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It is my greatest wish that they get along. I fear that the distrust between them will cause a rift I cannot repair — 

“Sorry, coming through. Sorry.” Jonny shuffled past his mom sitting in the aisle seat and stumbled, thrusting out a hand to catch himself before he landed on Tracey in her window seat. The journal she held jolted at the movement. She clutched it to her chest as her friend dropped into his middle seat. As the tingling book pressed hard into the Butterfly Stone necklace hanging around her neck, a jolt ran through the book. It vibrated so much in her hands she had to tighten her grip on it. “Whoa.”

“What?” Jonny asked, wriggling around to get comfortable. The plane seats were a tight squeeze for his long, lanky frame.

“The journal. It just went crazy.” Tracey pressed her hands to the cover. “The tremors have stopped.” She flipped the book open.

It is only up here that I feel free.

I see forever as I stare into the distance. Here, there is no judgement. My mind is my own, my heartbeat is endless. Gift or curse? No one can see what I see when I peer into the future. I cannot speak of it. I can give no warning for there are none who would believe me. I am dismissed as fanciful, yet I am terrified of the truth.

For I see how it ends.

And I am alone.

“Whoa! What?”

“What?” he asked.

“The journal! It just changed. It must have been when I pressed it against —” she lowered her voice to whisper “— when the journal touched the Butterfly Stone. It changed. The handwriting, the ink color, the voice, everything. And it stopped buzzing. It’s been buzzing ever since Tony found it.”

“Stephanie’s journal? What did it change to? Is it still — ?”

Tracey checked the cover page. “Oh look, Jonny. It says, The Private Musings of Millicent Flowers. This is so weird. It looks like another journal was hidden inside the other one. At least the words on the pages. I wonder why it was spelled?”

“So no one could read it, obviously. Magic and secrets, man. These stones. You know, I still can’t believe my moms agreed to this. I can’t believe yours did too. This. Is. So. Cool.”

Jonny bounced in his seat so energetically Tracey worried it might take off with him in it. “It is super cool,” she agreed brushing a hand over her wrinkled, navy-blue superhero shirt. She tucked the Butterfly Stone necklace back underneath it. How Jonny didn’t look like he’d just got out of bed she didn’t know. She was a sweaty, rumpled mess next to his tight jeans, creaseless red and yellow bowling shirt, and bowler hat.

His grin was enormous, taking up half of his glowing face. “I. Just. Can’t. Even.”

Tracey put her Prince Henry bookmark between the journal pages and grinned at Jonny’s excitement. “When you went for that walk up the aisle, did you see what the others were doing?” Beside Jonny sat his mom, Martha. Cinematic music echoed from her earbuds, allowing her to ignore their excited chatter. Tracey stretched into a half stand to search the forward part of the plane for her friends. Damian. You’re looking for Damian. Uncle Donny’s unruly curls bobbed above the seat cushions in front of her.

“Tony’s reading. Laura and Jilly are watching a movie.” Jonny bounced some more. “Soooo, what do you think it’s going to be like in England? I’ve never been there. Have you?”

“What’s Damian doing?”

Jonny’s grin slipped off his lips. “Kinda staring at nothing. His sister’s asleep on his shoulder.” Jonny lowered his voice. “So how are you going to do it?”

Tracey plopped back down into her seat. “What? Remove the evil Stone of Power his sister is forced to wear because of a deal I made? I have no idea.”

“You promised him you would. I’m still thinking that was not smart.”

Her skin tingled, thinking back on the moment Damian had asked her to help his sister, Kylie. “He was looking at me all ... and his eyes were like ... Jonny, I couldn’t let him down.”

“Girl, you are so gone on him, huh? You can’t take your stone off and Jilly doesn’t want to remove hers. What are you going to do?”

Tracey moaned. “I don’t know.”

Jonny grabbed his book out of the seat back pocket in front of him. He didn’t open it. He tapped her arm with his elbow. “I don’t think Damian’s mom likes us. I keep getting squint eye from her, you know?”

It’s me she doesn’t like. Mrs. Carter had come with Damian and Kylie, and they were sitting all the way up the front half of the plane, just outside the business section. Mrs. Carter had not wanted to sit near Tracey and her friends. Tracey peered through the small oval window beside her shoulder. The fluffy white clouds beneath them and blue, blue sky seemed endless. Memories of the battle over the Stones of Power at school, and the agreement she had made with the stones’ guardians, played back in her mind. When Tracey found the Butterfly Stone — the magical necklace her ancestor, Stephanie, once owned — she had no idea how much her life would change. First, her magic had become faulty. Then she became a target of the Shadowman and his evil boss Timothy. But what had really changed her life had been the discovery that the Butterfly Stone was one of a set of six stones created by the Mage-kind members of a secret sect. And Tracey’s ancestor — Stephanie — had helped to create them. Timothy’s spirit was stuck inside his stone, just as Stephanie was inside the Butterfly Stone. Timothy needed all six stones to recreate his body and return to power. If they were to stop him, Tracey and her friends had to find the stones first.

Kylie only wore Timothy’s stone, the Serpent’s Kiss, because Tracey had made a bargain with the stones to save Kylie’s life, but the deal meant Kylie couldn’t use her magic. At all. Any magic use could allow Timothy to take control again. Tracey had made the right call. Holding Timothy’s stone was like being marked for evil. Timothy has already possessed Kylie once. At the slightest slip, he would do so again.

