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      The June morning when my life went to hell began with Kelly Chan throwing me around the dojo like an oversized rag doll. Each time I landed, the all-female audience applauded from where they sat on the bleachers.

      None of this was planned, of course. The idea was that I attacked Kelly any way I wanted, and she demonstrated to her class how to handle whatever I tried.

      The dojo was set up with bleachers on one side, tatami mats in the center where we did our randori, and floor-to-ceiling mirrors on the opposite wall.

      Esther liked to float around to see things from various vantage points, but she was careful not to be too distracting except when I flew through the air and crashed down on the floor.

      “Oh!” she said. “That’s gonna leave a mark.”

      I winced and stared at her for a moment. I didn’t want to speak to her because the women on the bleachers couldn’t see her, and if I started talking to a ghost they couldn’t see, they’d think I was off in La La Land. Who knows? After getting my bell rang so many times, maybe I was.

      Esther smiled at me because she knew I wanted to say something. “The way you’re getting tossed about makes me think that before the day is over, you’ll be wearing a Chicago overcoat.”

      Kelly pulled me to my feet. She leaned close and said, “You have to try to hit me, Jonathan.”

      “I’ve been trying.” That was true. I’d given it my best from the moment we started, but I hadn’t even come close to landing any of my attacks. As Kelly was a Sekutar warrior, she was magically engineered to be incredibly fast, strong, and agile. She also felt no pain and healed from any normal injury in seconds.

      “Try harder,” she said, and pushed me backward.

      I staggered back a few steps then circled around her looking for any kind of opening.

      I darted in to grab her, but she caught me, spun, and rolled me over her hip so I landed flat on my back.

      The audience cheered.

      “Stay down,” Esther said, motioning for me to stay put. “She’s making you look like a sap.”

      But I ignored her. I was supposed to look like a sap. The women Kelly taught wanted to be able to handle themselves, so the more I fell, the more the students wanted to be like their teacher.

      Also, a number of the women in the audience were checking out the dojo for the first time. I knew that after watching what Kelly could do, they’d line up to sign up for her classes. In fact, that’s what I’d dubbed these sessions, so when Kelly called me to come in to help, she always said, “It’s time for another line up to sign up.”

      I loved that my terminology rubbed off on her. Kelly wanted to make most of her money from teaching as it fulfilled her. She worked with me part time, which she enjoyed because she often got to handle violent bad guys, and she took the occasional job from Dragon Gate Industries, some of which she didn’t talk about because they sometimes involved an assassination—usually some person or creature that came through the Dragon Gate. The damn gate had been on the fritz for months, though the wizards kept trying to fix it.

      Meanwhile, I tried to kick Kelly, but she easily twisted out of the way of my foot then stepped forward. The next thing I knew, I was on my back with Kelly on top of me, which would have been pleasant if I could breathe. She quickly pinned me, then turned to the class, which allowed me to breathe. Then she explained the move and how it was accomplished.

      “By avoiding the kick, but not moving too far,” she said, “I was able to step into his attack. Note that I stepped between his legs to put him off balance so as I drove forward, I simply rode him to the floor.”

      I was thankful for a brief respite so I could catch my breath.

      After going full speed to show how things played out in real time, we slowed things down for a demonstration that was both easier to see and to explain.

      Later, we practiced with the women who were there to learn self-defense. They got onto the mats and Kelly and I would attack them. We kept things slow and simple to start because people have to learn.

      One of the important things Kelly insisted on was that I never make it too easy for them to throw me or break a grip. It would be a disservice to them because out there in the real world, they’d be doomed, so they needed to work for the success. If they managed to throw me, they knew they’d really done it. If they got me in an arm bar, they knew that would likely work in a similar situation on the street.

      Kelly and I had one rule. We would never hit them or hurt them. They might feel a bit of discomfort, but not actual pain. If you twisted someone’s wrist, you didn’t have to go so far as to cause pain. Just enough to show them they’d left themselves open for it.

      The women, on the other hand, were allowed to hit us. We needed them to know what it felt like to actually hit someone.

      We said a lot of things like, “Keep your wrist straight,” or, “Don’t overextend.”

      After all, we didn’t want them to hurt themselves either.

      When the class ended, I was sweaty and tired.

      I sat on the bleachers and drank a bottle of water. One of the women approached me. Her name was Sarah, and she looked to be in her late twenties.

