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      I’d spent so much time being invisible, stepping into the spotlight made my skin itch. Yet, I’d let my class talk me into being the spokesperson for graduation. I wasn’t good at speeches, or dealing with crowds, but maybe that was why they’d tapped me for this gig. They knew I needed to be pushed outside of my comfort zone to prove I had what it took to do the job we’d all trained for. Learning the theories and the scenarios were easy. Hell, training to shoot a gun wasn't that difficult. Though dealing with people and talking them down, that terrified me. I’d never been great at interpersonal skills and I forever worried I’d say the wrong thing.

      Which probably explained why two hours before graduation, I'd sequestered myself on the shooting range. Alone, I could focus and give myself a little magic boost to calm my nerves. For so many years, the scent of my magic had been a reminder that it had rebelled against me, making me literally invisible to the people around me. But I’d worked hard the last few years to regain control—to be seen when I wanted. Even now, when it welled up around me, what should be the soothing scent of lavender sparked a moment of panic that it was going to rise up and swallow me whole again.

      “Why am I not surprised you’re hiding out here?” a familiar voice called from behind me.

      The sudden intrusion on my solitude made me jump and set down the unloaded weapon on the booth in front of me. The protective earmuffs hung around my neck. The voice made me picture an old friend as I turned to see soon-to-be Special Agent Perri Frasier standing in the doorway. We’d bonded a lot during the academy.

      “Because you know me too well,” I offered and took the earmuffs off. At least the version of me I’d let my classmates see over the last five months. Magic was a secret to be guarded and I couldn’t go blabbing about it to just anyone.

      She sauntered up beside me and leaned against the barrier between my stall and the next. She was heavier set than me—which wasn’t hard—and about half a foot taller. I had seen her take down guys twice her size with precision. There weren’t many other people I’d want to have my back in a mundane fight.

      “Have you even decided what you’re going to say?” she prodded, tucking loose strands of dirty blonde hair behind her ear.

      I shrugged and shoved my hands in my pockets. “I mean, what they expect me to say. Stuff about how it was tough getting where we are, that we’ve got a long road ahead, and that we’ll get there, because we’ve got each other.”

      “Well, that’s something. Then again, no one expects you to be a great orator, Kay,” she said with a smirk.

      “Glad I won’t disappoint anyone then,” I quipped with a smile.

      “Do you think you’ll head back up north afterward?”

      I hadn’t admitted my plans to anyone, but I was eager to go somewhere new after I finished the academy. There were things and people I’d been avoiding back home in Boston, namely my parents. So, I’d put in requests to go anywhere else. Hell, I would settle in Texas if that’s where they decided I needed to go.

      “I’ll go where they send me,” I answered, purposely avoid her question.

      She clucked her tongue at me. “You’re hiding from more than just graduation,” she surmised.

      I rolled my eyes. “Don’t profile me.”

      “Habit. And I’m not sorry. Whatever drama you’ve got going back home is going to impact you on the job one day. It’s better to clear that up now before it festers.”

      I sighed. “It’s just family stuff.” It wasn’t a total lie. I did have family shit waiting back home. I didn’t want the pressure of having to reconnect with parents whose own expectations of their then-teenage daughter had turned her into a Whisperer. In a few short hours, I might be Special Agent Kayla Rogers, but even she had limits on the pain she could endure.

      “Aren’t your parents going to be here?”

      I shook my head. “We aren’t really on speaking terms. They didn’t show up for my college graduation either, so I don’t see why this would be any different.”

      “They might surprise you.” The certainty in her tone caught my attention.

      What does she know?

      My newly-trained investigator brain told me to press her, to coax the information from her. Except I was still too nervous about getting through graduation to push her any more.

      “What about you? Where are you hoping to end up?” I turned the topic to her instead—good old deflection.

      “I put in my top request to stick around Virginia.”

      “Well maybe we’ll get lucky, and both end up here,” I said with what I intended to be a hopeful note in my voice.

      Perri wrapped her arm around my shoulders and pulled me in for a one-armed hug. “I’m telling you, Kay, parents aren’t that scary.”

      That’s because her parents were decent people. She wasn’t trying to outrun a past that still threatened to ruin everything she’d worked for. Although, given that I was one step away from being handed a badge and gun, most of that past seemed firmly rooted in my rearview. The criminal activity at the very least was something I’d never touch again.

      I couldn’t shake the sense of foreboding that tugged at my subconscious. It whispered there were things that I couldn’t escape, no matter how fast or far I fled. Somehow I’d managed to silence those voices all the way through school and the academy. I refused to let them get in my way now. Not when I was so close to starting a new chapter of my life. One where I dictated what happened, not other people and most certainly not my magic.
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      My throat went dry as I sat in the front row, listening to the Director of the FBI welcome everyone to the ceremony. My fellow recruits sat around me in silence. Some were stoic, looking straight ahead while others craned their necks to see what family had come to show their support. I glanced down at the notes I’d hastily scrawled on a note card, so I didn’t completely embarrass myself.

      “You’ve got this,” Perri said beside me. It wasn’t a secret that she had been picked by our instructors to receive a special award for her skills in physical fitness.

      Branson Slattery, a rail-thin black man with a buzzcut and a gaze that could rival the Mona Lisa was set to receive an award for academics. Which meant he sat on my other side. I’d earned the spot in the middle, because I was the class spokesperson.

      “She’s right. You’re going to kill it,” he offered, patting my shoulder.

      I swallowed a time or two to get the parched feeling off my tongue as I waited for my cue to take the stage. I didn’t have to wait long. The Director glanced my way and said, “And now we will have remarks from the graduating class spokesperson, Kayla Rogers.”

      A few whistles went up from my fellow recruits as I took the stage. I set my notes on the lectern and gripped the sides with both hands until my knuckles turned pale. Gazing out at the mass of faces, I tried not to get lost in them. I briefly scanned the crowd, half expecting to see my parents in there somewhere. Perri had been so certain they’d make an appearance that when I didn’t pick them out, disappointment washed over me.

      Exhaling slowly, I turned my gaze to Perri. It would be easier if I pretended I was talking just to her. She gave me an encouraging smile and for a moment, I was reminded of yet another person who’d set me on this journey. One I intended to honor with this speech if all went well.

      “So, five months ago, most of us showed up at the academy with hopes and dreams of being some pretty kick-ass federal agents,” I began. The statement earned a few chuckles from the crowd. “I don’t think any of us expected it to be easy, but I know I never anticipated it would lead me to do so much soul searching.”

