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  1.


Mattie swung her sword with her left arm, acutely aware of her dominant right arm, injured and immobilized against her side by a sling. Her opponent dodged it easily and countered with a stroke of her own sword that had Mattie scrambling backward, cursing under her breath. 
Sister Regina smirked at her as she swept her sword at Mattie’s legs, knocking her to her knees. “Surrender?”
“Not quite,” said Mattie. She gritted her teeth, jumped to her feet and spun around, focusing on aiming the wooden practice sword with the same deadly accuracy she usually had with the use of both arms. 
This time, she managed to hit the warrior nun on the elbow, causing her to drop her sword. 
Sister Regina dived for it and rolled back to her feet, smoothly bringing her weapon around, swinging it toward Mattie’s neck. 
Mattie brought up her own sword just in time to block it and felt the impact jar all the way up to her shoulder. 
Ignoring the discomfort, she attacked with a flurry of thrusts and slashes that had Sister Regina dancing back and forth to parry and block. 
Finally feeling like she was getting the hang of the one-handed fighting, Mattie pushed herself and kept at it until she managed to corner Sister Regina in a corner. 
With a twist of the wooden sword, she disarmed the nun once again, this time kicking her opponent’s sword away and leveling her own at Sister Regina’s heart. “Surrender?” she said with a mocking smile.
Sister Regina lifted her hands and smiled back. “Fair enough. If I’d had my mage sight on, of course….”
“Sure,” said Mattie, lowering her sword. “But we have to be prepared for anything before heading to the Auditor’s bunker, right? Lansdowne said that Harper spies have had issues using magery in that place in the past.”
Sister Regina’s lips twisted. “I’d love to know how they manage to tamp down the abilities of spies they don’t even know are there, but still maintain their own mage abilities.”
The door to the practice room opened and Sister Catherine poked her head in. “Are you two finished? Sister Abigail would like a word with Mattie, and Sister Regina, we have that meeting with the Cardinal.”
“I’ll head up there in a minute,” said Mattie. She grabbed a towel from the stack of clean ones that always sat on the bench against the wall of the studio, wiped her face on it, and then tossed it into the laundry hamper by the door. “Thanks for sparring,” she called over her shoulder to Sister Regina as she ambled out. 
Sister Regina was peering into the mirror, trying in vain to adjust the ecclesiastical head-dress she wore, which was perpetually crooked. “Anytime,” she said absently as she unclipped one of the barrettes that held it in place.
Mattie strode toward the infirmary, hoping the news was that it was time for her sling to come off and she could join her friends and her sister on the front lines at Broken Bunker, the world headquarters of the Auditors. 
Well, that is, her sister and her friend Trevor were probably being held at Broken Bunker. And a handful of her other friends were scoping out the place, working on finding a way in so they could mount a rescue. 
Mattie had been injured in the initial fight to get them free, when they’d waylaid the train Tillie and Trevor were on. Taking her out of the game had given the kidnappers the distraction they needed to escape.
Now, pushing open the door to the infirmary, Mattie’s attention was caught by another occupant of the large room. 
“Hi, Madeleine,” she said, warily. “Is Sister Abigail around?”
Madeleine nodded back. “She just left, but she’ll be back in a minute.”
Mattie hesitated, still unsure how to behave around someone who had been the enemy until just a few days ago, when, under a combined truth serum and spell, she had confessed that she wasn’t quite as loyal to the Auditor organization as she’d seemed.
Sister Catherine had reacted by treating her as an ally, and she seemed to be responding well to it, but Mattie wasn’t so sure. You didn’t just go from dedicating your entire life to a cause to suddenly fighting against it just because some nuns were nice to you.
“I don’t really like that, you know,” said Madeleine abruptly. She was seated on a hospital bed, on top of the blankets, her knees drawn up to her chin, arms wrapped around herself. Her hands formed claws, her fingertips digging into the denim that covered her shins. The former spy looked oddly unlike herself without her leather armor. Almost helpless, like a turtle without its shell.
Mattie blinked. “Don’t like what?”
“‘Madeleine,’” she said. She shivered, despite the warm room.. “I remember the truth serum stuff. I know you all think that’s my name. But do you remember the sequence of it?”
Mattie studied the young woman, watching as she seemed to be making herself as small as she could. Madeleine squirmed under her scrutiny, but Mattie couldn’t be sure if she was genuinely tense or if it was all another game. “I wasn’t there for your truth seruming, actually,” she responded, finally . “I heard about it afterward.”
