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On a cold December Monday, Tonya stood six stories off the ground wearing slippers, her white tresses dancing on icy gusts. 
How did I get here? 
Signs on the Mackenzie Residence rooftop forbade student access, but she was fighting a rebellion of the mind. With her toes on the edge of the building, she trembled, struggling to suppress the mounting needs of the tyrant sharing her head.
Deep breath. Think of something else, anything but flying.
She glanced back over her beloved city surrounded by woods and cornfields. These should be happy times. City Council had lifted the memory curse on her friends, and National Council had ruled that her settling of Jack Waldock wasn’t murder. For one glorious day, Tonya had united the anti-magic Pure faction, pro-magic Mod faction, and the hide-magic Trad faction to replant trees in the cemetery. But this precious peace had exacted a deep cost and saddled her with a parasite she couldn’t escape.
Jump! Jump! his reptilian voice rasped inside her head.
Shut up, Hatch! But the urge mounted, and she stared over Lakeshore Drive at water which was too distant to break her fall. To her right, the western end of Loon Lake narrowed to a river. Two miles ahead, tiny whitecaps curled near Grand Island at the center of the lake. Like a pig in a python, the roundish body of water narrowed on the eastern end to slither through the forests and farmland surrounding the modest city of Loon Lake.
Stop staring at the water and relax, Hatch crooned. Leave the dirt behind and fly like a god.
Since July, Hatch, the dragon hatchling, had invaded her mind and tried to commandeer her body, ordering her to surrender like an abusive boyfriend.
Don’t you want to fly?
You mean fall.
Human, if you die, I do, too.
That’s Tonya, not Human, she insisted. He’d enslave her mind at the first sign of weakness, transform her body, and steal her humanity—forever. Every time she refused to change, he came back with new arguments, invading her thoughts in the middle of the night.
Hatch stalked like a tiger, watching for weakness, ready to spring. Last week, he took her by surprise, seized control of one leg, and sent her tumbling down the stairs. Bruises and circles under her eyes drew early morning remarks in the cafeteria until Tonya covered them with makeup. Nothing would go her way until she could free herself from Hatch and the iron grip of her suffocating hometown.
Mayor Donna Ashton hated Tonya. The mother who raised Tonya shunned her, and Old Family folk distrusted her birth mother, Helen. Tonya was fighting for her life against a unique magical creature, but her family history meant she could expect zero sympathy. Loon Lake’s ruling families would probably take Hatch’s side over hers.
Yes, I’m the victim here.
If you’re the victim, how come you made me sleepwalk up to the roof? I’m the one getting hypothermia. Dawn breezes cut through her pajamas, and she tried to step back from the roof’s edge, but Hatch stopped her.
Near shore, flickering lights gathered and grew in a display visible only to practitioners of magic and cursed creatures like Hatch.
Hey! Who are you calling cursed?
Sorry. I meant to say scheming, manipulative, and lacking in any redeeming qualities. 
While they bickered, a white structure rose, sending waves rippling across the lake. The vision grew clearer and brighter as it rose until the top deck of a sparkling cruise ship towered fifteen stories over the public pier. Tonya had never taken a cruise, but she liked to visit travel websites and drool over cruises and beach vacations. The minute she learned to control her powers, and rid herself of Hatch, she wanted to try big city life. Her university friends were from Toronto, real friends like Drake, Zain, and Priya, who never made her feel small.
Compared to the modest lake, the mid-sized cruise ship looked huge. It would be run by seven or eight hundred crew members trained to pamper a thousand vacationers in its restaurants, bars, hot tubs, and theater. Tonya stared, mesmerized, as tourists loaded into fifteen-foot boats hanging from the side.
Hatch exclaimed, Flyby! Let’s gooo!
Calm down. When Hatch got agitated, Tonya’s whole body tickled. Rubbing her arms didn’t help, because the irritation came from the inside. It’s not like you’ve never seen it before.
The cruise ship, sighted occasionally in the summer and weekly in the fall, appeared daily as the holiday season approached.
