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        Lindy Lindemann always thought she would like to work in a library. Instead, she’s a police dispatcher using her abilities as a precognizant to help the people who call her and feed information to the police when she can. One by one, the high-ranking witches in the city start being picked off, and after every murder, a man identifying himself only as A calls to let her know it’s him.

        With the police quickly running out of leads, Lindy is brought in to work with the lead detective, Dick Hobard. Lindy discovers that these killings are connected to the murder of a family that happened over ten years ago. The only problem? The person that Lindy suspects is Staff Sergeant Siobhan Cockburn, the one who brought her into this in the first place.

        Now, Lindy not only has to stop A from killing anyone else, but also prove that Cockburn isn’t what she appears before A adds them both to his list.

        This book can be read alone but is recommended to be read after Shadow Maker.
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      Dietelinde Lindemann always thought she would like to work in a library. It would be quiet, probably slow enough that she could read sometimes, and she would have access to all the books she wanted. It was the perfect job for her.

      Dietlinde Lindemann did not work in a library.

      “Nine-one-one, what’s the location of your emergency?”

      “My name is Annalise,” a woman whispered. “I think someone is in my house.”

      Lindy nodded, even though Annalise couldn’t see her. People always answered the question they expected instead of the one she actually asked.

      “Where are you?”

      Her fingers drummed against the keyboard.

      “I’m in my house.”

      Oh, for the love of—!

      “What’s your address?”

      Annalise rattled off her address, postal code included. Lindy typed each letter as it was spoken into the text box. The dedicated dispatcher would put the word out to the emergency services so that as soon as they knew which one was needed, they could get moving. A message flashed up: police were on their way, paramedics were on standby.

      “Is it safe for you to talk?”

      Even as Lindy said the words, calm and even, she got a flash of information that made her question moot.

      “I think so. I’m upstairs.”

      “I’m sending some officers to your house. I’ll stay on the line until they arrive. Is there anyone else with you?” Lindy asked.

      “No.”

      “Good. Just stay calm. Someone will be there soon.”

      But she knew they wouldn’t arrive on time. She could never say how she knew these things, but she knew. Calling it a gift felt too cheesy. It was more like insight on crack. The intruder was going to go upstairs, and the cops would be too late.

      “Is there a closet or something you can hide in? One that doesn’t lock from the outside?”

      “A clos– oh, yes. Should I–? Hide?”

      “Yes. And please, don’t make any noise if you can help it.”

      Lindy could hear Annalise complying. Through the phone, her breaths became short and anxious as heavy footsteps got closer. Lindy’s hand moved without her conscious knowledge, a black pen scribbling on a legal pad while the other stayed on the keyboard.

      “Hang tight, help is on the way.”

      She looked over her computer, the transcript of the conversation appearing at the bottom of the screen. The officers were a good ten minutes away from the house, courtesy of a head-on collision that left the direct route blocked, and the intruder was in the room. Lindy could hear them throwing drawers open and swearing. She could only hope they found what they were looking for and left.

      Annalise let out a muffled whimper.

      The next few minutes took an hour to happen. Lindy waited for screaming to start. There was nothing besides something invisible dragging her hand across the paper. One, two, five minutes went by. A door slammed shut, and Annalise choked on a sob.

      “He’s gone. Tha-ank God, he’s gone.”

      “Please stay inside until the police arrive.”

      There was still something… wrong about this whole situation. It was right there, just at the edge of Lindy’s mind, but every time she tried to focus on it, it disappeared. There was a heavy weight in the pit of Lindy’s stomach, she just couldn’t figure out why. Annalise was safe. The intruder had left. The danger was gone. There was nothing left to worry about.

      “W-Will you still stay on?”

      “I’m not going anywhere.”

      As they waited, Annalise’s breathing evened out. She was even able to give a description of the intruder. It was vague, mostly just height, but it was a start. Truth be told, the guy was probably never going to be caught. If nobody was hurt, it would get pushed lower on the Lorelle Police Department’s priority list. She’d seen it happen before. Hopefully, it was a one-off thing, and this guy wouldn’t try another house where someone would get hurt.

      The doorbell rang once, then twice. Annalise sighed in relief, but the weight shifted in Lindy’s stomach. The doorbell rang again, followed by a muffled shout Lindy couldn’t make out. Footsteps echoed through the phone and the lock on the door was opened.

      Something was wrong.

      On the screen, the squad car was still at least two minutes away.

      Something was wrong.

      “No, wait–!”

      The warning came too late. Lindy heard a shrill scream, a gunshot, and the line going fuzzy.

      Lindy swallowed back bile. She hung her headset around her neck with shaky hands. After a moment, Call Disconnected flashed across the screen in red. Her entire body felt hot, her skin too tight around her muscles. She wanted to scream or vomit or both. She did neither. Instead, she stared vacantly at the screen.

      “You okay?” Crystal asked from the half-cubicle beside her.

      Lindy shook her head. A hand settled on her shoulder with a gentle squeeze.

      “You did everything you could.” A pause, and then, “What’s that?”

      Crystal nodded towards the pen sketch.

      People saw her sketches with photographic detail like this, and they stopped believing Lindy when she said that she couldn’t draw. They especially didn’t believe that even though her hand had made the lines, it wasn’t actually her drawing. Or maybe they just didn’t understand. Divination wasn’t as straightforward as people liked to think. Even she had a hard time wrapping her head around it sometimes.

      Lindy looked the sketch over. It was a police badge with a series of small crosses where the numbers should have been.

      She flipped to a clean page without answering, and Crystal didn’t press. She didn’t want anyone else seeing it. Not until she knew what the fuck it meant.

      Lindy’s phone flashed, and she put the headset back on. It never felt right, having to move on so quickly, but that was the job. There was no time to dwell.

      “Nine-one-one, what’s the location of your emergency?”

      “I knew I would get you.”

      Lindy paused, reading the words on-screen to make sure she hadn’t misheard. The voice was deep, unaccented, and entirely unfamiliar.

      “I’m sorry?”

      “Did you know I would call?”

      “I’m sorry, who is this?”

      If this was a prank…

      “You don’t know me, Dietlinde Lindemann. But you will.”

      Lindy nudged Crystal’s arm, frowning, and motioned for her to read the transcript.

      “What the fuck?” Crystal mouthed.

      “If you don’t have an emergency—”

      “Let me ask you something, Dietelinde. Does it ever get to you, listening to people dying every day? Is that why you’re on all those pills? I guess it’s easier to drug yourself than to talk about it.”

      The mention of her prescriptions had her eyes widening in alarm. It wasn’t a total secret, but it wasn’t exactly common knowledge, either. Crystal was already on her way toward their supervisor’s office. It was good to know it wasn’t just setting red flags off for Lindy.

      “How do you know about that?” she asked, trying to keep the tone conversational.

      There was nothing in her training on this. Her chest was so tight, it might have actually been pushing her heart up into her throat. She texted her twin brother, Dieter with one hand, tapping her pen against the notepad with the other.

      She wondered how much trouble she would be in if she just ran out of here. It took everything she had not to. If this asshole had been in front of her, she would have just punched him and been done with it. Not being able to do anything was the worst part.

      Crystal returned with Kevin, their supervisor. Lindy let him scroll through the conversation. His expression was hard.

      “Goodbye, Dietlinde. We’ll talk again soon.”

      The line went dead. If Lindy’s hands had been shaking before, they were trembling now. Was she seriously sweating?

      “Did you put a trace on this?” Kevin asked.

      “No. It was a payphone number.”

      Could this have anything to do with the murder she’d just heard? That was too much of a coincidence, right?

      “Go take a break,” Kevin said. “Call your brother or something.”

      Lindy nodded and all but bolted out of her chair and down the hall. The phone was already dialling.

      “Hey,” Dieter said after the second ring.

      “I need a favour.”

      There was a moment of hesitation before Dieter spoke again. When did Lindy ever ask for favours?

      “What do you need?”

      “I need you to check the call centre, see if there’s anyone being sketchy.”

      Lindy hated the Shadows, the stupid spirits that basically haunted him, more than anything else in the world but… they had their uses. Scoping the landscape was one of them. In the year or so since he’d unintentionally become a fucking Necromancer, he’d gotten pretty good at making them work for him.

      “Lindy, are you okay?”

      “Yeah, I’m fine. I just— Paranoid, that’s all. Humour me, would you?”

      “Okay, they’re looking. If they see anything, I’ll let you know,” Dieter said. “Maybe you should go home.”

      Lindy sighed and rubbed her eyes.

      “I’ll be fine. Look, I need to get back. I’ll call you when I get off.”

      They said their goodbyes, and Dieter hung up. Lindy didn’t go back to work right away. She was still reeling from the conversation with the nameless man. Why hadn’t she seen anything about him? Her Second Sight wasn’t perfect, but she should have been able to see this. The only people she couldn’t see were Sensitives and Necromancers — the people who saw spirits and the people who controlled them — but they were far from common. It was possible, but too much of a coincidence.

      When Lindy settled back at her desk, Crystal was on a call. They were kept busy until their shifts ended. It was one of those days. Kevin called her to his office, looking more grave than usual.

      “How are you?” he asked.

      “I’m fine. I just needed some air.”

      Kevin nodded.

      “Good. Anything else?”

      While she’d never mentioned any precognitive abilities she may or may not have had to Kevin, he’d picked up on her stellar instinct. She suspected he knew exactly what it was, but neither of them brought it up.

      She handed him her legal pad, each page labelled with the call number. Any official notes were in the system, but the less concrete things were in here. Hunches, she called them. The page with the badge was tucked into the bottom of her purse.

      “Good, good. Let me know if you hear from this caller again.”

      Lindy promised she would and left. She couldn’t reach her car fast enough. Right now, this was the last place she wanted to be.
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      Lindy sat in the driveway when she got home, listening to the radio. She didn’t usually drive these days, only taking her car when she was working a shorter shift or running errands. With the killer headache she had, she probably shouldn’t have been driving today. But the noise that would come from crowded buses wouldn’t help, so she took the car. The tank needed filling anyway. She’d swapped her contacts for glasses to at least keep her eyes from drying out as much, but the dull ache behind them persisted.

      The song ended, and Lindy turned the car off. She still wasn’t ready to go inside the house yet. As much as she enjoyed her work, as good as she was at it, it drained the hell out of her. Human beings weren’t meant to work the long and erratic hours that she did, or listen to people get fucking shot. That was part of the job, though, so she lived with it. She gave herself another minute to compose herself before she undid her seatbelt and slid out of the blue smart car.

      Lindy’s boots echoed across the pavement as she made her way up the driveway, her keys jingling in her hands. From the corner of her eyes, she could see that the Morrighan House sign had been knocked over, but she really could not bring herself to care right now. Somebody else could straighten it up. The black BMW parked on the street alerted her to the company inside, and a quick glance at her phone told her it was approaching 7 AM. It made her want to cry a little bit. She let herself into the house as quietly as physically possible.

      The first time Lindy had walked into the living room to find Selima Hammoudi and Yasir Alzubaidi praying had been somewhat jarring, mostly because she wasn’t used to them being here. While she was used to working with the lawyers when she had to testify and seeing them in witch circles, them dating her brother and hanging out here had taken some getting used to. In hindsight, the praying shouldn’t have surprised her; Muslim Awliya were still Muslim. There wasn’t a deity out there that could get her out of bed at seven in the frigging morning to pray but if they were up for it, more power to them. Lindy wrestled her boots off while she waited for them to finish. Her socks slipped off and stuck inside them. There were pink spots on her ankles where her skin was starting to blister.

      Lindy leaned back against the wall and let her eyelids drop. There was no way she could get up the stairs without disrupting them. She didn’t know what the policy was on getting distracted during a prayer, but she wasn’t going to make it harder than it had to be for them. As her mind settled, her breathing evened out, and she couldn’t help but wonder if Muslims ever fell asleep while praying. Was that an awful thing to wonder? God knew she’d fallen asleep during that part of church enough times, on the few occasions that their one Catholic nanny had bothered to take them. She hadn’t gone in years. She was a Hellenic Polytheist, which was a fancy way of saying she took The Illiad way too seriously. It had a built-in explanation for her visions, and monotheisms had never made any sense to her. How did it make any sense that one thing was responsible for everything? It didn’t, that was how. Not that she was going to tell the Muslim witches that. To each their own.

      “Lindy? Lindy, are you awake?”

      Yasir’s soft voice lilted with an Arabic accent pulled her from the brink of sleep. The last thing she needed to do was fall asleep on her feet again. Last time, she’d fallen over and broken a lamp. Not an expensive one, but still.

      “Lindy.”

      Lindy forced her eyes open despite the burn and the weight of her eyelids.

      “I’m up,” she mumbled.

      Selima unpinned her hijab, unleashing the dark mess of curls that Dieter always fawned over. Lindy wondered if it was wrong to wonder how many pens had gotten lost in there. She blamed it on the sleep. Or lack of sleep. Whatever.

      “I’m making breakfast,” Yasir said. “Do you want some?”

      “Don’t you guys have your own kitchen to cook in?” Lindy asked. “One that’s properly equipped?”

      Lindy loved the two of them, really. Yasir was a great cook, Selima was a walking encyclopaedia of makeup tricks, and no matter how much the constant displays of affection between them and Dieter make her eyes roll, they were good company. But if Yasir banging around the kitchen kept her from getting a solid 28 hours of sleep, she was going to give him another scar to match the one he had through his eyebrow.

      If either of them responded to her question, her brain missed it.

      “Fridge it,” she said, hoping he got the message.

      In hindsight, it probably sounded like she was trying to swear. She wasn’t entirely sure that she wasn’t.

      How she got upstairs was a mystery, but she thought she might have had Selima to thank for that. She woke up after only four hours from her belt digging into her stomach and her phone reminding her that she had an optometrist appointment today. As tempted as she was to cancel, she knew she wouldn’t be able to get another appointment for weeks. It was too late for that, anyway. Massive cancellation fees.

      The house was quiet, empty save for herself. Everyone must have been at work. She dragged herself to the bathroom. Her reflection in the mirror almost scared her; smudged makeup, hair in total disarray… She looked like a wreck. She had to laugh at herself. Scared herself with her own reflection, that was an achievement. At least none of her piercings had given her a hard time. There was still a scar in her ear where a hoop had once gotten caught on a pillow once. She stuck to studs these days. Even though they dug into her head, it was less of a hazard.

      Lindy couldn’t remember when she’d last showered. Sometime this week, probably. Dry shampoo was a blessing. She pulled the array of piercings from her ears and eyebrow and nose, setting them on the sink while the water warmed up. Even though she had more than half an hour to get ready, the stinging patches of skin on her feet made her cut it short. Goddamn blisters. But the boots were so nice. It was only April, and it was already a million degrees out — that was Southern Ontario for you — so she was trying to get as many wears out of them as she could. She dragged herself through the house in various stages of undress, warming up the breakfast Yasir had left for her and checking her hair straightener, shoving things into her purse as she went. She was simultaneously eating and straightening her hair while crumbs fell into the sink when she heard Lenna Alvarez, her other actual roommate, come in. The door slammed shut behind her.

      “Lindy,” she called, “are you ready?”

      Lindy swallowed a mouthful of bread and cheese.

      “Just give me two seconds.”

      “You’re going to be late.”

      Lindy shut the straightener off and tied her hair up into a messy bun. It was all she could manage right now. She’d stopped dying herself out of the blonde category for a few months now, but it still made her do a double-take in the mirror when she forgot. There was always too much going on to remember what colour her hair was. She ran down the stairs, purse slung over her shoulder. It wasn’t until she ran toe first into the couch that she realized that her contacts were still upstairs. She didn’t have time to run back up.

      “Fucking fuck,” she muttered, flexing her foot and fishing her spare glasses from the bottom of her purse.

      There was a large scratch across the left lens, but she didn’t have time to get her good ones. It was the same prescription, anyway.

      As much as she would have preferred taking her little blueberry of a car, she settled into the passenger’s seat of Lenna’s monster Jeep. It always just seemed like a good idea to let someone else drive her to these things. She couldn’t help but feel smug, though, when Lenna couldn’t find a space big enough to park in.

      “My car would fit there,” she said.

      Lenna snorted, baring her teeth a little.

      “Your car is a toy. I’ll just drop you and park somewhere else.”

      The appointment was a familiar routine. It wasn’t one Lindy enjoyed, either. Optometrists were almost worse than dentists. But her sight had become a problem since before high school, and she really didn’t need it getting worse. So here she was.

      Dr Tim Beaumont was nice enough, if not impossible to read. They ran through the examination at a soul-crushing pace. By the time he sat her across from the chart on the wall, she was beyond ready to go back to sleep. Why was she even here? He wasn’t going to tell her anything she didn’t already know. She started to read, trying to keep her exhaustion from showing through her voice.

      “E, F, P, T, O, Z, L, D, E, O.” Lindy paused at the fifth line. “P, E, O, F… O?”

      Shit, that wasn’t right. She winced but kept reading. By the time she got to the seventh line, 20/25, the letters were a total blur. She could hear Dr Beaumont scribbling notes as she guessed at the black spots on the wall.

      He pulled up a chair and sat across from her.

      “Have you been wearing your glasses and contacts?” he asked.

      Lindy gave a curt nod.

      “And have you been looking at computer screens or reading for long periods of time?”

      “Well, yeah. I’m a dispatcher, staring at computers is literally what I do all day.”

      Granted, she didn’t work 9-5. Even though she and most other dispatchers worked the full 40 hours a week, the hours were more scattered. Depending on the week, she might work sixteen hours for two days and eight for one, or sixteen hours one day and only four for the other six, or any other weird combination. Even though she didn’t use the computer much outside of work, she still read just about every book she could get her hands on. Her bedroom was practically a makeshift library with books on just about every subject. She kept as many as she could find on her eReader, zooming in an almost comical amount, and filled her phone with audiobooks, but it wasn’t the same. Besides, most of her collection could only be found in print. Not large print, either.

      Tim nodded in understanding.

      “I think the best option right now is to get you a stronger prescription. I’d also like to have you tested for glaucoma and cataracts.”

      Lindy swallowed but didn’t say anything. The thought of being blind by thirty made her stomach twist. Yeah, her vision had been shit for ages. But it wouldn’t get that bad. No-one in her family had ever had vision problems. Even her father, somewhere in his mid-50s, didn’t need glasses. She knew she could always ask one of the many Seers she knew if they saw that coming. But between false hope and the worst case, she didn’t want to know.

      Dr Beaumont clasped his hands together, leaning forward. His expression was somewhere between solemn and stern, Lindy couldn’t tell. She could only see half his face.

      “If you’re lucky, it won’t get any worse. You might need some surgery if it is one of those, depending on how it progresses.”

      “What if it still isn’t glaucoma or cataracts, though?” she asked.

      The back of her shirt suddenly felt damp, sweat rolling down her spine and pooling at the small of her back.

      “We’ll cross that bridge when we get to it.”

      She saw Dr. Beaumont shaking his head with an apology at the back of her mind. She wanted to tell him that it wasn’t glaucoma. It wasn’t anything. There was no reason for the way her vision she was declining. Maybe they could slow it down, but there was nothing anyone could do to stop it. Not really.

      Lindy was going blind. It was only a matter of time, and as much as she tried to pretend otherwise, she knew it.
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      Between their work schedules, Dieter and Lindy didn’t see each other much, though they saw more of each other now that he was off school for the summer. When she had the time to think about it, she really did miss her brother.

      She found him and Lenna smoking on the porch, late in the evening. While she wasn’t a fan of the smell, she was used to it. Almost everyone she knew smoked. She leaned forward over the wood railing.

      “You know,” she said, “they say one out of every two smokers dies from it.”

      Lenna grimaced and put her cigarette out on a metal nail sticking out from the wood.

      “Thanks for the reminder,” she said dryly.

      As a general rule, it wasn’t a reminder Lindy threw around often. If someone wanted to rot their lungs, that was their call. But Lenna was trying to quit for what was probably the seventh time in three weeks and had actually asked for the reminder, and Dieter… Dieter should have been quitting. Not even Lenna, who practically turned smoking into a hobby, smoked as much as he did. But if he had any intention of quitting the way he kept saying he would, Lindy had yet to see any proof of it. It wasn’t like she was his mom — she had never tried or wanted to be –– but it would be nice not to have the house smelling like an ashtray all the time.

      She watched Lenna pop a piece of gum into her mouth before squeezing past her to get back inside the house. Her high heels clicked against the wood. At just over six feet tall, the extra height was just ridiculous. But Lindy wasn’t about to tell that to Lenna or Aldo, the black jaguar that had made himself her Familiar. It was just rude.

      With Lenna inside, it was easy to notice just how quiet it got at night. The Morrighan House was pretty out of the way, tacked on at the edge of town like an afterthought. Between the massive wildcat and the spirits that flocked around her Necromancer brother, there weren’t many animals who ventured close enough to hear, and there was almost no traffic going by outside of commuter hours. While it was only a half hour walk to the University, it was far from everything else. But the rent was crazy cheap considering how nice the place was. Small, but nice. Lindy figured no-one wanted to live in a three bedroom, mid-19th century, former tourist not-so-hot spot next to nothing and nothing.

      “It’s nice out,” Lindy said.

      Dieter exhaled a lungful of smoke and nodded. The smell hit her nostrils, and she grimaced.

      “You know, those’ll kill you, too.”

      He shrugged, taking another drag.

      “Not like Necromancers have a long life expectancy anyway.”

      Wasn’t that a comforting thought? He wasn’t wrong, according to every source she could find. That didn’t mean his passive suicidal thoughts were okay.

      “Dad’s pretty old,” she said. “He’s what, 55?”

      Dieter shot her a hard look.

      “Look, all I’m saying is that not all Necromancers die young,” Lindy said with as much optimism as she could manage.

      “Alistair did.”

      She had to stop herself from grimacing. She’d never trusted Alistair Cudmore, and with good reason. The fact that he was dead didn’t make her any more sympathetic to him, not after he’d killed two people and left her moron twin brother catatonic for a good half a year.

      “That’s different,” Lindy pointed out.

      It was not different. While a particularly rough personality disorder and a predisposition to bad ideas had influenced at least some of Alistair Cudmore’s actions, it might not have gotten him killed if not for the Necromancy. And fuck knew that Dieter wasn’t exactly the poster child for solid mental health.

      “Is it wrong that I miss him?” Dieter asked softly.

      Lindy’s first instinct was to say yes. Yes, it was a little wrong to miss a guy who killed two people and put Dieter in the hospital. But she couldn’t exactly blame him, either. Dieter had always been lonely, and Alistair had been the first person to know what to do about spirits. Apparently, there was something super isolating about being a Sensitive. Meeting another one had been good for Dieter. That Alistair had been the one to trick Dieter into becoming a Necromancer himself was also beside the point.

      “No, it’s normal. Alistair was important to you,” Lindy said.

      “Don’t get me wrong, I love Yasir and Selima, and they love me. But… I loved him too. It wasn’t his fault, you know. Shadows are just stronger than people.”

      There it was, another painful reminder that he was screwed either way. Lindy inched closer and settled a hand on Dieter’s back. He stiffened only momentarily before relaxing.

      “I’m sorry,” Lindy said.

      Even though Lindy hadn’t done anything to be sorry for, there wasn’t much else to say. She was sorry, though. Sorry for the hell Dieter had gone through, sorry that she couldn’t know what would happen, sorry that she couldn’t help him through any of it. Maybe it was on their father, the biggest Necromancer this side of Montréal, but that didn’t make her feel any less guilty. It wasn’t her fault Ekkehardt had decided that pretending Dieter had schizophrenia was better, easier than just dealing with the reality of it. And, yeah, it was hard to tell where schizophrenia ended and Sensitivity began, she would admit that. Plus, Dieter did have a ton of other issues that needed working out. But she figured that he, of all people, would know better.

      It wasn’t the same for her. Seers were common enough. Diviners were a dime a dozen. And there was more than enough literature to help her through what Ekkehardt couldn’t be assed to. It was half the appeal of Hellenism. So she’d more or less figured it out on her own. Internet forums had helped her more than Ekkehardt ever had.

      “Do you work tonight?” Dieter asked.

      “Not until three.”

      “AM? That’s not tonight, that’s tomorrow morning.”

      Lindy snorted. He wasn’t wrong on that one.

      “Fine, I work tomorrow morning.”

      She should have known what Dieter was from the start. Something should have tipped her off. The fact that in all her divining, she’d never been able to see anything about either Ekkehardt or Dieter should have been the reddest flag in the world. Most Seers dealt with spirit blindness, the inability to see anything through the dense whatever of spirits. The possibility of her dad being a frigging Necromancer had never even crossed her mind. It made so much more sense than that she just couldn’t see someone she was that close to.

      Hindsight.

      Dieter flinched away from something Lindy couldn’t see. Something she'd never been able to see.

      "Let's go inside," he said, his voice suddenly shaky. "I don't want to be out here anymore."

      She didn't blame him, and she didn't wonder at the randomness of the comment, when he was usually so at ease with being outside. Something about giving his Shadows more space to roam. And while it was awkward and uncomfortable not being able to see them – or anyone they surrounded, so to speak – she didn’t envy him. From the way people talked about them, they were terrifying.

      Dieter held the front door open for her. The sudden brightness made her eyes burn. She tried to keep herself from wincing to avoid giving herself away, but she couldn’t stop herself from looking down. It still felt like she was staring right into the lamp.

      “You okay?” Dieter asked.

      “Yeah,” she said. “I’m going to get some sleep before work.”

      She made her way up the stairs, squinting as soon as Dieter was behind her.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Lindy was on her third cup of coffee when the call came in. The paper was still warm, brought in by another operator when he came back from his break.

      “Nine-one-one, what’s the location of your emergency?”

      “It’s not my emergency, Dietlinde.”

      She stiffened, both from the familiarity of the voice and from her full first name. She jerked upright and pulled her notebook close, jotting down anything that might be helpful. Background noise, tone, enunciation. Anything.

      “Whose emergency is it?” she asked as evenly as possible.

      It wasn’t often that she spoke to the actual committee of the crime, especially if they weren’t turning themselves in. It was even less often that she got absolutely nothing from the caller; no sense of who they were, where they were, what they were. He could have been two feet away from her, and she wouldn’t be able to tell.

      Frankly, it was fucking terrifying. Blindness in any form was not a fun thing.

      “Hello?” she said. “Are you still there?”

      “I’m here.”

      “Can you tell me what you did?”

      “I could. But why don’t you tell me something first.”

      Lindy squeezed her eyes shut and rubbed the bridge of her nose. She was still waiting on her new glasses. No matter how much she zoomed in on her computer, her eyes ached. And this call was absolutely not helping.

      “Okay,” she asked as patiently as she was physically capable, “what do you want me to tell you?”

      “Does the name Bad Omen mean anything to you?”

      She hadn’t been able to find her pen when she’d come into work. She couldn’t remember when she’d last taken it from her purse, but it wasn’t there. At the time, she’d been annoyed. But now, feeling the pencil snap from the force of her grip, it seemed like a small blessing.

      “Where did you hear that name?” she demanded.

      “So it does.”

      “I didn’t say that.”

      As if the taunting phone calls weren’t enough, as if the ‘I know who you are’ bullshit wasn’t enough, now he was throwing around Bad Omen as if– How would anyone who wasn’t a witch know that name?

      Anonymity was important to witches, always had been. It was almost tradition more than anything at this point, going by nicknames. But those nicknames were guarded. No-one should be able to connect it to her. Well, no-one who didn’t frequent some pretty underground forums back in the early 2000s.

      “You didn’t have to,” the caller said. “I can hear it in your voice. I just killed him.”

      “You what?”

      Okay, that made no sense. Bad Omen wasn’t a him, and Bad Omen was definitely not dead. Bad Omen was very much alive. Bad Omen was sitting in a call centre talking to a homicidal dick on the phone. But clearly, the caller had no idea that he was talking to Bad Omen. He had no idea that Lindy was Bad Omen.

      “He’s dead, Dietelinde. I just shot him.”

      She shouldn’t have wanted to laugh. This guy had no idea who she was. Even if he knew where she worked, even if he knew she was a Seer, he didn’t know who she was. And if he had no idea that she was Bad Omen then he probably didn’t know that Dieter was the Shadow Maker. And if he didn’t know any of that, then he probably didn’t know what the fuck he was doing.

      And yet, she still couldn’t fucking see him.

      “Where are you?”

      “You’re smart, I’m sure you’ll figure it out.”

      Before she could ask anything else, the line clicked dead. She groaned, pushing her hands through her hair. The heels of her hands rubbed over her eyes, smudging her eyeliner everywhere. There was a sinking feeling in her stomach. And then her stomach sank further when she realized that a man was dead. A man that her potential serial killer thought was her –– or at least was her handle — was dead. Which somehow made this her fault.

      “Oh, balls,” she mumbled.

      She pulled her hair elastic out of her bun, letting her hair fall over her shoulders before tying it up again. She needed a minute to think, to decide what to do about this. Either a witch was offing other witches, or a Normal had gotten a hold of their names. She wasn’t sure which was worse. She had to tell someone about this, but she didn’t want to take this to Mohr’s Circle yet. Mohr’s Circle regulated local witch activity. They weren’t an investigative unit. They were more like lawyers than cops. She still wasn’t sure that he’d killed anyone the first time or, even if he did, if the victim had been a witch. Doing something was the cops’ job right now.

      The phone rang again. Lindy bit back a pained groan. Not even three seconds to process.

      “Nine-one-one, what’s your emergency?”

      “The neighbour’s kids keep coming onto my property!”
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      It wasn't often that Lindy had the house to herself in the evening. Dieter was out with his coworkers and Lenna had a date, so it was just her

      The lights were off, and she was navigating the kitchen almost entirely on memory alone. The migraines were getting more frequent and more painful. She felt better now than she had when she woke up, at least, courtesy of enough painkillers to knock anyone else her size out. Her head had ached so bad, she thought her skull must have caved in. Anything was an improvement. Still, the light stayed off. Her hand found the bottles of antidepressants and anti-anxiety pills in the cupboard above the microwave. She couldn’t read the labels in the dark, but the screen of her out of date cell phone was enough to see her name on them.

      Most everyone she worked with was on some kind of antidepressant. They talked about it the same way they did food. It should have bothered her, but the normality of it was comforting. They had a brutal job. Most people didn't last more than a few months. Some barely even lasted days. The more senior operators transferred to quieter shifts. Lindy wasn't quite there yet, but she would be soon. She'd been there since she finished high school. It was only a few years but felt like a lifetime.

      The pills were chalky on her tongue. She washed them down with some tea that did little to mask the texture. With her phone back in her pocket, the only light came from the solitary candle on the kitchen table. There wasn't a whole lot in the way of the dining room. Really, it was the far extension of the kitchen. The house was old, with odd architecture, and only just big enough for three people and a jaguar, but the rotating schedules meant that there is usually only two people here at a time. They managed.

      She dragged the chair back from the table. The leg scraped against the laminate flooring. It was originally hardwood, but it had all been overturned in renovations before they’d moved in. There wasn’t much but the layout of the house and the sign out front that remained from the original house, built in 18-something by the three Morrighan sisters. The place had been redone so many times, Lindy didn't know why it had never just been torn down and rebuilt from scratch.

      Lindy shuffled the deck of tarot cards that she could barely see without her glasses, with or without the lights on, and set the cards down on the table in a 3x3 grid and looked them over. The cards furthest from the candle may as well not have even been there. The ones closer were blurred smudges of colour.

      Her visions — for lack of better term — worked on a sort of trigger system. It was like hearing one word and suddenly remembering the rest of a song. Tarot cards all meant something but the pictures were more important to her than the names. If her sight was going, she was going to need a new system.

      There was something in the blurs of what she thought might have been the Emperor that was trying to get her attention. She could remember the tune, but not the words. She tapped her finger against it. The blue colours weren't enough. But the Emperor was part of the Major Arcana. It made him an important card.

      She tried to make out the other cards on the table before she started overlapping more on top. It wasn’t even worth the effort.

      A forceful rap of the front door nearly made her knock the candle over. Shit, that was close.

      At first, Lindy ignored it. She wasn't expecting anybody. But it came again, louder and more insistent this time. Maybe Lenna was locked out without her phone again. Lindy moved the candle closer to the centre of the table and went to answer the door.

      It wasn't Lenna.

      Ekkehardt Schneider let out a choked sigh and pulled Lindy into the tightest hug she'd ever remembered receiving from him. Her hands flew to his arms.

      What—What?

      "I heard you were dead," he choked out.

      His accent was so thick, she could barely understand him. And then his words hit her.

      Shit.

      "I'm fine," she assured.

      Had she ever seen her father this distraught before? Yeah, he'd gotten pretty messed up every time Dieter had to be hospitalized, but he'd never been this worked up over her. It wasn’t like she had never been rushed to the ER herself, mostly for stitches, though. Ekkehardt never worried after her the way he did with Dieter. Maybe he didn't need to. She did usually foresee any danger coming — usually — and Dieter was literally haunted.

      He was clearly worried now.

      "Why didn't you just get one of your spirits —" She waved her hand to where they might have been. "— to check on me?"

      "I did. But I had to see for myself that you're not hurt."

      He stepped back and looked her over in the dark. She couldn’t see his face or the left side of the room. Well, that was probably where his spirits were.

      "I was gonna make some more tea. If you want some."

      "Yes, that would be nice."

      Lindy couldn't remember the last time she had felt this awkward. He'd never been here before, at least not that she knew. Even though she invited him, it still felt like an intrusion. Probably something like inviting a vampire in. She turned a hall light on so he could see and slipped on her sunglasses on her way to the kitchen.

      "Are your eyes hurting you?" Ekkehardt asked.

      "On and off. The light’s just bothering me today."

      "And your… visions?"

      He'd only ever asked about them after Dieter had become a Necromancer. Before that, magic was an off-limits topic. It wasn’t real, and it wasn’t something he would have in his house. He had made a point to ignore any of her precognitions. But now he cared.

      "I tried to watch a movie with Lenna yesterday, saw the whole thing before the opening credits ended. And the Leafs are going to the semifinals this year, but they’ll lose to Montréal. And I know all the results of the next Olympics. We’re going to bring home a few golds in the summer."

      "We Canada or we Germany?"

      "Both."

      He laughed softly. Sports were the only thing they had in common. She wasn't sure he'd ever quite forgiven her for quitting soccer. But, hey, Dieter still ran, so there was that. And she kick-boxed. Used to kick-box. She really needed to get back to that. She’d gained weight last winter, and it was making her dread shorts shopping.

      The kettle finished boiling. Lindy poured two mugs and fumbled through the tea boxes that filled the shelf. She couldn't tell which was which but she found one that smelled like mint.

      "How is Diederich?"

      "Why don't you ask him yourself? He's fine. Just busy with work and shit."

      Ekkehardt sighed into his tea.

      "I mean, how is he with his… Shadows."

      "Everything is under control as far as I know."

      She couldn't help but wonder, cynically, if this was why he was really here, what he was really interested in knowing about. But that wasn't fair. Dieter was a train wreck, and Necromancy was a hell of a hobby.

      She had to wonder… She always had to wonder—

      "What makes a person decide to get into Necromancy? I mean, how do you— Why?"

      The shadows that fell across his face from the candle and the hall light made his scowl look harder than it really was. She didn't think he was going to answer. For a long, quiet minute, he didn't. Then, he let out a long sigh and set his mug down.

      "All people have their own reasons."

      "What was yours?"

      It was the most personal question she’d never asked. The more she thought about it, the less she realized she knew about him. She didn't know when he came from Germany, how and when he met Eva Lindemann. She didn’t know anything about either of their families. If he didn't have his Bachelor’s from Leipzig, his Master’s from Berlin, and his MBA from Toronto on his office wall, she wouldn’t even know where he studied. She couldn’t even be sure that either of those German cities were where he was born.

      Ekkehardt sipped his tea and looked anywhere but at her.

      "I lost someone very close. I was young, about your age. I didn't know what was going to happen. I believed I could…"

      "Cheat death?"

      The smile was tight and painful.

      "Something like that."

      "So what happened?”

      She wasn't sure she wanted an answer.

      "It wasn't him. Not the way it was supposed to be."

      There was a hell of a lot more to that story, but there was pain in his voice, and she didn't have the heart to press. It didn't matter, not really. Her curiosity wasn't worth opening old wounds that obviously still hurt. Not that she wasn't going to spend the rest of her life wondering. That also didn't mean there weren't other parts of the story she couldn't ask about.

      "So how do you actually become a— How does that work?"

      It had been an accident for Dieter, orchestrated by Alistair Cudmore. She had to assume Alistair had become one on purpose, but if Dieter knew how, he never told her.

      "There are lots of ways. Different places have different methods. Most of Europe does the way I know."

