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prologue

He watched the girl stumble from the motel office, room key glinting under the harsh lights of the parking lot. Lightning flashed, illuminating her figure. Tall and slender, barely more than a teen, too young to be out alone in a place like this, on a night like this.

Thunder rumbled and crashed. The parking lot lights flickered and buzzed. Sheets of ice-cold rain battered the girl. She kept walking, oblivious, as her long hair whipped against her face.

She paid no attention to the storm. No attention to the dark. No attention to him, standing across the road, watching.

So young. So confident. So foolish.

The girl stopped at her room and jammed the key into the lock. When it didn’t work the first time, she cast an unlock spell. The door swung open. She staggered inside.

So young. So powerful. And, at this moment, so broken.

Perhaps he could use that.

The girl had just solved the murders of three young women in a nearby town. On the surface, the deaths were unremarkable. Humans killed one another all the time. As it turned out, the first two fit the usual pattern—pointless deaths, tragic for a few, meaningless to everyone else. The third was different. She’d been killed by a half-demon spirit, escaped from her hell dimension. A mere shade should not be able to do such a thing. But the half-demon had help, powerful help, and her escape was yet another sign that what he’d foreseen was inevitable.

 

 

For years, mortal supernaturals had whispered about signs and portents. The impossible becoming possible. Humans learning magic. New races evolving within a generation. Bitten werewolves passing their genes to their offspring. A clairvoyant of unsurpassed power, born from a dead mother. As one who had observed for millennia, he knew these were not new occurrences. Merely rare. Yet with so many in quick succession, even the demonic and the celestial had taken note. Some believed. Others did not, but saw opportunity in the growing unrest.

Now mortal supernaturals who believed the signs were coalescing under one man. A man with a dream that could change the world. Or destroy it. The demonic and the celestial took note of that, too. They whispered. They conspired. They chose a side.

The girl in the motel room knew nothing of this. She’d sent the half-demon shade back to her hell and considered the matter closed, except for the details that obsessed her now, ones that had nothing to do with the gathering storm.

Before the half-demon shade was banished from the living world, she’d exacted revenge by telling the authorities who’d killed the first two young women—the mother of one. It had been accidental. A struggle, the gun goes off. It concerned him not at all. But it did concern the girl in the motel room. She’d been the one who learned the truth. The half-demon shade simply acted on her findings. Now the girl couldn’t stop thinking about the woman she’d inadvertently sent to prison. Couldn’t stop thinking about the child, alone now, mother dead, grandmother accused of her murder.

It mattered not a whit in the larger scheme of things. In a few  days, the girl in the motel room would be swept into the maelstrom brewing in the supernatural world. She would play a role. A critical role. A dangerous role.

Now inside the room, the girl flicked on the light, only to have it go out again as the power failed. She cast a light ball.

Thank God for my spells, he heard her think.

She paused then and images flickered through her mind. Images of the accused woman and the orphaned child. Of the girl’s own mother and father, whose long-ago deaths she felt responsible for. Of a man she’d begun to care for, killed by the half-demon shade.

Guilt. Anguish. Despair.

Then a clear thought. If I could fix even one thing, and give Kayla back her grandmother, I’d gladly give up my powers.

He smiled. Yes, he could definitely use that.
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Sitting cross-legged on my motel bed in the dark, I cast my light ball spell for the twentieth time. As I recited the incantation, I waited for the mental click that told me it had worked. When that didn’t come, I opened my eyes, still expecting to see the glowing ball floating over my fingers. It didn’t matter that I hadn’t seen it the first nineteen times. It was a damned light ball spell, so simple I usually didn’t even need to finish the incantation before it worked.

The room stayed dark.

On a chair by the bed, Adam mumbled and shifted in his sleep. Adam Vasic, Exustio half-demon, the guy I’d been in love with since I was twelve, now my best friend. He’d followed me when I took off in a tantrum of guilt and grief, snuck into my motel room, and quietly fell asleep.

He was close to waking now, and even my whispered incantations had him fussing. He needed sleep, not more of my angst, so I slid from the room.

