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      The sun was just starting to dip below the buildings in downtown as I powered down my computer, exhaustion wrapping itself tight around my body. I’d joined the FBI to help people and live up to Ezri’s legacy. I’d managed that, at least according to the people who’d mattered to her, a few months ago when we’d solved the bank robbery case. But since then, the cases had all felt so mundane.

      “What’s that look for?” Agent Duncan, my partner, asked from his seat across the way.

      He was a little more than just my partner in the field these days. We’d gone on a date or two. It was nice to be able to talk about magic with someone who had some distance from it while still understanding what I meant. I hadn’t intended to spill the beans to him, but it hadn’t been possible to keep the cat in the bag when the bank robbery case was so wrapped up in dark magic.

      “Nothing,” I sighed, rubbing my temples. “Just thinking how the last few cases we worked have felt kind of … tame?”

      “Oh, don’t go jinxing us,” he replied with a laugh. “I mean, you didn’t really think there were only going to be magical crimes for us to solve, did you?’

      Embarrassment warmed my cheeks. A small part of me had assumed that would be the case. After all, there were plenty of magically inclined criminals in this city. And every time I’d crossed paths with Ezri, she’d been tracking down some magical kidnapper or killer.

      “Well, I mean there are literally governing bodies to keep people like me in line. Why couldn’t that extend to actual law enforcement?”

      He stood and crossed the distance, leaning on the outer wall of my cubicle with one arm. “I guess it’s possible. But if you have an entire agency in the know, it kind of defeats the purpose of magic being secret, right?”

      I nodded. “I think I’m just grumpy, that’s all.”

      “I know what can fix that.” He beamed down at me.

      “Beer and bed?” I replied.

      “Something like that. Come on,” he said, pulling me to my feet.

      I cast a glance toward one of the offices situated on either side of the large conference room. Molly had left about an hour ago, but I could still see Jacquie sitting there, bent over her computer.

      “Give me a minute,” I told Duncan and sidestepped him. Closing the distance to her office, I knocked twice before easing the door open. “We’re getting out of here.” After a beat, I added, “Do you want to come?”

      Jacquie turned from her computer screen and I noted the tired expression on her face. I recognized the sag in the skin under her eyes and the slightly sunken cheeks for lack of sleep and forgoing self-care. I was guilty of that all too often myself. I opened my mouth to retract the invitation when she let out a long breath.

      “Sure. I could use a night out.”

      I did my best to hide my surprise and offered a smile. “We’ll meet you in the lobby, then.”

      She nodded wordlessly, busying herself with wrapping up her work and I retreated to the cubicles. Duncan loitered by my desk. He’d abandoned the tie and suit jacket, and undone the top button on his shirt. His version of casual.

      “Jacquie’s joining us,” I announced and caught the slight deflation in his expression.

      He’d been hoping for a date. I just wasn’t up for the intimate small talk required. “I told her we’d meet her downstairs,” I noted and started for the elevators.

      The security officer stationed at the front desk eyed us uneasily as we waited. Despite the fact I still had my badge and gun clipped to my belt, our continued presence appeared to unnerve the man. Finally, Jacquie arrived. She, too, had left her suit jacket in her office and had changed into a less formal pair of slacks. I felt woefully overdressed as we followed Duncan out onto the street.

      “Where are we heading?” Jacquie called as he led us down the street toward Government Center station.

      “There’s a place I’ve been meaning to check out,” he replied.

      My stomach did a flip as we got off at the first Boston University stop on the B line. I could see the long line snaking down the sidewalk outside of the bar Notre Dame. It was not a place I liked to spend time. It brought back too many painful memories. That, and the owner, was kind of a dick who didn’t like me.

      “Why don’t we find somewhere else? This place is going to be way too crowded,” I urged, catching Jacquie’s eye. I hoped she would back me up. She had her own history with this place thanks to her investigations into magically linked cases with Ezri.

      “It’s the only magical bar in the city,” Duncan protested.

