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We Rob a Bank


Birthdays are  supposed to be a time of celebration.
I assumed that the morning of my twelfth birthday would be a relaxing, fun day with my friends. After all, it was the first birthday where I actually had friends, and we had some hardcore plans: rounds of mini-golf, playing video games, and eating lots and lots of cake.
But as is the case with most things in my life, nothing went as planned.
Take the beginning of my life, for example. Most people are born to two loving parents who raise them and cherish them forever. Me? According to the foster system documents, I was abandoned by my parents when I was just a baby. Really, that's what it says: "Amy Jones, Found at One Week of Age."
And for eleven years, nobody else seemed to want me, either. "She's odd," one family said before sending me back to the group home, citing the fact that I had taken an interest in magic. "The other children think she's strange," another would say about the same thing. Time after time after time, I would be rejected and thrown out.
Then there was Arikala Academy. A school designed for weirdos like me, where studying magic was not only allowed but encouraged. I was partly forced to go there by my last foster family, but it turned out to be the best thing for me. I met my two best friends, Cassidy Farron and Nadia Patel, learned how to perform sorcery, and even stopped the school from burning down (long story).
At the end of the school year, Cassidy's aunt and not-so-secret agent, Becca Nox, offered for me to come and stay with them over the summer. She was moving into a big apartment in the city, and I could even have my own bedroom. My own bedroom! Living with my best friend! Oh, it felt like a dream.
But dreams don't last forever.


"Amy, it's time to get up!" Becca's voice called through my bedroom door on the morning of my twelfth birthday. As she began to open it, she continued "Amy Jones, up and at 'em! You're going to sleep through…oh!"
Her surprise probably didn't come from the fact that she found me floating a few inches above the ground. After all, in a house where one of her adopted daughters could move water with her mind, magic wasn't unfamiliar. But the fact that I was upside-down, with my red hair touching the floor and my pajama shirt halfway over my face, admittedly wasn't my best look. Tapping a finger against a rune on a nearby piece of paper, I faceplanted into the carpet.
"Hello," I groaned. "Lovely morning, isn't it?"
Becca crossed her arms and frowned at me. "What did we say about testing new spells?"
"'Only do it when you can be there to supervise…" I grumbled. "But I had everything under control!"
"You floating upside-down is under control?"
Okay, she had me there. "I just…really thought I had it that time."
Her face softened, which made me feel even worse. It wasn't often you got a kind expression on Becca's face. Not that she was mean or anything. But between her dark clothing and serious demeanor, she gave off major 'secret agent' vibes. Probably because she was one.
The phone clipped to her waist buzzed. The first sign of trouble.
"What's up?" she answered. There was a pause as the person on the other line relayed information. I watched as she gave me a nervous look. "Are…are you sure you can't get somebody else? It's just that…yes, sir, I understand." With a resigned sigh, she ended the call.
I spoke before she had a chance to. "You're leaving again."
"I am."
Grief hit me like a ton of bricks. My first birthday party, and it was already going awry.
Another girl's voice shouted from a different room. "You're leaving again?"
Cassidy Farron came around the corner. She looked like what you get when you cross a gymnast with Joan of Arc, complete with the inherent magical ability to summon a magical shield at-will. Since she's also the Water Dancer, meaning she could control water with her mind, she was pretty much the perfect heroic package.
Becca put a comforting hand on my shoulder. "Something's going on in the city, but I'll be back as soon as I can. Don't worry. We will still make today extra-special."
She meant well, but all three of us knew it was a lie. Any time she got called out on assignment, it always meant that Cassidy and I were on our own for the rest of the day. We'd be lucky if we saw her before bedtime.
"Nadia should be over in an hour," Becca continued, at this point she was already in her own bedroom collecting things. I peeked inside and caught sight of her strapping a gun to her hip. My eyes widened. "I left my present for you on the kitchen table, but please hold off opening it until I get back!"
Before we had a chance to say anything more, she was out the door.
