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“I want you to do something,” Gaines said. “Not much. Something small. I want you to adjust the probability field in this room — nothing directed, nothing at anyone. Just a general push toward favorable outcomes. The kind of thing you’d do if you wanted the afternoon to go well.”

Gray looked at her across the low table that occupied the center of her office. Nadia Reyes sat to his left in the other client chair, her coffee on the arm, her hands in her lap. She had been in Gaines’s office since eight that morning. Gray had arrived at noon and had been here for twenty minutes, mostly listening while Gaines used the words he had heard over the phone, except that sitting in the room with her gave the words a weight the phone had not.

“Right now,” he said.

“Right now,” Gaines said. “I need you to see what I’ve been watching.”

He set his own coffee down. He had been running probability fields since before Gaines was born, and the kind of broad ambient push she was describing was not difficult work — it was the practitioner equivalent of adjusting a thermostat. He did it without physical gesture, without apparent effort, the field in the room shifting slightly toward the configuration he preferred.

Nadia’s head turned.

Not toward him — not a conscious look. More the way a person turns toward a sound they didn’t know they heard. Her hands came off her lap and rested on the chair arms and the tension that had been in her shoulders since he walked in left them, and the coffee cup on the arm of her chair lifted a quarter inch off the surface it was resting on and set itself back down.

Gray withdrew the push immediately.

The cup stopped moving. Nadia blinked, and then she looked at the cup, and then she looked at Gray with the expression she used when she was running through what had just happened in sequence, arriving at conclusions she did not yet have words for.

“What was that,” she said.

“That,” Gaines said, “is what I needed you to see.” She was watching both of them with the attention of someone who had set up an experiment and was now recording its results. “Nadia. You felt it.”

“I felt—” Nadia stopped. Started again. “Something shifted in the room. Like a change in air pressure except not. And then I was—” she looked at the cup— “I was not doing that deliberately.”

“I know,” Gaines said.

Gray said: “How long has this been happening.”

“Session six was when I first documented it. I’ve been running controlled variations of what you just did for the last two sessions — I bring in another practitioner whose work operates in an adjacent register to probability, and I watch Nadia’s field while they work.” Gaines folded her hands on the arm of her chair. “She doesn’t feel the other practitioner directly. She feels the field they produce. Her own gift reaches toward it the way—” she paused, chose her words— “the way a tuning fork responds when you strike the one next to it. She doesn’t initiate. She resonates.”

“Without knowing it,” Nadia said. Flat. Not a complaint — establishing the fact.

“Without knowing it,” Gaines confirmed. “That’s why I needed him here. Your gift and his operate in the same range, close enough that the resonance is stronger than what I’ve produced with the other practitioners. I wanted you to feel it at full strength, in a controlled environment, with both of you present.” She looked at Gray. “I also needed you to feel what it does from your end.”

Gray picked up his coffee. His probability push had been gentle and directionless, the kind he barely noticed himself — and Nadia’s field had caught it before he was a quarter of the way into it, amplified the ambient effect, and moved a coffee cup. In a room with one other practitioner. He thought about what it would do in a space with a dozen.

He did not say this out loud because Nadia was sitting three feet away and she had been carrying the weight of what she was for eighteen months now, learning it in increments, and adding the full implications at once would not help her manage what she needed to manage today.

“What’s the next step in the training,” he said to Gaines.

“I need to teach her to recognize it when it’s happening,” Gaines said. “Not suppress it — I can’t teach her to suppress a gift of this type without producing the kind of internal pressure that becomes a crisis event. What I can teach her is to feel the incoming field before she resonates with it. To have a fraction of a second’s awareness. That fraction is the difference between an event and a choice.”

“How long,” he said.

“Months. This is not fast work.” Gaines looked at him steadily. “Which is why I need to know whether the environment I’m training her in is about to change.”

Gray understood what she was asking. She had been reading practitioners long enough to know that something had shifted in this one’s district Marshal, and she needed to know whether that shift was going to affect the conditions around her most significant active training subject.

“The training environment doesn’t change,” he said. “Whatever else is happening, the training continues. Nadia’s sessions are fixed.”

Gaines nodded once. Nadia had not said anything during this exchange. She was looking at the coffee cup.

“Nadia,” Gray said.

She looked up.

“You have a question,” he said.

“I have about twelve,” she said. “Starting with: how long have you been able to do that and ending with: what else have I been affecting without knowing it.”

