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​Prologue
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​AD 332

THEY CALLED HIM MANY things. You. Small one. Bastard. Dagvulf. That last one was his favorite, though. Day Wolf. 

They began calling him Dagvulf because he wasn’t afraid to bite the hand that fed him. His hair and skin were sun-bruised but he acted like he was made of the night, of the darkest depths of a velvet sky. He was a wild slip of a boy, teeth sharpened on the fists of his elders. He was used to slightly raw meat, the scraps of a meal hastily prepared. Eating with his hands, quickly, the coppery tang of blood mixing with the dirt under his fingernails. There was never any time to sit and enjoy the taste. Never any time to sit and feel the sun sink into his skin. Often, he was shuffled between hands, forced into small spaces, huddled together with others who looked like him.

Until, one day, the hands didn’t hold metal and reproof—but fabric soaked in water, fragrant oils stinging his nose. It hurt his face, his hands, his feet. They dressed him in linen and gave him wooden shoes that were a little too big.

He was more clothed than he had ever been in his entire life.

He hated it.

But when the dark-skinned, bright-eyed boy poked his head around his mother’s robes, little hand clutching the white fabric like a lifeline, Dagvulf knew what his purpose was to be. 

Soon, Dagvulf held another name in his hands: Quintus Domitius Julianus Gothulus. Little Goth. He added it to the ongoing list, though Dagvulf remained his favorite.

​AD 362

THE SAND HURTS. IT feels as if it is permanently slid between his teeth and wedged under his eyelids. Centuries later, it’s a feeling Dagvulf will be happy to forget, but for now, as he trudges across the sea of endless dunes, it’s all he can think of. Quintus Domitius Julianus is beside him. Once his owner, now his friend—his brother, he amends—for whom he was named. Quintus hates his name. Dagvulf always felt it was a luxury to hate something given to you at birth—names like that are gods-given. If only he had been so lucky. His name came from the tongue of a man and it flows from his own tongue as such. 

So, Dagvulf has always called him Domitius. The tamed. They are a pair, he always felt. The wild beast and the tamed serpent. Except it’s the other way around these days. Domitius, ready to strike at the slightest provocation. Dagvulf, willing to sit and bide his time—or worse, follow along behind Domitius wherever he goes. Not that Dagvulf minds. He would go to the ends of the earth for his brother, and he knows the sentiment is reciprocated. 

It’s why they are here, though, far away from the relative safety of camp, wandering in the desert in search of some half-spoken treasure. Dagvulf isn’t very forgiving at the moment. Domitius doesn’t need the treasure. He has plenty of familial wealth at his back. But the man seems to live off praise and compliments alone. Glory, even. 

He’s gone mad, he thinks, watching Domitius stumble forward. There’s nothing here but sand and death. 

Dagvulf stops. “Dom,” he says, but his voice is snatched away by the sand. He tries again. “Brother, stop.” But the sound is even weaker the second time, and he shakes his head, taking another shuffling step forward.

They are surrounded by rich blue dunes, but they are rich only in number and not gold or jewels. He’s forgotten the difference between earth and sky. They are the same—one golden mass surrounding them, and he and his brother are specks of dust, bandied about by some nameless god smirking down on them. Thin shadows stretch in front of them like dark mocking creatures. The sun is a third brother. 

The sound of Domitius falling hits his ears like thunder. His lips are dry, cracked. His voice is the same. He joins Domitius, falling heavily on his knees as he presses a hand against his brother’s chest. Still breathing. Still alive. We can do this, he thinks. He grips Domitius’s arms, pulls him up and over his shoulders, taking on the weight with a grimace. Muscles clenched, teeth gnashing against each other, he takes one unsteady step. He pauses, then takes another. The third step is stronger. Steadier. 

His spine straightens and he continues on, feet sliding through the sand. When he comes across the gaping maw of a dark cave, he takes a few stumbling steps inside heedless of what new dangers it may hold inside. The cave could lead down to Tartarus, and he’d be happy for the change in scenery.

Then, all he knows is darkness.

***
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HE AWAKES WITH A START. Domitius is still beside him, sleeping peacefully, though his breath is too shallow, too weak.

The air in the cave is still and heavy. They are no longer alone. He reaches for his knife but finds it missing.

