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    Prologue 
 
      
 
    “The world is bigger than you think and full of danger,” Edward Grimm told his nine-year-old granddaughter, Adeline. “But we can protect ourselves with a very powerful weapon. Do you know what that is?” 
 
    Adeline, who sat hunched in a chair by the fire, shook her head. “No, Grandpa.” 
 
    He knelt before her and smiled. “Knowledge, my dear girl. It is the most powerful weapon in the world.” 
 
    She tried to return the smile but couldn’t quite manage it. She had barely spoken in the week since she arrived at the mansion. Being torn from the life she’d known had taken its toll on the normally happy child. Her parents were gone, killed in a car accident, and now she lived with a grandparent she saw maybe once a year. Edward never expected to be raising a child again at his age, but he was the only family she had left, he couldn’t turn her away. 
 
    Losing Phillip had been a blow, made worse by the fact that they had barely said two words to each other in the last few years. All because of the League of Watchers. Phillip rejected Edward’s offer to follow in his footsteps, he wanted a normal life, for Adeline to stay ignorant.  
 
    Edward wanted to honor his son’s wish, to keep his life secret from her, but to not prepare Adeline for the world would be wrong. She needed to know what was out there so she could defend herself. He didn’t want to frighten her, so he would find a way to explain it to her that suited her age. She loved to read, so why not start with a history lesson? 
 
    He presented Adeline with a hardback book, with a black cover and gold lettering. She took it, reading the title slowly. “Are myths like fairy tales, Grandpa?” she asked, her big brown eyes lighting up. 
 
    “In a way, but these myths have truth in them. There are no talking frogs or handsome princes. Would you like me to read one to you?” 
 
    She nodded, her brown hair falling over her face. She pushed it back, adjusted her glasses and settled back in the chair to listen, snuggled up with a blanket. She seemed to prefer the quiet of the library and spent most of her days in the chair by the fire. It seemed to comfort her. 
 
     Edward took a seat opposite her, wincing as he lowered himself down, opened the book and began to read. His old bones felt the damage of years of fighting with hell beasts. He had faced more than his fair share, but he did it all to protect the innocent. 
 
    Adeline listened intently to the story, stopping him every once in a while, to ask a question. When he finished the story, Adeline asked, “Is magic real, Grandpa?” 
 
    He considered the question for a moment. To a child, magic involved unicorns and rainbows, the truth was much darker. Magic was a chaotic force which could destroy lives and messed with the balance of nature if used incorrectly.  
 
    Propping his chin in his hand, he said, “Magic does exist, but it must be used in the proper way.” 
 
    A smile lit up her face, a real smile, he noted. “Like Harry Potter?” 
 
    His lips quirked; she was so innocent. “A little. I can teach you about all of this, if you want me to?” 
 
    She nodded, leaning forward in her chair. “Yes, I want to learn magic.” 
 
    “Well, we can work up to that. For now, would you like another story?” 
 
    “Yes, please.” 
 
    Moving onto the next story, he started reading. She fell asleep toward the end, head resting on the arm of the chair. Edward closed the book, turning his gaze to the flickering flames in the fireplace. Despite his reservations, it felt good to share his home with someone again. To have someone to take care of. Phillip left home at eighteen, striking out on his own. He never asked for help, always eager to do things for himself, just as he had been taught. But Edward had to admit, he sometimes longed for the days when Phillip was a child and they would spend time together. It was one of the reasons he wanted him to join the League, so they could work together. 
 
    Phillip never wanted the life of a Watcher, but I can help mold Adeline into the best Watcher there is. 
 
    Knowing what lay ahead made him anxious about sending her into the lion’s den, but he wouldn’t be around forever. He needed someone to carry on his legacy, to ensure the world kept spinning. She was a Grimm – strong, a fighter. 
 
    I just wish it didn’t have to fall on her. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter One 
 
      
 
    “You can do this, Dell. Your whole life has been leading up to this moment. Don’t blow it,” I muttered to myself.  
 
    Hovering on the front steps of the red brick building in the corner of campus, I went over the check list in my head. 
 
    Appropriate outfit. I glanced at my black slacks and blazer. Check. 
 
    Willingness to learn. Check. 
 
    Can do attitude. Check. 
 
    Squaring my shoulders, I took a deep breath, plastered on a smile and opened the door to the prestigious Watcher Academy, to begin my life as a trainee Watcher. 
 
    Stepping over the threshold, I heard a snap and I stumbled. Catching myself on the wall, I looked down to find that the heel on my boot had snapped off. 
 
    I groaned in frustration. Why did this crap always happen to me? I had the worst luck in the world. I considered returning to my room on campus to fix it, but then I would be late for my induction. That wouldn’t go over well, I wanted to make a good impression, especially today.  
 
