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      I loved Jewel Island and the people there despite the fact that I seemed to be a magnet for troublesome ghosts.

      I loved having magic. I continued to work on accepting myself for who I was—fat, divorced, and someone who had struggled to find her place in life. On Jewel, I felt on top of the world. That is, until Grant N. Arwen, mage psychologist arrived on the island.

      Grant had been called there to do an assessment on my co-worker, Jack. Recently, Jack had been not quite possessed—that requires spirit magic which Jack doesn’t have—but under an influential spell. They’d gotten him to put a sleep spell on the coffee in the office to attempt to kidnap me and allow another powerful mage to take over my body. Fortunately, I’d had some protection so that that spell had failed. The mages who had done this to Jack were smart and devious, which meant Grant would be on the island working with him for some time.

      The day Grant walked into the office was one I wouldn’t forget easily. I’d been settling back in to work. It was the first day I hadn’t seen a single dragon-fly, (which was not actually a misspelling but the way we differentiated them from their namesake insects) which suggested, given how attached they’d become to me, that they were gone for the season. Dragon-flies were not the insects that most people thought of, but tiny dragons that appeared around enclaves on varying schedules. Ours had appeared just over a month ago and had hung around during the time when Jack had been influenced. They had nothing to do with that, though. They had in, fact, protected me from the same fate.

      I’d become fond of the dragon-flies, enjoying their antics, so now that they were gone, I felt a bit down. I stopped in at our grocer which sat on the corner of the main road on the island for a Frappuccino, hoping to drown my sorrows in caffeine and sugar.

      I was proud of myself for not hiding that I wanted one, not trying to deny myself because of what people would think about the fat woman drinking a sugary drink.

      At forty, divorced, childless, and looking for a job I’d become increasingly disgusted by the fact that it seemed as if employers were just looking for reasons not to hire me. My weight was merely one reason. I’d not had the energy to shame myself into being smaller and, instead, had let go, surprised at how often I was welcomed.

      My sisters didn’t care. Their kids didn’t care. In fact, when I babysat my sister Charlotte’s children, they said they loved my softness, as they called it. Their acceptance had given me a reason to be proud.

      I enjoyed walking. I loved to swim, though I had rarely done it when I was younger because I was too embarrassed to put on a suit. However, I’d needed to do things for me so I swam at the indoor pool—I mean, even before moving to Jewel, I lived in Michigan. You can’t exactly swim outside year around.  I’d even started dancing.

      Slowly, I realized the only reason I cared about being fat was the fact that not all chairs or spaces were large enough to accommodate me.  It dawned on me, that was their problem not mine. I didn’t get to that point all on my own. I can thank the internet for many of those insights. I started to accept my body and my life, even if I was still unemployed and living in my older sister’s basement and the feelings of failure hadn’t completely gone away.

      After those months of self-image struggle, I got the job on Jewel and during my training, I’d come to realize that the part of myself I was still most ashamed of was my weight. I also learned that the more I accepted myself, the stronger my magic would be. Apparently, I’d done well because I had strong spirit and fire magic. My earth magic was average, but I struggled with water and air, though I could protect myself from an attack using either of those elements if I had to.

      At any rate, I’d been working as an accountant on Jewel for over seven months. I’d managed to avoid being killed not once, but twice. I had friends, even a couple of really good friends, and I was settling into my job.

      I was coming to terms with the fact that Jewel Island didn’t appear on any maps and yet we got mail regularly and we also had phone and internet service. If it was raining, umbrellas appeared in large urns near the doors of all buildings, including homes. Chairs were always perfect for my size and comfortable. The one restaurant changed at every meal so no one felt as if they were eating the same old thing again, unless, of course, they wanted to.

      While I could tell my sisters I worked on Jewel Island, no one ever asked me about why they couldn’t find it. That struck me as odd at first, but Bernice, the mayor and one of the people who taught magic to me, said it was normal. People only found the island, or any of the magical enclaves, if they were actually coming into their magic.

      Of course, non-magical people could visit if invited, though I had no idea how that worked. My overly developed imagination pictured an invisible engraved invitation on the guest’s forehead that only the island would see.

      Jewel Accounting, where I worked, was in a ranch house that hugged the edge of a low cliff overlooking Lake Michigan. The backside was nearly all windows and I had a spectacular view from the main waiting area as well as my office. Jack, the bookkeeper I worked with, had an equally marvelous view from his office.