Changing pressure inside the plane muted her hearing. Tracey yawned to make her ears crackle, but it didn’t help. She pushed her worries about her friends aside to share in Jonny’s excitement. They were on their way to England to find another Stone. If they found it, it was one less chance Timothy had to come back and the best chance Tracey had of freeing Kylie from Timothy’s stone.

“Why aren’t you sitting next to Jilly?” she asked Jonny.

“Ah.” His voice dropped to a whisper. He shot his mom a quick, narrow-eyed glance to check if she was listening. She wasn’t. “Mom keeps giving me these looks. My mama should have come instead. She wouldn’t go on about it.” Tracey hid her grin behind her hand. “Aw, stop it.” Jonny peered at his mom again. She was absorbed in her movie. They could hear loud explosions coming from her headphones. Jonny scrubbed a hand over his neck. Tracey held up her hands as if to say, “Me? I said nothing.”

Jonny’s massive crush on Jilly was fully returned by the gorgeous Asian girl. Tracey thought it was epic trolling by his mom, Martha, who loved to make really loud observations about them being so cute together. Jonny squirmed every time.

Tracey leaned her head even closer to her friend and whispered. “What did your mom say when she found out about Jilly wearing the Tiger’s Eye?”

“She’s not happy about it.” He sighed. “She’s excited about the movie experience for us though. It’s that we’re all missing out on school to do it that she’s flaming over.”

“Agent Malden said he cleared the trip with all the parents,” she reminded him. Agent Malden was their M-force contact and guardian for this trip, along with Tracey’s uncle and Jonny’s mom. Mrs. Carter had insisted she come too. The parents knew the real reason they were going to England, but their school had been told they had won a competition to be extras in Prince Henry’s new movie. Luckily, Prince Henry — their friend and a secret M-force agent — had followed through and made the ruse a reality. But only after Jonny, Laura, Dave, and Tony raised hell about coming with the three stone protectors. They had threatened to spill the beans about the stones to everyone if they couldn’t come. Agent Malden relented and somehow managed to get all of them on a plane within days of the battle at the school.

Tracey nibbled one fingernail, the polish tasted bitter in her mouth. She jammed her hands under her thighs to stop chewing on them further or from grabbing her cell phone. It was hidden away in the seat pocket in front of her. With her phone on airplane mode she couldn’t even message her friends. Laura sat on the other side of the aisle. Jilly next to her in the middle and Tony had the far window seat. Tracey wished she knew why Laura had chosen to sit with Jilly and not her.

That little doubt monster still whispered in Tracey’s ear about Laura’s loyalty. Which was totally stupid. True, their friendship had been rocky lately, but if Tracey could just sit and chat with Laura, like they used to do before Jilly appeared, they would sort out the lingering misunderstandings. Jilly wasn’t trying to steal Laura away. It had just been that stupid “hidden one” curse affecting Jilly. Once they had broken the curse, everything should have gone back to normal.

Only it was still weird. Everyone had been excited for Jilly to join their group. Jonny because of his crush, Laura because of their instant friendship. Even Tony had taken to sharing his love of books with the smarter girl. Tracey’s instant dislike had come from the curse. She had thought her jealousy would melt away when they broke it. It hadn’t. Tracey just wanted her best friend back and she was being forced to share. “Should I message Damian?” I meant to say Laura, didn’t I?

Jonny shrugged. “You can’t anyway. Airplane mode. Besides, what would you say? I think he’s still sore about Kylie.”

“It’s not my fault,” Tracey said. It really kinda was though. She sighed. “At least Prince Henry has a lead on one of the stones. Hopefully, when we find it, it’ll help us figure out how to take Kylie’s off. Still, should I say sorry again?”

“He knows it’s not your fault. He was the one who gave her the stone. You were just trying to help.”

“Yeah, but he must be mad. He’s barely spoken to me.” And boy did that smart. Her crush on Damian had not diminished in the slightest by his inattention.

“He’s sitting all the way up front with his mom and Kylie. Come on, you haven’t really had a chance to talk to him either. He’s probably not as mad as you think.”

Tracey tugged out her phone, holding it up so Jonny could see the screen. “No messages.” Jonny shrugged. On a roll now Tracey added, “and Sarah’s sitting up there too.”

“She’s Kylie’s friend.”

“Ugh.” Tracey scrunched lower in her seat. Agent Malden sat a few rows behind them in a row all to himself. Jonny sensed where her thoughts had gone and rose up to glance over his seat toward the rear of the plane. Tracey yanked him down. “What are you doing?”

“Just checking he’s still there. Oh hey, the drinks trolley is coming.”

“Where would Agent Malden go?”

“I dunno. He’s a Mage-kind agent. Who knows what he can do?” Jonny pulled his bowler hat lower over his forehead. “Always feel like he’s judging me.”

“Not you,” she reminded him. “It’s me he has to watch.”

“What if he casts an illusion to seem invisible and sneaks up on us?”

“Jonny, he can’t turn invisible. I can’t either. We can’t fly or wield electricity or teleport. You know magic doesn’t work like that. Besides,” she waved her Mage-kind identification bracelet. The center glowed green. “We’re not permitted to use magic outside home and camp.”

He squinted at her. “Uh-ha, they tell ya you can’t fly.”

She snorted. “Okay, it would be super cool if we could, but we can’t. We aren’t superheroes.”

“Trace, you don’t know what those stones can do. No one does.”