Cassidy glanced at me and raised a questioning eyebrow. "Of course," I said, knowing full well what she was asking.
In a flash of brown hair, she darted into her room and came out with two things. One was a police scanner. The other was a box covered in dinosaur-themed wrapping paper.
"Happy birthday!" she said, beaming at me. "Go ahead and open it."
I opened the paper delicately, not wanting to tear it. Not in all twelve years of life had anyone gotten me a birthday present before. I was not about to destroy this one. After carefully unwrapping it and opening the box that lay hidden inside, I found a necklace with a green emerald on it.
"It's identical to mine," she said as I held it up. "I thought this way we can be twinsies!"
Tears welled up in my eyes. "I…it's…I love it!!!" Nobody had ever given me a present before, and here my friend had just given me something absolutely perfect. What goddess had I pleased to earn this?
I wrapped her in a tight hug, and then she helped me put it on. The metal chain felt cold, but in a comforting way. Like I was always going to have a reminder of her, no matter where we were.
"...repeat, reports of a superhuman event taking place at the First Arikala National Bank on Main Street," chirped a voice from the police scanner. Cassidy had turned it on and was now listening intently to it. "All available units, please respond. We have reports of hostages and numerous individuals armed with guns, along with a man with a dragon-head staff."
I looked up at Cassidy, who growled, "Botha."
Professor Mikel Botha was our spellcraft teacher last year. He was fantastic, and supportive, and all the things you'd want a teacher to be. But there was a darkness there, too - he had been jealous of then-principal Mister Roku and set off multiple attacks against the school. Cassidy, Nadia, and I stopped him, but he got away. Now Cassidy wanted nothing more than to be the person to bring him to justice.
"I'll get my gear if you can please get a teleportation spell ready," she instructed.
"Don't you think Becca can handle this?" I asked, biting my lip. "I'm not sure she would like us going after him…"
"Of course she won't. But it has to be us. Nobody knows Botha like we do."
There was no use arguing with her. I hurried back into my room and got out a small tablet. Until about a month ago, it had actually been a large book - given to me by none other than Professor Botha himself - but then one morning I woke up and it had just…changed. The word Sacronomicon was engraved on the metal surface in gold lettering, and it still served as an encyclopedia on spellcraft. But now I could type in a search query and download games to it, too.
I tapped the screen, and the device flared to life. Creating a teleportation spell was so easy, I could practically do that in my sleep now. If we were jumping into a fight, though, I would need some other spells, too. While Cassidy finished gathering her equipment, I quickly drew a few extra runes in preparation.
"Ready?" Cassidy stood in the doorway. Two pouches were stopped to her waist. Full of water, no doubt. The tattoo on her hand, which gave her the power to summon a magical shield, glowed softly with anticipation.
I nodded. "Let's do this." She grabbed my left hand, and I tapped the rune on the screen with my right.


The first time I teleported myself, I almost got sick. It had felt as if my guts were being ripped out of my body. Now, teleporting was a thrill, like I was hopping on the world's most intense roller coaster doing a thousand loop-de-loops, all in the span of a second. It was exhilarating. One moment, we were in my bedroom. The next, we had entered a massive bank.
Immediately, I took in as many details as I could. The floor was made up of ornate tiles, which created fun swirling patterns beneath our feet. The ceiling was held up by these giant granite pillars, and in the center of the wide space the ceiling stretched up into a dome eighty feet above our heads. It was full of people, many of whom were cowering behind or under the dozens of desks which occupied the space. At the front of the room, flanking wide windows, were four men wearing ski masks and carrying assault rifles. Police were already outside, evidenced by the red-and-blue lights that were flashing through the glass.
It took a moment for the armed goons to notice us. "Hey!" one shouted. "Get down on the ground!" He pointed his weapon in our direction.
Cassidy actually smiled. "Work on teleporting the innocent people outside," she instructed. With a flick of her wrist, a blue, glowing shield flashed to life in front of her. "I'm going to have a chat with these fine gentlemen."
I grinned. "Have fun."
