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      I was in the wrong place at the wrong time.

      And as a witch who can travel ninety-one years into the past, when I say the wrong time, I mean the wrong century.

      I had fallen asleep at Edward's apartment.

      Again.

      I had been floating in that place between awake and asleep for a while now, but nothing had felt seriously out of place. Sure, the smell was wrong. Back home smelled of lemony furniture polish and the distant aroma of Mr. Trevor's favorite dark roast coffee. Edward's apartment smelled of motor oil from the garage downstairs with an undertone of horse that had never left since the garage had been a carriage house. But I was used to that smell now. In that not-quite-awake space, it didn't feel wrong enough to cause any alarm.

      Neither did the sound of early morning traffic on Summit Avenue, and the talking and laughing children walking in groups to school. Kids are kids no matter what the era, and from a block away the hum of so many cars was no more than white noise.

      But then a single car turned down Maiden Lane and passed by Edward's window, and just like that, I was wide awake.

      The puttering of that engine, the mechanical lurch of its parking brake when it stopped half a block down, had been nothing like even the most out-of-tune modern car engine.

      I opened my eyes to find myself on Edward's couch. I had slipped my shoes off to curl my feet up on the cushion. Someone had taken the blanket from Edward's bed and thrown it over me.

      Someone who really should have just woken me up and sent me home. How late had we been up, going over the same paltry information and multitudes of worrisome possibilities?

      For that matter, how late was it now?

      I tried to look back through the window behind me, but the moment I stirred, every muscle in my body shrieked in protest. It was not a comfortable couch, and my legs, in particular, were very angry about their lack of blood flow. My body wanted to contract like a pill bug not happy at being poked, but even that little bit of movement I had managed had been enough to dislodge the blanket from around my shoulders and the chill of the morning air was as sudden as a plunge into a lake fed by a cold spring.

      But it cleared my mind of the last vestiges of sleep better than a double espresso.

      Moving more slowly and deliberately this time, I twisted to look out through the window behind me. The window didn't open, and being over the garage door and not the staircase, there was no way to reach it to clean the accumulation of sooty streaks that darkened the panes. But I had woken up here often enough to be able to tell it was only just past dawn, the sun not yet high enough in the sky to clear the rooftops of the tall houses on Summit Avenue and reach the deeper shadows of Maiden Lane.

      Early enough that Mr. Trevor wouldn't miss me unless he checked my room. And he would need some dire emergency to go looking for me there. He respected all of our privacy too much for that. None of us had ever seen him on the third floor at all after that first day at Miss Zenobia Weekes' Charm School for Exceptional Young Ladies when he had given us the house tour.

      Still, it had gotten past the point where I could promise myself not to make falling asleep at Edward's place a habit. It was a habit.

      But it was a habit I would have to break before Sophie and Brianna came back home.

      I straightened my legs out, bracing for the pins and needles as the blood flow was restored to my icy feet, and became aware of two things at once.

      The first was a weight on my shoulder.

      The second was the taste in my mouth. In my effort not to make sleeping over a habit, I refused to bring a toothbrush with me when I went to 1928. I regretted it every time. My teeth were decidedly fuzzy, and the taste of the late-night coffee was lingering bitterly on my tongue.

      Otto's coffee preferences were not as delightful as Mr. Trevor's. To him, it was a highly caffeinated fuel to be consumed, not something to linger over, savoring the complex aroma of the finest beans roasted to perfection.

      A garbled sort of noise came from the weight on my shoulder, and I shifted to look down at the top of Edward's head just before he sat up with a start.

      "Again?" he said, blinking as he looked around the apartment as if horrified to find himself there.

      "Again," I said. "At least you grabbed a blanket this time."

      He looked down at the blanket tucked around us in confusion. "I didn't. I'm pretty sure I fell asleep before you did."

      "Did you?" I asked, trying to remember the night before. I sat forward and looked at the bits of paper scattered over the table.

      "I did," he said, more confidently this time. "You did that spell thing on Otto's map, and then the two of you were discussing whether the fact that you didn't find any hidey holes meant there weren't any hidey holes, and after that, it's all a blur."

      It took me a moment to place when that had happened. It had been relatively early in the evening, soon after we'd eaten the takeout Indian food I had brought with me from 2019. How long had it been just Otto and me talking?

      What I was thinking must have been showing on my face, because Edward gave me a sly smile. "You didn't even notice I was asleep, did you?" he teased.

