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One


‘THANKS.’ JANE BOYLE aimed a friendly smile at the tired-looking barista, a sallow-skinned girl with a barbell through her septum. In spite of the fact that the macchiato in Jane’s hands was approximately the eight hundredth she’d bought from the girl in the last three weeks, the barista didn’t show the faintest glimmer of recognition.


Probably for the best, Jane reminded herself as she settled into the cozy-looking corduroy armchair that had quickly become her favourite. After all, she was in hiding.


Unfortunately, ‘hiding’ was not turning out to be enjoyable or even particularly interesting. Jane could remember vividly the way her heart had pounded as she stood in Grand Central, making the life-or-death choice between leaving New York and staying. Clutching Malcolm’s stock of money and fake passports, she had imagined a wild montage of magical discovery with her fierce and loyal band of friends, culminating in a pitched battle with Lynne Doran and her creepy twin cousins that left their massive stone mansion as a heap of ugly rubble beneath Jane’s victorious feet.


Must. Stop. Thinking. In. Montages.


Jane hadn’t gone more than two blocks when she caught a glimpse of herself on the news. Then the elegant face of her homicidal mother-in-law had filled the screen, and Jane instinctively backed away, afraid that Lynne would somehow see her. Maybe she can, Jane had thought wildly; she really couldn’t fathom the limits of Lynne’s powers. But after a tense few moments of listening to her own shallow breath rasping in the night air, the lure of Lynne’s perfectly peach-lipsticked mouth was too much to resist.


The story the garbled closed-captioned ticker spelled out made it clear that Lynne was as much a mistress of PR as she was of black magic . . . and that Jane wasn’t going to be able to so much as poke her nose out of hiding for a good long time.


Too afraid to contact her friends and with no idea how long the stockpile of cash would have to last her, Jane had to think quickly. A twenty-four-hour Duane Reade and twenty-seven minutes in the bathrooms of Grand Central had turned her from the blond newlywed Jane Boyle into the Ebony Mocha-tressed Caroline Chase, an anonymous New Yorker with a penchant for heavy eyeliner, whose passport Jane just happened to have. Good thing I didn’t choose Amber Kowalsky, Jane thought, recalling the heavy Photoshopping of her picture in one of the other pseudonym-ed passports. All those piercings would have hurt.


Three weeks later, Caroline Chase was stuck in a depressing single-room-occupancy hotel near Port Authority with a shrinking pile of money and no idea what to do next . . . and Jane Boyle was still above the fold.


‘Distraught Mother “Won’t Give Up Hope”,’ the latest headline proclaimed. Jane reached for the newspaper.


Although today marks three weeks since the mysterious disappearance of her son and his new bride, sources close to socialite Lynne Doran say she is as determined as ever to find them. The tenacious Mrs Doran is currently offering just over $3 million for information leading to the safe return of Malcolm and Jane Doran, who were married on March 3 in what many were calling the wedding of the century. Just hours later, however, their automobile was involved in a bizarre multicar accident on Park Avenue. Although most injuries were minor, Yuri Renard, the Dorans’ family driver, was pronounced dead at the scene. Malcolm and Jane, however, seem to have simply vanished from the car, and the notorious playboy and his new wife have not been seen or heard from since.


‘There is nothing on Earth that would stop my son from letting me know if he were all right,’ Mrs Doran insisted on the morning after the accident. Looking more dishevelled than we have seen her since the tragic death of her daughter twenty-two years before, the Upper East Side maven went on to speculate that Malcolm and Jane must both be suffering amnesia following the trauma of the crash.


The investigators of the NYPD have been looking into some much more disturbing scenarios, although so far they are reluctant to go on record with them. ‘Yuri Renard’s head wound was weird,’ a source close to the investigation swore on the condition of anonymity. ‘And they found the Doran couple’s fingerprints in a taxi that was in the accident, too, but no one can find its driver. If Malcolm was high, he could have freaked out and attacked Yuri and then tried to get away – maybe that’s what caused the pileup, even.’


The NYPD officially denies that this possibility is being pursued, but reiterates that Malcolm and Jane Doran are ‘persons of interest’ in the puzzling crash. Anyone with information is asked to call the tip line at the bottom of the page.


Jane sighed and sipped her coffee. It was hard reading that Malcolm was a drugged-out criminal after everything he had given up to help her. Jane was the one who had killed Yuri, the Dorans’ creepy driver and sometime hit man, the day before her wedding, and she had been completely sober when she had done it.


‘Not to mention that I never actually changed my last name,’ she muttered, stabbing at a printed ‘Jane Doran’ with one rather ragged fingernail. The Goa Sand polish from her wedding day was so chipped it looked more like camo.


How did she get Yuri’s corpse onto the scene so fast? Jane wondered. Had they stashed the thing in a closet somewhere, just in case? And what the hell did they do with my tree? The cause of the pileup wouldn’t have been nearly so ‘mysterious’ if the tree that Jane magically uprooted from the median had still been lying across the downtown-bound lanes of Park Avenue when the police had arrived. Lynne must have gone into overdrive to manufacture her cover-up . . . or maybe witches had some way of altering people’s memories.


