The Inner Circle- Book 1 Truth, Lies, and Alibis- Revised Edition
Prologue 
My name is Madison McKenna O’Riley—Maddy, for short. I’m sixteen, and I’m anything but normal.
You see, I killed my parents. 
Now, before you start judging, you need to understand—it was an accident. A freak, fiery, magical accident. You could even call it divine intervention, the kind that burns down everything you know just to push you toward destiny. 
I know it sounds insane, but it’s real. I have pyrokinesis—the power to create and control fire. The Goddess Isis touched my life and branded me with her gift. And I’m not alone.
There are three others in my circle. Rowan McCalister—my adoptive sister—can move things with her mind and walk between worlds. Jade D’Markus can read thoughts and vanish into thin air. And Emma Brighton sees the future and throws up force fields like it’s nothing.
Together, we’re Isis’s Inner Circle—her modern-day daughters, bound by fate, flame, and the kind of power most people would kill for. Our duty? Protect the innocent, uncover the betrayal that fractured our Goddess’s path, and stop whatever darkness is rising in our quiet little town of Mountain View, New Jersey.
Trouble is already brewing—and it’s up to us to stop it.
But before I get to the demons, the magic, and the chaos, you should know how it all began.
I know, I know—the backstory never sounds as exciting as the “kick-ass witch saves the world” part.
But trust me—my beginning is far from boring.
This is my story.
And I’m telling it my way.
If you can’t handle that, you might as well stop reading now.
But if you stay—well—let’s just say the fire’s only getting started.





Chapter 1 — Brooklyn’s Rebel
New York City has always been my lullaby.
The rhythm of traffic, the hum of voices echoing through the alleyways, the low rumble of the subway beneath my feet—it all felt alive. The city breathed, and somehow, I could breathe with it. It wasn’t quiet or perfect, but it was real. And real was enough.
My parents never saw it that way. To them, New York was a stage—a place where appearances mattered, where success was measured in who noticed you and how flawless you looked doing it. I was supposed to be their masterpiece. Their polished daughter. The one who smiled, achieved, and never cracked.
But the truth was—I was suffocating.
Every word they said pressed on my chest like invisible hands. Every dinner party, every lecture about how “image is everything,” chipped away at who I really was. They called it “love.” I called it a cage.
Music was the only thing that made sense.
When I was with Ashes of Eden—Jay on lead guitar, Lucas switching between rhythm and piano, and Mya pounding out her soul on drums—I could finally breathe. We started in Jay’s garage with borrowed amps and lyrics scribbled on coffee-stained notebook pages. None of us were perfect, but that was kind of the point.
We didn’t just play songs—we survived them.

“Perfect’s Not Me”
[Verse 1]
Wake up, tie my hair just right
Smile so tight it cuts like wire
Another day, another show
Playing someone they don’t even know
Grades like gold, don’t slip, don’t fall
Stand up straight, don't feel at all
I’m screaming quiet in my skin
But they just ask why I can’t win
[Pre-Chorus]
I try to breathe, I try to speak
But they don’t hear the real me
Their dream, my cage, I lost the key
To who I’m really supposed to be
[Chorus]
I’m not your mirror, not your doll
Not some picture on the wall
You want a version you control
But I’ve got cracks and I’ve got soul
I’m done with chasing your degree
In what you think is best for me
You want perfect—
But perfect’s not me
[Verse 2]
Dress me up in silent rules
Trade my voice for “being cool”
You say it’s love, you say it’s care
But love that says “change” isn’t fair
I light a match behind my eyes
Burning down your sweet white lies
You say you’re proud when I obey
But never proud when I stray
[Pre-Chorus]
I wear the mask, I play the part
But it’s not me inside this heart
I won’t pretend, won’t shrink to fit
I’m more than what you won’t admit
[Chorus]
I’m not your mirror, not your doll
Not some picture on the wall
You want a version you control
But I’ve got cracks and I’ve got soul
I’m done with chasing your degree
In what you think is best for me
You want perfect—
But perfect’s not me
[Bridge]
I’ll make mistakes, I’ll be too loud
I’ll stand alone outside the crowd
You taught me shame, but I found pride
In every flaw I used to hide
[Final Chorus]
I’m not your mirror, not your doll
I won’t be framed up on your wall
You want a version you control
But I’ve got fire you’ll never hold
I’m building who I’m meant to be
Not who you say I should be
You want perfect—
But perfect’s not me
[Outro – soft to raw]
You want perfect...
But I’m finally free
And perfect’s not me