Her hand drifted up to cover the stone. “True.” All she knew was that her ancestor, Stephanie, had filled the Butterfly Stone — a gray stone with a painted butterfly on it — with extraordinary amounts of magic. Magic that was still stored inside it. Magic that called to Tracey and tempted her to use it. “When I first put it on, Grandma, Mom and Dad, even Agent Malden told me not to use it.”

“I know. You seem to have more energy now. Getting used to double shielding, yeah?”

“Sure.”

A doll-like, perfectly groomed flight attendant stopped her trolley beside Martha. Her lips were so red they almost glowed and her eyelashes seemed razor sharp. “Would you like something to drink?”

“Please,” Martha said. “Just water. Kids?”

“OJ?” Jonny asked.

“Same.” Tracey said, ignoring the flight attendant’s intense stare. The woman’s gaze flicked to Tracey’s wrist. Tracey pulled her sleeve down over her bracelet and released a soft sigh. The bracelet identified her as Mage-kind and no matter how much she wanted to remove it, it was illegal to take it off. Her parents had protected everyone from Tracey’s unintentional power use as a child by manipulating her identification bracelet not to expose her with a red flashing light when she slipped.

Grandma was teaching her how to handle her power. What was more, she had realized the Butterfly Stone did not control her. She could control it. In the last few days — since the battle at school — she had even started experimenting with it. Tracey also neglected to tell anyone what she was doing. Since the battle at school, she had found she had better control over her own magic and had stopped double-shielding. But Jonny didn’t know that. None of her friends knew.

Tracey and Jonny drank their juice quickly, nearly spilling them as they pulled open the lids. Tracey stacked her empty cup into Jonny’s and raised her tray. The sour expression from the flight attendant still grated.

She had locked her magic away when they boarded the airplane like all Mage-kind had to do. Even Agent Malden. Tracey hadn’t deserved that dark look.

Jonny tapped her arm. “You still remember Jilly?”

Tracey rolled her eyes. It was not the first time they’d had this conversation, but unlike when the curse was still active, Tracey remembered each time Jonny had asked. “Yeah. Whatever the stones did when they touched broke the memory curse on Jilly for good.” She tilted forward trying to see past Jonny but couldn’t see Laura or Jilly. “Are they talking? Can you see?”

“Trace.”

“I’m not jealous.”

Jonny stared, blinking really slowly.

“I’m not. It’s just ... why is Laura sitting with Jilly and not me?” Tracey tugged her phone from the seat pocket in front of her again. No messages. She sighed and squeezed the case tightly.

“Everything’s still a little messed up, isn’t it?” Jonny said, covering her hand with his.

She turned her hand over and squeezed his fingers. “Yeah.”

A shorn head and big shoulders rose up from the seat in front of Jonny. Dave Two peered down at Tracey. “Will you shut up! I’m trying to sleep.”

Tracey glared back. Dave Betts. The one member of their crazy gang still trying to fit in. The school bully had become a reluctant team member when he discovered he was Mage-kind. Tracey and her friends were teaching him how to use his magic.

“Why are you even here?” she said to him. “You could’ve stayed home.”

“No way. Where you go, I go. Every time you’ve found a stone you’ve needed my help. You need me.” Dave Two — so named because his best friend at school was also named Dave — loomed over her. Mostly it was just shoulders and attitude. “This is my chance to become a breakout movie star and to learn to control my magic better. No way was I staying at home. Now shut it, so I can sleep.”

“Uncle Donny!” Tracey whined.

Her uncle popped up beside Dave Two, all wild curls and tired eyes. “Kids — cut it out.” He sat down again.

Dave’s grin grew sharper. He winked at Tracey and plonked back down in his seat. Tracey moaned and shoved Jonny’s shoulder. “Shift up. I’ve gotta go to the bathroom.”

Jonny squeezed his lanky frame into a ball as Tracey inched past. Martha jerked as she was surprised out of her movie. She held her water up to raise her tray and shifted sideways letting Tracey shuffle past. Tracey stretched, reaching for the ceiling and heard several pops. “Don’t cause trouble,” Jonny called after her.

Despite Jonny’s warning, Tracey could not stop herself from staring at Laura and Jilly as she moved into the aisle. Both girls had their eyes closed, and were snuggled up like best friends sharing an earbud each. Tony’s head was buried in his book. Four flight attendants were still handing out drinks down the aisle near Damian and his mom, so Tracey headed toward the back of the plane. I should message Laura again. Oh, I can’t. No phone. Tracey stopped a few rows away and peered back, hoping Laura would stand up and call out to her. She didn’t. Tracey sighed. Stop it. She’s still your best friend. Only Jilly is now your friend too.

Agent Malden sat a few rows back. The scent of his cinnamon aftershave tickled Tracey’s nose before she got anywhere near him. Mmmmm doughnuts. He looked up at her approach. His eyes were a little red and his hair seemed grayer, hiding the white streak gained when he had helped them defeat the Shadowman. His blue suit and white shirt had wrinkles all over them, but at least he’d removed his tie. He was staring at a photo. Tracey caught a glimpse of it as he slipped it between the pages of the black leatherbound book he was reading. Agent Striker? Agent Malden’s partner had died in the fight against the Shadowman. Tracey examined the thick tome as Malden slid it into the seat pocket in front of him. “What’s up?” he asked.

“Nothing. Bathroom.” Tracey continued past. Malden held up a hand.

“On your way back, stop for a bit. I want a chat.”

