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Welcome to Harmony—where the rules are a little different.Life is tough these days for Lydia
Smith, licensed para-archaeologist. Seriously stressed-out from a nasty incident in an alien
tomb, she is obliged to work part-time in Shrimpton’s House of Ancient Horrors, a very low-
budget museum. She has a plan to get her career back on track, but it isn’t going well. Stuff
keeps happening.Take the dead body that she discovered in one of the sarcophagus exhibits.
Who needed that? Finding out that her new client, Emmett London, is one of the most
dangerous men in the city isn’t helping matters either. And that’s just today’s list of setbacks.
Here in the shadows of the Dead City of Old Cadence, things don’t really heat up until After
Dark.Includes a preview of Jayne Castle’s Rainshadow Novel DECEPTION COVE

About the AuthorJayne Castle is a pseudonym for Jayne Ann Krentz, the author of more than
fifty New York Times bestsellers. She writes futuristic romance novels under the Castle name,
contemporary romantic suspense novels under the Krentz name, and historical romance novels
under the pseudonym Amanda Quick. There are more than 35 million copies of her books in
print.A race of aliens once lived on the future Earth colony called Harmony, leaving behind them
the ruins of a vast, beautiful, and mysterious culture that is still protected by the psychic illusion
traps and eerie ghosts that they created. Lydia Smith is an archaeologist who can resonate and
dissolve the illusions, and those talents, combined with her lack of finances and questionable
professional reputation, make her the obvious hire for Emmett London, who is trying to track
down a lost antique and the nephew who stole it. Lydia's first consulting job quickly turns
dangerous, however, as corpses, ghosts, and illusion traps start popping up--not to mention the
rather unprofessional electricity between her and her first client.In After Dark, author Jayne Ann
Krentz, writing as Jayne Castle, describes a world that delightfully intertwines futuristic ideas like
green-glowing marble, psychic amber, and six-legged pets with earthly characters like penny-
pinching bosses, absentee landlords, and mafia wives trying to turn into high-society dames.
The writing can feel a bit clunky: "The paranormal ability to resonate with amber and use it to
focus psychic energy had begun to appear in the human population shortly after the colonists
came through the curtain to settle the planet of Harmony," and the final chapters suffer from a
similar lack of finesse in the tying up of loose ends, but Krentz's world is fantastical and
fascinating, one that will keep you reading and your imagination soaring.--Nancy R.E. O'Brien--
This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Review“An appealingly effervescent
romance mildly spiced with paranormal fun.”—Publishers Weekly“Wonderful futuristic
romance.”—BookBrowser --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Read more
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Praise for the novels of New York Times bestselling author Jayne Castle…“Castle is well-known
for her playful love stories, and this futuristic tale of romantic suspense runs delightfully true to
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disappoint.”—Publishers Weekly“A fun read, as are all of Castle/Krentz’s books.”—The Southern
Pines (NC) Pilot“Writing under Jayne Castle, Jayne Ann Krentz takes her trademark combination
of witty, upbeat action, lively sensuality, and appealing characters to [a] unique, synergistic
world.”—Library Journal…and Jayne Ann Krentz“Good fun.”—Cosmopolitan“Entertaining.”—
People“Fast-moving…entertaining…highly successful.”—The Seattle Times“Fast-paced…
interesting characters.”—Chicago Tribune“Quick and witty and the romance sizzles.”—The
Columbia (SC) State“Along with Nora Roberts, Krentz is one of the most reliably satisfying
romance writers publishing.”—Sunday Times (CA)“An absolutely, positively fun read…Krentz’s
characters are always people you’d like to meet for yourself and know more about.”—The
Southern Pines (NC) Pilot“Jayne Ann Krentz is one of the hottest writers around.”—Albuquerque
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30Special excerpt from THE LOST NIGHT1IF IT HAD not been horribly obvious that Chester
Brady was already dead, Lydia Smith might have strangled him herself.Her first assumption
when she rounded the corner into the shadowy Dead City Tomb wing of Shrimpton’s House of
Ancient Horrors was that Chester was pulling another scam. It had to be some bizarre con tactic
designed to steal her new client prospect right out from under her nose before she could get his
name on a contract.It was so typical of the little sneak. And after all she’d done for him.She came
to a halt and stared at the leg and arm hanging limply over the side of the ancient sarcophagus.
Maybe it was just a weird gag this time. After all, Chester’s sense of humor did lean toward
childish pranks.But there was something a little too realistic about the way he was slumped in
the not-quite-human-shaped coffin.“Maybe he just fainted or something,” she said, without much
hope.“Don’t think so.” Emmett London glided around her and walked forward to gaze down into
the green quartz burial box. “He’s very dead. You’d better call the authorities.”She took another
cautious step forward and saw the blood. It had drained from Chester’s throat into the bottom of
the coffin.The reality of what she was staring at hit her with a numbing jolt. She could not believe
it. Not Chester. He was a thief and a con artist, the kind of shady character who gave a bad
name to all legitimate antiquities dealers and respectable para-archaeologists, but he was a
friend too. Sort of.She swallowed heavily. “An ambulance?”Emmett looked at her. Something
about his gaze made her uncomfortable. Maybe it was the eerie gold-green hue. It was a little too
close to the color of her pet dust- bunny’s second pair of eyes, the ones it used for
hunting.“There’s no rush on the ambulance,” Emmett said. “I’d start with the police if I were
you.”Easy for him to say, Lydia thought. The problem was that the first person the cops would
want to talk to would probably be her. Everyone on Ruin Row knew that she’d had a furious
argument with Chester last month because the little creep had snaffled off her first potential
client.Oh, God, Chester was dead—genuinely dead. It was difficult to grasp the concept. This
wasn’t another one of his convenient disappearing acts designed to keep him one step ahead of
an enraged client. This time his death was for real.She suddenly felt light-headed. This could not
be happening.Deep breaths, she thought. Take some deep breaths. She would not fall apart.



