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  Chapter 1




  Status: My so-called life.




  




  “This is a dumb idea,” I said more for my own benefit than anyone else’s. It’s not as if someone could hear me from where I stood... on the ledge of a building in Paris at three o’clock in the morning.




  I moved quickly along the edge, a stiff breeze suddenly whipping up and shoving me against the cool stone. My palms hit flat against the building while my fingers deftly searched for grooves in the stonework. It was a narrow hold but I held tight until the wind died down. I snuck a glance over the edge to the street five stories below. Tomorrow’s headlines flashed in my mind, Sixteen-Year-Old American Plunges to Her Death. I shook my head and cleared the image from my thoughts. I controlled my breathing and inhaled through my nose and exhaled slowly through my mouth like Dad had taught me. Focus on the next step Chloe not the end game, I told myself and edged along calmly. Most girls my age wouldn’t be used to standing on such a small space high in the air. Then again most girls weren’t the daughter of the “Master Magician”.




  My dad was one of the most in-demand magicians around the world, known best for his Disappearing-Man trick. He would walk through one door and appear instantaneously in another across the stage. It was the only illusion he hadn’t taught me. My parents had started training me in every trick in their act since I was able to walk. While most girls were playing with Barbie I was learning how to do the Drowned-Man trick in my kiddy pool. When mom had abandoned us ten years back, I had taken her place helping Dad prepare for shows. Not that it hadn’t been helpful, I mean, how else would I have been able to scale up the side of the building and across the ledge?




  Once the wind no longer threatened I continued along until I finally reached the office window I was looking for and carefully turned my back to it. I slid my hand into the bag slung over my shoulder and pulled out a device I had lifted from Dad’s work bag. I’d seen him use it a million times and knew I could handle it.




  With a tight grip on the metal crossbar; I turned around, yanked it lengthwise, and pushed it against the glass. Two small suction cups popped against the window fitting the bar tightly to the glass. I tapped the control button twice. A thin line of what looked like fishing wire shot out and spun around in a circle cutting a hole in the window. The wire acted like a web and the glass slowly fell backward till it was lying on the office floor.




  I ducked under the bar and hopped from the ledge into the office. Dad and I had been here just yesterday when a woman with the largest mole on her chin I had ever seen confiscated our passports. She refused to tell Dad what it was about and we’d been ushered out of the room quickly. Dad had told me not to worry, but the huskiness in his voice told me differently. He had spent the entire day and night on the phone trying to get an answer as to why we were unable to leave France.




  This afternoon I was sitting in the hotel room playing with my smart phone when I heard Dad screaming. I snuck to his door and listened as he yelled at whoever was on the other end.




  “They aren’t allowing us to leave. What the hell is going on?”




  I could hear him pacing on the carpet as he listened to the response and whatever was said didn’t make him happy.




  “What is that supposed to mean? I’m not going to risk Chloe, is that clear; you come here and get her if you have too. I don’t care what happens to me.”




  I heard the phone slam down on the receiver and quickly made my way back to my room. That’s when I made the choice that tonight I was getting our passports back and getting us out of Paris, together.




  I moved quickly to the large desk that dominated the room and yanked open drawers. Not finding the documents I needed, I moved on to the next drawer and came up empty again.




  I rushed through each drawer, my search turning frantic with each fruitless attempt. On the last one I pushed aside more useless papers and broke into a wide grin as I snatched up what I’d been searching for.




  I kissed the two battered passports. “Home at last.” I slid them into my pocket, patting them for good measure. “Now maybe we can get out of here.”




  I walked back to the window, gripped the bar and hoisted myself up when I heard shouts from below. I looked over the edge and saw a multitude of police cars surrounding the entrance to the building. Officers were jumping out and rushing toward the front doors. I caught a few words, glad I had a passable knowledge of French and what I heard chilled me. I’d tripped the silent alarm.




  “Damn.” I pulled back from the window and grabbed the bar pushing the control lever and releasing it from the glass and slid it back into my bag.




  I figured there would be an alarm though I didn’t count on a silent one. My plan had had me back out the window and across the ledge to the building next door before the cops ever arrived. Somehow it seemed my plans always went astray. Now what?




  Run.




  I followed my own warning and ran out of the office into a larger room with dozens of cubicles. I knew the layout of the building as well as most people who worked here. If my parents had taught me anything it was to be prepared. Before I came here tonight I’d studied the floor plans online. It didn’t hurt that since I had been little Dad had me play a game he called find the door. Any place we entered he would always make me memorize where every door was located. We’d done it so often it had become second nature. My research had been worth it because I knew there was a back stairwell that led to the alleyway behind the building. If I could get there I should be able to hop the fence and make my way back to the hotel. I poured on as much speed as I could, exited into the main hallway and at the far end were the elevator doors. The ding of the lift reaching the floor echoed loudly and I spun around not waiting to see who it was and ran in the opposite direction.




  The police shouted for me to stop but I ignored them, though the sounds of their feet slapping the floor as they bored down on me made me run harder. I turned down another hallway, not losing a step or speed. Mom was a runner and she had gotten me into it when I was small. No matter where Dad’s act took us, mom would always go for her morning run. Memories of running alongside the Nile River in Egypt and the Great Wall of China were just a few of the wonderful places we’d run together. Of course, that was before she’d deserted us, now I only run when there’s trouble.




  Relief washed over me when I spotted the stairwell door at the end of the corridor. The cops’ voices grew louder but it didn’t matter, I was confident I was home free. I was too quick on my feet for them; they would never catch me. I slammed into the door grabbing the knob and my heart sank as I turned it... locked.




  My heart pounded in my chest. The cops would be on me any minute. My mind raced and I twisted the knob as hard as I could, hoping by sheer force of will I could turn it and get out of there. My stomach turned and a wave of nausea rushed over me. I thought for sure I was about to barf. Then the hair on my neck and arms stood on end and my vision went fuzzy as everything around me took on a blue glow. All I could think about was Dad and how upset he was going to be with me. I was going to get arrested and go to jail and we would never get out of this damn country.




  I heard a click and the knob felt as if it suddenly turned. The next thing I knew I was floating. I no longer cared about the cops or the passports or anything. I was warm and whole and then everything went black as I fell forward.




  “Chloe!”




  Dad’s voice shattered my peaceful sleep and I blinked forcing myself awake and found myself lying on the floor of our hotel room. Dad stood peering down at me and he didn’t look happy.




