his hands. “God, Alistair, I wanted to pull that lever so badly. I wanted him to burn. I wanted him to suffer in pain for all of the pain he caused over the years. I was so angry at what he did to Cadence…” Again, he trailed off as his shoulders shook. “I wanted to hear him scream as he had made Cadence scream.”

			“You have to say it.” Alistair tried to prompt his former protégé into admitting what his real motivation had been.

			Snow let his hands fall to the desk and balled them into fists, his shoulders now still and his voice flat and cold when he spoke. “I wanted revenge.”

			“Good,” Alistair said.

			“Good?” Snow questioned. Shock and disbelief were evident on his face as he turned to face his former mentor.

			“Yes. Good that you finally said what you were feeling, what you were struggling with.” Alistair sat back down in Cadence’s chair. “Or did you forget that, like your special ability with machinery and electronics, I have special sight? I could see it running through you like poison running through your veins. It was keeping you from healing the parts of your soul you spent. I thought you might work through it on your own, so I let you be. But to find you asleep at your desk? The nightmare you were having? That showed me I had to push you.”

			“Push me to what? Admit I’m a monster?” Snow’s tone was bitter.

			“Push you to admit that you wanted revenge and that you are afraid that wanting revenge makes you a monster.”

			“Alistair, you said yourself that the only thing that separates us from beings like that are our actions.”

			“Exactly.” Croft leaned forward, toward Snow. “You didn’t act on the impulse to pull the lever. Every one of us, alive or dead, can have dark thoughts. Don’t persecute yourself for such a human thing. You didn’t act on the impulse. That, my friend, is what’s important. The fact that you are wracking yourself with guilt over it only verifies the fact that you are not what you fear. A monster wouldn’t care.”

			Snow nodded slowly, hearing Croft’s words. While a small part of him still wanted to argue, he realized Croft was right. Even though he had been tempted, very tempted, to pull that lever, he had not. The thought didn’t make him evil.

			“I do need to ask a delicate question of you, however,” Croft continued.

			“Oh?”

			“I’m not going to deny that your anger and the power you used helped save your partner and get the three of you out of an awful situation. You said the anger came from seeing what he had done to Cadence, that you wanted revenge for her. What exactly are your feelings for Detective Riley?”

			Snow sat back in his chair, not quite believing Croft was asking him that question. “Alistair, you cannot be suggesting ―”

			Croft cut him off. “I am suggesting nothing. I am merely asking where you and your partner stand with each other.”

			“I trust her with my life, such as it is, and I know she trusts me with hers. We’re friends. There is nothing romantic between us.”

			“I know that, Osmund. I wasn’t suggesting romantic. I believe our good Doctor Suarez has that covered, as much as our detective might publicly bristle at the notion. No, Osmund. What I have heard and what you have admitted … it sounds more like a father protecting his daughter.”

			“The days of me missing my children are long gone, old friend. They are grown, had families of their own, and some may have even passed on already. I am not trying to replace what I had when I was alive. I am protective of her; I think in any kind of partnership you have that, especially one that requires the trust and comradery that ours does.”

			Croft nodded a bit. “I simply had to make sure.”

			“Your sight didn’t let you see that?” Snow asked, half teasing his old mentor and partner.

			“No,” Croft responded with a smile as he rose from his seat at Cadence’s desk. “I could only see that your soul was not mending and that something was poisoning you. I hope now you can begin to heal. Now go home and get some sleep. That’s an order.”

			“Yes, sir.” Snow rose to follow Croft out of the office he shared with Cadence and their other partner, Whitfield.

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			Waking Up

			The first thing Cadence was aware of was that someone was holding her hand. She opened her eyes and recognized the hospital room as the same one she had woken in before. This time, there were far fewer people in the room. There was also a lot less pain in her legs than there had been the last time she woke. She saw Ramon on her left, his short brown hair as unmistakable to her as her brother’s tousled bright blonde locks. Ramon had pulled a chair up beside her bed and had fallen asleep holding her hand. How long had she been asleep this time?

			Cadence gave Ramon’s hand a gentle squeeze. “What’s up, doc?” she said with a bit of a smile.

			Ramon shifted in the chair as he opened his eyes. It took a moment for him to register that Cadence was awake, and he sat forward as he realized it. “Hey, sleepyhead,” he greeted, looking far more relieved than Cadence was comfortable with.

			“Sleepyhead, huh?” she asked, narrowing her eyes. “How long have I been sleeping this time?” Last time, they had let her sleep for a week before she woke up. Prior to that, it had been three days, right after they had gotten her out of Overton’s prison.

