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Sarah and the Wizard II

Prelude:

Last time, the monsters had claws.

This time, they wear suits.

They hold gavels, titles, and contracts written in blood.

Sarah thought she’d escaped the forest—the teeth, the talons, the hunger that hunted in silence.

But the real monsters didn’t hide.

They ruled.

They bought girls like cattle and called it business.

Now she’s done running.

She’s done begging.

The auction is over.

And Sarah is the one coming to collect.
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Prologue
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Sarah Mathews was busy working at the keys of her terminal in the Baltimore field office of the FBI.  A recent graduate of the academy, she had finished second in her class.  She could have finished first if not for the fact that she refused to use her magical powers to advance her status.  Her job as an analyst was to sort through data on crimes taking place throughout the country.  Today, she was working hard to make sense of a series of young women being killed, apparently by the same man around the Seattle, Washington area.

Just then, her supervising agent came up to her desk.  “Ms. Mathews, what does the data tell you about what is happening in the Northwest?”

“It seems to be coming together.  It appears to be the work of one man.  The method of killing is all the same: strangulation by the woman’s own bra.  A symbol of a dog carved into their backs.  That fact has not been released to the public, so the likelihood that the killings are the work of the same unsub is 97%.”

“Have you found any connection between the victims?” Mrs. Taylor asked.

“I have they are all students from schools around the Washington area.  While none of them are tied to the same professor, they all did attend the same after-school class for theatrical arts.”

“That was the connection we needed.  I will forward that to the agents in the field.  Good work.”

She started to leave and then stopped.  “Oh, by the way, your instinct on the Wichita Three was spot on.  What we thought was the work of one unsub turned out to be, in actuality, two.  A husband used the other two killings to try and cover up his murder of his wife.  Not many agents as fresh out of the academy would have caught the one clue that put us onto his trail.

Sarah just responded with a thank you, ma’am, but inside she was beaming with pride.  It takes 10 atta boys to make up for one aah shit, and she was hoping to bank all the goodwill that she could as she knew that at some point she might skrew up.

Her work done for the day, she decided to attend a baseball game between the league-leading Yankees and the hometown Orioles.  She had a seat along the third base line, and although she tried to keep her powers from hearing people's minds, it was a constant struggle, which sometimes took her attention from things she wanted to experience.  Tonight, her favorite hitter, Aaron Judge, was at bat.  She didn’t admire him so much for his huge stature, but more for the speed with which the ball came off his bat.  Using radar technology, some of the balls hit by him have left the bat at over 115 miles per hour.  Sarah admired such raw power, perhaps because she could generate great speeds as well.  

She was trying to concentrate on the pitcher's motion, analyzing the possibility that Judge might hit a home run when a screaming line drive came her way.  Without even thinking about it, she analyzed the speed and trajectory, and she knew that disaster was about to strike.  A young mother a baby in her arms was sitting beside another young girl.  Sarah estimated the age to be around 5 or 6 years old.  Instantly, Sarah knew that unless she did something, that ball would crash into the young girl's head with lethal results.  Sarah was two rows away, but snatching her hat from her head and using supernatural speed, she managed to catch the ball in the hat inches from the little girl's head.

Breathing a sigh of relief, Sarah sat back in her seat and watched the rest of the game without incident.  As far as she knew, nobody had any idea that her action had saved a young girl's life.

Arriving at work the next morning, she was greeted by two very large individuals in black suits and wearing visitor badges.

Before she could sit down, one of them approached her.  “Sarah Mathews?” he asked, although the question was just formality.  Sarah had no doubt he knew who she was.

“Yes, can I help you?” She asked.

“You are to come with us,” the taller man said, his voice clipped and official, like a door closing behind her.

Sarah stood slowly. “Where are we going? Have I done something wrong?”

Neither agent answered. The question hung in the air like a raindrop that refused to fall.

The man extended one arm, not threatening—just deliberate—gesturing toward the elevators with the practiced neutrality of someone who had done this many times before. A quiet command, backed by nothing but presence and a visitor’s badge.

Every head in the bullpen turned subtly, eyes pretending not to watch. Her co-workers knew better than to ask questions, but she could feel their curiosity humming like a pressure system around her.

She slid her coat from the back of her chair, looped it over her arm, and followed.

The hallway felt longer than usual, as if the carpet itself resisted her steps. Sarah’s mind reflexively reached toward the silence around her—Why now? Who sent them? Am I being detained?—but she resisted the urge to push. Listening was a choice. And she would not violate her own rules.

The elevator doors opened with a soft ping. The agents flanked her without a word as they descended, the hush between them thick enough to breathe.