“Sure,” she agreed. When she reached the long, thin toilet door, she found it locked. The red occupied sign glared at her, making her bladder twitch. Bouncing from foot to foot, her thoughts returned to Laura. Is she pretending to be asleep so she doesn’t have to talk to me? Tracey shook her head, forcing her brain to find a new topic to obsess over. Her thoughts landed on Damian. Now that the flight attendants had moved further along the plane, Tracey could just see Damian’s black-jean covered leg poking into the aisle. She could say she needed to stretch her legs and wander up to say “hi.” There might even be a spare seat up there. Then she could sit and talk to him about the flight or one of the in-flight movies — or just stare into his gorgeous brown eyes.

A thin-faced man with more stubble than was stylish sat in the final row beside the toilet, reading a book. He glanced up, aware Tracey was hovering. She shrugged as if to say, “What? You know what I’m waiting for. I’m not reading over your shoulder.” He checked her wrist, and twitched, crossing his legs and leaned away from her.

Tracey held in another sigh. Even thirty thousand feet above the entire world, she was judged for what she was. With Agent Malden within earshot, she bit back her snappy comment and shuffled closer to the toilet door. It clicked as the lock disengaged and popped open. A round woman with a black, bob hairstyle and sharp eyebrows stepped out and stopped, surprised to find Tracey in front of her.

The woman’s snooty gaze roamed up and down Tracey’s body and froze on her Mage-kind identification bracelet. “You better be careful.” The woman’s voice was sharp. Her raised chin made her tiny eyes stare down the length of her nose at Tracey.

“What?”

“It’s dangerous for your kind to be in the air. There should be a separate plane for you people.”

If Tracey let her anger boil over, she might trigger her magic and make this horrible woman’s fears come true. She gritted her teeth as the woman shuffled past, her ridiculous looking fluffy pink slippers scuffed against the floor. Tracey hid in the toilet and swiped a lone tear from her eye.

Why can’t everyone be like Laura or Jonny and his mom? They’ve never treated me as if I’m different to a Norm. Slow, deep breaths helped calm Tracey’s bubbling fury. The Butterfly Stone throbbed. It always knew when she was angry. Sometimes she wondered if the Butterfly Stone was making her anger worse. Breathe. When a soft knock rattled the door, she hurried to use the facilities, flushed and washed her hands all while avoiding her reflection in the mirror. She inhaled deeply and yanked open the door. Kylie stood outside phoofing her blond hair with her fingers, picking apart a large knot. Her eyes widened at Tracey and a giant smile broadened her lips.

“Oh hi, Tracey.”

“Hey. How are you doing?” Tracey examined Kylie’s pale face. “Is this your first time on a plane?”

Kylie shook her head, jangling her large hoop earrings. Her messy hair was held in place with a thick green metallic headband over her head like a crown. “Nah, I’ve been on heaps of planes. Goes with having a military dad, you know?”

“Oh yeah, of course. I’ve never been on one. It’s um ...”

“Boring? Yeah, once you’ve seen the movies and played all the games on your phone it’s just one big, long boring trip. Try to sleep.”

“I can’t. I’m too excited.” She smiled at Kylie’s laugh. “How are you doing?” Tracey touched the Butterfly Stone beneath her wrinkled T-shirt. Kylie mirrored the move, pressing her hand to the lump under her shirt collar.

“All quiet. Whatever you did worked. I don’t feel anything from it. And with this stupid headband on I can’t even feel my own magic, which is weird because I can feel the headband humming and that’s super annoying. Especially when I try to sleep. I wish I could take it off.”

Tracey lowered her voice hoping Kylie would pick up on the hint and lower hers. “Yeah, that’s a stone thing. Once it’s locked onto us, it’s stuck. So, the new headband Agent Malden gave you —”

“— sucks. The M-force doctor said it’s stronger than the one the paramedics gave me. It’s got a spell on it so I can’t even shield anymore. No magic. Nothing.” She held up her wrist. The glowing light that would normally be green and flash red if she used magic was an unnatural bright blue color.

“I’m sorry. It’s there to stop Timothy from possessing you again.”

Kylie scrunched her nose. “I know. I just don’t like it.”

“It’s to keep you safe.”

“You said the stone was going to do that. Why do I need this stupid headband too?”

“I guess the M-force doctor doesn’t trust the stone to stop you from using magic. It’s a safeguard. You’ll say if —”

“— if I hear his voice. I will. I can’t even feel the stone’s magic anymore. I can’t feel anything. Damian said you promised to find a way to take it off. I want everything to go back to normal, the way it used to be. I want my magic back.”

Ah, yeah. The Promise. Tracey wished she knew how to do that. “So, um. How is Damian?”

Kylie grinned. “He talks about you all the time.”

Tracey straightened her spine. “Really? I thought he was still mad at me.”

“He’s been arguing with Mom about it. He trusts you and he wants her to trust you too. I think it’s because he likes you.” Tracey squeaked at that information and Kylie laughed out loud. Heads turned in their direction as they giggled. Kylie pulled her hands away from her mouth. “Sarah says you like him too.”

“Sarah needs to shut her big mouth,” Tracey muttered. She knew Kylie could hear her and Kylie knew she had been meant to hear. He likes me! Tracey’s cheeks flamed. He likes me.

Kylie’s grin grew. “She says I talk about you too much. Not my mom. Sarah.” Kylie’s grin fell away. “Mom’s mad. But that’s not your fault. She’s still dealing with the Mage-kind thing.” Kylie scraped her feet against the floor.