The woman sits in front of him, her legs tucked underneath her. She smiles knowingly and holds up her hand. The glint of his blade is recognizable even from a distance. Moonlight arcs off of the steel as she tilts it lovingly. 

“You are dying,” she says. Her voice washes over him like cool water. She looks past him, at the prone figure of Domitius. “But he is even closer to death than you, boy.”

He almost laughs at being called boy by a woman who is clearly ten years his junior, but his chest feels heavy with something odd—maybe it’s the hand of death, pressing against his sternum—and no sound escapes his lips. He coughs and tries again. “Please. Help.”

“I can help you,” she says, “and maybe him, if you’d like. But I’ll need a promise.”

“Anything.” The word seems to echo around them, a shadow climbing the walls of the cave. 

“Tell me your name.”

“Julianus—”

“No. Your true name.”

“Dagvulf.” He swallows, grit scratching against the back of his throat. “And yours?”

She laughs and the sound reaches his ears like the trickle of a river. “I am the Undying.” She shifts closer to him, leaning forward so that her curtain of dark hair surrounds him, cuts him off from anything beyond her eyes. He can see his reflection in the crimson pools that surround her pupils. Her breath is against his lips and it tastes sweet, like wine he yearns to drink. “Before I help you, you must say it. Say you will worship the Undying Atossa, who kneels before you.”

The words leave his mouth, though his muscles move with an outside force. It isn’t until she smiles that he realizes what he’s done, when her pale lips spread apart like raven’s wings and the glint of her teeth matches the one on his blade, that he truly understands what her salvation brings. 

The mineral tang of blood fills the air, and it reminds him of the ocean. 

The sharp gasp of Domitius reminds him of his promise to his adopted family. 

And the sharp fangs against his neck reminds him that death is the only thing he truly fears.
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​Chapter 1
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​December 23rd

THE MOON IS NOT HENRY’S friend. It is hanging high in the sky, a pale waxing gibbous watching from the heavens. Yet it holds no warmth this evening. No grin, he thinks. Its coldness shines down on him, a mocking deity.

He runs across the slicked-wet planks of the boardwalk, the ferry bell clanging to the beat of his frantic heart. His lungs hurt from running, but he has to get to the ferry.

Tonight.

He can’t wait any longer. He is losing time, just as the sky loses daylight.

The coins almost slip from his hand as he exchanges them for a ticket. He mumbles his thanks at the attendant and boards the boat, the same sleek dark teal as the ocean it sits upon. He taps his foot as he looks out at the view, the silhouettes of the twin islands, Ilton and Astra, looming closer. As the trip stretches beyond the present into a murky nothingness of endless seconds, he is comforted only by his growing proximity to his destination: Ilton, his childhood home. The familiar shape breaking apart the horizon, like a pile of trinkets carelessly dumped at the bottom of a closet, beckons him.

The island feels like a forgotten sweater or a lost book. He’s sure the landscape began as wild trees and feral flowers towering over its inhabitants, but it has since become a mass of hodgepodge manufactured structures. The shapes are currently made even more abstract by the blanket of snow that is settling over the island with surprising speed.

Is it really Christmas already?

He grew up on the island, and he knows about its eccentricities, such as the wayward weather spell that was cast more than a few decades ago. The spell, like clockwork, brings three days of snow to the island. He’s sure there is someone who could dismantle it, but so far no one has bothered.

Besides, it was always quite a treat. Snowball fights with his cousins. Ice skating in the town square. Lining up along with the other children to sled down the hill in Mr. Prather’s backyard.

His mother would bundle him in layers of wool, and somehow, in the miraculous carelessness of youth, he would lose the layers, one by one, until all he was wearing was a sweater and jeans.

“You’ll catch your death,” his mother would say. It made him think of Death as a blackbird caught in a net, which was oddly comforting. Death was something to overcome, to hold onto until ready for its release upon which, presumably, it would turn on its captor and sink its claws into his shoulders to carry him away.

He thought he felt those claws once. He was seventeen. He had nightmares for weeks—still does from time to time—waking up in a cold sweat. Leo probably has worse nightmares, he thinks. Fitting that that harrowing experience should come to him now after the stoic Bureau agent told him...well, he doesn’t want to think about it yet.

After he sees Rowena.

He must ask Rowena.

Maybe after this is all done, he will stay for Christmas day. His parents have passed away, but his sister still lives on Ilton, in the split-level townhome on the south coast. He could pop around and say hello, see how the street has changed since his youth.

