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Chapter 62 
Dr. Hedy Villarreal 
Roadway Inn, Pueblo, CO 
Internal Soundtrack: “Save Part of Yourself”—Brandi Carlisle 

 

When I woke up the next morning, Edison was coming out of the bathroom, 
wearing more of the clothes I’d gotten him from Walmart. I couldn’t help but 
laugh. I’d gotten him, among other, better, things, a loud Hawaiian shirt with pink 
hibiscus flowers on it.  

“Nice shirt.”  

“Shut up,” he said, tossing his pillow at me. His actions were playful, but his eyes 
were serious and searching. I could feel him watching my every move, trying to 
find an answer to a question he couldn’t ask.  

In short order, Edison and I were out the door, walking across the highway to the 
used car dealership. Within thirty minutes, we were driving off the lot in a ’92 
Ford Ranger. Our last stop in town was the gun shop. Edison traded in our guns 
and purchased a black Sig Sauer P220 for himself and got me a 1911. 

 “This is the Fastback Nightmare. Seemed appropriate,” he said, handing me the 
gun as he hopped in the driver’s side. 

I rolled my eyes and loaded the cartridges as we barreled down the highway. 
Once we were set with guns and ammo, I called Rae with the updates.  

“How are you two doing, Gaia?” 

“We’re pretty tired, but we’ll make it through the day.” 

“Good to hear.” 

“Gotta say, I’m—” 

Rae interrupted me, “Wait, ‘we’re pretty tired?’ Interesting.”  

I could hear the jackass grin on her face. 

“It was,” I said while smiling and looking at Edison.  

I don’t know why I do these things, but I had to throw her a bone.  



“Man, I love being right.”  

“That’s just ‘cause it happens so infrequently.” 

Based on her peals of laughter, I could tell I was never going to live this down. Oy. 

*** 

Edison took the early morning shift for driving, and we headed down 25 South. 
He’d been all business this morning, not initiating any contact, and I knew that he 
was trying to focus on the task at hand. Rolling along the highway, he fell into a 
brooding silence that I felt best not to read too much into.  

At least that was the plan.  

After almost six hours on the road, the only words we’d spoken were to request 
bathroom breaks and to verify directions. Kind of hard not to read into that.  

When we reached Santa Fe, we dumped the car and bought another one, a 1989 
Civic Hatchback. We hit the pawn shop on the way out of town and picked up two 
more .45s and a knife to replace the knife that Edison lost. 

Around two p.m. I called Rocky from the stall of an old, slightly disgusting Exxon in 
Lubbock, TX. It was the third burner phone I’d used this trip.  

“She’s clean, Gaia. Only her HomeFinder chip showed up, which we removed and 
replaced.” 

We didn’t stay on the phone long, but it was enough to hear Minnie snorting in 
the background. I hung up and called Rae to give her the good news. 

“Okay, good. Come all the way in tonight. I’ve got Indaja here and she wants to 
talk to you.” 

“Okay.”  

“Hi, Gaia.” Indaja’s warm tone was a welcome change to the chill that had taken 
hold in the car. “How are you doing today?” 

I sighed, too spent to filter. “Tired. Sad. Confused.”  

My voice cracked, and Indaja gave me a few seconds to breathe and gather my 
thoughts. 



“So tell me, why are you confused?” she gently prodded. 

I inhaled and blew out an uncertain breath, not sure how much I wanted to 
reveal. 

“Sissy says that you two…got together last night.” 

Sigh. Rae.  

“Sissy’s got a big, damned mouth.” 

“She’s not blabbing it to everyone. She just told me. How’s St. Louis doing today?” 

“He’s hardly said a word today,” I said, hugging myself as I leaned against the stall. 

“That’s not surprising. Try not to take it personally. He is your sole protection. The 
way he feels about you, Gaia…I can just tell you that he’s going to be worried and 
stressed out right now.” 

I shouldn’t be surprised that he’d talked to Indaja about me, but I was. And a little 
embarrassed that I had been jealous of their friendship. “Okay.” 

“I need you to have faith that as you two get to know each other better, it will all 
make sense, okay? 

I shrugged. “I hope so.” 

After a few more encouraging words from my friend, I ended the call and joined 
Edison outside. His expression was dark and he inhaled sharply when he saw me. 

“Next time let me know when you’re going to take that long. I almost went in.” 

“Yessir.” 

He shot me an annoyed look but said nothing, and we both got into the car. 

“I found out that Minnie was clean and gave Sissy a call. It wasn’t like I was fooling 
around.” 

“You spoke to the Cave?” 

“Yeah. I called Rocky first, Minnie’s good, no foreign invaders. Then I called Sissy 
to let her know.” 



He looked at me like I was the least intelligent person he’d ever met. “We’re on 
an active op and I’m the lead agent. I need all details, no matter how small.” 

I shoved the key into the ignition and turned on the car. “Please put on your 
seatbelt.” 

“I need you to acknowledge what I just said,” he said angrily, ignoring my request. 

As I hit the clutch and backed us out of the space, I responded as steadily as I 
could. “I understand. No calls without you.” 

“Thank you.”  

He sat back, still not putting on his seat belt, probably because he knew it 
annoyed me. We rode in silence for a while longer, Edison’s eyes looking as 
unstable as his mood. Blue to iridescent to black and back again. I knew that he 
needed the dark and the quiet, but what he had was the sun and me.  

“St. Louis?” 

His jaw tightened. “Yes, Gaia.” 

“What’s wrong?” 

“I have a headache.” 

“Your eyes are doing the kaleidoscope thing. What gives?” 

He shook his head and looked out the window. “It doesn’t really matter, does it?” 

“Clearly, it does.” 

He didn’t answer, not willing to play along. We drove a few more miles in silence. 

“What we did last night was stupid and dangerous. We had Disciples on our tail, 
and for over an hour we were not…at our posts. I did not do my job, and you were 
in a more precarious situation than you should have been.” 

I slowed my breath and pretended I was Teflon, letting the hurt ease over me. “I 
agree,” I said smoothly. “It wasn’t the smartest move during an op. Won’t happen 
again.” 

His eyes went coal black, his voice low. “Why would it happen again? Anything 
longer than a one-night stand and you start to get twitchy.” 



“Who the hell are you to say anything like that to me?” Wrestling my attention to 
the road, I willed my voice to stay calm. “You know full well the only thing that 
could have separated me from my wife was death. Don’t you dare say otherwise.” 

He shook his head. “Then maybe I just don’t mean that much to you. Why else 
wouldn’t you remember me?” 

Taking my eyes off the road, I stared at him. “Remember you? What the fuck does 
that even mean?” 

He looked away as he answered. “You weren’t even you, Gaia. I was there last 
night. Me. Edison. And I was just the strange you needed.” 

Oh, hell no. “If you think that last night was just some casual thing for me, then 
you can go fuck yourself.”  

Silence. And then I lost my shit. 

“You know what? Never mind. Forget it. I knew it. I did. I knew that falling for you 
would kick my ass. I knew I would let you in and then you would leave me out on 
that branch like you did before. I am so stupid to fall for a fucking low-rent, 
vampire-wannabe, Singulari jackass!” 

