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TATE

I wake up soaking wet, bathing in my own sweat; tears stream down my cheeks. I’m upset, but for the life of me, I have no clue why I feel this way. Ever since my twin was found murdered, I often wake up feeling drained, sad, angry, no, not angry, enraged is a better word for it, and scared. My heart is racing, and I can swear someone is watching me. But that can’t be because I live in an apartment with solid walls and heavy locks on the front door and even the windows. The sliding doors that lead to the balcony are also equipped with heavy locks.

And, no, I don’t live in a dangerous neighborhood, and there has never been a break-in either. So, why the heavy locks? I have no clue; I just felt I needed to replace the existing ones with better locks. I expected to feel more secure, and because of that, I wouldn’t have nightmares anymore. Well, I was so wrong; the bad dreams didn’t stop.

It’s so strange because even though I don’t remember any of the dreams so far, I’m convinced they are nightmares. How do I know? Well, if they were pleasant dreams, I wouldn’t wake up feeling the way I do right now. Yes, I feel like shit, and I really need to find out what I dream about and why I have these nightmares.

I push the duvet back and head for the bathroom to use the toilet and splash water onto my face to clear my head. I enter the kitchen and prepare the coffee machine. I need at least two cups of coffee every morning. Yes, I guess that makes me a caffeine addict. Do I care? No, I don’t!

I pull the chair back and sit down. Today, it’s Saturday, which means it’s my day off. I’m a forensic pathologist, and even though I love my job, I also love time away from work. I hope that my weekend off won’t turn into a working one.

Since I don’t have anything planned for the day, I will spend my time doing some much-needed cleaning. But before I start playing housekeeper, I turn on the TV to watch the news while I prepare my sandwich.

I’m standing with my back to the TV, not really listening to what the news anchor has to say. I don’t know why I even bother to turn the damn thing on. Maybe it’s because I like having background noise; who the hell knows?

Maybe I have nightmares because when I was just a kid, my mother murdered my father. According to the police reports, she pushed him off the cliff for no apparent reason. Until that, they seemed to have a good marriage. Of course, they argued on occasion, but hey, give me one couple that never disagrees. As it was, she confessed but never explained why she had done it. As expected, my mom is spending the remainder of her days behind bars, and my brother and I were placed in Aunt Amy’s care.

As I grew older, I visited my mother in jail a couple of times to try to find out why she murdered my dad. Every time I asked her about it, she turned her head away and ignored me. It’s something that will haunt me for the rest of my life. After talking to her a few times and getting no answers, I stopped visiting her. She’s a monster; that’s how I feel about her, and if that makes me a heartless bastard, so be it!

I know it sounds awful, but I hate her for what she has done, for murdering my dad, and because of that, she tore the family apart. The moment she threw my father over the cliff, I lost both parents. One is dead, and the other is in jail. Thank God for Aunt Amy. I think that I hate her so much because she never explained why she murdered my father. I tried, but I really don’t understand her behavior.

She always appeared so much in love with him, and then, out of the blue, she pushed him off the cliff. To me, it just doesn’t make sense. And my mother isn’t talking. Doesn’t she know that by not talking to me about her reason for killing my father, she is torturing me? Well, maybe that’s her goal; I don’t know how her sick mind works.

Aunt Amy was my father’s sister, and bless her for raising Joey and me as her own; she has a special place in my heart. The woman loved us like we were her own flesh and blood. She died ten years ago of breast cancer, and I miss her every day, as I do Joseph, my twin brother. Joseph is dead, too. I’m the only one who’s left of the Crawford bloodline. Thank God I’m gay and won’t ever have children, which means the bloodline will end with me, and with it the freaking curse. Is my family cursed? I don’t know, but to me, it feels that way.

My phone rings, ending my musings. I see that it’s my boss, and I know work is waiting. A dead body is found near a school in the neighborhood I grew up in. He is texting me the address as I grab my coat and open the front door. Well, in my line of work, a weekend off isn’t guaranteed, but I knew that when I decided to become a forensic pathologist. 