      Hot tears pricked at the backs of my eyes, but I held strong. I wasn’t going to cry. Not when I was supposed to be projecting strength and confidence. “I came into this journey, because a friend put her life on the line to protect people, to protect me, and she made the ultimate sacrifice. Her bravery inspired me to do better with my life. To pay back what she did for me.”

      I paused to collect myself. It had been nearly two years since Ezri had died to save all of magic and it still felt fresh. Like she was supposed to walk through the door any minute, asking for my help. I’d been so snarky the first time we’d met and reluctant to break the rules for her even when little girls’ lives were on the line. I’d been unsure of who I was back then. It took losing her to realize I needed to regain control of my life once and for all.

      “We’ve all been through some rough patches over the last few months. Training exercises pushed us out of our comfort zones and tested our mental and physical strength.” My voice grew louder, firmer as I spoke. I didn’t even need to glance down at my notes now. “And I know there were days that more than a few of us worried we’d break under the responsibility of taking those weapons onto the streets.”

      I gestured to the table just off the stage where our firearms and ammunition waited. “But we’ve made it. We’re graduating and we’re about to represent the best of what this country stands for. We’re going to be fair and just. We’re going to protect the citizens wherever we land. And we know we’re not going to be alone when we do it, because no matter where we go, we’ll always have the bonds we built here.”

      I pocketed the note card and stepped back from the lectern. Perri beamed up at me and even Branson gave me an approving look. His gaze followed me as I stepped down from the stage and returned to my seat. I sank into the leather backing as the collective's attention turned to bestowing honors on the award recipients.

      At least now I had time to breathe and really take in the fact I was about to graduate from the fucking FBI Academy. I turned to take in the crowd behind the graduating class. I spotted our instructors taking up the first row with other agents peppered in, identified by their flak jackets and badges. There were the obligatory relatives for most of my colleagues and I thought I caught movement at the very back of the crowd. They were too quick for me to catch their face properly, but my gut told me I should recognize them.

      “Kayla Rogers,” the Director called my name.

      I was so zoned out I hadn’t realized we’d already moved on to receiving our badges and credentials. Normally it would have gone alphabetically, but being voted spokesperson meant I got to go first. I returned to the stage, took the badge and credentials, and slid the chain over my head. The Director offered his hand and I shook it.

      As I started to pull back, he leaned in and whispered, “Good speech, Agent.”

      “Thank you, sir,” I replied, and he relinquished my hand.

      I returned down the stairs and back to my seat. Perri and Branson followed, and then the rest of the class in alphabetical order until Lilian Zang sported her credentials.

      “I present to you the graduating class of 2019,” the Director said.

      One of the instructors gestured for us to follow him to the table to receive our service weapons. Even though I’d put in countless hours on the shooting range, slipping the weapon into a holster on my hip still felt foreign.

      A second instructor began circulating amongst our group, passing out envelopes with duty assignments. She bypassed Perri and I, and went searching for Branson. He’d already retreated to his family. His parents and four siblings clustered around him, inspecting his badge and credentials with pride.

      “You were selling yourself short before,” Perri chided, nudging my shoulder. “That speech was great. You almost made me cry.”

      “I kind of surprised myself, too.”

      “You never talked about your friend before,” she added.

      “It’s kind of a touchy subject. She was a cop back home. Line of duty death,” I said. Every word of it was true. Perri didn’t need to know that Ezri Trenton had been the Savior and her line of duty death didn’t have anything to do with her job as a police detective.

      “The fact you chose the same line of work says a lot about how much she must have meant to you,” Perri offered as the instructor came back and handed her an envelope.

      “I like to think she’d be proud of me,” I said, tracking the instructor’s movements as she approached the instructor who’d passed out our guns. Everyone else, but me held an envelope now. Pushing the unease down, I turned back to Perri. “So, the suspense is killing me. Where’d you end up?”

      She slid her finger beneath the flap and pulled out a folded sheet of paper. I spotted the official FBI letterhead at the top. “You have been assigned to the Washington D.C. field office,” she read aloud.

      “Not quite Virginia, but pretty damn close,” I noted.

      “Yeah. I’ll take it.” She looked around. “Why haven’t you gotten your assignment yet?”

      Before I could answer, someone tapped my shoulder. I turned to see the instructor who’d been handing out assignments standing there looking solemn. “Agent Rogers, I need you to come with me.”

      Every instinct screamed at me, warning something was wrong. That all of this was about to fall apart before it even started. I did my best to keep a calm demeanor as I followed her out of the room into a side hallway. The Director stood there, like he’d been waiting for me. Without warning, the instructor left me there. No explanation.

      “Sir, I don’t mean to complain, but I’m a little confused. Everyone else received their duty assignments.”

      “Except you,” he finished.

      I nodded. “Did I do something wrong?”

      He shook his head, his lips breaking out into a smile. “On the contrary. You were slated for the D.C. office, but a Senior Field Agent requested you by name for a joint taskforce. You report for duty tomorrow morning.”

      “What?” My voice pitched up a few notes. In that moment, my brain tried to process the excitement that I’d been about to stick with Perri post-graduation and the disappointment that it was dashed by some nameless agent I’d never met. A little bit of excitement tried to sneak in at the prospect of being tapped for such a prestigious assignment straight out of the academy.

      “You’re getting on a plane in thirty minutes, Agent Rogers.”

      “Where am I going?”

      “Boston.”

      So much for avoiding a trip home.
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      Cramming clothes into a bag ten minutes later, I couldn’t help feeling torn. Getting tapped for a taskforce was a big deal, especially right out of the academy. I didn’t have any field experience for one thing. For all I knew, I’d end up doing coffee runs for the other agents and local police liaisons. But what had I done to deserve it? As I zipped up the bag, the door behind me whined on its hinges. Perri stood there, worry lines creasing her forehead.

      “I’m fine,” I told her.

      “What happened? You disappeared and now I find you packing.”

      The concern in her tone was touching. She assumed I’d gotten bad news. “Yeah, I got detailed to a taskforce back home. They expect me on a plane in twenty minutes.”

      “Seriously?” her concern turned to excitement as she flung herself at me. “That’s amazing. No one gets tapped for big assignments like that right after graduation. I mean, six months or a year down the line, maybe, if you’re lucky.”

      “Why don’t we hold that assessment until I know what I’m actually doing?”

