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Dedication

In a chaotic world, these two truths make me smile.

	Hugs are awesome


	Love Wins 


Hug the ones you love, my friends, and thank you for supporting my work.
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Chapter One
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This is the life. The house was blessedly silent. Ant cradled his coffee mug between both palms and savored the warm ceramic against his skin. Steam curled upward, carrying the rich scent of the dark roast Viktor had purchased from the specialty shop downtown - the one that ground the beans fresh every morning and who never added artificial flavoring. The kitchen table sat beneath the window, and morning sunlight slanted across the polished wood, illuminating dust motes that drifted in lazy spirals through the air.

Perfect.

Able’s heavy head rested on Ant’s thigh, the German shepherd’s warm weight relaxing him more effectively than any meditation technique the therapist at the Academy had ever suggested. Ant reached down and scratched behind Able’s ear, earning a contented huff.

“Viktor won’t be much longer,” Ant informed his dog, keeping his voice soft. “I know you would have preferred to accompany him when he goes running, but he left before I’d even gotten dressed, and I suspect he was in the mood to use his super speed. You would have been left behind within the first thirty seconds.”

Able’s tail thumped once against the floor.

“He promised to bring back breakfast.” Ant took another sip of coffee and glanced toward the back door, where the utility room’s glass panels revealed the carefully maintained garden beyond. The wards hummed at the edge of his awareness, a constant reassuring presence that kept the world’s chaos at bay. “He’ll probably get those breakfast sandwiches from the deli on Main. The ones with the egg and cheese and...”

The front door banged open. Ant didn’t flinch - he’d felt Bridget’s energy signature pass through the wards - but Able lifted his head and gave a perfunctory woof.

“Don’t start, puppy,” Bridget announced, her heels clicking sharply against the hardwood floor. “And that goes for you, too, Ant. I’m not in the mood.”

She swept into the kitchen with her usual hustle, her dark hair twisted into its usual immaculate bun, her tailored suit pressed within an inch of its life – navy this time, which Ant had come to learn meant Bridget was on a mission. On relaxing days, she went for suits in a pastel shade. The thick manila folder she had clutched in one hand radiated the distinctive magical residue of Justiciary documentation...probably the source of her upset. 

Ant blinked at her. “I haven’t even said anything yet.”

“You were thinking something.”

“Obviously. I’m always thinking.” He put his coffee mug on the table. “The human brain doesn’t simply stop processing information unless the person in question is dead or in a coma, and I am neither.”

Bridget’s eye twitched, and her lips thinned. She dropped the folder onto the table with a decisive thunk, then crossed her arms and fixed him with the expression she usually reserved for their most frustrating clients. Ant had become immune to that look before he’d hit his teenage years. 

“The Justiciary sent this over an hour ago,” she said flatly. “They want you on a case.”

“I assumed as much, given the folder and your agitation.” Ant nudged Able’s head gently off his lap and reached for the file. “You could’ve simply emailed the details.”

“I could have,” Bridget agreed, her voice turning suddenly syrupy-sweet in the way that meant she was absolutely furious about something. “But I wanted to see your face when you read it.”

Ant opened the folder. The first page was a standard Justiciary coversheet including a case number, the date of the incident, and the presiding investigator’s seal. He skimmed the preliminary details.

Victim: Ronald Finch, forensic accountant, age forty-two. Cause of death: severe blood loss consistent with vampire feeding. Location: Raven Estate, primary residence of Claudius Raven’s coven.

He flipped to the next page.

Time of death: approximately seventy-two hours prior to body discovery. Scene contamination: extensive. Magical interference: confirmed. Local authorities were unable to proceed due to jurisdictional complications and coven legal protections.

Ant frowned as he read the last sentence. He would assume that local authorities would have complete jurisdiction over a crime committed in their geographical area. 

“They found the victim in a guest room in the estate,” Bridget said tersely, her arms still crossed. “He was drained completely dry – or as dry as a person can get after crossing paths with a greedy vampire. The coven is claiming they have no idea how it happened, and because of their legal status, the local police can’t touch them.”

Ant turned another page. The crime scene photographs were no better or worse than others he’d seen. The victim’s skin was pasty pale, his eyes vacant, and there were two telltale puncture marks on the right side of the throat. His brain cataloged the other details he could see, noting the position of the body, lividity patterns, and the way the victim’s fingers were still curled around a pen.

