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			Chapter 1

			Ding-dong! My doorbell rang, and I smiled as Detective Richard Moss walked into my apartment. I liked that he did that before he came in, even though he had a key. It was just another thing about him that showed how respectful he was. He was wearing one of his gray suits and the dark purple tie I got him a few weeks ago. Of course, he looked fantastic in it, and that smile on his face made my heart flutter. 

			“Morning.” I put a mug of coffee on the counter for him. I don’t know how anyone could drink coffee, let alone drink it black, but he did it without complaint. I suppose that gave him a checkmark in the manly column of life. But he and Nicola thanked me when I finally got a coffee maker for the apartment. I figured it’d save them money from making coffee runs on their way to help me in the mornings.

			He leaned down and gave me a long, sweet kiss on my lips. “Morning.” His voice was quiet like it always was when he kissed me in the mornings. My stomach still flipped with excitement when he did that, even though it had been six months of kisses. Six months since I woke up in the hospital, my entire right arm immobilized because it had been surgically reattached after a revenant had chopped it off. That was a bad day all around. Not only did I lose my arm, albeit temporarily, but my friends Jackson and Amelia Fell were killed. Leaving me the only witch in Arion. I was just now crawling out of that heavy sadness.

			The last few months were the hardest of my adult life. I had never needed to rely on anyone for years, and suddenly, I needed help almost twenty-four hours a day with the most basic of things. Getting dressed, making food, hell, even paying bills on time. But Richard and Nicola really stepped up and helped me. Together, the three of us figured out new ways for me to be more independent while only having one working arm. I couldn’t ask for a better friend or boyfriend. “Sleep well?” He gently touched the giant sling that kept my right arm immobilized. I was due to get cleared from it tomorrow, and I was super excited about that. While I could take it off for short periods of time, it wasn’t as satisfying as being free of it for good. 

			“Yeah, it could have been better. I’ll probably sleep worse tonight, too excited not to wear this thing anymore.” Even though my shoulder was doing better than any surgeon expected, they still insisted I wear the sling, so I obliged. My magic was helping a great deal in my healing. Every day for thirty minutes, I would concentrate on my shoulder or arm and push healing magic through my body. I’d imagine the muscles getting stronger, the tendons being less tight, and it was working. I could move my fingers again, but I could tell they were weak. I could sort of shrug my shoulder, but I didn’t do that often, just in case I messed it up. I could even raise my arm in a way that would let me shower and clean myself. Of course, I didn’t fight Richard when he wanted to join me and help. I was part-invalid, not stupid.

			Richard smiled and took a drink of the black coffee I made him. “Me too.” I giggled. God help me, I giggled. We decided that when I no longer had my sling, we could take the next physical step in our relationship. While waiting six months was agony, it was almost over, and I couldn’t wait to get him into bed. We had gotten to know each other quite well over the months. What kind of books the other liked to read, and which movies were our favorites. And while I enjoyed every moment with him, we still hadn’t gone out much. It was uncomfortable with this awful sling, so we spent most evenings at each other’s houses, renting movies or ordering dinner. Sometimes, Nicola would join us, and we’d add in a board game. But now that I’d be free of this giant crutch, well sling, I couldn’t wait to show him off around town. And, of course, toss him into bed and do ungodly things to him. From the heat in his eyes, I could tell he felt the same.

			

			“Any idea what Ryan wants?” 

			I tried hard not to roll my eyes. “No idea.” That’s why Richard was here so early. Ryan had asked for a meeting with me and Nicola this morning. After the Major apologized for not helping when Jackson and Amelia were killed, his attitude had been a great deal better. I barely remember the apology he gave me in the hospital, but so far, it seemed like he meant every word. But he was still in charge, and I didn’t expect the good times to last.

			Richard leaned against the counter, the mug in his hands. “Maybe he wants to welcome you back?”

			“Pft, doubt that.” I laid my left hand on his tie, giving his chest a little rub. “Shall we?”

			He finished his coffee and put the mug in the sink. “We shall.” He held out his arm, and I took it as we walked from my apartment down to his car. All the officers knew we had been spending a lot of time together. He visited me almost every day while I was in the hospital. I say almost because he didn’t exactly escape from that mess intact, either. He had his own healing to do since he got shot in the arm. Thankfully, the bullet didn’t do too much damage, and he was back at work six weeks later. But after I was discharged, I couldn’t remember a day I didn’t see him. 