      Which was…? She wanted to hurry him along to the good part.

      "You have to drink Necromancer blood. I did not know any Necromancers. My late aunt was one. I used my own blood with the hope that being her blood would be enough. If you are someone who can become one, your body rejects it at first. Your blood burns and your body starts to fall apart. I didn't know if I would live through it. Some do not."

      "But you did."

      Obviously.

      He nodded.

      "It was only worth it because I had you and your brother." He hesitated. "I wasn't there for you the way I should have been. If I had been better to you, maybe you would have a better life, and Diederich…"

      "My life is fine."

      "Your job—"

      "I like my job. I'm good at it. I'm helping people. You should be proud—!"

      Tears prickled behind her glasses. Not this again!

      "I am. I'm always so proud of both of you."

      Took him long enough to say it. All these years and all he did was criticize and hassle Lindy about her life choices. Even if he meant well, he didn't have to be such a dick about it.

      Her tea was cold by now. She would have to microwave it to a drinkable temperature.

      "Lenna's on her way back,” she croaked.

      Ekkehardt nodded again. He fished a tissue from his pocket and blew his nose. Guilt welled in Lindy's stomach.

      He hugged her again and asked her to have Dieter call him when he got home.

      Lenna pulled into the driveway as Ekkehardt pulled out. Her eyes glowed yellow to see in the dark. She didn’t ask any questions, only reheated her tea and let Lindy lean against her chest on the couch.

      "Why do Necromancers have to be so dramatic?"

      "Because otherwise, no reasonable person would pay them any attention."

      Lindy snorted.

      "So how was your date?” she asked.

      "It was really nice. Her brother works with me. That's how we know each other. They, uhm, make fire."

      "Pyromancers?"

      "Yeah. She…" Lenna let out a dreamy sigh. It said more than her words could. "She has a nice a laugh."

      Lindy smiled. At least someone was having a good night.
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      Cliché as it was, if someone were to run a blood test on her, Lindy was pretty sure that they would find more coffee than blood. She pretty much lived off the crap. She couldn’t even begin to think about what all the caffeine was doing to her poor heart. Right now, it wasn’t just coffee that she needed, but information. Tasseomancy, the diviner-owned coffee shop not far from the University of Lorelle, was the perfect place for both.

      A bell rang overhead as she walked in through the door. The café was almost empty, with a few people seated at tables and only one person in line.

      “Lindy? Lindy!”

      Lindy barely had time to brace herself before she was tackled into a tight hug, which she returned.

      “How are you, honey?” she asked.

      “Me? How are you? People are still saying Bad Omen was shot.”

      “That’s actually what I’m here to talk to you about. You have a minute?”

      Cari motioned for Lindy to sit down in one of the booths and said something to the barista in Turkish, something that Lindy assumed was a request to take over. Not that Cari needed to be behind the counter anyway. The place was always dead at this hour, just after the morning rush. And if she was needed, she was right here. The barista brought over two mugs of coffee as Lindy shrugged off her spring jacket and settled in the seat.

      “So what happened?” Cari asked.

      Lindy gave a dry laugh and pushed her hair from her face. Where to start?

      “I don’t really know. This guy’s called my work twice now. Once was right after this lady got shot. I don’t know for sure yet if it’s related. But then he called me the other day and said that he just killed Bad Omen.”

      “But you’re Bad Omen.”

      “I know that. You know that. But I don’t think this guy knows that.”

      “Are you sure he wasn’t making a threat?”

      Lindy let out a slow exhale, shaking her head.

      “No. I’m not sure. The thing is, I don’t— I don’t get anything off the guy. It’s like something’s blocking me from seeing him. I keep getting nothing.” She pushed her bangs back out of her face. “I’m considering scrying.”

      Cari’s dark eyebrows rose.

      “Maybe he’s just Sensitive or Necromancer,” she suggested.

      “No, it’s– It’s definitely not that. With them, it’s like trying to look into a black hole. It’s like they don’t exist, and there’s a big, empty space where they should be.”

      “I don’t think that’s what black hole does. Your brother is physicist, you should ask him.”

      “Not the point. With this guy, it’s like there’s something… in front of him. Like trying to look through frosted glass or a thick fog.”

      Lindy rubbed the bridge of her nose. She couldn’t tell if the permanent headache developing behind her eyes was from stress, caffeine, or just eye strain. There was really only one of those she could do much about, but giving up caffeine when she had a large mug of Turkish coffee in her hands was just unthinkable.

      “Do you think he’s a sihirbaz?” Cari asked.

      A witch.

      “I can’t think of any other way that he would know that name.”

      She sighed again, exhaling over the rim of the white mug. She kept her eyes up to avoid getting pulled into the ripples that formed. Now was so not the time for accidental scrying.

      “Do we take this to Mohr’s Circle?”

      The suggestion made her grimace. She’d been wrestling with that question for days. Regardless of whether or not her caller was a witch, it was the proper course of action.

      Like engineers and realtors, witches were self-regulating. Mohr’s Circle dealt with any abuse of power, everything from cheating at the lottery to straight-up murder. Or at least, they were supposed to. They didn’t always do such a great job, but when they did, it was a group that no-one wanted to come face-to-face with, especially not with Ekkehardt Schneider running it. He was fair – or so Lindy had heard – but he had a glare that could freeze over Hell. Lindy had been on the receiving end of it on a fairly regular basis, back in high school when she’d taken to sneaking out to parties and crawling back in through the window at fuck o’clock in the morning. More than once, she’d wondered if it was possible to get frostbite from a look.

      No, Lindy was content to let them find out about it on their own. She found it hard to believe they didn’t know already. But, again, they were more like lawyers than cops. They wouldn’t do anything without a case handed to them on a plate. The less work they had to do, the better.

      “If it turns out this guy is a witch, maybe,” she said. “But if he’s a Normal, then this is a matter for the cops.”

      Cari snorted and muttered something in Turkish. It didn’t sound particularly flattering. Most of them felt the same way about cops. Most of them had been on the receiving end of some less than fair treatment. It was bullshit, but now wasn’t the time to think about it.

      “You’ll trust them?” Cari asked.

      Lindy snorted and shook her head.

      “No. But actually finding the guy is way out of my area.”

      “He threatened you.”

      “Still not my job.”

      Maybe she should have been more concerned. The guy had already killed at least one person that she knew of. He knew where she worked. She should have been terrified. Except she had a pretty damn good instinct for danger. And yeah, this guy was obviously dangerous, but not to her and definitely not to Dieter. It would take more than an asshole with a gun to get through his four Shadows.

      Cari reached over the table and took Lindy’s hand in hers.

      “Finish your coffee so I can read the grounds. Do you work today?”

      “I’m not supposed to, but they’re going to call me in.”

      Lindy did not want to go into work today. She was exhausted. It was barely after nine, but already she could feel the migraine creeping up the back of her skull. A part of her wondered if it was a byproduct of her visions, but she didn’t know any other Seers who had migraines or vision problems. Except Lindy wasn’t like most Seers. Maybe there was some kind of trade-off between being able to see everything and being able to see, well, anything.

      She nursed her coffee, letting out the occasional sigh of annoyance about work as they chatted.

      “Do you consider finding new work?” Cari asked.

      She supposed it was her own fault for complaining so damn much about it. But everyone complained about their jobs. It was what people did.

      “I think everyone considers changing their line of work on shitty days,” she mused, holding the mug to her lips. “But I’ve saved lives. That makes some of the bullshit worth it. That being said, if I had a nickel for every time some idiot called 9-1-1 by mistake and hung up, I’d have enough saved up to retire early.”

      “Very early.”

      Lindy rolled her eyes despite the grin tugging at her lips. Yeah, she was too young to retire. But hey, wasn’t that what everybody dreamed of? She finished off the last bit of her coffee, only just managing not to choke on the grounds layered onto the bottom. When she looked into the empty mug, she could still see some of it caked onto the bottom. Cari held her hand out for it. There was a long silence in which she stared into the grounds that didn’t mean anything to Lindy. If she’d had any interest in learning to read grounds, maybe she could get something out of them, but she had more than enough to occupy her powers with, thank you very much.

      “There is going to be a man in your life.”

      She couldn’t stop herself from laughing at that. Did Cari have any idea how cliché that sounded?

      “Someone should tell my coffee that I’m asexual. And aromantic.”

      It had taken her longer to figure that out than to figure out that she was a Seer, but it was also a lot more satisfying. Having the words to describe herself had given her a sense of completeness.

      “I don’t think it’s supposed to be a romance thing.”

      “God, I hope not. So who is this guy?”

      Cari shrugged. Tasseomancy did tend to be vaguer than other types of divination. Lindy couldn’t hold it against her. She watched Cari frown with a sinking feeling.

      “What?” she asked cautiously, unsure if she wanted an answer.

      While divination had its uses, sometimes, it was better not to know. This was feeling like one of those times.

      “Lindy… I don’t know how to tell you this…” Cari inhaled sharply. “I see… darkness. I think— I think you’re going blind.”

      The sheer agony in Cari’s soft voice was the only thing that kept Lindy from laughing this time. Was that it? And here she was, worrying that she was going to get her face blown off or something.

      “I know. I’m managing it but… I know.”

      She could see the words rising in Cari’s throat, sympathetically spilling into her mouth. But before even one could fall from her lips, Lindy’s phone rang. She grabbed it from her pocket and cut the opening of All I Ask of You off before it could even really start.

      “Hey. You need me to come in?”

      No need to check the call display. Even if Lindy hadn’t customized every one of her ringtones to tracks from The Phantom of the Opera, she knew it was work.

      “Sort of,” Kevin said. “I need you to meet me at the police precinct on Acosta Avenue.”

      Okay, that was new.

      Lindy wrinkled her nose. Beyond the confusion, police precincts were a place she’d always made it a point to avoid. In fact, ditching parties before the cops showed up and pulled out the cuffs had pretty much been the primary use for her powers back in high school.

      “Uh, sure. Why, what’s up?”

      “I’ll explain when you get here. Can you be here in half an hour?”

      Talk about a last-minute shift. But this… this wasn’t a regular shift. She glanced up at the clock on the back wall.

      “Yeah.”

      “Great.”

      The line clicked shut, and Lindy was left staring in confusion.

      “He wants me to meet him at a precinct.”

      “Maybe they caught your caller,” Cari suggested.

      Wait, did she say caller or killer?

      “Your guess is as good as mine.”

      Cari pulled Lindy into another tight hug and refused to let go until Lindy promised to call her when she got home. Funny how diviners could be the biggest worriers. Lindy promised and ordered another coffee to go.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Acosta Avenue was only twenty minutes out. By the time she arrived, her coffee had cooled to a drinkable temperature. She fidgeted with the various sterling silver rings on her fingers before she got out of her car and made her way into the precinct. The sound of her boots hitting the tile echoed off the walls as she walked across the lobby to where a receptionist sat behind a cluttered desk.

      “I’m looking for Kevin Wu,” she said uncertainly.

      The receptionist barely looked up at her at first, then did a double-take and frowned.

      Black hair obstructed most of his face, but there was something familiar in what she did see, though she couldn’t place it. Lorelle wasn’t a huge city. Maybe she’d seen him at the farmer’s market or something.

      His frown deepened, and he pushed his hair back. The light caught a silver ring wound around his index finger. A snake.

      “Omen?” he said.

      It was the voice that did it.

      “Venom? Holy shit, what happened to you?”

      His name plate said Bastien Sidiqi, but she’d known him in the later half of high school as Venom Fist.

      Okay, the names had sounded much cooler when they were 16.

      The only sign of the Venom she’d known was the disproportionately long bangs that she remembered his parents hating and the snake ring. Without the layers of black eyeliner and the rows of piercings, not to mention the definition in his face that definitely hadn’t been there before, she hadn’t even recognized him. It was a surreal reminder that high school had been three, almost four or five, years ago.

      Venom — Bastien? — Venom — laughed at her question.

      “I got a front-facing job,” he said.

      “Well, shit. You look good.”

      “Thanks. You do too. Uhm, you’re here to see…” He raised his eyebrows expectantly.

      “Kevin Wu. He works at the dispatch office, but I guess we have a meeting here or something?”

      She should have asked for more details. Venom tapped at his keyboard.

      “Fourth floor, past the first set of doors, second hall on the left, third door on the right. Staff Sergeant Cockburn’s office,” he said. “Want me to write that down?”

      She hesitated.

      “Yes, please. Uh, in big letters.”

      She followed the instructions, but she still had to walk up and down the hall a couple of times before she found the office. The plaque on the door identified it as belonging to Staff Sergeant Siobhan Cockburn. She rapped her knuckles against the closed door, and it was opened seconds later by a man she didn’t know.

      “You must be Dietelinde,” he said. “Come in.”

      He moved aside stiffly, giving Lindy space to step into the office. She took the empty seat next to Kevin in front of the desk that Siobhan Cockburn was sitting behind. The man took the seat on the other side of her. Now that she had a face to put to the name, Lindy was hit by why the name was so familiar. The Sergeant had one of those faces that Lindy called TV pretty. She was pretty, but not in a normal way. She had a face full of freckles and a scar across the bridge of her nose that were impossible not to recognize. Siobhan Cockburn, Ice Breaker, was a member of Mohr’s Circle, and an occasional visitor in Lindy’s visions.

      “Ms Lindemann, glad you could make it,” she said. “I know it’s your day off, so I’m going to make this quick. We have strong reason to suspect we have a serial killer in this city. He’s committed two separate murders that we know of in only a couple of weeks. We have no leads, except for the fact that after each murder, he calls ––” Ice Breaker pointed a long finger at Lindy. “— our friendly neighbourhood dispatcher.”

      The friendly neighbourhood dispatcher offered an awkward smile. It would have been too convenient for them to have already caught the guy. She still wasn’t sure exactly why she was there, but she was starting to get the idea. The entire time that Ice Breaker spoke, Lindy could feel the other man giving her a hard look.

      “Lindy, I’m hoping that you’ll be willing to work with Detective Hobard here on the investigation.”

      Lindy couldn’t stop her eyebrows from rising. Did she say Hobard or Hobag?

      “Sure. But what about my work with dispatch?” Lindy asked.

      “We’ve worked that all out,” Kevin said. “You’ll be working on Detective Hobard’s schedule, and I’ll arrange to have your shifts covered by other operators.”

      She didn’t have much say in this, did she? Tension was usually high between cops and dispatchers, and she could feel that tension rolling off of Hobard in waves. Or maybe he just didn’t like higher authority figures either.

      “Okay. When do I start?”

      “Tomorrow morning, if possible,” Hobard said.

      His voice was dry, serious if not uninterested.

      “Works for me.”

      She spent a solid hour, at least, filling out paperwork and waivers. By the time she was done, she was shocked to find that her eyes weren’t actually bleeding and her hand still worked. She bade Hobard goodbye as she left. Dick only grunted in response, and Lindy couldn’t stop herself from rolling her eyes despite the sharp pain that it brought on.

      This was going to be… an experience.
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      Lindy rushed through the house, trying to be ready before Hobard showed up. It was a Saturday, but weekends hadn’t meant anything to her in years. Apparently, they didn’t mean much to Hobard, either.

      “Wednesdays and Thursdays are my days off,” he’d explained.

      Which meant that until her caller was behind bars, they were her days off, too. It was too soon to have the feeling of a regular work schedule. She wasn’t sure if she wanted to let herself get used to it. She didn’t want it to be any harder going back to her erratic mess of a schedule than it had to be.

      “Breakfast, breakfast, breakfast,” she mumbled, grabbing the bagel that she’d set on the counter at least half an hour ago and popping it into the toaster.

      Wait, what had she just been doing? She glanced over at the clock on the stove. It was just after seven, and Hobard was going to be there any minute. It wasn’t helping her remember what she’d been doing before she had remembered the cold bagel. She paused in the middle of the kitchen like a deer in headlights. She checked her hair, her piercings, and her rings. Something was missing, she just couldn’t—

      “Oh, crap! Shirt!”

      Of course she’d forgotten a shirt. Idiot. She ran up the stairs two at a time and darted into her room.

      Even from upstairs, she could hear the toaster finish. She ran back down, black t-shirt still in hand.

      “That’s my breakfast,” she called.

      Lenna stopped in her tracks and backed away from the toaster with raised hands. World-class predator her ass.

      Lindy squeezed past her and pulled the cinnamon raisin halves from the toaster. Her finger got too close to the metal and she hissed, dropping the halves on a plate and stuck her thumb in her mouth.

      “You okay?” Lenna asked, a dark eyebrow raised in concern.

      “Mhm. I’m fine. Just burnt myself a little, no big.”

      She moved behind Lenna to grab the orange juice from the fridge, then paused.

      “Hey, crouch down a little.”

      “Uhm— Okay?”

      Lenna squatted a few inches, bringing her closer to Lindy’s height. She was used to being short, but Lenna made her feel tiny. Lindy tucked the white tag back into the collar of the colourful dress. The bright floral print looked good on her. She took the opportunity of Lenna’s face being so close to hers to kiss her cheek.

      “Thanks.”

      “No problem. You look gorgeous, by the way.”

      Lenna smiled crookedly and pushed her hair back away from her face. Gorgeous might not have been the right word for someone who looked the way she did. There was no question that she was attractive, aesthetically. She was broad, muscular, with prominent cheekbones and what was quite possibly the squarest jaw on the planet. But there was still something about her that made her pretty. Lindy might have been ace, but she wasn’t blind. Yet.

      “You working?” Lenna asked.

      Her accent was always thicker before coffee.

      “Yeah, my new cop partner is picking me up.”

      Lenna raised an eyebrow.

      “Cop?”

      “Yeah. Speaking of which, give me a second,” Lindy said.

      Shirt still in hand, she walked to the door in long strides. The cool morning air made the hair on her arms and neck stand on end as she threw the door open. He was halfway up the porch steps, but he stopped dead in her tracks when he saw her. There was a paper coffee cup in one hand, and the most startled expression she’d ever seen. It was the first real expression he’d worn around her. If she wasn’t still trying to rush, she might have laughed as he gaped at her before regaining his composure.

      “Uhm—?”

      “Come in, I’ll be done in three minutes. I just need to finish getting dressed.”

      “Clearly.”

      He cleared his throat. His voice was higher than Lindy remembered.

      She turned back into the house, leaving the door open for him. She pulled her shirt over her head, the epitome of professionalism, tugging it down over the black vines that crept up her ribs. Hobard’s footsteps sounded behind her.

      “How long are you going to be?” he asked.

      The discomfort in his tone was so strong, she could practically taste it. Okay, maybe she should have put her shirt on before running out to greet him, but he didn’t need to act so awkward about it. It would only make working together unnecessarily difficult. It didn’t occur to her that it may have actually been the 6’2”, 200-some pound Brazilian woman with thighs that could crush a watermelon making him uncomfortable until she saw Lenna scowling at him. When she looked back at Hobard, it was too clear that he had no idea how to act around her.

      Lindy’s stomach clenched. She had no idea what Hobard was going to say next. Lenna wasn’t one to lose her temper, but she also had a zero bullshit tolerance policy. And people tended to give women who looked like her a lot of bullshit.

      “Nice dress,” Hobard said hesitantly.

      It was almost a question.

      Lenna snorted.

      “Thanks, dick.”

      She turned away with a roll of her eyes. Lindy smiled apologetically. Lenna shrugged but returned the smile anyway. No hard feelings, it said. Lindy sighed in relief and grabbed her breakfast.

      “Come on, let’s go. I’m ready.”

      Lindy locked the door behind her, one half of her bagel in her free hand and the other between her teeth. She took the coffee cup that Hobard offered out to her.

      “So you told your roommate about me.”

      It sounded like more of a question than a statement.

      “Nope.”

      “So how’d she know my name?”

      Lindy paused and nearly choked on her breakfast.

      “Wait, your name is Dick?”

      If Hobard’s expression was any indication, he wished he hadn’t said anything.

      She had to cough a few times, both to dislodge the bagel piece from her throat and to cover up the laugh that threatened to spill over.

      “What of it?” Hobard snapped.

      “Nothing, nothing. So do you prefer Detective Hobard, or…”

      She cleared her throat again to stop the laugh.

      “Dick is fine.”

      Dick led her to his car parked on the side of the road. He even held the door open for her. It was appreciated when her hands were full of bagel and coffee.

      She settled into the passenger seat and started on the second half of her bagel while the coffee cooled. Dick didn’t speak, barely waiting for her seatbelt to click as he ran the engine and pulled off onto the street. With the radio off, the silence was thick enough to cut with a knife. He was clearly not the chatty type.

      “So where are we going?” she asked after washing a mouthful of bagel down with the coffee.

      It was too sweet for her taste. She preferred to take her coffee black, only adding sugar when caffeine wouldn’t cut it. But she’d never complained about a free coffee.

      “Precinct.”

      Holy shit, it was easier to have a conversation with Lenna’s Familiar. Who knew a jaguar could be better conversation than an actual human being?

      “I want to check out the crime scenes,” she said.

      “Why?”

      For kicks.

      “There’s something I want to check.”

      If the victims were all witches, she would probably be able to tell. Witchcraft had a particular electricity to it. She wasn’t sure how well-preserved the scenes were, or if she’d be able to feel any lingering magic, but it was worth a shot. It would make things much easier if she could figure out whether or not the guy was targeting witches specifically. Hell, maybe she’d even be able to tell if he was a witch himself.

      “Like what?” he asked.

      Okay, it was definitely too early for this.

      “Just trust me on this. If I find it, I’ll let you know. If I don’t, then it’s not important.”

      “Look, I’ve been working this case since day one, and if you think you can just come in here and take over like you have any idea what you’re talking about—”

      “I’m the one who actually talked to the guy. I’m sure you’d rather be working with an actual cop—”

      “I would.”

      “— and I’d rather be manning the phones. But here we are. Let me help.”

      “How could you possibly help?” Dick snapped. “You’re an operator. And— How old are you? Eighteen? Nineteen?”

      Lindy narrowed her eyes and decided to take it as a compliment.

      “Twenty-two.”

      “No offence, but I’d be better off working this alone.”

      “None taken. But you wouldn’t. Hey, slow down here. A big-ass truck is about to run a red.”

      “What?”

      “I said, slow— Slow down!”

      Her hand flew to the door. Oh, Jesus, they were going to die.

      “It’s green!”

      Dick motioned to the streetlight for emphasis. His ears and neck were turning red.

      “For the love of fucking God, slow down!”

      He let out a frustrated sound but did as Lindy ordered. They were barely to the intersection when a blue truck sped through, despite the fact that their light was still green. At the speed he was going, it wouldn’t have been a collision that they could have walked away from. Lindy let out a relieved sigh and pushed her hair back. One of her rings got momentarily caught in the light strands, but she tugged it free without much trouble.

      “How did you see him?” Dick asked.

      He breathed slowly, obviously trying to control his reaction, to keep his voice from shaking. Lindy only just managed to keep from letting out an, “I told you so.” She would save it for later.

      “I take it no-one told you why they really want me working with you?”

      And why would they? It was insane. She still felt insane saying it out loud. She had to assume no-one told him. This was hardly a regular occurrence. If Ice Breaker had arranged this, though, she must have known what Lindy was capable of, even if most people didn’t.

      “Not in any fine details,” Dick said.

      She hesitated. Should she tell him? He wasn’t a witch, and Ice Breaker hadn’t told him. But she couldn’t think of how she would be able to keep it from him.

      “I’m a Seer.”

      “A what?”

      “I see futures and shit.”

      Dick snorted, but kept his eyes on the road.

      “Like a psychic?”

      Lindy grimaced. It wasn’t Dick’s fault, she told herself, he just didn’t know any better.

      “No. Like a Seer. Psychics are just Normals who pretend to be Seers.”

      “Normals,” he repeated.

      There wasn’t a word for non-witches besides, well, non-witches. At least, not in English. So she’d picked one and stuck with it. At the time, all the witches she’d known were counterculture. Goths, punks, metal heads. The weirdos. Everyone else was… normal.

      Dick didn’t seem to hold much interest in what she was saying. But maybe that was just because he was focused on the road.

      “People who don’t see futures and shit.”

      “Uh-huh. Well, you should know I don’t believe in any of that crap. I don’t believe in psychics or whatever.”

      “Good for you.”

      Most people didn’t believe in what they did to begin with, which made the whole keeping it to themselves thing pretty easy. Lindy had never gone to extremes to keep her own thing to herself, she just didn’t bring it up much. Again, because most people didn’t believe in it, and she didn’t care enough to convince them. Some people took the ‘secret’ aspect way more seriously than she did. Especially the ones from places that did believe in magic and did not approve.

      “If you’re really a psychic—”

      “Seer.”

      “Same thing.”

      Lindy shook her head.

      “It’s really not the same thing,” she insisted.

      “Fine. If you’re really a Seer,” he sneered, “why can’t you just see who keeps calling you?”

      She sighed and rolled her eyes, distracting herself with what was left of her coffee. This was so not a conversation she felt like having this early in the morning.

      “It doesn’t work that way. I don’t always see everything.”

      “Why not?”

      She couldn’t tell if he sounded curious or offended, though why he would possibly be offended was beyond her. Maybe it was something more like disbelief. She wasn’t really sure. She didn’t really care.

      “The same reason you don’t. The human brain can only process and hold onto so much. So it shuts out things that it doesn’t think is important.”

      “This is kind of important.”

      “Well, my brain is more focused on trucks running red lights,” she snapped. “My point is, sometimes the things I see get filtered out. Like how you don’t see your nose, or you stop hearing your watch ticking.”

      Those examples usually got the point across. Dick nodded.

      “And even if I didn’t filter, there are some things that I just can’t see. There are ways to block it.”

      “Assuming you’re not jerking me around, wouldn’t you have to be a… something to do that? Hardly seems like something a Normal could do.”

      Lindy hesitated. She didn’t want to commit herself to an answer, and she didn’t want to give away more than she had to. They were protective of their secrets for a reason.

      Magic wasn’t something that Normals should have had access to. It happened, of course. People could buy spells and hexes if they wanted to and if they knew where to look. It could get expensive, especially for a Normal who might have to buy a half dozen spells just to make one work. But even if they were willing to put the money into it, most Normals didn’t know where to look. Best case, they might get a name. Hex Witch, or Paper Crane, or Iron Widow. But the odds that they knew what to do with those names were slim to none.

      Unless they knew another witch who could show them.

      She hadn’t considered that possibility yet. It opened a whole other set of options. But no witch in their right mind would help a Normal knowing that they were killing other witches. So maybe they didn’t know. Or maybe they were doing it on purpose.

      The whole thing was making her head ache. There were too many possibilities. She didn’t have enough information yet. Maybe when they went to the crime scenes…

      “Well?”

      Dick tapped his fingers against the steering wheel. He was either impatient for her answer, or for the light to change, or both.

      “Maybe. I won’t be able to tell you until I have more information.”

      He huffed, but he didn’t say anything else until they pulled up to the precinct. He ignored Lindy’s insistence that she needed to see the scenes, only grunting out a curt, “Later” in response. She had half a mind to just punch him and be done with it, but assaulting an officer wasn’t on her To Do list. She would save that one for later.

      Venom Fist was behind the reception desk today. He offered Lindy a bright smile that she couldn’t help but return.

      “Here’s your security pass,” he said.

      She took the laminated plastic and hooked it to her belt without so much as peeking at the picture she’d had taken before leaving the day before. Venom had shown it to her after it had been taken, and she doubted it looked any better today. Despite his assurance that it was fine, she hated the way she looked without her piercings, and her smudged eyeliner made her look like a raccoon, but at least she didn’t have any pimples like on her driver’s license. She needed to get that renewed before it expired.

      She followed Dick wordlessly up the stairs. Every step had her wincing with the echoes of her heavy boots bouncing off the walls. She managed to slip past the door before it closed on her.

      “Sorry,” Dick mumbled.

      Lindy almost wasn’t sure if she’d even heard him or if she just imagined it. Neither would surprise her at this point.
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      It wasn’t until two days later that they finally finished sifting through the small pile of evidence on Dick’s desk. They were mostly photographs of the two scenes they had so far. The footprints left through Annalise Duplantier, the first victim’s garden were a size ten men’s, the same as most adult men in the country. They were fresh, and dirt led up the concrete steps to the front door. The prints matched the ones left across the second victim’s driveway. There weren’t any patterns in the blood spatter from either scene. It was just… spatter. Dick wouldn’t let her hold the bullets, but she could at least look at them through the evidence bag.  She’d managed to get a few small flashes of information from some of the pictures but beyond a mild urge to be sick, it wasn’t enough to go on yet. There was something that kept coming back, though: A woman walking up the steps to a house, her hands tucked into her jacket pockets. She turned her head to check if anybody saw her but at the last second, the image faded out, and Lindy couldn’t see her face. She could practically feel Dick becoming more and more doubtful of her use.

      “I’m not here to prove myself to you,” she told him.

      “Frankly, I can’t tell what you are here for. You shouldn’t be more than a witness.”

      She ignored the comment and went back to re-examining a set of photographs while Dick looked over the 9-1-1 transcripts that he’d gotten from Kevin. He rubbed his face and groaned. How many times had he looked them over, she wondered.

      “What does Bad Omen mean?” he asked.

      “It means none of your business.”

      Her words came out before she really meant them to.

      Dick let out another grunt that seemed to be half his vocabulary.

      “You know what it means,” he said.

      Was there a pattern in the blood-spatter? Besides the usual blood-spatter pattern, obviously. Assuming she knew anything about usual blood-spatter patterns. Lindy pushed her glasses into her hair and squinted down at it. Nope, that just made it worse.

      “I never said that.”

      “I am a highly trained detective. I know when someone knows something that they aren’t telling me.”

      She set the picture down with a sharp exhale. She might not mind revealing that Bad Omen was her handle to him so much if he wasn’t so dismissive. He didn’t have to believe her, but it’d be nice if he wasn’t such an ass about it.

      “I know a lot of things. None of them are relevant.”

      “Is this a joke to you? This is serious. If you know something — anything — you have to tell me.”

      She pressed her lips together, more in contemplation than annoyance. Dick’s shouting was starting to get some attention. She turned her eyes back to the array of photographs taking up half of Dick’s desk.

      “Look, I can barely even see these. They’re tiny, and these lights are killing me. Do you have any bigger pictures?” she asked.

      “No. That’s it.”

      Great. Lindy pushed them aside and squeezed her eyes shut against the sharp ache. Even the new prescription wasn’t keeping her eyes from becoming strained. To be fair, she was trying to focus on tiny details, but still. This was getting out of hand.

      Now wasn’t the time to worry about that, though. Now was the time to worry about the images at the back of Lindy’s mind that had nothing to do with the ones on the desk.

      “How important do you think it is for this guy to talk to me after a murder?” she asked. “I mean me specifically.”

      “It seems to be pretty important. Why?”

      “We know for a fact he called me after every single one of these?”

      Well, all two of them. She could see Dick nodding, even with her eyes closed and her back to him.

      “Yeah.”

      “He always called me on my work line. What’s he going to do when I’m not at work?”

      A long silence followed as they both struggled to come up with an answer for her question. When Dick finally spoke up, nearly a full minute later, it was slow and cautious, as if he was unsure of what he was going to say.

      “I think he might either not call you anymore, or he could just talk to any other operator. There’s no saying that he hasn’t before. It could go either way.”

      “Or he might just stop killing, period.”

      It was optimistic, but she couldn’t fault herself for it. Didn’t everyone hope that their problems just went away on their own?

      “Doubt it,” Dick said. “He looks pretty committed to continuing. Are you sure you don’t know who he is? With a guy this fixated on you, you must know him from somewhere.”

      “If I had any idea who this lunatic was, don’t you think I’d have told you by now?”

      She turned around, jabbing a finger into Dick’s chest. If his expression was any indication, he didn’t think that at all. For a split second, she saw the distinct lack of trust in his expression before he smoothed it out. It wasn’t like she expected him to trust her; they both knew she was keeping secrets. Except, they weren’t her secrets to tell. Not entirely.

      “He certainly seems like he knows you. What’s he saying about your medication?”

      Lindy shook her head. She pretended that the nauseous twist in her stomach was from her period and not from Dick’s words.

      “I didn’t recognize his voice. Nobody calls me Dietelinde and the way he says this is stalker talk.”

      “What I can tell is that our guy knows some pretty intimate details about you.”

      She cracked each of her knuckles without quite realizing it until a particularly loud crack made him wince. It was a nervous habit that had little to do with her occasional desire to leave some nice ring prints in Dick’s face.

      “Look, I…. There is one thing. I don’t know if it’s related, but it’s the only thing I can think of.”

      Dick motioned for her to continue.

      “My brother, Dieter was… involved in a murder-suicide a year ago. A physics professor and his wife. He was a witness.”

      “I heard about that.”

      She nodded. This wasn’t something she liked to talk about, especially not without Dieter there. But it was probably going to come up eventually.

      “The professor was sleeping with him. She found out and— Well, you know how that turned out.”

      She decided to leave out the part about Alistair Cudmore, the guy who had pushed Dieter into Necromancy, using the two spirits under his control to make the professor’s wife stab him.

      “The wife died of a broken neck, though. Didn’t she?”

      And the part about Dieter’s spirits breaking her neck.

      “Yeah, she fell when one of her shoes broke. Dieter was just in the wrong place at the wrong time.”

      Dick didn’t seem to believe that. Most people didn’t. But the investigation was thorough. There was nothing to suggest that Dieter was responsible. And even if somebody did suspect that Necromancy was involved, nobody was going to be the idiot to bring it up. She supposed that was the one advantage to it over other forms of magic. It was so uncommon that nobody believed it was even a thing anymore. Even in their circles.

      “Maybe our guy thinks that Diederich—”

      “Dieter,” Lindy corrected.

      The nicknames were way easier than their full names. Most people didn’t even pronounce them right. It was usually either Died-er-ikhhhh or Diet-lind instead of Dee-ed-er-ich and Dee-et-e-lind. But what else were they supposed to expect with old – very old – German names? The nicknames were easier.

      “Maybe our guy thinks that Dieter had something more to do with it.”

      “Maybe. But why is he going after other, seemingly-random people instead of him? And why call me? I had nothing to do with it.”

      Because nobody in their right mind would try to take on a Necromancer with four spirits, that was why.

      But Dick didn’t know that.

      “I don’t know,” he admitted. Really, what did he know? Not much more than she did, from where Lindy stood. “Why do you say ‘seemingly’ random?”

      “I don’t know. Don’t most serial killers have a pattern? I thought they picked their victims for a reason.”

      Dick’s nostrils flared, but she couldn’t tell why. Wasn’t that observation a good thing?

      “No, you’re right. I just can’t figure out what the connection is…”

      “Maybe…” She let out a loud sigh. “I might know. But I can’t say for sure until I see the scenes.”

      “Is it a ‘magic’ thing?” he asked, complete with air-quotes.

      “It might be a magic thing.”

      Dick let out a sigh that could only be described as full of pain and resignation.

      “We’ll check out the scenes tomorrow,” he said, somehow even stiffer than usual. “I’ll need to make the arrangements first. In the meantime, tell me everything you know about this whole… magic… thing.”

      Lindy raised an artificially dark eyebrow.

      “Everything? Are you sure? Because I know a lot.”

      He grunted, clearly unamused.

      “The important things.”

      She glanced around the precinct floor. There wasn’t anyone near them, with most people running leads or poring over paperwork in quiet corners. But it was still more than she was comfortable with.

      “There’s a good Middle Eastern place near here.”

      Dick hesitated, but grabbed his jacket and motioned for her to lead the way. She wasn’t sure about him, but she hadn’t eaten in hours. Whatever else was going on in the world, they still had to take care of themselves. It was the only way to keep functional in their lines of work. If she’d learned anything in her years as an operator, it was that.

      They were seated in the back of the restaurant and left with menus.

      “I’ll give you the basics. In general, witches are broken into four categories: Necromancers, Seers or precognizants, animal witches, and everyone else.” She ignored Dick’s snort. “Seers can be broken down further into clairvoyants, diviners, prophets, and oracles.”

      “So which one are you?” Dick asked, clearly trying to keep down a laugh.

      “I'm mostly a diviner. Most people fall into two categories, but we try to keep it simple. Then you have your psychics, which are your Normals who pretend to be Seers. Some of them are good enough to fool other Normals, but witches can usually spot other witches. Magic has—”

      “How can you tell?”

      “I was literally just getting to that. Magic has a sort of… thing to it that you can pick up on if you know what you’re looking for. It feels like a sort of static, I guess.”

      “So if our killer or our victims are witches, you’ll be able to tell.”

      Lindy nodded. She paused, letting the waitress take their menus and orders.

      “I should be able to. With the vics, it might be hard. I’ll basically be looking for residual shit.”