      “Thank you for helping us,” she said.

      “My pleasure.”

      “More like your pain,” she said and smiled. She was missing a tooth, so she quickly put a hand over her mouth. Her lip was swollen, too.

      “Sometimes,” I said, “but it’s worth it.”

      “Kelly told me you’re a private detective.”

      I nodded. “Gotta pay the bills,” I said. “Getting my ass kicked from one side of the dojo to the other doesn’t put food on the table.”

      “How much do you charge?”

      “Oh, I don’t charge Kelly to kick my ass, though there are bound to be folks who would pay for that.”

      She gave me a polite laugh. “No, I mean for the P.I. work.”

      “Depends,” I said. “I’m not like Jim Rockford on TV. It’s not two hundred dollars a day plus expenses or anything.”

      “I couldn’t afford that,” she said.

      “Tell me what you need,” I said.

      She looked at the floor. “Kelly said you can handle … weird cases.”

      “Killer clowns, evil leprechauns who steal your Lucky Charms, and things that go bump in the night. Like Hellboy, I’ve been known to bump back. I’ll ask again. What do you need?”

      “A new life,” she said. “I tried to win one on eBay, but I kept getting outbid at the last second.”

      My turn to give her a polite smile. “They call those people snipers.”

      “Probably better to be outbid than shot,” she said.

      “Having done both I can tell you with absolute certainty that you’re right.”

      I waited. She needed to tell me about her problem, but she had to find the courage.

      Then she just came out with it. “My ex is stalking me.”

      “Have you told the police?”

      “They don’t believe me,” she said. “I mean, they used to, but well, Gage is in prison, so they don’t think he can reach me.”

      “So he has someone keeping tabs on you?”

      “No, he’s stalking me himself. Sometimes he just follows me to my car. Other times he waits for me in my apartment.”

      “Have you told Kelly about this?”

      “No. I know she sometimes works with you, but I don’t want to take any more of her time. I’m trying so hard to learn what she teaches, but it’s hard for me.”

      “Okay, when you say your ex is waiting for you, do you mean he’s actually there?”

      “Yes.”

      “So he’s not in prison now?”

      “Oh, he’s still in prison.”

      “You’re saying he’s in prison, but at the same time, he’s stalking you?”

      “I know it sounds crazy.”

      “I’m not saying it sounds crazy, Sarah. Kelly and I have seen much stranger things. I’m just trying to understand how he’s doing it.”

      “Well, he doesn’t have a weekend pass or anything. The first time he waited in my apartment, I ran away, and when I got to a safe place, I called the prison. They said he was still in his cell.”

      “Okay,” I said. My first thought was astral projection. “So he’s in two places at once? He’s physically in his prison cell, but spiritually in your apartment?”

      “Physical both places,” she said. She showed me the missing tooth.  “See? He punched me last night.”

      She pointed to her swollen lip, then pulled it up to reveal a cut inside.

      “That’s from the tooth he knocked out,” she said. “You can see why the cops don’t buy it.”

      “Tell me about Gage,” I said.

      She looked around. The other women were mostly gone. A few still talked by the front door. Kelly stood with them, passing out applications for her classes. Esther hovered near her. Esther had been spending more and more time with Kelly, and less and less with me.

      She swore I hadn’t done anything, but I wasn’t so sure.

      “Gage seemed nice at first,” Sarah said. Now that she was getting into it, I devoted my full attention to her. “We met at a bookstore. I was drinking coffee and reading a J.D. Robb novel, and he came in and sat at the next table. He was reading a book about the occult. He had really cool tattoos, long hair, and a black leather jacket. I’ve always been attracted to bad boys.”

      “Many women are,” I said.

      She nodded. “Anyway, Gage struck up a conversation. He pointed to my book, and asked if it was any good. I said it was. He recited the title, Secrets in Death then held up his book, and said the word occult meant secret or hidden. Next thing you know he’s at my table, and we’re talking about all sorts of things. I fell hard for him.”

      “I understand,” I said.

      “Anyway, we started going out. He was into some seriously weird shit. Rituals, and stuff. He had an altar in his basement. I mean, an actual altar. He claimed he and his friends performed the occasional human sacrifice, but I knew that was bullshit. Only it wasn’t.”

      “Did you witness a sacrifice?”

      She nodded.

      “First, it was a chicken. Then it was a goat. Then it was a homeless man because Gage said no one would miss him.”