“I assume the Justiciary wants a scene reading,” he concluded. “They would need to know which member of the coven killed him.”

“Correction. The brief is to find out if any member of the coven killed him, or if someone else did it on their property and they’re covering it up.” Bridget leaned forward, bracing her palms on the table. “Ant, this is the Raven Estate. Do you have any idea how dangerous...?”

“I’m aware of the estate’s reputation.” Ant closed the folder and met his sister’s eyes. “It’s an old vampire coven, led by a highly paranoid leader, who insists the place stays heavily warded at all times. The estate is mentioned often in classes at the Academy because it operates under an extremely archaic legal structure that grants it significant autonomy from modern law enforcement.”

“And do you seriously think that sounds like a good case for you to investigate?”

“I didn’t say it sounded good. I said I was aware of the limitations offered by where the incident happened.” He tapped the folder’s edge with one finger. “The Justiciary is either severely understaffed, or other mages have already attempted this investigation and been successfully bribed or coerced into abandoning it. Therefore, they’re sending me.”

Bridget’s jaw tightened. “Because you can’t be bribed.”

“Correct. You make sure of that.”

“And you won’t be intimidated into dropping the case.”

“Also correct.” Ant picked up his coffee mug, realized it was getting cold, and set it back down again. “I don’t understand why you’re objecting to the case. This is precisely the sort of situation I used to deal with when I was working with the police. It’s just in this case, we know the criminals are paranormal, so they come under the Justiciary. Regardless of who, what, where, or how, I’m well-suited to read the crime scene, given my specific skill set.”

“Your specific skill set,” Bridget repeated slowly, “which involves touching a murder scene and experiencing the victim’s trauma firsthand while a bunch of stuffy vampires watch you and decide whether or not you’re a threat to whatever illegal operations they might be hiding behind their wards.”

Ant wasn’t sure how to answer that. “I imagine so, yes. But having an audience doesn’t change the details I pick up from any vision I may have.”

She closed her eyes and pressed two fingers to the bridge of her nose. “You’re going to give me an ulcer.”

“That’s physiologically unlikely unless you’ve dramatically increased your stress-hormone production or developed a Helicobacter pylori infection.” Ant tilted his head. “Have you been experiencing persistent abdominal pain?”

“I’m experiencing a persistent brother pain.”

“That’s not a medical condition.”

Bridget’s eyes snapped open. “Ant. Ant. Listen to me. The Raven Estate coven has been operating in legally gray areas for over a century. They have connections to half the state’s political infrastructure. If they’re involved in this murder...”

“Then they need to be held accountable regardless of their political connections,” Ant finished. “That’s how the law works.”

“We both know that’s how the law is supposed to work.” She straightened, her shoulders rigid. “In practice, people with enough money and power find ways around it.”

“Not if I provide irrefutable evidence, and you know I’m good at that.”

Able stood and pressed his nose against Ant’s hand, a gentle reminder that his heart rate had elevated slightly. Ant scratched behind the dog’s ears and focused on the familiar texture of Able’s fur, the solid warmth of his presence.

Bridget watched the gesture, and some of the tension leaked from her posture.

“Fine,” she said quietly. “But Viktor goes with you.”

“Obviously. I wouldn’t conduct a scene reading in a hostile environment without him. That was the whole point of working with the Justiciary - so Viktor could accompany me on cases.” Ant pulled the folder closer and began reviewing the supplementary documentation. “When does the Justiciary want me on site?”

“Tomorrow morning. Ten a.m.” Bridget’s mouth pressed into a thin line. “They’ve already contacted the coven’s legal representative to arrange access. Apparently, Claudius himself will be present to ‘oversee’ your investigation.”

“Claudius.” Ant searched his mental archive of vampire political structures. “The coven leader. He’s about the same age as Viktor, I believe. There’s not a lot known about him except that he is very stringent on how vampires should be treated differently because of their laws. I’ve seen arguments about it that divide the guests of many an Academy dinner.”

“You and your colleagues have been known to argue for two hours about sky color, and don’t tell me they don’t, because Robert told me he was there. But yes, that Claudius.” Bridget pulled out the chair across from him. Even Ant could tell she was worried about him, and he was often accused of missing common cues like that. “Please tell me you’ll be careful.”