I step outside my apartment when my phone rings again. “Hey, Chase,” I say as I answer the call. Detective Chase Adams is my best friend; we have known each other since kindergarten. “Did you see the news?” he asks without even saying so much as hello.

I shake my head and remember he can’t see me through the phone. “Nope. Why?” “A man was murdered. I’m on scene, and I don’t know how to tell you this.” He pauses. “The chief just called me; a body was found at our old school. Is that where you are right now?” I ask. “Yes, but.” He pauses again, which is never a good sign. “Well, Detective Chase Adams, just tell me,” I urge.

Chase sounds careful when he starts explaining. “All right. This victim is a dead ringer for you.” He stops talking again. “Chase, you better talk to me,” I demand because this is getting ridiculous. “It could be your twin,” Chase whispers. The words hit me like a freight train. Goosebumps break out all over my body, and it feels like the blood that’s running through my veins is turning into ice. My stomach is in knots, and suddenly, I feel sick. “Tate? Tate?” I hear Chase call my name, but I hang up because I need the toilet.

After emptying my stomach and brushing my teeth, I rush down the stairs and head for my car because I really need to hurry. It’s not that a dead body can complain about me being late, but the sooner I’m on scene, the better. Hearing Chase’s words reminds me of my twin, who was brutally murdered. Well, slaughtered is a better word.

As I enter the crime scene, I see Chase waiting for me. “Are you all right? I can call another coroner,” he offers, looking worried. I shake my head. “No, that’s not necessary,” I reply as he steps aside so I can examine the body. The moment I see the victim, my stomach is in tight knots again, and I feel the need to throw up.

I take a few deep breaths before I start examining the body. “Can you tell me the cause and time of death?” Chase quietly asks. “No, not exactly, but the lacerations around his neck indicate strangulation. Based on the liver temperature, I estimate that the victim died sometime between eleven PM and three AM. I can tell you more when I have him on the table,” I say as I turn the body to see if he has other wounds.

After I finish the examination and documentation, I release the body so my assistants can transport the body to the morgue. I turn to Chase. “Did he have ID on him?” I ask. “No, nothing. Even the labels from his clothing are cut out. Maybe fingerprints or DNA give us clarity about the identity of the man,” Chase says.

I was baffled when I saw John Doe lying on the ground. If I hadn’t known better, I could have sworn that Joey, my twin, had been the victim. But he died some time ago, so I knew it wasn’t him. Still, it’s eerie to see a dead person that could have been my twin. As far as I know, Joseph and I were born twins; there wasn’t a third child. My mother didn’t have triplets. Well, I leave the crime scene to the detectives and head for my car because I want to examine the body as soon as possible.

Chase comes after me. “Are you okay?” he softly asks because he knows about my family history. I need to think about that for a moment because I don’t know. “I’m not sure. It was a shock to see the resemblance. It was as if.” I stop talking because the lump in my throat nearly chokes me. I keep my feelings in check because I’m a fucking professional. Now that I’m away from the crime scene, I’m shaking like a leaf. “Fuck. Fuck,” I whisper.
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TATE

I arrive at the morgue but a bit later than usual because I needed to collect myself. I see that the body is already on the table, waiting for me to examine it. I sigh deeply before I put on my protective clothes and goggles and start with the autopsy. Something about the body draws my attention. His face, there’s something wrong with his face. I place the scalpel on the table again and start examining his face. The victim had plastic surgery, and I feel cheek implants as well. Now, this is getting interesting.

“I thought I would find you here,” Chase says as he enters the morgue, where I’m still working on the victim. “So, what did you find out?” he asks. “Well, as I expected, the victim died somewhere between eleven PM and three AM. He had plastic surgery, like a nose job and cheek implants,” I point to the victim’s nose and both of his cheeks. “He wore contact lenses at the time of his murder. His eyes aren’t green like mine, but they are brown. Also, his hair was dyed. Our John Doe’s original hair color is black, not light brown like,” I point at my unruly curls. “He also had a heart condition; one of the valves was damaged,” I explain.

