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  Train Wreck


She rebuilt her life after her lover died. But what if he's not dead? 
In chronic pain after the tragic commuter train collision that killed her lover, Melody is determined to be the best employee advocate in HR at a company that specializes in secret governmental research on magic. She strives to prove every day that she’s a capable, positive person in spite of rolling into middle age in a wheelchair. 
But she comes face to face with her allegedly dead lover, Stephen, a hawk shifter. 
Alive.
He’s thinner and angrier and denies he ever met her, but she know it’s him. Or at least she thinks so.
Then a shifter researcher is kidnapped.
Their only hope is to hold onto each other in the face of betrayals, secrets, and psychic spies.
The truth must come out.






  
  Chapter one

Melody leaned into Stephen, feeling the electric tingle he carried in his skin. The last of the other passengers on the light rail train, two twenty-something goth boys, shambled out of the carriage at the next to last stop. Stephen watched them warily, even though they appeared to be placidly stoned and had stared into space the whole ride. 
Stephen had been jumpy all evening, even when at the restaurant with an uncomfortable mishmash of some of the girls Melody worked with in HR, Jolie her work-friend from her data entry days, Jolie's new almost-boyfriend, Jason, who had been weirdly competitive all evening about silly games, and five other boys Stephen and Jason worked with in R&D. She’d had two margaritas and only slightly sobered up by eating too many nachos while the kids flirted and danced and shrieked as they played noisy arcade games.
She shook her head at herself for still thinking of them and the goths as kids. She wasn’t quite old enough to be their mother, even if she’d started early.
Stephen tightened his arm around her and rumbled, “Why are you shaking your head?”
“I need to stop thinking of people in their twenties as kids just because I’m older. I know it’s rude.”
He huffed a soft laugh and grinned at her, his eyes meeting hers and then flashing away, still scanning their surroundings even though they were definitely alone except for the conductor in his locked, plexiglass cabin. “If you’re old, then I’m ready for retirement,” he said.
Since he was only two years older, she could only smile and bite back her comment about how it wasn’t the same for men. They hadn’t been dating long enough – about two months – for her to talk about becoming an invisible woman once her hair started going gray and she had wrinkles. She’d spent time and money on her HR certification and she’d taken to heart the statistics about race, age, gender identity, and so on. Then she’d applied for a ton of HR jobs and most of her interviews had felt like people not coming right out and saying they’d thought she was younger, based on how recent her certification was. And would she accept a salary lower than what she was getting from her sales support job at Greeley Inc?
Finally, Greeley had had an opening in its HR department in the California office where she already worked and she got a decent raise, even though she ended up working far too much. Then she met Stephen, temporarily transferred from the Florida office to be team leader in a lab which she didn’t have high enough clearance to know anything about. Two of the boys in his lab had open workers’ comp claims from burns and broken bones due to an explosion, but she was told she didn't need to know.
She blinked rapidly and shook herself. “Sorry, I was falling asleep.”
He squeezed her hand. “Only five minutes left to the end of the line, then I’ll drive you home.”
“I’m still a little tipsy.”
“That, too,” he said absently.
She looked up at his frowning face, then forward as his already tense body got tenser.
He jumped up and strode forward to the plexiglass partition and banged on it. “Why are we slowing down?” he demanded.
The driver barely glanced at him as he worked his controls feverishly, then shook his head. “I don’t know,” came the muffled reply.
The train jerked and the lights went out, only to come on in a yellowish glow with the Exit signs blazing red. The diesel engine rumbled as the electric one turned off. The train accelerated.
“Come on,” Stephen ordered, turning back to her. “We’re going to jump.” He pulled the emergency stop, but nothing happened. Inexplicably, he took off his jacket and started to unbutton his shirt.
“What?” She got to her feet as the train lurched and shook. Stephen tried to force the doors open, but they didn’t budge. The train rocked and clunked as it turned toward the right, away from the road the light rail line paralleled.
Stephen swore loudly and tossed his shirt to the side, then whipped off the white tee he always wore under it. He went to the doors on the other side, pulling and shoving at them, but they were stuck, too. He climbed up on a seat to check the emergency roof exit. He swore a vicious stream of obscenity and jumped down. “It’s padlocked.”
What the hell? She was wide awake and feeling much more sober. The train lurched again and she staggered, clinging to a pole. A train horn sounded from down the track. “Stephen!” she shouted.
He scrabbled at a door, getting it to open by about an inch. “Come help!”
There was a thump from the front of the train and they turned to see the driver jump out. The train slid past him as he rolled, then he was lost in the darkness and she realized the streetlights along the road were out.
“Is the power out?” she asked.
The train lurched again and gathered speed.
Stephen got one door open a few inches and wedged his arm through it, shoving with all his might. Melody grabbed the edge of the other door and they managed to pull them open wide enough to slip through. 
“Jump!” Stephen said. “Land on your feet, but let yourself crumple and roll. Protect your head.”
“We’re going too fast,” she said, arms and legs aching from heaving on one side of the door.
He shoved the door further and she ducked under his arms, stepping past his legs carefully so her feet were right on the edge. “Go!”
So she jumped and crumpled and fell just as a freight train horn blasted again and there was a crash and a dark, glittering mass rose up over her. Then there was nothing.