      Perri stepped back and straightened, falling into a more professional posture. “You’re right. Well, I’m sure whatever it is, you’ll do great. They wouldn’t have picked you if they didn’t believe in you.”

      “Thanks for the vote of confidence,” I replied, checking my phone to make sure I wasn’t late.

      Perri clapped me on the shoulder and started for the door. “Just out of curiosity, where were you supposed to be headed?”

      I couldn’t hold back the smile. “D.C.”

      “Damn. Well, maybe once this taskforce is wrapped up, you’ll head down my way.”

      I could only hope. We stood there in my dorm room for a few minutes longer before my phone beeped loudly with an incoming text. It wasn’t a number I recognized.

      “I’ll let you go. You’re going to kill it, Kay,” Perri called with a wave.

      I wished I could bottle some of her confidence. Even with all the strides I’d made in finding myself again, I still had doubts. I opened the text to see instructions on where to go to make my flight. Shouldering my bag, I left the place that had been my home for the last five months behind.
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        * * *

      

      The flight was less than an hour thanks to being on a government aircraft. I sat in the plush leather seat and stared out at the passing clouds, trying not to let the unknown tighten my nerves. I was a trained agent and could handle whatever was coming my way.

      As the plane descended into a part of Logan Airport I’d never seen before, my stomach twisted itself into anxious knots. Or maybe it was just a choppier landing than I’d anticipated. I listened to the sounds of the plane settling, engine shutting off, and other systems powering down. No one was kicking me off, so I stayed put as long as possible.

      When a man in a dark navy suit stepped aboard and approached, I knew my time was up. Standing I offered my hand. “Special Agent Rogers.”

      “Special Agent Duncan.” He shook my hand briefly. “The head of the taskforce sent me to let you know you should report to headquarters tomorrow by eight o’clock sharp.”

      Whoever the head of this taskforce was had some serious pull if they could get other people to be their messenger. Checking the time, I realized I had the afternoon free. Free time wasn’t something I’d counted on. Not when the Director had seemed so insistent that I be in Boston as soon as humanly possible.

      “Can I ask why I’m not reporting there right now?” The words fell out of my mouth before I could stop them.

      Duncan gave me a noncommittal look. “I can only pass along what I’m told. Sorry. Enjoy a little time in the city I guess.”

      Yeah, loads of fun being home.

      I followed Agent Duncan off the plane and he led the way through back halls I suspected weren’t for public knowledge until we were in baggage claim. He didn’t offer to give me a ride anywhere. So, I hopped on the Silver Line back to South Station and the red line of the MBTA. Some things about being home were comforting. Blending into the mess of people riding public transit was one of them. As I sat there in a train hurtling toward the center of the city, I relaxed. It was enough for the mental walls I’d been building to keep my magic in check to weaken and for some of it to seep through the cracks. The scent of lavender tickled my nose and I looked down to find my left hand had turned invisible.

      I pulled back on the urge to sink into that invisibility until my hand returned. Maybe I’d been too focused on the mundane parts of my life, neglected to give my magic the attention it needed. If only there was someone who could help with that. As I stepped off the train at Park Street station, my phone rang with yet another unknown number.

      I hit the green ‘Accept’ button, but faltered on how to answer the call. I settled on, “Hello?”

      “Hey Kayla.” Kevin’s voice didn’t carry the usual crackle of calling from a prison landline.

      “Kev? What’s going on? What number is this?” My boyfriend, who’d spent the last two years in prison was a model inmate. So, thoughts that he’d obtained an illegal prison phone tightened the muscles in my shoulders. He’d been locked up for killing five people. Except it hadn’t been by choice. He’d felt compelled to confess even though he’d been under duress the whole time. There was small comfort in knowing the real mastermind behind the murders was also rotting in a cell.

      “Don’t panic, okay?” That was never a good way to preface a conversation. “Some things happened while you were away.”

      “Kevin, what the hell is going on? Just tell me.”

      “I got paroled.”

      The words sounded foreign to my ears. He shouldn’t have been eligible for parole for at least another couple years. My years of being distrustful of the system screamed at me to run away, because this was clearly a trap. “What? How?”

      “I don’t know. But they’re letting me out.”

      I took the stairs to the street level two at a time and came up across from the church. People milled about and I sought a vacant stretch of grass where I could pace and process his words. I asked the obvious question as my feet wore down the grassy patch beneath my shoes. “When?”

      “Today. Well, right now.”

      A flurry of new questions danced around my brain as I continued to pace. Did his mother know? Why was he telling me this news, especially if he didn’t know I was back in the city? Who had secured him such an early parole? What did that unknown person or persons want from Kevin?

      “Oh. Wow.”

      “I know you’re busy and heading off on a new adventure, but I was hoping we could talk.”

      “Is someone picking you up?”

      “I told my mom, but she had to work. I’ll figure something out.”

      “Stay put. I’ll be there in ten minutes.”

      I hung up before he could start peppering me with questions. I scanned the street beyond and found a waiting cab. The driver looked surprised when I gave him the address, but pulled away from the curb and headed off without a word.

      Today is not going at all how I planned.

      “Can you wait here for just a minute?” I told the driver as I unbuckled the seatbelt and opened the door.

      “What about the meter?” he grumbled.

      “Don’t worry, I’m going to pay you. I just need to pick someone up,” I answered and shut the door.

      I stopped short of entering the prison proper. Kevin stood by the front door waiting for me. I’d spent a lot of time visiting him here, but we’d never been able to do more than talk. We’d considered ourselves a couple—or at least I had—but we hadn’t been able to share any of the physical intimacy that comes along with that label. I threw my arms around him and held on for dear life.

      “What are you doing back in Boston?” His question came as a whisper in my ear.

      “Work thing,” I answered. I knew enough not to give him any more detail than that.

      When I finally loosened my grip, he held me out at arm’s length. “Suits look good on you.”

      I blushed and took his hand. “Come on, I’ve got a grumpy cabbie waiting for us.”

      The driver gave me a look of relief in the rearview mirror when we slid into the back seat. “Where to now, Miss?”

      I looked to Kevin. He leaned forward and said, “The common.”

      It seemed an odd destination, seeing as he’d spent five years as a stone statue in the park against his will, his own magic forcing him to be immobile. Maybe that’s why we’d reconnected. I understood what it meant to have your magic revolt against you. It didn’t hurt that I had a thing for him in college. I’d been drawn to how open he was with his magic back then. I longed for him to teach me to control my own power. But he hadn’t noticed me. If he had, maybe he wouldn’t have ended up as the Order of Samael’s puppet.