  “Must have tripped.” I scrambled to my feet and shook my head. I don’t know what happened but somehow I had gotten back to our hotel room. Maybe it had all been a dream; maybe I had imagined sneaking out to steal back our confiscated passports. It wouldn’t be the first time I had a crazy dream.




  “What did you do?” Dad was giving me his best stern-Dad face.




  “Nothing.” My hand drifted to my pocket and I could feel the outline of the passports. Dad’s eyes followed my hand and lingered there. “What’s in your pocket?”




  “I had to try.”




  “What did you do?”




  I pulled the passports from my pocket.




  He sighed and rolled his eyes.




  “What? It’s not like I got caught.”




  “Chloe, do you have any idea how dangerous that was? You could have been caught or worse.”




  “But I wasn’t. I got our passports back and got away.” I wasn’t sure how I had managed it. I didn’t even remember leaving the building or anything. I racked my brain trying to make sense of it. The last thing I remembered was fighting to get that damn doorknob to turn.




  “What is it?” Dad asked, his annoyed face changing to one I’d never seen before.




  “Nothing,” —I shook my head trying to clear my mind— “it’s just that I’m not really sure how I got away. I mean the door was locked.”




  “What do you mean it was locked?”




  “It’s no big deal. I must have been wrong.”




  Dad paced back and forth and looked like he might wear a hole in the carpet. He stopped, his eyes lingering on me as he snatched the passports from my hand.




  “We’re leaving now. Get your things.” He turned and stormed off to his room.




  “You’re welcome,” I sighed and rushed to my room grabbing my travel bags. I’d been packed for three days ever since this whole fiasco had begun. It wasn’t the first time Dad and I have been stranded in a foreign country during one of his tours, but this time it had been different. Dad was nervous, not a common condition for him. And we had been given no reason as to why our passports had been confiscated. The officials who took them had told us that we weren’t allowed to leave the country. It made no sense and coupled with Dad’s obvious unease, it made me worry.




  I slung my bags over my shoulder and walked back into the shared living space to find Dad clutching his duffle bag.




  “That was quick,” he said, though looked relieved. I knew he wanted to get out of there ASAP and so did I.




  “We’re heading to the airport. No stops and no lip either.”




  I rolled my eyes at his back as we left the hotel room. We walked down the narrow corridor and stopped by the series of elevator doors.




  Dad was shifting from one foot to the other and kept pushing the down button even though it was lit. I didn’t say anything remembering that he’d warned about giving him lip.




  The hotel seemed warmer than usual. I tugged at my hoodie and wished I had thrown it in my bag. Dad had stopped pushing the button and was stepping back slowly and that’s when I felt the hair on my neck rise and stand on end. My stomach twisted in knots and a wave of nausea washed over me and I stumbled trying to keep my balance.




  Dad’s arm wrapped around me and relief flooded me... until I looked up and saw his eyes narrow and stare straight ahead. My skin heated and prickled as I followed his gaze to the stairwell door and realized that I must be getting sick since the door appeared as if it was glowing.




  Dad and I jumped when the door swung open and a gust of warm stale air rushed into the room blowing my hoodie off my head. The feeling in my gut doubled and Dad’s arm squeezed tighter around me.




  “You should have stayed off the radar, Masters. Not using your powers kept us from locating you. We had no idea where you were.”




  A dark figure surrounded by a crimson halo stepped through the doorway. The tips of my fingers went numb and the earth felt as if it was moving beneath my feet. Everything came into sharp focus around me, my senses suddenly alive with new input. The azure glow around the door shimmered and pulsated as if with life. The faint odor of smoke drifted in from behind the man.




  Dad glanced down at me and by the look in his eyes, I knew this was bad... really bad.




  He spun me around and yelled, “Run!”




  I didn’t hesitate... I ran.




  The stale odor followed us so close I could taste it. It made me gag and I knew something bad was about to happen. The explosion threw me into the wall, my shoulder slamming into it with such force that it spun me around. Smoke and flames filled the hall and I coughed trying to clear my throat. I rubbed my eyes looking harder to try and catch a glimpse of Dad, cursing myself for leaving him to face a crazy man alone.




  The smoke parted and suddenly Dad was racing toward me. I had no time to feel relief that my dad was alive, his hand reached out grabbing me and dragging me along as we bolted down the hallway. The corridor split into a T and we turned right and kept running, stopping at a maintenance door. Dad looked behind him and then back to the door in front of him. He reached his hand out toward the knob and my stomach churned again.




  “I don’t think hiding in a closet is going to help, Dad.”




  I closed my eyes trying to blot out the nausea that was growing stronger by the minute. I wanted to smack myself. I mean come on, I’ve traveled the globe, assisted my dad in some of the most dangerous illusions around and tonight I had walked along the edge of a multi-story building; and yet an explosion and crazy man chasing us and I wilt like a flower? Not cool.




  I opened my eyes, ready to face and survive our ordeal, when my surroundings shifted again. Now instead of shimmering red, everything glowed soft blue. Dad had already opened the door and the room beyond seemed to swirl and shift in colors and change until it looked almost familiar to me. I was thinking how comforting that was right up until I fell flat on my face.




  Chapter 2




  Status: I wake up in crazy town.




  




  The floor was cold and hard against my skin when suddenly I was lifted into Dad’s arms. He placed me on a couch, my head swimming, then he was on his phone talking anxiously. I was trying to focus but the world felt like it tilted at a sharp angle and it was all I could do to keep myself from falling over. I clutched the couch cushion and tried to sit up but my stomach churned and I thought I might get sick. I stopped moving and looked around the room, it seemed familiar but I couldn’t place it. I knew I recognized it but it was as if my brain couldn’t keep up with my own thoughts.




  “It was him, Levi, he found me. I’m willing to bet he’s right on my trail, he knows where I’ll run. I need help.”




  Dad was talking so fast I wasn’t sure if I was hearing him right. The man in black, Dad had known him, and he was dangerous, that much I figured out. Was he another magician, someone I hadn’t met before? Had he used some type of illusion to make all that weird stuff happen? I couldn’t think straight and, damn it, I really wanted too.




  “Thanks, yeah I appreciate it.”




  Dad snapped his cell phone closed and shoved it in his pocket. He turned to see me staring at him and sat beside me on the couch.




  “Chloe, I know you’re disoriented but you have to pay attention.” He grabbed my shoulders and forced me to look directly at him. “No matter what happens don’t leave the house, is that clear?”




