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      “Wren, aren’t they adorable?” Basia asked as she peered inside the wicker basket sitting on her worn kitchen table. Her many bracelets clattered together as she clasped her hands, cooing at the mewling kittens inside.

      I stepped over and stared down at six kittens that ranged from black to gray to white. It looked like a kitten printer ran out of ink.

      “Where did they come from?” I asked, poking my finger inside the basket to ruffle a bit of soft fur.

      “Millie Brooks dropped them off until she can find her aunt.”

      “Find her aunt?” I asked, sitting at the long table. I resumed my sandwich-making task to prepare for my midnight snack at work. “Where did her aunt go?”

      “That’s the thing,” Basia said, her violet eyes rounding excitedly as she launched into Forgotten Falls’ favorite pastime: Gossiping. The whole town was a sucker for it, especially since there were no newspapers or social media to help it along. Not that we didn’t have access to the internet or news, but this little spot was hidden in the White Mountains in New Hampshire. Citizens wanted to keep Forgotten Falls a secret from the rest of the world for as long as possible. Which meant we kept our footprint small. No news or social media accounts were kept that might accidentally leak information.

      Hence, a greater love of gossiping.

      After living here for a few weeks, I’d gotten used to it. And sometimes I even embraced it.

      “No one knows where Nadine Brooks ran off to,” Basia continued. “She’s a bit of a homebody. I can’t see her leaving her poor babies at home without asking for someone to check on them.”

      “Has Millie talked to the police about it?” I asked.

      Basia nodded. “Just this morning. Hopefully, Chief already assigned one of his trackers to find her.”

      I was a tracker as well, but I had been placed on night duty to train with the border patrol. Chief Zane Lovelace said this was a normal part of training, but I had a feeling he did it so he didn’t have to see me. I sometimes strayed from his orders, unlike the rest of his crew. Granted, they were wolves, and he was not only the police chief but the pack alpha as well. They had no choice but to follow him.

      Me? I was the new girl on the job and a human with no qualifications. My only wind-magic skill was tracking people and objects.

      That was about to change, though. My roommate Niles agreed to give me a few wind lessons. Grudgingly given, of course. I think he only agreed to make me stop begging him. So far, he hasn’t taught me much. Nothing that expanded my magic skills, only cautionary tales not to draw in so much energy that I explode. Good advice, but not helpful when I wouldn’t know how to do that anyway.

      “I’ll see if I can find anything about it when I go to work,” I said. “But why doesn’t Millie keep the kittens instead of bringing them here?”

      “She’s horribly allergic to them. She was wheezing just bringing them over here.”

      “And there is no one else?” I asked. “Not that I’m complaining. I’m just curious.”

      “Millie has her parents, but they aren’t animal lovers.”

      As a paying boarder at Basia’s Bed and Breakfast, I supposed I could complain. But these little guys were nothing compared to my taciturn roommate and teacher, who was a middle-aged man stuck in the body of a black cat. Niles still didn’t know how he turned into a cat five years ago, and he hadn’t been able to change back since.

      I looked at the cats more carefully. “You don’t suppose these are witches stuck in cat bodies, do you?”

      Basia chuckled as she brought a bowl of water to the table and plucked out the first kitten. The kitten wanted nothing to do with the water. Instead, it investigated the table, our hands, and my sandwich.

      “These are just kittens,” Basia said. “I suppose I’ll have to get supplies for them. I didn’t think to ask Millie. She was so upset about her aunt disappearing that I suppose she didn’t think about it either. I’d hate to ask her to go back into her aunt’s house with her already wheezing.”

      “I have some free time. I can swing by Nadine’s house if someone gives me the key.”

      “I’ll give Millie a call,” she said. “I bet she won’t mind.”

      Perfect. If I could get into Nadine’s house, maybe I could find a clue about her disappearance. And when I’m on border patrol tonight, I’ll see if I can track her.

      As Basia used her phone, I tucked the kitten into the basket to make sure it didn’t fall from the table, then bagged my lunch.

      “Good news,” Basia said after she ended her call. “Millie is at work and said she’d give you the key if you can stop over at her shop first.”

      Forgotten Falls was on the small side in terms of residents and businesses, but it was spread out with the Fairy Forest, Vampire Shire, Gnome Knoll, and Dervish Den. Still being new, I had many places to explore, and this was another great reason to help with the kitten situation.