I stepped outside. It was a wet spring night, the earlier storm gone, whipping winds and a bone-chilling cold left behind. I walked over to Adam’s Jeep, parked beside my vintage Triumph motorcycle. I peered through the back of his vehicle, in case I’d left a sweater there. All I could see was his duffel bag, and I didn’t want to break in and  go through his stuff, which was proof that I really wasn’t myself tonight.

A soda machine glowed across the motel lot. I wasn’t thirsty, but I had change in my pocket and it gave me a destination. After sloshing through one puddle in the dark, I didn’t bother trying to avoid the rest, just trudged along, icy water soaking my sneakers.

When gravel crackled to my left, I spun and spotted a shape darting behind the motel. Which reminded me . . . besides losing my spells, I was also the target of a witch-hunter. Apparently she’d found me again.

I glanced toward my room. I should get Adam. Without my powers, I was—

Powerless? Hardly. I was six feet tall and in great shape. The witch-hunter was a scrawny mouse of a girl, barely an adult, barely five-foot-five, with no apparent supernatural powers.

I took another step, careful now, and instinctively started whispering a sensing spell under my breath. Then I stopped.

Do it the old-fashioned way. Look and listen.

I did, but couldn’t hear anything. Peering around the corner didn’t help. Then gravel crunched overhead.

On the roof. A trick she’d pulled before. I should have been prepared.

I looked around. There had to be a fire escape or trash bins I could climb—

A loud noise sent me spinning, back to the wall, hands lifted for a spell. Tires squealed as a car roared past the motel.

I looked down at my fingers, still outstretched, ready to cast. I inhaled sharply and clenched my fists.

What if she did have a gun? Sure, I knew some martial arts, but I was no black belt. I’d learned grudgingly, knowing my spells were better than any roundhouse kick.

I’d love to bring this kid down on my own, but the important  thing was to stop her before she targeted another witch. Time to get backup.

I was two doors from my room when a hand clamped on my shoulder. I spun, fingers flying up in a useless knockback spell.

It was a man, a huge guy, at least three hundred pounds and a few inches taller than me. Beard stubble covered his fleshy face. He smelled like he’d showered in Jack Daniel’s.

“You got a dollar?” he said. “I’m hungry.” He pointed at the vending machine. “I don’t got a dollar.”

“Neither do I,” I said.

He grabbed my arm and yanked me, his other arm going around my waist as he pulled me against him. I froze. Just froze, my brain stuttering through all the spells I couldn’t cast, refusing to offer any alternatives.

“Let her go,” said a familiar voice.

Adam walked over, hands at his sides, fingers glowing faintly, gaze fixed on the man. I snapped to my senses and elbow-jabbed the guy, who fell back, whining, “I just wanted a dollar.”

Adam is my height and well built, but he’s no muscle-bound bruiser. Still the guy shrunk, then slithered off to his room.

“Well, that was humiliating,” I said. “Tell you what, I’ll buy that new top for your Jeep if you promise never to tell anyone you rescued me from a drunk asking for spare change.”

He didn’t smile. Just studied me, then said, “Let’s get inside.”

“Can’t. My little witch-hunter has returned. She’s up on the roof. I was just coming in to get you for backup.”

That gave him pause, but he only nodded, then peered up at the dark rooftop. “I’ll go around the rear and climb up. You cover the front.”

I should have warned him that I was spell-free. I really should have. I didn’t.

A few minutes later, gravel crunched on the roof again and I  tensed, but it was only Adam. He walked to the front, hunkered down, and motioned me over.

“No sign of her,” he whispered. “But I can’t see shit. Can you toss up a light ball?”

“Is there a flashlight in the Jeep?” I asked. “That’d be easier.”

“Sure.” He dropped the keys into my hand. “Glove box.”
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I retrieved the flashlight, but it didn’t help. The girl was gone.

“Lot of ground to cover,” Adam said after he’d climbed off the roof. “It’s all farm fields behind the motel. My guess is she parked on a nearby road. We’ll split up. You’ve got your light ball and I have the flashlight.”

I let him get a few paces away before I said, “I don’t have my light ball.”

“Hmm?”

“My spells,” I said. “They’re . . . gone.”

“Shit.” He paused. “That damned poison.” I’d been having spell problems for a few days, after being poisoned. “Okay, come on.”