The crowd that night was small—just locals in an East Village café, sipping burnt coffee and pretending not to care. But when Jay hit the first chord, everything else fell away. I felt their eyes on me, my parents’ voices echoing in the back of my mind—“Stand straight, Maddy. Smile.”
Instead, I screamed. I sang until my throat burned and my lungs ached. Every lyric was a rebellion.
When the last note faded, there was silence—then applause that shook the tiny room. I caught Jay’s grin, Mya’s fist pump, Lucas’s quiet nod. It was the first time I felt… alive. Seen. Not perfect, but powerful.
We packed up our gear under the glow of flickering neon, and Jay slung his guitar case over his shoulder.
“You were on fire tonight, Mads,” he said.
I laughed. “Yeah, well, maybe that’s my thing.”
Lucas smiled faintly. “You’ve always been fire. You just needed a match.”
I didn’t know then how literal that would become.

A few nights later, we met again in the garage. It was cold, damp, and loud—the way we liked it. I brought a new song, one that had been clawing at my chest since the last fight with my parents. I told the others I wanted to try something rawer, angrier—something that sounded like me breaking free.
Jay started the riff. Mya hit the drums like thunder. And I sang.

“Hear Me Roar”
[Verse 1]
I’m not your picture-perfect scene
I’m the noise behind the quiet dreams
They call me trouble, say I’m wild
But I’m just a searching child
Every rule, I try to bend
Not 'cause I want to start the end
I’m screaming loud, but all you hear
Is defiance wrapped in fear
[Pre-Chorus]
I’m not breaking, I’m just breaking through
Trying to find the words that fit me true
[Chorus]
Hear me roar, I’m more than they say
Not just the girl who’s out of place
I’m pushing walls, I’m burning bright
I’m not the darkness — I’m the light
Misunderstood, but I won’t fall
I’m just a voice trying to break the walls
Hear me roar, I’m coming through
This is me — raw and true
[Verse 2]
They label me, put me in a box
But I’m not just a ticking clock
I’m fire burning through the night
A rebel chasing what is right
Every step, a challenge thrown
But I’m stronger on my own
Don’t call me loud, don’t call me wrong
I’m just writing my own song
[Pre-Chorus]
I’m not breaking, I’m just breaking through
Trying to find the words that fit me true
[Chorus]
Hear me roar, I’m more than they say
Not just the girl who’s out of place
I’m pushing walls, I’m burning bright
I’m not the darkness — I’m the light
Misunderstood, but I won’t fall
I’m just a voice trying to break the walls
Hear me roar, I’m coming through
This is me — raw and true
[Bridge]
I’m not your silence, I’m not your fear
I’m every shout you didn’t hear
I’m breaking chains, I’m breaking free
The only voice I need is me
[Final Chorus]
Hear me roar, I’m more than they say
Not just the girl who’s out of place
I’m pushing walls, I’m burning bright
I’m not the darkness — I’m the light
Misunderstood, but I won’t fall
I’m just a voice trying to break the walls
Hear me roar, I’m coming through
This is me — raw and true
[Outro – fading powerful]
Hear me… hear me…
I’m loud, I’m real — hear me roar.

That night, something strange stirred inside me. The air around me shimmered, like the moment before a storm breaks. My fingertips tingled as if the world itself was holding its breath. When the song ended, I swear I saw a flicker of light dance across the mic stand.
“Static,” Jay said, brushing it off.
But I knew better.
Something had changed.
And as April crept closer—my sixteenth birthday just days away—I could feel it. The city that once felt like home now hummed too loudly. Lights seemed to burn hotter. I couldn’t shake the feeling that something was waking up inside me.
Something ancient.
Something fiery.




Chapter 2 — 16 and Ashes
The week before my sixteenth birthday, something in me started to change.
Electric. Unsteady. Like the city itself was holding its breath every time I walked by. Streetlights flickered when I passed under them, and the air around me buzzed with invisible static. I was restless, jittery—like I was waiting for something to ignite.
Jay said it was hormones.
Mya called it “bad vibes.”
Lucas just said, “Channel it into the music, Mads.”
So I did.
We played harder, faster, louder—our songs turning into therapy sessions with amps.