      “What shop and where is it?” I asked.

      “Just head down Main Street like you’re going to the train. It’s about two buildings away from the track. It’s called The Water Well.”

      I grabbed my empty backpack off the chair, knowing I might need it to haul things. “I’ll head out now.”

      Stepping out of the three-story white home, I crossed the front yard that was bursting with colorful flowers and exited the gate.

      Forgotten Falls was easy to navigate. From the four corners of the square, I could get to the earth, wind, water, and fire witch communities. Nestled to the south was Gnome Knoll. To the east were the Dervish Den and wolf territory along the ravine. To the north was the Fairy Forest. And to the west was the Vampire Shire.

      Red brick roads connected all areas. Since there were no cars, most people walked. But some witches used their powers to get around. One man used his wind power to boost him up and hover down the road. A lady in muck boots stood on a sheet of grass that moved like a treadmill, whisking her along at a fast pace.

      Since I didn’t know how to move with wind yet, I used the traditional walking method to get around. On my way, I nearly tripped on a gnome who toddled in front of me with a basket of mushrooms. Startled, she tossed her basket at me, raining mushrooms on the road and my shoes. After straightening her blue bonnet, she kicked me and hurried off.

      “Wait! Your basket,” I called after her, but she didn’t stop.

      I needed to look down more before the gnomes filed complaints against me. She wasn’t the first gnome I’d nearly clobbered.

      Picking up the mushrooms, I placed the basket on the bench for her if she came back.

      I continued down the road, wishing I had brought my sunglasses. The afternoon July sun was a little too brutal for my eyes and pale skin, but since I’d been relegated to the night shift, I supposed a little sun wouldn’t hurt.

      Soon I found the wooden sign for The Water Well hanging above a shop door near the train track. I peeked into the bay window to find bowls, vases, vials, and table-top fountains.

      Bells jingled when I opened the wooden door.

      “I’ll be with you in a minute,” a woman called from somewhere in the back.

      “No hurry,” I said as I gazed along the shelves and tables. From the name of the store to the items for sale, this was a shop that sold anything that could hold liquid. Or more accurately, water. This was a store geared toward water witches.

      Even though I was a wind witch, I was fascinated by all magic. My parents had wanted nothing to do with magic. It had been Grandma Fina who taught me how to track using the wind when I turned eighteen. With her love of travel, my lessons were few and far between. So even at twenty-nine, I still knew next to nothing about wind magic or any of the other element magic.

      I veered over to a shelf that was lined with books about water wielding, arts, and crafting. Snapping a picture with my phone, I saved it for possible bribery. Niles loved reading and hated teaching. These books might sway him to give me magic lessons.

      A woman in her thirties, wearing an aqua-blue dress and had eyes to match, stepped out from the back room. She had curly blonde hair that reached down to her shoulders. A tiny vial tied by a black-satin cord hung from her neck. It looked to be filled with something shimmery.

      I must have stared too long because she glanced down and touched the vial. “Do you like it? I’m going to sell an entire line of them soon.”

      “What’s inside of it?” I asked.

      “Water, of course,” she said with a laugh. “I’ve been infusing them. This one is to purify. I’ll have some for energizing, clarity, and calming as well. I’m Millie Brooks, by the way. You must be Wren Whisper. I’ve heard so much about you, especially after the whole incident with Adora.”

      The incident being when the earth witch nearly asphyxiated me to death by growing a mushroom inside my throat. Thankfully, I survived. Two others did not.

      Millie sneezed three times in quick succession. “Excuse me,” she said, grabbing a tissue from the counter. “I’m allergic to cats. Having to go inside my aunt’s house to collect all those little fur balls was—” She sneezed again. “—horrible. I can’t tell you how thankful I am that Basia agreed to take them until my aunt returns.”

      “Basia said you don’t know where she went. Are you worried?”

      “A little. Aunt Nadine rarely leaves home. She’ll go to the grocery store, and she’ll run errands, but she never travels or has social engagements.”

      “What about other family? Would she visit anyone?”

      Millie shook her head. “She’s got me and my parents. They live just two houses down and I’ve already checked with them.”

      “When was the last time anyone spoke to her?”

