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 "Just take a deep breath. They can't be mad at you for taking time off. How often 

does someone discover your father is a serial killer?"  

"Hopefully only once," I say. Honestly, I don't think I could take another 

bombshell discovery like that. Ever. 

Jess brings my hair from behind my shoulder and drops it at the front. "If they 

try to give you shit, just remind them they're the ones who always advocate that agents 

take time off for mental health."  

I nod, because she's right. They do tell us that. "I don't think they anticipate a six 

month break for that." 

"You're just special," she says. 

"Special Agent."  

"You bet. Cass, you'll be fine."  

God, I hope so. It's been six months since I left the FBI, and now I'm ready to get 

back to work. I think I am, or I feel like I ought to be. Six months is a long time, and 

things should be normal by now.  

"It's almost time for you to go in. Anything else you need to tell me?" she asks.  

The way she phrases her question, I almost wonder if she knows. I stare at her for 

a few seconds, trying to get a read. "No. Just wish me luck," I say. 

"Of course." Jess gives me a brief hug before fixing my suit jacket. Always 

prepared to make everyone else look good. She's one of the best for a reason. "You'll be 

awesome." 
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I spent three years preparing to become a special agent. I spent eight months 

doing basic things, had one assignment to track a suspected criminal, got thrown onto 

the Brent Rossett case.... 

And left the FBI. 

What was I supposed to do? I had just faced the fight of my life. I needed to rest 

and recharge. And as far as I know, the FBI doesn't have a policy for what happens when 

one becomes the personal target of a serial killer. So, I left to figure out what was next, 

to get things in order. 

Now I just have to convince The Director and his board that what I did was the 

right thing. 

"Okay, go." Jess gives me one last hug before shooing me into the conference 

room. It's a room I've never been in before, and I take a moment to take my 

surroundings. 

They label it a conference room, but it looks more like a mini court room. Typical 

FBI. One table sits on the left side of the room, and a single chair accompanies it. The 

other table is longer, two or three tables pushed together. That's where The Director and 

his board are sitting. The larger table suggests more power, even though that's not 

always the case. 

The Director looks up from his notepad on the table and smiles, but the smile 

doesn't quite make it to his eyes, and I'm just a tad suspicious. "Cassandra, it's so nice to 

see you," he says. The way The Director always uses my full name almost leaves a bitter 

taste in my mouth. At one point, I considered him a mentor, and it almost felt like a 

term of endearment. After six months, I don't know what to feel anymore. 



DOUBLE PLAYED © 2016 Laura Teagan

"You too, sir." After being away for so long, it's a bit strange to be back here, 

facing the man who unintentionally set me up to meet my father. 

Well, I met the man who led me to my father. 

And I then I met my father, too. 

I shake my head. I'm not going to worry about that anymore. It's been six months 

since that happened. When I think about all of it (which is most of the time), I can't 

believe I somehow made it out with just a few scars on my leg and a heart that was 

utterly confused. 

Still, dealing with the fact that my father is a serial killer? I think most people 

would agree that it would take a long time to fully recover from that, especially since he 

tried to kill me. Other people mourn the death of their parents, and mine tried to bring 

death to me. The fact that I'm still dealing with that feels okay, but still dealing with 

feelings for a man I haven't seen in that amount of time? Get over it, Morgan. It ain't 

happening. Never thought I would fall for a man who had abandoned the FBI, but I also 

never thought I would meet my father, and I had both happen to me in one case. 

"Please, sit down. Everyone else will join us in a moment." The Director points to 

the one chair sitting by itself. Everywhere I go lately, it feels like it's me against the 

world. My chair versus a table.  

"Thank you." I walk over and sit down. In a few minutes all eyes will be on me. 

After the Rossett matter, I realized that I'm not a fan of everyone looking at me. The 

press wanted to eat me alive, and that was a big factor in my decision to leave. Being an 

FBI agent requires a certain degree of secrecy, and with everyone and their mother 

plastering my face on the internet and on TV, it was hard to do my job. 
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So, I added it to my collection of "reasons to get the hell out of D.C."  

The back door opens, and I look up, watching the group of agents walk in. I only 

recognize one woman, Deputy Director Walker. She's new on her job, appointed when I 

was gone, but she looks confident in herself.  

At some point, though, I'd like to think I walked like Walker did, confidently, and 

in control of myself. Now I operate in some weird no-man's land between a negative 

level of self-confidence and some neutral zone where I neither love myself nor hate 

myself. I go from moments of intense emotions to nothingness quickly now. All of my 

flaws from before Rossett have grown since Rossett.  

The rest of the agents? No idea.  

All the agents, including Walker and The Director, sit down at their long table 

and take a moment to look over some files. My fact sheet is in there, and it's probably 

accompanied by some press releases involving the Rossett matter and internal 

documents detailing my work with Connor Anders and how it led to finding Rossett. 

Basically all my secrets from the end of the year are in their hands. Well, most of 

them. I held onto a few for later on when I actually need them. 

After a moment, Walker leans over to her microphone. "Ms. Morgan." Ouch. Not 

even Special Agent anymore. "Thank you for joining us. As I'm sure you know, coming 

back to the FBI after a leave of absence is a detailed process. You've taken all the 

appropriate steps, but we want to make sure that your return is at the right time and 

that you're ready for it. So in your words, tell me exactly why you left." 