    Maybe someone has glue or tape that I can use to fix it. 
 
    Snatching it up, I walked on the ball of my foot, making my way down the short hallway to a second door. This one needed a key card to open it. I expected a guard to be present, but I guess that would be hard to explain since the Academy’s cover was historical society. They hid in plain sight, where they wouldn’t stand out, at a prestigious college in New Hampshire.   
 
    Knocking loudly, I waited, trying to keep my balance. Nothing was going to ruin this experience for me. I just wished that Grandpa lived long enough to see this. All those years as a Watcher and he died from an unexpected heart attack at home. It didn’t seem right somehow. He should have gone down fighting. 
 
    There was a beeping noise and the door opened. A man stuck his head out. “Adeline Grimm?” He wore a black suit, his dark hair slicked back. I pegged him at thirty. Not a trainee, but not a seasoned Watcher either. 
 
    “Yes, but I go by Dell.” I hated my full name, preferring the nickname Grandpa gave me. 
 
    He pushed the door open wider and stepped back. “Follow me.” 
 
    I resisted the urge to squeal. This is it.  
 
    Limping after the man, I followed him into the Watcher Academy. 
 
    “Oh my God,” I whispered. 
 
    We entered a huge round room, filled with other Watchers bustling about. A huge oak table sat in the middle of the room, behind which stood a stone fireplace. To my left, lay an alcove leading to an office. Above me, were the stacks. I turned slowly on the spot, taking in row after row of books. All that knowledge at my fingertips. I couldn’t wait to get stuck in. 
 
    Breathing deeply, I inhaled the scent of the musty tomes. It was exactly as Grandpa described. He spent his formative years here and then a decade later he returned to a full time post. In his final years, he had free rein to travel where he wanted. It allowed him to spend a lot more time at home, training me. 
 
    I felt a pang, but quickly pushed it aside. Focus on here and now. 
 
    “Miss Grimm?” a woman said. 
 
    “Yes, sorry.” I tore my gaze from the room and turned to face her. 
 
    A look of irritation crossed her face. “Chelsea Dean. I run things around here. This is Antoine,” she said, motioning to the man who showed me in. I was shocked at how young she was. Barely older than me. Blonde, with blue eyes, she stood several inches taller than me. She wore a black blazer over a white blouse and carried a clipboard. 
 
    “Nice to meet you,” I said. “I’m so happy to be here, I’ve wanted to see the inside of this place since I was a child.” 
 
    I realized I was babbling and quickly closed my mouth. Chelsea made a note on her clipboard, while Antoine hovered nearby, his gaze flicking back and forth between the two of us.  
 
    I glanced around the room. Everyone looked so professional looking and here I was, holding my boot heel.  
 
    “I need to check some details,” Chelsea said. “Adeline Jane Grimm, twenty-four. Daughter of Phillip and Elizabeth Grimm, deceased. Granddaughter of Edward Grimm, also deceased. He was one of the best. Hope you don’t ruin his legacy.” She flicked her eyes up to glare at me, before returning her attention to her notes. 
 
    My cheeks burned. Grandpa spent over forty years as a Watcher, I would never tarnish his reputation.  
 
    “You studied history and anthropology in college, then a year gaining practical experience. Which means we’re missing a year.” 
 
    “I took a gap year early on. I went with Grandpa, uh, Edward, to South America on a dig.” I accompanied him after he received a call from the League about a potential security threat in Peru. Grandpa used it as a teaching moment. We recovered several artefacts at one dig site, but unfortunately, I didn’t get to handle any of them.  
 
    Not until you are fully trained, Grandpa had said. He probably thought I would end up blowing myself up or something. It wasn’t a wasted trip though, I finally got to see him work. 
 
    Chelsea continued scribbling away on the clipboard, while I stood awkwardly, trying not to wobble. She seemed determined to do this standing. A few of the other Watchers glanced my way as they passed by. They ranged in age from mid-twenties to maybe early fifties. There was no age limit at the Academy, although the League preferred us to start right out of college. Other Watchers went on to work at the Academy, teaching the younger ones.  
 
    “And you live on the college campus?” Chelsea asked. 
 
    “Yeah, there was actually some kind of mix up and I got stuck with a student roommate,” I said. The Watcher Academy was located on the Dartmouth campus. No one outside the Watchers knew what went on in here. The League took care of accommodation and I assumed I would live near campus, not on it. I considered getting my own place but decided to at least give it a chance. My room was a five minute walk away which could come in handy, although my roommate was a complete nightmare so far. 
 
    “Follow me and we’ll start your induction,” Chelsea said. 
 
    “Um, would you have…” I trailed off when I realized she wasn’t listening, she had already crossed the room and opened a door. I hurried after her. 
 