      “I talked to her yesterday around noon. Nothing seemed out of the ordinary. She was talking about the kittens, then I returned to work.”

      I frowned. “Does she like to hike?” Forgotten Falls was in a gentle sloping part of the White Mountains, but that didn’t mean the immediate area or beyond was safe.

      “She occasionally takes a stroll around Water Witch Circle, but she doesn’t go farther unless she’s running errands in town.”

      “I can try to track her if you’d like,” I said.

      “It’s okay,” she said. “I stopped at the police station and Chief Lovelace said he’ll begin a search.”

      Since the police officers were all wolves that had heightened senses and could run long distances quickly, they should have no problems finding her.

      “In that case, I’m sure she’ll be home soon. Would you still like me to gather the kitten supplies from your aunt’s house?”

      “Please.” She reached under the counter and pulled out her purse. Taking a key off her keychain, she handed it to me. “You can leave the key with Basia once you’re done. I’ll swing by later to check on her and pick up the key then. You should be able to find everything in the kitchen. Aunt Nadine kept supplies in the bottom cupboard under the toaster.” She took a slip of paper and wrote on it. “Here’s her address. She’s on the south end of Water Witch Circle near the falls.”

      Taking the paper, I said, “I’ll lock up when I leave.”

      “Oh, and can you check for Mama?”

      “Your mom?”

      “Mama is Aunt Nadine’s female breeding cat. I couldn’t find her when I gathered the kittens. She might be hiding.”

      “I’ll look for her.”

      If this had been any other town, I would have wondered why Millie trusted a stranger to go inside her aunt’s house alone. But this wasn’t like any other town, and I worked for the police. Plus, I’ve been told I have a friendly face.

      She thanked me as I left the store.

      The only witch circle I had explored so far was Earth Witch Circle, so I was excited about the opportunity to snoop around a new area.

      I retraced my steps through town. When I reached the corner by the police station, I veered onto Water Lane. Soon the circle appeared. A pond sat in the center of the homes, fed by a lazy river. Water splashed from the pond and into the air, making sea animal shapes before plummeting back to the pond.

      I found Nadine’s home on the far end and heard the rush of a waterfall before I saw it behind the two-story Tudor home.

      A fountain sat in her front yard, but it was cracked and empty. It seemed to be a theme for the overall state of the deteriorating house and overgrown yard. If a dervish sneezed nearby, I doubted this house would stand.

      I hesitantly walked up the two steps to get to the sloping porch that might have been a beautiful spot to sit on summer days. Now it was a death trap. I stepped around a giant hole that was about the size of a person falling through.

      Knocking on the door in case Nadine had returned, I waited for a moment before I let myself inside.

      As soon as I cleared the threshold, I placed a hand on my nose as the smell hit me. It was no wonder Millie trusted me with a key to her aunt’s house. No one would want to steal anything from here.

      Beyond the odor of urine, her furniture, drapes, and carpeting were shredded with tiny claw marks. There was no way one litter of kittens could do so much damage. This was a lifetime of kitten ownership.

      If I were going to stay longer, I’d air the place out properly. Instead, I kept the door open. It should only take a few minutes to get what I needed.

      Hurrying past the living room, I entered a dining room that had a chef’s window from the kitchen.

      Since all the curtains—or what was left of them—were open, I didn’t have to fumble with light switches and easily found the toaster in the kitchen. After a peek in the bottom cupboard, I found kitten food, a small bag of litter, and a basket with brushes and nail trimmers.

      I fit the food, brushes, and trimmers into my backpack, but not the litter. Which was probably for the best since I used my backpack for work and storing my lunch. Even though the litter was clean, it was still dusty.

      Finding garbage bags under the sink, I placed the litter in one. After cleaning the water bowl and food bowl, I placed them inside the garbage bag as well.

      The thought of dragging a dirty litter box around town was too icky for me, so I decided Basia could make do with a cardboard box with a garbage bag liner. It wasn’t as if the kittens would be permanent residents at the bed-and-breakfast.

      As I finished packing, I heard a noise coming from the front. Heavy footsteps fell on the old porch floorboards.

      “Nadine?” a deep voice called out.

      I looked through the chef’s window to see a very tall, wide-shouldered man dip his head so he could clear the doorway.