Mayor Ashton had walled off Loon Lake Village from Mundanes and reversed the law against magic use within its confines. This December, gangs of day-trippers packed the streets, joyful to cast spells, crowd taverns, and overrun stores unhindered by Mundane or magical laws. Overnight, Loon Lakers from the magical Old Families competed for space on the cobbled streets as gangs of spell-casting tourists raided precious Victorian Loon Lake Village.
Struggling to control Hatch, who threatened to hurt her or her friends when she refused to be bullied, Tonya wanted to join the carefree tourists and take Hatch to whatever far-flung lands the cruise ship disappeared to every morning at 3:00 AM. But if she couldn’t do that, maybe she could tame him.
Let me off this roof, or I’ll suck the life energy out of you.
Babe, I get stronger every day, and you can’t kill me without killing yourself.
I am not your babe.
His snicker roared inside her head.
During the summer, Tonya had stopped a rampaging dragon who laid eggs inside the bodies of innocent swimmers. Before the hatchlings could devour their hosts, Tonya stilled the eggs.
Murderer!
I was forced to choose the people or the eggs.
Wrong choice, idiot! People are worthless. Dragons are rare, magical creatures.
The female dragon had also cut Tonya’s abdomen to create an edible nest for her young. Tonya was trying to save herself when Donna Ashton used the Staff of Storms to steal Tonya’s powers and channel them into the egg, speeding its development until it hatched.
With his teeth gnawing at her innards, Tonya had begged Hatch to spare her life in exchange for merging into one being. Their pact, forged by magical energies concentrated by the Staff of Storms, created the first human-dragon hybrid.
A good thing too. Without me, you’d be no fun. C’mon, let’s fly!
She clamped her chattering teeth. Never. 

      [image: image-placeholder]All summer and fall, she’d resisted Hatch but felt all his urges. Once, his lust for raw meat overcame her, and she’d gorged on uncooked beef. Since then, she ate vegetarian to annoy him, despite her meat cravings. She could resist but never escape these new dragon desires.
Gold and gems made her mouth water. Sometimes, she yearned to smash the jewelry store window, grab the treasure, and fly off. Oops. Walk off. Never fly.
Humans have yearned to soar since they climbed down from the trees. 
Don’t lecture me, little Hatchling.
I’m maturing supernaturally fast. Consider me a teen genius.
Genius? Tonya snorted.
If you’re so smart, how come you let Marta Ashton bully you? You’re twice her size, Hatch asked. Why not hit her?
That’s not how it works with people.
Bullied child of an outcast mother, painful memories tangle your mind, Hatch whispered inside her head. Let me erase them. You’ll feel much better.
Sensation returned to Tonya’s legs, and she stumbled to the door.
Locked.
Don’t worry. I knew the door would lock behind us.
You did?
Calm down. Let me take control.
No.
I can get us down.
No.
Fine, but it could be days before somebody comes onto the roof, and I’m starving. Aren’t you?
Low-grade hunger accompanied Tonya everywhere since she and Hatch had combined. At his suggestion, pangs ignited her abdomen. She had to eat now! Bloody steak, raw roast, ground hamburger. Her mouth watered, and her stomach roared for raw flesh.
That’s my girl. We can pick up snacks on the fly. Ready to taste freedom?
No. Making me hungry is a dirty trick. She crossed her arms across a raging bellyache. If she suffered, he suffered too. The best strategy was to wait him out.
Twenty minutes later, she stamped her feet and clapped her hands to stave off frostbite. With most students asleep or in class, it could be many hours before anyone visited the forbidden roof. Cheeks stinging with the cold, Tonya glanced at the fire escape two stories below. Her head spun, and she backed away. The drop had to be twenty feet. If she jumped and didn’t land perfectly, it would be her last argument with Hatch.
Don’t be stupid. Surrender control and let me fly us down.
Something was very wrong when Hatch sounded like the voice of reason. She shuffled up to the edge, squinted at her tiny target, closed her eyes, and jumped.