  I knew what he was saying was serious but at the moment I was trying not to barf all over him. “Okay.” I managed to get that much out without losing my lunch.




  “Good, stay here.”




  He left the room and I heard him take several steps most likely down a hallway and then I heard a door close. I gritted my teeth and pushed against the arm of the couch forcing myself into a sitting position. I took a quick look around the room again and found myself facing a wall of family photos. Most of which had me playing on a beach or running around in a pirate costume or digging up Grandma’s rose bushes in the backyard.




  I knew exactly where I was. The place looked the same as it had six months ago when Dad and I had left... 312 Mission Way in Cape May, New Jersey, had been in the Masters family for generations. My gramps had told me that the first Masters to settle here and build on the land had been pirates—being four—I of course believed every word of the tale. I spent countless summers digging under grandma’s rose bushes trying to find hidden treasure. The original home had burnt down at some point and the home I knew had been built in its spot.




  How the hell could this be possible? A few minutes ago we were in Paris, weren’t we? I mean I wasn’t feeling well and all that stuff with the guy dressed in black. Maybe I was having some type of break down.




  How did we get here? I looked out the window double checking to make sure this wasn’t some odd dream. Sure enough I could see Grandma’s rose bushes peeking up underneath the window. My stomach was starting to settle and I felt like I might be able to stand. I swung my legs off the side of the couch and placed them firmly on the floor. I knew this house like the back of my hand, this wasn’t a dream. The scorch marks around the fireplace were exactly like I remember, heck even the crack in the wood floor where I had always tripped as a kid was there.




  I pushed off the couch and stepped out of the living room into the main hallway. The front door was to the left where Dad had gone and down the other way was the kitchen. He’d told me to stay in the house and since I still wasn’t sure what was going on, it seemed like a good idea.




  I rested my hand on the wall to maintain my balance and turned to get a drink of water from the kitchen when the whole house shuddered like it’d been hit by a bomb. I grabbed the doorframe and held on as everything shook, the sound of glass crashing floated toward me from the kitchen.




  “What the hell was that?” I spun around and saw light glimmering under the front door, similar to what had happened when the man in black had attacked us. And Dad was outside!




  I ran for the front door fighting against my unsteadiness and grabbed the doorknob. A rush of adrenaline washed over my body like never before. I turned the knob, swung the door open and walked into a world of insanity.




  Dad was at the bottom of the porch stairs and his hands were glowing azure blue, which wasn’t that odd since I had seen him do that trick a ton of times in his magic act. The odd part was the man who stood next to him, his hands glowed crimson and he swung them at my dad.




  “Dad!” Instinct took over and I went for Dad not paying attention to what was going on around me. As soon as the red glow touched my head it blurred my vision and as it started to rush over me, my hair stood on end. The power built like a vise around me and I squeezed my eyes closed and tensed waiting for the impact.




  Instead a strong arm slipped around my waist and I was yanked aside and into the air as if I weighed nothing more than a feather. I opened my eyes to see a man holding me while his other arm, actually his tight fist, slammed my attacker in the face. My would-be assailant’s head snapped back and he dropped from the forceful blow.




  “You okay?”




  My new friend still had one arm around my waist and he kind of balanced me against his hip. I was shocked to see that he appeared to be about my age—who am I kidding—I was more shocked to see how good looking he was. His dark blue-grey eyes stared at me with concern and he wore a wide smile. In the middle of a fight and the guy is smiling. Damn if that didn’t smack of confidence.




  “Yeah.” I nodded dumbly and immediately regretted it. Great, the guy saves your life and you say ‘yeah’, that’s really showing your gratitude. I gently pushed at his arm, stepping away from him, suddenly feeling uncomfortable with the closeness.




  “Stay here,” he said and spun around pulling what looked like a massive wrench off his belt and ran to the other end of the porch at the guy who had just vaulted the railing and was heading in our direction.




  My new best friend—yup, I elevated him from new to best since he was doing an awesome job of kicking ass—met him half way and swung his wrench like the mighty hammer of Thor. His opponent’s arm shot up and he did some trick where he created a shield of blue out of nowhere. Neat trick, I needed to remember that one.




  I looked around for my dad and saw that he was still engaged in a fight with the same guy but they were now in the street. Sparks of energy flew in every direction as they battled back and forth. None of this made any sense but it all felt so real, I mean could I be dreaming or was this actually happening?




  As the daughter of a magician I’ve been taught to question everything and I always tried to figure out the trick behind the illusion. But these bizarre things that were happening right in front of me, I was having a hard time explaining away.




  The grunts from across the porch snapped me back to my current situation. My would-be hero was fighting off another guy but the one he had laid out earlier had stumbled to his feet and headed for my friend. I wasn’t about to let that happen.




  I closed the distance between us in two long steps, brought my foot up and snapped it into the back of his knee. It buckled from the hit and he fell to the ground. He sneered, no groan, no scream, just a sneer. What was this guy made of... steel? He brought his arm up and I knew what was coming. He was pulling the glowing-red-arm trick. My stomach turned as he did it and I didn’t wait to see how the trick ended. I shot my hand out and cracked him square in the face. He was stunned and fell backwards smacking his head on the porch floor.




  “Nice.”




  I glanced up to see my rescuer smiling in my direction again. I did my best not to blush but I know I failed miserably.




  “Thanks.” I couldn’t help but stare. The guy stood over six feet and was built like he had spent a lot of time using that wrench and not just on people. He had short brown hair and his smile appeared natural as if he wore it all the time. I bit my lip and forced myself to change gears. I wasn’t about to turn into some starry-eyed girl in the middle of all this craziness. “What’s going on?”




  “Isn’t it obvious? An attack,” he grinned, rushed passed me and jumped off the top of the stairs tackling another man who was racing toward my dad.




  The tips of my fingers began to tingle and the sensation rushed up my arms and rained down over my body. I wasn’t the only one feeling it. Dad glanced around like he was expecting something to happen. Without warning Dad’s opponent turned and ran and did something I didn’t expect at all. He performed Dad’s Disappearing-Man trick. A crimson door suddenly appeared out of nowhere and he opened it, ran in, and the door disappeared behind him. I’d never seen anyone else do that trick but Dad; he’d never even shown me how to perform it.




  The other attackers began to do the same, some disappearing through red doors others through blue like my father’s. Then a new set of doors appeared glowing silver and two men stepped out, both wore rumpled coats and gray fedoras. The larger of the two walked straight toward Dad and they began talking.




