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      Angela should have brought her gloves.

      She hadn't really planned on crouching on the roof of a building, talking down a freaked-out porcupine, and yet it hadn't been completely out of the question either. But no, the black leather gloves, newly washed after the encounter with a very apologetic hamster, were still sitting on the stand by her apartment door. Right where she'd put them so she wouldn't forget to take them to work.

      "Darren?" Angela edged a bit closer, roof gravel crunching under her shoes, and tried to look non-threatening, which wasn't all that hard for a short pudgy fifty-six year old white woman. She aimed for the aura of benevolent aunt, but was aware that she sometimes achieved crazy cat lady instead. "Darren, can we talk about this?"

      "Just leave me alone!" The voice should have sounded odd coming from a little woodland creature, but Angela had been doing her job too long to even notice any more. "Why won't anybody ever leave me alone?"

      Angela's left calf started to cramp up as she held her crouch. "Look, I'll be happy to leave you by yourself for a while, but first we have to get you back to your human form. What do you think about that?"

      The porcupine took a step back from her, quills rattling. "I'm not going to live in a cage in some secret military facility!"

      With a sigh Angela knelt on her right knee and stretched out her left leg, massaging her calf. The young guys always brought that one up, as if they couldn't imagine a world where everyone didn't realize how important they were. Still, it looked like they might skip the whole “Why me?” conversation, which was a relief because Angela didn't have a good answer for that one. Everyone had the potential to shift into another form, but most people were lucky enough to never do so. "Darren, what the heck would the military want with a porcupine that doesn't want to leave his room? Let's get you back to human and then we can get you in a class so you can control your shifting and get you on a probation schedule." He seemed like a nice kid. If she could just get him through this crisis, he could go back to writing the web comic his mother didn't understand, and playing the final scenes of The Last Salamander with his online guild.

      "You're trying to trick me. I've seen Shift Enforcers."

      Shit Enforcers, Angela thought but didn't say it out loud. "Darren, do I look like some guy on steroids who's going to knock you out? I knit. I do yoga. I have a book club that meets every other week to talk about the latest romance novels. I don't knock people out and put them in magical handcuffs while I chant Latin at them." She took a breath and continued in a quieter voice. "Now why don't you move away from there and we can talk about what to do next." After a long career of talking accidental shifters off ledges usually more metaphorical than this, Angela could tell he was starting to listen. Maybe she wouldn't need those gloves after all.

      Silence. His nose twitched. "No cage?"

      "Absolutely not. We'll get you changed back, then I'll put a spell on you so you won't accidentally shift. It'll wear off in a week or so, but that will give you a chance to get some training." She scooted back a foot. At least she didn't need to worry about the building being destroyed by the amount of magic released even if he did happen to dive into the concrete below. "Let's move away from the edge, though. I don't want you to end up falling when we get you back to normal size."

      He waddled forward on little feet, maintaining the same separation. "What now?"

      Angela relaxed. "Now I just need you to think about letting me help you." She probably could have shifted him without his cooperation — his magic didn't feel all that strong, an M7 or maybe M6 at best — but this way would be easier on them both.

      "That's it?"

      "Yep. It's a little anticlimactic, isn't it?"

      "No Latin?" He sounded disappointed.

      "I mean, if it makes you feel better I can throw some in." Angela looked at the energies flickering in his core, the threads of both forms spiraling together, and bumped them with a spark of power to get some separation.

      "Wait!" The porcupine sidled off to the left. "I'm not going to end up naked, am I?"

      Angela smiled. "Were you wearing clothes when you shifted?" At his nod she opened a hand. "Then you'll have them when you shift back." She raised her eyebrows. "Ready?"

      "Okay."

      She readied the spell to bind him to one form. "Quod erat demonstrandum. Quid pro quo." The net settled over him and she shoved a little more power into it, lighting up the strands. "Veni vidi vi—"

      Then disaster struck. With a bang the door to the roof flew open and two cops rushed through guns drawn. "Freeze!"