Chase looks grim; he says, “So, to me, it seems like someone put a lot of effort into making John Doe look like you.” I keep staring at the body on the table and know that Chase is right; someone did his very best to create a Tate Crawford look-alike. I glance over at Chase. “Well, they succeeded. Briefly anyway. But why turn someone into an exact copy of me and then kill him? It doesn’t make sense,” I softly say.

Then, I continue to inform Chase about my findings. “He has no defensive wounds, so either he knew the killer and didn’t feel threatened, or the perpetrator surprised him. I send his fingerprints and DNA to forensics. Maybe they get a hit on whom the poor bastard is.”

“What about his cheek implants? Every implant has a serial number, so we should be able to track down the plastic surgeon who treated him,” Chase says. I shake my head and tell him that no serial numbers are found. “God damn,” Chase curses. “Yep,” I agree because those implants were illegal, which means they’re not traceable. “I also send blood samples to forensics because one never knows,” I tell Chase.

Chase eyes me strangely. “You look tired. Go home and get a good night’s rest,” he advises. “I will,” I promise, and a look at my watch tells me it’s already six in the evening. And just then, my stomach growls in protest of being deprived of food all day. When I’m working, I often forget to eat, and this day isn’t different.

I clean up my workspace, and then I close the door behind me and head for home. All I want is to eat something and sleep through the night without nasty dreams.
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CAIN

I feel a searing pain ripping through my body. It’s so bad it makes me double over. I’m a dream master and the mightiest of all of us, I might add. To make me double over like that can mean only one thing: one of us has vanished.

As the oldest one, I’m connected to every other dream master. So, if one is destroyed, I feel it.

Even though I’m the most powerful dream master, I have a boss that I have to listen to. I don’t know if he’s more powerful than me, but I accept and respect him as my superior, as you humans would call him.

Right now, he orders me to his quarters. I also feel his pain, and that isn’t good. Now, I’m sure one of us was destroyed. I transport myself to Troy, my boss, and within the blink of an eye, I stand before his desk.

“I have a new assignment for you,” he says without so much as saying hello. “What happened? Who vanished?” I inquire instead of asking about my new assignment, which can only mean I get the charge of the one who isn’t among us anymore.

“Dagen isn’t among us any longer,” he informs me. I need to dig deep into my memories to get a face to the name. I feel sad and angry, which means that we need to prepare for the worst. “What happened?” “He was vaporized,” Troy says. My blood begins to boil after hearing Troy’s words.

“Do you know who did it? And why?” I question. “Not yet. But I intend to find out, and then that monster will pay,” Troy replies, and his tone lets me know that the killer will suffer before he dies.

Let me inform you that even though I’m a dream master, I’m no angel. We are as lethal as they come. And someone had the nerve to take Dagen away from us, and that can mean that there’s a war coming.

“Why are you grinning?” Troy asks. The look I give him says it all because he smiles. “Oh, Lord, you’re looking forward to a battle,” he chuckles. I nod. “Yes, I do; it’s been too long. I also think I know who vaporized Dagen. As soon as I have proof, we will take their whole rotten community down and clean our world of the monsters,” I reply.

“Yes, we will. And I already have a team investigating the case, and they will find out who took Dagen from us.” I open my mouth, but Troy holds his hand up, so I know he’s not finished. “I want you to take over Dagen’s charge,” he informs me, making me frown.

I’m confused because once a dream master has been assigned a human to guide and protect, there’s no way one of us can take over like that. As if reading my thoughts, Troy says, “The human’s name is Tate Crawford; he’s twenty-four. I was about to assign Dagen as his dream master because something isn’t right, and this human needs guidance and protection. But now, with the demise of Dagen, he never had a dream master assigned to him. So, I don’t expect you to have any problem guiding and protecting him.”