      It was all basic information, things that even a Normal with the most rudimentary knowledge of witchcraft would be aware of. She was hardly giving away any family secrets.

      Dick mulled her words over, looking down at the open file in his hands. He didn’t say anything for a long moment. She took the opportunity to give her shoulders a slow roll, listening in satisfaction to the joints clicking.

      “I think I can figure out what those other two are, but what the hell is an animal witch?”

      “That one’s a bit complicated,” she admitted. “Some animals have magic of their own.”

      “So the animals are witches.”

      “Well… Technically, yeah. But most animals can’t actually do any magic on their own.”

      “Why not?”

      Lindy decided that if he interrupted her one more time, she was going to kick him. This was getting ridiculous.

      “I don’t know, no opposable thumbs? Anyway, so the animal will attach to a human.”

      “Who is also a witch.”

      Okay, next time, she was going to kick him for sure.

      “Not always. Animal witches aren’t super common around here, but they’re everywhere in some places.”

      Dick flipped through his phone.

      “I think one of the victims had a parrot. Could that be one of those witch animal… things?”

      “A Familiar. It could be. It could just be a pet parrot. I’d need to–”

      “See it. Yeah. I’m starting to get the idea,” he said dryly. She was going to say ask around, but whatever. He sighed and rubbed his face before looking down at his watch. “I’m going to make those calls about getting to the crime scenes. The first one’s been cleared, so we’ll have to go through the owner for that.”

      Lindy rolled her shoulders again and rubbed the back of her neck. The stiffness was starting to become painful from so many hours hunched over the desk.

      “Hopefully, your friend holds off on any more murders until we can get to them. If we’re lucky, you’re right, and he won’t kill until he can call you at work.”

      She looked down at her cell phone, silent and unmoving on the table, and held back a grimace. She got the feeling that they weren’t going to be that lucky.
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      They were not that lucky.

      Lindy was leaving the precinct when her cell phone started ringing. Unknown Caller flashed across the screen. Her skin felt tight. She answered anyway.

      “Dietelinde.”

      Her stomach lurched, and her skin crawled at the way he said her name. It was almost a purr, something that was probably supposed to be sexy. She felt an urge to double over and retch. Sexy was the opposite of what it was. But that may have been more from the knowledge of who was calling — and why — than from the actual sound.

      “I’m still not liking that I don’t have a name for you.”

      She had to get back into operator mode. She almost forgot what it was like.

      After almost a week of doing nothing but looking at crime scene photos, she didn’t want to look at any more. Especially not any new ones. But if he was calling her and not 9-1-1, then maybe no-one knew about it yet.

      “Can you tell me why you’re calling?” she asked, not giving him a chance to respond to her first statement.

      “I’m pretty sure you know by now why I’m calling.”

      “And I’m pretty sure you know by now that I need details. That’s why you call me, isn’t it? Because you want someone to know what you’re doing.”

      “Not just anyone. You. I want you to know what I’m doing.”

      Lindy sat on the precinct steps. She should have run inside, shouted at someone to get off their ass and trace the call. They probably wouldn’t be able to. The calls were never long enough for that. But, fuck, she should have done something. Maybe Dick would know what to do, but he’d left a good half an hour earlier. She was alone on this.

      “Why?” It came out softer than she intended. “Why am I so important to you?”

      “Because you see everything, Dietelinde. You know everything.”

      If nothing else, she wished he would just stop saying her name like that. She never liked the long form to begin with, but he was making her hate it.

      “Just tell me who you killed and where so I can send a unit.”

      This was the kind of phone etiquette that would have gotten her in shit. But this wasn’t a work call. And now that she thought about it, she wasn’t being recorded. All the things she could say to this lunatic flashed through her mind. She could scream and berate and hurl the abuse that she was usually on the receiving end of at him. It would be such a relief to do it, too. But she bit her tongue, knowing that it might set him off. The last thing she needed to do was make things worse.

      “You should know, shouldn’t you?”

      “It doesn’t work that way,” she said through clenched teeth.

      How many fucking times did she have to say that? She couldn’t sit anymore, not while she was talking to this asshole. She pushed herself to her feet and started pacing with no regard for the people around her. Not that there were many people around. The shift change had only come and gone, and there wasn’t anyone else lingering but the people on smoke break.

      “Where’s the fun if I tell you?”

      Fun?

      Fun?

      Lindy pulled her phone from her ear and made a smashing motion against the nearest wall, keeping her phone a few inches from it. As much as she wanted to end this call in the most violent way possible, she couldn’t afford to replace it right now. The curious glances she received didn’t go entirely unnoticed, but she didn’t care. She held the device back to her ear, bracing herself against the wall.

      “Can you at least give me a hint?”

      “I only give you hints when you’re working. If I’m not mistaken, you just got off. And you aren’t doing your actual job.”

      Even as he spoke, an exhale left her lungs. She didn’t need him to tell her anything. Something in his words had triggered something at the back of her mind, giving her an image of train tracks. There was only one set of tracks in Lorelle. The houses behind it were in rough shape, even rougher than the Morrighan House. Which, granted, was more old than rough, but that was beside the point. She almost couldn’t imagine anyone living in any of them. She closed her eyes, and one house stood out in particular.

      “Fine,” she said. “Have it your way.”

      “That’s it?”

      He sounded surprised, and she wondered if she should have pressed more.

      “Look, we’ve played this game enough times that I know you won’t tell me anything else. Frankly, I’m tired. And like you said, I’m off. You want to report a crime, call 9-1-1.”

      “You are 9-1-1.”

      “Not today I’m not. You said it yourself. Not sure if you noticed, but this is my cell number.”

      Speaking of which, how had he gotten it? The list of people who had it wasn’t short, per se, but nobody on it was the type to just hand out phone numbers without permission. But it wasn’t unreasonable to assume that it could happen. Given that he kept managing to reach her at work where the calls went to whoever had an open line, though, she suspected that it was more likely a trick of magic. Spells were like apps that way; whatever you needed to do, there was one for that.

      Some days, she really fucking hated magic.

      “If that’s how you’re going to play it…” he said, sounding almost uncertain.

      Good. She’d shaken him.

      “Hey, you’re the one who’s playing games here, not me. You won’t even tell me what I can call you. Don’t you get tired of not having a name?”

      There was a slight hitch in breath on the other end of the phone, barely audible over surrounding noise. It was more of a reaction than she’d gotten out of him so far. Something about that clicked with him. Something about not having a name? Maybe it was nothing, but she wished that this call was being recorded so she could go over the transcript later. She hadn’t realized how much she relied on that.

      “You still there?” she asked.

      “Yeah. You can call me A.”

      Lindy raised an eyebrow. Was this guy serious?

      “A?” she repeated.

      “You heard me. I’ll talk to you later, Dietelinde.”

      The call ended, and Lindy was left shouting into dead airspace. That was just fucking great.

      There wasn’t anything to do now but call Dick. He was as enthusiastic as she expected him to be about it — which was to say, not enthusiastic at all. Not that she could blame him; if she was home and he called her about this asshole, she wouldn’t be thrilled about it either.

      “And you’re sure about this?” he asked with about as much inflection as unflavoured oatmeal would have if oatmeal could speak.

      “Do you really think I’d be calling you if I wasn’t sure?” Actually, she wasn’t sure she really wanted to hear the answer to that. “I’m sure.”

      “But he didn’t say anything about train tracks. How can you be sure?”

      “The same way I’m sure that squirrel is going to get run over. Oh, God, that’s gross.”

      She had to look away. The poor thing kept getting flattened with every car that went by. Not just gross, it was depressing.

      “Fine,” he sighed. Lindy could almost hear him rubbing his face. “I’ll come pick you up in twenty. Are you still at the precinct, or…?”

      “Yeah, I’m still here.”

      “Great.”

      And again, the line went dead without another word.

      “Goodbye to you too.”
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      Lindy discovered very quickly that listening to a crime being committed was very different from seeing the aftermath. She’d seen photos, and she was sure it couldn’t possibly be worse than some of the calls she’d had to take. Kidnapping, murder, rape. She’d handled it all.

      Dick had warned her that a new crime scene with a fresh victim wouldn’t be pretty. It wasn’t like she had expected it to be. And at first, she had no problem. There was no bad smell, nothing to suggest death. But she could feel it, the same way she could feel the magic that had seeped into the walls over the years. It would probably fade with time, but there was no mistaking it; this house belonged to a witch.

      She let her feet guide her, moving more on the sort of autopilot instinct that was always there, muscle memory of a place she’d never been. She could hear Dick following her, a little bit too closely, but she ignored him. He was probably trying to make sure she didn’t mess up the crime scene, if there really was one here.

      The house, like the rest in this neighbourhood, was in pretty shoddy condition. It was hard to tell when the last bit of maintenance had been done, assuming there had even been any since it had been built. The floorboards creaked beneath her weight. When she looked up at the ceiling, she saw water damage and cracks in the ceiling. Yellow paint that might have originally been white was chipping off the walls. Even the furniture looked like it needed replacing. It was so dated and so tacky that she almost wanted to laugh. There was no way a real person lived here. Had lived here.

      “Are you getting anything?” Dick asked.

      “A lot of magic, but I can’t tell what kind yet.”

      “That’s great. I meant are you getting anything about a murder.”

      Lindy scowled back at him. Her feet moved without conscious thought as if she was walking on a tightrope. She’d read something somewhere about how ants would walk along any drawn line or something. She couldn’t quite remember any details or if it was even actually about ants, but that was how she felt. As if someone had drawn a line through the house and she was compelled to follow it.

      The patio door was wide open. Lindy put her hand on the door frame, pausing. Glancing back, she noticed an upturned chair.

      “Someone was in a hurry,” she mused, more to herself than anyone else.

      Whatever was on the other side of this door, she had to see it through.

      The house might have been in shambles, but the garden… The garden was spectacular. She’d grown up in a neighbourhood where people got their gardens done professionally, easily spending thousands of dollars a season on them. But she’d never seen anything like this. Even flowers that were out of season, flowers that she didn’t think could grow in Canada were in full bloom. She felt like she’d just walked into a flower shop or a magazine spread.

      Behind her, Dick whistled.

      When she could finally tear her eyes from the colourful array, it didn’t take her long to spot the body. She let out a shaky breath and stepped closer.

      “Shit… Lindy, wait. You don’t have to be here for this. Go inside. I’ll call it in.”

      She tuned him out and kept moving forward. The body didn’t move. Why should it? The man was dead. There was a black hole in the middle of his forehead. Blood had run down his face and pooled behind his skull. His eyes, the kind of grey that came from Lenna and Dieter’s cigarettes, stared up at her, hollow and empty. She couldn’t look away.

      Lindy wasn’t in the garden anymore. She was inside, running through the house as someone chased her. She tripped over the chair. The rough floor scraped her hands, but she didn’t have time to feel the sting. The patio door was only feet away. If she could make it, she could lose him in the garden. The door was stiff, and it took her a few tries to open it. Pain flared through her shoulder as an old injury screamed in protest. She managed to pull it open. Her attacker was closing in. The garden was right in front of her, but she couldn’t bear to crush the flowers she’d all but literally put her soul into. She spun around in the thin hope that maybe she could find another way out and the even thinner hope that maybe the person chasing her had changed his mind. She opened her mouth to speak, but no words came out. The attacker was only feet away from her, but she couldn’t see his face. She couldn’t see anyone. There was someone there, she just couldn’t see them. He raised a gun, said something she couldn’t hear. And then the gun went off.

      “Lindy?”

      A hand settled on her shoulder, jerking her out of the trance. The accidental scrying. She didn’t even realize that she’d lashed out in panic until Dick pulled his hand away and swore loudly. He tipped his head back, covering his nose. The heel of her hand stung.

      “Jesus, Lindy! What the Hell is wrong with you?” he asked, his voice muffled.

      “Sorry, sorry. You scared me.”

      “I scared you? You’re the one who started screaming like a fucking maniac.”

      Lindy apologized again and pressed her palm to her chest as if it would stop her heart from racing. It was pounding right in her throat. And there were people who did the whole scrying thing for fun.

      “So are you going to explain what the fuck that was all about? Or is that just a thing you do?”

      “Can you give me a second?” she snapped.

      She rested her sweaty palms on her knees, trying to even her breathing. She kept running the images through her mind so she didn’t forget them. The images she got from scrying were rarely ones that she remembered. She wasn’t sure if she wanted to remember them. But this, she clung to. The feeling of being chased, the fear, it made her nauseous.

      Dick sighed loudly and stepped in to rub her back in small circles.

      “Easy does it,” he said, actually sympathetic. “First one’s always the worst. You get used to it.”

      “It’s not the— the that.” She motioned to the body still lying on the patio. “It was… I saw it. When I looked at him. He was trying to run away. But he— the flowers. I didn’t want to— He didn’t want to ruin them.”

      “When you say you saw it… did you see the perp’s face?”

      Lindy shook her head. Oh, crap, that was a bad idea. The motion made her head spin.

      “He was right there, but I just— I couldn’t. He’s blocking me, even from scrying.”

      “Scrying?”

      She waved her hand dismissively. She was so not in the mood to explain right now.

      “This guy, he’s definitely a witch. Green thumb of magic proportions.”

      “Yeah, I noticed that. Only thing nice about this place. Is our perp also a— a witch?”

      If Dick’s tone of voice was any indication, it was almost painful to ask.

      “I still can’t tell.” The admission made her want to scream. “And I probably won’t be able to unless I’m in a room with him.”

      “But he’s using magic to… hide?”

      “He’s got to be.”

      “But he might not be a witch.”

      Lindy shrugged.

      “Fuck this. Look, I don’t know how much else you can do here. Crime scene guys’ll be here any minute now. Go home before you puke all over my scene.”

      She wanted to protest, but bile burned the back of her throat.

      “Yeah,” she said, inching back towards the house. “I’ll just call someone to come pick me up.”

      [image: ]
* * *

      Lenna was able to give her a ride home. There were dark shadows under her eyes, a product of her recent online courses. She didn’t complain, and she gave no indication that she was going out of her way. As soon as they got home, though, she took off up the stairs, Aldo at her heels, to get some sleep.

      It wasn’t a surprise to see Yasir and Selima in the living room. Dieter had spent the past few nights at their place, it was about time for them to rotate it out. Yasir and Dieter were taking selfies, giggling like the lovestruck idiots they were, while Selima laughed at them over the papers in her lap.

      As tired as Lindy was, she wasn’t ready to go to bed. She wasn’t ready to be alone in the deafening silence of her room. So she settled next to Selima on the couch in the space that the guys vacated as they tumbled to the floor wrestling for the phone.

      “You guys okay?” Lindy asked, even though they seemed fine.

      Dieter shrieked but laughed brightly. He flicked his wrist in a silent indication that they were fine.

      She couldn’t find the words to describe the warmth she felt inside her. Being around them was like drinking warm tea in the middle of winter. It wasn’t like they didn’t all have their own heaviness; Selima and Yasir had finished their law degrees after fleeing to Syria during the War on Iraq, and Dieter had the Shadows and the guilt of what Alistair Cudmore had dragged him through, but they could laugh at the end of the day. With all the shit they saw, they could laugh. She couldn’t describe how much she had needed this right now. She could fake it when she was only taking calls but actually seeing the aftermath…

      She needed to focus on something else. Something other than the dead body staring up at her. She picked the first things her eyes spotted.

      “I like your necklace,” she said.

      Except even sitting only a foot and a half, two feet max, away from Selima, she couldn’t quite make out the pendant. It was a blue blur, but the colour was nice. That was good enough for her.

      “Thank you. Do you want it?” Selima asked in a light accent, already pulling her mess of black hair away from her neck and reaching for the clasp.

      “What? No! I was just saying it looks nice on you.”

      “If you like it, you should take it.”

      “No, really, it’s okay.”

      “She won’t leave it alone unless you take it,” Yasir said from his spot tangled with Dieter on the floor.

      Lindy gave in with a soft sigh. Up close, it was easier to make the pendant out. The blue she’d seen came from a stone set in silver. White and black circles sat in the middle, forming an eye. She knew what this was. The Turkish called it nazar, Cari had once told her, a protective symbol against the Evil Eye. Against envy, against malicious intent. If her calls with A — she still wasn’t sure how seriously she took the name — were any indication, she had a lot of the latter coming her way. She could use all the protection against it that she could get.

      “Okay,” she relented, “but I have to give you something too.”

      Selima gave a quick nod, her curls shaking. She must have lost so many bobby pins in it. Lindy looked herself over, trying to decide on what she wanted to trade. Piercings were unsanitary, and besides, Selima’s ears were already full of gold hoops and studs. She wasn’t sure that their hands were the same size and even if they were, the jewellery on Selima’s hands was of a visibly higher quality than Lindy’s array of half-tarnished stainless steel. That left bracelets, an area in which Lindy actually had Selima beat. And yeah, that was because Selima wasn’t wearing any, but that was beside the point. She unwrapped the leather strap from her wrist, and her arm suddenly felt a good kilo lighter, even though it couldn’t have weighed more than a few grams. It left her with an awkward, naked feeling, but she could always replace the bracelet if she got desperate for the weight back.

      They swapped the jewellery. The pendant was no heavier than the bracelet, but it weighed heavy and solid against Lindy’s chest. Looking at Selima’s hand, she found herself wondering if her jewellery was really as expensive as it looked, or if it just seemed that way. Even the leather strip she’d gotten for 15 bucks on a trip to Ottawa looked like it was worth way more than that.

      “I love it,” Selima said with a bright laugh.

      Lindy was glad to have her as a sister-figure.

      Her eyes were burning in a familiar way, one that told her she’d been pulling too many late nights. It wasn’t even that she’d been working late or staying up reading, she just couldn’t get those pictures out of her head, couldn’t get A’s voice out of her head. It was starting to get to her.

      She spent longer than she should have in the shower, standing under the hot spray until her chest started to hurt and her vision started to swim. She half-washed her makeup off, but it was mostly just smudged across her eyes. It was the last thing she could make herself care about right now. She vacated the bathroom for whoever needed it next and slipped back to her room. She changed on autopilot, swallowed down a chalky antidepressant, and sat on the edge of the bed. Even with the light on, even with the pill dissolving in her stomach, she could feel the anxiety creeping over her skin. If she turned them off, there was no telling where her mind would go, what images it would supply.

      Five, ten minutes later and she couldn’t stand it anymore. Her feet took her to Lenna’s room without her brain fully registering it. She tapped her knuckles against the door. She wasn’t sure if she heard the grunt or imagined it, but the following meow was definitely real. It wasn’t like a normal cat’s meow; it wasn’t pitchy and cute. No, it was way deeper and unnatural, the meow of an animal that wasn’t used to doing it aloud. It wasn’t a kind of sound she could imagine. She cracked the door open and poked her head in.

      “Len?”

      Lenna’s only response was another grunt.

      “I can’t sleep. Do you mind if I crash here tonight?”

      Again, another grunt and the sound of Lenna moving on her bed. She let herself into the bedroom and let the door click shut behind her. Even in the dark, she had no problem making her way through the familiar room to the bed pressed against a corner.

      Lindy crawled into bed behind her and wrapped her arm around Lenna’s waist. Jesus Christ, it was like hugging a space heater. She closed her eyes and tried to fall asleep, but her stupid, garbage mind wouldn’t stop racing. It wouldn’t stop playing over everything she wanted to forget. Wasn't this the whole reason she was on antidepressants? What kind of useless, garbage pills was she on?

      People talked about death following Sensitives, and they weren’t wrong. Spirits flocked around the people who could see them. That wasn’t his choice. But Lindy chose a job where she heard death every day, and she chose to stay with it even when other operators quit and moved on to more stable jobs. She’d never been able to leave it, though. Where else would she be this useful?

      Her breath shuddered. Before she knew it, her eyes were damp, and she was crying into Lenna’s shoulder. Her fingers gripped the heavy metal t-shirt that was probably supposed to be too big, clinging desperately. Lenna’s hand smoothed through her hair.

      “Querida, what’s wrong? Talk to me. You’re safe here, you know that.”

      Lindy sniffled and rubbed her cheek against hers. The stubble of Lenna’s jaw scratched Lindy’s skin. It shouldn’t have been as comforting as it was.

      “I don’t know, Len.” It came out as a whine. “I don’t know. I just… I don’t know what I’m doing. I don’t know if I’m helping or— or— or—”

      “Hey, sh, sh, shhh. You are helping. You are under so many pressures, it might not seem like it, but you are.”

      She whined and sniffled again. Lenna pressed a kiss to the top of her head. They were close enough that she could feel every breath and every heartbeat. Her own breath soon fell to match, her heart following suit. Maybe it was her stupid antidepressant actually starting to do its job, maybe it was the low purring rumbling through Lenna's chest, maybe it was the protective pendant hanging from her neck, but she started to forget the fear of fucking up closing in on her.
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      On the outside, Lindy went through the motions. She made too many lunches for the week, stacked neatly in the corner of the fridge. She put her books, most of which she couldn’t read anymore without a magnifying glass, where they belonged on her bookshelf. Even her decks of oracle and tarot cards were reorganized. But inside, she was freaking out.

      Her visions had always been from the perspective of herself as an observer, even on the rare occasions that they involved her. She’d never actually been part of the vision. That was what made them bearable. If that was gone, if she was actually going to be a part of them from now on… She was so not here for that.

      She only had so much time to worry about it. She was finally getting her wish to see the other crime scenes. All she could think about, though, was if she would get more visions like that, if seeing something of the victims’ would put her there, if she was going to have to see herself being gunned down again. It was almost enough to make her want to call the whole thing off, maybe call in sick, or just change her mind and go back to the phones. As sick as it made her, though, she didn’t have much choice here. Of all the Seers in the city, A was fixated on her.

      There had to be a reason for it, and there had to be a reason he’d brought up Dieter. Maybe she’d try another round with the cards tonight. Now, it was quality car time with Dick.

      “What the hell are you doing?” Dick asked, subtle and polite as ever.

      “I’m checking something. Why, what are you doing?”

      Dick snorted and turned his attention back to the road.

      Lindy stared at her reflection in the sun visor’s vanity mirror. Since she’d noticed the black spot on her iris a few days ago, she couldn’t stop herself from staring at it. Was it her imagination, or was it getting bigger? No, it was definitely getting bigger. It was almost overflowing onto her sclera. It could have been nothing, but maybe it was the reason she was going blind. She’d already called her optometrist to make an appointment to have it checked out, but it wasn’t until the end of the week. Who knew how long it would be before she found out what it was? She could be stone blind by then.

      Okay, probably not. Lindy’s vision hadn’t been getting any worse since she’d noticed the spot. At least, not that she could tell. She was taking that as a good sign. Maybe it was like when a blood vessel burst in the eye. It looked gross, but it wasn’t anything to worry about.

      Hopefully.

      Dick pulled up to the first victim’s house. Analise Duplantier, the one Lindy had been on the phone with when A shot her. Lindy hadn’t been sure, but the bullet was from the same gun that killed not-Bad Omen and the gardener. She would have liked to have been able to use the National Gun Registry to at least narrow it down, but the previous government had decided to axe it to save money. Not that it had been used properly anyway. Conservatives. She was about as excited for this as she was for the eye appointment.

      “Your makeup looks fine,” Dick said dryly.

      “That’s not what I was looking at, dick.” She paused, scowling when she realized how ineffective the insult was when it was his first name. “Asshole.”

      “Looked like it to me. Come on, you wanted to check this place out so bad. The victim’s daughter is only giving us an hour. She’s showing the house later. You’d think this would be a higher priority, but what can you do?”

      As if this place was a tourist spot. Because this was totally where she wanted to be on a Friday afternoon. It seemed like Duplantier’s daughter should have wanted to give them whatever they needed to find her mom’s killer but, hey. Trauma was weird. Lindy didn’t pretend to understand it.

      She got out of the car, fixing her sunglasses back over her eyes. It wasn’t that bright out, and even less bright inside the house, but even the dim light filtering through the curtains hurt her eyes. She didn’t pay any attention to Dick’s glances, ranging between confused and concerned.

      “Hungover?” he asked.

      “I’m not a big drinker. Not during the week, at least. But you are giving me a headache.”

      He snorted but didn’t say anything.

      She walked through Analise’s house, not paying any more attention to him. The sooner she got through the house and out of there, the lower her chances were of having an unwanted vision. The small ones, the ones that didn’t mean much, weren’t so bad. Little snippets of potential homeowners looking around, a kitten running up the stairs, Dick walking face first into the glass door. That last one made her laugh a solid minute before it happened. He let out a surprised yelp. She turned around to see his startled expression as he turned face-to-face with an array of African tribal masks lining the walls.

      He shot her a sharp glare that did nothing to her.

      “Don’t you have… things to… see?” he demanded.

      She managed to stop from rolling her eyes, but only because she couldn’t think of a better way to phrase his question.

      “I don’t know yet. Haven’t picked up on anything so far.”

      “Do you know if she was a witch?”

      “Can you just let me work?” she said, maybe a little more harshly than entirely necessary.

      It wasn’t his fault; he needed to know as much as she did. And she hated not being able to know. It was always one of the first things she picked up on, but it had been so long since anyone had lived there, long enough that the majority of any witch's magic would be mostly gone. She couldn’t tell if what she was picking up on belonged to the victim — she’d learned better than to refer to them by name — or to any other witch that might have come by in the past however many weeks it had been since she’d been killed. It could have even belonged to someone who lived here before for all she knew. All she could tell so far was that at some point in time, a witch had walked through the house. It was about as helpful as looking at the pictures.

      She let out a slow sigh and let her eyes slip shut as she walked through the main floor. It felt more like something was pulling her, the same thing that pulled her hand when she drew. Actually, it was the exact same thing that had pulled her through the gardener’s house.

      Would this feeling stay with her when she lost her sight completely?

      “What are you doing?” Dick asked.

      The raised eyebrow almost audible in his voice.

      “Trying something.”

      “You’re going to trip,” he warned.

      Lindy shushed him and waved her hand for him to be quiet.

      She could feel Dick behind her as she made her way up the stairs, ready to catch her if she fell. She wasn’t going to, but she appreciated that he didn’t want her snapping her neck, even if it was just because of all the paperwork he would have to do.

      Downstairs, a couple of crime scene people came in to collect anything they found.

      The closer she got to the top of the stairs, the stronger the pull of something she couldn't quite identify was. It was almost as if there was some kind of store of magic sitting somewhere in the top corner of the house. It wasn’t unlike the feeling she got around Familiars, but it still wasn’t quite the same. Behind her eyelids, she could see a notebook. Old, leather, all but falling apart and held together by nothing but the strips wrapped around it.

      “Where are you going?”

      The annoyance in Dick’s voice grew with each question. When she didn’t respond, he let out a frustrated grunt and muttered something under his breath that she probably didn’t want to hear.

      She didn’t open her eyes until she got to the top of the stairs. It looked just like any other second floor of a house this size. She could still feel that concentration of magic. It was getting annoying, something like a mosquito buzzing just by her ear. She followed the sound, so to speak, into the master bedroom. The magic seemed to be coming from everywhere and nowhere at the same time.

      She pushed her bangs back out of her face with a loud sigh. There was something in here, something hidden that she just couldn’t…

      That she just couldn’t find.

      “Holy shit!”

      Dick jumped behind her.

      “Holy shit what?” he asked.

      “Just something to remember for later,” she said absently.

      If she could find this whatever — this notebook, she suspected — then maybe she could find A. Someone had used magic to block the location of this notebook from her sight, possibly maybe with the same spell that A had used, or at least a similar one. It seemed like a long shot since she could at least see the notebook itself, properly see it, not the frosted-glass view she had of him. But maybe… She didn’t want to abandon the possibility before she’d even really had a chance to consider it. She didn’t know enough about that kind of magic to know how similar hiding a person and hiding an object were. Lenna might know, but if she didn’t, Lindy was sure she knew at least one witch who would.

      She walked the perimeter of the room, trying to feel for any fluctuations in the signal. Nothing stood out. It didn’t help that her eyes kept watering, blurring together any visual that might have helped. She flattened her palm against the wall as she walked. Not for any real reason, just a gut feeling that there was something on the far wall.

      Or in it.

      Her hand ran over a short protrusion. It was only a few millimetres high, nothing she would have ever noticed just by looking. But maybe that was the point, to hide something from normal view. Or Normal view, as the case may have been. She moved her hand along it to get a better feel for the size of it in a way that her eyes couldn’t make out. It was four, maybe five inches wide and easily a foot high.

      “Hey, come here,” she said, waving Dick over.

      “What is it?”

      She worked her nails under the panel. She was so glad she hadn’t gotten around to cutting them yet. Without having to worry about them getting caught on her keyboard or clicking against it, she didn’t really have any motivation besides it getting annoying. But now, she was seeing the advantage of long nails for the first time since she’d taken up the piano forever ago. It took some work, her nails wearing away the seal between the panel and the wall, but she managed to pry it off. She set the wooden rectangle on the bedside table and pressed her nails to the palms of her hands as if it would keep them from falling off.

      Dick leaned over her shoulder to see what she’d uncovered. She pushed him back. There was no telling what kind of spells had been put in place. At least, she couldn’t tell. She wasn’t that kind of a witch. When she forced herself to look forward, she couldn’t see herself receiving any injuries. But that could have just been optimism.

      Still, it was clear that Analise, or whoever had hidden the notebook, hadn’t wanted it found.

      “I’d stand back if I were you,” she advised, “just in case.”

      “In case of what?”

      “In case of magic.”

      “You’re kidding,” he said with a disbelieving snort.

      She gave him the sternest look she could manage, the one usually reserved for getting won’t-take-no-for-an-answer guys to leave her alone on the rare occasions she went clubbing. Dick held his hands up in surrender and took a step back. When her glare didn’t relent, he moved back further. When Lindy was satisfied that he was far enough to avoid at least any major damage, she turned back to the newly-uncovered hole. She angled herself away from it and reached in as slowly as she possibly could. Her breathing all but stopped as her fingers reached the wide spine of the book. The material was soft, even softer than her most worn leather jacket.

      Lindy’s exhale was slow and even with the pace of her hand pulling back. So far, nothing happened. There was a light static beneath her fingers, but that could have just as easily been from the fabric as it could have been from magic. Either way, this was definitely the source of that magic she’d been feeling.

      “What is that?”

      “Your guess is as good as mine.”

      Dick moved in closer to get a look at it, but Lindy noticed that he still kept his distance.

      “Looks like a notebook,” he said.

      “And that’s why you’re the detective.”

      He shot her a scowl, but there was no real animosity behind it. She suspected that it was a joke he heard often. He reached for the notebook, but she pulled it back away from him.

      “Look, this thing might be protected.”

      “Protected how? You know what, don’t tell me. Magic?” he said dryly, rolling his eyes.

      “Man, you are good at this detective thing.”

      “Shut up, would you? I’ll let the scene guys know we got something. And I’ll make sure that only you can handle it.”

      “I’d appreciate that,” she said, ignoring his sarcasm.

      She set the notebook down on the bed and turned her attention back to the hole. There was nothing unusual about it, nothing to suggest that it had been installed after the house was built. But what the hell did Lindy know about home improvements? It could have been done a week ago for all she knew. It was meant to be secure, that much she did know. There was nothing else inside, though, just the notebook.

      There was a window a few feet away from her. She pushed back the curtains and peeked through it. There wasn’t really much to see. The lawn was becoming unkempt, especially compared to the others. It was too obvious at this end of the suburbs. Dick’s car, dark blue and inconspicuous, was parked on the street. Another car sat running behind it, a light grey thing that might have been white at some point.

      She squinted, trying to get a better look at the driver. Whoever it was ducked their head down and took off without any hesitation. She could only make out the first half of the license plate: BBAY.

      “Hey. Hey, I think that was our guy!”

      She leaned into the window, trying to get any last glimpse of the car but it was already gone. Her stomach twisted violently. She heard the scream a few seconds before it actually rang through the air, but she was still too late to stop Dick from grabbing the book.

      Dick’s scream brought the crime guys running into the room. He was holding the notebook in his hand. The leather straps were wrapped tightly around his arm, refusing to let go no matter how hard he pulled. The smell of burning flesh stopped Lindy from moving towards him. It took everything she had not to gag. One of the men grabbed the book and eased the leather off Dick’s arm. His eyes locked with Lindy’s and there was an unmistakable understanding between them. While the second man led Dick out of the room, taking the smell and screams with them, the first slipped the notebook into an evidence bag.

      “Maybe this is something for Mohr’s Circle,” he said quietly, as if not wanting to be overheard.

      “Yeah,” she agreed despite the tightness in her gut. “Maybe.”
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      Dick was lucky to only have mild second-degree burns. Some parts were worse than others, but the pain was apparently the worst of it. It was nothing that would need surgery. He wasn’t happy about having to take time off to recover. Lindy didn’t blame him, not when A could strike again at any moment, but it was probably for the best.

      He would probably have an aneurysm if he had to sit through a meeting with three witches and the book that had given him those burns.

      Staff Sergeant Siobhan ‘Ice Breaker’ Cockburn flipped through the yellowed pages without any indication that she was worried about receiving similar burns. Apparently, the book wasn’t worried about witches handling it, only Normals. The concerned look on her temporary boss’s face was almost enough to distract her from her father sitting in the chair beside her, his legs crossed and his hands folded in his lap as if this was a regular occurrence.

      “So this is the book,” Ice Breaker said.

      It was impossible to think of her as anything else.

      “This is the book,” Lindy said in confirmation.

      “Analise Duplantier was The Bookkeeper. Ekkehardt, did you know this?”

      “I was aware of her name, yes. And I was aware that she was… deceased. But I did not know she was murdered.”

      Lindy had to keep herself from grinding her teeth at the sound of his voice. She hated having to angle herself to see him. The precognizant blind spot that followed Necromancers was bad enough, and it was only made worse by the fact that the peripheral vision in her right eye was all but gone. Not only could she not see him, she couldn’t even see him.

      “I was the operator that responded to her 9-1-1 call. Her killer — a guy calling himself A — was looking for something before he shot her. I think it might have been this book.”

      Ekkehardt’s lips pressed into a tight line.

      “You are certain all of this man, A’s… victims are Hexen?” he asked.

      Lindy nodded.

      “Another detective checked out the rest of the scenes. Magic everywhere. I checked the book, and the victim’s names are in there too, so I’m pretty sure they’re witches.”

      “Who were they?” Ekkehardt asked.

      His voice was softer than Lindy had heard it in a long time, since they were kids.

      “The Bookkeeper, King of Spades, and Green Thumb,” she listed, counting the names on her fingers.

      She always felt more than a little bit ridiculous calling people by their handles, but it was how witches knew each other. If anyone else — if a Normal — had been in the room with them, she probably would have used their birth certificate names. It wasn’t like Dick could write King of Spades in his report.

      Ekkehardt repeated the names to himself in that same soft voice, his brows pulled together in a concerned scowl.

      “You’re sure about those names,” Ice Breaker said.

      It sounded like more of a statement than a question, but it could have been either.

      “I checked them twice.”

      Ice Breaker and Ekkehardt exchanged worried looks.

      “Those names are all members of Mohr’s Circle,” Ekkehardt said.

      “Wait, seriously? Are you sure?” Lindy asked.

      “I know my council.”

      She wasn’t sure if he intended for it to come out so harshly. She could never tell with him.

      “If this is the case,” Ice Breaker said slowly, “then we have a serious problem on our hands.”

      “Because it totally wasn’t serious before.”

      The sarcasm slipped out before she could stop herself. Neither of them seemed to notice. If they did — and how could they not? — they didn’t let it show.

      “Lindy, do you know if this guy — A, was it? — is a witch?”

      “Honestly, I don’t know. He’s using magic, I can tell you that much. But we all know there’s a chance he’s not a witch. It doesn’t feel natural. I’ve asked every Seer I know. No-one can get anything on him besides a vague, nondescript silhouette.”

      “Are you sure you’ve asked everyone?” Ekkehardt pressed.

      “The Tasseomancer, Spirit Seer, both Blind Justices. I even checked with the Oracle at High Street. So far, nothing helpful.”

      Ice Breaker laced her fingers together and rested her chin on them. The silence that followed lasted long enough that the ticking of her clock above her on the wall started to get on Lindy’s nerves. Something passed just past her periphery, making her jump. There was nothing there besides maybe one of Ekkehardt’s three spirits, but she couldn’t see it. It was like the vision-loss equivalent of phantom limb.

      “What do you suggest we do now, Ekkehardt?” Ice Breaker asked.

      Ekkehardt let out a long, slow sigh. It occurred to Lindy that she didn’t know her dad’s witch name. Either he didn’t have one — not everybody did, but she figured everyone on Mohr’s Circle would — or it was some impossible to pronounce German word that meant something weirdly specific. Was there a word for ‘jackass who pretends not to be a Necromancer and lets his kids think they’re nuts until they figure it out on their fucking own’?