      “I know. I’ve been. It’s not that exciting. Pretty boring really. And the drinks suck,” I replied.

      “Agent Cartwright seems to like them,” he mumbled.

      “That’s because she has a vested interest,” Jacquie snorted.

      Her words sent a shiver of revulsion down my spine. I knew that Molly and Jonathan—the bar’s owner—had been seeing each other off and on, but I did my best to forget that fact whenever possible. I honestly couldn’t understand what she saw in him.

      I gestured to the long line that wound its way down the block past several storefronts. “It’s packed. There’s no way we’re getting in any time soon,” I continued. “And it is way too hot to stand out here waiting.”

      As if by magic, the front door opened and Molly stepped out into the humid air and spotted us. She leaned in, whispered something to the bouncer, gestured toward us, and the bouncer nodded.

      “You three, go on in,” the bouncer said in a booming bass tone.

      I suppressed a groan as Duncan all but ran inside. I cast Molly an annoyed look, but she only offered a shrug. “He really wanted to check it out,” she said over the thrum of the bass as we moved from the front foyer into the bar proper.

      “Then maybe you should have taken him with you,” I muttered. The ambient noise around us swallowed my retort, which was probably for the best.

      We settled at one of the high-top tables situated halfway between the bar and the dance floor. I cast a look around the space and a hint of magic seeped out of me. Being back here triggered my power’s instinct to exert its control over me. I didn’t fight it this time. Instead, I let it wash over me and it sharpened my senses. I could hear the couple at the far end of the bar bickering over whether he’d had too much to drink. The scent of stale beer and liquor accosted my nose. My gaze narrowed in on a guy with a buzz cut across the dance floor, ripples emanating from his fingertips. They traveled down to the floor, sending the girl dancing near him stumbling into his waiting embrace. His face was sweaty by the time she landed in his arms, like what he’d done took a huge effort on his part. Despite having apparently accomplished his goal, he looked around, as if afraid someone else had noticed what he’d done.

      Jonathan detested the use of magic in his bar, no matter the reason. He especially despised people using it to hurt others. Which was kind of ironic given how fucking scary the man could be when he wanted. My body, infused with my own power, allowed me to move double speed unseen across the floor. A sudden nauseous feeling hit me the moment I stopped moving and a strange unease wrapped around me. A voice in the back of my head told me I shouldn’t have done that. It wasn’t like the few sips of alcohol I’d had could have done this. No, this felt like someone else had gotten in my head. The voice sounded eerily like Jonathan.

      I tried to ignore the feeling and pulled the girl free of the man’s groping fingers.

      “Back off,” I snapped, putting myself in his way.

      His face blanched as he gave me a once over and he beat a hasty retreat, shoving other patrons out of his way in the process. I looked down only to realize I’d forgotten to take off my badge and holster. Maybe I wasn’t as overdressed for the evening as I’d first imagined.

      “You done scaring the locals?” Jacquie quipped as I returned to the table.

      “Just doing my civic duty,” I replied, noticing Duncan’s absence.

      “He’s getting drinks,” Jacquie filled in, reading my confused expression.

      From my new vantage point, I had a clear view of the bar. I spotted a young woman manning the bar who I recognized as Jonathan’s niece, Missy. I must have stared longer than I realized, because I felt Jacquie nudge my arm.

      “Sorry, I thought she’d gotten some sort of fancy degree,” I said.

      “No idea. I never really interacted with her much,” Jacquie answered. “Want to tell me why you insisted on a third wheel tonight?”

      “I didn’t,” I began, but deflated moments later when she fixed me with a disbelieving look. “I just wasn’t in the mood for a date night. To be honest, I’m not sure I’m really ready to be dating.”

      Jacquie jabbed a finger toward the bar. “Then tell him that, because in case it’s escaped your notice, the man has fallen for you. Hard. And this team cannot work effectively if there is drama.”

      “It’s not that I don’t like him, it’s just … things are still kind of complicated with Kevin,” I answered.