We’d barely set out when the whine of a car engine sounded to the west. It stopped, then started again.

Adam smiled. “Someone doesn’t have a four-by-four. Got herself stuck in the mud.”

We broke into a jog, but before we got close the engine roared as the car broke free. A flash of brake lights. Then darkness as the car tore away, headlights off.

“She’ll be back,” Adam said.

“I don’t want to wait. We need to go after her.”

“And we will, after you’ve paid another visit to Dr. Lee to find out why the hell that poison isn’t out of your system yet.”

I stopped walking. “It’s not the poison. My spells were working fine earlier.”

“And you’ve lost them again because you should still be in the hospital, recuperating.” He put his arm around my shoulders, propelling me forward. “You’re going back to—”

“My spells aren’t weak. They’re gone. I . . . I gave them up.”

“What?”

“Last night, I said I’d give my powers to undo what happened with Kayla. The Fates must have taken me up on it.”

“How? You can’t just make a wish and have it come true.” He squeezed my shoulder. “Let’s go inside and get some rest, then head over to Dr. Lee—”

I pulled from his grip. “Don’t patronize me, Adam.”

Hints of amber sparked in his brown eyes. He got his temper under control before opening his mouth, and when he did, his tone was low, words measured.

“I’m not patronizing you, Savannah. I’m trying to calm you down and get you inside so you can think rationally.”

“Rationally?”

“Yes, rationally. You had spell blackouts because you were poisoned. Now your spells are gone again, and you insist it’s not the poison, but a wish you made because you’re feeling shitty about what happened in Columbus?”

“I know it sounds crazy—”

“You’ve got an assassin on your trail, Savannah, and if your spells are on the fritz—”

“They aren’t on the fritz. They’re gone. I can feel it. My powers—” My voice cracked. “They’re gone.”

He reached out, as if he wanted to hug me, but only gripped my upper arms, thumbs rubbing, comforting me at arm’s length. The back of my throat ached. I wanted that hug. Needed that hug. Any  other time, I’d have gotten it, one friend comforting another. But it was as if something had changed after Columbus, and this was all he could offer.

I stepped back and his hands fell to his sides. Spots of color touched his cheeks as he awkwardly shoved his hands into his pockets.

“Okay,” he said. “Well, I think you’re wrong. You’re still very upset and you’re—”

“Overreacting?”

His gaze met mine. “No, I think you have every reason to be upset. You feel responsible for what happened—even if you aren’t—and this is your way of punishing yourself.” He lifted his hands against my protest. “But there’s an easy way to settle it. You said you offered the bargain to set Paula free. So, let’s go back to Columbus and see what’s happened.”

 

 

Columbus, Washington, is about an hour over the border from Portland, the city we call home. My bosses—former guardians—Paige Winterbourne and Lucas Cortez were on vacation in Hawaii, and Adam had been away at a conference, so I’d gone to Columbus alone to investigate the murder of three young women, and had left five dead bodies in my wake. None of them died at my hands, but with the exception of Tiffany Radu—a witch killed by the hunter—all would still be alive if I had never set foot in Columbus.

It had been a setup. Leah O’Donnell, a half-demon from my past, had escaped her hell dimension and convinced a necromancer to zap her into the body of a young PI our firm had worked with before. She’d killed the third victim, Claire Kennedy, and staged it to look like the work of the same person who’d murdered Ginny Thompson and Brandi Degas months earlier. Then she’d added occult overtones to bring me to Columbus to investigate.

Leah hadn’t even wanted me. She’d only wanted to get close  enough to lower my defenses, and poison me, then call my mother. My dead mother. Who somehow had the power to keep Leah out of hell. I had no idea how, just as I had no idea how Leah managed to escape. It’s like Adam said about my “bargain”—even in our supernatural world, stuff like that doesn’t happen. But it had.

 

 

When I’d arrived in Columbus a week ago, I’d written it off as a zombie town—dead but still functioning. With the sawmill closed, it was dying. There was no doubt of that. But it was still a town and the people there had become real to me.

I’d wreaked havoc here. I hadn’t meant to. But I hadn’t seen through Leah’s ploy until she’d killed the others. I hadn’t solved the case fast enough to stop her before she could send proof of Paula’s guilt to the police. Then Paula was arrested and her granddaughter, Kayla, was shuttled off by social services.