If Dante’s Market is open, he should pick up a small gift for his niece. A box of chocolates or a snow globe, perhaps.

He fingers the edge of his ferry ticket in his jacket pocket, a bejeweled Ilton inching forward.

Yes, when this is over, perhaps he will stay a while.

***
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​December 24th

HARVEST ROSENBLOOM grumbles under her breath as her boots sink into the snow. Hazel doesn’t even like yams, she thinks. “No one likes yams,” she says to the stillness, which is perhaps a little unfair to the tuber. Truly, it’s not the yams that are bothering her.

It’s the fact that the lack of yams seemed to highlight the lack of other, supposedly essential, items: a pack of white candles, a roll of tape, dish sponges, and an extra bottle of seltzer water. More so, it was the almost immediate shuffling of responsibility that has Harvest crunching through the snow when she would much rather be at home, warm by the fireplace with a book in her lap.

Although the absence of yams was brought up by Hazel with the same tone and gravity as one would discuss the importance of air or clean drinking water, Hazel herself was far too busy to rectify this particular disgrace. “I’m helping Aunt Trixie with something for work,” she said, with a surprising amount of humility.

Hazel, like Harvest, works for the Bureau, an investigative organization whose authority oversees anyone with mischief in their blood—ancient magic passed down by birth, bite, or curse.

However, unlike Harvest, her sister’s employment was not a choice. While Harvest is a trained agent for the Serious Crimes Division, Hazel is a Magi-Tech associate hired as a part of her Bureau-mandated service for a string of high-profile thefts. While Hazel did not participate in the criminal operation, she provided artifacts that allowed the heists to happen—stumping Bureau agents for almost a year.

They could have put her in prison for a few years; instead, someone decided it would behoove them to retain her services for their benefit.

It was probably Aunt Trixie, she thinks. Aunt Trixie is on the Council, which is the governing body of the Bureau. Harvest doesn’t know half of what Aunt Trixie’s job responsibilities include. Her own security clearance is far below that of her aunt. And her sister’s, apparently, who absconded to the library with Aunt Trixie immediately after voicing her observation about the absence of yams. Harvest’s father, Theodore, was in his home brewing lab—which is really just the garage—and in the midst of a particularly delicate bottling process that he couldn’t interrupt.

Aunt Bea, Aunt Trixie’s wife, was prepping the turkey. She needed to get it in the oven as soon as possible if it were to be thoroughly cooked in time for dinner. Plus, there’s the pumpkin and apple pies to make and the table still needs to be set and those potatoes won’t scallop themselves.

And so, the responsibility fell onto the shoulders of the youngest Rosenbloom, Harvest. She dutifully bundled herself up and began to make her way to the town square, veering at the last second to take the long way through the pine forest at the heart of the island, hoping to at least savor a few minutes of brisk solitude. But, of course, the cold soon soured her mood and a thin layer of sweat broke out on her forehead and upper lip, adding a distinctive sense of inconvenience to it all.

Now, as she makes her way through the thick mounds of snow, her boots crunching loudly in the stillness of the early evening, she distracts herself from the trek by allowing her mind to wander where it has wandered a little too frequently as of late: her colleague, Julian Quinn. Although she passed her agent exam with a high score, she knows she would not be where she’s at in the Bureau without the Whitmore case under her belt—and she is acutely aware that she was only allowed to work on that case because Quinn vouched for her.

Although they haven’t worked together since October, he has become a bit of a landmark among the jumble of desks, computer screens, and whiteboards that fill the SCD office. She would never say so to him, but she has acquired the habit of searching for his tousled bronze hair, looking for the sharp line of his shoulders as he listens to his team talk about whatever murder they’re investigating. Even with her attention being pulled by the email she is answering or something a coworker is saying, she knows when he arrives and when he leaves.

She passes in the shadow of a tall pine tree and glances up as the sharp call of a bird floats down from above as if cheering her on. In the distance, she can see the vague shadow of the hill that marks the very center of Ilton. She’s sure that an island off the coast of Florida shouldn’t have such a varied landscape, but, of course, Ilton is not a normal island. The fae legends say that the twin islands, Ilton and Astra, were brought up from the ocean floor by the High King for his daughters who wouldn’t stop arguing. The islands were populated exclusively by the fae until, one day, they grew bored and moved on, returning to the Fae-Lands in what Harvest vaguely understands as some sort of alternate dimension.