I was so mad I could spit, and I may have yelled the last bit at him. Just get him to 
the Cave, Hedy. Get him to the damned cave. 

Edison adjusted in his seat and looked at me. “I didn’t realize you knew what I 
was.” 

Shit. I’d forgotten that he didn’t know that I knew. “Seriously? That’s what you 
got from all of that?” 

“Who told you?” 

I was having to dig deep just to keep the car on the road. Of all the asinine things. 
“Rae, during our San Antonio trip if you must know. She said that you were 
something else, too. Something classified. I’ve got fifty on were-panther, with all 
of your growling and purring.”  

“So…you truly don’t recognize me?” 



“What the hell are you talking about? Of course I recognize you—you’re the 
asshole I fucked half a dozen times last night.” 

“I just thought you were… Oh. Shit.” 

I gaped at him, annoyed and confused. “Shit? What is shit?” 

He buried his head in his hands. “I made a mistake. I’m sorry. Please, I take back 
everything.” 

I threw my hands into the air. We may have swerved a little into the right of way. 

“You made a mistake? Do you understand that you have yet to say a single thing 
that makes any damned sense?” 

Edison looked frustrated and pissy. “Well, of course it wouldn’t. I—they don’t 
want me to say anything. Not until it’s the right time.” 

I nearly gave myself whiplash looking at him. 

He was all sad eyes and a sheepish smile. “Look, all I can say is that you just lost 
fifty dollars.” 

“Am I the only one who doesn’t know what the other half of you is?” I asked, my 
head still on full tilt. 

“Hedy! The road!” 

I’d come up on an eighteen-wheeler and was all but on his bumper. I hit the 
brakes, throwing Edison’s un-seat-belted ass into the dashboard. I missed hitting 
the trailer by not nearly enough, scaring the shit out of myself. Shaken, I pulled 
over at a rest area. Edison held his wrist, his features marked with pain. 

“Is it broken?” 

“Do you care?” 

Yes, actually, you son of a bitch. I nodded. 

“Yes, it’s broken,” he said, gripping his wrist more tightly. “But not for long.” 

He growled in pain and his face sharpened as he pulled and twisted on the joint, 
creating a sickening series of cracks and pops. I bit my lip as tears rolled down my 
face.  



“Would it help to wrap it?” 

“It’ll be better in a few minutes.” 

We sat there for a few minutes, looking out of opposite windows, unable to 
understand what the other was seeing. Finally, I started the car again and got us 
out on the open road. We drove through to Luckenbach, where we had a nearly 
silent dinner at the picnic tables under the gnarled, meandering oaks. Early 
bluebonnets were popping up through the wild grasses, bending in the evening 
breeze. 

Sitting back in the passenger seat, watching him put on his seat belt, I broke the 
silence. “So, you do know what the other half of you is though, right?” 

“It’s not half. But yes,” he said, staring down the road. 

“And you can’t tell me…because it’s classified.” 

He looked at the space above my head, which I thought was rather odd, and 
nodded.  

Okay…but he had also said that I didn’t recognize him. I’d only recognize someone 
or something I was familiar with. What did he think I’m familiar with?  

“Have we met before? Before I dragged you out of San Francisco, that is?” 

“Apparently not.” 

Familiar. Recognition. Familiar. Recognize…who he is. What he is. How would I 
recognize what he is, unless… “Wait, do you think that I’m the same thing you 
are? That-which-shall-not-be-named?” 

If the intensely sad look on his face was any indicator, I was pretty sure I’d just hit 
jackpot. But let’s pick around the edges a little bit. For instance, why would he 
think that I was the same thing he was? I am clearly the child of both my parents. 

“Are you trying to say that either my mother or my father is like you?” 

“You’re not going to let this go, are you?” 

“I’m sorry, have we met? I mean, I know I had your dick in my mouth last night, 
but maybe I should introduce myself. Dr. Hedwig Eleanor Villarreal, pleased to 
meet you,” I said, holding out my hand. He half-laughed and shook it. 



“Keep in mind that I am only exceptionally stupid when it comes to you. Don’t let 
that give you the impression that I am not also very good at my job. You’re going 
to want to answer the question.” 

“No.” 

“Oh, you’ll answer the question. We’ve got another hour to go in this car.” 

“I meant that the answer is no. This isn’t from your parents.” 

“Intriguing. Is it something that I caught? 

“No.” 

Not from my parents. Didn’t catch it. 

“Has the Cave been doing genetic experiments on me?” 

“No,” he said, laughing. 

Okay, no genetic experiments. But we are the same thing, according to him.  

“Is it wrong that I don’t feel different? That I feel just like a normal human being?” 

“Not at all. You are a normal-ish human being.” He bit back a smile. I rolled my 
eyes. 

“And if we’re the same thing, how would you know? Do I give off pheromones? 
Am I part honey bee?” 

“You do give off your own scent signature. And…I might be more sensitive to it 
because I’m a low-rent, vampire-wannabe Singularis. Apparently.” 

“So…when I went to visit you in San Francisco…” 

“You mean when you stalked and pestered me until I agreed to meet with you?” 

“Yes, that. When I visited you in San Francisco, did you know my deep, dark secret 
then?” 

Edison gripped the steering wheel. That was a yes. 

“So you definitely have a sense of it. Interesting.” 

No comment from the peanut gallery. Mmkay. 



“Is that why you were being such a hard ass?” 

“Nope.” 

“Was it the pheromones?” 

He was avoiding eye contact, but a big smile spread across his face. 

“Wait, it was the pheromones?” 

“No,” he said, gesturing in my general direction. “It’s called an ass, Hedy. And tits. 
And the hair. And your gorgeous eyes. And your scent—it’s like citrus and wood 
and…sex.”  

“I don’t wear perfume,” I answered, realizing that he might actually be on to 
something. 

“Neither do I,” he replied. “But I’ve been told I smell like apples.” 

“And earth and old books,” I admitted. 

He finally looked at me. “Do you remember grabbing my jacket?” 

I let out a bark of laughter. “Oh my god, I’d never done anything like that before. 
Wakefield had asked for you, so I couldn’t go back without you. That was my Hail 
Mary.” 

“I almost put you on my desk right then and there.” 

“Shit, I would have let you.” 

“Don’t I know it,” he said sarcastically. 

“Don’t do that. Don’t you judge me. I’ll make you pull this car over right now and I 
will beat the shit out of you.” 

Edison raised his eyebrow. 

“Okay, I might not win the fight, but you keep on with your snide comments and 
I’ll take a good chunk out of your ass before I go down.” 

“You do know that I don’t judge you for that, right?” 

“If this isn’t judging, then you suck at it.” 



“I’m not judging you. I’m just…I’m jealous. Like that stupid nerd from Tahoe. That 
he got to see you naked before I did…I could crush his windpipe.” 

That made me laugh—I sort of enjoyed the thought of Edison being jealous of, 
well, anyone.  

“To be fair, I’m a little less jealous of the women. Like, what do you like to do with 
them? I’m going to need a visual.”  

