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Chapter 1

D etective Bridget Campbell pulls up in front of the crumbling 
Victorian mansion in the Parkdale neighbourhood of Toron-

to. Fire trucks pull away from the curb outside.
Ranjit gets out of the car “rst. Bridget follows him up the front 

stairs. The forensics team has someone waiting at the door.
M,orning” Detective ,alhotra” Detective Campbell.’
The womanGs voice and blue eyes are familiar. MNood to see you” 

Lowak”’ says Bridget. MLo visible signs of smoke damage down here.’
Lowak hands them white jumpsuits. MThe “re was entirely con-

tained in one bedroom upstairs. Cosmetic damage only to the house 
itself.

Bridget and Ranjit step into the jumpsuits and pull up the hoods. 
Bridget pushes her chestnut ponytail underneath the hood and en-
sures no stray strands escape the hood. RanjitGs turban already covers 
his hair. They complete their ensembles with face masks” shoe covers” 
and blue silicone gloves.



ISAE IIE,R2S?

Lowak sweeps an arm towards the staircase. MThe body is up 
there.’

Bridget takes the lead” stepping around piles of clothing and food 
detritus. Sn a room to the side” two people lie on the –oor” immobile. 
Two others lean on each other on a grimy sofa” staring at their phones” 
one of them crying” the other with a dreamlike look on her face.

Bridget indicates the two on the –oor. MEre they deadq’
MPassed out”’ says Lowak.
Nrime streaks the cracked linoleum beneath her feet. The air smells 

of rotting food and unwashed bodies. The house is listed as a rooming 
house. Sn this case” thatGs code for crack house.

People cram the room oppositeWthe kitchen. They lie across each 
other on the –oor” sit crammed against each other on the counters or 
in corners. Elmost all of them stare at phone screens.

Aomething bothers Bridget about the scene. Aomething is oz” but 
she canGt Huite put her “nger on it.

MOe chased them out of the upstairs rooms”’ says Lowak.
MDo they all live hereq’ asks Ranjit. MAurely that violates Uoning 

laws.’
Lowak shrugs. MLot our problem.’
Aomething catches BridgetGs eye as she passes. Ahe backtracks and 

looks into the room. E heavy-looking silver candlestick –oats in the air. 
Es soon as Bridget sees it” it falls with a thud onto the moulding shag 
carpet. Ahe goes over and picks it up. Lo strings attached” no battery 
compartment. Ahe places it in the sink. 3er mind must be playing 
tricks.

The bottom of the stairs is blocked by yellow tape. The man guard-
ing it moves the tape to let them through.
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Sn the “rst bedroom on the right at the top of the stairs” Khou 
crouches over what remains of a bed. Bridget and Ranjit peer over his 
shoulder.

MSt looks similar to the other cases”’ says Ranjit.
Bridget wrinkles her nose at the smell of burnt –esh and melted 

foam rubber. St occurs to her that” apart from humanity and food” this 
is the “rst distinctive smell sheGs noticed since entering the house. Sn 
a place like this” one would e5pect the sharp ammonia smell of meth 
or the burnt plastic smell of crack. Perhaps fentanyl” odourless” is the 
drug of choice here.

Very little remains of the body. The legs from the knees down” the 
head and the shoulders. MFrom here” it looks much like the others”’ 
says Bridget.

Khou nods. M,ost likely natural causes. The vic fell asleep smoking” 
clothes caught” body fat provided fuel.’

MS didnGt see any evidence of smoking in the house”’ says Ranjit. 
MLo cigarettes” no joints” no bongs” no pipes. Lothing.’

ThatGs it. ThatGs whatGs been bothering Bridget about this house. 
StGs full of people giving their best impressions of drug addicts” despite 
a complete lack of any drug paraphernalia.

MSt could be anything with a –ame”’ says Khou. ME lighter. E can-
dle.’

MThat makes how many this weekq’ asks Ranjit.
MThree”’ says Khou. MAi5 in the last two months.’
M3ow many of them were smokersq’ asks Bridget.
MZne”’ says Khou.
MAi5 in two months seems like a lot”’ says Bridget.
MS looked it up”’ says Khou. MSn the last three centuries” there have 

been about two hundred reported cases of spontaneous human com-
bustion.’



ISAE IIE,R2S;

Bridget whistles. MThatGs a huge increase. S canGt imagine we have a 
sudden rush of people falling asleep with lit candles on their laps. Ere 
you sure itGs naturalq’ 

MThe last “ve showed no signs of foul play”’ says Khou. MEnd no 
sign there was anyone in the room other than the victim. Ao far” this 
one is no dizerent.’

MJeep looking”’ says Bridget. MSGll start Huestioning the people 
downstairs.’

MNood luck with that”’ says Khou.
Bridget and Ranjit head back downstairs. E paring knife –ies out 

the kitchen door” clanks against the opposite wall” and falls to the –oor. 
They –atten themselves against the wall and pull out their weapons. 
Bridget peeks around the doorway. Lo one inside is armed. Bridget 
holsters her gun. Ranjit does the same. They enter the kitchen and 
show their badges.

MSGm Detective Campbell”’ says Bridget. MThis is Detective ,alho-
tra.’

MOeGre not doing anything illegal”’ says a vacant-eyed black woman 
mashed among several people on the counter.

xsually a sure sign theyGre doing something” if not strictly illegal” at 
the very least Huestionable. MOe just want to ask you some Huestions 
about the “re last night”’ says Ranjit.

MS had nothing to do with that”’ says the woman.
MCan S ask your nameq’ asks Ranjit.
MAharon.’
MZkay” Aharon.’ RanjitGs tone soothes. MOe just want to know what 

happened. Do you know the name of the victimq’
Aharon shrugs. MSGm new here.’
MOho isnGt newq’ Bridget asks.
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Aharon points to a man in the opposite corner of the room wearing 
nothing but a pair of bo5er shorts. Zne hand grips a phone7 the other 
presses against the –oor. 3is hips convulse in what looks likeW. Bridget 
and Ranjit look at each other. E darkening stain on the manGs bo5ers 
con“rms it was an orgasm. Yudging by the crusting and the stizness of 
the fabric” not the “rst one since he last changed his underwear.

MOhatGs going on with himq’ asks Ranjit.
M3e always gets the good trips”’ says Aharon. MEll S ever get from 

that one is holy terror.’
Bridget is about to ask what sheGs talking about when a drawer slides 

open midway between the –oor and the counter. Aeveral wooden 
spoons rise out of the drawer.

BridgetGs jaw clenches. Ahe looks around. People are pointing at the 
spoons and laughing.

MEre you seeing thisq’ asks Ranjit.
MStGs a trick”’ says Bridget. Ahe grabs a spoon and yanks it. Lo string. 

Ahe drops it. St –oats back up. Ohat the hellq
E skinny boy on the counter” a few people down from Aharon” 

holds out a hand. MSGm doing it” man. SGm doing it.’ The spoons –y 
around in all directions.

Bridget ducks as a spoon –ies by her head. MAtop it now.’
The boy laughs like a hyena. 3e throws his head back. MZh” yeah.’
Bridget grabs the boy by his shirt and pulls him oz the counter. 

Ohen he nearly collapses” she throws him against the cupboard to 
keep him upright. The spoons clatter to the –oor.

The boy whines. MOhatGd you do that forq’
E hand rests on BridgetGs shoulder. Ahe turns to tell oz whoever it 

is” but itGs Ranjit. 3is dark eyes look into hers” and he subtly shakes his 
head. Ahe closes her eyes and takes a deep breath. Ohen she turns back 
to the boy” she releases him.
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E movement in the doorway catches her eye. E man stands there. 
3e has wavy black hair” olive skin and high cheekbones. 3is unusual 
amber eyes are even more striking for being clear and lucid” unlike 
everyone else in the place” save Bridget” Ranjit and the forensics team.

E woman on the –oor cries out. Ahe tugs at the strangerGs pant leg. 
MDo you have any moneyq S need some money.’

The man looks down at her. MS have no money.’ 3e gently puts a 
hand on her head.

The woman takes a shuddering breath. 3er eyes lose focus.
Bridget opens her mouth.
The man puts out a hand. MDonGt touch that.’
Bridget turns. Ranjit is taking the phone from someone on the 

counter. 3e glances at the screen and becomes trans“5ed. 3is e5pres-
sion changes from mild confusion to horror. 3is eyes widen above his 
mask” his brows knit together.

Bridget reaches for the phone. The stranger touches her arm. MSt 
will be worse for him if you do.’

Ranjit throws the phone and curls up into a ball on the –oor. Sts 
owner picks it up and returns to his mindless state. Bridget rushes to 
Ranjit.

MOhatGs wrong with himq’ she asks.
The stranger pulls oz RanjitGs mask. M3e needs some air. 3elp me 

get him out of here.’
Bridget rubs RanjitGs back. 3e rela5es a little.
MEre you okay to walkq’ Bridget asks.
Ranjit nods.
Bridget crouches on one side of him” the stranger on the other. To-

gether” they help him to a standing position. Znce up” Ranjit manages 
to get himself to the door. Es he steps outside” his footsteps become 
steadier” as if heGs shaking oz whatever had a hold of him.
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Zutside” Bridget pulls oz her hood and mask. Ahe produces her 
badge. MDetective Bridget Campbell. End you areq’

M,oric Eshwood”’ says the stranger.
MOhat do you know about thisq’ asks Bridget.
MThe apps are addictive”’ says ,oric. MThey work on the pleasure 

centre of the brain.’
MThat was not even remotely pleasurable”’ says Ranjit. MS have never 

felt such fear in my life.’
M3ow do you feel nowq’ asks ,oric.
MNood.’ Ranjit takes a breath. 3e smiles. MReally good.’
MThatGs the dopamine hit”’ says ,oric.
Ranjit furrows his brow. MEm S addictedq’
MSt azects everyone dizerently”’ says ,oric” Mbut assuming this is 

your “rst time” probably not. Eou might feel a lingering longing for 
more” though. S advise you not to give in.’

M3ow do you know all thisq’ asks Bridget.
MSGm also a detective”’ says ,oric. MSGve been investigating the car-

tels who deal in these pleasure apps.’
Pleasure appsq Sf Bridget hadnGt just witnessed it herself” sheGd think 

he was a complete nutcase. MSf youGre a detective” letGs see your S.D.’
,oric pats his pockets” then shrugs.
MRight”’ says Bridget. Two marked sHuad cars pull up behind her 

car at the curb. MEou stay right here”’ she says to ,oric. Ahe gestures 
for Ranjit to come with her.

Ahe turns back to tell ,oric to go back into the house” but heGs not 
there. Ahe looks in every direction. Lo sign of him.’

MOhereGd he goq’



Chapter 2

R anjit searches around the house for Moric, but comes up emp-
ty. After instructing the constables to question the residents of 

the house, Bridget jogs back to the house.
Inside, she wnds Ranjit Hith the Homan Hho Has begging for mon-

ey earlier. Ser Hhole body shakes. ’he“s foaming at the mouth. Ranjit 
calls for an ambulance.

Se glances up at Bridget. ”I“ll stay Hith her.T
?he forensics team descends the stairs.
”All doneZT asks Bridget.
Jhou nods. ”Nust Haiting for transport to get here for the remains.
Bridget glances into the doHnstairs rooms. vo sign of Moric. Ser 

eyes drift up the stairs. ”Sey, can I haxe another maskZT
A tech hands her one from a boC. ’he hooks the loops oxer her ears 

and pinches the nose Hire, then raises her hood. ’he takes the stairs one 
at a time, careful not to make any noise. Se“s probably one of those 
true crime podcast morons looking for a story.
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Yhen she reaches the neCt Koor, she tiptoes, back against the Hall. 
’ure enough, Moric is bending oxer the xictim. ’he pulls out her gun. 
”Sands in the air.T

”I need to do this. It“s important,T says Moric.
”Back aHay.T Bridget Kips the safety oF the gun. ”Sands in the air.T
Moric raises his hands. ”It“s not Hhat you think.T
”Dou can tell me all about it at the station.T Leeping the gun on 

him, Bridget takes out her cuFs. ”Sands behind your back.T
”It“s not necessary to restrain me,T says Moric. ”I“ll go Hith you.T
”Sands behind your back.T
”Am I being arrestedZT
”vot yet,T says Bridget. ”Eor noH, you are being detained. I am 

restraining you because you haxe already disobeyed an order to remain 
in place.T

Moric puts his arms behind his back.
Bridget cuFs him. ”Dou are being detained under suspicion of 

police interference. Dou need not say anything. Dou haxe nothing to 
hope from any promise or faxour and nothing to fear from any threat, 
Hhether or not you say anything. Anything you say may be used as 
exidence. 1o you understandZT

”Des.T
Bridget continues Hith the standard Harnings and adxises him of 

his right to seek legal counsel. ”1o you Hish to consult a laHyerZT
”vo,T says Moric.
”Are you sureZT
”Absolutely.T
As she marches him doHn the stairs, an ambulance siren starts, then 

fades as it drixes aHay.
Ranjit sees Bridget Hith Moric and joins them.
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”I caught him bending oxer the remains, dropping his 1vA all oxer 
the scene.T

”I“xe done all I can here,T says Ranjit. ”?he uniforms are rounding 
up exeryone, inxiting them to come to the station. It“ll be more e=-
cient to question them there.T

”?hey“re agreeing to comeZT asks Bridget.
”?hey“re not objecting,T says Ranjit. ’omeone bursts out of the 

house, yelling something about dirty sHine. ”Most of them, anyHay.T
Bridget calls for another squad car. ?hey deposit Moric into the 

back seat and get back into Bridget“s car.
Pn route to the station, they see an ambulance at a curb. ?he back 

doors are open. ’moke billoHs out. Bridget pulls oxer in front of it and 
motions for the squad car to do the same. ’he, Ranjit, and a constable 
from the squad car, go to meet the paramedics.

”Yhat happenedZT asks Bridget.
A paramedic Hrapped in a blanket ansHers. ”’he just Hent up in 

Kames.T Sis face is xery red.
”Yas there a leak in an oCygen tank or somethingZT asks the con-

stable.
”If an oCygen tank bleH, the ambulance Hould be in pieces, and I 

Houldn“t be standing here talking to you. I Has sitting in the back Hith 
the patient. ’he caught wre and burned. ?here Has nothing I could 
do.T

”>eople don“t just burn for no reason,T says Bridget. ”’omething 
must haxe started it.T

”Yhatexer it Has, I didn“t see it,T says the paramedic.
”I“ll inform Jhou,T says Bridget.
Bridget and Ranjit return to the car. Bridget“s hand is on the door 

handle Hhen she hears a tapping noise. Moric is rapping his knuckles 
on the back HindoH of the squad car.
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Bridget Halks oxer.
”Yhat happenedZT asks Moric.
Bridget tells him as the o=cer gets back into the front seat.
Moric“s mouth is a grim line. ”?he cartels haxe much to ansHer 

for.T
Bridget Honders Hhy he thinks these cartels of his are setting people 

on wre from a distance. Ur hoH they Hould pull oF such a thing. 
Se“s probably a conspiracy nut, but interxieHing him should proxe 
entertaining, if not productixe.



Chapter 3

B ridget leaves Moric to stew in an interview room. When the 
residents of the house arrive, she shows them to the waiting 

room. To get through them faster, every detective on site takes one to 
a diperent interview room.