“Well, they asked me for my real name.” Madeleine inhaled deeply. “And I told it to them. My name is Chameleon. Then they asked me what name I was born with and they decided that must be the name I should go by. Madeleine.”
Mattie nodded slowly. “I see what you mean.” She took a cautious step closer. “You have to understand that the other former agents of the Auditors we’ve talked to have begun to reclaim their first names because the organization took them away. So, for them, it’s a statement of freedom, of individuality. But your situation is different.”
Madeleine – Chameleon – looked away, staring at a fixed point on the wall, and hugged her knees tighter. “Yes. It is.”
Mattie winced. If this was an act, it was very convincing. The amount of tension Chameleon held in her body couldn’t possibly be comfortable. Then again, she’d pulled off convincing performances before.
Something about this felt different, though, and Mattie’s instincts, honed by a decade of teaching volatile and vulnerable teens, screamed at her to comfort Chameleon. “How old are you?”
Chameleon looked startled. “Twenty-two. Why do you ask?”
She was barely an adult. Mattie’s sympathy deepened. The woman was only a few years older than the high school kids she taught English to. But while those kids were finding out who they were, she had been told who she had to be.
“Just curious,” said Mattie. She cracked a reluctant smile. “Chameleon suits you.”
Chameleon’s eyes darted toward Mattie. “What’s that supposed to mean?”
“Oh.” Mattie blinked again. “I mean, isn’t it based on your skillset?” She hesitated, and then sat down on the bed next to Chameleon’s. “As a spy, you become whoever you’re trying to be, right? Agent Shezza, Polly.” She swallowed, trying not to think about how Chameleon had slit Polly’s throat in order to take her place. 
But such was war, right? Chameleon was a brainwashed victim, no different than any of her other former agent friends. If anything, she’d been brainwashed from an early age, so was to be pitied even more. 
And Mattie had seen Polly’s body – the kill had been clean and fast, which told her that Chameleon had taken no joy in it, no sadistic pleasure in prolonging it.
“Even now, you keep changing who you are, from the bad-ass spy to the broken-down Madeleine–” Mattie realized how that sounded and lifted her hand to forestall any argument. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean it like that. Just that now you have an opportunity to find yourself, right? And you’ve been other people for so long, it’s going to take some time to do that. If ‘Chameleon’ is who you want to be, then be Chameleon.”
Chameleon nodded, a tiny smile appearing on her lips, incongruous beside the visibly taut muscles standing out in her neck. “I guess you’re right. I have been myself before, though, you know.”
“Oh, yeah?” All at once, Mattie made her decision. Maybe she’d change her mind later, but for the moment, she was going to trust Chameleon.
She pivoted and swung her legs up onto the bed, scooting her butt back so she leaned against the wall. “When was that?”
“When I’ve been around others like me. The other Special agents.” Chameleon sighed, her entire body shuddering as a small amount of her tension eased. “We stood apart from–” She stopped, head turning and eyes widening as the door opened. 
A small knife appeared in her hand, as though from nowhere.
The doctor in charge of the infirmary bustled in, pushing a rattling cart full of medical supplies. “Ah, Mattie. Glad you made it up here,” said Sister Abigail. “Let’s take a look at that arm.”
Mattie watched closely as Chameleon’s knife disappeared again, even though the woman didn’t seem to move a single muscle. She couldn’t see where the blade had gone.
Abandoning her cart next to a large, locked cabinet, Sister Abigail strode to Mattie’s side and gently pulled off the sling. “How does it feel?”
“It feels fine, honestly,” said Mattie, turning her attention resolutely away from Chameleon. Of course the woman was reactive; that didn’t mean she wasn’t trustworthy. 
Mattie gingerly stretched the arm out, moving it back and forth to test it out. The arm had been badly burned in the fight against four Auditor agents, and the Warrior Mage Healers at a hospital in Chicago had stitched her skin back from blistered to new, but it had still been very tender. “In fact,” she said, “It feels completely normal now.”
“Wonderful.” Sister Abigail beamed at Mattie. “That’s just wonderful. In that case, I am officially going to clear you to return to the action.”
Mattie jumped up. “Yes! Awesome!” She thrust her right arm into the air. “Ol’ Two-Arms is back, bitches!”

      ***Tillie regarded the tray of food in front of her and sighed. She wasn’t sure how long she had been held captive in this small room, but this was the seventh meal that had appeared on the table in front of her since she’d arrived. 