      “You still see him around Headquarters?” she asked.

      Kevin Ellery and I had begun our relationship while he was serving a sentence for murder. He had been manipulated and forced to do it by some very nasty people. He dumped me the day he’d been released. He’d insisted he needed to find himself without his magic, which on some level I could understand. We’re supposed to keep magic hidden from the rest of the world and dealing with the loss of his while in prison wouldn’t have been doable. However, it didn’t mean I still didn’t hurt seeing him at Authority Headquarters when our paths crossed.

      “Kind of hard to avoid,” I finally offered just as Duncan reappeared toting drinks.

      “Molly said she’s going to join us,” he announced, producing a fourth glass as he inched closer to me to make room.

      “I thought you were on a date,” Jacquie quipped as Molly materialized beside her.

      Molly offered up a single shouldered shrug. “He had to work. I get it. Besides, I thought we could all use a night out.”

      I sipped on the beer Duncan had ordered and people watched as my colleagues talked around the table. I tuned out their words, my senses once again focusing on the other people around me. The couple at the end of the bar had finally left, but the magical groper was back, inching his way toward the dance floor again.

      “Not today, asshole,” I grumbled, setting my drink down on the table.

      I was halfway across the space before anyone could stop me. I could see his target—a visibly drunk brunette swaying to the music even when the song had stopped.

      “I thought I told you to get lost,” I called.

      “What? You gonna shoot me lady?” he laughed.

      “Don’t tempt me,” I replied, stepping up closer and leaned in. I caught the nauseating odor of sweat and stale alcohol on his skin. “Trust me when I tell you if the owner catches you using magic in his bar, he’ll ban you.”

      “I don’t often agree with feds, but this one’s got a point,” Jonathan’s baritone voice said from behind me.

      Having spent enough time in his presence over the years, I was acutely aware of the power wafting off of him. He’d been born with a genetic defect that left him physically disfigured. He used magic to cover it up and present a handsome face on a hulking muscled body.

      The groper swallowed, his Adam’s apple bobbing noticeably in his throat before backpedaling for good this time. I watched him and his lackeys until they’d left the bar behind before turning to face Jonathan.

      “I had that handled you know,” I noted.

      “My bar, my prerogative.”

      “You know, you could probably put some wards up to keep that from happening,” I offered. “I know a girl who is great with magical security.”

      “I can handle my own security, agent,” he replied, spitting out the last word like it was sour.

      “You’re dating one of us. I would have thought your aversion to law enforcement would have waned.”

      I watched him glance in Molly’s direction before shaking his head. “Special circumstance. I still don’t like cops in my bar.”

      “Then maybe you should stop letting us in,” I muttered and returned to the table and my now lukewarm beer.

      “You are off duty, remember,” Duncan said, awkwardly stretching his left arm out like he wanted to wrap it around my shoulders before thinking better of it. Unfortunately, he’d committed to raising his arm so he pretended to stretch. It was a little cute, but mostly awkward as hell.

      “Not when there are douchey frat boys trying to take advantage of vulnerable girls,” I answered.

      Jacquie opened her mouth to add her thoughts before stopping and slipping her hand into her pocket. She pulled out her phone, studied the screen, and pressed it to her ear, making a beeline for the exit of the club.

      If it were possible, the ambience of the bar softened around us and the space looked less crowded as I finished my beer. Maybe it was the alcohol taking effect, but when I spotted Jacquie returning, I could swear she moved in slow motion. Her expression signaled something was off. I caught her lean over and whisper something to Molly before retracing her steps to the exit.

      “Come on, outside,” Molly said, gesturing for Duncan and me to follow.

      The buzzed feeling dissipated as the sticky August evening air hit me. Jacquie was already halfway down the block when we finally caught up to her. When she spun to face us, I could see unshed tears making her eyes sparkle in the ambient light cast by the fluorescence in the nearby windows.

      “What’s going on?” Duncan asked.