      “You attended these sacrifices?”

      “No. He showed me videos.”

      “But you believed they were real.”

      She nodded. “I called the police on him.”

      “And they investigated and Gage told them it was for a movie.”

      “Yes,” she said. “And that it was fake. Gage had the cops call one of his friends who claimed to be the actor in the film.”

      “What did Gage do to you after he convinced the cops there was nothing to see?”

      “He brought me to the rituals.”

      “And?”

      She stared at the floor. “I don’t know if I can talk about this.”

      “It’s all right,” I said. “Just share what you feel comfortable with.”

      “Then you won’t understand.”

      “Try me,” I said.

      She closed her eyes for a moment.

      “I went to one of the rituals,” she said. “We all dressed in robes and gathered in his basement. There were twelve of us. Six men, six women.”

      “Like a coven,” I said.

      “That’s what Gage called it, yes. A coven.”

      Sounded to me like he wanted the trappings of the occult, but mixed things up to fit his needs since covens were generally for Wiccans.

      “Tell me about that first meeting.”

      “I didn’t want to be there,” she said, “but Gage insisted. They had a goat tied up in the corner. Candles burned around the altar. Some of the people spoke in languages I couldn’t understand. Then Gage called everyone to attention. We surrounded the altar. Two men brought the goat over, and lifted it onto the altar. It bleated and fought, but they held it in place.”

      “Go on.”

      “Then Gage threw off his robe, and told everyone else to do the same. I didn’t want to because I was embarrassed. I wanted to run away. But two of the women whispered to me that it was amazing and to go along with it because it would change my life. Everything would be better. It was a good time. All of that. And by then I was the only person wearing anything, so I dropped the robe.”

      At that point, Kelly approached.

      “I hate to break this up,” she said, “but I have another class in ten minutes.”

      “No worries,” I said. I turned to Sarah. “I’ll walk you to your car and we can finish this up.”

      She shook her head. “I don’t have a car. I took the bus. You can walk me to the bus stop.”

      “All right,” I said. “There will be other people there. Are you sure you wouldn’t like more privacy?”

      “You’re too easy to talk to,” she said and folded her arms over her stomach as if trying to hold herself in place. “I don’t know why I told you as much as I did.”

      Kelly snapped her fingers. “Jonathan, may I have a word with you in my office please?”

      “Sure,” I said.

      “I’ll wait for you outside,” Sarah said.

      “Okay.”

      She headed toward the door while Kelly led me to the office.

      Kelly closed the door, turned to me and said, “Watch yourself with Sarah.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “She was part of a cult, and she’s tried to recruit a few of my students. I told her if she tried that again, she’d need to find a new teacher. So she left for a few months. She came back a couple of days ago with bruises, a cut lip, and a missing tooth.”

      “She said her ex is in jail,” I said.

      “Yeah, he’s been in jail for almost a year. I know you can handle yourself, but she’s a tricky one. I took her back on a trial basis. So far, she’s been well-behaved in class, but I saw how she looked at you while I was throwing you around. She looked a little too interested in you.”

      “She wants to hire me.”

      “She wants to sleep with you, and she’s attractive, and you haven’t dated anyone since Heather, and I just wanted to warn you. But you’re a grown man. Do as you will.”

      I had to admit, if Sarah had put off any signs of wanting me, I’d completely missed them. I know how that sounds. She talked about being in an occult group who performed sex rituals. But she hadn’t touched me, nor had she done the standard hair flip, so I just figured it was set up for the job of stopping Gage.

      I left Kelly’s dojo and walked into the traffic sounds and smells of East Colfax. Exhaust fumes won the battle for most prevalent. A glance left and right, then I spotted Sarah leaning against the building by the next doorway.

      She had her index finger in her mouth. She withdrew the finger, curled her lips into a seductive smile, met my gaze with a come hither and fuck me look, and I knew I was in trouble.
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      Sarah motioned for me to come closer.

      I did.

      She reached out and touched my arm. “I really appreciate you helping me.”

      “No problem,” I said. “Which way is the bus stop?”

      “Don’t you have a car?”

      “I do.”

      She moved closer and put her hand on my chest before looking up at me with bedroom eyes. “Do you think maybe you could drive me home? I’ll make it worth your while.”

      I’d like to say I told her no. I’d like to say I was smart enough to realize that if she was coming onto me this strong on a public street, that all bets would be off if we were in her home.