That was the only way she could think to track the time, and she’d been carefully counting. It felt like a long time between meals, and that time seemed skewed. Additionally, there had been no breakfast foods, so she was pretty sure they were only feeding her lunch and dinner. 
And every other meal had been served with wine, which also argued for lunch and dinner.
So, if she was correctly analyzing the situation, which was a big if when dealing with a sketchy secret society that kidnapped people for doing exactly the same things they did, that meant that she was on her fourth day here, and had arrived in the afternoon on Day 1.
Tillie was pretty sure none of the food she’d been given here was drugged, and she was just as sure that the last tray of food they’d given her on the train had been – she had no memory of moving from the train car to the cell she was in now.
All she knew was that at some point, the train had stopped and she’d been divested of her regular clothing – and all of the useful things she’d had in her hidden pockets, including the beacon spell that she’d hoped had been leading her sister and friends to her location – and dressed in this horrible pink-and-beige striped jumpsuit. 
Tillie had to admit, as she looked around the cell, that this wasn’t the worst kidnapping situation she’d ever found herself in. At least this room was relatively comfortable – who was she kidding; it was luxuriously appointed – and had an attached bathroom, complete with a clawfoot tub and a separate shower stall with a rainfall shower. 
In fact, it was suspiciously comfortable. It didn’t mesh with what she knew about the Auditor organization at all. 
As Tillie picked up her fork and began to eat the lasagna – which was very good – she tallied up in her head everything she knew.
She was in the custody of the Auditors. 
Even though she hadn’t seen any actual people, it was obvious that this was the work of the society of mages against which she’d been fighting for the past couple of months, ever since the first time they’d tried – and failed – to kidnap her. Even if there’d been no other evidence of that, the hideous jumpsuit was clearly designed by those tacky courtiers.
The Auditors claimed to exist in order to maintain balance in the mage world. They alleged that their mission was to prevent mages from practicing multiple disciplines, which they preached could destroy the world. 
But as Tillie learned more about the organization, she had discovered that those in their upper echelons practiced all three mage powers with no qualms at all. The organization existed to maintain its own power and nothing else. 
She had run afoul of them when she, a natural seer, had dared to begin to study how to use spells and stitches. They had assigned a team of agents to kidnap her, to bring her in for re-education and turn her into another agent like themselves.
Instead, a rogue agent, Giovani, had warned her and she had escaped her fate, running from the team and evading them all across the country. Unfortunately, she had managed to drag both her best friend and her twin sister into the fight as well, and she felt simultaneously guilty about bringing them in now and about keeping this side of her life from them for the past fifteen years.
Tillie gave her head an abrupt shake; she was woolgathering, like a stitcher. 
She was a seer, and seers typically lived in the future, planning out every detail of their lives, always being prepared for any eventuality. That matched their abilities to see the near future when they wanted to, or to see spells and scry out far-away events in the present.
Stitchers, like her best friend, Trevor, lived in the past, remembering details of what had been, and their power lay in using hand gestures to affect the fabric of time and space. She knew she was becoming more like that because she’d been using the other two mage disciplines.
The other discipline, spelling, involved using words, spoken or thought, in order to affect the world around them. Spellers, like her sister, Mattie, tended to live in the moment. 
But Mattie, though new to magery, was taking to it quickly and naturally, and what’s more, she was learning all three disciplines together and becoming less speller-like by the day.
Tillie took another bite of pasta, savoring the complex flavors of the rich, meaty tomato sauce and creamy ricotta cheese. 
This place, whatever it was, must have one hell of a chef.
She finished the lasagna and its accompanying roasted cauliflower, and wiped her lips carefully on the linen napkin on the tray.  
Then she moved on to the small, elegant slice of flourless chocolate cake, alternating bites with sips of red wine. A pinot noir, if she wasn’t mistaken, and a very good one.

      ***Trevor hoped that Tillie was getting the same food he was. That lasagna was phenomenal and the rich chocolate dessert even better. The wine served alongside it was perfection as well. 
He knew he shouldn’t be drinking; he needed to stay alert. But one glass of wine was hardly going to impair him, and frankly this was the first time he’d ever been kidnapped and his nerves were absolutely shot. 
He supposed Tillie wasn’t as rattled as he was – she’d been kidnapped a couple of times in her life as an escort, and that didn’t even count the first time the Auditors had tried to kidnap her, when he and Mattie had gone after her and discovered this whole damn world of magery and secret societies.