They coo’erate, more or less, though itAs diNcult to ’ry anyoneAs 
attention away from their ’hone. More than one ’erson names the 
victim as ;manda Wong, a newly arrived at the house a week ago. Lo 
one knows her very well. Bridget isnAt sur’risedS none of them seems 
to interact with each other.

beaving the interview room for the second time, Bridget hears a 
commotion coming from the waiting room. -he enters to jnd the 
copee ’ot “oiling over, chairs swivelling around with consta“les sitting 
in them, and lights Dickering on and op. Three of the waiting inter?
viewees dou“le over with laughter. The remaining are so a“sor“ed in 
their ’hone screens they donAt seem to notice anything ha’’ening.

; consta“le ”um’s u’ from a s’inning chair. -he staggers a few 
ste’s “efore jnding her “alance. COo we have a ’oltergeistUI 
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Bridget gra“s the still?s’inning em’ty chair. When it tries to Dy out 
of her hand, she glares at the interviewees. C-to’ it now, or HPll take 
away everyoneAs ’hones.I

1hairs sto’ s’inning. The lights turn op, then “ack on and stay on. 
1opee in the ’ot settles down, though it has s’illed all over, and the 
room smells of “urnt copee.

Bridget turns the chair u’side down. -he runs a jnger along the 
underside of the seat. CThereAs got to “e some kind of receiver.I

C3n every chairUI asks the consta“le. C3n the lights and the copee 
maker, tooUI -he glances at the interviewees. Czow could they have 
done it in a room full of ’olice oNcers without any“ody knowingUI

Bridget rights the chair and sets it on the Door. COo you have a 
“etter eR’lanationUI

The consta“le shakes her head.
Bridget sighs. CEou know whatUI -he turns to the interviewees. 

CHAm going to hold on to your ’hones until youAre done here. -he gra“s 
an in“oR op a desk and starts down the line. C4ut your ’hone in here. 
Eou can have it “ack when youAre done.I

4redicta“ly, no one ’uts their ’hone in the “asket. Bridget feels a 
tension headache starting. TheyAre swimming u’stream trying to get 
any information out of these ’eo’le as long as they have their devices, 
“ut she doesnAt have any legal reason to ”ustify conjscating them. 
Hf they wonAt voluntarily give them u’, thereAs nothing she can do. 
Lormally, Bridget likes the disci’line of the force. The clear rules that 
eRist to cur“ ’olice tendencies to a“use rights. But occasionally, like 
right now, she wishes she could “end those rules without ”eo’ardi–ing 
an investigation.

-he a’’roaches a tousle?haired young man and s’eaks with as much 
authority as she can muster without sounding “elligerent. CHf you ’ut 



bH-; bb;MF;Hx<

your ’hone in here, weAll interview you neRt. Then you can have the 
’hone “ack and leave.I

The man looks at her. CEou need to chill out.I ze turns the ’hone 
around to face her. CTry it.I

CH donAt want=I Bridget sees a glowing yellow styli–ed human jgure 
surrounded “y swirls of ’ink, “lue and red. The swirls s’in, leaving her 
di––y. ; switch Di’s inside her. -heAs sei–ed “y an overwhelming desire 
to take that ’hone and ram it down his throat. zer hands shake. -he 
has to get out of here.

Bridget dro’s the “asket and walks away, her ste’s s’eeding u’ until 
sheAs at a near run. 4ressure “uilds inside her chest. -he clenches her 
teeth to kee’ it inside. When she reaches her oNce, she throws o’en 
the door, ’asses through, then slams it shut. ; scream hurls itself out 
through her mouth.

>ury “linds her. -he s’ins around, her surroundings a “lur. zer 
arms hit solid o“”ects, sometimes ’ainfully. The ’ain only increases 
her rage.

Then itAs over. -he colla’ses on the Door, s’ent. zer eyes regain 
focus. The oNce looks as if it was hit “y a tornado. 4encils, trays, 
re’orts litter the Door. The ’ressure in her head lifts. -he feels airy, 
almost as if sheAs Doating. Warmth s’reads from her centre to her 
lim“s. ;very nerve in her “ody tingles.

-he ”um’s to her feet, full of energy. -heAs a“out to rush out into 
the hallway, “ack to the interview rooms, when she glances at the sur?
rounding destruction. Oro’’ing to her hands and knees, she ’ushes 
everything into a ’ile, then lifts the ’ile onto her desk to sort out 
later. Low, Moric ;shwood. May“e he can tell her what the hell ”ust 
ha’’ened.
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B ridget steps out of her ocae nld lenryR ruls ilto jnl.it“

Akre Rou o?nR”W he ns?s“
AwhR ’ouydlIt b me”W
Ab henrd so,eole fro, the house sho’ed Rou the nppY nld thel 

Rou rnl out of the roo,YW snRs jnl.it“ ASou ’ere henrd Reyyilg ilside 
Rour ocae“ To,eole henrd thilgs meilg thro’l nrould“ vheR ’ere 
aolaerledY so theR anyyed ,e“W

Bridget stnrts ’ny?ilg“ Ab hnd n ,o,eltY il priMnte“ btIs oMer lo’“W
Akre Rou sure”W
Avhe eNeats of the npp nre te,pornrR“ Sou ?lo’ thnt“W The stops 

mR the reaeptiol nren to pia? up so,e ,ore s’nms nld n pnir of rummer 
gyoMes“

Ab do“W
Bridget nrriMes nt xoriaIs ilterMie’ roo,“
Awouyd Rou yi?e heyp ’ith hi,”W ns?s jnl.it“
ALope“ b ’nlt to do this nyole“ Sou tn?e ’hoeMerIs leEt il yile“W
jnl.it lods“
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Bridget elters the roo,“
xoria yenls mna? il his sentY nl nl?ye restilg ol the opposite ?lee“ 

whel he sees herY ole aorler of his ,outh turls up“
zis any,less ilarenses her henrt rnte nld ayelahes her sto,nah“ Dor 

n ,o,eltY sheIs nfrnid the myild rnge is returlilgY mut the selsntiols 
di, ns she sits do’l“ The pynaes her hnlds ol the tnmye“

xoria lnrro’s his eRes nt her“ ze sarutiliUed her fnae“ vhe hnirs ol 
BridgetIs lea? rise“ The hns the ulao,fortnmye feeyilg he ?lo’s ’hnt 
.ust hnppeled“

Bridget ayenrs her thront“ Awouyd Rou ,ild teyyilg ,e ’hnt Rou 
’ere doilg ’ith the re,nils”W

Ab did lo hnr, to Rour ilMestigntiol“ b iltelded lo hnr,“W
ASou ’elt il ’ith lo proteatiMe ayothilg“ Sou aoltn,ilnted the 

saele“W
Ab didlIt aoltn,ilnte nlRthilg“W
Avhe ’hoye ti,e Rou ’ere il thereY Rou ’ere droppilg hnir strnldsY 

s?il aeyysYW snRs Bridget“ ASour -Lk is lo’ nyy oMer the modR“W
ATuah n arude ,ethod of ilMestigntiol“W xoria yenls oMer the tnmye“ 

Awhel Rou mrought ,e ilY Rou toyd ,e b didlIt leed to snR nlRthilg“ 
Clyess Rou ilteld to nrrest ,eY bId yi?e to go lo’“W

TheId yi?e to nrrest hi, for ilterferelae il nl ilMestigntiol“ But mR 
the ti,e he ’elt ilto thnt roo,Y nyy sn,pyes hnd nyrendR meel tn?el“ 
Lothilg he dropped thel ,n?es n diNerelae“ zo’eMerY it is possimye 
he ’ns il there enryier“

ASou ,nR goY mut OrstY bId yi?e to tn?e n -Lk sn,pye“W Bridget puyys 
n senyed pynstia tume out of her poa?et“

ze eRes the tume“ AkmsoyuteyR lot“W
Abt nyyo’s us to trna? Rour ,oMe,elts ilside the houseYW snRs Brid7

get“ AThouyd eMidelae of fouy pynR me fouldY hnMilg Rour -Lk aouyd 
heyp ruye Rou out ns n suspeat“W
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ASou nre lot nrrestilg ,eY nld b n, free to yenMeYW snRs xoria“ 
AvhereforeY b ,ust nssu,e b n, lot re9uired to giMe Rou this sn,pye“W

Bridget s’nyyo’s“ ALot nt this ti,e“ zo’eMerY if Rou ahoose lot to 
aoopernteY ’e anl get n ’nrrnltY nld thel RouIyy me re9uired to“W

xoria stnlds“ Avhel Rou shnyy hnMe to get n ’nrrnlt“W
Bridget stnlds“ AbIyy ’ny? Rou out“W
bl the hnyy’nRY ’hel theRIre nyoleY xoria tn?es her nside“ Abs there 

nlRole yistelilg to us lo’”W
ALo“W
Avhere ’ns il the ilterMie’ roo,Y Res”W
Bridget lods“
Ab ’iyy teyy Rou ’hnt Rou ’nlt to ?lo’YW snRs xoriaY Amut there 

,ust me lo ’itlesses“W
Bridget aoa?s her hend“ ADoyyo’ ,e“W The yends hi, to her ocae nld 

sents hi, naross fro, her des?“
xoria eRes the hnphnUnrd piye of pnpers nld demris ol ole side of 

the des?“ ze ?ia?s n strnR pel out fro, ulder his ahnir“
Bridget pretelds lot to lotiae“ ALo’Y ’ouyd Rou ,ild teyyilg ,e 

’hnt Rou ’ere doilg ’ith the re,nils”W
AvhntIs lot ’hnt Rou ’nlt to ?lo’YW snRs xoria“
AbtIs lot”W krrognlt nsshoye“
ASou ’nlt to ?lo’ nmout the npps nld ’hnt theRIre doilg to Rour 

peopye“W
Bridget stnrtyes n yittye“ xR peopye” Ab doY mut thntIs lot2W
Avhere nre t’oYW snRs xoriaY Aenah trnca?ed mR diNerelt anrteys“ 

TouyDire nld bgLite“W
Awhnt do these npps do”W
ATouyDire giMes users the te,pornrR nmiyitR to perfor, ,ilor ,ngia“ 

1eMitntiolY disnppnritiolY thnt ?ild of thilg“ bgLite arentes iltelse 
e,otiolny stntesY usunyyR euphorinY mut it aouyd me sndless or nlger“W
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xngia npps“ Aqut the muyyshit“ 6ither giMe ,e the reny storR or 9uit 
’nstilg ,R ti,e“W

AvheRIre reny nld theRIre nddiatiMe nld theRIre ?iyyilg Rour peopye“W 
xoria tn?es so,ethilg out of his mna? poa?et nld hnlds it to her“

btIs n poyiae mndge“ kt yenstY it yoo?s yi?e ole“ bt snRs heIs n deteatiMe 
’ith the kustreyyiel xngiany blMestigntiols T9undY –rgnliUed qri,e 
Clit“ ks Bridget rendsY the ’ords fnde ilto n mynl? spnae“ 

The drops it ol the des?“ AbtIs mynl?“W
ATorrR nmout thnt“ TeauritR fenture“ bt resets if so,eole eyse hoyds 

it for ,ore thnl OMe seaolds“W ze ’nMes n hnld oMer itY restorilg the 
’ords“

Bridget sua?s il n mrenth“
AbI, ilMestigntilg t’o ao,petilg ari,ilny orgnliUntiols thnt moth 

ayni, vorolto ns their turfYW snRs xoria“ AvheR deny il ,ngiany npps“ 
vheR hoo? users mR nyyo’ilg the, to pynR for free ilitinyyRY thel ahnrg7
ilg ilarensilg fees ns theR meao,e ilarensilgyR nddiated“W

A1et ,e get this strnightYW snRs Bridget“ Avhese ari,ilny orgnliUn7
tiols nre ,ngianyY mut theR ’nlt hnrd ansh“W

AvheR use Rour ,oleR to muR goyd nld siyMerY ’hiah theR fnshiol 
ilto aoulterfeit aoilnge theR anl use il our ’oryd“W

Bridget s,iyes“ The anlIt meyieMe she ny,ost feyy for it“ Awho put Rou 
up to this” wns it -eteatiMe jRnl”W

Awho”W
zer ynpse ’ns so yolg ngo MerR fe’ peopye stiyy ol the forae re,e,7

mer it“ bt hns to me ole of the oyd7ti,ers“ Clyess theRIMe meel tny?ilg to 
the Roulger ocaers“ TtiyyY she anlIt thil? of ’hR nlRole ’ouyd mrilg 
it up lo’Y nfter nyy these Renrs“

AbtIs renyYW snRs xoriaY Anld b meyieMe Rou ?lo’ itY ’hiah is ’hR 
bI, spen?ilg to Rou lo’“ Dor ,iyyellinY our t’o ’oryds ’ere sepnrnteY 
nld ,ostyR stnRed thnt ’nR“ But il the ynst t’o or three deandesY ,R 



q–xBCTvb–L H4

peopye hnMe Ogured out thnt Rour teahloyogR anl me used to elhnlae 
our ,ngiaY nld so there hnMe meel ilarensilg ilaursiols ilto the Thnd7
o’ynlds“W

AThndo’ynlds”W
ASesYW snRs xoria“ ASour ’oryd“ xore reaeltyRY so,e of the ,ore 

aorrupt eye,elts of our soaietR hnMe Ogured out thnt eMerRdnR ,ngia 
anl me nddiatiMe to shndes“ Sour peopye“ vhnt itIs nyso destruatiMe 
doeslIt aolaerl the, nt nyyY eEaept il thnt theR aoltilunyyR leed to 
repyelish their austo,er mnse“ b leed heyp mrilgilg these ari,ilnys to 
.ustiae“ To,eole ’ho ulderstnlds ho’ the Thndo’ynlds ’or?“ kld 
b thil? Rou leed heyp riddilg Rour ’oryd of this saourge“W

Bridget sits mna?“ AbIMe henrd elough“ Sou ,nR go lo’“W
xoria doeslIt ,oMe“ Awhel Rou an,e ilto the ilterrogntiol roo,Y 

Rour pupiys ’ere pilpria?s“ Sou ’ere out of mrenth nld s’entilg“ Sou 
’ere high“ 6ither Rou yi?e to dua? ilto Rour ocae here to do lnraotiasY 
’hiah b doumtY or Rou tried ole of the npps“W ze eRes the piye ol the 
des?“ AbtIs dicauyt to snR ’hiah ole“W

Bridget doeslIt nls’er“
ASouIMe eEperielaed ,ngia meforeYW snRs xoria“ Ab ?le’ it fro, the 

’nR Rou renated nt the saele“ Sour despernte leed to proMe it ’nslIt 
reny“ SouIMe seel it mefore nld meel hnr,ed mR it“W

Bridget ayelahes her .n’“ Ab leed Rou to yenMe“W
ze stnlds nld oNers her n anrd“ Avn?e this“ qnyy if Rou leed ,R 

heyp“W
The tn?es the anrd“ vhereIs n phole lu,mer nld nl nddress2>? 