			Nicola told me there were rumors flying around the precinct because of the visits. That didn’t surprise me one bit. Police officers are some of the nosiest people you’ll ever meet. Nicola, of course, knew the truth but would deny it if anyone asked her. Best friend of the year right there. While I totally believed that a man and woman could be just friends, most would rather just tease us. When I mentioned the rumors to Richard, he told everyone who would listen that I was his partner, and no cop let their partner suffer alone. That was something they all understood, and the rumors calmed down a bit. It wasn’t like we were denying each other, but we had no idea if they’d even let us date. The last thing I needed to hear was that Ryan had a problem with it, so it was best to keep that bit quiet. Of course it was a small town, so it wouldn’t be long before someone saw us on a date. But until then, I wasn’t going to worry about it.

			We would be careful about not showing affection around the other officers, of course. The sling was huge, and I wasn’t allowed to drive while wearing it, so it was a good excuse to let him pick me up in the morning, so there shouldn’t be any repercussions for that. He was just a Detective picking up his partner for work. Nothing weird about that.

			────

			Ten minutes later, we walked into the precinct. A few of the officers smiled and gave me little waves. The ones who were on the scene when my arm got chopped off came over and shook my left hand. It was nice having their respect, but I think I’d rather not have lost an arm in the process. It had been a while since I’d been to the precinct, but I could still do most of my other witchy jobs around town. I didn’t need two arms for most of those. Nicola would come to help sometimes, driving me to a client’s house and then back home to celebrate a job well done. But the city insisted that I take leave from helping the officers, even though I was a freelancer. I couldn’t argue with them on that one. But I’ll admit I enjoyed my time away from all the stares and grumbles from the officers that I normally saw.

			Richard walked me over to Ryan’s office. Nichola was already in there. She was wearing a nice blue skirt with a white silk button-up shirt. Always the consummate professional. I, on the other hand, was wearing a black tank top and leggings. It didn’t really occur to me to dress to impress. I was technically still on leave anyway.

			“Well, maybe it’ll be good news since Nicola is in there.” I turned to him, trying desperately to be optimistic. “Sal’s for lunch?”

			“You’re on.” His fingers gently ran against mine, where Ryan couldn’t see, and walked over to his desk. I turned with a deep breath and walked into the office, head held high.

			“Roa, have a seat. How are you?” Ryan scooted up in his chair, and Nicola flashed me one of her perfect smiles and laid her hand on my shoulder as I sat.

			“I’m good, getting rid of this thing tomorrow. How are you?” It was odd asking him how he was when in the past, he was usually pissed off at me for something out of my control.

			“Doing well, thanks. So, I asked you both here because I have some news, and it affects both of you.”

			“Please don’t tell me I’m fired.” I couldn’t stop myself. The words just flew out of my mouth. I loved my freelancing gig with the department, and I wasn’t sure I could afford my apartment on my witch services alone.

			Ryan shook his head with a smile. “No, you’re not fired, neither of you. After the unfortunate events last fall—” He always called it that. ‘Unfortunate events’ not, ’when-I-fucked-up-so-bad-I-got-two-witches-killed-and-you-lost-your-arm-fighting-the-murderer’. Like I said, he was better but hadn’t made a total one-eighty. Maybe one-sixty-five? “I managed to convince the city that we needed more preternatural help and that you two deserve more than what we’ve been giving you.”

			My eyes went wide. “You convinced them?”

			“I know,” he held up his hand with a smile. “Hard to believe, but I did.”

			“Are we getting raises?” Nicola leaned forward. She definitely deserved a raise. Hell, who doesn’t?

			Ryan nodded. “You’re both getting raises, and you’ll be official employees of the city of Arion, not just freelancers. You’ll be given a pension, vacation days, sick days, 401k’s, the works. You both deserve this, and I’m sorry I didn’t push for it sooner.” My jaw dropped, and I looked over at Nicola. She looked the same, and we both laughed and hugged as much as we could.

			“It’s about damn time.” She chuckled and sat back, “I accept.”

			Ryan smiled. “Good. The other news, because of our need, we’ll have two new people joining us in a few days.” I sat back, shocked at that. The last thing I expected was for him to hire more help. 

			“Oh yeah?” He nodded. “Who?”