The morning of my birthday, I woke to my parents arguing in hushed voices downstairs. The scent of burnt toast hung in the air. Brooklyn sunlight filtered through my window, cutting across the worn posters on my walls—bands, lyrics, fragments of who I was trying to be.
When I came downstairs, they were suddenly all smiles.
“Happy birthday, sweetheart,” my mom said, setting a small silver box on the table.
Inside was a pendant—an angel with outstretched arms cupping flames in her hands. The metal shimmered like it had its own heartbeat.
“It’s… beautiful,” I said, though a chill crept through me.
“It was left on the porch,” my mom said, glancing at my dad. “No card. Maybe one of your friends?”
I shook my head. Jay couldn’t afford a latte, much less jewelry.
When I clasped it around my neck, the chain felt warm—almost alive. The air seemed to pulse. My mom’s smile faltered for half a second, but she said nothing.

That night, I met up with the band at our usual spot—an old, graffiti-covered lot under the Williamsburg Bridge.
Jay had his beat-up Fender, Mya was tapping a rhythm on an overturned paint bucket, and Lucas was leaning against the chain-link fence, cigarette smoke curling through the streetlight haze.
“Happy birthday, troublemaker,” Jay grinned, tossing me a soda.
“Yea, the big one-six,” Mya added. “Still grounded, or are we celebrating?”
“Grounded from what? I’ve already lost my life privileges,” I muttered.
Lucas chuckled. “Then let’s give them something worth grounding you for.”
He strummed a few chords, and the familiar pulse of ‘Hear Me Roar’ filled the night air.
I sang—loud, raw, unfiltered. Every line was a confession, every lyric a punch at the cage I’d been living in. For once, I didn’t care who heard me.
But someone did.
Red and blue lights sliced through the night like judgment.
“Shit—cops!” Mya hissed.
Jay bolted toward the alley, dragging his guitar by the neck. Lucas tossed his cigarette and took off behind him. I was halfway over the fence when a voice barked,
“Stop right there!”
The flashlight hit me square in the face.

By the time my parents got to the station, I was sitting in the holding room, reeking of spray paint and guilt.
My mom’s disappointment was worse than the officer’s lecture.
My dad’s silence was worse than either.
They didn’t speak all the way home. But the second the door shut behind us, the dam broke.
“What the hell were you thinking?” my father shouted.
“I wasn’t tagging! We were just—”
“You were arrested for trespassing! Do you know how that looks?”
I laughed bitterly. “Oh, there it is. The image speech.”
“Don’t take that tone with me,” he warned.
“Then stop treating me like a headline!” I snapped. “You care more about what people think than who I am!”
“Maddy, please—” my mom started.
“No! You want perfect grades, perfect daughter, perfect everything!”
I could feel it building—heat crawling up my spine, burning behind my eyes.
“Stop it,” I whispered, though I didn’t know who I was talking to—my parents, or the thing inside me that was waking up.
“Maddy, calm down,” my mom said softly.
But it was too late.
“Don’t touch me!” I screamed.
And the world exploded.

Fire ripped through the kitchen first—fast, violent, alive. It roared across the ceiling like it had been waiting for an excuse. The pendant around my neck blazed white-hot.
My mother screamed my name.
My father grabbed for me, then for the fire extinguisher.
Smoke filled the air before he could even pull the pin.
“Go! Get out!” he shouted.
The heat hit me like a wave. I stumbled toward the door, gasping, the pendant burning against my chest. I wanted to help them—but I froze. My hands trembled, and every breath felt like fire in my lungs.
“Maddy!” my mother cried.
And then her voice was gone.

I ran. I don’t even remember choosing to—I just did.
The sirens, the flashing lights, the shattering glass—it all blurred together into a nightmare I couldn’t wake from.
By dawn, the only thing left of my life was smoke and ash.
Jay found me huddled on his porch steps, staring at nothing.
“Maddy… what happened?”
I didn’t answer. The words were gone, burned away.
He pulled me into a hug. “You can stay here, okay? Whatever you need.”
But I couldn’t stay.
Not after what I did.