      I tried to stammer a response, but I had nothing.

      "For hours and hours," he said.

      "It wasn't that long," I said, but I was afraid it really had been hours. "You didn't miss much. You saw the spell didn't really help, and we just hashed over what we've hashed over a thousand times before."

      "Sure," he said. "Coffee?"

      "Please," I said, mostly because making coffee would mean stoking up the stove enough to push back some of the chill. Edward slipped out from under the blanket and crossed the room to the corner that was as close as he came to having a kitchen. "But I can't stay long. I have to get back before the morning call."

      While Edward filled the kettle and set it to boil, then spooned coffee into his coffeepot, I put on my shoes then gathered up the blanket. I was just spreading it back out over the bed when there was a sharp knock on the apartment door. I knew by the sound it had to be Otto, and indeed he didn't wait for an answer before letting himself inside.

      "Ah, still here," he said, smirking at me.

      "You could've woken me," I said as I smoothed the blanket flat.

      "You weren't asleep when I left," he said. "Well, not quite. You were a bit mumbly, but you said you were fine where you were. Who am I to argue with a witch?"

      "You're not afraid to argue with me," I said.

      "Aren't I?" he asked.

      "What time did you leave?" Edward asked.

      "Three in the morning?" Otto said with a frown that said he wasn't exactly sure. "I had some business to tend to."

      I looked at my watch. It was just past seven. "You slept fast."

      Otto scoffed. "I haven't slept yet," he said. "Although it is almost my bedtime."

      "So why are you here?" Edward asked as he poured steaming water over the coffee grounds.

      "I brought you some breakfast," he said, setting a paper bag on the table on top of the map we had been poring over the night before. "Hard sausage and bread. That one is getting too thin."

      I looked over at Edward, who was indeed looking thinner. I hadn't noticed until Otto pointed it out. He was paler, too. And he had conked out awfully early the night before.

      "He is," I said. "Edward, are you feeling all right?"

      "I'm fine," Edward said. Then flushed dark pink as Otto and I kept looking him over. "A bit tired, maybe, but fine."

      "He never was a night owl," Otto told me.

      "I can't have an eight a.m. bedtime with a day job," Edward said, crossing his arms defensively.

      "You'd make more working for me," Otto said. "And I wouldn't care when you work. It's not like you need to keep an honest job now that…" He broke off in a rare display of tact, but we all knew what he had been about to say.

      Now that Edward no longer needed to impress some upper-class potential father-in-law.

      "I happen to like honest work," Edward said, adding a third mug to the other two on the table before pouring out the coffee. I could tell by the way he wasn't quite looking at either of us that he was still feeling defensive, and I shot Otto a pleading look.

      "It suits you," he said. Grudgingly, but Edward's smile in return was genuine.

      The fresh but bitter coffee did nothing for the unbrushed taste in my mouth, but at least the bread was good, eggy and dense and still warm from the oven.

      "Did you have news?" I asked Otto. I doubted he had come out of his way just to bring us breakfast, although if he had come by just to be sure I woke up on time, he would never say so.

      "We talked about casting a wider net," Otto said, holding his half-eaten roll in his teeth as he pulled another map out of the inside of his jacket and spread it out on the table.

      "Outside of the Twin Cities," I said. Memory of the conversation was starting to emerge from a mishmash of dream images.

      "Exactly," he said around the roll still in his teeth and pulled out another map. When he had laid it next to the first, I saw that one was of the entire state of Minnesota, the other of Wisconsin. Otto took the roll out of his mouth and started to point to various locations on the maps. "I have boys from different places, and they have connections back home. I haven't talked to everyone yet, but so far I've got Rochester, Chippewa Falls, Mankato, and Duluth for sure."

      "Big net," Edward said.

      "Maybe too big," I said.

      "Agreed," Otto said to me. "But as I said, I've only talked to the few I've seen since I left here. I should have a good lock on the towns around here once I've checked in with my whole crew. If those witches are lying low anywhere within a hundred miles of here, someone will see something."

      "I don't know," I said. "You saw their glamour magic for yourself. If they don't want to be seen, they won't be. Especially not by non-witches."

      "We agreed to give this a try," Otto reminded me. I almost remembered agreeing to that.

      Then I did remember. And I remembered the argument just before it. I remembered my own plan that he had argued me out of.

      "No," Otto said. Apparently, my eyes had lit up with the realization.