			He pulled up some folders and handed them to us. “The first is another witch to help you, Roa.” I couldn’t believe what I was hearing and thankfully managed to keep my jaw shut. My eyes, however, gave away my shock as they went wide, and I took the folder from him. “Gwendalyn Savoy is from Connecticut. She’s a few years younger than you, but her resume is impressive.” I opened the file, and the first thing I saw was her picture. She did look a few years younger, her short hair was purple, and her earrings were moons and stars, I liked her already. She had been working in a magic shop for most of her life but did a lot of free-lancing work in town, helping get rid of entities nobody wanted. I’d hire her. 

			“Looks good to me.” Another witch in town, huzzah! I gave him back the file, desperately holding in my excitement.

			Ryan looked over at Nicola. “The other is Dr. Laurette Terraiu. She is an up-and-coming preternatural forensic scientist.”

			Nicola’s eyes went wide. “You’re hiring another medical examiner?

			He smiled widely, like he knew she was getting what she had asked for Christmas. “We are.”

			She laughed loudly. “Finally!” She sat back in her chair, a relaxed smile on her face as she looked at her file. “No more digging remains out of werewolf guts?”

			Ryan chuckled. “Well, I wouldn’t say ‘no more.’ She will need some help getting her bearings and whatnot, but eventually, all you’ll have to deal with are normal people, uh, humans.”

			“You know, I had no idea this meeting was going to go so well,” she put the file back on Ryan’s desk and turned to me. “You were afraid of getting fired.”

			I laughed. “Well, to be fair, Ryan has yelled at me more often than not, so you can understand my hesitation.”

			He cleared his throat and nodded. “I do hope we can start fresh here, Roa, I’ll try to be more understanding.”

			“I appreciate that a lot, Major.” I really did. I just wondered how long it would last. What can I say? It’s the pessimist in me.

			He handed both of us another manilla folder. “All the paperwork you need to fill out for the city. Roa, you can get someone to help you since writing is a bit hard at the moment. Get them back to me as soon as you can, and we’ll get everything settled.”

			I took the folder and got to my feet. “Thank you, Major, truly.”

			“You’re welcome, Roa.” Nicola snatched up her folder and opened the door for me.

			“Bye, Ryan.” She waved with the folder, and we walked over to Moss’s desk. I couldn’t hide the smile on my face if I wanted to. Another witch, I couldn’t wait to meet her. 

			Richard looked up as we got close to his desk and leaned back in his chair. “Oh no, you’re both fired, aren’t you?” He teased us. “I can tell by your mournful faces.” We laughed, and I sat in the chair next to his desk while Nicola leaned against it. 

			“We’re official.” She waved her folder. 

			“You weren’t before?” He looked over at me, “Well I knew you weren’t, but wait, official?”

			I crossed my legs and waved my own folder. “We’re employees of the city of Arion and all the perks that come with it.”

			He smiled, and I saw he almost leaned forward to kiss me but quickly sat back. “That’s incredible, congratulations!”

			“That’s not all,” Nicola leaned forward, a big smile on her face. “He hired more help, another witch and another medical examiner who specializes in the preternatural.”

			“Hey! No more weird shit,” he reached out and shook her hand. “Congrats.”

			She laughed. “Eventually, yes, I’ll have to show her around and whatnot, and I’m sure I’ll fill in if she’s on vacation, but soon.” She sighed, and I could see how much it meant to her. I knew that working with things she wasn’t familiar with made her nervous. She didn’t want to mess something up and let a perp get away or name the wrong killer because she wasn’t adept at non-humans. I was glad for her.

			I put my folder on his desk. “Care to help me fill it out?”

			“Absolutely.” He picked up a pen and opened the folder.

			“Thanks, I’m sure my handwriting will be atrocious for a while, even with a free hand.”

			Nicola gently touched my shoulder. “As long as you go to physical therapy, everything will be fine.” I groaned. I didn’t want to go to physical therapy. I wanted my magic to fix everything. But Nicola insisted it would be good for me, magic or not.

			“I know. My first appointment is next Monday.” 

			She gently tapped my head with her folder. “Good. I’ll see you later.” 

			“Bye.” She walked past me to the stairs that went down to the morgue.

			“I’m glad Ryan got you guys what you deserve.” Richard was already filling out my paperwork, and I chuckled. He and Nicola knew almost everything about me. Since I had been in the hospital for so long, they helped me take care of mundane things like bills and water plants. And they did it without complaint. I’d have to find a way to thank them both for taking care of me these last six months.