But the lesson Harvest was given as a child from her mother was that it was the mischief in the sand that drew the island’s first residents to the land. She can feel it now, too, as she walks: a familiar buzzing in the air—like tinnitus but a much more welcome affliction. She loves her life on the mainland, in Valkaria, but understands why magical families tend to stay on Ilton. She feels acutely connected to her own magic here.

Continuing through the cluster of trees, she wonders briefly where Quinn is spending Christmas. Doubtless, he won’t be joining a rousing chorus of carols or happily donning a festive sweater. Surely being a centuries-old vampire takes the charm out of such earthly festivities.

Her thoughts return again to early October, when the Whitmore case led them here, to Ilton. They both took small allowances, testing the boundaries between work colleague and friend. Friend and maybe-lover. Really, it was so small, she doubts Quinn even remembers the kiss on his cheek or how he held her as she slept, worn down by anxiety and, unbeknownst to her at the time, the weight of the ethereal chain that linked her soul to their murder victim.

Pulling her thoughts away from Quinn, Harvest slips her phone out of her pocket to check the time, but actually she wants to read the text message she received last night, pondering its phrasing not for the first time since it arrived.

It’s from Dominic, a vampire who owns a bar in a renovated lighthouse on the mainland with the refreshingly straightforward name of the Lighthouse. He is also, for all intents and purposes, Quinn’s brother.

The text message sits between an ongoing conversation with Ronan, her best friend and roommate, and a message from a wrong number. It is brief, to the point, and worded politely enough to give her an out, if she so desires.

There’s a new art exhibition opening at the museum next Friday. Let me know if you want to go. We could grab a drink after.

She would like to think that the message came out of the blue, but, truly, there have been hints for the past few weeks, subtle flirting that has only become more noticeable with every interaction. She started frequenting the Lighthouse after she discovered that they have fried pickles on the menu, but stuck around for the conversations with Dominic, who is friendly, incredibly attractive, and surprisingly funny. Conversations with him always begin authentically and flow seamlessly from topic to topic, no awkward pauses or post-interaction anxiety making her wonder if she said the right thing. Even though he is technically working during these interactions, Dominic doesn’t seem to mind. The conversations are only ever interrupted by a disgruntled customer in need of a refill.

The attention is certainly not unwanted, but her last relationship ended fairly recently and quite acrimoniously. Ronan tells her that she needs to get back out there, but she insists that she’s not ready to start dating again.

Is that still true?

Maybe.

Of course, she knows why she is really hesitating, and she allows herself to think it now, in the silence of the snow and the stillness of the forest.

Quinn.

He had been interested in her before she started seeing her last boyfriend, and now that she is single again, she is waiting to see if he will make a move again.

Not that he’s given her any indication that he would do such a thing. As far as she knows, Quinn is still casually dating Dr. Burrows, the medical examiner who has become somewhat of a friend in the past few months. She and Vivienne met up for drinks a week ago and although their conversation stayed far away from Agent Julian Quinn, she also didn’t mention anything to the contrary and Harvest didn’t want to ask.

Before she can type out an answer to Dominic’s message, just to delete it unsent as she has done several times since she received it, she trips on something heavy hiding in the snow. The phone slips out of her hand and, almost without thought, she presses her thumb and forefinger together, the word “Stop” traveling on her breath.

Harvest doesn’t use magic as casually as her family. She doesn’t rely on mischief to do things like open doors or clean the dishes, and, even then, she prefers the more sophisticated arrangements of words she learned as a child—variations of Arabic, Latin, and French twisted together to form the language of witches. However, the simple command comes to her before she realizes, spurned by the irrational fear of losing her phone. 

She feels the word burst like a bubble in the middle of her chest, the mischief in her voice burning at the back of her throat. The phone obeys her command and stops its descent with a jerk. With a deep breath, she pulls her arm back as if grasping onto an invisible string, and her phone gently floats back up to her hand. She slips it into her pocket as she glances down to see what she tripped over.

She freezes at the sight of a hand, turning white with frost and tinged with blue decay. Bending down, she gently brushes the snow to the side to confirm that it is, in fact, a dead body.

As troubling as this is, Harvest is even more alarmed by the fact that the hand she tripped over is not empty.