      "What's a no?" Edward asked.

      "We agreed it was a no," Otto said, ignoring Edward, his eyes boring into mine.

      "'Agreed' might be too strong a word," I said.

      "We agreed," Otto said. "I said no way unless Sophie and Brianna were here to give you back up. Then you said they don't even know you've been coming here, and you didn't want them to know."

      "What?" Edward asked, alarmed.

      "I don't need backup," I said. It was only when Otto took half a step back that I realized I had my wand in my hand. I put it away hastily.

      "The others don't know you've been coming here?" Edward asked.

      "I told you they were out of town," I said. "Brianna is still in Boston, and Sophie is in New Orleans." I glanced at my watch. "And I've got to get back or I'm going to miss our conference call."

      "Amanda!" Edward objected as I snatched a sausage out of the bag and headed for the door.

      "I'm really late," I said.

      "We have to talk about this," he said, putting his hand on the door to hold it shut before I could even reach the handle.

      "I know, and we will," I said. "Just not right now. I have to go, and you have to get to work."

      "But isn't it dangerous for you to keep coming here?" he asked.

      "I'm perfectly safe," I said.

      Edward looked over to Otto as if for confirmation, and I got more than a little annoyed. "Look, I know how to protect myself. I've bonded with my wand now. I know you don't know what that means, but believe me, I'm not in any danger."

      "From here to the charm school, probably not," Otto said to Edward.

      "And you can let it go at that," I said to Otto before he started rehashing the argument from the night before, all the reasons why I couldn't just walk around the alleys of St. Paul after dark, glowing with magic like a lure fish meant to attract witches.

      It wasn't a great plan, but at least it wasn't just waiting.

      "Amanda," Edward said, drawing my attention back to him. He really did look like he was missing a lot of sleep. I bit my lip.

      "If anything, I'm putting you in danger," I said. "They already know you. They might suspect who you are to me."

      "I'll be fine," he said.

      I looked over at Otto.

      "I have boys watching out for him," Otto said, and Edward turned to give him a startled look. "There's two outside now, one that keeps watch on the apartment when Edward is out, and the other to follow him to work where another boy keeps watch on that building. They might not be up to fighting witches, but they are all armed and prepared to make an uproar and draw lots of attention."

      "Since when?" Edward asked. We both ignored him.

      "Thank you," I said to Otto.

      "Hold on," Edward said. "How long have the two of you been conspiring behind my back?"

      "We're just looking out for you," Otto said.

      "You're not my parents," Edward all but growled.

      "We're not your parents," I agreed, and gave him a decidedly not maternal kiss. Then I winked at Otto. "Keep an eye on our boy while I'm away."

      "You know I will," Otto winked back. Edward was still glowering, but another kiss was enough for us to part ways on a brighter note. I took my cloak off the hook by the door and headed out into the chilly morning.

      But I made sure the folds covered me completely, hood up to leave my face deep in shadows before I went down the stairs to the cobblestone road. I was not interested in drawing magical attention, not now, and especially not at Edward's front door.

      It only took moments to get back to the charm school, to the backyard where the portal lurked, a mere pinpoint of magic I was sure was hidden from all but the most powerful of time witches. And I doubted there was a time witch still living as powerful as I was now.

      It didn't feel like much, moving through time. I visualized it as pushing myself through molecule by molecule and reassembling myself on the other end, like using a science fiction teleporter.

      I took a moment on the other end to expand my awareness, to check that no one else had tampered with the portal or any of the wards that protected the school and especially its backyard. Once in the solarium, I took off the cloak and hung it on a hook by the door.

      I was always worried I'd need it in a hurry. I hadn't yet. I hadn't sensed anything magical besides myself in months. But the worry persisted.

      That cloak hid me from magical sight, but it didn't do much against the wind and cold. The temperature was a touch under average in 2019, but downright frigid in 1928. I hurried to exchange my boots for warm slippers and to pull a duster-length sweater on over my 1920s clothes so I could escape the chill of the solarium for the relative warmth of the kitchen.

      Mr. Trevor was accustomed to the three of us going out into the yard before dawn, and in coming back in chilled to the bone.

      I felt the first stab of guilt at my subterfuge. These stabs never came in 1928, but were getting more frequent in 2019.

      I wasn't exactly lying to Mr. Trevor. I didn't have to; he never asked what I was up to, especially not when it touched on anything magical.