			“Me too.”

			────

			Word spread fast about what Ryan had done for us, and the rest of the day was filled with congratulations and gentle yet manly back pats from the other officers. Maybe things would be different now? That night, we sat on my couch while Richard put the Chinese food on the table. I had been craving egg rolls all day, so he bought us a celebratory feast of whatever I wanted from Hot Dynasty. They had the best egg rolls, in my opinion. It wasn’t traditional by any means, but it was tasty. I opened the little white bag, and the smell of the egg rolls instantly made my mouth water. 

			“Thank you, Babe.” I scooted up on the couch and carefully loaded my plate with noodles and pork. I reached into the bag and pulled out an egg roll, glad they weren’t searing hot and took a bite. I sighed at the taste. It was perfect. Crispy on the outside, and the inside was perfect with cabbage, chicken, and vegetables.

			Richard leaned over and kissed my forehead as I chewed. “You’re welcome, Sweetheart.” My heart flipped as he piled rice and spicy chicken on his plate. “So, I told my parents about you.”

			

			I almost choked on my egg roll before I managed to swallow it. “Oh yeah? What’d you say…exactly?” I hadn’t had the best track record with parents. They were either scared of me or never learned I existed, so I didn’t have a lot of practice with them. Not that I thought his parents’ opinion would be enough to influence him to break up with me, but I still couldn’t help but hope they liked me. Witch or no.

			He smiled. “That I met a beautiful girl in Arion.” He leaned toward me. “And she’s intelligent,” he gave me a kiss. “And thoughtful,” another kiss. “And kind.”

			“Uh-huh,” I said against his lips. “Did you tell them what I do for a living?”

			He nodded and sat back. “I did. They had questions, of course, but seemed glad I had someone.” He took a big bite of rice, but that wasn’t going to stop me from asking questions.

			“Have you ever dated a witch before?” He shook his head, and spicy chicken joined the rice in his mouth. “What do your parents think about witches?” Magic or not in the world, it could be rare for a human to manifest magic. Sure, humans can do spells and such, but not every magic practitioner could actually touch the magical weave without a spell like I could. It can make mundane people nervous, and nervous people could quickly turn into an angry mob, and I’d like to avoid that.

			I waited for him to answer as he took his sweet time chewing that damn bite. “They don’t know much about them but know they’re regular people. Not anyone to outright fear.” 

			Well, that’s good. I sat back and took another bite of egg roll. “They in Oregon?”

			“Yeah, they’re retired. He was a police officer as well, and mom was a photographer for one of the news stations in town.”

			Now that impressed me, another woman in a male-dominated field. “Neat. Did you tell your brother and sister about us?”

			He swallowed another bite, nodding. “I did. I told them before I told Mom and Dad. Clara is ecstatic, so I think you’ll like her. Calvin is more reserved and tends to judge people after he’s met them, so he acknowledged that I had a girlfriend.” I snorted at that. Richard was the oldest of the three, being four years older than the twins. He had shown me pictures of them, and it was hard to believe they were even related. Clara was willowy, and her blonde hair had been dyed black, a real goth girl after my own heart. She was a tattoo artist with her own shop, which made me like her even more. Calvin looked more like Richard, tall with brown hair and green eyes but more slim than muscular. He was a history professor, and Richard warned me that he wasn’t a people person, but that was fine with me. I dealt with non-people people all the time.

			“Well, I wish I could say I told you about my family, but my cousin doesn’t care. Nicola knows about you. That’s enough for me.”

			He smiled. “Good. I like Nicola. You two are good for each other.”

			I pulled his arm, and he leaned close. “You’re good for me.”

			“Especially tomorrow night.” His voice was low. I could practically hear a growl in it and bit my lower lip.

			“Why do we have to wait? I can move my arm.” Of course, it was currently in the sling and immobile, but he knew what I meant. “I proved that in the shower, didn’t I?” I kissed him softly, waiting to see what he’d do. While we wanted to wait for the big stuff until my arm was free, we did have fun in the shower. It was mostly him washing my hair, even though he didn’t have to. I, of course, did my best to run the soap over every part of him when I could.

			“You did,” I felt his lips against mine as he spoke. “But all we did was clean ourselves. I wasn’t about to lift you up and take you against the shower wall.” His voice got quieter with every word, and I didn’t bother holding back my whine. 