  I started down the porch steps and my rescuer grabbed my arm stopping me. “You better not.” He smiled and I for some reason believed him, though that didn’t mean I couldn’t question him.




  “Why, what is all of this? And who are you?”




  “Slade, Michael Slade.” He offered his hand and I took it, his large hand swallowing mine in a firm grip. “You’re Chloe right?”




  “Yes, Chloe Masters.” So not only did this Slade guy save my butt, he already knew who I was. “Who are they?” I pointed to the two men talking to my dad.




  “HVO most likely.” He shrugged and sat down on the porch stairs.




  “What’s an HVO?” I sat down beside him watching Dad and trying to figure out just what was going on.




  “Honorable and Venerable Order of Detective Inspectors, they’re like the police for our kind.”




  “Our kind?”




  “That’s a little harder to explain, I think I better leave that to your dad. Suffice it to say... we’re the good guys.”




  “And you?”




  “Me,” he chuckled and leaned back to rest against the step, “I hope I’m one of the good guys.”




  “Thanks for the assist earlier, I don’t know what that guy had planned for me and I’m glad I didn’t find out.”




  “No worries, your dad called in a favor and I was glad to help out.”




  “You make a habit of busting heads with a wrench?” Good, Chloe, be sarcastic to the hot guy who just helped you. I can be such a wiseass at times as my last boyfriend loved to remind me.




  I was surprised he kept smiling at me and chuckled again. “Whenever I get the chance and that seems to be a lot these days.”




  “What do you mean?”




  “Something else your dad is probably better off explaining.”




  “He’s got a lot of explaining to do.” I narrowed my eyes and kept a watch on Dad as he spoke casually with the men who looked like they belonged in some classic, old black and white movie. “Why aren’t there cops or fire trucks all over the place?” I looked up and down the block shocked that the neighbors hadn’t congregated outside to watch the strange light show and chaos that had ensued.




  “Dimensional shift... always happens with Old Kind battles.”




  I had no idea what he was talking about, but he seemed to think it was such an obvious explanation.




  “Um, okay.”




  “I better get going.” Slade stepped off the porch and I found myself standing as well.




  I wouldn’t have minded if he wanted to stick around since he obviously knew what was going on whereas I knew nothing. I smiled, unsure of what to say to keep him there so I brilliantly said, “Sure, if you have too.”




  He walked off with a wave and I watched him head down the block and turn the corner. Nice, good looking and way better off with a girl who wasn’t as broken as me. I shook my head not even wanting to think about it.




  “I see you met Slade.”




  I turned my head to see Dad walking across the lawn, the two men nowhere in sight. “What’s going on?”




  Dad leaned over me and smiled. “Let’s go inside and talk.”




  I followed him into the house and he closed the door behind us.




  “What’s the last thing you remember that happened in Paris?” he asked as he walked down the hall toward the kitchen.




  I entered behind him. The explosion— or whatever had shaken the house— had knocked over glasses and dishes shattering them. Dad grabbed the broom and started sweeping up.




  The explosion and the image of the man in black rushing towards us in Paris projected clear in my mind and sent a shiver up my spine. “Running,” I answered feeling like we had finally stopped or had we?




  “Let’s say we didn’t quite get away clean.” Dad picked up the dustpan and swept the last of the broken shards onto it. He dipped it into the trash and shook the last bits off.




  “What’s that supposed to mean? I’ve had enough of the crazies for one day; I want to hear it all. What’s going on?” Frustration crept into my voice. I didn’t want to sound nasty but I already had one parent lie to me and disappear in the middle of the night. And it scared me to death to think I’d lose another.




  “We’re home, Chloe, or the closest thing vagabonds like us can call home. Everything that happened tonight has an explanation but I need to be sure that you’re ready to hear it.”




  “What do you mean?”




  “The stunt you pulled in Paris was dangerous and then I told you to stay in the house and you didn’t listen. You could have gotten hurt.”




  “Maybe if I knew what was going on it would make it easier for me to listen. None of what happened today makes any sense and what about that guy you were fighting? He used your trick to disappear. I’ve never seen anyone able to do that trick but you.”




  “Trick,” Dad sighed, leaning back against the kitchen counter. He crossed his arms over his chest and shook his head. I knew he was searching for just the right words. “I always told you I’d teach you that trick someday. The thing is—it’s not a trick—it’s something much, much more than that. It’s time you learned, you need to know everything. That’s part of the reason I brought us home.”




  I didn’t like the sound of that and so I kept silent.




  “We’re not just here for a pit stop this time,”—he took a breath and then let me have it— “it’s time you went to a proper school.”




  “Are you kidding me? You don’t mean—” I shook my head. He couldn’t do this to me. He just couldn’t. This night was crazy enough, I wasn’t even sure what had happened and now he lays this on me? I didn’t want to go to some regular school. I’d traveled with my family my whole life, I’d seen more of the world than most people and that’s the way I liked it.




  “Yes, I do mean that it’s time you attended the Paladin Academy.”




  “Dad, we talked about this and I told you that I don’t want to go to some stupid prep school just because it’s family tradition. I’m already enough of a freak as it is. And if you think you can do this to distract me from everything that happened tonight you’re crazy.”




  Could this day get any worse? Shut up, I warned myself since it just might. I’d been worried about this since the day Mom deserted us. I was always afraid Dad would decide it was time for us to settle down. I liked our life and all of its craziness; it also kept me from having to think about Mom.




  “This isn’t debatable.”




  “Just great.” I walked out of the room, Dad following me into the living room. I dropped down on the couch, deflated and wanting to argue but knowing it was useless. “Now are you going to tell me what’s going on?”




  “Soon, but for the moment we both need a good night sleep. We can talk about this tomorrow.”




  I didn’t know if Dad was just trying to avoid explaining what seemed impossible to explain or if he knew just how tired I really was. I could feel it in my bones like I had run a marathon or swam the English Channel.




  “Is anyone else here?” I decided to give him the night and start fresh tomorrow.




  “Nope, your grandparents are on one of their round-the-world trips again. No rest for the retired so it would seem. So the house is all ours.”




  “Which room?” Since I was little I had slept in all five bedrooms in the house, never knowing which one I could call mine. If I was going to be here for a while, I hoped it wasn’t one of the smaller ones.




  “Since we’ll be staying here while you attend school...”




  I sneered at the comment and thought I still might be able to make him reconsider when we talked tomorrow.