      Still, I felt a second, deeper stab when I came into the house and found him in the kitchen, pouring himself a cup of coffee.

      "Good morning, Miss Amanda," he said as I emerged from the solarium. "Coffee?"

      "That would be lovely," I said, perhaps laying it on a bit thick. Especially as my hands were already shaking from the caffeine-laden cup I had already had either ten minutes or ninety-one years ago. He took out another mug and set it on the counter between us before turning back to take the carafe out of the coffeemaker.

      "I was just checking the portal," I said, completely unnecessarily.

      "Indeed," he said, raising his brows ever so slightly.

      "Yes," I said. "It's all good."

      "I have no doubt," he said and turned again to put the carafe back.

      "Yes," I said. The voice in the back of my head was begging me to stop talking. How could he not be suspicious when I was babbling like an idiot?

      "Can I fix you anything for breakfast?" he asked.

      "No. No, I'm good," I said. Then I glanced at my watch. "Actually, I have to get upstairs. Conference call."

      "Please pass on my regards to Miss Brianna and Miss Sophie," he said, gathering up his coffee and the morning paper. "I do hope they'll be home soon."

      "I will, and I hope so too," I said.

      But about half of me was lying about that.
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      With a cup of coffee in my hand, I couldn't exactly run up the stairs, but I did try to hurry my steps to the library. I hustled past Brianna's table, the sight of it bereft of its usual chaos of books, journals, pens, and abandoned cups of half-finished tea still so unsettling.

      I averted my eyes from my own desk at the end of the next aisle between bookshelves. Miss Zenobia Weekes' journal waited there, still opened to the first page, all of Brianna's notes on translating and decoding the text taped helpfully to the wall over the desk. My own notebook meant to be filled with the translation only contained a few spare sentences.

      I told myself that what Otto and I were working on was surely a better use of my time than sitting in the library translating an old journal in the hopes it had more secrets than we had managed to extract by interrogating the version of Miss Zenobia that lived in its pages, the one Brianna had brought to ghostly life for a brief time.

      My brain knew I was right, but still, there was that tinge of guilt.

      I turned down the next aisle to the desk against the far wall and sat down, setting the steaming coffee down next to the keyboard. The closest window was open a few inches, and I could hear the traffic passing by on Summit Avenue. Now that I was paying attention, it was very little like what I had heard while still half-asleep in Edward's apartment. The electric cars, in particular, made little more sound than the hiss of tires on pavement.

      I really had to stop falling asleep there. Setting aside what Brianna and Sophie would say if they knew, it wasn't safe for Edward. Otto was looking out for him with all the resources he could muster, but neither of us had any illusions that those resources would be enough if that coven of witches came for Edward.

      I pulled my mind back to the present and reached for the mouse, then woke the computer up to open the video conferencing program. For a moment, I only saw my own reflection in the flatscreen monitor. Walking home with my hood up had flattened some of the chaos of my hair, but not in a good way.

      The program said I hadn't missed any calls. I glanced at my watch, then ran the tip of my tongue over my teeth. The flavors from the bread and sausage were lingering, but not enough to overpower last night's coffee. Worse, some of the sausage was caught in my teeth.

      I scrawled "BRB" on a notecard and propped it in front of the camera, then ran, this time really ran, up to the third floor and the bathroom we all shared.

      I brushed and flossed my teeth thoroughly until all that lingered on my breath was minty freshness, and nothing lurked annoyingly between my teeth. Then I brushed out my hair and twisted it back in a clip. It was out of my face, if still far from neatly arranged. Then I ran back down the stairs.

      I could hear the tone of someone calling in as I jogged into the library. The computer connected, and Sophie's voice echoed through the bookshelves. "Hello?" Then, "oh," she said, apparently seeing my card. "Great."

      "I'm here," I said, tossing the card aside, then pulling out the chair to sit down. There was a yowl of protest, and I turned to see our ginger cat Ziggy curled up in my seat.

      "Something's up?" Sophie asked as I scooped up the still protesting Ziggy, then sat down in the chair. It was a process getting him settled on my lap. He was still annoyed at his nap being interrupted. All the cats considered the entire library their domain now that Brianna was gone. But with enough scratches around his ears, I managed to convince him to withdraw his claws from their grip on my thighs and settle down on my lap to resume his nap.

      "What?" I asked, distracted by soothing the cat. "Oh, no. I just woke up late. And with weird hair."