“I’m always careful during scene readings. That’s why I bring Able.” Ant glanced at his dog, who had settled back into a sphinx position at his feet. “And Viktor.”

“Viktor can’t help you if Claudius decides to activate the estate’s lockdown wards and trap you both inside.”

“Then I’ll simply have to ensure Claudius doesn’t perceive me as a threat.” 

Ant returned his attention to the file, scanning the property schematics with interest. The ward structure related to the estate that he’d learned about at the Academy had always fascinated him. According to written accounts, it was based on layers and layers of defensive magic, some of it dating back centuries. Although no one had ever been given the chance to study them, meaning any information was purely speculative. Perhaps I would have time to take a look while I’m there. 

Realizing Bridget was still looking at him, he added, “Not many people consider me threatening under normal circumstances, so I should be fine. I’ll conduct the reading, document my findings for the Justiciary, and leave. It’s standard procedure.”

“There is nothing standard about reading a murder scene in a paranoid vampire’s heavily fortified mansion.”

“Perhaps not standard for most people.” Ant looked up and offered her the slight smile he reserved for moments when he needed to reassure her, even though he wasn’t entirely certain why she needed reassurance. “But it’s standard for me.”

Bridget stared at him for a long moment, then sighed and stood. “I’m putting hazard pay in the contract.”

“That seems reasonable.” Bridget always knew more about his fees and expenses than he did. Ant preferred it that way.

“And Viktor doesn’t leave your side. Not for a second.”

“I already told you...”

“I know what you told me. I’m telling you again because, apparently, my brother has decided to waltz into a viper’s nest and expects me not to worry.” She smoothed her hands over her skirt, her fingers trembling slightly before she forced them still. “Just...promise me you’ll come home.”

Ant considered the request. Promises were tricky. They implied certainty about future events he couldn’t control. But Bridget’s face had taken on the particular expression that meant she was likely remembering the last time someone had threatened him - when Colin Banks and Mike Casey had kidnapped her and shot Able.

“I promise to take every reasonable precaution,” he said carefully. “And Viktor will ensure I take several unreasonable ones as well.”

The corner of Bridget’s mouth twitched. “That’ll have to do.”

She collected her purse from where she’d dropped it on the counter, then paused at the kitchen doorway. “Tell Viktor I said to keep you safe.”

“You can tell him yourself when he returns with breakfast.”

“I have a conference call in twenty minutes.” But she lingered anyway, her hand on the doorframe. “I mean it, Ant. I’ll expect regular check-ins. Be careful.”

“I will.”

She left, her heels clicking away down the hall, and moments later, the front door closed with a much gentler sound than it had opened with.

Ant returned to the file, spreading the crime scene photographs across the table in chronological order. Ronald Finch stared sightlessly at a distant wall in each image. His body was positioned as though he’d simply collapsed mid-task. He still had a pen in his hand. If it wasn’t for the marks on his neck, anyone might assume he’d simply had a heart attack or a stroke. Interesting.

Able’s ears perked up a second before Ant felt Viktor’s presence approaching through the wards. The back door opened, and Viktor’s voice carried through from the utility room.

“Babe, I got those breakfast sandwiches you like, and...” He appeared in the kitchen doorway, a paper bag in one hand and his expression shifting from cheerful to wary the moment he saw the photographs spread across the table. “What happened?”

“You’ll be pleased. We have a case,” Ant said as he gestured at the folder. “The Justiciary wants me to read a murder scene at the Raven Estate.”

Viktor’s eyes flashed red for a fraction of a second before returning to their usual ice blue. He set the bag down very carefully and moved to Ant’s side, his large hand settling on Ant’s shoulder.

“You’d better tell me everything.”
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Chapter Two
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Viktor stood very still, his hand on Ant’s shoulder, and fought down the immediate urge to throw his mate over his shoulder and run. Logically, he knew there was no need for anything so drastic, and the feeling was pure instinct and nothing more. He had no idea where they would even run to, but the urge to flee was strong. Ant in a coven – particularly that one – was just not a scenario he wanted to consider, and if he took Ant far enough away... There’s nowhere I could take him where he’d forget about this case.

“The Raven Estate,” he repeated, his voice coming out flat. “Claudius’s place.”

“Yes.” Ant tilted his head to look up at Viktor. “Did you know him? The Justiciary has arranged for us to conduct a scene reading tomorrow morning at ten. Ronald Finch was found drained of blood in one of the guest rooms, and the coven claims...”