I blink a few times because usually, when we are assigned to a human, we get time to prepare. Learn about their character and about what they’ve been through, stuff like that. I have a foreboding feeling that this is not the case now.

“The reason you get Dagen’s assignment is because no one else is capable of taking on a charge without proper preparation. You are the oldest of the dream masters, and it’s only logical that you are the chosen one,” Troy informs me.

“Damn, I hate it when I’m right, and judging by your grim expression, there is more. Am I right?” I question. Troy sighs. “Sometimes you’re too perceptive for your own good. Yes, there’s more, but I can’t talk to you about that. It’s something you will have to find out yourself,” he answers while carefully watching me for any kind of reaction, which he doesn’t get. Yep, I’m good like that. Well, as an ancient dream master, I excel in everything.

We talk for a couple of minutes before I prepare to travel to Earth to make sure that Tate is still safe. There must be something special about Tate Crawford for Troy to assign him to me. I’m ancient and extremely powerful, so I guess that he is, or soon will be, in grave danger. Well, I will be vigilant to avoid unexpected surprises.

If it weren’t that urgent, Troy would have prepared one of the other dream masters and sent him to Earth to watch over Tate Crawford. So, this assignment is serious, and I will treat it accordingly.

I like to be on Earth; it’s a nice planet, and I love to pretend to be a human, which means exchanging my original attire for human clothes. I like the suits and crispy white shirts and ties to match them. But I also like a warm knitted sweater.

Also, my apartment is already created and ready for me to move into. It’s in the same building Tate lives in. I will act as the new neighbor and, that way, try to gain his trust so we get to know each other.
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CAIN

It’s my second night on Earth, and I haven’t seen Tate yet. My apartment is across the hall from where Tate lives, so it’s strange that I still haven’t seen him. Yesterday, I took the time to scope the neighborhood. It’s a nice neighborhood, but the building is situated in the better part of town, so it should be relatively safe.

I also read the newspapers because I need to know what is happening in my surroundings. I expect a murder or something similar horrifying, and I’m not wrong. A dead body is found, and according to the description, the deceased male is a dead ringer for Tate. So, that’s not right; it tells me that something is very wrong.

I use my magic to get an image of the male who was found murdered, and I’m shocked to see how much he resembles Tate. I also see that his appearance has changed. So, someone wanted this poor man to look precisely like Tate Crawford, but why? And then murder him? It doesn’t make sense.

I open the door because I want to recheck the building’s surroundings. Because I need to be sure Tate is safe. “You must be the new neighbor.” I look up, right into the eyes of Tate Crawford. He looks nice, well, for a human, with light brown, unruly curls and intense green eyes. He’s not that tall; I estimate his height to be about 5 feet 10.

“Hi, Yes, that would be me. I just moved in two days ago. I’m Cain. Cain Fairbourne,” I introduce myself as I hold out my hand in greeting. As a dream master, I have only one name, but humans have a first name and a last name. I like the name Fairbourne, so that is what I use as my last name for my time on Earth. 

The human’s smile is warm and genuine as he takes my hand, and we shake. “I’m Tate Crawford,” he replies. “Well, I need to run; work is waiting,” Tate says as he turns and heads for the stairs.

I stare after him. He has me worried because his aura should be bright white and spotless, but it isn’t. Tate has a darkness surrounding him, which can’t be good. I can sense the purity in his soul, so why does darkness surround him? There’s something else that doesn’t add up. I wish Troy had informed me about this human because right now, to me, he’s an enigma. Nothing makes sense unless Tate has experienced something horrifying. If that’s the case, then I need all the information there is about him, and fast.

When Troy told me about becoming Tate’s dream master, I wasn’t thrilled. I also didn’t like that he kept me in the dark about this human. However, now that I’ve met him, I must admit he intrigues me.

Still, Troy not telling me anything about Tate is strange because it’s not how we operate. To guide and protect a human the best I can, I need to know everything there is to know about that person. Something is very wrong, and I will find out what that is.