			“About a month.” Ramon quickly kept talking as he saw her eyes widen and her mouth open to reply. “Before you get angry, you need to know that the damage was extensive, and you needed that rest to heal.”

			Cadence closed her mouth on her initial reply as her anger at being left to sleep for so long faded. She knew he was right. She remembered how much pain she had felt when she had awoken the first time in this room. Ramon watched the anger fade from her eyes and face and let go of a breath he hadn’t realized he was holding. He smiled and rose from his chair, stretching.

			“So, it’s been about five weeks, then? Because last time you said it had been a week that I had been asleep, right? Or was the month including that?”

			“Five weeks,” Ramon said. “It’s been five weeks since they got you out of that hellhole.” There was an underlying anger in his voice that made Cadence lift an eyebrow in surprise.

			“I don’t think I’ve ever heard that tone from you before,” she commented.

			“I’m allowed to be angry about what was done to you. Even if there were no personal feelings involved, I would still be angry about what Overton did to you. No one should have to go through such pain.” The caveat of “if there were no personal feelings involved” made Cadence smile a little.

			“Well, there seems to be less pain now than there was before.” Cade hoped to turn him from that topic. “And I’m awake, so progress, right?”

			“Yes,” he said with a smile to her. “Let’s take a look. I should warn you, though, there are scars. There will likely always be scars from that.” Again, she could hear the anger beneath his voice.

			“Scars I can live with. No more open wounds, though, right?” she asked with a hopeful look.

			Ramon laughed and shook his head. “No, nothing is open anymore.”

			“What’s so funny?” Her tone of voice was indignant as she asked the question. She knew what he was laughing at. He had teased her for it before. She just wanted to distract him from his anger.

			“It’s funny to me.” He gave a shrug of his shoulders as he grabbed the sheet. “The idea of a hardened detective so afraid of the sight of blood.”

			“Oh, I can take the sight of blood, no problem. Just not my own.” Cade added the last with a sheepish look and a bit of a shrug. She had told him that before, after the chaos creature had attacked her and nearly eaten her at Lexington Hills. But familiar conversation was a good way to distract both of them from the anger and pain.

			Ramon chuckled and pulled the sheet covering her legs down. Cadence saw that he hadn’t been joking. There was a multitude of scars. Silvery scars covered most of her legs. It looked like spider webs on her thighs and knees, the threads of which got thicker and closer together as they went lower on her legs. Her ankles and feet were so covered they looked like they had been painted entirely silver. Ramon observed her face as she took in the damage.

			“Well,” she said at length, “looks like I can get a second job using my feet as disco balls.”

			Ramon smiled, though he knew her well enough by now to know that humor was her defense mechanism. “Try moving your feet a little; tell me if there is any pain.”

			Cadence dutifully wiggled her toes and turned her feet in circles from the ankles. She was stiff and sore, wincing a little as she did, but it wasn’t the searing pain it had been a month ago. Ramon kept careful watch, noting where she winced and noticing the somewhat limited movement of her feet and ankles. To Cade, the scarring on her feet felt like leather straps that were wound too tight against her, restricting her movements.

			“Now comes the hard part.” He offered her his hand. “Let’s see if you can stand.”

			“And if I can’t?” Cadence looked up at him, afraid of what his answer might be.

			“We’ll cross that bridge if we come to it.” He nodded to her in encouragement. “You can do this. Aside from Ruby, I’ve not met a more stubborn, determined woman.”

			“You’re one of the few men I’ve met who can say that and not make it sound like a bad thing,” she said, taking his hand. She felt the butterflies in her stomach as she moved, still apprehensive about what would happen if there was a problem with being able to walk. She liked where she was, what she was doing, and the people around her. She didn’t want it to change. She winced a little as her feet touched the floor, but the face she made was more the anticipation of the pain, rather than any pain she felt. Her movements were slow and careful as she eased herself off the bed and onto her feet. It hurt; there was no denying that, but not nearly as bad as it had before.

			“Okay, good.” Ramon kept hold of her hand for support as he watched her movements. “How do you feel?”

			“I’m okay, I think,” she said as she tested out her feet. “It hurts a little still, and it feels weird. But considering where I was a month ago, this is definitely an improvement.”

			“What do you mean when you say it feels weird?”

			“It’s like…” She paused for a moment, trying to think of the best way to phrase it. “It’s kind of like my feet and ankles have been wrapped up in a thick leather bandage.”