As she launched herself at them, I ran over to some nearby adults. "We're here to help," I assured them. "Please, gather around me and I'll get you out of here." They hesitantly shuffled close together, undoubtedly very confused about why a couple of preteen kids were fighting gun-toting bad guys. Once I was sure they were all holding hands, I tapped another rune on my tablet.
We teleported to the street outside. Police vehicles were swarming the place, with armed officers kneeling behind their cars. "We're here to help!" I repeated. That same moment, glass shattered and, in a torrent of water, an armed goon crashed against the side of a squad car. "I'll be back with more hostages!"
I teleported back inside to get the next group as gunfire sounded. Cassidy was holding her own, as I knew she would. The bullets simply crumpled against her shield and clattered harmlessly to the ground. At the same time, she was grabbing one of the guys with a tentacle of water and flung him out to the waiting officers. She was Cassidy Farron, champion of the people, and no single henchman was going to take her down.
I managed to get two more groups outside when the real trouble began. Apparently our efforts had garnered the attention of more bad guys that had been deeper in the back of the bank. Now they were swarming out, ready for a fight. "Cassidy!" I warned, teleporting to her side.
She managed to spin around and bring her shield up just as they started to open fire. "There's a lot more of them than I thought," she admitted. "Maybe we should- rocket launcher!"
Sure enough, one of the goons was pointing a large, barrel-shaped object at us. "On it!" I called, quickly shuffling to a new rune and making some modifications. As the projectile rocketed toward us, I tapped the screen.
The missile stopped in mid-air, its smoke trail fizzling out like a campfire someone had poured sand over. All of the bad guys looked confused, but I was grinning. Freeze spell for the win!
My joy didn't last long. Apparently rockets don't like being forced to stop like that, and, as we all watched, it began to shudder. First, only a little. Then its seizures became more prominent, until it was noticeably rocking back and forth. A few seconds later, it exploded.
Thankfully, nobody was close to it when it went off, but the shrapnel went everywhere, pinging against Cassidy's shield with a metallic sound. It had also been right next to one of the granite pillars, which shattered apart from the resulting explosion. Dust and chunks of rock scattered across the room. Part of the ceiling fell with a loud thunk, only stopping thanks to the remaining pillars.
Cassidy looked worried. "I think we need to-"
"Already on it." I was tapping away at my screen before she even started to speak. We needed backup.
A fun fact about teleportation spells: they aren't all that different from summoning monsters. Really, the main difference is just that a summoning is a kind of request that doesn't get fulfilled until the monster is forced (or agrees) to come through. So when a rune appeared in the air above us, promising the arrival of something new, all of the bad guys took a few steps back. After all, I could have been summoning anything. A snarling hellhound. A monstrous Gargantula.
I guarantee, however, that they did not expect a screaming teenager.
"GERONIMO, SUCKAS!" A Hispanic girl hurtled through the air and landed squarely in the center of a group of baddies. Two glowing gauntlets appeared around her fists, and with a few select punches, she sent her nearest foes flying through the air.
Samantha Torres. A seventeen year-old student at the same school as Cassidy and me. Just like Cassidy, the top of her right hand was branded with a glowing tattoo. Unlike Cassidy, however, Samantha had the power to control gravity with her glowing fists: the Gravity Gauntlets, she called them.
Case in point, I watched as Samantha smacked the ground with one of her fists and sent a group of three goons rocketing backwards. Another smack, and two desks flew in front of her to block an incoming hailstorm of bullets. "A little help here!" she called.
I nudged Cassidy, who grabbed my elbow. We teleported to Samantha's side, and Cassidy put her shield out to properly block all of the gunfire. "Are we sure Botha is here?" Samantha shouted back to us. "This just seems like your run-of-the-mill bad guys with guns!"
As if in response, one of the bad guys pulled out a small wooden stick from her pant's pocket. It was a summoning wand. With a flick of her wrist, a belching ball of fire appeared in front of her, the face in the flames twisting into a cruel grin: a fire elemental.