Now that he’s my responsibility, I’ll be able to observe him while he’s sleeping and dreaming. I need to see what Tate is dreaming about so I can start guiding him in his dreams. As a dream master, I’m capable of observing and influencing his dreams because a dream master overrules a sandman. That has me thinking because I don’t even know which sandman is responsible for Tate. I need to wait until this evening when he goes to bed to see which sandman is assigned to him. A sandman is able to influence dreams, but not by much.

By analyzing his dreams, I will get to know him better; then, I should be able to guide and protect him accordingly. Right now, Tate is on his way to work, and I decide I will follow and observe. Troy didn’t even tell me as much about where the human works. I will talk to him later when I know a bit more about Tate.

I will use some light magic to dig deep into his past and that of his family because by using a bit of magic, I’ll gain information I would never get otherwise. Doing a magical background check is not how I usually work. Still, in this case, it’s all about keeping Tate safe.

Even though I’m a dream master and do not live on Earth, I know how to hack into computer systems. Well, not really, but I manage it by using a bit of magic. It’s what I’m planning on doing because I need to know more about Tate Crawford. Running Tate’s name through several databases will point me in the right direction to search magically. By using magic as well, I’m sure to find out information that’s not in the system.

The body that was found worries me, too. The poor bastard was a dead ringer for Tate. That doesn’t sit well with me. I have a bad feeling about the whole damn assignment. There’s still the question of why Troy didn’t inform me about Tate.
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TATE

I walk the long corridor toward the morgue. There are no windows because, like most morgues, it’s in the basement. I feel that someone is walking behind me, maybe a doctor who needs to know something. I stop and turn, but no one is there; I’m alone. However, I can swear someone is here. I turn again and continue my way to what I call my working chambers.

There’s a body already waiting for me—a female who caused a fatal car accident. The police want an autopsy to find out if something is wrong with her. Then there is the body of a thirty-four-year-old man who’s next in line. According to his family, he died under suspicious circumstances. His mother insisted he was healthy as a horse, and she finds it hard to believe that her son’s heart stopped just like that. She even accused her daughter-in-law of murdering her son. Well, a post-mortem might shine some light on the cause of death, I hope.

I’m busy checking the tools I need. I always check everything before I start cutting into a body so that I don’t have to search for a scalpel while I’m working on a body. Again, the feeling that someone is watching me is strong, very strong. I look around but find nothing out of the ordinary. I shake my head and concentrate on the dead female.

It’s late in the afternoon, and I’m about to leave because tomorrow is another day when the door opens, and Detective Chase Adams steps into the room. “Not that I’m not happy to see you, but what brings you here?” I ask because I know he doesn’t like the catacombs.

“Did you release the body of John Doe?” he asks. I frown. “You mean the one that resembles me?” I ask. “The very one.” “Then, no, I didn’t. You told me to keep him here until further notice. Why do you ask?” I inquire. “Because he’s missing. John Doe is gone,” he says.

“But that can’t be,” I say as I walk over to the freezer where the bodies are kept until I release them. I open the door, and the trolley slides out, but it’s empty. I frown and open the other freezers because maybe some of my idiot interns switched bodies by mistake or on purpose.

I turn to Chase. “I don’t understand. He should be in there,” I point to the empty freezer. “Yeah, well, he isn’t. So, we have to question the idiot interns if they messed up,” A grim-looking Chase says. “I agree, but will you let me do the questioning? Some are intimidated by cops; others just distrust them,” I say. Chase looks thoughtful for a brief moment. “Alright, but I want to be there,” he insists. I nod as I start dialing because they have already left. An hour later, my four interns arrive, and I question them. After I asked every intern, It was Brady who informed us about what happened. An hour later, Chase and I were the only ones left because I had sent the interns home.

“So, Brady says someone came in, showed the necessary paperwork, and took our John Doe with him,” Chase quietly says. “It seems that way. You can claim the security footage; maybe that’ll shed some light on what happened,” I suggest. “I already did. A fellow detective has looked at them, but whoever it was, they knew exactly where the cameras were,” Chase replies, and I can see that he’s frustrated. Well, that makes two because I am, as well.