Jane set the newspaper down, unable to read one more sentence about Lynne’s ‘grief’. This was, after all, the same woman who had ordered her son to murder Jane’s grandmother, seduce Jane, and impregnate her with a witch daughter so that Lynne could kill Jane off and raise the baby as her own. Witches’ power could only be passed through the female line, and Lynne’s only daughter, Annette, had died tragically when she was just six years old, swept off to sea one day on the beach. Jane, a full-blooded witch who only recently learned of her powers, had become their very sickening plan B. To read about how Lynne ‘already considered Jane a daughter’ and ‘hoped the girl’s dear, departed family members’ were watching from above so they could see how hard Lynne was working to bring her back ‘home’ made Jane feel nauseated.


Distant thunder rolled overhead, and Jane wondered if her grandmother really was watching from above. Like Jane and all the women in her bloodline, Celine Boyle had been a witch. Jane’s powers disrupted nearby electronics whenever she was upset or emotional; Gran’s excess emotions had boiled over as thunderstorms. If she really was still watching in some way, then clearly she saw eye-to-eye with Jane when it came to Lynne’s crocodile tears.


Jane picked at the cardboard heat guard on her coffee cup. There was still so much she didn’t know about her own power, and it didn’t look as though she’d be learning any more at her present rate. I’m doing this all wrong, she fretted miserably, but what choice do I have? The whole city – the whole country, probably – was looking for her now, and any tiny mistake could give her away. It felt as though she were suffocating under a giant pillow stuffed with potentially fatal choices. Any movement could mean the end of the line, and so she was stuck sitting still. The fine blond hairs on her arms began to prickle and stand on end.


Jane glanced warily around. The shop’s radio played inoffensive Muzak. Three giggling teenage girls on the centre couch were watching Katy Perry on YouTube. The regular in a suit, who clearly had not yet told his wife he’d been laid off, was right where he always was, looking typically miserable. And in the far corner, practically tucked under the counter, a woman sat doing nothing at all.


She was perhaps in her late thirties, with close-cropped black hair and a deep, Mediterranean tan. Her skin was stretched tautly over high cheekbones and a chin like the point of a dagger. And, like Jane’s, her eyes were hidden from view behind a stylish pair of completely unnecessary sunglasses. The hairs on the back of Jane’s neck began to join the ones on her arms. The woman wasn’t looking at Jane, but just moments earlier she had been. Jane was absolutely certain of it.


Anyone in the city, of course, might look at Caroline Chase. And if they had been primed by the media coverage and looked hard enough, they might even eventually recognize Jane Boyle in her features. But the people who might think they had found the desperately-searched-for Jane and not approached her – who would hide the fact they’d been looking, even – those were the most dangerous of the people on her trail by far.


Jane froze in a painful moment of indecision. Should she try to read the woman’s mind? Maybe the mystery woman really was just there for coffee. Or maybe she was some spy of Lynne’s, and Jane could find out how close behind her mother-in-law really was.


Or, worse still, Jane’s mind would run up against the blank wall that signalled the mind of a fellow witch.


But what if using her magic gave her away somehow? Of all the things she didn’t know about her new powers, that one was by far the most frustrating. If magic left behind some kind of detectable trace, then Jane couldn’t afford to use any at all.


The two possibilities fought in Jane’s mind for seconds that felt like days. The pressure built in her head and she closed her eyes, trying to fight down her panic and think. The gleaming bulk of the espresso machine behind the counter let out an ominous ‘pop’, and every pair of eyes in the shop turned towards it. The machine spurted scalding jets of espresso in one direction and steam in another. Jane had just enough time to see Mystery Woman ducking beneath the counter for shelter before her body caught up with her brain.


She hurled herself through the door and out into the rainy evening as fast as her feet could carry her.


Jane arrived at the Rivington Hotel sweating and out of breath.


‘Mizz Chase,’ the red-faced, permanently greasy day-manager drawled sarcastically as she ran by, but her skin didn’t even have time to crawl as she bounded up the stairs. She took them three at a time, careful to breathe exclusively through her mouth, and didn’t stop until she’d slammed the flimsy door of her room behind her. She flipped the lock, but the temperamental latch refused to slide into place.


‘Oh my God,’ Jane whispered, feeling the hysteria close around her throat like a hand. The familiar thrum of the magic in her veins could have been a lullaby or a battle cry, and she was sick of fighting it. She pushed away from the door with her fingertips, which left ten faint marks that looked suspiciously like blistered paint. She pushed her magic out like a third, invisible hand until it reached the unfinished chest of drawers in the corner. The dresser shivered, strained against the rusted bolts that tried to hold it to the floor, and then obediently slammed itself against the door. It was quickly followed by a moth-eaten armchair, an end table covered in the etched graffiti of previous residents, and finally by the squeaky twin bed, which tipped up against the rest of the pile with a dusty sigh.