“No.”

Ant blinked. “No, you didn’t know Claudius?”

“No, we’re not taking this case.” Viktor forced himself to release Ant’s shoulder before he gripped too tightly. This was also one of those times when Ant’s ability to sense thoughts and emotions through touch would not be a good idea. He stepped back, running both hands through his hair and trying to think past the roaring in his head. “Tell the Justiciary to send someone else.”

“There is no one else.” Ant’s tone remained maddeningly reasonable. “I’m the only mage in the state who can read scenes and see past events. You know this.”

Viktor did know this. He also knew that Claudius Raven was an elitist bastard who’d spent eight centuries treating humans like cattle and mages like performing dogs. He doubted the man had changed his ways, although...why didn’t he just bury the body with all the others? Fuck it. 

He started pacing, unable to stand still. The kitchen suddenly felt too small, the walls pressing in. All the Zen he’d achieved from his morning run was completely gone. “You don’t understand what you’re walking into.”

“Then explain it to me.” Ant shifted in his chair, tracking Viktor’s movement. Able sat up, his tail wagging once before settling back down. “I take it you know Claudius.”

“I know him.” Viktor bit out the words, hating that they had to be said out loud. “I lived at that estate for a while. It was centuries ago, before I left and traveled the world, doing all I did before I ended up back here in Tony’s crew.”

He watched Ant process this information, those gray eyes sharpening with interest rather than concern. Of course Ant would find it fascinating that Viktor was about to accompany him into a nest of vampires who still thought the Renaissance contributed to the downfall of civilization. 

“You’ve never mentioned him before.”

“Because I try very hard not to think about that pretentious asshole.” Viktor stopped pacing long enough to brace his hands on the back of one of the kitchen chairs, gripping the wood hard enough to make it creak. “Claudius embodies every suffocating, archaic rule I couldn’t stand. He thinks humans exist to be fed on and controlled, and he treats mages like...like fucking circus performers. They’re just novelties for him to study, exploit, and then dispose of.”

“I see.” Ant set down the photograph he’d been examining and folded his hands on the table. “That’s concerning, but it doesn’t change the fact that a certain Ronald Finch was murdered. Someone drained him of blood and left his body on Claudius’s property. I have a professional obligation to determine what happened.”

“He was fed from and died. Case closed.” Viktor regretted the blunt words as soon as they left his mouth. Ant really cared about doing the right thing. “Ant, babe, your professional obligation is going to get you killed.”

“No, it won’t.” Ant’s voice remained perfectly calm. “Because you’ll be with me.”

Viktor laughed, the sound harsh. “You think I can protect you if Claudius decides to activate the estate’s lockdown wards? If he traps us inside with a dozen vampires who view you as prey?”

“I think you’re catastrophizing.”

“I’m being realistic.” Viktor resumed pacing, his mind spinning through every horrible scenario. Claudius seeing Ant’s slender build and gentle demeanor and dismissing him as weak. Claudius making some sneering comment about Viktor slumming it with a human-adjacent mage. Claudius deciding that a cute little mage would make a useful addition to his collection of controlled assets.

I’ll rip his fucking head off before I let that happen.

He already knew he couldn’t, and that pissed Viktor off more than anything. Any act of violence against Claudius without provocation could start a war between the coven and the Justiciary, and that’s without violating at least a dozen Justiciary laws. 

Not only that, but if Viktor did react with violence, then he would simply be proving Claudius’s point about Viktor being a violent thug who’d abandoned his noble heritage to roll around in the mud with humans. I should’ve killed him back then, and then this business with this Finch person would never have happened. 

“Viktor.” Ant’s voice cut through his spiraling thoughts. “Look at me.”

Viktor stopped pacing and turned. Ant had stood, leaving Able to settle back into his spot under the table, and now he crossed the kitchen with those quiet, deliberate steps that always meant he was thinking hard about something. When he reached Viktor, he placed both hands flat on Viktor’s chest, right over his heart.

The effect was immediate. Viktor’s entire body settled, and the frantic energy drained away under the pressure of Ant’s palms. He could feel Ant reading him through the touch - not invasively, never that - instead gently cataloging Viktor’s fear, rage, and protective fury.

