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Magic Descends

Ancestor’s Enchantment Trilogy

Book 2

By Jacqueline Paige 

She gasped when she saw the smoke billowing in under the door. Grabbing her phone out of her pocket, she dialed down the volume of the music. There were no alarms going off. She looked up at the ceiling. Why didn’t she have an alarm in the studio? Squatting down, she looked around, only to realize the fire alarm thingy to pull was by the door. She looked at the laptop all her work for the day was uploaded onto and grabbed it off the desk. There was no way she was leaving that behind. Grabbing her pack, she jammed it into the bag and got down on her hands and knees. What were the rules? Stop, drop, and—no, that was if you were on fire. She was not sticking around long enough to do that. 

The smoke just got thicker the closer to the door she went. She had to go out that door, not the creepy emergency exit to the dark stairwell—she had to make sure Ann and Teegan were okay. Kat coughed so hard she thought she might throw up. Tugging at the collar of her shirt, she pulled it up over her mouth. The door opened, and more smoke came flowing in. It was Mitch. He’d come back for her—mega bonus points for that.

“Kat?” He leaned forward and looked at her. 

“I’m here.” She didn’t know how he was seeing in this, especially with his hair over his eyes. “Where is it? Can we get to the stairs? Is everyone else safe? Why aren’t the fire alarms going off?”

He squatted down as she reached him. “The—” he looked around the room.

“We don’t have time to get anything else,” she started coughing again.

“Kat.” Dropping to knees in front of her, he put out his hand.

She took it. At least this way, they wouldn’t lose each other in the smoke. As soon as her palm touched his, the smoke and the smell were gone. “What?”

“It was an illusion.” He waved his hand around, and the smoke was gone.

She sat on the floor, “are you serious? I thought we were about to go up in smoke—literally, or be amazing and run from a burning building.”
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Staring at the empty vitamin water bottle in her hand, Kat tapped it. “You better do your magic.”   She pitched it into the recycling box. She woke up today feeling like she hadn’t slept. She had, but a weird dream made sure it wasn’t a peaceful sleep. Even Ann had agreed it was strange when she’d called her while driving to work.  

Sighing, she glanced at the clock. Hopefully, she wasn’t coming down with what Teegan had. There was no time to be sick right now.  Too much to do with an extra publication starting up. If they’d let her go to more off-site shoots, this lighting mess wouldn’t have happened, and she wouldn’t be behind before the day began.  Who would she talk to about that?  Boss man Wes would just say to discuss it with Teegan. Teeg would say she had to consult the boss man...  

She hopped off the desk and turned to go down the hall to her studio. She was skilled with a camera, and her photos were spectacular, but something was lost having to do so many in a studio setting.  Stopping, Kat watched Ann walk out of the kitchen with two cups.  That only meant one thing. Teegan was back.

Heading quickly to Teeg’s office, Kat rushed in. “You’re back.”  Moving by the giant Mister McKay, she leaned over her desk.  She looked fine.  Why was it that when Teegan got sick, she still looked like a goddess, but if it were Kat, she’d have puffy eyes and a red nose for a week after? “You missed so much. What a crappy time to get strep throat.”  She wiggled her eyebrows. “Broomilda’s gone. She didn’t even come and get her stuff, just quit.”  She snorted. “Good riddance, nasty.”

Teegan smiled and looked at Mister McKay and then Wes. “Wes told me.”

Turning, she glared at Wes, “Kill joy. You ruined my fun.” He didn’t even look repentant. 

Ann came in with the two cups and set one on Teegan’s desk. “Tea with a touch of lemon.”  She looked Teegan over. “Are you sure you’re not pushing it coming back? You sounded dreadful on the phone the other night.”  Ann perched on the edge of the desk and sipped her coffee. 

“I feel great.” Teegan picked up the cup and blew on the hot liquid. “Thank you.”

Wes got up, and both the men started for the door.

“Oh, Kat, did you tell Teegan about your crazy dream?” Ann laughed. “I think she needs a holiday or something.”

Straightening up, Kat looked at Ann. “I do not need a holiday or something.” Taking a sharp breath, she turned back to Teegan. It may have ruined her sleep, but her dream was epically weird, Teeg would get a kick out of it. “Swear to God, Teeg, it was the most bizarre dream ever.”  Taking a deep breath, she continued, “You were in it. I don’t normally dream about women. A big muscular, naked...” She glanced over her shoulder to see the men standing there. “Anyway, I swear it was you, only younger.”  She remembered Celia. “And Broomhilda was in it.” Shaking her head, she shrugged, “Probably just riding the love of her being gone and all, but anyway, she was younger too, but I know it was her because that color of hair sticks in your mind forever.” She waved her hands around, trying to remember more details. “Her hair was longer, and I hate to say it, but she looked way better than that short butchy, looking cut she wears...”

