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      Being a forty-something divorcee with a college-bound teenage son is a freaking cakewalk compared to wielding my unruly magic.

      Did I mention that my newly discovered sister wants to kill me? 

      After a hellish week spent with older-than-dirt archdruids and a few new enemies, I’m ready to get home so I can hug my kid and sleep in my own bed. But nope, that's not how my crazy magical mid-life works. My spirit magic has been triggered, and a ghost's cryptic message gives me more bad news. Something worse than my psycho sister might be after me. Awesome.

      It's Battle Royale time. I'm so over selfish magical creatures trying to steal my powers and my life. I’ll need the help of all my tru-craft guardians if I stand a chance against my supernatural foes. But first, I’ll have to get into the spirit of my new element before the spirit gets into me.

      Literally.
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      Beware the father.

      The ominous warning haunted me. What had the bronze lady meant?

      Whatever it had been, I couldn't get those three words out of my head.

      They ranked right up there with three other terrible words, Well-played, sister.

      When Bogmall had whispered that sentence in my head, I’d nearly crapped myself. It couldn’t be true, could it? Could the blonde hexen-bitch really be my sister? I didn't want to believe it, but something inside me knew it wasn’t a lie. Bogmall and I were tied to each other, and not just in the mortal enemy kind of way.

      She had connected telepathically with me during the nero-craft test at Iron Grove. The test that should’ve killed me.

      Poor, poor, Iris. Always one step behind me, she’d cooed. Just like the day we were born.

      We were born. Could she really be my sister? My twin? Had our mother given her up for adoption as well? It seemed too awful to consider. And while her revelatory words had thrown me for a loop, she hadn’t stopped there.

      Always the favorite, she’d added. Always the one that had to be saved no matter the cost. But not anymore. I have my own magic now, and I will have what rightfully should’ve been mine in the first place. And the minute you take your last breath, that’s when I will take you, and I will rot your relationships with everyone and everything that you love.

      The way she’d looked at Keir had made my stomach turn. She had been coming for me with an obsessive fervor for months, and she wasn’t done with me yet. Not by a long shot. I’d been on the defense when it came to the hexen-bitch, spending all my time countering her moves, but not anymore. It was time to go on the offense. I would track her down to the ends of the earth and destroy her with my bare hands if it meant keeping my friends and family safe from harm.

      Keir planned to research the crap out of Bogmall’s history when we got home. If anyone could find out her origin story, it was my bookworm boyfriend. For now, getting back to Southill Village, to my house, to my kid, and to my own bed was priority number one. After the grueling elemental tests, my body hurt as much as my brain, and I needed a couple of days to recover before I went to war.

      The car ride home from Iron Grove had been somber. I’d nestled Goldie, the poor goldfish from my ignis-craft test, in the backseat between our bags. Bob, my big cuddly, chonky-chonky, sat in my lap the entire time instead of disappearing like he usually did. Since he didn’t talk, I wasn’t sure where he went when he wasn’t with me, but I was ever so grateful that he managed to show up whenever I needed him the most.

      Keir and Linda, my violent gnome whom I adored, had both told me Bob was an imp, a witch’s familiar, and more to the point, my familiar. However, it turned out that not every tru-craft witch had one. It was something I’d meant to talk to Thomas about, but from the moment I’d met the man in person at Iron Grove, chaos had reigned. Not his fault, mind you, but circumstances hadn’t allowed us much room for shop talk.

      Bob appeared in the guise of a giant orange and white cat with a bobbed tail. He weighed at least thirty pounds, but it was thirty pounds of pure love. Since a circle, the symbol for spirit element, appeared on the cover of my Grimoire, Bob had not left my side. Which meant my cortisol levels had to be through the roof. Bob only showed up when I was stressed out or in danger.

      I guess finding out I had a psychopathic sister, a new element, and a puzzling warning from a ghost lady was enough to keep Bob nearby. On top of that, and maybe the most distressing, Linda was still missing. I was pretty freaked out that she hadn’t returned to me since the fight with the snotgurgle, a monster as gross as its name.