Oh, where do I even begin? 
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"I had a bit of an identity crisis, I guess. I grew up for twenty-two years not 

knowing who either of my parents were. My whole life people told me my father was a 

deadbeat, and I knew my mother was just dead. No one ever told me that my mother 

was dead because my father was a serial killer." 

"So you had no idea that The Assassin was your father?" Walker asks.  

I bite my lip, because I hate this question. They've asked me this under a 

polygraph, they've asked me under oath. They've thought of every way to try and trick 

me into admitting I knew ahead of time, but there was no way for me to know what I 

didn't know. "You know, I really hate that term. He's technically not an assassin, he's 

just a murderer. But that would be correct. I had no idea. Just like I had no idea Sarah 

Marlay was my mother." 

An agent at the end of the table writes down a few notes, and I'm hoping that this 

reminder will work in my favor. The world knows about Brent Rossett, the murderer 

who escaped from jail. But in the FBI, my mother is just as infamous, but in a better 

way. Rossett is a monster, but what I've learned in the past few months suggests my 

mother was a badass.  

"What a peculiar situation to be in. You find out your father kills people, but your 

mother was one of the top special agents in the history of the Bureau. And you expect us 

to believe that you had no idea until Rossett was out of jail?" Walker asks.  

I shoot a look at The Director. I don't know why he's letting her do all the talking, 

but so far, I don't like her. 

"Ma'am, I grew up in a string of foster homes. Now knowing what I know about 

my parents, it's easy to see that none of the foster families would have clearance to have 
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access to files about Sarah or Brent. It was lost in the paperwork shuffle. By the time I 

was old enough to really push for answers, I didn't think I cared anymore. What good 

would knowing who my parents were do? My mother has been dead for almost twenty-

three years, and my father obviously didn't want me."  

Walker takes the moment to jot down some note. 

"Ms. Morgan, you took a leave of absence three weeks after the events with 

Rossett. Six months is a long time. How do we know that you're ready to join the FBI 

again?" 

The big question. "It got to the point where instead of feeling peaceful at home, I 

became restless. I needed to get out of my apartment. That's when I knew it was time to 

get back to work." 

"Special Agent Morgan, forgive me, but you must understand why we're worried. 

There isn't typical special agent training for these sorts of things. Did you have any sort 

of repercussions after the incident?"  

I try not to let my face falter at the question. Play it cool, Morgan. "Well, yes. I 

think after what happened, it would be natural to have some sort of setback. It's not 

often one finds herself on the floor with her father trying to stick a knife in her. That was 

six months ago. He's in jail, and I've made forward progress in putting the situation 

behind me. What happened that night will make me a better agent." 

"How so?" The Director asks. 

"Brent Rossett got inside my head. I survived a case that was personal, even 

though it shouldn't have been. A personal vendetta is a strong thing. I survived. The 
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people who are out there now will have nothing compared to that. I read people faster. I 

see what's coming quicker."  

This time it's The Director who scribbles down his notes. I've waited months for 

this day. Jess even helped me prepare for the questions we knew the board would ask. 

All of these things are questions I've answered time and time again. Yet, I feel scared 

inside. What if the FBI doesn't want me anymore? What if, at twenty-three, I'm 

damaged goods? I passed the physical. The scars on my leg don't slow me down, at least 

not until I look at them.  

I look around the room, at the line of top special agents who are either looking 

back at me or taking notes. Coming back after a leave of absence is worse than what it 

took to get hired on in the first place. "Special Agent Morgan, is it true that you left to go 

to Texas for five months? If so, why?" The Director asks.  

"A few reasons. Texas is home, and I needed a safe place to recover. There was 

also intense press coverage of my life here in D.C. So, I escaped for a few months. Took 

some time to heal, both emotionally and physically. Look, I get it. An agent leaving after 

her first big case looks horrible on paper. But keep in mind, this wasn't just any ordinary 

case. This was personal on so many levels. I'll never have another case like this again. If 

I can survive that, I can survive any case you throw at me." 

"In your testimony after the fact, you discovered that Rossett was your father 

because of a picture? Explain that again," Walker says. 

"I have this photo of myself as a baby. I don't know the details behind it or how 

I've managed to keep it all these years. After Rossett escaped, People Magazine did an 
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article about him and Sarah. There was a little inset box about their baby, including a 

picture. That was the same picture I have. I recognized it immediately."  

"So someone else has a copy of this picture?" 

"Yes. That's the only logical conclusion." 

"But you don't know who?" Walker asks. 

"No, I don't know."  

"Have you contacted the magazine to see who submitted that photo?" The 

Director asks. 

"No, sir, I have not. I don't know if I want to know who has that photo. The agent 

in me says I need to follow the potential lead, but the woman who almost died at the 

hands of her father? She wants nothing to do with it. For now, I'm listening to the 

woman, not the agent." 

Walker and The Director begin talking in hushed tones, and I wonder if I said 

something wrong. "All right, thank you, Ms. Morgan. That's all for now."