Ttole jnMel jondY npnrt,elt -@Y west 6streyyiel“ Abf RouIre ,ngiaY 
’hR do Rou leed n phole” whR anlIt b .ust seld Rou n thought”W

AbI, ,ngiaY lot teyepnthia“ Tilae RouIre leitherY bIyy hnMe to settye 
for n phole anyy“W ze tn?es n phole out of his mna? poa?et nld Olgers 
the sareel“ ze ’il?s nt her nld Mnlishes“
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Bridget yenps up nld spils nrould“ zeIs lot il her ocae“ The 
Ailgs opel the door nld yoo?s moth ’nRs do’l the hnyy’nR“ k pnir of 
aolstnmyes pnssilg mR stnrtyes“

ATorrRYW snRs Bridget“ The ayoses her door nld returls to her des?“ 
–l top sits the anrd“ The puts it il her mna? poa?et“

The tn?es out her phole“ TouyDire nld bgLite“ vhose nre the npps“ 
The senrahes nld Olds moth of the,“ vheR eEist“

xngia eEists“ The ’itlessed n ,nl disnppenr right here il her ocae“ 
–m.eats Aonted nrould nt the drug house“ The didlIt i,ngile itY nld 
lo ole ’iyy me nmye to teyy her she did“ Lot this ti,e“ vhe 9uestiol is 
’hnt to do nmout it“ bf sheIs yua?RY it ’iyy nyy go n’nR ol its o’l“ TheIs 
lot usunyyR thnt yua?R“



Chapter 5

T wo days later, Bridget and Ranjit are called out on another 
suspected case of spontaneous human combustion. This one 

is in a garden near the Toronto Metropolitan University campus.
Ranjit leans over Zhou’s shoulder. “This one is di”erent.I
“k agree,I says Bridget through her masx. The chest is a gaping hole, 

the ribs spreading out, as if something eNploded behind them. The 
limbs and lower abdomen are largely intact.

“There are no footprints,I says Ranjit, “other than our own.I
“Ho plant breaxage, either,I says Zhou. ze lifts a branch of the 

nearest bush. “Ho drag marxs, no scu” marxs. kt’s as if the body just 
materiali-ed here.I

“Maybe it was dropped here,I says Ranjit. ze peers up at the buildç
ing faCade in front of them. kt’s several stories high. “?ould it have 
fallen from one of those windowsLI

“k don’t see any evidence of that xind of trauma,I says Zhou, “but 
k’ll be able to see more once we get it bacx to the lab.I
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Bridget bacxtracxs, careful to put her feet down only in her own 
footprints. 

Hope. Hever that lucxy. Fhen she’s well away from the scene, she 
removes her gloves and masx and opens her jumpsuit. En eNploded 
corpse materiali-ed from out of nowhere. Ahe reaches into her pants 
pocxets for her phone and Moric’s card, and calls the only person she 
xnows capable of maxing sense out of this.

Fithin seconds, Moric strolls around the corner of the neighbourç
ing building. “Fhere’s the bodyLI

Bridget is prepared with a fresh jumpsuit, masx, and gloves. “Yirst, 
put these on.I

“To prevent contaminating the sceneLI asxs Moric.
“Dou got it.I
Moric puts on the gear, and Bridget leads him to the body. Ahe 

instructs him to step carefully, using her footprints if possible.
Moric leans over Zhou’s shoulder.
Ranjit notices him. “Fho are youLI
“Moric Eshwood. Fe met the other day, though k don’t believe we 

were properly introduced.I
“qidn’t we 7uestion you about the body at the cracx houseLI
“qetective ?ampbell did,I says Moric.
Ranjit turns his head to see Bridget.
“ze worxs for a di”erent police force,I she says.
“Fhich oneLI asxs Ranjit.
Bridget and Moric eNchange a loox.
“qoes he have any jurisdiction hereLI asxs Ranjit.
“Fe’re just using him as a consultant.I Ahe turns to Moric. “Fhat 

do you thinxLI
Moric bacxs away from the scene. ze glances at Ranjit. “k’m worxç

ing on a theory.I



Chapter 6

B ridget, Ranjit and Moric walk into the morgue. Zhou has the 
body laid out on a table.

“What have you got for us?” asks Bridget.
“It looks like the heart exploded,” says Zhou. “Bits of cardiac tissue 

splattered all over the inside of the chest cavity. The lungs were bruised 
by the impact.”

Moric’s face hovers over the gaping hole. “Meaning it must have 
happened before death, correct?”

“I’d say immediately before,” says Zhou. He lifts his eyebrows at 
Bridget.

“He’s a consultant,” says Bridget.
Moric inspects the cavity. “Barbaric, yet fascinating.”
“Any idea what caused it?” asks Ranjit.
“None whatsoever,” says Zhou.
“Tox screen?” asks Bridget.
“Negative,” says Zhou. “No drugs in his system, not even alcohol. 

The stomach contents are strange. Meat, some kind of fowl, I think, 
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and vegetables, but we can’t readily identify them. Perhaps they were 
altered by whatever killed him.”

“Radiation?” asks Ranjit.
“Nope. We tested for that on-site,” says Zhou. “Nothing radioac-

tive.”
“Natural causes?” asks Bridget.
“I know of nothing natural that can cause this kind of damage,” 

says Zhou. “Having said that, I know of nothing unnatural that can 
do this without leaving any trace. There’s no evidence of any device, 
no evidence of previous surgeries anywhere to insert a device. I’m 
completely stumped.”

“You’re not the only one,” says Bridget.
Moric stands watching, a neutral expression on his face. He’s not 

stumped, thinks Bridget.
They leave and walk back out into the sunshine.
“No answers, only more questions,” says Ranjit.
Moric waggles his eyebrows at Bridget, which she interprets as a 

request to talk. She tosses Ranjit the keys. “You head back to the 
station. I’ll join you shortly.”

She watches him drive oC, then turns to Moric. “Well?”
“The victim’s name is Elfric Henbane. He’s an enforcer for the 

zonjurer.”
“The who?”
“The zonjurer,” says Moric. “He’s the head of NecroNet, one of 

the two crime cartels claiming Toronto. He’s very secretive. Nobody 
knows his real name or who he is. Elfric rarely operates in Toronto, 
though. His responsibility is ensuring businesses continue to pay their 
protection money.”

“Sounds like a real upstanding citiOen.”
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“I also know the cause of death. The Heart –ire curse. It’s a sig-
nature of the cartels, reserved for members of criminal organiOations. 
5sually, it’s used against rivals in retaliation, but sometimes they use 
it against their own if betrayal is suspected.”

“So, we know this is the work of a cartel, we just don’t know which 
one or why. Why dump the body in Toronto?”

“The dump site is a place of higher learning, correct?”
“Yes.”
“That’s ripe ground for Dnding potential customers,” says Moric. 

“Likely, it’s become disputed territory. Elfric is very high up in 
NecroNet. Leaving his body in such a spot sends a clear message. I 
suspect Bloodline, the rival cartel, killed him. I need to go question 
some of them.”

“Where? In Estrellien?”
“Uf course.”
“Take me with you.”
Moric hesitates. 
“I let you tag along on my investigation,” says Bridget. “My turn.”
“Ukay,” he says. “But everything that happens in Estrellien;”
“;stays in Estrellien,” says Bridget. “<on’t worry. I know better 

than to talk about anything close to magic around here.”



Chapter 7

M oric leads her down the street and into a deserted alleyway. 
They walk to the end, behind a dumpster.

He takes out his phone. “Hang onto my arm and don’t let go.”
Bridget grasps his upper arm with both hands. She inhales and 

catches his scent – something woody and resinous, vaguely familiar, 
but she can’t quite name it.

She watches him scroll through the apps on his phone. She notes he 
has both SoulFire and IgNite. One hand involuntarily loosens its grip 
for a second, moving toward the phone. She looks away and readjusts 
her grip. Muscles ripple beneath fabric in reaction.

Moric looks at her. “Are you all right?”
She nods. “Fine.”
“Good. Brace yourself.”
The world around them winks out of existence. Bridget -nds herC

self in a stone archway on a street of cobblestones in a very diUerent 
city. She looks up and out. Stone towers and spires dot the streets 
between lower stone buildings.
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“Wou can let go now,” says Moric.
“zight.” She releases his arm. “So, you travel between worlds using 

a cellphone?”
Moric grins. “Shade technology is fantastic. Pe used to have to 

carry relics and chant spells, and only the most skilled mages could do 
it. Now, anyone with the authoriEation to use the app can do it with 
the touch of a -nger.”

“Pho has the authoriEation?”
“Some law enforcement, a select few government oLcials. zeally, 

very few people. 7nfortunately, black market versions exist, which is 
how criminals get through.”

A dark, winged shape 8ies across the sky, landing on top of the 
tallest tower. Bridget points at it. “Is that a dragon?”

“Starwing. She’s the city’s guardian.”
Jeople bustle all around them, wearing cloaks over dresses or baggy 

pants and tunics. Several people turn to stare at them. Moric starts 
walking. Bridget walks beside him.

“Pe’re not really dressed for ;strellien, are we?” asks Bridget.
“Of course not. I’m dressed for a visit to the Shadowlands.”
“Phy is my world called the Shadowlands?”
“Because the people there have no magic,” says Moric. “Wou’re all 

living in the shadows, with only half a life.”
“How condescending of you.”
“I didn’t make it up, but I suppose it is meant to emphasiEe our 

superiority,” Moric shrugs. “There isn’t another term.”
“That’s why we’re called shades.”
“Wes. So you’re aware, most magical people consider it an insult. 

They consider shades to be beneath them.”
“Wou don’t?” asks Bridget.
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“Not anymore. I’ve spent too much time in the Shadowlands to 
think of your people and mine as being very diUerent at all.”

A man appears in their path. Moric and Bridget nearly collide with 
him.

The man says something in a foreign language. Bridget thinks it 
sounds like German. A few seconds after he starts, an audible transC
lation emanates from somewhere. “Apologies. I just transported from 
Turmkastel. Bit of a bumpy ride. I’m afraid I missed the apparition 
port.” The translation continues after the man stops speaking.

“No harm done,” says Moric.
The man goes on his way.
“Phere did he say he was from? Turmkastel?” asks Bridget. “Is that 

another world?”
“No, it’s another city in this world.”
“Oh. ;strellien is the city, not the entire world?”
“9ust this city.” He turns right onto a broader street with shops on 

either side.
Bridget notes that the streets here are meant for walking. Twisting 

and winding, and not wide enough for vehicles. After what she just 
witnessed, she supposes vehicles are unnecessary. 

“Phat is your world called?” she asks.
“It doesn’t have a nameD it’s just the world.”
“Wou have a name for our world, but not your own?”
“Phat is your world called by the people who live there?” asks 

Moric.
“Pe haven’t needed to give it a name because we didn’t know any 

other existed until now.” She glances at the goods on display outC
side the shops. zacks full of cloaks, bins full of coloured powders 
3spices, perhaps?0, a basket piled high with–Bridget leans in for a 
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closer look–whole dried frogs. She’s about to ask if it’s food when a 
ghostClike head appears in front of them. She jumps back.

“4etective Ashwood, report to Parlock JlaEa. Incident in progress. 
2onstables are already on site.” The head turns to vapour and 8oats 
away on the breeEe.

Moric turns down an alleyway. Bridget follows behind him. The 
alleyway opens into a square. In the centre is a massive fountain. Above 
the basin, a stone sphere hovers and spins. Instead of water, coloured 
smoke billows.

Several people crouch on this side of the fountain. Now and then, 
one of them reaches above, or around, the stone structure and points a 
wand, sending crackling electricity through the air. ;lectricity shoots 
back in the other direction.

Moric pulls a wand from his waistband and peeks around the corC
ner. He waves the wand, and a burst of electricity envelopes him. A 
shield? He motions for Bridget to stay. He walks into the plaEa.

Bridget unholsters her gun. She’ll stay in the alley, as requested, 
unless Moric gets into trouble. For now, he’s her partner, and she 
won’t leave him without backup. She sidles to the end of the alley and 
peers out.

Moric jogs over to a group wearing identical silver robes. 7niforms? 
Tiny bolts of electricity bounce oU his shield. The shield 8ickers. 
Moric ducks behind the group. All of them band together to build a 
larger shield, protecting all of them. They send electricity 8ying.

Bridget surveys the scene. A knot of people at the far corner of 
the plaEa, who were attacking the ones behind the fountain, now 
must defend themselves against the police onslaught. Those behind 
the fountain see their opportunity. One by one, they sneak oU and 
disappear, some of them literally, others by sneaking down alleyways. 
Bridget takes a step out. A second group of police advances from the 
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opposite end of the plaEa, enclosing those trying to 8ee. She ducks back 
into the alley. She’s a stranger here to everyone except Moric, and it’s 
probably best she doesn’t get mistaken for a criminal.

One by one, the criminals 8y back, landing on the ground. Jolice 
con-scate their wands. Bridget sticks her head out far enough to see 
Moric’s end of the plaEa. All but one criminal lies on the ground, 
rigid, but squirming. Alive. Of the police, Moric is the only oLcer still 
standing. The others lie crumpled, inert.

The remaining criminal points a wand at Moric. Bridget runs into 
the plaEa, gun poised. She won’t lose a partner. Not again. “4rop it.”

Moric turns to her, his eyes wide. The criminal freeEes for about 
three seconds, staring at her. He raises his wand. Bridget isn’t sure 
what happens next. She’s aware only of the breeEe on her face and the 
sensation of 8ying. She covers her head with her arms. Her body slams 
into something hard. She rolls. Phen the motion stops, she lies on her 
back, staring at the sky. 

Moric’s face appears above hers. He dangles her gun at the end of 
his wand. “I told you to stay in the alley.”

She sits up and nearly falls over. Her head throbs. “Wou were in 
trouble. 4id you get him?”

“Wes. Wour little stunt startled him enough so I could disarm him.”
Bridget takes her gun oU the end of the wand and returns it to 

the holster. “Wou’re welcome.” She pushes herself up to standing. The 
world spins, and she reaches out an arm.

Moric catches her and holds her until she can stand. “4id you hit 
your head?”

The concern in his eyes makes the breath catch in her throat. She 
pats her head all over. It hurts, but only on the inside. No tender 
patches on the outside. “No, but I do have a headache and I feel fuEEy.”
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Moric lets out a breath. “Good. That means it’s just a hangover 
from the spells. It’ll pass. I can take you home and do the interviews 
myself.”

“No way I’m missing this. I can walk it oU.” She takes a few steps. 
The world shifts a little, but she stays upright.

Moric walks close beside her. “Wou are very brave, 4etective 2ampC
bell.”

She gives him sideCeye.
“Not too bright, but very brave.”
Her face relaxes. She almost smiles. “Phat happened back there?”
“That was your -rst introduction to the cartels,” says Moric. 

“NecroNet’s shipment went astray. They blame Bloodline.”
“Shipment of what?”
“Ancient relics, they say. All properly documented, of course.”
“Of course.”
“This way.” Moric leads her up the steps of a castleClike building, 

complete with turrets. “The headquarters for Bloodline.”
“It seems a tri8e conspicuous.”
“They do have a legitimate side.” Moric opens the door and ushers 

Bridget inside before entering himself. He shows his badge to the 
receptionist and asks to see 2alliope 4arkmoon.

“Ms. 4arkmoon is the matriarch of the entire clan,” Moric says to 
Bridget. “;veryone answers to her.”

The receptionist speaks into the air, explaining that the police are 
here. Bridget can’t hear the response. The receptionist focuses on 
Moric again. “Ms. 4arkmoon will see you. Follow me.”

At the top of an almost endless spiral staircase, the receptionist 
opens a door. Bridget follows Moric. Glass cases around the walls 
display strange objects. A broken clay cup. A piece of driftwood. 
Something resembling a fancy cigarette lighter with a hinged lid.
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“My apologies for disturbing you,” says Moric.
2alliope 4arkmoon sits in a highCbacked chair behind a desk. BeC

hind her, a curved glass window oUers a magni-cent view of ;strelC
lien’s spires. “Not at all. I’m always happy to meet with the police. 
Jlease have a seat.”

Moric sits down facing 4arkwood.
Brigitte takes a seat next to Moric. She takes several deep breaths to 

stop her head from spinning after that climb. She places her phone on 
the desk. “4o you mind if I record this?”