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Tonya missed the narrow metal staircase, but one leg caught on the railing, and she slid like a pair of scissors severing a sheet of paper. She gasped, flailing to grab hold, but momentum sent her tumbling again, her arms and legs clutching at air until one arm hooked a banister and she grabbed it. 
She swung a leg over the top, her chilled hands prickling as the cold leached away their strength, and her fingers slipped.
Hatch snickered as, despite her best efforts, one hand let go.
No.
Then the other.
With a shriek, she fell, rolling as she landed on a pile of snow left by the plow.
When she raised her head, she spotted a wide-shouldered blonde in a tuque sailing over the snowy walkway on his long legs. Her boyfriend, Drake, reached her and leaned in so close, she sank into his blue eyes. 
Why was he here?
Aching with bruises, she dusted powdered snow off her pajamas and forced a smile. “I meant to do that.”
Drake thrust out his hands to offer a hug.
She didn’t budge. “You were watching me?”
“I’ve been worried.”
“Why didn’t you help?” Blood rushed to Tonya’s face. “You could have gone upstairs and opened the door to the roof!”
“You jumped from the roof?” His eyebrows raised, and he cupped her face between rough fingertips. “Were you trying to kill yourself?”
His blue eyes on hers felt too intense. She flinched away. “Of course not.”
“Come with me to Health Services.”
“I’m fine. Look, I’m not hurt.” She flexed her arms.
“I’m not leaving until you talk to a doctor.”
“I was goofing around on the roof, and I fell.”
“In your pajamas?”
“It was stupid, okay, but you know me. Have I ever seemed depressed before?”
“No.” He took off his coat and helped her into it.
“When my mother was in jail or when they took away my powers, did I ever think about taking my life?”
“No, but I don’t believe this was an accident.” He took her hands in his. “Tell me what’s wrong.”
“I’m fine.” With a show of bending and stretching that sent pain through her legs, she proved her bones unbroken. “See?”
He traced her cheek with his thumb. “There are bags under your eyes.” 
That tender look had triggered a hundred kisses, but she had to stay strong and keep her distance. “Aren’t you planning a movie with Zain?”
“I’d be with him if you answered my texts.”
She yearned to apologize for worrying him. How good it would be to throw her arms around Drake and confess, but that would mean explaining Hatch. “I’ve been busy.”
“That’s it?” He raised his voice. “That’s all you’re telling me?”
“I don’t need supervision.”
Drake swallowed his retort and walked away, his breath visible in the chilly air.
Tonya blinked back tears and bit her lip as Hatch’s laughter filled her head. “Wait!” She ran after Drake, pajamas flapping in the cold.
Halfway up the cement path, she reached him. “Sorry I didn’t answer your texts.” But she’d read them, staring at her phone in the middle of the night. “It’s been crazy getting my assignments done before the holidays.” A year ago, they’d have worked on them together, trading sweet whispers in the campus library.
His blue eyes lacked their usual sparkle, but his voice held steady. “I got a job at a camera store for the holiday rush.”
“That’s great.”
“In Toronto. I came to say goodbye in person.”
She went to hug him, but he stepped away. “I won’t be back until the New Year.”
The tension in her shoulders relaxed. “We can get together after the holidays.”
He searched her face. “What’s his name?”
Did he know about Hatch? “Who?”
“The secret boyfriend taking up your time, shutting off your phone, making you skip classes.”
“Don’t be silly.”
“Check your activity. You haven’t been posting. Priya never sees you outside of class, and two days ago, Zain saw you streak out of the woods at midnight, wrapped in a newspaper. If there’s another guy, just tell me.”
There had been unexplained snow on her boots that morning… Recently, she’d awoken on the pier staring at the full moon. Heart thudding, she checked her phone for activity in the evenings.
Nothing.
“I’m so sorry.” Hatch had hijacked her body many times without her consent, leaving blanks in her memory. This was bad, very bad. “There’s no secret boyfriend, but I have been dealing with a problem.”