      The porcupine eeped, all spines suddenly erect, and jumped backward. Not, Angela thought later, in an attempt to jump off the roof, but in the startled reflex of a small prey animal. Either way, he sailed toward the edge of a three-story drop and she did the only thing she could do.

      She really should have brought her gloves.
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      Porcupine quills were a pain to get out. As the emergency department resident dug out forty-seven quills, Angela had plenty of time to think about the significance of the third magical lightweight shifting within two weeks. She tried to decide if the background hum of magic in the hospital felt abnormal or if she was just thinking about it too hard. She'd spent the weekend driving around asking herself the same question without finding any source.

      While he worked, the resident quoted his favorite bits from Shift Enforcers. Tug. "'Looks like we steered that one on a path back to humanity!'" The resident snorted and pulled another quill out. From the compactness of his magical core, he'd never shifted, but from the buzz of his fingers against her flesh, even through the latex gloves, she suspected he was one of the few that could be trained to work magic. Maybe that explained why he was so obsessed with the show. "The 'Salamander's Bones' episode was one of the best. It was the one where they trained him for that mission in Spain where he ran with the bulls and they gored that spy."

      Angela wondered if the doctor was aware that steers were castrated. Probably not. She worked on her breathing and tried to tune him out. The local anesthetic was starting to wear off, but there were only a few quills left.

      At least she'd managed to shift Darren back and settle the binding on him before the cops had handcuffed her. Darren hadn't even complained about the bald spots he'd been left with, although it was possible he hadn't noticed them yet. In any case, she'd done her job and Darren was safe for the next week or two.

      Tug. "'Go cluck yourself!'"

      True fact: the script writers for Shift Enforcers were only allowed to write characters that shifted into animals already tested on camera and approved by the star, Guy Barron. At 5'8" Guy was sensitive about looking too short, and after the first season there were more and more mini-horses, small dogs, and chickens. He'd even passed on the opportunity to film with a dragon shifter who'd been passing through. The world may have lost some spectacular cinematography but the sets were easier to clean up afterward.

      Angela's phone rang before the resident could think up another quip. With her free hand cuffed to the rail of the nearby bed, she couldn't raise it to her ear. "You're on speaker, Captain." Maybe that would convince him to be a little more professional. "I really think we need to get a team in to survey downtown to see if there's—"

      Her attempt to direct the conversation failed. "What the hell, Jones? How the fuck do you go out on a simple bitch-n-switch and end up assaulting a cop?"

      The resident's eyes lit up at the lingo. They hadn't used that term until after the Shift Enforcers writers had come up with it. Until then they'd just called it "talking to a new shifter."

      The silence lengthened and she realized the question hadn't been rhetorical. "It was…an accident?"

      "You kneed the guy in the balls so hard he's still packing ice around his nuts and it was an accident?" Captain Rosenthal's voice got louder until by the end of the question he was yelling, and she could picture his face getting redder and the vein on his temple pulsing. She'd certainly seen it happen enough times to know what it looked like. "Moore and Young never have accidents" — he drew out the word — "like that. I don't get calls from the chief of police about their conduct on a regular basis."

      To be fair, this would only be the third time he'd been called about her in the five years since he'd transferred in, so "regular basis" was a bit of a stretch, but she didn't think pointing that out would help her any. "I'd just talked this guy off the ledge, I mean literally, and those guys ran onto the scene and almost ruined everything. He's lucky I just kneed him instead of throwing him off the building. I'm in the emergency room now." She paused for a moment then brought out the big guns. "This could cause…long term disability."

      The resident looked up in confusion at that and opened his mouth, but her look was enough to make him stay silent. He angled his groin further away from her knee and went back to pulling out quills.

      While she'd expected to derail the captain's argument a bit by bringing up permanent disability, Angela hadn't expected to silence him completely. She glanced at the phone to make sure he hadn't hung up, but the line was still open. "Captain Rosenthal? Are you still there?" Finger on the disconnect button she paused. She couldn't hear him talking, but if she used her imagination that background noise was labored breathing. "Captain? Can you hear me?" Nothing. After another five seconds, Angela hit disconnect and scrolled through her contact list. The phone on the daytime dispatcher's desk rang. Twelve-oh-five. Candace would be at lunch, the emergency calls automatically rolling over to the main police dispatch center. Angela didn't have the number of the building guard station. Gritting her teeth she dialed again.