4arkwood looks at her. “4o what?”
“zecord the conversation.”
4arkmoon glances at Moric.
Bridget taps the record button. “So I can play it back later.” She 

plays the line back.
4arkwood glares at Moric. “Wou brought a shade into my oLce?”
Bridget blinks.
“The case I’m investigating occurred in the Shadowlands,” says 

Moric. “I need 4etective 2ampbell’s assistance.”
“Hmmph,” says 4arkwood. “If you must, I suppose.”
Bridget isn’t sure if she’s referring to her presence or her request 

to record the conversation. She puts her phone on the desk and taps 
record. If 4arkwood objects, she’ll say so.

“I’m looking into the murder of ;lfric Henbane,” says Moric.
4arkwood shakes her head. “I don’t know that name.”
“He works for your rival. NecroNet,” says Moric.
“Wou must be confused,” says 4arkwood. “I have no dealings with 

the cartels. I am a simple businesswoman. I deal in magical objects.” 
She sweeps her arm around, indicating the display cases. “As you can 
see.”

Bridget furrows her brow. That junk is magic?
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“Hypothetically,” says Moric, “have you any idea why an enforcer 
for a major drug cartel would be murdered with a Heart Fire curse and 
dumped in the Shadowlands?”

4arkwood puts a hand to her heart. “None. I wasn’t aware the 
cartels had in-ltrated the Shadowlands.”

Moric stands. “Thank you for your time. He turns to leave.
Bridget grabs her phone, turns oU the recording, and hurries after 

him. After sitting, her legs are stiU and sore. She feels every single stair 
in her thighs. Phen they exit the building, Bridget blinks, the sunlight 
intensifying the throb in her head.

“Are you sure you don’t want to go home?” asks Moric.
“I’m -ne.” Bridget points a thumb back at Bloodline’s headquarC

ters. “Pas that it? Wou didn’t ask about her whereabouts at the time of 
the murder, or for witnesses.”

“There’s no point. If she were with the victim, she wouldn’t tell us. 
Pitnesses are useless because she could have disapparated, committed 
murder, and apparated back before anyone noticed her missing.”

She trudges along after him. After a few turns, Moric knocks on a 
heavy wooden door. A panel at eye level slides open. A dark face scowls.

Moric shows his badge. “Pe’re here to speak to the 2onjurer.”
“He’s not available.”
“Phen will he be available?” asks Moric.
“He won’t.”
“Is there someone else in charge we can talk to?”
The face grunts. “Alasdair is in charge when the 2onjurer is unC

available.”
“Alasdair Boneshaker,” says Moric. “May we speak with him?”
The door swings open. 
Alasdair Boneshaker is a very tall, barrelCchested man with a shiny 

pink bald head. His face is set in a permanent scowl, with deep lines 
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running between nose and mouth. “I hear you want to speak with 
me. Follow me.” He leads them to a room with an enormous stone 
-replace. He takes an ornately carved chair facing the -re. “Jlease sit 
down.”

Moric sits next to Boneshaker. Bridget takes a seat closest to the -re, 
facing Boneshaker at an angle. She turns to the -re and waves a hand. 
“There’s no heat.”

“Of course not,” says Boneshaker. “It’s high summer.” zealiEation 
dawns on his face. He turns to Moric and points at Bridget. “That’s a 
shade.”

“She is 4etective Bridget 2ampbell, of the Toronto Jolice Services 
in the Shadowlands,” says Moric. “She is assisting me in my investigaC
tion.”

Bridget’s request to record the conversation meets the same skepC
ticism it did from 4arkwood, but Boneshaker doesn’t object, so she 
places her phone on the end table nearest to him.

“I understand ;lfric Henbane is an associate of yours,” says Moric.
“Weah, he’s my rightChand man.” Boneshaker leans back, taps a foot. 

A little too casual, Bridget thinks. 
“Phy, is he in trouble?” asks Boneshaker.
“There’s no easy way to say this,” says Moric. “He’s dead. MurC

dered.”
“Phat? How?”
“Heart Fire curse.”
“That means–” Boneshaker clenches his -sts.
“It was almost certainly a cartel member who did it.” Moric rises 

and approaches Boneshaker, but stays out of arm’s reach. “I’m sorry, 
but you know I have to ask. How was your relationship with HenC
bane?”
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Boneshaker takes a step toward Moric. “Wou think I did it? Wou 
think I killed him? He was like a brother to me. I never would have–” 
He trails oU. His chest heaves. “This is Bloodline. They did this.” He 
shakes his head. “I swear I’m going to–”

“(et the police handle it?” I say.
Boneshaker glares at me, then glances at Moric. “Weah. That’s what 

I was going to say.”
“Thank you for your time,” says Moric. “And we’re very sorry for 

your loss.”
Boneshaker nods.
The guard at the outer door lets them out. This time, instead of 

piercing her skull, the sun feels pleasantly warm. Bridget blinks, and 
the last of the fog lifts.

“Wou look much improved,” says Moric.
“My head is clear.” Bridget stretches her limbs. “The rest of me is 

still sore, though.”
“Pe need to discuss the case. I was going to suggest the department, 

or perhaps a pub, but somewhere more comfortable might be better 
for you. Pould you be okay with coming back to my place?”

Bridget thinks. She doesn’t know this man. She could be walking 
into a dangerous situation. Then again, she’s been completely at his 
mercy since they arrived in ;strellien, and he’s treated her with nothC
ing but consideration. He’s not a threat.

He raises an eyebrow. One corner of his mouth turns up.
Bridget’s stomach 8utters. Her nether regions 8ush with heat. She 

should say no. “Wes, that would be -ne.”



Chapter 8

M oric’s apartment is in the basement of a crenellated square 
building. It’s small and dark, but clean and comfortable. The 

centrepiece of the living room is a burgundy velvet-backed sofa with 
raised arms and clawed feet that makes her want to drape herself across 
it in a swoon.

Moric claps his hands, and a shining orb appears in the centre of the 
ceiling. He makes himself busy in the kitchen while Bridget sits on the 
end of the sofa. She sinks into the soft plush. 

In a few moments, Moric enters with a steaming goblet in each 
hand. He gives one to Bridget as he sits on the opposite end of the sofa.

Bridget eyes the drink.
“It’s herb tea,” says Moric. “I bought it in the Shadowlands. 

Chamomile. No magic, but it will help relax your aching muscles.”
She sni?s. It smells slightly herby and a little fruity. She takes a sip. 

Not bad.
“So, what did you think of the interviewsO” asks Moric.
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Bridget places her goblet on the co?ee table. Moric slips a coaster 
underneath it.

“Aarkmoon seemed sincere,” says Bridget, “but Boneshaker is hid-
ing something. Yt Vrst, he seemed like he was trying very hard to 
remain casual. His grief and his anger seem sincere, though.”

“Lou read people very well,” says Moric. “My people need magic to 
do that.”

“It’s a skill I’ve worked at. It comes from experience.”
Moric takes out his phone. “Uur police have an app called Feritas. 

Rook.” He shows her a screen with a report on Aarkmoon. He swipes 
the screen, and a report on Boneshaker appears. Both reports agree 
with Bridget’s assessment.

“Lou don’t need me, then,” says Bridget.
“I do. The app has about a twenty per cent error rate.”
“That’s pretty high.”
“That’s why I need conVrmation,” says Moric. “I’m guessing your 

skill isn’t infallible, either, so having another opinion is valuable to 
both of us.”

“Lou’re right about that.” She picks up her goblet again and takes a 
sip. Now she’s the one trying to look casual. “I noticed you have both 
SoulEire and IgNite on your phone. Should I be worriedO Yre you an 
addictO”

“I have the apps as part of my investigation. Ynd no, you shouldn’t 
be worried. The apps aren’t addictive to magical folk. They aren’t even 
very interesting to us. That’s why the cartels sell to shades.”

“I don’t like that word.”
“Sorry,” says Moric.
Bridget stares into her goblet. “Lou were right before. I tried IgNite. 

Not on purpose. Une of the addicts we brought in shoved it in my 
face.” She shivers.
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“It was unpleasantO”
“Horrible. I’ve never felt rage like that. It took over my whole body. 

I had no control over what I was doing.”
He grasps her hand. “That must have been terrifying for you.”
She nods. “Leah. Ynd then after, I felt better than I have in years. I 

was drained and exhausted, but perfectly at peace. Yndz” she looks at 
him.

“Ynd you would endure that horror again knowing it ends in plea-
sure.”

“If that were the only price to pay, I would be sorely tempted,” says 
Bridget. “Eortunately, my desire not to go up in James trumps my 
desire for dopamine.”

Moric releases her hand and drains his goblet. “9lad to hear it.” His 
eyes glitter in the orb light.

Bridget leans her face closer to his. He touches his forehead to hers, 
rubs his nose against hers. –very nerve ending in her body buQQes. She’s 
not sure who kisses whom Vrst, but the moment their lips part, she 
pulls him back. His tongue probes inside her mouth.

He moves to her cheek, nuQQles her neck.
She places a hand on his chest and pushes him away. “I should go 

now.”
He sits back. “I’m sorry.”
“<ust take me home.”
They go back out onto the street to a stone archway. Yn apparition 

port. Bridget holds onto Moric’s arm as they cross over. Moric nods as 
he crosses back alone.

Bridget hops a bus back and returns to her apartment. Ys soon as 
she opens the door and Jicks on the light, Milo appears, miaowing. 
She picks him up and scratches the ru? around his neck. She looks 
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around her living room. Square beige sofa, ordinary Joor lamp to one 
side. >uiet, empty. She sighs.



Chapter 9

T he next morning, bruises mark Bridget’s shoulders and legs 
from her encounter with the cobblestones. 

She pushes open the station door and heads for Ranjit’s oLce. She 
hesitates before knocking. vast night, tossing and turning, telling her 
partner eyerNthing seemed the obyious thing to do. “ow, she’s not so 
sure. She knocks on the door.

C”ome in,Y saNs Ranjit.
Bridget opens the door and steps inside.
CWou’re back.Y Ranjit lets out a breath. CIhen Nou didn’t come 

back at all after the morgue, M started to worrN.Y
CM was working the case,Y saNs Bridget. CM tried to call, but mN phone 

died.Y
CRogers is looking for Nou. M coyered for as long as M could, but he 

eyentuallN noticed Nour absence.Y
Bridget sighs. CM’ll go see him when M’m done here. ?ake anN 

progress NesterdaNOY
C“ot much. ?ore interyiews, not much more information.Y
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Mt’s now or neyer. She opens her mouth.
Getectiye Sergeant Aerald Rogers pokes his head in the door. 

C”ampbell. Aood of Nou to drop bN. ?N oLce. “ow.Y
CIe’ll continue this later,Y saNs Bridget to Ranjit. She follows 

Rogers into his oLce and takes a seat facing his desk.
CM assume Nou haye a good reason for being out of touch NesterdaN,Y 

saNs Rogers.
CM spoke with Ranjit. M’m up to speed.Y
CThat’s not the point. -s the lead inyestigator, Nou should be the 

one leading the inyestigation. Mf Nou were out collecting information, 
Ranjit should haye been with Nou, the station should haye been inE
formed of Nour whereabouts, and Nou should haye maintained phone 
contact. Wou know all this.Y

CM do know, and M’m sorrN, but it was unayoidable,Y saNs Bridget. 
CIhere M was, there was no cell seryice. M didn’t take Ranjit with me 
because M didn’t know how safe it was, and M didn’t want to ask anNone 
else to take the risk.Y

CMf it was dangerous, all the more reason to bring backup and let us 
know where Nou were.Y

CThis is bigger than anN of us imagined. But before M tell Nou what 
M found, M need Nou to promise to hear me out. vet me tell the entire 
storN without interruption, no matter how strange it sounds.Y

Rogers leans back in his chair and folds his hands oyer his chest. 
CAo ahead.Y

She tells him about ?oric and her yisit to the other world. -bout 
the cartels and the apps, the interyiews and the wand 2ght. Ihen she 
2nishes, Rogers stares at her.

CM know how it sounds,Y saNs Bridget. CThat’s whN M brought 
proof.Y She puts her phone on his desk and plaNs the interyiews.

Rogers looks at her, one eNebrow raised.
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CSurelN Nou don’t think M faked those recordingsOY
C“o, but M think Nou’re being scammed. This ?oric person is 

plaNing some kind of colossal joke.Y
CIhat would he haye to gain from itOY asks Bridget.
C-ttention,Y saNs Rogers.
CM was there. M trayelled from this world to another, completelN 

di–erent one.Y
CWou’re not the most reliable eNewitness.Y
Bridget’s jaw clenches. CThat was twentN Nears ago. -nd after what 

M witnessed NesterdaN, M no longer think M was hallucinating back then.Y 
She looks up at the ceiling. CMf M’m right, we’re being exploited bN this 
other world, and M’ye been giyen an opportunitN to put an end to it.Y

Rogers rests his hands on his desk. CWou’re a 2ne detectiye. The 
best. But eyen if all this is true, it’s going to look like Nou’re haying 
a relapse. The department can’t a–ord that. Wou can’t a–ord it. 3eep 
Nour inyestigation grounded in realitN.Y 

CHine. ”an M leaye nowOY
Rogers makes a shooing gesture.
Bridget heads to eyidence storage. Mf her preyious episode wasn’t a 

psNchotic break, if it reallN happened, there might be proof. Mf she can 
2nd it, Rogers might let her continue her inyestigation. She searches 
through the shelyes, 2nds the right box and takes it back to her ofE
2ce. There’s yerN little in the waN of phNsical eyidence, but there are 
pages and pages of witness testimonN. She reads through it. Reports 
of leyitations, bolts of light, people appearing out of thin air. Reports 
of ?ikezshe closes her eNeszof one of these bolts hitting ?ike, his 
dropping to the ground. vater, manN witnesses changed their stateE
ments, saNing theN hadn’t seen those things. But not all. She could trN 
to contact the ones who didn’t recant, but for now, the reports are all 
she has. She hopes it’s enough.
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She knocks on Rogers’s door. <e tells her to come in.
She plunks the reports on his desk. CM found these statements from 

the time of mN incident. TheN corroborate mN yersion of eyents.Y
Rogers scans them. C“one of this is proof. Mt could haye been mass 

hNsteria.Y
C- do=en people had the same hallucinationO That’s Nour theorNOY
CM can’t authori=e this. Wou are to drop it immediatelN.Y
Bridget hu–s. CHine.Y She leayes, slamming the door behind her.