So as Adam drove us into town, I sunk into my seat. The real Savannah Levine seemed to have fled with my powers, leaving a shell as nervous and fretful as any Coven witch. When he tapped the brakes, my arms flew out, as if bracing for a high-speed collision.

“Isn’t that Paula?” he said.

“Wh-what?” I twisted to look up and down Main Street.

He backed up the Jeep and pointed. “There.”

I followed his finger to the diner. Through the window, I could see the server, Lorraine, at the counter, filling coffee for two of the regulars. It was as if the past week never happened and I was right back where I’d started, waltzing in, cocky as ever, thinking I’d trick the ignorant locals into sharing a few tips about the murders.

“That is them, isn’t it?” Adam said.

My gaze tripped across the diner patrons and stopped on two at a corner table. A tiny nine-year-old girl with a blond ponytail and her forty-year-old doppelganger shared a Belgian waffle dripping with strawberry sauce.

“Oh, my God,” I whispered.

The last time I’d seen Kayla—was it only yesterday?—she’d been getting into a social worker’s car, refusing to look at me, being trucked off to a foster home while her grandmother sat in a jail cell.

“This doesn’t mean you really cut a deal with the Fates,” Adam said.

“What?” I blinked at him, and it took a moment to realize what he was saying. “Bail,” I whispered.

“No, I don’t mean—”

“But that would make sense, wouldn’t it?” A lot more sense than giving up my powers so she could be home with her granddaughter.

“I think it’s too soon for bail. My guess is that they realized it was an accident and dropped the charges—without any divine intervention.” He parked and swung open the door. “One way to find out.”

I let him get to the diner, then thought of Kayla and Paula glancing out to see me hiding in the Jeep. I owed them an explanation—or the best I could manage under the circumstances.

Adam heard the clunk of my door opening and waited for me. As we walked into the diner together, Lorraine called out a hearty “Hello!” Paula turned first. Her gaze met mine and my heart stopped.

Paula said something to Kayla. The little girl glanced over her shoulder. I braced myself. She saw me and her thin face broke into a grin. She leapt up as if she was going to hug me, catching herself at the last moment, to stand there, staring up at me with her solemn blue eyes.

“I’m sorry I was mean to you yesterday,” she said. “I made a mistake.”

I stared at her, thinking, It’s real. This is real. Paula isn’t just out on bail. She’s free.

The smile disappeared from Kayla’s face and her eyes clouded. Worried that her apology hadn’t been accepted.

I quickly bent and gave her a hug. “We all made mistakes,” I whispered. “I’m just happy this one has been fixed.”

Kayla slid into the booth. She looked at the spot next to her, then at me. Any other child would have patted the seat and urged me in. Kayla wasn’t any other child.

I smiled and sat beside her. Adam took the spot beside Paula. Lorraine brought over coffee for Adam and me, and promised bacon and eggs to follow.

“Breakfast of champions,” she said. “For our champion detective.”

Paula smiled and reached out, her hands resting on mine. “Thank you, Savannah. I knew you hadn’t done what they said. I wouldn’t blame you if you had, but I knew you hadn’t.”

“So what happened?” I asked.

She glanced at Kayla. “Could you run next door to the drugstore, honey? Get us some toothpaste? I think we’re out.”

“We aren’t.”

“I’d like—”

“I know all about what happened, Grandma. The social worker lady explained it.”

“Just humor me then, okay?” Paula took a five from her purse. “Get some candy for yourself, too. Just nothing hard or sticky.”

“If I’m getting toothpaste, I don’t need to worry about my teeth.”

Paula sighed and waved her off. Once the little girl was gone, Paula gave us the short version of events.

Ginny’s lover, Cody Radu, had been blamed for the murders. All of them. The police had received an anonymous tip, searched his house, and found a discarded suicide note confessing to the murders. They’d also found the gun that killed Ginny and Brandi, plus evidence that Cody had been the one who’d accused Paula. The police theory was that he’d planned to confess and kill himself, then realized he might still be able to get out of it by framing Paula. When things went wrong, he’d killed the guard and homeless man to cover his tracks, before realizing suicide was his only option.