When the entire contents of the tiny room were on her makeshift barricade, Jane’s magic was spent. Her anger, fear and frustration, on the other hand, didn’t even feel as though they had quite peaked yet. Enough is enough.


‘Who the hell do the Dorans think they are, anyway?’ she demanded of the empty room, her voice echoing unfamiliarly off the newly bare floorboards. The new furniture arrangement allowed room to pace, and Jane took advantage of it. Sahara, the emaciated woman downstairs, protested at the groaning floorboards by banging on her ceiling. ‘Seriously?’ Jane yelled, prompting another emphatic thud.


Well, if she comes here to tell me off again, it’s not like she could even get in, Jane realized with somewhat manic glee. But Sahara could decide to get the manager, and then Jane would have to explain her impulsive redecorating spree. Well, it all started at an antiquities auction in Paris, with this too-perfect-to-be-true guy.


As if by instinct, Jane’s fingers rustled through the cheap straw carryall she had picked up at H&M a day after checking into the Rivington: her red alligator flight bag was a little too conspicuous for her new surroundings. She found the waxy edge of her passport and pulled it out, tracing the gold-stamped letters briefly. She separated the thick pages with one fingernail and unfolded the scrap of paper that was taped to the inside cover, deftly catching the tiny plain key that fell out. FIRST TRUST NY, REC. & TRIN., 41811 was written carefully on the paper in Malcolm’s blocky print.


Similar notes – and similar keys – had been attached to the other three passports as well, and Jane had quickly caught on that these were instructions to access four safety-deposit boxes around the world. She would have done so immediately, except that she was in New York, and Malcolm hadn’t been in New York for more than a few hours between the night they had planned their escape and the day it had all gone to hell. In other words, First Trust Bank of New York, on the corner of Rector and Trinity, almost had to be a bank where Malcolm was known, where he had a reputation from even before it came time to plan his and Jane’s escape. And that made it too risky for Jane to walk into.


Or it had, before the incident in the coffee shop.


The air went out of Jane’s lungs in a rush, and she sat heavily on the floor. Malcolm’s arrival had turned her life upside down and inside out and into some sort of diagonal twisting direction that didn’t even have a name. ‘Too perfect to be true’ had been a major understatement: in the space of a few short months, her Prince Charming had turned out to be a murderous mama’s-boy who had been willing to ruin and then, eventually, end Jane’s life to make up for his little sister’s accidental drowning decades before. He had changed sides over time and tried to protect Jane, but in spite of his good intentions, she had had to rescue him from his vindictive mother in the end, which cost her valuable escape time and led to the now-infamous car crash on Park Avenue.


Nonetheless, he had ultimately tried his best to keep her safe, and whatever the little key was guarding was probably something she could use now. She knew that Malcolm had spent the month before their wedding setting up safe houses around the world for the two of them – in fact, he was probably in one of them at that very moment. She allowed her mind to wander longingly for a minute or two, wondering what kind of life he had imagined the two of them sharing. Something beachy, she guessed idly, or maybe the desert. After her eighteen years in bleak Alsace, six in rainy, dreary Paris, and a New York winter that involved multiple near-death experiences, Jane hoped that Malcolm would have thought ‘sunny’.


She took a long moment to picture him in an unbuttoned white linen shirt, his tan glowing and his golden waves of hair throwing off light like a second sun. In spite of her better instincts, she felt an almost physical ache to be with him, wherever he was. She would never be the naïve girl who had fallen head-over-heels for him again, but it was impossible to completely forget their powerful chemistry . . . and the amazing curl of his smile.


He wanted to take care of me, she reminded herself, running her fingers along the edges of the key. Even if he’s not here to know about it, I should let him try.


‘First thing tomorrow,’ she declared out loud, and the words sounded good in her ears. A restless sort of shifting noise filtered up from the room below hers, but apparently her voice wasn’t loud enough to warrant more banging.


Just wait until I put the furniture back, Jane thought ruefully, eyeing the jumbled mass against the door. Sahara would thump and shout herself into a premature stroke. It’ll keep, Jane decided. The bed wasn’t especially comfortable anyway, and although it felt good to have a plan, it felt even better to have a plan and a barricaded door.


She replaced the key in her passport, slid the passport back into her bag, and then propped the bag under her head like a pillow and stretched out on the floor. She didn’t really expect to sleep, but as soon as her eyes closed, she lost consciousness. For the first night since her escape from 665 Park Avenue, Jane didn’t even dream.




Two


THE BANK FELT more like the lobby of a posh hotel than anything. The glass doors vaulted into high glass ceilings, and the teller lines wound discreetly among exotic trees in pots and tinkling fountains. It was actually rather intimidating, Jane admitted to herself, but she drew her spine perfectly straight when it was her turn at the window. She set the key on the grey marble counter that separated her from the teller, a woman with a slick black bun and aggressively rouged cheeks. Jane opened her mouth, but suddenly realized that she didn’t remember how her hastily rehearsed cover story was supposed to begin. ‘H-hi,’ she stammered, and then stopped.