She would not lose it. She was not going to crack under stress the way everyone expected her to
do.With an effort she pulled herself together.She glanced up from Chester’s body and found
Emmett London watching her. His expression was oddly thoughtful, even mildly curious in a
detached sort of way. It was as if he was waiting to see how she would react, as if her response
to the sight of a dead body in a sarcophagus was merely an interesting academic
puzzle.Unconsciously, her gaze went to his wrist. She had caught a glimpse of his watch a few
minutes ago. The dial was set in an amber face. No big deal, she thought. Amber accessories
were fashionable. A lot of people wore amber simply because it was stylish. But some people
wore it because amber was the medium that powerful para-resonators used to focus their
psychic talents.Another shiver went through her.“Yes, of course, the police,” she whispered.
“There’s a phone in my office. If you’ll excuse me, Mr. London, I’ll go call them.”“I’ll wait here,”
Emmett said.So calm and unruffled, she thought. Maybe stumbling across dead bodies was
routine for him.“I’m really very sorry about this.” She didn’t know what else to say.Emmett
regarded her with that unwavering expression of polite interest. “Did you kill him?”The shock of
the question left her momentarily speechless.“No,” she finally gasped. “No, I most certainly did
not kill Chester.”“Then it’s not your fault, is it? There’s no need to apologize.”She got the distinct
impression that he would not have been especially troubled if she had admitted to murdering
poor Chester. She wondered uneasily what that said about him.She turned away to walk back
along the gloom-filled display gallery to her office. Her glance fell on Chester’s foot propped on
the edge of the green sarcophagus. The foot was encased in a boot made of some sort of cheap
imitation lizard skin.Chester had always been a flashy dresser, Lydia reflected. To her surprise,
she felt a pang of wholly unexpected sadness. True, he had been a sleazy, opportunistic hustler.
But he was only one of many who eked out a living on the fringes of the booming antiquities
trade here in Cadence. The eerie green quartz ruins of the long-vanished alien civilization that
had once flourished here on Harmony provided a variety of profit niches for industrious
entrepreneurs. Chester had not been the worst of the lot who worked in the shadow of the Dead
City wall.He had been a nuisance, but he had been colorful. She was going to miss him.At five
o’clock that afternoon, Melanie Toft stood in the doorway of Lydia’s tiny office, her dark eyes
alight with curiosity. “What did they say? Are you in the clear?”“Not entirely.” Exhausted by the
hours of police questioning, Lydia sagged back into the depths of her chair. “Detective Martinez
said they think Chester was murdered sometime between midnight and three A.M. I was home
in bed at the time.”Melanie made a tut-tutting sound. “Alone, I suppose?”Melanie was never loath
to bring up the subject of sex. Six months ago she had terminated her third, or maybe it was her
fourth, Marriage of Convenience. She made no secret about the fact that she was open to the
notion of a fifth.On the basis of her considerable experience, Melanie had appointed herself
Lydia’s personal sex advisor. Not that she had any great need of the expertise, Lydia thought.
Her sex life, never what anyone would term lively, had become downright moribund in the past
year.Lydia absently fingered the amber stones in her bracelet. “How does a person verify that
she was innocently asleep in her own bed when someone got murdered?”Melanie folded her



arms and leaned against the door frame. “It would certainly be a whole lot easier to prove if you
had not been alone in said bed. I’ve been warning you for months about the dangers of not
having a more active social life. Now you see the risks of being celibate for extended periods of
time.”“Right. A person never knows when she’s going to need a good alibi for murder.”Concern
replaced some of the fascinated interest on Melanie’s face. “Lydia, are you—you know—okay?”It
was starting already, Lydia thought. “Don’t worry, you don’t have to call the folks in the white
coats yet. I’m not going to have a nervous breakdown in front of you. Thought I’d save it until I get
home tonight.”“Sorry. It’s just that you told me that the para-rez shrinks had advised you to avoid
stressful situations.”“What makes you think I’ve had a stressful day? All I’ve done so far is find a
dead body in the Tomb Gallery, spend a few hours being grilled by the cops, and probably lose
my shot at signing up a private client who could have single-handedly elevated my financial
status into the next tax bracket.”“I see your point. Nothing stressful about a day like that. Not in
the least.” Melanie straightened away from the door frame and moved into the office. She sat
down in one of the two chairs in front of the desk. “Just a walk in the park.”A new worry
descended on Lydia. She could not afford to lose this job. “I wonder what Shrimpton will say
when he gets back from vacation tomorrow and finds out what happened.”“Are you kidding?
Shrimp will probably give you a raise.” Melanie chuckled. “What better publicity for Shrimpton’s
House of Ancient Horrors than the discovery of a murder victim in one of the exhibits?”Lydia
groaned. “That’s the sad part, isn’t it? If this makes the evening papers, there will probably be a
line of people around the block tomorrow morning.”“Uh-huh.” Melanie’s expression turned
serious again. “I thought the police questioning was strictly routine. Are you really a
suspect?”“Beats me. I’m still sitting here behind my desk, which means no one’s arrested me so
far. I take that as a positive sign.” Lydia drummed her fingers on the arm of her chair. “But the
cops knew about my flaming row with Chester in the Surreal Lounge last month.”Melanie
frowned. “Not good.”“No. Fortunately, Detective Martinez also seems to be aware of the fact that
Chester had a lot of disgruntled clients and more than a few enemies on Ruin Row. It’ll take her a
while to sort out all the possible suspects. It’s going to be a long list.”Melanie shrugged. “I doubt
the police will spend too much time on the case. Chester Brady wasn’t exactly a high-profile
victim or an upstanding member of the community. He had several brushes with the law, and his
name was compost with the Society of Para-archaeologists.”“True. I imagine the only people at
his funeral will be the folks he ripped off. They’ll attend just to make sure he’s actually
dead.”“Probably hold a celebration at the nearest bar afterward.”“Probably.” Lydia sighed. “I don’t
think there will be any family at the graveside, either. Chester once told me that he had no close
relatives. He was always saying that was one of the things he and I had in common.”Melanie
snorted softly. “You and Chester Brady had nothing at all in common. He was a classic loser,
always looking for the big score and always screwing it up whenever he came close to getting
it.”“I know.” Not so very different from her at all, Lydia thought glumly. But she refrained from
saying that aloud. “It’s weird, but I think I’m going to miss him.”Melanie rolled her eyes. “I don’t
see how you can summon up any sympathy for the little jerk after the way he stole your first



client away from you last month.”“He just looked so pathetic lying there in that sarcophagus, Mel.
The blood and everything.” Lydia shuddered. “It was awful. You know, Chester was pond scum,
but I’m surprised that he actually made someone mad enough to murder him.”“Among his other
glowing qualities, Brady was a thief. That tends to irritate folks.”“There is that,” Lydia conceded.
“And as a parting gift to me, on his way to the afterlife he managed to sabotage the sweet deal I
had going this morning.”“Think you’ve lost the client who came to interview you today?”“For sure.
The poor guy had to spend an hour with the cops because of what happened. He was polite
about it, but I got the impression that Mr. London is not accustomed to tolerating that kind of
inconvenience. He’s a rich, successful businessman from Resonance City. When he phoned
earlier he made it clear he prefers to keep a very low profile. He wanted all sorts of assurances
about discretion and confidentiality. Thanks to me, he’ll probably wind up in the evening
papers.”“Not real discreet or confidential,” Melanie agreed.“Considering the circumstances, he
was amazingly civil about the whole thing.” Lydia propped her chin on her hands. “He didn’t say
anything rude, but I know I’ll never see him again.”“Hmm.”Lydia cocked a brow. “What’s that
supposed to mean?”“Nothing, really. It just occurred to me to wonder why a rich, successful
businessman who likes to keep a low profile would contact a para-archaeologist who worked in
a place like Shrimpton’s House of Ancient Horrors.”“When he could have had his pick of
university consultants from the Society of Para-archaeologists?” Lydia asked grimly. “Okay, I’ll
admit I sort of wondered about that, too. But I didn’t want to push my good luck, so I refrained
from posing such delicate questions.”Melanie leaned across the desk to pat her arm. “Hang in
there, pal. There will be other clients.”“Not like this one. This one had money, and I had plans.”
Lydia held up her thumb and forefinger spaced an inch apart. “I was this close to giving my
landlord notice that I would not be renewing my lease on that large closet he calls an
apartment.”“Bummer.”“Yeah. But maybe it’s all for the best.”“What makes you say that?” Melanie
asked.Lydia thought about the too casual way London had asked her if she had murdered
Chester. “Something makes me think that working for Emmett London might have been almost
as stressful as finding dead bodies in the Tomb Gallery.”2AN HOUR LATER Lydia emerged from
the stairwell on the fifth floor of the Dead City View Apartments.She was gaining stamina, she
thought as she walked down the dark hall to her front door. She wasn’t panting nearly as much
after the five flights of stairs now as she had in the first week after the elevator had stopped
functioning. Better than a gym workout, and much cheaper.It was important to stay positive.She
slid the amber key into the lock, gave it a small pulse of psychic energy, and opened the front
door.Her pet dust-bunny, Fuzz, drifted toward her across the floor. If she had not been
anticipating his greeting, she would not have seen him until he appeared at her feet. None of his
six paws made any sound on the tile floor of the postage-stamp-size foyer.Fuzz’s daylight eyes
were open, glowing a brilliant, innocent blue against his dull, nondescript fur. He was fully fluffed,
making it impossible to see his ears or his paws. He looked like something that had just rolled
out from under the bed.“Hey, Fuzz, you are not gonna believe the day I had.” Lydia scooped him
up and plopped him on her shoulder. Oomph! Been into the pretzels again?”The sturdy weight of