      In my defense, she was cute, she seemed interested in me, and it had been a while since I’d been with anyone, so my ability to think with my big head was severely diminished.

      “All right,” I said. And then as if to justify my stupidity, I added, “We can discuss your case on the way to your place.”

      “That rhymes,” she said with a smile. “I like it.” She slipped her hand around my arm as she turned sideways. She locked elbows with me, leaned in and said, “Lead the way to your chariot, good sir.”

      It wasn’t a chariot. My Dodge Charger had been destroyed, and the insurance company fought the payout, but ultimately sent me a smaller check than they should have, and I used it to buy a Jeep Liberty because 4-wheel-drive is useful in Colorado.

      I led her to the blue Liberty, and opened the door for her.

      “A true gentleman,” she said and climbed into the vehicle.

      I walked around the SUV and told myself everything was fine.

      She stared at me as I got into the driver’s seat and started the engine.

      “Where to?” I asked.

      She told me her address. An apartment in Arvada.

      “Got it,” I said. “About the case⁠—”

      “Do you really want to talk about the case?” she asked. “Or can I tell you about what led up to things going crazy?”

      “Dealer’s choice,” I said as I wheeled into traffic.

      “We were talking about the ritual. We were all standing in that room. Everyone was completely naked.”

      I nodded and said, “And Gage expected everyone to share in a sex ritual after the sacrifice.”

      She hesitated, and her face reddened, but she nodded. “At first, I didn’t want to do it, but one of the women started kissing me, and it felt really good. Next thing I knew one of the men asked if I’d grant him the honor of accepting him, and … well, I agreed. I mean, part of me was horrified at the entire situation because I’m not that kind of girl, but a deeper part of me was excited and turned on by the whole thing. It was like a forbidden fruit we could all taste without anyone judging us for it, and with zero ramifications. Before it was over, everyone … made it with everyone. Gage called it a celebration of life.”

      Of course he did.

      She turned her head to study my reaction. I focused on driving.

      “Do you think it was wrong?”

      “Consenting adults can do whatever they like as long as no one gets hurt.”

      “Do you think less of me, Jonathan?”

      “No,” I said.

      “I think maybe you do. At least a little. I want you to know that I went along with it, but later I felt ashamed. What would my mother, God rest her soul, have thought? But I have to admit that wanted to do it again. That’s something I don’t even know how to process.”

      “It’s all right,” I said and stopped at a red light. “I understand.”

      “Do you really?” she asked and met my gaze. “I watched my boyfriend have sex with other men and other women.”

      I nodded without breaking eye contact.

      “I liked watching him with other men. I didn’t mind him being with the women, but watching him with the men was…” She shook her head. “I don’t know. It really turned me on. I’m a little turned on right now, actually.”

      “I … uh…”

      She smiled. “The light is green.”

      I thought she was giving me a green light to pull over and take her right then and there, but then I noticed the traffic light had changed.

      “Oh,” I said, and stepped on the accelerator. “Maybe you should jump ahead to what happened to Gage.”

      “That part isn’t as … exciting.”

      “Maybe not, but it’s important.”

      “He broke the law, he got arrested. They indicted him, held him for trial, and convicted him. He’s appealed it, of course, but he’s still in prison.”

      “What did he do?”

      “He was indicted on drug charges. Possession of cocaine, with enough to hit him with intent to distribute or something. Does that really matter?”

      “It does. Cocaine doesn’t give anyone the ability to do a physical astral projection.”

      “It’s not astral projection,” she said. “He creates an … I don’t know what you call it. An avatar maybe?”

      “How does he do that?”

      “I don’t know. At first it wasn’t so bad. He’d show up and we’d make love, and he’d tell me he loved me more than anyone else.”

      “So why did things go south?”

      “He caught me with another man.”

      “He shared you with plenty of other men,” I said. “Why would he care?”

      “That was ritual. And it wasn’t plenty of men. It was five men, all of whom were part of our coven. This was someone from outside. A man I met at a bar. I really don’t want to talk about this.”

      Traffic, as always, sucked purple elephant dicks. Sarah gazed out the window, and her mood shifted.

      When we came to the next red light she said, “Maybe I should take the bus.”

      “That’s not necessary. We’re almost there.”

      “And you just want to talk about Gage.” She raised an eyebrow and turned toward me. “Unless you’re interested in Gage.”