    The door led to a small office where a video monitor was set up. Chelsea motioned for me to sit in the only chair in the room. Grabbing a remote control, she switched on the monitor. 
 
    “I’ll be back when this is over,” she said. 
 
    Confused, I focused on the screen. After a few seconds, a man appeared on the screen, standing in a lavish office. I recognized him instantly as Charles Landry, one of the highest-ranking members of the League of Watchers. Grandpa spoke of him often. He used to call him a pompous ass, but I could tell he had respect for his position. I heard he started his career in the London Academy, but now lived in Upstate New York. 
 
    “Welcome to the Watcher Academy. Today you begin a journey to become a fully-fledged Watcher,” he said in a soothing English accent.  
 
    Oh my God, it’s a training video like they give employees. 
 
    I resisted the urge to laugh that they would have something so normal, but I guess Landry couldn’t be available to every new recruit. He ran the League, deciding which cases were worth looking into, assigning Watchers when needed. Grandpa got tapped for a position a few years back, but he turned it down. Field work was his passion and he refused to give it up. 
 
    “The League of Watchers was formed in 1869 to protect the world from the supernatural and ensure magical objects do not end up in the hands of civilians. The original founders worked to close a rift in Highgate Cemetery in London, preventing the end of the world. Knowing that such an incident could happen again, they used their considerable resources to form the League and connect like-minded men in their goal. Today, men and women from across the world are trained in one of seven Academies, in a range of disciplines. Your journey will be unique, but you will be working with some of the finest minds on the planet.” 
 
    Grandpa always spoke of the Watcher Academy with such reverence. He trained in artefact retrieval, a job I wanted more than anything. Academy training lasted three years before a trainee would be paired with a more senior Watcher to go out in the field. Even then, the trainee usually just took notes and helped with the paperwork. 
 
    “Watchers dedicate their lives to keeping the world safe. You may even face the ultimate sacrifice in the line of duty. Know that it will be a great honor and you will be remembered for your bravery. Godspeed on your journey and remember our motto, Et in tenebris ambulamus.” 
 
    Translation – In darkness we walk. We did so, because people needed to be protected from the things that resided in the dark. Even if it meant we had to lay down our lives to do it. 
 
    As a Watcher, there’s a good chance you will die on the job. I knew the risks, I also know that I was taught by the best. Besides, it would be a while before I could go out in the field. I planned on dedicating that time to learning everything I could so I would be ready to face anything. 
 
    The video ended and Chelsea returned to the room. “Any questions?” 
 
    “No,” I said. “Oh actually…” I held up my heel, but she had already left the room. 
 
    How much coffee has she had? She doesn’t stop. 
 
    I hobbled after her.  
 
    “There are currently twelve Watchers situated here, along with our support team. You are the only new candidate this year. Evan over there,” she pointed to a guy with curly hair, across the room, “he came in last year. You can learn everyone’s names in your own time, but I will introduce you to the two main people you will be working with.” 
 
    I made a note to remember Evan’s name. Maybe if I got stuck, I could ask for his advice. 
 
    Chelsea led me to a desk under the stacks, covered in wires and computer equipment. A man with light brown hair sat behind it. He was around my age, wearing a red t-shirt with some band logo on it. Definitely not a Watcher or he would be dressed like the others. 
 
    “This is Spencer, tech support and research.” 
 
    Spencer stood up to shake my hand. “Nice to meet you. If you need anything, just let me know.” He smiled and I felt butterflies in my stomach. 
 
    “Thanks.” He’s cute. Not that I was here to meet a guy. I would never let anything interfere with my training. Besides, I doubt Chelsea would take too kindly to any of us dating each other. 
 
    Spencer noticed the heel in my hand. “I have some tape, it that’s any use?” 
 
    “Yeah, thanks, I’ll give it a go.”  
 
    As he handed it to me, Chelsea moved off again. I went after her, clutching the tape.  She approached a man standing in the alcove by the office. He was slightly older, maybe early thirties, with dark hair. He wore a pale blue shirt over black slacks. 
 
    “Adeline, this is Max Burrows. He is our resident expert on ancient cultures and curses.” 
 
    “Hi, I usually go by Dell,” I said, holding out my hand. 
 
    He gave me a nod, ignoring my proffered hand. “Has the latest shipment arrived yet?” he asked Chelsea. 
 
    “It should be here within the hour.” 
 
    He turned and went back into his office. 
 
    Nice guy.  
 
    “There are forms for you to fill out, then we can work out where to assign you,” Chelsea said, carrying on. I guessed his behavior was normal.  
 
    “I’d really like to follow in Edward’s footsteps and work in artefact archiving.” 
 
    Chelsea pursed her lips. “Miss Grimm, as a trainee Watcher, you do not get to choose your assignment. You go where we put you.” 
 