the little beast always surprised her. One tended to forget that the scruffy, unprepossessing
exterior of a dust-bunny concealed the sleek muscles and sinews of a small but serious
predator. “Chester Brady got himself murdered in my new sarcophagus. The one I told you I got
for Shrimp’s museum super cheap from the University Museum because they had two hundred
extra ones in the basement. Plus they owed me, on account of I found a couple of dozen of their
best examples in the first place.”Fuzz rumbled cheerfully and settled into a more comfortable
position on her shoulder.“I know, I know, you never did like Chester, did you? You were in good
company. Still, it’s strange to think that he’s gone.”Several months ago she had stopped worrying
about whether or not her one-sided conversations with Fuzz were an indication of deteriorating
mental and psychic health. She’d had more pressing matters to occupy her attention. Chief
among them had been finding a job and stabilizing her personal finances after the
disaster.Besides, as far as everyone else was concerned, she had cracked up big time after her
Lost Weekend. Given the diagnosis she had gotten from the shrinks following the incident,
talking out loud to a pet seemed pretty close to normal.The disaster in the Dead City six months
ago had not only destroyed her career at the university and wreaked havoc on her personal
finances, it had also left phrases like “psychic dissonance” and “para-trauma” sprinkled liberally
about in her medical records.The doctors had recommended that she avoid excessive stress.
Unfortunately, that was easier said than done when one was trying to forge a new career on the
ruins of one that had crashed and burned.For all their pompous-sounding pronouncements,
Lydia knew that the rez-shrinks didn’t have a clue about the true state of her mental and psychic
health. Neither did she, for that matter. She remembered almost nothing about the forty-eight
hours that had passed after she fell into the illusion trap.The doctors said she had repressed the
memories. They claimed that, given her high-rez psychic profile, it was probably better that
way.The paranormal ability to resonate with amber and use it to focus psychic energy had begun
to appear in the human population shortly after the colonists came through the Curtain to settle
the planet of Harmony. At first the talent was little more than a curiosity. It was only gradually that
the true potential of the phenomenon became apparent.Today, almost two hundred years after
the discovery of Harmonic amber, it was routinely used for everything from switching on car
engines to running dishwashers. Any child over the age of four could generate enough psychic
energy to “rez” untuned amber. Few people, however, could summon enough psi power to do
more than use it to drive cars or operate a computer. But there were exceptions.In some people
the ability to para-resonate took odd, extremely powerful twists. Lydia was one of those people.
In technical terms, she was an ephemeral-energy para-resonator. The common term was “trap
tangler.” For some unknown reason she could use tuned amber to resonate with the dangerous
psychic illusion traps that had been left behind by the long-vanished Harmonics. Being able to
de-rez the nightmarish snares practically guaranteed that a person would end up in the field of
paraarchaeology. The alternative career path was dealing stolen antiquities.Until six months ago,
she had been advancing quickly through the hierarchy of the academic world. It had been only a
matter of time before she made full professor in the Department of Para-archaeology.And then



came the disaster.Her only clear recollection of what she privately called her Lost Weekend was
that of coming to in a Dead City catacomb and discovering that not only was she alone but she
had somehow lost her amber. Without it she faced the nearly impossible task of finding her way
to one of the exits.But Fuzz found her. She had never figured out how he got out of the
apartment, let alone prowled the Dead City until he discovered her. But he had. He had saved
her life.She was not the first strong para-archaeologist to lose control and be overwhelmed by
the alien nightmares enmeshed in the traps, but she was one of the few who had not wound up
in an institution after the ordeal.Lydia removed Fuzz from her shoulder and dumped him on the
bed while she changed clothes. If it weren’t for his bright blue eyes he could have been mistaken
for a large ball of lint sitting on the quilt.“Bad news on the client front today, Fuzz. Looks like we
won’t be moving into that spiffy new apartment at the end of the month after all. And I may have
to cut back your pretzel ration.”Fuzz rumbled again. He watched without much interest as she
kicked off her low-heeled shoes and climbed out of her business suit.She pulled on a pair of well-
worn jeans and an oversized white shirt, then resettled Fuzz on her shoulder.Barefoot, she
padded into her pint-size kitchen, poured herself a glass of wine from the twist-cap jug she kept
in the refrigerator, and fixed a plate with a couple of crackers and some cheese. She removed
the lid from the pretzel jar and grabbed a handful of munchies for Fuzz.When that was done, she
carried the makeshift hors d’oeuvres and the wine out onto the minuscule deck. Sinking into one
of the loungers, she fed a pretzel to Fuzz, propped her feet on the railing, and settled back to
watch the sun go down behind the great green quartz wall that surrounded the Dead City.Her
small apartment was overpriced, considering its size, the outdated kitchen, and the bad section
of town in which it was located, but it had two important features. The first was that it was within
walking distance of Shrimpton’s House of Ancient Horrors, which meant she did not have to buy
a car. The second, and in some ways more important, feature was that it was located in the Old
Quarter, near the western wall of the Dead City. From her balcony she had a tiny sliver of a view
of the ruins of the Dead City of Old Cadence.It seemed to her that the ancient, mysterious
metropolis was at its most hauntingly magnificent when it was silhouetted against the light of the
dying sun. She contemplated the narrow wedge of the wall that she could see from the balcony
and watched the last of the daylight illuminate the emerald glow of the stone. The nearly
indestructible green quartz had been the Harmonics’ favorite building material. The four dead
cities that had been discovered thus far—Old Frequency, Old Resonance, Old Crystal, and Old
Cadence—had all been constructed of the stuff.Aboveground the architecture of the various
alien buildings assumed a dazzling variety of fanciful shapes and sizes. No one knew how the
Harmonics had actually used any of the structures that were being painstakingly uncovered by
the archaeological teams contracted to the university.The only thing para-archaeologists could
be sure of was that whatever had gone on aboveground in the eerie ruins, it was nothing
compared to what had gone on underground. By several estimates, less than twenty percent of
the catacombs had been explored. Illusion traps and energy ghosts made the work slow and
fraught with danger.She had told the doctors that she had no memories at all of what had