“Oh, that sucks. I’m sorry,” Tracey said.

“Not your fault like I said. But thanks anyway. I need to go.” She pointed at the toilet door.

“Oh, sure. Sorry.”

Kylie moved into the cubical and locked the door.

Tracey wandered back along the aisle toward Agent Malden. It was sad Kylie was having to deal with all of that, but letting slip Damian liked her gave Tracey a giddy feeling inside, like that time she’d had gas at the dentist. She stopped beside Agent Malden and slid into the empty seat across the aisle. “Hey.”

He shoved his giant black book into the seat back pocket. He should get that on an e-reader. Must be heavy to carry around. Tracey caught the word Magic in the title.

“How’s Kylie?” he asked.

While Tracey was in the bathroom, he had removed his suit jacket and folded his white shirt-sleeves up to his elbows. Now that she was closer, the lines around his eyes and mouth looked like deep craters, the way her mom’s skin looked when she had a migraine and couldn’t sleep.

Agent Malden must be under a lot of pressure from his office to sort out the stones. Hanging around a bunch of teenagers could not be easy either.

Tracey glanced over her shoulder toward the toilet door. “Kylie’s okay.”

“And how are you?”

“Yeah, just...” She shook her head. “Nah, it’s okay.” A little ding drew Tracey’s gaze to the roof. The seatbelt light had come on.

“That woman you were speaking to before you went in. What did she say to you?”

“That it’s dangerous,” Tracey leaned forward and whispered, “to have Mage-kind on a plane. I just —” She released a held breath as if blowing the nasty woman from her mind. It didn’t work. “Some people suck.”

“Ah, ladies and gentlemen you will find the seatbelt sign has come on. We can see a little turbulence ahead, but there’s nothing to worry about folks,” the captain’s voice drolled over the speakers.

“I understand your anger, Tracey. There is an unsubstantiated fear that Mage-kind and electricity don’t mix,” Agent Malden said softly.

“I said that to Jonny too. We’re not superheroes. We don’t fly or wield electricity or anything cool like that.”

“Actually, we can wield electricity with a great deal of training.”

“Seriously?”

“Magic and electricity are two separate entities. As you know, we can use cellphones and tablets with no problems. We don’t destroy electrical items just by walking past them, right?”

“Right.”

“Well, electricity is a form of energy.”

Tracey held up her hands. “Like in science? You need magnets and copper coils to make electricity, or like steam turbines or fossil fuels. Renewables are better though, wind and sun and water. Oh, you mean that’s what magic does? Acts like renewable power?”

“Well, I guess you could say spells work along those lines. Think of magic as another form of energy. And like magic, electricity can be wielded safely — with a lot of practice.”

Tracey spotted Kylie wandering down the plane aisle on the opposite side. She waved, but Kylie didn’t see her. “So, Jonny was right? Oh man, he’ll never shut up about that. Wait, so then we are dangerous on a plane? Should we be flying?”

“It’s perfectly safe,” Malden said. “Fear has a way of making normally rational people say and do things they wouldn’t ordinarily do. Don’t pay that woman too much mind.”

“Easy to say, hard to do.” Tracey fiddled with her seatbelt buckle. It reminded her of the seatbelt sign. Should I go back to my seat? She pulled the belt over her lap and clicked it into place. “Do you remember I asked you about a spell to remove the stones? You said you have some contacts.”

“Tracey, I don’t think the stones should be removed.”

Her eyes widened. “What? What about Kylie? I promised Damian I’d find a way to get it off. I know each stone locks onto a protector — like me — but what if it locks onto the wrong person? It’s not fair. Kylie can’t take it off without suffering horrible pain.”

“At the moment the stone is dormant. It is safer around Kylie’s neck than if we were to take it off.”

“But I promised,” Tracey said.

“Right now, we know where three of the stones are.”

“But Kylie can’t use her magic.”

“Our mission is to find the other stones. Kylie is safe with us,” Malden said.

Tracey blew out her anger in a long breath, imagining dragon-fire spewing from her nose. “Is that all you wanted to talk about?”

He pulled a briefcase from under the seat in front of him and rested it on his knee. Lifting the lid, he removed a file. “We should chat about what will happen when we land.”

She took the file as the plane jerked sharply beneath her feet. It felt as though her stomach rose up between her lungs. Her body went all floaty and her seat dropped away beneath her. “Whoa!” She clenched the file tightly as her other hand slammed against the seat arm.

“Bit of turbulence.” Agent Malden smiled and pointed to the file. Tracey flipped it open. The plane jerked again, snapping her teeth together. Trays rattled and a few people exclaimed in surprise. The file fell from Tracey’s knees onto the floor. 

For a moment they didn’t speak as the plane juked and jolted, snapping Tracey hard from side to side. Her knuckles turned white as she gripped the armrests.

“Ladies and gentlemen, as I mentioned earlier we have some turbulence ahead. Seems it’s a little stronger than we realized.” The captain’s voice held a hint of concern. That can’t be good. “Hold tight, we should be through the worst of it momentar —” The speaker shut off with squeal.

Tracey hoped her sister was okay sitting up the front with Kylie. A strange whistle filled the cabin. “What’s that?”

Agent Malden cursed.

Tracey’s head snapped toward him. “What?”

“Magic. Someone’s trying to bring down the plane.” 
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CHAPTER TWO
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Screams and shouts filled the plane. Tracey clutched the arms of her seat as they bounced violently. “Is it Timothy? Is he back?”