			“That makes sense, given the condition they are in,” Ramon said. “But you are right; that is much better than before. I think things will get easier as you move around more.”

			“Does that mean I can get out of here?” Cade asked with a hopeful smile.

			“Ready to leave me so fast?” he teased.

			“You? Hell no. A hospital room? Hell yes,” she answered, taking a tentative step forward. Ramon still had hold of her hand, and he let her use him as support as she tested out walking. She didn’t lean on him much, which he was relieved to see. They walked around the room together at a slow, steady pace, circling back to the bed.

			“Okay, let me see your feet after that. Back in bed,” Ramon directed.

			“How long have you been waiting to say that to me?” she joked. He made a face halfway between amusement and annoyance. She grinned in return and got back into the bed as Ramon knelt to examine her feet.

			“Excellent, nothing reopened,” Ramon said. He rose from his knees and smiled at her. “I think this means you are clear to go and return to duty. That should make both you and Snow happy.”

			“Well, I know it makes me happy,” Cade said with a smile. “How is everyone? Have you seen them at all?”

			“Snow and your brother Sam, I see here almost daily. Mr. Croft has come in a few times as well. They seem to be doing well, but I know they have all been worried about you,” Ramon said. “As have I.” He leaned in and kissed her gently on the cheek.

			“So, with this new gig you have here, being a doctor, are you stuck here all the time like you were at Lexington, or do you get time off?” Cade asked.

			Ramon smiled. “I get time off. Though I’ve not left the hospital yet.”

			Cadence understood what he meant without him having to explain. When she awoke, he had been sleeping in the chair, holding her hand. He had been spending his free time in here, with her. “Well, now you’ll have to,” she said. “I won’t be so convenient to visit anymore.”

			“With your track record?” Ramon laughed. “You’ll be back here within two weeks.”

			“Hey, I can take care of myself very well, thank you. At least I could when I was alive,” Cade added with a sigh. She hated the fact that she kept getting hurt in this new life. It chafed her to no end that Sam and Snow had to rescue her. She had never liked damsels in distress, and now she had been one.

			“Hey, you’re okay,” Ramon comforted as he lifted his hand to caress her cheek. He had known that this entire situation was not going to sit well with her. Her strength and stubbornness made it difficult to accept any situation in which she might need help. “You’re not even a year dead yet, and you’ve gone up against some very tough obstacles. Obstacles that had killed other people, both dead and alive. I think you’ve been doing better than anyone could reasonably expect of any spirit.”

			“But you’re not biased at all,” she said with a bit of a smirk.

			He smiled back at her, tenderness in his brown eyes. “Not at all.”

		

	
		
			Chapter 3

			Returning to Duty

			Snow had gone back to his home as Croft had ordered, and his sleep had been dream free, which he was thankful for. He felt more rested than he had in several weeks, ready to tackle the cases he knew they had pending. His thoughts about what he had to do for the day ceased as he stopped short in the doorway to his office. There, seated at his desk, with her feet propped up on it, was his partner.

			“It’s been so long, I forget. This is my desk, right?” Cade asked the question with a knowing grin. She knew it was his desk; she was doing it to get a rise out of him.

			To her mild disappointment, he didn’t even pretend to look irked. He seemed shocked at first, and then a large smile spread across his face. He finished entering the office and closed the door behind him. Cadence watched him as he crossed the room, keeping his silence but continuing to smile. He took a seat at her desk and folded his hands in front of him.

			“Oh, come on,” she said. “I haven’t been able to be a pain in your ass for five weeks. When I finally can, you’re just going to take it?”

			“I am so happy to see you up and about; I couldn’t care less which desk you sit at,” he said.

			“Damn, you’re going soft on me, Ozzie,” she said. She knew the nickname would irk him; it always did.

			To her gratification, Snow rolled his eyes as he heard her call him that irritating name. “Why didn’t you let me know you were released?” Snow made a mental note to chastise Ramon for not letting him know, either. “When I stopped by yesterday, you were still out cold. Ramon said you hadn’t woken up yet.”

			“I woke up last night. It was late,” Cadence said with a slight shrug. “When Ramon brought me home, Sam was fast asleep on my couch. I figured I would wait to let you guys know until this morning. Of course, I got up, and Sam was gone, but he left a note for me, so he must have figured it out. The closed bedroom door might have been a clue. I thought he would be here or be with you. Where is he?”

			“Ah, yes, there is quite a bit of catching up to do, isn’t there?” he said.