			“Must you say that in that voice?” 

			He laughed and kissed my neck. I could smell his dinner on his breath. “I have to do something to keep you interested.”

			“Trust me, you don’t have to do much. It’s been a long time since I’ve had sex.”

			He chuckled and sat up. “Ending a dry spell, are we?”

			

			“Fuck yes, literally, by the way.” He laughed, and I nudged his knee with my foot. “How long has it been for you?”

			He swallowed his bite. “Um, eight months? I was still in Oregon.”

			“That’s not horrible, better than mine.” I finished my egg roll and grabbed the second one.

			“What’s yours?” He opened his beer and took a drink. I liked the way beer smelled, but not the taste, so all the beer in my fridge had been put there by him.

			I took a bite. “Two years,” I said around the mouthwatering egg roll.

			He almost choked on his drink. “Two years? You haven’t been with anyone in two years?”

			I shook my head and slurped up some noodles. “Nope. You get used to it.”

			He sighed and shook his head. “Hell of a thing to get used to.” He put his fork down and turned to me. “Don’t tell me you never gave yourself pleasure.”

			My eyes went wide, and I quickly swallowed my bite. “You don’t get to know that.” I booped his nose, and he smiled a new kind of smile. One I had never seen before. It was wicked almost as he slowly leaned forward, pressing me against the couch behind me.

			“Why not?” He practically breathed it.

			I chuckled. “You’re withholding from me. I can do it to you, too,” I whispered against his cheek. He sighed as he kissed my neck. I reached around with my left hand and held him there as his lips, teeth, and tongue made tingles spread along my body. He moved up my neck and kissed my lips, his teeth pulling my bottom lip between his. I pressed against him, but a shock of pain down my arm made me gasp, and he quickly sat up.

			“Are you okay?” His hand went to my shoulder. “I’m sorry I didn’t mean to hurt you.” That lovely low voice full of heat and tease was gone as he searched for whatever caused me discomfort. 

			I shook my head. “You didn’t, you’re fine.” I sat up, annoyed that my arm had decided right then to hurt. “The doctor said that as I gained the feeling back in my arm, I’d get those shocks of pain. It wasn’t you.” He was with me when the doctor said that, so hopefully, he would believe me. I laid a hand on his cheek. “Remember?”

			He nodded and sighed, almost relieved. “I do.” He ran his thumb along my cheek. “Hopefully, those won’t last long.”

			“Hopefully not.” I took a drink of my pop, eyeing him out of the corner of my eye. If he wouldn’t give me what I wanted, maybe he would at least stay over. “You know, you can stay over if you want. We can just sleep.” He had a drawer and part of the closet for a few suits for just such an occasion. 

			He smiled then looked over at me. “I’d like that.”

		

	
		
			

			Chapter 2

			My alarm went off at seven am, and when I opened my eyes, I couldn’t help but smile. Richard’s arm was around my waist, and he was pressed against my back. It was the first time he had stayed over, and it was wonderful. I got an eyeful of him in his boxer briefs. His chest had a little tuft of dark hair in the middle that I ran my fingers through as we laid in bed and talked. He didn’t snore, at least from what I heard, and I fell asleep in his arms. I reached over and silenced my alarm.

			“Morning,” he grumbled, sounding tired as he stretched. 

			I couldn’t stop my chuckle. “Not a morning person?”

			“Never trust a morning person.” I laughed and turned to him as he wrapped his arms around me again. “Today’s the day.”

			“I can’t wait to be free of this thing.” He kissed my forehead and slid out of bed. I couldn’t help but enjoy the view of him in his boxer briefs. The muscles of his thighs looked powerful, and he had those lovely hip dips.

			He chuckled, and it woke me from my reverie. “Enjoying the view?”

			“Mm-hmm.” I stretched, and the blanket fell away from me. I was wearing an oversized t-shirt but not so big that my boobs were going to flop out like they do in a tank top. Nothing special at all, but he still smiled.

			“Me too.”

			────

			Two hours later, we were at the surgeon’s office, and I was sitting on an exam table. My arm was free from the hefty sling and was being manipulated and tested by the surgeon to make sure I didn’t need it anymore. I pushed against his hand a million different ways and flexed my fingers and elbow, and moved my arm every way I could think of to show him it was fine. My shoulder was numb around the scars, and he said I may or may not get feeling back there, but it was definitely coming back down my arm, hence the random shooting pains.