Trevor still couldn’t quite believe that his best friend had kept this from him for so many years. But he couldn’t blame her. 
He understood that she’d discovered magery at a time in her life when she’d been particularly vulnerable. They’d been in their early twenties, and she’d just gotten out of an abusive relationship and was picking up the pieces of her life.
He had been so busy with grad school and everything, and he knew he hadn’t been there for her the way she’d needed. He resolutely pushed the guilt away and sipped his wine. 
Remembering the pain that had buried Tillie in those days, when they’d lived together in that tiny apartment in faraway St. Louis, Trevor closed his eyes. He’d done his best to comfort Tillie, but he knew he’d been exactly the wrong blend of overprotective-but-distracted.
No wonder she hadn’t confided in him. 
But surely opportunities had come up in the years in between, the years in which they’d remained best friends, seeing each other every single day, even as they’d gotten their own living spaces, him buying a small house in south city, and her moving into a condo in the trendy downtown loft district. 
Tillie had included him in every other aspect of her life – that he knew about, anyway, said a small voice in his head, which he shoved back. She’d told him when she’d decided that she could make more money as an escort than as a massage therapist. 
Surely that was just as illicit as magery. 
Trevor shook his head and stood up, abruptly. This train of thought was pointless. What he needed to be doing was working on a plan to get out of this cell, comfortable as it was, and find Tillie. 
He had already tried tapping out their secret codes on the walls, as soon as he’d woken up to find himself in this small room, dressed in the beige-and-pink coveralls of a prisoner. He supposed he should be glad they weren’t orange, anyway.
Trevor’s lips twisted wryly as he pictured Tillie’s distaste at the outfit she’d probably also been dressed in. 
Just in case, he moved toward the nearest wall of his cell and tapped out the morse code again. Do you know me? Pineapple, turquoise, scissors.
He waited, but there was no response, as there had been on the train here, when they’d been put into adjacent rooms. 
He moved on to the next wall, and the next. Then he grabbed his wine and sat down on the narrow bed with a sigh. 
Nothing to do but wait.

      ***Sister Margaret paced impatiently around the motel room. She found it difficult to sit still at the best of times, and this was not that. 
This also wasn’t how she’d pictured her very first time leaving her home town of St. Louis – on a dead-end trip to rescue two people from a hidden bunker. 
Okay, the secret-society-hidden-bunker thing was pretty cool, and she really did care about Tillie and Trevor, but she’d always imagined herself on a clandestine mission for the Vatican, maybe as a newly minted Warrior Mage Librarian or something equally interesting and prestigious.
And she assumed she’d be with an elite team of other Warrior Mages in a carefully planned out quest for some kind of incredibly important document or magical artifact or….
Well, not sitting in a motel room with three very-competent-but-not-really-elite mages with no fancy titles, painstakingly scrying out every square mile of surrounding countryside trying to figure out where, specifically, the bunker actually was.
Amy had been there before, but she'd been stitched in and out by a court member whose only job was to stitch people in and out.
She'd been driven to the stitch-site with a blindfold on, so she only had a general idea of where the bunker was.
Giovani looked up from where he sat at the table in the middle of the room, bent over a scrying stone. “Are you okay?” he asked, eyebrows raised.
“Yeah, I’m fine,” she sighed. “I’m just bored. I can take over for you there, if you want to stretch your legs and grab a bite to eat.”
“That’d be great.” Giovani stood and extended his arms and torso toward the ceiling. 
Amy shut her book and stood up as well. “I could use a snack too,” she said. “Nicole?”
Nicole’s head snapped up from her own book. “What?” 
“Must be something interesting,” said Sister Margaret, striding toward her. “What have you got there?”
Nicole closed the book, holding her spot with a finger, and held it up so Sister Margaret could see the cover. “It is, actually. A textbook for children of the court, talking about using all three mage disciplines together.”
“Those fucking hypocrites.” Sister Margaret eyed the gray cover of the old-fashioned hardcover book, which read A Beginning Morpher’s Primer.
Nicole shrugged. “We knew that, right? At least we’re learning from them. This is talking right now about how you can use a scrying stone, a spell, and a stitch to teleport farther than your average stitcher can.”
“That’s handy,” said Giovani. “But only if you carry a scrying stone around with you.”