  “Hmmm, and you never know when your grandparents will be returning or if Uncle Archie will be visiting, so I think you need to have a room where you won’t be disturbed.” He grinned and it got wider by the minute.




  I rolled my eyes and scrolled through my texts looking for a distraction. Nothing was going my way and nothing made sense anymore, but then it hadn’t for a while, and so I said, “Any room will do.”




  “Alright then let’s see shall we?” And with that Dad walked from the room and headed for the stairs.




  I reluctantly followed him up the flight of stairs. We didn’t stop at the second floor, we turned heading up to the third... the attic.




  Why the attic? Curious, I continued after him and through the open door and came to a dead stop.




  Dad stood in the middle of the attic. Gone were years of collected junk replaced with an old four poster bed and nightstand, two dressers sat off to the sides. I spun around in a circle amazed at the massive space. The only remnants of what it once contained were old luggage and traveling trunks that were tucked in a far corner.




  “How?”




  “Before your grandparents left we talked about you attending school. They cleaned it out for you. You need a proper room and you always loved this musty old place.”




  “Thanks, Dad.” I smiled, not a sight he was used to lately.




  “No worries, just remember this feeling of gratitude the next time I ground you,” he said with a laugh and headed for the door. “I got some people coming over to help us move in tomorrow. Sleep tight.”




  Dad left me alone and I looked around my new room, my glance settling on my reflection in the full length mirror that sat to the right side of the bed. I pushed my blonde hair away from eyes and behind my ear, my fingers sliding over the multiple piercings I had gotten in the last two years. Dark mascara surrounded my blue eyes... my mom’s eyes as Dad always reminded.




  I plopped down on the bed thinking about the last time I’d been in the attic. It had been right after Mom had left. I’d never seen it coming. We were always a happy family, my parents’ show tours taking us all over the world. Dad and Mom were a team and I was the tagalong kid who loved every minute of it. I’d spent more time in foreign countries then I had in the United States.




  They always said we’d come back to Cape May for more than a visit one day and I would attend the Paladin Academy like they had. But then Dad had returned to our hotel room that fateful night and told me that Mom was gone and we had to leave. We came here to Cape May and my father and grandparents tried to keep me occupied so I couldn’t think about my mom leaving us, but it didn’t work. I snuck off to the attic every chance I got. I’d bury myself between the old trunks and cry for a mom that didn’t want me. I couldn’t understand why she had left. Had I done something wrong? Didn’t she love me anymore? I got no answers then when I was six and I still have no answers now at sixteen.




  Dad never really explained what happened between him and Mom, and I got the feeling he had been as devastated as I had been that she left. We left eventually and returned to being the vagabonds we still are today, traveling from one show to the next from country to country. Never looking back, always ahead.




  Dad had said it would be just like always. But it wasn’t without Mom and we both knew it. He told me she loved me and hadn’t wanted to leave me and that I shouldn’t blame her. But I didn’t believe him and I don’t think he believed it either.




  It was another one of the Masters’ famous family secrets. We have lots of those; like why was it that our family went to a prestigious prep school that was nearly impossible to get into and that we really couldn’t afford or what exactly was it that most of our family did for a living? I mean I love Uncle Archie but it seemed to me that he had never had a job in his life. It’s not like we were rich or anything. Mom and Dad were always complaining about money.




  I had too many thoughts racing through my mind and I collapsed onto the bed yanking my hoodie off and throwing it aside. I shoved my face into the pillow and closed my eyes letting sleep overtake me. The last image I saw before I feel asleep was of the man in black surrounded by crimson light in Paris. He was dangerous. I knew it and I had a feeling he wasn’t done with us yet.




  Chapter 3




  Status: My new reality is unreal.




  




  I woke up to the sound of the ocean and smiled. No matter how crazy things were at the moment I loved being in my family’s house. I got up and looked out the large window that had a spectacular view of the Atlantic Ocean and watched the waves break on the white sandy beaches and for just a moment I thought... maybe living here wouldn’t be so bad. At least I was in what was as close to a permanent home that I ever had, but then the universe, no doubt, would prove me wrong... it always did.




  “Chloe, I’m getting our stuff out of the garage I could use some help and you have visitors.” Dad’s shout snapped me out of my musing.




  I took one last look at the rough surf and hurried out the door and down the stairs.




  I stopped briefly on the front porch, when from the corner of my eye I caught the old swing swaying in the breeze. An image of my parents curled up in it on warm summer nights came unbidden to me. I quickly looked away clearing it from my thoughts.




  “Chloe!”




  It was one of the few times in my life I remembered hating the sound of my own name. Spending so much time here as a kid, I’d gotten to know some of the neighbors over the years, one of them in particular—Valerie Hobson— and OMG if she isn’t annoying.




  “Hi Val,” I said waving while paying more attention to my dad hoisting his duffle bag over his shoulder and wink as he headed into the house.




  “I’ve heard you’ll be staying for the school year. I was so excited,” —her face pinched in a frown— “but then I heard you were going to Paladin Academy instead of my school.”




  “You heard right, Val.”




  “My parents applied for me to go to Paladin but they must have lost my application because we never heard from them,” Val said this as she made a clicking noise with her mouth, as if how dare they not accept her.




  I smiled to myself. Score one for Paladin Academy. “I’m a legacy my parents went there.”




  “Oh, that must be it then. I mean I’m sure you’re a great student and all but I’m top of my class and have been on the National Honor roll two years in a row. I even volunteer at the animal shelter.”




  “Jeez, Val, I just don’t know how they didn’t accept you.”




  “I know, right?”




  I had learned a long time ago that the best way to deal with Val was to humor her; otherwise she’d drone on for hours on end. And I did not feel like spending a good portion of my first day home sitting and talking to Val Hobson about Val Hobson.




  “I better start helping Dad before he gets mad,” I said, trying a subtle hint to get her to leave as I walked toward the garage. But Val followed right beside me, so close in fact I was afraid that if I stopped we’d collide. When I reached the detached garage, I got the dreadful feeling that I might be stuck with her for the rest of the day.




  A jingling sound distracted me. At first, it sounded at a distance but then grew closer. I looked at the box I had picked up thinking I’d mistakenly grabbed a box of Christmas ornaments with bells but it was just a regular box we’d stored before our last trip.




  I must be hearing things or it would be my luck that there was something wrong with my hearing. I shook my head as I turned around and slammed right into someone.