When the doors opened at the ground level, the chill of the outside air rushed in. The black SUV idled just past the security checkpoint, its tinted windows reflecting the red flicker of brake lights and the gray Baltimore sky.

The driver opened the rear door. One of the agents nodded toward the back seat.

Sarah slid inside.

It wasn’t a forced march.

It wasn’t an arrest.

But it wasn’t a request either.

The SUV’s doors closed with a heavy finality, sealing her inside a cocoon of black leather and tempered silence. No one spoke. The taller agent slid into the front passenger seat without a glance back; the other took the wheel, hands steady, eyes fixed on the road.

Sarah sat upright in the middle row, her palms flat against her knees. Her senses prickled. The vehicle moved smoothly through Baltimore’s morning traffic, but she wasn’t focused on the motion—her mind pressed against invisible walls, buzzing.

She could hear them if she wanted to. Not with her ears—with that part of her she’d trained so fiercely to ignore. The static hum of thought drifted just beneath the surface of their skulls: images, fragments, names, orders. A single push and their minds would unspool like a map. She could know everything—who sent them, why they had come, what was waiting for her at the end of this ride.

But she didn’t.

She kept her breath even, knuckles pale, staring straight ahead through tinted glass.

It wasn’t fear holding her back—it was principle. Discipline. Her power had rules, and she wasn’t about to break them because someone showed up in a dark suit with a quiet voice. Still, it churned in her chest like a storm at sea.

The streets shifted from brick and row homes to glass and power. Washington blurred into view—marble columns, white fences, the sharp edge of authority. When they passed through the gate at 1600 Pennsylvania Avenue, Sarah’s pulse jumped despite herself.

The SUV rolled to a halt in the inner courtyard of the West Wing. One of the agents opened her door.

“Right this way,” he said. No explanation. No name.

She followed, heels clicking against polished stone, the hallways quieter than she’d imagined—like the air itself was listening.

They ushered her into a large, wood-paneled room. Bookshelves lined one wall. An American flag stood at the corner behind a broad desk. It was empty.

“Wait here,” the agent said. Then the door closed.

Sarah sat.

The clock on the wall ticked in maddening rhythm.

And still... she didn’t listen.

Whatever this was, it would reveal itself. She would meet it with eyes forward, mind untouched.

Because whatever power had brought her here, it would have to speak plain.

Sarah was nearly frantic trying to remember any incidents that had happened, anything she could have inadvertently done that could have been serious enough to be called on the carpet at the White House.  Wrack her brain as she could, she couldn’t remember a single issue that had arisen.  Just when she was about to become frantic with worry, the door opened.  The door held open for a tall woman dressed immaculately in business attire.  A woman that every person in the United States would recognize, the president of the United States.  

Sarah jumped to her feet and came to attention immediately.

The president smiled, at ease, young lady, and pointing to a leather seat, she told Sarah to have a seat.  The President walked with purpose and sat down across from her.

“Madam President,” Sarah began, rising slightly in her seat. “Begging your pardon... It’s an honor to meet you, truly, but I have to ask, why am I here? I’ve racked my brain trying to think of something I might’ve done wrong.”

The President held up a reassuring hand. “Put your mind at ease. You’re not here because of any indiscretion. Quite the opposite, in fact.” She leaned forward slightly, her gaze sharpening. “Do you recall the Yankees–Orioles game last night? That line drive off Aaron Judge’s bat—you caught it.”

Sarah blinked, momentarily stunned. How could the President possibly know about that? The moment had been a blur, so fast that not even the network cameras had picked it up.

“How do you know about that, ma’am?”

The President’s lips curled into a knowing smile. “Very little of consequence happens in this city without me hearing about it. And as it turns out, your actions last night were of great consequence—to me, personally.” She paused. “Do you remember the little girl you shielded with that catch? She’s my granddaughter.”

Sarah’s breath caught. “I... had no idea. I’m just glad I could help. But truly, it wasn’t anything special—just instinct. Right place, right time.”

The President chuckled softly. “Nice try. My staff analyzed footage from a bystander’s phone. According to them, no ordinary human could’ve caught that ball—not from the angle and distance you were seated.”

Sarah’s composure faltered. “I... I don’t know what to say, ma’am. I just reacted.”

“In any event, I am in your debt.  Perhaps sometime in the future, you will need an ally, and rest assured, I will be there.  Now let’s talk about how you made that catch.  Nobody comes to this office without an extensive vetting process.  Do you have any idea what we found in your background?”

Sarah’s composure faltered, her voice barely above a whisper. “I... I don’t know what to say, ma’am. I just reacted.”