“They’re a little bit cumbersome,” Sister Margaret observed. “But then again, if you can stitch, you don’t need to carry it in your pocket. Just have it somewhere within range and stitch it to you.”
She was a little surprised Giovani hadn’t thought of that. Of all of the Foxes, as the group of former Auditor agents was starting to be called, he was the one who seemed to take to morphing the easiest. He almost seemed like a natural morpher, if such a thing could be possible, rather than the natural stitcher that he considered himself.
Sister Margaret sat down at the table and turned on her seer sight, moving the scrying stone a little bit, positioning it to her own preferred angle as the others filed out of the room in search of food.
“Let’s find this fucking bunker,” she murmurred.






  
  2.


Mattie tracked down Sister Catherine, who was in the gym directing a group of Harpers – another secret society made up of former Auditor agents, who had recently made contact and presented themselves as allies – as they packed up various bladed weaponry into a back and yellow plastic tote box. 
"I'm here!" she said, cheerfully. "Cleared for action and ready for duty. When do we ship out?"
Sister Catherine smiled. "Glad to hear it. Not for another week, probably. We don't want to go in half-cocked. Best to take our time and do it right."
Mattie frowned. "What about Tillie and Trevor? They're in there, being subjected to who knows what kind of torture and brainwashing bullshit! We have to get them out!"
"I disagree," interjected Father Sean, another warrior mage who had been with them since they’d taken out the court at their St. Louis headquarters. He sat on a tall stool behind a nearby table with some kind of complicated apparatus on it, apparently for sharpening axe blades. He didn't look up from the blade he was engaged in sharpening as he continued. "Amy and Madeleine–"
"Chameleon," Mattie interrupted. "She wants to be called Chameleon."
Father Sean blinked several times, studying Mattie, even as his hands continued running the blade over the stones. "She does? Why would anyone want to be called that?"
"It's her name," said Mattie.
"Her code name, I thought," said Sister Catherine.
Mattie shrugged. "All I know is that she asked to be called that and that she thinks of it as her real name. It's none of my business why someone wants to be known by any certain name, but it's no skin off my nose to do so."
"All right," said Father Sean. "Both Amy and Chameleon stated separately that Broken Bunker wasn't a re-education facility. It's the only station in the country that either of them knew about where no one is taken to be brainwashed and trained up to be an agent."
"Okay, so they're not being trained," said Mattie. "That doesn't mean they're not being tortured or starved or something. Or scheduled to be executed."
Now Father Sean did pause. "Do they do that?"
Mattie threw up her hands. "How the fuck should I know?"
"It is a possibility we should probably consider," Sister Catherine pointed out. "And maybe ask Chameleon."
"You don't think Chameleon would have mentioned it when we asked for information before?" asked one of the Harpers, a woman with pale skin, slicked back dark hair, and the same black suit that all of the members of that particular group of former Auditor agents seemed to favor.
Sister Catherine sighed. “It’s a tricky balance, turning an enemy into an ally. It’s not like you can just flip a switch, and suddenly they’re friendly and telling you everything they know and you can immediately trust them implicitly. Every instinct you have tells you that you shouldn’t trust anything they say, and then somehow you feel betrayed if they don’t tell you everything you want to know, but you have to remember that you were their enemy at the same time they were yours."
"And then there's the whole 'Do you set a guard on them?' dilemma," Father Sean added. "On the one hand, it could be bad not to if they're not as much on your side as you thought, but on the other, if they feel like you don't trust them, they're less likely to cooperate fully."
"And it's even trickier when you know that they're used to being deceitful," said Sister Catherine. "Chameleon was a spy, and a damn good one. The only way to know for sure that she's truly on our side now would be to keep her under truth serum all day, every day, and that's neither kind nor practical. We just have to stick to kindness and hope it's as effective as we'd like."
Mattie drummed her fingers on the table beside her, fixing her eyes on a stack of freeze-dried meals in shiny mylar packaging, and tried to force some patience into her mind.
This was all well and good, but her entire being was screaming that action needed to be taken and it needed to happen NOW.
Father Sean abruptly seemed to notice her impatience. "The soonest we could leave would be a week, dear," he said. "I know that's not what you want to hear, but the fact is that prepping for war takes time. We need to get the supplies packed into the vans, supplies for an entire army, and for a long time; we have no idea how long we’ll be out there at the bunker. Don’t worry, though – once we do get moving, we’ll move fast."