      “We will have to discuss this with the rest of Mohr’s Circle. We cannot make this decision without them. It is why we have a council. But there may not be much, if anything, for us to do until we know who it is. We are here to regulate, not to police.”

      Lindy didn’t see the distinction.

      “Do you think it’s possible that this could be an inside job?” Ice Breaker asked.

      “No.” There was no hesitation in his response. “We would know if it was. But it could still be another witch. What about you, Dietelinde? What are you going to do?”

      She felt the urge to claw at the back of her neck to relieve some of the tension in her muscles.

      “I don’t know yet. With Detective Hobard out on sick leave, there’s only so much I’m allowed to do. I guess I’ll probably spend some time with this book, see if I can get anything out of it.”

      Ice Breaker and Ekkehardt gave small nods.

      “Good. Whatever you need, ask for it. Someone should be able to help you out. This is a top priority,” Ice Breaker said.

      Lindy returned the nod. It wasn’t like she had anything else to do.

      Mohr’s Circle wasn’t going to do anything about this, and neither was the police department. They were too interested in protocol and procedure and bullshit.

      She was going to have to pull out the big guns.
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      One of the best things about the Morrighan House was that there was almost always something alcoholic in the fridge. Lindy grabbed a bottle of beer from the very back, the coldest one her fingers touched. She didn’t often drink, only when calls really got to her. None of them had for so long. It was so much easier when she could draw the line between what was and what wasn’t her responsibility. Here, it was virtually impossible. Here, it felt like it was all her responsibility. It wasn’t and logically, she knew that. But no matter how much she told herself that, no matter how much anyone else told her that, she couldn’t quite convince herself of it.

      She sat down at the kitchen table with her beer and rearranged her supplies. She’d taken the smallest room in the house when she and Dieter had moved in, and there wasn’t enough space in it for a desk. Which was fine by her, she didn’t use one most of the time. He was the student, he needed the desk space way more than she did. She could usually manage with the bedside table and overflowing bookshelf.

      Spread out in front of her were two different decks of Tarot cards, an old bag of runes handed down from the friend that had taught her to read them, a sketchbook and array of pencils, and a glass of water. The water was mostly there to stave off a hangover, but it was also nice to have on hand in case she decided to try scrying. Not that she actually wanted to, it was hands down her least favourite form of divination. She rarely ever remembered what she saw anyway, and it was almost impossible to pull herself out of. More than once when she’d been learning how to do it, she’d found herself losing hours at a time. As a general rule, Lindy stayed as far away from it as physically possible, but she was getting desperate enough to try it, raging headache and lost time be damned.

      Still, it was never going to be her first option, not if she could get the information another, easier way. She had a half a dozen Tarot decks tucked into her bookshelf, but the two she’d picked were the ones she was feeling the most right now. Except she was sick as fuck of tarot. If she had to see the Knight of Swords staring up at her one more goddamn time, she was going to burn the decks — all six of them — and she would never pick up another one for as long as she lived. End of story.

      With tarot out of the question and scrying a last resort, that left the runes. Which she was, admittedly, not particularly good at reading, but she could manage fairly decently. She cracked the bottle open and took a few sips before setting it back down on the table with a soft sigh. She shook the small, black silk bag, listening to the plastic pieces clattering together inside the dark fabric. When she felt they were ready, she emptied the pieces onto the table and stared. And stared and stared and stared. She narrowed her eyes at the pieces. Something wasn’t right. Nothing was coming to her. Maybe it was because she couldn’t make out the actual runes carved into the tiles. She fumbled around for the shiny new magnifying glass that she’d bought well over two years ago but only started using a few months back. She held it over the tiles and squinted down at them.

      “Are you fucking kidding me?”

      These were Scrabble tiles.

      At this rate, Lindy was going to have a fucking aneurysm. Did the Universe just not want her to figure out who this A moron was? Did the Universe want A to keep taking out Mohr’s Circle? To take out her dad?

      She didn’t particularly like Ekkehardt Schneider, and every day that went by where she didn’t have to see or talk to him was a gift, but that didn’t mean she wanted him to be shot in the face.

      Okay, fuck, she needed to get her shit together. She needed to find out who the hell A was, or at least who his next target would be so she could give them a head’s up. Whether the target did anything with that information or not was on them, not on her, but at least it was something.

      She gathered up the tiles, shoving them back into the small bag and tossing it at the wall. It didn’t give her any information, but it did help with some of her frustration. She took a long drink of her beer, downing a significant portion of what was left in the bottle. When she pulled back, she was panting to regain what oxygen she’d deprived her body of. Totally worth it. It wasn’t enough for her to really feel the alcohol flowing through her veins, but it was enough for her to start to feel good. Or maybe that was the oxygen deprivation. There was still enough in the bottle that she wasn’t worried about scrying sober. She was a little worried about drinking alone in the kitchen at 4 in the afternoon, but her internal clock was still a little off. Besides, scrying was always so much easier while intoxicated in one form or another. The traditional route was smoking pot, but this would do. The principle was pretty much the same.

      By the time she reached the end of the bottle, she was definitely starting to feel it. She wished her tolerance wasn’t so good, but it had to do. It was enough to give her the strength and the courage to pull the glass of water closer to her. It was virtually untouched, the top of the water coming just shy of an inch and a half below the rim of the transparent cup. She could have easily drunk more than half of what was left and still had plenty to see into. She might have if beer didn’t hold much more appeal to her. And there was no way she could see through the dark brown glass enough to scry. Not that she didn’t think she could scry into beer, it just seemed like an odd thing to try. But hey, if water didn’t work there was still the rest of the case sitting in the back of the fridge.

      Scrying was always… an experience, and usually not a good one. It took forever to get into, way longer than tarot or runes, but only on the rare occasions where she actually wanted to scry. When she didn’t want to, it happened like nothing. Like something older and more powerful grabbed her and pulled her into something she couldn’t see on her own. She couldn’t even watch fires without falling into it — metaphorically speaking, of course. It had turned that one summer that Ekkehardt had forced her to go to some stupid summer camp she’d hated into a goddamn nightmare. On the plus side, after getting call after call about his daughter randomly screaming and causing all the other kids to start randomly screaming every night they had a fire, he’d never made her go to a summer camp again.

      If she had to describe it, she would have described it as a bad acid trip without the acid. There was no other way of putting it. She couldn’t speak to anyone else’s experiences with it, but that was the way it had always been for her.

      And yet, here she was, planning on doing it again like a fucking idiot. But what else was she supposed to do?

      She flipped the sketchbook open to a clean page and grabbed a sharpened pencil before giving the glass a slight nudge to get some ripples going. Her instinct was to look away, to make sure she didn’t fall into a trance, but she forced herself to keep watching. She played music in the back of her mind to pace her breathing to. In and out, in and out. It was sort of like falling asleep, without getting to the actual sleep part. Honestly, it was surreal as hell.

      Eventually, her mind got to a place where it left her body, going to a place where the rest of her couldn’t follow, with something else taking its place. She was vaguely aware of her arm moving of its own volition, sharp jerks against the paper. Something — someone — was guiding her hand. Shapes, figures that were vaguely human raced through her mind. There was screaming, but she couldn’t say whether it was coming from her or not. She tried to pull herself out of it, which was always easier when she was scrying on purpose, but she found herself stuck.

      Something wasn’t letting her leave. It was grabbing her arm, clinging and holding her in place like a kid who didn’t want to be left with a babysitter. It was more frustrating than frightening. This happened all the time. It was one of the dangers of scrying. And like the idiot she was, she hadn’t set an alarm to ground herself. How could she have forgotten the number one rule of scrying? Always have a way to come back.

      The sound of a door upstairs slamming shut cutting off an angry Portuguese brought her back to reality. She jerked violently, knocking the glass off the table and spilling water all over the floor. The glass was no match for the fake ceramic tiles. It shattered on impact.

      “Oh, fuck,” she mumbled, pulling her foot back to avoid the shards.

      She pushed the chair back and stood, the sketchbook shoved aside and temporarily forgotten. The glass needed to be cleaned up before someone came down and stepped on it. Or before she did. She gathered up as many pieces as she could carry in her hands and tossed them into the trashcan beneath the sink. She went back and forth a few times, picking up as many pieces as she could find and cleaning up the water with an old rag set aside for just such a purpose. Only when that was all cleaned up did she pick the sketchbook up to see what her body had decided to draw.

      The face staring back at her was one she had only seen a few times, but it was one that she would recognize anywhere. The eyes were too wide, as if someone had pulled his eyelids up. They stared through her, looking at something that she could never be sure really existed. She half expected those eyes to look up at her. Just the sight of that face made her skin crawl, but she managed not to drop the book. What the hell was he doing in it, anyway? What did he, of all people, have to do with A?

      “Why Alistair?” she asked quietly.

      “Alistair?”

      Lindy jumped, and the sketchbook landed on the plastic-tiled floor with a dull thud. She pressed her hands to her chest as if it would keep her heart from jumping out of her chest like it wanted to. Very few people could sneak up on her, but Dieter tended to be the exception to a lot of rules.

      “Holy fuck, you want to give someone a head’s up when you walk into a room?”

      When she turned around and saw his face, she immediately regretted snapping at him. For starters, it wasn’t his fault she was blind to him. Not just figuratively this time, he was actually standing in her blind spot. But when she tipped her head, she could see a hurt and hopeful expression on his face.

      “Sorry,” he mumbled. “But did you— did you say Alistair? Is he…?”

      Dieter trailed off, leaving the question open. But there was no doubt in her mind that he was asking if Alistair Cudmore was still alive.

      Lindy picked the sketchbook up off of the floor and wiped the back off. It came away slightly damp.

      “He’s dead,” she said firmly, but still as sympathetically as she could manage. “Believe me, he’s dead.”

      She felt for him, she really did. Alistair had been the first person either of them had ever met who could see spirits the way Dieter could. Besides Ekkehardt, of course, but their father had convinced himself that pretending they weren’t real was better for all concerned. And really, Alistair probably wasn’t a bad person. He just had the misfortune of being attached to spirits who turned out to be much more powerful than he was.

      “So… I mean, if he’s dead, why— why are you drawing him?”

      That was a very good question that Lindy didn’t have a very good answer for.

      “I don’t know,” she admitted. “I was hoping to get something about A, but all I got is this.”

      She flipped through the pages to make sure she hadn’t missed anything. There was that badge again from her first call with A, still without the numbers, and the front door of a house she’d never seen before. Which was probably supposed to mean something to her. It didn’t.

      “Can I see?” he asked, holding his hand out for the sketchbook.

      She hesitated before handing it over to him. There was an uneasy tightness in the pit of her stomach. She couldn’t see what harm it would do, though. It was just a picture.

      As soon as the sketchbook was in Dieter’s hands, his entire expression changed. A soft smile spread across his lips, and there was a sort of light in his eyes that was different from the one he had when he was around Yasir and Selima. Even his posture relaxed, most of the tension he carried in his shoulders leaving almost instantly. It made Lindy feel guilty for wanting to take it back. She watched him brush his fingers over Alistair’s forehead as if to move the stray hairs back. It was somehow one of the saddest things she’d seen in a while, but she still pretended that her eyes were watering from the strain.

      “Can I keep this?” His voice was so soft that she barely heard it. “I only have a few pictures of him, but they’re nothing like this.”

      When she didn’t answer, he continued.

      “I really miss him sometimes, you know. He used to smile at me like I was the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen. The way he would talk to me… He isn’t— wasn’t like anybody I had ever met before.”

      She didn’t have the heart to point out that it was probably a good thing.

      “Yeah, sure. Keep it, I don’t really need it. But you need to tell me if you have any idea what Alistair might have to do with A.”

      “People call me the Shadow Maker now, you know. He made me into this. I never wanted to be a Necromancer, and he knew it. He did it to me anyway… but I still loved him.”

      “I know. You aren’t wrong for that. You can still love someone who did shitty things to you.”

      Lindy couldn’t help but think of Ekkehardt.

      “I’ve never heard him mention any A. But he had foster siblings. A brother and a sister, I think. Maybe they would know something about it.”

      Dieter didn’t lift his eyes from the picture. He kept stroking the image with that same expression on his face.

      “Great. I’ll see if me and Dick can go talk to them. Thanks.”

      He nodded absently. Lindy wasn’t sure if he’d heard what she said, or if he was even registering that she was speaking. He ripped the sketch out of the book, tearing the paper as carefully as physically possible.

      “I’m gonna’ go take this upstairs if that’s okay with you.”

      “Yeah,” she said softly, “go ahead.”

      She had to see someone about a file.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Historically, there weren’t many cops that Lindy didn’t dislike. Authority had never been something she got along well with. Constable Jean Ware was one of the few exceptions. He was a diviner, low-level compared to herself, but he was decent with a deck of cards. He was also the only person in the department she could go to on this. She couldn’t bring this to Dick, not until she was sure there was something to bring to him. She didn’t want to waste resources on what could have been — and probably was — nothing.

      “Hey, Jean,” she said, cutting him off on his way out of the precinct. “I was wondering if I could ask you a favour.”

      “What’s up?”

      There was something not unlike reluctance in his voice. Lindy couldn’t blame him. Last time she’d asked him for a favour, she’d been fishing for background information on Alistair Cudmore over a year ago. This time, it was more of the same except, well… more.

      “I need everything on the Cudmore family murders. From Kitchener-Waterloo. Uhm, 2004.”

      In 2004, Alistair’s sister had snapped and stabbed her entire family before slitting her own throat. The story was that she had ventured into Necromancy and found it to be more than she could handle. Alistair, who had only been eight or nine at the time, was the only one who had survived.

      Jean didn’t say anything for a few seconds. The heavy silence made her face and neck feel hot, like she’d said something wrong.

      “Cudmore,” Jean repeated.

      “Yeah.”

      “Everything.”

      “Yeah.”

      Jean clicked his teeth together. He wasn’t going to say no, was he? There was nobody else she could ask without raising eyebrows. Maybe Alistair had nothing to do with what was happening. Maybe her scrying about him was only about Dieter. But she couldn’t on good conscience not run down the possibility that there was more going on than she initially thought.

      “Listen, Lindy, I want to help you, but I can't just go grabbing entire files for civilians. Why don't you ask whoever you're here working with?”

      “Because he'll ask questions—”

      “And I won't?”

      “— that I don't have answers for yet. I think there's some connection between the Cudmore murders and what's going on with Mohr’s Circle.”

      Had Jean's face always been that blurry, or was that just her? She pulled her glasses off and wiped the lenses with the end of her shirt. Nope, still blurry. Fucking fan.

      His hand moved in front of his face, and he let out a long exhale.

      “I'll see what I can do.”

      [image: ]
* * *

      Lindy chewed the end of her pen and stared at the file through a desk magnifying glass. It was meant more for doing fine stitching or crafts, but she was using it to examine the blood spatter in the pictures taken from Alistair Cudmore’s house. Jean hadn't told her how he'd managed to get her the original copies from the Kitchener-Waterloo police department, and she hadn't asked.

      She pushed the file aside and pulled up a book Dieter had got her from the university library’s criminology section. She'd almost felt guilty asking him to bring them for her when he had no idea she was using it to investigate his ex’s family’s deaths, but not guilty enough not to do it. The local library’s books weren’t detailed enough. Small towns.

      “Does that look right?” she asked herself.

      She held one of the photographs of Abigail Cudmore against the open page. Something was… off about this picture. Something about the angle of her body, or the knife in her hand, or the pattern of blood against the bed and carpet. Instinct was fine, only it wasn’t enough. A book wasn't a substitute for experience, but she wanted to have some evidence before she took it to anyone. Evidence of what, though… she wasn't sure yet.

      Something bumped against her foot, and she jumped back with a startled scream.

      “Mrow?”

      She looked down at the large, furry puddle under the table. It blinked at her and yawned, showing off an impressive set of what was either teeth or knives.

      “Jesus, Aldo, you scared the shit out of me.”

      The jaguar bumped his head against Lindy’s knee in apology. How could she stay mad at him? He was just a big dumb kitty who probably missed having proper places to hide. She scratched behind his ear. The loud purring travelled through the floor to her bare feet. He might have been a terrifying predator, but he was also just a giant cat. Well, relatively giant. He was actually pretty small for a Brazilian jaguar, according to Lenna. Not that he felt small when he climbed up onto the table, bracing his paws on her thighs for leverage.

      “Jesus—!”

      He settled on the table, kind enough to avoid her papers, and looked up at her like he'd done nothing wrong.

      Lindy sighed. She could hardly scold a jaguar, could she? On a whim, she turned the book and the picture toward him. He lifted his head off his paws and looked down at it.

      “Does this look right?” she asked, pointing to the photograph. “They're saying she slit her throat, but I don't think it matches these pictures here. Maybe this one, but…”

      Aldo yawned again.

      “Same.”

      She pinched the bridge of her nose and rubbed the spot where her glasses had dug into her skin. What was she doing? She didn't know the first thing about crime scenes. She knew what a crime scene sounded like, but that hardly helped, now did it? She flattened her palm against Abigail’s photograph, inhaling and exhaling deeply. Her eyes slid shut, and her mind was full of screams.

      “Who are you? Why are you doing this! Mom!”

      Mom? The story was that Abigail had killed her parents and almost killed Alistair before slitting her own throat. Why would she be calling for her mom if she was the one who killed her? Assuming it was Abigail’s voice. Maybe Alistair was a pitchy kid. But then there was the who are you question.

      “What the hell happened there?”

      If Aldo knew, he obviously couldn't tell her. All he did was open his mouth wide for a third time. Did jaguars even yawn?

      Upstairs, a door was thrown open and heavy footsteps shook the floor.

      “What?” Lenna shouted, thumping down the stairs.

      She continued in Portuguese, directed at Aldo. Without so much as acknowledging Lindy, she took the photograph in her hand. She kept talking to Aldo — chastising, berating maybe — even as she examined it. And then she paused.

      “I think you're right.”

      “What?”

      “Mrow.”

      She waved her hand at Aldo.

      “Don't get cocky, it ain't cute. Aldo figures this one looks like it was from behind.”

      She motioned to the blood spatter with her finger.

      “Would it really look that different than if she did it herself?”

      Lenna cracked her shoulders in a shrug.

      “I dunno. I'm not an expert in—” She waved her hand again. “Alls I know is it looks more like what he does than this book.”

      Lindy sat on the implication. Somebody else had done this. Her mom? Alistair? Or—

      There was that image again, of a woman walking up to the house and disappearing before Lindy could see her face.

      “It was her.”

      “Huh?”

      “Lenna, it was her!” Lindy stood and grabbed Lenna’s shoulders. “I have to find out who she is!”

      Lenna’s confused response faded behind her as she bolted for the stairs. All she could think was that it wasn't her.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            13

          

        

      

    

    
      Iris coloboma.

      A hole in the iris.

      It was supposed to be a prenatal condition, not something that emerged in early adulthood. But it was the only explanation for the black spots spreading across Lindy’s eyes.

      Well, no.

      Chemical contamination was the first guess, but that had been fairly easy to rule out considering that she hadn't been exposed to anything. Not that she was aware of, at least. No other part of her was affected.

      Again, not that she was aware of.

      He had also noticed a few white specks amidst the darkness. Capsular cataracts.

      No cure, no treatment.

      Fan-fucking-tastic.

      Granted, iris holes didn't always cause blindness. Not always. But in her case… She was probably fucked.

      She stared up at the sun through her black glasses. Not like it would make things worse.

      “You bastard,” she said. Then, again, louder, “You bastard! God of Prophecy and Medicine, huh? Couldn’t let me have both, could you, you dick!”

      Calling Apollo, God of everything important to her, a dick. Great idea. That wasn’t going to blow up in her face.

      When she got no response, she flipped the sun off for good measure.

      What, she wasn’t allowed to be pissed? Her eyes were fucked, probably permanently, and she didn’t even know why. Yeah, it could have been worse. Of course it could have been worse. But it didn’t make her feel any better. Actually, it made her feel worse. Stupid conscience.

      She sat down on the steps leading up the Morrighan house and pinched the bridge of her nose. Lindy had always considered herself spiritual, not religious. It was all metaphorical to her. She got sick, she went to a doctor. Asking Apollo, or whichever God’s territory she was getting into, for help was just for comfort. It made it easier to accept that there were things she couldn’t control. The affirmation she got when things worked out — confirmation bias — enforced the habit.

      Every now and then, though, she felt it. She didn’t know what it was, but it was there. Something under her skin and inside her soul. It was the source of her visions, the source of her divining abilities.

      It was the only thing she had to hold onto right now.

      She buried her face in her hands and tried not to think. She didn’t want to work today. She really didn’t want to work today. But there Dick was, pulling into the driveway with a cup of coffee in each cup holder. Bless him for remembering how she liked her coffee. When she looked up, he was turning the corner. By the time he reached her, she was in the driveway itching for that coffee.

      “You look rough,” he said, pausing only long enough for her to get in. “Been sleeping?”

      She snorted, taking the coffee closest to her in both hands. When the hell did she ever sleep? Not in this goddamn lifetime.

      “Lindy.”

      Woah. Was that supposed to be, like, some kind of dad voice or something?

      “What?”

      “You need to take care of yourself. Eat right, exercise… sleep.”

      “Coffee.”

      “Maybe you should switch to decaf.”

      Lindy gasped in mock horror.

      “Half-caf,” he said.

      “Chai.”

      “Deal.”

      He smiled and gave her shoulder a quick pat. It wasn’t paternal. She didn’t want it to be. She had a dad, and he sucked. He tried, but he sucked. Dick was her partner. They were work friends, max. When this was over, she never wanted to see him ever again.

      What would they even talk about besides work?

      They were halfway to the precinct when her phone started vibrating. She held it in her hand, staring at the call display. She had added A’s number to her contacts the last time he called her, but it wasn’t that number on the screen. It still showed unknown caller. It could have been anyone, she told herself. It could have been someone from the bank or that place she’d ordered a new hard drive from or a wrong number or… Or A. It could have been A.

      “Answer it,” Dick said.

      His voice was tight, and his knuckles were white on the steering wheel. He was thinking the same thing.

      Maybe if she didn’t answer, there wouldn’t be another murder. Maybe nobody would die. Maybe she wouldn’t need to see another body.

      Maybe she was out of her goddamn mind.

      The Universe didn’t work that way. She wasn’t that important.

      She took a deep breath.

      “Hello?”

      “You’re running out of time, Dietelinde.”

      She gave Dick an alarmed look. Should she put him on speakerphone? Would A know if he was on speakerphone?

      “I’m running out of time for what?”

      Dick motioned for the light beneath her feet. When she handed it to him, he plugged it into the lighter socket and stuck it on the roof of the car. He turned the light on, but there was no siren. Was there no siren in this car? There might have not been a siren in this car.

      “He’s dying, Dietelinde. He’s going to die if you don’t get here soon.”

      “It would really speed up the process if you would tell me where you are,” she said.

      “Do you know what it feels like to die alone? To bleed out and know that nobody is coming for you?”

      “Who are you? Why are you doing this! Mom!”

      She had to breathe.

      She had to keep breathing.

      Years of clarinet had made her pretty damn good at regulating her own breath, but she had to actively think about it now. It was just like counting bars of music.

      In, two, three four, out, two, three, four. One, two, three, four, two, two, three, four, three, two, three four…

      In, two, three, four, and play.

      “I have no idea,” she said. “It sounds awful. It sounds really, really awful. But I’m coming, okay. This guy— I am coming.”

      The hairs on her arms were standing on end, raising goosebumps on her skin. She felt it, the blood draining from her body, dropping her temperature, making her slow and sluggish. She pulled her knees up to preserve warmth. And then, she felt fine.

      Well, fine except for the fact that there was a guy bleeding out and she didn’t know where.

      She closed her eyes and forced herself to focus.

      “You’re running out of time, Dietelinde. She’s going to get away with it.”

      She? Who was she? Not Lindy, he would have said you’re going to get away with it.

      “She who? Who is going to get away with what?”

      “That’s up to you to find out.”

      A bell chimed in the back of her mind. One, two, three.

      She knew where those bells were. A glance at the clock showed it was a quarter to three. Fifteen minutes. Fifteen minutes until what? Until the new victim died? That gave her — them — seven minutes to spare if he floored it.

      “Past downtown,” she mouthed. “By the bell tower.”

      Dick nodded. The car sped up to near double the speed they’d been going at. He was already radioing in for a bus — an ambulance. They were going to make it. They were actually going to make it.

      “We’re coming,” she said. “Nobody’s dying today.”

      “Not if you hurry.”

      [image: ]
* * *

      “I don’t understand,” Lindy whispered.

      “I’m sorry, Lindy.”

      How many was this? Four? Five? Lorelle was a fairly small city. A good third of the population was students, most of whom came from out of town. There were only a couple hundred witches in the city. Mohr’s Circle was only a dozen or so people. The damage A was doing was— It was too much. This was too much.

      Being witches didn’t mean they all knew each other, even in a relatively small city. Yeah, some of them hung out in groups the same way people into the same kind of music would. And, yeah, they did have some pretty neat sub-structures going on and there were a few key players. Hex Witches, witches who ran places like Tasseomancy. But word still had to travel, and Lindy didn’t know how many people knew what.

      They had five more minutes. He wasn’t supposed to die. He wasn’t supposed to be left on the porch while they waited for a coroner.

      What kind of cruel joke was this? Letting her think they had time. Letting her think they could save this one. Letting her think she could save this one.

      Not if you hurry.

      Rage filled her heart and blackened her soul. She screamed until she thought she was going to tear her throat open. It wouldn’t do anything to bring back this victim, or any others, but it sure as hell made her feel better. Letting the anger out into the world. Wasn’t that what she was supposed to do? Express herself? Fucking let her feelings out? She was feeling pissed! Like her body was on fire, and the only way to put it out was to scream.

      The bells rang behind her. One, two, three.

      She paced the grass, inadvertently wiping the blood off in the process. The pain was gone. Only anger now. Not anger, fury!

      “Lindy—”

      She whirled around, teeth bared. There was fire in her fists — metaphorical — and in her throat. It warped her voice. Her words didn’t feel like her own.

      “I will not be played with!”

      Dick stepped back, a mix of emotions mingling onto his face.

      “I am not something to be trifled with. Does he think he can treat me like a game?”

      “Lindy, you need to calm down.”

      “I will not!”

      Heat and electricity crackled beneath her skin. It was too much. She was burning. She screamed again, and her legs gave out like her hamstrings had been cut. Track and field instinct kicked in and she pitched herself forward so she fell on her hands and knees instead of her ass. Track was her brother’s thing, but she’d always killed it at running long jump.

      “Lindy?”

      Dick stepped towards her. She covered her head with her arms, but she could still see his tentative approach. She struggled to get the rapid contractions of her lungs under control.

      In, two, three four, out, two, three, four. One, two, three, four, two, two, three, four…

      His hand settled on her back, rubbing small circles over her spine in the same rhythm motion that she was trying to breathe in.

      One, two, three, four, two, two, three, four…

      She remembered, a year ago, Ekkehardt telling her what kind of pressure Necromancy put on the body. That he’d had his first heart attack at twenty-three. They were almost the same age now, weren’t they? Heart attacks in women were different. The only difference she remembered was a burst of anxiety, a sudden impending feeling of doom. How was she supposed to tell when she always felt that? Everybody talked about the pressures of Necromancy. Nobody ever talked about what kind of bullshit being a Seer dragged her through.

      “That’s it, just keep breathing. Yeah, she’s fine. It’s just a bad reaction to— Niacin. Take it under the wrong conditions, it’s like your on fire.”

      On fire. That was exactly how Lindy felt.

      “Niacin?” she choked out.

      “It’s a vitamin. Ever hear of Niacin flush? Opens up the blood vessels. My sister takes it.”

      He helped her sit up on the grass. It was damp from the previous night’s rain. She rested an elbow on her knee and cradled her head. Her eyes burned, but she didn’t dare close them. She didn’t want to see anything. Not now. Not after this. Even if it gave her A, she didn’t want to see it.

      “Do you play the harp?”

      “What?”

      Harp? What was he—? He nodded to her neck.

      Oh! Her pendant. Not the one Selima gave her, the other one. She held them both reflexively.

      “It’s a lyre, actually.”

      Her voice was hoarse from screaming.

      “I didn’t know there was a difference. Do you play the lyre, then?”

      “I don’t think anybody plays the lyre.”

      “So, you just wear it because it looks nice.”

      She knew what he was doing. She did it with callers sometimes, especially kids. Distract them. Get them talking about something nice, something they like until they calm down.

      She nodded. That wasn’t strictly it. The lyre was sacred to Apollo. It was one of his symbols. As a Seer, she’d always felt— told herself that he would have her back. It was sort of like a cross to her, she supposed. But it was more than just that. The pendant was good. Not particularly high-quality gold, but still gold. She’d seen it in a jewellery store window in downtown Toronto on a band trip and she’d instantly been drawn to it. It was cheap as hell, and she’d still had to skip meals for the rest of the trip. Ekkehardt had been furious at her for blowing so much on a stupid pendant, but she hadn’t cared. She still didn’t.

      Whatever was or wasn’t out there, Lindy believed in an Afterlife, in an Underworld. How could she not? Her brother and father both controlled spirits. Dieter said it was something about frequencies, but she knew better. Or at least, she believed otherwise. The Shadows were the spirits that didn’t make it across the rivers Styx and Acheron, the ones who couldn’t pay Charon the Ferryman and ended stuck in between this place and the next. She couldn’t get her hands on an ancient gold coin, but she figured the pendant had to have an equivalent value.

      Dieter, a physicist, would have told her that there was no proof behind the Ferryman hypothesis. There wasn’t any proof of the frequency hypothesis, either. She wasn’t going to take any chances. She didn’t want to be a Shadow.

      “I’m fine,” she said. “I just… I’m fine.”

      Dick let out a long sigh.

      “That didn’t look fine. That was— What the hell was all of that?”

      There was no easy explanation. Mostly because she didn’t know.

      “I used to get these… seizures in high school,” she said slowly. “It started right around the time I started seeing shit. I spent a lot of time getting brain scans and blood tests. Everything is normal, but when I get visions or whatever, there’s this massive spike in brain activity. Like my brain just sort of freaks out.”

      The whole thing had made her incredibly popular in high school. Being a teenager wasn’t hard enough, the Universe had to throw vision-packed seizures into the mix.

      “So that was a seizure?”

      He didn’t sound like he believed her. Why should he? She was totally skirting the question.

      “What else would it be?”

      “I don’t know. There’s a lot more weird shit going on than I thought even existed.”

      She didn’t know what to tell him. He sighed and squeezed her shoulder.

      “You should take the rest of the day. The ME is going to need some time with him, and I need to have some guys canvas the neighbourhood. Come on, I’ll drive you home.”

      She nodded and let him help her up. Neither of them said anything until he pulled back into her driveway. Aldo was lounging on the grass. His head snapped up when he saw her.

      “Oh, and Lindy? Decaf.”
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      Lindy reshuffled her deck for what felt like the hundredth time. The day off hadn’t made her feel much better. If anything, it made her feel worse. It made her feel like a wreck.

      Her hands were starting to ache from the stretch. She ignored the looks she could feel on her back as she dropped an array of three cards by three cards on the desk. It was the same nine cards she’d laid down the last four times. And just like the last four times, it didn’t tell her anything she didn’t know. It didn't help that she was looking for more than one thing. Obviously, she needed to know where A was and what the fuck he was doing. But she kept coming back to the woman at the Cudmore house.

      The Empress.

      “Are you still at it?” Dick asked, setting a paper cup next to her.

      “Yup.”

      “Are you getting anything?”

      “Nope.”

      He sat down beside her, leaning over curiously. While he still wasn’t much of a believer in her abilities — not that she blamed him, she didn’t have much faith in them herself right now — he did seem to be curious. Most people were. Seers didn’t usually give people such a good insight into their skills. It wasn’t something that was easy to explain.

      “So what does all of this—” He motioned to the cards as he sat down in his chair. “— mean?”

      Lindy looked down at the cards.

      
        Ten of Swords, Death, Ace of Swords

        The Empress, Knight of Swords, The Emperor

        Two of Cups, Wheel of Fortune, Three of Cups

      

      “A has a lot of anger.”

      Or was it Abigail?

      “Wow. No kidding? Well, I’m glad we have a Seer to figure all this out for us.”

      Lindy kicked the leg of his chair.

      “See, this ten of swords here means betrayal. I think A’s doing this out of revenge.” Or, again, that Abigail was. What was it A had said? ‘She’s going to get away with it.’ She tapped her fingers against the ten and ace of swords. “There’s a lot of Major Arcana cards here. Which doesn’t surprise me, there’s a lot of major shit going on.”

      “Back up a second. Major what-now?”

      “Major shit.”

      “Lindy.”

      Sue her for trying to sneak some humour into this nightmare.

      “Traditional tarot decks are split between Major and Minor Arcana. Major is usually life events, that sort of thing.”

      “So the Empress, the Knight of Swords, and the Emperor. Who are they?”

      “Well, the Empress and Emperor are Major Arcana. They might not literally be people. It could be witches and cops, Normals and witches. It could be people. Me and you, me and…” Shit, there was something there, something just at the edge of Lindy’s sight. Something she just couldn’t quite grasp, and it was driving her crazy. The woman's face? A’s identity? “Look. I’m trying to do a reading for someone who isn’t even in the building. There’s only so much I can get off a deck of cards.”

      “So why the hell are you even here?” Dick snapped. “What the fuck have you given me that I couldn’t figure out myself?”

      Lindy’s eyes widened. Anger and disbelief flared through her. The thought that Dick was reacting to the dead end and not to her came a second too late for her temper. She stood up abruptly, knocking her chair over. Standing, she had a good two feet to tower over Dick with. Her expression was twisted into one usually reserved for Ekkehardt.

      “Yeah? And what the fuck have you contributed, huh? I’m here because you got nowhere before your boss brought me in. I’m the one that A is interested in calling, I’m the one who found the notebook he was after.”

      Probably after, she didn’t add. She didn’t actually know for sure. She didn’t know anything for sure. Oh man, she was sweating. Her jacket was way too hot for this office all of a sudden. She definitely didn’t need the roomful of cops who were probably armed turning on her.

      “You’ve made a hell of a lot more progress with me than you would have without me,” she continued, dropping her voice. She didn’t want to draw too much attention to them. Too late. “I’m not even a detective. I’m an operator. You want to blame someone for how little progress we’re making? Blame A. Now if you’ll excuse me, I’m going to make a dramatic exit before Staff Sergeant Cockburn comes out here and gives me a hard time for making a scene.”

      Lindy grabbed her coffee and turned on her heels, leaving Dick gaping at her. She moved as quickly as she could without so much as a backwards glance. She really hoped that she looked more confident than she felt, which wasn’t very confident at all.

      The door closed loudly behind her. It didn’t occur to her until she was halfway down the stairs that both her sunglasses and her cell phone were still sitting on Dick’s desk next to her cards, but it wasn’t like she could go back for them now. Besides, the brightness wasn’t as painful now as it had been. Maybe her eyes were adjusting. That had to be a good sign. And she could totally probably maybe go a whole day without her phone.

      She found Bastien sitting behind the reception desk, playing with an elastic band. It seemed like a slow day for everybody, which, in their lines of work, was definitely a good thing.

      “How’s the cop business?” he asked, resting his chin on his knuckles.

      “A pain in the ass. We’re getting nowhere, and apparently, it’s my fault.”

      Bastien snorted. It ended in something of a grin.

      “Seriously? I’m sure it’s not. That’s just how cops are. Everything is everybody’s fault but theirs.”

      He flashed a bright smile at a pair of people walking past the desk before turning his attention back to her.

      “Yeah, I know,” she said. “It’s just frustrating. I should be able to see this A guy, you know? That’s kind of my thing. And all the while, this asshole is running around killing off Mohr’s Circle. All I’ve got so far is that it’s probably some kind of a revenge thing.”

      “That doesn’t make sense. Mohr’s Circle is supposed to protect us. Who would want to take them out?”

      “A Normal, maybe. But A’s using magic, so that seems a little unlikely.”

      It was the same circle she’d been running through for weeks. It was getting redundant at best and frustrating as hell at worst.

      “I don’t know what to do,” she admitted. “I feel completely useless when I can’t see this guy. I feel completely blind, and not in the normal way.”

      She could see Dick stepping out of the elevator from behind her a few moments before the doors even opened. At least she wasn’t completely blind. She turned around when he approached and resisted the urge to laugh as he jumped back, startled.

      “You forgot your— Here.”

