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It was Bree’s first shift back to the DD since her ordeal at the hands of the Totally Not Wizards. 
She was still having nightmares and it was hard to think of normal things during the day.  But 
she was grateful that Bruce hadn’t fired her for missing some shifts, so she pushed herself to 
come back to work before she felt ready. 
 
The shift had been pretty boring for a Wednesday until she was running a tray of dirty dishes 
back to the kitchen and past the room reserved for private parties and meetings.  Another 
waitress was coming out of the private room just as Bree went by, and she heard a raspy voice 
coming from the room that sent a chill down her spine. 
 

---------- 
 
She had heard that voice before.  Just days ago, in fact.  She had been blindfolded at the time, 
so her hearing was accentuated, which just made the raspy voice even creepier.  He had been 
stroking her cheek softly at the time and toying with her hair.  Also very creepy.  
 
“I don’t think this sweet little thing is going to last long with the elemental,” he had said.  At the 
time, Bree didn’t know what that meant...but she soon found out.  
 

---------- 
 
Now, the owner of that voice was right there in the private room!  Bree lingered in the hallway, 
trying to hear more.  Just before the door closed she heard him say, “Clearly we have 
underestimated this one.”  Bree tried to peer inside the room, but the blinds were closed and 
she could see only the flicker of candlelight. 
 
“Bree, what are you doing?” the other waitress asked.  She had come back from the bar with 
another round of drinks for the private room.  On the tray were three fruity looking drinks and a 
single glass with a dark liquid in a frozen glass.  These guests must be important for Bruce to 
break the no-cocktails rule, she thought. 
 
“Sindee, can I please take over this room, please, please?” Bree begged.  She hadn’t stopped 
to think what would happen if the man with the raspy voice recognized her, but she wanted to 
learn more so she could pass the information on to Evie. 
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“No way, Bree!  These people are really shitty tippers, and they’re always groping my ass, but 
they always give me little gifts.  Like love potions and naughty books...and today one of them 
gave me this vial of blue cream and said to put in on my...well anyway, no!  You can’t have my 
section.  Get back to work!” 
 
Frustrated, Bree headed back out to the main room.  She scanned the crowd to see if Evie had 
come in today, but she hadn’t seen Evie since they had been separated in the gang’s room with 
all the mechanical devices.  She knew Evie had been released several days later than she 
had...Bree needed to let her know that at least one of their tormentors was here!  
 
“Bree, dammit!  These ales ain’t gonna serve themselves!”  Bruce shouted.  “Don’t make me 
regret not firing you...these go to the table of Knights over there, see the big handsome dude 
with the captain’s emblem?  He’s the one footin’ the bill.” 
 
Bree sighed and picked up the tray.  It was going to be a long shift and it might be a long time 
before she had a way to contact Evie.  She wished Aly or someone else who knew Evie was 
here.  
 
Bree sighed again as she approached the table.  She looked for the captain and gave him his 
drink first, then moved around the table serving the others.  When she made her way back 
around to the captain, he smiled at her and paid for the drinks, plus a huge tip.  Bruce was 
right...he was big and handsome. 
 
“Thank you, sir!  Wow, that is very generous of you.” 
 
“Name’s Will,” he said with a smile.  “No need for formalities here.” 
 
“Thank you, Will,” she replied with a smile.  “I’m Bree.” 
 
“Nice to meet you, Bree.  You have a pretty smile.” 
 
“Thank you, Sir...I mean, Will.”  
 
She turned away from the group and headed back to the bar, and the troubled look returned to 
her face.  How was she ever going to get a message to Evie?? 
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