  “Ow!” He yelped as we butted heads.




  I stumbled for a second but was able to keep hold of the box.




  “Sorry about that,” I said and gave the guy a cursory glance. He was slightly shorter than me with a shock of brown hair that stuck out in all directions. A pair of odd looking goggles with numerous attachments was pulled up on his head and was about the only thing attempting to control his hair. He wore well-worn leather gloves with the tips cut off. His clothes were just as strange as the odd objects he wore. Jeans and a t-shirt were the only normal pieces of clothing while a suit jacket and a vest with a pocket watch that dangled from a vest pocket more then stood out. However, it was the numerous keys and tools that hung from his belt jingling, the explanation for the earlier noise I’d heard that really caught my attention.




  “No problem, Chloe,” he said rubbing the bump. “I’m Edgar Magnus. Your dad asked me to stop by since I’ll be showing you around Paladin Academy.”




  “You go to Paladin Academy?” Val asked with a skeptical eye at Edgar.




  “You bet.” Edgar grinned proudly.




  “Why would they let someone like you in?” she asked her face scrunched in a sneer.




  “Wow, you’re really annoying,” Edgar said never losing his smile as he looked right at Val. Her face turned a bright shade of red and she turned and stomped off grumbling something about weirdoes.




  At that precise moment I decided I liked Edgar.




  I watched Val storm off and Michael Slade walk toward the house. His red T-shirt hugged his lean chest, and a pair of beaten up old jeans hugged the rest of him and steel-toed work boots finished it all. But it didn’t matter what he wore... anything would look good on him.




  His smile grew as he got nearer and it was the biggest and warmest smile I’d ever seen.




  “Hey, Edgar.”




  “Hi, Slade.”




  He turned to me. “Hi, Chloe, get those answers you were looking for?”




  “Not yet, but the day’s young.” I returned his smile and had to remind myself that Mr. Wonderful here was not for me. I doubt he could handle my darker moods or just generally being the wiseass that I am.




  “Can I help with those?” Edgar pointed to the boxes containing clothes.




  “Sure, grab what you can.”




  Slade joined in and it didn’t take long with everyone helping to finish getting our stuff moved into the house. Dad ordered a pizza and we sat on the front porch waiting for the delivery guy. I sat on the stairs while Edgar leaned against the banister tinkering with one of the tools that hung from his belt and Slade sat across from me.




  I tried not to stare at his chiseled features but found my eyes roaming back to him time and again. I finally turned to Edgar. “So what’s Paladin like?”




  Edgar looked around and after seeing that Dad was nowhere in sight asked in a conspiratorial whisper, “What have they told you?”




  Slade chuckled and rolled his eyes at Edgar.




  “Nothing.”




  “Then you’re in fo...”




  Just then the porch door swung open and Dad came walking out. “Chloe, here’s the cash for the pizza guy. I’m gonna hit the shower.”




  Dad handed me a wad of money and went back in the house. I turned quickly to Edgar who had made his way to the porch steps beside me.




  “Why did your dad decide to send you there now?” Edgar asked.




  “I don’t know, I mean Dad always talked about the place and I know that’s where my parents met.” The last part barely came out as a whisper. I didn’t talk about Mom often even though she was always there in the back of my mind. And questions, so many questions; where was she, why she had left us... why she had left me? It took me a long time to stop blaming myself, though I’m not sure I ever really did.




  “I heard about how you arrived yesterday. Was that your first time?” he asked with a wry smile.




  “Edgar.” Slade’s voice was low, as if carrying a warning.




  “What are you talking about?” I looked at Slade and he met my gaze.




  “This is a conversation you and your dad should have.”




  “Let’s just say that my dad isn’t the most forthcoming guy, okay,” I said annoyed with Slade, cute or not, he better not be getting in my way of finding answers, because if he did... he’d find out mighty fast who he was dealing with.




  “I’m just trying to help.” Slade offered with a shrug.




  I ignored Slade and turned to Edgar. “What do you mean?”




  “Is that the first time you traveled like that?”




  “What do you mean traveled?” Strangely, I did know what he was talking about. I’d been having headaches for weeks now and I kept getting lost wherever I went swearing I had seen a door leading one place or another and when I went to use it... it would disappear. Even before I escaped in Paris or before we wound up in Cape May, something had been happening. I would walk through a door into one room and wind up in another disoriented and confused.




  “I’ve been getting lost a lot,” —I shook my head— “stupid stuff.”




  “Stupid as in lost doors and hallways, finding yourself in the wrong place when you were sure a moment earlier you knew where you were going?”




  “Yeah like that.” My eyes popped wide. How did Edgar know?




  “Have you felt sick to your stomach when it happens?”




  “A few times.”




  “When exactly?”




  “I don’t know, I guess when I was opening a door.” I recalled running from the police in Paris and how I had grabbed the doorknob and gotten nauseous and passed out.




  “When you were opening it or when you turned the knob?” Edgar asked.




  I thought about it for a minute. As soon as I had touched the doorknob I got a tugging in my stomach like when you drive too fast over a bump or go over a hill. The next thing I knew I was in the hotel room with my dad.




  “When I turned the knob I felt, I don’t know... something.”




  “Felt what?” Slade asked looking at me as if he expected a definitive answer.




  “I don’t know,” —I thought a minute—”some type of energy tugging in my gut.”




  “Did you feel it during the fight last night?” Slade asked.




  I thought back to my hair standing on end, as if I knew something was coming. “Yes.”




  “Well that’s good.” Edgar chuckled.




  Slade’s eyes met mine and I could tell he wanted to say more, but he turned away and I found myself getting frustrated again.




  “What are you talking about?” I asked anxious to know more.




  “Oh right, I guess you wouldn’t know about any of this would you?” Edgar scratched the side of his head.




  “No, I wouldn’t because no one will tell me what’s going on!” My voice grew louder with each word. I was discouraged and sick and tired of no one explaining. I was mad at my dad and now even at Edgar and Slade because obviously everyone but me knew what was going on.




  “Isn’t it clear? You’re an acolyte of the Doorknob Society,” Edgar said plainly.




  “A what of what?” I asked shaking my head more confused than ever and thinking I had just made friends with a nutter.




  “An acolyte of the Doorknob Society,” Edgar repeated more slowly. “I kind of figured you would be with your family history but you never really know. I mean you could have been a guilder also.”