They called it an electrical fire.
I called it karma.
And when they placed me in St. Peter’s Home for Girls—somewhere quiet, sterile, and far from everything that used to make me feel alive—I didn’t argue.
The silence was heavy. The air smelled too clean.
New York was noise and chaos—my lullaby.
Denville was stillness. The kind that made me want to scream.
Sometimes, when I stared at the pendant’s faint glow, I swore I could hear the crackle of flames again.
And in the quiet of that strange, suffocating room, I whispered to myself—
“I didn’t mean to.”
But deep down, I knew the truth.
The fire had always been mine.
















Chapter 3 — Ashes of Eden
The first night at St. Peter’s felt like being dropped inside a snow globe — quiet, contained, everything frozen mid-breath.
I hated it.
The walls were too white, the air too clean. No sirens, no subways, no rhythm. Just silence — a sound that crawled under my skin. I couldn’t sleep. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw flames behind my eyelids and heard my mother’s voice screaming my name.
The next morning, Sister Marianne gave me a folder with my name neatly typed on the front. “We’re happy to have you here, Madison,” she said with a smile that was all routine and no warmth. “You’ll adjust in time.”
Adjust.
Like grief was a new pair of shoes I just had to break in.

Days passed in a blur. I went to classes. Ate bland food. Slept in a room that wasn’t mine. The other girls mostly ignored me, except for a few who whispered about “the fire girl” when they thought I couldn’t hear.
I stopped trying to talk to anyone.
Instead, I filled a cheap notebook with lyrics — scraps of pain and rhythm and apology that bled across the pages. I wasn’t even sure if I was writing songs anymore or just confessing to ghosts.
I thought that part of my life — the band, the music, the laughter — had burned up too.
Until one Saturday afternoon, I heard something I hadn’t heard in weeks.
Guitar strings.

I followed the sound out into the yard, blinking against the sunlight.
Under the big oak tree near the fence sat Jay, Mya, and Lucas — my band, Ashes of Eden — playing soft, stripped-down versions of our old songs.
Jay looked up first, flashing me a crooked smile. “Took you long enough, O’Riley. We were starting to think the nuns kidnapped your soul.”
Mya hit a cymbal with her drumstick. “Or worse — made you join choir.”
I froze. Part of me wanted to run back inside, but the other part — the one that still believed in melodies and magic — pulled me closer.
Lucas nodded toward me. “C’mon, Mads. We saved your spot.”
The old me would’ve cracked a joke, but I just swallowed hard and sat down in the grass. Jay strummed the opening chords of ‘Perfect’s Not Me’, and for a second, I forgot how to breathe.
The lyrics hit harder now. Every word felt like a bruise — a reminder of who I used to be, who I’d tried so hard to please, and who I’d lost in the fire.
When the chorus came, Jay looked at me and said quietly, “It’s still your song, Maddy. Take it.”
So I did.
My voice shook at first — rusty, unfamiliar — but by the second verse, the music took over. It crawled up through my ribs and into my throat until the words came out rough and real:
I’m not your mirror, not your doll / Not some picture on the wall / You want a version you control / But I’ve got cracks and I’ve got soul...
Mya’s rhythm kicked in, soft but steady, like a heartbeat. Lucas added harmonies under his breath, his eyes closed.
When the last note faded, the air felt different — heavier and lighter at the same time.
Jay grinned. “See? Still got fire in you.”
The word made me flinch. Fire.
He noticed. “Hey. I didn’t mean—”
“It’s fine,” I lied.
But later, sitting in the grass after they left, I stared down at my hands. There was still ash under my nails, though it wasn’t real anymore. Maybe it never would be.
Still, for the first time since the fire, I didn’t feel completely hollow.

That night, I opened my notebook again and began writing a new song. It didn’t have a name yet, but the first line came easily:
We were the echoes no one claimed, half-formed dreams, half-forgotten names…
“Phoenix Kids,” I whispered.
A song for the broken ones.
For kids like me who burned and somehow kept going.
I didn’t notice the figure outside the iron gate — the one standing in the dark, half-hidden by the trees.
Logan watched quietly, a shadow among shadows. His hands were clenched at his sides, knuckles white. He couldn’t step forward, not yet. Not until she was ready.
But as Maddy strummed her first trembling notes of “Phoenix Kids,” he smiled faintly.
“Still got that fire, huh?” he murmured to himself.
Then he disappeared into the night.

