"You just had to ask, didn't you?" Cassidy groaned, whirling around to smack the elemental with a water-whip. "Ames, get these people out of here! We'll take care of these guys!"
While my two friends did battle with the remaining goons, I worked to teleport out more people. Most were more than happy to get outside, but one guy, an older man with a big bald spot and tattered sports jacket, just glared at me and shook his head. "I'm not going to be associated with a sorceress," he snarled. He spat out that last word like a curse.
"B-but how will you-?"
The man sprang away from me like I was on fire and made a beeline for the doors. He never stood a chance. One of the armed goons grabbed him and pressed the barrel to his neck. "Freeze!" he shouted. "If anybody moves, this old dude gets it!"
"You should have picked a better choice of words!" I shouted back at the same moment my finger slammed against a rune on the tablet screen. The bad guy's body suddenly stiffened, his eyes widening in shock. The old man wrestled out of his grasp and charged out of the front doors.
I turned back to the group of people I was rescuing. "Alright, let's work on getting you all out of here."
It wasn't that I was unused to how regular people treated magic. After all, I had grown up for most of my life hearing that anyone who practiced sorcery was vile, and that magic was a corrupting path that would only lead one towards a life of crime and villainy. Then I got the opportunity to attend Arikala Academy, and I quickly learned that all of that was a lie. Magic wasn't inherently evil. Sure, it could be abused, but that could be said for just about anything.
I teleported that group outside to find the old man rambling to one of the police officers. "-worst kinds of people in there. You just oughtta level the whole place and be rid of all of them!" He caught sight of me, standing amongst the group of now-freed hostages. "There!" he shouted, pointing. "That's one of the witches right there!"
Thinking it was best not to get involved in that argument, I teleported myself back inside, only to find that things had taken a turn for the worse. Several more elementals were now floating around, belching fireballs and being a general nuisance. A group of armed bad guys had managed to capture some of the remaining hostages and were keeping them against the far-right wall. Meanwhile on the opposite side of the room, Cassidy and Samantha were huddled behind a cluster of desks as a dozen or so bad guys rained gunfire down upon them. They were holding their own, but it was impossible for them to gain any ground.
I started to trace a freezing spell to help them out when a fireball struck the ground a few feet away from me. "Ah!" I cried, hopping backwards to avoid being set on fire. One of the elementals had taken notice of me. As I watched, two others turned away from my friends and faced me.
"Oh, you want a fight, then?" I dove under a desk and quickly flipped through a few screens. I'd been wanting to try out a certain spell, and this would be the perfect opportunity. Elementals were bad-natured at best, and as far as I could tell there was no record of them actually liking one another. If they were forced together, they might just spend all their time on each other instead of me.
I poked my head out and counted. "Eleven…twelve…thirteen!" A few more swipes on my screen, and the spell was ready. "Time to have a conversation!" I shouted.
The resulting flash of light was so bright that I had to close my eyes. When the light faded, I stepped out from under the desk and looked up, blinking.
The spell had worked. Instead of thirteen individual elements, I had used a fusion spell - something super-advanced that the Sacronomicon only mentioned in passing - to force them into one. Now they were all stuck to each other like magnets, their hideous faces glowering at each other. Hopefully that would keep them distracted long enough for us to stop the rest of these henchmen and get the remaining hostages out.
But as I watched, they began to actually fuse together, one-by-one, until only one large, furious face was visible. It was at least ten times the size of a normal elemental. A super-elemental, if you will. Its humongous eyes found me and narrowed in anger.
I gulped. "Uh-oh."
The next part is a little fuzzy. One of two things happened, though I can't be entirely sure what. It is possible that the energy to keep all of those elementals - actual forces of nature - together was too much of a strain on the super-elemental's body. It's also possible that the super-elemental just really didn't like being alive any more. In any case, after taking a good hard look at me, the monster's giant body expanded like a bloated whale, until eventually the entire thing burst in a fiery explosion.
I was knocked far to the back end of the bank, skidding along the tiled floor until I came to an abrupt stop against an overturned desk.