			I could move my arm and pick up things that were less than five pounds. That was from my magic. But the skin and most of the nerves still didn’t have a lot of sensation. I hoped that some of the physical therapy would help with that. Nicola said it was like the nerves had to relearn where to make the connection, and the therapy would do that. It was weird being able to move my arm but not feel most of it. I glanced over at my shoulder. The scar was thick and pink and was dotted with little pink scars all the way around it. If I colored them in and played connect the dots, I’d make a decent Frankenstein costume for Halloween.

			“All right, Ms. Roa, you’re much farther along than most people who have had a limb reattached. I was told you did a lot of healing magic on it?”

			“Yes.” I lowered my arm. “No more sling, right?”

			“Nope, no more sling, but—” he reached behind him in a drawer and pulled out a smaller sling that was just something for my arm to lay in. “If your arm gets tired, or your shoulder starts hurting, wear this, and it should help. If it gets tired, let it rest. Don’t use your magic to heal everything, okay?” I nodded. “You’re further along but not a hundred percent yet. You start physical therapy next week, right?”

			“Yes.” I took the sling and immediately gave it to Richard. He had a little smirk on his face.

			“Good. I want to see you in two months, see how much you’ve progressed. Don’t overdo it, no hand-to-hand combat or anything,” he said as he typed something into my file.

			I snapped my fingers. “Oh, darn, there goes my karate tournament.” The doctor looked up, concerned, but Richard laughed and put a hand on my shoulder. 

			

			“She’s joking.” 

			I nodded, and the doc visibly calmed down. “Oh, good. You’d be surprised at how many people don’t listen to our advice and get hurt all over again.”

			That honestly didn’t surprise me. “I think if my arm gets chopped off a second time, I’m just gonna leave it off. Clearly, the universe is telling me something.”

			He patted my shoulder, but I didn’t feel much. “Hopefully, that won’t happen. You take care now, all right?” He shook my hand, and I could feel the muscle difference in it, but it was better than a limp handshake. He left us alone, and Richard helped me down from the table. I could get down myself, but I’d never turn down an occasion where he had his hands on me.

			I put my light sweater on by myself for the first time in months, and I smiled. “How shall we celebrate?” 

			He put his hand on my back as we walked back to the front desk. “Well, I think first we need to go to work.”

			My smile quickly disappeared. “Boo.”

			He laughed. “You can go around showing off your new arm.”

			That did appeal to me. “True.”

			“Then tonight I’ll order dinner,” he put an arm around me. “We’ll eat, and then, who knows, maybe fall asleep watching TV?” I snorted and made my appointment at the receptionist, and we walked to the parking garage. 

			“We can fall asleep watching TV after I screw your brains out.”

			His laughter echoed in the parking garage. “Yes, ma’am.”

			────

			Richard parked in the underground parking lot at work, and we walked into the morgue. 

			“Nicola!” I yelled. It was normally super quiet in the morgue, so I hoped I didn’t scare her.

			“Yes?” I heard her yell from where her desk was around the corner.

			“Guess what?” We walked around the corner, and she looked up and smiled.

			“How’s it feel?” We stopped at her desk, and I gave her the full show, moving my arm up and down and making a slow circle. 

			“So far so good. He gave me a sling if it starts hurting or anything. Hopefully, it won’t, I’m sick of those things.” 

			She stood and gave me a hug. “I’m so glad you’re doing better. I can’t tell you how awful it was seeing you all laid up in hospital.” Being the only medical examiner in town, she was at the mansion when everyone finally showed up. I know it must have been hard on her, seeing Jackson and Amelia like that. Then me. She told me Ryan ran out of the mansion with me in his arms, my bleeding stump pressed to his chest, yelling for a medic. I didn’t remember any of it. But the way he’d been acting lately, it sure seemed like he was scared at the time and glad I pulled through.

			“I’m sorry to put you through that, but I’m glad you were there for me.” I took her hand and Richard’s hand, “Both of you. I don’t know what I would do without you.” Richard dared a kiss on my head.

			“Anytime luv.” She picked up her file with her papers for the city and held it up. “Got yours ready?”

			Richard nodded. “They’re on my desk.”