  At this point I figured that he was just spewing random words at me to shut me up but it seemed as if, to him, he was making perfect sense. And for some odd reason it was gaining credibility with me. The term Doorknob Society rolled around in my head like an old song you hear on the radio and know the words to but don’t remember learning them. I was sure I had heard it before, but where and when I didn’t know.




  “What the hell is the Doorknob Society?” I asked my curiosity running wild at this point. Of course my mind was conjuring up images of old men hanging around in smoking jackets, drinking and smoking cigars while discussing the latest in doorknob technology.




  “Well the Society is...”




  The sound of a car door slamming snapped me out of the conversation as the pizza delivery guy ran up and handed me off our dinner. As I was paying him I heard the creak of the screen door opening. Dad was done with his shower.




  I sat down at the small bistro table on the porch and we all proceeded to dig into the pizza. Edgar acted as if nothing had happened and proceeded to talk with Dad about what he had been doing for the summer. It involved building some type of contraption and talk of travels and maps but I didn’t really pay attention. Slade would talk once in a while but mostly I felt his eyes lingering on me and I didn’t know why and didn’t care. I was too busy thinking and playing those words over and over in my head.




  The Doorknob Society.




  Edgar excused himself shortly after dinner and gave me a wave and a smile as he walked off. Dad grabbed the leftovers and headed for the kitchen.




  Still upset from earlier, I turned on Slade. “You’ve been looking at me all night, care to tell me why?”




  “You mean besides the fact that you’re one of the most interesting girls I’ve met?” He looked at me with an intensity I hadn’t seen before.




  “What?” I was shocked at the response and must have looked like a deer caught in headlights.




  “You’re brutally honest and that’s rare. I might not be able to tell you everything you want to know, Chloe. But I can tell you one thing... I won’t lie to you.”




  I believed him, though I had only met him. Michael Slade was an honest guy that much a fool could see. “Thanks.”




  “I can almost guarantee that this is going to be a very good year.” He winked at me and walked off the porch with a good night wave.




  I watched as he disappeared into the night. I wasn’t sure how I felt about Slade just yet, he was good looking and honest. Two things in short supply in guys most of the time, but he also was playing things very quiet. I had a hard time imagining why he seemed interested in talking to someone as messed up as me. I didn’t exactly see a future with Mr. Wonderful walking around town with me in my combat boots, hoodie and dark eyeliner.




  I walked into the house and back to the kitchen where I found Dad wrapping the remaining pizza in tinfoil and putting it in the fridge. My mind was preoccupied with way too much stuff that I didn’t know where to start.




  “Everything okay?” Dad asked.




  “Yes.” I lied. I wanted to confront Dad but where did I start? I didn’t know what happened last night, or if anything I’d seen had been real. I was used to dealing with illusions maybe this could all be explained away. What Edgar, had said kept rolling around in my thoughts, the Doorknob Society and then there was Mom leaving us. No real answer there either.




  “I’m glad we’re here,” Dad said as he turned the faucet on and began to wash dishes.




  I moved to his other side, grabbed a kitchen towel and began to dry the plates as he handed them to me. I figured I’d start with something simple. “Why are we here?”




  “It’s time to stop dragging you from one magic show to the next; you need to go to a proper school.”




  “There was nothing wrong with our life, Dad. Why now, all of a sudden, am I going to the Paladin Academy?”




  “Your mom and I always said you would go there someday and it’s time.”




  “Mom said a lot of things, her word isn’t exactly gold.”




  “Hey, don’t talk about her that way.” He raised his voice slightly.




  “She left us. I’ll say what I want about her.” This was an old fight and one I didn’t want to get side tracked on. “Tell me everything that’s going on, Dad. After last night I’m figuring either I’m going crazy or something much bigger is going on here.”




  “You’re not crazy.”




  “Dad, please?” I said turning to face him, though he kept his focus on washing the dishes.




  “You really don’t waste any time do you?”




  “I guess I’m impatient like you.” I tried a smile and to keep the anger and frustration out my voice. I was tired of all these games and I wanted to know. “Tell me what’s going on.”




  “Alright, here’s the truth.”




  Chapter 4




  Status: I learn my family is a bunch of whack jobs!




  




  “For generations our family have been members of the Doorknob Society, an order of the Old Kind, people who have the ability to use doorknobs to travel between dimensions,” Dad said sitting in granddad’s armchair that smelled like a combination of wood polish and beach.




  I stared at him trying to see if he would crack after trying to tell me such an outrageous joke. “Right, Dad. So my grandparents aren’t really on a cruise, they’re traveling the globe using the power of doorknobs. If you are going to lie then the least you could have done was come up with something better than that,” I said rolling my eyes.




  “Well, yes they are,” he said with a straight face.




  “So our whole family does this, huh? We use magical doorknobs to travel around.” I waved my arms about wildly to demonstrate my point.




  “Don’t believe me?”




  “Why ever would I not believe that we’re all members of some secret organization who is what... attempting to take over the world with the cunning use of doorknobs? I thought you were going to be honest with me about this. Why are people after you? What is this all about?”




  I almost screamed in frustration as I dropped onto the couch. Maybe I’m having some kind of psychotic break, I thought to myself almost happily. That must be it I’m delusional and probably in some padded room somewhere. I patted the couch to make sure it wasn’t really a padded floor I was sitting on.




  “I’m not lying, Chloe. It’s the truth.”




  “Sure, whatever.” I answered almost convinced that I was going insane and Dad was just a figment of my imagination.




  “I can see this is going to take a demonstration.”




  Dad stood and walked to the closet door on the far side of the room. His hand reached out to the doorknob but stopped before touching it.




  I rolled my eyes again. Great... parlor tricks.




  Then I felt it, a surge of energy tugging in my stomach and pulling me toward the door. It was the same sensation I experienced last night but this time it wasn’t as overwhelming, in a way it was comforting. I looked toward Dad and the closet doorknob. It had changed appearance, it was older and more intricate... and shimmered blue. As Dad’s hand got closer the faint light grew brighter until finally it wrapped completely around his hand and the blue light shot up and down the seams of the door almost as if racing one another until they met on the other side of the door jam.




  Dad looked back at me and smiled. “See you in a second.” He laughed and swung the door open stepping through and slamming the door behind him. The light disappeared and I blinked looking around.




  “Very funny, Dad, I’ve seen the Disappearing-Man trick a million times in your act!”




  “Not like this!”