      After Keir and I had freed Linda from the troll, the last thing I'd said to her was run. The fact that she hadn't run back to the Iron Grove compound concerned me. She’d had several chunks of her body missing when she’d burrowed into the ground and made her escape. Zev had used his djinn powers to scan the area where she’d disappeared and found nothing.

      I prayed that she'd made it back to Southill Village and that she’d be home by the time I arrived.

      Instead, I was greeted by Evan Callahan, my ex-husband. Not the person I wanted to see.

      “What are you doing here?” I held Goldie’s fishbowl in my arms.

      Evan’s face registered surprise. His curly blond hair and dimples gave his face a boyish charm. “Is that a goldfish?” His voice was incredulous.

      “Winner winner, chicken dinner.” I brushed past him into the living room but left the door open for Keir. He was getting our bags out of the back of the car. I narrowed my gaze at my former husband. “You still haven’t answered my question.”

      The couch had a pillow and a rumpled quilt on the cushions. Good. Evan hadn’t been sleeping in my bed. I had been half-afraid I’d have to de-ex-ify my awesomely comfy mattress with the rest of my white sage stash.

      My ex-husband looks chagrined. “I don't know, Iris. I just thought it'd be nice to spend a couple of days with my son.”

      I looked around the living room. “I don’t see Michael anywhere, so…?” I let the question hang.

      “It's Friday. A school day, Iris.” Evan shrugged. “I made him breakfast and sent him on his way.”

      “That still doesn't answer the mystery of why you’re still here,”

      “Someone should be here.”

      I swear I nearly gave myself whiplash the way I spun around at him. “Are you sure that’s the road you want to travel?”

      His eyes widened, and his hands went up. “Absolutely not.”

      Keir came in with my luggage. “I’ll take this back to your room,” he said as he passed between Evan and me.

      Evan arched a brow at Keir as he walked down the hall. “I guess it’s getting serious, huh?”

      I sighed. “It’s serious.”

      “Like marriage serious?”

      “Evan.” I shook my head. “My personal life is none of your business.”

      “We share a son.”

      “Who’s practically an adult.” I set Goldie on the coffee table and threw my purse onto the couch. “Besides, Michael likes Keir.”

      Evan shrugged. “So he says.”

      “See.” I rolled my hand at him. “All is well.  Go back to St. Louis.”

      “I can’t.”

      I will not set my ex-husband on fire became my new mantra. “I thought Adam asked you to marry him. Did you blow it already?”

      “No.” He sucked his teeth. “I didn’t blow it. We’re still engaged.”

      “Congrats.” I sat down next to my purse. “I’m happy for you.” I couldn’t muster the feeling behind the words, but the fact that I had said them had to count for something.

      “Thank you.” Evan ran his hand over his soft curls and shook his head. “I’m sorry. I’m not trying to start a fight.”

      “Could’ve fooled me,” I muttered as I tapped Goldie’s bowl. The little goldfish swished its tail at me. I was going to have to get a real fish tank and food for her. Or was it him? Later, I would Google how to sex a goldfish.

      Evan pretended he didn’t hear me. “I only stayed because I’m worried about Michael.”

      I pivoted my gaze from the fish to my ex. “Why?”

      “He has been acting…strange.” He shook his head. “Distant. Like he’s keeping secrets. Secrets that are eating away at him.”

      “You mean, like catching his father cheating on his mom?”

      “Low blow, Iris.”

      “Hah. You’re not the injured party, Evan.” I waved a hand at him dismissively. “So don’t play the victim.”

      It was his turn to sigh. “Can we agree to talk about Michael without getting personal?”

      I was through caring about what had or hadn’t happened to end our marriage. Besides, if Evan hadn’t fallen in love with someone else, my life with Keir would be very different. At the heart of the matter, I was happier now with Keir than I’d ever been with Evan. Still, I was too exhausted for this conversation, and I fantasized about the floor opening and swallowing Evan whole.