      [image: ]“The good news is that we’re pretty sure she’ll be able to walk again,” the orthopedic surgeon told his audience as he flashed X-rays and chart notes up on the monitor on a cart by her bed for a flock of young people in white coats who were taking notes at lightning speed. 
He asked permission before lifting the side of the sheet to talk about her traction. She couldn’t quite relate those pictures and those earnest, young doctors seeing her bare ass to the crushing injury and skin grafts and internal bleeding and organ damage which multiple surgeons had stitched and wired and screwed together inside her, but still hurt like hell and left her with tubes coming out of her abdomen.
She cleared her throat. The medications she was on made her mouth dry and her brain fuzzy. “What’s the bad news?”
His imperious, no-bedside-manner face flashed pity down at her before it stiffened again. “It’s going to be hard going. It’s going to hurt. You’re never going to run again.”
“I didn’t run before,” she answered groggily.
Someone coughed what might have been a stifled laugh. 
OK, it was definitely pity on his face. “Your life has changed,” he said. 
She gasped and the students went quiet, pens stilled on the paper, fingers and styluses stilled on screens and small keyboards.
“Your walking won’t be at like any walking you did before. You’ll need accommodations. Forever.”
He turned away to lecture the crowd about tapering medications and rehab and physical therapy and wheelchairs and walkers, but she lay back, staring at the ceiling. I’m disabled, she thought. Then she tried to think of a better word for it, but the thankfully mild concussion and the meds and her last few days of dissociation were combining to make words harder than they should be. 
Someone leaned over the bed and she was mildly interested to see it was her mom, who’d gone to get some breakfast right before this mass of humans invaded her room.
“I got you hot cocoa,” her mom whispered. “Two packets, the way you like it.”
Dr. Whittier’s voice paused at the interruption, then went on, louder. Eventually, he and his flock of ducklings left, someone pushing the squeaky laptop cart away as Melody sipped hot cocoa through a straw.
“Thanks, Mom,” she said.
Her mom sat next to her, quieter than usual, then said, “I heard what he said.”
“About physical therapy and accommodations?”
“Yes,” her mom’s response was more of a hiss.
A few seconds went by.
“You’re going to need someone to take care of you,” she went on. “Even after you’re out of rehab. Until you get accommodations and can drive yourself.”
“I’ll figure it out, Mom,” she said. Her mom was 68 and had osteoporosis and severe back pain and a minor heart condition, so there was no way she’d be able to take care of Melody. 
“I’m selling the house and moving here,” she said. “I’ll buy a two bed apartment for the two of us. The rest will go to your bills.” Her mom grabbed a tissue and blotted at her eyes. “At least until the train’s insurance pays up. I can’t lift you, but I can feed you and drive you around.”
Melody’s foggy brain remembered some of what the cop who’d come to talk to her had said. “They don’t know how the light rail got on that line.”
More silence. The meds had been wearing off for a while and everything starting to hurt, but her brain was yelling something at her. “Wasn’t there someone with me on the train?”
Her mom stiffened and looked away. “The driver jumped. He says he told you to jump, too.”
“No. It was…” She had the impression of someone holding her hand, the two of them hauling a door open, him telling her to cover her head. Who?
“Stephen,” she said.
And more came back, his default grumpy expression, blushing as he asked her out. Him living in the same suburb as her, driving together, taking the train together. Lunch and dinner together in restaurants she’d never heard of before, eating cuisines of countries she probably could locate on a map if she searched hard. Drinks. Sex.
“We were dating.” Once she’d said it, she knew it was true. 
Her mom had a tissue pressed to her eyes. “He died, honey. He either jumped or was thrown when the train hit.”
She talked on for a few seconds, but Melody closed her eyes. Dead?
“Could you ring a nurse for me, please?” she whispered. The nurse call button was probably within reach, but she didn’t have the energy to find it. “I need more drugs.”