“The second one is what Gaines is working on,” Gray said. “The first one—” he paused— “a long time. Long enough that I don’t think about it unless I’m being asked to think about it.”

“That’s not an answer,” she said.

“No,” he said. “It isn’t. Come to Memphis when you can — not for a session, for dinner. We’ll talk about it.” He set his cup down and looked at Gaines. “The controlled environment question. What do you need from me.”

“I need to bring you back for a session in six weeks,” Gaines said. “Controlled exposure. I want to observe the resonance with you present and working deliberately, and I want Nadia to practice identifying the onset.” She held up one hand before he could respond. “I know you’re not a training resource. I know you have a district. I’m asking for two hours.”

“Six weeks,” he said. “Yes.”

Nadia was looking at the cup again. Then she looked at him. “You moved through this city for months before I knew you existed,” she said. “Adjusting things. Making things go a certain way.” A pause. “You never did anything in my section.”

“No,” he said.

“Why not.”

“Because you weren’t in danger,” he said. “And because it wasn’t my field to touch.”

She held his gaze for a moment. Then she nodded, and something in her settled — not acceptance exactly, more the posture of someone who has received an answer they can work with and is already working with it.

Gaines stood. “I have a two-thirty.” She picked up a notepad from the side table. “Six weeks. I’ll contact you for the date.” She looked at Gray and then at Nadia. “For what it’s worth — the fact that you felt it and responded the way you did rather than spiking the whole room’s field means the control work is holding. You’re not losing ground to the ceiling. You’re growing into it.”

Nadia said: “That sounds like something you say to make people feel better.”

Gaines said: “I don’t do that. Ask him.”

Gray said: “She doesn’t do that.”

Nadia looked at both of them. “Fine,” she said.




Gray left Gaines’s office at two-fifteen and drove I-40 west in the early-afternoon traffic that Nashville produced without apparent reason — not accident, not construction, simply the weight of a city that had too many people moving through it at once.

He drove and thought about the coffee cup.

Not about what it meant for the training, not about the operational implications — that could wait. He thought about the physical fact of it: a cup lifting a quarter inch in response to a field he had barely deployed. In the Vane case, in the warehouse on Malone Avenue, the forklifts had moved eight inches under Nadia’s stress response and the power had gone out on three blocks of South Memphis. That had been uncontrolled, raw, the field expressing at maximum intensity under fear. This was different. This was her gift at low extension, in a calm room, and it had still caught his ambient push and amplified it before he could complete the motion.

He thought about the organization’s monitoring infrastructure. About the way it had identified Celestine’s foresight signature and Lena’s ward practice and every other practitioner ability that had crossed its path. About the fact that its monitoring had been calibrated, over years, to pick up exactly the kind of probability-based practitioner that Nadia was.

He turned the radio on and left the thinking for later.

Memphis came up in the windshield an hour before he reached it — the way it always did, the downtown profile above the river, the bridge, the specific horizontal quality of a flat-land city that spread rather than rose. He had lived in this district long enough that the skyline was a kind of orientation rather than a sight. He knew which way he was going because he could see where he was.

He took the Cooper-Young exit and turned south toward the Ironworks.




“You the Memphis Marshal?” the woman said.

She was sitting two stools down from his usual position with a glass of something that had water rings on the bar around it suggesting she’d been there long enough for more than one. She didn’t look like she had been waiting. She looked like she had arrived, established herself, and was comfortable about the duration.

Gray sat on his stool. Deon put the Dos Perros down without asking, lime pressed into the neck, and moved off toward the other end.

“Depends on who’s asking,” Gray said.

“Sorrel,” she said. “R-03.”

He had heard the designation. He had not known there was a person attached to it who sat at bars waiting for people. He took a drink of his beer and looked at her without turning his head all the way.

She was compact and still with a stillness she had made into a professional tool. She wore a jacket that sat right on her shoulders and had her hands around the glass and her attention on the bottles behind the bar, which meant she was reading the room behind her in the mirror above them. Her drink was soda water with a lime wedge — she had the look of someone who did not drink on working time and who was always on working time.

“The Judge said you’d be here by seven-thirty,” she said.

“I made good time,” Gray said.

“Nashville traffic.”

“I left before the worst of it.”

She turned on her stool and looked at him. Her face had the particular arrangement of someone who had learned to present no particular expression as a default — not blank, not closed, simply unreadable until she chose otherwise. She was forty-something, with dark eyes that moved through a space cataloguing what they found without appearing to look.

“I know about you,” she said. “The Judge briefed me. You’ve been building the Memphis
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