“Let me help.”
“You can’t.”
“If you won’t let me in… I gotta pack my bags.”
There was no point following Drake again. Meanwhile, Hatch shouted demands in her head.
Give me your nights, or I’ll lock you on the roof every morning.
Shut up, Hatch. She didn’t have time for this. Drake talked like it was over.
Say yes, or I’ll use your body against Drake, and Priya, and all your friends.
No.
You won’t even remember hurting them. Hatch’s raspy laughter echoed inside her skull. Refuse all you like. I get stronger every day.
Hatch was right. She couldn’t hold him off forever.
Where had it all gone wrong?
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September 
Things had been much simpler on the first day of term. Rain slicked the red sandstone walls of University College, and water streamed down its leaded windows. The impressive rectangular building stretched between two towers. Gargoyles glared from the eves, their stone mouths gushing onto unwary pedestrians.
Tonya escaped the rain through an ornate archway and paused to close her umbrella. Hallways ran across the front and along two sides of the building, which sheltered a grassy courtyard. It had been raining all night. By now, the grass would be soaked and spilling water onto the stone floors of the covered arcades, so she stayed indoors. It was a good thing Professor Ferrier’s plant lab was underground.
She chose the right-hand hallway, passing oak-paneled walls and a worn stone staircase. Mundane students crowded the musty corridor lined with lecture rooms on both sides. They chatted before their classes in economics and history, unaware of secret tunnels beneath their feet. The longest led west and under the river before it branched into catacombs under City Hall. 
Eager for a fresh start, Tonya raced through the corridor, boots squeaking on the wet stone floor. In summer school, she’d relied on others to activate the hidden doorway leading to underground classrooms where Old Family students learned magic. 
Never again. Breath held, she approached the trophy case at the end of the hall. Outside the building, the Staff of Storms drained away her powers, but Mayor Ashton had granted Tonya special permission to use her magic at school. She placed a trembling hand on the glass beside fingerprints left by previous students. Would it work? 
Sensing her power, the trophy case shimmered and disappeared. An illusion charm bent the light so that as Tonya stepped forward into a hidden elevator, Mundane observers saw her disappear around the corner.
The wooden contraption creaked as it sank. Through a knothole, she watched herself descend through layers of stone and dirt until the temperature dropped. Fifty feet below the university, the doors opened, and a green scent beckoned Tonya along a chilly stone hallway.
Since Loon Lake had opened to outsiders, a gifted array of visiting lecturers clamored to live and work on top of its powerful conjunction of ley-lines and ancestor magic. The administration capitalized by instigating a visiting lecturer program, but one academic drew the most attention.
Students from first year to grad school balloted for spots in Professor Ferrier’s once-in-a-lifetime class. Considered a genius, he was famous for discovering an Amazonian water plant that compounded life energy. He could shield and manipulate life forces but was famous for innovations in plant magic.
The floral notes permeating his lab promised Tonya a sweeter future. Could he teach her to control her powers? Could he advise her on what to do about Hatch?
Arriving early, she hoped to speak to the prof about her challenges controlling magic, but students filled four rows of lab benches facing the professor’s marble-topped worktable. She was looking for a seat when Ferrier entered, a youngish prof wearing jeans and a rumpled jacket over a Flaming Lips shirt.
“Over here.” Tonya’s best friend, Priya, waved from behind a huge textbook. She had snagged the front bench in the center row—of course. Priya wouldn’t be happy until she got the best mark in class—or at least a better mark than any of the guys.
“Can’t we sit in the back?” Tonya asked.
Taking up extra space to store their bad attitudes, Marta and her Mod clique stared at Tonya from one side of the room. With them at her back, Tonya would spend class wondering what nasty tricks her longtime bully was planning.
Slender and athletic from training for the diving team, Marta turned heads with her full lips and long dark hair. Dressed in fashionably ripped jeans and a graphic tee, the mayor’s daughter spent more monthly on casual clothes than most students paid in rent. 
