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      “The Book of Spirits is a fast-paced fantasy with so many of my favorite things—grimoires, layered character relationships, and a dragon! If you haven’t started the Jayne series yet, now is your moment!”

      —Alisha Klapheke, USA Today Bestselling Author of the Bound by Dragons Series

      

      “…An adrenaline-fueled, action-packed adventure bursting with magic, love, friendship, and betrayal. Jayne Thorne and her merry band of allies are the best kind of found family, and I was on the edge of my seat hoping they’d all make it through their latest trials alive. As the penultimate book in the Jayne Thorne series, The Book of Spirits perfectly sets up the final installment, building to a thrilling conclusion that left me breathless.”

      —Lauren Thoman, bestselling author of You Shouldn't Be Here

      

      “Joss Walker’s The Book of Spirits has everything you could ever want in an epic fantasy: a spunky heroine, deep worldbuilding, magical monsters, a dash of romance, and a sentient dragon. The stakes are high, and the pacing is fast, making this the perfect read to dive into for a break from reality.”

      —Meredith R. Lyons, award-winning author of Ghost Tamer

      

      “Vivid world-building, a page-turning mystery, and a smart, adventurous heroine in the process of discovering her own power and learning from her mistakes makes for another great addition to an outstanding urban fantasy series.”

      — Jayne Castle, New York Times bestselling author of the Harmony series, on Master of Shadows

      

      “Light-hearted books can get a bad rap, as though making readers smile is somehow a weakness on the author’s part... Walker has a light touch with [her] prose, and the likable characters breeze through many of their interactions. Which isn’t to say that Tomb of the Queen lacks gravitas. No, there’s a good story here with real edge-of-the-seat moments... It’s fun from start to finish, and I’m going to keep my eye out for more from this “new” author.”

      —Charles de Lint, The Magazine of Mystery & Science Fiction on Tomb of the Queen

      

      “Writer Joss Walker brings the magic back! It will take a witch with heart, humor, and book smarts–plus some killer kickboxing skills–to save the world, and Jayne Thorne is the witch we need now. Hold on tight, you urban fantasy fans, because once you open Tomb of the Queen, the action doesn’t stop until the last thrilling page.”

      — Laura Benedict, bestselling author of the Bliss House trilogy, on Tomb of the Queen

      

      “A librarian gets recruited by the CIA to help track down rare and magical books... Jayne Thorne has just discovered that magic is real, and the CIA needs her help. After a crash course in Magic 101, she’s sent to Ireland to investigate a rare manuscript. The start of this series is everything I love about urban fantasy: a wise-cracking heroine who diffuses tense situations with a joke, plenty of adventure, and an interesting magical world that exists alongside our own. I can’t wait for more adventures with Jayne!”

      — John McDougall, Murder by the Book, on Tomb of the Queen

      

      “Joss Walker’s debut had me completely under her spell. Part cleverly plotted fantasy and part thriller, I was drawn in by her charming bookworm of a librarian with magical powers, dashing Irish rogue, and the complicated battle between ‘good’ and evil. Addictive and utterly delightful, this is a book to treasure.”

      — Paige Crutcher, author of The Orphan Witch, on Tomb of the Queen

      

      “Tomb of the Queen is a relatable, fun romp of a thrill ride! The characters are lifelike and well-fleshed out, and the magic is done in a unique way that I have never seen before. I loved this book, and I’m sure that I will read it over and over again!”

      — Julie L. Kramer, USA Today bestselling author of Of Curses and Scandals, on Tomb of the Queen

      

      “This book was just my cup of tea! Or perhaps, my slice of pie? [image: winking face] Jayne Thorne, CIA Librarian, is a relatable, lovable, and smart heroine dead set on vanquishing evil. A genius mythology twist, swoony budding romance, and gorgeous library imagery, paired with non-stop action, makes Tomb of the Queen a winner for fans of urban fantasy. Stop everything and read this book!”

      — Ashley McLeo, author of the bestselling Starseed Trilogy, on Tomb of the Queen
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      The Kyoto National Museum was quiet. No great shock for four o’clock in the morning, but the very essence of the building was peaceful. Discreet. Perfect for a nighttime raid. The Kingdom operative known as Blaine came from the back of the grounds, slipping past the Teahouse Tan’an, and the museum was in his sights. Just needed to get past security, and he was in.

      On cue, a guard came clanking around the corner, and Blaine sent a Stunning spell at the man, coupled with an Attack designed to cut off the electrical signals to the man’s heart. He was dead before his eyes closed. Blaine caught him before he fell, lowering him gently to the ground so as not to make a sound and give away his position. There would be more, and he was prepared to take them all if needed.

      He told himself that he’d taken the man’s life because the guard was in his way, that he was human, had no magic, and therefore preserving the life was pointless. His mission, his role as a Kingdom operative, had no room for regrets. But in the back of his mind, he knew he’d done it with the hope that a fresh sacrifice might appease the monsters in the sky. They circled and danced above him, his own personal Air Force. One smelled the kill and swooped down. The guard was gone in a flash. Moments later, the remains of his body fell to the ground with a heavy thump.