      Prison had aged Kevin, but not in the way most people came out looking grizzled, worn down. He’d filled out and the five o’clock shadow he wore now was kind of sexy. He looked more like a grown up than when we’d reentered each other’s lives. The cab pulled up almost exactly where he’d picked me up and I tapped my credit card to the machine to pay.

      I let Kevin lead the way. We wandered along the paths, side by side, but not holding hands. Part of me wanted to push for that touch I’d been craving for so long, but the rational part of me knew he needed time to adjust to the real world again.

      “So, what did you want to talk about?” I prodded.

      “It’s going to be weird living with my mom again after all these years,” he said, his gaze darting from the nearby trees to people walking their dogs on the other side of the path.

      “You’ll figure it out. I’m pretty sure she kept your room like a shrine. At least that’s what Ezri said once.”

      He nodded in silence. “I’m not that person anymore.”

      “I don’t know about that. You’re a good guy who was trying to help someone he cared about get out of a bad situation.” I was being generous in my description of his ex-girlfriend since she was the reason he’d been turned to stone.

      “But I also did some pretty terrible things.”

      “That wasn’t you. You know that. That asshole forced you. He threatened the people you loved.”

      “But I still did it, Kayla.” He blew out a breath. “You’d think after two years, I’d have some sort of clarity about all of it. But here I am, still spinning my wheels. I took responsibility for my actions, because I thought it would help me heal. I’m not sure it did that.”

      I wanted to tell him that he was going to be fine, but I had no way of knowing that for sure. After all, a part of him had been stripped away. Sure, it was done to save him, but it still meant part of his identity was missing. “Have you talked to anyone about losing your magic?”

      He let out a harsh laugh. “I didn’t need the prison shrink thinking I was crazy.”

      “Maybe you should talk to someone. It’s just a guess, but maybe part of why you feel like you’re still struggling is because you haven’t been able to deal with that loss.”

      “Maybe ...” A pause and then he said, “Know any good shrinks?”

      I was about to respond that I knew a great one, but stopped. “The Authority has someone who does counseling. I’d start there.”

      He nodded again, this time shoving his hands in pockets. “I appreciate everything you’ve done for me, Kayla, since I went to prison. You spent more time with me than anyone could have asked for.”

      “I knew you needed a friendly face. I wanted to be there. And look, I know it’s been a while, but I couldn’t just move the training academy here.”

      He held up his hand, signaling I should shut up. “I’m not blaming you for living your life and following the path you set for yourself. I think it’s great.”

      “I’m sensing a ‘but,’” I replied and stopped walking.

      “But I’m not in that same place. I don’t know what my future holds. For one thing, finding a job as an ex-felon isn’t exactly a walk in the park. I think you’re right that I don’t know who I am without magic. Who is Kevin Ellery, normal guy who doesn’t have anything special about him?”

      “He’s a pretty great guy from what I’ve seen.” My voice hitched. I knew what was coming and I was trying desperately to avoid it.

      “I need time to find out if what you’re seeing is the real me.” He took my hands now. As much as I’d wanted that physical contact, my instincts told me to pull away now. “But I need to do it on my own. Not forever, but for a little while. I don’t think we should see each other for a while.”

      I squeezed my eyes shut to keep the unshed tears at bay. “You’re seriously doing this right now? Not even half an hour after you’re a free man?”

      “I didn’t want to string you along,” he replied.

      “Like you haven’t been for the last two years?” I snapped.

      “I promise, it’s not going to be forever,” he said and pulled me in for a light kiss on the lips before he let me go.

      The gesture was pathetic and only made my anger swell. Lavender flared around me. I could tell even he noticed the shift in power, because he stepped away, stumbled a step even. He regained his footing and started off on a different branch of the path through the park. He didn’t look my way again. In the back of my mind, I was already orchestrating all the ways I could accidentally-on-purpose run into him in my head. I was still a member of the Authority, I had reasons to be at Headquarters. His mom and I had become friendly. I usually dropped by for coffee every other weekend when I was around. But if he wanted me out of his life, so be it. From now on, he would be part of the ‘old’ Kayla—the one who didn’t have control of her life.

      “Get a grip,” I scolded myself, pushing those thoughts down deep.

      If Kevin wanted to break things off, let him. Maybe I was the only one who’d considered what we had a relationship. Maybe to him I was just the girl who made his days in prison less boring. As I headed for my own apartment, which I’d managed to scrape enough together to pay the rent in my absence, I tried—and failed—not to stew in the anger that a break-up brings. I reminded myself that I had come back home, not for him, but for my new life. I let the fact I’d been handpicked buttress my sense of self. I was worried about it before, but I should really be looking at it as a sign that I was important enough to keep tabs on. Someone out there wanted me and I was going to prove just how useful I could be.
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      Even setting my alarm for six o’clock, my body woke me up at quarter to five. Sleeping in my own bed had done me some good, even if it had taken until nearly midnight to quiet my thoughts enough to sleep. A break-up wasn’t exactly what I’d had in mind as a precursor to starting my new job.

      I got up, showered, and studied my reflection in the mirror. Gone was the girl who'd dyed her hair in shades of purple as a way to be left alone. It attracted enough attention, so that other people decided they didn’t want to have anything to do with the goth girl. It had served its purpose, but I was in the real world now, where appearances mattered in a different way. I needed to blend in with the people around me and to do that, I needed to look normal. It felt strange securing the gun holster to my hip, but a feeling I had to get used to. They’d drilled it into us at the academy that when you were on duty you had to know where your weapon was at all times. I needed to buy a lock box for my apartment.

      I still had an hour before I needed to leave to make it to headquarters on time. Sitting around my apartment aimlessly would only amp up my anxiety. A little fresh air wouldn’t hurt and it gave me an excuse to get in my first caffeinated beverage of the day. As I walked these familiar streets, my mind wandered back to Kevin. Did he find the help he needed? Would he still reach out to the magical community or would he continue to suffer in silence?

      Pushing those thoughts aside, I tried to focus on what waited ahead of me. I only knew one FBI agent in Boston—two if you counted the bastard who’d used and abused Kevin—but we barely knew each other. There was no way the call for me to head back here came from her. We’d only crossed paths a couple of times back when Ezri was dismantling the Order.