      Matt Moore's voice had a patronizing edge when he finally answered. "Angie! Hey when we said you didn't have any balls, we meant you should grow a pair not take someone—"

      She interrupted. "Are you in the office?"

      "What's it to you?"

      "If you're in the office can you go check on the captain?"

      "Yeah, right, like I'm going to fall for that. He just got off the phone with the police chief. I'm still working on this stupid survey about new incidents that we all have to do because of you."

      "Matt, seriously, he was on the phone with me and I think there's something wrong."

      "Not happening, Angie. Hey, if you're still over by the stadium can you swing by one of my—"

      She hung up and dialed the only other person who might be in the office.

      Caleb Young answered right before it would have transferred to voicemail. "What. I'm busy."

      Busy doing online training for yet another useless certificate if the past was any predictor of the present, but she tried to keep her voice level. "Can you go check on the captain? We were on the phone and I'm worried he might have had a medical emergency."

      "No way. He's so pissed off right now I'm staying out of sight for the afternoon." The bright ding from a question correctly answered came over the line. If Caleb spent as much time helping his clients as he did following the checklist to get the next promotion, he probably wouldn't spend as much time complaining about his workload.

      Angela leaned toward the phone and dropped her voice. "Young. If you don't go check on him right now I swear I will call your wife and tell her exactly" — she split the word up into three distinct syllables — "what you were up to after the last holiday party." Not that Angela knew anything, but she'd heard him trying to fill gaps the next day.

      The resident's eyebrows went up but he went back to pulling the last three quills from her wrist. One breath. Two. By the third she knew she'd overplayed her hand and she'd just have to call an ambulance and cross her fingers that she didn't get fired if the captain was just having phone trouble.

      "Fine. Whatever. I'll go look."

      His chair squeaked, then Angela heard him knock on the captain's door. "Cap? You okay in there… Oh my god!" His voice went up an octave and he was suddenly close to the phone again. "He's lying on the floor and I think he's dead!"

      "Start CPR," she ordered. "I'll call for an ambulance."

      "Wait! What do I do?"

      Every year. They re-certified in CPR every damn year. She knew this because she was the one stuck with keeping track of it. Caleb had been with the department for five years, so he'd been through the training at least five times.

      The resident put down his forceps and took the phone from her. "I'm going to guide you through this, okay?" He pulled his own cell phone out of the pocket in his lab coat and gave it to Angela. "Call 911 and get them rolling." He bandaged up her hand while talking Caleb, and then Matt a few minutes later, through chest compressions.

      By the time they heard the EMTs enter the room ten minutes later and hung up both phones they were sitting next to each other on the bed. The resident sighed. "Sorry about your boss."

      He looked so disappointed she patted him on the shoulder, lightly. "Maybe he'll pull through. There was nothing else you could have done."

      He looked startled. "I knew that." He stood up and checked her bandage over.

      "You just looked so disappointed…" Angela thought back to the point when his shoulders had drooped. "Oh. You thought they would be more like the officers on Shift Enforcers. Sorry."

      "No, no, it was stupid of me. It's just a television show. If anyone should know how much they make stuff up, I should." He gestured at the building around him. "It's just… when I was in high school I thought that was what I wanted to do when I grew up."

      "Why didn't you?" Angela flipped to her other sight. After a lifetime of practice, it was automatic, the physical world fading while the currents and eddies of magic came into focus, letting her see the resident’s magical potential. He probably wasn't a powerhouse, but he certainly had enough innate magic to do her job, and he'd had enough empathy to explain what he was planning to do, instead of just treating her like she was an injured hand with a body attached to it. "I think you would have been good at it."