Ann sighed. “Finish the dream part. We all know you’re happy Celia is gone.”

“Right.” Kat nodded. “So usually when I dream, I’m in it, but I wasn’t in this one. I will never eat Benter’s mysterious soup again, it’s probably got some sort of hallucinogen in it. Crazy dude that he is. Where was I?”  She nodded, finding her place again. “This is where it gets whacked. Not only were you and broomhilda in it, but my grandmother was too. I mean, how weird is that? Swear it was her, just like the picture on my parent’s mantle. They say I get her curls, but who would know? Every picture of her it’s pulled back so tight her eyebrows look like a Vulcan’s.” She chuckled. “How messed up is that shit?” She tucked her hands in her pockets and nodded to Teegan, who had a weird look on her face, which wasn’t surprising it was a strange dream.  

“That’s the whole dream? Were we doing anything?”  She finally asked.

Crossing her arms, she tried to recall more. “I don’t know, playing by a lake or something. It was like a silent movie, no sound.”  A chill ran over her.  Okay, that part made it a bit creepy, like she was a stalker or something. That was ridiculous. How could she be a stalker in her own dream?

Teegan looked odd and rubbed a hand over her brow, maybe she did come back to work too soon. 

Ann laughed softly again. “I think you better avoid Benter’s diner for a while.”

Teegan grinned wide at that.

“Yeah.” Kat tucked her hands into her pockets and smirked. “Guess you had to be there to appreciate the strangeness of it.” Sighing, she glanced at the clock. “Well, I’m off to beat that punk lighting kid I’m forced to put up with. He completely ruined the whole shoot yesterday, and now I have to put up with those stupid jocks all over again.” Nodding at Teegan, she turned to leave, then stopped and looked Wes and Mister-board-member up and down. “You know, just because I don’t have a penis doesn’t mean I should drool over those that do.” Nodding abruptly at them, she walked out to go get this over with. 

Stopping outside the door, Mitchell watched a tiny woman practically run down the hall, her brown curls bouncing along with the movement.  He was so happy to be here and finally meet people that were a part of this. 

“Okay then...” A blonde lady came out of Teegan’s office. “I think that’s all the pre-work entertainment I can deal with this morning.”

He stood there, not sure if he should knock or walk right in. 

“It’s starting.” He heard Teegan say. “And it’s Kat.”  

He moved over to look in the door. 

“Did you know it was Kat?”  Teegan looked from Wes to Leland. “Of course, you knew it was her.” She covered her mouth and closed her eyes. What had her this upset? Opening them, she dropped her hand. “None of us will survive this.”

“Survive what?”  Mitch stepped into the room.

“Gods, help me.” Wes smacked his hand over his heart and went over and sat on the couch. 

Mitchell pointed back out into the hallway. “The woman at the reception told me to come here.”  He smiled at Teegan. “So, here I am.”  He stood there and looked at her for a moment, still amazed by what he’d seen her do.  He’d seen magic in his life, done some impressive things himself, but what she had done—phenomenal barely covered it.

“Stop standing there grinning at her like a new toy, Mitch,” Leland grumbled.

Teegan gave him an odd look, then motioned to the chair. “Please, sit.”  

He glanced at Wes, who sat on the couch. He wore his usual expression of annoyance. Sitting in the offered chair, he smiled at Teegan again. “What aren’t we going to survive?”

Huffing out a breath, she went behind her desk and sat down.  “Kat being one of the descendants.”

“Oh?” He looked to Wes for more information, even though he looked apprehensive. “Why?” Turning, back to her, he shoved his glasses up and quirked an eyebrow at her. “Why is this bad?”

Pursing her lips, she exhaled and gave him a wide-eyed smile, “Kat is...”

“Like a tidal wave contained in a petite body.” Wes supplied.

Mitch wasn’t sure what that meant exactly. “But—she’s good, right, not some evil incarnate gone wrong?”  He looked from Teegan back at Wes once more.

Wes rubbed a hand over his jaw, nodding slowly. “Yeah, she’s good, just...” He heaved a sigh. “She’s a bit blunt and not gentle in her...”  he waved a hand around and looked to Teegan for help again.

