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Chapter 1: The Call






The phone rang at three in the morning, breaking the silence in Morgan Hayes's apartment. She sat up in bed, sheets twisted around her legs, and stared at the glowing screen. Carter. Detective James Carter only called this late when something was wrong.

She pressed the phone to her ear and stayed quiet. He could explain first. He could tell her why he thought it was worth waking her at this hour.

"Morgan." His voice had a weight she knew from years of working together. It meant someone was in danger. It meant he needed her gift. "I need you to meet someone."

"Now?" She swung her legs out of bed and reached for the jeans on her chair. Carter wouldn't have called if it could wait until morning. She'd have to go meet him.

"There's a federal prosecutor at my office. Lisa Close. She has a time-sensitive situation." He paused, and Morgan heard papers in the background. "It's bigger than anything I've brought you before."

Morgan pulled on a sweatshirt and grabbed her keys from the dresser. The metal was cold in her hand. Outside, Chicago was quiet under a thick fog from the lake, making the streetlights look like dim orange halos. She caught her reflection in the window, her own face staring back. How many times had she studied that face lately? How many times had she tried to remember every line, every freckle, every flaw that made it hers?

"I'll be there in twenty minutes."

Driving through empty streets gave her too much time to think. Her last job was three weeks ago, and it had been simple. A woman needed to disappear for two days while her abusive ex-husband was in county lockup. Morgan had taken her face for twelve hours, just long enough to be seen at the woman's work, her gym, and her usual coffee shop. It was enough to create an alibi and keep people guessing where the real woman had gone.

Twelve hours. That was Morgan's limit. She had pushed it to fifteen once, and the confusion afterward lasted for days. She found herself answering to the wrong name, turning when someone called out to a stranger. Her own reflection looked strange, like a photo of someone she used to know.

The police station parking lot was almost empty. Morgan turned off the engine and sat for a moment, watching the building's lit windows. She could still turn back, go home, and pretend the call never happened. But Carter never called her for something minor. He had learned to respect her limits and knew what she did was dangerous, not just a trick. It always cost her something.

She got out of the car and felt the fog on her skin, cold and damp. The walk to the entrance felt longer than usual. Her footsteps echoed on the concrete, the only sound in the quiet before dawn.

Carter met her at the door. He looked tired, older than his forty-three years, with dark circles under his eyes and a coffee stain on his shirt collar. He'd been working this case too long already, whatever it was.

"She's in the conference room," he said, leading Morgan down the hall. The fluorescent lights buzzed above, casting everything in a sickly yellow-green. "Federal witness. She saw something she shouldn't have. Now there's a price on her head."

Morgan stopped. Carter did too and turned to face her. His face was neutral, but she saw the tension in his jaw and how his hand kept moving to his hip, as if checking for his gun, even though he wasn't wearing it.

"That's organized crime numbers," Morgan said.

"The Bellini family." Carter's voice dropped even though the hallway was empty. "She witnessed an execution. Frank Bellini himself pulled the trigger. The feds have been trying to nail him for fifteen years, and now they finally have an eyewitness willing to testify. But they can't keep her safe."

The Bellini family. Morgan had read about them in the news. Old-school mob—they didn’t just kill people, they made examples of them. They had connections everywhere: police, courthouses, places where a federal witness should have been safe.

"If the feds can't protect her, what am I supposed to do?"

Carter's face changed—maybe hope, maybe desperation. It was hard to tell. "You can be her. For a week. The trial starts in seven days. If we keep her hidden and make everyone think she's still out there, still a target, maybe we can draw out the people after her. When she walks into court, they'll be looking in the wrong places."

Seven days.

Morgan felt the words hit her hard. She had never held a face for more than fifteen hours. Seven days seemed impossible. It was dangerous in ways she couldn't explain to Carter or anyone who hadn't watched their own face change in the mirror, seen someone else's features take over. Seven days was long enough to forget who you were. Long enough to lose yourself.

"I can't," she said.

"Just meet her. Talk to the prosecutor. Listen to what they have to say." Carter put his hand on her shoulder, a familiar gesture. "I wouldn't ask if there was another way."

The conference room door was open, light spilling into the hallway. Morgan saw two women inside: one in a sharp gray suit by the window, the other sitting at the table, hands wrapped around a coffee cup. The woman at the table looked up as Morgan and Carter came in, and Morgan saw fear in her eyes. It was raw, the kind of fear that comes from knowing you're being hunted.

Morgan walked into the room.








  
  
Chapter 2: The Agreement






The woman at the table looked younger than Morgan had imagined. She was in her mid-twenties, with auburn hair tied back and freckles across her nose. Her hands shook a little as she held her coffee, and when she stood to shake Morgan’s hand, her grip was cold and damp.

"Valerie Brooks," she said, and her voice was surprisingly steady despite the fear in her eyes.

"Morgan Hayes."

The woman in the suit stepped forward and offered her hand with the confidence of someone used to courtrooms. Lisa Close looked every bit the federal prosecutor—someone who had seen all kinds of crime and learned not to flinch. Her handshake was firm and her gaze steady.

"Detective Carter has told me about your abilities. I understand this is an unusual request." Lisa gestured to the chairs around the table. "Please, sit."

Morgan sat down. The chair was made of hard plastic, clearly meant to keep people from staying too long. Through the window behind Lisa, the sky was turning that pale gray that comes just before dawn. Soon the city would wake up, and people would go about their day, not knowing that in this small room, a conversation was taking place that could end with someone dead.

"Valerie saw Frank Bellini kill Anthony Russo three months ago," Lisa said, taking a folder from her briefcase and laying out photos on the table. They were crime scene photos: blood on concrete, a body that used to be a person. Morgan had seen worse, but it was never easy. "She was just in the wrong place at the wrong time. Working late, taking a shortcut through an alley. She saw it all."