Was he actually teasing me? “I’m going to punch you in the neck.” 

That caused a big, rumbling laugh from deep within him. I’d never heard him 
laugh like that before and it was really kind of amazing. I began laughing with him 
and whatever tension we had between us was gone in an instant.  

We were at a stop light, and he leaned over to kiss my cheek then trailed kisses to 
my earlobes, neck, and collarbone as his hand snaked up my shirt.  

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” he whispered, his hand dipping into my bra. “It’ll 
make more sense in time.” 

Probably not.  

“I’m still mad at you,” I said, trying to believe it as he rolled a hard nipple between 
his thumb and forefinger. 

“Yeah, but you also said that you’ve fallen for me, so I’m thinking I’ve got a shot.” 

The car behind us honked when the light turned green. Edison smiled through our 
kisses and began to drive again. We drove through the fading purple-pink skies, 
winding through the Texas Hill Country, and finally rolled into the safe confines of 
the Cave. Edison reached for my hand as we passed through the gate, smiling at 
me.  

I still had more questions than answers, but at least I had hope. And this time 
hope didn’t scare me. 



Chapter 63 
Edison Fitzwallace 
Ciudad Juárez, Chihuahua, Mexico  

 

When we got to the Cave we were immediately debriefed and then spent the 
next two days putting together a plan of attack with the team. Less than forty-
eight hours after Hedy and I got back from Colorado, our team struck at the heart 
of Jack’s Juarez operation in a ferocious charge. This was not the relative cake 
walk that we’d seen in Corpus. Jack had staffed this location with three dozen 
well-trained, well-controlled, human-passing Disciples, along with twenty or so of 
the Juarez cartel’s finest. These were the top-shelf assholes that the team had 
been training for. 

My gun-handling skills were on point, but I saved the bullets for the humans. For 
the Disciples, I preferred using my knife, cutting them down with savage accuracy. 
Etienne quietly dispatched one bad guy after another, barely making a sound 
above a whisper. Rae, on the other hand, was a holy terror, shredding cartel and 
Disciple alike where they stood. 

Arye took a few haymaker shots to the face, leaving his nose a horrifying—and for 
him, fairly painless—mess. The offending Disciple turned his back, assuming Arye 
was done for, and paid for it with a knife between the ribs. I set Arye’s nose in the 
field and covertly gave him a little blood to help along the healing. Meanwhile, 
the new recruit, Radha, call sign Posh, killed as many people and shifter with her 
bare hands as she did with her weapons.  

The team corralled the fighting into a small corner of the warehouse they’d 
invaded, giving Pocket the chance to rig the entire place. It looked like the cartel 
was putting us on the run, but in reality we were dragging the unsuspecting bad 
guys through Pocket’s demented funhouse. The three surviving bad guys—two 
humans and a Disciple—were taken into custody with fewer limbs than they’d 
started the day with.  

In all of the fighting, Jack was nowhere to be found. That small detail aside, by the 
end of the day, Jack’s group had once again failed a major cartel while getting 
their asses handed to them by the best in the business. If Jack was lucky, she’d be 



served justice by the Cave. If not, there were more than a few members of the 
Juarez cartel willing to take justice into their own hands. 

 



Chapter 64 
Dr. Hedy Villarreal 
The Cave 
Internal Soundtrack: “Storm Warning”—Bonnie Raitt 

 

Edison and the team had come in late last night and he crawled into bed with me. 
I slept wrapped up in his arms, looking forward to a few days of recovery and sex. 
So much sex.  

I woke up still haunted by the idea that there was something consequential about 
myself that I didn’t know. When I asked my mother about it, she shut me down 
pretty quickly. I got the uneasy sense that my people were protecting me. From 
what, I had no clue. 

Working against my pensive mood, however, was an especially beautiful morning. 
Green trees against blue skies, cicadas and mockingbirds filling the air with 
peaceful song. After hiking down to the pool, I sat for a long time at the water’s 
edge under the gigantic cypress, thinking about all of the decisions being made 
around me, wondering what would come next. I meditated and, after a while, felt 
some measure of peace with the splashing water and the wind in the trees and 
the leaf-dappled sunshine on my face. 

As I came out of meditation, I heard feet crunching on gravel. It wasn’t the 
uneven crunching of rubber sole and composite blade, so I turned to see who’d 
joined me. I was surprised, but not. 

Jack. 

She looked like she’d been hiking for hours and there was a grayness about her as 
if her deceit had finally reached the surface. There were a number of perimeter 
sensors and motion detectors on the property, and in a matter of minutes Edison, 
Rae, and Max would be here. She had to know it, too. 

I stood up in a defensive posture. Balanced. Ready. “Good morning, Jack. You’re 
looking a little peaked.” 

She motioned to my water bottle and I handed it to her. Her bracelet sparkled in 
the sunlight. After a long drink, she responded, “Didn’t get much sleep last night.” 



We stood there for a while, quiet. She drained the rest of the bottle while we 
both looked out over the deep, green water.  

I broke the silence. “Mind if I ask how you knew I was here? How you always 
knew where I was?” 

“Once I found you, I always made sure that you had some kind of tracker on you. 
And I had access to your social media. Bugged your phone. And if we were close 
enough, I could feel you.” 

I hadn’t had an active social media account for almost a year, so when did she find 
me? How long had she been tracking me? Prior to my time at the Cave, why 
would anyone care to track me? 

“Why would you come here?” 

“You always seem to have a body just when I need one.” 

“What does that even mean, Jack?” I asked, turning my attention from the water 
to her face. 

I stepped back, unsure of what I was seeing. Jack was more than simply tired. As 
the sun came up, the grey pall moved on her like a second skin. Or an aura. 

“I thought that when you slept with Ezekiel, you would remember who you were. 
But maybe I took you too early to have those kinds of memories.” 

I’d never slept with anyone named Ezekiel, but that brand of guano was starting 
to sound familiar. 

“It’s a helluva thing when the life you stole comes back and steals the person you 
once loved more than anything.” 

“I don’t—you’re not making any sense, Jack.” 

“I know,” she said, smiling sadly. “I followed you, first out of curiosity, but then 
because you were kind of useful. I’m sure you’ve read up on me, that you know 
about my life.” 

I nodded, not sure where she was going with this. I noticed that when she talked 
about her past, her grey dimmed and slowed, and to me she began to sound like 
Charlie Brown’s teacher. The aura adapted to what she was saying, and I watched 



it undulate and sharpen, fast and slow. She was saying something about being 
angry and lost, about realizing that I’d survived, about following the progression 
of my life.  

“…And then you applied for a position at the DEA, and I thought that might be a 
way to show my father what I was made of. So, I applied and got in, but you 
didn’t.” 

I shook my head, trying to comprehend. Her eyes shifted upward as we heard the 
uneven crunching of Edison’s footsteps.  

“Ms. Pharaoh, you are going to need to come with me,” he said, his gun up and 
ready. 

Jack arched her eyebrow. “Don’t you call me that, Ezekiel.” 

Again with the Ezekiel. The pale grey began to dance and spike against her skin.  