Agent Malden shook his head. “I don’t know. We need to check on Kylie.” The plane dove, then pulled level again. A pop announced face masks dropping from the ceiling like the flight attendants said would happen in an emergency.

“I’ll go,” she shouted, but she couldn’t get her legs to move. Instead, she threw open her imaginary closet door she kept her magic locked behind and tried speaking to Sarah in her head. She couldn’t hold the thought. Her magic slipped through her fingers like water. Fear made it impossible to focus.

“Stay here. We’ll create a circuit to keep the plane in the air.” Agent Malden unbuckled and pushed to his feet, immediately stumbling from the abrupt up and down jerking of the plane.

“A what?”

He gripped the seatbacks on either side of the aisle, digging his fingers into the padding to pull himself forward. “I’ll call you.”

“How? We can’t use our phones.”

“In your head.”

“Okay.”

He bounced side to side all the way down the aisle. The uneven sharp movement of the plane grew more erratic. Tracey’s teeth clattered together. She let out a sharp screech as the plane dropped away beneath her. Somehow Agent Malden held his footing. Two babies screamed behind her. Tracey almost couldn’t hear them under all the shouting.

“Your fault.”

The accusation was hissed at her by the man with the book who had glared earlier. “Just read your book,” she snapped back.

“It’s your fault. Mage-freak. We’re going to die because of you. What did you do?” His words carried across the rear rows. Heads turned in her direction. A wall of angry and scared eyes locked onto her. Sweat covered Tracey’s skin. The stares digging like knives into her body. The plane leveled off again, the pilot was clearly fighting hard for control.

“It’s not my fault.” Anger pushed Tracey’s fear into the dark corners of her mind. Her voice rose. “We’re trying to help.”

“Freak.”

That came from somewhere in front of her. Tracey tried to block out the fear and hatred bombarding her and wished Agent Malden would hurry up and do something. The shouting grew louder as the floor rose up beneath her feet, almost flinging her into the roof. Tracey screamed, echoed by what felt like the entire plane. We’re going to die. The way the plane jerked was like a dog with a rope, rapidly flicking it up and down. What good was having power if she couldn’t use it? She drew warm magic from her core and made her body heavier, imagining her hands as strong clamps, then released her seatbelt and dragged herself over the seats to the window, searching for the cause of the violence. There was nothing in the darkness. Agent Malden said they were under attack.

Wait. Darkness? Only minutes ago she had seen unending blue sky and white fluffy clouds outside.

“Demon!”

“Monster!”

“Mage-bitch.”

Tracey’s anger spiked with every name shouted her way. These people should be focused on the plane not on Tracey. She gave up trying to convince them she wanted to help. Were these Norms really so stupid that they thought she would risk her own life to make the plane crash? She would die too. Or did they think she was powerful enough to cheat death itself? She glanced around searching for the flight attendants. There was no sign of them.

Agent Malden’s voice popped into her mind.

Open up your magic. Go to the back of the plane and anchor the circuit I’m about to create between us. I’ll encircle the plane with an energy field and repel the negative forces acting on the plane’s electrical systems.

What’s happening? Is Sarah okay? she asked.

Tracey, they’re fine. Please concentrate.

What do I do?

Are you at the back of the plane?

Tracey dragged herself into the aisle. She lost her footing and was thrown onto the person sitting in the aisle seat. Tracey apologized and pushed back into the aisle clamping her hands onto the seatbacks. She did her best to ignore the panicked, screaming passengers and pulled herself toward the back of the plane. Okay, I’m here, she told Agent Malden.

Drop your shielding, Tracey. I need you at full power.

It took less than a blink to open her mind to the Butterfly Stone. It was always ready, always hungry to be used. Her footing became sure, grounded, as solid as a tree with roots dug deep into the earth. Ready!

Lock onto my magic. Reach out for your uncle, Sarah, Jilly, Tony, and Dave.

It took no time at all for Tracey to find her friends and family with her mind. Their voices shouted encouragement, and she could almost picture them, scattered throughout the plane in both aisles, creating a network of magic that weaved through and around the plane. Tracey grabbed hold of their magic. In her mind, each person had a different color, like the ribbons of color that came from the Stones of Power during her tracking spell. Jilly was golden like a tiger. Her sister Sarah was her favorite color, pink. Tony was yellow like the sun and Dave as green as freshly cut summer grass. She couldn’t sense Kylie at all as her magic was locked away. Agent Malden was gray, like cement, and her uncle was just her Uncle Donny. She knew his magic like a second skin. The sudden power boost that came from Jilly’s stone — the Tiger’s Eye — filled Tracey’s body in an instant — the orange golden light growing twice as bright as the rest. Tracey wrapped her mind around the threads of her friends like wrapping ribbons around her hands. 

Agent Malden chanted something but Tracey could not focus on his words. Her attention tugged her toward the rear of the plane — to the outside of the plane. She stretched out her mind searching for what was attacking them and found an oozing blackness and red flames. Her breath caught. The Shadowman? But no, it didn’t feel icky like Timothy, or his evil henchman — cold and clammy. She tasted ash and smelled barbeque smoke. Something was on fire but there was no smoke coming from inside the plane. The panicked noise around her escalated as the plane dove and leveled off again.

It’s outside, something is on top of the plane.

Tracey couldn’t exactly go out and check. Magic pulsed inside her core as Agent Malden reversed Tracey’s grip on their magic and took over, weaving all the threads into a thick chain that ran the length of the aisle and gathered around the cockpit.