      He offered up her sunglasses, cell phone, and tarot cards. Lindy took them, setting her glasses back over her eyes and tucking her phone into a back pocket. The cards went into a pocket lower down her leg. Had she thanked the Universe for cargo pants recently?

      “We just found a witness that needs to be interviewed. His name is Landon Rajput, works at a place called The Hillside.”

      “Landon? What did he do?” Bastien asked.

      Dick glanced over at him from over Lindy’s head.

      “Don’t worry about it,” he said. “Come on. Let’s see if we can get more from this guy than you did from those cards.”

      [image: ]
* * *

      Apparently, no-one had told Dick that The Hillside was a strip club. The entire drive down, he was talking as if it was a regular bar. Lindy bounced her leg up and down, pressing her lips into a tight line as she tried to keep herself from laughing. She couldn’t wait to see his reaction to the discovery. More than that, she couldn’t wait to see his reaction to Landon. She’d only met him once in passing since he was friends with Lenna and apparently all animal witches knew each other, but she was pretty damn sure he was exactly the kind of person who would give Dick an aneurysm, and it was going to be great.

      It was early, far too early for the club to be open, and the parking lot was nearly empty.

      “Think anybody’s home?” Dick asked, even as he cut the engine and undid his seatbelt.

      Lindy followed suit and got out of the car after him, tucking her hands into her jacket pockets. The sound of dry grass crunching beneath her feet reached her ears. Beside her, Dick squinted and held his hand up over his eyes to block out the sun. He quickly overtook her with unapologetically long strides. She was used to it, being shorter and therefore slower than her brother, father, and most of her friends, but that didn’t mean she didn’t consider running up and grabbing the short hairs at the back of his neck to slow him down. It was what she’d done with Dieter to break him of the habit of walking in front of her, it would probably work with Dick. But she didn’t need to listen to him complaining about it.

      Like the parking lot, the club was all but empty. There was one person behind the dark wood bar, two people setting up the tables, and one man standing on one of the small stages. It was hard for Lindy to see through her glasses, but she was pretty sure that was Landon. He had a very distinct appearance that was pretty hard to miss, even in the dim lighting. She knew all of two things about him, and one was that he was a dancer.

      “I’m going to go talk… to… uhm…”

      Dim lighting and sunglasses or not, it was easy to see why he’d stopped talking.

      A large peacock walked across the club, moving past them as if they weren’t there, the long tail dragging across the floor.

      Dick watched the bird, gaping. As the bird moved, Dick turned his head to follow its path of motion until he just turned around and walked back toward the door they’d come through.

      “Peacock,” she could hear him saying, “a fucking peacock, are you kidding me? And let me guess, it’s a goddamn magic peacock. Fuck this magic bullshit, I did not sign up for…”

      His voice trailed off as he left.

      Lindy snorted. She didn’t even bother trying to suppress her grin. It shouldn’t have amused her as much as it did, but Dick’s complete and utter frustration with the magic world was never not funny to her. It was for the best, though. Having him out of the room would always make it easier to talk to witches.

      The hairs on the back of Lindy’s arms and neck started to stand on end. She looked around the club again. At this point, the few people inside were starting to look at her. She coughed to clear her throat a little.

      “I’m looking for Landon,” she said, though her voice rose at the end, making it sound more like a question than a statement.

      The man on the stage jumped down. As he approached, Lindy could start to make out his features. The dark skin, wide nose, and shock of blue and green hair were just as Lindy remembered from their first brief meeting. But what really stuck in her memory was the array of multi-coloured eye tattoos reminiscent of the spots on the peacock’s tail inked onto that dark skin. That was the part she knew Dick was going to love, even more than the hair.

      It was something animal witches tended to do. Some could take on their Familiar’s features, albeit temporarily, the same thing that Lenna did to see in the dark. Others sometimes made themselves look like their Familiars, mostly through tattoos. It wasn’t something everyone was into, but Lindy had to admit that she liked the look.

      “Uh, yeah?” Landon said, pushing his hand through his hair. “What do you want?”

      Okay, this was awkward. Lindy glanced back over her shoulder, but Dick was nowhere in sight.

      “Uhm, okay. Yeah. I have some questions to ask you.”

      Landon raised an eyebrow. She could actually feel the impatience and skepticism rolling off him in waves.

      “About what?”

      Again, she looked back for Dick. He was walking back inside, even though he didn’t look any calmer now than he’d walked out.

      “That is something he is going to tell you.”

      “Okay,” Dick said, “it’s going to bother me if I don’t ask. Why the fuck is there a frigging peacock walking around in here? I mean, do you have a— a— a— a license to keep that thing around? Exotic animal license or whatever? Who keeps a peacock in a strip club?”

      Landon stared at Lindy with something that she could only describe as are you fucking kidding me?

      “I promise none of those are the questions that we are here to ask you,” she said. “Dick, come on. We have actual questions to ask.”

      It was easy to understand why Dick was caught up on the peacock. If she didn’t live with a 60-kilo adult male black jaguar, she probably would have been reacting the same way. Her first introduction to Familiars had been through a friend whose Familiar was a ferret. It was definitely easier to get her head around a ferret than a peacock.

      The bird was still walking around, completely indifferent to the conversation around him.

      “Right,” Dick said. He cleared his throat and gave the peacock another glance before turning his attention to Landon. “John Hubbard was found dead in his home last week.”

      Landon’s eyebrows pulled together, and the purse of his lips suggested that he didn’t know who Dick was talking about.

      “Green Thumb,” Lindy clarified. “He was shot by a guy calling himself A.”

      This time, Landon’s eyebrows shot up and his mouth fell open. He looked back and forth between Dick and Lindy. For a few seconds, his lips moved as if he was trying to form words, but nothing came out.

      “What?” he finally managed to gasp out. “How? What?”

      Lindy looked up at Dick. She had no idea how to have this conversation. She’d never had to tell someone that someone they knew died, especially not like this. There was a tight knot in her stomach.

      Landon sniffed and rubbed his hand over his mouth. He shifted, hanging his head down. He mumbled something behind his hand that Lindy didn’t understand, but it sounded like it could have been Hindi to her. When he looked back up at them, his eyes were red and watering.

      “Are you sure?” he asked tightly. “Are you sure it’s him?”

      Dick nodded.

      “We’re sure. What’s your relationship with Mr Hubbard?”

      Jeez, did he have to be so stiff about it? He probably did, actually. Cops weren’t the same as operators. While operators had to be sympathetic to comfort and support callers, cops had to get in and get out as quick as possible. It wasn’t like they both hadn’t been trained not to get attached, but Lindy wasn’t trained to be hard.

      “I didn’t kill him if that’s what you’re getting at,” Landon said.

      He clicked his tongue, stiffening his shoulders. Lindy could feel more than see the peacock approaching. When she looked over, she could see his feathers were ruffled, making him look even larger than he was. Did peacocks attack when threatened? Shit, she hoped not. She didn’t know enough about peacocks to know for sure.

      “That’s not what we’re getting at,” Lindy said, her voice soft, cutting Dick off before he could speak. “We’re just trying to piece together what happened so that we can figure out why he was killed.”

      Landon nodded and swallowed.

      “He was my old English teacher. We kept in touch, I was bringing him some books he’d lent me.”

      “When you went to see him, did you see anyone or anything suspicious or out of place? Anything helps, even if you don’t think it’s important,” Dick said.

      He shook his head and frowned, swallowing again before pushing his bangs back and holding them on top of his head.

      “There was a car. Greyish. I didn’t pay much attention to it, but it was kind of nice for that neighbourhood. I figured it was someone visiting… Oh God, was he— after I left? If I’d stayed, would he have—?”

      “No,” Lindy said, “there’s nothing you could have done. This isn’t your fault, I promise.”

      Landon covered his face with his hands. He was shaking with each breath.

      “Do you need to sit down?” Dick asked.

      Lindy had to wonder why it hadn’t occurred to her to ask. Maybe because she wasn’t usually looking at the people she talked to. Landon nodded, and Lindy pulled up a chair for him. He sat down immediately, his legs crumpling beneath him.

      The peacock moved over to Landon and pressed up against his side with a soft cooing sound.

      Lindy’s eyes stung. She told herself that she wasn’t tearing up, as if it would stop happening just because she denied it. As annoying as the sunglasses were, she was glad that neither Dick nor Landon could see her stupid, irrational, and unnecessary reaction.

      “That car you saw,” she said, relieved when her voice didn’t shake, “was there anyone in it?”

      “Yeah. There, uhm… There was someone in the driver’s seat, but I didn’t look. I saw the license plate, though.”

      Lindy looked over at Dick with wide eyes. Her heart sped up, pounding hard in her chest. It was all she could do to stop herself from bouncing with excitement.

      “What did it say?” she asked. “Was it an Ontario plate?”

      Holy shit, calm down, Lindy. She didn’t want to agitate anybody but holy fucking shit, this was great! Well, maybe great. That depended on what the plate said.

      “Yeah, it was an Ontario plate. But I— I only remember the first half. I didn’t see any point memorizing it.”

      Lindy nodded in understanding. Why would he? It wasn’t like people just went around memorizing license plates.

      “That’s fine, anything helps,” Dick said. “What did the first half of the plate say?”

      “It was, uhm… It was B-B-A-Y. Like B-Bay.”

      It was something, but at the same time, it was nothing. How many BBAY license plates had she seen this morning alone? Both of Ekkehardt’s cars had BBAY plates — why he needed two cars was beyond her — and so did Lenna’s Jeep. Her stomach sank, but she tried not to let it show.

      But the car outside Annalise’s house… It was also a greyish car with BBAY plates. Sure, that still only narrowed it down to three-quarters of the cars in the city, but it still counted.

      “I’m sorry I don’t remember anything else,” Landon said. “I just— I wasn’t looking. I didn’t think I had to, I didn’t think it was a big deal.”

      “Don’t worry about it. It’s a great start,” Dick said. He fished his wallet out of his right pocket and pulled a business card from it, offering it out to Landon. “If you remember anything else, please give me a call.”

      There was nothing else that could be done here. Dick turned, motioning for Lindy to follow. Lindy offered Landon the most sympathetic smile she could manage, though she wasn’t sure it showed with her glasses, and thanked him for his help. She felt awful leaving him like this, but there was nothing she could do for him.

      End the call and move on. There was no difference here.
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      “I'm heading out for the night,” Staff Sergeant Ice Breaker said, pausing at Dick’s desk as she pulled on her jacket. “I'll see you guys tomorrow.”

      Dick waved without looking up from his notes, but Lindy couldn't help but stare at her. More specifically, the buttons on the shoulder. She must have seen it in her office or something. There was nothing weird about it.

      Still, her blood rushed through her ears, and her periphery faded out even more than usual.

      “Lindy?”

      “Uh, yeah. Good night.”

      Lindy’s vision blurred but she couldn’t close her eyes.

      Ice Breaker turned toward the elevator and walked up a short set of stairs. Her hand settled on the doorknob, slowly freezing it over. It pulled off the door easily. She looked back behind her to make sure nobody was watching before letting herself in.

      “Oh my God,” Lindy whispered. She stood up as the elevator door slid shut behind Ice Breaker. “Oh my God!”

      “What? Lindy, what?”

      “I—”

      What was she supposed to say? That she thought Ice Breaker had killed three-quarters of a family and left the last quarter with some serious issues? Oh, yeah, Dick was totally going to go for that. She— She had to be wrong on this one. She was exhausted, stressed to hell, going blind for fuck’s sake. Her brain was obviously open circuiting. She was so desperate for an answer that, even though it had never happened before, she was subbing in whatever information she had. And in this case, the information was that… was that Ice Breaker owned a jacket.

      She either needed to be drinking more coffee or less coffee. She wasn’t quite sure which yet.

      “Lindy!”

      “Hm? What?”

      She looked back down at Dick. He was frowning up at her, a hand on the arm of his chair like he was deciding if he was going to stand or not.

      “Are you okay?”

      Was she—?

      “Yeah, I just… have to pee.”

      She grimaced as soon as the words were out of her mouth, but she’d already said it so before he could comment or make a face or… anything, she made a beeline for the bathroom. Her shoes clicked against the laminate flooring with the quick pace of her steps.

      The women's washroom was empty as usual. With only two women aside from herself and Ice Breaker working on this floor, it didn't get much use. Lindy braced herself against the counter and pushed her glasses up to stare at her suddenly blurry reflection.

      “Get your shit together,” she said. “Ice Breaker has nothing to do with Alistair Cudmore. It's probably a really common jacket that a lot of people have. You imagined it.”

      Except she didn't. There was a difference between her imagination and her visions, and she knew what that difference felt like. She could always stop her imagination or change the course of it, and it always changed a little every time she replayed it in her head. Visions were concrete. This was concrete.

      But it didn't mean that Ice Breaker had anything to do with this. Maybe she'd only discovered the scene. Maybe this was a totally different day. It might not have even happened yet. Except the empty flowerpots at the top of the steps were the same ones in the photographs taken that night, and the scene hadn't been discovered until morning.

      Oh, God, she was going to puke.

      She crouched down and pressed her forehead to the counter. The ceramic was cool against her skin. It gave her something to focus on besides the tightening in her spine and ribs. She just had to keep breathing. If she kept breathing, she would be fine. Everything would be—

      Everything was not fine. If Lenna was right, then someone had slit Abigail’s throat from behind. Her first thought had been Alistair but the more she thought about it, the less sense it made. It was over ten years ago. Alistair would have been, what, eight? There was no way he would have been big enough to overpower Abigail, who was five years older and a solid foot and a half taller than him. It couldn't have been Alistair.

      But it couldn't have been Ice Breaker either!

      Lindy slammed her hands on the counter and screamed in frustration. She knew Dick was waiting for her to go back but she wasn't ready yet. She slid down against the wall and pulled her knees up to her chest. How was she supposed to face him, knowing that his boss might have tried to kill an entire family? The pictures were stuck in her head, always behind her eyelids, somehow worse than anything else she'd seen so far on this fucking case. Was it too late to become a librarian? Of course it was. She was going blind, for fuck’s sake! A Staff Sergeant might have killed three people, the fourth might have been somehow causing someone to go on a literal witch hunt, she hadn't eaten since breakfast, both her dad and brother were probably on this asshole’s list, and she couldn't even see two inches in front of her fucking face!

      She screamed again and kicked the garbage can.

      “Lindy? Lindy, are you still in here?”

      Oh, and now Dick was going to see her crying like a fucking baby. This was exactly what she needed.

      “Lindy?”

      She wiped her eyes with the heels of her hands and tried to speak past the lump in her throat. The only thing that got past was a cough.

      “I'm coming in,” Dick warned.

      Lindy reached up for her glasses and pushed them back over her eyes. The bathroom dimmed into focus. Dick was peeking in, making sure she was the only one there before actually entering.

      “Are you okay?” he asked.

      “Yeah, I'm fine.”

      She pulled herself up, squeezing her eyes against the sudden dizziness. She felt Dick’s hand on her arm.

      “Lindy?”

      “I said I'm fine. I just… got a headache. It passed.”

      Dick didn't answer at first. He sighed, slowly, and let go of her arm.

      “I keep forgetting that you aren't used to this,” he said. “I don't know if bringing you so far in was the right decision. Not because you aren't helpful. You —” He sighed again. “— help more than I give you credit for. But you don't have to solve this. I know Cockburn expected you to, but nobody solves cases on their own. You need to talk to people. You need to talk to me, even if I'm a — what do you call us? — Normal, so we can solve this as a team.”

      She nodded slowly. Dick was right. She needed to talk to people. Not to him, he didn't know anything. It wasn't his fault, obviously, but he wasn't a witch. This wasn't his world and, as much as he believed otherwise, it wasn't his case. It was hers. But she continued to nod.

      “You're right,” she said, because he was.

      He put a hand on her shoulder. It was sympathetic, and she hated it.

      “Maybe you should go home. I think you came back too soon. Is there someone I can call for you, or…?”

      “I got it, don’t worry.”

      She wasn’t going home yet.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Moment Pharmaceuticals was Ekkehardt Schneider’s real baby. From what Lindy understood, it had been a tiny lab that didn't make much of anything when Ekkehardt had come to Canada with a Masters degree in some kind of chemistry. He'd climbed the ranks while getting a PhD and an MBA like the overachiever he was.

      While the twins were raised by babysitters and nannies, Ekkehardt built Moment Pharmaceuticals from a nothing startup to full-scale company.

      The receptionist didn't ask any questions. She'd been here since Lindy was in high school and had no problem handing her a visitor’s pass and letting her make her way to the fifth floor. The elevator stopped at every floor on the way. People in clothes ranging from suits to lab coats to jeans and t-shirts filtered in and out and aside from a few polite hellos, nobody paid much attention to her.

      Lindy hadn't been here in years, but as soon as she stepped off the elevator, it was as if she'd been here just yesterday. Other than some names she didn't recognize on office doors, it was the same as it always had been. Ekkehardt even had the same assistant. Michael Lambert looked up before she was even at his door.

      “Hi, Lindy. I didn't know you were coming by today,” he said, smiling as much as he could with burn scars covering most of the left half of his face.

      He had started working for Ekkehardt when Lindy was in tenth grade, and for as long as she'd known him, he'd had those scars. She never asked how he got them.

      “I wasn't planning on coming by,” she admitted, “but something came up, so I need to see him.”

      Michael glanced back over his shoulder as if he could see through the curtains covering the glass wall between their offices.

      “He's in a teleconference. Do you want me to have him call you after, or…?”

      “I'll wait.”

      For a while, Lindy had thought that Ekkehardt was trying to bridge the gap between them, but every time they talked, he always brought it back to Dieter. Maybe she was just too functional. She had her shit under control, and Dieter still had trouble keeping his spirits from trying to rip his face off. Who needed him, anyway?

      She settled onto the small couch pressed against the back wall. There was a coffee table next to it with a stack of magazines. She grabbed the one at the top of the pile, some medical journal. The font was so tiny, the only things she could make out even behind her glasses without pulling the magazine to her face were the article titles. She could read them, but she couldn’t understand them. This was way beyond high school science.

      Michael worked at his computer, letting her flip through the magazine in silence. Her eyes wouldn’t process the tiny print, and her eyes lost focus. After a while, he got up and stretched. His back and shoulders cracked loud enough that she heard it from her spot on the couch.

      “Oh, Jesus,” he muttered.

      His voice sounded muffled, like there was something in front of his mouth.

      He glanced over at her but left the office without saying a word. She didn’t look up. She couldn’t. Something followed him through the glass door as he closed it, but it stopped short of following him down the stairs. The cafeteria on the first floor was fairly empty. It wasn't as big as the cafeteria at the private school she'd gone to, but it was bigger than the one at her call centre. It was well past noon, but there were still sandwiches in the fridge. He grabbed one and a salad. His hand lingered over the basket of brownies. After a moment of deliberation, he grabbed one and added it to his tray.

      “Jenny, do you have any drink trays? Thanks.”

      He set both trays down at the edge of the small coffee bar. He grabbed three paper cups and filled one with coffee and nothing else, and the other two with tea. Balancing the drink tray on the food tray, he carried them to the cash register.

      “Busy day?” Jenny asked.

      “Not as bad as yesterday. I was running around trying to get everything ready for the boss’s meetings today. It's much quieter now.”

      They made small talk for another minute or so before Michael made his way back up, taking the elevator this time. He opened the office door with the back of his shoulder. The squeak made Lindy jerk.

      “Sorry, I didn't mean to wake you up.”

      She was asleep? Of course she was asleep. That made so much more sense.

      Michael set the tray on the coffee table and disappeared into Ekkehardt’s office for a few seconds. When he came back, he pulled his chair up to her. He offered out one of the teas and the sandwich to her.

      “I wasn't sure if you’d had lunch. You aren't still vegetarian, are you?”

      Lindy took the food and shook her head.

      “That was my brother, and he got over that pretty quick.”

      Dieter had been vegetarian for all of three weeks in high school while trying to impress Michael, who had been around a hell of a lot more than Ekkehardt in those days. It hadn't worked, and Dieter gave up as soon as he realized that tofu tasted like, well, tofu.

      “I hear you're working with the police,” Michael said.

      “Yeah. Just on this one case, though.”

      “How is it? Working with police, I mean.”

      “It's… It's pretty intense,” she admitted. “I honestly have no idea what I'm doing. I think I might just be making things worse.”

      “I don't think you are. Your dad told me Ice Breaker said you're really speeding things up. I bet you bring a whole other insight to it.”

      Right. Lindy always forgot that Michael was a witch. He was a fairly unimpressive empath, but he was still an empath. She was sure he picked up on the spike of anxiety that rose in her spine.

      “You okay?”

      “Yeah, I just burnt my tongue. Do you know Ice Breaker?”

      She kept her tone as conversational as possible.

      “Not really, I only met her once. She seemed—” Michael paused and grimaced a little, but Lindy wasn't sure at what. “She seemed nice enough.”

      “Yeah, no, she's great.”

      Did he know something? He must have picked up on something when they'd met. Maybe that was what the face was about.

      Before she could find an appropriate way to ask, Ekkehardt’s door opened.

      “Dietelinde,” he said, quietly but not surprised. “Please, come in.”

      She gave Michael an awkward smile and followed Ekkehardt into his office. There were two chairs in front of his desk. She took the one closest to the door. It was much more comfortable than she'd expected it to be. Could they get a set of these for the kitchen? They were a million times better than the wooden nightmares they were using.

      “You want to talk to me?”

      “Yeah.”

      Obviously. But Lindy didn't elaborate yet. Instead of sleeping, she should have thought out what she was going to say to him. Where was she even supposed to start? She worked through the sandwich, which was surprisingly good for cafeteria food, while he nursed his coffee. Had she actually even had lunch today? She had a muffin earlier… Oh well, she was eating now.

      “Dietelinde?”

      Lindy — Lindy — drummed her fingers against his desk and held her tea with her other hand between her thighs. Why couldn't she just get it out?

      “Dietelinde? Did something happen? Are you okay?” A brief pause. “Are you pregnant?”

      “What? No!”

      What the fuck kind of que— Why was he smiling?

      “That would be the worst thing you could say for both of us. Whatever you want to talk about is not that bad, then.”

      Oh. Ekkehardt was trying to make her feel better. She gave a wry smile at the attempt. It might have been funny if what she was here for wasn't worse.

      “Uhm… I think… Do you know what happened to Alistair’s family? I mean what really happened to them.”

      Ekkehardt frowned and sat up straight, his hands still folded together on his desk. Yeah, this was worse.

      “Is Diederich—”

      “No, this has nothing to do with Dieter.” For once. “I need to know what happened to them.”

      “Is this something to do with your case?”

      She didn't even care enough to correct him.

      “I don't know. You said once that everyone heard about it. Do you know what actually happened?”

      “The girl killed her family.”

      Lindy shook her head. No, no, that wasn't it.

      “Why no?”

      “It couldn't have been Abigail. Her throat was cut from behind,” she explained.

      “How do you know this?”

      “I have the file. Lenna said that's what it looked like.”

      “Panthera?”

      “Yeah.”

      Ekkehardt was quiet.

      “Panthera is a mechanic. How would she know?”

      Okay, fine. Lenna wasn't an expert, that evidence was flimsy. But—

      “I heard Abigail screaming for help. And Ice Breaker was there. Why would Ice Breaker be going to that house? What's Ice Breaker doing in Kitchener?”

      “She worked for Kitchener-Waterloo before she moved here.”

      “Exactly!”

      Wait, what? Did that make more sense or less sense? Didn’t all of the victims come from K-W?

      “She broke the doorknob. Why would she do that?”

      “Why would she kill a family? That is what you are suggesting?”

      Lindy stopped herself from answering. She didn't have an answer. She'd been a witness in enough trials to know that motivation was everything. It always came down to why.

      “Dietelinde, when is the last time you slept?”

      “I just took a nap on the couch.”

      “I mean real sleep.”

      “I've been sleeping.”

      “How much?”

      Hadn’t Dick just asked her the same thing?

      “I don't know. Three, four hours? That's not important right now.”

      “Your health is not important?”

      “Right now. Ice Breaker killed Abigail and her parents. Please trust me on this.”

      Ekkehardt started at her for a long moment. She was struggling to keep her breath even and her eyes dry. Why couldn't he just understand? She didn't want to believe it either, but it was the truth! The more she said it, the more she knew it was the truth. She knew it the same way she knew that Michael was on the other side of the wall eating his salad and that Aldo was at home trying to squeeze himself into the box for Lenna’s new computer and that some guy outside was fighting with the ATM.

      He sighed and reached for her hand to squeeze her fingers in a rare display of affection. It only lasted a few seconds. She sniffed, refusing to let herself cry in front of him.

      “Ice Breaker called me after the bodies were gone because of the spirits. They were Sensitive, like your brother was.”

      “Did you do, like, an exorcism or something?”

      He nodded.

      No wonder he was having such a hard time with this. She’d killed an entire family and used him to cover it up.

      “You and your brother were only seven. I wasn't with Mohr's Circle yet. They told me it looked like the girl did it and I… I believed it.”

      “Why didn't anybody say anything about the doorknob?”

      “What?”

      “The front doorknob. Ice breaker froze it and pulled it off.”

      He went silent again.

      “It fell off when one of the officers opened it. There was damage. Ice Breaker said there had been a break in months before. There was a report. I never suspected she would lie.”

      If Ice Breaker had gone so far as to kill a whole fucking family, faking a police report would have been nothing.

      “So what did she have against them?” Lindy asked.

      “I don't know. But I will find out.”

      It was her turn to believe him.
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      After Lindy's very mild breakdown in the precinct bathroom, plus the one the day before, the general consensus was that she needed a break. Dick had obviously talked to Ice Breaker. Paranoia was cited as evidence of a larger impending breakdown, and Lindy had to wonder if Ekkehardt or Constable Ware had talked to her, too. But then, maybe that was her paranoia talking. They at least let her return to the phones, provided she visited a therapist.

      She hadn't talked to Ekkehardt since she straight-up accused Ice Breaker of murdering three people.

      “What, you couldn’t cut it as a detective?” Crystal teased during one of their brief overlapping coffee breaks.

      “I wish. Trail’s gone cold, so I’m back here until something happens.”

      She tapped her nails against her teeth. They were too long. She really needed to cut them. She also needed to clean out her dresser. Maybe she'd finally be able to find that blue pen she'd misplaced forever ago. Or did it just run out of ink?

      She was distracting herself. Something was going to happen, but she couldn’t say what exactly. She got flashes of a long, white hallway but her brain wouldn’t let her go any further with it. That meant hospitals. She couldn’t even begin to describe how much she hated hospitals. Every visit was unpleasant, usually involving stitches or hours in an MRI machine.

      “This is crazy,” Crystal said. “Is it true he’s picking off witches?”

      “I don’t think I’m allowed to say, but I’d keep my head down if I were you.”

      Crystal snorted.

      “As if we don’t already. It’s always something we have to worry about it, isn’t it?”

      “Don’t I know it.” Lindy let out a long sigh. “We’d better get back, or we’re going to be late.”

      Crystal let out an exaggerated sound of pain that made Lindy laugh. Half an hour wasn’t a long enough break in an eight-hour shift, but the coffee shop was just next door to the call centre, so they didn’t have to go far for coffee that didn’t taste more like dirt. She popped a piece of gum into her mouth to get rid of the taste of her lunch, a white chocolate macadamia nut cookie. Few things in the universe were stronger than Lindy’s sweet tooth. Besides, she’d finally gone kickboxing last night. She could afford the calories.

      Lindy had forgotten just how awful the long days in front of the screen were on her eyes. She had another minute and a half before her break ended. There was a small bottle of eye drops in the bottom of her purse that needed to be replaced, but there was enough in it for now. She would have to pick some up on her way home. There was a pharmacy across the street from the gas station she and Lenna would pass on the way home.

      As always, it took her a few attempts to get the artificial tears into her eyes. By the time she was done, she looked like she’d been crying, minus the accompanying redness. Waterproof makeup was probably something she should invest in, but the fact that it pretty much never came off was a pretty big con. Not that she ever washed the stuff off anyway.

      She pulled the headset over her ears and flicked it on. Within seconds, a call was coming in, and she had to shut down every other part of her brain. The noises around her, the visions, the burn behind her eyes, none of it got through. She couldn’t afford the distraction.

      “Nine-one-one, what’s the location of your emergency?”

      “O mon Dieu, il y a un feu!”

      “I just swallowed a bunch of pills and— and I don’t know what to do.”

      “There are kids sitting on my lawn, and they won’t leave!”

      “Oh, shit, wrong number.”

      The last one was actually a nice relief. Most people just hung up when they accidentally got a 9-1-1 operator. That just meant that instead of moving on, she had to spend time trying to get a hold of them again to confirm that everything was okay. Sure, she understood that people panicked and hung up as a reflex, but still. It made her job more difficult than it needed to be.

      “No problem, have a nice day,” she said.

      “Yeah, you too.”

      The line clicked shut, and Lindy barely had a chance to take a breath before the phone rang again. It was a sound that was really starting to get on her nerves.

      “Nine-one-one, what’s the location of your emergency?” she asked.

      “Lindy? Is this Lindy?”

      It only took less than a second to place the panicked voice as Selima’s. She could hear screaming in the background.

      “Yeah, it’s me. What’s wrong? What’s going on?”

      She dropped the pen she’d been holding and settled both hands above the keyboard.

      “Yasir’s been shot. He— He’s bleeding so much, what— what do I do?”

      Fuck. This— This was different from any other call. This was someone she knew, someone she liked well enough, who was either dead or dying. Selima sobbed into the phone.

      “Selima, listen. I need you to listen very carefully. Where are you?”

      “We’re just outside at Soares and Chenney, at 127 Fourth Street. Habibi, you’re going to be okay. Lindy is sending help.”

      She sent the information to the dedicated dispatcher to be passed on to a squad car.

      “Great, you’re doing great. Can you tell me anything about Yasir’s condition?”

      Basically, did he still have a pulse. If someone was dead, the caller usually said so right away, but she still needed to check. Hysteria made it hard to tell.

      “He’s bleeding so much,” she sobbed. “I don’t know what to do.”

      “Selima, I need you to breathe for me. Just take a deep breath and let it out. Exactly like that, you’re doing great. I need to know where Yasir was shot, and if the shooter is still around. Can you tell me that?”

      It was easier than it should have been to keep the urgency out of her voice. The last thing either of them needed was to push Selima further into panic.

      “He— He left. We were walking out, and he just ran. I was too focused on— He just ran, I’m sorry, I didn’t— I didn’t—”

      “Hey, it’s okay. Don’t worry about that right now. Right now, I need you to tell me where Yasir was shot and how bad he’s hurt so I can talk you through what to do.”

      “In the— the chest. I don’t think he is breathing well.”

      Lindy rubbed her mouth. A glance at the clock in the corner of her screen showed that they’d only been talking for just over a minute.

      “Okay, no problem. Here’s what I need you to do. Are you still with me, Selima? Good. You’re doing great. Do you have a cloth or something you can use to slow the blood flow until the ambulance gets there?”

      “Y— Yes, I’m using my scarf.”

      Selima sniffled and hiccupped.

      “Perfect. I need you to apply as much pressure as possible. Can you do that for me?”

      “I ca-an’t. It’s hurting him.”

      “I know, but it’s going to hurt him a lot less in the long run. Just trust me on this one.”

      She could hear the wail of sirens growing louder and louder in the background. According to the map on her screen, they were only down the street. Yasir was going to be okay, she was sure of it. She had to be sure of it. There was no room here for doubt. If she let herself start to question that, then she wouldn’t be able to get through the rest of the day.

      “The paramedics won’t let me go with him,” Selima said, her voice high and anxious. “Why won’t they let me go with him?”

      “That’s normal, honey. Yasir’s probably lost a lot of blood. They’re going to need space to work on him.”

      “He’s going to be okay, yes?”

      “Yeah, yeah. Of course he is. He’s going to be fine.” Probably. “I’m going to come by the hospital when I get off. Okay?”

      “Yes, okay. I— I need to call Dieter. He doesn’t know.”

      “Okay, give me a call. I get off in a few hours. Just take a few breaths. I’ll see you soon.”

      Selima hung up, and Lindy took the opportunity to push her bangs back a few times. Her eyes caught the notepad by her right hand. Yasir’s name was scribbled across it in uppercase chicken scratch. Oh, sure. Now she noticed it.
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* * *

      Lindy didn’t waste any time rushing to the hospital. The eye drops and gas could wait. Right now, Selima and Dieter needed her.

      She kept eying the cab’s speedometer, watching it edge over the speed limit at her frantic insistence. God knew how many calls she’d picked up from crashes, either from panicked bystanders or from even more panicked victims. That was so not the way she wanted to go. Not that she really had a preference. But she had bigger priorities here.

      The hospital that Yasir had been taken to was pretty out of Lindy’s way. And of course, the roads were backed up, bringing her to a complete stand-still. This road always was this time of day. She swore loudly and slammed her fist against the door. Taking the long way probably would have been quicker, but it was too late to turn around now. She bit her nail until her mouth was full of nail polish. She’d started painting her nails to break her of the habit, but all it did was get her used to spitting nail polish out. Which was probably not sanitary but right now was not the time for her to worry about it.

      “Come on, come on! Somebody move!”

      Lindy had never been the type to get road rage, especially if she wasn’t even driving. It wouldn’t do anything, though, and she was trained to work under pressure. She could handle this. All she had to do was breathe.

      But dammit, this was taking forever!

      There was nothing she could do, though. Whether she was here or there, there was nothing she could do besides sit and wait with Selima and Dieter. Sitting and supporting always made her feel useless. And this, fuck, this was Yasir, he was practically family. She liked Yasir. Despite being older than Dieter, both he and Selima were good to him. They offered stability and support and the kind of approval Dieter had always craved, always sought out with just about anyone who would look twice in his direction. They weren’t like that. They were two of the only lawyers Lindy didn’t mind, and not only because they didn’t treat her like an idiot for only being a lowly phone operator. They were good, honest people despite being lawyers.

      The minutes ticked by and Lindy grew more and more agitated by the second. Twenty minutes and she’d barely gotten halfway to the hospital. God, this was a nightmare. She should have taken the bus. Even that would have taken less time than this route.

      She finally got to the hospital, more than three-quarters of an hour later. The cabbie dropped her at the end of the road, and she ran into the hospital, silently thanking whatever had made her decide to wear flats today. A receptionist directed her to the waiting room without looking up from her computer screen. The chains on her boots were obnoxiously loud against the floor, but she didn’t care enough to slow her steps. Nobody seemed to mind, too caught up in their own business.

      Selima spotted her before Dieter did. She stood up, and Lindy saw that her clothes were still covered in blood. It almost made her hesitate, but she pulled Selima into a tight hug. It wouldn’t be the first time she’d gotten someone else’s blood on her, but definitely under these circumstances. Selima stepped aside and Dieter took her place. Lindy gave him a tight squeeze and kissed his cheek.

      “How is he?” she asked, looking between them.

      Both of their faces were red and splotchy, and there was a tissue crumpled up in her hand. Lindy was far from blaming her. She felt her own eyes watering without her permission.

      “He’s still in surgery,” Dieter said softly. Lindy suspected that it was to keep his voice from wavering. “It’s been hours. Shouldn’t he be out by now?”

      “Some people spend a lot of time in surgery, especially if it’s something like the chest,” Lindy assured him.

      “Do you know if he’s going to be okay? You— You know, right? You always know this stuff, you have to know.”

      Dieter’s tear-stained face sent a sharp stab of rage through her gut. Nobody had any right to make her twin brother cry. God, she almost hoped this was A so she could break his fucking nose when she and Dick got their hands on him. She was going to wring his goddamn neck.

      “Yeah,” she said, “he’s going to be fine.”

      Okay, so she still hadn’t actually been able to see if he was going to make it or not. As a general rule, she never gave false hope, never said anything she couldn’t be sure about. It wasn’t for lack of trying in this case. She’d tried in the cab, but she kept getting stuck. If she was honest with herself, she didn’t want to know. She didn’t want to have to be the one to tell her brother and pretty-much-sister that their partner was going to die. That was so not her job.

      “Do you have any idea who did this? Did you see anything?”

      Lindy knew that the first responders to the scene would have grilled Selima thoroughly, but she was going to get that question a lot more than just once or twice. Selima shook her head, her curls bouncing around.

      “I don’t know. I didn’t see. Maybe a man, I think, I don’t know.”

      “It’s okay. Lindy’ll find them.”

      Lindy gave the most reassuring smile she could manage, but came out weak and tight and she knew it. Until evidence arose that A was involved, it wasn’t hers and Dick’s case. So far, nothing had come in. No calls, no nothing. But it had been a busy day at work, maybe he couldn’t get through. She didn’t know, she didn’t care. Whether it was her case or not, she was going to look into it.