A thought hits me. “Chase? Can I see the footage of this afternoon?” I ask. He raises his eyebrows. “Sure, but why?” he questions. I press my lips together and look thoughtful. “I know it might sound ridiculous, but when I walked through the corridor, it felt like someone was following me. I didn’t see anyone, but I’m convinced I wasn’t alone. Maybe the footage can clear things up,” I explain as best as I can.

“Sure, follow me,” he says while he takes his phone and starts dialing. He suddenly stops and turns toward me. “You are off now, correct? We already sent the tech department a copy of the footage for analysis. So, you have time to watch,” he explains. “Yep, my work for today is done,” I say.
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CAIN

Well, I’ll be damned. The human is actually aware of my presence, which should not be possible. I know that the security footage won’t show anything, but Tate actually insists on looking at it. I really need to dive into his past and see what happened because I have a terrible feeling that I might not like what I find. But then again, what else is new? 

I follow Tate and his detective friend to the tech department. “There’s nothing to see,” Detective Chase says. “It seems like it. Still, I could have sworn that someone was with me,” Tate insists. Seeing the look Detective Chase gives Tate, I’m sure that something awful must have happened in Tate’s past. It’s almost like he pities the human.

“Tate.” The detective starts, but Tate cuts him off as he holds his hands up. “No! It has nothing to do with that, and you know it. I’m well and have a clean bill of health. I take my meds, and I’m as normal as you and everyone else in this room.” Tate is on the defense, and he doesn’t sound angry but somewhat agitated. I see Chase looking at Tate and know that man’s heart is breaking; I feel his pain. What the hell happened to Tate that he feels he must defend himself like that? And what’s with the clean bill of health and medication? Anyway, it’s daytime, and I assume that Tate is safe, so I’ll leave them to do some background research.
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TATE

I glance around the room, where everyone is busy with testing and analyzing evidence. “Is everything alright?” Chase softly asks. I’m so sick and tired of people asking me that same question almost on a daily basis. “I’m fine,” I answer, but I’m not, not really. A minute ago, I felt the presence of someone, and now that someone has left the room. The security footage doesn’t show anything strange; maybe I really am as crazy as some people think I am. Right now, I’m questioning my sanity.

If someone had been following me, they would have been visible on the security footage. No one was there; I was alone in the corridor. It’s strange to see how I scan my surroundings while it’s obvious that I’m alone. Yeah, maybe I’m going crazy. Maybe it’s time to call the shrink. Anyway, I’m exhausted; all I want is to go home, take a long hot bath, and watch TV. Yes, it’s definitely time for me to head home.

“Are you joining us for drinks at Pat’s?” Chase asks. I’m already in the parking lot and didn’t even notice Chase is behind me. I shake my head because I’m really not in the mood right now. “No, not tonight,” I say curtly and head for my car.

I unlock the front door and am about to enter when the door of the apartment opposite mine opens. It’s the new neighbor. “Hey, Tate,” he greets me cheerfully. I turn and make sure to give him a friendly smile. “Hello, Cain,” I reply. “Well, have a nice evening,” Cain says as he heads for the stairs. I’m stunned because I had expected; what had I expected, that he would come on to me or insist on having dinner with me? Oh, hell, I’m so messed up and confused right now. I hurry into my apartment, close it, and lock the door.

Because I sleep poorly, I am constantly tired, and because of that, I’m on edge more and more all the time. My doctor has offered sleeping pills, but I know that they give me more bad dreams. I decide not to take a bath because I’m way too tired. The warm water is always soothing, and I don’t want to fall asleep while soaking.