Was it a perfect theory? No. But it was reasonable and blamed a dead guy that everyone had hated, while freeing a beloved member of the community. Good enough.

“So they let me go,” Paula said as Kayla returned. “Not only that, but while I was talking to the officer doing my release paperwork, we got to chatting about my days working for Sheriff Bruyn. This officer told me how they’d just lost their cleaning lady. Next thing I know, I’ve got the position.” She smiled. “I bet I’m the first person to walk in there in handcuffs and leave with a new job.”

“That’s great,” Adam said. “When do you start?”

“Next week. In the meantime, I’m going to look for a new place to live. Get Kayla and me out of Columbus and start fresh, just like I wanted.” Another smile, one that made her look as young as her granddaughter. “I keep pinching myself, thinking I’m going to wake up back in that cell. It’s amazing how much can change in a day.”

How much indeed.

Kayla returned. We ate breakfast and talked. Then, before we left, I excused myself to use the restroom and Paula followed.

When we got inside, she lowered her voice and said, “I don’t know if you had anything to do with this—”

“I—”

“I don’t know and I’m better off not knowing. But Cody was already dead, and he did kill the others. He must have. That guard and Michael and Claire Kennedy, maybe even Tiffany. Part of me is always going to feel like I got away with something I shouldn’t have, but I do believe Kayla is better off with me free.”

“She is,” I said. “Infinitely better.”

Paula dropped her gaze, then squeezed my arm and murmured, “Thank you.”

 

 


Back at the table, I gave Kayla my e-mail address and she made me promise to come see her in her new home.

Once we were back in the Jeep, I said to Adam, “I’d really like to stay in contact with her. I know this sounds weird, but earlier, before all this happened, I started thinking I wanted to . . . make a college scholarship fund or something for her. With my trust fund, I have the money.”

“I don’t think it’s weird at all. I’d say I think it’s nice, but I might get smacked for that.”

“Don’t worry. I’m not in a smacking mood.” And probably wouldn’t be for a while. I took a deep breath. “So, I guess I’m screwed, aren’t I? I offered a deal and the Fates took me up on it. I don’t think I’d back out now even if I could.”

“If the Fates really did this, then they’re the ones who screwed up. You didn’t make any deal. You were upset and vulnerable. Yes, you wanted to fix this problem, but not at that cost. If they took advantage of that—”

The heat of his fury simmered between us, and I basked in it. I wanted this so badly. Someone to say it wasn’t my fault. To be angry for me.

He reached out, his warm hand squeezing mine. “We’ll fix this.”

I looked at him, his eyes dark, his voice harsh with determination. God, I loved him. I could insist I was okay with just being friends, that I’d find someone else and get over him, but I was fooling myself. There was no getting past this. I loved him, and fifty years from now we could be married to other people, never having exchanged so much as a kiss, and I’d still look into his eyes and know he was the one. He’d always be the one.

He leaned across the seat, pulling me into a fierce hug. “It’ll be okay. I promise.”

One last squeeze, then he released me and put the Jeep into gear. “Let’s get back to the motel before the manager calls a tow truck to remove the motorcycle parked inside one of his rooms.”

“Hey, I wasn’t leaving it outside at a place like that. Can we hold off on the motel, though? There’s one more stop we need to make.”
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The stop was the cookie cult—a commune outside town that sold gourmet cookies online. Hey, if you’re going to have a house filled with young women, you might as well get them baking.

The de facto leader, Alastair Koppel, was Ginny’s father. He’d taken off before Ginny was born, only learning he’d had a daughter—and granddaughter—when he came home to set up his commune.

The real force behind the place was Megan, a former Wall Street drone who’d seen a much better entrepreneurial future with Alastair, running the cookie business while he played therapist and commune leader.

It was neither Alastair nor Megan who brought me back now. My witch-hunter had become a commune girl to get access to the community and kill Cody’s wife, Tiffany. Then she’d discovered there was a second witch in town in need of killing. Namely me.

I’d come by yesterday to confront the girl—Amy—but she’d already moved out. While I was certain Amy was a fake name, there’s often some truth in a false identity. It makes the lies easier to pull off. So I wanted to see Amy’s application. Yet I knew better than to waltz up to the door and ask. Yesterday, Alastair had run me off. Megan could be a little more reasonable, if it was in her best interests, but I wasn’t taking the chance.