      Without realizing it, my feet had carried me far past my coffee destination and I now stood at the outer entrance to a cemetery. I knew it wasn’t open for visiting hours. Though as I stood there, a gust of wind rushed past me and I could swear I heard a familiar voice urging me onward. I glanced skyward checking for cameras. There didn’t’ appear to be any surveillance here which meant I wouldn’t simply disappear from footage. That was good. I didn’t need to raise unnecessary questions.

      Dropping my guard was easy. I blew out a breath and my magic rose up around me like a blanket I’d almost forgotten wearing. It draped itself around me, filling my nose with lavender. The air around me shimmered as the intent of my spell took form. I didn’t even need to think it very hard. This was the thing I most frequently asked of my magic. It was basically on autopilot. My body turned invisible starting at the tips of my fingers, radiating upward and outward in a fractal pattern until I was no longer visible. The gate’s bars were too close together for me to slip through and I wasn’t’ wearing the right kind of shoes to scale it.

      “Time to get creative,” I sighed and wrapped my hands around the bars.

      Power rushed from my core into my hands as I willed the bars to disappear for just a few seconds. Long enough for me to get through. When I opened my eyes again, the bars had vanished and I stepped through. They reappeared the moment my body lost contact with the metal.

      It didn’t take me long to realize where I was meant to go. The faint traces of berries and mint drew me to a pair of headstones. Ones I hadn’t visited before. A wave of guilt washed over me as I stood there looking down at where two of the bravest people I’d ever known were laid to rest. Both graves had fresh flowers laid on them and the area around the heavy stones was well-maintained. Some of that likely came down to the groundskeeping staff employed by the cemetery. But I wouldn’t put it past their family to add a little extra boost of magic to keep the place looking respectable.

      “Hey,” I said, offering the air a small wave. “So, I know it’s been well, forever and I haven’t been to see you guys. Sorry about that.”

      I shoved my hands into my pockets. “I think you’d both be proud of me. I went back to school, got my degree in criminology. Just graduated top of my class at Quantico. So, I’ve finally made something of myself.”

      The breeze blew by again, and I swore I heard voices whispering, “We’re proud of you.” Logically, I knew it had to be a trick my brain was playing, but I took it for the ego boost I needed it to be.

      “I start my first assignment as an agent today. I’m kind of nervous about the whole thing if I’m being honest. I mean, Des, you know my baggage. You know how much I don’t like being the center of attention.”

      Another wave of emotion crashed into me, knocking me back a step. It had been waiting to strike since yesterday. When I’d told Kevin he should talk to someone, I’d been so wrapped up in the fact he was dumping me I couldn't put names to the feeling—grief and sadness. Not at the loss of the relationship, not really. There was too much hurt and anger still simmering on the surface for me to feel those deeper emotions. No, my grief stemmed from a relationship that had ended two years ago.

      “You know, Des, I think I’m still mad at you for getting yourself killed. You were always there for me. Just to listen. I could use that now and so could Kevin. He’s out of prison. I know he hasn’t dealt with the loss of his magic. You’d be the perfect person to help him through that.”

      Standing in the silence, I let out a soft sob and tears trickled down my cheeks. I’d been holding onto that heartbreak for far too long. As I caught my breath, I felt a tiny weight lift from my chest.

      I pivoted, looking now at Ezri’s headstone. We hadn’t exactly been friends, not in the traditional sense. But I knew she'd relied on me and I helped save lives. That counted in her book. “You inspired me you know? Before I met you, I never would have given this whole law enforcement thing a chance. You made me realize that I didn’t have to let my magic define me. Even though you knew you were marching toward a destiny you probably wouldn’t walk away from, you still did everything you could to help people along the way.” I dabbed at my cheeks. “You know, I regret a lot of things in my life, but knowing you isn’t one of them.”

      My phone beeped in my pocket and I checked the display. I now had half an hour before I would be late for my first day. “I promise, now that I’m back home for a little while, I’ll come visit more.”

      I retraced my steps and with a little effort, slipped back through the gate. I held onto my invisibility long enough to ensure I didn’t get caught on any other cameras that might be in the area. When the magic dropped away, it was like I could breathe again. I’d spent so much time thinking I had no choice but to let my magic control me, that being in the driver’s seat still felt weird. Just another thing Desmond would have helped me with if he’d been around and that made me sad all over again.

      I had just enough time to grab my coffee, but not drink it before arriving downtown at FBI headquarters. The security guards gave me side-eye as I stepped up and held out my credentials. Though they waved me through, ignoring the loud blaring as my guns set off the metal detector. I stopped short at the elevator bank, realizing I had no idea where I was supposed to go beyond that.

      “Agent Rogers.” I turned to see Agent Duncan striding toward me. He looked like he hadn’t slept much.

      “Either you’re following me or you pulled the short straw in escorting the new girl around,” I said, but gave him a grateful smile.

      “Maybe a little of both?” His cheeks burned bright as his words hung in the air between us.

      I didn’t like the thought of a stranger following me around, especially one without any magic. Except I also couldn’t deny he had a certain dorky charm to him. That’s just your rebound reflex.

      He cleared his throat and hit the ‘Up’ button on the elevator bank. We stood side-by-side until one arrived, announcing its presence with a loud ‘ding.’ He held his arm out to keep the door from closing, letting me get on first. I watched as he scanned his credentials by the row of buttons before hitting the button for the fifth floor. I committed that sequence to memory. I didn’t need him to get me every day.

      “So, how long have you been an agent?” I filled the dead air between us as the elevator’s hydraulics whirred above us.

      “Six months.”

      Another relative newbie, interesting.

      “We must have just missed each other at the academy then,” I said.

      “Yeah, must have. Though I doubt I’d forget meeting you,” he said. That deep blush returned to his cheeks. I could imagine the conversation in his head, chiding himself for his poor attempts at flirting. Since I had to believe even he knew how cringe-worthy that sounded, I let out a nervous hiccup of laughter that seemed to ease the tension between us.

      “I think you’re really going to like the team,” he said, drumming his fingers on the side of his leg, casting his gaze up to the numbers as they scrolled by.

      Before I could pepper him with questions about whether he’d chosen this assignment or if he had some unknown skillset that made him a high-value team asset, we reached our destination and the doors slid open. He stepped out first this time and I fell into step beside him. We turned left down a short hallway to a door marked ‘Room 512.’ He tapped his credentials again to get into the room. Another mental note taken that I’d need to use them for entry without an escort.