      “I just got a call from my niece,” Jacquie replied.

      Molly and I exchanged a knowing glance. Jacquie’s niece, Neveah, could see the future. She’d been the one who’d foretold Ezri’s death two years ago. Seeing the future was a heavy burden for a teenager to carry.

      “What did she see?” I whispered.

      “Her father’s death.”
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      I didn’t know all of Jacquie’s personal history, but I knew enough to be certain that her brother had died before our paths ever crossed. It was part of the reason Jacquie had taken temporary custody of Neveah and her older brother Troy while their mom got herself sorted out in rehab.

      “You’re telling me her powers are expanding?” Molly hissed.

      “Okay, someone is going to need to fill me in,” Duncan said.

      Molly let out an exasperated huff, but said, “Jacquie’s niece and nephew have magic. Neveah can see the future sometimes.”

      “Got it. So, she saw your brother’s death. That’s a good thing isn’t it?” he replied.

      “He died five years ago,” Jacquie answered, her voice raw.

      “Oh.”

      “Are you sure she saw your brother and not someone else? I mean, not that I’m a vision expert or anything. But aren’t they usually kind of intentionally vague?” Molly nodded her agreement with my questions.

      “All I know is that she told me she saw him die.”

      “Then what are we doing still standing here. We need to talk to her,” I said. It wasn’t quite a magical criminal case, but it was certainly a mystery.

      “I drove. We can take my car,” Molly announced and led us further down the block away from the bar to a small parking lot behind one of the other businesses.

      We crammed into her car and she took off, ignoring several traffic lights in the process, on our way to Jacquie’s sister-in-law’s place. I tried to imagine what the experience of seeing her own father’s death had been like for Neveah. She was a strong kid. She’d endured captivity at the hands of the Order of Samael two years ago and she was still a coherent, functional child. If I’d been in her place, I doubted I would have come through as well as she had.

      Once we arrived, Jacquie was out of the passenger side of the car before Molly had even cut the engine. The front door to the house sat open and I could see Jacquie’s nephew, Troy, standing there like he’d been expecting his aunt to burst in any minute with an FBI entourage.

      “She’s in her room, Aunt Jacquie,” I heard Troy explain as I climbed out of the car.

      “Did she tell you what she saw?” Jacquie demanded.

      Troy shook his head. “I tried, but she insisted that she could only tell you. What is going on?”

      Jacquie pulled the young man into an embrace. I could barely make out her lips moving as she whispered something to him. I hurried past Molly and Duncan, and stepped into the house just as Jacquie released her grip on the boy and headed upstairs. I followed suit, waiting just outside the bedroom door to give the girl some privacy with her aunt.

      “You can come in,” Jacquie called after a moment of silence.

      I crossed the threshold into a room decked out in dark purples and pale pinks. I spotted posters on the walls for bands I hadn’t even heard of. Still in pajamas Neveah sat in the middle of her bed, legs tucked under her as Jacquie perched on the edge, one hand resting on the girl’s shoulder.

      “Hi, Neveah, I don’t know if you remember me,” I said. “My name is Kayla.”

      “You knew Ezri,” Neveah answered.

      I nodded. “I did, yeah. Your aunt says you saw something pretty scary. How are you doing?”

      “Confused,” Neveah admitted. “I know it was my dad … but that’s not supposed to be possible since he’s already dead. I can’t see the past. At least, I’ve never seen it before.”

      “You’ve been spending a lot of time at headquarters lately,” Jacquie noted. “Maybe all that practice is making your powers grow?”

      “I don’t want them to grow,” Neveah answered, wrapping her arms around her aunt. “I don’t want to see bad things like this anymore.”

      Had she seen more than just the vision that prophesied Ezri’s sacrifice?

      I made a mental note to ask Jacquie about it later when we were in private. “I know you don’t want to see it again, but there’s a reason you called Jacquie, right? You wanted her help?”

      “Well, I can’t talk to my mom about it. Anything about Dad just makes
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