Fortunately, the teller took just one quick look at the key and seemed to know exactly what to do. ‘I’ll call the manager, miss,’ she announced in a clipped tone, and pressed a button on the console in front of her.


Calling the manager, or hitting the panic button? Jane wondered wildly, but the man who popped out of a side door in response definitely looked more ‘manager’ than ‘security’. He was a sturdy but somehow fragile-looking man with a delicate nose and tiny wire-framed glasses, who seemed almost painfully delighted to meet Jane. She hesitated for a moment after he introduced himself as James McDeary, but his hazel eyes darted first to the little key, and then to the passport she held loosely open in one hand.


‘Miss Chase, I presume,’ he announced, wringing his hands in a thoroughly depressing mixture of anxiety and delight. ‘This way, please.’ McDeary whisked her along a dizzying series of glass-and-marble hallways, his voice pattering nearly as quickly as his footsteps. He had been happy, he told her – terribly happy, in fact – to see Malcolm Chase again last month. Of course, he had been handling Mr Chase’s account personally for quite some time, but, to his sincere regret, hadn’t seen him in years.


At that last bit of news, Jane had to fight her impulse to turn and run straight back out of the bank. He’s known this ‘Malcolm Chase’ for years? Jane had only known Malcolm for a few months. What had he been up to that he had needed an alias, apparently, before even meeting her? It couldn’t have had anything to do with their escape plan, and she wondered if she had even been supposed to come here at all. But she held her ground and kept her face composed as they turned into the silent, airless-feeling safe room.


‘It’s this one in the corner,’ McDeary told her, pointing with a finger that trembled faintly with his obvious joy. Jane took in row upon row of stainless-steel doors lining every wall. A simple table made of matching metal stood in the centre of the room; other than that, it was as bare as the surface of a star. ‘Box 41811. I was concerned that it might be too small when your . . . your . . .’


Jane squeezed the fingers of her left hand together surreptitiously: Gran’s silver ring never left her second finger, but she had removed her incredibly conspicuous engagement ring weeks ago. Luckily, she had also left off her plainer wedding band. ‘My brother,’ she told the manager firmly.


‘Brother, of course! I see the resemblance, naturally. Anyway, I thought you might need a larger safe when he came in with the new item, but luckily it all fit. Many customers are, you know, very particular about keeping the same box, especially when it’s one they’ve had for a long time. And Mr Chase is one of our very valued, long-term customers, of course, so I was pleased to be able to keep his location consistent, as I’m sure that he hopefully was as well . . .’


Jane’s head was swimming, and she could barely read the tiny numbers on the stacked rows of boxes. She held up the key Malcolm had left inside her passport in one faintly trembling hand. He removed a matching one from his pocket, inserted it into one lock on box 41811, and nodded meaningfully towards the other one. They turned their keys in near-unison, and the box slid smoothly free of the wall. Jane carried it to a stainless-steel table in the middle of the room, while McDeary lowered his eyes discreetly to the floor.


The box was almost completely filled by a black leather case, and Jane could feel her heart pounding in her ears as she reached for it. She fumbled with the latches, snaps and ties – just how many ways do you need to keep a lid on – until finally, unexpectedly, the case opened.


Money, she told herself. Of course it’s just money. There was a lot of it, in fact: certainly more than she had left in her Grand Central stash. But she couldn’t deny the shiver of excitement that ran down her spine when, looking past the neat green-and-grey stacks, she saw the corner of something . . . else. She dug eagerly through the pile of cash, carelessly moving more hundreds than she could count out of the way like empty candy wrappers. Money was welcome, but the real proof that Malcolm had been thinking of her was finally in her hands.


‘It’s a . . . chequebook,’ she said out loud, flipping the faux-crocodile cover open. The cheques were drawn on an account at the First Trust Bank of New York, in the name of Caroline Chase. After a quick search, Jane found a second book, with a different account number, for Malcolm Chase. He was careful, she thought sadly. He knew one of us might be caught, and kept our names separate even when we were supposed to be together.


McDeary cleared his throat, and Jane jumped. ‘Sorry,’ he mumbled, offering what looked an awful lot like a bow of apology. He pushed his glasses higher on his nose. ‘Your brother had some instructions about that.’


My who? Jane almost asked, but bit the question back. Right. My name is Caroline. Malcolm’s name is Malcolm. My husband is my brother, because he killed my grandmother and now his mother wants to steal my as-yet-unconceived baby. It’s simple, Jane; keep up!


McDeary was eagerly explaining a complicated-sounding system of linked accounts and automatic transfers from somewhere offshore, triggered by withdrawals from her chequing account. The gist, Jane eventually understood, was that she had as much money as she wanted, replaced into her account as fast as she could spend it. No more Rivington, she thought gleefully. After a quick mental catalogue, she decided that she wouldn’t have to go back even once. Everything that mattered was in her purse; everything else could be left behind. She was rich again, and money equalled freedom.