      "Thanks." For the first time he gave her a real smile. "I guess I was just too intimidated. I'd never be able to face down a cobra with just a trash can lid and my wits."
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      "Those writers should be shot," Angela fumed later as she power-walked around the boundary of the parking lot. Deputy District Attorney Vicky Jackson strode along next to her, dressed in a silk charcoal suit and bright pink running shoes. Physically, the two were opposite in just about every way possible, one dark-skinned, tall and elegant, the other short, pale and frumpy, but their work challenges were similar and Vicky had progressed from a client to a friend years ago. "What kind of idiot would face a cobra with just a trash can lid?"

      "The idiots you work with?"

      Angela stopped mid-rant and snorted. "Probably. Well, no, Matt would claim he would have dealt with it but he wasn't given the right address, then somehow pass it off to me."

      "And Caleb would just keep shooting his Taser at it until it ran away and lived as a snake for the rest of its life," Vicky suggested.

      Angela laughed again, slightly out of breath from the pace they were keeping.

      "When's Rosenthal's funeral?"

      "Tomorrow morning. The whole thing is pretty awful." At Vicky's raised eyebrow, Angela elaborated. "I mean, it's awful that he died, of course, but I feel kind of bad that he dropped dead while he was yelling at me."

      "We should all be lucky enough to die doing the thing we love the most," Vicky replied solemnly and increased her pace. "Come on. Don't slack off now. What was he yelling at you for this time?"

      In between gasps for air, Angela told her about the porcupine on the roof and the cops who had almost sent them both off the edge. "And then while I was standing there with a hand full of quills, trying to concentrate on switching this poor guy back and not on my hand starting to swell up like a balloon, one of them was over there making fun of both of us. Misogynistic, ageist, and just…mean. And his partner just stood there and laughed. So when he did that thing guys do where they pretend they don't see you trying to get by while they block the door, I kneed him in the groin." Angela gulped another breath and tried to ignore the burning in her calves. "Possibly not the smartest thing I've ever done." She glanced up at Vicky. "Have they forwarded the case to your office yet?"

      The timer alarm on Vicky's phone went off and they slowed to a more comfortable pace and turned to head back into the building. "I haven't seen anything yet. Let me ask around. I won't be assigned to it, but I might be able to find out what's going on."

      "Thanks." They walked a few more steps before Angela remembered her other purpose for going on a break with Vicky. "It's been a couple of weeks. Mind if I look so I can put a check mark next to your number and make it look like I did something useful today?"

      Vicky stopped and faced her. "Knock yourself out."

      Angela switched to her other sight even as she worked to regain her breath. As she'd expected, Vicky's core was a stable sphere of purples and green chasing each other in a swirl that was beautiful to watch. She was in no danger of inadvertently shifting. If her snow leopard form came out, it would be because she wanted it to. Angela switched back to regular sight and smiled. "All good. Thanks for letting me look."

      "You know you don't have to ask, right?"

      Angela took a full breath, lungs aching, and let it out slowly. Vicky was more comfortable blurring the line between work and friendship than she was. ”My mother always taught me to be polite."

      Vicky shook her head slightly and they started walking back toward the glass doors. "I'll let you know as soon as I hear anything about charging you for that polite kick to the testicles."

      Angela stopped halfway through pulling on her sweatshirt and dragged it back off, using one sleeve to fan her face.

      Vicky pulled open the door and waited for her. "Did the doctor give you anything for the hot flashes?"

      Angela shook her head as she walked into the building. "She said I should eat less sugar and drink less caffeine."

      Vicky's laughter rang through the atrium. "Call me when you need help burying her body. And try not to get arrested at the funeral."
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      Two years of weekly yoga hadn't done much for Angela's flexibility, but it had really improved her ability to access her other sight while in a variety of poses. Kneeling on the mat with her knees apart, she lowered her torso down to the ground, the spare tire around her middle the first thing to make contact. She really needed to stop eating so many snacks before bedtime.

      "Very nice, everyone." The instructor's voice carried easily to the back corner. "Now hold this pose and repeat after me: 'My body is worthy of my love.'"