Priya finger-waved at Marta, shooting her a sarcastic grin. “Never mind them.” She smiled at Tonya, her long black hair pulled into a ponytail that accentuated the symmetry of her light brown, heart-shaped face. For a lab class, Priya had traded her usual goth lace and Victorian skirts for a black dress shirt and slacks. Her trim figure would look elegant in anything.
Tonya had layered jeans and a pink hoodie over her tall hour-glass frame. She liked the way it hid her small waist and curvaceous figure, so creepy men didn’t stare in the street. She also needed washable clothes. Ferrier’s course description promised a hands-on experience where dirt flew, and arcane plants might grab the trowel and fight back. At least they wouldn’t be bored, and Tonya was prepared to study. She flashed Priya the cover of Ferrier’s latest book The Real El Dorado: A History of Magical Plants in South America. 
“Teacher’s Pet! I would never buy a prof’s book in a pathetic attempt to make him like me.” Priya unzipped her backpack, nonchalantly placing her own copy of El Dorado on the lab bench. “They say it’s a real page-turner.”
Ferrier introduced himself and, as he described his hands-on teaching philosophy and listed his office hours, warmth spread through Tonya’s chest. He seemed nice and ideally skilled to tame her powers—assuming she could keep up with his advanced course. Priya would help.
Tonya glanced at her friend, and they shared a smile. Born in Toronto to Indian parents, Priya had begun as a Mundane, until time spent in Loon Lake awoke her talent for seeing ghosts. That wasn’t all. When a handsome senior, Roberto, discovered her powers, he had courted her and became her boyfriend. Hiding outside the studio while Priya soldered her sculptures, Roberto had manipulated Priya’s dreams and turned her into a conduit to transform matter using lightning.
Tonya would never forgive him for the way he betrayed her friend, but he had unleashed her powers. Sometimes it amazed Tonya that Priya never wanted revenge. Even after Roberto deceived her, Priya remained positive and focused on her feminist studies courses and sculpture projects. 
Prof. Ferrier lectured without notes. “Living things are a prime source of magic, but we shouldn’t drain life force indiscriminately.” He glanced at Tonya, and suddenly the cavern chill felt colder. How much had they told him?
Everyone from the Old Families knew Tonya had extinguished a revenant with Helen, her birth mother, but they didn’t know Tonya’s out-of-control powers had killed a dragon. The guilt still haunted her. If Barbara, the aunt Tonya grew up calling “mother,” hadn’t forbidden it, magic training would have taught her to subdue the raging beast without killing.
Priya nudged Tonya’s attention back to the professor, who set pots of daisies on each lab table.
“Today, we transform plants. Each of you manifests different capabilities, and those channeling life energy may find it a challenge underground. But trust me, it’s safer.” Again, his glance strayed to Tonya.
“Excuse me, professor, but why transform a flower?” Marta wrinkled her nose at her daisy.
Her lab partner, Arjun, sniffed the petals suspiciously. He had been a close friend of Priya’s before joining the young Mods led by Marta. Since then, Tonya wasn’t sure of his loyalties.
The professor gestured at a potted daisy. “You can transform it with charms, infuse it with life force, treat it with potions, make it bear fruit—anything your creativity suggests. This is a challenge, so impress me. It’s worth 5% of your term mark.”
“I’ve got this.” Priya grabbed the daisies, and who could blame her? Priya had a grade point average to sustain, and Tonya was a magnet for magical catastrophes.
Half an hour later, Ferrier called individuals to his table to demonstrate. Arjun made his daisy turn blue, and Shin, captain of the diving team, made his mime the backstroke with its tiny stems.
The class applauded and Priya, who used to date him, wolf-whistled as he took a bow.
With the show over, Tonya gathered her books when Ferrier called, “Tonya, show us what you can do.”
Nerves glued Tonya to her lab stool.
“Go on.” Priya gave her a friendly nod.
Forcing her shoulders back, Tonya strode to the front of the room. Never let them see you sweat.