  
  Chapter two

Two years later 
Monday
Melody thanked the young man who held the front door of Greeley Florida for her to wheel herself out of the 99 percent humidity air. It was only 9:30 in the morning, so today was going to be a real treat outside. Thank god for air conditioning and also for the cardigan and scarf she’d brought along bag because it was arctic inside. She hadn’t been out of Central California, land of 105 degrees, but dry, since before the...
Since before. 
Why would she leave her tiny world in California? She had a job and all her available time off went to doctor appointments. Her mom lived with her, no longer in the Midwest. Her brother had come out to California for the last two Christmases because it was easier to travel with two teenagers than with a wheelchair.
And she fucking hated having to use this wobbly wheelchair she’d rented instead of risking the airline breaking hers. She fucking hated meeting new people who saw only the chair. She’d made the flights and transfers the day before with crutches and wheelchair and go-cart assistance, but sitting around for hours and hours had borked her back and hips and she knew from experience her legs weren’t going to move the way they needed to go.
She also fucking hated wheeling into Greeley Florida and knowing her late boyfriend had worked here, wondering who’d known him and who his friends had been.
Whatever. 
She was a “symbol of perseverance” in the company and had given talks in the past year about HR accommodations. She felt lucky Greeley had brought her back at the same level after she’d been out on leave for almost five months. 
She was fucking tired of being a symbol and an inspiration. 
She was fucking tired. 
The hotel that Greeley had put the visiting HR trainees in was barely above mid-range acceptable, her accessible suite smelled like someone’s guide dog had a flatulence problem, and the in-room fridge had rattled half the night as the highway roared outside. At least they weren’t next to a train track, because Melody did not need the anxiety train horns triggered. 
She took a deep breath. She was here at Greeley Florida to get more training due to her recent promotion. The other three HR people from the other Greeley outposts had shared an Uber from the hotel and arrived before her, but at least Blaine, the wispy Chicago girl with the high-pitched baby voice had made the others wait for Melody’s special cab to arrive and helped fold the wheelchair. Or one of them had folded it while the other two watched and commented. It burned in Melody’s gut, just like every other time she needed help.
A man in a really nice suit to show he was getting paid ten times more than her popped into the lobby before the door closed behind her. She only knew Greg from video calls and the Special Operations background check, but he looked even more like a corporate weasel in person than he had on the screen.
She shook his hand firmly, making eye contact, exchanging small talk about the flights and hotel. She didn’t complain about them or about whatever her body was doing today. She could smile through almost any pain now and knew her concealer was covering the circles under her eyes and the scar on her neck. Her fresh highlights took ten years off her head. She looked good, she just happened to be sitting down while everyone else stood.
Once around the conference room table, they sat through a talk by the head of the Florida labs about the sensitive nature of their research and government contracts, even though they’d been through all this even before they’d signed away their lives in NDAs and government background checks. 
Greg thanked the man and clapped his hands, smiling his bright, white smile. “But we all decided it was best to show you what we’re doing. Short break and we’ll meet up outside the labs on the second floor?”
Melody was grateful she’d only had a minimum of coffee so far, because ‘short break’ and using the bathroom were mutually incompatible. She wheeled herself to the elevator and went up with Blaine while the others scattered.
Greg carded them through two sets of steel doors and into a dark hallway, then ushered them through another door he unlocked with his card, hand print, and retinal scan.
Once inside, they learned. They were harnessing magic.
Sure, there were rumors of the US and USSR trying to use psychic talents during the Cold War. It was only with the outing of shifters and magic users in the last few years that people had started to rethink the mockery. 
Greeley had actual magic users who were pushing the limits of foresight and studying what actually happened when people made themselves invisible. The head of the invisibility lab insisted they weren’t invisible, they were just going unnoticed, which amounted to the same thing.
Melody had the same floaty brain feeling she’d had in the hospital when she’d been on pain meds, like she was hearing words she might be able to put together later. She hoped this was all going to be in the training materials.
Melody knew a few shifters, but didn’t think she knew any magic users. Greg explained both were on the same DNA and on the same spectrum, which she’d known in theory, but saw shifters and magic users sharing magic here and gained a visceral understanding. Greg cited some of the unique HR questions arising from a large population of strong magic users and shifters, which she hadn’t thought much about, either.
She murmured thanks to the lab manager and let everyone else exit before wheeling herself into the hall. 
Greeley is heavily invested in paranormal research.
The others were leaving the research wing when she caught up to them and Greg held the door for her because she called out, not because he’d noticed she hadn’t gone through. If it had closed, she would have been stuck between the doors until someone cared to see she was missing. 
Greeley is not invested heavily in accessibility for its Florida headquarters. 
The retinal scan was too high for short people or the wheelchair-bound and the labs were behind a heavy door with no automatic opener. She wondered if it would mess with security to fix those things. And if she would get push-back on cost and people saying it was pointless since they didn’t have any disabled people in the labs. Though if they weren’t hiring any people who weren’t able-bodied, that was its own problem. She’d noticed the lab staff was mainly youngish white men, just like most of management, Greg included.
They crowded into the elevator, her asking them to make more space for her to back in and someone grabbing her handles and yanking her in without asking. 
“Please don’t do that,” she said as the elevator sank, craning her neck to see Blaine, the helpful girl from earlier. “Not without asking first.”
The girl looked hurt.
“It’s like someone grabbing your arm and dragging you around. In an emergency, it’s one thing, but any other time, I like autonomy.”
Blaine looked petulant instead of sorry. Maybe they wouldn’t be friends after all. She wondered if Greeley Chicago needed training and if she could write up a proposal to go to all the sites and advise them on getting up to code. The thought of all those long plane rides and nights in hotels made her reconsider.
This time, they exited the elevator in the basement. She girded her loins for even more mind-blowing experiments as Greg scanned them through the double steel doors. 
He stopped in the hall. “OK, upstairs are the mental research projects. Down here, we have a variety of more dangerous things, including a few that explode.”
Melody wondered how you blew things up with magic. Maybe switches they could manipulate? 
“We’re not going in any room with a red light over the door, which is currently half the labs, as you can see. Anything we don’t see now, we’ll have the lab heads come and explain to you this afternoon.”
The first lab had planned ahead and had set up a demo of their research. A young man used magic to deflect objects thrown at him while another explained they were working on consistently being able to deflect large objects such as cars.
If only I had known how to deflect a train, she thought.
The second lab, though, she lost track of what they were doing. As soon as the lab head started talking, a man came out of a back room and joined the other two waiting in the background.
And the man was Stephen.