‘Thank you,’ she said randomly, hoping it had come out during an appropriate pause in McDeary’s lengthy elaboration on the finer points of international banking treaties.


‘My pleasure, certainly,’ he chirped, looking as though he was seriously considering another bow.


Jane ran her hands over the leather of the case, looking futilely for a handle. She finally settled for folding it awkwardly in her arms. It was an inconvenient way to walk, but it was only temporary, she reminded herself: everything was about to get a whole lot easier.


‘But, Miss Chase!’ McDeary nearly whimpered in sudden concern.


Busted! her brain shouted, and Jane stopped breathing. But McDeary wasn’t chasing her, setting off the bank’s alarm system, or even looking at her at all: his entire focus was on the dark interior of box 41811. Not busted. Yet.


‘Did you not want the personal item?’ McDeary frowned uncertainly, straightening back up and turning a small blue box between his smooth palms. He hesitated and then cleared his throat, his Adam’s apple bobbing vulnerably. ‘Mr Chase didn’t leave instructions about this, specifically, but he clearly assigned you full ownership of the safe . . .’


Jane turned, softening. Knowing that Malcolm had left her something personal, meaningful, suddenly meant much more to her than all of the stacks of cash she could carry. She fought the urge to rip the box out of his hands, and instead reached for it as politely as she could bear. ‘Yes,’ she answered firmly. ‘I’ll be taking that as well.’


The manager’s hazel eyes, made small and watery-looking by the lenses in front of them, followed the box as Jane took it. ‘That was the item that brought Mr Chase to us to begin with. He said we had excellent references among his friends, and I do hope he has been happy with our services.’ His thin chest puffed out with pride. ‘He has been a client for nearly fifteen years, of course, so I like to think that we have met his needs.’


‘Of course,’ Jane assured him automatically. ‘He told me so.’ McDeary smiled deferentially, but Jane’s mind was racing. Nearly fifteen years, and it started with this. She lifted the box’s catch with numb fingers. This box wasn’t for her. Whatever it was, it had predated her in Malcolm’s life by more than a decade. She felt a blush mounting on her cheeks and wondered if there was a graceful way to back out of taking it now.


Just then the catch released, and the lid fell open so easily that Jane, startled, nearly dropped the whole thing. The inside of the box was lined with soft blue velvet, and tucked securely inside was a glass unicorn. It was pretty, with finely pulled legs and an elegantly arched neck, and little touches of gold on the hooves and horn. But ‘pretty’ was the only word to describe the unicorn: there was nothing about it that gave any impression whatsoever of magic, or even of substantial monetary value. It looked, Jane decided, like the sort of thing you could buy in any mall in America. Why this? she wondered, touching a tiny hoof experimentally with one chipped fingernail. She half expected a magical frisson but got nothing. As far as she could tell, the ‘personal item’ Malcolm had been storing all this time was nothing more than a piece of glass.


It’s not for me. It’s none of my business what it is, she reproached herself sternly. She closed the box with a snap. ‘Thank you,’ she began, unsure what to say next. ‘I had no idea what was in here, and now I don’t think I should be taking it’ doesn’t really have a great ring to it.


‘Of course; I’m thrilled to be able to help Mr Chase and his family. And I’m sure that item is sentimental for you as well, since he told me it belonged to—’ McDeary stopped midsentence, his small eyes narrowing to slits. ‘Excuse me. You did say that you are Mr Chase’s younger sister, yes?’


I didn’t say younger, Jane’s mind hissed. Not that it was a huge leap: Malcolm was eight years older than her, and anyone as ingratiating as McDeary had to know that it was always good policy to assume women were young. But his eyes were riveted on her in a new and unpleasant way, and Jane’s skin crawled a little. The still, dead air of the safe room prickled at her skin with a new sort of static charge.


Jane fought her panic: the secure room of a secure building was a terrible place to freak out and blow her cover for good. She bit the inside of her lip so hard that she tasted salt, forcing herself to meet McDeary’s eyes and smile at him. It was the very same smile she had turned towards Lynne countless times during the horrible, dangerous month after she’d learned that Lynne was a totally evil witch; it fit like her favourite pair of jeans. ‘Yes. And I’ll be sure to tell him how thorough you’ve been in explaining all of this to me.’


She saw doubt flicker over McDeary’s face, and knew he was wondering if he might have somehow been indiscreet. She felt bad for making him worry, but she had no choice but to press her advantage. She shoved the little blue box into her straw purse, bundled the larger black case back into her arms, and turned resolutely for the door. ‘It’s to the left and then the third door, yes?’


‘I’d be happy to escort you, of course,’ McDeary offered politely.


‘That won’t be necessary,’ she told him frostily, doing her very best impression of Lynne Doran’s effortlessly commanding voice. McDeary snapped to attention, his right arm twitching in an almost-salute.