      The way she said it told me she meant in a sexual way.

      “No,” I said. “I just want to understand what’s going on.”

      “Do you find me attractive?” she asked.

      I nodded. “I do.”

      “Then maybe we can talk about that instead because you’re an incredibly sexy man. It’s in your eyes. They practically smolder.”

      The light turned green as did her demeanor.

      I drove toward her apartment and she drove toward me.

      By the time we arrived at her place, I wasn’t thinking about the case. I was thinking about her.

      Unprofessional?

      Sure.

      Had Kelly warned me?

      Obviously.

      But I’m a guy. And when a cute girl shows interest, reason often takes a backseat.

      “Want to come inside?” she asked.

      While I didn’t think she intended that as a double entendre, the look she gave me made doubt myself.

      I studied her for a moment.

      She patted my shoulder. “You can make sure Gage isn’t here. I’d feel safer that way.”

      Okay, she was taking it down a notch. I nodded. “I can do that.”
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      Her apartment was tastefully decorated and clean. The counters in the kitchen sparkled. The sofa had perfectly positioned throw pillows. There were bookshelves filled with hardcovers. I glanced at them and noticed plenty of fiction, but also non-fiction, including a few by Uncle Fester himself. Sorry. Aleister Crowley.

      Not really sorry.

      Sarah took me by the hand and led me to the bedroom.

      A queen-size bed took up most of the room. A walk-in closet stood off to the left filled with clothing hanging in a color-coordinated fashion and a stunning number of shoes on the floor. Enough to make me think she might be related to Imelda Marcos.

      The dresser was clean, and featured a large mirror. A single book lay face down on the nightstand with a bookmark about a third of the way through. If not for the red flags, I’d have been impressed that she was a reader. After all, readers are the best people.

      She closed the door.

      I turned to face her, and she pressed herself against me, wrapped her arms around my waist, and smiled.

      “I’ve got you just where I want you,” she whispered.

      Kelly’s warning flashed into my head.

      But Sarah looked so good. She smelled of shampoo and a hint of a flowery perfume. She’d mostly been a spectator at the dojo.

      She sniffed my neck.

      “You’re not wearing a Ring of Aten,” I said.

      “A what?” she asked.

      “Never mind.” I wasn’t about to tell her that for a moment I thought she might be a vampire using an Egyptian ring to walk in sunlight.

      “You smell nice.”

      “I’ve been sweating. I can’t smell that nice.”

      “You smell nice to me. I love the smell of sweat. I love the physicality that makes us all hot and bothered.” She kissed my neck.

      It felt a little too good.

      “We don’t need all these clothes, do we?” she asked.

      She pulled my shirt up.

      I let her.

      She removed it and tossed it on the floor.

      Then she peeled her own shirt off.

      She wore a black lace bra. It didn’t cover much.

      She reached back and unsnapped the bra. Then she let it drop to the floor.

      She pulled my hands to her breasts and moaned. “Oh, yeah.”

      Kelly’s warning again flashed in my head.

      But I wasn’t thinking with that head.

      Sarah shoved me backward onto the bed. She pulled off my shoes and socks, tossed them behind her, then removed my pants casting them aside. Finally, she yanked off my boxer briefs and dropped them to the floor.

      She gazed at what she’d revealed.

      “Hello, there,” she said with a smile. Then she took me in her mouth. I closed my eyes.

      It felt so good.

      Then a voice whispered in my ear, “Are you enjoying yourself?”

      My eyes snapped open.

      The voice was male.

      There was nobody there but me and Sarah, who hadn’t spoken because, well, her mouth was full.

      I tried to sit up.

      Sarah applied pressure with her teeth and I stopped moving. Nothing like teeth on Mr. Happy to get your undivided attention.

      “Ow,” I said.

      “If you try to get up again, she’s going to bite down. Hard.”

      “Are you Gage?” I asked.

      “No,” the male voice said.

      It wasn’t a ghost because I could see ghosts. That meant it had to be someone wearing a Ghost Guard uniform. That brought up a memory I’d mostly buried.

      “Michael Chapman, I presume?”

      “Your Sekutar murdered Senator Chapman.”

      “And his wife is a necromancer who brought him back to life.”

      Hesitation.

      Then the voice finally asked, “How could you possibly know that?”

      “I’m a detective,” I said.

      “Not a very good one.”