My vision swam before my eyes, and the only sound was the ringing in my ears. I was lucky I hadn't been slammed against the wall, or knocked over a chair. I didn't have the same magical healing factor as Cassidy. If I got hurt, I was hurt.
It took a full minute for my vision to return to normal. When it did, the sight before me made my blood run cold.
A man was standing before me, tall and intimidating. He wore a black cloak which was adorned with sparkling stars. In one hand he carried a wooden staff, the top of which had been twisted into the shape of the head of a dragon - the magical stone held within glowed with a fierce red light through the eye holes, giving the staff the appearance as if it were actually alive. I knew this man well, from his dark, furrowed brow to his flashy smile.
Professor Botha.
"Hello, Miss Jones." His voice was calm, despite the flames and chaos raging behind him. "How good to see you, after so long."
I grimaced and tried to sit up, but my back was too sore to move.
"No need to get up on my account," my former teacher said. He turned away, paused, and then glanced down at the ground. "How curious…" He stopped down to pick something up off the tiled floor.
My tablet.
He examined it carefully, eyes scanning the engraved lettering like he was reading a foreign language. "So it changed form to fit your presence," he muttered, mostly to himself.
"Give…it…back!" I hissed. I tried to scramble to my feet, but my muscles weren't quite cooperating.
Botha looked around at the bank. The ceiling was beginning to crumble, chunks of it falling and shattering against the ground. "Well, you've certainly made a mess of things. I'm afraid I must reclaim what was rightfully mine to begin with. I will put it to good use." He gave me one final smile. "Goodbye, Miss Jones."
"NO!" I finally managed to pull myself upright, but it was too late. With a sweep of his cloak, Mikel Botha vanished from sight.
"Amy!"
I slammed a fist against the ground. "He took it…"
"Amy!"
Tears were running down my face. The one thing that made me special, that had helped me to become such a good sorceress. It was gone.
"Ames!" Cassidy was at my side. "Amy, are you hurt?"
"He…he took it."
It took her a moment to realize what I was talking about, I think. When she did, her face softened. "Amy, I'm so sorry. But we have to get out of here, the entire building is starting to collapse."
I looked up for the first time. She was right. Among the intermittent flames were chunks of fallen ceiling. The pillars which had held it up were completely shattered from the super-elemental's explosion. One such pillar had fallen in front of the glass doors, the only escape from the building. People lay scattered everywhere, some groaning from their injuries, some barely moving at all.
"C'mon," Cassidy urged. "Let's get as many people out of here as we-"
With a loud groan, the entire rest of the ceiling began to cave in. There was no way to stop it. Cassidy screamed. I held up my hands in a futile effort. A tightness formed in my belly. We were going to-
The loud crashing sounds suddenly stopped.
I looked up. The ceiling had simply…stopped moving. All on its own. There was no discernible reason for it. "What…what happened?"
"Who cares!?" Samantha leapt to the center of the room and held up her glowing gauntlets, which swelled up several times larger than a normal fist. Now she alone was holding up the remains of the ceiling with her gravity powers, but it was clear that she was straining to keep it up. "Kinda need some help here!" she called out.
My brain-fog vanished in a snap. There were people that needed saving.
"Cassidy, can you make a big shield?" I asked. "Like, a really big one, as large as the ceiling?"
She glanced up and frowned. "I dunno, Ames. I can barely get it to be as big as me. To make one as big as that…"
"Just try it." I stood up shakily. My knees felt like jelly. "Sam!" I called. "Cassidy's going to make a really big shield in a second, and you're going to keep that up instead. Will that be easier?"
"I sure hope so!" was her reply.
Good enough. I grabbed a metal shard that had been knocked off a desk and began scratching a big circle into the tile. As I did so, there was a flash of blue light. I glanced up to find a wide circle floating above our heads: Cassidy's shield. It wasn't quite as large as I had hoped for, but it would have to do. "Cassidy, can you please gather everyone over here? We'll only have one shot at this."