  
  Chapter three

Melody blinked hard to figure out if she was awake, her hearing fading like those times she’d fainted from pain. 
The talking stopped as she wheeled forward. Someone grabbed the handles on her chair and she didn’t bother to admonish them. 
He was looking right at her, like everyone else, but didn’t show any signs of recognition, barely even any curiosity.
She was dreaming, right? 
Stephen was dead.
Stephen was standing ten feet away from her.
“Stephen?” she croaked out. 
His eyebrow went up in that condescending way he had. “Yes?”
“Stephen. I’m Melody.”
He nodded. “Nice to meet you.”
“Melody who was in the train wreck with you.” She wasn’t going to say they’d been dating, not in front of all these people. She already felt pathetic. We slept together and now he doesn’t know me.
He shook his head, but his eye twitched the way it did when he had a headache. She still knew his facial expressions, apparently, because he lifted one hand and pressed his temple. “I don’t recall having been in a train wreck, ma’am.”
“I once broke you of the habit of calling women ma’am outside of the South.” Though technically, they were currently in the South.
He shook his head again, but his other hand came up to his head, too.
“Melody?” Greg was right behind her. Was he the one who’d grabbed her chair? He rolled her backwards suddenly and she grabbed the armrests to keep from sliding out. “Could you take this offline, please? We have limited time.”
“OK. Sure,” she said, compliant and helpful as always, but unable to take her eyes off Stephen. 
What the hell?
When he turned back to watch his lab leader, one hand still rubbing his temple, she spun around and rolled to the door. She planted her feet on the floor to wrestle it open, then she was in the hall, heading for the exit.
She stopped in front of the steel door, remembering she couldn’t get out without a card and a handprint scan. Her HR brain thought it was a huge evacuation hazard, especially since there was a risk of things blowing up down here. As if to illustrate the thought, there was a muffled boom and the floor vibrated. She saw a men’s bathroom – no women’s room down here, but she’d take it. She knocked on the door and shoved it open, calling in. No one answered, so she rolled in and let the door thunk closed behind her. 
Her heart was pounding and she couldn’t catch her breath.
Stephen.
She’d been most of the way in love with him before the wreck. They’d had a couple of oblique conversations about what would happen when he had to return to Florida. They’d had two more months still to think about if one of them would transfer to be with the other, if they were still together then. 
She rolled as close as she could get to the larger of the two stalls and hauled herself to her feet. There weren’t any grab bars in it, but thanks to ongoing physical therapy, she managed to get herself up and back in her chair again, though her crutches would have been a huge help. She’d just gotten to her feet again at the sink when the restroom door opened behind her.