    “Of course,” I said, forcing a smile. I knew that, but it didn’t do any harm to mention it. With my background, I would be a shoe in, but Chelsea was right, I could end up anywhere. 
 
    Chelsea took a step toward me and lowered her voice. 
 
    “Look, you may come from good stock, but you need to earn your place here, just like everyone else.” 
 
    “I understand,” I said, feeling my face heat up. “I didn’t mean to overstep.” 
 
    “Good, because if you screw up, I won’t hesitate to kick your ass out of here and I will see to it personally that you never get within ten feet of the Watcher Academy ever again.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    Six hours. That’s how long it took to fill out the forms, with a short break for lunch. Six long, excruciating hours. I didn’t expect them to be so detailed, but the League wanted to know every detail of my life, plus I had to answer several essay questions to prove my knowledge. I wouldn’t mind, but I had to fill in detailed forms just to apply for a position. At this point, they knew more about my life than I did. 
 
    Chelsea stuck me at a small desk in the corner, near the fireplace. The heat didn’t make me feel any better, I had sweated through my shirt already. I kept my arms by my side, worried someone would see.  
 
    The Academy slowly emptied out over the course of the day and still, I sat at my desk scribbling away with a number two pencil. It felt like being back in school. 
 
    I forced myself to focus on the last few questions. Once I answered them, I could get out of here and relax. 
 
    What is the most efficient way to kill a werewolf?  
 
    There were several ways to do that. Did they mean the quickest way? The easiest? After thinking about it, I wrote, the most efficient way to kill a werewolf, which will result in the fewest casualties, is to inject the werewolf with liquid silver. The introduction of silver to the wolf will weaken it and it will force it to turn back into human form, making it easy to kill.  
 
    I’ve never come up against one myself, not yet, but when Grandpa and I were in Peru, a werewolf attacked people, a few villages over. By the time we got there, it had been dispatched by a Watcher team, but I saw the aftermath. They were strong, fast and excellent at hunting. They could track prey for hundreds of miles once they had its scent. Lycanthropy began as a curse in the middle ages, but now it was passed down genetically – mostly through the male line. They didn’t care much for the modern world and stuck to remote areas where they could. 
 
    Next question – You find yourself surrounded by dark pixies, what is the best way to defend yourself? 
 
    I resisted the urge to write run like hell. Dark pixies were nasty little critters who could strip flesh from the bone, but they had a weakness. 
 
    To distract dark pixies, throw a handful of glitter into the air.  
 
    It sounded ridiculous and I laughed the first time Grandpa told me that, but it really worked. They were attracted to the stuff and it had a mesmerizing effect on them. Of course it really isn’t convenient to walk around with a pocketful of glitter, but luckily they are rare. They stick to dark forests, mostly in Europe.  
 
    I turned over the page. Finally, I’m done. 
 
    Gathering the pages, I wondered where I should leave them. Chelsea didn’t seem to have an office. I decided to leave them on the desk for now. No one would touch them overnight. Everyone had already gone home for the day. We worked from 9am to 6pm, otherwise people might get suspicious. As Watchers, we were always on call though. 
 
    Chelsea said I could let myself out before she left. She probably didn’t want to sit around and wait for me to finish. I wondered if things would always be like today with her. She really seemed to have it in for me and I didn’t know what I had done to deserve it. Maybe she would mellow out over time. 
 
    Collecting my bag, I headed for the door, eager to get back to my room and get something to eat. As I put weight on my broken boot, the heel gave way again. Sighing, I lifted it and put it in my pocket. The tape didn’t work, so a new pair of boots was in order. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d gone shopping. I’ve never given much thought to my clothes, other than if they were professional looking. At home, I lounged around in jeans and hoodies. Growing up with Grandpa, I missed out on the girly stage of being a teenager. I spent my days reading, taking pop quizzes and learning valuable skills like how to make weapons out of everyday household items. The kids at school called me a weirdo, but I didn’t care. Most of them were probably working in fast food or an office somewhere, while I had the opportunity to save the world. I wouldn’t swap that for anything. 
 
    As I passed the table in the middle of the room, I noticed several crates piled up beside it. New artefacts? I hesitated, curiosity getting the better of me. I doublechecked no one else was around, but the place was quiet. They really shouldn’t have been left out like this, I wondered if the Watcher in charge had been distracted and forgot about them. 
 
    It wouldn’t hurt to take a quick peek. 
 
    Setting my bag on the table, I lifted the lid off the first crate. Inside, nestled in packing peanuts, were several objects. A broken jar, an old, cracked vase and a black colored orb. 
 