      "Your hair's fine," Sophie said, but her eyes narrowed as she looked at me more closely. What was she looking at? Did I look different? Could she tell what I had been up to? But she just sat back in her own chair, and I guessed I had passed her assessment. "Late night, then?" she asked.

      "No more than usual," I said and reached for my coffee. I breathed its aroma in deeply, but set it back down without taking a sip. Its flavor would not play nice with the minty toothpaste.

      "How's the weather?" she asked.

      "Oh, mid-forties, I guess," I said. I came this close to saying, "warmer than in 1928," but bit it off just in time. "How about there?"

      "It's supposed to get up to seventy-five or so today," she said.

      "Isn't that on the cold side for there?" I asked.

      "What, compared to summer, you mean?" she asked.

      "I mean, it looks like you've already acclimated to the north," I said, gesturing towards the toned arms that her tank top left bare. "I bet you're surrounded by folks in sweaters."

      "More hoodies than sweaters, but I get your point," she said. "Of course, Mardi Gras ended last week, but there are still a lot of tourists around. That makes for an eclectic fashion collection."

      "I suppose," I said. I was about to ask if she had heard from Brianna when Brianna herself finally joined the video conversation.

      "Sorry, sorry," she said, still settling into her chair. She looked like she had run to the computer. "Lost track of time."

      "Something we should know about?" Sophie asked.

      "No, it's fine," Brianna said.

      "Does anyone have any major news?" I asked. "Any big leads or new dangers or anything?"

      Brianna in Boston and Sophie in New Orleans both shook their heads.

      "Nor I," I said. "So I guess this is just a status update call. Sophie, do you want to go first?"

      "No news of my mother," Sophie said. "I've gone back again and again to the spot where she was taken, but no spell I've tried has told me anything more about what happened there."

      "Did you try the one I sent you?" Brianna asked.

      "I did," Sophie said. "I conjured something. Like a ghost of a memory. But it had too little form. I couldn't even tell what it was, let alone communicate with it. And it dissolved so quickly."

      "I'm sorry," Brianna said. "I guess too much time has passed."

      I shifted uncomfortably in my seat. Would I be able to tell more if I went to New Orleans and tried my own form of magic? The passage of time was no obstacle for me. Surely I could tease out the story of what had happened, or at least the rough outlines of one. I braced myself for Sophie to ask me to do just that. I didn't even know how I would respond if she did.

      "It's not just time," Sophie said. "There is a lot of magic here. Now that I'm more attuned to it, it blows my mind. I thought I was sensitive before, but all I was really feeling was the most powerful of spells, the most recent, the ones more likely to directly affect me. I was missing so much."

      "You think that's interfering with you finding your mother?" I asked.

      "It's like trying to follow her footsteps on a beach where a marathon of runners has been since," Sophie said.

      "So, are you going back to the school?" Brianna asked.

      "No, not yet," Sophie said. "Unless you need me there?"

      "No, I'm handling things here just fine on my own," I said. Perhaps too quickly.

      "What are you working on?" Brianna asked.

      "Well, I guess that marathon of runners," Sophie said. "I'm sensing patterns. Groups working magic together."

      "Covens?" Brianna asked.

      "I think so," Sophie said.

      "What sort of magic are they casting?" I asked.

      "That's what I'm trying to find out," Sophie said. "The bit I do understand about my mother's disappearance, I'm almost certain one of these covens was involved."

      "One that's still active?" I asked.

      "I don't know," Sophie said, shaking her head sadly. "There's so much I don't know. But I think I'm getting close on some of the big things. I really want to stay, at least for a while. If I run out of leads or things to try, I'll come right home. Sooner if you need me."

      "Learn all you can," I said. "Even just learning more about how different covens work together can help us."

      "I know you mean fighting Patricia and the others if we have to, but I think maybe I might learn something that connects to your mother too," Sophie said.

      "How?" I asked.

      "You told us your parents died in a car crash, driving in a sleet storm, right?" Sophie asked.

      "That's what the Schneidermans always told me," I said.

      "Oh," Brianna said, as always putting the pieces together faster than I could.

      "What?" I asked. "Why does a sleet storm equal a coven of witches?"

      "Maybe just one," Brianna said. "A weather witch."

      "I still don't—" I started to say, but Sophie was holding up her hand, so I stopped talking.

      "Your birthday is in August," Sophie said. "I know it's colder up there than it is here, but not that cold. Not in August."