      The nightstand drawer slid open. A pair of sewing scissors floated out of it and hung over my chest.

      Sarah released me and said, “He’s not hard anymore.”

      No shit.

      But with Mr. Happy back in the safety zone, I rolled off the bed.

      The scissors plunged down, but I was too fast.

      I got to my feet. The Ghost Guards who’d had training to shift dimensions while they fought were all dead, or had their memories wiped by the good folks at DGI. Granted, it was possible they could have trained more guards, but when I slapped the scissors out of the invisible hand, I knew I’d be all right because I connected and the scissors smacked against the headboard and dropped onto the pillows.

      I placed my left hand on the mattress and launched a kick at where I figured the guard had to be standing.

      My foot cracked into a helmet. It hurt, but I ignored the pain.

      The invisible foe fell backward, hit the open nightstand drawer then made a loud thud on the floor.

      I vaulted over the bed and stomped down where I guessed the stomach to be.

      I was wrong.

      It was the groin.

      Poor guy wasn’t wearing a cup.

      He woofed out a noise and I felt him double up under me.

      I reached out and felt the helmet. I got a good grip on it, and yanked it off so a head seemed to be floating a few feet over the floor. The pained look on the poor guy’s face spoke volumes.

      Sarah tried to run for the door.

      I threw the helmet at her.

      It cracked her in the back of the head and she tumbled forward, cracked her forehead on the closed door then staggered backward.

      I kicked the floating face, hard. The head bounced off the floor.

      Then I jumped over the Ghost Guard and caught Sarah. I got an arm around her neck.

      “You were hired to seduce me?”

      “My head is killing me.”

      “Did Michael Chapman hire you?”

      “Who?”

      Shit. I forgot he could make people forget his name.

      I tightened my grip. She tried to dig her claws into my arm, but I grabbed one of her wrists and twisted it hard. She cried out in pain.

      And at that moment, a large translucent man in an orange jumpsuit stepped through the closed door. He concentrated for a moment and solidified. He had long, dark hair, a beard, and dragon tattoos crawling up his arms.

      “Hey, that’s my girl!” he shouted.

      “Gage?” I asked.

      “Damn right,” he said.

      “Gage, he’s trying to⁠—”

      I tightened my grip and cut off her air. She gasped and her voice went out so after the word to, it sounded like a cat coughing up a hairball.

      “You’re hurting her!”

      I glanced toward the fallen Ghost Guard. I knew I hadn’t kicked hard enough to knock him out, and sure enough, his head was rising.

      Gage turned toward the rising head. “What the holy-assed fuck?”

      That seemed like a good time to take action, so I threw Sarah onto the bed, spun and kicked Gage in the face.

      His head spun and his body followed. He crashed into the mirror, shattering it.

      “That’s seven years of bad luck,” I said.

      “Added to my lifetime of bad luck,” he said.

      The Ghost Guard raced my way.

      I pretended I was Indiana Jones in the original Raiders when he told Marion to duck. I punched the Ghost Guard so hard in the face that his nose splintered and blood sprayed out as he dropped to the floor.

      Gage grabbed for me, but I blocked him with my forearm. I punched him in the throat, and he sat on the dresser, shards of the broken mirror crunching beneath his weight.

      Sarah lay on the bed, coughing. She had one hand propping herself up and one hand on her throat. The Ghost Guard was unconscious or dead. Gage was momentarily stunned, and I figured it was time to try to get my pants.

      I rushed over and reached for them, but as luck would have it, the fucking Ghost Guard was lying on them. When I tried to grab for my pants, I jammed my fingers into the son of a bitch. My digits bent back and I yelped in pain.

      Gage punched me, but it wasn’t a good shot. I rolled with it and barely felt it.

      I elbowed him in the face. Then I grabbed him and flipped him onto the bed where he crashed into Sarah.

      She cried out when he landed on her back, and pinned her to the mattress. Her voice was muffled as her face smacked into the bed.

      I rolled the Ghost Guard over and got my pants.

      I stepped into them, hopping on one foot.

      Pain shot into my left foot as I landed on a shard of the broken mirror.

      “Shit,” I said.

      I got the pants on.

      Really, that was all that mattered at that point because that meant I had my wallet, keys, and phone. I could have made a break for it right then.

      But I wanted answers.

      Gage tried to get up.

      I moved toward him, but tripped over
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