      [image: ]Stephen stared after the woman in the wheelchair. Older than him, face lined with age and probably with pain. Hair dyed and styled, makeup understated. Pretty.
“What the fuck?” his work friend Kyle muttered.
“No idea,” Stephen said. “She acted like she knew me. I guess I have a doppelganger named Stephen somewhere?”
“That would be weird,” Kyle replied.
Brent nudged him from the other side and they stopped talking, but Stephen’s headache intensified as he looked at the door she’d left through. 
“What are the odds?” he whispered. He head throbbed. “I need to take something for my head,” he whispered to Kyle.
Kyle nodded. Stephen slipped as unobtrusively as he could around the little group of Super Secret HR trainees, avoiding his lab manager’s stink eye. He paused in the hall and took a deep breath of the stale air. 
There was a honking, scraping noise from down the hall and he jumped. The noise always bothered him more than it should. The door on lab B4 stuck when they’d been making a lot of steam.
Train wreck, the woman had said. 
Weird. He’d never been anywhere near a train wreck. A car crash, yes. But a train?
“You OK, Steve?” one of the guys from B4 asked as the team headed for the exit.
At a certain point, either people called him Stephen the way he asked them to, or they didn’t.
“Yeah, migraine. Not a bad one, just needed some fresh air.” 
The guys smiled. Fresh air was the perpetual basement lab joke. The massive fans and hoods in the labs were state of the art, but the hall air reeked of gunpowder and feet and he swore it contained less oxygen than what was optimal.
He hadn’t taken a pill yet and he needed to pee, so headed toward the restroom, patting his inside lab coat pocket for the little tin with meds for exactly this emergency.
He pushed the door open and stopped because the wheelchair woman was standing in front of the sink, gaping at him.
“You can stand,” he said stupidly.
Irritation flashed across her face. “I can walk, just not well. And it hurts.”
“Sorry,” he said and turned to go.
“I’ll get out, it’s fine,” she said and lowered herself into her chair. Her arms were hidden under a sweater, but he would bet they were buff.
“Could you meet me in the kitchen next door?” he asked.
She narrowed her eyes at him. “We met the first time in a kitchen.”
Then he opened the door for her.
Two minutes later, he was at the door to the basement kitchenette. She was across the small space from him, hands clenched in her lap.
His head throbbed. He got a cup from the cupboard and filled it from the cooler and took one of the over the counter meds. “Migraines,” he said. “I need to eat something, or it’ll tear up my stomach.”
“Stephen,” she said.
“Would you like a glass of water? Or a coffee?” He continued digging through the protein bars until he found apple cinnamon. He tore it open and took a bite. “Look, I don’t know who you know named Stephen, but I don’t have the slightest idea who you are.”
She gasped and wiped away tears. “He died in a train wreck two years ago. In California. You have the same mannerisms, the same voice, the same everything. The migraines are new or else I never witnessed one in the time we dated.”
The pill hadn’t started working yet, but he was already considering a second one. “I wasn’t in California two years ago because I’ve been working in this building for five years straight. And I’m not dead, which is probably the biggest difference.” He sounded like an asshole. She was having a breakdown. Surely, he could be kinder.
“He worked here in Greeley Florida before a temporary transfer to California. Tell me you don’t remember your identical twin with the same name.”
He shook his head. Grief did funny things to people. “He didn’t work here. I don’t know everyone, but I know them by sight. It’s a security measure to recognize each other and I would’ve noticed an identical twin.”
“Yes, you know who’s a stranger and can call security,” she said tartly. “I almost called them on Stephen the first time I met him. He showed his badge and apologized, but the basement kitchen was out of apple cinnamon protein bars.”
Stephen unclenched his hand from the empty Mylar wrapper and dropped it in the trash. “Right.”
“Then he started showing up on my breaks and lunches. After two weeks, he asked me out.”
He shook his head. “Sorry.”
She sighed. “Me too.”
“Did you have a head injury? Is this PTSD or something?” he asked. Maybe he should offer to call someone.
“Minor concussion. I was lucky the chunk of train landed on my hips and legs.”
“Lucky,” he echoed. After a brief silence, he couldn’t contain his curiosity and said, “You weren’t in the, you know, chair before that?”
She shook her head. “The surgeon who put me back together blithely mentioned during grand rounds that my life had changed and I’d never run again. I didn’t run before and I was on a lot of medication, so it took a minute to get what he meant.”
He winced. “Grand rounds? Like a roomful of people?”
“Yeah, he was an arrogant asshole, but one of the best orthopedic surgeons in the country. I was lucky it was him.”
“Lucky,” he echoed again. “If you had to be in a wreck, it was a good place to do it. What are the odds?”
Her head snapped up. “Stephen said that a lot, too.”
“SteeeeeePHEN!” called Kyle from down the hall. 
“I have to go do this demo. Are you coming back in? Would you like me to push you?”
She hesitated. “I’ll wheel myself back in because my arms aren’t tired. Thank you for asking instead of grabbing.”
She smiled at him, definitely a forced smile, but it made her look younger, closer to his age. He wondered if he should meet her for lunch every day while she was here and ask her out. He paused to scan his palm and retina and open the door to 9B for her. As he did, his head throbbed again. 
Weird.