“She’s very exuberant.” Teegan supplied.

Leland snorted and then chuckled. “That’s one way to put it.”

“Energy is good.”  Mitch leaned back in the chair.  They had him worried this was going to be hard, and the next descendant was an aberration and not like her ancestor. He closed his eyes for a second and thought of the genealogy chart. “So, she’s the descendant of Eden.”

“Yes.” Wes nodded. 

“Well, all right then.”  He glanced back to Teegan. “Does she know, or is it just starting?” Mitch was still a little put out that they hadn’t let him come and watch the process when Teegan was going through it, but at least he’d get to see the next few. It was all very fascinating how Alana had managed to send the powers of those girls to very distant relatives...

“Stop doing that.” 

He jolted at Wes’ annoyed tone. “Sorry, just thinking.”

“You’re always thinking,” Leland told him.

“How are we working this? I kept meaning to ask but didn’t get to it.” Teegan smiled at Leland, then looked back to Mitch. “Are you a board member? How are we explaining you being here?” She motioned her hand around the office.

Shoving his glasses up, he smirked. “I guess I do need to have some sort of function, can’t just wander around the building with no purpose.” He frowned, “I’m not really a board member, a working one like Leland is...” He glanced to see Leland staring blankly. “Uh, I don’t know what purpose I could have.” He offered Teegan a smile.

“Well, with the new publication, I’m sure we can find, ah, something for you to do,” She nodded, then looked to Wes.

“His family owns the company,” Wes told her, then sat back and crossed his arms over his chest.

Leland perched on the edge of her desk and nodded. “If I’m not mistaken, they own the building too.”

“I guess you can do whatever you like.” Teegan laughed softly.

He hated using his family name or their money for anything. Cool toys were the exception. “I’ll find something to do to be useful.” Mitch brushed his hair back out of his eyes. He should have gotten it trimmed before coming to an office, but he’d been so stoked with finally getting to meet the women—his hair would just have to keep him falling over his glasses. “I’m pretty good with graphics and...”

“No.” Wes got up, “we’ve finally got Ann in a happy state after the Celia thing.”

“That’s true.” Leland agreed.

“Okay, I’m good with gadgets.”  He ignored Wes and Leland rolling their eyes.  One time—just one time he makes a mistake and showed up for the guys’ weekend with a state-of-the-art RV, and things go awry, and they were still holding it against him. 

Teegan tapped her hand on the folders in front of her. “Kat actually has been having problems with the new intern, and she has many shoots to get done this week.”

“Photography. Sweet, I can help there.” He started to stand, then paused, “So we’re going to meet outside the office to talk about things?” 

Teegan nodded. “Yes. After work.”

Nodding, he got up and went toward the door. “Sounds good. I’ve been helping Kale dig into some of it, so we’ll go over it then.” Stopping at the door, he realized he had no idea where he was going. “Where am I going?”

“I’ll take you.”  Wes sighed and motioned for him to go out the door. 

“Sweet.”  He smiled at Teegan and gave Leland a nod. 
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Kat hated having to redo things.  It was at the top of her ‘annoys me’ list, okay, not the top, but it was up there.  She clicked a few pictures and then looked at the laptop screen. Still nothing.  That punk must have messed up the WFT somehow.  What good was a wireless file transmitter if it didn’t work?  Glancing up, she saw the football guys come in from the dressing area.  She didn’t know if they were real football players, but their aura screamed jock. Just the expression on their faces made her want to roll her eyes at them. So, they were good-looking, athletic, and had decent bods—that didn’t mean every female within range should drool on them. Barf. If that blond one ogled her again, she was cutting him out of the pictures, and his moment of fame would come to a blunt end. “Sorry for the do-over, guys, technical difficulties.” She shrugged, not making eye contact with any of them. No sense explaining to them that half the departments had been messed up ever since a woman named Celia had been here. Seriously, she’d been here, what, a month? In that time, she’d messed up the print department, the graphics department... 

Closing her eyes for a second, she breathed the memory of that woman away. Nodding, she opened them again and hit the button to reboot the laptop. This better fix the transfer problem. If not, she’d go get the cables and do it that way. It irritated her to have her movement confined with the cords dragging along with her, but she seriously could not look at these jocks any longer than absolutely necessary. 

A long curl fell into her face as she checked the adjustments on the camera again. She blew at it twice, and it still hung there. Stupid hair, she brushed it back and looked over to see her lighting punk texting on his phone again.  That was on her ‘annoys me list’ too. “The light has to be as if they’re outside, not standing under a streetlight.” She reminded him, maybe a little louder than necessary, but he deserved it. 