      The space was filled with cubicles. Row upon row of prefabricated dividers sectioned off desks. The first thing I noticed was the silence. He led me back through the rows of cramped spaces with their not-in-use computers and chairs. If this was supposed to be a taskforce, where were the other people? Duncan stopped at the door to what I guessed was a conference room. It had floor to ceiling windows with the shades drawn. Still, I caught hints of movement from within and I could pick up on the low murmur of voices. It was too soft to discern actual words. Duncan didn’t open the door or otherwise indicate we should go in. He just stood there glancing from the door to me and back again. He opened his mouth a time or two, but didn’t speak. The alarm I’d set on my phone to make sure I wasn’t late went off, filling the space with an obnoxious little jig I didn’t remember picking. It was probably the preprogramed default on the phone. I scrambled to turn it off. I could feel his eyes on me as I slammed my finger on the screen, desperately trying to make the stupid thing stop. Embarrassment flushed my cheeks and I knew if I looked down, the spot just above my collarbone would be pink. Like I’d gotten an odd sunburn.

      The sound drew the attention of the occupants inside the conference room. The conversation died instantly, and the movement ceased, too. Except no one came to see who had forgotten to set their phone to silent before entering the building. So, either they weren’t that curious or it wasn’t that unusual of an occurrence. Duncan kept trying to cover an amused smile, but it was like his mouth had a mind of its own and it needed me to know it understood my embarrassment.

      “Aren’t we supposed to go in?” I prodded, praying it would diffuse the tension brewing around us.

      His phone beeped and he retrieved it from the interior pocket of his suit jacket. He glanced at the screen before looking back at me. “Uh, just you.”

      If he was trying to be reassuring, he had failed. Epically. I didn’t like not knowing what I was walking into, but I wasn’t going to let him see me sweat. I swallowed the fear rising in my throat and pushed past him to the door. My hand waivered above the handle and for a split second the tips of my fingers vanished. I turned my body enough to hide the errant magic as I willed my hand back into being. Thankfully, he didn’t seem to notice. I pressed down on the handle and the door swung inward to reveal a long table with chairs scattered around it. Immediately to my right I spotted a mess of images and details on a white board that made little sense to me. At the far end of the table, two female figures huddled with their backs turned to me.

      “Excuse me,” I said, hoping I didn’t sound as nervous as I suddenly felt.

      Slowly, the taller of the two turned to face me and my jaw went slack. Detective Jacquie DeWitt, Ezri’s partner on the police force stood there looking at me with her intense dark eyes and no-nonsense expression. As I tried to form words, my brain computed the information. If there was a taskforce, of course she’d be on it. She was with the police. Except, she, too, wore FBI credentials and a badge clipped to them. And then the second figure spun to reveal Agent Molly Cartwright. Her blonde hair was longer than the last time I’d seen her, but she was otherwise unchanged.

      “Glad you could join us, Agent Rogers,” she said. “Now, close the door. We need to talk.”
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      Blood rushed in my ears as I stared at the two familiar faces at the other end of the table. It took a few extra seconds for her words to register in my brain and I tried to cover my awkward pause with a cough before stepping back to ease the door shut. Agent Duncan still stood there, and I gave him what I hoped passed for an apologetic smile.

      Pivoting back to face the table, I gripped the chair in front of me. “Uh, I have questions.” The words tumbled out of my mouth before I could stop them. Definitely not the move of a professional.

      Agent Cartwright gave me a broad grin and gestured for me to take a seat. “We figured you might.”

      She sat down and I followed suit. Detective—no, Agent—DeWitt remained standing. She still had that tough-as-nails expression and stance that challenged anyone approaching her to think twice.

      “So, who goes first?” My voice caught in my throat.

      “Ask your questions,” Agent DeWitt answered.

      “I’m assuming I have at least one of you to thank for this last-minute assignment?”

      “That would be correct,” Agent DeWitt replied.

      “We have to keep an eye on the rising talent coming out of Quantico and figured having you on our radar was the least we could do,” Agent Cartwright added.

      Her words carried an unspoken subtext—Ezri would have wanted them to have my back. Our relationship had been anything but conventional and far too brief. Yet I couldn’t help thinking how much she’d touched our lives.

      “I appreciate you looking out for me, but I wasn’t exactly planning to come back. At least not right away,” I admitted.

      “The world has a way of working things out the way they need to happen. If I’ve learned anything working cases with you all, it’s that sometimes you don’t question the universe. You just go with it,” Agent Cartwright offered.

      I eyed Agent DeWitt. “You left the department?”

      She touched the badge hanging around her neck. It was an almost subconscious gesture. “You weren’t the only one who needed a change after everything that went down with the Order.”

      Neither woman across the table from me had magic. Despite that, they were as wrapped up in the supernatural world as I was. They had both seen first-hand what the Order of Samael could do. But Ezri had dismantled their organization before she’d sacrificed herself. Hadn’t she?

      “I understand that,” I murmured. “I guess she inspired a lot of us to make big changes.”

      Agent Cartwright ducked her head and studied her hands, her fingers splayed against the faux wood tabletop. “And some of us are just trying to carry on her legacy of protecting those who can’t protect themselves. Even …”

      “Even without magic,” I filled in for her.

      I hadn’t spent a lot of time around the Authority’s headquarters since I’d gone back to school and entered Quantico. Though I had expected to see Agent DeWitt around more, given what had happened to her niece, Neveah.

      “How’s your niece?” I tried to make eye contact, so she could see that I was genuinely interested in the girl’s wellbeing. She’d been through hell at the hands of the Order.

      “She’s getting there. Some days are harder than others.” Her expression didn’t betray any emotion.

      “I can imagine.” I knew Desmond had been helping her before he’d been killed. So many of the people who’d put me on this journey had their lives cut short. It wasn’t fair. “I’m sorry she lost her support.”

      “We all lost him,” she reminded me softly.

      “We lost them both,” I breathed.

      I wanted to tell them about my trip to the cemetery and the awkward break-up with Kevin. Except those felt like things I would share with friends and no matter what shared experiences I had with these two women; we weren’t friends. They were still outsiders in my world. They may have connections to the magical world by virtue of their connection to Ezri, but neither of them had magic.

      “As much as I’m sure we’d like to keep going down memory lane, if you’ve gotten your questions out of the way, I would like to explain why you’re here,” Agent Cartwright said, drumming her fingers on the table.

      I cleared my throat and a moment of panic flared as my right hand turned translucent. Lavender flooded my nose and I had to tamp down on my magic. Hard. It lasted only a few seconds and when I looked over at the other agents, I wasn’t sure they’d even noticed the slip-up.