Chapter 10

B ridget heads straight for the reception area to get some co.ee“

Hye,”l caRRs janIit as she passes his ovce“ Hw ha’e something 
neu“l

Hwbm Ikst going for a ca.eine shot“ wbRR Ae right AacM“l 
Wfter pokring her co.ee” she nearR, coRRides uith ?oric“ HDhat are 

,ok doing here–l
?oricbs e,es dart aroknd“ HNo ,ok uant to do this here” uith aRR 

these peopRe–l
Bridget Reads him AacM to her ovce and cRoses the door“
Hwbm sozl
Bridget raises a hand“ HSo need to apoRogixe“ De Aoth crossed a 

Rine“l Lhe RooMs at him” sitting caskaRR,” one Reg eTtended” his ckrRs 
hanging across his forehead“

?oric nods“ HYkcMiR,” ue didnbt cross too far“ Chat uokRd ha’e 
Aeen regrettaARe“l

HOeah“l
Che, stare at each other“
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?oric sits straight and rests his hands on her desM“ Hw asskme ,okb’e 
had time to speaM uith ,okr partner“ Wn, more Reads–l

H5nfortknateR,” m, skper’isor has ordered me to drop ,okr case” 
so w am no Ronger assisting ,ok“l

HBkt ue need each other“l
yeat -kshes Bridgetbs face“
Hw meant to Aring doun the carteRs“l
HFerhaps ,okr skper’isor and the head of ,okr go’ernment shokRd 

come o’er here” introdkce themseR’es formaRR, and reEkest coopera6
tion”l sa,s Bridget“

Hyou do ,ok see it uorMing okt if e’er,one in Aoth uorRds Mneu 
of each otherbs eTistence and there uas free tra’eR across the ’eiR–l

Bridget thinMs aAokt the hkge mkRtipRication of the magicaR carteRs 
in Coronto” aAokt the in-kT of hkman ’ictims uandering aroknd the 
other uorRd“

H?agic onR, eTists as it is Aecakse the uorRds are separate”l sa,s 
?oric“ HLhokRd the ’eiR faRR” the magic uokRd rksh into the Lhadou6
Rands and Ae diRkted“l

Bridget doesnbt thinM that uokRd Ae a Aad thing“ Hwt seems ue Aoth 
ha’e mkch to Rose“ Dhat aAokt ,okr poRice–l

HChe,bre uorMing on it” Akt the, canbt aRR come here“ De need to 
uorM together“l

HVine“ Bkt ue Aring janIit into it“ w donbt Mnou hou ,ok do things 
in ‘streRRien” Akt here in Coronto” ue uorM in pairs“l

Hwbm ksed to uorMing soRo“l
HDeRR” w need to ha’e someone here uho Mnous uhat wbm doing and 

uhere wbm going” in case an,thing shokRd happen to me“l
?oric Reans foruard and RooMs into her e,es“ Hw uiRR maMe skre 

nothing happens to ,ok“l
HOok are not omnipotent“l
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?oric tiRts his head“ HLadR,” no“ Vine” ue Aring in janIit“l 
Hyebs uaiting for me nou“ Yetbs go“l
Che, uaRM doun the haRR to janIitbs ovce“ 
HDhat ha’e ,ok got for ks–l asMs Bridget“
janIit e,es ?oric“ HUUC8 footage“l ye cRicMs some Me,s“ W grain, 

’ideo starts“ Che timestamp shous itbs aAokt tuo hokrs Aefore the 
mkrder“ ‘Rfric yenAane is speaMing to a uoman“ ye pakses the pRa,6
AacM so the, can cRearR, see the uomanbs face“

HWn, idea uho that is uith the deceased–l asMs Bridget“
janIit shaMes his head“ HDebre can’assing the area” tr,ing to tracM 

her doun“l
HLhe RooMs ’er, mkch RiMe Wndromeda NarMmoon”l sa,s ?oric“
HWn, reRation to UaRRiope–l asMs Bridget“
Hyer granddakghter“l
janIit RooMs from one to the other“ H?ind >RRing me in–l
Bridget cRoses the ovce door“ HOokbre going to >nd this knAeRie’6

aARe“l
HYet me”l sa,s ?oric“ ye taps his phone and disappears“
janIit Ikmps kp and RooMs aroknd“ HDhatzl
?oric shimmers AacM into eTistence“
janIit stares“
Hwbm from a di.erent uorRd”l sa,s ?oric“
HChe 4theruorRd”l sa,s Bridget“
H‘Tckse me–l sa,s ?oric“
HOok donbt ha’e a name for it” so uhene’er w thinM aAokt it” itbs 

aRua,s ?the other uorRd“b Che 4theruorRd“l
Hyou condescending of ,ok”l sa,s ?oric“
Bridget smiRes and raises an e,eArou“
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?oric tkrns to janIit“ Hw am a detecti’e uith the ‘streRRien poRice 
force“ Lpeci>caRR,” w in’estigate organixed crime“l ye gi’es janIit a 
skmmar, of the case so far” incRkding Bridgetbs in’oR’ement“

janIit sinMs into his chair“
Hwtbs proAaAR, Aest not to taRM to N“L“ jogers aAokt this”l sa,s 

Bridget“
Hjight”l sa,s janIit“ HLo” aAokt this footage“ Cherebs more“l ye 

cRicMs on pRa,“
Wndromeda and ‘Rfric Miss passionateR,“ Lhe pkRRs aua,“ ye cRktch6

es at her as she uaRMs okt of camera range“ ‘Rfric foRRous“
HDhoa”l sa,s ?oric“
HLend me that footage”l sa,s Bridget“ HChe, appear to Ae in a 

romantic reRationship“l
Hw dokAt that ’er, mkch”l sa,s ?oric“ HWndromeda ouns one of the 

most popkRar nightcRkAs in ‘streRRien“ Lhebs its pkARic face” a trend6
setter in Aoth mksic and fashion“ ‘Rfric uas as staid and Aoring as the, 
come“ Che, ha’e aAsoRkteR, nothing in common“l

HOokbd Ae skrprised”l sa,s janIit“ HLometimes the most knRiMeR, 
peopRe get together“l

HChe,bre Aoth >erceR, Ro,aR to their carteRs”l sa,s ?oric“ Hwt maMes 
no sense“l

Hwt RooMs RiMe she uanted to get aua, from him” and he didnbt uant 
her to Rea’e”l sa,s Bridget“ H?a,Ae he chased her and tried to get 
ph,sicaR” and she MiRRed him“l

Hw donbt dokAt ‘Rfric might ha’e tried something RiMe that”l sa,s 
?oric“

Hwbm not so skre”l sa,s janIit“ Hyis mo’ements uere auMuard“l 
ye repRa,s the footage“ yenAanebs sti. RimAs IerM as he cRktches at 
Wndromeda“ yis Mnees AareR, Aend as he foRRous her“

?oric nods“ HOokbre right“l
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HwnIkr,–l asMs Bridget“
H?a,Ae”l sa,s ?oric“
HWt Reast nou ue Mnou hou information is  ReaMing Aetueen 

SecroSet and BRoodRine”l sa,s Bridget“
Hwf wbm foRRouing correctR,”l sa,s janIit” Hwt seems knRiMeR, that 

an,one in BRoodRine is the mkrderer Aecakse MiRRing ‘Rfric uokRd ha’e 
ckt o. a ’itaR sokrce of information“l

HChat Rea’es SecroSet”l sa,s ?oric“ HwbRR go tracM doun Wdromeda 
NarMmoon“l



Chapter 11

B ridget enters the nightclub with Moric. Metallic screeching mlls 
the air. Bridget clapvs her hands o“er her ears.

W?hat is that noise”,
WMusicy, saTs Moric.
WHhat is not pusic.
’e avvroaches the bar and shows his badge. W?eDre here to see Ms. 

karSpoon. xheDs eAvecting us.,
Hhe bartender shows thep to an oPce in the bacS. fndropeda 

welcopes thep. W-leasey cope in and sit down., xhe closes the door. 
Hhe roop becopesy perciCullTy soundvrooC.

HheT sit in ornate highIbacSed “el“et chairs.
WNan L get Tou sopething to drinS”, asSs fndropeda.
Moric gi“es Bridget a subtle head shaSe. WRoy thanS Tou. ?eDre here 

on volice business.,
fndropeda Eounces her sSirt as she taSes a seat. ’er Cuchsia curls 

bounce on her shoulders. WflwaTs havvT to helv the volice.,
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WYlCric ’enbane was Cound purdered in the xhadowlands TesterI
daT porningy, saTs Moric.

fndropeda shaSes her heady her eTes wide. WLs that nape suvvosed 
to pean sopething to pe”,

Wjou didnDt Snow ’enbane”, asSs Bridget.
WRoy L didnDt.,
Bridget starts the vlaTbacS oC the NNHU “ideo and turns her vhone 

around so fndropeda can see it. fndropedaDs Cace Calls as the scene 
vrogresses.

W?hat Sind oC pagic is that”, she asSs.
WHhat is Touy is it not”, asSs Bridget.
fndropeda bites her liv. Wjesy itDs pe. YlCric was constantlT bothI

ering pe. ’e was obsessed.,
WLt wasnDt putual”, asSs Bridget.
W1C course noty, saTs fndropeda.
W?hat were Tou doing in the xhadowlands”, asSs Moric.
WL was on business.,
WHhere is no legitipate business in the xhadowlands Cor anTone 

who isnDt a shadey, saTs Moric.
fndropeda sighsy hea“ing her entire uvver bodT. xhe vlaces a mnger 

on her livs and wa“es the other hand around.
Bridget looSs at Moricy eTebrows Snitted.
WL ;ust reinCorced the vrotections in this roopy, saTs fndropeda. 

WHhereDs no telling who pight be listening., xhe leans Corward and 
whisvers. WYlCric and L were in lo“e. Hhe onlT vlace we could peet 
without getting caught was the xhadowlands. Rowhere else was saCe 
Cor us., ’er breath catchesy and she wives awaT a tear. WRecroRet 
pust ha“e Cound out about us and Silled hip., xhe sobs.

Bridget goes to her and rubs her bacS. fndropeda grabs Bridget bT 
the waist and sobs into her blouse. Bridget looSs at Moric. 
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’e con;ures a clean handSerchieC out oC the air and oJers it to 
fndropeda. W?eDre “erT sorrT Cor Tour loss. fnd LDp sorrTy but L need 
to asS. ko Tou ha“e anT vrooC RecroRet Silled ’enbane”,

xhe shaSes her head. WRo vrooCy but oC course it was thep. ?ho 
else would it be”,

W1SaTy, saTs Moric. W?eDre going to go now. Nan L get Tou anTthing 
beCore Tou lea“e”,

fndropeda shaSes her head.
Bridget co“ers her ears as soon as the door ovens. qnCortunatelTy 

not Cast enough. 5oud crashing and bloodIcurdling Telling ha“e ;oined 
the screeching petal.

Wko Tou belie“e her”, asSs Moric when theTDre bacS on the street.
Bridget lets out a breath. W?elly her storT is certainlT belie“abley and 

there was a relationshiv. Rothing is inconsistent. Hhe crTing was a 
little o“er the tovz it could ha“e been CaSey but it could ha“e been real. 
’ard to saT.,

Moric checSs his vhone. WUeritas saTs sheDs telling the truth. HhatDs 
one “ote each waT.,

WMT “ote was a paTbey not an un3ualimed no.,
WHhatDs oneIandIaIhalC against. xhe could be hiding sopething.,
Wfgreedy, saTs Bridget.
HheT return to BoneshaSerDs oPce and show hip the Cootage.
WL thinS Tou Cound out about this relationshivy Snew that ’enbane 

was the one leaSing inCorpation to Bloodliney and Silled hipy, saTs 
Moric.

WL didnDt Sill hipy, saTs BoneshaSer.
Bridget looSs at hip. WBut Tou Snew about the aJair.,
W?eDre done herey, saTs BoneshaSer. ’e calls Cor sopeone to show 

thep out.
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WL donDt need to consult Tou or Ueritas to Snow heDs not being 
honest with usy, saTs Moric. Wkrov Tou oJ at hope”,

WHhe stationy, saTs Bridget. WL ha“e sope vaverworS to mle beCore 
porning.,

W’ow long with this vaverworS taSe”, asSs Moric.
Wfbout an houry paTbe less.,
WMaTbe aCter we can get sopething to eat., 
Bridget lets out a breath.
WFust two colleagues unwinding aCter worSy, saTs Moric. WHhereDs 

an fsian Cusion restaurant near the station. L donDt Snow what that 
peansy but the Cood is good.,

WHhai Hanic. L Snow it well., xhe nods. W1SaT. Nope to the station 
and wait Cor pe.,

W’old on to pT arp. L go to Hhai Hanic e“erT chance L get. L lo“e 
xhadowlands Cood.,

Bridget spiles. Wjou are new to pT world iC Tou thinS thatDs tTvical 
xhadowland cuisine.,

HheT avvarate in the alleT neAt to the station.
WNapvbell.,
Bridget startles at the sound oC her nape. k.x. 0ogers stands in 

Cront oC thep.
WL didnDt eAvect Tou to be here at this houry sir., ’er stopach 

Eutters with ner“es. ’e Snows she didnDt drov the casey but then againy 
he also Snows pagic is real.

WNlearlT., 0ogers eTes Moric. WL recogni?e Tou. jouDre that fshI
wood guT.,

Moric sticSs out a hand to shaSe. Wketecti“e fshwood. -leased to 
peet Tou.,

Wjou can lea“e nowy, saTs 0ogers.
Moric looSs at Bridget and vlaces a hand on her shoulder.
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WLtDs mney, she saTs. WAo.,
Moric casts 0ogers a looS and walSs awaT.
Bridget trudges along behind 0ogers into the station to his oPce.
Wjou were ordered not to vursue thisy, saTs 0ogers.
WLDp CullT vursuing the other line oC in“estigationy, saTs Bridget. WL 

onlT Collowed this one at the end oC the worSdaTy on pT own tipe.,
Wfs oC right nowy TouDre on susvension until Curther notice.,
WBut Tou saw pe avvear out oC nowhere. jou Snow itDs real.,
WHhatDs not the voint. jou disobeTed an order.,
W’ow did Tou Snow where L was and when and where LDd cope 

bacS”,
WMalhotra told pe.,
W0an;it”, saTs Bridget.
W’eDs concerned about Tou.,
Bridget thinSs. xhe told 0an;it she was crossing o“ery but not when 

or where sheDd be bacS. xhe agreed to teAt hip aCter she returned to 
let hip Snow she was oSaT. Y“en she didnDt Snow when sheDd be bacS 
until shortlT beCore she arri“ed. 1r wherey Cor that patter. Hhat was 
MoricDs choice. Moric. ’e used his vhone to avvarate. ’e could ha“e 
sent 0ogers a pessage at the sape tipe. xhe shaSes her head. ’e has 
nothing to gain bT hapvering her abilitT to in“estigate with hip.