Considering it was ten in the morning, a break-in required finesse. Or a distraction. I used Adam again. If you want to distract a household of young women, nothing quite does the trick like a hot guy.

“Forgetting something?” He handed me a set of lock picks as I climbed out along the roadside. “You’re going to need these.”

“Right.”

“Do you remember how to use them?”

He got a pfttt and an eye roll for that.

“In other words, no, you don’t. You weren’t paying attention when Lucas taught you, because you have your unlock spell.” He turned off the engine. “Let’s switch. You can distract the girls while I—”

“I’m the one who’s had the grand tour, including Alastair’s office. And I might be out of practice, but I do remember how to pick a lock.”

Adam hesitated. He’d hate to suggest that I was less than competent without my spells. So I set out for the house before he could stop me.

 

 

I honestly thought I remembered how to use the picks. But Adam knows me well. As with the self-defense lessons, I’d barely listened to Lucas’s tutorials because I figured I didn’t need them. After five minutes of fussing with the side door lock, I jangled the handle in frustration . . . and discovered it had been left open.

“You lost your spells, Savannah,” I muttered to myself. “Not your brains.”

I slipped inside. I was at the far end of the house, away from the kitchen and front rooms, where I could hear girls giggling as Adam held court. I crept to the closed office door, then stopped and listened. Inside, it was silent.

My kingdom for a sensing spell.

Scratch that. From now on, I needed to be really careful what I wished for and what I offered in return.

I wondered how someone without a sensing spell ensured a room was empty. I had no idea. I’d never foreseen a time when I’d need to do it any other way.

I rapped at the office door, strained to hear any sound, ready to sprint if I did. Yes, I felt ridiculous, like a five-year-old playing Nicky Nine Doors—knocking on a door and running away. It worked, though. When no one answered I turned the knob only to discover that I did need the picks here. Damn.

Luckily, it was just your standard home door lock, easily thwarted by anyone with a paper clip. Once inside, I locked the door behind me.

My goal was in plain sight. The filing cabinet. Now, I just had to hope they kept paper copies of their admission forms.

They didn’t. Or so it seemed as I leafed through sparse files of packaging mock-ups and media pieces. Then I spotted a second, smaller filing cabinet. One with an electronic lock.

Admission forms hardly seemed to require such security. But Alastair was also a therapist and a place like this attracted girls with problems. Whatever Alastair’s faults, he seemed to take that aspect of his role seriously, so I wouldn’t be surprised if application forms were locked away, along with counseling notes.

The problem was the lock. It was a combination, and I didn’t have a hope in hell of figuring it out in the next few minutes. I tugged on the door, just in case it wasn’t latched. No such luck.

As I fiddled with it, footsteps sounded in the hall. I backed against the bookshelf. Someone tried the door and I congratulated myself for having the foresight to lock it behind me. Then, after a test jangle, a key turned in the lock. I quickly cast a cover spell. Only as the last words left my mouth did I remember that it wasn’t going to do any good.

The door swung open. In walked a young woman with a blond ponytail and the kind of Nordic beauty normally seen only in skin care ads. Megan. When her gaze fell on me, I stiffened, but her brows only lifted in the barest expression of surprise.

“I—” I began.

“Savannah,” she said. “I expected I’d find you in here. Tossing a good-looking guy in the front door? About as obvious as dangling a steak over the wall to distract the guard dogs.”

“It works.”

“Only on the bitches who are starving.”

She picked up a pair of scissors from the desk. When my hands flew up, she shook her head.

“Stabbing really isn’t my style.” A sly smile. “Not from the front, anyway. I need these to open a delivery box.” She glanced at the file cabinet, the top drawer not quite closed. “I presume you’re still interested in Amy.”

“I—”

“I never trusted her. It was Alastair who insisted we let her in. Damaged, he said. Playing damaged, I said.” She looked at me. “She picked a very convenient time to leave, didn’t she? I suspect that means she had something to do with what happened. The murders. You were investigating. You came asking about her. The two cannot be unconnected.”