      Just another time I wished Desmond had still been here to ground me—to offer some supportive word of comfort or wisdom to get my head on straight. Only he was gone, and I was still here. I hated to admit that I still felt so lost without him. It had been nearly two years and I was still pissed at both him and Ezri. I hadn’t gotten to say goodbye to either of them.

      “Right, sorry. What’s going on? All I know is that you requested me specifically for a taskforce.”

      My ears pricked up at the sound of shuffling feet in the cubicle farm beyond our conference room. Had Agent Duncan been listening in on our conversation? I probably should have asked whether we could speak openly around him, but had been so caught off guard it had slipped my mind.

      Agent DeWitt made a swirling motion and pointed to the whiteboard behind me. I pivoted to look at the collection of information. It still meant nothing to me, but I waited patiently for one of them to explain the details. Hoping my role would become clear soon enough.

      “Before we get into the nitty gritty, we should let you know that we are aware of your history,” Agent DeWitt said.

      Heat flashed down my neck and I bowed my head. I’d made a lot of mistakes when my magic turned on me. “It didn’t stop me from entering the academy,” I murmured.

      “I’m sure your particular brand of magic had a hand in making sure you weren’t caught,” Agent Cartwright added.

      She’d experienced my magic first-hand when I’d snuck her and Ezri into the hospital during a case. The same one that had nearly broken Neveah. “Ezri knew about it, too,” I said. “It’s how she knew to ask me about Lola Cox.” Lola had been manipulated by the Order into abducting children. She wasn't like that when we’d first met. She’d died for her affiliations.

      “We all have things in our pasts we aren’t proud of. The point is, your past is uniquely relevant to this case,” Agent Cartwright continued. The chair she’d been occupying squeaked as she rose and moved to stand in my field of vision by the whiteboard.

      I let her words sink in. Something about my past was important to a case. That didn’t seem right. I’d been out of that life for a long time and had worked hard to distance myself. I’d been uncomfortable even sharing what I knew about Lola with Ezri years ago. “What are you talking about?”

      “We’ve been following a series of bank robberies across the city.” Agent Cartwright tapped several red pins on a map of downtown Boston. I studied their placement, but didn’t see anything that would signal a pattern.

      “And you think, because I used to … dabble I’d have some insight?” I asked.

      “It’s more than that. The method these people are using has the rest of the agency and local officers stumped,” she continued. “They go in with one or two people who keep the tellers’ attention and then safety deposit boxes are broken into.”

      “But there’s no surveillance to show how they’re getting into the buildings,” Agent DeWitt offered from her position at the far end of the conference table.

      “And you think they’re using magic,” I surmised.

      “Not just any magic, Whisperer magic.”

      It made a certain amount of sense. I’d never fully understood why my magic worked the way it did. Though it not only allowed me to turn my entire body invisible to both the naked eye and surveillance equipment, but I could alter the density of my body. Like I’d done at the cemetery.

      “Because there aren’t any other alarms tripped,” I said.

      “Exactly.”

      I stood and stepped up to the map, studying the addresses again. “Has anyone been hurt? Are they taking hostages?”

      “So far there’ve been minor injuries and by the time police response arrives, the thieves are gone,” Agent Cartwright answered.

      “They’re polite. Chat up the tellers. They haven’t needed to make threats,” Agent DeWitt added.

      That tickled something in the back of my mind, but I couldn’t quite put my finger on it. At least we knew for the moment they weren’t violent. “What’s been taken from the safety deposit boxes?”

      “That’s the thing, usually nothing. Maybe some cash if it’s in there. We haven’t figured out what they’re looking for. But they’ve hit six banks in two months.” Agent Cartwright tapped two spots on the map. “The last two were only a week apart.”

      “They’re escalating,” I murmured.

      “We think they’ve had lookouts to let them know when the police are getting close,” Agent DeWitt said.

      “Do the ones who go into the bank have masks? Are they obscuring their identities?” I asked, trying to fit the pieces together.

      “They never face the cameras and none of the eyewitnesses can give an accurate facial sketch.” I caught the frustration in her tone.

      “You think they’re using magic to tamper with memory.”

      “It’s a possibility,” Agent Cartwright noted. “We think we’ve got a lead on one of their lookouts.” She pointed to a mug shot of a girl who couldn’t have been older than fourteen or fifteen. “Sylvia Lawrence. She’s got a few charges on her rap sheet for petty stuff.”

      The name didn’t ring any bells, but not every person and family in the Commonwealth worked with the Authority. Most people were aware of its existence and the protection it could offer, but some people didn’t like the idea of being part of a system like that. There were hundreds of people out there learning magic on their own. “She’s not going to turn. Whoever she’s working for, she’s likely getting a place to stay and food. They’re giving her things she needs.”

      “Where would you start?” Agent DeWitt’s question made me jump. Not because of the substance, but because I hadn’t noticed her move to stand on my other side.

      “You aren’t going to find much, especially if they don’t want to be found. But I’d want to know what they’re looking for. They clearly think it’s something valuable.”

      “The safety deposit boxes all have the same number,” Agent Duncan’s voice made the three of us turn in unison.

      His cheeks flushed. “Sorry, I just … I heard you talking about the banks and realized that all the safety deposit boxes had the same number. I’ve got a memory for numbers.”

      He handed me a case file and I studied the contents. Each image was labeled with a bank name, address, and date. The contents of each box appeared disturbed, but mostly there. They ranged from gold and jewelry to documents. But each one clearly had the same number, 664.

      He was right. This was definitely important. “Is there any other connection between who the boxes belong to?”

      He shook his head. “Not that we’ve been able to figure out yet.”

      “Do we have any idea how many other banks in the city have safety deposit boxes that go up this high?”

      His eyes lit up and he took the file back. “Not yet, but give me a little time and we will.”

      I turned to the map, trying to look at the locations of the banks with fresh eyes. I held out my hand and made a grasping motion for the file he’d taken. He handed it back and I glanced through the dates again, making a mental note of the sequence on the map. “Does it look like they started at the outskirts of the city and have been working their way toward downtown?”

      “You weren’t kidding when you said she’d be an asset to the team,” Duncan praised.

      Agent Cartwright tilted her head to one side and traced the red pins on the map with the tip of her index finger. “You might be right.”

      “The sooner we know how many more banks in the area have safety deposit boxes, the sooner we can determine where they might hit next,” I said.