      I was pretty sure that was not Nadine.
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      From his large size and imposing height, I suspected the man looming at Nadine’s front door was a wolf. Since most wolves were on the police force, I wondered if he was here about Nadine’s missing person case. However, instead of wearing the police uniform, he wore jeans and a button-down shirt covered by a white lab coat. He carried a black leather case. So, was he an officer or someone else?

      “Hello?” I called through the chef’s window.

      He paused. “Nadine?”

      “No. I’m Wren,” I said, stepping out of the kitchen so he could see me. “I’m picking up supplies for the kittens. Who are you?”

      Now that I had a clearer view of him, he looked to be in his forties and had sandy brown hair, kind hazel eyes, and a definite muscular wolf build.

      “Oh,” he said with a puzzled expression. “My name is Hook Norrix. I’m the vet. Nadine made an appointment with me to do the first round of vaccinations on the kittens. Is she here?”

      “No. She’s currently missing. The police are looking for her right now.”

      He frowned. “That doesn’t seem right. She rarely leaves the house. Do they have any leads?”

      “I don’t think so. The last person to talk to her was Millie. That was yesterday around noon.”

      He frowned again. “I hope they find her soon. Who has been taking care of the kittens?”

      “They’re over at Basia’s. Do you have time to stop over there? I can walk with you.”

      “Um. Okay.”

      Was his hesitance because he didn’t want to go to Basia’s or didn’t want to walk with me?

      “Unless you have somewhere else to be,” I added, giving him a chance to decline.

      “No. I’ll need to give the kittens their shots, and I have a little time before my next appointment.”

      “Since you’re already here, do you have another minute to help me find Mama? Millie couldn’t find her. I’d hate to trap her here with no one to watch her.”

      Hook inhaled. “Her scent is old, and I don’t hear her. She might be outside. I can look for her later today after my appointments.”

      “That would be helpful. Thank you.” I slung on my backpack, heavy with supplies, then picked up the garbage bag. As I locked the door on our way out, he took the bag from me to carry.

      “Thank you,” I said.

      He gave a shy nod.

      Walking back into town, he measured his steps to my shorter ones. Most of the wolves here did the same. I never felt like they were rushing me along, and I appreciated it because I didn’t like to have to jog next to them. I loved Rue’s giant donuts too much to be a jogger.

      “Out of curiosity,” I said, thinking about the condition of the house, “was Nadine a cat breeder?”

      “Not a serious one in the beginning. She dabbled here and there when she found cats that would work well together. Over the last year, she seems to have gotten a bit more serious.”

      “Does she sell them?” I asked.

      He nodded. “Yes. Not just in Forgotten Falls, but outside of it as well.”

      “Really? I thought we tried to keep ourselves isolated here.”

      “We do, for the most part. Selling outside of Forgotten Falls is discouraged, but not illegal. Since Nadine only sold her kittens to other witches, people didn’t fuss about it.”

      “Makes sense. I’m still new here and learning everything.”

      He nodded. “I’m sure it takes a while. Word around town is that you grew up without magic. Must be a shock to learn about this world.”

      “Grandma Fina used to tell me stories about this place, so I wasn’t too shocked. But I didn’t know about the vampires, and I’m still learning about wind magic.”

      “It will come in time, and the vampires are mostly harmless. They know the consequences of taking blood from residents of Forgotten Falls.”

      Exile. And imprisonment if the “donor” dies or gets infected.

      “I also heard you room with Niles,” he said as we turned onto Water Lane.

      I nodded. “And, yes, I know he’s a man stuck in a cat’s body.”

      “I’ve wanted to see him, but he refuses.”

      “I’m not surprised. He’s stubborn. Why do you want to see him?”

      “For a checkup. I know he’s a man, but his body is not. For the last five years, he’s refused any preventative care. It would be different if he saw his regular doctor, but he won’t go to the clinic either.” He shrugged. “I’m curious to see if there are any differences between his cat body and a standard cat's body.”

      “Do you think there might be a difference?”

      “It’s possible since I assume it was magic that turned him into a cat. If so, it might give us a clue how to change him back or where the magic originated from.”

      “I’m surprised he didn’t jump on the chance to see you,” I said. “He’d told me he tried everything to change back. Even consulted people outside of Forgotten Falls.”