      “What are your concerns?”

      “He’s been…distant. Secretive. And, well, two nights ago, he was shouting for someone to stop and to not hurt her, whoever her is. When I checked on him, he was thrashing around in his sleep. And when I woke him up, he was shaking.” Evan peered at me. “Shaking. I think something happened to him, but he won’t talk to me.”

      My heart squeezed. Michael had witnessed a wraith trying to kill me more than once. Had that been the catalyst for his nightmare?

      I rubbed my temples. “I’ll talk to him.”

      “We,” Evan gestured between us, “should talk to him together.”

      Keir came out of the bedroom. “Everything okay?”

      Hardly, I thought. Aloud, I said, “Yes, fine.” I gestured to my ex. “He’s worried about Michael.”

      Keir’s brow furrowed. “Anything I can help with?”

      “No.” I shook my head. “We’re good.” I was eager to find out if Linda had returned, so I gave him another way he could help me. “Can you check on the garden?”

      “I’ll do it now,” Keir replied.

      I couldn’t tell Evan about my tru-craft powers. I might have trusted him once, but those days were long gone. Still, as Michael’s father, he deserved some kind of explanation. I gave him half a truth. “Maybe it has something to do with his girlfriend.”

      Evan’s eyes widened. “He has a girlfriend?”

      Keir arched his brow at me on his way out but didn’t get involved.

      “He did,” I said. “Sort of. A cheerleader. He saw her for a little while. Then her mother abruptly moved the two of them out of town. I think he’s heartbroken.” It wasn’t a complete lie. Michael really liked Maddie. And her mother, once I’d exercised a diabolical spirit out of her, had packed up her daughter and left town.

      “I suppose that could be it.” He looked relieved, and it dawned on me that this wasn’t a typical Evan move. He really had been worried about Michael.

      Until he’d been caught in his web of lies and deceit, he’d been a good dad and, for all appearances, a good husband. I sometimes forgot that. On top of that, he’d been making a real effort to mend his and Michael’s relationship, and I didn’t want to hinder their progress. I might want Evan out of my life, but I didn’t want him out of our son’s.

      “I’ll talk to him.” I gave him a sympathetic look. “I promise I’ll keep you up to date, and if he’s having a really rough time, I’ll talk to him about starting therapy again.”

      “Only if he wants to,” Evan emphasized. “I don’t want him to feel as if we think he’s too fragile to handle a breakup.” He narrowed his gaze at me. “Do you think he loved her?”

      I shrugged. “She moved shortly after I even knew she existed. But you know how it is at that age. Everything seems so…. Major.”

      “Isn’t that the truth?” Evan chuckled.  “My first heartbreak felt like the end of the world.”

      “Exactly,” I told him. “So, he’s probably just going through normal teenage stuff.” I hoped I was correct.

      Finally, Evan nodded. “You’re probably right. It sort of felt like two steps backward this week, and I got a little paranoid.”

      “I get it,” I told him. “But he’s going to be okay.”

      “Okay.” He shrugged, looking somewhat relieved. “I’ll go home tonight. I just want to see Michael one more time before I go.”

      I stifled a groan. Michael wouldn’t be home for four more hours, and I didn’t have time to babysit my ex. I had more important things on my plate, like finding a missing gnome and stopping a psycho sibling. On top of that, my anima-magic had been triggered, and I had no idea what disaster would follow once it was activated.

      Keir walked back into the living room. I glanced at him, and he gave me a slight headshake. Damn it. No Linda.

      I could feel my blood pressure rising by the second. “Evan…” Bob jumped into my lap and began to purr.

      “Where did he come fr-ah-ah-chh.” Evan sneezed. “You know I’m ah-ah-chhh. Allergic.”

      “Then I guess it’s a good thing you don’t live here,” I told him, “Because I have a cat now. You remember Bob.”

      Evan sneezed a couple more times as he backed away from me. “I can’t stay here with that cat.”