      Blaine cringed but moved forward. He couldn’t have imagined the world as they knew it now: Ruth Thorne, overtaken by a Wraith and answering to a dark overlord only she could speak with; more and more Adepts appearing all over the world; magic swirling like a poisonous fog; dark creatures of lore springing forth. The Torrent was breaking free, but not in the way it should have, and it was all that stupid girl’s doing.

      Getting their hands on the grimoires was more important now than ever. The battle must go their way. The TCO and Jayne Thorne must not prevail.

      Blaine moved like the night itself around the side of the building. The air outside was cold and humid, faintly smelling of gasoline and salt. Another scent lurked beneath the entirely nonmagical human ones—a faint burning stench that stuck to the inside of his nose and seemed to rot there.

      The grand brick-and-sandstone European-style building that housed the main collection of the National Museum had a portico entrance for visitors, but there was no reason to try the front, where more guards would surely be stationed. Instead, Blaine chose to press his hand to the solid steel door of the employee entrance. He pulled an Unlock spell from the Torrent with an ease that was new to him; he was still getting used to the intense flush of power. Spells that had once drained his power now seemed to invigorate him. Let my enemies come at me now. He slipped through the door and down a dark, dry, blissfully bland-smelling hallway. He Cloaked himself, giving the finger—one he knew couldn’t be seen—to a security camera.

      Blaine reached a simple, wide-stepped stairwell. He closed his eyes, breathed in, and waited for the call of the grimoire. It didn’t take long. Power called to power, and his new magic had made something of him indeed.

      The tugging felt like a hook in the back of his spine. He headed down the stairs, into the bowels of the museum.

      The security became tighter the farther down he went. But what would once have been a challenging puzzle at the edge of his abilities was almost child’s play now. Even the magical wards and alarms that blanketed the door at the center of the museum basement could be unlocked with a few moments’ concentration.

      The room beyond was blacker than black. Blaine called a soft light to him, mindful of any potential artifacts and their sensitivity to brightness. Ruth Thorne, the Head of the Kingdom, had specially selected him for this mission, and he didn’t dare let her down. Not now that she was…whatever she was.

      There. A large metal safe stood against one corner, locked with a keypad and several magical wards, layered in a tricky calligraphy that commanded Blaine’s attention for a few minutes. He carefully separated the spells and disarmed them, one by one. He was barely out of breath by the time he set his sights on the keypad. He grinned again. He felt invincible.

      Then he recalled the sight of Ruth Thorne’s storm-steel eyes filling up with black, and he remembered there were some powers he still bowed to in this world. He opened the safe with a quiet click.

      Something flashed hot. An alarm blared—not in the museum, but in his consciousness, like a neon light flashing from the Torrent. Damn, he must have missed a ward lurking in the mundane lock. He needed to hurry. He peered into the safe, holding his conjured light as close as he dared.

      The safe was neatly lined with rows of ancient texts, written on linen and paper, and even papyrus. Each text floated between two plates of glass, protecting it from the outside elements and the oils of researchers’ fingers. It also made things easier for stealing. Blaine ran his fingers along the tops of the plates, probing with his mind, waiting for the call of the grimoire. There were only a few known fragments remaining of the original Man’yōshū—the revered anthology of Japan’s epic poems. Some didn’t believe any originals truly existed, but Blaine could sense magic straining to be released. This was one—or a portion of it, at least.

      It seemed to spark against his fingers. His hand closed around it reflexively, and he pulled the glass panel free. Crisp, neat lines of calligraphy sat on a stark white background, the edges torn, half of the poem missing. And the power swirling within—he could almost see it, the glass filling with a fog invisible to the naked eye. This had to be it.

      For a brief moment, Blaine considered trying his luck. What if he could return to the Kingdom with the Spirit totem bound irrevocably to him?

      He thought of Ruth’s eyes again and tucked the grimoire safely in a Carry spell. Blaine had survived by knowing his place in the world—knowing when to step forward, and when to fade into the background. Besides, he didn’t have time to mess around with the grimoire. He needed to get out of here.

      He didn’t bother closing the safe or masking his tracks. The Japanese authorities would never be able to trace this back to the Kingdom, and it wasn’t like they would admit to the world they’d been burgled. Bad for business.

      He headed for the door and the hallway beyond. Extinguishing the soft light, he moved swiftly down the corridor.

      He wasn’t sure whether he heard the soft exhale of a breath, or the searing whizz of a spell coming at him, but Blaine dropped to the ground right as an Attack spell smashed into the wall next to where his head had been. He swapped the Cloaking spell for a Shield just as a second Attack spell bounced off it. Whoever his opponent was, they were fast.

      His eyes adjusted to the light, and he saw a wall of a man. He wore a loose linen wide-sleeved shirt and wide-pleated trousers. A samurai sword was sheathed at his massive waist. A Disciple of Gaia, Blaine realized with a mental sneer. Well, these magical hippies were an easier enemy than the TCO. He sent an Attack of his own spinning down the hall. The Disciple dodged it with ease.