      “I’ll do everything I can,” she promised.

      Selima sniffed and leaned in to kiss her cheek. While Lindy was usually picky about letting people into her space, about letting people touch her, she didn’t mind it from Selima.

      Lindy’s thoughts doubled back to A, to the calls she’d received at work today, and she couldn’t help noticing something.

      “Selima,” she said slowly, “you called me on my work line.”

      “Yes. You said you were working phones today.”

      “So you called me on purpose? It wasn’t just a coincidence?”

      Selima nodded and blew her nose. Dieter frowned.

      “What are you getting at?” he asked.

      “Nothing, I just need to know how you got my line specifically.”

      “A spell. I maybe should have asked first, but I had a spell in case— in case of something like this happening.”

      Her voice broke near the end, and she covered her mouth with one hand.

      Holy shit, this was huge. Lindy didn’t care that Selima had used it at all. It would have been hours before she would have gotten the message if they had called her cell phone, and the odds of Selima getting her work line the regular way was slim to none. If this was something that could be bought, it opened up a whole new set of angles.

      “Was it one of yours or did you get it from somewhere?”

      She tried to keep her voice calm and even, in her operator voice, but it wasn’t easy. Some of her excitement might have slipped through.

      “I got it from one of the vendors. You understand I can’t tell you who, but it’s a trustworthy witch.”

      This was the best news she’d received in pretty much ever. She stood on her toes and took Selima’s face in her hands before pulling her down into a kiss. When she pulled back, it was hard to tell who was more startled, Selima or Dieter. Lindy held her hands up.

      “I am so sorry. That was way out of bounds, and it won’t happen again. Especially not here. I just— You’re amazing. I hope you know that.”

      “Uh… Okay?”

      “Look, I have to go. You just gave me a huge break. I swear to God, I’ll be back. I just have to make a call.”

      Selima nodded, clearly unsure of what to say.

      Lindy gave Dieter another hug before she turned on her heels and sprinted down the hall, pulling her cell phone from her back pocket as she ran. There were a few missed messages from Cari and other witches, but nothing that couldn’t wait a little bit longer. This was way more important. She scrolled through her contacts until she found Dick’s name. The phone rang twice before a woman’s voice greeted her. That sister he’d mentioned, maybe.

      “Hello?”

      “Hi, is Dick there?”

      There was a brief pause.

      “Who is this?”

      “This is Lindy Lindemann, I’m a 9-1-1 operator helping him on a case. I really need to talk to him.”

      “He’s sleeping. Can I take a message?”

      Lindy tapped her index against her teeth and glanced back over her shoulder.

      “Yeah. Tell him I got something big.”
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      “Okay,” Dick said, “walk me through how this works one more time? I’m completely lost.”

      Yasir was going to be okay. The shooter, who could have been pretty much anyone, had clearly been in a hurry. Nothing major had been hit, nothing the team of surgeons working on him and a few litres of blood couldn’t fix. Lindy had stopped by more than one blood donor clinic over the past few days. Even though none of it would be going to Yasir — they weren’t the same blood type — it was something she could do. It made her feel less useless.

      She leaned back in her seat and crossed her legs.

      “Okay, it’s like this: Magic comes in a bunch of forms. A lot of it is really abstract and intangible.”

      “Like modern art.”

      “Like modern art, exactly. Sure. Some of it is more… practical. You can actually do something with it. It has more of a physical aspect to it. Things like curses and hexes.”

      Now was not the time to get into the magic that fell in between the spectrum. Fortunately, that mostly dealt with things like crystals, which had nothing to do with what they were working on. She didn’t have to bring it up now.

      “Great, so those are real too,” Dick said dryly.

      “Yeah, that’s what I’ve been saying. Sometimes, you can buy hexes and curses. There’s not a whole lot of people in the area who sell them. One is in Kitchener-Waterloo, one’s in Guelph, and there are a few in Toronto.”

      “So what does any of this have to do with the case?”

      Lindy pushed her sunglasses back up to the bridge of her nose. They were slightly too big, and it was driving her crazy, but the flickering of the fluorescent lights of the precinct was worse.

      “When Yasir Alzubaidi got shot, Selima—” Lindy began.

      “His girlfriend and partner,” Dick interrupted.

      “Exactly. Selima called me on my work line using a spell she’d bought. She couldn’t tell me who she got it off, but it’s a huge break.”

      Dick nodded, the ever-present squint deepening.

      “So, did A kill Alz—”

      “Hey, no. He isn’t dead. He’s fine. Critical condition for a while, but he’s going to make a full recovery.”

      He held his hands up defensively and leaned back in his chair away from her.

      “All right, sorry. Did A shoot Alzubaidi? Or is the ballistics report not in yet?”

      “I’m not sure who yet, but it’s not A.”

      “Wait, if the report isn’t in—”

      “Dude, we’ve been over this. I’m a Seer. I see shit.”

      Okay, shit that didn’t involve Sensitives, Necromancers, or A. But none of those were her fault.

      Dick rubbed a hand over his face with a muffled but audibly frustrated groan.

      “If we find out that this guy bought a spell, then does that make him a witch? Or can, uh… Normals use them?”

      “Under certain circumstances. A’ll probably need to buy more than one spell to make it work. But that’d be expensive as hell. Spells aren’t cheap, especially for Normals.”

      “Yeah, I can imagine. So we start with the one in K-W. It’s closest. Any idea where we can find them?”

      “The guy in K-W is also a tech witch. Owns a computer shop. I’ll see if I can find the name.”

      It looked like he was going to say something, but he paused and leaned forward, squinting at her.

      “Hey, are your eyes okay? I wasn’t going to say anything, but that doesn’t look right.”

      She pressed her lips into a thin line and lowered her glasses. The last thing she needed or wanted was Dick Hobard pointing it out and involuntarily reminding her that she couldn’t read or drive. Even her weekly kickboxing classes were feeling like less of a stress release and more of an exercise in using her Second Sight. Which, by the way, was not as much fun as it sounded.

      “I didn’t. It’s a condition called mind-your-own-business.”

      “No, seriously. That doesn’t look normal. Do you need to go to a doctor?”

      “Don’t worry about it. It’s temporary.”

      It was not temporary. Lindy knew that, but Dick didn’t need to. It wasn’t any of his business.

      “If you say so. Can you see properly?” Dick asked.

      “Look, I’m visually impaired on a good day. Can we move this along?”

      “Jeez, forgive me for expressing concern for my temporary partner.”

      “You’re forgiven.”

      Dick gave her something between a grimace and a sneer. She returned her most polite and innocent smile, the one that would satisfy even her father. It seemed to satisfy Dick, who rolled his eyes and stood up, stretching.

      “Great. Let’s get going, then. Sooner we find this guy, the better for everyone.”

      “Yeah, no kidding.”

      [image: ]
* * *

      Traffic was low, and the drive to Kitchener–Waterloo was only just over half an hour long. It was quiet, save for the occasional chatter over the police radio. Lindy knew some of the voices, both officers and dispatchers. Neither she nor Dick said anything to each other.

      Harper Computer Repairs was a small, tucked away shop at a forgotten edge of downtown. It was the kind of place that somebody would only venture into if they knew where they were going. Lucky for them, Lindy did know.

      "You should probably let me do most of the talking," Lindy said.

      Dick snorted.

      "Right,” he said. "Like hell I will."

      "Listen, Hex Witch is going to know that you're not a witch. There's no way he's going to say anything to you. But even if you're there, as long as you keep quiet, he still might talk to me."

      Dick grunted, but he didn't argue.

      “If this is a guy, shouldn’t it be Hex Warlock or Hex Sorcerer or Hex… Wizard?”

      “Actually, no. Witch is a gender-neutral term. Anyone who tells you otherwise is selling you something. Plus, Hex Witch is a title. Most of us pick names based on our magic, but some are titles. Plus, warlock is an old Druid term, if I’m not mistaken, for ‘colossal jackass.’ You’d better pretty damn impressive to call yourself a sorcerer, and do you really want to be the moron calling yourself a wizard?”

      Dick tipped his head in agreement and cut the engine.

      “Fair enough. Let’s go talk to Hex Witch, then.”

      The shop was empty aside from the man behind the counter, sitting on a stool and working on a laptop. Auburn hair tied up into a loose bun contrasted with copper skin. There was a joke somewhere about red hair and witches. He glanced up, uninterested, and went back to his work, only holding up a finger when Dick cleared his throat. The Windows start-up sound chimed, and he clapped his hands together with a grin. He looked up again, still grinning, and leaned his elbows on the counter.

      "Arright, what's up?"

      "Are you the Hex Witch?" she asked.

      He glanced over at Dick.

      "Who are you?" he drawled, resting his cheek on his palm.

      Lindy didn't give Dick a chance to answer.

      "I'm Bad Omen."

      Hex Witch straightened up, bored pretense fading immediately.

      "No shit? Christ, you’re a legend. I guess if buddy’s here with you. What you need?"

      "Information, actually,” she said.

      She hoped her embarrassment didn’t show. She knew she was one of the stronger Seers in Lorelle, but she didn’t know that her reputation had extended out of the city.

      His eyes flickered back to Dick.

      "Uh-huh."

      "You sold a spell that'll let someone call me to one of the Wali out of Lorelle."

      Awliya was plural, Wali was singular. Arabic was a hell of a language.

      Hex Witch nodded.

      "I don't sell much of those. If someone doesn't want anyone finding or calling them, I ain’t gonna’ make it easy." He popped a piece of gum into his mouth. "Too many dickbags out there for it."

      "So why the exception?" Dick asked.

      "I owed her a favour. She's good people. I trust Awliya. Don’t know a whole lot of them, but they surprisingly give a shit. You," he pointed at Dick, "I don't know."

      "Did you sell my number to anyone else?" Lindy asked.

      "No way. Only one I sold. Only one I ever sold.”

      Lindy looked around. This was an interesting set up. Most Hex Witches took money for spells either under the table or with other merchandise. This one took broken electronics, charged up front for the repair – the cost of spells – and gave the spell with the receipt. If they never came back for their phone or laptop, well. The laptop he was working on looked like it was at least a solid 15 years old.

      "Are you sure?”

      “Pretty damn. If you got the call log, I can take a look."

      Lindy unlocked her phone, opened the call history to the most recent call from A, and handed it to him. Hex Witch looked it over, nodding and humming. He pulled his sleeve up. QWERTY was tattooed on his wrist. He pressed his fingers to the ink. The air in front of him rippled into the form of a keyboard. Damn, that was handy. Dick inhaled sharply beside her.

      "Nope, this is definitely not one of mine," Hex Witch said. "This is hacked and jerry-rigged. Probably two, three spells stuck together with duct tape. I can't tell you who, but it wasn't me."

      Lindy clicked her tongue.

      "What about hiding or cloaking? Something that'll hide someone from a Seer?"

      Hex Witch pointed at her.

      "That one, I do. Some people don't want to be found. Lots of people. Not a whole lot of people who want to go that off grid, though. Did one a few months ago. Spent a week sleeping it off. Completely sucked the power out of my BF’s tablet. Won’t turn on anymore. He’s still pissed about that."

      Lindy looked at Dick. His face was pulled into an expression that showed he was only half following the conversation.

      "Who was it?" she asked, almost frantically.

      They were so close to a name! But Hex Witch shook his head.

      "Not a whole lot of point selling a hiding spell and telling who it's for."

      Lindy moved closer to the counter. There were three symbols tattooed behind his ear: Bluetooth, Wi-Fi, and cell reception.

      "I think this guy’s taking out Mohr's Circle in Lorelle, all the people who moved from here. If you know anything…"

      Hex Witch licked his lips and looked between them.

      "I don't want to get involved in Lorelle’s shit. Not after what went down last year. You know, with the…”

      He trailed off and looked at Dick with raised eyebrows. Dick sighed and rolled his eyes, but he turned and plugged his ears anyway. Hex Witch leaned in close.

      "Okay, so, this is mostly just what I heard, grain of salt and all. But basically, Lights and Shadow Maker —" Alistair Cudmore and Dieter. "— had this thing going on. What I hear, Lights wanted to be the big name controlling spirits down here, and I guess he figured Shadow Maker could make it happen.”

      "How?"

      "I dunno. Kill him and eat his heart or something? Necromancers are terrifying."

      She couldn't argue with that.

      "Anyway, Shadow Maker wasn't here for that shit. They had this massive fight, put Shadow Maker in the hospital, right. Some people are saying Shadow Maker killed Lights after, only I also hear he died in a fire.”

      “You know how rumours are,” Lindy said. “There’s always seven versions of everything.”

      Still, the story was making her stomach twist. She had an idea of where this was going.

      “But here's the thing: few days, maybe a week later, this big-ass, German-sounding Necromancer, not Shadow Maker, comes in for an accidental fire starter. I don’t sell that shit. Best case it's arson. Worst, well… Lights’ place went up, didn't it?"

      Lindy stomach sank. Ekkehardt. She knew he went after Alistair after Dieter was hospitalized. She knew, logically, that he must have been responsible for the fire. But hearing it from Hex Witch was another matter entirely

      "So what did you do?”

      Hex Witch shrugged.

      "Told them to try the place in Guelph. He said it was too far, so I dunno what he did. He looked kind of fucked, though. I figured— That hiding spell was for Lights’ foster brother. Kenneth Bramhall. I figured he was lying low. Avoiding the whole Necromancer turf war. Shit, is he actually…? "

      "If he's the one you sold it to, then probably. "

      "It was definitely. I went to school with him and Lights."

      "Can you undo it, then? Can you make it so I can find him?"

      Hex Witch sucked his teeth.

      "I have to be able to find him first so I can set a counter. But obviously… I don't half-ass my work. I'll check my books, see if there's a way, but don't hold your breath."

      Roadblock after roadblock. But they had a name now. A name was a powerful thing. Even if Hex Witch couldn't do anything with it…

      She glanced over at Dick.

      “Can you— You should probably call this in. Put out an APB or something.”

      She nodded toward the door. Plus, she had something personal. He didn't need to be here for it. Dick exhaled sharply. For a second, she didn't think he would leave. But then, he turned and walked away.

      “Something else?” Hex Witch asked.

      “Yeah. I was wondering if there was anything you could do about this.”

      She lifted her sunglasses so he could see the dark holes spreading across her irises. Hex Witch whistled. Hey, at least he was impressed.

      “Holy Jesus. The hell is that? I mean, you should probably see a doctor about that. I ain't a substitute for proper medical care. Natural remedies and faith healing don’t work for shit.”

      “I know. But proper medical care can’t do anything about this.”

      He clicked his tongue. Lindy heard his hands come down on the counter.

      “I'll see what I can do. Won’t make any promises, but I’ll call you if I can work something together. For either issue.”

      She thanked him and left him her number before rejoining Dick outside.

      “Looks like you can finally start pulling your weight,” she told him.

      He grunted, but it sounded less pessimistic than usual.
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      A name should have been all they needed. It should have been trivial to find him after that.

      Should have been.

      Between the cops in Lorelle and the cops in Kitchener-Waterloo, not to mention Mohr’s Circle, someone should have found him by now. But none of his friends or family claimed to have seen him in weeks, and his cell phone and debit card hadn’t been used in at least as long. And Hex Witch’s spell was too good. Something like that should have run out ages ago. Any half-assed spell should have.

      Should have.

      But like he'd said, he didn't half-ass his spells. Hex Witches rarely did. Plus, the guy was a tech witch, probably a full technosorcerer if the rumours were true. Tech witches were good. Technosorcerers were better.

      And, of course, Ekkehard hadn’t come through on finding anything about Ice Breaker. For the first time in ever, Lindy was hounding him to reply to her messages. She’d even gone so far as to call Michael to ask if her messages were even going through. Apparently, digging through someone’s past was easier when they weren’t a high-ranking member of the police force and a secret regulatory body of witches. That left Lindy to find out what she could through casual conversation with Dick, and other officers and witches. Both teams were usually total gossips, but on this one, they were tight-lipped. All she knew was that Ice Breaker had been with the Kitchener-Waterloo Police Department and transferred to Lorelle the same year the Cudmores were killed, being offered a spot on Mohr’s Circle not long after. It was circumstantial at best.

      None of it explained what Kenneth Bramhall had to do with all this. Maybe Alistair had known the truth of what happened to his family and confided in him. If he was still hanging around, pushing Kenneth into doing all this shit, it might explain why the cloaking spell was so good. It took a powerful spirit to control a person, or so Dieter had told her. But Alistair had been pretty up there as far as Necromancers went. If he was half as powerful as a spirit…

      “We have to find him before he kills someone else,” Lindy said.

      Both Lenna and Aldo nodded in agreement.

      “The Seers know about him now? Good. We will talk to the animal witches we know. Most of us are very good at finding who we are looking for.”

      She grinned, a flash of white teeth in stark contrast against her dark purple lipstick and brown skin. There wasn't any humour in it. It was a threat, a silent reminder, not to Lindy but the world, that she was a world-class predator, able to take down just about anything. Or at least, her familiar was. Same thing.

      “He hasn't killed anyone in a while,” Lindy said.

      “Isn't that good? Maybe he is done with killing.”

      “Or maybe he's biding his time. If this is because of— what I think it's because of, then his next target could be Ice Breaker.”

      She didn't want to say it out loud in case Dieter heard. Somehow, she didn't think his ex-whatever’s family’s murder was on the list of things he wanted to hear about.

      Lenna whistled through her teeth.

      “Does she know?”

      Lindy hesitated.

      “I didn't tell her. I don't know for sure that she— did the thing I think she did. If I tell her and she didn't do it, she'll probably kick me off the case. If she did, then she'll know that I know.”

      “How bad would that be, though?”

      “If she knows that I know what she did, she might do the thing to me and then I will end up like the people she did the thing to.”

      “What?”

      Lindy sighed and rubbed her hand over her face. She didn't want to do this anymore. She didn't want to have to keep worrying about who was going to die next, about whether or not Ice Breaker was a murderer, about whether or not she would be able to see the next day. All she wanted to do was get some proper sleep.

      Maybe after this, she would quit being an operator. Did librarians have to go to school? Well, going to school wouldn't be the worst thing. If Lenna could do it while working full time, so could she. Unless she fucking went blind. Could blind people even be librarians?

      “What are you going to do?” Lenna asked.

      “I don't know. I could try scrying again. But if it doesn't work, I— I don't know. We're fucked.”

      "I can find him,” Dieter said.

      Lindy jumped in her seat and grabbed Lenna’s arm. Her heart pounded in her ear.

      “Jesus Christ, can somebody please put a bell on the Necromancer?”

      How long had Dieter been standing there? He mumbled out an apology.

      "Okay, what did you say?" she asked.

      "Alistair's brother. I can find him."

      "How?"

      "The Shadows. I can make them look for him and see what they see. I do it all the time when I don't feel up to going to class."

      Lindy looked back at Lenna. Her face was too fuzzy to make out expression. If both her methods and Dick’s were drawing up blanks, she wondered how it was even a question.

      "If it'll help, go for it."

      She regretted the words the second they were out of her mouth. What the hell was she saying? The Shadows were not safe to fuck with. She had no idea what using them did to him, and she wasn't convinced he did either. He didn't give her a chance to change her mind.

      Dieter pressed his palms flat against the kitchen table with a deep breath and tipped his head back. Nothing happened. Nothing that Lindy could see, at least. Then Lenna stiffened, and Aldo bared his teeth. So obviously, something happened.

      She wasn't sure how long they waited. She didn't notice anything until she heard either Lenna or Aldo growl. Dieter hunched over, his breath coming out heavy between his teeth.

      "Dieter?"

      Lindy stepped forward.

      "I'm fine,” he gasped. "I got this."

      At the new angle, Lindy could see blood dripping down his nose. Oh, that could not be good. She reached out to him, but he leaned away from her.

      "Dieter, it's okay. We can find another way."

      "I can do this!" he insisted through clenched teeth.

      His hand gripped the edge of the table.

      No, he couldn’t.

      It was too much, but Lindy didn't know how to stop it. Should she grab him, or maybe just try to talk him into stopping, or—

      Lenna made the decision for her. She took Dieter by his arms and yanked him back and into her chest and held him firmly. He gasped, thrashing against her for a few seconds before going limp and leaning against her for support. There were red spots in his eyes large enough that even Lindy could see them. Blood blisters.

      Was she an awful person for wanting to ask if he, or the Shadows, saw anything?

      "Come on, querido. Sit down, I'll get you some water."

      "Dieter? Are you okay?” Lindy asked.

      Dieter swallowed audibly and nodded.

      "I'm fine, I just… Never did that much at once. I can try again. I —"

      "No, it's okay. You don’t have to."

      It wasn't worth it. If only a few minutes did this… There are always other ways. There had to be.
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      “This is your better way?” Dieter whispered. “Are we even allowed to be here?”

      He pressed up to Lindy’s side, making it almost impossible to walk.

      “Would you relax? We aren’t going to get caught.”

      “So, in other words, no. Shouldn’t you come with that detective guy? Isn’t that why you’re working with a cop? So that you aren’t doing this shit alone?”

      “Not exactly. Anyway, Dick wouldn’t be any help here. I need somebody who can see and deal with spirits.”

      “Do you know who we are? We're the white people in the first ten minutes of a horror movie. You know what happens to—”

      Dieter stopped walking and stared at the burned down townhouse. Lindy couldn’t make his expression out in the dark, not with her glasses on and massive spots missing from her field of view, but she could guess what it was.

      “I’ve never been here before,” he said quietly.

      There was some measure of sadness in his voice; if looking at a picture of Alistair Cudmore was hard on him, Lindy could only imagine how hard visiting his house was. Lindy wouldn’t have asked him to come with her if she knew any other Necromancers besides Ekkehardt, but it wasn’t like Ekkehardt was going to accompany her to a serial killer’s dead Necromancer foster brother’s house — was that right? — to see if his spirit was still hanging around the place.

      It sounded less crazy now than it had earlier. If there were spirits hanging around any place, this was probably it.

      “We shouldn’t be here,” Dieter said. “Something feels… wrong about this place.”

      “Probably Alistair hanging around.”

      As soon as the words were out of Lindy’s mouth, she wished she could pull them back. Dieter was still raw about Alistair’s death. Not that she could blame him. It wasn’t something they ever talked about, even though it should have been.

      Was Dieter ready to see Alistair’s spirit if it was here? He could barely look at a frigging picture of him without getting teary. It wasn’t fair of her to ask him to be here. What the hell would a spirit tell them, anyway? It wasn’t as if they spoke. That would be too easy.

      “If you don’t want to do this, we can go home. We don’t have to go in.”

      Dieter stared at the townhouse for a long few seconds.

      “No,” he said. “No, let’s do this. If it’ll help, we should do this. I mean, I don’t know how it’ll help—”

      “Neither do I.”

      Hey, she should at least be honest with him.

      “Great,” Dieter said dryly. “Like I was saying, if it’ll help, I’ll do it. Let’s just get this over with before anybody sees us.”

      “Now who says you aren’t the adventurous one?”

      Dieter snorted and pushed her toward the house, but it wasn’t eagerness; he clearly wanted this to be over with just as much as she did.

      The door creaked open easily, considering how long it had probably been closed for.

      Lindy didn’t know why she expected the lights to still work. Nobody had lived here for over a year. They had to use the lights on their phones to see. The floor was caked in ash and soot. It was a little hard to breathe. Even with the light, Lindy couldn’t see anything. She lifted her sunglasses but lowered them again when it didn’t help.

      “Do you see anything?” she asked.

      “Not see, exactly… But there’s something here. I don’t know. I’m not even sure if I’ll be able to tell if it’s him,” he admitted. “I’m still sort of new to this whole Necromancy thing, remember?”

      There was a tone of anxiety in his voice. Lindy was starting to get anxious herself. Dieter was right; this place looked exactly like the kind of place two white people in a horror movie would walk into before getting murdered.

      She followed Dieter into another room. New to Necromancy or not, he knew a hell of a lot more about the whole spirit thing than she did. There was reading on it, sure, but it was impossible to tell what was reliable since Sensitives and Necromancers all experienced it differently. Up until Dieter, everyone had believed that spirits didn’t even make a sound. Who knew what else the literature was wrong about?

      Since she wouldn’t be able to see Alistair even if he was there, Lindy turned her focus to Dieter, watching his movements and reactions to what he was seeing.

      It was hard to tell what was going through his mind when she couldn’t see his face. When she moved closer, she could see how tense he was. His head jerked from side to side, following the path of something she couldn’t see. Whether it was Alistair or his regular Shadows, she couldn’t tell. She had to assume that if it was Alistair, he’d probably be freaking out a little more.

      “Move,” he mumbled, pushing something aside.

      Lindy followed him into the kitchen and walked into his back.

      “Jeez, walk much?” she said.

      He didn’t move.

      The hairs on Lindy’s arms and neck rose, and she had a sudden urge to bolt for the door. She stepped around him, but she couldn’t see anything to make Dieter freeze up like that.

      “It’s you,” he breathed.

      “Wait, you see him?”

      There was something in one of her blind spots. She could feel it, almost see it in a way she never could before, but it was still beyond what she had the ability to perceive. Maybe she’d gotten used to the random cold spots that came with Dieter’s spirits, but Alistair had set off her inner alarms from day one. Now? Every instinct she had was telling her to get the fuck out of there, but her feet were stuck to the ground. She couldn’t make herself move. Curiosity, fear, concern for her brother, whatever it was, it kept her firmly rooted in place.

      “Dieter,” she said urgently, grabbing his arm, “let’s go. You’re right, we shouldn’t be here.”

      Dieter pulled his arm out of her grip, still staring straight ahead with a look between dazed and shocked on his face.

      “I wasn’t expecting to see you,” he said. “It is you, isn’t it?”

      Whatever he was speaking to didn’t respond. Not in any way that she could hear, at least. But Dieter stepped back, holding a hand up as if to keep something away, and Lindy had to fill in the rest.

      It always looked ridiculous, Dieter interacting with his Shadows, talking to and reacting to something nobody else could see. They were usually harmless. Apparently, most spirits weren’t powerful enough to affect anything.

      But if there was a spirit powerful enough to do some real damage, it would be Alistair.

      And Dieter was smiling like it was the same guy who’d… done whatever it was that had made Dieter fall in love with him.

      Lindy couldn’t see anything with all the spirits in the room, but she didn’t need to be able to see to know that this wasn’t going to end well. All they had to protect themselves was Dieter’s powers and the charms that Yasir and Selima had given them. Sure, they looked nice, but nice didn’t do much when facing the angry, murdered spirit of a Necromancer. She usually had no affinity for sensing spirits, but even she could feel the unrest in the air. She smoothed her hands over her arms. It did nothing to settle her skin.

      “Dieter,” Lindy said, her voice low but as stern as she could make it.

      Dieter ignored her.

      The only way out of the kitchen was the doorway that they’d come through behind Dieter.

      At this point, Lindy had three options: grab Dieter and get them out whether he liked it or not, push him aside and leave him there, or wait and see how this played out. Maybe Dieter could control Alistair. He already had four spirits under his control, making him one of the most powerful Necromancers she had ever heard of. What was one more?

      Was that how this even worked?

      And of course, Dieter just went on talking to Alistair.

      "I'm sorry about what happened to you. I never wanted you to die. I miss you."

      Dieter flinched back. The cabinets flew open hard enough that a door came off its hinges. Lindy threw her hands over her head. Dammit, she should have gotten them out of there when she had the chance. It was probably too late now. She wished she could see Alistair, physically or otherwise. Anything would have been better than being in the dark.

      "I didn't want to hurt you! You're the one who lost control. I know it's my fault you died, but I had no choice. You would have killed me first. You almost did kill me!"

      Lindy had to duck to avoid the chair that was hurled in her direction.

      "Dude!"

      "Leave her out of this, Alistair. This is between you and me. It always was."

      It was hard for Lindy to hear what Dieter was saying over the sound of her heart pounding in her ears. Fucking fantastic. Of course this spirit wanted to kill her, too.

      "Your brother is killing people, Alistair. He's killing witches. Mohr's Circle witches. All of you, stop screaming!"

      Lindy didn't hear any screaming. She never did. It was something only Dieter heard. He moved his head, following the path of Alistair or one of his other spirits. She couldn't tell.

      “Are you making him do it?” he demanded, his voice cracking. “Are you?”

      There was a heavy pause.

      “You’re not Alistair,” Dieter whispered.

      Lindy’s stomach dropped to the floor. Not Alistair? Not Alistair? Then who the fuck was it?

      He threw his arms over his face. Blue lines bright enough to cut through all of Lindy’s blindnesses ran through his skin. She’d never seen that before.

      She inched back; this was a fight she couldn’t help him in. Never before had she felt so fucking useless as she watched her brother try to fight an invisible enemy, one that couldn’t be fought with meds and therapy and exercise. She wanted to help, but her body wouldn’t move. People always talked about fight or flight. They never talked about do nothing. Neither one nor two were an option. That left her standing in the middle of the charred living room, her feet bolted to the floor.

      Dieter struggled against the spirit. She couldn’t tell, but it looked like he was losing ground.

      This time, Lindy did hear the shriek. It pierced through her eardrums like an icepick. She covered her ears, doubling over to keep the sound out. She wasn’t sure if the second scream came from her or from one of the spirits. The crack of glass made it through the ringing in her ears. She opened her eyes in time to see the spider web seams spreading across the lenses of her glasses before they broke. The pieces bit into her skin. Something kept her from blinking.

      Dieter had always described the spirits as shadows, and that was how Lindy always thought of them. She never saw more than the occasional blurring of vision. But now, around the glass, she somehow did. And they were far from just Shadows. There were five in the room, all mangled and broken.

      The one hovering by the ceiling was dripping water, its skin falling off and revealing the muscle beneath. Two had heads hanging from broken necks, a noose around the younger-looking one’s neck. The fourth was crippled from broken bones, its jaw hanging from the rest of its skull. The fifth…

      The fifth was right in front of her. All Lindy saw at first was the open gash splitting her neck in half. Her head was tipped so far back, the muscle that would have kept it upright torn, that Lindy could barely see her face. But the clothes were familiar, and not just because they brought back every memory of bad, early-2000s fashion. The pattern of the shirt, half-obstructed by blood…

      It was from a photograph.

      A photograph in a police file.

      Alistair Cudmore’s file.

      Abigail Cudmore. This was Abigail Cudmore.

      It wasn’t just the spirits that Lindy saw. She saw everything that was happening, everything that was ever going to happen, everything that had already happened. She saw millions of years of universal expansion in the span of nothing. She saw empires rise and fall and rise and fall. Wars, plagues, famines. Births, deaths. She saw cities crumble into nothing, foliage climbing over ruins. She saw the sun expanding until the sight of it burned through her eyes.

      Abigail screamed again.

      And then, the world went dark.
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      The world was dark around the edges. Images, thoughts, sounds ran through Lindy’s mind. She couldn’t focus on any one thing.

      Hours of surgery had removed all the glass from her eyes, but the damage was too deep. The odds of her still being able to see were lost in the haze of painkillers. She had been vaguely aware of visitors at first, both in the hospital and later when she returned home, but then the fever set in and she couldn’t differentiate visions from hallucinations from reality.

      “I killed him!” she screamed. “I killed him!”

      “Shh, it’s okay. You’re okay, querida,” Lenna said, wiping her face and neck with a damp towel.

      “I killed him!”

      Her hands were soaked in blood, and she stared down at the body at her feet. The man’s bowler hat brushed against the edge of her skirts. She could barely breathe, the corset squeezing around her lungs.

      “Lindy, look at me.”

      Lindy looked up, but she couldn’t see through the flames. Her skin bubbled and burst from the heat, and she could smell herself burning. The screams she must have been trying to make were nothing but silent air rushing from her lungs. She folded in on herself, her body moving through the ropes tying her to the stake as they melted away.

      She crouched in a tree branch and looked through binoculars. The world moved around her as if she wasn’t even there. She felt small, insignificant. Her existence meant nothing here. Her eyes caught a shift of movement in the darkness, something she couldn’t make out at first. A jaguar. A black jaguar. The poachers were approaching, hunting rifles aimed. She shouted, the depth of her voice carrying unnaturally through the leaves and over the birds and other animals. The poachers whirled back in her direction. She swore loudly and dropped down.

      Lindy squeezed her eyes shut against the impact. Pain blistered through her arm, but it wasn’t what she expected. It was localized in one spot, not at all like a break. When she opened her eyes again, she saw why. A knife in one hand, a thin line of blood that spread and thickened to match the rest that crisscrossed across her forearm. She squeezed the blood out into a bowl that was already stained red. She set the knife on the kitchen table and flipped through the yellowed pages of an old, leather-bound journal. The third page had the sigils she was looking for. The text was mostly in German, and she could only make out every few words, but she had gone through it a hundred times with the translator on her phone. It wasn’t the most accurate translation, but she got the gist of it. She drew one of them out onto the table and another onto her skin in her own blood. Both her hands lay flat on the table, smearing the sigil. Deep breaths contrasted with the shallow ones she had tried to take through the corset as she focused on the pattern beneath her fingers. Electricity crackled beneath her skin. Blue sparks formed between her skin and the table, bright lines running through her arms. The burn, not quite like the fire, ran through her. She screamed.

      “Where are you?”

      “Dieter, that’s enough,” Lenna said.

      Hadn’t she been upstairs with— No, but Lindy was down here. Except—

      Lindy groaned and kicked at the sheets.

      It wasn’t her Lenna was talking to, it was Dieter.

      Yes, okay.

      It wasn’t her. It was Dieter.

      Dieter, in the middle of the kitchen, books and papers scattered on the table and the floor. Bloody sigils decorated the table and the walls, symbol after symbol meant to summon or find or maybe something else. His skin was covered with cuts and sigils, both painted with blood and carved with the knife.

      “I have to find her.”

      The words came out raspy, tight and breathless.

      “You’re going to kill yours—”

      “She tried to kill my sister! She tried to kill Lindy!”

      Lindy rolled over and buried her face in her pillow. It was soaked in tears and sweat. God, she needed a shower. A shower, and some solid food. Lenna was a fantastic cook, but if she had to eat turkey soup one more time, she was going to puke. She needed a burger and an entire tub of ice cream.

      She wasn’t sure if it was the painkillers or if the pain was just gone, but the pain was, well, gone. She could focus now. The images were still filling her mind, but she could at least focus now.

      A funeral. Dieter being sworn in as the principal of Mohr’s Circle. A young woman scribbling into a leather-bound journal, sigils and descriptions in an informal German Lindy didn’t understand. People she didn’t recognize, places she’d never seen.

      She was still shivering, and sitting up almost took more strength than she had. After so many days in bed — though she couldn’t say how many — her legs could barely support her weight. She couldn’t see through the bandages still covering her eyes, but she’d been navigating the house with the lights off for long enough that she still knew her way around it.

      People always talked about how when people couldn’t see, their other senses picked up the weight. But it didn’t quite work like that. It wasn’t like some kind of trade, that someone would go blind and suddenly have super-hearing or vice versa. It was more like breaking a dominant hand and using the non-dominant one until it caught up. With her vision going since high school and the migraines forcing her to avoid light where she could, she’d already begun to rely on other ways to navigate, but it seemed like she was going to have to pick up the pace now.

      ‘So much for a few years,’ she thought with a choked laugh.

      Aldo meowed loudly for her benefit as he followed down the hall. She leaned against the wall, mostly for support and only partially so she could navigate to the bathroom. She almost fell through the doorway. Nobody saw that. She found the edge of the tub and sat, exhausted. He curled up at her feet. Her hand fumbled in the dark for his head to pet it. He purred, a low rumble that shook the floor beneath her feet. Terrifying predator, her ass.

      She heard heavy footsteps coming up the stairs and down the hall.

      “How do you feel, minha querida?”

      Lindy laughed.

      “Like shit.”

      “Well, you look beautiful. When I came in here, I thought, que lindeza!”

      “What, is that Portuguese for, ‘what the fuck is that?’”

      She could still hear Lenna moving, slowly so as not to startle her, probably. As she approached, Lindy felt the warmth of her body until she was right next to her. Lenna wrapped an arm around Lindy’s shoulders.

      “No, it is not. It is Portuguese for, uhm…” There was a pause. Aldo meowed again. “How much prettiness.”

      She couldn’t stop herself from snorting. Right. She was the definition of prettiness right now.

      Lenna helped her wash her hair and replace the bandages. She led Lindy back to her room, practically carrying her. While Lindy sat on her bed, Lenna rummaged loudly through her closet and dressers, lamenting the lack of colour in her wardrobe. But it would be easier to pick out clothes when she couldn’t see if everything she owned was black or denim.

      “Do you remember how long before I can get rid of these?” Lindy asked.

      “Your dad says maybe a few more weeks. There was very deep cuts.”