Thank God he’s used to being bossed around, she sighed as her kitten-heeled feet clicked out of the safe room. And that I’ve learned how to do it. As she strode purposefully out of the building, not even the two armed guards hulked at either side of the front door could stop her from smiling at the irony of Lynne having taught her such a useful skill.




Three


‘NOW IT’S A little bigger than we’d discussed, but I simply can’t not show it to you.’ Jane’s new real-estate agent giggled, shoving her ample hip against the apartment door.


‘Ooh,’ Jane breathed, taking in the wall of windows that made the living room glow like a piece of amber. The floor was lined with close-fitting hardwood planks, which had been polished to a uniformly pale-gold glow, and the room was pleasantly asymmetrical. The walls were a creamy white that made the high ceilings look even higher, and the scattering of furniture was made exclusively of glass, nubby white fabric, and pale, bone-like sticks of driftwood. Spare, minimalistic prints on the walls added unexpected touches of vivid purple ink to the room’s palette, echoed by a cozy-looking blanket folded neatly on the couch.


Jane spied a kitchen, off to her left, full of gleaming appliances. It was a bit narrow to her eye, especially after the Dorans’ huge green-marbled one, but there was room for a thin-legged table and more than enough room for a person to cook – especially one who cooked as infrequently as she did. A long, narrow hallway ran out from the angled right-hand wall, which, she assumed, led to the bedroom. Although she was sure that she should probably play it cool, she couldn’t help returning the agent’s broad, eager smile.


The perfectly frosted-and-set woman had been openly skeptical when Jane had arrived in her office in her thrift store-heavy ensemble asking about Manhattan properties. But when Jane, who had come straight from the bank with her helpful case of money, named what she felt would be a reasonable monthly sum for a living space that would drive every last vestige of the Rivington from her mind, the agent had become a lot friendlier. Apparently concluding that Jane was a trust-fund baby in the midst of a totally fake ‘rebellion’, or possibly a minor celebrity who was committed to seeming ‘quirky’, she had immediately come up with a long list of apartments that were ‘just a little’ pricier than Jane’s budget.


Jane, who loved open, airy spaces and whose budget had been well below her new, nearly unlimited, means, didn’t mind a bit.


‘Now, I know it looks like a lot of glass,’ the agent warned, ‘but the bedrooms have more privacy, of course. And you’re on the top floor, so do come and see the view.’


‘Bedrooms’, plural? Jane wondered wryly; she had definitely inquired about one-bedroom apartments only. But then she saw the view, and she stopped caring. The wide wall of windows looked out over block upon block of quaint brick and low roofs, eventually ending in a strange glimmer that Jane was pretty sure was the Hudson River. It looked almost European; nothing at all like the brittle, vertical city that had already cost her so much.


‘And this room would be perfect for an office,’ the realtor prattled on, waving her arm into the second bedroom while Jane peered into the first. Walk-in closet, skylight, king-size bed, en suite bathroom. Check, check, check . . . ‘Or for guests – everyone I know with an extra room has guests nearly year-round if they want them! Or sometimes young women prefer to live with a friend, which, if the rent is more than you had planned on, could be a lovely alternative.’ She nodded sagely, curls bobbing in steely unison, and then vanished back down the hall, presumably to show Jane the ‘incredibly efficiently conceived kitchen’.


Jane, whose main requirements for a kitchen were a phone and a place to stack takeout menus, didn’t follow her. Instead she kicked off her scuffed kitten-heeled slides and sat gingerly on the nubby white couch. It was comfortable, and she curled her feet up underneath her, watching the roofs glow suddenly and sporadically in the rays of light that peeked tentatively out from the low-hanging clouds.


The agent clicked back into the living room, an alert and searching look on her face. She was clearly nonplussed by the sight of Jane barefoot on the couch, and hesitated long enough for Jane to speak first.


‘I need to make a call,’ Jane told her calmly, relishing the way the careful angles of the room swallowed her voice. She had always intended to build spaces just like this, before she’d gone and let ‘true love’ completely derail her budding architecture career. Just being inside of it made her feel more grounded, more like herself again. She remembered the version of herself that had made an Eiffel Tower out of matches; the bright-eyed student who had walked into her internship at Atelier Antoine for the first time. She felt as though it could actually be possible to get her world back, and after her three hopeless weeks of trying to disappear, she didn’t intend to lose sight of the real goal ever again. It’s not just about safety. It’s about freedom. She turned her body towards the realtor, who stiffened slightly. ‘I’ve forgotten my phone.’


‘Please, use mine,’ the realtor murmured, pulling a sleek Prada phone out of her quilted-leather purse – Chanel, Jane noticed clinically. She was feeling stronger by the second. The other woman had clearly noticed the change as she backed hurriedly out of the room, never taking her eyes off Jane.


Jane slid the keyboard out from behind the screen. She hadn’t ‘forgotten’ her phone, exactly, but she had put it in ‘airplane mode’ the night of the accident for fear that the Dorans could use its signal to find her somehow. She fished it out of her straw tote and scrolled through the contacts to the Ds, where she found the number she was looking for. She entered it into the agent’s phone, and waited with mounting anxiety through the strange, fluttery American ringing noises.