What’s happening? Jilly’s voice echoed inside Tracey’s head.

Something is attacking the plane — I can’t see it. What’s Agent Malden doing? Tracey asked.

He’s focused on the cockpit, hands pressed to the closed door. Magic is everywhere.

Tracey could hear Jilly’s anxiety and tried to calm her while hiding her own fear. We’ve got this. All of us working together — we’re too powerful to stop. Remember. We help each other.

Tracey! Are you listening? Agent Malden shouted, cutting into their mind conversation.

Yes, sorry. I’m here. She confirmed.

You’re the anchor. I need you to push your magic into the vertical and horizontal stabilizer.

The what? she asked.

The tail of the plane. Focus your magic on the tail and the parts that move, the flaps and the rudder. Do you understand? I’m going to push out the field to surround the plane. I need you to get rid of whatever it is that has hold of the tail.

Okay. Tracey pictured the outside of the plane and the tail as she’d seen it through the airport viewing windows before they boarded. A vague impression formed in her mind. It was not a clear image like that on a TV. “Oh.” A strange buzz of magic hovered around the rear of the plane. A vibration. The rippling blur shimmering off the road in the distance on a hot day. She could almost see a hand shaking the plane like a baby with a rattle. There’s something there.

What is it? Agent Malden asked.

What? The echo of her friend’s voices inside her head made Tracey dizzy.

One at a time! She mentally shouted. The jerking of the plane grew even more pronounced and the passengers’ screams spiked. Tracey wanted to scream too; her brain was splitting in two. Part of her attention was on the tail and the rest was on the connection with Agent Malden and her friends.

Malden’s voice boomed. Inside or outside the plane, Tracey? What can you see?

Uh. She had to focus on the magic, but the screams and pulses of emotion hammered her from all sides. I don’t know! she shouted.

Focus on the fin — the tail, Tracey. I’m giving you a boost. Push the force off if you can. I’m shielding the cockpit. I can’t come back there and help you. Can you do it?

I’ll try. Magic slammed into her chest like a football, hard and fast. Her core overflowed with raw power. The Butterfly Stone turned white hot and sucked Tracey inside. She blinked at the sudden silence of the white place. Stephanie — her ancestor and the woman who looked eerily like Tracey — stood in front of her.

“Hello, Tracey.” Stephanie stood proud. Defiant. As if daring Tracey to say something about the last time they spoke. She wore her usual white, short-sleeve dress and lace gloves. It was creepy seeing Tracey’s own face forming such unfamiliar expressions. “It’s been a while since we last spoke. How are you doing?”

“Stephanie.” Tracey didn’t know what to say. She was still angry at the spirit for the way she’d hijacked Tracey’s body and used her magic to fight Doctor Chan, but Tracey didn’t have time to deal with it right now. “Send me back.”

“What is happening, Tracey?” A light appeared in Stephanie’s chest, growing brighter and brighter until she was glowing from the inside out. White light poured from her mouth, her eyes and her long hands. It was hard to look at. “Where has all this glorious magic come from?”

“Something is attacking the plane.”

“Plane?”

“A flying carriage. I’m inside it.”

“You are flying? There are carriages that fly?”

“Just listen! We’re going to die unless I can stop the thing that grabbed onto us,” Tracey shouted.

“Let me into your mind, give me control and I —”

“You’re not controlling me ever again!”

Stephanie stumbled back, her hands held up in surrender. White yellow light poured from her body. “Very well. Channel this excess of magic into the Butterfly Stone then through your body and out via your hands. It will allow you to focus the strength of your magic and target it, like an extension of yourself. Moving your hands will move your magic.”

“That’s impossible. I don’t have an Object of Power like a wand or a scepter.”

“You have the stone. And of course, I can assist you.”

“I don’t trust you. You tricked me last time.”

“I cannot take control again, if you refuse me. But I can guide you.”

Tracey shook her head. “Just tell me what to do.”

“There is —”

“I said no!”

Stephanie’s lips tightened. “Force the magic into your hands. Will it to become your hands and it will answer to you.”

Oh, like the magic slings she had created when she’d caught the Tiger’s Eye and the Serpent’s Kiss to stop them from touching. “Yeah, but how do I do that exactly?”

Tracey rocked back on her heels as her mind was thrust from the Butterfly Stone and back into reality. She focused on the magic pulsing through her body. It pounded like a drum solo she couldn’t turn down. It was too much, too fast. She wasn’t drawing it to her, it was being forced upon her and she was collapsing under the weight of it. Her brain shut down.

“Trace, Trace.”

Someone shook her by the shoulders. Tracey dragged her eyes open and when she did, Jonny’s face was the only thing she saw. He knelt beside her, shirt soaked in sweat, eyes fearful as he held onto her. The plane jerked them both up and down. She stuttered, “It’s too much. I can’t focus. The noise, the screaming, the bouncing. It’s too much. I can’t —” 

“Tracey, what if you thicken your shield bubble? Block it all out?”

“Won’t work. I can’t use my magic if I do that.” Tears leaked from her eyes, wetting her cheeks.

“Pretend it’s a video game?”

“H-how?”

“Imagine you’re a character inside a game and you’re using a virtual reality helmet. Remember, like last year at the university science demo?”

“A game?” she repeated.

“Yeah, and your ... um ... magic can be wielded like a sword or something.”