After a quick shower, I dress in sweats and head for the kitchen to grab a beer and make a sandwich. I sink onto the couch and watch a series that’s popular on Netflix right now. After finishing the sandwich, I fire up my laptop to check my emails. There are a couple of emails, but nothing important, so I will take care of answering them tomorrow.
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CAIN

I watch Tate hurrying inside his apartment. He seems stressed, and I feel his pain and confusion. I knew he was on his way home, so I waited to leave my apartment until he came out of the elevator. I see the dark circles under his eyes and know he’s suffering, but I’m in the dark about why he is so full of pain.

I intend to get into a conversation with him like neighbors do, but it’s apparent he’s not in the mood. So, I’m heading out and will return to my home world to talk to Troy about Tate. I know he told me I needed to find out for myself. However, it’s very rare for a dream master not to get any kind of information about a human they need to guide and protect.

Because I have no information whatsoever, it’s difficult to protect Tate because I don’t know from which side danger is coming. I’m in the shadows, preparing to return to my home world, but nothing happens. The entrance to my home world is closed? What the fuck? Then, suddenly, I feel movement, and the next thing I know, I’m in Troy’s office.

He seems surprised to see me, and I wonder why. “Cain? What are you doing here?” he questions without even so much as saying hello. “I’m here because I need information about Tate Crawford because something is very wrong.” I expect him to protest, but he doesn’t. “Take this; it should help you in your search for more vital information about Tate’s past,” he says as he gives me a USB stick.

I frown because this doesn’t seem right. “Troy? What’s going on?” I ask, my tone is demanding. I can’t read his expression, which isn’t good. Troy sighs, and now he looks guilty. “I’m sorry, Cain, but I can’t say more, only that you need to prepare for the worst, and I sincerely hope you manage to keep Tate alive.”

I leave his office because there’s not much else I can do. A moment later, I’m standing before the apartment building where Tate lives. I feel a burning in my jacked pocket and already know what it is. “God damn,” I curse as I look at a burned USB stick in my hand. It must have gotten overheated while I traveled back to Earth.

I wonder what else is waiting for me because I have a feeling that this is only the beginning. I put the stick in my jacket pocket again and enter the building. Tate is home; I feel his presence. I open the door to my apartment and head inside, where I crush the USB stick until it’s not even recognizable anymore.

I open the laptop and wave my hand over it. It’s the way I search for information about Tate Crawford. Using magic helps me in my search, and I finally find an article, but it’s not about Tate. It’s about Tate’s brother, his twin. The young man was found murdered, well, slaughtered, according to the news article. It says that Tate was the one who found Joseph Crawford, also known as Joey. I expect to find more information, but there’s nothing about Tate.

Next, I begin searching the city’s archives. I wave my hand over the keyboard, and the hospital’s logo appears on my screen. It’s my way of hacking systems, but there’s no information whatsoever about Tate. I do the same with the local school; there’s also no information about Tate or Joey. This is strange because there should be at least basic information about his school and things like that.

The lack of a record of Tate raises all the red flags in my mind. Either everything is as it should be, and the records exist, or someone is preventing me from finding the necessary information about Tate Crawford.

One way or another, I need to find out what’s going on so I can protect Tate. It means I need to call upon my magic. See if I can lift the veil that’s spread over Tate’s existence. It is almost midnight, and I feel the presence of a sandman, but something is off. As a dream master, I’m able to go through solid walls and vanish into thin air. Those are only a few of the things I’m capable of. Right now, I need to slip inside Tate’s apartment to see which sandman is assigned to the human. I hurry because I feel that something isn’t right.

I move through the wall of my apartment and then through the wall of Tate’s apartment. Being a dream master also gives me the possibility to remain unnoticed by any sandman. It is how we operate because that way, we never have to disturb the man while he helps humans fall asleep. A sandman can influence a human’s dreams only so much, but as a dream master, I can overrule him. It’s because we’re protectors as well as dream guides.

Tate Crawford is twenty-four, and it’s only now he has a dream master assigned to him. Usually, it’s when they are still very young that human children get a dream master assigned to them. It’s not uncommon that adults get one, too, but it almost never happens.
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