      “You have something that does not belong to you, foreigner,” the man said in crisply accented English.

      Blaine brought up his broad hands and shrugged. “I guess it’s what we do.” He fired off another Attack, aimed high. While the Disciple reacted, he sent a second spell to sweep the man’s feet, and he fell, hard. Blaine took his chance to flee, running down the hall. A moment before he catapulted himself over the Disciple, Blaine summoned a magical spike that went through the man’s thigh, pinning him in place. The Disciple screamed, and Blaine was away.

      More Disciples would be coming soon. And more guards. Now that he had the grimoire, Blaine’s foremost objective was to get it back to Ruth. The price for making a mistake at this point would be high. He took the stairs two at a time and barreled through the side door of the museum. The cold early-morning air hit him like a wall. He glanced one way, then the other, checking the museum grounds. But he saw nothing unusual, nothing untoward.

      Yet. Something waited. He could feel its presence. The chilled air was heavy, and the sounds of the city faded to nothing.

      He set off at a dead run, rounding the side of the building and making for the fountain. His partner was waiting for him on a side street nearby; they would portal out together. He picked up the pace.

      A spell lifted him off the ground and tossed him like a rag doll. Blaine hit the gray brick pavement shoulder first with a grunt. He rolled over, summoning a Block spell just in time. Some sort of magical whirling kick spun off his shield. He looked up to see the huge Disciple of Gaia make an inelegant landing. Impressive, considering he still had a spike in his leg.

      The Disciple limped toward him, determination written on every line of his face. He drew his sword, and Blaine caught the glitter of magic along its blade. His other hand pressed on the wound at his thigh. Blood soaked his pants.

      “You have something that does not belong to you,” he said again.

      Blaine staggered backward. But this wasn’t a reaction to the Disciple.

      He’d spotted the thing behind him.

      Blaine dug into the pocket of his coat. Ruth had given him a new weapon developed for their enemies. The little glass ball seethed with a darkness that rivaled the night. Blaine didn’t know what it did, and he didn’t care who it hit. He just needed to buy himself some time. He tossed it in the air, then layered both a Wind and Attack spell to send it toward the Japanese Disciple of Gaia.

      Then he bolted. The shatter of glass and the burbling cry behind him told him all he needed to know.

      He pumped his arms and legs in a panicked fury. He needed to find his partner. If the shadowed creature could be distracted, maybe he could lose it, find the other Kingdom operative, and go home.

      He heard a whisper on the air like wings. Though every instinct screamed for him not to look, Blaine turned his head. A choked whimper escaped his throat. His lungs and legs burned, but he spurred himself on. Faster. The fear kept him from thinking of anything else. Faster.

      He was not fast enough. Two claws fastened around his shoulders, and Blaine was swept up into the air.
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      Jayne Thorne stood in the hallway of the TCO headquarters, surveying the wall of polished brass stars that shone down on her. Like the marble wall of stars on the north wall of Langley’s lobby, the names of the dead were encased in a vitrine below the stars. Each star corresponded to a magical life lost in service. It was a lot of death—the stars stretched around the wide-open space that acted as a foyer, meeting point, and portal site for going to or returning from nonpermanent locations. Even in the subdued light, the stars glittered almost as brightly as the Torrent itself. And for what?

      For freedom. Freedom for Adepts to be themselves, neither the masters of nonmagical people, nor hidden from them. And while dying for one’s country was noble, it had been the last thing on her mind when she joined the CIA. Of course, a few months ago, that had seemed a much more distant prospect than it did just now. Jayne looked to the end of the marble wall, imagining her name on a star there. Surprisingly, the thought didn’t fill her with dread. If she did die, she was doing it to save the people she loved. The people who needed saving.

      And if I do, someone had better make sure they don’t use my full name, she thought in a flash of annoyance. She would find a way to haunt the TCO forever if she were immortalized as Agnes Jayne Thorne.

      Or, I could…live? If they could defeat Odin, the Allfather, could there be peace? Could they find some way to bring down the Kingdom and La Liberté without further unleashing magical destruction on the innocents? Could a woman change the fate bestowed upon her by a multitude of goddesses? Could she wrangle them when she needed their power?

      Cheerful voices from down the hall interrupted her reverie, and she tucked the thoughts away for another time. Tristan and Vivienne were back from their coffee date—taking their good old French time, she thought wryly—still chatting happily.

      Well, Tristan was listening happily. Vivienne was complaining, which she also seemed to enjoy. She was trapped in a grimoire for years, Jayne reminded herself. Her Rogue partner had missed out on all the experiences she should have had as a teenager. Instead, she’d been thrust into a life of service to the TCO because she’d bonded as Jayne’s Rogue the moment she escaped the curse.

      “…but when I want a macchiato, I am not asking for a latte. It’s not my fault the girl knows nothing of coffee. It is her fault for working in a coffee shop where she knows nothing of coffee. Beurk.” This last was directed at Tristan, who had put his arm around Jayne and given her a feather-light kiss on the cheek that sent shivers all down one side.