      “I think his pride is a little bruised. I’m an animal doctor, and he probably doesn’t want to be seen as an animal.”

      “Either way, it’s worth a shot to try. What’s the worst that can happen?”

      “Things stay the same,” he said. “And maybe that’s what Niles fears the most.”

      When we arrived at the bed-and-breakfast, I opened the gate to the front yard that burst with colorful flowers. We walked into the house and back to the kitchen.

      “I found the supplies,” I said to Basia. Her back was turned to us as she wiped down the counters.

      “Oh, good,” she said. “They’ve been little ang—” Her words cut off when she turned and spotted Hook standing behind me.

      “Doctor Norrix said he needs to give them shots,” I said as I set down my bag.

      “Um. Great.” Basia blinked. Her cheeks flushed pink as she stammered, “I-I’ll get out of your way then.”

      She scurried past Hook, who stared at the space Basia had been.

      I had never seen Basia scurry, blush, or not want to chat with whoever dropped in. Was there a twinge of pain on Hook’s face?

      Something had happened between these two.

      Hook shook off whatever emotion had trapped him for those few seconds and stepped over to the basket. He placed his bag down on the table and opened it.

      “While you’re taking care of the kittens, I’ll see if I can get Niles to talk to you.”

      “Okay,” he said. “This shouldn’t take me long.”

      I hurried upstairs, thinking I’d find Niles asleep on the bed. While he was on the bed, he wasn’t asleep. He was reading from the open book propped in front of him.

      Knowing he was a witch, and yet seeing a cat reading a book, boggled my mind.

      “Niles, can you come to the kitchen for a second?” I asked.

      “No.”

      “Please? It will only take a minute. I’ll even carry you,” I offered, knowing he hated physical activity.

      “I already know what you’re up to.” Niles didn’t bother to look over at me. “I can smell the wolf from up here. If I’m right, like I always am, it’s the vet. And no, I don’t want to see him or have him prod me.”

      “He just wants to see if there is any difference between you and a cat. If there’s a difference, it could be a clue.”

      “Do you think I haven’t thought of that? I’ve already done plenty of research on my own.”

      “Niles, you’re not a vet who has seen hundreds of other cats. You could be missing something. Isn’t it worth two minutes of your time to find out?”

      “No.”

      “Stop being stubborn. You have an opportunity to find answers.”

      “I know what I’ll find. Nothing.”

      I sighed. “Fine. But then you can’t say you’ve tried everything and get pity points. That’s not how this works.”

      “I’m not asking for anyone’s pity. I want to be left alone.”

      “Fine.” I turned and left the room for him to read. “Don’t think you’re getting out of giving me lessons today.”

      “Actually, I have to head out in a few minutes. I’ll give you a lesson tomorrow.”

      “Where are you going? It’s like you’re always gone. Are you just trying to avoid me to get out of lessons?”

      “I have responsibilities,” he answered in that snooty voice that made me regret every chicken basket I had bought him.

      “With the Wind Witch Guild?” I asked. “When are you going to let me be a part of it?”

      “When you learn about wind magic.”

      “How can I learn about wind magic when my teacher won’t teach me?”

      “It’s a conundrum,” he said with mock sincerity.

      “I guess I’ll just read more of the book Roman bought me.”

      “I’d be careful with anything a vampire gets his hands on, especially Roman. He has a way of unearthing things that should have stayed buried.”

      “I’m surprised you don’t want to read the book,” I said. “You’ve read every book in the library.”

      “It would be nice if Pickering would buy new books for the library,” Niles muttered. “Now, go away so I can finish this chapter and leave. I don’t want to be late.”

      With a sigh, I made my way downstairs. As I rounded down to the second floor, I found Basia peeking out of her room.

      “Are you okay?” I asked her.

      Her eyes widened, and she waved me over to her.

      “Tell me when he leaves,” she whispered.

      “Niles?”

      “No. Hook. I want to avoid him.” Her cheeks turned pink again.

      “Can I ask why?”

      She pressed her lips together and shook her head before closing the door. Odd.

      I walked to the kitchen to find Hook was packing up his bag.

      “Sorry,” I said to him. “Niles doesn’t want to come downstairs.”

      “I heard. And I understand. He knows where to find me if he wants to.”