    Grandpa used to tell me stories about some of the artefacts he handled from digs in Egypt, Rome, Ireland, all over the globe. His eyes would light up as he described the moment he unearthed something of value. I would listen to every word, imagining being there with him. Being able to hold history in your hands? I found it fascinating. It’s what drove me to study archaeology. I grew up on the myths and legends, mostly from the stories Grandpa would tell me, and being where they happened made me feel like I was part of that history. Unfortunately, the digs I attended through college were quite mundane, no magic or the supernatural involved. 
 
    Carefully, I lifted the orb out for a better look. A little bigger than a golf ball, it appeared to be made of glass. There was no indication as to what it was or where it came from, but if it came here, then there could definitely be something mystical or magical about it. I checked the label on the side of the crate. It came from the Middle East.  
 
    There were a lot of different cultures it could have originated from, it didn’t even have to be from the Middle East, that might just be where it ended up. Plenty of artefacts were stolen, traded and shipped all over the world. For some, they were valuable items which could be sold to finance their cause, for others, well they knew exactly what they had and how to use them. Which was why the League had Watchers in place everywhere to try and stop them and get the artefacts back. With the right one, some dictator could take over the world. A scary thought. 
 
    Holding the orb up to the light, I whispered, “What secrets are you hiding?” 
 
    For a moment, something appeared to glint inside. I moved my face closer to it. A clunk came from above, startling me, and I lost my grip on the orb. 
 
    It struck the hardwood floor before rolling under the table and out of sight. Cold air hit me and I realized the noise was the AC kicking in. 
 
    “Sugar!” I dived after it, fear coursing through me. If its broken, I’m so getting kicked out of here. 
 
    Crawling along the floor under the table, I tried to make out the orb in the dim light. 
 
    “Where is it?” I muttered. “Please don’t be broken.” 
 
    I reached the end of the table, spying the orb under a chair. As my hand closed around it, a cloud of dust hit me in the face. I sneezed violently, banging my head off the table. 
 
    Groaning, I rubbed my head. That table is really solid. 
 
    Snatching up the orb, I crawled out and got to my feet. I turned it over in my hand, checking for damage. I found a one inch crack running along it. 
 
    “Damn it,” I whispered. Well done, klutz! 
 
    The orb suddenly felt hot in my hand and it began to glow. Gold colored glyphs appeared on the surface, before vanishing a few seconds later.  
 
    “That can’t be good,” I murmured. I didn’t recognize them, but it could be some long forgotten language or spell. 
 
    I waited to see if it returned, but it stayed dark. 
 
    Now what? 
 
    I could speak to Chelsea in the morning, tell her that it was an accident, but would she believe me? I shouldn’t have touched anything. God, I felt like such an idiot. 
 
    What would Grandpa say if he were here? He’d be so disappointed in me. Thrown out after one day. 
 
    No. I can’t just let it all slip away over one mistake. 
 
    Heart thumping in my chest, I wiped the orb down, placed it back into the crate and replaced the lid. Anyone checking it would think it was damaged in transit. I hated being deceitful, but what choice did I have? My whole life was riding on this. 
 
    I will never break another rule again, I will be a model Watcher from now on, I vowed. 
 
    As for the writing, well, I’m sure more experienced Watchers than me would figure out what it meant. I just hoped I hadn’t unleashed a curse. Or worse. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Pay attention, Dell. One day this information could save your life.” 
 
    I tried to focus on what Grandpa was saying, but his face kept fading in and out. Were we back at the house? 
 
    Am I dreaming? 
 
    He stood behind his desk, a stern look on his face. It reminded me of his lessons from my childhood. He would give me books to read, then quiz me on them. If I scored less than ninety percent, I had to reread all the books and try again. If I failed a second time, then I took over the chores from Delores for the week. Something I would do anything to avoid. 
 
    Once he was sure he had my attention, he continued, “The items we protect hold great power. Some would argue that most were lost to time for a reason, but we cannot stop them from being dug up. We can only stop people from using them to hurt others.” 
 
    “Yes, Grandpa,” I said, realizing that I looked like a little girl again. I sat at a small desk, a pencil in my hand. I must be ten years old. Definitely a dream. 
 
    “Do you remember the rules when it comes to handling artefacts?” Grandpa asked. 
 
    “Um…” I hesitated. I knew them, they were on the tip of my tongue, but my mind went blank. My head felt fuzzy and I wondered why I had to do this again.  
 
    Grandpa sighed. “All artefacts are to be handled while wearing gloves. Another member of the League must be present and you must be very careful not to damage or open an artefact. If it is sealed shut, then it is that way because it is dangerous.” 
 
    “Yes, Grandpa,” I mumbled. Nothing could be left to chance, or everyone’s life could be at risk. Grandpa has the horror stories to prove it. 
 
    He walked toward me, hands clasped in front of him. “Mistakes cost lives.” 
 