      “Aww.” I made a pouty face as I gave Bob a grateful scritch between the ears. “That’s too bad. I was so looking forward to catching up.”

      “Har har.” He sneezed again. “How much dander does that cat have?”

      Just enough, apparently. Evan hadn’t been sneezing before Bob showed up, even though Bob spent a lot of time in the house. It stood to reason that his dander would be everywhere, yet Evan only reacted when Bob was in the room. All this led me to believe that my chonky-chonky-cuddle-monkey was messing with my ex.

      “You better wait for Michael back at your motel.”

      “I gave up my room,” Evan complained. “I don’t have anywhere to go.”

      “I’m sure you’ll find something to keep you busy. Call a friend. Go have lunch. Go shopping.” I was okay with anything that would take him anywhere else but here. “I don’t care what you do. Just go.”

      Evan looked shocked. “I thought we were past all this.”

      “All what?” Bob began to purr aggressively louder.

      I felt Keir’s hand on my shoulder. To Evan, he said, “You should leave.”

      “Stay out of this,” Evan told him. “This is between Iris and me.”

      Keir’s fingers tensed. I reached back and cupped his hand before he could react, then I narrowed my gaze at Evan. “There’s nothing between us anymore. If you have something more to say about Michael, I’ll listen, but otherwise, I need you to leave.”

      He peered at me as if I’d grown a third nostril. “When did you become so bitter?”

      “Seriously?” I let out a weighted breath and shook my head. “Go to Hell, Evan.”

      The room darkened, and the air warmed. A faint corona of light rose from the hardwood floor under Evan’s feet.

      He wobbled in place. “What’s happening?” His tone was a mix of fear and confusion.

      I set Bob aside and got to my feet. Keir was around the couch and heading toward Evan.

      The circle of light widened. Inside the ring was a bright, patterned line with three protrusions. “Move,” I yelled to Evan. “Get out of the circle.”

      The light made him look almost ghostly, especially when his mouth dropped open and a loud, horrific cry filled the room. The illumination exploded into a blinding light, and when it fell away, Evan was gone.

      Adrenaline dried my mouth, my throat, and my eyes. I swallowed hard, blinking rapidly as I tried to wrap my brain around what had just happened.

      I pivoted my gaze to Keir. He had moved to the spot where the radiant circle had appeared and gobbled my ex up.

      When I found my voice, I asked him, “What did I do?”
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      I stared in horror at where the shining circle had appeared as the ramifications set in. One minute I’d fantasized about Evan getting swallowed up by the floor, and then, like a completely irresponsible bonehead, I’d said the words that had made it happen. “I’ve sent my husband to Hell.”

      “Ex,” Keir amended.

      I gave him a flat look. “You know what I mean.” Maybe the archdruids had been right to consider binding my powers. Evan wouldn’t be paying the price for my erratic, spontaneous magic if they had.

      “I do know what you mean,” he told me. “But I don’t think this was you.”

      “Clearly, it is.” I gesticulated emphatically at the place where Evan had stood. “I told him to go to Hell, and to Hell, he went.”

      Keir put his hands on my shoulders in a reassuring way. “It doesn’t work like that, Iris.”

      I didn’t feel reassured. “Then tell me how it works because there hasn’t been a rule book regarding my magic so far. It’s unpredictable and even more dangerous when I’m stressed or angry. How can you be sure this wasn’t my fault?”

      “The circle isn’t something you can just conjure out of nowhere.”

      Keir rubbed his jawline with the back of his knuckles as he studied the floor in front of us. “I think the most important thing to focus on right now is how to get him back.”

      I arched a brow. “Definitely need to get him back. Michael will be home from school in a few hours, and he’ll have questions if his dad isn’t here. Oh, God.” I staggered back until my legs hit the couch. “How am I going to face Michael?” I sat down. “I wish Linda was here.” I glanced over to the kitchen arch. “No sign of her?”

      Keir shook his head. “No sign of her.”