Chapter 4 — Starting Over Me
The days after the band’s visit passed like slow-moving smoke — still hanging in the air long after the fire was gone.
Every night, I dreamed of my parents’ faces, blurred and fading, and every morning I woke up to silence. No subway rumble, no clinking coffee cups, no mom humming through the kitchen. Just the hollow sound of my breath echoing in the too-clean dorm room.
I didn’t talk much after that Saturday. The staff must’ve thought the music visit was a “good influence,” but it only made me miss everything more — the noise, the mess, the life I had before I burned it down.
When I couldn’t sleep, I sat by the window with my notebook and my guitar — the only thing they’d let me keep. I started writing a song that came out of nowhere, like a confession I couldn’t keep buried anymore.
Ashes and Apologies
There’s a photo I can’t look at
Buried deep in my top drawer
Smiles frozen in a flash
From the life that came before
I replay every word I said
Like matches striking in my head
Could I have stopped the storm that night?
Or was I just too scared to fight?
I’m sorry for the fire, I’m sorry for the flame,
For every word I can’t reclaim.
I loved you more than I could show,
But sometimes love can let you go.
I played it soft — almost a whisper. The words felt too raw to say out loud, but the melody helped me breathe again. It didn’t erase the guilt, but it made it quieter — just enough to live with.

A few weeks later, Sister Marianne said the orphanage was hosting an open adoption day. I wasn’t interested. No one ever wanted a sixteen-year-old with baggage. Kids like me aged out, disappeared, or became cautionary tales for good families with white picket fences.
So I did what I always did — found a quiet corner of the yard with a book. Great Expectations. Ironic, I know.
I was sitting under the same oak tree where the band had played when she walked in.
She didn’t look like anyone else who’d ever come here. Her blonde curls glowed in the sunlight, and her sundress swayed like she’d just stepped out of a painting. She wasn’t looking for a kid — she was looking for something she’d already lost.
Her eyes landed on me.
When she smiled, I felt something loosen in my chest.
“Hello there. May I join you?” she asked.
I shrugged, trying to look disinterested. “Free country.”
She sat anyway, folding her hands in her lap. “Great Expectations,” she said, nodding at my book. “A good choice. Though I’ve always had a soft spot for Jane Eyre.”
That got my attention.
“You actually read nineteenth-century literature?”
“Love it,” she said. “I’m Julie.”
And that’s how it started. Two strangers bonding over ghosts of old authors and stories that never really end.
She talked about her work — interior design, her late husband’s letters, and how she’d once dreamed of adopting. She didn’t say it outright, but I could feel it — that pull between grief and hope, the same one I carried.
When she noticed my necklace, she leaned closer. “That’s beautiful. May I?”
I hesitated but nodded.
She turned the silver pendant over in her hand. “My daughter has one almost exactly like this. Except her angel holds a tree.”
My heart stuttered. “Mine was a birthday gift,” I said quietly. “Showed up on the doorstep in a small velvet box. No note, no name. My parents said it must’ve been from some relative, but… no one ever claimed it.”
Julie’s fingers brushed the engraved angel. “Maybe it wasn’t from a person at all,” she said softly. “Maybe it was meant for you.”
I didn’t believe in fate. But in that moment, it didn’t feel impossible.

I didn’t expect her to come back.
But she did — paperwork in hand, smile trembling with something like relief.
And just like that, I had a home again.