“I—”

“You won’t find her files in the cabinet. We keep the girls’ records a little more secure than that.” Her gaze shifted to the locked one, then lifted to mine. “Do you know how much our cookies cost?”

“Your cookies?”

“Nine-ninety-eight a dozen. We’re avoiding breaking that tendollar mark, obviously. A small thing, but important for marketing purposes.”

At the door, she turned. “A word of advice, Savannah. If you’re breaking into a place and you hear the door opening? You’re supposed to hide.”

She left and closed it carefully behind her. I walked to the locked cabinet and entered 998 on the keypad. The lock whirred and the door popped open. I found Amy’s file and got out of there.
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Abject humiliation didn’t set in until I was sitting at the roadside, waiting for Adam. I’d screwed up on the kind of break-in I’d done dozens of times before. The kind of break-in we might need to do again before we caught this witch-hunter.

I’d been lucky. Insanely lucky.

The next time I screwed up, we might find ourselves explaining things from a jail cell. Or worse. Until I got my spells back, I had to shift into the backseat and let Adam take the wheel.

 

 

As Adam drove us back to the motel, I read through Amy’s application. For future reference only. Adam had already decided we could hold off on following up on the information. First, we needed to fix my power outage.

“You’ve got some crazy assassin chick hot on your trail,” he’d said. “Hell, yes, you need your spells.”

Getting in touch with the Fates isn’t easy. We aren’t supposed to know anything about them. I only do because Paige took a nosedive through a portal six years ago and had to deal with the Fates to get back.

From that, I knew they made deals, which is why I was sure they were responsible for my situation. The last time, though, the person who actually made the bargain was my mother. So that was whom we had to talk to. Not easy when she’s been dead for almost ten years. But I knew a way.

 

 

By evening, we were in Seattle, having left my bike and Adam’s Jeep at Lucas and Paige’s place, then caught a plane from Portland. It’s only a three-hour drive, but both our vehicles were still in rough shape from separate accidents in Columbus. Adam could have left  his Jeep at his apartment, but he was hoping for Lucas’s help fixing it. Or at least his tools.

A drizzling rain started as we drove downtown in a rental car. Enough to be annoying. Not enough to actually make a pit stop to buy an umbrella.

The people lined up outside the theater weren’t happy about the weather either, not when they had another twenty minutes before the doors opened. The marquee read WORLD-RENOWNED SPIRITUALIST JAIME VEGAS. ONE NIGHT ONLY. A banner across it announced that the show was sold out.

Jaime always sold out. If she didn’t, she’d book herself into a smaller venue the next time. She figured that as long as people knew it wasn’t easy getting tickets to her show, they’d keep coming, and she’d have a reason to keep touring, which she loved.

We walked along the line. When we turned to head into the theater, a middle-aged woman stepped into my path.

“The line starts back there,” she said, pointing.

“No, actually, it starts right there.” I gestured to the front. “Which is where we’re going.”

As I circled past her, Adam whispered, “That’s why we’re supposed to go in the back door.”

“This makes me feel special. Right now, I really need to feel special.”

“You’ll feel really special when you’re fighting a lynch mob without your spells.”

“No, I’ll leave that to you. One spark, and with all that polyester, the whole mob will go up in flames.”

I walked to the glass doors and peered through. Inside I could see a few security guards.

Adam swung open the door and held it for me.

“Hey, Steve,” he said to a burly bald guy.

I didn’t recognize the guard, let alone know his name. Adam would say that’s why I needed to pay more attention. I’d point out  that the guard didn’t recognize Adam either. His gaze had gone right to me, and he smiled.

“Savannah, right?” he said.

I nodded.

“I didn’t see you guys on the list,” Steve said, reaching for a clipboard on the podium.

“We aren’t,” I said. “It’s a surprise visit.”

“Sure. I’ll buzz Kat and have her take you to Jaime.”

I could have said that Jaime’s assistant really didn’t need to be playing guide an hour before curtain time. But this was a polite way of saying he needed confirmation before letting us in.

A few minutes later, a young woman with a clipboard, earpiece, and cotton-candy pink hair zoomed through the auditorium door.

“Hey, guys,” she said. “Good to see you. Come on through.”