      I sat down, put my head between my knees, and sucked in a terrified breath.

      Keir rubbed my back. “The circle on the ground. I didn’t get a good look at it, but I’m pretty sure it was a Hecate wheel. I saw what looked like three spokes, but it happened so fast I can’t be certain.”

      “A heck-a-what?”

      He stood to his full height. “It’s technically called a strophalos, but most witches would recognize it as a symbol for the Triple Goddess. The fact that you don’t know what a Hecate wheel is tells me this isn’t your magic.”

      Hecate wheel, strophalos, Triple Goddess, and all the other mumbo jumbo wouldn’t make a difference to my ex-husband. He was gone. Disappeared from my living room in a flash of blinding light. “I’m not sure that’s going to make a difference in the grand scheme of things. Michael isn’t going to care if it was my powers or someone else’s that took his dad.” At least, I hoped he was taken. The alternative that he had been vaporized was too horrible to even consider.

      “If he’s alive, we’ll get him back.”

      “I can’t think about the ifs.” I wrapped my arms across my chest. “Getting Evan back is my number one priority.”

      Keir nodded. “We’ll get him back.” He retrieved his phone from his jeans.

      “Who are you calling?”

      “Reinforcements.”

      Reinforcements turned out to be his sister Luanne, my sister Marigold, and the ifrit Zev. Keir hadn’t told them about Evan, only that we needed them. They’d dropped everything and hauled their butts to my house without question.

      Marigold, who was a head taller than she used to be now that the goddess Macha had transformed her into a giantess hybrid, almost had to duck as she entered the front door. Zev, who had lost his fire, also thanks to the goddess, was now a head taller as well so that they were evenly matched in size. They made goo-goo eyes at each other like newlyweds, and I was about to blow their bliss all to shit.

      On the other hand, Luanne was decked out in her black tactical gear, her hair pulled back in a severe pony, and she looked like she was all business and no play.

      “Oh, Iris,” my sister said with heartfelt sympathy. She swept across the room and rested her hands on my shoulders. “What’s happened? Is it Linda? Did you find out anything?”

      I shook my head. “It’s Evan.”

      Her worried expression turned to a scowl. “What did that bastard do? I’ll kill him.”

      “He didn’t do anything to me,” I told her. “It’s what I’ve potentially done to him.”

      “If you killed him, no one would fault you.”

      “Michael would fault me. Adam too.”

      Marigold sucked her teeth. “Adam can kiss my heinie.”

      “Hey,” Zev complained. “Only I am allowed to kiss your heinie.”

      She blushed, but I could tell she was pleased. It was cute, but now was not the time for cute.

      “A glowing circle showed up and ate my ex-husband.”

      Zev looked to Keir. He nodded his confirmation. “A strophalos,” he added.

      “Someone invoked the triple goddess. Powerful magic,” Lu said. “Not tru-craft, though.”

      “That’s what I thought,” Keir affirmed. “That’s why I don’t think Iris had anything to do with it grabbing Evan.”

      “Not tru-craft?” I asked. “How can you know?”

      Keir shrugged. “Because tru-craft doesn’t require the summoning of a goddess to work.”

      “But isn’t that exactly what I did when I channeled Macha to take on that snotty monster when it attacked Iron Grove?”

      He shook his head. “It’s not the same thing. You can’t just summon a goddess circle to disappear someone.”

      “In my defense, I didn’t summon the goddess,” I clarified. “She hijacked my body without my permission.”

      “And thankfully, she did. She saved Zev and me from turning into a pile of goo,” Marigold said.

      I nodded at my sister. “And I’m grateful, but none of this gets me closer to finding Evan, and Michael will be home in…” I glanced at the clock on my DVR. It was almost one o’clock. “He’ll be home in three hours.” My frustration was at an eight. “Why did Evan have to come here? If he’d stayed away, I wouldn’t be dealing with this shit on top of all the other shit I’m dealing with.”