“I understand that you’re worried.” That’s a fucking understatement, and then Viktor hoped that thought hadn’t been picked up. “But I need you to remember something.”

“What?”

“I’m not helpless.” Those gray eyes held Viktor’s gaze, unwavering. “I’m a lot stronger than I look. If Claudius or any member of his coven attempts to harm either of us, I can reduce them to dust before they finish forming the thought.”

Viktor knew that from a logical perspective. Mages didn’t get to Level Twelve by simply producing flames from their fingertips. But knowing it intellectually and trusting it emotionally were two different things, especially when the threat came from vampires who’d been raised to believe they were at the top of the apex predator list. 

“Claudius won’t see you that way,” Viktor said roughly. “He’ll look at you and see a mild-mannered academic. He won’t understand what you’re capable of until it’s too late.”

“Then he’ll learn through his mistakes.” Ant’s thumbs moved in small circles against Viktor’s chest. It was a soothing gesture, but Viktor wasn’t sure he wanted to be soothed. “I’d prefer not to demonstrate my capabilities through violence if I can avoid it. If nothing else, doing something so extreme would severely drain me for days, and that’s not healthy. But it’s like I told Bridget. I’m going to conduct a scene reading, document my findings, and leave. The Justiciary is sending me there, so it’s not like anything could happen. People will know where we are. I just have to follow standard procedure.”

“Nothing about this is standard.”

“Bridget said the same thing.” The corner of Ant’s mouth twitched. “But I’ve read scenes in dangerous locations before. I’m very good at my job, and you’re very good at keeping me safe while I work. We’ll be fine.”

Viktor wasn’t so sure. He could go into excruciating detail about how Claudius’s estate wasn’t just dangerous, it was designed to be a trap, layered with centuries of blood magic, black magic, and goodness knows whatever other types of magic that asshole had managed to find. He needed his mate to understand how vampires who’d lived as long as Claudius developed a fundamental contempt for anyone they viewed as lesser, and Claudius viewed everyone as lesser, including Viktor.

Ant’s hands remained steady on his chest, and those gray eyes showed nothing but Ant’s determination.

He’s not going to back down.

Of course he wasn’t. Ant had a rigid moral code that included seeking justice for murder victims, regardless of the personal cost. It was one of the things Viktor loved about him, even when it made Viktor want to lock them both in the house and never let the outside world touch them again.

“I hate this,” Viktor said finally, saying out loud the words Ant could already feel.

“I know.” Ant’s expression softened slightly. “However, we have a responsibility to Ronald Finch. Someone killed him and left his body in that estate, and Claudius’s coven is hiding behind legal protections to avoid answering questions. As far as I’m aware, the Justiciary has exhausted every other investigative avenue. I’m the only option left.”

Viktor closed his eyes and took a long breath. My mate is either the bravest person I’ve ever met or the most reckless, although, where Ant was concerned, both things could be true and probably were. 

“Fine,” Viktor said, opening his eyes. “We’ll go. But I’m staying at your side every single second, and if Claudius so much as looks at you wrong, I’m tying him into a fucking pretzel.”

“That seems reasonable,” Ant said calmly. “Although I’d prefer you avoid physical altercations unless absolutely necessary. The Justiciary has arranged this visit through official channels, and I’d rather not jeopardize our professional relationship by assaulting our host.”

“I can assault him very politely.”

Ant smiled as he shook his head. His hands slid up from Viktor’s chest to cup his face, thumbs brushing along Viktor’s jaw. “I appreciate your protective instincts. But I need you to trust that I can handle this.”

“I trust you.” Viktor caught one of Ant’s hands and pressed a kiss to his palm. “It’s everyone else I don’t trust, remember?”

“That’s fair.” Ant leaned up and kissed him - an action that was far too brief, and far too sweet given their conversation. “Now, come look at these photographs. I want your impression of the crime scene before we arrive.”

He extracted himself from Viktor’s grip and returned to the table, settling back into his chair with Able’s head immediately appearing on his knee. Viktor stood there for a moment longer, trying to reconcile himself to the idea of taking his mate into Claudius’s territory. This is going to be a fucking disaster. 

But Ant was determined that he was right, and he would also feel a deep sense of responsibility to the victim. That was who Ant was. As for Viktor, he’d be damned if he let Ant walk into danger without him.