      Lindy hesitated.

      “How does it look?”

      “I don’t know. Better, I think. The ones around look less bad. I can’t tell about the ones in. It’s…”

      She could practically hear the grimace.

      “It’s bad,” she said. “Isn’t it?”

      “I like this shirt. It’s black and red with flowers.”

      Lindy knew the one. She only owned one shirt with flowers.

      “Yeah, it’s nice. Can you— In the bottom drawer, I have these black sweats that say The Phantom of the Opera down the side.”

      The clothes were pushed gently into her hands, and she pulled them on. After spending days in pyjamas, this was a step up. Who would have thought that real clothes could be that comfortable?

      “Que lindeza,” Lenna repeated.

      “Yeah, yeah.”

      She waved her hand dismissively, but her face and neck and ears felt hot. Lenna was obviously humouring her. Still, it made her feel a bit less awful.

      Downstairs, there was a clatter of a chair being kicked into a wall and a loud scream. Aldo’s paws thumped against the carpet, Lenna’s feet following. Lindy swore under her breath and walked with her hand against the wall. The stairs were a nightmare. This was worse than walking in the dark. Her feet slid against the carpet, hand gripping the railing to keep herself from falling. Last thing she needed was to break her own goddamn neck.

      “Dieter?” Lindy called.

      She could hear him breathing loud and heavy. It sounded like there was something in his throat. Lenna spoke to him in a quick rush of Portuguese.

      The bandages over Lindy’s eyes obstructed any light that might have made it to what was left of her mangled corneas. But still, she could see blue lines, which she remembered from… from the vision, and from Alistair’s place. They became brighter and dimmer, almost fading out completely in some places. Was this what she hadn’t been seeing this whole time? What Necromancers looked like?

      “Dieter,” she repeated. “What’s going on? What happened? What’s happening?”

      Dieter laughed, choked and painful-sounding.

      “I found them. I fucking found them.”

      [image: ]
* * *

      Lindy hadn't known just how bad her sight had been until it was gone. Not that she knew for sure that it was gone, she still had to keep her eyes bandaged. But when the fever broke and her brain realized what was happening, her Second Sight kicked into overdrive.

      Granted, it wasn't perfect. The visions were sporadic and overly vivid and focusing on one at a time was like trying to find the right channel with bunny ears. Plus, she still couldn’t see what was right in front of her in real time. Navigating her phone was a nightmare, but voice commands were saving her life.

      “Call Hex Witch.”

      “Calling Hex Witch.”

      She listened to the familiar dialing tone chime before the phone began to ring.

      ‘Please let him be in today.’

      There was no way she would be able to navigate his website to find if he was open. Her computer wasn't set up for full blind mode yet. She'd been putting it off for way too long.

      “Hey, Omen. Listen, I was just about to give you a call.” Sure he was. “Did some looking and I got nothing on your eyes yet. Can probably fashion you up a wicked prescription pair of glasses. Only ever done it with reading glasses, though.”

      “I actually… don't think I need it anymore.”

      “It clear up on you?”

      “Sort of the opposite.” She didn't give him a chance to respond. “I'm calling for something else. Do you have anything for spirits?”

      “Like what?” he asked slowly.

      “I don't know. Exorcism in a bottle?”

      Hex Witch sighed. Lindy wasn’t worried. He was going to help her. He was going to dig through his books, call up his experts, and make something for her.

      “I'll be real, spirits is not something I usually fuck with. My advice, look up Shadow Maker or the big-ass German one, what's-his-name.”

      That would have been a great idea if Shadow Maker wasn't in the bathroom shaking from blood loss and puking every five minutes, or if the big-ass German one wasn't still avoiding her calls.

      “This is an emergency. I'll owe you one.”

      The only sound on the other end was Hex Witch breathing. Most witches took favours very seriously. Since almost all of them were specialists, bartering was sometimes the only way to get something. Maybe he was trying to figure out what a favour from Bad Omen was worth.

      She watched him untie his hair and re-braid it, as clearly as if she was right in front of him.

      “I need specifics,” he said. “There ain't a one-size-fits-all deal here. And don't say exorcism in a bottle. Only Necromancers can do exorcisms.”

      She hadn't thought it through that far ahead. What, exactly, did she need? Only Necromancers could do exorcisms…

      “What about Awliya? Do you know if they can do them?”

      Maybe Selima could help.

      “What, do I look like an expert in all things witches?” He sighed. “They're protectors only. They can keep it out of a place, but they can’t do a whole lot if there’s already one there, and straight-up exorcism is out of their league.”

      That was good to know.

      “Do you have anything that will do that? Or— maybe stop a spirit from possessing someone?”

      “We talking prevention or after the fact?”

      “After the fact.”

      She wasn't completely sure that was what was happening, but she had to assume it was.

      “Christ, Omen, what the hell are you messed up in? Call your local Necromancer.”

      “I can't.”

      And now that she knew they couldn’t help, she couldn't risk Yasir and Selima getting caught in the cross-fire.

      Hex Witch sighed and mumbled something behind his hand.

      “Okay. Look. I got a few things that should work for you. I'm assuming you're dealing with something bigger ’n your garden-variety spirit, so I got no guarantees, and I can't say what'll happen if it doesn't work.”

      “I know. Anything will help.”

      There was a clicking that might have been a fingernail against his teeth.

      “I'm going to need about four hours.”

      “Perfect.”

      Four hours would give her enough time to get down to Kitchener-Waterloo. She shoved her phone in her pocket and felt her way to the bathroom. The bandages blocked out any light, but she could still see those blue lines running through Dieter’s body. They were close together, suggesting he was curled up on the floor.

      “Len?”

      “Hm?”

      “Do you still have your old laptop?”

      “Yeah, but it don't work. Somebody sat on it.”

      “Mrow?”

      “Yeah, you.”

      “Can I have it?”

      “Yeah… but what for?”

      Was Lenna frowning? It sounded like she was frowning.

      “I need to get something from Hex Witch.” Lindy hesitated. “Can you drive me?”

      “I can only look after one of you idiots at a time. It's this idiot’s turn right now.”

      “I'm fine,” Dieter croaked. “This is nothing.”

      “You're bleeding out of your eyeballs.”

      “Not anymore.”

      On second thought, maybe somebody else could drive her. The blue lines shifted upward into what she assumed was a sitting position.

      “Easy,” Lenna murmured.

      Dieter sniffed and exhaled.

      “If you're worried, you can call Yasir. He's still working half days.”

      Lenna growled at the back of her throat. Or it might have been Aldo. Or both.

      “Fine, but only because I don't trust that idiot not to do anything stupid.”

      Lindy couldn't find it in herself to be offended. She and Dieter had shown a track record for making stupid decisions that had almost gotten them killed, and she was about to make another one. It made more sense, she knew, to talk Yasir or Selima into doing this, or storming downtown and making Ekkehardt listen to her. No matter how many times she told herself that this wasn't her responsibility, she still couldn't shake the feeling that it was.
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* * *

      “We’re here.”

      Lenna pulled her Jeep up to the curb and cut the engine.

      Lindy jerked at the sound of her voice. She had spent most of the drive to Kitchener-Waterloo falling asleep on and off, even through the pounding bass and guttural screams of Lenna’s music.

      “Already?”

      “Yeah, already. Hang on.”

      Lenna got out of the car, slamming her door shut. By the time Lindy managed to get her seatbelt unbuckled, Lenna was opening the passenger door for her. Lenna guided one of Lindy’s hands to her arm to help her down. She felt a bit like a child, but the ground was far from her feet. Getting out of Lenna’s Jeep was always a bit of a nightmare. She reached back to grab Lenna’s broken laptop.

      She unfolded the cane that had been sitting behind her dresser for months, tapping against the pavement in a semi-practiced rhythm, even as she let Lenna guide her across the sidewalk to the repair shop, telling herself that she could have navigated it on her own, that she was just taking the excuse to feel the muscles in Lenna’s forearms. Lindy might have been ace, but she wasn't— okay, she was blind now but was still very aware of how Lenna looked. And she maybe hadn't completed her cane training courtesy of the Canadian National Institute for the Blind. They'd sent her a million emails about it but, well, priorities. She was going to learn now.

      “Bad fucking Omen,” Hex Witch greeted as soon as they stepped through the door. “An’ you are…?”

      “Panthera Onca,” Lenna said.

      “Damn. You didn't get those tattoos in town, did you? I so need the name of your artist.”

      Lindy heard drawers opening. He rummaged through it, pushing aside pens and memory sticks and computer parts she couldn’t identify. She set the laptop on the counter while he dug out the things he’d made for her. Why he put them in a drawer when he knew she was on her way was beyond her, but she was starting to get the idea that he was just a bit of a weird guy. There were probably a lot of things he did that she wouldn’t be able to explain, and not just on the technical side.

      “My artist doesn't live in this country.”

      “Bummer. Arright, Omen, here's your shit. Uh— Can you even use this shit?”

      “If you tell me what it is.”

      Lenna growled at the back of her throat. She obviously didn’t trust whatever Hex Witch had thrown together or what Lindy was planning on doing with it. Considering her track record — which, for the record, wasn’t as bad as Dieter’s — she was probably right to be suspicious. Frankly, Lindy was surprised she’d actually driven her.

      “Right. So these — Hand? — are gloves that might actually be too big for you… but in theory, they’ll let you grab this spirit you’re having issue with.”

      “In theory?”

      “Spirit?” Lenna shouted.

      Okay, maybe bringing Lenna was a bad idea. There was no way in hell Lenna was going to let her go after Abigail, not without a fight. Not alone, at least. Which actually might not have actually been a bad thing. If she couldn’t get a hold of Ekkehardt, Dieter was out of commission, and Yasir and Selima couldn’t do much for this, then Lenna was the best back-up she could ask for, especially if a physical fight was on the table. And depending on how much of Kenneth’s violence was Kenneth and how much was Abigail, it probably was.

      She pulled the fingerless gloves on. Oddly enough, they fit perfectly. They were soft, obviously worn. The lack of fingers gave her the flexibility she needed to make a fist. Could spirits be punched?

      “What’s next?”

      Hex Witch clicked his tongue.

      “So this is the closest you’ll get to an exorcism in a bottle. If someone’s got a spirit pushing them around, this’ll break the connection temporarily. Dunno how long it’ll last, I never tested it, but I’m gonna’ round down and say, like, thirty seconds. Now, they gotta’ drink all of it — all of it — or it won’t take. Probably won’t be pretty. Some of the stuff in here ain’t exactly what you’d put in a smoothie, right. But — and this is the important part — they have to drink it all.”

      “Yeah, we got that,” Lenna said dryly. “I’ll hang onto this.”

      Lindy nodded. That was a good call. She didn’t want to drop it and end up blowing this entire thing. Granted, there was a chance Kenneth wasn’t even possessed. Maybe Abigail was just hanging around him because he and Alistair had been close. But if she was going in blind, she wasn’t going to go in unprepared.

      “Is there anything else?”

      “Yeah, actually. Wear this.” He pushed something into her hand. It felt like a— a necklace? “I know you already got that hand deal, but this’ll help too. Prevents spirits from getting a hold of you. Ah— If I’d known there’d be two of you, I’d have made another. My bad.”

      “It’s fine,” Lindy said.

      She offered the necklace out to Lenna. Hex Witch was right, Lindy had the pendant from Selima. Yeah, Lenna had Aldo, but she wasn’t sure that Aldo could protect her from an angry, murdered spirit. She wasn’t sure this necklace would either, but she hoped Lenna got that Lindy was trying to invite her in on this. If Lenna wanted to have Lindy’s back, Lindy would let her. If she didn’t, there would be no hard feelings. But the more Lindy thought about what she was doing, the more she really hoped that Lenna was in.

      “Look,” Hex Witch said. “It would be irresponsible as hell for me not to tell you — again — to call an expert. Like I said, this shit ain’t been tested. I dunno what you’re walking into, and I don’t think you do either.”

      “I know. You’re doing me a huge favour here. If it falls through, it won’t be on you.”

      It would be on her.
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      Lenna didn’t say anything on the drive back to Lorelle. She drummed her fingers in time with the music. For once, though, she didn’t sing along.

      Yeah, she was not happy.

      “Len—”

      “Don’t. You wanna get yourself killed? Fine. But don’t you use me to do it, querida.”

      Her voice broke a little at the end. That was exactly what Lindy needed, more guilt. Lenna being angry with her was somehow actually worse than chasing down a serial killer.

      “Can I please just explain myself?”

      “You can sure as hell try!”

      Lindy took a deep breath.

      “I think Ice Breaker killed Alistair Cudmore’s family and framed his sister, Abigail, for it. Abigail was obviously one of the spirits Alistair was controlling.”

      “Obviously.”

      “Now, Alistair is dead. His foster brother has been killing members of Mohr’s Circle. Four so far, all came from Kitchener-Waterloo. Dieter found him with Abigail. So obviously—”

      “So obviously it’s up to you to go find this serial killer and potentially homicidal spirit. There aren’t even words to describe how fucking crazy you are. You and your brother, why do you think it’s always up to you to fix things?”

      “I’m the one that he’s been calling. What else am I supposed to do, Len?”

      “Call the police!”

      Lindy pushed her hands into her hair.

      “What are the police going to do? They aren’t equipped to handle an angry spirit.”

      “Neither are you!”

      “I at least know what I’m doing!”

      “No, you don’t!”

      Lindy pulled down the vanity mirror and started unwrapping the bandages around her eyes. She didn’t know what possessed her to do it. The pressure of them on her face was suffocating. Or maybe that was just the weight of Lenna’s judgment. They were supposed to stay on for a couple more weeks. What difference would it make? She was permanently blind. The scars on her face could heal as much as they wanted, it wouldn’t change that. She couldn’t change what had already happened. There was no denying that she’d fucked up and there was no denying she was probably about to fuck up again. But if one more fuck up could stop Kenneth and if it could give her something to prove what Ice Breaker had done, it was worth it.

      She pulled down the vanity mirror and saw…

      Nothing.

      Even without the bandages, no light made it through her mangled eyes.

      “Querida, you are not doing this. I don’t give a shit what buddy gave you. I don’t give a shit what Dieter’s girlfriend gave you. You ain’t doing this. That spirit could have killed you!”

      “But it didn’t. It just blinded me. And that was already happening!”

      “Oh, well, I’m glad you’re okay with it!”

      “I’m not! I’m not okay with it, okay? I’m not okay with any of this. But I have to do something. You can either help me, or you can let me do it alone, but I am doing it! Okay?”

      Lindy glared at Lenna as best she could when she wasn’t entirely sure where her face was.

      “No you’re— Jesus!”

      The Jeep swerved. Lindy grabbed the passenger door and the back of Lenna’s seat.

      “Lenna!”

      Lenna jerked back into their lane. Lindy’s heart was beating in time with the angry double-bass of whatever the hell the band playing through the speakers was called.

      “What the fuck, Lenna?”

      “What the fuck, Lenna? What the fuck, Lindy!”

      “What did I do?”

      Okay, she’d done a lot of things. But she didn’t think she’d done anything to warrant Lenna almost driving into a transport. Oh, God, were her eyes really that bad? They didn’t hurt. She hadn’t taken a painkiller in hours. Actually, she felt fine. Better than she’d felt since her glasses had exploded into her eyes.

      “It’s— They’re— They’re black! Like— Like—” Lenna stammered, waving her hand through the air near Lindy’s face as she scrambled for a description.

      “Like demons or necrosis?”

      Lindy would have noticed necrosis, right? That seemed like something she would have noticed.

      “Like looking at the sky at night.”

      That was… not what Lindy was expecting.

      “What?”

      Lenna let out a shaky breath.

      “They’re demon black. But— But with these… spots, like a little galaxy.”

      Lindy turned back to the mirror. All she could see was… was stars. She wasn’t looking in the mirror anymore; she was looking up at the sky. She was 13 or something, the summer before she started high school. It was the last time Ekkehardt made her and Dieter go to summer camp. They’d both snuck out of their respective cabins to stare at the stars. He pointed out the constellations that their counsellor had shown them the night before, and she told him the stories. Before long, she was going off on a tangent and telling every story from Greek mythology that she knew. Dieter had listened with wide eyes, hanging on every word, laughing and grimacing where appropriate. She’d been halfway through the story of Perseus and Andromeda when she saw, from across the camp, one of the counsellors coming to check on them. They’d run like the athletes they were, stifling their laughter as much as they could.

      The next summer, Lindy played soccer. They won the provincial championships. Dieter had spent it training for track season.

      It was a lifetime ago. At least one lifetime ago. The world where they had dreamed of being professional athletes, of making it to the Olympics, couldn’t be this same world. They must have fallen into an alternate dimension where dealing with the angry spirits felt like a normal occurrence.

      “Lindy?”

      “Yeah. Yeah, uh— Do you have a pair of sunglasses I can borrow?”

      “Glove compartment. What is that?”

      “Hole in the iris and a weird glaucoma thing,” Lindy said. “Or something.”

      Lenna sighed through her nose.

      “My girlfriend, the one I was with before I left Brazil, she could do a bit of what you do. She would do that card thing with a regular deck. Never believed half the shit she said, but it was fun.”

      Lindy didn’t know that. Maybe that was why Lenna never doubted her visions.

      “Anyway,” Lenna continued, “I always trusted you types. And I’m superstitious enough to think this whole galaxy eyes means something. That, and Aldo would never forgive me if I didn’t back you up this time. So here’s the deal: You and me will check out where Dieter says Abigail and what’s-his-name the serial killer is hiding, only if you call what’s-his-name the cop.”

      “Dick can’t help us!”

      “Only if you call what’s-his-name the cop.”

      Lindy sighed, but she pulled her phone out of her back pocket. After a moment of hesitation, she handed it to Lenna to unlock it and find Dick’s number. She didn’t think she could say, ‘Call Dick Hobard’ with a straight face. He picked up after two rings.

      “I need you to meet me somewhere.”

      There was a long, tense silence on the other end of the phone.

      “Lindy, what are you doing?” Dick asked. “You’re supposed to be recovering. They just pulled glass out of your eyes.”

      “That was, what, a week ago? I know where we can find Kenneth Bramhall.”

      “You should be home resting. Let us deal with this.”

      “That’s what I been saying,” Lenna said.

      Lindy exhaled through her nose. All the time she’d been out of the picture, they hadn’t made an inch of progress. If she left it to them, Kenneth was going to move, and Dieter would have to go through the whole thing of trying to find them again. It was bad enough he’d had to do it the first time. All the dead-ends, all the blockages, they were gone. She could see it clearly now, more clearly than she had ever seen a vision, Abigail Cudmore with her neck split open, hovering over Kenneth. She screamed, pushed, scratched at him. Red marks raised on his skin, overlapping until blood spotted across his face. Kenneth wrapped his arms around his legs, curled in on himself, and screamed.

      “Do you remember where that house near the train tracks is? The one where the gardener was killed?”

      “Of course.”

      “There’s a house a few blocks from there. Red bricks, unpaved driveway. The lawn is a total mess, uhm…”

      Dick sighed. He was obviously starting to get the picture that she wasn’t going to back down on this one.

      “Do you have an address or should I just drive around looking for a house with red bricks, an unpaved driveway, and a bad lawn?”

      Well, that was what they were doing.

      “It’s foreclosed. I think it’s been that way for a while.”

      “Foreclosed houses in that area. Got it. I’ll call you when I find it. There’s a… situation I need to take care of first, but I’ll head over as soon as I can.”

      Lindy glanced over in Lenna’s direction. She was back to seeing… nothing.

      “Great.”

      Hopefully, they would get there first.

      [image: ]
* * *

      There was a story in Greek mythology about an Oracle named Tiresias who was blinded by Athene when he saw her naked. When his mother, one of her nymphs, asked her to undo it, she couldn’t. Instead, she gave him the gift of making predictions from birds. In another version, Tiresias was cursed to spend seven years as a woman by Hera for killing one of her snakes. After he had been turned back, he was summoned to settle a dispute between her and Zeus over whether men or women enjoyed sex more. He made a crude joke, and Hera struck him blind for it. As an apology, Zeus gave him the gift of foresight.

      It was also said that Tiresias could communicate with the dead.

      Lindy was really hoping that last part came with the blindness.

      “So what’s the plan?” Lenna demanded. She pulled over and stopped the car. “What are we going to do, go in and try to ask nicely to stop killing?”

      Lindy didn’t want to answer. With the number of people she knew who handled spirits, with the number of times she’d seen the damage spirits could do, she should have known better than to go in without a plan. And yet…

      “I don’t know,” she admitted. “But I know we’re going to walk out of this.”

      “You’re insane.”

      “Well, we brought the jaguar, didn’t we? Aren’t jaguars communicators with the underworld or something?”

      “That’s Mayan! He’s Aztec!”

      Oh, shit. Did Lindy know that? That seemed like something she should have known.

      “You two,” Lenna said, “you and Dieter, you do not make good decisions. And I don’t see your cop.”

      Lindy looked around. She could see one of the convenience stores downtown, two bodies on the floor and a third lying limp over the counter. Dick was nowhere to be found. Was he on his way? He was probably on his way.

      “He's coming. You ready?” Lindy asked.

      Lenna cracked her knuckles.

      “If we’re gonna’ do this, let’s do this, garota louca. Any idea what we’re walking in on?”

      Abigail stood behind Kenneth. The wound in her neck was spurting blood that disappeared before it could land on anything. Kenneth’s mouth moved. Lindy couldn’t hear anything. He wasn’t screaming anymore. No, his expression had hardened and he gripped a gun in his hand. Did he know they were here?

      Oh, crap, he had a gun. Was it loaded? It was probably loaded. Of course it was loaded! It was one thing to go into this herself, but bringing Lenna?

      “One spirit, one serial killer, and one gun.”

      “What kind of gun?”

      “I don’t know. Handgun?”

      Lenna snorted.

      “Amateur. Alright, stand back. I’m kicking the door in.”

      “You don’t have to do that. I can probably pick the lock.”

      She had a few bobby pins in her hair. This was something she didn't need to see to do; she'd learned to pick locks by ear in the first place.

      “Doing it anyway.”

      Lindy heard Lenna’s foot collide with the door and the wood splinter. It only took the one kick. Oh, they so had this.

      She reluctantly let Lenna lead the way. Even if Lindy had been able to see, Lenna had the advantage of being able to see in the dark. They crept quietly across the floor. The hardwood only creaked beneath Lindy’s feet.

      On the other side of the wall, Kenneth lifted the gun. Lindy only had time to inhale sharply, but Lenna’s reflexes were much better than hers. Before she even knew what was happening, Lenna had grabbed her around the waist and pulled her back into the corner of the room. The bullet hit the wall across from them. Lindy’s stomach lurched. The only thing that kept her from puking was Lenna’s even breathing against her hair and her heart beating in a slow, steady rhythm against her back. How the hell was she so calm?

      “Distract him,” Lenna whispered.

      “What?”

      “Distract him. Talk to him so we can get his gun.”

      How the hell was talking to him going to help them get—

      It wasn't just the two of them.

      The realization hit Lindy in the gut, knocking the wind out of her. How the hell did she forget about Aldo? The whole thing about being an animal witch was the animal part. All of Lenna’s power came from the jaguar. The whole reason Lenna probably decided to back her up was because she had the frigging jaguar. Because there was no way Lindy, Seer or not, could take down someone with a gun, especially not when she was relying solely on her visions. And Lenna, Lenna probably could but maybe not without taking a hit.

      Aldo, though… Aldo was made for this sort of thing.

      Panic rose in Lindy’s throat. Aldo was a fucking predator. Could he take something out without ripping it up? Kenneth was a serial killer, yeah, but he didn't deserve to be ripped apart by a wildcat.

      Okay, maybe he deserved it a little, but that wasn't up to them!

      “Len,” she whispered urgently, “don't kill him. Don't let Aldo—”

      “Shh. Trust me. We'll take this, just keep him talking. Yeah?”

      Lindy nodded. She had to swallow a few times to push her heart out of her throat and back down into her chest.

      “Kenneth?” She cleared her throat. “Kenneth, it's Lindy. We— talked. On the phone. You've been calling me.”

      “I know who you are.”

      Lindy squeezed her eyes shut behind Lenna’s sunglasses. All she could see was a pair of bright yellow eyes creeping across the floor.

      “Look, it’s over. Put the gun down, and we can all walk away from this.”

      Kenneth laughed. It bit into Lindy's skin and made the hair on her arms and neck stand on end.

      “The police are on their way. If you surrender, I can help you. I know some really good lawyers. I know you're not doing this on purpose.”

      “You don't know anything!”

      “I know that Abigail Cudmore was murdered. I know that it was made to look like a suicide.”

      “Mohr's Circle covered it up! They covered it up just like they covered up Alistair’s murder!”

      A second shot rang out. Lenna's grip tightened.

      “Keep going,” she whispered.

      “The people here had nothing to do with Abigail. That happened in Kitchener. And— And Alistair was a one-person thing.”

      “You think they didn't know? I know you all talk. You think it's a coincidence that the person who murdered me, and the people who knew about it moved here?”

      Wait, what? Who was she talking to, Kenneth or Abigail?

      “Tell me when,” Lenna whispered.

      Lindy shook her head in a silent, ‘not yet.’

      “Why not go after Ice Breaker? Siobhan Cockburn? She's the one who killed you. And— And what do I have to do with any of this?”

      “You can prove it!”

      Wait, was that what she wanted? The killings, were they just to get her attention?

      “Lindy.” There was a sense of urgency growing in Lenna's voice. A low growl rumbled through her chest. “Get ready.”

      “But I don't need her,” Kenneth said.

      Lindy wasn't sure what came first, the roar or the gun shot, but they both hit her ears at the same time. The floor slammed against her knees and hands. The leather gloves were the only thing that kept her palms from scraping. She tried to call out to Lenna, but she couldn't hear anything over the ringing in her ears. Her hands fumbled against the floor for anything she could use as a weapon or at least an indication of what the room looked like. Her fingers curled around her cane. Good start. She found the adjacent wall and pushed herself up, only to come face-to-neck with Abigail Cudmore.
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      ‘Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit.’

      Lindy couldn't breathe. She tried to force her hands into a fist. Her fingers trembled like she'd been outside without gloves in the winter. Her muscles wouldn't cooperate. None of them would.

      It was fight or flight or do nothing all over again.

      She wondered if Tiresias had ever been frozen like this the first time they were alone in the darkness with a spirit. Probably not. Tiresias had seen Gods. What was a spirit compared to that?

      Lindy had never considered herself to be particularly religious. She was largely a polytheist only because monotheism never made sense to her and atheism left her feeling too empty. Her belief in gods and deities had always been metaphorical. She had always like the idea, though, of a God of Prophecy watching her back, and she'd often called on him to keep her out of trouble in high school. There had been some sort of connection between them, literal or otherwise. The lyre pendant had always meant more to her than she let on. Since graduating, she had only ever called on him once, when Dieter was all but comatose after his fight to the near-death with Alistair Cudmore. At the time, it made sense. He did double as God of Medicine. Later, she felt stupid for it. The belief, metaphoric or otherwise, felt childish.

      She didn't feel stupid for it anymore.

      ’Apollo if you're real or paying any fucking attention I could really use some help please don't let her kill me please don't let her kill me please don't le—’

      Cold hands gripped Lindy's throat. It was only instinct that made her grab at the wrists in a futile attempt to wrench the spirit off her. Abigail was surprisingly solid beneath Lindy's palms, but her fingers sank deeper into her than they should have.

      ’Hex Witch!’

      What kind of moron was he, giving her fingerless gloves for this when it was the gloves that made contact? And what kind of moron was she for not thinking of that sooner?

      She pushed a palm against Abigail's chest, trying to at least take advantage of what contact she did have. It didn't make any difference; Abigail was stronger than her. Much stronger. Lindy’s knees hit the ground again, and the back of her head hit the wall. She gasped. Her eyes flew open, or maybe they had never been closed. Or maybe she was unconscious.

      Oh, God, maybe she was dead.

      No, no. This had to be a vision. This was a vision.

      It was still dark, but it wasn't the pitch blackness of her blindness. It was just… night. Ice Breaker walked up the steps to the house Lindy almost recognized better than her own by now. Just like she did every time before, Ice Breaker made sure no-one was watching before she froze the doorknob and ripped it off. Lindy expected her to fade out just like she had every time before. She didn't. Instead, she let herself into the house and shut the door behind her. Lindy followed.

      This was about thousand times more vivid than any vision she'd had before. Aside from the fact that her boots didn't make any sounds against the floors, it could have been real. When Ice Breaker pulled off her shoes and jacket and left them on the mat, Lindy half-expected to trip over them. Instead, she passed right through them. It was unsettling to say the least.

      Ice Breaker moved through the house with ease. She'd been here before. There was no hesitation in her step, and even though she moved slowly, she still moved swiftly. The longer she lingered, the higher the chances of her getting caught. She ventured into the kitchen to grab a knife, then turned a corner and stopped at the second door on the right. Even as slowly as she opened it, the door still creaked. A rustle of movement made her stop. She held her breath. Nothing happened.

      As she moved through the room, a thin sheet of ice covered the knife. Lindy vaguely remembered something about cooling steel from grade eleven chemistry. Wouldn't that make it more brittle? It would just break off, wouldn't it? Ugh, why hadn't racist Mr Cassidy who taught chemistry been less racist and more interesting?

      Lindy tried to scream. Her mouth moved to form words, but no sound came out. There was nothing she could do.

      Ice Breaker crept to the side of the bed and rammed the knife right through the closest person’s back. The body jerked, gasping. Her hand on their mouth prevented them from screaming. She pulled the knife out and stabbed again. And again. And again.

      Cold working, Lindy remembered. Cooling down steel up to a certain point hardened it. There was usually a process of heating and cooling to reach optimal hardness, but Lindy couldn't remember the formula. It hardly seemed important now. Nothing seemed important now, not when the first body went limp and Ice Breaker moved to the second.

      “Mom?”

      ‘Oh fucking God, no.’

      Lindy squeezed her eyes shut. Even past her eyelids, she could see what was happening.

      Ice Breaker ran past her. Abigail was fast, but she was faster. Her hand caught in long, brown hair, gripping until strands came loose in her hand. Nails raised red lines on Ice Breaker’s bare arm, drawing blood. Frost formed over her skin, and one of the nails stuck.

      Lindy covered her ears. It did nothing to muffle Abigail’s screams. Even when the knife hit the vein in her throat and cut through her blood, Lindy still heard everything. The thud of Abigail's body hitting the carpet, the strained breaths she struggled to take, her foot hitting the end of her dresser again and again… Ice Breaker’s hushed whisper of, “Fuck!”

      Abigail twitched on the beige carpet until most of her blood stained it red.

      Ice Breaker wiped the sweat from the back of her hand with a shaky breath. She crouched, her knees cracking, and closed Abigail's terrified brown eyes with two fingers. It didn't seem to make any difference; Lindy could still see her staring up, could still hear her screaming.

      She left quietly without so much as a backwards glance.

      “Just keep walking,” Lindy whispered. “Don't look back. Just go. Just go. Please, just go.”

      Ice Breaker didn't listen. A crack of light beneath the last door caught her eyes. Lindy stood in front of her. She might as well have not even been there.

      The light was on, but Alistair was fast asleep. There was a book on the floor, face-down and half-open.

      “Ice Breaker. Siobhan. Listen to me. You don't have to do this. He's just a kid. He didn't hear or see anything. Please!”

      Alistair didn't move. He didn't scream. His blanket darkened with each quick, shallow thrust of Ice Breaker’s knife.

      “God forgive me.”

      “They won't!” Lindy screamed. “There isn't a God out there who will forgive you for this, I will make sure of it! Do you hear me? I will never let you be forgiven! You will be judged for this, Siobhan Cockburn!”

      By the end, her voice wasn't quite her own again.

      Ice Breaker walked back to Abigail's room and pushed the knife into her hand. She didn't even look at Abigail's face. As if she'd done it a thousand times before, she walked back to the front door, pulled her boots and jacket on, and let herself out. It was like watching the whole thing backwards. She reaffixed the doorknob, freezing it back in place with enough ice that it wouldn’t melt for hours, made sure nobody saw her, and left.

      Two days later, the kids’ school would try to call the parents. Their workplaces would explain that they hadn't been in, either. The concerned secretary would stop by the house, since it was on her way home anyway, and find their car still in the driveway. She would peek in through a bedroom window and scream until a neighbour came running out to see what in God’s name all the racket was. They would call the police, and they would find Abigail and her parents’ rotting corpses. They would find Alistair, clinging to every raspy breath he could pull into his lungs.

      Detective Ice Breaker would walk the scene, stare down at Abigail with the murder weapon in her hand with cold, guiltless eyes, and declare it a murder-suicide.

      Case closed.
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      “Lindy! Lindy, Deus— Lindy!”

      Lindy gasped, feeling as if she'd been pulled from underwater. She lashed out reflexively. Skin caught under her nails.

      “Hey! Stop that!”

      More Portuguese hit her ears. She didn't understand a word of it — except maybe estúpida — but the voice was familiar.

      “Lenna?”

      “Yeah. Yeah, it's me. I got you, querieda.”

      For a moment, all she could do was repeat Lenna's name. She pressed her face to a broad shoulder and clutched at any fabric she could reach.

      “Hey, shh. I got you. You're okay. You're okay.”

      Lenna kissed the top of Lindy's hair. That with the soft circles she traced on her back had her muscles relaxing. Lindy closed her eyes and leaned into her. God, this was nice. When was the last time she'd been held like this? Weeks, at least. With all that had been going on, she had no idea how much she nee—

      “Abigail! Lenna—”

      “Hey, relax. Looks like Aldo’s got some Mayan in him after all.”

      At her words, Lindy was suddenly aware of a sickening crunching and squelching echoing through the room. She swallowed thickly and turned her head just enough to find the source of it. She could see nothing in the room aside from Aldo tearing into a body with his teeth.

      “Len, what is he—”

      “Relax, querida, it's not really her. It's just her spirit. I think.”

      “How— Kenneth—”

      “Aldo unarmed him. I dislocated his shoulder. Don't look at me like that, they can put it back. Guess it hurt too much. He blacked out pretty quick. I made him drink that crap Hex Witch gave us. There was a lot of puking and nose bleeding, and the girl’s spirit just… showed up.”

      “You can see her?”

      “He can. He never usually sees them. I dunno, maybe this stupid necklace thing actually did something. We're still figuring this out, too, okay.”

      Lindy's breath shook. What would have happened if Aldo hadn't seen Abigail?

      “It's over now. Let's call your cop and—”

      “It's not.”

      “Que?”

      “Ice Breaker. She did this. She killed them. All of them. Nobody knows. Nobody even suspects.”

      “You told—”

      “If Ekkehardt believed me or had anything, he'd be here. He wouldn't be ignoring me. He would have taken care of Abigail and Ice Breaker himself.”

      The useless jackass. He was always around to judge her, but never when she needed him.

      “Lindy?” Dick called from outside the room.

      Speaking of useless—

      “Now he shows up. Listen, Len. He's not going to let me go after Ice Breaker. If I tell him, he's going to want to go through proper channels, and if she catches wind, she'll be gone. If I can get her to confess, at the very least, I can take it to Mohr's Circle, and they can do something about it.”

      “Why does it have to be now? Do you even have a plan? In case you've forgotten, you can't see.”

      “Lindy?” Dick called again.

      “I'm in here.” She dropped her voice back to a whisper. “I can't give her time to find out about this through someone else. As soon as a motivation comes up—”

      “Got it. I know what cops is like. What do you need?”

      Need? Ice Breaker was a cryomancer… so she needed something that would let her be the opposite.

      “Do you still smoke?”

      “No.” A pause. “Only twice a day.”

      “I need your lighter. And do you still keep a can of hairspray in the glove box?”

      “Yeah.”

      “Now all I need is a way out of here.”

      “What the fuck?” Dick’s shout echoed off the walls.

      “I got this,” Lenna said, pressing her lips to Lindy’s ear. “I’m about to go full novela.”

      Lindy wasn't 100% sure what that meant, but she didn't have a chance to ask. Lenna stood and marched over to where Dick’s voice came from.

      “What the fuck is right. Took you long enough to get here. What, did you stop at a Tim Horton’s on the way? If it takes you this long to respond to a call, it’s no wonder crime in this country is so high! You had better have a damn good excuse, buddy.”

      She continued in Portuguese. Right. Full novela.

      Lindy pocketed the lighter Lenna had shoved into her hand and walked, practically crawling, as slowly as she could. She could only assume that Lenna was keeping Dick facing away from her. Full novela was terrifying.