      Easy for the instructor to say, Angela thought. Her stomach curved inward and there weren't rolls when she contorted herself into a pretzel. Still, the instructor probably couldn't catch a porcupine in mid-flight. Angela deserved the chai latte she'd promised herself after class.

      Following instructions, she rolled to her bare feet and sank into the chair pose, arms up in the air. "My body is fierce and fabulous," she mumbled along with everyone else. Possibly more flabby than fierce, technically, but the pepper spray she carried at work made up for that. She blinked and took a look at the other members of the class, since checking their stability was the reason all of them were there. Diana flickered a little, but no more than usual. Grace's inner light was in turmoil, which probably meant she and the boyfriend were off again, but she seemed to be handling it well. Just in case, Angela would offer to bolster her a bit when class ended. It would just be a matter of helping her balance her magic out, not spelling her magic into a different configuration altogether.

      Other MPD employees might employ more forceful solutions, but that was why her coworkers had to keep a cache of power stores to recharge their magic. Angela always felt nauseated and itchy when she had to use one, so she avoided them. Besides, anything that gave up its stored magic more readily than obsidian was also obscenely expensive. She preferred to enjoy her weekends instead of clocking up overtime to pay for magical objects.

      Surely if there was something destabilizing the city enough to create new shifters she'd see it reflected in this room, but nothing caught her attention. Not everyone in the yoga class was a shifter, of course. It wasn't advertised as such, and anyone who wanted to come was welcome, but enough of Angela's clients had chosen to make this a part of their routine that there was a pleasant hum of magic in the air for those who were sensitive to it.

      She crouched down and turned into a floating chair twist. "My body is strong and stable." Next to her, Travis put out a hand to keep from tipping over. After a rough start he was doing much better this month, and she'd only needed to help him calm his magic once.

      And Lily, fierce tiny Lily whose imagination was boundless and whose form was some sort of strange reptile Angela couldn't define… Angela blinked and looked again. Unless she was mistaken, Lily was pregnant.

      Lily was fifteen.

      Well, that was going to add an interesting twist to the evening.

      Back into a kneeling lunge, one leg forward, arms stretched up and behind her. "My body is full of wisdom." Angela hoped her body started sharing some of that wisdom with her mind, because she was going to need it soon. One or both of Lily's parents picked her up after class every week, and from the few conversations she'd had with Lily without her parents present, Angela understood that they guarded their daughter carefully.

      The drama they'd started when Lily had first shifted three years ago had been bad enough. By the time Angela had arrived at their beautifully maintained ranch house, Lily's mother had been crying and yelling at Lily's father, and her father had been drinking scotch and blaming his wife because they'd never had any shifters on his side of the family. Angela had slipped off her shoes and added them to the pile by the door, walked through the living room with its grand piano, passing two younger siblings sitting at the table pretending to do their homework, and back the hall to Lily's room where she opened the door to find something that looked like T. rex imagined by a girl who liked everything blue and sparkly. Lily's lizard form had been sitting quietly on her bed, splinters of a wrecked string instrument on the floor. "I don't like to play violin," she'd said when Angela had introduced herself.

      Once her parents had realized that Lily going to one of the group classes meant no magical probation officer would ever come by their house again, they had agreed to let her go. Lily had started with knitting, tried a few weeks with the hiking group, and finally settled on yoga. As far as Angela knew, shifting into a magical lizard was the one act of rebellion Lily had ever performed.

      And now they were standing, lifting one leg into a tree pose. "My body is balanced and beautiful." Excrement might be about to hit the proverbial fan, but that mantra could have been chosen specifically for Lily and her magic. She'd always been steady and in control, but now she was positively glowing with good health. The baby's magic was more than a little wobbly, though, spinning as if it were a lopsided lump in her womb. Angela had seen a few other shifters early in pregnancy, but she'd never seen a fetus so intense or off-balance.

      By the end of the hour Angela's legs were burning, her pink "my other car is a broomstick" t-shirt clung to her back, and she was still no closer to figuring out what she was going to say to Lily. The only thing she knew for certain was that they needed to first talk without her parents, or the entire conversation would be derailed. But of course Lily's mother was waiting on the other side of the door.