      “As much as I hate Evan for what he did to you, I don’t think any of this is his fault,” Marigold said. “Show us where it happened.”

      Keir took the lead and pointed out the place on the floor where the illuminated wheel had appeared. Lu and Zev smartly took a step back, but Marigold leaned in for a closer look. “I don’t see anything. No scorch marks or any sign of it.” She glanced at Keir. “Is that normal?”

      “I think we need to consult a witch,” Lu suggested.

      “Iris is a witch,” Marigold said.

      “Iris is tru-craft by birthright. Her powers are manifestations of her magical destiny. It’s not something she had to study or work for,” Lu explained.

      “Hey,” I complained. “I work.” I had all the minor concussions from my lessons with Linda to prove it.

      Lu waved me off. “You know what I mean. We need a witch who has been studying the craft longer than four months and knows symbology.”

      Once I got past my bruised pride, it struck me that we knew a witch—an eclectic witch who also happened to be my water guardian. “We should call Carver.”

      “Good idea,” Keir agreed.

      Lu looked skeptical. “He has ties to Thomas.”

      Thomas was Carver’s biological father, and that was enough for her. The woman had a deep loathing for Thomas. Lu blamed him for her grandfather’s death. I didn’t have the same antagonistic relationship with the old tru-crafter, but I didn’t trust him right now. He was my friend, but that didn’t supersede his complete loyalty to Freya, Iron Grove’s archdruid. He was tied to her in the same way that Keir was tied to me. If my interests overlapped with Freya’s, Thomas would always choose her side. Unfortunately, after the past four days, I didn’t trust Freya or any of the archdruids as far as I could throw them.

      But Carver was my guardian. He wouldn’t betray me. At least, I hoped he wouldn’t. I got up and dug my phone from my purse. “I’m calling him.”

      “Bad idea,” Lu warned.

      “I thought we liked Carver,” Marigold asked.

      “He’s cool,” Lu replied. “But I don’t know if I trust him to not go running to daddy the moment that he thinks Iris is out of control again.”

      I glared at her. “Hey, now. I don’t plan to lose control.”

      Lu smirked. “You never do.”

      “If you’re not going to be helpful, you can go,” Keir told his sister sharply.

      She lifted her hands, arms bending at the elbows in mock surrender. “Okay, touchy.”

      “Hi, Carver,” Marigold chirped. She held her phone out to the room, speaker on. “What do you know about Hecate Wheels?”

      “Hello, Marigold and everyone else.” Carver had black hair, dark eyes, a hawkish nose, and bushy brows like his father. He grinned at us through the screen.

      “You have his phone number?” I asked, putting my phone back in my purse.

      She gave me a crooked smile. “We exchanged digits at the grove.”

      “Did you now?” Zev asked.

      “Jealous?” Marigold's gaze softened. “Don’t be. We’re friends.”

      “As fun as this conversation is,” Carver said, “I’m in the middle of a job, so we need to make this quick. What do you want to know about the Strophalos of Hecate?”

      “Can one just randomly appear and wheel-nap cheating ex-husbands?” I asked.

      Carver’s brow quirked up. “That happened?”

      I nodded. “Right in the middle of my living room.”

      He pursed his lips in thought. “Someone would have to invoke the circle. It wouldn’t just appear without a catalyst.”

      “So…not me?”

      He chuckled. “Doubtful. Do you know of Hecate?”

      I gave him a bland look. “Not really. I’ve heard the name before, probably on television, but that’s about it. Keir called her the triple goddess.” I wasn’t sure what that meant, but it sounded like three times the trouble.

      “She’s sometimes known as the triple goddess because it is believed that she goes through cycles from the maiden to the mother to the crone.”

      “Of course, those are the only cycles women can exist in,” Lu muttered.

      I didn’t disagree with her irritation. In past eras, a woman my age would fall into the crone stage. Screw that noise.

      Carver either didn’t hear her or ignored the comment as he continued. “Others believe Hecate is three different goddesses who work together as a powerful unit to overcome their foes. They are believed to control the moon and the sun and have power over life and death.”