Inside the curled, frozen fingers, is a business card with a familiar crest and an even more familiar name.
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​Chapter 2
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JULIAN QUINN DOES NOT care for Christmas. This is hardly surprising considering that he has lived through more than a thousand years of winter holidays, that, in one way or another, can be considered Christmas.

He remembers the festivals of his youth, days-long and filled with over-indulgence and very public displays of emotions. He remembers the Middle Ages, when Christmas was celebrated in much the same way. The Victorians certainly knew how to celebrate Christmas, as well, but even then, the day was just a normal day to him. There was just more greenery hung up about the place. He’s glad, at least, that the cheerless view of the holiday forced by the Protestant Reformation has been tempered by time, if only because it made the day even more boring. He’d take Christmas in the twenty-first century over that any day: at least now, it’s again acceptable to drink oneself senseless. Not that he can get drunk in his state of interminable damnation, but it’s the principle of the matter.

He is sitting at the bar at the Lighthouse, which is quickly filling up. Luckily everyone here seems to share Quinn’s apathy toward the winter holiday. He appreciates that there are no Christmas lights, no plastic Santa Clauses, no tinsel, and certainly no Christmas songs. The one concession to the holiday is the wassail which is on special today. Quinn declined a glass when he arrived with a shudder.

Instead, he opted for his standard Midori and Coke, which is a code word for blood. Not that the code is needed at the Lighthouse.

Although it exists in the sliver between the magic and non-magic communities of  Valkaria, there is a symbol on the door that marks the Lighthouse as a safe space for magical residents of the area. More importantly, the symbol ensures that the building looks derelict and closed to those who do not recognize it.

Valkaria may look like an average-sized, rural municipality on the map, insignificant due to its lack of notable landmarks or tourist-worthy attractions, but the reality is that there is an unspoken divide. A line splits the town in half: the north is all magic and mischief while the south is not. Epithets for the non-magical vary among the magical species, but at the end of the day, it doesn’t matter the language used. The divide must be maintained and so it is, through the continued efforts of the Valkaria’s northern residents. The welcoming symbols are just one of the ways to delineate which side of town is which.

Of course, it’s not the symbol itself that matters, merely the presence of one. All welcoming signs are variations of the symbol for salt, the carved or painted lines denoting a circle of protection that is largely agreed upon more so than physical.

In other words, there is no need to keep one’s mischief to oneself.

Quinn clinks his glass against Dominic’s in a silent cheers and takes a long sip, savoring the thick liquid. It hits the back of his throat, and he feels his teeth sharpen in response. He knows if he were to smile now, he would look every bit of the vampire that he is: sharp canine teeth, chiseled cheekbones, smoldering amber eyes, slim physique.

When Quinn’s glass is empty, Dominic refills it with Ferro-Kina. “Have you heard from Harvest?” he asks, innocently, as he pours.

But Dominic is far from innocent.

Quinn is aware that his friend is interested in his colleague. On the surface, he supposes this is a good thing. Harvest may not be perfect, but she does generally try to be a good person (the one notable exception being her affair with her sister’s fiance, Ezra, which sounds more torrid than it actually was). She’s intelligent, empathetic, and—something Quinn holds above all else—a good agent. She deserves a functional, loving relationship, especially considering that her last relationship was the opposite of functional.

Her last boyfriend had been Quinn’s friend, too, though they haven’t spoken since Ezra was brought in for questioning related to the possible murder of Hazel Rosenbloom.

The murder was a false alarm: it was a murder, just not of Hazel Rosenbloom. However, Ezra showed his true colors during the dissolution of his relationship with Harvest, his words harsh and abusive, hinting at something far more controlling than Quinn had realized. Not that Quinn hasn’t said something along the same lines at some point in his existence. For a very brief moment, he held Aristotle’s belief that women are a sort-of defective version of men. He has long since re-examined his position on this matter, acknowledging, irrevocably, the error of his logic.

He isn’t sure when Dominic set his eyes on Harvest. Was it when he saved her from a vampire attack while she was working on the Whitmore case? Was it when he later killed the vampire with a fae-forged dagger? Dominic does like to save people.

“Not lately,” Quinn says, taking a sip of his drink.

“No cases?”

“Not together. She’s been working with Fitz. They just closed a big one.”