			“Is there? What have I missed?”

			“Well, as you asked about your brother, I will answer that first. Sam has found a new calling.” Snow put up his hands to indicate that Cadence needed to let him finish. He could tell from her look of concern that she had not been expecting this. “He is a guardian now.”

			“A guardian? Of what, the galaxy?” she asked, referencing her brother’s favorite comic book when they had been young.

			Snow was confused for a moment, then shook his head, realizing that she was confusing what he meant for something else. “No, he is like a guardian angel; I think that would be the closest thing to it. Sometimes spirits have connections with mediums and psychics and can become their guardians or guides. They protect the psychic from other spirits that would try to harm or overpower the psychic.”

			“So, he is playing protector for a breather after spending ten years playing babysitter for dead co-eds,” Cadence said. “That hardly seems fair. How did this get determined, anyway?”

			“It was discovered that he has a strong natural connection with someone,” Snow said, skirting around the topic.

			“When I woke up a month ago, I think he was still following you around, right?”

			“Yes,” Snow said with a nod.

			“Well, in our time together, we’ve only regularly encountered one psychic. Wait, so you’re telling me he’s Lauren’s spirit guide or guardian?” Cadence took her feet off Snow’s desk and sat up. She winced just a bit when her feet hit the floor, and the flinch was not missed by Snow.

			“Yes, that is exactly what I am telling you. Are you certain you’re alright to be here? You appear to still be in pain.”

			“Yep, Ramon cleared me to come back.” Cadence waved away Snow’s concern. “I’ll probably be dealing with a little bit of pain for a while more, but it is nothing near as bad as it was. Ramon said he would let Croft know this morning that I was good to go. Now I seem to remember you saying that Lauren’s group had been contacted by a television show. What came of that?”

			“That is quickly approaching and one reason I am concerned about your still being in pain. Do you think you will be up to the task of policing an investigation in an old prison? Those areas are not known for having well-behaved ghosts.” Snow moved and perched on the corner of his desk as they spoke.

			“I’m fine.” Cadence nodded. “As I said, am I sore. Sure. It’s going to take a little time not to be, according to Ramon. But I am more than ready to go. Besides, you know Ramon, there is absolutely no way he would have cleared me to come back to work if he wasn’t certain it was safe for me. No matter how much of a pain in the ass patient I am.”

			“You are right about that. The good doctor wouldn’t put you in harm’s way if you weren’t up to the task of defending yourself.” Snow frowned a bit, his own concern for his partner showing. But he knew she was right in that Ramon would never have released her for work if he hadn’t thought she had healed enough to be up to it.

			“So, you said the television show thing is quickly approaching. How soon?” Cadence asked as she carefully rose from Snow’s chair and made her way around to her own desk. Her movements were slow and deliberate, and she had a limp, but she made it.

			“We’ll find out today, actually. Our group of investigators is having a meeting at the shop this morning where they expect a phone call from the producer to give them the final information and to confirm dates,” Snow said.

			“And Sam will already be there because he is Lauren’s guardian now, correct?” Cadence was more or less reiterating things to make sure she had what she needed to know locked down in her mind.

			“Yes,” Snow said with a nod.

			“What about Whitfield? Where is he?” Cade asked.

			“He should be at the meeting this morning. NHD work has been keeping him quite busy of late,” Snow said.

			“Anything we should know about? I mean, we are still Croft’s pet project, right? The breakdown was supposed to be that he is with us unless we don’t need him, then he reports to the NHD, on loan from us, right?”

			Snow lifted an eyebrow as his mouth crooked in amusement. “One of these days, I will be the one rubbing off on you, and you will finally use proper English. Yes, our unit is the same, with the same mission and the same personnel. But the situation with Whitfield seems to be fluid. Apparently, there has been a severe shortage in the Non-Human Division. Agents have been going missing or winding up victims of the non-humans they are trying to deal with. The NHD asked to borrow him back from us, since our team was taking it slowly without you.”

			“There are non-humans at the prison?” Cadence asked in surprise.

			“It wouldn’t be out of the question, given all of the negative energy and deaths that took place there,” Snow said.

			“Good point.” Cadence nodded.

			“There is one more thing you should be aware of before we get too far caught up in our normal day-to-day emergencies.” Snow took a moment to gather his thoughts. He’d had a month to figure out how to explain this to her, but it still seemed just too crazy to be real.

			Cadence frowned as she saw Snow hesitating. “Spit it out, Ozzie.”