‘Diana Rivera,’ a familiar, throaty voice answered, and Jane’s throat closed briefly with joy.


‘Dee,’ she sighed, ‘you’re safe.’ After Dee had helped Jane to kill the Dorans’ driver, Yuri (in an alley in Brooklyn, not on Park Avenue the way Lynne had apparently made it look), the Wiccan with a gift for pastry had had to leave her job and her apartment. They had considered it too risky that the police might link Yuri’s corpse to the address of one of the women who had made Jane’s wedding cake, and much too risky that Lynne might do so. And although the magically transported body had probably removed any threat of legal suspicion, it did nothing to make Dee any safer from the witches’ retaliation.


‘Ja— Are you kidding me? Is that you?’ There was a scuffling noise, and Jane guessed that Dee might be taking her phone to a more private place. She’s probably at that Misty woman’s bookstore, Jane reminded herself. There might be customers. Dee’s oldest friend in New York owned an occult bookstore, and Jane had been fairly sure that Dee would go there to lie low. ‘Wait.’ Dee’s voice came a little more clearly through the speaker now. ‘Actually, I think I need you to prove that it is you. I don’t really know what’s possible for . . . you know . . . people like you.’


Jane felt a grin tug at the corners of her mouth. ‘ “People like me”? Seriously? Fine: ask me something only I would know. Ask me about how I nearly set your living room on fire during that Wicca meeting, or about the cookies you gave to Mal— um, my husband – to give to me on my wedding day, like a total reckless idiot. Which were delicious, by the way.’


‘Damn right they were.’ Dee chuckled, and Jane could hear that she was smiling, too. ‘I’m at Book and Bell,’ she went on. ‘Misty’s been putting me up on her couch, but I’m hoping I can sublet from one of the girls who was at that Wicca meeting when she goes to Peru next month. Everything’s fine over here, but Jane, I’ve been reading the tabloids. Are you okay? The phone number you’re calling from is . . .’


. . . a 917 number, Jane realized. A Manhattan cell code.


‘Jane,’ Dee whispered, and Jane heard real fear in her voice. ‘You’re still here. But they’re looking for you, which means that they haven’t found you, so . . . Jane, I don’t get it. What the hell are you doing?’


‘Renting an apartment,’ Jane quipped brightly. ‘Wanna be roommates?’


There was a long pause, during which she wasn’t even sure that she could hear Dee breathing. ‘Yes,’ Dee answered finally, although Jane could hear a ‘but’ coming, which she hurried to cut off.


‘Cool. I don’t remember the exact address, actually, but I’m about three blocks west of Washington Square Park. Meet you under the arch at six? I’ll need a little time to get the paperwork taken care of, and you’ll probably need to pack everything up from your . . . couch.’


‘Washington Square at six,’ Dee repeated dutifully, and then lowered her voice to a husky whisper. ‘Jane, are you sure this is safe for you?’


‘I’m done with the cringing-in-a-dark-corner thing,’ Jane announced firmly. ‘I’ve got some unexpected resources – courtesy of the people who cost us our old jobs and apartments, in an indirect sort of way – and I’m ready to get back into the game here. Oh! And before I forget: my name is Caroline Chase now.’


Dee giggled throatily. ‘Do I get a code name, too? Can I be Anna Chapman? I think I have time to pick up a red wig.’


Jane rolled her eyes at the phone. ‘Absolutely not. Although, now that you mention it, I’m a brunette these days, too.’


A heavy sigh came from the receiver. ‘You couldn’t have picked a disguise that flattered your complexion?’


‘You sound like my mother-in-law,’ Jane growled playfully, and Dee laughed.


Jane ended the call and looked around. She was pretty sure that she hadn’t said anything that would tie her to her old life or the tabloid stories about her, but the real-estate agent might understandably be a little curious about why her newest renter had recently changed her name and appearance. Must find out if there’s a way to erase memories, Jane noted to herself. It wouldn’t be the nicest, most ethical use of her magic, but it would certainly come in handy now and then. And now. She had had some success in tampering with someone’s mind, she realized: just before her escape from the Dorans’ mansion, she had been locked in the attic with Malcolm’s crazy brother, Charles, whom their mother had hidden from the world due to the severe damage her magic had done to him during her last dangerous pregnancy. It had been a desperate attempt to have a daughter who could inherit Lynne’s power, but poor Charles had turned out less than satisfactory in absolutely every regard. When she had been imprisoned in the attic, Jane had persuaded him to help her by reorganizing the thoughts in his head, moving them around like squares on a Rubik’s Cube to convince him that they were friends. But she hadn’t tried to change anything in his memory; she had just used what was already there. Could I make things up? Take things out? Can Lynne? Shit.