The house in Mountain View was everything Brooklyn wasn’t — quiet, clean, wide open. No graffiti, no smoke, no hum of traffic. Just stillness and sky.
Julie showed me to my room — walls painted in warm sunset colors, a shelf full of old books, and a desk with brand-new notebooks waiting for me.
“It’s yours,” she said.
I didn’t know what to say. So I just whispered, “Thank you.”
That night, I sat on my bed, staring out the window at the empty suburban street. The silence didn’t scare me this time. It just felt… waiting.
I picked up my guitar and started strumming.
The words came easier than they had in months — soft, fragile, but real.
Starting Over Me
I’ve been the storm, I’ve been the silence,
I built my walls, I chose the violence,
Said things I wish I could unsay,
Ran from love and pushed away.
But tonight I breathe, I let it be,
The ashes fade, there’s light in me.
The past won’t own what’s left to see,
I’m starting over — starting over me.
When I finished, the house creaked — the soft sound of old beams settling. For a second, I swore I felt warmth brush against my cheek, like someone whispering, Keep going, Maddy.
Maybe it was just my imagination.
Or maybe it was something else — something older, watching, waiting.
Either way, I wasn’t ready to stop singing yet.
Chapter 5 — A New Home
It took weeks for the shock to wear off. Even now, waking up in Julie’s house still felt strange — too clean, too quiet, too good.
Brooklyn had been my lullaby — sirens in the distance, people shouting, dogs barking through open windows. I used to fall asleep to chaos; it made sense to me. Here in Mountain View, the silence was so heavy it pressed on my chest. I’d wake in the night thinking I’d gone deaf.
Julie tried to make it easier. She’d leave breakfast waiting — pancakes shaped like hearts, scrambled eggs still steaming — and write little notes on the napkin:
Have a great day, sweet girl.
Found a new book for you in the library.
Don’t forget — we all deserve second chances.
I’d tuck those notes in my journal and pretend not to care. But I did. I cared more than I wanted to admit.
When she first brought me home, she gave me space. She said she understood what grief did to a person. Her husband — Rowan’s dad — had been killed overseas a year earlier. The house still felt like it was waiting for him to walk through the door. His coat still hung by the stairs. His photo — Army uniform, proud smile — sat on the mantel.
I kept my distance the first week, reading in the library or walking the wraparound porch until the sun dipped low. Sometimes I’d catch Julie staring out the window, holding her coffee like a lifeline. She told me Rowan had gone on a summer trip with an old friend — “something to help her process everything,” she’d said — and would be home soon.
That word — soon — started to feel like a countdown I couldn’t stop.
To fill the silence, I turned back to the only thing that ever made sense: music.

The first time I picked up my guitar again, it felt like touching something sacred and broken at the same time. Jay and the others had visited me at the orphanage before Julie adopted me — showed up in Jay’s beat-up van with their amps and Mya’s drum kit crammed in the back. We played under the old oak in the yard until the staff yelled at us for the noise.
Jay had handed me my guitar that day, his expression gentle but firm. “Music’s how we bleed without dying, Mads. Don’t stop.”
So I didn’t.
Now, I played late at night with my window cracked open, whispering songs to the stars. Sometimes it was Ashes and Apologies — my confession dressed up as melody. Sometimes it was Starting Over Me — a promise I wasn’t sure I could keep.
Each chord carried a memory: my parents’ laughter, the band’s harmonies, the sound of fire eating everything I loved. I swore the flames still lived somewhere under my skin, waiting.
Julie never said anything about the music, though once I caught her listening from the hallway, eyes glistening in the dim light. She just smiled and said, “It’s good to hear the house alive again.”

By the second month, I’d memorized every creak of the floorboards and every flicker of light through the curtains. I was starting to feel safe — or as safe as a girl who’d accidentally burned her world down could feel.
Then one afternoon, the quiet broke.
Julie was on the phone in her office when a car pulled into the driveway. I looked up from my notebook on the porch just in time to see the black SUV stop, the engine still running.
A girl about my age stepped out — curls pulled back, skin pale from the sun, eyes sharp enough to cut glass. She yanked a duffel bag from the back seat and stood there, scanning the house like she was bracing for impact.
The front door opened behind me. Julie’s voice trembled with excitement.
“Rowan! Oh, honey, you’re home!”
I turned just as she rushed past me down the steps, her sundress fluttering.
Rowan hesitated. “Hey, Mom,” she said, her voice flat, unreadable.
Julie reached for her, smiling through tears. “I’ve missed you so much.”
Rowan’s gaze flicked past her — straight to me.
Her expression hardened. “Who’s that?”
Julie froze for half a heartbeat, then said softly, “Rowan, this is Maddy. She’s been staying with us.”
“Staying?” Rowan asked, her tone ice.
“I adopted her.”
The silence that followed was thick and heavy as smoke.
“You… adopted her,” Rowan repeated, like she needed to hear it again to believe it. “While I was gone?”
“Sweetheart, I—”
Rowan shook her head. “Of course. Why deal with losing Dad when you can just replace me too?”
“Rowan!” Julie’s voice cracked, but Rowan was already moving up the porch steps.
The screen door slammed so hard the sound echoed through my chest.
Julie stood there, trembling. “She just needs time,” she whispered, mostly to herself.
I wanted to believe her. I really did. But the truth was, Rowan didn’t look like she needed time.
She looked like she needed a fight.