      Jack was working quietly at his desk when I arrived with my Frappuccino, the smells heavenly to my nose. Because the island was magic, it was the perfect temperature and tasted equally heavenly on my tongue.

      I knew Jack was working on some month end items for some of the businesses. We each did some of the work, though I double checked Jack’s. I did so because it was my job, not because he needed to have someone look it over. It would be an understatement to say Jack was a perfectionist. I knew he double and triple checked himself. I don’t think I ever found a single error on his part.

      I’d barely settled in to do my own work, my fancy, sugary coffee still warm on my desk, when the front bell dinged. I stood up slowly, when I didn’t hear Jack’s voice immediately calling out to our visitor. He was clearly involved in what he was doing, leaving me to play receptionist. I didn’t mind. I liked the people on the island.

      Standing in our waiting area, beside the small reception desk we had just in case we ever hired a receptionist, was a tall, dark-haired man. His hair was short and had a hint of a curl where it draped slightly over the tops of his ears. His skin was dark beige and his nose long and narrow against chiseled cheekbones.

      With his coloring, I’d have expected him to have dark eyes, but instead they were a startling blue. And kind. Even a bit sexy, as was the half smile he gave when he looked at me.

      I’m old enough to be past the idea of love at first sight, but this man…well this man did it for me. I noticed the long thin fingers which could have belonged to a concert pianist and wondered what they’d feel like running across my skin.  I wanted to know what the moist lips felt like against mine.

      My belly fluttered with desire and curiosity and while those eyes were startlingly blue and oh so very kind, they seemed to see through someone and into their soul. I didn’t need to offer a porn movie at first meeting.

      “Can I help you?” I asked, hoping my voice didn’t shake. I tried to imagine myself acting like my friend, Ian. He would have sashayed over and leaned against the desk, sticking out one hip. He’d probably tell me to stick my breasts out. But I’m old enough and my breasts large enough, that would probably have looked ridiculous.

      “I’m Grant Arwen. I’m here for Jack.” His voice was soft, soothing. If he asked me to stand on my head, I’d have done it. And that was without the attraction. I wondered if he used magic to make people comfortable, although from what I’d learned, that sort of suggestion was forbidden. Besides, my arms hadn’t tingled the way they normally did when someone used magic around me.

      I wished the little dragon-flies that had been flitting around for a month were still there to distract me. It took a moment for me to nod and then head back down the hall to Jack’s office. I wondered if Grant were watching me walk. Uncharacteristically, I wondered if he found my butt too big. I wished, suddenly, that I were slender and pretty and about five or six years younger.

      Grant was probably close to my age, but it would have been nice to be the younger woman.

      Jack was working quietly at his desk, not noticing I was there. I cleared my throat. He practically jumped.

      “Grant Arwen is here for you,” I said. The room was silent. Even our HVAC was off for a change. With the huge windows it’s almost always running, either the air conditioning or the heat and sometimes both on the same day.

      Jack’s face paled.

      I remembered Ian telling me that Grant had been on the island before. I guess Mindy, a waitress up at Derry’s, had had some issues that she’d worked through with him. If it were me, I’d never get over my issues just so I could keep talking to him. Of course, that would have meant I’d have to talk about my issues, which was not easy for me, though I had a feeling that Grant would have made it possible.

      I backed away from the door, not daring to look back at Grant, certain that all he saw was a far too large butt covered in black slacks that probably didn’t fit as well as I had thought they did this morning. I should never have had that Frappuccino.

      Back in my office, I glared at the mug on my desk. I hadn’t needed the calories. I hadn’t really needed the sweet flavor, no matter that it had cheered me up after the dragon-flies had disappeared. I just hadn’t needed it and now those calories were probably expanding my butt and thighs even as we spoke.

      Breathing in, I was uncomfortably aware of the tightness of my bra. Before it had always felt comfortable, thanks to David’s wonderful sizing magic. Now, though, I was too aware of it, wanted it to be larger, though it had been comfortable moments before.

      I shook my head, hoping to push those thoughts out of my mind and get to work.

      Numbers didn’t hold me, though. I kept thinking about Grant.

      I’d gotten through about three items when I heard the bell ring and then Jack’s soft steps back down the hall. No doubt Grant had only stayed to set up a meeting with Jack. I wondered where they’d meet and decided that it was probably at the library, where there were extra rooms for any sort of need. Either that or the hospital.