The plant felt very light on her palm as she probed it for life energy. A black space in her mind opened where inert things stayed black, and energies glowed in shades of green. The stone floor and walls lacked life, but the students pulsed neon green. Her greedy ability reached out, and hungry pathways snaked between her and her classmates like invisible roots, poised to drain their life force on contact.
Reeling and throwing out her arms, Tonya cut the connection, dropping the pot. She opened her eyes to see the daisies on the floor in a pile of dirt. “Sorry.”
In a shocking display of maturity, Marta didn’t comment.
“Pick up the plant.” Ferrier watched closely, probably looking for signs she was losing control. 
Tonya cradled the tender greenery in her hands, careful not to touch the roots. “What am I supposed to do?”
“Pop it in water so it doesn’t dry out.” He proffered a vase. “Let’s see you draw power from something small.”
“I can’t.” Her heart raced. What if she lost control?
“Sense the energy inside the plant.” The professor made his hands hover around the vase, surrounding hers without touching.
This time, when she opened her mind, she only sensed the plant’s life force, while Professor Ferrier blocked outside energies. With relief, Tonya concentrated on the faint glow of the dying daisy. Reaching out a magical tendril, she reduced it to dust and a puff of fog.
“Bravo!” Priya clapped.
“It’s a start.” The professor crossed his arms.
“Yeah, good job Tonya.” Marta nudged a diving teammate. “Now you can get a job killing people’s gardens.”
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Nothing Marta said could spoil the mood as Tonya and Priya walked west out of campus, past the cemetery and over the River Bridge, the boundary between Loon Lake’s newest and oldest areas. 
“Wait.” Tonya stopped halfway across the bridge. “Look back.”
“What am I supposed to see?” Priya shaded her eyes, facing office buildings in the distance.
“I like to savor the moment I leave.” The Greater Loon Lake Area was a bustling city of 135,000 people, with most of that population living in custom houses, small subdivisions, or surrounding farms. 
Hatch had forced her to fly over every acre with her heart hammering against the plates of her dragon chest. Through parted claws, she’d stolen glances at the flat gray tops of shopping centers, tall buildings, and condo towers clustered downtown. Reddish brick paved the expansive farmer’s market on the north shore of the lake. Uptown and spreading in tidy grids to either side of downtown, shops, services, pubs, and restaurants attracted a busy tourist trade. 
Beyond them sprawled streets dotted with houses, leafy backyards, and tiny blue swimming pools. In a ring beyond the single-family dwellings stood warehouses, townhouses, more condo buildings, and small industrial complexes on the outskirts between city and farmland.
To the west of the campus, big houses adorned the southern shore of the lake, opposite downtown. Past them, the land supported a mix of modern houses and historic homes, farmland, forests, and rivers and lakes carved by the receding glaciers.
“Do you feel it?” Tonya asked. Leaving the Mundane world of Loon Lake and entering magical Loon Lake Village always gave her a shiver.
“I don’t feel anything,” Priya admitted.
“You will once we get past the wall.” Tonya led her friend over the bridge.
“Now I feel it.” Priya winked. “The excitement of shopping! I have lots of nieces and nephews to buy for.”
“I didn’t think you celebrated Christmas.”
“Not the religious part, obviously, but giving presents is creative. If I can make a gift, I do, but choosing the perfect thing for someone is also an art.”
They wanted to explore the boutiques of the Old Town. Unfortunately, as they left the bridge behind and continued west, throngs of tourists and protesters clogged the streets between City Hall and the invisible barrier surrounding Loon Lake Village.
“It’s like Blue Jays Way on a game night.” Priya stopped a bearded man in Hawaiian shorts. “Where’s the crowd coming from?”
“Everywhere.” He hurried on.
The next person Tonya faced wore a polo shirt with a travel company logo. “Bumper crop on the phantom cruise ship?” she asked, but he hurried away.
“It’s not ghost technology,” Priya said. “I thought you knew that.”