“Oh, wow,” Edison replied softly. 

I looked up at Edison, frightened that he’d lowered his gun. He looked like every 
question he’d ever had was just answered. As he stepped into the sun, he was 
outlined in black, curling smoke. His aura, if that’s what we’re calling it, was  
darker and denser than Jack’s. I began to legitimately question whether or not I 
was having a stroke. 

“Didn’t I say I’d be back?” she asked, smiling sadly. 

“I was still thinking it might be…” he said, gesturing to me. “I can’t believe it’s you. 
I just didn’t…I didn’t know if you would ever want to come back. You were so 
sick.”  

“In these many years that I’ve followed you, Zeke, I’ve always wondered… How is 
it that you’ve scarcely aged?” 

I continued looking back and forth between the two of them, utterly bewildered. 
What the actual fuck was going on here? How did they know each other? Why 
was she calling him Zeke? And why could I see auras? As I gestured to myself, my 
hand caught the light.  

“Edison, I think…I think I’m having a stroke.” 



He turned toward me, his eyes concerned. 

“I think I need Dr. Fisher. I’m seeing auras. She’s grey, you’re black, and I’m…I’m 
purple.” 

“You’re violet, you fucking fat waste of space,” spat Jack. “How do you still not 
know what you are?” 

I’d looked up to Jack for years, but today I curled my hand into a fist. 

Edison stepped between us. “Hedy, look at me. You are not having a stroke.” 

I focused on Edison, and his eyes drifted to the space directly above my head. He 
could see them too. 

“What’s happening? What is she talking about? What am I?” 

Edison opened his mouth, then closed it, like maybe he didn’t know where to 
begin. Oh, this was so bad. Finally, he looked up, and I saw his eyes change as the 
smell of soot intensified. 

That’s when I noticed the blade at my throat. 

“Lena. Let her go.” 

If I may have a human moment with y’all… I wasn’t sure what to be more 
concerned about: the auras, that weird, sooty smell, the knife at my throat, or the 
fact that Edison had just called Jack by his late wife’s name. 

“Oh, sweetie. I don’t think I will,” she said with a smile that I could hear.  

Edison inched closer, pleading with Jack. I inhaled sharply when the knife broke 
the skin. “Okay, okay. I’m backing off. Don’t hurt her. Don’t you dare hurt her.” 

“Or what? You’ll kill me? If I would have known that was all it took, I would have 
held a knife to one of those bitch nurses all those years ago.” 

Jack was a little less than a year older than me. I was going to need someone to 
draw me a map or use some flashcards because I was completely lost. 

Edison’s face was grief-stricken. “How are you here? And why are you doing this?” 

Jack’s smile slid off her face and was replaced by an ugly sneer. “I’m here because 
I wanted to be here, Zeke. So I did what I had to do.” 



I could feel the air go out of Edison when she said that. What did she do? Why 
was she calling him Zeke? 

“Oh no. Lena. Why?” He sounded as though he’d been betrayed. 

So, we’re sticking with Lena, are we? Yeah, this was bad.  

“Why? Because you let me rot in that cancer-infested body. Because there was a 
fresh little indigo in the baby ward. Because the life I took was the daughter of 
Robert Pharaoh. Because I learned from him that if you want to be a human, you 
have to learn to mind the food chain and take what you want.”  

“What did you do to the soul of that baby girl?” Edison asked, his voice resonating 
with quiet horror. 

“I set it free,” she said darkly. 

The soul of a baby girl? I was still lost, and now I was scared. Edison looked down 
for a moment, shaking his head. When he looked up again he’d shifted; his face 
was sharp, his eyes completely black.  

“Where is she now?” Edison demanded, his voice a full octave lower than his 
natural pitch. 

Moving the knife from my throat, she pointed it at Edison. “What the—What is 
wrong with you?” 

“Nothing,” Edison replied. “Nothing is wrong with me.” 

Quick as a whisper, he reached out and snapped Jack’s wrist, breaking her grip on 
the knife, which clattered to the ground as I twisted away from her. She reached 
for a gun, but I stopped her with a snapping knuckle-punch to the nerve cluster 
right below her ear. She slumped, briefly unconscious. Edison grabbed the gun 
and I went for the knife as her eyes fluttered open.  

She spat blood out onto the ground. “So this is what you were hiding from me. I 
can’t believe it. You’re a…BEC.” 

Beck? The singer?  

“Answer the question, Lena,” he demanded, aiming her own gun at her head. 
“Where is the soul? I know you know you where it is. Tell me.” 



Laughing bitterly, Lena looked at me as she replied, “Closer than you’d think.”  

She gave me an ugly smile that slashed downward toward her chin. I gripped the 
handle on the knife, ready to strike.  

“Lena, no. Don’t!” shouted Edison, desperate and horrified. 

Even though Jack’s body had gone completely still, I could feel her lunging at me.  



Chapter 65 
The Cave 

 

Lena knew that she had lost. Everything. She’d lost Ezekiel, her life, herself. And 
there stood that pudgy bitch with the life she wanted. The life she’d given 
everything, including her own soul, to have. She was beyond anger. In her cold 
calculation, Hedy did not know and could not comprehend the being that she 
was. Taking it away from her would be so easy. 

Ezekiel was telling her to get on the ground, but she didn’t need Jack’s body 
anymore. She leapt, overtaking Hedy. Blinking, Lena saw the body lying there with 
a bullet in her head, and smiled, happy to be rid of that life. Turning inward, she 
calmly peeled away Hedy’s soul, amused at its desperate confusion. She held the 
shivering violet thing out into the wind and, with a smirk, let it go. 



Chapter 66 
Dr. Hedy Villarreal 
The Cave 
Internal Soundtrack: silence 

 

Edison roared as something gave way inside of me. In those final horrific seconds, 
I realized what she’d done, just as the warmth of my body gave way to the ether.  

I heard…nothing. Felt…nothing. Saw…nothing. But I was aware of everything. The 
wind through the trees, the movement of the water, the glow of the sun, the 
vastness beyond this bubble called Earth. Then, quiet as the softest whisper, I 
sensed something reaching out toward me. I remembered an echo of a memory 
or a dream. A feather floating on the wind. A boat lost at sea. Edison reaching out 
to me. Was I the one who was lost? Perhaps.  

I stretched in his direction, toward his black energy, and sensed the barest thread 
of an anchor. Holding lightly, I turned my attention to the cosmos, sensing within 
me the power of the stars. I’d lived so many lives…maybe it was time to let go.  



Chapter 67 
Edison Fitzwallace 
The Cave 

 

Steadying my hand, I pulled the trigger. As her body fell to the ground, a sound I’d 
never heard before tore from my own throat. Grief, anguish, loss.  

But I was too late. Lena had jumped before I could stop her. Worse, I could sense 
Hedy’s soul separate and begin to float away. Reflexively I reached out in the 
direction I’d felt her go, into nothing, knowing that she couldn’t possibly know to 
reach back for me. I had no reason to think that she could find me, but I held my 
hand out anyway. And there, dusting at my fingertips, I felt the barest touch, like 
a feather, stretching back toward me. She was so close.  