happened during the forty-eight hours she had spent in the glowing green catacombs, but that
was not entirely true. Sometimes, when she sat on her deck like this and watched night descend
on the Dead City, fleeting images came to hover at the farthest corners of her mind. The wraiths
always stayed just out of sight, disappearing whenever she tried to draw them into the light of
day.A part of her was more than content, even eager, to leave them in the shadows. But her
intuition warned her that if she did not eventually find a way to expose them, the phantoms would
haunt her until the end of her days.She sipped her wine, gazed at the green wall, and felt the
familiar little shivers go down her spine.The knock on her door startled her so profoundly that
wine sloshed over the edge of her glass.Fuzz rumbled in annoyance.“Could be Driffield.” Lydia
sucked the drops off her fingers as she got to her feet. “Maybe he got my last letter threatening
to call a lawyer and decided he’d better do something about the elevator. Naw, I can’t see him
climbing five flights of steps to tell me he’s going to get it fixed.”With Fuzz on her shoulder, she
went back into the apartment and crossed the miniature living room. When she reached the door
she stood on tiptoe to peer through the peephole.Emmett London stood in the hall. He did not
appear to be breathing hard after the five-story climb.For a few seconds she just stared, unable
to believe her eyes. Emmett gazed calmly back. He was not exactly smiling, but there was a
trace of amusement in his expression. He was obviously aware that he was being observed.She
noticed that he had picked up the evening edition of the Cadence Star, which had been left on
her doorstep, and held it absently in one hand. She could read the head-line of the lead story:
MUSEUM ASSISTANT QUESTIONED IN MURDER.She wondered if London had stopped by to
tell her just how much he disliked being connected to a murder investigation.Taking a deep
breath, she summoned up enough bravado to open the door.“Mr. London.” She gave him her
best professional smile. “What a surprise. I wasn’t expecting you.”“I was in the neighborhood,” he
said dryly.Not bloody likely, she thought. Hers was not the sort of neighborhood that attracted
upscale businessmen who were inclined to worry about getting mugged.On the other hand,
something told her that Emmett didn’t fret too much about street crime. He looked quite capable
of taking care of himself.Fuzz rumbled. It wasn’t a warning. The dust-bunny sounded inquisitive.“I
see.” Lydia looked at the newspaper in Emmett’s hand. “It really wasn’t necessary to go out of
your way to tell me that you’ve changed your mind about hiring me as a consultant. I already
assumed I wouldn’t get the job.”“Did you?”“You, uh, indicated that you were real big on
discretion. I sort of figured that what with the dead body and the cops and the evening
headlines, you might conclude that discretion wasn’t my strong point.”“Apparently not.” He
glanced back along the shabby hallway and then looked at her. “I would prefer not to continue
this conversation out here in the hall. May I come in?”“Huh?” At first she thought she had
misunderstood. “You want to come inside?”“If you don’t mind.”She flushed and hurriedly stepped
back. “Oh, sure, sure. Please, come on in.”“Thank you.”When he moved into the foyer, he made
no more noise than Fuzz did. That was where the resemblance ended, Lydia decided. Emmett
London did not in the least resemble a dust-bunny blowing across the floor. There was nothing
haphazard, fluffy, or scruffy about him.He looked like someone who made his own rules. The



expression in his uncompromising eyes and the severe lines of his face told her that he also
lived by those rules. An ominous sign, she thought. In her experience, people who adhered to a
rigid code were not particularly flexible.Emmett studied Fuzz with a thoughtful expression as
Lydia closed the door. “I assume he bites?”“Don’t be ridiculous. Fuzz is perfectly harmless.”“Is
he?”“As long as all you can see are his daylight eyes, there’s nothing to be concerned about. The
only time you have to worry about a dust-bunny is when he stops looking like a wad of dryer
lint.”Emmett raised his brows. “They say that by the time you see the teeth it’s too late.”“Yes, well
—as I said, there’s no need to be alarmed. Fuzz won’t bite.”“I’ll take your word for it.”The
conversation was deteriorating, Lydia thought. She needed a distraction. “I just poured myself
some wine. Will you join me?”“Yes, thank you.”She relaxed slightly. Maybe he wasn’t here to tell
her that he was annoyed with her for getting him involved with the cops. Surely he wouldn’t
accept an offer of hospitality and then inform her that he was going to sue her and Shrimpton’s
House of Ancient Horrors.Then again, maybe he would do exactly that.“When I heard your
knock, I thought you were my landlord.” She went into the kitchen, yanked open the refrigerator,
and removed the jug of wine. “I’ve been after him to get the elevator fixed. It isn’t working—but I
expect you noticed.”Emmett came to stand in the doorway. “I noticed.”“Driffield is a lousy
landlord.” She poured the wine into a glass. “I’m trying to get enough cash together to move
soon. In the meantime, he and I are locked in an ongoing war. So far he’s winning. I’ve given him
so much trouble lately that I have a hunch he’s looking for an excuse to evict me.”“I
understand.”Oh, sure. She seriously doubted that anyone had ever tried to evict Emmett London,
but she decided it would probably not be politic to say so.“Enough about me,” she said smoothly.
“It’s a dull subject. Let’s go out onto the balcony. I’ve got a view of the ruins.”He followed her
outside and carefully lowered himself into the other lounger.It was amazing how much smaller
her treasured balcony seemed with him occupying such a large portion of the limited space. It
wasn’t that he was an especially big man, she thought. He probably qualified as medium on
most counts. Medium height, medium build. It was just that what there was of him was awfully
concentrated.She had a feeling that with Emmett, like Fuzz, by the time you saw the teeth it was
too late.In spite of having spent nearly half an hour with him this morning, she knew little more
about him than she had when he’d called her office and made the appointment. He had told her
only that he was a business consultant from Resonance City who collected antiquities.“We
didn’t have a chance to finish our conversation this morning,” Emmett said.Lydia thought about
Chester’s body in the sarcophagus and sighed. “No.”“I’ll come straight to the point. I need a good
P-A and I think you’ll do.”She stared at him. Apparently he wasn’t going to sue her, after all. “You
still want to hire me? In spite of the fact that I got you into the evening papers?”“I’m not in the
papers.” He sampled the wine. “Detective Martinez very kindly refrained from giving my name to
the press.”She whistled softly. “Lucky you.”“Luck had nothing to do with it.”She relaxed slightly.
“Well, if it makes you feel any better, I’m really very good at what I do.”“I’m glad to hear that.” His
smile lacked all trace of true humor. “It’s not like I’ve got a lot of choice.”That gave her pause. She
recalled Melanie’s question that afternoon. Why hadn’t he gone to the Society or to a classy