The laptop loaded; she clicked the shutter button a few times and stared at the screen. Yes, they were loading. No cables, so her mood level improved by a few microns. Looking back at the men, she was surprised the lighting was perfect. Afraid to jinx it, she immediately started snapping pictures.  They did their poses without prompt today, which was so much better than yesterday when she had to practically go move their arms and bodies the way she wanted, may as well have used Ken dolls, was what she’d thought while doing it.

A few minutes later, she adjusted the lens. “Give me a slight dusk lighting now, not dark but...” She glanced over, ready to tell him how to do that, and found a large man standing there at the lighting stands. Where was her punk?  She motioned to the jocks she’d be one second and went over to him. He was as big as the men in the football gear, only he was wearing snazzy dress pants and a dress shirt. The glasses screamed nerd but in a really cute way. He had sandy brown hair that feathered in front of and behind his glasses. She noted his eyes were a pretty blue before she spoke to him.

“Are you supposed to be...” She motioned to the men wearing football gear. 

He snorted. “Ah, no, and I’m thankful for that.”

Kat looked around for the intern. “Where did the intern go?”  What was his name?

“I sent him for some water.” He pushed his glasses back up, so he was looking through them again. “Not like a glass of water, some vitamin water. I prefer that to coffee...”

“Me too. Or those natural energy drinks, the ones with the cool names.” She nodded. 

He smiled down at her. “I know. I love those too.”

Kat knew she was short, but this guy made her feel like life was just too unfair because her bouncy curls weren’t a big enough handicap to deal with; now she felt like she was in grade school all over again and the shortest in the class. “Okay, so refreshment talks aside, who are you, and why are you in my studio?”

Giving his head a quick shake, he flicked his hair away from his glasses. “Sorry,” he held out his hand, “Mitchell Archer. I’m, uh, here to help with the workload for the new magazine.”

Had they actually brought him in? She glanced to see the lighting was perfect—and he was useful, that was new. She could tolerate feeling short for that. “Kat McFarlane.” She grabbed his hand and got shocked.  Rubbing her hand down her jeans, she grinned. “Sorry, my boots make me electrically charged sometimes.”

His big blue eyes briefly looked down at her knee-high boots, but he just continued to grin at her like he had the world’s best secret.

“Okay then...” Little weirdness there. “I’m going to go finish up with these guys,” she jerked her thumb toward the jocks, “just to get them outta my face,” she mumbled, spinning around to get the shoot wrapped up. 

Mitchell watched her walk away, then grinned at his hand. That was not static electricity. He knew what that was, had never felt it to that degree before, but their magic had practically arced off one another’s. Sweet. This was going to be so cool.  He nodded, jammed his hands in his pockets, and watched her work. He should probably tell the guys about the reaction of their magic, he shrugged, but then they would take over and leave him standing to watch at the sidelines—again. Should he call Brother Kale and tell him?  He shook his head. Not yet. He wasn’t doing anything that would get him pushed to the back of this event that was coming. Despite their optimistic hopes, he knew there was an event coming, and that stopping just one or two of the women’s powers wasn’t going to prevent it.

“Okay, one more, then I’m switching to elevated shots.”  

He looked over at her table and spotted the telescoping pole. Moving over quickly, he grabbed it and went over to stand behind her.

“Okay, breath for a sec...” She turned and then gave Mitch a startled look to find him beside her. Spotting the pole, she grinned. “Great.” She took it and clipped the camera into it. With her head down, she checked the connection. “Can you...”

“I’ll go check the clarity of the shots.” He turned quickly and went over to the laptop. He watched her test shots show up. “Perfect.” He said loud enough that she would hear.

Kat turned and gave him a quick smile. His heart did this weird acceleration inside his chest. He watched her without seeing anything else while she finished the shoot. He needed to figure out whether his heart did that because she showed him an appreciation for his help, or was it deeper?  The magic reaction could just be because hers was new and she didn’t know about it yet, so she couldn’t control it. Maybe. That could be it. She was very pretty, though, and those bouncing curls were fascinating. How did they hold the curl no matter what she did? He’d never thought of hair in a scientific way before.  He understood attraction was a chemical thing, but he wasn’t convinced it was only just that—despite the documentaries and research he’d done about it.

Giving his head a shake, he turned to watch her extending the pole further. Keeping it steady at that height would be hard. He had no doubt she could do it but moved over beside her again. “I could,” he extended his arm in the air, “hold it higher.” He offered.