“I’m not a magic expert.” Her parents had made sure of it. “However it works, the ghastly thing reappears with more tourists every day. The Old Families aren’t happy.”
“So all this,” Priya indicated a line of protesters wearing sandwich boards, “is because they don’t play well with others?”
“They hate Donna’s wall. If my father came back into town ...”
“Which he won’t.”
“But if he did, he couldn’t meet me in Loon Lake Village. If he got too close, he’d forget it ever existed.”
“That’s so stupid.” Priya had been living on campus when Mayor Ashton raised a wall around Loon Lake Village and fortified it with amnesia spells against Mundanes. “Do you think the protests will do any good?”
“City Council is afraid of Donna.” Tonya couldn’t blame them. With the Staff of Storms, Donna could capture anyone’s power and use it against them. “The Mod faction supports her.”
“What about Mods with homes in Loon Lake Village?” Priya asked.
“What homes? For a hundred years the Trads outlawed their magic and kept the best jobs and properties for themselves. Before the Ashtons, Mods lived on the fringe, hiding their magic use.”
“Then they should be kinder to the poor Mundanes who have lost everything.”
“Agreed.” Tonya had seen clips on the Old Family news app. Amnesiac Mundanes wandering the highway, homeless and lost until Ashton Security shuttled them to Toronto to clean up the streets. “I hate those bullies.”
“A victim who gets power can turn into the worst bully.” Priya pointed at Tonya, grinning. “That must be why you’re such a jerk!”
Priya’s sarcasm reminded Tonya of Zain, Drake’s buddy. She’d drifted away from her friends since Hatch came into her life. “Wanna meet up with the Ninjas later?”
“Sure.”
“Hey, hey, ho, ho, Mayor Ashton has got to go!” chorused a line of protestors. One man shouted into a megaphone, “Restore Mundane property! Reunite families!”
“No heavy sign to carry. That’s clever.” Priya pointed to a protest banner floating above them. “But I don’t get the cartoon.”
On the charmed fabric, a caricature of Mayor Donna morphed into a rhinoceros with an amethyst-tipped horn. Charging to life, it trampled Victorian houses and chased terrified Mundanes out of town.
“City Council declared that abandoned Mundane property would go to the next of magical kin. With a few well-connected exceptions, Mundane friends, roommates, and coworkers have been pushed out of Loon Lake.”
“And you want me to shop here?” Priya halted. “My family is Mundane.”
“You have magic now, and the National Council Rep overturned Donna’s decree and restored my powers.”
“Can we trust him?” Priya played with her braid. “He was creepy.”
“To perfection. He scared Donna!” He’d also granted the Ninjas honorary Old Family status to recognize their assistance in cracking the murder case against Helen. Donna could no longer erase their memories or block their access. 
Priya turned around. “We should boycott this place.”
“I know you hate injustice, and I love the way you oppose oppression, but think of the shop owners. They didn’t ask Mayor Ashton to do this. We should go after the mayor, not her victims.”
Priya’s face lit up. “We can still go to the magical toy store!”
Near the wall the crowds thinned, and Tonya noticed Mundanes get a confused look as they approached the charmed gate. It made her want to slap the mayor. In interviews, Mayor Ashton encouraged unhappy Loon Lakers to join their loved ones in the Mundane world, where their hatred of magic would make them “fit right in.” She claimed her actions brought justice for the Mods who had suffocated under Trad rule.
“Restore magic for Loon Lakers!” she cried at rallies, conveniently forgetting the Mundane majority.
But it was stupid to let Donna’s victory sour the mood, especially when Hatch could take everything away from her. In this moment, Tonya could enjoy peace. She was shopping with her bestie, and just being with Priya made her feel better. She was like the sister Tonya wished she had.
Even the Ashton guards smiled as they passed through the gate. Tonya finally had a professor who could help her control her powers, a boyfriend who loved her, and the Digital Ninjas were planning to make a new horror movie. No one, not even Mayor Ashton, could ruin this day.