museum to find a para-archaeologist?She cleared her throat. “I don’t want to talk myself out of a
job, Mr. London, but you do seem to be, for want of a better phrase, financially comfortable.”He
shrugged. “I’m rich, if that’s what you mean.”“Yeah, that’s what I mean. Let’s be honest here. With
your money you could go to the Society of Paraarchaeologists and pick a private consultant who
has established a reputation with big-time collectors.”“I know,” he said simply. “But I need one
who isn’t too particular.”She chilled. “Too particular about what?”“About getting involved in the
illegal side of the antiquities trade.”Lydia went very still. “Oh, damn. I knew you were too good to
be true.”3HE HAD NOT handled that well. Emmett realized his mistake immediately. Lydia
looked as if she had been flash-frozen in her chair. She did not move so much as a single
muscle.The dust-bunny on her shoulder stirred, but since it didn’t open its second pair of eyes
Emmett figured he was safe for the moment.Lydia’s lagoon-blue eyes gleamed with anger,
however. It was probably just his imagination or maybe a trick of the evening light, but he could
have sworn that her red-gold hair had turned an even more fiery shade. Unlike the dust-bunny,
she did look dangerous.“Perhaps I should explain,” he said gently.“Don’t bother. I get the picture.”
She narrowed her eyes. “You’re under the impression that I’m a thief? That I deal in illicit
antiquities?”Obviously a bit of diplomacy was required at this juncture, Emmett decided.“I think
you have connections in the underground market here in Cadence,” he said deliberately. “I need
those contacts, and I’m willing to pay well for them.”She slammed down her wineglass. “I am not
a ruin rat. I’m a respectable member of the Society of Para-archaeologists. Okay, so I haven’t
worked on any licensed excavation teams lately, but I am in good standing with the Society. I’ve
got enough academic credentials to paper a wall, and I’ve worked with some of the most noted
experts in Cadence. How dare you imply—”“My mistake.” He held up one hand to silence her. “I
apologize.”She was clearly not mollified. “If you want to hire a thief, Mr. London, I suggest you go
elsewhere.”“I don’t want to hire a thief, Miss Smith. I want to find one. Preferably with as little
publicity as possible. To do that, I figured I’d need someone who knew the underground side of
the antiquities business.”“I see.” Her voice was as brittle as glass. “What made you think that I
could help you?”“I did a little research.”“You mean you went looking for a P-A who was not
employed by a legitimate excavation team?”He shrugged and took a sip of the truly awful wine.
He congratulated himself on not wincing.Lydia’s smile was getting colder by the second. “Did
you work on the assumption that any P-A who could not get respectable employment on a team
or in a museum must be involved in the illegal trade?”“It seemed like a reasonable theory. I regret
any misunderstandings.”“Misunderstandings?” She leaned forward slightly. “Calling me a thief
comes under the heading of insults, not misunderstandings.”“If it makes any difference, I’m not
especially concerned with your professional ethics.”“It makes a difference, all right,” she said
ominously. “A big difference.”“Be fair, Miss Smith. No one expects to find a legitimate para-
archaeologist working at a place like Shrimpton’s House of Ancient Horrors.” He paused. “And
then there was that business with the body in the sarcophagus this morning.”“I knew you were
going to hold that against me.” She flung out a hand in disgust. “One lousy body and you leap to
the conclusion that I’m up to my ears in the illegal trade.”“It wasn’t finding the body that made me



think you might have some contacts in the business, it was the fact that you seemed well
acquainted with the victim. I’m told that, among other things, Chester Brady was a ruin rat.”Her
mouth opened, closed, and then opened again. “Oh.” After a moment she settled wearily back
into her chair. “I suppose that could lead a person to some inaccurate conclusions.”“I appreciate
your cutting me some slack on that point.” He took another cautious swallow of wine and
pondered the razor-thin view of the Old Wall. “So how did you come to know Brady?”Lydia
slanted him a meditative glance. Out of the corner of his eye he studied her expressive,
intelligent face. He got the feeling that she was debating just how much to tell him. He would no
doubt get the highly edited version of the story, he thought. She had no reason to confide in
him.Not that he didn’t already know a good deal about her. In the past twenty-four hours he had
made it a point to learn a lot. He was aware of the two days she’d spent trapped underground in
the Dead City six months ago. His people in Resonance had briefed him on her medical reports
—reports that were supposed to be private and confidential but that were extraordinarily easy to
come by if you had money and connections. He had plenty of both.This morning when he’d
walked into her office and seen the gutsy determination in her eyes, he’d immediately dismissed
the opinions of the para-rez psychiatrists. Whatever else she was, Lydia was not weak or
delicate. He knew another fighter when he saw one.The little rush of pure sexual awareness that
went through him in that first moment was a warning. He had chosen to ignore it. That, he
reflected, might not have been one of his smarter decisions. But he knew himself well enough to
realize that he was not going to change his mind.“I met Chester a few years ago,” Lydia said after
a while. “He was a strong ephemeral-energy para-resonator.”“A tangler?”“Yes. But he came from
nothing. No family, no proper schooling. He never went to the university. Never studied
archaeology the way most good tanglers do. He was never allowed into the Society.”“That’s not
exactly a mark against him. Everyone knows the Society of Para-archaeologists is as arrogant
and elitist as they come.”She glowered. “I agree that the Society is inclined to be a bit stiff-
necked, academically speaking. But it’s because of their high standards and strict admission
requirements that tanglers haven’t got the same disreputable public image as those ghost-
hunters in the Guilds.”“The Guilds have standards,” he made himself say in a neutral tone.“Hah.
What the Guilds have are bosses who run things the way gangster bosses run their gangs, and
everyone knows it. In this town, the Guild boss is Mercer Wyatt, and I can assure you that
whatever standards he imposes have nothing to do with academic qualifications or
credentials.”Emmett contemplated the bright flash of anger that lit her eyes. “It’s no secret that
there’s a lot of professional rivalry between hunters and tanglers, but you seem to have taken it
to an extreme.”“Whatever else you can say about the members of the Society, we’re respected
professionals, not members of an organization that is only one step above an underworld mob.”“I
believe that we were discussing Chester Brady.”Lydia blinked a few times, scowled, and then
subsided back into her chair. “Yeah, Poor Chester.”“You said he never gained admission to the
Society?”“He preferred to work the, uh, fringes of the antiquities trade.”“Meaning he was a
thief?”“Well, yes. But I sort of liked him anyway. At least, when I wasn’t mad as hell at him. He