      “Still on the search for the perfect cup of joe?” Jayne said.

      Tristan favored her with a lopsided grin that sent shivers down the other side of her body. “We are banned again.”

      “You’re going to get yourself thrown out of every restaurant and cafe in Virginia if you’re not careful,” Jayne said.

      Tristan shrugged. “Vivienne knows what she wants.” His smile turned sly, and her heart sped up. “A family trait. You cannot tell me that is a bad thing.”

      “Yeuch. Time to spar,” Vivienne declared, her expression twisting as it always did when she was a little too privy to Jayne’s feelings about Tristan. They’d gotten better about putting boundaries down between them; Vivienne was in charge of an emotional barrier that she could erect and dismantle at will. It meant she could keep her distance when things got mushy between Tristan and Jayne but keep a strong enough connection to use her Rogue abilities if they had to spring into action. Vivienne shouldered past both of them, flipping her glossy dark hair behind her head.

      “You’re the ones who were late,” Jayne pointed out as they followed. Tristan’s hand trailed down her arm, and they interlaced fingers.

      Vivienne flapped a hand. “You Americans. Always obsessed with time.”

      Tristan leaned in to whisper, “You cannot win.” His breath tickled her ear.

      Jayne grinned. She disagreed. In fact, she already had won—Tristan’s love, Vivienne’s friendship, and in this moment, casting one last glance at the marble wall of stars, she couldn’t help but think that this victory could make them unstoppable.

      The TCO’s gym had been modified over the past few weeks as the officer Adepts who trained there accessed more and more power. Magic flowed through the air as it had ages ago, and any Adept genetically predisposed to have magic found themselves with a whole new skill set. A lot of fear, too. And the Adepts who’d already accessed theirs found themselves more powerful than they could have ever imagined.

      The room had been magically enlarged, similar to the TCO library, to fit in more equipment and more training devices. The floor pads were softer; the glass and mirrors had Unbreakable spells on them. And to accommodate the Rogues and their innate desire to fly, the ceiling went up another hundred feet. They weren’t alone—as the war against Odin progressed and more and more Adepts accessed their magic, decisions had been made as to how to move forward. The TCO’s training had hit a fever pitch. There were new Adepts everywhere Jayne looked. Adults who joined up were trained in the TCO gym; the children were sent to her sister, Sofia, and her bonded Rogue, Cillian.

      Hector Ortolan had taken over here for the adult training. Jayne sent him a salute in acknowledgment, and in that moment of distraction, an older man with a trim beard managed to launch Hector into the air. There was laughter from that end of the gym, and Jayne caught Hector in midair with an Upright spell. He returned the salute, then faced his recruits, blowing on his whistle.

      “Warm up first,” Jayne said, heading to a mat and bending over to touch her toes. Vivienne stretched her arms high above her head, then lifted one leg like a ballerina, doing a series of barre moves that made Jayne shake her head in admiration. Vivienne had the graceful movements of a warrior born, but that wasn’t such a surprise. She’d been trained by a goddess, after all.

      With a fond thought toward Vesta and Freya, and a quizzical one toward Medb, whose silence had become unnerving of late, Jayne gave a punching bag a few rounds until she felt loose and ready.

      Facing Vivienne, Jayne squared her shoulders. “Ready?”

      “Oui.”

      “How about we go big? Elephant.”

      Vivienne changed with ease and trumpeted, loudly, ruffling Tristan’s hair with her trunk. Her ears flapped. Now small? she suggested.

      “Good idea. Mouse,” Jayne said. The elephant shrank down, changing color as smooth brown fur spread over her body. She scurried to the edge of the mat. “Now something with feathers. Surprise me.”

      Color rippled over Vivienne. A moment later, an emerald-and-scarlet parrot flapped over to the punching bag and settled on top. “Now I can converse with Tristan in his own language,” she squawked.

      Tristan snorted. “What dulcet tones, my sister.”

      Vivienne replied with something French and impolite.

      “Well.” He slid off the windowsill where he’d perched himself. “Let’s join in the fun, shall we?”

      Jayne grinned, backing away from the punching bag. “Get off there,” she told Vivienne. “Your claws will puncture it.”

      Like I care, Vivienne replied, but she took off, soaring up to the top of the room.

      Jayne reached for the Torrent, and a moment later, a gleaming brown staff appeared in her hands. Wraith sightings had been increasing over the past couple of weeks, which made it imperative to practice with weapons with both magical and nonmagical components. Tristan countered with a long saber, looking for all the world like an eighteenth-century French courtier. Spells flashed along its edge, some sharpening the blade, some waiting to be released. His smile glinted.

      “Ready, mon amour?” Tristan said.

      “I was born ready,” Jayne replied. But before the words finished coming out of her mouth, he was moving. The sword darted forward, but she knocked it aside easily with her staff. She moved back, keeping a good distance between them. “Vivienne, how about a snake? Anaconda, maybe? Something to trip up his fancy footwork?”