      Angela held up a finger to Grace to ask her to wait a moment, and crossed over to the front of the room where Lily was rolling up her mat. "Lily! How are you doing?"

      The girl looked up in surprise, her straight black hair swinging in a perfect layer. "Oh, hi Ms. Jones. I'm fine, how are you?" Then she frowned. "At least… I think I'm doing fine." She dropped her voice even though the non-shifters had already left. "I haven't had any problems. Is something wrong?"

      Angela paused. Did the girl not know she was pregnant? If that was true this certainly wasn't the time or place to tell her. But the fetus needed to be stabilized. "It's probably nothing. Do you mind if I give you a little bump of protection?" A bump for the bump, she thought.

      Lily held her hands out. "Sure."

      Angela quickly wove a net and cast it around the tiny glow in Lily's abdomen. "There. How's that feel?"

      Lily gave her an uncertain smile, looking her age. "I didn't feel anything. Is there something wrong?"

      One of the first things Angela had learned in her job was that confidence helped shifters maintain control over their magic more than any other thing, and conversely, self-doubt could ruin that control quickly. She smiled and waved a hand as if nothing were important. "I think you're just growing out of some of the old techniques. No big deal. Is there a time when we can spend half an hour going over some things? Maybe we could meet for coffee or tea after school?"

      Lily frowned. "I have activities —" she said the word as if it were profanity " — after school every day this week. But I have third period free tomorrow."

      They set up a time to meet at the McDonald's next to Lily's school in the morning, and Angela drove home wondering how the baby of a sparkling magical dinosaur would look.
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      The funeral was low-key, just a few people from work plus the captain's sister who had flown in to settle his affairs. The captain had been a mid-level magic user, and from the second row Angela could just barely feel the buzz of power from the bones in the casket when she concentrated. In another week even that would be gone. At least they wouldn't need to worry about someone digging up his grave to power some artifact.

      The chief gave the eulogy, nobody even pretended to shed a tear, and Angela found the whole thing thoroughly depressing. Caleb and Matt had worn nearly identical dark grey suits with purple ties. When their frowns as they saw each other showed it hadn't been planned, Angela did a quick search on her phone and found the answer — Shift Enforcers, season two, episode eleven, when Guy Barron had attended the wake for his first partner who'd been bitten by a cobra.

      As the chief shuffled through his notes after ten minutes spent describing the captain's unexceptional rise through the ranks, Angela texted Vicky. When I die I want a wake. With a live band.

      Her phone buzzed with Vicky's reply halfway through a story about the captain when he had been the technical advisor on Shift Enforcers. By the time something kills you half the city will be on fire. We'll call it a Viking funeral and be done.

      Ducking her head to hide her smile Angela replied. Fair enough. But make sure there is alcohol.

      Noted. Got to go. My triple latte is almost ready.

      Are you ever going to ask her out?

      Hitting on people at their job is tacky. And possibly harassment.

      Coward.

      I know you are but what am I?

      When the service concluded, Angela introduced herself to the captain's sister and offered her condolences, hoping the woman hadn't heard about Angela's contribution to the captain's massive coronary, then headed for the door, noting Matt making a beeline for the chief. That didn't surprise her — he'd be sure to drop a casual reference to something the chief said into his conversations for the next week. Angela supposed it would be a good idea to remind the chief who she was, but the thought of trying to make small talk with the man at a funeral was too painful to contemplate. Also, he might have heard about her assault on a police officer.

      She saw Caleb in the parking lot and lengthened her stride to catch up with him before he got to his car. "Caleb, wait up a second." Caleb dropped his keys on the asphalt, giving Angela time to reach him. "You have a lot of clients downtown, don't you? Have you felt anything off lately?"

      "Off?" Caleb straightened up with his keys in his hand. "Don't you think I would have said something if I had?"

      "Of course." She held up a hand, palm outward to soothe him. "But have you had any problems with clients being more unstable than they usually are?"