			“Well, let’s go hand them in before Ryan changes his mind.” I smiled as I took her arm and we rode the elevator up to the bullpen. I got my folder off Richard’s desk, and we walked to Ryan’s office. I knocked with my right hand and could feel the weak muscles in my wrists. That was going to have to change. 

			He looked up and smiled. “All done?” We walked in and handed him our paperwork. “Excellent. Roa, nice to see you back in one piece.”

			“Nice to be in one piece.” A picture of him covered in my blood flashed in my mind, but I had no idea if it was a memory or my mind trying to put together what Nicola told me. Real or not, it was disturbing to see, and I reached down and grasped Nicola’s hand. I felt her give me a little squeeze, and I felt better. Ryan didn’t seem to notice as he was turned away from us, putting the folders in a basket behind his desk. 

			“I’ll get these turned in. Welcome to the team. Oh, Roa,” he turned back around. “Go check by Moss’s desk. I think there’s something for you.”

			I looked up at Nicola, and she shrugged. “All right.” I didn’t see anything on the way over to his office, but then again, I wasn’t looking for anything in particular.

			“Thank you, Major.” Nicola let go of my hand and took my arm as we walked back to Moss’s desk. He was standing by his chair with a smile on his face. I noticed there was a wall of officers behind him. They were all smiling.

			“All set?” He asked and leaned against his desk.

			“Yep.”

			“Good. Surprise.” The officers moved, and I saw a desk behind his, and my name was on a nameplate on it.

			I gasped and pointed at it. “Where did that come from?” 

			“We carried it over while you were in Ryan’s office,” Hyde said with a smile. Being a consultant, I never had a desk before. I always worked from home, or Howard let me sit at his desk. It felt nice that I was being included this way.

			Richard stood next to me. “Now that you’re official, Ryan thought you might need a desk by me.” One of the officers, Derrick, I think his name was, pulled out my chair for me. I looked back at Nicola, and she nodded. So, I took a seat, and one by one, the officers came and shook my hand or patted my shoulder. They welcomed me back and said they were glad I was on the mend. It was odd, feeling this gratitude from them after years of mean stares and ignoring me. I suppose seeing me sans-arm scared them.

			I swiveled to Richard. The way our desks were situated, our backs faced each other, but we had a little space between them, so if we needed to huddle, we could. 

			“I could get used to this.”

			Richard patted my shoulder. “I certainly hope you do.” 

			A young man came walking up and put a computer on my desk. “Hi, I’m Walker, I’ll get your computer set up.” I had seen his name on emails and knew he was in IT. He was in his twenties, wearing a short-sleeved button-up shirt, and had a huge keyring attached to his belt.

			“Thanks.” I held out my hand, and he gave it a quick shake. That little tingle of magic hit my hand, and I knew he was a shifter of some kind. But I wasn’t really in the shifter circles, so I couldn’t tell what kind off the top of my head. You’d think I would be more familiar with the shifters in town, but I assumed they wouldn’t want a witch hanging around. But maybe I was wrong, and the town’s impression of me had rubbed off on me more than I realized.

			────

			That night, Richard drove us to his place. He had given me a drawer and space in his closet for things a month prior, so I wasn’t worried about stopping by my apartment. I had a toothbrush, a brush, clothes, anything I needed that wasn’t witchy related. I loved Richard’s house. It was an adorable little two-room cape-cod style house like they all were on this street. He mowed the lawn, but he wasn’t much of a gardener, so he told me when I was able to, I could have free reign of the yard. I gave him an enthusiastic kiss for that. Me living that apartment life, I had no garden, so his giving me permission to plant what I wanted was an exciting prospect. I already had plans for every inch of his yard, flowers, and bushes, maybe a tree in the front. The back would be covered in herbs and anything I could grow for my magic. Now, I just needed my arm to get stronger.

			He ordered Italian from Intermezzo’s, and we ate at the dining room table like normal people. That was something I lacked in my apartment. Not because there wasn’t room. I just didn’t see the need when it was just me there. When we ate enough that we were full but not busting, we sat on the couch and talked. Our fingers trailing over bits of skin, getting used to one another with my now free arm. When I finally pulled him to me, he didn’t hesitate as he leaned back, holding me against him as I kissed his lips, his cheeks, and his neck. I wanted to kiss every inch of him. 

			His hands slid under my shirt, his fingers kneading gently along my ribs. His thumbs rubbed little circles on my skin, and they were getting higher and higher
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