W1SaT. Biney, saTs Bridget. WLDll do the counselling.,



Chapter 12

B ridget opsw dpnh ph ber .edS ube Mwbew pct ’prialw amrd mhd 
amHHw bikS 

“e sia?w cs ph tbe Mrwt rihgS IBridget” Tw tbere wpketbihg nrphg”y
Ivberelw gppd henw mhd .md henwS vbe gppd henw iw T mk hpn 

apksHeteHf mt fpcr diwspwmHS vbe .md henw iw tbmt T hp Hphger bmje 
maaeww tp mhf pN kf wtmtiphlw rewpcraewS T Dcwt gpt wcwsehdedSy

ITlk wprrfS Ttlw kf NmcHtSy
ICpt chHeww fpclje .eeh ih aphtmat nitb kf ,SuS .ebihd kf .ma?Sy
IRertmihHf hptWy wmfw ’priaS
Iupkephe bmwS Tt amhlt .e m apihaidehae tbmt be nmw tbere nbeh ne 

mssmrmtedSy
’pria tm?ew m kpkeht tp rewsphdS IT tbpcgbt tbe wmke tbihgS ,id 

fpc mw? bik”y
I“e wmid xmhDit tpHd bikW .ct be apcHdhlt bmjeS T tpHd xmhDit T nmw 

arpwwihg pjerW .ct hpt nbeh Tld .e .ma?S Oe mrrmhged Npr ke tp teUt bik 
nbeh T retcrhedS TN be didhlt bemr Nrpk ke .f eigbt bchdred bpcrw 
tbiw kprhihgW be nmw tp teHH xpgerwSy
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’pria nbiwtHewS Izpcr wcseripr iw Hfihg tp fpcSy
ube tm?ew m .remtbS IzembS /hd chtiH ne ?hpn nbfW be amhlt .e 

trcwted nitb mhf detmiHw pN pcr ihjewtigmtiphSy
’pria mssemrw ih Nrpht pN berS
Izpc didhlt heed tp apke pjer rigbt hpnS vpkprrpn npcHd bmje 

.eeh MheSy ube warmk.Hew tp wit csS
Izpc wpchded cswetSy “e Hpp?w mrpchdS IuprrfS T didhlt remHiEe 

nbere fpc nereS ubmHH ne kpje tp m diLereht rppk”y
ube Hemdw bik ihtp tbe ?itabeh6Hijihg rppkS “e witw ph tbe wpNmS
ITlk hpt cswetWy wmfw BridgetS ITlk mhgrfSy
IYhderwtmhdm.HfSy
IRmh T get fpc wpketbihg tp drih?”y
I“mje fpc gpt mhf abmkpkiHe”y be mw?wS
IuprrfW hpS T bmje apLee pr nmterSy
IOmter iw MheWy wmfw ’priaS IRmLeihe mLeatw tbe kmgiaS T kigbt hpt 

.e m.He tp get bpkeSy
Oe deMhiteHf dphlt nmht tbmtS ube .rihgw bik m gHmww pN nmter mhd 

witw .ewide bikS ’iHp Dcksw cs phtp tbe mrk pN tbe wpNmS
’pria warmtabew .ebihd tbe amtlw emrS IObmt iw fpcr NmkiHimrlw 

hmke”y
Ivbmtlw ’iHpW mhd belw kf setW hpt m NmkiHimrSy
’iHp deaidew ’pria iw p?mf mhd wettHew phtp biw HmsS
I/re fpc ejer gpihg tp teHH ke m.pct it”y mw?w ’priaS
Izpcr srejipcw eUseriehae nitb kmgiaSy
ube tm?ew m .remtbS ’mf.e it iw tike wbe tmH?ed m.pct itS ITt nmw 

tnehtf femrw mgpS T nmw m rpp?ie aphwtm.HeS Cpt m deteatije fetS ’f 
smrther mhd T nere amHHed tp tbe waehe pN m wtreet MgbtS Bct it nmwhlt 
Hi?e mhf Mgbt Tld ejer weeh .eNpreSy ube wbiNtw ber neigbtS Ivbere nere 
tnp sepsHe nitb nbmt Hpp?ed Hi?e nmhdwS –jerf tike tbef spihted phe 
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pN tbpwe tbihgwW wpketbihg npcHd eUsHpde pr Hmchab itweHN tbrpcgb tbe 
mir pr wpkephe npcHd NmHH tp tbe grpchdSy ube NmHHw wiHehtS

’pria wisw biw nmterW nmitihgS
/ Hcks Nprkw ih Bridgetlw tbrpmtS I’i?eGkf smrtherGscHHed m 

gch mhd prdered tbek tp wtpsS 5he pN tbek spihted m nmhdW mhd be 
drpssedS T tried tp gp tp bikW .ct wpketbihg T apcHdhlt wee wHmkked 
ihtp keS T oen tbrpcgb tbe mirW bit kf bemd ph tbe mwsbmHtSy “er jpiae 
PcmjerwS IObeh T amke tpW T nmw ih tbe bpwsitmH nitb m aphacwwiphS 
vbef tpHd ke ’i?e didhlt km?e itS Rmcwe pN demtb nmw srewcked tp .e 
mh mhecrfwkW .ct hphe nmw ejer NpchdS vbe ?iHHerw nere hejer amcgbtS 
7mhiwbed ihtp tbih mirW maaprdihg tp nithewwewSy

IOere fpc mhd ’i?e aHpwe”y “e seerw mt ber pjer tbe rik pN biw gHmwwS
ICpt Hi?e tbmtWy wmfw BridgetS I“e nmw m kehtprS Fppd apsS “iw niNe 

nmw eUseatihg tbeir tbird abiHd nbeh be nmw ?iHHedSy
I“pn mnNcHSy
ITt getw nprweSy
I“pn”y
IObeh T wtmrted tmH?ihg m.pct nbmt bmssehedW it nmw diwkiwwed mw 

m .rmih ihDcrfWy wmfw BridgetS I“mHHcaihmtiphwS Obeh T ihwiwted it nmw 
remHW T nmw prdered tp chdergp m swfabimtria mwwewwkeht mhd amre .eNpre 
.eihg mHHpned .ma? phtp tbe NpraeS –jehtcmHHfW T gmje ih mhd mgreed 
nitb tbe dpatprwW tbe abieN pN spHiae mhd ejerfphe eHwe tbmt nbmt T 
tbpcgbt T rekek.ered nmwhlt remHS /Nter mHH tbewe femrwW T bmd MhmHHf 
aphjihaed kfweHN tbmt nmw tbe trctbSy

IYhtiH fpc nmH?ed ihtp tbmt drcg bpcweSy
IzembSy
’pria sctw biw gHmww ph tbe apLee tm.HeS Ivnehtf femrw mgpS vbmt 

npcHd bmje .eeh mt tbe jerf .egihhihg pN tbe ihacrwiphw ihtp tbe 
ubmdpnHmhdwS 8erbmsw tbe amrteHw nere wtm?ihg pct territprfSy
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/ tbpcgbt paacrw tp BridgetS IOere fpc tbere” Oere fpc mwwighed 
tp tbe amwe”y

Ivnehtf femrw mgpW T nmw mh mdpHewaeht ih wabppHW dewsermteHf trfihg 
tp dp neHH nbiHe mjpidihg tbe rearcitkeht gmhgw pN tbe prgmhiEmtiphw T 
hpn trf tp wtpsS Tt nmw mhptber Mje femrw .eNpre T Dpihed tbe NpraeSy

Izpc bmd m rpcgb abiHdbppdSy
’pria hpdwS IT gren cs ih m sppr heigb.pcrbppdS ’f pHder wiwter 

mhd wpke pN kf Nriehdw ehded cs ih gmhgw mhd apcHdhlt get pctS upke 
didhlt km?e it tp mdcHtbppdSy

Izpcr wiwter”y
“e wbm?ew biw bemdS Iube tried tp HemjeW nmw kcrdered ih rejehgeS 

“emrt 9ire acrweSy
Bridget wPceeEew biw bmhdS “e Hpp?w ihtp ber efewS
ube reHemwew biw bmhdS I/re fpc bchgrf”y
I9mkiwbedSy
Ivbmi vmhia deHijerwSy
I“pn aphjehiehtSy
Obeh tbe Nppd mrrijewW Bridget wsremdw it pct ph tbe apLee tm.HeS 

vbef emt ph tbe apcabW sHmtew .mHmhaed ph tbeir HmswS
Izpc dphlt week tp bmje m dediamted emtihg wsmaeWy wmfw ’priaS
ITtlw Dcwt ke mhd ’iHpW mhd be bmw Hpcwf tm.He kmhherwSy
I“mje fpc mHnmfw .eeh ph fpcr pnh”y
Bridget bewitmtewS
IuprrfW tbmt nmw tpp serwphmHWy wmfw ’priaS
ube wbm?ew ber bemdS ITtlw p?mfS T cwed tp bmje wpkepheS “e nmw m 

dpatprS Betneeh biw wbiNtw mhd kiheW ne rmreHf wmn emab ptberS vbeh 
be tpp? cs nitb phe pN biw apHHemgcewSy

IRHemrHfW tbe kmh iw mh ik.eaiHeSy
ube wkiHewS Ivbmh? fpc Npr wmfihg wpSy “er scHwe Pcia?ehwS
IT kemh itS “elw m NppHSy
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ube sctw ber sHmte ph tbe apLee tm.HeS ITlk hpt Hpp?ihg Npr m reHm@
tiphwbisSy

“e sctw dpnh biw sHmte mhd wtmrew pL ihtp tbe diwtmhaeS
Bridgetlw wtpkmab aHehabewS ube kiwremd tbihgwS Obmt mh idiptS
“e tcrhw tp Hpp? mt berS I5?mfS Oe amh ehDpf tbe kpkehtS Cp 

p.HigmtiphwSy
“er bmhdw trek.HeS ube didhlt kiwremd m tbihgS 
ITN fpc nmht tpWy wmfw ’priaS
“er Mrwt ihwtihat iw tp nmH? mnmfS veHH bik tp HemjeS “er weaphd 

ihwtihat iw tp gije ber bemd m wbm?eS ube amhlt rekek.er tbe Hmwt tike 
m kmh Hpp?ed mt ber Hi?e tbmtS “e nmhtw berS vbe Nmat tbmt tbeflre 
npr?ihg tpgetberW ejeh chpAaimHHfW apksHiamtew tbihgwW .ct hpt Npr 
HphgS Obeh tbe Dp. iw dpheW belHH .e gpheW mhd wbelHH hejer bmje tp wee 
bik mgmihS 

ube Hemhw pjer mhd ?iwwew bikS Bremtbew ih biw nppdf waehtS xigbt 
hpnW wbe amhlt tbih? pN m gppd remwph hpt tpS

ube wtmhdw mhd gewtcrew Npr bik tp NpHHpn berS “e aHpwew tbe .ed@
rppk dppr .ebihd bik mhd remabew Npr berS qisw Hpa?ed tpgetberW tbef 
ch.cttph emab ptberlw wbirtwW scHH tbek pLS Bridget tehwew mw tbe Nm.ria 
wnisew tbe .rciwe ph ber wbpcHderS

’pria ?iwwew tbe scrsHihg kmr?S 
Bridget .ehdw ber bemdW temwew biw hissHew nitb ber tphgceS ube 

ch.ca?Hew biw .eHtW chEisw biw smhtwS “e ?ia?w tbek pLS ube wtmhdw 
.ma?W mdkirihg biw tmct NrmkeS

Bridget ?heeHw ph tbe .ed mhd scHHw bik aHpwerS ube hi..Hew mt biw 
hea? mhd remabew m bmhd .etneeh biw tbigbwW kmwwmgew biw .mHHwS “iw 
ereatiph grpnw Mrker mgmihwt ber .eHHfS ube kpjew ber tphgce dpnh 
biw abewtS ube remrrmhgew berweHN ihtp m wittihg spwitiph mhd tm?ew bik 
ihtp ber kpctbW mHterhmtihg .etneeh Hia?ihg mhd wca?ihgS “e rchw m 
bmhd tbrpcgb ber bmirS
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ube scHHw .ma? mhd Hiew marpww tbe .edS “e Hmhdw ph tps pN berW 
kpctb ph phe .remwtW m bmhd ph tbe ptberS ube nriggHew pct pN ber 
smhtw mhd smhtiewW tbrpnw tbek marpww tbe rppkS “e rchw m Mhger 
mHphg ber ihher tbigbS ube wbijerwS “iw Mhger eUsHprew ber NpHdwW seh@
etrmtew berS “e ?iwwew ber hmjeHW drmnw biw tphgce dpnh ber m.dpkehW 
mHphg ber mssehdeatpkf wamrS vp ber aHitS ube mrabew ber .ma? mhd 
kpmhwS

I5h fpcr .ma?Wy wbe wmfwS
“e rpHHw pjerS Izpc dphlt Hi?e tbmt”y
I5bW T Hi?e itSy
“e Hpp?w mt berW .rpnw NcrrpnedS
ITN fpc ?ees it csW Tlk gpihg tp apke nmf tpp NmwtSy ube wtrmddHew 

bikS IT nmht tbiw tp HmwtSy
ube rc.w mgmihwt bik m Nen tikew .eNpre cwihg m bmhd tp gcide bik 

ihtp berS “e aHpwew biw efewS ube mdDcwtw ber spwitiph mhd kpjekeht 
chtiH biw bmrdheww kmwwmgew ber ihwide mhd pctS ube kpjew ber bisw 
gehtHfW mHHpnihg tbe sHemwcre tp apcrwe tbrpcgb berS

ube sHmaew phe bmhd .ewide biw Nmae mhd Hemhw dpnh tp ?iww bikS 
“er bmir bmhgw Hi?e m acrtmihW .rcwbihg biw .mre w?ihS “e acsw ber Nmae 
nitb phe bmhdS Oitb tbe ptberW be grm.w ber mwwW drijihg bikweHN deeser 
ihwideS

“er bisw iharemwe tbeir gfrmtiphwS ube srewwew .ptb bmhdw mgmihwt tbe 
.edS I8cHH ke aHpwerSy

IT tbpcgbt fpc nmhted tp km?e it HmwtSy
Ivpp HmteSy
“e bpHdw .ptb pN ber biswW rmiwihg biw tp keet berwS “er .pdf 

wsmwkwS “e oisw ber phtp ber .ma?W rejerwihg tbeir spwitiphwS “e 
tbrcwtw NrmhtiamHHf .eNpre apHHmswihg ph berS

ube .rcwbew bmir .ma? Nrpk biw NmaeS “e Hpp?w cs mt berW ?iwwew ber 
hpweS



Chapter 13

B ridget opens her eyes to light ultering throcgh the acrt,insb her 
wody still m,rf .rof repe,ted org,sfsS vhe rolls oMerS ’oria is 

goneS vhe .eels , p,ngS vhe did tell hif she didnWt m,nt , rel,tionshipb 
wct she deserMed fore th,n , fidnight dis,ppe,r,naeS

vhe gets oct o. wedb g,thers her disa,rded alothing ,nd pcts it in the 
l,cndryS vhe shrcgs into , w,throweS khen she opens the doorb aoo-F
ing sfells m,.t in .rof the -itahenS Tish mith g,rlia wctterS vofe -ind 
o. Meget,wleS vhe steps into the h,llm,y ,nd pee-s into the -itahenS Ahe 
fess .rof the night we.ore h,s ween ale,ned cpS ’oria is sar,tahing 
wehind ’iloWs e,rsS z p,n siqqles on the stoMeS khile she m,tahesb green 
jea-s pocr thefselMes into the p,nS

z.ter , “cia- Misit to the w,throofb she Goins ’oria in the -itahenS 
vhe -isses hifS ”Hood forningSV

Ie a,sts , loo- domn her w,throweS ”Cery good forningS O hope 
yoc li-e ushSV Ie mr,ps his ,rfs ,rocnd herS

”O doS O donWt csc,lly e,t it .or wre,-.,stSV
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”OtWs fy .,Mocrite wre,-.,stS O h,d to qip w,a- to fy pl,ae to get 
.oodS Docr stor,ge reaept,ale is ne,rly efptyS Doc fight m,nt to 
replenish itSV

z acpwo,rd opensb ,nd tmo pl,tes jo,t oct ,nd onto the aocnterS 
?ortions o. ush ,nd ,sp,r,gcs ,rr,nge thefselMes on the pl,tesS

”O. O aocld get .ood to aoo- itsel.b OWd need to -eep fore on h,nd 
wea,cse O mocldnWt need to wcy so fcah t,-eoctSV

’oria sfilesS Ahey t,-e their pl,tes into the liMing roof ,nd sit on 
the so.,S

”ke need to disacss mh,t me h,Me so .,rSV
”zhS Ahe a,sebV s,ys BridgetS ”Ahis is the urst dewrieung OWMe eMer 

done in , w,throweSV
”Doc shocld try it fore o.tenSV
”O thin- the RSvS mocld owGeatSV
”O docwt th,t Mery fcahSV
vhe shoMes , .or-.cl o. ush into her focthS ”Ahis is deliaiocsSV
”Ah,n- yocbV s,ys ’oriaS ”O notiaed yoc h,Me , f,r-SV Ie dr,ms , 

line ,aross his ,wdofen mith his thcfwS
”O thocght yoc m,nted to disacss the a,seSV
”Ahis is ,woct the a,seSV
”N-,yS Desb O h,Me , scrgia,l sa,rSV
”khen me s,m the wody ,t the forgceb the ahest a,Mity m,s openbV 

s,ys ’oriaS ”O. the wody h,d ,ny f,r-s in th,t ,re,b mocld the aoroner 
h,Me noted thefxV