      "That's crazy," I said, but I felt a chill running up my spine. I pressed my hands to my temples. "I never questioned it. Never."

      "I checked the historical weather reports," Sophie said. "There's no mention of it in any of the local papers. It must have been very localized."

      "And layered with memory magic," Brianna said. "You grew up with that story. I bet you heard it more than once. And no one ever questioned it."

      "Hence a coven," I said. "The same coven that went after your mother?"

      "I have no idea," Sophie said. "But I very much want to know."

      "Is there anything like that on your end?" I asked Brianna.

      "It's different here," Brianna said. "My foster mothers are the only remaining members of the coven they used to lead. But like I said, most of those members weren't even really witches. It's very rare here for real witches to join into large groups."

      "Why do you think that is?" I asked.

      "They're older here," Brianna said. "They can look like they're forty or sixty or eighty, but once you start talking to them, you realize they were alive when the trials were happening in Salem. Some of them are far, far older than that."

      "They must know all sorts of things," Sophie said.

      "Things about Miss Zenobia, for starters," I said, but Brianna was shaking her head.

      "They're slow to trust," she said. "It took a lot of work to get my foster moms to even introduce me to their own mentor. She told me tons of stuff—I wrote it all down so I could share it with both of you when we're together again—but nothing about Miss Zenobia. But she thought she might know someone who knows someone who knew Miss Zenobia back in the old world."

      "So you've only met the one witch so far?" Sophie asked.

      "I'm meeting her friend tomorrow night," Brianna said. "And if that interview goes well, she'll ask that third witch to receive me. I guess she lives pretty far underground, half removed from this world, and doesn't like visitors."

      "I'd ask what that means, but I'm afraid of the answer," I said. Sophie laughed.

      "Yes, well," Brianna said, flushing.

      "So what part of that made you late for our call?" Sophie asked. "Or did you oversleep like Amanda?"

      "No, I was here," Brianna said, and I noticed for the first time that she wasn't calling from her usual hotel room. There was no wall of bad modern art behind her.

      It was books. Books that looked older even than the ones on shelves around me. And on the very top of her window on my computer screen, I could see stacks of scrolls.

      "Where are you?" I asked.

      "It's a library," Brianna said, but she was flushing again.

      "Not a public library, I'm guessing," Sophie said.

      "No, not a public library," she said. She was studiously avoiding looking into the video camera.

      "Whose library is it?" I asked.

      "I guess it's mine now," Brianna said. "Well, ours."

      "Ours?" Sophie asked.

      "Not ours, like us three. I found it with some other people. It's sort of a lost library. Or maybe hidden is the better word. There were some sizable wards protecting it."

      "Is there something in this library that's going to help us figure out what happened to our mothers, or what Miss Zenobia was really up to?" Sophie asked.

      "Not directly," Brianna said evasively. "But there's so much to learn here."

      "It sounds like a distraction," Sophie said sternly. Brianna flushed a deep shade of crimson.

      "Hey," I said. "We can trust Brianna. It sounds like the witches she's questioning are heavily invested in making her wait. At least she's making good use of her time." Brianna looked up enough to give me a tiny smile.

      "Maybe," Sophie said, but both Brianna and I knew she was far from convinced. "So what about you?"

      "Me?" I asked.

      "You were working on translating the journal," she said. "Any luck there?"

      "I'm plugging away at it," I said. "Nothing new so far. Maybe I should just skip to the end?"

      "No," Brianna said. "The oldest stuff might turn out to be the most important. Don't skip around. Is it slow going?"

      "Yes," I said. It was a bit of a relief, being able to say at least one thing with total honesty.

      "I'll take over when I'm back," Brianna said. "But I don't know when that'll be. It depends on when that third witch will meet with me. If she will at all."

      "So you might be heading back tomorrow?" I asked, carefully keeping my tone even.

      "Oh, no," Brianna said. "No, I have so much to do here. We tore down the protective wards when we broke in here. I can't leave this place exposed like that. I need another week here, minimum."

      "Unless Amanda gives us the call back," Sophie reminded her.

      "Yes, unless she does that," Brianna agreed, but I could see how much the thought pained her.

      "So I guess that's everything," I said.

      "Not quite," Sophie said. "What about Nick?"

      "Nick?" I asked.

      Sophie's eyes were narrowing again, and now I was the one flushing pink. How had I forgotten Nick? Nick, who was working with a private investigator to find any hint of what had happened to our mothers
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