      I went back to working with a spreadsheet I had open. The HVAC clicked on, cool air, the day’s bright blue skies were warming the interior of the building. I’d nearly finished when I heard something outside my office. It didn’t sound like Jack moving around. I knew his sounds.

      I glanced up and noticed a shadow at the doorway. It wasn’t even shaped like Jack.

      I pushed myself up from my chair, which, now that I thought about it, hadn’t felt as comfortable as it normally did. It had felt almost ordinary, pushing a little too hard on the sides of my thighs. Looking out my door I could see the main entrance.

      I saw a woman standing there, but for just an instant, before she winked out of existence. Ice flowed down my back as I realized the gray hair and the slightly pudgy shape belonged to Sharon, the former mayor. She’d died when she’d failed to catch some magic she’d tried to murder me with and I’d deflected it back to her. That had been nearly seven months ago. Recently, her spirit had been active, but I thought we had managed to put her to rest or perhaps even banish her. Apparently, I was wrong.

      My spirit magic allowed me to see ghosts. Normally, they looked like regular people. While they might fade away, they didn’t normally pop out like turning off a television set. Maybe this was a new thing.

      The room got colder, and not just from the chill inside me. It was the cold of a spirit nearby, though if one were that close and that cold, I ought to have been able to see them.

      The temperature dropped even further until my teeth chattered.

      While it’s disconcerting to see dead people, at least when I saw them, I knew where they were. I could tell if they were kindly disposed or not. Now I could only feel the chill. And that was worse. I had no idea what Sharon wanted. Before, she’d been trying to steal my magic. Given that she wasn’t visible to me, I worried she’d finally succeeded and I hadn’t even noticed.
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      A month ago, I hadn’t even known a spirit could try and steal my magic the way Sharon’s had tried to do. I shivered in the chill, not even thinking about calling out to Jack. No use exposing him to another spirit. For all I knew—and I knew far too little—having been influenced once by another mage could make it possible for Sharon to possess him, though normally, only those of us with spirit magic were susceptible.

      I dug in, my fingers reaching back to grasp the doorframe of my office, feeling the hardness of the wood that made up the building. I focused on all the magic hiding in my generous thighs and my ample belly. I pictured magic in the folds of my fat, because for me, my biggest shame was being a fat woman. I had lots of other things to be ashamed about but my weight had always just felt like the thing that caused all the other issues.

      I mean, yeah I was divorced, but at least if I were small no one could say it was because of my body. Ditto the no job before I’d come to Jewel, and so on and so on.

      But because I was able to overcome my body shame and accept my body, I had magic. I focused on all the good things my body had done for me. It allowed me to walk all over the island. It got me up in the morning. It stored my magical abilities.

      I realized that earlier this morning, I’d been judging myself in a way I hadn’t in a long time. I couldn’t have said why. Perhaps Sharon was trying to undermine me, though she didn’t know the reasons I had come into my magic. Maybe I was just lusting enough after Grant and seeking to blame my body for any lack of attraction.

      As I focused, Sharon appeared in front of me, hovering. She wasn’t quite as solid as most ghosts when I saw them. Normally they look as solid as real people, but I could see shadows through Sharon, though she wasn’t quite fully transparent.

      “Be gone,” I said, putting for my will into it.

      Sharon faded out. She didn’t quite pop the way I thought she should. But then again, I hadn’t had much training in spirit magic. Lucas, another mage with strong spirit magic, was working on remedying that, but we were both healing from over-extending ourselves the week before. We’d only had two sessions so far.

      I wondered why I hadn’t been able to see Sharon the entire time she’d been in the building. Spirits weren’t normally able to hide from me. I needed to talk to Lucas.

      I passed Jack’s door but it was closed. I imagined him working frantically at the numbers, checking and double checking. He probably even checked my figures but I couldn’t help that. I didn’t knock. It wasn’t like we had to check in on each other. During tax season we hadn’t, though now that the office wasn’t quite so busy we both usually called out if we were leaving.

      Stepping outside, I was greeted by the sounds of the surf slapping against the island. A gull screamed from somewhere distant.

      There are no cars on Jewel. Normally people walked or used scooters or golf carts, with walking the preference for everyone except those who lived the furthest and those with a disability. Kara, for instance, rode around on her mobility scooter. Deanna just used her wheelchair which seemed to move easier on the island than those I had seen on the mainland. Probably thanks to the magic.