      Caleb smoothed down his tie but didn't meet her eyes. "I haven't had any clients shift lately. Maybe it's just you." He gestured to the car door she was blocking. "Do you mind? I have work to do."

      Angela moved out of the way and watched him drive off. Caleb was always touchy, but apparently funerals cranked up the dial.

      She'd been hopeful when Caleb had first started at the department. He had a reputation for brute-forcing his way through magical complications instead of taking the time to untangle the problem, but he'd been near the top of his academy class and his magic level was respectable. Unfortunately, any time something went wrong, instead of learning from his mistakes, he spent his energy taking someone down with him. So he never ended up at the bottom of the pile, but as a side effect, nobody trusted him. For all the extra training he did, and all the reports he carefully massaged to make his performance look better, he remained stuck in place, with none of the promotions and awards he thought he deserved. Angela wasn't looking forward to Caleb blaming her for everything when a new boss arrived.

      Still, he'd have no reason to ignore a stray magic source in the city. His clients would be just as affected as hers. Maybe she'd be able to convince their new boss to run a sweep downtown.
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      By the time she'd reached the front of the line inside McDonald's, Angela's plan to just order a cup of coffee had changed into a sugary iced coffee, hash browns, and an apple pie. When Lily slid into the booth a few moments later, Angela pushed the tray towards her. "Do you want some of this?" A quick glance with her other sight showed the baby twirling about, stable and content.

      The girl broke off a corner from the fried potatoes and regarded her. "What's going on? Why are you all dressed up?"

      Angela glanced down at her clothes. "My boss's funeral was this morning. I haven't had a chance to change yet."

      Lily's face fell. "That's sad. Does that mean you're going to get his job?" A hint of anxiety crossed her features. "Am I going to get a new probation officer?"

      "What? No, nothing like that," Angela said, although it suddenly hit her why Matt had gone to talk to the chief this morning. She shoved that image down to worry over later. Matt was bad enough as a co-worker. He'd be disastrous as her boss. "I wanted to make sure everything was going okay with you."

      Now Lily just looked confused. "Why wouldn't it be?"

      Angela regarded the girl for a moment and then decided she'd just have to be blunt. "You're pregnant."

      Lily's mouth opened, displaying impressively straight teeth. “What? No I'm not."

      Angela raised her eyebrows, doing her best to appear both motherly and nonjudgmental. "Lily, I can see the fetus. I put a stabilizer on her or him last night."

      "But…" Lily's eyes were wide. "I've never even…" Her voice dropped down to a whisper. "…had sex." Her cheeks reddened.

      Angela took a breath. Teenagers were masters of denial, but they could also be victims of misinformation. There was no way around it. The conversation was going to get uncomfortable. With the state of sexual education in the schools, she needed to figure out where to start. "You know how pregnancy happens, right?"

      Lily's blush deepened. "I know that. It's from sex," she said, reproach heavy in her voice.

      Angela dredged up memories of her own high school days and the lies that had floated around then. "And you know that it can happen the very first time, right? Uh, even if you're standing up?"

      Lily kept her eyes on the table. "I've never done anything with a boy. So I can't be pregnant."

      Angela sat back. In all the time she'd been looking after Lily, she'd never known her to lie, which meant either Lily was blocking out what had happened… Or she wasn't really pregnant. Angela took another long look at Lily with her other sight. It certainly looked like a fetus to her, but only a couple of her clients had been pregnant while she'd been overseeing them. Maybe this was something else — a parasite or even some form of cancer. "I think we need to get your parents to take you to a doctor."

      "But I'm not—" Lily looked like she was going to cry.

      Angela smiled at her again. "I believe you. But there's something going on inside you, and if it's not a baby we need to find out what it is." She glanced at her phone to see what time it was. Lily would need to get back to class soon. "If you want, I can call your parents or come by this evening and talk to them in person."

      "Can you take me?" Lily blurted it out, then dashed away a tear with one hand. "If it's something bad, they'll be impossible to talk to and they'll start blaming each other. And besides, maybe this is something wrong with my magic and you're the expert in that."