They strolled the cobbled streets of Loon Lake Village, passing restored Victorian shops and cafes on either side. New scaffolding on the Village Inn drew Tonya’s attention, until Priya took her arm and led her across the street.
“Look, a stationery store.”
“You need paper?” Her friend took notes on a laptop.
“They have blank notecards for painting.”
Inside the cozy shop, Priya compared card sizes while Tonya picked up a charmed eraser shaped like a cat. It trotted to the edge of her palm, poised to jump and meowed, but when she set it down, it turned back into an eraser.
“Have you seen these?” Tonya asked, but Priya had already reached the register, where a box of jeweled hair clips caught Tonya’s eye.
“Ooo, sparklies!” It was Hatch’s influence, but Tonya lifted each hair clip turning it this way and that to catch the light. She hated feeling this way, but she wanted them, needed them, couldn’t put them down. Flushing, she dug her hands into the pile and let the sparklies flow through her fingertips like treasure.
“Are you going to buy those?” The clerk had finished with Priya, and Tonya was holding up the line.
“Sorry.” Regretfully, she returned the bejeweled clips, crisis avoided, but when she emerged into the September sunshine, Priya dragged her into the worst store of all.
Like a rerun of Tonya’s nightmares, they faced a display window loaded with diamond rings, necklaces, and earrings. All that silver. Gold. Platinum.
Tonya followed Priya into the jewelry store, licking her lips.
“What do you think?” Priya modeled a rhinestone tiara.
“Very shiny.” In every direction, gold and gems called to her from elegant display cases. Heart thudding in her chest, Tonya had to leave before Hatch made her steal something. But if she fled, Priya would know something was wrong.
Another part of her, the accursed Hatch part of her, yearned to stay. It drew her from the display of gold earrings to a case bursting with diamond and ruby rings. From deep inside, the urge rose to smash the glass and flee with the treasure.
It would be so easy. Give me treasure.
Shut up, Hatch!
He refused to understand theft was wrong. His urges rose inside her. Torn between desire and panic, her breathing ratcheted up until her head spun. Seeing black, Tonya dropped her head between her knees and slowed her breaths to ease the panic attack.
“Are you okay?” Priya placed a warm hand on Tonya’s back and held it there until she stood up.
“I’m fine.” The attacks were coming more frequently, but slow breathing helped. Eyes unfocussed, she visualized something other than gold, rubies, and diamonds.
Smooth water.
Cute puppies.
Drake’s eyes.
But the water sparkled like diamonds, the puppy’s fur shone like gold, and Drake’s loving eyes glistened sapphire blue. An open case of silver jewelry drew her over, with Priya trotting behind. Hatch hollered for treasure, and she wanted it as badly as he did.
“Do you have a tissue?”
While Priya fumbled in her purse, Tonya slipped a fat silver ring into her pocket.
Hatch had forced her to steal!
It wasn’t too late. She could still put it back. The shopkeeper hadn’t seen her. No harm done. Her brain sent the instruction to her hand to reach into her pocket, but it didn’t move. Hatch blocked her in every way and confused her with the mounting desire to get home and guard the treasure.
Tonya rushed out the door, dry heaving. She staggered to a lamppost wreathed in disgusting gunk from last night’s tourists, a rainbow slick of greasy spell remnants that pooled between the cobblestones and clung to her shoes.
“Are you drunk?”
“No!”
“It’s just … you’re acting so weird lately.” Priya held out her hand. “How can I help?”
Tonya wanted to let her, but Priya was too smart. If she said too much, her friend would guess Tonya’s shameful secret. “I have a headache and need to lie down. Can I leave you to shop on your own?”
“Let’s walk home together.”
“Don’t be silly.” Priya was kinder than Tonya deserved. “It’s not far to the dorm, and the walk will help clear my head.”
“Let me give you a pain pill.”
“It’s fine. I have everything I need.”
Everything but a trove of gold and gems to sparkle in the light, and Hatch wouldn’t relent until she got one.
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