      Duncan took the file back a second time and stood there in the doorway, looking eager to hear more. If we wanted to find anything about who was behind this, I knew where I needed to start and I had no desire to go there. That was far too close to dredging up the past, especially with the questions I would need to ask. There was no way I was going to say it with Agent Duncan in earshot. Besides, I wasn’t about to tell him where he could or couldn’t be, this wasn’t my investigation.

      “So, how would you go about tracking these guys down?” Agent Cartwright asked again.

      “I would try to figure out where they might be hanging out, recruiting their other lookouts. If they’re dipping into the juvenile offender pool, there are only a few places I would go.” I turned to Agent Cartwright and lowered my voice. “I might have an idea of where to start, but I’m going to need some discreet backup.”

      She nodded in silent understanding. Time for an awkward trip down memory lane.
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      I hadn’t been back to Notre Dame in nearly two years. It was one of the only bars in the city that catered specifically to magical clientele. It was one of those open secrets. Sure, it attracted some mundane college kids too, but they just attributed the strange happenings to the alcohol.

      We were going early enough in the day that there shouldn’t be any patrons. That meant there was zero chance of me blending in with the crowd. But that was the point, wasn’t it? I wanted to be seen.

      “You sure you’re okay doing this?” Agent DeWitt asked, falling into step beside me as we approached the bar.

      “I don’t think we have much choice,” I answered.

      Agent Cartwright—I really had a hard time thinking of them as people without using first names—stepped in front of me to bar my way forward. “Before we get in there, we should clear the air. You’ve got some history with the owner?”

      I guess Ezri had filled them in a little. “Back when I was on the … uh wrong side of the law, we sometimes operated out of the bar. And on occasion we’d run some errands for him. Nothing big-time.”

      “And he was pissed when you got out of the life?” she pressed.

      “You’d have to ask him. I stopped coming around after I got on the straight and narrow with the Authority. I didn’t need that temptation.”

      “You two seemed to do fine at Ezri’s wake,” she noted.

      I let out a bitter laugh “Because there were other people for him to pay attention to. It wasn’t one-on-one.”

      “Which is why we’re here,” Agent DeWitt added, patting me on the shoulder.

      I nodded and cleared my throat. “There’s one other thing before we go in. Uh, I know I’m just right out of the academy and everything. You’re obviously my superiors, but is it okay if …” I trailed off, embarrassment turning my neck warm.

      “Call us by our first names? Definitely,” Molly said with a smile.

      “I’d prefer it,” Jacquie added.

      Relief washed over me and I let out an audible sigh. “Thanks.”

      With that awkwardness behind us, I led the way to the bar. The usual security was absent. Then again, I suppose it didn’t make sense to pay for a bouncer when there weren’t patrons on the premises. I pulled open the front door and marched in. It felt strange coming back here on official business. A part of me wondered if Jonathan would be impressed with where I’d gone in my life. Or would I always be the low-level wannabe criminal he’d used for his own purposes.

      “We’re not open,” a gruff voice called from behind the bar.

      Time to find out. I held up my badge and replied, “I think you’ll want to make an exception.”

      My voice bounced around the empty space, feeling foreign to my own ears. It was enough to draw his attention. Jonathan pivoted to face us and I was reminded just how disarming his appearance could be. Not because I knew he was using magic to hide a physical deformity, but because his face was so strikingly handsome. The façade he wore only enhanced that attractiveness.

      His gaze narrowed and settled on me before moving to my companions. “Somebody got an upgrade.”

      “I see you’re still slinging beer,” I replied.

      “Do what you know,” he answered, leaning both elbows on the bar. He turned his attention to Molly. “What have I done this time to incur the FBI’s presence in my bar?”

      The way he spoke made me wonder if there were other cases she and Jacquie had worked in the last two years that used Jonathan as a source. Or if he was referring to one of the times she and Ezri had worked cases together.

      “That remains to be seen,” Molly answered coolly.

      “We all know you have a tendency to attract the less law-abiding segments of the magical community,” I interjected.

      “You’d know, wouldn’t you?” he quipped.

      I knew he was trying to get under my skin and rattle me. He knew all of my insecurities and what buttons to push, but I wasn’t going to let him get the better of me. I was stronger than the girl I’d been when we were in each other’s orbits years ago. I’d grown and he was still standing in the same place, running the same bar.

      “Not that this isn’t amusing, but we have a job to do,” Jacquie said, stepping up to the bar.

      Jonathan turned his attention to her. “You always were the no-nonsense one,” he commented.

      She made a show of looking around the vacant bar. “If the next words out of your mouth are going to disparage my former partner, I would seriously think twice. You may have magic, but you aren’t the only one who can pack a punch.”

      He held up his hands in a defensive posture. “I never speak ill of the dead.” A mask of sadness passed over his features for a moment. He really had been fond of Ezri. “Just tell me what you want.”

      Time to prove to him just how much I’d changed. “We’re looking for a bank heist crew.”

      He laughed. “You ought to be talking to your own, ladies.”

      “We both know I’ve been out of the scene for a long time,” I ground out. “Have you heard anyone around bragging about hitting banks?”

      “You seem to think they all just blab about their exploits. These people aren’t idiots,” he scoffed. “They have a code and know when to keep their mouths shut.”

      “Come on, you know everything that happens in this bar. You've always heard things other people wouldn’t,” I prodded.

      He leaned closer and I tried not to look away from the intensity of his gaze. “And people tell me things, because they trust me.”

      “You’ve helped law enforcement before,” Molly offered.

      “People who hurt kids are the exception,” he said.

      “Just because no one’s been hurt yet, doesn’t mean they won’t. Whoever this crew is they're escalating. And they aren’t stopping until they find what they’re looking for,” I said, irritation coloring my voice.

      “Then I guess you’d better go investigate, Agent,” he answered.

      Before I could respond, Molly slipped him her card. “If those ears of yours happen to pick up on anything, call me.”

      He bristled, but took the card. I barely contained my temper as we left the bar behind. I should have known he wouldn’t tell me anything. He was still pissed at me. I stalked up and down the stretch of sidewalk beside the bar and took deep breaths. Getting angry wasn’t going to do any good and I could feel my magic rising to the surface, itching to just hide me away from the world while I raged.

      “I know that look,” Jacquie said calmly, catching my eye. “You’re beating yourself up, because your lead didn’t pan out. Don’t go down that road.”

      “It’s that obvious?” I groaned.

      “You’ve been on this case for all of a few hours. We weren’t expecting miracles,” she replied.

      “I don’t know where we
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