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Chapter 1: Someone Like Her 






The security footage played for the third time on the bank manager's computer. Morgan Hayes felt a cold weight sink deeper in her stomach. She leaned forward in the hard plastic chair, gripping the armrests until her knuckles turned white. It was gripping what she saw and she couldn't take her eyes off it.

The woman on the screen walked up to the teller window with steady, confident steps. Her brown hair was pulled back in a ponytail. She wore a gray cardigan over a blue blouse and carried a tan purse on her left shoulder. She handed over her ID, filled out a withdrawal slip, and signed her name with a practiced flourish.

"That's me," Linda Carter said from the chair beside Morgan. Her voice cracked on the second word. "That's my face. My clothes. But I swear to God, I wasn't there that day." If she hadn't been at the bank on that day, then who could this be? 

Morgan watched Linda closely. Linda’s hands shook as she clutched a tissue twisted into a tight rope. Mascara streaked down both cheeks. The fluorescent lights above made her skin look gray and thin. Tension in the room was so high you could almost feel it with your hands. 

"The timestamp shows Tuesday, eleven forty-three in the morning," the bank manager said. His nameplate read Gerald Burton, and his tie had small coffee stains near the bottom. "Where were you then, Mrs. Carter?"

Linda's jaw clenched. "I was at work. I teach third grade at Riverside Elementary. I had twenty-two students in my classroom that entire morning. Ask any of them. Ask the principal. I never left the building." Her face was a study in not only concern but near panic. 

Morgan watched the footage again, looking for details most people would miss. The woman on screen tilted her head a little to the left when she smiled. Her right foot tapped the floor twice as she waited. Her fingers drummed a steady rhythm on the counter.

Small signs. Little flaws. Things that showed when someone wasn’t comfortable in their own skin. These were what gamblers know as "tells." 

Because it wasn’t really their skin.

Morgan’s chest tightened. She knew those signs. She had spent two years learning to hide them, practicing in front of mirrors until her borrowed faces looked real. Until strangers couldn’t tell she wasn’t who she seemed. After all that practice, Morgan was now an expert on concealment. 

"How much did they take?" Morgan asked, keeping her voice level even as her pulse hammered against her throat.

Gerald Burton pulled up another screen. "Forty-seven thousand, eight hundred and thirty-two dollars. Mrs. Carter's entire savings account. Cleaned out in one transaction." Gone with one pen stroke and the thief thought she got away cleanly. 

Linda made a sound somewhere between a sob and a gasp. The tissue tore apart in her hands.

"And this isn’t the first time?" Morgan turned to face the manager. His eyes were bloodshot, and he smelled faintly of antacids.

"Three other cases in the past two weeks," he said. His Adam’s apple moved as he swallowed. "Same pattern. Account holders appear on camera making real withdrawals. But each one has an alibi. They weren’t here." So it wasn't a single case. There were others. 

Morgan’s hands went cold. Four victims. Four people had their faces stolen and their accounts emptied. Someone else out there had her ability. Someone was using mirrors to steal from others.

She stood up, and the chair scraped against the tile floor. "Can you send me copies of all the security footage? Every angle you have?"

Gerald nodded slowly. "Are you with the police?"

"No." Morgan took a business card from her pocket. It was simple and professional. Morgan Hayes Investigations. Licensed Private Investigator. A phone number and email address. "But I work on cases like this. I find people who don’t want to be found. I solve problems the police can’t handle."

Linda looked up at her with red-rimmed eyes. "Can you help me? The police think I'm lying. My own husband looked at me this morning like he wasn't sure who I am anymore." Her world seemed to be crumbling around her, and Morgan knew.

Morgan felt that familiar pull in her chest. It was why she started using her ability. People in trouble. People who needed someone to believe them when no one else would.

"I'll do everything I can," Morgan said. She meant it.

Outside the bank, the afternoon sun was too bright. Morgan took her sunglasses from her bag and put them on. Her reflection looked back at her from the bank’s glass doors. Brown eyes. Dark hair past her shoulders. The face she was born with. The face that was really hers.

But someone out there could take it. Could wear it. Could use it to hurt others.

Morgan walked to her car, already thinking through the possibilities. She needed to see all the footage, study every frame, and look for patterns in how the thief moved, what they targeted, and when they struck.

Her phone buzzed in her pocket. A text from Jenna, her roommate: "Pizza tonight? You've been working too much." This was one roommate that Morgan knew had her well-being in mind.

Morgan smiled, even with the heaviness in her chest. Jenna always knew when something was wrong. They had been friends since college, and Jenna was one of only three people who knew Morgan’s secret. The others were people Morgan had helped escape danger by giving them temporary faces.

She typed back: "Sounds perfect. Be home by six."

But as Morgan drove through town, past familiar shops and tree-lined streets, she couldn’t shake the feeling that had settled in her bones. Cold. Sharp. Like touching a mirror just before the shift started.

Someone else knew about mirrors. Someone else could feel that cold. And they were using it to ruin lives.

Morgan had to find them before they struck again.