Hold on, precious soul. Hold on. I pulled her toward my chest. 

A sneering, self-important smile came over Hedy’s expression as a grey pall muted 
her features. “Hello, lover.” 

My heart lurched. The face I loved with the soul I’d adored for more than a 
century. The gun slipped through my fingers, and with my free hand, I reached 
out to caress her cheek. I felt the knife even before she plunged it into my side. 
But that was the connection, the hold on her that I needed.  

While she sneered in victory, my soul reached in and ripped Lena from that body. 
I watched the green eyes go slack. Whispering my love, I released Lena’s soul into 
the universe. I sensed her fear as she passed me. Delicately, so as not to break the 
gossamer thread, I pulled Hedy back into this life. 



Chapter 68 
Dr. Hedy Villarreal 
The Cave 
Internal Soundtrack: “Twisted Nerve”—Bernard Herrmann 

 

I sensed Lena’s grey soul float up and away from us and felt the tendrils of rage, 
hate, and fear grasping for purchase and finding none. Her emotions buffeted me 
like the wind and the vast expanse tempted me, but the thread, that bare silken 
thread holding me to this life asked me to stay, so I did. I looked at the universe 
and whispered a promise for next time. Slowly, delicately, I was pulled from the 
ether into the familiar warmth of my own body.  

I blinked and could see Edison’s face, marked with worry.  

“Hedy, is that you?” he asked, caressing my face 

That brief touch made me shudder and withdraw. The movement created a 
dissonance, a delay in reaction from that part of me that had been torn away. I 
looked up at him with pleading eyes. Please help me understand. 

“Hedy? Are you okay? It’s a lot, I know it’s a lot—come here,” he said, drawing me 
into a big bear hug. 

I screamed and pushed away, overwhelmed by the input on my skin. The wind 
and the sun and the splashing of the water assaulted my senses. I stumbled to the 
ground. The dirt and the leaves and the sticks scratched at the vital parts of me; I 
could scarcely breath for the wind in my lungs. 

I held my hands up as Edison knelt beside me. The ground shook with people 
running to us.  

“Please…please don’t let them touch me,” I begged 

I couldn’t begin to articulate the many lives, the countless deaths, the tsunami of 
information crashing down on me. Looking at Jack’s body, her eyes unseeing and 
skin unfeeling, I wished I could trade places with her. Wished I’d taken the 
universe’s offer. Understanding in that moment why Edison had to wait until I 
remembered for myself. 

This could not be explained, only experienced. 



Edison stood up and held his hands out. “She’s remembering. I’ve never heard of 
a reaction like this, even for one with a violet crown. This is…this is not her first 
cycle. Somebody tell Dr. Fisher to bring a sedative. Quickly, quickly.” 

“No. Indaja is here.” 

That was my mother. From the circle of friends that had gathered around me, 
Indaja stepped forward. She knelt beside me. 

“P-please d-don’t touch me. It hurts. It hurts so much.” 

Her expression was patient and calm. “I know, my dear friend. I have to touch 
your head, but only for a moment, and your pain will go away.” 

“Will I be part of the universe?” 

She smiled warmly and shook her head. “You belong here for now.”  

Kneeling there, she shed her human form and became a being of light. I had never 
seen anyone so beautiful. Her hands, such as they were, reached for my temples. 
I inhaled sharply, anticipating agony. What I felt was sweet, calming relief. I 
mumbled a small thank you as I fell into the black. 



Chapter 69 
Dr. Hedy Villarreal 
The Cave 
Internal Soundtrack: “Amber”—311 

 

I woke in Medical, blinking against the dim lights. The relief of Indaja’s touch had 
been short-lived. Something akin to despair was creeping at the door, the dread 
of a new awareness, the drip of the faucet that I was only just beginning to hear.  

I watched silently as Fisher stitched up Edison’s wound. She was saying that the 
knife had missed his kidney by a hairsbreadth, that at least he didn’t have to go to 
the hospital.  

“Hedy—you’re awake.” Edison’s voice was soft and only mildly irritating. I 
nodded, sloshing my insides. 

“Are you okay?” 

“Not really,” I answered, stock-still, yet roiling with motion sickness. “Are you 
okay?” 

He shook his head. “Not really.” 

Pulling on his shirt, he stood gingerly. 

“Do you need anything?” he asked.  

I sunk down, drawing my shoulders to my ears. “Some fucking silence would be 
brilliant right now.”  

He smiled to himself and nodded. A few minutes later, Indaja joined us. Without 
words, she asked how I was. 

“I’m—I’m overwhelmed,” I said, tears leaking out. 

She nodded, putting her transformed hand over mine. I inhaled her settling light 
and, after a few moments, exhaled relief.  

In the quiet corner of my mind, she reassured me. “Of course you’re 
overwhelmed. You are one of the few ancients in this world and your awakening 
came much later in life than is normal.” 



An ancient. Yes, I’d been called that before, though I couldn’t find an experience 
that felt like this. My mind felt blown apart, fragmented into a million little pieces, 
impossible to put back together. 

“That’s not true, Hedy,” said Indaja, responding aloud to my worried thoughts. 
“You will be whole again.” 

I looked at my miraculous friend, unconvinced. Her healing had only been 
temporary.  

“You’re a Singulari, right?” I asked. 

“I am.” 

“But not like Edison.” 

“Correct. He is both a Wanderer and a Singulari. A very rare combination.” 

A Wanderer. Yes, that sounded familiar. I shook my head, sloshing, the memories 
threatening to overwhelm once more. Indaja invited me to stand with her, and I 
got up, wobbly as a newborn giraffe. She steadied me and held my hands with 
hers, a gentle light radiating from them, and I felt a sense of balance return.  

Indaja and I stood there, connecting with a touch that didn’t hurt as she walked 
me through the hills and valleys of memory. Sometime around the fifteenth 
century, I stared at Edison in wonder. 

“You’re a…a…umntwana umoya omnyama?” I said, surprised by my own tongue.  

The others looked at me, confused. 

“I’m…um…” I said, looking at him as languages collided in my head. “You are a 
child with a black spirit?” 

Indaja explained, “The English call them BECs. Black-eyed children.” 

“And these…umoya omnyama, these BECs are the combination of Wanderer and 
Singulari?”  

Indaja and Edison nodded. Memories of a mother tongue flooded my brain and I 
brought my hand to my mouth.  



“Hedy?” asked Edison, lightly touching my arm. I looked up at him and withdrew 
from his touch. I’d called him a vampire before, half-joking. This was much, much 
worse. 

Unable to look Edison in the eye, I looked at Indaja. “I lived in southern Africa, in a 
kwilali isiXhosa,” I said, clicking in a way that was both wholly foreign and entirely, 
comfortingly familiar. “I isiXhosa thula, but we burned a child who had the black 
eyes. She had killed her parents and had done…things…to their bodies.” 

 Shame flashed across Edison’s face. 

“I never knew thought that a…a BEC would be allowed to live. Our abakhulu, um, 
our chief said that they could never be allowed to survive into adulthood. That an 
adult would kill all people and then all animals, and then maybe even the earth 
and the sky.” 