”zwsolctelyS Ot mocld we in the reportb ,nd there mocld we photosSV
”U,n me re,d this report ,nd see the photosxV
”O no longer h,Me ,aaessb wct OWf scre L,nGit mocld send thef to 

feSV vhe sends hif , teEtS
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z.ter wre,-.,stb Bridget t,-es , “cia- shomer ,nd dressesS By the 
tife she retcrns to the -itahenb L,nGit h,s sent the reportS vhe re,ds 
itS

”Doc mere rightbV she s,ysS ”AhereWs , wcrn f,r- on the ahestSV 
vhe pclls cp tmo photos4one aloseFcp to shom the f,r-b the other 
.crther w,a- to shom the positionS ”Iom did yoc -nomxV vhe h,nds 
the phone to ’oriaS

”Doc a,n tell hom .,r ,m,y the m,nd m,s wy the p,ttern o. the wcrnS 
O. the m,nd is Mery .,r ,m,yb ,s is csc,lly the a,seb thereWs no wcrn ,t 
,llS Bct i. there is , wcrnb the fore di5cse it isb the .crther ,m,y the 
m,ndSV

”Ahe wcrn is sh,rpSV
”Ahe m,nd tocahed hifSV
Bridget t,-es her phone w,a- ,nd eE,fines the photos ,g,inS Ahe 

wcrn is on the lomer right side o. the ahestb ,ngled cpm,rdS ”Ahe 
fcrderer mocld h,Me ween st,nding to the right ,nd wehind hifSV vhe 
tcrns ’oria ,rocnd ,nd re,ahes her right ,rf welom hisS ”2i-e thisSV

”2i-e , loMerbV s,ys ’oriaS
”zndrofed,bV they s,y togetherS
Bridget le,ns w,a- ,g,inst the aocnterS vofething doesnWt .eel 

rightS ”khy ,tt,a- .rof wehindx Ie trcsted herS vhe aocld h,Me fore 
e,sily hit hif str,ight onSV

”znd she h,s no fotiMeSV
”6nless he m,s , docwle ,gentS vpying on Bloodline mhile .eeding 

thef in.orf,tion ,woct 1earo1etS Os there , m,y to loo- into his 
wcsiness de,lings in the mee-s le,ding cp to his de,thxV

”Ahere isbV s,ys ’oriab ”wct itWs illeg,lSV
”Olleg,l ,s in arifin,lxV
”1ob illeg,l ,s in a,nWt we csed in aocrtSV
”U,n yoc do itxV
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”1ot feb wct O -nom sofeonebV s,ys ’oriaS
”2etWs goSV
’oria wrings her to , tomer on , pl,in octside the aity o. –strellien 

to feet mith one o. his in.orf,ntsS zt the top o. , stone spir,l st,ira,se 
loofs , he,My mooden doorS ’oria t,ps oct , rhythfS Ahe door opens 
to reMe,l , f,n mith , long mhite we,rd dressed in wl,a- rowesS

”zhb ’oriaS OWMe ween m,iting .or yocbV s,ys the f,nS
”Nrion ’oontideb feet Bridget U,fpwellS vheWs helping fe mith 

this a,seSV
Nrion stcdies BridgetS ”z sh,deSV Iis tone is acriocsS
”Ahis fcrder too- pl,ae in the vh,doml,ndsbV s,ys ’oriaS
”zhbV s,ys NrionS ”?le,seb aofe inSV Ie le,ds thef to ,n orn,te 

wr,ss st,nd aont,ining , l,rge woml o. m,terS
Ahey loo- into the m,terS Bridget sees only their rejeationS ”Iom 

does it mor-xV
”kith the right spell ,nd the right herwsb the m,ter mill shom cs 

–l.ria Ienw,neWs li.ebV s,ys NrionS
”zll o. itxV ,s-s BridgetS
”O. me m,ntbV s,ys ’oriab ”wct me donWt need to see his mhole li.eb 

Gcst the l,st .em mee-sSV
”Ot mill shom cs eMerythingx –Merything he didx AmentyF.ocr hocrs 

, d,yxV
”DesbV s,ys NrionS
Bridget shcddersS ”vcah ,n inM,sion o. priM,aySV
”Ah,tWs mhy itWs illeg,lbV s,ys ’oriaS
”Iom ,aacr,te is itxV ,s-s BridgetS
”UofpletelybV s,ys ’oriaS ”Ahis spell repl,ys oneWs findS Ot a,nWt 

we .,-edS 6n.ortcn,telyb it is striatly Misc,lS 1o socndSV
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Nrion sprin-les herws into the m,terS Ie aloses his eyes ,nd fctters 
mords in , l,ngc,ge Bridget doesnWt reaogniqeS Ie m,Mes , h,nd ,woMe 
the scr.,ae o. the m,terS

zs Bridget m,tahesb ,n if,ge .orfs o. , d,r- streetS Uonarete 
wcildings p,ss wyS Ahe if,ge sh,rpens ,s it pl,ysS vofetifes the 
perspeatiMe ah,ngesb ,s i. the a,fer, ah,nges direationS ’enWs shoes 
,ppe,r m,l-ing ,long the ,sph,ltS Ahe saene smings to the side ,nd 
only one side o. the street shomsS

”Os this .rof Ienw,neWs perspeatiMexV
”DesbV s,ys NrionS
”Ah,tWs AorontobV s,ys BridgetS
Nrion smirls , unger ,nd the if,ge speeds cpS ’cah o. it a,n we 

sped throcgh4Ienw,ne e,tingb m,l-ingb peeingS
”AhereWs zndrofed,bV s,ys ’oriaS
Nrion sloms the pl,yw,a- to norf,l speedS Ahe saene wlcrs ,s IenF

w,ne pcts , alcfsy h,nd on zndrofed,Ws hipS vhe tcrns ,m,yS
”2i-e the Mideo .ront he night he diedbV s,ys BridgetS
”Bct this is mee-s e,rlierbV s,ys ’oriaS
Ahis Mideo .olloms the p,irb ,lloming thef to see mh,t h,ppens 

neEtb mh,t fight h,Me h,ppened ,g,in the night o. the fcrderb ,.ter 
they foMed oct o. a,fer, r,ngeS T,r .rof rcnning ,m,yb zndrofed, 
f,int,ins , slom p,aeb .re“cently ,lloming hif to tocah her we.ore 
pcshing hif ,m,y ,g,inS vhe le,ds hif to , fotel roof mhere she 
proaeeds to strip o5 her alothes ,nd hisS

”Doc a,n speed cp ,g,inbV s,ys BridgetS
Ahe repl,y shoms seMer,l sifil,r enaocntersS
Bridget re“cests , p,cseS ”–Mery tife he sees herb the if,ge loses 

.oacs , littleb ,nd he .olloms her ,rocnd li-e , lost pcppySV
”Ot h,s the loo- o. ,n enah,ntfentbV s,ys NrionS
”O ,greebV s,ys ’oriaS
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”zndrofed, a,st , loMe spell on hifxV ,s-s BridgetS
”Ot ,ppe,rs sobV s,ys ’oriaS ”vcah , thing is arifin,lb o. aocrseS OtWs 

, type o. r,peb ,nd it aert,inly doesnWt prodcae gencine efotionsS Ahe 
loMe ends ,s soon ,s the spell doesSV

”Ot socnds ide,l .or sofeone mho isnWt interested in loMeb wct needs 
, socrae o. in.orf,tionbV s,ys BridgetS ”Bct mhy h,Me seE mith hifx 
vhe aocld h,Me -ept te,sing hifb letting hif thin- she mocldS Ot fight 
eMen h,Me ween fore e5eatiMeSV

”veE f,giabV s,ys NrionS ”Ot enh,naes the ah,rfb f,-es the loMer , 
aofplete sl,MeSV 

Bridget loo-s ,t ’oriaS ’oriaWs eyes midenS
Nrion le,ns ,g,inst the st,nd ,nd aontinces the MideoS
Aom,rds the endb Ienw,ne feets mith Bonesh,-erS Ienw,ne pcts 

, h,nd to his .orehe,dS Ahe pl,yw,a- Ger-s ,rocnd ,s i. heWs r,ntingS 
Nr aryingS Bonesh,-er pcts , h,nd on his shoclderS 

”Bonesh,-er -nomsbV s,ys ’oriaS
Ienw,ne tcrns his w,a- on Bonesh,-erS Ahe Mideo endsS
”kh,t h,ppenedxV ,s-s BridgetS
”Ie diedbV s,ys NrionS ”1o fore MideoSV
”Bct it didnWt shom hom he diedbV s,ys BridgetS ”Ah,tWs mh,t me 

need to seeSV
”Ot a,n only shom mh,t Ienw,ne s,mbV s,ys NrionS ”O. he didnWt see 

his -illerb neither a,n meSV
”ke -nom Bonesh,-er m,s mith hif mhen he diedbV s,ys ’oriaS 

”Ah,n- yoc .or yocr helpSV
”Tor yocb ,nythingbV s,ys NrionS OWll shom yoc octS
khen theyWre oct on the streetb ’oria s,ysb ”ke shocld t,l- to 

Bonesh,-er ,g,inSV
”zgreedSV
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Ahey ,pp,r,te alose to domntomn ,nd st,rt  m,l-ing tom,rd 
1earo1etWs he,d“c,rtersS ’oria tcrns to BridgetS ”O didnWt cse seE 
f,giab or ,ny other -ind o. f,giab on yocSV

”O didnWt thin- yoc didS O m,s in .cll aontrol o. fy .,aclties ,nd 
,ated aofpletely o. fy omn ,aaordSV

”NhbV s,ys ’oriaS ”OtWs Gcst4the loo- yoc g,Me feSV
”O m,s refinded th,t yoc aocld cse f,gia on feS zt ,ny tifeSV
”OWf not interested in ,nything .,-eSV
Bridget loo-s ,m,yS
”znd yocWre not interested in ,nything re,lbV s,ys ’oriaS
”O. itWs ,ny aof.ortb OWf not interested in .,-eb eitherSV
”O. yocWre so disinterestedb mhy did yoc f,-e loMe to fe ,t ,llxV
Bridget aringes ,t the 2FmordS ”Ao we honestb O4V sheWs ,woct to s,y 

she Gcst needed the rele,seb wct she only needed it wea,cse he are,ted 
the need in the urst pl,aeS ”O a,nWt s,ySV

”U,nWt or monWtxV
”?re.er not toSV
Ahey m,l- .or , mhile mithoct spe,-ingS
”O. O mere , arife wossbV s,ys Bridgetb ”,nd O .ocnd oct th,t one 

o. fy top oper,tiMes m,s weing f,nipcl,ted into diMclging top searet 
in.orf,tionb O mocld prow,wly -ill the oper,tiMeb wct O mocld m,nt 
reMengeSV

”vo mocld OS znd O mocld do it mhere O m,s le,st li-ely to .,ae ,ny 
aonse“cenaesSV

Ahey loo- ,t e,ah other ,nd spe,- ,t the s,fe tifeS Bridget s,ysb 
”AorontoSV ’oria s,ysb ”Ahe vh,doml,ndsSV

”ke need to m,rn BloodlinebV s,ys BridgetS
Ahey tcrn tom,rd U,lliope R,r-foonWs oBaesS
zrocnd , aornerb they a,n see the tcrrets o. BloodlineWs oBaesS 

Ahey alifw the .ront stepsS ’oria -noa-sS Ahe door smings openS
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”IelloxV s,ys ’oriaS
Ahe reaeption des- is M,a,ntS Aheir .ootsteps eaho in efpty h,llF

m,ysS Ahey pcsh open doorsS 1owodyS
”Ro yoc thin- itWs ,lre,dy st,rtedxV ,s-s BridgetS
’oria nodsS ”B,a- to the vh,doml,ndsSV
Bridget holds on to his ,rfS
”1ot in herebV s,ys ’oriaS ”Ahe pl,ae mill we proteatedS Nnly the 

.,fily a,n ,pp,r,te in ,nd octSV
Ahey le,Me ,nd he,d .or the ne,rest ,pp,rition portS Bridget gr,sps 

’oriaWs ,rfS 
’oriaWs wody stretahes octb ,s i. heWs weing pclled wy his he,dS Ie 

loses scwst,naeS
Bridget re,ahes oct .or hifS ”’oriaSV Ier h,nd p,sses throcgh his 

wodyS
BridgetWs he,d spinsS vhe m,tahes her h,nds ,s her ungers distort 

,nd weaofe tr,nslcaentS vhe opens her focth to sare,fS



Chapter 14

B ridget lands on a hard surface. She examines her hands. Normal 
size and shape, fully opaque. She looks around. Walls of large, 

irregular stones. Low ceiling. Small windows at the top of the wall, 
opening to street level. A basement.

Moric’s face appears above her. He o“ers her a hand.
She accepts and stands. ?What happened”I
?Tt appears we’ve been kidnapped.I
?NecroNet”I
?Chat would be my guess,I says Moric.
?How do we get out of here”I
Moric takes out his phone and touches the screen. He shakes his 

head. ?Oan’t disapparate.I
Bridget tries the door. Locked, of course. ?Oan you unlock it”I
Moric pulls a wand out of his waistband. He points it at the door. 

A surge of light throws him through the air and against the far wall. 
He slides to the Uoor.
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Bridget rushes to him, her heart pounding. She brushes the hair 
from his face. His eyes meet hers, clear and lucid. She lets out a breath 
and o“ers him a hand.

?What happened”I She asks.
?Chere are wards on this place to prevent the use of magic.I
?What if we don’t use magic”I She stands in front of a window and 

removes her blouse.
?What are you doing”I
She wraps the blouse around her elbow. ?Lift me up.I
?Tt won’t work.I
?Yrobably not, but we don’t know until we try it.I
?ButVI
?Stop arguing and lift me up.I
?6kay.I He bends at the knees, grasps her by the hips and lifts.
Bridget pulls back her arm. She strikes the window full force with 

her elbow. She screams and holds her elbow with her other hand. Che 
window is undamaged.

Moric puts her down. ?9nbreakable glass.I
?Dou might have told me.I
?T tried to.I
Bridget puts her blouse back on and looks around. Chere’s a grille 

in the corner of the ceiling. She walks over and looks up. Che grille 
covers an empty space beyond. ?What’s that”I

?Rentilation system.I 
She places herself directly under the centre of the opening and 

studies the size of it. She looks at Moric, then back at the grille. Tt’s 
probably big enough for head and shoulders to pass through.

?T know what you’re thinking,I says Moric, ?and even if we get into 
the vent, we have no idea where it leads.I

?Eo you think whoever took us is going to let us live”I
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Moric shakes his head. ?No. T think they’ll use whatever means 
necessary to 1nd out what we know about the cartels and then dump 
our bodies somewhere very public.I

?Chen we have nothing to lose by trying.I
?Lift you up”I
?Ylease.I
Bridget pushes on the grille and 1nds it isn’t fastened at all. Tt 

simply rests on a rim. She maneuvers it around until she can pull it out 
through the hole. Moric brings her down so she can place the grille on 
the Uoor.