      I knew Dirk and Bill often rode horses into town. When I’d gotten to know them, I’d learned that they turned the horses out in a field on the other side of the docks. There were no fences but the horses knew to wait.

      Nearly all the animals on the island were like my cats. They had their own magic. If their people needed to get somewhere, the horse would probably appear where needed, just as Peony and Tulip had a tendency to do. When I’d been in the hospital, Peony would show up snoozing next to me though there was no way an ordinary cat could have gotten out of my condo. I hadn’t been there long enough to worry about the cats going without food so no one had checked on them.

      That was a mistake I wouldn’t make again. The litter box had been a mess and one of them, probably Tulip, had used one of my houseplants instead of the box.

      Normally I appreciated the silence and being alone with the sound of the surf. Today, it felt sort of ominous, as if I might be the only person around, though I knew I wasn’t.

      I looked longingly up the hill at the B&B. I wanted to go chat with Ian. He’d calm me down, have some wisdom that would make me feel better.

      While I headed up to the B&B, I knew in my heart I needed to talk to Lucas not Ian. Ian’s a slave to gossip and loves being in the know so I knew he’d be disappointed that I’d want to talk to Lucas rather than him. Well, that and he was my friend and he’d want to be helpful.

      Of course, last time Ian had been helpful he’d overextended his magic and could have died if he weren’t what was called “The Innkeeper.” In fact, he still wasn’t quite himself, his sashay was a little less pronounced and he didn’t bounce across a room quite as quickly.

      The B&B is a big old Victorian. The building was done in pink and green and the small garden in the front accentuated both colors, from the pink blooms on the flowers to the greenery that surrounded them. It looked, if I dared say it, magical.

      And it was.

      It wasn’t just that Ian had magic and ran the place. The B&B itself was magical. If someone arrived and needed a room, the building would create one. On busy mornings, such as when Ian served Eggs Benedict, the dining room expanded, adding more tables for everyone who wanted to be served.

      When Ian had overextended himself, it had been the B&B which supported him. I wasn’t quite sure how the bond between Ian and the building worked. While it had protected him, it would not have protected anyone else in quite the same way.

      The bell on the door—which was probably superfluous as Ian just knew when there were guests, both on the island and entering the building—hadn’t even stopped ringing after I entered before Ian sashayed out of the kitchen.

      He had workers to cook and to clean up, but no matter when I arrived, it seemed like he’d appear from the dining room and the kitchen area. Asking him about it did no good. Ian had given me an enigmatic look, an exaggerated shrug, and laughed.

      I watch far too many horror movies and read too many horror novels, so of course when that happened, I had an image of a long cord running out of Ian’s body plugged into an outlet over an ordinary kitchen stove, while Ian sat alone in a chair, his head hanging down like a marionette. The image stayed with me, though it was rather laughable. Ian had hugged me, rescued me, and had nearly given up his life for the people on the island. He’d dragged himself through a deep depression not long after, and was finally himself again, mostly. He was as human as I was, though he might have an odd bond with a building.

      “I’m actually hoping to see Lucas,” I told him, clearly apologetic that I hadn’t come just to see him. I breathed in the smell of coffee that always permeated the building. I considered asking for a cup, knowing Ian would definitely get me one.

      “I’ll give him a call,” Ian said. He walked over, with somewhat less than his usual swagger, to a small writing desk that served as the reception desk and picked up a phone I’d never noticed before. It was an old black thing with a rotary dial. Ian didn’t look old enough to have used one before coming to the island.

      He dialed only a single number and waited.

      “Holly is here to see you,” Ian said. He listened for a moment and hung up.

      “Lucas will be down in a minute,” he told me, gesturing me into the dining room.

      “Thanks,” I said. “I thought I saw Sharon earlier. I’m not sure what’s going on. She wasn’t as solid as usual…and for a time I couldn’t see her at all.”

      Ian frowned. He’d been involved in helping rescue me from Sharon, both when she’d tried to murder me when she’d been alive and then again when she’d been attempting to get another mage to possess me after she’d died. Everyone had loved Sharon and I hated that I had been the one to kill her, even if inadvertently and in the only manner the island would allow. No one blamed me but me. It was something I was going to have to live with though it was difficult.