    I nodded, feeling guilty. I ignored the rules at the Academy. What if someone got hurt because of me? Because I let my curiosity get the better of me. 
 
    He kneeled beside the table, his face softening. “I need to be able to rely on you, Dell. Can I?” 
 
    “Of course, Grandpa. I’ll follow the rules, I promise.” 
 
    “Good, because there are more dangers out there than I told you about. Things you won’t expect. You have to be ready for anything.” 
 
    More dangers? What else was out there?


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    I woke to the sound of loud, obnoxious chewing. Opening one eye, I found my roommate, Brenda, sitting in the kitchenette, shoveling chips into her mouth. She was staring right at me as she chewed. 
 
    Sitting up, I yawned loudly, feeling like I hadn’t slept at all. I normally got my full eight hours, but I wasn’t feeling it. The dream about Grandpa bothered me too. 
 
    “Is there a reason you’re staring at me, Brenda?” I asked, since I’m sure she had better things to do. 
 
    She swallowed another mouthful of chips before answering. My chips, I noticed. “I thought we discussed the rules when you moved in here,” she said, setting the bag on the table and wiping her hands on her black jeans. All her clothes were black. As was her eyeliner, hair, nails, lips – she took emo to the extreme. In comparison, my side of the room was decorated in white and baby blue. 
 
     Why the admission board chose us to share a room is beyond me. I suspected they couldn’t find anyone else to share with her. 
 
    I doubt anyone wants to be woken up like this. 
 
    “What is it now?” I grumbled. She was forever finding fault with me. You’re too loud. Why are your books all over the apartment? 
 
    “What time did you get home last night?” Brenda asked. 
 
    I shrugged. “I don’t know. Couldn’t have been much past half six.” 
 
    What is she? My keeper? 
 
    “It was 3am.” 
 
    I laughed. “Yeah, right. I’ve never stayed out to 3am in my life.” That may be an embarrassing admission, but it was the truth. No wild parties for me growing up, I kept a strict routine. I wasn’t getting killed by some beast because I didn’t get enough sleep. 
 
    I got up and grabbed my robe. It was a little after eight, I needed to hurry if I was going to get to the Academy in time. If I was quick, I could grab a breakfast bar or something on the way in. 
 
    “You stumbled in here at 3am, called me a stalker, then passed out,” Brenda said, as I passed her. 
 
    “You must have been dreaming,” I shot back. Now she’s making up stories? Where does it end? 
 
    She got to her feet, crossed her arms and glared at me. “If it happens again, I’ll be complaining to the Dean. You shouldn’t be here anyway.” 
 
    Rolling my eyes, I headed into the bathroom. I don’t know what Brenda was smoking, well I had a pretty good idea, but it could wait until later. I could see why no one wanted to room with her. I made a note to look at listings near campus. A small apartment or a room in a boarding house perhaps. Although right now, I’d settle for a tent if it got me away from her. 
 
    At least in the bathroom I had some privacy. As I was brushing my teeth, I noticed something sticking out of my hair. I reached up and pulled a small twig free from my chestnut curls. 
 
    Where the hell did that come from? 
 
    I didn’t go anywhere but to the Academy. It was a straight path there and back. I tried to remember if I took a detour, but I actually didn’t remember walking home. Or getting inside the room. 
 
    What the heck? It was just a blank. 
 
    Dropping the twig in the trash can, I wondered if I zoned out, after what happened with the orb, maybe I was too distracted to pay attention. That didn’t explain why I couldn’t remember making dinner or getting ready for bed or anything. I had my pyjamas on, but no memory of getting into them.  
 
    “It’s stress,” I muttered, it had to be.  
 
    There was no time to think about it now, I needed to get to work. After grabbing a quick shower and changing my contact lenses, I was ready for another day at the Academy. 
 
    When I arrived at the building, I braced myself for what might happen. Someone might have found the orb, put two and two together and figured out that I was responsible. This could be my last day here. 
 
    I tortured myself with scenarios where Chelsea kicked me out, most of them ending in all of the Watchers laughing at me while I was escorted out of the building. I wouldn’t rule out her having me shot with her attitude. 
 
    The first thing I noticed when I came in, was that the crates were gone, probably in the back where they belonged. No one seemed angry or upset, that I could see. Maybe I got away with it? If they weren’t supposed to be left out, maybe the person in charge wouldn’t admit to the damage and get themselves into trouble too. 
 
    That’s a lot of maybes. 
 
    “Don’t look so nervous,” someone said in my ear. 
 
    I jumped. Spencer grinned at me. 
 
    “I’m not nervous.” 
 
    “You might want to tell that to your face,” he joked. He held a silver travel mug in his hand. I could smell the coffee and it made me want one of my own. I should have stopped on the way in. 
 