      “I don’t want to get stepped on,” Vivienne argued. She had a point. In a real battle, she’d be in danger so close to the ground. Instead, she changed to hawk form, darting at Tristan’s head and forcing him to duck and throw up his arms for shelter. A small green circle, the size of an old Viking shield, flashed. Vivienne’s claws scraped against it with an unholy screak.

      “What was that?” Jayne said. Most Block spells covered the whole body. At the same time, she took advantage of his distraction to bring the staff between Tristan’s feet and sweep out his knees. He hit the mat with a grunt.

      “Just a little something I’ve been working on,” he said, scrambling to his feet. He wasn’t even out of breath. “A Shield that can bounce spells back in a certain direction. Like a Scottish targe. They’re small, protect the arm and hand, and are easier to maneuver than a larger shield.”

      Without warning, he lunged forward. His sword flashed as it hit her staff. A spell reverberated up the wood, and it went flying from her hand.

      Jayne skipped back. Tristan took two quick steps sideways. He was now between her and her staff. “Neat trick,” she said. But she had plenty of tricks of her own.

      Imagining a javelin, she layered a Knockback spell with a Pierce. It went straight through Tristan’s localized Shield and sent him flying across the mat. She ran for her staff, throwing a wider Shield over herself in anticipation of more attacks. “Vivienne, a tiger! I need protection.”

      The hawk swooped down and changed seamlessly to an enormous tiger, landing on the floor with a feral growl. Tristan backed away, hands up in defeat. When he laughed a moment later, his voice was tinged with nervousness. Jayne could well understand it. The tiger sent a thrill of primal fear through her. Even though her mind knew that Vivienne would never hurt her, her body wasn’t quite convinced.

      She grabbed the staff and turned just in time to see a jet of water spray over Vivienne. Vivienne backed away, snarling and shaking her head. For a moment, her disgusted expression was so like a regular housecat’s that Jayne had to laugh.

      Then the water hit her.

      The spray was warm, at least. It lifted her off the ground and sent her flying into the padded wall. She hit the floor with a wet thud. Before she could get up, familiar and strong hands closed around her waist. Tristan flipped her over and settled on her lower back, squeezing her gently with his knees. He trapped her wrists. The scent of his magic still clung to him, vanilla and soap and man.

      “You layered your spells,” Vivienne said in an accusatory tone. She must be in human form now, for Tristan chuckled at that.

      Jayne tried to twist around, but his grip was too strong. His thighs tightened in a way she didn’t find displeasing in the least. “I thought that was beneath you, Mr. Purist.”

      “The magic’s not so obvious in the training room,” he admitted.

      “You’re better at it than she is,” Vivienne observed.

      This time, Jayne’s struggles were all real. “What?”

      “More elegant.” Vivienne’s face appeared right above her. “Your spells are mashed together without any thought for their form. But Tristan’s spell forms were…pleasing.”

      “All spells have different classifications,” Tristan said. “I simply put my spells together based on classification, not whatever first springs to mind.”

      Jayne felt a flash of annoyance tinged with respect. Tristan’s greater knowledge of the Torrent had given him an edge, as always. But he’d also taken a leaf from her book. It warmed her that he thought she had something worth emulating.

      He bent close to her ear, and she grew warm in an entirely different way. “Now that I have you where I want you, what should I do with you?”

      Jayne wriggled, entirely for his benefit. “I think you should let me go, and I’ll show you what a real ass-kicking looks like.”

      His voice deepened to a rumble. “I thought we should get you out of your wet clothes⁠—”

      “The two of you make me sick,” Vivienne groaned.

      Tristan tensed and eased off Jayne. She rolled over with a sigh. “Boundaries, Viv.”

      Vivienne gave her a half-smirk that said she knew exactly what she was doing. “Boundaries go up when we don’t have training time. I’m doing this for us.” She fluttered her lashes a little. “We started late, you know. We must make use of the time we have.”

      Jayne pushed down the urge to throttle Vivienne. Was this how Sofia felt about little sisters? “All right.” She sat up, regretting what might have been, and peeled her soaked tank away from her skin. “Tell me about the spell classification. Is there a book so I can read up on them?” Maybe if she practiced with that, she could put a few combos together to call up in the fight.

      The door to the training room flew open and Ruger’s broad form squeezed through.

      One look at his face told Jayne that now was not the time for flirtations or even theory lessons. She took Tristan’s offered hand and got to her feet.

      Ruger was so distracted that he didn’t even comment on the water sprayed all over Jayne, Vivienne, and the training room floor. “Crisis time,” he said shortly. “Let’s go.”

      Jayne nodded. “Viv and I will get changed and meet you⁠—”

      “No time. We’re going now.”

      Jayne exchanged an alarmed look with Tristan and Vivienne. “What’s going on?”

      “I’ll tell you on the way,” he said.