      I heard the thump of Lucas’ feet on the stairs. He was the roundest person I have ever seen. He’s not a big man, nor particularly fat. He’s just round. From his face to his belly, though his belly wasn’t that large, just round.

      “What’s up?” Lucas asked.

      I repeated what I’d just told Ian about Sharon. Ian moved off to get us tea while we talked. I asked for coffee, which made Ian laugh and shake his head as he went off to grab our drinks.

      “Did you feel her?” Lucas asked.

      “When I couldn’t see her, I knew she was there because the room was icy cold, like spirit cold. I had to focus on my magic before I could see where she was, and even then, she didn’t look as solid as ghosts normally do.”

      I hated thinking that Sharon could come upon me unaware. Lucas had started working with me to train my spirit abilities, but I knew I had a lot left to learn.

      “Was there anything new in the environment?” Lucas asked.

      I shook my head. “I mean, Grant Arwen came in and talked to Jack, but that’s all. Grant’s been checked out, right?”

      After what had happened with people arriving on the island just a few weeks ago, I wasn’t taking any chances with strangers. I mean, the whole reason they were on the island was to help us make sure we were all safe, but it was natural to distrust strangers. Even if they were overwhelmingly handsome.

      “If Grant gave you the look,” Ian said, arriving back carrying a tray, his hip pushed out, tightening the front of the black pants he wore, “I’d have forgotten all my magic, too.”

      He set down the tea pot and a mug for Lucas. He put a hot mug of coffee before me. He looked at us, as if waiting to be invited to sit, but neither of us asked him.

      I wanted to. Ian had been my rock. But sometimes Lucas asked me incredibly personal stuff and I wasn’t sure I wanted to share all of that with Ian. Heck, I didn’t want to share it with Lucas, but he insisted it would help him train me.

      After a moment, Ian sashayed off as if he didn’t have a care in the world. I thought, from the set of his shoulders, that he was a bit hurt, which bothered me. I should have asked him to stay. I’d apologize later.

      “Everyone is getting vetted before coming to the island,” Lucas said. “We’ll be doing that for several months, at least until we know for certain that Damien is gone.”

      I shuddered at the thought that he might not be.

      “This isn’t about Damien, is it?” I asked keeping my voice low. “He couldn’t have done this?”

      “I’m as certain as I can be that he’s gone,” Lucas said. “Several other spirit mages have gone to Far Haven and found no trace. There’s one who does medium work and no spirit has been able to find him at all. He’s gone. But because of what he’s done, we’re taking extra precautions around Jewel, more like those that are done for Far Haven.”

      Far Haven was the enclave that housed a prison for mages accused of magical crimes. Damien had been held there, but he’d found a spirit mage to help him possess another mage, and finally, when all else failed, Damien had allowed his body to die. Lucas had banished his spirit with my help. I’d thought dealing with Damien and his helpers was over, but apparently not.

      “Even so,” Lucas said, “I don’t like Sharon being involved. And the fact that you couldn’t completely see her. Give me your hand and open your mind.”

      I drew in a breath and let it out before placing my hand in Lucas’s. He was going to search through my memories. Given my reaction to Grant, I wasn’t sure I wanted to have that happen. For the moment, I was glad I hadn’t asked Ian to stay.
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      I know everyone has insecurities, but as a fat woman, I tended to be more insecure than most about my looks. I didn’t normally think about them. Normally, I was fine. But when it came to attraction, well certain cultural norms had been drilled into me at a young age. And then, when my ex had left me for a younger, thinner woman and started the family we’d been planning almost immediately, well that had been a blow.

      Sitting in the B&B, the long, narrow, pine plank flooring solid beneath my feet, the rounded chair fitting my butt perfectly, and the aroma of coffee and spicy tea tantalizing my nose, those things seemed petty and silly. I was here. I had magic. What more did I want?

      I tried to blank my mind and not think of Grant Arwen and his beautiful smile, but it was a tough thing to do. Lucas was going to pick up on that attraction. My face heated at what he might think.

      Slowly, my mind cleared. Lucas moved a little as he held my hand. Pressure built on my forehead, though it wasn’t bad. If Lucas had pressed his fingers against that spot it would have felt much the same, though I knew this was all energy and magic.

      I breathed in deeply, calming my heart, trying not to be too embarrassed. The pressure eased and I opened my eyes.