really was an incredible tangler, you know. Very few could resonate with the ephemeral energy in
the illusion traps the way he could. I once saw him de-rez a whole series of vicious little traps in
one of the catacombs.” She broke off abruptly and dabbed surreptitiously at the corner of her
eye with the sleeve of her shirt.“How did you become friends?”“He runs—ran—a little shop in the
Old Quarter near the east wall. Sort of a combination pawnshop and antiquities gallery. Small-
time stuff. Anyhow, a couple of years ago he ripped off a little tomb vase from the lab where I was
working. I traced it to his shop. Confronted him. We got to talking, and one thing led to
another.”“You bonded with a small-time thief? Just like that?” Emmett said in surprise.Her jaw
tightened. “I got my tomb vase back first. As a gesture of thanks for not handing him over to the
authorities, Chester did a small favor for me. As time went on, he did other favors.”“What kind of
favors?”She turned her glass between her fingers. “He knew everyone involved in Dead City
work, legal and illegal. He knew who could be trusted and who would rip you off without a
second thought. He also knew who was hiding a major find and who’d just secured funding from
questionable sources. There’s a lot of competition among the excavation teams, you see. Inside
information is useful.”“There’s always a lot of competition when there’s a lot of money at
stake.”“It’s not only the money. Careers are made and broken out there on the sites.”“So good old
Chester clued you in on the players in the business?”“Something like that.”Emmett looked at her.
“What did you do for him in return?”“I…talked to him. And once I listed him as a consulting
source in a paper I published in the Journal of Para-archaeology.” She smiled sadly. “Chester
really got a kick out of that.”“You said you talked to him.” Emmett paused. “What did you talk
about?”“Lots of things. Chester spent years underground. Illegally, of course, but he sure knew a
lot of stuff. Sometimes we talked about how it felt to go into para-resonate mode with the really
old illusion traps. The kind that can suck you into a nightmare before you know what hit you.”“I
see.”“Chester was a loner, but even loners get lonely occasionally. And tanglers need to talk to
other tanglers sometimes. The Society provides more than just decent career opportunities for
ephemeral-energy para-resonators. It functions as a club. A place where you can meet and talk
to other people, share experiences.”“But Brady wasn’t a member of the club.”She shook her
head. “No. So he talked to me instead.”In other words, Brady was an outcast tangler who
sometimes pined for company, and you provided it?”“That about sums it up.”“Any idea who might
have wanted to kill him?”“No. But there was always someone around who was unhappy with
Chester.” She made a face. “Including me. I’ve been struggling to get a private consulting
business up and running. Last month he lured away my first important client. I was furious with
him for a while. But it was hard to stay mad at him.”“I see.”Lydia straightened in her seat. “I think
it’s time you told me exactly why you wanted to hire me, Mr. London.”He leaned back in his chair
and propped his feet up on the railing. “Recently a family heirloom was taken from my private
collection. I have reason to believe that the thief brought it here to Cadence and sold it on the
underground market. I want it back.”“You want me to help you trace it?”“Yes.”“It’s a Harmonic
artifact, I assume?”“No. As a matter of fact, it’s not an antiquity from the ruins. This particular
artifact came through the Curtain with my ancestors.”Her eyes widened. “You’re looking for



something pre-colonial? An object from Earth?”“Yes.” The barely suppressed excitement in her
voice amused him. “It’s not nearly as old as anything from the Dead Cities here on Harmony, of
course. But it is, obviously, extremely valuable.”“Naturally.” Enthusiasm lit her face. “Anything from
the Old World is worth a fortune to collectors. So little remains.”“Yes.”Everyone knew that after
the mysterious gate between worlds known as the curtain closed forever, the settlers on
Harmony had found themselves stranded. Lacking replacement parts, the equipment the
colonists had brought with them had ultimately failed. Everything that could be used had been
stripped. Many valuable artifacts had been lost during the violent, tumultuous period known as
the Era of Discord. Most of the rest had been discarded, lost, or destroyed in the two hundred
years that had passed since colonization.“What was it?” Lydia demanded eagerly. “One of the
computers? An agricultural tool of some kind?”“It’s a box,” Emmett said.Her face fell. “A box?”“A
very special box. Hand-carved from some sort of golden-brown wood and trimmed with gold and
silver metals. It’s called a cabinet of curiosities. It contains dozens and dozens of small secret
drawers. My great- grandmother claimed that no one in the family had ever found and unlocked
all of them.”Lydia frowned. “I don’t understand. It sounds like a work of art, not a piece of Old
Earth equipment or a mechanical device.”“It is a work of art. Handmade by an Old World
craftsman some four hundred years before the Curtain opened. One of my Earth-side ancestors
had the wood especially treated to preserve it indefinitely.”“But that’s not possible.” Lydia’s voice
gentled, although she did not trouble to hide the disappointment in her eyes. “You know as well
as I do that the settlers brought no art with them. Space on the transports was too limited. And
the Curtain closed before trade between the two worlds could be established. Perhaps it’s
something one of your ancestors made after arriving here on Harmony.”“No,” Emmett said. “The
cabinet of curiosities is from Old Earth.”“But how did your ancestors get it here?”Emmett glanced
at her. “I’m told that my several-times-great-grandfather had no choice. He married just before he
came through the Curtain, and his new wife insisted on bringing the cabinet with her. Apparently
she was a strong-willed woman. Somehow, she convinced my ancestor to smuggle it on board
the transport.”Lydia looked politely doubtful. “I see.”“You don’t believe me?” he asked
skeptically.“Every family has a few quaint legends concerning its Old World history.”“You think I’m
looking for a colonial-era box that one of my forebears crafted right here on Harmony, don’t
you?”She gave him a breezy, reassuring smile. “Don’t worry. It really doesn’t matter what I think
about the provenance of your missing artifact. I don’t have to believe that it came through the
Curtain in order to find it for you.”“True, but there’s a small problem with that approach.”“What
problem?”“If you really think that I’m semidelusional or just overly sentimental about an old family
antique, you probably won’t be sufficiently careful.”“Why do I need to be careful?”“Because there
are collectors who do believe that the box dates from pre–Curtain Earth. Some of them would no
doubt kill to get their hands on it.”4“A SMALL CHEST, you say.” Bartholomew Greeley folded his
hands on top of the locked glass case. His broad, ruddy features assumed a meditative
expression. “Made of a yellowish wood. With a number of tiny hidden drawers.”“That’s how my
client described it.” Lydia glanced at her watch. She had only twenty minutes left on her lunch