      They went toward the hallway with a series of doors set up as permanent portals to other parts of the world. As they rounded a corner Jayne spotted Amanda, the head of the TCO, looking rattled and even paler than usual. She tried to smooth her red hair when she saw them. Jayne didn’t know why; Amanda always looked more put together than she did. “Thorne—well, I suppose there’s no time. But the Japanese are very particular about appearances. Try to dry off.” She sounded almost accusing.

      She turned and started walking again.

      “So we’re going to Japan?” Jayne asked. That was something, at least. She was trotting after Amanda; for such a short woman, she moved fast when she had somewhere to be.

      “To Kyoto,” Amanda confirmed. “The Man’yōshū manuscript was stolen this morning.”

      Jayne’s specialization was more in the realm of European artifacts, but she’d heard of the Man’yōshū manuscript. It was a collection of more than forty-five hundred poems, revered as an archive of Japanese history, lore, and culture. “They couldn’t possibly have stolen the whole thing,” she said.

      Amanda nodded. “They only needed a single selection. We’ve long suspected that the manuscript could be a grimoire, but the Japanese Disciples of Gaia have never let us near it. But this theft makes it almost certain. As is the fact that the Japanese Disciples have reached out to us.”

      Jayne felt her breath catch. If the Disciples of Gaia were asking for their help, the manuscript must be valuable indeed—and they must be in dire straits.

      “So what’s the plan?” Tristan said. “Find whoever stole the manuscript and take it back?”

      “Yes. And…see if we can negotiate a peek at the grimoire.” Amanda stopped at a door and turned, glancing at Jayne’s forehead. “I have the feeling our Master here could acquire herself another totem if we play our cards right. Though we’d need a goddess to bestow it, and who knows if this is a portal to another one or not.”

      Jayne felt her totems warm, her forehead tingling in response. Another goddess, another totem…if that grimoire contained a powerful dead Master’s spirit, then what were the odds the Kingdom had accessed it? Was the totem already on its way back to Ruth, making the monster more powerful?

      And this particular manuscript…who could the Master be? She wasn’t familiar with many Japanese goddesses. Research. She needed to do research. Her fingers itched to flip through the pages of a library book and figure it out.

      “So what if we find the grimoire, activate it, and then give back the manuscript?” she suggested.

      Amanda closed her eyes and took a deep breath. Jayne could almost hear her thinking Goddess, give me strength. “You are not to try activating the grimoire. You are not to cause an international incident. If we can prove ourselves trustworthy to the Disciples of Gaia, we can lay the groundwork for more teamwork. And we need that.” She opened her eyes and fixed Jayne with a look that made her insides shrivel. “Our ranks are still too small to take on the Kingdom directly. And don’t think for a minute they aren’t bringing in their own recruits, just as we are. They have children, too.”

      Amanda turned her glare on Tristan, then Vivienne. Jayne felt them shrink back beside her. “I’m counting on you two to keep our girl in line. Ruger will liaise with our Disciple contact.”

      She looked like she wanted to say more but instead nodded stiffly and opened the portal door.

      “Good luck, Jayne.”

      “May the Force be with us,” she replied, squeezing Tristan’s hand and stepping through.

      No one laughed.
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      Sofia Thorne sometimes rued the day she offered to create a magical school for the TCO. Not that she didn’t like the kids, quite the opposite. She felt quite warmly toward them. Nor was it the fact that she was teaching them magic; that part she actually loved. It was more the fact that they were in a Time Catch created specifically for the purpose, and that meant anything went. They were limited by only the power of their magic and their imaginations—and the kids had plenty of imagination. She’d been running ragged getting them ready for this afternoon’s war games, trying to keep them contained, from the usual magical spats between new Rogues and new Adepts to the overdeveloped egos of the kids for whom this magic came naturally. Not to mention grading them on their efforts.

      “Remember to watch your flank,” Sofia said into her earpiece. On the field below the cliff, two students exchanged a few hand signals. One turned to keep watch as the rest of the team made their way across the field.

      The field was surrounded by a dense wood. Somewhere inside it were Cillian’s forces, students led by Sofia’s half-brother, Matthew. Beyond the woods were waterfalls, more cliffs, mountains, snowscapes, and glittering cities filled with images of people. Anything Sofia, Cillian, and Seo-Joon could think of that the kids might encounter was stuffed into the Time Catch. Well, almost anything, Sofia thought, shivering when she recalled the Wraith that her mother had become. But that memory felt like something she had encountered a lifetime ago.

      In many ways, it was. Sofia’s hair was now threaded with a few strands of silver. A few days ago, she and Cillian had stepped out of the Time Catch to celebrate their fifth anniversary, by their own reckoning. The endless nature of a Time Catch could be dangerous, but a strict routine helped. A castle worthy of being called Hogwarts (Cillian and Seo-Joon had told her no) housed the students and gave them warm beds each night and breakfast at the same time every morning. They sparred and took classes on theory, tactics, defense, and civilian aid. It was a magical West Point, and they took the responsibility seriously. Fun and big personalities and magic aside, the TCO has them training the kids for war.