      Lucas nodded.

      “I can’t say for certain that Sharon did anything. Your magic is weaker though. I sensed something around Grant, which I think you need to clear on your own,” Lucas said. “Now isn’t the time to be distracted and doubting yourself. The more you accept yourself, the more magic you have.”

      Suddenly, I felt like a cartoon character with a lightbulb going on. Talk about an a-ha moment. I’d been worried about my looks, about my body because of my attraction to Grant Arwen.

      “Could Sharon’s spirit have somehow sensed my weakness?” I asked quietly, hoping I was wrong.

      Lucas nodded grimly. “I had a sense that Sharon wasn’t completely gone, but seeing what went on in your office, I now know for certain. Spirits absolutely know when magic weakens. Someone like Sharon would exploit it. The good news, if there is any, is that it’s clear that Damien isn’t easily able to access the island, even if he is still around… and I don’t think he is.”

      That probably should have made me feel better, but deep down I felt like a failure. I had let a man, a good looking man to be certain, make me doubt myself and my body. I had let someone else’s perception of me interfere with my ability to accept who I was—all of who I was.

      “Then I guess I need to get back to self-acceptance,” I said quietly, not sure how to go about doing that.

      Lucas nodded. “We all have pitfalls around those things that we’ve felt shame over in the past. Things come up. Don’t let it get to you. It’s just kind of bad timing for it to happen now.”

      I had to agree. I walked out of the B&B, wishing I could have run to Ian and talked to him, but he hadn’t come out of the kitchen again. I hadn’t even finished the coffee he had made for me. Another thing to feel badly about.

      The day might have been lovely, the light breeze cooling the warmth from the sun just enough to make it feel perfect. I didn’t notice a single cloud in the sky, not even a puffy white one. The air smelled fresh and clear and the sound of waves should have been soothing, but instead it reminded me of all my failures.

      I walked up the steps to the accounting office only to find the door locked. I frowned. It was unlike Jack to leave in the middle of the day. I fumbled around for my key, unlocked the door, and went inside.

      Jack’s office door was still closed. I knocked.

      Waited.

      No answer.

      Frowning, I turned the knob. The room was a mess. Papers were everywhere on the floor.

      Carefully, I stepped inside, wondering if I should back out and call Xavier. But I was aware of the fact that I didn’t know my coworker very well, giggling a little as I realized that meant I didn’t know Jack.

      Giggling over silly things and laughter at something I shouldn’t laugh at told me I was pretty stressed about what had happened. I wondered if he’d been gone before I left. But I hadn’t locked the door. Someone else had.

      I hoped that someone had been Jack.

      The corner of the desk held a splotch of dark red, so faint I would have missed it if I hadn’t been searching for something to tell me what had happened. When I saw that, I did back out of the room.

      I set my bag down on the reception desk and called the police department, talking to Rose, the old woman who answered the phones and worked at the front desk. She was slow with a head bob that never seemed to stop and always made me a little worried that her head would eventually fall off.  However, I’d learned in the last month that Rose was a powerful mage and while she didn’t move quickly, she got the job done. When she said she’d have Xavier over immediately, I knew I wouldn’t have long to wait.

      Biting my lip as I sat down at the front desk, I worried that someone had hurt Jack. If he was still influenced and we hadn’t noticed, it was equally possible that he’d hurt someone else, though I didn’t think we had any appointments that day. This was not a good time for me to be questioning my worth or having to deal with the shame of being a fat woman.

      The office was silent, the refrigerator off, the HVAC off. From where I sat I didn’t even get the faint sound of the waves against the beach. The only sound was my breath and the squeak of the chair that moved slightly every time I twitched.

      Remembering my training, I focused on my breath. In that light meditative state, I reminded myself of all the wonderful things my body did for me. I remembered that there were men who found me attractive just exactly as I was. If Grant Arwen wasn’t one of them, then I didn’t need him. And of course, my mental discussion went on about whether want and need were really all that different because I certainly wanted him.

      The door blew open and my face flamed. I’d been so involved with my internal discussion that Xavier’s entrance surprised me.

      “Lucas called just before you did. He’s concerned that your powers are diminished. And then you called because Jack is gone?” Xavier looked at me. He’s fairly tall and very thin. His skin is as dark a brown as any I’d seen. His clipped short hair even allowed a peek at the skin on his skull.
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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.
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