      If he heard my conversation with Niles, perhaps he heard my conversation with Basia. I looked closely at him to see if I could detect any emotion, but the only thing I noticed was his ears were pinker than they had been.

      He picked up his bag.

      “Are the kittens okay?” I asked.

      He nodded. “You’ll want to set up their bowls and litter soon. Keep them in a small area until they feel comfortable in their new surroundings. Then you can let them be. Cats are smart and self-sufficient, but if you need any help or have any questions, just call me.” He handed me his business card. When I took it, he said goodbye and let himself out of the house.

      Basia returned to the kitchen seconds later.

      “Everything okay with the kittens?” she asked.

      “Everything’s okay except for you hiding from Hook. I think he heard you.”

      She sighed and sank into a kitchen chair. “It’s too small of a town to have an ex-boyfriend.”

      I opened the garbage bag and pulled out supplies. “Can I ask what happened?”

      “Nothing really,” she said, playing with the many bangles on her wrist. “We got along just fine. He’s a cutie and really sweet.”

      “But?”

      Her mouth twisted as she thought. “How much do you know about wolves?”

      “They’re big, strong, and have ridiculously good hearing and sense of smell. They’re fast. Like super fast. And they can run long distances.”

      She nodded. “They also keep with the pack. It’s ingrained in who they are.”

      “Which causes a problem?” I questioned since I didn’t know.

      “It can. I have my life here at my bed-and-breakfast. He has his life with the pack in the wolf territory. We were fine at first . . . until we weren’t.”

      “I suppose having the bed-and-breakfast as not only your home but business puts a kink in things,” I guessed.

      She nodded. “He had stayed here a few times, but this never felt like his home. And I can’t be away from the B and B for long. We ended up stressed.”

      “I can understand that.”

      After a beat, she clapped her hands together. “Let’s get these little ones settled. At least someone will feel at home here.”

      I reached out and touched her arm. “I feel at home here, too. Niles does as well.”

      “Thank you,” she said. “That reminds me. Now that some witches have rebuilt their homes after the dervish incident, there is a room available on the second floor if you want it.”

      The room would cost more as well. Since I’d had to room with Niles, I got a discount. Plus, if I was in another room, I wouldn’t be able to pester him as much for lessons.

      “I’ll stay with Niles for right now,” I said. “Keep the room free in case someone else needs it. I heard Zane was having issues with the dervishes again. There might be a rogue wind funnel that knocks down another house.”

      “I hope not. It’s just terrible the things that go on, but it’s the price we pay for living together.”

      The price was steep, especially when you added in the fact that the fairies liked to steal, and there was a chilly cold front between the witches and vampires.

      Forgotten Falls was a disaster zone. Who knew when the next calamity would strike?
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      I said hello to Ranulf as I walked into the police station a few minutes before my shift started. He greeted me with his usual friendly smile. He was older than the other wolves, and I suspected he was holding off on retirement as long as he could.

      “Any news about Nadine?” I asked.

      He opened his mouth to say something when Zane walked up to the desk. “Ranulf, I’m out for the night. If there’s something urgent, call me. Everything else can wait.”

      “Will do,” Ranulf said.

      Zane pointed at me. “Come with me.”

      Zane was tall, broad-shouldered, and no-nonsense. He barked orders, and people obeyed. He was also my boss, and I obeyed when I could. The few times I didn’t were for good reasons, even though it landed me in trouble with him.

      But even for all his gruff ways, Zane was a good guy who cared about Forgotten Falls and the residents. Well, maybe not Roman, but the guy liked to poke Zane’s buttons as often as he could. It was no wonder they were always at odds.

      The blue shirt with the police insignia stretched tight against Zane’s well-defined muscles. With his neatly swept-back blond hair and his magnetic blue eyes, there was a reason Zane had a group of fans who followed him wherever he went. They were known as the Zane Watch Club, and they truly did like to watch him.

      In fact, I had seen two of them sitting on the park bench across the street when I followed Zane outside. They stared wide-eyed at him before they took out their phones and started typing. I figured they were messaging the rest of the group.

      Zane ignored them and walked around to the back of the building. A large shed sat prominently in the small grassy area.

      “What’s going on?” I asked.

      “I got you something that might help with tracking.”