    “Oh. Well, Chelsea is kind of intimidating. Is she around?” I glanced about, but there was no sign of her. 
 
    “She’s in a meeting which means you can sit and talk to me,” Spencer said, pulling out a chair for me at his desk. 
 
    I took a seat. “Fine, but if Chelsea asks, it was your idea.” 
 
    He shrugged, moving around to his own seat. “No problem. So what do you think of the place so far?” 
 
    I couldn’t help but smile. “I love it. I’ve been looking forward to this for years. My whole life has been about becoming a Watcher.” 
 
    “I guess it isn’t too bad. Although plenty of the Watchers have a stick up their asses. Chelsea especially.” He took a seat at his desk. Opening a drawer, he removed a bag of gummy worms and offered me one. 
 
    Giggling, I took a red one. “You don’t seem like them. How’d you end up working here?” 
 
    “My uncle is a Watcher, he’s based on the west coast. They needed a tech expert and I didn’t have a job, so here I am. Not really an exciting story.” 
 
    “I’m guessing nepotism goes a long way around here. Not that I’m complaining.” There was a long list of applicants every year and only a few were chosen. I knew the Grimm name helped me when it came to making the final decision.  
 
    “Pretty much. Both of Chelsea’s parents were Watchers. They died when she was a kid. Ever since, she appears to be hellbent on being the best Watcher ever.” 
 
    I guess Chelsea and I weren’t that different after all. We were both orphans. I couldn’t see us hanging out though. I wondered who raised her. 
 
    “Anyone else I should watch out for?” I asked. 
 
    Spencer thought about it for a moment. “Not really.” 
 
    I spotted Max stacking books on the desk in his office. “What about him?” 
 
    “Max is okay. Kind of a serious guy, but he has his reasons.” 
 
    “Which are?” 
 
    Spencer shifted in his seat. “Probably not my place to say. Let’s just say he’s been through some shit in his life.” 
 
    I guessed working with curses, there was a risk something could go wrong. That made me think of the orb. I wondered if it had been found yet. 
 
    I placed my elbow on the desk, bumping Spencer’s travel mug. He caught it just before it tipped over. “Oh sugar! Sorry.” 
 
    He laughed. “Sugar? We don’t stand on ceremony here, you can swear all you want.” 
 
    I felt my cheeks burn. “It’s habit. As a child, the housekeeper hated anyone swearing. I learned to come up with alternatives. I guess I still do it.” 
 
    “That’s adorable,” Spencer said, making me blush harder.  
 
    “It’s not, it’s embarrassing. Can we change the subject?” I took a bite out of the gummy worm.  
 
    “Sure. So listen, I was wondering if you…” Spencer started, just as Chelsea came stalking toward me. 
 
    I jumped up, dropping the remainder of the gummy work in the trash can beside the desk. 
 
    “You’ll be doing training today, familiarizing yourself with the Academy. Your first task – shelving those books.” She pointed to several piles of books on the table, maybe thirty of them. 
 
    “No problem,” I said. 
 
    “And then those,” Chelsea said, pointing to the staircase leading to the stacks, where at least a hundred more books were waiting.  
 
    “Got it,” I said, trying to stay positive. I expected this. I knew I’d have to start at the bottom. You had to prove you were ready to follow orders, no matter what they were. 
 
    Spencer gave me a reassuring smile as I got to work. He seemed so normal compared to the rest of us. Part of me wanted to get to know him better, but I didn’t want to risk my job.  
 
    At least I’ll get my step count in for the day, I thought as I carried the first pile up the stairs. I glanced at some of the titles as I went. The Demonic Codex and The Complete Guide to the Fae. I’d love to read them all. I guess I’d get the chance eventually. Grandpa had a few rare texts at the house, but some of these – they were incredibly rare, like only a few in existence rare. 
 
    As the day wore on, I started to believe that I’d gotten away with breaking the orb and I relaxed a little. There were no cameras inside the building, mostly because the artefacts interfered with the signals. Grandpa always believed something should be done about it, but the artefacts were locked in an alarmed room. Anyone trying to steal them would set the alarms off and they would be sealed in the room, until the Watchers arrived. There were probably more security measures I wasn’t aware of too. 
 
    As I was shelving a book on Babylonian history, I dropped it on the floor and it flipped open.  
 
    Sighing, I bent down to pick it up. I really needed to stop dropping things. The page visible showed samples of writing from that time. It matched the writing on the orb. 
 
    No wonder I didn’t recognize it. It’s not something I learned in college. Or at home. Grandpa had me speaking three languages by the time I reached high school. Only French, German and Spanish though. I had the option of taking an ancient language course in college, but I couldn’t keep up with the workload and complete my Watcher studies. 
 