I remembered being a grown man, a man in good standing with our peaceful, 
close-knit Xhosa village, afraid of a little girl. She was eating her father’s face 
when we found her, wearing her mother’s entrails as a necklace. I looked at 
Edison, wondering what he was capable of. What he’d already done to make him 
carry around such guilt. 

“Hedy, let’s move on,” suggested Indaja gently. I did not want to stay with that 
memory any more than she did, but I knew that I’d have to come back to it 
eventually. After several more lives, I looked up at him again. 

 “I was born Robert Pharaoh’s daughter and Lena took me out of my body. In all 
of my cycles, I’ve never seen anyone do that. I was a newborn. I…I couldn’t even 
defend myself.” 

Indaja and Edison looked at each other, a silent understanding passing between 
the two of them. 

“What does that mean?” I asked, concern starting to creep in. 

Indaja explained, “Wanderers are welcome to inhabit but never to steal. Thieves 
cannot return to Source.” 

Source. Home. The union-place of Wanderers. And Lena was a soul-thief—a grey 
spirit, difficult to spot.  



Edison ran his hands through his hair, distraught. “She was never like that in life—
she was never selfish, ever,” he said, tears falling in earnest. 

I looked at Indaja, a silent request. She nodded, then quietly went to Edison and 
placed her hands on his head. A broken wail escaped his lips and his body 
shuddered then fell silent. Indaja motioned for my hand. I tentatively reached out 
and she placed it against his temple, under her hand.  

The guilt and sorrow in his soul were profound, the emotion bleeding out into my 
hands, up my arms. In my mind, I could hear him quietly sobbing for Lena, 
convinced her deaths were his punishment for his sins.  

He looked up at me, eyes pleading. “Let me see. I need to see what she did.” 

I looked at Indaja, and she nodded. With her help, I showed him the memory of 
being held, then set adrift, then at rest in the belly of my mother, who’d been a 
candy-striper at the hospital in Kerrville.  

His soul responded with grief and regret. “Why did she make me choose? Why 
didn’t she have faith in our way? If she’d been paying attention, or if she’d just 
gone home, she would be in the right body.” 

Indaja looked at me as these thoughts pushed up through our fingertips, and I 
averted her eyes. She would be in the right body. Because me, in this body, was 
wrong. 

“Hedy…” said Indaja, worried where this was going. 

“Don’t, Indaja. Just…leave it.” I responded, removing my hand from his temple. 

His obsidian eyes, so full of pain, confirmed his thoughts. He’d made the 
conscientious choice to bring me back into my body, but only as a matter of 
principle. I—the me that is me—wasn’t who he wanted.  

Indaja put her hand on my shoulder. “Hedy…you’ll need to stay here to talk with 
the medical team, but I think that Edison and I need to go.” 

I nodded. “Thank you for helping me to sort my memories.” 

She kissed my forehead, delivering some peace, then put her arm around Edison 
and walked him out of my room. His low, grieving sounds could be heard down 
the hallway. 



Chapter 70 
Dr. Hedy Villarreal 
The Cave 
Internal Soundtrack: “Hollow”—Tori Kelly 

 

I was having a shit day and I was fully aware of it. I spent the rest of the day in 
Medical, meeting staff I’d never seen before, answering questions about things I’d 
have preferred to keep to myself, sitting through one test after another.  

By the end of the day, I’d had enough and wondered if it was possible to sleep for 
an entire year. The twins had taken Minnie for the night, but as I made my way up 
the steps, I realized that may have been a mistake. Standing on the landing, I 
looked across at my apartment. I did not want to sleep by myself. To my right, 
Edison’s door opened.  

“You don’t have to be alone tonight.” 

Head bowed, I sighed. “I just want to sleep.” 

“I know. Me too.” 

Biting my lip, I went to him.  

Edison led me through the dark to his bed. He stood by, quiet as I stripped down 
to my T-shirt and underwear. There was a hiss of pressurized air as he removed 
his leg, which he set on a hook by his bed. He lay back, face up, and I gingerly lay 
down on my side, hugging his ribcage as I placed my head on his chest.  

Tears began to pool in the corners of my eyes, overflowing into a wet spot on his 
shirt. His breath became ragged and his chest hitched as he held me tighter. We 
lay there in the dark, holding onto one another, crying in strangled, silent grief. It 
cost us, holding each other’s pain, but we were the only ones who understood 
what we’d both lost.  



Chapter 71 
Dr. Hedy Villarreal 
The Cave 
Internal Soundtrack: “Pillowtalk”—Zayn 

 

I woke several hours later, gasping for air and grabbing onto Edison, irrationally 
worried that I might otherwise float out into the universe. Maybe not so 
irrationally. I was unable to tell if it was day or night in the inky dark and it felt like 
I was breathing through a wet blanket.  

“Are you okay?” Edison stirred, reaching for my arm. 

“It’s too dark. I can’t breathe. I need the light.” I rolled away from his touch, 
putting my feet on the floor. Disoriented from sleep, I walked forward, banging 
my shin on his coffee table—shit, that hurt—before reaching the door. After a 
few seconds of panicked fumbling, I found the knob and released myself into the 
alcove, breathing as though I’d been under water for a million years.  

It was morning. The lights were on and the team was shuffling around, getting 
breakfast from Miss Odeal. Some of them looked up as my breathing echoed 
through the cavern. I ignored the looks, hoping that the angle prevented them 
from seeing that I was only in a T-shirt and underwear.  

I put my hand on the palm reader, letting myself into my own apartment. I walked 
to the big picture window and put my forehead on the glass, breathing in the 
morning light. I didn’t know how long I was there before I heard Edison’s 
barefoot-and-blade pattern on the wood floor, then the “clunk” of something 
heavy on the couch.  

“Hedy—your leg.”  

Edison stood there quietly, the way you would stand if you were trying to not 
frighten a small woodland creature or an agitated bear. I looked down and saw 
that blood had run down my shin and was beginning to dry, the beginnings of a 
bruise visible on the surrounding skin. He wordlessly wetted a paper towel and 
grabbed the paring knife from my kitchen, then knelt in front of me. He gently 
wiped away the blood and nicked his thumb, swirling his blood over the area. 



“I’m sorry for waking you,” I said, focusing on the pool outside. “I woke up to a bit 
of a panic.”  

“The absolute dark can be hard to get used to. I’ll make sure there’s a light on 
your side the next time. How’s your shin feel?” he asked, still kneeling in front of 
me. 

I pushed my fingers through his thick hair, grasping lightly as I tried to normalize 
my breathing. “It’s better. Thank you.” 

He wiped off his blood with the wet towel, revealing skin that was prettier than it 
had ever been. He put his forehead against my belly, and we stayed that way, 
breathing together for a long time. 

After a while, he stood and caressed my face. “Here, I want to show you 
something.” 

He led me to the couch, where he’d lain his ops vest. We sat, and from the vest he 
pulled out a small drawstring bag, which he handed to me. I unknotted the string, 
pulled apart the gathers, and peered inside. Christine’s necklace and ring. My 
hands went to my face as he took the bag from me and placed the chain around 
my neck.  