      Today was their first big test. For the inaugural graduating class, for the teachers in charge, for the entire concept. They hadn’t even gotten an approved name for the school yet, though she had one in mind. It was all moving so fast.

      She spotted a flash of gold magic from among the trees but held her tongue. Rebecca needed to see it—Rebecca, Amanda’s daughter and the leader of Sofia’s team. Sofia had left a lot of the planning up to her, in fact. Previous skirmishes had shown that she and Cillian could see too much of each other’s plans—their Rogue-Master connection was beautiful in many ways, but not when playing the sort of multidimensional chess match that made up a mock battle. Sofia touched the blue handkerchief tied around her wrist. Her students had been briefed on the terrain and would communicate amongst themselves. She was watching, but she wouldn’t interfere. They were on their own.

      Rebecca bent her head toward a couple of the other kids on her team, and they broke off to investigate. Rebecca herself kept moving toward the prize. The prize in question was a flag—a big red flag on the other side of the field, through a patch of forest, and in the middle of a lake. Cillian sat with that flag, while the blue flag waved next to Sofia. If one of Cillian’s team members got to the top of the cliff, her job was to hand over the flag and call the game.

      Another flash of gold in the forest, and Rebecca sent two more. Then a flash of green. Sofia’s jaw tightened when she realized what Cillian was doing. It was up to Rebecca and the team to use their tactical lessons and leadership skills to figure out the problem and respond adequately. Nevertheless, it was difficult to watch as Rebecca thinned her forces dangerously in the pursuit of picking off lone magical actors. She made a mental note to discuss the move later.

      Something in the forest roared, and the fight was on. Cillian’s forces burst from between the trees and set upon the blue team. Sofia bit her lip, hard, when one of her girls went down. The magic here was dampened, softened, and their attacks couldn’t really hurt each other. Rogues had a restricted range of forms they could take, and anyone who summoned weapons from the Torrent could only summon wood and could never attack the head.

      A tight knot of students formed around Rebecca, protecting her. She had drawn her arms together in great concentration, and threads of golden light were spreading between her hands. At her shout, the entire blue team dove for the ground—and a spell like a shock wave flew out from her hands. It sent the red team tumbling to the grass. In the back of her mind, Sofia could feel Cillian’s surprise and dismay—and his pride. Rebecca had power, and she knew how to use it.

      Rebecca turned and took off at a run with her splinter team. The rest of the blue team would take care of the hostiles here, preventing any of them from running back to help with the defense of their flag. Sofia watched one of the red team make a valiant effort, turning into an enormous python and slithering toward the cliff. A few moments later, a shimmering gold net settled over it, hooking into the rocks with magical grapples and digging in deeper. The python thrashed, trapped.

      Matthew pulled two short wooden sticks from the Torrent, layering them with spells—one side for Block, one for Attack. It was elegant, Sofia noted. He had good form and even better instincts. He faced off against Eduardo, a promising young Adept who preferred to keep his distance from Matthew’s staves and Sling spells. Eduardo dodged easily, too, diving like a gymnast rather than summoning powerful Blocks when he wanted to avoid an attack.

      Sofia peeked into Cillian’s mind to check on Rebecca’s progress. She had to wonder if Rebecca had suspected Matthew’s strategy or had known of it before the battle. She’d lured Matthew into a perfect false sense of security, making him believe that he was separating out her group when he was really enabling her to reveal a showstopping move.

      The showstopper had taken a lot of effort, though, Sofia could see. From Cillian’s standpoint, Rebecca was pale and sweaty. Her three teammates—Rufus, Laura, and Medina—were doing most of the heavy work. The tanks of the operation, she thought with a small smile, remembering Jayne’s short-lived obsession with World of Warcraft. They had power in them, though they struggled with the precision of hand-to-hand combat or picking a target in a skirmish. It made them perfect for this sort of advanced teamwork. Medina brought a boulder tumbling down from a nearby slope to splash into the lake, creating a tidal wave that soaked Cillian and distracted his defense team. While they were scrambling, Rufus summoned a Knockback spell that sent two of them flying into the water.

      There was just one red team member left. Her name was Zia. She was a fierce brown girl who had proved reluctant to give in, even when she was beaten, and right now, she scowled at the blue team.

      “Come on, Zia,” Rebecca called. “It’s obvious we’ve won.”

      Zia’s lips pursed. She brought her hands together. Rufus and Medina pulled in front of Rebecca.

      But the spell didn’t fly toward the group of students. At the last moment, Zia turned and flung it straight at the flag in the middle of the lake.

      Cillian dove to the side to avoid being hit. A waterspout sprang up from the middle of the lake, enveloping the flag. The spout writhed and wriggled like some living thing, then took off over the lake and onto dry land, the flag carried up with it.

      Sofia burst out laughing. Zia was a genius when it came to movements on the field. Her focus and tenacity would make her an excellent operative.

      The battle was nearly finished: most of the red team had been caught off guard by Rebecca’s blast and had been quickly subdued. Matthew was surrounded by five combatants; he looked around and threw up his hands in resignation. Cillian’s voice came in over the instructor’s channel.