hour. “Apparently it’s been in his family for several generations. Between you and me, he’s
convinced it’s an Old World antique.”Greeley looked pained. “Highly unlikely.”“Yeah, I know.
Probably a nice heirloom-quality piece made right here on Harmony less than a hundred years
ago but with a history that has been, shall we say, embellished by a long series of grandfathers
and grandmothers.” Lydia nodded. “You know how families are when it comes to that kind of
thing.”“Indeed.” Bartholomew’s eyes gleamed. “But if the particular family in question actually
believes the item is of Old World manufacture—” He let the sentence trail off suggestively.Lydia
got the point. “Rest assured, my client is convinced that the cabinet came from Earth, and he is
prepared to pay well to get it back.”“How well?” Bartholomew asked bluntly.“He has instructed
me to put out the word that he will top any offer from a private collector.”“What about an offer
from a museum?”“My client says he can prove ownership of the cabinet and will go to court to
get it back if necessary. No curator will touch it if he or she thinks the museum will lose it in a
legal battle. What with the initial expense plus legal costs, it wouldn’t be worth the price.”“True.
Not unless the artifact in question actually is a work of art from the home world.”“As you said,
highly unlikely. The thing to keep in mind is that my client believes it’s from Earth. That means
there will probably be some other collectors who can be persuaded to believe it too.”“Hmm.”
Bartholomew pursed his lips. “So you need concern yourself only with the private market.”“Not
just the private collector market, Bart.” Lydia gave him a meaningful look. “A very special
segment of that market.”He did not pretend to misunderstand. “The segment that does not ask
too many questions.”“Right. We both know that you would never get involved in questionable
transactions, of course.”“Absolutely not. I have my reputation to consider.”“Naturally.” Lydia was
proud of the fact that she did not even blink at that statement. “But a dealer in your position
sometimes hears things. I just want you to know that my client is prepared to compensate you for
any information that leads to the recovery of his antique box.”“Indeed.” Bartholomew glanced
around the cluttered interior of Greeley’s Antiques with an air of satisfaction. “You’re quite right,
of course. A dealer in my position occasionally picks up rumors.”Lydia followed his gaze. The
display cabinets were crammed with odd bits and pieces of rusty metal and warped, faded
plastic. She recognized some of the items in the cases, including what looked like the remains of
an Old World weather forecasting instrument and the hilt of a knife. They were typical of the kind
of basic tools the settlers had brought through the Curtain or crafted shortly after their arrival on
Harmony.A torn, badly stained shirt with a round colonial-style collar was displayed in one of the
glass-topped counters. Next to it was a pair of boots that looked as old as the shirt. Neither the
shirt nor the boots bore any traces of artistic adornment. The colonists had tended to be an
austere lot. They’d become even more focused on the basics of survival after the Curtain had
closed.She took a step closer to the case that held the shirt and boots, widening her eyes at the
neatly penned description and price.“You’re selling these as genuine first-generation apparel?”
she asked politely.“Both the shirt and the boots have been authenticated,” Bartholomew said
smoothly. “Excellent examples of early colonial-era work. There is every reason to believe that
they were crafted within the first decade after the closing of the Curtain.”“I’d say it’s a lot more



likely that they were made last year by a forger who didn’t do enough research.”Bartholomew
scowled. “No offense, Lydia, but you’re an expert in Harmonic antiquities, not colonial
antiques.”“Give me some credit, Bart.” Lydia eyed him. “Just because I specialize in ruin work
doesn’t mean I don’t know a fake human antique when I see one. I was trained to recognize all
kinds of frauds.”Bartholomew’s wide face reddened in outrage. “What makes you think that shirt
is not first generation?”“The color. That particular shade of green wasn’t used in the early
colonial era. It appeared about forty years after the Curtain closed.”Bartholomew sighed. “Thank
you for your opinion.”Lydia chuckled. “Hey, don’t go changing the price on my account. Like you
said, I’m no colonial-antiques expert.”“Quite true,” Bartholomew said a little too readily. “And I
won’t be changing the price.”She took another look at her watch. Fifteen minutes left until she
had to be back at Shrimpton’s House of Ancient Horrors. There had been time for visits to only
two antique galleries on her lunch hour today. She had deliberately chosen to start with
Greeley’s Antiques and Hickman’s Colonial Artifacts because both proprietors dealt in Old Earth
and first-generation artifacts and because neither gallery owner was overburdened with
scruples.“I’ve got to get back to the office,” Lydia said. “We’ve been swamped at Shrimpton’s
today. You will let me know right away if you hear anything, won’t you?”“You have my word on it,
my dear.” Bartholomew looked at her. “Speaking of your job at Shrimpton’s little museum, mind if
I ask a question?”“I didn’t murder poor Chester.”Bartholomew gave her a limpid glance. “Good
heavens, Lydia, I wasn’t about to suggest that you did.”“Why not? Everyone else has felt free to
suggest exactly that.”Bartholomew leaned forward and rested his elbows on the counter. “The
thing is, why was he found in that tacky little establishment where you work?”“Haven’t got a clue.”
Lydia turned to walk toward the front door. “But I’ll tell you one thing. If I had killed Chester, I
wouldn’t have left his body just down the hall from my own office. A little too
obvious.”Bartholomew looked thoughtful. “I suppose that’s true. But it does raise another
interesting question.”“I know.” Lydia opened the door. “What was Chester doing in Shrimpton’s in
the first place?”“What do the cops think?”“They think he went there to steal something. Granted,
we’re not a front-rank museum, but we do have some interesting items in the collection,
especially in the Tomb Gallery. I wouldn’t put it past Chester to lift a couple of vases or some
tomb mirrors.”“I wouldn’t put anything past Chester. But why was he murdered, do you
think?”Lydia shook her head. “Who knows? Detective Martinez believes that one of his truly
annoyed clients followed him and killed him in the museum.”“Poor Chester. He never got that big
break he was always looking for, did he?”“No,” Lydia said quietly, “he didn’t.”She stepped out
onto the sidewalk and closed the door behind herself. She was satisfied with what she had
accomplished. Both Greeley and Hickman operated in the gray area between the world of
respectable galleries and the illegal underground of the antiques business. By tonight, the news
that she was looking for the cabinet of curiosities would have reached every dealer in
Cadence.She shot another glance at her watch and smiled to herself. So what if she was a
suspect in a murder investigation? Things were looking up. Counting travel time to and from Ruin
Row, she was about to post her first billable hour to Emmett London’s account.Her first job as a



private consultant was off to a nice start. She could only hope that she wasn’t successful too
soon. The less time it took to track down the London family heirloom, the less she could charge
Emmett for her services. She pursed her lips. Maybe she should have done a fixed-price
contract.Emmett emerged from the crowded bar and walked down the cracked sidewalk. The
weak streetlamps in this section of the Old Quarter made only small inroads in the dark valleys
of the night, and the light fog didn’t help. It created impenetrable pockets of shadow in the unlit
doorways of the looming buildings. It was a little like moving through a Dead City catacomb,
Emmett thought, but without the green glow and the eerie, alien quality.He crossed the silent
street, automatically adjusting his balance so that his boot heels did not echo on the
pavement.He walked deliberately back to where he had parked the Slider, but he did not hurry.
He was in no great rush to return to his hotel. He needed to think, and it was easier to do that out
here in the shadows.Things were becoming complicated, he reflected. Hiring Lydia Smith had
not been part of the original plan. But with Brady dead, the only thing he could do was
improvise.The prickle of awareness at the top of his spine interrupted his thoughts. It got his
immediate and complete attention.The telltale whiff of synch-smoke told him that the watcher
was somewhere in the shadows to his left. He continued along the sidewalk without pause, but
he took his hands out of his pockets.A figure stirred in an unlit doorway.“Mr. Emmett
London?”Well, that was a first, Emmett thought. Small-time thugs who preyed on late-night bar
crawlers rarely addressed their intended victims by name, let alone in a polite, damn near
deferential tone.Which meant that the young man in the shadows of the doorway was probably
not a garden-variety street thief.Emmett came to a halt and waited.The man stepped out of the
shadows into the pale glow of the streetlamp. He was thin and lanky, and he had the trademark
ghost-hunter slouch down cold. He also had the wardrobe. He was dressed in khakis, boots, and
a supple black leather jacket with the collar pulled up around his ears in a rakish manner. His
long hair was tied back at his nape with a black leather thong. He wore his amber in a belt buckle
the size of a car.The size of one’s amber wasn’t important. It took only a small chunk of the stuff
to focus psi power and convert it into a usable energy field. But try telling that to the flashy
dressers.“Didn’t mean to alarm you, sir. My name is Renny. I’m just the messenger.”“That can be
a high-risk profession.”“That sounds like something the boss would say,” Renny replied.“Who’s
your boss?”Renny scowled. “I’m a guildman. My boss is Mercer Wyatt.”“Really?” Emmett smiled
slightly. “You take orders from Wyatt?”Renny flushed. “Well, not directly, of course. Not yet, at any
rate. But I’m movin’ up fast in the Guild. One of these days I’m gonna take orders from the big
man himself. Meanwhile, I get ’em through Bonner.”“And what exactly did Bonner tell you to tell
me?”Renny drew himself up as if preparing to recite from memory. “Mr. Wyatt requests your
presence at dinner. His place.”“Let me be sure I’ve got this straight. This is an invitation.”“Yeah,
right.”“So why didn’t Wyatt just pick up the phone and call me at my hotel?”Renny looked slightly
taken aback by that suggestion. “With all due respect, sir, Mr. Wyatt is real big on tradition,
y’know? He likes to do things in the old ways.”“You mean he likes to run things the way they were
run in the days following the Era of Discord. Somebody ought to tell him that times have