      I wasn’t sure what I needed since I used the wind to track. It hardly required accessories.

      He opened the shed door, and I saw an ATV, which was a bit shocking since there were no vehicles of any kind in Forgotten Falls.

      “This is for patrol and tracking only,” he said, handing me the key. “I expect you to wear a helmet at all times and not run into trees or citizens.”

      I snatched the key from him. “What made you buy this? I mean, I love it and I’m excited to use it, but I didn’t expect it.”

      “I’ve never had a tracker who wasn’t a wolf before. You can’t keep up with wolves without this. It was either this or keep asking them to give you piggyback rides on patrol.”

      I hated piggyback rides. They were awkward and uncomfortable, but it had been the only way to follow the wolves and not slow them down.

      Most of the wolves were used to giving citizens lifts to the hospital when there was an emergency. It was nothing new to them, but I couldn’t ask them to haul me around nightly. It put a strain on them, and what if there was an issue with protected creatures trying to escape? I’d be useless to catch them.

      The ATV was a game changer.

      When I sat on the ATV, Zane pulled a helmet from a hook on the wall. He handed it to me.

      “Remember to keep it on.”

      “Will do, boss.” When I secured the helmet, I asked. “What about gas for this thing?”

      “It’s electric. The earth witches modified the battery to charge without a power source.”

      He pulled a cord that resembled an extension cord, but the prongs were different from the ones I was used to. They looked sharp like an icepick.

      “All you have to do is stick this into the ground,” he said. “The land will do the rest.”

      “I can get electricity from dirt?” I questioned.

      “This thing draws energy from the earth,” he said. “If you want to know more, ask an earth witch to explain.”

      “How long for a full charge?” I asked.

      “Full charge is about two hours,” he said. “It’s a big battery, so you should be able to get through a full shift without having to charge. See how it goes tonight, and you can let me know if there are any issues.”

      Vesper arrived and stood by Zane. “You got the ATV. Excellent.”

      “Excellent for your back, you mean,” I teased.

      Vesper was probably one of the nicest and easiest going of the border patrol trackers. He never made me feel like I wasn’t one of the team. Not all wolves took to me like he did. Not that anyone gave me a hard time. They already knew I could pull my weight when it came to tracking. But I wasn’t one of them. I wasn’t a wolf or part of the pack. I was the alien that invaded their normalcy, and they didn’t know quite what to do with me.

      Like all wolves, he was larger than average and muscular. He wore his dark wavy hair in a ponytail that tickled my nose when he ran while giving me a piggyback ride.

      “What’s the plan for tonight?” I asked.

      “Patrol as normal,” Zane said.

      “What about Nadine?” I asked.

      “Sin and Angel think they found a trail. I’m letting them take the lead. If it runs cold, I’ll bring you in on it. In the meantime, when you reach the station, use your wind magic to scout. I don’t want you to follow Nadine, just see where it points you. Keep doing that at every station and report back to me in the morning.”

      I nodded.

      “Let’s move out,” Vesper said.

      “Can you go slow until I get the hang of this thing?” I asked.

      He nodded. “I’ll let you take the lead. We’re in position five for the first hour.”

      Eight positions surrounded Forgotten Falls and eight border patrol trackers took a spot at each position. Every hour, they’d rotate their position like the hour hand on a clock. It helped keep them alert through the long night. It also meant they had two guys on either side of them for backup if needed.

      The only reason I was being trained for border patrol was because they needed relief. The police force was already stretched thin as it was.

      When we arrived at a clearing at the far edge of the Fairy Forest, the sun was dipping past the horizon. Only witches and vampires were allowed past this point.

      Station five was the most active hotspot for creatures getting into mischief, specifically the fairies who were looking to go down the mountain to the towns below us to steal.

      I sat on the ATV and peered out along the ravine on one side of me and the treeline on the other. I normally had to rely on the wolves’ eyesight, since my eyes only adapted to the darkness so much. But now, I had the lights of the ATV to use if I needed to.

      “So, what’s the first thing you want to do?” he asked.

      “Listen, look, and observe,” I said.

      He nodded. “Since you’re not a wolf, what will you do after?”

      “Use my wind magic to scout?”

      He nodded. “We’re near the Fairy Forest, so search for fairies every other time, right?”

      “Yep.”
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