“How?” 

“Wakefield. He sent one of the newbies to get our things out of hock.” 

“Things?” 

He reached into the zippered compartment on the back of the vest. My P230, the 
gun Arye had given me. I kissed it before placing it on a side table.  

From the quick-access pocket he pulled out a beautiful—and familiar-looking—
blade. 

“Your knife!” 

He smiled, spinning the blade between his fingers a few times before closing it 
and putting it back in its place. 

“What’s this?” I asked, fingering a plastic pouch that stuck out from one of the 
vest pockets. 



He opened the pouch and pulled out a thin vinyl photo book. The first sleeve 
contained a tintype of a Mexican couple—the woman had dark skin and long, 
wavy black hair and the man was slightly lighter with a sharp haircut and Mexican 
battle uniform, complete with a tall hat. The man had a fierce stare, but held his 
wife’s hand to his heart with a tenderness that belied his look. Pulling the metal 
print delicately from its sleeve, Edison turned it over to reveal an etching.  

Josué y Manuela 

18 de abril, 1836 

“This was taken three days before I lost him. I never re-married.” He smiled, 
though his eyes looked sad. I reached for his hand, knowing. Sometimes 
heartbreak reaches across time. 

The next two pages had yellowed pictures of a younger-looking Edison and a 
beautiful woman with porcelain skin and blue eyes and straight honey-brown 
hair. Lena. She had one hell of a mischievous smile. The final picture was of me, in 
the Meditation Room at the water. My curls were blowing in the slight breeze, my 
face calm and freckled, my pose Buddha-like. It was the kind of picture that could 
only be taken by someone who thinks you’re beautiful. 

I closed the album and handed it back to him. He put it back into its pouch, then 
in its pocket, then placed the vest on the floor. He stretched out his arm, and I 
scooched over, tucking my shoulder under his armpit with my head at the soft 
spot under his collarbone. We sat there for several moments, breathing in and 
out in unison, like the tide.  

“I’m so sorry, Hedy. I wish you hadn’t heard those thoughts.” 

My lip twitched down. “I can’t fault you for being truthful, Edison. I just want to 
know…” I said, letting the sentence die an unnatural death. “Never mind.” 

He kissed my temple. “Yesterday opened old wounds, but it settled them too. You 
can ask me anything.” 

I nodded my head and leaned into him as he pulled me closer. Might as well start 
with the big one. 



“Were you only interested in me because you thought that I was Lena?” I said it 
fast, as though speed would make it hurt less. I drew a ragged breath and closed 
my eyes, waiting for the hit. 

He emphatically shook his head. “No.” 

I opened my eyes and looked up, relieved. “Explain.” 

He shifted so we could see each other’s faces. “You have driven me crazy for 
almost an entire year, starting with that first video conference.” 

He stroked my face then continued. “I didn’t suspect a Lena connection until that 
assessment meeting in your office. You said that you were from ‘Kerrville Fucking 
Texas,’ and I started connecting the dots. Incorrectly, it seems.” 

I thought about that night we first kissed. “Guess I was your sucker bet.” 

He nodded, his lips in a thin line. “If you had simply turned out to be ‘not Lena,’ 
then I’d have been disappointed but no less interested. Finding out that you 
should have been Lena the whole time, but weren’t, because of something she 
did—that’s what’s killing me. And it’s my fault.” 

“That doesn’t seem right,” I responded. 

“I should have helped ease her pain sooner, but I held on, and in doing so, I made 
her hold on. For far too long.”  

He paused, running his free hand across my belly. I shivered under his touch. Time 
for the next hard question. 

“Are you sorry that you let her go? I mean, no one would have known. At least, 
not initially.” 

He shook his head decisively. “It wasn’t right. And her decisions changed her, 
turned her soul grey. She wasn’t my Lena anymore. She was Jack. When she took 
you, she made it so we couldn’t go back and we couldn’t go forward.” 

I had one more question, but I didn’t know if I had the courage to ask it. He saw 
the query in my eyes and lifted his chin, silently nudging me to continue. 

“And…what about me, in this body?” I asked, nervous. “What do you feel about 
the interloper?” 



He looked down, contemplating, a gentle rumbling in his chest. Finally, he looked 
me in the eyes and gave me a half-smile. “I love you. I love you more today than I 
did yesterday, more than you could possibly understand. That you could be this 
kind and curious after everything…you’re amazing.” 

I leaned against him, teary-eyed with relief. “I love you, too.” 

We held each other for a few moments and then I pulled away. “Is it weird that, 
even with our fucked-up history, having you understand my experience makes 
this feel less overwhelming?” 

Shaking his head, he nipped at my ear. “Not at all. Loving you feels like it’s healing 
everything else. And knowing that you’re a fellow Wanderer, it settles my soul. 
It’s why we pair up life after life.” 

A familiar nostalgia washed over me. “I’ve had several pair bonds over my 
lifetimes. Did you know that Christine was a Wanderer? That she and I had been 
together before?” 

He kissed my forehead, stroking my hair. “So she knew, but you didn’t?” 

I nodded, tears falling. “I always thought she was staring at my frizzy hair. But l 
look back now and see in so many ways how she cared for me. And she had a 
yellow aura. It’s strange how I couldn’t see it before, but now all of my memories 
are colored differently.” 

“Do you think she might come back?”  

His question had no jealousy or concern. It wasn’t not unusual for timelines to no 
longer sync or for multiple bonds to be established. I shook my head, knowing, 
somehow, that she was home.  

“No. I’m sure it was terrible for her to not be able to connect with me the way we 
were meant to.” 

“I can unequivocally say that is not true. She would have been proud to be with 
someone so special.” He ignored my scoffing tone. “You’re an ancient, and that is 
so rare and special.” 

“Even rarer and more special than an adult BEC?” I tickled his ribs, trying to 
lighten the heavy subject. 



“Way rarer and infinitely more special,” he said, pulling me in for a kiss, wrapping 
his arms around me in a protective embrace.  

We stayed like that for a long time, the low rumble in his chest slowly creating a 
buzz over my body. A slow build of desire deepened our breathing and turned his 
rumble into a growl. 

“Bedroom?” I asked, standing up with my hand outstretched.  

Looking at my hand, he smiled and grabbed it, leading me to my room. He yanked 
my T-shirt over my head and ducked down to suck on a fat, peaking nipple before 
pushing me down to the bed. Lifting my hips, I wiggled out of my underwear as he 
pushed down his boxer-briefs and removed the blade. I opened my thighs as he 
leaned on top of then into me.  

He buried his face into my neck, sucking and kissing as he pushed himself deeper. 
His aura curled around us like smoke and his scent intensified everything. I 
wrapped my legs around his waist and we began a deep, moody grind. It was 
intense and quick but so very necessary. 

Leading me into the shower, he was gentle as he washed me, kissing every inch of 
skin as he teased out another orgasm. He objected on the grounds of my status 
when I went to my knees for him, and I threatened him with his life if he ever 
called me ancient again. He was appreciative of my skills and didn’t need to know 
that a male escort from a past life was whispering his secrets to me. 