changed.”Renny’s brow furrowed deeply. “Just because the Resonance City Guild decided to
turn itself into some kinda wimpy business corporation doesn’t mean the other Guilds got to do
things that way. Here in Cadence, we’re into tradition.”“Well, Benny—”“Renny.”“Excuse me.
Renny. Tell you what. Go ahead and honor your traditions. In the meantime, not only is the
Resonance Guild making money hand over fist, but one of the vice presidents is getting ready to
run for a seat on the Federation Council.”
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Spinneretta, “Good. This is the first full length book in Jayne Castle’s Harmony series, but not the
first story… it’s also a two-part story, beginning with After Dark, and ending in After Glow.Lydia is
a powerful Tangler, that has been reduced to working in a less respectable career after an
incident in the alien ruins.When Emmet London hires her to help him find a missing family
heirloom, the two of them uncover a much more sinister plot that starts with a dead body.This is
a sci-fi/paranormal romance series set on the alien world of Harmony. The human colonists are
building a society there, based on a number of paranormal abilities that appeared in the human
population shortly after they settled there.Harmony is a fascinating world, with an intriguing
social structure and a fascinating (although as yet mostly unknown) history, as well as interesting
native creatures, and these are reflected in the story.The world is richly realized, with a slight
musical theme to everything (including the slang terms) which gives the reader a much more
rounded experience.The characters are well written, and the story interesting, both part of the
reason I keep coming back for more!The dust bunnies make their first appearance in this book,
with Fuzz, Lydia’s pet and personal hero.Since this is book one of a duet, there are a few
unanswered questions yet to be resolved.An intriguing and enjoyable deep dive into the
marvelous world of Harmony.Recommended for sci-fi romance and paranormal romance fans.”

diana jaycox (my friends call me DJ), “Oh how I love Harmony!. I love Jayne Castle and her
wonderfully constructed sci-fi fantasy world of Harmony. So it seemed strange to me that I had
never read any of the Ghost Hunters series before now. I didn't know until I read After Dark that
there is a whole part of Harmony, involving para- archaeology I have been missing. It's like
Indiana Jones in the future! Jayne has not only created this spectacular world of Harmony she
has developed these great characters with paranormal talent to explore that world. Ghost
Hunters are not the Ghost Hunters you see on TV trying to capture ghosts on camera in some
derelict haunted house. These are people who can sense and manipulate "ghosts" of alien
energy that disrupt pyschic abilities ,interfering with the discovery of relics on Harmony. After
Dark is book 1 in the series that introduces these special teams of para- archeologists. Like
other Jayne Castle novels, After Dark is dripping with suspense and mystery. The plot is full of
twists and turns that keep you on edge from the first page to the very last. There is also off the
charts romance and hot sex that is enhanced by the paranormal energy that pours from they
main characters like sweat! After Dark is Jayne Castle at her best! Like I said, I have no idea why
I haven't read this series before but I will definitely being reading it for awhile now!”

Penelope, “Otherworldly Paranormal Adventure. I love Jayne Krentz/Jayne Castle’s Harmony
world of humans with that para “something extra”. This is book #1. (Short story, Bridal Jitters
occurs either just prior or 2 books later).At the beginning of After Dark, Harmony is a world that
exists 200yrs after earth colonists’ last trip through the space “curtain” suddenly closes, cutting



them off permanently. The human population trapped on Harmony have learned to exist & thrive
on a planet where things are a bit different than on earth & some people’s families have
developed something just a little “extra”.Jayne Castle’s series is light-hearted, filled with para-
adventures occurring either below ground in the green infused underground catacombs or
above on the other-worldly planet of Harmony. I find it delightful.”

Goddess of Chaos, “"A person never knows when she’s going to need a good alibi for murder.”.
Emmett is looking for a missing family heirloom and he has high hopes that Lydia is just the
person to help him find it.This done in one story is full of rich world building and a great sense of
humor, with just the right dash of attitude (and perhaps a pinch of snark). I love how Lydia is out
to reclaim her self-confidence and in Emmett she finds someone who looks at her, truly sees
her, and judges the person he sees as opposed to treating them according to stereotypes, or
worse, rumors and second-hand opinions.”

BarbMN, “Another fun futuristic romantic suspense by Quick. After an incident in the catacombs
has derailed Lydia’s academic career, she sets out on her own as a consultant. Emmet London
hires her to help him find a family heirloom (and his nephew) and they stumble over the dead
body of an acquaintance of Lydia’s and the ensuing investigation uncovers the disappearance of
many young people in Cadence city. With the help of Lydia’s dust bunny, Emmett and Lydia
follow the clues to uncover who’s responsible before it’s too late.The world that Castle creates is
extensive and well constructed. I love the characters, even though Lydia can be a little fixated
and beat a dead horse over and over again but she is still likeable and Emmett is the perfect
strong and dangerous hero.”

Sheila Barbee Collins, “Love it!!. Jayne Castle is one of my favorite authors. She never
disappoints. In this book Emmett and Lydia are brought together to find a missing heirloom.
Actually, Emmett 's nephew is missing. The two partner and have to find the connections
between a missing nephew, a couple of murders, and a strange psychic energy in a jar. Along
the way, a growing attraction between the two develops. These events all come together to build
a compelling story. I recommend this book to anyone that enjoys a good mystery and romance!”

Jm Hc Gray, “Another great read.. Another great book by this author. She keeps you in suspense
even though you know how the story will end, I can recommend all her books. Excellent service
from the seller as well.”

Valerie White, “Five Stars. An excellent book I highly recommend it”

Ebook Library Reader, “I love jayne castle books. I love jayne Castle's books, alway exciting and
keeps me glued to the page.  Only problem is that I cannot put it down”



pamela, “Five Stars. loved the storyline. was addicted to the story throughout. would recommend
to all”

The book by Jayne Castle has a rating of  5 out of 4.5. 920 people have provided feedback.
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