  I heard Dad yell from the front of the house. I jumped up and ran into the hallway and there stood Dad at the end of the hall beside the front door. His hand still rested on the knob and the door still emanated a faint blue glow while behind him was the strangest thing I had ever seen. Right where our front porch should have been was the inside of the closet from the living room. Winter coats hung beside old umbrellas and Dad rested against the door with a teasing smile. He winked and waved me toward him.




  “What is it a false wall trick, the coats are a nice touch.” I was unimpressed and crossed my arms over my chest. I walked forward and look behind him trying to figure out the trick.




  “Let’s make this easy.” He grabbed me pulling me through the door into the closet. He yanked the door shut behind us and then swung it open again just as quickly and we tumbled to the floor covered in coats and unused hats. I looked around and found myself in the living room once again.




  “What?” I scrambled to my feet and backed up looking around the room. It happened again just like last night, one place one moment and then somewhere else the next.




  “It’s not a trick, Chloe.” Dad pulled himself up and sat on the arm of the couch.




  “No, this is just wrong. “I shook my head trying to understand what had just happened. “You’ve shown me illusions since I was little. How’d you do it?”




  “No tricks, no false walls, just reality.”




  “So what are you saying this is real magic?”




  “Not magic, an ability that only our kind can use.”




  “Our kind? What are we, aliens or something?” I ran my hands through my hair. This was all too weird even for me—surreal—as if I was living someone else’s life. But there was a part of me that felt at peace. It was as though I had always known there was something different about me and this just confirmed it.




  “Nothing like that, we refer to ourselves as Old Kind. We’ve been around since before recorded history and have unique abilities.”




  “Old Kind, well that’s not at all creepy.” I rolled my eyes and sighed.




  “Trust me. It’s not that bad.”




  “You’re saying I can do this doorknob thing?” I asked a bit reluctantly but also curiously.




  “Yes, all Masters can.”




  “This is how we got out of Paris and how I escaped the consulate?” I asked, remembering the odd feeling in my stomach as I struggled with the stairwell door and then suddenly finding myself on the hotel room floor.




  “Yes, in times of great stress your latent powers activated.”




  “But I traveled halfway across the city. How is that even possible?”




  “It’s complicated but the easiest explanation is we travel through dimensions that humans can’t begin to comprehend. What are miles for them... are mere steps for us.”




  “Right, and just who was the guy chasing you and the free for all when we got here?”




  It was Dad’s turn to sigh and he looked at me with sad eyes. “Chloe, listen to me. You’ve got to understand that this is a dangerous world you’re entering. You’ll make friends and enemies and our family has many of both.”




  “Who was he and why was he after you?”




  “That’s too long a story to explain right now, just know that I’m doing all this to keep us safe.”




  “You should have told me?” I said, resentment creeping back into my voice.




  “Your mother and I wanted to wait until your powers manifested. Some children of the Old Kind never possess the ability and it can be hard on them. We wanted to spare you that.”




  “So you were worried I wouldn’t develop, but you said all Masters do?” I asked biting back my anger.




  “I was being cautious, and I was worried that if you did know you’d have been trying to open doorways since you were a toddler.”




  “You should have told me.” I looked up at the family pictures on the wall and it suddenly dawned on me that my whole family had known and no one had ever told me. It made me wonder what other secrets they were keeping from me.




  I stood crossing my arms and kicking the last of the old coats away with my sneaker. “Someone should have.”




  “Let me tell you something. Sometimes you just have to trust that a person is keeping something from you for your own good. And if you can’t trust family then who can you trust?”




  It was almost as if he could read my mind. I wasn’t only angry with Dad, it was more than that, I was mad that my entire family had known and had said nothing. Dad, Uncle Archie, my grandparents and I supposed even Mom.




  “I have something for you.”




  Dad left the room returning moments later. He held an old and well-worn book. He handed it to me. “They haven’t updated it in a while so this has become something of a family heirloom,” —he smiled proudly— “and now it’s yours.




  I took the leather-bound book that smelled musty. I turned it over looking at the tatty old lettering scrolled across the front and traced the gold inlayed letters, reading aloud, “Official Handbook of the Doorknob Society,” —smaller lettering beneath read— “For strict use of the Doorknob Society only. No other may read or possess this book.”




  I flipped open the book and on the inside of the cover were a list of names of former owners. I saw Dad’s name and Uncle Archie’s and the list went on almost covering the entire page. I closed the cover and hugged the book to me.




  “Thanks.” I couldn’t say why but I felt grateful he had given it to me. I didn’t know everything that was going on and it all seemed so otherworldly. But I finally had something to hold onto and learn from.




  “No worries, the book will get you started but the real good stuff you’ll learn at school.”




  “You mean the Paladin Academy?”




  “That’s why you’re going there. The Academy has been around for almost as long as the Society. It’ll teach you how to control and use your abilities.”




  “So it’s a school for the Society?”




  “No, we’re not the only ones who have power. There is other Old Kind as well along with their distinct powers and rules. But the school is the one place where we all come together. It’s a safe haven for people like us. And when times are tough, as they are now, it is the safest place to be.”




  Dad stared off into space as if considering something. I had the distinct sense that much more was going on than me simply discovering my powers.




  “Times are tough... how?” I asked.




  “Well,” Dad took a deep breath and explained, “although all the groups work together at Paladin in the real world many of us are at odds. There are some groups like the Mapmakers Union that work with everyone but then there are others that we have uneasy truces with. At the moment some of those truces are strained to say the least.”




  “Why?”




  “Some members of the Society have disappeared and an old foe of ours is being blamed.”




  “Who?”




  “The Skeleton Key Guild.”




  When he said the name the room turned cold so quickly that it sent a shiver running along my spine.




  “From the creepy sounding name I guess we don’t like these guys?”




  “You could say that. We’ve always seemed to be at odds but things have gotten worse recently. Occurrences, like last night, and some recent disappearances aren’t helping.”




  “And you think these Guild guys are behind it all?” I asked getting sucked into this new world that was so foreign and yet so intriguing.




  “Who’s to say? I know some of the people who’ve gone missing and I wouldn’t put it past them to just disappear on their own. But you never know that’s why it’s best to be cautious.”




  I knew Dad wasn’t telling me everything. He looked away from me as he talked and was choosing his words carefully, trying not to scare me. I thought about Mom and how she had vanished. Could her leaving us have something to do with it all? I know Dad said they were recent cases but maybe I could finally figure out why our picture perfect family fell apart. I wanted to know everything.
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