Kat looked at his hand in the air and then smirked. “A personal step ladder, great.” She held out the pole to him. “Move slowly over them and click this.” She pointed to the button on the handle.

He knew what he was doing but decided he’d allow her the instruction. “You should,” he pointed to the laptop, “watch and tell me if it’s what you want.”

She jolted. “Oh, for sure.” Nodding, she darted over and stood at the table; she leaned on it, a hand on either side of the machine. “Let’s do it.”
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Kat stood back and sighed. “Fruit is so boring.” She wasn’t talking to anyone, just letting the fruit know her opinion of it. 

Mitchell came up beside her. “Is it the lighting?”

She shook her head. “No. It’s boring. It just sits there being,” she sighed, “fruit.”

“Do you have to follow specific guidelines, or are you allowed to think outside the box?” He shoved his glasses up.

Chuckling, she looked up at him, “There is no box on the planet that could contain me.” Motioning to the table, she poked her finger at it. “They gave me the ingredients and packaging, that’s it.”

“Um,” he stared at the items on the table. “It is boring, like a thousand other boring ads in magazines. Where is the lunchroom? Is there a lunchroom? I have an idea.”

Flipping the curls off her face, she motioned with her head, “Down the hall, last room on the right.”

“I’ll be,” he nodded, “right back.”

She watched him leave. She could make it across the whole building in no time if she had legs that long. She looked down at her short legs, then grinned at her patchwork leather boots, but then she couldn’t wear spectacular boots. Teegan always told her that finding footwear in small sizes was easier, she shrugged; she’d take short legs and small feet over no boots. 

Sending the fruit a look of retribution, she went over to her desk and looked down at her list. Grabbing the pen, she added a note beside the one article’s shoot time. She had ideas. She always had ideas, so many ideas.  Budgeting restricted those ideas too often. 

Ciphers to ensure my sisters’ success. This has to work, there is no other way for us. 

Kat jolted and turned around. There was no one there. Scowling, she looked down to see she’d doodled on the schedule. Dropping the pen, she picked up her camera and went over to check the fruit on the laptop. Maybe it looked better than she hoped. She knew it wouldn’t, it wasn’t the fruit’s fault it was boring.

“Okay.” Mitchell hurried into the room; several things were cradled in his big arm. She could see he was struggling not to drop it. “Okay, so looking at the container and fruit,” he paused and looked at the table they sat on, “is so boring.” He jerked his head, trying to get the hair off his glasses. “What if,” he went over and set the things on the table, “we use this glass.” He held it up for her to see, “no idea whose it is, but the checker pattern on it made me think, winner.” 

“Like a race flag.” She went toward him. He was onto something here. 

He nodded, then shoved his glasses back up. “Yes. So, if we,” he frowned, “is there anything in this?” Picking up the container of the product, he gave it a shake. “Okay, yes.” He bobbed his head, “what if we mix some in the glass, then empty it,” he shrugged, “except for a little bit in the bottom.” He held up the straw.

Kat grinned up at him, “like someone just enjoyed a glass of it.”

He nodded again, looking very enthused. 

“I like it.” She picked up the spoon and handed it to him. “Mix it, then drink some so it’s not full.” She stared at the fruit. It wasn’t even real. Eyes wide, she went over to her desk and picked up her bag. It needs to be real.  Opening the side pocket, she pulled out her apple and studied it. It was perfectly imperfect. Nodding, she set the bag on the floor and turned around. 

Mitchell stood there, his cheeks puffed out and eyes huge as he looked at the glass in his hand. Setting the glass down, he darted over to the garbage can across the room. He spit into it and straightened. “Have you tasted that?”  Wiping his hand over his mouth, he scowled at the table he’d set the glass on.

“Noo.” She tried not to smirk and failed. “I try not to put junk or unknowns into my body.” She shrugged and looked at the apple in her hand. “Except chocolate.” She went back toward the table. “Chocolate doesn’t count.”

Wiping his mouth again, Mitchell shrugged, “There have been studies done on the benefits of the properties of the cocoa bean...”

She picked up the fake apple and tossed it over her shoulder. “Really?” He nodded. “See I knew it wasn’t all bad.” Picking up the bottle of water he’d used to mix the gunk, she tucked it under her arm and rearranged the remaining items on the table. “Can you change the filters on the background lighting so I can see which one works best?” She didn’t turn to see if he listened. A moment later, and green hue hit the products. “Uh, no. Next.”  