He crossed to the table and picked up the breakfast bag he’d set down earlier, pulling out the sandwiches he’d bought. Ant accepted his with a murmur of thanks, took a bite of it, and then immediately returned his attention to the crime scene photos.

Viktor studied the images over Ant’s shoulder. The victim appeared to be a male in his late forties, dressed in business casual clothes. He’d collapsed in what looked like a guest room, his body positioned over a desk covered in financial documents. The pen was still clutched in his hand.

“No signs of struggle,” Viktor observed. “No defensive wounds, no torn clothing. He just...dropped.”

“Yes.” Ant tapped one of the photos. “Which suggests he was either caught completely by surprise, or he didn’t perceive his attacker as a threat. Given that he was found in Claudius’s house, I’m inclined to believe he was under the influence of a vampiric trance or thrall, I believe it’s commonly known as.”

Viktor’s jaw tightened. Vampiric trances were illegal outside of very specific circumstances - using them to control humans for financial gain was a Justiciary-level crime. If Claudius had been using trances to manipulate wealthy humans into signing over their fortunes, for example... Surely, he’s still not doing that. That was centuries ago. 

“That could explain why the coven is stonewalling,” Viktor said slowly. “If Ronald was under a trance when he died, it means Claudius has been breaking Justiciary law for who knows how long.”

“Precisely.” Ant set down his sandwich and pulled over a document from the file. “According to the initial investigation, Ronald Finch was a forensic accountant hired by a group of wealthy human families who suspected their relatives were being financially exploited. He’d been tracking suspicious shell corporations and money transfers for months.”

“And he traced it back to Claudius.”

“So it would seem.” Ant’s finger traced down the document. “Three days before his death, Ronald sent an encrypted message to his clients stating he’d identified the primary suspect and would have proof within the week. Then he, apparently, disappeared. His body was found two days later when one of Claudius’s human staff members went in to clean the guest room.”

Viktor leaned back against the counter, his mind working through the implications. “Claudius killed him to cover up the financial crimes. Or had one of his coven members do it.”

“That’s the most logical explanation.” Ant looked up at him. “Which means when we arrive tomorrow, we’ll be investigating a murderer in his own fortress, surrounded by his loyal followers, all of whom have a vested interest in ensuring we find nothing incriminating.”

“You say that like it’s supposed to make me feel better about this.”

“I’m simply stating the facts.” Ant returned his attention to the photographs. “I find it helps to have a clear understanding of the situation before walking into it.”

Viktor watched his mate calmly analyze crime scene photos while eating his sandwich, and felt a surge of fierce protectiveness so strong it made his fangs ache.

Tomorrow I’m taking my brilliant, fearless, completely insane mate into the home of a vampire who views humans as food and mages as fools.

He was definitely going to end up turning Claudius into a pretzel. At least, doing that to a vampire meant the asshole wouldn’t be dead - vampires could handle broken bones - but that didn’t make Viktor feel any better. 

In the meantime, he moved closer to Ant and began pointing out details in the photographs that might be useful - the defensive ward sigils visible on the wall in the background, the particular style of furniture that indicated which wing of the estate the murder had occurred in, the small details that someone who’d once lived in a similar coven would recognize.

If they were walking into hell tomorrow, they’d at least walk in prepared.
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Chapter Three
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Ant folded his third button-down shirt, a blue one, the way Bridget had taught him to the first time she’d seen him pack to go to University. The creases had to line up with each other, just so, and then the whole thing was folded in half...after the sleeves had been tucked in so they weren’t just dangling in his bag. Certain that the blue shirt would meet Bridget’s standards, Ant placed it in the overnight bag on his bed.

The shirts were unusual enough on their own. He didn’t usually bother with anything more than a couple of T-shirts and a spare pair of jeans, but Bridget had been very insistent that he pack professional attire. In Ant’s head, if a vampire was going to consider him food, they were hardly going to be concerned with his clothing choices – clothes would just get in the way of fangs, as he’d learned from Viktor - but Ant had also learned over the years that following Bridget’s wardrobe advice was generally a good idea. 

Speaking of vampires, Viktor prowled past the bedroom doorway for the fourth time in as many minutes, his footsteps silent although Ant was sure he was wearing a track in the carpet. Each pass took him from the stairs to the far end of the hallway and back again. 

Ant selected a white dress shirt from his closet and began the folding process again. “You’re pacing.”

“I’m
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