Fortunately, the question was moot for the moment: a few seconds of searching turned up the realtor on the bedroom’s balcony, puffing away at a Virginia Slim as though her life depended on it. Jane slid the door open, causing the woman to jump a little.


‘I’ll take it,’ Jane announced firmly, and the realtor beamed so broadly that even her hair looked as though it got a shade brighter. ‘I’ll want to move in today,’ Jane went on, tipping the black leather case from the bank open to show the stacks of cash inside. ‘I’ve already got the security deposit and your commission, so let’s get right to signing the lease.’


The agent blinked twice rapidly, and then crushed her cigarette out under the heel of her fringed white boot. ‘I’ll just get my briefcase from the kitchen,’ she agreed levelly, and followed Jane back into her new apartment.




Four


‘HAVE YOU SEEN this oven?’ Dee cheered from the kitchen. Her voice sounded strangely muffled, and Jane wondered idly whether her new roommate had, in fact, stuck her head all the way into that appliance, too, as she already had done with the refrigerator.


‘I heard there was one,’ she called back. ‘But this is like me asking you if you’ve seen the closet space.’


‘Gotcha,’ Dee acknowledged, wandering back into the living room. Her long black hair was tied up in a messy knot, and she had taken advantage of her new bedroom by changing into fuzzy purple pajamas within moments of crossing the threshold. ‘And I didn’t have time to pick up groceries, anyway, but this is the last night I’m going to let you get away with ordering takeout.’ The takeout in question (spinach pie, tabouleh, lamb gyros, stuffed grape leaves, cucumber yogurt, and four kinds of rice) was spread over the polished-driftwood coffee table, and Dee waved a pair of forks in the air triumphantly. ‘The equipment in that kitchen is better than Hattie’s.’


Jane froze with a forkful of spinach and feta halfway to her lips. Because of all of the Doran drama, Dee had been forced to quit her job at Hattie’s SoHo bakery with no notice. She had also had to leave her cozy little apartment in Brooklyn, and had wound up living on a couch for three weeks. Jane felt a twist of guilt: she had been so busy feeling sorry for herself that she hadn’t even thought about how Dee had been coping in the meantime. I had a plan, she reminded herself. I was going to send her money and a new ID once Malcolm and I were away. But she hadn’t gone with Malcolm, and Dee had been left to fend for herself. It almost made it worse that Dee acted fine with the wreckage of Jane’s plan: a few professional-quality pots and pans and she seemed to be completely back on her feet.


‘I’m so sorry about that,’ Jane told her honestly. ‘You helped me so much, and I thought that me and Malcolm getting out of town would be the best thing for everyone. And then everything went to hell, and now . . .’ She waved her fork, too upset to go on.


‘Oh, eat your damned pie,’ Dee snapped, wrinkling her nose comically. ‘You can’t make speeches flinging feta all over the room. But what did go wrong at the wedding, anyway? I certainly didn’t get the real story from Page Six.’


Jane swallowed thickly. ‘We got through the ceremony, and then I read Malcolm’s mind.’


It hadn’t been easy, since he had so much magical blood in his veins, but she had been so worried about Lynne retaliating against Jane’s friends after they fled the city that she had forced her way through the magic’s natural barrier anyway . . . and had seen Malcolm’s memory of killing Gran. In her shock and revulsion at this incredible betrayal, she had tried to run away from him, but that had tipped off Lynne and her creepy twin cousins that something was wrong. They had used their combined magic to knock Jane unconscious and then, she had eventually guessed, read Malcolm’s mind themselves. He had learned over the years to keep some secrets from his mother, but three powerful witches who knew what they were looking for were far too strong for his defences. So Malcolm had been locked in the basement, and Jane had been taken to the attic to be impregnated by Charles.


‘Ew!’ Dee squealed. ‘And here I thought Lynne’s fondant doves were the height of her creepiness.’


Jane took a hearty swig of the champagne the realtor had messengered over. ‘The doves were just a warm-up. But I got out, of course, before . . . My magic came back in time, and I knocked him out and got away.’ Although she knew that Dee was a trustworthy friend who was deeply interested in all things magical, Jane found herself reluctant to talk about the thought-moving power she had discovered during her desperate minutes of captivity in the attic. Even more than her ability to read thoughts, the ability to shift them around in someone else’s head made Jane feel freakish, and she didn’t think she could deal with Dee getting nervous around her. I’ll tell her, of course, Jane promised herself. Just not tonight.


She told Dee the real story of the ‘accident’ on Park Avenue: how Lynne had held their taxi in place while stalking down the middle of the street in a protective bubble of her own magic, and how Jane had pulled a tree out of the median to cause a five-car pile-up so that Lynne would have to focus more on her shield and less on the taxi. She glossed over the sad scene in Grand Central Station, where Malcolm had tried to convince her to go with him, obviously hoping they could somehow carry on with their relationship even after everything Jane had learned. But no matter how frightened she was or how dangerous her enemies were, Jane had no intention of hiding behind anyone . . . and especially not anyone who had already betrayed her so completely.
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