I heard her shuffling around as I continued my scratching. The calculations on this spell were going to be intense, stretching the limits of the magic I knew. And I would be doing it all without my Sacronomicon.
People began to assemble around me as I finished up my runes. One of them was a woman in a nice blouse - either a bank employee or a really fancy customer, I didn't know which. She eyed Cassidy as she brought over a couple of goons who had been injured in the explosion. "Why not just leave them?" she asked. "They'd deserve it after what they did."
"We save everyone," Cassidy said flatly.
"They're people, just like us," groaned Samantha. Her feet were sinking into the tile as the weight of the ceiling pushed down on her and her powers.
I nodded. "Nobody gets left behind."
Soon, there were close to thirty people huddled around me. "I think that's everyone," Cassidy said, looking around. "Unless anybody got caught underneath the rubble…"
"It will have to do." I grimaced. I didn't like the idea that anyone was left here, but I could tell Samantha was barely holding it together. Her ankles were hidden below the floor. "Everyone, grab hold of someone else's hands," I instructed. "Cassidy, grab Sam's leg." One last scratch completed the spell…at least, I hoped it was complete. Taking a deep breath, I glanced around. "This might be a little rough." Then I pressed my finger against the spell.
It was by far the worst teleportation I had ever experienced. If a normal teleport spell felt like my insides were being tugged, this spell made me feel like I was being pulled in ten different directions at once. Even though it only lasted for a split-second, I never wanted to go through anything like that ever again.
But we were on the street outside the bank. A few of the conscious survivors turned and puked on to the concrete street, Cassidy and Samantha among them. My body desperately wanted to, but I forced the bile down.
"Kids!" A familiar voice rang out. I turned. Rushing out from a group of police officers was none other than Rebecca Nox. As she approached us, her expression quickly turned from one of pure joy to one of great disappointment. "Kids. I thought I left you all in the apartment?"
"You know us," Cassidy coughed, slowly standing up. "We're always where the action is."
A crash sounded behind us, and everyone turned towards the bank. The ceiling caved in, sending a cloud of dust billowing forth. Moments later, several of the walls fell in, too, until all that remained of the structure were two broken walls and a few pieces of rebar that stood up like rusty metal snakes. I turned back to Becca, grimacing.
"Oh, you three are in so much trouble," she snarled.
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I Meet the Mayor


Sitting handcuffed in the back of a police vehicle, most likely on our way to jail, one would think my biggest worry would be about future punishments. After all, I'm only twelve years old! I'm too young to go to jail! But instead, the worst part was the fact that my body felt like it had been run over by a train, and I was pretty sure I knew why. 
See, before he went all evil, Professor Botha taught us that in order to enact a spell, you need three things: Rune, Offering, and Will. ROW. Runes were like a kind of language, and if you understood the language (or had a text like my Sacronomicon to help you out), then you could make just about anything. Will had to do with knowing what you wanted to happen and having the determination to see it through. But Offering? There was only one thing that would work.
Blood.
Even the most basic spells require a small amount, maybe a drop or two, of blood to activate. Anything complex - like teleportation or a freezing spell - would require a lot more to make happen. But for me, it never seemed to be that way. I could teleport miles away without even sacrificing a single drop. I had read about what it could feel like though, if you tried activating a spell that was too big for you: fatigue, achiness, cold sweats, a sudden desire to bite people's necks (no, really). And aside from the neck-biting, I was feeling all of those things.
Goodness did it suck.
Cassidy kept shooting me a look of concern - we'd been seated in the same squad car. "Is there anything I can do?" she asked.
I shook my head. "I don't think so," I said.
The thing is, while I was pretty sure it had been my sorcery back in the bank that was causing this, I wasn't precisely sure which spell had done it. Had I simply activated too many spells in a row? Was teleporting all of those people too much? Was it the mysterious freezing spell on the broken ceiling, which I still wasn't certain had been me, that was causing this? Without my Sacronomicon, I'd have no way of knowing for sure.
But considering where I was probably headed, it wasn't going to matter.