We curled up in bed together and slept on and off through the rest of the day. In 
the evening we moved back to his room. In the deep dark of his mini-cavern, we 
talked about our hopes and fears and he prompted me to share stories of my past 
lives. 

After a particularly brutal recounting, he asked a reasonable question. “Why 
would you keep coming back, time after time?” 

I thought on it and knew the answer, as it was the same across all of my lives. “I 
want to be helpful. I want to take what I’ve learned and be of service.” 

“That includes hiring and falling for serial killers?” 



I shrug. “I’m comfortable with the morally gray. I mean, you only kill bad people, 
right?” 

He shifts behind me. “Right.” 

I turned in his arms to face him, needing his lips on mine. “I’d say that’s pretty 
fucking helpful, wouldn’t you?” 

“You make a good point,” he said, kissing my forehead as we wrapped ourselves 
around each other for the night. 

*** 

The next morning I was woken up by a buzzing sound. Grumbling, Edison grabbed 
his phone, the screen lighting up the dark space. Swearing under his breath, he 
explained, “It’s Rae, I have to take it.” 

He bent his head, his expression sharpening as he read the incoming texts.  

“Cartel or Disciples?” I asked, nipping at his earlobe. 

“Cartel,” he responded, kissing my forehead as he pulled on a shirt. “Hedy, I…”  

I grazed his lips with my fingertips. “You’ve got shit to handle, baby. Go, be a big 
damn hero. I’ll be here when you get back. Just…make sure you come back.” 

He nodded and turned toward the door.  

“Edison?” 

“Yes?” 

“Thanks for saving this life. I’m grateful that you did.” 

He turned around and looked at me, his eyes black as night. “Me too." 

 



EPILOGUE 
Edison Fitzwallace 
Dallas, Texas - The Offices of Blaylock Security and Investigations 

 

Offices make my teeth itch, and yet, I find myself voluntarily going with Rae and 
Hedy to a meeting at Blaylock Security and Investigations. 

Honestly, I blame Anders Bash.  

I know that he and his brother are some of Hedy’s better recruits, but Anders. 
Fucking. Bash. He’s a trauma surgeon who likes to kill people. A lot. From what we 
can gather, which is barely fucking anything, he and his brother were affiliated 
with one of those no-name joint task force operations in Iraq. He’s begged to go 
on ops with us several times, and a few weeks ago, I finally caved.  

We discovered that Pharaoh’s operation was a regional cog in a global machine 
and, through Wakefield, we were working with other agencies, official and non, to 
take on this beast. There was money to be made in the tech they were 
developing, and we were going to steal it, make Wakefield ridiculously wealthy, 
and incidentally save the world. We’d been alerted about another cog in the 
machine, a dim-witted but ruthless Russian operative with unsavory ties in the 
Austin area.  

Further inspection showed that Jake Koenig had once been a successful special 
operative under Blaylock’s command—loosely affiliated with the same no-name 
operation as the Bash brothers—until the night he ran into our Russian. The 
details of what’d happened that night were…bad. Afterwards, Koenig had been 
honorably discharged but got arrested and did two stints in rehab before turning 
his life around. He was now a successful artist and involved with a renowned 
basketball star. Whatever this Russian had in mind was certainly set to undo all of 
that. 

Anders insisted that we take it seriously and warn Blaylock and Koenig. This was 
out of the scope of our operations, but my conversation with Hedy about using 
our lives to help others…it stuck. These were good people and, no, it did nothing 
for Wakefield’s balance sheet, but helping a good man was its own reward. Or 
something like that. 



Blaylock took it seriously right away, but when multiple calls to Jake went 
unanswered, Blaylock requested back up. Considering the fact that Anders was 
dragging his brother into town one way or the other, I grabbed Rae and we 
headed out.  

To say that things went sideways is an understatement.  

We pulled into the parking lot to the sound of gunfire. Anders and Odd went 
rushing in—against orders, it should be noted. By the time they got there, Koenig 
had killed the muscle while the owner of the gym, along with a triple amputee, 
had a handle on the Russian. Maybe making his move in a gym for combat vets 
hadn’t been the best tactical decision. 

While we hadn’t helped with the takedown, we could offer body disposal. On the 
way out to our guy in Manor, Anders decided that the Russian needed to atone 
for what he’d done to Koenig. While he was efficient and brutal and got more 
intel on the global organization than I thought possible, Anders was definitely 
going to pay to have my interior steam cleaned after that mess.  

Anyway, that was how I found myself in Dallas, talking to DeShaun Blaylock.  

“Thank you for helping Jake with the bodies and for providing back up,” Blaylock 
said, shaking my hand, gesturing for me to sit at the conference table.  

I chose to remain standing and got right to it. “I understand that you’ve invited us 
here because you’ve run across evidence of illegal operations in your line of 
work.” 

Blaylock nodded grimly, leaning on his cane. “Yes. Human trafficking, drug 
runners, murderers and rapists who turn state’s evidence and then keep on 
murdering and raping.” 

“And you want us to handle these cases?” 

“Yes.” 

“Why not go to the authorities?” 

He raised his eyebrows, giving me a skeptical look.  

I conceded with a nod. “Good point. What, exactly, do you want us to do?” 



“I don’t know. Kill them? I’m no longer equipped for the wet work but some 
people require it.” 

“Agreed,” Rae answered. “Unfortunately, we don’t have time for small-time 
crooks.” 

Blaylock looked at her hair, smiling. She patted down her tails and narrowed her 
eyes at him. That Koenig fellow was pretty good at finding information that was 
meant to be kept hidden. 

Still, I had to agree with Rae. “I understand that there’s a problem, but we run a 
lean crew and can only focus on the more regional and global issues that we’re 
already dealing with.” 

Hedy cleared her throat and gestured toward the door. 

“Excuse us,” I said, addressing Rae and Blaylock as I followed her into the empty 
hallway. 

Once we were alone, she put her hand on my waist, looking up at me with those 
shrewd eyes of hers. “Two things. Thing one, Anders is never gonna stop asking 
you to go on ops. That’s just a fact. Thing two, DB’s already got two ex-military 
guys lowkey taking out the trash for him.” 

“What are you saying?” 

“We won’t get Wakefield’s buy-in to take on these smaller issues because there’s 
no money in it. But, I think we can do some good here. Let DB’s guys continue to 
take care of these issues as they float across his radar, let the Bash Brothers help, 
and then, if they run into anything bigger than they can handle, we can run back 
up. An act of goodwill between agencies.” 

“What do we get out of it?” 

“We’ll have eyes on the ground. A lot of these regional operations use human 
trafficking and drug running to pay for everything. These guys are bound to run 
into that, so we trade muscle for intelligence.” 

I surrounded her with my arms and black smoke, pulling her close with a low 
rumble in my chest. “Fuck, you’re sexy when you work a problem.” 

“Then let’s wrap it up in there and call your dick a problem.” 



I laughed, something I did a lot these days, and flashed my eyes at her. “Sounds 
like a plan, my love.” 