"This isn't our first rodeo," added Sister Catherine. "Father Sean will be leading this campaign and he's done this, oh, five or six times before, haven't you?"
He nodded. "Six, actually. I'm sorry, Mattie, but this is how we need to do this."
Mattie nodded. She didn't like it, but he was probably right. "Well, boss, just tell me how I can help."

      ***Trevor drained the last of his wine and then stood to replace it on the tray that still sat in the center of the small round table. 
As he stood up, however, the tray disappeared, stitched back to, he assumed, some kind of central kitchen.
The empty glass remained in his hand and he studied it. There was something here.
A tiny germ of an idea was beginning to form in his head, but he couldn't quite grasp it yet. 
Trevor sat down, turning the glass around in his fingers, admiring the graceful curve of the stem and bulb, waiting for his mind to catch up with itself.
Then he jumped to his feet again, dropping the glass in his excitement. It shattered on the concrete floor of the cell.
Of course! Trevor usually put the glass back on the tray when he was done. Then the tray and everything touching it would be stitched out to be cleaned up and used again for the next meal.
All he needed to do was hold on tight to the tray next time around, and he’d be out of this cell. 
The next meal wouldn't be for hours. 
He should get some sleep.
Stepping carefully over the broken glass, Trevor made his way into the bathroom to shower and get ready for bed.
If everything went well, tomorrow would be a big day.

      ***Sister Margaret jumped up from her chair. “There! There it fucking is!”
She spun around in the middle of the motel room, her arms flung outward, and smacked her pinky finger on the dresser. She stopped spinning and frowned at the dresser, shaking out her hand. “Ouch. Fucking piece of plywood. Fuck.”
She studied the injured finger, but the pain was already starting to abate. Wasn’t that how it always was with fingers and toes? Hurt like a motherfucker for just a few seconds and then you’re fine. 
“Are you okay?” asked Nicole. She got up from her chair, tucked away in the corner of the room, where she’d been reading. “What did you find?”
Sister Margaret whirled toward her, grinning and moving her eyes momentarily out of seer mode. She’d forgotten the other woman was in the room and had been so focused on her task that she hadn’t even noticed her in her sight. “Check this shit out. It’s a fucking door in the hillside, like a damn hobbit house. Just right fucking here in Utah. Nasty hobbitses.”
“Really?” Nicole followed her back to the table.
Sister Margaret turned her seer sight back on and peered into the stone once more, willing it to show her the door she’d just seen. She felt Nicole’s hand as she touched her shoulder, and she “tossed” the image toward her.
Nicole projected it onto the wall, and Sister Margaret looked up at the expanded landscape. “There. Do you see it? The bastards painted it the same dusty brown as the rest of this desolate wasteland, so it blends the fuck in, but it’s there, right? Clear as day.”
“I see it!” Nicole moved her hand down Sister Margaret’s arm, keeping contact as she moved closer to the wall to examine the picture.
Sister Margaret was a little startled at the intimacy of the touch, which felt almost caress-like, but she shrugged it off. She was pretty sure Nicole didn’t swing that way, and people hardly ever hit on her anymore, once they realized she was a nun. 
And it was weird how many people were shocked to find a nun who was gay. That didn’t go away just because you took an oath not to act on it.
If it had been Tillie touching her like that, she’d be out of the room and halfway down the street by now. No way was she going to stick around and have her arm stroked by a gorgeous former escort who clearly wanted her – she was celebate, but still human, and while temptation didn’t hit often, that one was . . . well. Best nip that line of thinking in the bud.
“I’m going to zoom out,” she said aloud. “Get a good bead on what’s around it, so we know exactly where it is.”
“Good plan,” said Nicole. She moved her hand back a few inches so it rested on Sister Margaret’s wrist bracer, and sat down beside her at the table. “See if you can get it all the way out so we can see the town and which direction it lies from here.”
Sister Margaret blinked several times in a row, zooming out slowly, in stages, so that they would be able to keep tabs on where the small door was. 
“There!” said Nicole, pointing with her free hand. “You can see the road looks like it’s about two hundred feet off, and it’s just about, oh, two miles west of here.”
“And that’s the highway, there,” agreed Sister Margaret. “So, that’s good; it’s not actually that far off the main drag.”
The door opened and Giovani and Amy entered, each carrying a greasy paper bag. The aroma of fast food french fries filled the room. 
“Did you find something?” asked Amy, eagerly tossing her bag
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