Arikala is one of the few cities in the world where magic and sorcery aren't outright illegal - after all, a number of the businesses here actually use some basic spellcraft for their work, and my school is one of the few places where people can actually study magic. But even so, there are restrictions. For example, using heavy amounts of magic to do battle like we had just done? Definitely illegal.
This might come as a surprise, but it wasn't the first time I had been to jail. Earlier last school year, after a pack of hellhounds disrupted the Winter Dance at school, I was arrested under suspicion of sorcery (which, to be fair, I had summoned my own hellhound. Just not the ones that attacked the school.). But at least then I'd known I was innocent. And while my friends and I weren't the ones who had tried to rob the bank, I wasn't so sure that we would be let off without some serious punishment this time.
Color me surprised when our squad car drove past the police station. Cassidy noticed, too. "Um, officer, where are you taking us?" she asked.
The officer ignored her.
Panic rose up in my gut. What if this was a trap? What if the officer worked for Botha and was taking us away somewhere so that he could off us? What if the officer was going rogue or working for somebody else who wanted to hurt us?
A minute later, the vehicle came to a stop.
Like a lot of buildings in Arikala, the structure the officer stopped us in front of was one of a kind. At first glance, the front of the building looked very Gothic: a white-stoned facade featuring a ton of arches, towering pillars holding up a pediment, the stone of which had been painted an ocean blue, so that the white letters spelling "ARIKALA CITY HALL" stood out. But just behind the entryway, a glass tower spiraled up into the sky. Flanking the tower were two triangular-shaped structures made of concrete and orange glass, giving the whole place the feeling of standing before a giant bird. It was as intimidating as it was awe-inspiring.
"Why are we here?" Cassidy asked the officer, who had just opened our door as I had been taking in the sight.
The man shrugged. "Just following orders, kids. Sounds like somebody important wants to see you." He put a hand on Cassidy's arm and steered her towards the front entrance as another officer arrived and did the same with me.
Becca was waiting for us at the entrance, leaning against one of the pillars. With her sunglasses on, it was hard to read her face, but she looked annoyed. She thanked the two officers and shooed them away. Then, grabbing us by our elbows, we were dragged inside.
The interior of Arikala City Hall was even more impressive than the outside. The lobby stretched up at least twenty stories, a round room with tiled floors and green walls that were still in the older Gothic style. It wasn't just the walls that were green, though; plants seemed to sprout from every surface. Tall ferns, stout elephant ears, even a few impressive oak trees dotted the space. In the center of the floor, supplied by a series of waterfalls spouting from pipes near the ceiling, was an actual river, which snaked its way around the room before vanishing around a corner. We stepped over a small glass bridge that ran over it and walked up to a woman sitting at a desk.
"I'm here to see Carmen," Becca said curtly. "I've been told she's expecting us."
The young woman gave Becca a look of surprise. "Oh! Yes, well, go on up. Do you know…?"
"I know where I'm going, thanks." Becca steered us toward an elevator at the far end of the room. She pressed the button indicating the top floor - Floor 92 - and scanned her badge. The elevator shot up with lightning speed.
"Where's Samantha?" Cassidy demanded.
"In the hospital, but she'll be okay." Becca refused to look at her. "Apparently she forgot to change her pump site before you dragged her into this, so she's suffering from hyperglycemia. Though after what you three did, she's lucky to be alive at all."
"But it was Botha!" Cassidy exclaimed. "He was there! We saw him! Tell her, Amy."
Becca stared down at me, and I shrunk back against the glass wall of the elevator. "Erm, yeah," I confirmed. "He was there. He…he stole the Sacronomicon."
"See!?"
Becca shook her head. "That's besides the point. You should have let the authorities handle it. Now not only has he gotten away with whatever he was stealing, but the bank is so completely wrecked that it will take weeks before we find out what he was after."
"You mean he wasn't after money?" I asked. "But it's a bank."
Becca opened her mouth like she was about to say something, then stopped herself. "Nope. You two are in enough trouble as it is. I don't need to explain anything more."
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