?Now what”I asks Moric.
?Hoist me up. Chen T’ll pull you up.I
Moric looks doubtful, but he lifts Bridget from the thighs. She 

grabs hold of the edge of the hole and hauls herself in the rest of the 
way. Chere’s no room to turn around, so she backs up over the hole 
and lies Uat on her belly.

She leans over the hole and reaches her arms down. ?;ood news. 
Tt’s all built of stone. Tt’ll hold us both.I

Moric grabs her lower arms. ?What else would it be built from”I
She grabs his lower arms and backs herself away. When he’s high 

enough, he hauls himself in the rest of the way. Chey face each other.
?6ne of us is going to have to crawl backward,I says Moric.
Bridget backs up. ?Let’s try this way.I
After a few moments, the shaft dead!ends.
Moric backs up.
Yast their prison, the shaft darkens, but not completely black. Soon, 

it starts to brighten again.
?Chere’s a glow up ahead,I says Bridget. ?Ooming from above.I
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Che next grille is in the top of the shaft. Yeering through, Bridget 
doesn’t see any movement. She doesn’t hear voices, either. Chey push 
the grille up, and Moric pokes his head through.

?Anything look familiar”I
?Not a thing.I
Tt’s the same at the next opening, but at the third, Moric announces 

they’re in NecroNet headquarters, and this is Boneshaker’s o2ce. He 
steps out of the hole, followed by Bridget. She recognizes the stone 
1replace.

Chey try the door. Tt opens. Bridget draws her gun. Chey tiptoe 
down the corridor.

A low rumble.
?What’s that”I whispers Bridget.
Moric shrugs.
A shadow appears at the end of the corridor. Bridget stands in front 

of Moric, gun ready.
A lion’s head turns into the corridor, followed by a goat’s head. 

Chey share a tawny!furred body. Che front legs have pawsQ the back 
legs have hooves. Che tail writhes alongside the body, staring at the 
humans with slit!like eyes. Tt Uicks a tongue.

?What the hell is that”I
Che lion head opens its mouth.
?6n the UoorjI says Moric. He knocks Bridget down and lies beside 

her.
3lames shoot down the narrow space. Heat Uares along Bridget’s 

back.
Che beast advances.
Bridget sits up and aims her gun. She pulls the trigger.
Che creature drops. Blood pours from a hole in its chest.
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Moric and Bridget step over the body. Che snake tail leaps at them. 
Moric crushes it under his heel.

When they get to the door, Moric stops Bridget from opening it.
?We were taken right after leaving Bloodline headquarters. Some!

one was watching the building and saw us leave. We should suspect 
someone is also watching this building.I

She nods.
Moric takes out his phone. ?As soon as we step outside, we disap!

parate.I
?;ot it.I She holsters her gun and takes his arm as they open the 

door and step through.
Che world around her disappears, to be replaced by çueen’s çuay. 

Several pedestrians gape at them. Yeople point and stare through the 
darkened windows of a city bus.

?Sorry,I says Moric. ?T needed to get us out fast. T couldn’t pinpoint 
our destination as closely as usual.I

?We’re alive and in one piece. Chat’s all that matters. Where to 
now”I

Moric checks his phone. ?T’m picking up a high level of magical 
activity here.I He shows her a map.

?Che Eistillery Eistrict. Tt’s a long walk.I She looks at the crowd. 
Several people are speaking into their phones. Yrobably best to make 
a quick exit. ?Eisapparate us out of here.I

?Are you sure”I
?Che damage is already done.I
Chey materialize 4ust outside the district. Tnside, two groups face 

each other across the cobblestone street. Bridget picks out the 1gure 
of Andromeda Earkmoon on one side, and Boneshaker on the other. 
Boneshaker stands a head taller than almost everyone around him.
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Arcs of light Uy across the street. Sometimes they meet each other 
and send sparks Uying. 6ther times, they hit a building, taking chunks 
out of the red brick.

9niformed Coronto police o2cers hide behind planters, occasion!
ally taking a few shots. Magic deUects the bullets.

Oivilians huddle against buildings, behind planters. Bridget guesses 
there are many more inside those buildings.

Bodies litter the ground. Some of them 0strellien, some are civil!
ians. Chree of them wear Coronto Yolice Services uniforms. Bridget 
can’t tell if they’re unconscious or dead.

Bridget and Moric take cover behind a building.
?T’m calling for backup.I Moric touches his phone screen.
Bridget monitors the action. NecroNet advances, Boneshaker in 

the lead. Andromeda falls. She gets back up, cradling an arm. Bone!
shaker raises his wand.

Bridget picks up a chunk of broken brick and hands it to Moric. 
?Chrow this across the street.I

?Why”I
?Kust do it.I
Moric sends it sailing through the air. Bridget shoots it, sending 

shards of red clay Uying o“ in all directions. Tt’s enough to distract 
Boneshaker. His shot goes wild, landing on the building behind An!
dromeda.

Bridget slips around to the front of the building and creeps along 
its fa8ade. She 4oins other police behind a planter.

?T thought you were on suspension,I says a voice. 7an4it.
?T can go home and leave you to it, if you prefer.I
?Tt’s good to see you.I
?What’s our status”I
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?Chere are o2cers inside the buildings on both sides of the street,I 
says 7an4it. ?We have them surrounded.I

?Now what”I
Moric 4oins them.
?Nobody knows,I says 7an4it. ?Nothing we do makes any di“er!

ence. As soon as anyone makes a move, they get shot down.I
?Backup is on the way,I says Moric. ?We 4ust have to hold them o“ 

until it gets here.I
?How”I asks 7an4it.
?Dou said TgNite isn’t addictive for magical folk,I says Bridget, ?but 

does it work on them”I
?Des, it works.I
?Ts there a way to broadcast it only to the cartels and not to any of 

the bystanders”I asks Bridget.
?Tt can be directed to a speci1c area,I says Moric, ?but the signal 

isn’t strong enough to get all those people. T can boost it a little, but 
not enough.I

?We might be able to help with that,I says Bridget. ?Will buildings 
shield civilians from TgNite”I

?Mostly, but they should be told to stay down and keep their eyes 
closed.I

She turns to 7an4it. ?Send out a call to all the o2cers inside. Cell 
them to look for a signal booster. Some of these stores must use them. 
Also, tell them to get the civilians inside and stay away from outside 
walls.I

7an4it relays the information over the radio system. Within mo!
ments, someone has located a signal booster.

?T need to get higher,I says Moric. He points to a shop window 
down the street. ?Chat would be ideal.I

?Not a window,I says 7an4it.
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?Tt has to be a window,I says Moric. ?Che app needs a line of sight.I
?T’ll go with you,I says Bridget.
?No,I says 7an4it. ?Neither of you has a radio. We need to commu!

nicate.I 
?T’ll go,I says a voice. Sergeant Marino.
?;et him up there, but stay away from the window,I says 7an4it.
Bridget watches the window until she sees movement. ?He’s there.I
?T see him,I says 7an4it.
Chey watch the cartels. Cheir numbers are somewhat diminished, 

but the 1ghting continues. Bolts Uy through the air in both directions. 
Yeople fall. Most of them get back up again.

?Nothing’s happening,I says 7an4it.
?Tt will,I says Bridget. ?He’ll do it.I She looks at the window. She 

sees nothing.
A 1gure steps forward from the other side of the street. Boneshaker. 

Andromeda charges him. He raises his wand. Andromeda screams 
and 1res. Boneshaker Uies backward down the street, landing on the 
cobblestones. He lies still, unconscious or dead.

Che radio buzzes. ?;o ahead,I says 7an4it.
?We’re having trouble linking the phone to the booster.I
?Keep trying.I
A man from the NecroNet side rises o“ the ground. He looks from 

his phone to the window.
Bridget points to him.
7an4it talks into his radio. ?Step away from the window. 7epeat. 

Step away from the window.I
?We’re not near the window,I says the constable.
?Chey know where he is,I says 7an4it.
?Cheir phones can trace magical activity,I says Bridget. ?We need to 

buy him time.I
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?T’ll get him, sir,I says a constable. He steps out from behind the 
planter, gun raised. A bolt hits him. He falls.

Bridget trembles.
Another constable stands. Several combatants turn towards them.
?0veryone down,I says 7an4it. He turns to Bridget. ?Chey know 

what we plan before we can execute it.I
0veryone ducks down, but it’s too late. Yeople turn towards them, 

pointing wands.
Bridget crawls to the other end of the planter and hides behind it. 

She wills her breath to slow down, her hands to stop trembling. She 
peers around the corner. Another constable falls.

She closes her eyes. Chis is not happening again. Tt can’t. T won’t 
let it. She opens her eyes and returns to 7an4it. Che combatants drop 
their wands, almost in unison. Chey smile. Chey start hugging each 
other. Some of them huddle to hug several people at once.

?What’s happening”I asks 7an4it.
Bridget smiles. ?He did it. Moric did it.I She stands up.
A man winks into existence on the former battle1eld. Another man 

follows, then two women.
?And there are the reinforcements,I says Bridget. ?Tt’s over. At 

least, this part is.I She looks around at the carnage. Now begins the 
identi1cation, the notifying of the next of kin, the cataloguing of 
in4uries.

Movement catches her eye. Boneshaker slides along the wall. He 
was unconscious when Moric broadcast TgNite. Bridget follows him. 
He immediately turns and 1res. Bridget 4umps down and rolls across 
the ground.

Chey know our plans before we can execute them. Chey know 
our plans. Chat’s it. Eon’t make a plan. She gets up in time to see 
Boneshaker enter the shop. Bridget empties her mind. She thinks of 
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her childhood dog, Euke, and of walking him down the sidewalks in 
town after school. She bumps up against the door to the shop as if she 
hadn’t known it was there, opens it and goes in.

Marino is halfway up the stairs. Bridget catches up with her. ?What 
are you doing”I

?Ashwood ordered me back here, but T saw someone coming upVI
?No,I says Bridget.
?What”I
?Chey know what we plan to do before we do it. So, we have no 

plan. We’re not going into a dangerous situation. We’re 4ust going to 
en4oy the view from up here.I

Marino stares at her.
?6ur lives depend on it. Holster your gun.I
She nods and holsters the gun. ?6kay. Kust taking a stroll.I
Bridget opens the door at the top of the stairs. Boneshaker’s wand 

points at Moric. Moric’s feet dangle above the Uoor. He clutches at a 
band of light around his neck. His eyes bulgeQ his face is purple.

Marino draws her weapon. ?7elease him now.I
Bridget leaps at Marino. At the same time, she pulls her gun and 

1res. She knocks Marino down, but not before the beam hits her. Tt 
glances along Bridget’s side as they fall.

Boneshaker falls back, clutching his shoulder.
Moric drops to the Uoor, gulping air. He rises and points a wand at 

Boneshaker. Light Uows from the end of it and binds Boneshaker.
Bridget’s wound burns. All of the nerve endings on her right side 

scream. She examines it and is surprised to see that, although the edges 
are singed, it seems to be super1cial.

Marino lies gasping. Her wound stretches diagonally from one 
shoulder, across her chest to her waist. Bridget can see rib bones, but 
there isn’t much bleeding. Tt seems to have cauterized itself.
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?T’m placing you under arrest for the possession of illegal weapons, 
for inciting violence, and for the murder of 0lfric Henbane,I says 
Moric.

Bridget turns to look at Boneshaker’s imposing size. Henbane was 
not exceptionally tall, close to Moric’s height. ?No,I she says. ?He 
didn’t kill Henbane.

Moric looks at her.
She stands to face him, wincing as the movement aggravates her 

in4ury. ?Che burn mark is too low. Boneshaker would have had to 
crouch down. Andromeda could have made that mark, but it would 
have been unnecessarily complex. She had him in her thrall. She could 
have killed him at any time with no e“ort at all. Chat wound was 
self!inUicted. 0lfric killed himself.I

Boneshaker clenches his 4aw. Moric pokes him with his foot.
?Tt’s true. 0lfric came to me, confessed he’d been under Androme!

da’s spell, unable to resist. He’d been feeding her information against 
his will. He was so ashamed of himself, he thought the only way to 
make it right was to kill himself and frame Bloodline.I

?Tt wasn’t murder,I says Moric.
?No,I says Bridget.
?Tt was murder,I says Boneshaker. ?Andromeda Earkmoon killed 

0lfric by turning him into her captive. She needs to pay.I
?She will pay for her crimes,I says Moric. ?And so will you.I



Chapter 15

S ergeant Hana Marino hovers over the street while an Estrellien 
medic examines her.

“You’re very lucky,” says the medic. “It didn’t hit you directly.”
“Will she recover?” asks Rogers.
The medic nods. “With treatment, yes. I’ll have to take her to 

Estrellien.”
Bridget holds Marino’s hand with her left. She rests the right one on 

her left shoulder to keep her arm away from the dressing on her torso. 
“You showed both courage and grace under pressure. That’s going in 
my report.”

“Thank you,” says Marino. She vanishes with the medic.
“From what I hear, Marino isn’t the only one who acted with 

bravery today,” says Rogers. “Consider your suspension over.”
“Thank you, Sir.”
“Don’t thank me. You’re on probation for the next three months. 

If you disobey another order, you’ll have a longer suspension.”
“Understood,” says Bridget. “Did you always know this was real?”
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“Not always. Not twenty years ago, when you went through it the 
Orst time. But for a while now, yes.”

“How did you know when and where I’d be returning from the 
jtherworld?”

“I already told you. RanPit.”
“Right.”
They look at each other.
Rogers nods. “Welcome back.” He walks away, checking on other 

o1cers.
“Hey.” Moric points his chin toward Rogers’s retreating back. “I 

saw you two talking. How did it go?”
“My suspension is over. I can go back to work.”
“Why aren’t you happier about that?”
“Rogers is sticking to his story that it was RanPit who told him 

about my return to Toronto.”
“I’ll keep an ear out in Estrellien,” says Moric, “see if I can Ond out 

who his contact is.” 
“Thanks. I appreciate that. I’ll do the same here.”
Estrellien police have gathered the civilian witnesses and are waving 

their wands around.
“What are they doing?” asks Bridget.
“Erasing memories,” says Moric.
Bridget gasps. “That’s why witnesses changed their statements 

when Mike was killed.”
“-robably.”
“How ezective is it?”
Moric tilts his head. “Not perfect. Maybe ninety per cent, give or 

take. It depends on the person.”
“So, the cat is out of the bag.”
“Excuse me?”
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“It means the knowledge is out there. There’s no taking it back.”
“Unfortunately, yes,” says Moric. “Both worlds are going to have to 

deal with an increasing awareness of each other.”
“What happens with the cartels now?”
“We couldn’t have planned a better sting operation if we tried,” 

says Moric. “The big bosses weren’t here, but we’ve got a number of 
higher9ups in both organi:ations. I don’t expect any of them to talk, 
but it’ll be some time before well9trained people can take over. They’ll 
be vulnerable for a while.”

“And the apps?”
“Being shut down as we speak. We’ll make personnel available to 

help addicts through withdrawal without combusting.”
They look at each other. For a moment, Bridget thinks he might 

kiss her, and she can’t decide whether she wants him to or not.
“The danger is over now,” says Moric. “We have time to get to know 

each other, if you want to.”
She started with him because she thought she’d never see him again. 

Now, with him standing in front of her, those warm amber eyes look9
ing at her, she knows that’s not what she wants.

“Yes, we could get to know each other. As friends.”
His mouth tightens. “Friends.”
“Friends with beneOts.”
He nods. “What are these beneOts?”
She smiles. “That’s Shadowland slang for a sexual relationship 

without any long9term obligation.”
He smiles. “I like these beneOts.”
She kisses him.
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