Like a superhero! “Thanks, Jonny.”

He threw himself into a nearby seat and buckled up, grinning madly — all teeth. She could tell it was to hide his fear. “You got this, girl.”

Heck yeah, I do. Tracey closed her eyes. It’s all a game.

In her head she pictured an avatar — a cartoon superhero version of herself — with a cape, giant muscles and perfect hair. She drew all of the magic into the Butterfly Stone and pushed it around her body like Stephanie had told her to do. She pictured herself standing outside, on the plane’s wing, her hair whipping wildly, cape billowing behind her in the gale-like wind. It wasn’t really her body. She was still inside the plane. But her superpowered avatar stood on the skin of the fuselage. Tracey turned her avatar around. A giant hand gripped the tail fin clamping the rudder and elevators in place. That was the cause of all the shaking. The plane’s skin and frame squealed as it was squeezed out of shape by the ghostly gray fingers pressing hard into the aluminum. Where is the hand coming from? She couldn’t see an arm. Whoever made the hand could be anywhere.

Tracey stretched her avatar’s hands and grew them to monstrous size. She grabbed onto the armless hand with her own glowing fingers and yanked hard. She felt rather than heard a grunt from somewhere and the evil, ghostly hand tightened its grip.

She pulled harder. Let go! The ghost hand wouldn’t budge. Tracey stretched for its giant gray fingers and one at a time, just like when she and Sarah wrestled over the TV remote, peeled each finger away. As she shifted the third finger, the ghost hand lost its grip and dissolved into magic dust, blowing away in the wind. I did it! Her avatar cheered and raised her arms high. “Yeah! That is how you do it!” She let her awareness return to her body in a long wave and realized she still sat slumped in the plane’s aisle. Jonny was seated beside her, talking, his voice a familiar drone for her to focus on and find her way home. He urged her to concentrate and told her how brilliant she was. Her vision blurred and her mind snapped fully back inside her body the way an elastic band did after you stretched it.

Did I really just let go of my body and travel outside the plane in ghostly spirit form? Or did I actually create a whole world inside my mind to fight the ghost hand? The plane trembled beneath her butt. Why were they still experiencing turbulence? She had stopped the hand, hadn’t she?

Tracey. Don’t let go. Grab the stabilizer — the tail, Malden screeched inside her mind.

She slammed her eyes shut and pictured her avatar on top of the plane again. As the skin covering the fuselage became solid under her feet, Tracey ran toward the tail and pressed her hands against the icy cold surface. What now?

The elevators and rudder are damaged. We need you to keep us steady, Agent Malden said inside her head.

How? Tracey’s thoughts swung to Jonny and his computer game comment. If it was all a game, then she could control the plane — or at least her avatar could — inside the world. Every comic book superhero in a series saved a crashing plane by flying under it. In her computer game world Tracey believed she could fly. She launched her avatar into the air and flew parallel to the plane. “Whoooooo!” She pointed her hands and zoomed into a dive, away from the plane and then under it. “Whoooooo!” Freaking fruit tingles, this is so awesome! Tracey could feel the wind in her hair and slapping over her skin. She caught onto the tail and pushed up with both hands. The shaking stopped as the plane steadied and leveled off.

“You’re doing it, Trace!” Jonny shouted from somewhere nearby. Tracey imagined she could see him standing at the rear window of the plane waving madly.

The world in her head was just like a computer game and Tracey was in total control. It was awesome! 
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CHAPTER THREE
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“I can’t believe you did that!” Jonny shouted, bouncing on the balls of his feet as Tracey blinked back into her body. She stared at his moving white sneakers. The left lace was coming loose.

“We’ve landed?” Tracey closed her magic off behind the imaginary closet door inside her chest. She sat in the aisle next to the toilet cubical. The plane seats around her emptying as passengers evacuated, throwing wide-eyed glances back her way. Tracey hated being stared at. It made her skin crawl. Agent Malden headed up the aisle toward her. Tony, Sarah and Kylie were with him. Tracey climbed to her feet, grabbing onto Jonny when she wobbled and nearly fell over. “Whoa!”

“Hang on, sit back down. Are you okay?”

“Bit dizzy.”

A strong hand pressed her into a seat. “Put your head between your knees, Tracey. Take a deep breath, nice and slow.” Agent Malden’s steady, comforting voice focused her scattered thoughts.

“Holy crap, that was wild,” Jonny said.

“Scary as anything,” Sarah told him. “Trace?” Sarah crouched and grabbed Tracey’s hands.

“Hey.” Tracey stared at her sister until the cartoon tiger on her shirt stopped bouncing. Sarah’s messy hair had a giant knot at the back. Tracey wanted to poke at it and see if it was alive.

“You were amazing,” Kylie said, kneeling down beside Sarah.

“I was freaking out,” Tony said handing her a bottle of water. His face — like Sarah’s — was shiny with sweat. His gray NASA shirt had damp marks around the neckline and under his arms. “I was too scared to even focus properly. Agent Malden positioned us along the plane and people were screaming. The plane bounced us all over the place. Then we felt your magic go nuts. What did you do?” 

“Pretended I was in a video game. It was Jonny’s idea,” she said.

“Of course it was.” Tony smirked.

Tracey glanced around the almost empty plane. “Where’s Laura?”

“With your uncle, the Carters, Dave, and Jilly,” Agent Malden said. “They’ve gone down to the baggage carousel. The airport officials want to chat with you for a minute, and then we’ll join them.”
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