      Better than maiden, mother, and crone, but not by much. “None of this is making me feel better.” To be frank, I was freaking the freakout.

      “She’s also the goddess of magic and spells.” A crackle and hiss sounded over the speaker. Carver’s eyes darted to the left.

      “Do you need to go?” I asked.

      “I have a few minutes,” he replied. “But that’s about it.”

      I leaned toward the screen as if I could peer around him. “What are you doing, exactly?”

      “I can tell you what I’m doing ooooorrrrr…I can answer your questions.” He arched a brow, then quickly said, “But I don’t have time for both.”

      “Fine.” I nodded for him to go ahead. “Magic and spells. What else?”

      “She’s been accused of being an agent for darkness, but most consider her deeds are proof of her powers being for the light.”

      “Wait.” I put my finger up. “Like Fade and Bright?” My powers came from both places, and from what I had learned over the past several months, that was rare indeed. Bright was the ability to create and change something and make it new. Fade was the opposite. It allowed me to destroy things that already existed to harness the object's metaphysical energy.

      Carver’s dark eyes brightened. “Exactly like Fade and Bright. Neither is good or bad. Both types of magic can be used for good or ill. The triple goddess is much the same. It’s about the practitioner, not the origin of the magic.”

      This might have been a fascinating lesson if I hadn’t been worried about where my ex was. But I needed to know less about Hecate’s history and more about who might have used her magic to snatch Evan. “Can’t the goddess be all like,” I waved my hands on either side of my head, “stealing someone’s ex isn’t cool, and just deny the person who cast the spell?”

      The eclectic witch chuckled and shook his head. “It doesn’t work like that. It’s not the actual goddess who would’ve done the abduction. It would have been the magic she gifts to her follower. I've never heard of the ability to locate and translocate a human being through the wheel. It would take someone with some extreme ability.”

      I grimaced. “Like a sorcerer with a vendetta?”

      There was another hiss behind Carver and a bright flare to the left of him. He winced, but he didn’t hang up. “You think Bogmall did this?”

      “I don’t know what to think.” I shook my head. “Why in the world would she target my ex? Keir and I were in the room with Evan. If it was Bogmall, I think she would have cast her net on a bigger fish.”

      A crackle followed by a loud bang made Carver jump. “I have to go, Iris. I’ll look into your mystery when I’m done here and see what I can find. I’m afraid I don’t have any easy answers for you.” Another bang and flash.

      “Go,” I said, “Before whatever you’re doing gets out of hand.”

      His eyes widened. “Too late for that.” On that note, he ended the call.

      I handed Marigold back her phone.  “Well, that was a big ol’ waste of time.”

      “We’ll figure it out,” Keir said in a soothing voice that made me want to punch something.

      I gave him a flat look. “I love you, but I need more urgent panic and less laid-back calm.”

      The corner of his mouth quirked into a half smile. “I’ll let you handle the urgent panic.”

      “The only thing I urgently want to handle right now is my bladder. It was a long trip.” I grabbed my purse. “Be right back.”

      Even if I hadn’t had to pee, I had needed a moment to reset my brain. The past few days of chaos, including the glowing circle nabbing my ex-husband, had fried my cylinders. I desperately needed a couple of minutes to get my head on right.

      I sat down on the toilet and retrieved my phone from my purse. Mindlessly, I searched scenes for hidden objects on a game app I hadn’t played in a long time. It forced me to think about something other than the chaos that was my life.

      My phone tinkled, and a message popped up on the screen. The call was from an Anonymous number. It said, Do you want him back? There was an image that showed up under the message. It was Evan. His cheek was bruised, his lip was split, and there was a gash over his wide, frightened eyes.

      Who is this?

      Call me and find out. But tell anyone, and I’ll gut him like a pig. Oink. Oink.

      Great. This was officially a kidnapping, and I was about to get a ransom demand.

      Well, shit.
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