The President regarded her for a long moment, then offered a faint nod. “In any case, I owe you a debt. And debts in my world are not forgotten.” Her voice grew low, almost conspiratorial. “One day, you may find yourself in need of a powerful ally. When that day comes, remember this moment. I’ll be there.”

The words landed with more weight than Sarah expected. Before she could fully process them, the President continued, her tone shifting to one of practiced diplomacy edged with curiosity. “Now then—let’s talk about how you made that catch. You see, no one walks into this office without undergoing an exhaustive vetting process. So tell me, Agent Mathews... any idea what we found when we pulled back the layers of your background?”

Sarah straightened in her seat. “Nothing more than what your team uncovered when I applied to the academy, I’d imagine.”

The President arched a brow. “Probably shouldn’t assume, Agent Mathews. You do know what happens when you break that word into three parts?”

A smirk tugged at the corner of Sarah’s lips despite herself. “I do, ma’am. I think the first time I heard that line was from an old episode of The Odd Couple.”

The President’s smile mirrored hers, if only briefly, before vanishing back behind the mask of executive resolve.

“I didn’t mean to sound flippant,” Sarah added quickly. “It’s just... for most of my life, I’ve been a small-town girl trying to figure out who I wanted to become. I never imagined that figuring it out might involve a conversation with the leader of the free world.”

The President’s voice dropped, her words deliberate. “My people believe you’re far more than a small-town girl who stumbled into law enforcement. We’ve been watching Shadowfen for some time now. That town... It’s not like the others.”

Sarah’s pulse quickened.

“We found anomalies in your record,” the President continued. “A bank robbery in Shadowfen—witnesses claimed the assailant was stopped by an invisible force. The lead detective insisted it was you, though you were never formally acknowledged. And then there’s the mass grave—thirty-five victims, unearthed in the marshlands south of town. A case that had baffled investigators for years... until you arrived.”

Sarah’s throat tightened. The scent of pine and damp earth seemed to rise from memory.

“You were the one who led them to the burial site,” the President said. “You claimed it was a hunch. But my analysts disagree. They say your instincts defy probability. They say something... or someone... is guiding you.”

Sarah met her gaze, steady but silent.

The President leaned forward, her voice softening. “Would you like to add anything to the record, Agent Mathews?”

“Let’s just say there are... sensitivities at play. People who operate in shadows, and not all of them are human. I’ve had help in the past—from sources I can’t name. But I’ll say this: everything I did, I did to protect innocent lives.”

She paused. “If that’s too vague, it’s because I’ve seen what happens when the wrong people start asking the right questions.”

“I understand that you’re trying to protect someone—or something—you feel a deep obligation to. That kind of loyalty, that sense of duty... It’s not lost on me.”

The President's tone softened, just slightly, but her words remained sharp with intent.

“And for now, I’m willing to respect that. Whatever you’re guarding—whether it walks in shadows, or speaks in a voice only you can hear—so long as it poses no threat to this nation, I’ll leave it alone. But let me be perfectly clear, Agent Mathews: if that calculus changes, if whatever you’re shielding crosses into matters of national security... all bets are off.”

She leaned in then, eyes narrowing—not in suspicion, but in focus.

“What I need from you is clarity. Not names. Not allegiances. Just the truth. Exactly what are you capable of—and to what extent do those abilities go?”
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Chapter One – Sarah reveals all.
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I will try to condense what is a very long story into just the pertinent details.  My story begins when I decided to take a walk in the deep woods around the village.  I was so engrossed in the wonders of nature that I failed to notice a root that had grown across the path.  I stubbed my toe, and if not for the intervention of a man named Arthos, I would have been severely injured.

There is a whole list of mysterious and wonderful beings that I met that night, but the crib notes are that I was told that I possessed great power, and throughout the night, those powers were revealed to me.  I was shown my ability to read minds, hearing every thought that anyone around me might be thinking.”

“Whoa,” the President broke in.  “Are you telling me that you can read my mind?  That is quite disconcerting that someone might know all the national secrets without me even knowing.”

Sarah had not even considered such a possibility.  “Madam President, set your mind at ease.  I have no intention of reading your mind, but to answer your question, yes, I could if I wished.”

“I am not sure that I believe you.  Let’s test it.  What am I thinking right now?”

“You are thinking that if I am telling the truth, you might want to call in the Secret Service to lock me away for the safety of the country.”

“Oh, my God, you can read minds, or was that a lucky guess?”

“No, luck wasn’t involved. Would you like another test?”

“I don’t think so, I might give away something that I don’t want to reveal.  Are you a danger to this country?”

“Nothing could be further from the truth,” Sarah answered with conviction in her voice.  I love this country.  I entered the academy to do something to help protect it.”
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