      The Jeep was still unlocked. It was actually pretty easy to find the hairspray. It was a travel-size bottle, and it fit surprisingly easily into her sweats. Keeping one foot along the curb and tapping her cane to feel for sewer grates, she walked until her hand found a street sign while fumbling with the lock screen on her phone. Fuck, why hadn't she asked someone to change it to a basic swipe? Finally, a soft click signalled the right combination of keys.

      Okay, where the fuck was Ice Breaker, where the fuck was Ice Breaker, where the fuck was—

      “Parking garage,” she said as she activated the voice commands to call for a cab. “By the… bank?”

      Okay, sure. Where else would a mass-murdering, cryomancing staff sergeant be in the middle of the day?

      She had to guess based on the direction she'd walked exactly which intersection she was at, but the driver managed to find her. The drive was longer than she wanted it to be. She spent the entire trip bouncing her leg and glancing down at a phone screen she couldn't see. Aside from her asking what time it was twice, there was no conversation. She didn't even listen to the cost, just tapped her visa on the credit card machine and bolted out the door.

      The sounds outside the bank were suddenly very overwhelming. Lindy had never noticed it before, but without seeing where all the sounds were coming from, she had no way to filter out what was important. Cars, shouts, bits of conversation.

      Lindy's ribs tightened around her chest. She couldn't do this. She couldn’t do this! Lenna could probably do this. Even blind, Lenna could probably do this. She wouldn’t be standing in the middle of the sidewalk, seven seconds away from completely freaking the fuck out. No, she would go to the garage, cut Ice Breaker off, and punch her right in the fucking face. If she could find her face.

      “I can do that,” she told herself. “I can totally do this.”

      She could totally do this. If Lenna could do this, so could she. When she closed her eyes, she could picture the entire area. It wasn’t a busy place at this time of day. The bank shared a parking lot and garage with an entire plaza, the closest thing Lorelle had to a second mall. She could see the garage, and she could see Ice Breaker entering, her keys dangling from her fingers. Before she realized that she was even moving, her feet were hitting the pavement at a speed they hadn’t in years. Her body knew exactly where to go on its own, no cane or visuals needed. She weaved through the crowd until it thinned out and it was just her and the cars. Her feet echoed off the walls. There was only one other set of footsteps. Once she figured out which direction they were coming from, they were easy enough to follow.

      “Say a command,” her phone said.

      “Open voice recorder.”

      She tapped the screen until it beeped in confirmation that it was recording. Perfect. She shoved it back into her pocket. Recording without permission was illegal and inadmissible in a court, but she didn’t need it to be. She just needed enough to open an investigation or to get Dick and Ekkehardt to believe her.

      “Cockburn.”

      The second set of steps stopped.

      “Lindy? I thought you were on bed rest.”

      “I need to talk to you. It’s about this case.”

      Ice Breaker didn’t say anything. The silence made the uneasiness return to Lindy’s stomach. She remembered every single bad thriller where some smart-ass told the killer that they knew what they’d done or what their plan was, and ended up getting killed for it. How many times had she yelled at a character to never tell the serial killer that you know their plan! And yet, despite knowing how every one of those episodes ended, she still opened her stupid mouth.

      “I know what you did. I know you killed the Cudmores and framed Abigail for it.”

      Estúpida!

      “What are you talking about? Lindy, whatever they gave you is obviously working overtime. Let me take you home.”

      ‘Don’t get in her car. Whatever you do, don’t get in her car, estúpida.’

      “I don’t need you to take me anywhere. I need you to admit what you did.”

      Ice Breaker laughed.

      “At least let me call someone for you. Your dad?”

      “Look, stop bullshitting me. I saw it. I saw you go in there and I saw you kill them.”

      Lindy listened to her own breathing. It was all she could hear. Was Ice Breaker even there anymore? She had to be; there was no way she could have gotten past her.

      “Go home. Whatever you think you saw—”

      “I was there. I saw you. I saw you chase Abigail and slit her throat. I saw you put the knife in her hand. I saw you.”

      There was an edge of something in her voice, the same something that had been present in her vision and at the fourth scene.

      “You didn’t see anything. I didn’t do whatever it is you think I did. And you can’t prove a thing. So get out of my way and go home, honey. Sleep off the meds and get yourself checked out in the morning.”

      “No. No. I know you did it, and I have proof.”

      Ice Breaker’s swallow was audible. She laughed. It came out anxious and completely void of humour this time.

      “You don’t have a thing,” she insisted.

      “I have the knife.”

      Okay, she didn’t actually have the knife. She assumed it was stuffed in a box at the back of the evidence room at one of the Kitchener-Waterloo precincts. But someone had it, that was the important part.

      “So?”

      “So it’s covered in your prints.”

      “Could be. I was the lead detective. But it’s circumstantial at best. You still have nothing. No proof, no witnesses, nothing.”

      Okay, okay. Lindy had to have something else. Something that would just get a few fucking lines of a confession, just enough to get some gears moving. Gears, gears, gears…

      “The knife was frozen. You froze the knife. There’s evidence on the bodies.” Which… were gone by now. If anybody had seen anything in the bodies, it would have been in the report. There wasn’t anything. “There’s evidence on the knife.”

      She wasn’t sure if cold working left any lingering evidence, but she had to hope that Ice Breaker didn’t know either. The temperature in the garage began to drop. Lindy didn’t notice it at first, but then her arms prickled and her teeth began to chatter. Oh, this could not be good. There was no way this could be good. She needed to think fast. Why did she not see this coming? Seeing things coming was her whole thing! She knew that it was going to get violent, but the specifics were eluding her.

      “And what are you going to do about it, Bad Omen?”

      Okay, this was it. They were on witch terms now. No holds barred, powers all out, and she was going to fucking die. Cryomancer versus blind Seer. Ice versus never having to study for a test.

      Where the hell was a giant, terrifying animal witch when you needed one?

      Hearing Ice Breaker practically sneer her name set something off inside her. She remembered the first time someone had called her Bad Omen. It was… tenth grade.

      She and the other weirdos had been standing outside the south end of the school passing around cigarettes. Okay, they were smoking, she was cutting gym. The cramps were killing her, so gym was out of the question. It wasn’t like her dad would even care. They were talking music, arguing punk versus metal for the thousandth time. It was mostly for show; there weren’t enough of them in this garbage town to be able to split the factions. She was laughing at a bad joke one of the guys made it when she heard it:

      “Schizo.”

      A few people walked by, Dieter followed by some of the other idiots on the track team. Lindy never liked them. But then, she’d never much liked anyone. Ekkehardt called her contrary.

      “Come on, schizo, let me copy your math homework.”

      “I said no! Leave me alone.”

      “Aw, come on. I’ll owe you.”

      “I said, no!”

      Dieter walked faster, and the idiots did too. The guy with the nose ring she’d been talking to snorted in disgust. He began to speak but stopped half-way to shout at her as she stomped across the grass.

      “Hey! Hey! Dick face!”

      The biggest idiot, the one hassling Dieter, stopped and stared at her.

      “What do you want, Dracula?”

      Idiot wasn’t that creative. It wasn’t even accurate. Dracula was goth. Lindy was metal. Not as metal as Lenna, but still. Big difference.

      “He said, no!”

      Her fist flew forward and collided with idiot’s nose. Blood spurted onto her knuckles and face. He screamed, doubling over and clutching his face. Whatever she did to it, it was an improvement. She wound up outside the principal’s office, waiting for her dad to show up so he could talk her down from a suspension down to a detention and keep idiot’s parents from pressing charges. Again. Dieter was sitting next to her, whispering to his Shadows to be quiet. The guy across from her, some pothead from her fourth period-math, grinned.

      “Hey. How is it that every time you get called in here, I do to? I think you’re some kind of bad omen or something.”

      It was his weird, ineffective way of asking her out. It didn’t work, but when she needed a username for magic forums, Bad Omen was the one she picked. After that, it just stuck.

      Lindy wasn’t the same person she’d been in high school. She was different. Recent events aside, she was happier, healthier. Most of the anger she’d had was gone. Some of it. Well, it wasn’t so much gone as bottled up like a Molotov cocktail ready to go. But end of the day, she was still Bad Omen. She was the same person who’d hit their English teacher in the face with a textbook for creeping on Dieter. Bad Omen did not go down without a fight. Bad Omen didn’t get talked down to. Bad Omen kicked ass.

      And neither Bad Omen nor Lindy Lindemann was going to let this bitch get away with a damn thing.

      She opened her eyes and saw a flood of people, all moving through the garage. She stepped back. They moved around her, though her. Visions. Only one of them wasn’t carrying on with their day.

      An ice dagger formed in Ice Breaker’s hand. The lines were bright, exaggerated to the point that it looked hand-drawn. Ice Breaker lurched toward her in slow motion. Lindy barely had a chance to stumble out of the way. Her muscle memory from the two and a half years of kickboxing was starting to kick in. Finally, something real that she could fight.

      Except what she was seeing wasn’t in real time. She aimed a punch at what should have been Ice Breaker’s head, but her head wasn’t there. Instead, her own fist sank into Lindy’s gut. Lindy hit the ground, gasping. Oh, balls, that was going to bruise. She did manage to roll out of the way of a boot aimed for her ribs. It took her two tries to grab Ice Breaker’s leg and pulled her down. Damn, she missed fighting. It felt so good to have something she could hit that actually reacted to it. She hit anything she could reach, and it was exactly like high school again.

      Ice Breaker’s foot slamming into her chest sent her sprawling across the pavement. Her knees stung. If these sweats were ripped, she was going to be pissed. More pissed. The can of hairspray banged against her thigh, reminding her that it was there. Setting the precinct garage on fire would be a last-ditch effort. She wasn’t desperate enough to try to explain that. She pushed herself to her feet. Dizziness washed over her. Head injury. Fuck.

      She stumbled back until she hit the wall. God, she was out of shape. Why did she quit kickboxing for so long? On second thought, she couldn’t draw this out. She shoved her hands into her pocket and— Where was the lighter? Where was the lighter?

      “Do you really think you can fight me? I’ve been doing this since before you were born. Seers aren’t fighters, and operators aren’t police. You’re nothing.”

      The dagger extended in cartoonish detail, forming a spear. A goddamn spear. What was she a Spartan? There wasn’t space to throw a spear in here. But there was definitely space to charge at her.

      Lindy moved, but not in the way she wanted to. Something pulled at her body, that same something that pulled her hand across the pages when she drew, the same thing that had screamed at Ice Breaker in her vision, but it was more than just her hand. Instead of jumping out of the range of the spear, she stepped aside like it was nothing. Her hand grabbed the spear as it passed her like Lenna grabbing a mouse. The ice should have burned her skin. Warmth, the normal kind, bloomed through her hand. It must have been frostbite. The nerves in her hand must have just been numb.

      It wasn’t numbness, though. It was honest to God warmth that bloomed into full heat.

      “Do you know who I am?” Lindy shouted.

      The words echoed off the walls, making her sound much bigger than she was. Every ounce of anger she had was in her words. She was nothing? She was nothing? It was her mouth moving, but the words and the power behind them weren’t hers. Her other hand curled around the spear, that same warm glow filling her skin, giving her a solid grip on it. She yanked it back from Ice Breaker’s hands. With that weapon out of the way, Lindy moved forward. Ice Breaker stumbled back.

      “Do you have any idea who I am? I am Prophecy itself. I was gifted by the Gods themselves. My powers have been passed down from the age of Oracles. And you have the audacity to call me nothing?”

      Ice Breaker inhaled sharply and lunged. Frozen hands pressed against Lindy’s bare skin. She felt the cold. She felt her skin freeze over and warm up again. It wasn’t… There was something beneath her skin. It was almost like that thing that rushed through her veins when she did a reading or had a vision, only stronger and filling every single cell in her body. In a single movement, Lindy grabbed Ice Breaker’s arm and pulled her forward. When she was close enough, her hands settled on each side of Ice Breaker’s head, jerking it down to meet her knee. Ice Breaker shrieked. In the next breath, the ground disappeared beneath Lindy’s feet, and she was laying on her back, gasping for air. Ice. The ground was covered in ice.

      Lindy listened to Ice Breaker’s approaching steps. There was no hesitation, none of that Bambi skittishness that should have come with walking on ice.

      Now would have been a great time for that whole Gods themselves thing to take over again, or at least for that goddamn lighter to magically find its way into her hand.

      “Yeah, Omen. You’re a good Seer, and you’d make a half-decent detective with the proper training. But when it comes to powers, you are nothing. You’re not your father, and you’re not Shadow Maker.”

      No… but there was something she could do better than either of them.

      “I never needed to be,” she said through gritted teeth.

      Her ankles hooked with Ice Breakers. It was an old trick from her childhood fights with Shadow Maker. A sharp pull of her knees was all it took to send her toppling. The rest of her family might have been Necromancers, but she’d been taking down idiots bigger than her since day one, and she hadn’t lost a fight since Brianna what’s-her-name had called her a fatty. Who was the fatty now, bitch? She pushed herself up like Bambi. Ice Breaker was trying to do the same.

      “I know you did it,” Lindy said, trying to command that same tone she’d had moments earlier.

      Was her phone still recording? God, was it even still alive? It must have been in pieces by now.

      “It’s been years, Omen. What do you think you can prove?”

      “Everything. I can prove everything, Ice Breaker. See, that’s the thing about me. I’m not just a Seer, and I’m not just an operator. I am Bad fucking Omen. I am the thing that you’ve been having nightmares about. I am your entire life coming undone!”

      She didn’t know what possessed her to do it — the sight of Abigail’s blood staining her crop-top pyjamas, maybe — but Lindy brought her heel down on Ice Breaker’s ribs. Oh, that was battery. She just battered a police sergeant. She was going to spend the rest of her life in jail.

      “You’re a Seer,” Ice Breaker wheezed. “You’re a parlour trick. Yes, I killed them. I was only planning on killing the parents, but she saw. The girl saw. I had no choice.”

      “What about Alistair? What about the boy?” she shouted, glaring down at what she assumed was Ice Breaker’s face.

      “He was going to wake up and find his entire family dead. It wasn’t fair. It wasn’t right, but it was less wrong.”

      Lindy screamed and kicked her again. Less wrong? Less fucking wrong? How— Alistair had probably gotten into Necromancy to bring his family back! Or at least his sister. And he did it. She didn’t know how, and she didn’t want to, but he brought back a violent, murderous spirit! Every single life that Abigail and Alistair and Kenneth had fucked up was on Ice Breaker. It was on her, and she was making excuses!

      “Lindy! Lindy, stop!”

      The world was spinning now. It was black, but it was still spinning around her. The sounds, the voices, they blurred together, and she couldn’t tell which direction they were coming from. She fell back against the ice. The back of her skull hit the pavement with a sickening crunch. She heard someone scream, but it wasn’t her.

      “Lindy! Lindy, no!”

      Lenna.

      Lenna was kneeling over her, shaking her by the shoulders and screaming in Portuguese. Dick struggled to pull her back, but she shoved him aside. Beside him, Ice Breaker was leaning up on her elbows, staring in horror.

      “Len? Len, are you crying? Don’t cry, honey, I’m fine.”

      “Dietelinde…”

      Lindy’s head jerked up to the sound of Ekkehardt’s voice. He was dressed like he’d just come from work. Was that where he’d been? Through all this bullshit, he’d been at work? Typical! It was just like him to… to… Wait, was he crying, too? He sniffed, rubbing his mouth with one hand. His wedding band shone in the dim light.

      Oh, God…

      She looked back and stared down at her own body. Blood turned her hair black, almost the same shade she used to dye it. Dick had managed to pry Lenna off her, and he held her up as she screamed and howled in pain.

      “Dad?” she swallowed. “I’m not— You can fix this, can’t you? I mean, you’re—” She still didn’t know his name. “You’re bigger than Shadow Maker.”

      Ekkehardt looked up at the ceiling and blinked away tears. He wouldn’t look at her, either one of her. His teeth scraped over his lip.

      “Dad?”

      He choked on a sob. Blue eyes squeezed shut, tears streaming down his face. He shook his head. No, no what? No, he couldn’t help her? No, he couldn’t believe she was— she was bleeding on a parking garage floor? No, what?

      “I can’t help her,” he whispered. “I can’t put her back.”

      “And why the fucking hell not?” It was Lenna this time. She wrenched herself from Dick’s grasp and stormed over to them. Her body passed through Lindy, and she grabbed the front of Ekkehardt’s suit. With her makeup smeared across her face and her teeth bared into fangs, she was more of a nightmare than Lindy ever would have been. “Why the fuck can’t you put her back?”

      “It won’t work. I’m sorry. I’m s-sorry.”

      Lindy couldn’t look. She couldn’t bear to see Ekkehardt and Lenna crying. Both made her feel sick, not quite for the same reason. She wanted to puke.

      “Dad. Dad, look at me. Dad! Dad!”

      “He can’t hear you, Miss Lindy.”

      Lindy turned again and came face-to-chest with a, well, very nice chest. She would have complained about being so short, except this was the tallest man she’d ever seen. He towered over Ekkehardt by at least two feet, putting him at a good eight feet tall. The winged sandals on his feet and golden staff in his hand were a dead giveaway to who he was. A white and gold chiton exposed his left shoulder and fell above his knees. She had to crane her neck to see his face, but he was pretty damn good looking. Chiselled features that looked like they belonged in a museum. They did, actually. Specifically the Greek and Roman art exhibit she’d seen at the Royal Ontario Museum in Toronto last year.

      She swallowed, and her words came out hoarse.

      “I, Hermes, stand here at the crossroads by the wind-beaten orchard, near the hoary grey coast; and I keep a resting place for weary men. And the cool stainless spring gushes out,” she whispered.

      The Messenger grinned down at her.

      “Anyte of Tegea wrote that,” he said, his voice bright and chipper and not at all what Lindy expected from a God. “Always had a way with words, that one. I take it that means no introductions are necessary.”

      Lindy wracked her brain for everything she knew about Hermes the Messenger. Stole Apollo’s sheep, gave him the lyre to make up for it, played tricks, made little deals with everyone until he was the God of Miscellaneous and the certified Messenger to the Gods. Gods who included Hates, Lord of the Underworld. Hermes… Hermes was the one who guided departed souls.

      She grabbed the gold lyre around her neck and tried to look up at him sternly despite her trembling jaw.

      “I’m not going with you. I’m not dying today.”

      What were the odds he didn’t hear her voice shake? She expected him to be angry, or at least to ignore her. Instead, he laughed. It echoed off the walls. He moved towards her, shrinking with every step until he was her height. Damn, that must have been convenient.

      “Oh, I missed your soul, my friend. It’s always nice to see you.”

      “What the hell are you talking about? Am I dead or what?”

      What the hell was she doing? She was talking to a God. And not just any God, but one of hers. She should have been kneeling or bowing or my lord-ing. She was definitely getting dragged to the Underworld now.

      “Miss Lindy, do you know how rare Oracle souls are?” the Messenger asked.

      “Very? But I’m not an Oracle.” She hesitated. “My lord.”

      The Messenger laughed again, doubling and slapping his knee in the most un-God-like way she could imagine.

      “My lord! Oh, that’s a good one! Stop, you’re going to make me cry. My lord… Miss Lindy, you obviously don’t remember this, but your soul and I are very old friends. We go way back. I’d say a few thousand years, at least. Gosh, maybe longer. I would never stand above you.” Well, he had made himself her height. He obviously meant it literally if not metaphorically. “You’re right, though. Oracle souls, true Oracle souls, are very rare. About as rare as they come. Why, they only make a handful every millennia, max. Far from efficient, let me tell you.”

      “I didn’t know that,” she said, because she had to say something.

      She was still stuck on very old friends.

      “Mhm. Next question: what do you know about reincarnation?”

      “Pretty sure in Hinduism, if you fu— If you’re a bad person, Karma follows you into the next life. I think the same goes for most Nordic myth— most Nordic people.”

      He hummed.

      “Could be. That’s not what I’m talking about though. I’m sure I don’t need to tell you that Oracles are all favourites of Apollo. Some of you also caught the attention of other Gods, too. Athene, for instance.” He winked at her. “You lot are the only ones who get to skip the line and go straight to the Elysian Fields.”

      She did not know that, either. That was good to know. She was going to hang onto it for future reference.

      “Miss Lindy,” the Messenger continued, “it isn’t easy to make an Oracle soul from scratch. Most of them are, well, recycled. By choice, of course! Gosh, we haven’t made a new one since the fall of Troy, I believe. Wasn’t that a hell of a decade. We lost a lot of good ones.”

      He sighed sadly, shaking his head.

      She was still trying to wrap her head around it all. She’d never considered herself special enough to be considered an Oracle. It was a huge deal in itself. But the thing about the Fields? About— Reincarnation? Holy crap. That was… That was way more than she’d signed up for. The only way she could rationalize it, absorb it, was to assume it was hypothetical. She’d take it literally when — if — she got out of this.

      “What does that mean about me? About— About now?” she stammered.

      Was he giving her the option to be reincarnated? She wondered if she could get out of high school this time.

      “Well, you said it, you aren’t dying today. I mean, the whole process of getting you to the Underworld and up to the Fields, sending you back to Earth, waiting until you’re old enough to develop precognition, it takes forever. And that’s assuming the body you end up in can handle being an Oracle. Not all of them can, you know. It’s so much easier to just keep you around here. So consider this your get out of jail free card.”

      This… was not what she had expected the Messenger of the Gods to be like. She liked him, though. She could see why they were friends.

      “Does that mean—”

      “Now, don’t go getting any ideas. We can only get you out of so many jams before the Fates are fed up with you. You don’t want them making a point. They won’t care if your line is protected by Hades and Apollo, and whoever else likes you.”

      “Hades?”

      Her family was full of Necromancers.

      “Just stay out of trouble.”

      “Trust me, I am done with trouble. How do I—”

      She glanced back at her body. Time had seemed to stall while they were talking. Only Aldo was moving.

      “He can put you back,” the Messenger said. “He’s got a bit of a touch with spirits.”

      “No, he doesn’t. He’s Aztec.”

      “Maybe, but she’s got Mayan blood.”

      Lenna? Well, the connection went both ways, didn’t it? Lenna could borrow power from Aldo, and Aldo could borrow power from Lenna. Damn. Mayan? That was new.

      “Mrow.”

      Lindy looked back at the Messenger. Her soul certainly felt like she knew him. She felt so much older than she was when he looked at her.

      “Well, Miss Lindy, it was nice seeing you again. I would love to stay and chat a little more. You would not believe what’s been going on! But I have to get going. Messages to deliver, souls to guide. Always busy!”

      “Wait! Before you go… Who— Which one am I? You said they haven’t made an Oracle since Troy. Can you tell me her name?”

      “His, actually. You know, you’re a son of one of Athene’s favourites, too, if I’m remembering right, and that is one picky lady.” He smiled at her. “Tiresias.”

      The name was like being punched in the chest. The story had always fascinated her. Blind Oracle? How could it not? Hearing the name from a God… It awoke something inside her, something that had been trying to push through for centuries, something she’d been fighting to suppress, something she’d been afraid of. But she wasn’t afraid of it anymore. Afraid of him.

      “Thank you,” she said.

      Aldo rubbed his head against her legs. She reached down to scratch his ears. She could see the Messenger fading out in her periphery.

      “You aren’t going to eat me like you ate Abigail, are you?”

      “Mrow.”

      Aldo moved between her legs, then paced back to her body. He sat next to it, mewing loudly, drowning out the sound of Dick reading Ice Breaker her rights. Nobody reacted to him. She wasn’t the only one who could see him, was she? When she didn’t move, he roared at her for her attention.

      “What? What? I’m coming.”

      Surreal would have been putting it mildly. Lindy’s own eyes, overrun with black and tiny white specks that probably did look like a galaxy when they weren’t… dead and staring vacantly. Most of her face was covered in blood courtesy of a blow she'd apparently taken to the face. She kept expecting herself to start laughing as the adrenaline caught up to her. She didn't. She just… lay there.

      Aldo let out an annoyed sound and pawed at her hand. What was she supposed to do? Hold her own hand? What was she going to lose? She was already dead, she thought dryly. She crouched down. The rough pavement should have hurt her knees. It may as well have not even existed.

      Her skin was still warm. There was a slight twitch in her fingers — the dead her — but she couldn't be quite sure it wasn't her imagination.

      “So how do we do this?” she asked.

      Her hands melted together. She looked over at Aldo, laying down next to her. His tail moved back and forth in a lazy motion. She raised her eyebrows and shook her head a little, still waiting for an answer. He lifted his head, just slightly, and pounced. She threw her arms up to protect herself. His weight hit her like a truck, and the impact against the pavement knocked the wind out of her. She gasped uselessly for a few seconds until her lungs remembered how to work. Someone — multiple someones — screamed. The hysterical sobbing sounded like Ice Breaker. What the hell was she—

      Wait.

      Lindy was breathing. She was breathing. Her trembling hand reached up to touch the back of her head. It came away wet with blood and melted ice.

      ‘Holy shit.’

      She twisted her body as much as she could, and dry heaved onto the ground. Bile burned her throat with the reminder that she hadn't eaten in hours.

      “Call an ambulance!” Dick shouted. “Combat boots, call an ambulance. Suit, come put pressure on the back of her head. Siobhan, shut up! For the love of God, shut up!”

      Lindy reached into her pocket. Her fingers swept over the broken screen. She held it out toward Dick’s voice with a shaky arm. It only weighed her down for a few seconds. She couldn't tell if he took it or if she dropped it.

      “Is it still recording?”

      “What?”

      She motioned with her hand. Because that would totally clarify what she meant. Everything hurt. Focusing on the one spot on her body that didn't feel broken took all of her strength. She couldn't even keep her eyes open, though it was hard to tell through the blackness and the haze if they were open or closed. All she wanted to do was curl up under her blanket, maybe with her stuffed penguin, and sleep for the next hundred years.

      “Is it… recording?” Lindy croaked.

      There were a few seconds where all she could hear were the sounds outside and the approaching wail of a siren.

      “Uh— Yeah. It looks like there's a voice recorder going.”

      She fell back against the ground and the hands fussing over her with a choked laugh that made her ribs rattle.

      “Got you, you bitch.”
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      The first thing Lindy did when she was released from the hospital was hand in her resignation. Kevin, her boss, urged her to think about it, but the hours she'd spent in various machines having her brain scanned and reliving the year she'd started having visions were more than enough to think about it. And when Dick almost grudgingly admitted that she'd done good and that he could maybe find her a place in homicide, she told him to go fuck himself.

      “Fair enough,” he'd said, and she could almost hear the smile in his voice.

      There wasn't enough to get Ice Breaker on the Cudmore murders but while sobbing in an interrogation room, still hysterical after thinking she’d killed Lindy, she’d confessed to way more than just homicide. She didn’t make it to trial, though. The night she’d spilled everything, there was a fire in the jail where she was being kept. She didn’t make it out.

      The truth was out there, though, and that had to be enough. Ice Breaker and certain members of Kitchener-Waterloo’s Mohr’s Circle had been involved in human trafficking. The city had had a runaway problem. Teenagers, mostly witches, mostly girls, sold to the highest bidders. The Cudmores had known. They were going to take it to the police and Toronto’s Circle. Ice Breaker… just couldn’t have that happen. She moved to Lorelle and soon, the rest of the involved had followed suit and left either to Lorelle as well, or Guelph or Toronto, to keep away suspicion. Of course, she’d had the composure to keep witches and magic out of her story, but Lindy could put the rest together.

      Selina promised her that the confession was enough to open an investigation into both the Lorelle and Kitchener-Waterloo police departments.

      “What about Kenneth?” Lindy asked. “None of this is entirely his fault. Abigail overpowered him.”

      “His attorney is very good. If he tells the truth, he can maybe get an insanity plea and do his time in a health facility,” Selima said.

      After being possessed, at least partially, for months, some time in a psych ward was probably the best thing for him. Still, Lindy felt bad.

      “Will I need to testify?”

      “We’ll do what we can to make sure you don't have to.”

      Lindy wasn't sure she wanted to talk about her part in either case.

      The investigations and the trials dragged on, and in the end, after months of being prepped just in case, it turned out she wasn't needed. The internal police investigation was way above her head. Kenneth’s lawyer skipped the song-and-dance and immediately put him and his psychiatrist on the stand. Even Lindy, sitting at the back of the court with her white cane folded across her lap and Dieter at her side, thought he was crazy. She didn't stick around for the sentencing.

      In fact, she didn't plan on sticking around for anything much longer.

      The months she'd been forcibly confined to Lorelle on the off chance of having to testify had given Lindy plenty of time to clean out her books. It had taken very little coaxing to get Lenna to set up her computer with text-to-speech and dictation software, but getting her to help sell her entire bookshelf of rare and old books had taken some convincing. It wasn't like Lindy could use them anymore. They'd both been surprised how much people were willing to pay for them; way more than she'd got most of them for. But, again, old and rare.

      She felt eyes on her back as she packed. The suitcase was brand new and still had the tags. It had been forever since she'd taken more than just a day trip to Toronto. Lindy looked back at the electric blue lights outlining her twins’ veins. They were going to have to have this conversation sooner or later.

      “You're leaving?” he said quietly.

      “Just for a couple months. You know I've always wanted to visit Greece. I'm going to visit Delphi, and there's this temple of Apollo near the Albanian border I want to see. Well, you know. Check out.”

      There was a bitter taste at the back of her throat. She'd put off this trip for years, and for what? She was still deciding whether she was going to leave an offering or give Apollo a piece of her mind. She did want to visit Hermes the Messenger at Mount Kyllini. According to her glorious screen reader and the Internet, it was an important place for Tiresias, too. It seemed like a good place to stop. The part of her soul that was remembering who she had been wanted to talk to their friend.

      “You’re going alone?” Dieter asked.

      Lindy shook her head.

      “Cari is coming with me. She’s leaving the coffee shop open, though. She said I'd be insane to visit ruins and backpack across Greece alone.”

      Alone and blind. Hadn’t Lindy promised the Messenger she would be smart from now on?

      “You would be.”

      The lines moved until he was next to her. He sat on the bed next to her suitcase and the mattress dipped with his weight.

      “I haven't really had your back the past year,” he said. “Or ever, really, but especially not the past year. You were always so… badass. I guess I never thought you would need my help.”

      Lindy hadn't wanted to admit it, but they'd been drifting apart for a while. It was just a hazard of getting older, she supposed. They weren't the same people they'd been in high school. He was the Shadow Maker, and she was… Lindy didn't know what she was. Or even who.

      “I don't want to be Bad Omen anymore.”

      “What?”

      There was surprise in Dieter’s voice. She didn't blame him. She was a little surprised at herself.

      “I was so angry in high school, you know. Bad Omen was always getting into fights and trouble. I don't want to be that person anymore.”

      “So, what are you going to be now?”

      Lindy wasn't sure if he meant personality-wise or name-wise. It didn’t matter. She had the answer to one. The other would come. She shrugged.

      “I'm going to be happy.”
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      Dietelinde Lindemann always thought she would like to work in a library. It would be quiet, slow enough that she could read sometimes. Plus, she would have access to all the books she wanted. It was the perfect job for her.

      Dietlinde Lindemann did not work in a library. But she did work in the next best thing.

      The bell over the door rang. Dragon, the black guide lab at her feet, barked softly but didn’t move. She hit the pause button on her laptop and the semi-robotic voice reading her The Epic of Gilgamesh stopped. It was only the two of them in the bookstore. She didn’t open for another hour.

      There were only two bookstores in town, and hers was the only one with the massive collection of old and rare occult books she’d been putting together for the past eleven years since she’d stopped being Bad Omen. Quitting the call centre had been one of the best decisions of her life. It had taken a lot of time and even more therapy, but she’d managed to let go of more anger and guilt than she even knew she’d been carrying. Everyone thought she was insane to take her savings and go from selling her collection through word of mouth to renting an empty space downtown, but she couldn’t keep watching people die. She still got visions, and she called them in when she did, but those ones were mostly gone now. She could almost completely pick and choose when she had visions and what she wanted to see. It worked out for the best. Oracle Books was the only place in the area to get the kind of magic books she carried. Every single acquisition was vetted by one of her experts: Dieter, Lenna, Yasir, Kitchener-Waterloo’s Hex Witch, not to mention herself or her assistant, Cassandra. Lindy’s visions were a decent substitute for regular sight, even if the timing was usually off, but it did help having someone who could actually, well, read on hand.

      She smiled and hung her headphones around her neck.

      “I haven’t seen you in a while.”

      “You haven’t seen anyone in a while,” Dieter said, pausing at some newly acquired books on Greek mythology, including a copy of The Illiad with the original Greek names instead of Roman. It was surprisingly hard to find.

      “Cute,” she said. “What do you want?”

      It wasn’t like they weren’t close anymore. They still talked a few times a week and tried to meet for coffee at least once a month, but they were a far cry from the way they used to be. A hazard of moving out of their tiny rental home. But to be fair, since he’d taken over as principal of Mohr’s Circle after Ekkehardt’s death, he’d basically been running two jobs. It made her slightly more sympathetic to their father.

      Slightly.

      “I have a proposition for you,” Dieter said. “Well, not me. The police department does.”

      Lindy grimaced. It was hard to forget the last time she’d worked with them when the only thing she could still see was still the blue lines that identified Dieter as a Necromancer and the sparks that marked the spirits hovering. One moved close to Dragon but didn’t bug him. He was one of the few animals who didn’t react to magic in any capacity. Most animals could get fidgety around witches, but it never bothered him. It was the deciding factor in picking him as her eyes.

      “Okay, I’ll bite. What the hell does the police department want? Do they not remember the trouble I got into last time they had a proposition for me?”

      “Considering they still call you the crazy bitch who took down the crooked sergeant? I’m thinking no. You should hear the new version of the story that’s been going around. Give it two weeks. I bet they’ll be claiming you rode in on a bear with a battle axe and just straight-up beheaded her.”

      She snorted, shaking her head. Wasn’t that a mental image? She wasn’t entirely sure if they meant that in a good way or a bad way but she was going to take it in a good way. Ice Breaker had died in a fire, not by battle axe beheading. She reached down to scratch Dragon’s ears. He lifted his head into her lap. He was good company.

      “Anyway,” Dieter continued, “I don’t know if you heard, but some of the bigger cities have started special crimes units for the weird shit other departments can’t handle.”

      “Witch units. Yeah, I heard of them.”

      “Apparently, our PD wants to set one up. Our population’s expanding, what with GTA housing prices getting so high.” There was a hitch in the lines that suggested a shrug. “They want you to run it.”

      She raised an eyebrow. She couldn’t believe what Dieter was suggesting. Except, yeah, he was totally serious. Dieter was actually telling her that they wanted her running the witch department. It was too ridiculous. Lindy Lindemann, authority figure. Hah! Which part was she supposed to make fun of first?

      “I’m not even a cop. I haven’t worked with cops in years.”

      Seemed like a good a place as any to start.

      “Don’t look at me, I’m just the messenger.”

      Speaking of which…

      “Why are you the messenger? Seems like the kind of thing a badge should be talking to me about, not a physicist.”

      He shrugged again, and the lines travelled up his neck. His shoulder sparked as a spirit brushed it.

      “I guess they figured you’d be less likely to turn it down if the offer came from me. One of the guys putting this together is a friend of Selima’s. I know you haven’t punched a cop in a while, but you don’t exactly have a reputation for respecting authority.”

      That was pretty hard to argue. She’d mellowed out over the years — therapy was a fucking blessing, it really was — but she did still have some lingering issues. Working with cops again… There wasn’t much she missed about her dispatch days, and even less she missed about her go-to-work-with-a-homicidal-spirit day. Yeah, there were some days where she felt like she was wasting her powers. Her visions had been an asset in her former line of work, but she had to remind herself that she was still doing good work. She let teenage girls come in and read everything she had on what school still wouldn’t teach them, she helped immigrants find dictionaries and English guides, she always had a recommendation for people looking for new skills. There was an old laptop next to the desk that doubled as a cash register for anyone who needed to print off a resume but couldn’t make it to the library. That wasn’t even touching the witches who had no idea what they were doing, who needed a place to start.

      But maybe it wouldn’t be like working a homicide. Maybe it would, or could, be more like being an operator. If she could do more of this, that would be okay. She jabbed a finger at the blue lines.

      “Am I pointing at you?”

      “Uh-huh.”

      “I will think about it. But only if it can be part time. Cassandra is great but she does not have my skill for finding these books. I found The Epic of Gilgamesh in its original Sumerian. Do you have any idea how long I’ve been trying to find that for?”

      “Since sixth grade?”

      “Since sixth grade! I will consult. I will liaise between you idiots and those idiots. That’s it. Got it?”

      “I got it. You start Monday, Tiresias.”

    

  


  
    
      If you enjoyed reading Bad Omen much as I enjoyed writing it, consider rating and/or leaving a review.
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