Agent Olivia Fitzgerald is the head of the Serious Crimes Division, the largest department within the Bureau. She is technically Quinn’s boss, too. Thankfully, the Bureau has yet to succumb to the overdeveloped departmental structure from which other similar organizations seem to suffer. Quinn’s team exists within SCD, but focuses solely on suspicious deaths while enjoying a fair amount of autonomy. Other teams within the department, like the one Harvest joined, tend to focus more on things like theft, illegal drugs, kidnapping, and fraud.

He isn’t familiar with the details of the case Harvest had been working on, but he would often see her hunched over her desk, rifling through files or, sometimes, just staring at the photographs and evidence pinned on the bulletin board that housed the components of her case, like mixed-up puzzle pieces waiting for a steady hand. Her dedication is admirable, but worries him. He doesn’t want her to burn out before her first full year as an agent. He thought about telling her as much, but there never seemed to be an appropriate moment.

If anything, Dominic might help her loosen up, he thinks.

“She’s spending Christmas on Ilton, though.” He absentmindedly twists the ring on his pinky finger, the mischief in the metal a familiar buzz against his skin. “Why?”

Dominic shrugs. “Just curious. How’s Vivienne?”

“With her new boyfriend.”

“Ah. And how do you feel about that?”

“It’s fine,” he says. His tone is casual and, for once, it’s not hiding anything underneath. When Vivienne broke things off between them a few days ago, he was somewhat relieved to know it was because she found someone else. He cared about her, but he had always viewed their relationship as casual. Although she never said as much, he knows she considered it as more than casual.

He takes a sip of his drink, pausing to savor the immediate hit of floral flavor. He tries not to let it remind him of Harvest—white flowers in the moonlight—and focuses on the bitter, coppery bite at the end.

As if on cue, his phone buzzes, and they both look down to see Harvest’s name. He answers, noting that Dominic has respectfully stepped away. Not that it matters. As a vampire, Dominic has exceptionally sharp hearing, just like Quinn, who has no trouble hearing Harvest over the sounds of the crowd around him.

“I’ve found a body,” she begins. “Male, mid-to-late-fifties maybe, wearing a blue sweater and a gray jacket. He’s clutching your business card.”

He curses under his breath.

***
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“HENRY FAULKNER. I QUESTIONED him yesterday,” says Quinn.

The area where Henry Faulkner was found is right on the trail through the pine forest. The trail has completely disappeared under the snow, but the trees are lined up along the edge, forming an obvious pathway. They’ve cleared the area around the body, but the sense of urgency is palpable, as the crushed pine needles on the forest floor are becoming powdery with snow again.

The fifty-nine year old retired architect lies on his back, his eyes staring unseeing at the tree limbs above. Besides the fact that he is deceased, there seems to be nothing wrong. He looks frozen in time, a still photograph stuck to the forest floor. Henry must have rushed out of his home almost as soon as Quinn left him. He didn’t even have time to change into more appropriate clothing, still donning the blue sweater he was wearing yesterday. The lightweight sweater and jacket may have been sufficient for the fifty-degree weather in Valkaria, but not for the freezing temperatures of Ilton.

Quinn had done much the same, rushing to catch the last ferry of the evening. Luckily, he has no such considerations when it comes to his own wardrobe. He can still feel extreme cold but he is not as bothered by it as he was when he was human. 

He wears a simple wool coat over his suit—unlike Harvest, who, as they walked from the docks, continued to rub her hands together in an effort to warm herself up. He could hear her teeth chattering, and he silently handed her the pair of leather gloves he keeps in his coat pocket. They’re too big for her, but she took them gratefully.

She adjusts the gloves and looks up at him. “Why were you questioning him?”

“He was listed as next-of-kin for Sunny Blackwood,” he says, tearing his gaze away from the lifeless form of Henry Faulkner to look at Harvest and Lottie.

Due to Ilton’s size and population, the island doesn’t have a proper Bureau office. Instead, there is a loose arrangement of contract employees that act as liaisons until Bureau agents from the mainland can make their way over. Lottie Nobel is one such liaison, and both Quinn and Harvest know her from the Whitmore case.

“Blackwood was a werewolf who was found deceased in her living room two days ago,” he adds.

Sunny Blackwood’s cause of death was not what one would classify as suspicious—at least not immediately so—but Quinn took on the investigation because everyone else was out-of-office for the holiday.

Plus, he was bored.

He
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