Standing back, she watched the table as he went through the filters. “That one.” She nodded and picked up the apple. Taking a big bite, she set it back down and moved it around to find the right angle as she chewed it. Standing back, she put her hands on her hips and studied the table. Much better. 

~
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While she snapped the pictures, Mitchell stood back out of the way. Helping her with this today was the most entertainment he’d had in years. Jamming his hands in his pockets, he glanced down at the desk, then pulled them out slowly. Checking that she wasn’t watching, he took his phone out and snapped a few pictures of the schedule on her desk. This he had to share with the guys and Teegan. This was a game-changer. Invigorating, exciting, and intriguing, but still, it changed everything. He grinned and straightened to watch her again. 
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The boardroom was the only place she hadn’t looked for Teegan. Kat flung the door open and then stopped in her tracks. She’d planned to catch up to Teegan, but for some reason, lately, she always seemed to have Wes or the dark, dangerous board member with her. Probably because of the new publication, she decided.

She looked at Teegan. “You are a hard lady to find, Miss Director,” she glanced to Wes and gave him a quick acknowledgment, “boss man, and,” she looked at the dangerous Leland McKay, “boss’ boss man?” She shrugged. 

“Kat, perfect timing” Teegan picked up a page off the table and came over to her. “What can you do with these?”

Taking the paper, she looked down at it and skimmed the topics on it. They were good topics, nothing close to sports and fashion. “A lot.” She nodded and glanced at her. “So many possibilities,” she gave Wes a hard look, “if I could actually go outside the building and wander around.”

Teegan looked over at Wes for a moment, “where would you go for these?”

She looked back down at the list, then held out the page. “Some nurseries, gardens, parks,” she’d love to work outside all day, “somewhere different, with not-the-norm people, and I’m good with nature shots,” she pointed to the door, “some of the paintings Ann did are from my photographs.”

Teegan nodded, “I know, I love those.” She bit her lip and looked back at the men for a second.

Kat would have held her breath, but her pulse thrummed at the thought of it being considered. 

“Okay.” Teeg smiled at her, “As long as the next shoots are set up for the layouts, take tomorrow and see what you can come up with.”

“Really,” she chewed her gum vigorously for a second and looked from Wes back to Teegan. “I get to go on a field trip?”

Teegan laughed. “Yes. Please behave.”

Frowning, Kat pointed to the window, “That time wasn’t my fault. That moron stepped in front of my perfect shot...”

Wes held up his hand, “Just use your words.” He frowned. “On second thought, just walk away.”

Teegan went over and put the paper back on the large table. “Or maybe not take pictures if you accidentally push people off the dock.”

Crossing her arms in front of her chest, she blew a bubble and let it pop loudly. “Fine.” She held out her hand for the list again. 

“I’ll send you a list,” Teegan said, then sat down in the chair and picked up her cup. 

Kat nodded a few times. She was getting a day out of the building with her camera for work, it had been a while since that happened. She remembered why she had been looking for Teegan in the first place. “Oh, thanks.” She grinned, “Today went so much better with the new guy.” She rolled her eyes, “The intern punk is my runner now.” She nodded. “A much better purpose for him. He can text all he wants between the print and layout offices.”

Wes leaned against the table by the wall. “The new guy?” He glanced at Teegan.

Teegan gave her a confused look.

“Good one.” Kat shook her head. They were awful at joking around. “Like you don’t know who I’m talking about.”

“I don’t,” Mister Dangerous said, “know who we’re talking about.”

Kat lifted her arm in the air, “The big guy, Mitch, he was awesomeness with the lights and,” she blew a bubble and popped it, “Wait until you see the shots for the energy gunk.”  She bobbed her head, chewing the gum excitedly.

“Mitchell.” Wes said in a quiet voice, giving Teegan a weird look for a second before he turned back to look at her. “He was helpful?”

“Duh, yeah.” Kat shrugged, “good talk.” She nodded, “Send me the list so I can think of places to go.” She went over and opened the door, “And I’m taking the new guy with me tomorrow. He can watch for shots while I drive to locations.”

“I’m sure he’ll love that.” Teegan gave her a wide-eyed look.

Kat laughed. Teegan always complained about her driving. “Oh, you might want to get a new copy editor for the Salem pieces.” She jerked her thumb toward the hall, “I stopped to get some quick prints, and Bonnie is losing it out there mumbling to

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
leverything.
: ’i ything
: '

4 {%’““

Ancestor’s Enchantment Trilogy
Book 2






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