			“The whole thing with Overton and the demon that he was trying to summon is apparently part of a larger scheme.”

			“What kind of larger scheme?” Cade leaned forward a little as she asked the question. The concept sounded familiar to her, the word “global” ringing in her head for some reason. But she couldn’t quite remember.

			“According to Alistair, there has been a plot afoot for a while to have spirits retake the earth in a way. To possess willing breathers and use non-human creatures in servitude to our kind to force other breathers to comply.”

			Cadence blinked as she processed this, then shook her head. “That’s crazy.”

			“That’s what we said, too, when he informed us of it,” Snow said.

			“When did he tell you all about this?”

			“As we were putting together the plan to save you from Overton’s prison. We’d not yet had the chance to really brief you on what we learned,” Snow said.

			Cadence blinked again, her eyebrows lifting high as she tried to rationalize what she had just been told. “Okay, so this bad guy, or guys, wants to free non-humans and somehow leash them like they were dogs. These guys want our kind to possess people, and any breather who tries to fight back or refuses, they turn their pet non-human on until the breather cooperates. Is that about the gist of it?”

			Snow nodded solemnly. “It sounds like you have a good grasp of it, yes.”

			“It’s insane,” she reiterated. “How long has this plot been going on? How long has Croft known about it?”

			“Longer than you’ve been dead,” Croft said, his deep melodious voice coming from the office doorway behind Cadence.

			“That doesn’t take much; I’ve been dead less than a year,” Cadence said, her tone dry. “And how is it you always manage to show up at the right time?” she added, half turning in her chair to face him.

			Croft smiled, spreading his hands as he shrugged; his white teeth were a sharp contrast to his dark brown skin. “Why do you think I’m the boss?”

			“That wasn’t an answer,” Cadence said, her tone hinting at grumpiness at the lack of response.

			“Our good Doctor Suarez came to see me,” Croft said, choosing to ignore Cadence’s mood. “I was relieved to hear him say you were not only awake but clear to come back to work. We have great need of your talents, Detective Riley.”

			“Thank you, sir,” Cade said, her voice and tone quiet as her mind was still chewing on what Snow had told her.

			Croft moved into the room with the grace of a cat and stopped in between the two desks to speak to both of them.

			“As far as I am aware, this plot has been going on for several decades now. Whoever is leading this plan has been patient, they have been quiet, and they have been slow, so we only found out about it a couple of years ago. That is one reason why you two hold the position that you do now. What the two of you have managed to accomplish in less than a year is astounding. You manage to keep thwarting this group’s plans.”

			“Are you saying the chaos thing at Lexington Hills was because of these people?” It was Cadence who voiced the question.

			“Given that this so-called Wolf was involved in both cases, and we know he was working with Overton, who was a ranking member of this cause of theirs, yes,” Croft said.

			“So, should we just start tailing Wolf?” Cadence asked.

			“Do you know how to find him?” Croft countered.

			“Oh,” Cade said, deflating a little as she leaned back in her chair. “No.”

			“So, for now, keep going as you are. I’m sure this television case will prove difficult enough, and I don’t know that you are up to squaring off against Wolf or any of his superiors just yet,” Croft said. He reached out and put a hand on Cade’s shoulder. “I am glad you are well and that you are back with us, Cadence.”

			“Thank you, sir,” she said with a smile. “I’m glad to be back.”

		

	
		
			Chapter 4

			The Gang’s Back Together

			Lauren stood at the counter in her New Age shop, cordless phone pressed to her ear beneath her wavy black hair. The Rubenesque woman, who was getting closer to middle-aged every day, had a pad of paper on the glass-topped counter in front of her, the pen in her hand leaving hurried notes on the paper in blue ink. Aidan, who looked just as he had five weeks ago, with his shaggy brown hair and goatee, leaned against the counter, straining his ears to eavesdrop on what he could, watching the notes appear on the paper. Sam was unobtrusive and unobserved by the breathers as he stayed near Lauren, as well. All of them looked over when the chimes by the window made music, signifying the presence of spirits.

			Snow walked past the chimes with Cadence limping along beside him. Sam had been aware that Cadence had been released from the hospital; he had peeked into her room and seen a sister-sized lump covered by blankets in her bed. What he hadn’t known was that she had been cleared to return to work. Sam’s face lit up as he saw her and he was beside her in an instant, giving her a huge hug.

			“Hey, just because we’re dead doesn’t mean you get to squeeze the life out of me all over again.” Her voice squeaked a bit from the force of his hug. Snow chuckled at the exuberance of
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