  
  Chapter four

Maybe she’d hallucinated dating a man named Stephen? Maybe he had a different name and she’d imposed her dreams on this poor man. This man was thinner and grimmer than she remembered her Stephen. Maybe some random man on the train had helped her escape? Because when she went back, people at work had acted like they only vaguely realized Stephen existed. Even the kids they’d gone out with the night of accident had been sad he was dead, but didn’t realize Melody was dating him. The shock of seeing her in a wheelchair and because she hadn’t been to work for a few months had steered them away from the topic of Stephen. 
Her brain was a dumpster fire.
She wished she’d found a therapist she gelled with, but between physical therapy and work, she hadn’t had time. Or money.
She itched to pull up the text messages and the few pictures she had of the Stephen she’d known two years before, but Greg glared at her and she tried to focus on this dog and pony show.
The four lab workers stood shoulder to shoulder, holding what looked like relay batons between them. Melody wished she hadn’t had a breakdown so she’d know what they were doing. 
They closed their eyes and Melody felt the hair on the back of her neck stand up as static electricity swirled. Then everything stopped, the energy sucked from the room. An array of candles under a fume hood ignited and blazed high, burning faster than normal.
Everyone gasped and the air pressure dropped back to normal. She looked at the four scientists.
Oh, she thought as the lab manager’s long canines and fur shrank back to her normal face.
Stephen opened his eyes, which blazed red. She gasped for a second time. He closed his eyes and when he opened them again, they were the light brown she remembered.
Or thought she remembered. On a man who she thought looked like this one and who she’d dreamed about dating before he died. Someone was dead, wasn’t he? She’d read the online news about the accident, trying to come to terms with Stephen’s death and her near-death. The reports had been vague and didn’t name her or Stephen, which she’d always found odd. Was his name Stephen? There’d been a lot of stuff for a few days about the power outage and a switch that hadn’t switched correctly or had burned out when the power went out, forcing the light rail to cross the track of the freight train, but the public discussion had moved to crumbling infrastructure and how quickly the track was cleared and repaired. 
She was maimed for life and a man was dead, but train service had been barely disrupted. Her world had come to a crashing halt – literally – but commuters had their train back by Tuesday morning and the freight trains had stopped detouring around the city within the week. Hooray.
After two more lab demos which Melody couldn’t have described if asked, they went back to the training conference room, where Melody wasn’t sure of anything she was told for the rest of the day. It was mostly about how the regular administrative tasks were done in the parallel, confidential server, but since she considered herself pretty good at computers, she was hoping her notes were good enough.
Good lord, what if her memories were fake? 
Somehow, she made it back to the hotel, turning down the other trainees’s invitation to go out to eat. She ordered a pizza for delivery and ate the whole thing along with her feelings as she pulled up old articles about the wreck.
What if…
OK, but what if someone deliberately caused a power outage and pulled the switch? And then covered up whatever happened to Stephen? What would be their goal? She didn’t have any secret information, so it had to have been either about Stephen – or whoever the man in the train had been – or the driver, who’d jumped first and had tried to help her. 
Which left Stephen. Who did covert magic work for Greeley. And who was a shifter of some sort, which she hadn’t known two years ago. If it was the same Stephen and not a figment of her imagination. And who didn’t remember her or the train wreck.
She finally fell asleep after midnight due to exhaustion and a big dose of ibuprofen. 
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