      “Call it.” He sounded amused.

      “Your flag’s still running away,” Seo-Joon pointed out from the control room of the castle. He was clearly amused, too. He could barely keep a chuckle out of his voice.

      “Zia,” Cillian called and cut the line.

      A few moments later Seo-Joon’s magically amplified voice boomed out over the training area. “Victory goes to the blue!”

      Sofia’s team cheered. She pumped her fist from the top of the cliff for all of them to see. They’d acted near-perfectly today. Rebecca’s plan had been smart and utilized the gifts they had, and their combat prowess was better than some of the field officers of the TCO—though they’d had the equivalent of five years of training.

      With the battle officially over, the students helped each other to their feet and headed off the field, whooping and chatting. Matthew waited until Rebecca had trudged back, soaked and muddy but triumphantly carrying the red flag. He started talking to her the moment she was within earshot, and they walked back toward the castle together, deep in conversation.

      “I need a pint,” Cillian grumped. “And a towel. I’m soaked. Zia’s…enthusiastic.”

      Sofia laughed. “She never does anything halfway. Come on, we’ll bring you in for a cup of tea.”

      “Only if you put some Jameson in it.”

      The skirmish students got cake, tea, and cocoa in a rec room designed to help them come down from the fight and be friends again. Sofia, Cillian, and Seo-Joon sat in their library office, a comfortable place with couches and squashy chairs, with some of the more advanced magical theory books in a bookcase behind them, sipping their own beverages of choice. Sofia had taken to calling it the headmaster’s office since Seo-Joon was in here most of the time to help students and do research. It was, perhaps, her favorite place in the whole world, with access to everything she wanted: tea, books, and her students. The only thing missing was her sister.

      A steaming teapot and a bakery box greeted her when she came in. “You didn’t,” she gasped. Inside was a perfect peach pie from her favorite Nashville bakery. Seo-Joon smiled and cut an extra-thick slice, which he offered it to her. “There’s ice cream in the mini fridge,” he said. The mini fridge was hidden under his desk.

      “On it,” Cillian said.

      Sofia narrowed her eyes. Ice cream? The best pie? “What’s going on? Are you gearing up to tell me bad news?”

      But Seo-Joon just laughed. He laughed a lot these days; it was one of the things she liked about him. And he was good with the kids. He knew how to talk to them about things like girl troubles or if they’d been caught smoking. Sofia was best with the smaller ones, the ones who still thought they needed a mother. “We’re celebrating,” he said. “That fight went great. I’m going to tell Amanda that we have some potential officers.”

      Sofia stopped with a bite of pie halfway to her mouth. “Officers?” she repeated blankly.

      Cillian’s hand landed softly on her thigh, warm and reassuring.

      Seo-Joon hadn’t noticed her pause. “I don’t think Matthew and Rebecca can learn any more in simulated circumstances. And they’ve both aced their theory exams. Zia’s less on theory, but she’s incredible in combat. And most importantly, they like each other. We have a tight-knit group of kids here. They know each other’s strengths and weaknesses and can protect each other in the field.” Seo-Joon lifted his cup in a toast to her. “Good work, Sofia. We have the TCO’s first graduating class.”

      Sofia’s pie was still hanging in the air. A warm glob of sugary peach fell off her fork and hit her plate with a plop. She stared. Cillian leaned forward for her, gently knocking Seo-Joon’s cup with his. “Thanks, mate. I think she just needs a minute to take it all in.”

      The first graduating class. The cumulation of everything she’d worked for.

      Her magic school was working. These kids could go out into the world knowing how to protect themselves, and knowing they weren’t alone.

      But if her magic school was working…did that mean Matthew and Rebecca and the others would be sent out into danger? Into battle?

      The world is full of dangers, she told herself and took a bite of pie.

      It tasted like ashes and mud and worry.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Four


          

        

      

    

    
      Kyoto was humid and cold with a light spring drizzle and a wind blowing in off the sea. Jayne shivered. Great. She was wet, she was cold, and she had no coat. This had better be a quick mission.

      Tristan, Vivienne, and Ruger stepped out of the safe house behind her. They’d portaled in to a dusty two-room apartment with almost no furnishings. Evidently the TCO didn’t need to use this safe house often. Ruger had checked the windows and door before ushering them out into the street and taking the lead, walking confidently and ignoring the stares that passersby sent his way. The sight of a towering Black man striding down the street was enough to make the bedraggled white people behind him a lesser oddity. All the same, Jayne found herself wishing for a Cloaking spell.







OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/josswalker_bookofspirits_final_hr.jpg
NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLING AUTHOR

SPIRlTS

JAYNE THORNE

" CIA LIBRARIAN






OEBPS/images/jayne-title-pages1.jpg
JOSS WALKER
te
BOfOK
SPIRITS

JAYNE THORNE, CIA LIBRARIAN BOOK FIVE






OEBPS/images/rtx-1f609.png
N
@