      Angela wondered how old Lily had been when she'd had to take responsibility for everything. "Your parents will have to set up the appointment," she warned the girl. "You're still a minor and I'm not your guardian. But I'll certainly go with you if they'll let me." Perhaps if she started with the magical aspect, Lily's parents would ask her to accompany their daughter. Angela had never seen parents so determined to ignore one part of their child.

      Lily dredged up a weak smile, thanked her, and ran off to her next class, leaving Angela staring at a mound of food and dreading the upcoming conversation.
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      Driving back to the office Angela left a vague voicemail for Lily's mother, not surprised when the woman didn't answer the call. Either she just didn't answer calls from anyone, or Angela was being screened out deliberately. She suspected the latter. In any case, there wasn't anything she could do about it now, so she parked in the back corner of the parking lot and picked up the bag with her laptop and a more comfortable set of clothes and went into the building. After changing in the locker room she made her way to her desk, surprised to see the door to the captain's office open. Even more surprising was finding Matt sitting behind the desk, looking for all the world as if he had moved in there permanently. He’d even transferred his books, with Smith’s Power Creatures Through the Ages proudly displayed next to Ettinger’s The Source of Magic: Essays on Power Creatures and Other Shifter Anomalies, as if he needed them near to hand in case a salamander suddenly appeared for the first time in hundreds of years.

      Candace, the daytime dispatcher, an improbably blond woman wearing the black dress she'd had on at the funeral, caught her eye, and then got up and headed toward the restroom. Angela put down her things and followed her.

      "We haven't even had a chance to get the carpets cleaned," Candace growled the second the door swung closed behind them. "He just went in there and started piling all of Ron's things in a box and told me to get him coffee."

      The only thing that really surprised Angela was the speed at which Matt had moved. "Does the chief know?"

      Candace nodded. "He came by after the funeral and said that Matt was the acting captain until the position is filled." She flipped the water on, then off. "I asked why you weren't in charge since you had more seniority."

      Angela looked at the woman with a newfound respect. "Really? You called the chief out in public?"

      Candace shrugged. "He's not going to fire me. I used to work in his group. I know where too many of the bodies are buried. And it's not like it's a big surprise that you do ninety percent of the work down here."

      It was a big surprise to Angela that anyone else had noticed. "So what did he say?"

      "Matt has more 'leadership presence'," she said, sketching quotes in the air. "Which I think just means he has a penis and you don't. So now Matt's in there reorganizing the case load." Her headset lit up and she turned toward the door. "You've got to apply for that position. I don't think I can work here with Matt in charge." She hit a button on the headset and her voice changed pitch. "Magical dispatch, what is the nature of your emergency?"

      Angela started to head back to her desk, then halfway there changed her mind and took the elevator to the fourth floor and walked down the hall to see if Vicky was around. The deputy district attorney was in her office, but packing her briefcase to leave.

      "I have to be at an arraignment in twenty," Vicky said, pausing to look around her desk then snatching a pen and putting it in her bag. "But while you're here, I have news about your testicular assault case."

      Angela winced. "How bad is it?"

      "Not bad at all. They're dropping the whole thing. It never happened."

      At least one thing was going well. "Any idea why? Is it just because the captain dropped dead? Because Matt's in charge for the moment and if having them file charges against me will make it more likely he'll keep that spot permanently, I'm screwed."

      Vicky closed her briefcase and ushered Angela out of the office, heading back to the elevator. "Don't worry. The officer in question has at least one complaint pending against him for acting like a complete asshole and making sexist remarks during an arrest. His body camera wasn't on during that arrest, so it's a he-said she-said thing. But." She hit the elevator call button and turned to face Angela. "They reviewed the footage from yesterday. Some of the stuff he said was word for word what the other woman claimed in her complaint. They gave him the choice of resigning or being fired. So your case just got tossed. No charges. Never happened."

      The door chimed and they got on the elevator together. "Never happened except that now all the cops are going to blame me for getting someone
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