We picked our way through a hive of buzzing workers. Kat alternated between barking orders and chatting with us. She knew Jaime had popped down to Portland to visit us, so she wasn’t surprised to see us here.

Actually, Jaime had come to check on me in the hospital, and relay her side of the events that had played out in Columbus. My mother had been hunting Leah from the afterlife, with Jaime helping out on this side. Leah had been clever, though, alternating between bodies and keeping Mom and Jaime chasing the other one, while she cozied up to me through Jesse.

When we arrived outside Jaime’s dressing room, I could faintly hear her voice through the door. A one-sided conversation. That’s not surprising for someone who can speak to the dead. Also not surprising that Jaime opened the door with her cell phone to her ear, pretending to be carrying on a conversation with an actual person. The surprising part was that she was fully dressed. And, as it turned out, she was talking to an actual person.

“It’s Hope,” she said to me. Then, “Can I put you on speaker?”

Jaime set the phone down on the table and disappeared behind a  screen to dress. If Adam wasn’t there, she wouldn’t have bothered hiding. Jaime definitely hadn’t been one of those high school girls who’d ducked into a bathroom stall to change for gym. I guard my privacy a little more closely, but if I have Jaime’s figure at forty-seven, I might not hide it either.

I said hi to Hope Adams. Hope was a friend of ours and an Expisco half-demon. Her dad? Lucifer. The Lord Demon of Chaos.

“How are you doing?” I asked.

Hope was seven months along with her first child, and the pregnancy hadn’t been easy. When she said she was fine, her voice was so weak I could barely make it out over the speaker.

“You sound exhausted,” I said. “Are you getting enough rest?”

“Yes, I just—”

A clatter and a weak yelp of “Karl!”

A male voice growled in the background. “If you’re telling them you’re fine, then clearly you’re not the one who should be making this call.”

Hope’s husband. Karl Marsten. Of all the werewolves in the American Pack, Karl’s the only one who spooks me. But Hope can handle him, and the fact that she only sighed at his growling told me she was in rough shape.

“She’s still having the visions,” Karl said after he’d confiscated the phone.

“What visions?” I asked.

He ignored the question. “I know Elena thinks it’s just a difficult pregnancy, but this is more than hormones. Hope isn’t sleeping. At all. These aren’t the nightmares of a stressed pregnant woman. They’re visions, and until she figures out what they mean, she’s going to keep having them.”

As an Expisco, Hope did see visions—usually replays of past chaos.

“What’s she seeing?” I asked.

He hesitated, and I expected him to snap at Jaime to take him off  the speaker. Clearly Jaime already knew what was going on here, and Karl didn’t have time for me right now. He never does. When he did continue, it told me just how worried he was.

“Flashes of images. The same ones over and over. Wolves. A baby. Jasper Haig.”

“Okay,” I said slowly. “Nightmares about wolves and babies when she’s pregnant with a werewolf’s child?”

“Yes, yes. It does sound like pregnancy jitters but—”

“And dreaming of the psycho who’s hell-bent on coming for her if he ever gets out of Cortez Cabal custody? If I was pregnant, I’d worry about everything that could threaten my child. Jaz is a threat.”

“Of which I am well aware.” Karl’s tone made me shut my mouth so fast my teeth clicked. “She’s seeing other images, too. A little boy. A laboratory. A meeting room filled with young people. Images with no obvious chaotic connection. Yet they’re scaring her and she doesn’t know why. She’s seeing you, too.”

“Me?”

“Yes. And a sword. She sees Savannah and a glowing sword.”

“Um, that might not be . . .” Jaime’s voice came over the rustle of her dressing. She paused, then cleared her throat. “Could she be seeing Eve?”

“With a sword?” I said.

“Not specifically.” Jaime hurried on. “Heaven and hell, angels and demons, swords and brimstone. Generic afterlife imagery. Anyway it does seem that Hope’s really having visions. Karl? I’m guessing you want me to run this past Eve and—”

A rap at the door told Jaime it was time for her hair and makeup. She came out from behind the screen, resplendent in a golden brown dress, and told Karl she’d call him later to discuss it. I said good-bye to Hope, wishing her better dreams, and promised to send some of Paige’s sleeping tea.
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