    I stared at the symbols, trying to remember which ones I saw on the orb or if they were even the same. The words started to swim across the page. “What the…?” 
 
    I watched, completely mesmerized by the moving words. How were they doing that? I moved the book closer to my face, blocking everything else out. 
 
    “Miss Grimm!” 
 
    I jumped, turning to find Chelsea behind me. I quickly shut the book and hid it behind my back. “Sorry, I didn’t hear you.” 
 
    She looked exasperated. “You’ve shelved less than half of the books.” 
 
    “Uh, I know. I’ll move the rest now.”  
 
    “It’s 6 o’clock. The day’s over.” 
 
    “It’s what?” I checked my watch. 6:01pm. “No, that’s impossible.” 
 
    It couldn’t be more than noon. How was this possible?  
 
    “Go home, Grimm. You can finish this tomorrow,” Chelsea said, sounding irritated.  
 
    I nodded, waiting for her to leave so I could check the book. When she did, I opened it again. It looked completely normal. I flipped through the pages, but the words remained stationary. Did I imagine them moving? For nearly six hours? Standing in the one spot, not moving.  
 
    I space out sometimes, I admit that, but how the heck did I lose so much time? Did no one notice me standing here? Or try and talk to me?  
 
    “What’s going on?” I whispered. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    I lay awake for half the night, trying to figure out what happened to me. Brenda lay snoring across the room, adding to my insomnia. She had nothing to worry about that would keep her awake. As an English Lit major, she spent most days working on her own poetry. That and complaining about me. I tried to get to know her when I first arrived, but she quickly shut me down.  
 
    Sighing loudly, I rolled onto my side, trying to quiet my mind enough to sleep. I pushed the blankets down, as I felt myself start to sweat. The room was so stuffy, thanks to Brenda insisting we keep the heating turned up. I hated it. Maybe I could open the window above my bed? Would she notice?  
 
    Screw it. I need some air. 
 
    Getting up, I moved to the window and quietly opened it. The cool fall air hit me and I sighed with relief. Resting my head on the frame, I stared out at the campus below. Silent at this time of the night, I noticed a stray dog rooting through an overturned trash can. It pulled something free and ran off with it. 
 
    I need to learn to relax. I’m so stressed about making a good impression that it’s affecting me physically.  
 
    This weekend, I would take some time out and really relax.  
 
    A loud snort escaped Brenda.  
 
    Not in this room though. Hopefully there is a spa or something nearby. 
 
    Closing the window over, but not completely, I returned to bed. I managed to get a few hours in before dawn. 
 
    I headed back to the Academy after a quick breakfast of oatmeal, my mind still on that book. The best explanation I could come up with was that I had been hypnotized somehow. The book could be magical, maybe it hypnotized readers.  
 
    Or I’m losing my mind. 
 
    Either way, I would stay clear of it and report anything odd to Chelsea from now on. 
 
    After I finished shelving the rest of the books, Chelsea sent me to help Max with organizing his office. It needed it. There were papers everywhere and books piled around the room. I wondered why Max got an office when no one else seemed to, but given the amount of stuff in the room, it became clear. He needed the space. 
 
    “How do you find anything?” I asked, as I narrowly avoided tripping over a pile of books. 
 
    “I know where everything is,” he said. “I told Chelsea its fine, but as usual, she ignored me.” 
 
    It must be annoying to be ordered around by someone younger than you. Chelsea must have really proven herself to get the position. Or she did some major butt kissing.  
 
     I looked around, trying to decide what to do first. “I can at least file these papers.” I lifted a bunch of them and headed for the filing cabinet in the corner. A withered plant sat on top of it which looked like it had never seen water. Probably a gift to him.  
 
    “They’re mostly invoices for deliveries. Just file them by country of origin,” Max said.  
 
    I got to work, while Max fussed at his desk, muttering to himself. He seemed stressed out. Chelsea could do that to a person. 
 
    As I worked, I took a look around the room. There were no personal photos on the wall, but there were some plaques and some framed newspaper articles on cases covered by the League. 
 
    I checked out the one closest to the filing cabinet. The headline read – Sinkhole Opens Up in East Texas. Pretty accurate, if you replaced Sinkhole with Hellhole. It had the locals stumped. I guess he kept them for entertainment value, because it was funny to see what explanations they came up with. 
 
    I glanced at Max. As the expert on ancient cultures, I wondered if I should tell him about what happened with the book. Or would he think I was crazy? I certainly did. 
 
    “So, how long have you worked here?” I asked, trying to get a conversation going. 
 
    “Too long.” 
 
    “You don’t like it?” 
 
    “I like it more when certain people don’t come in here barking orders.” 
 
    I laughed. “Glad to know it’s not just me.” 
 
    Max sat down at his desk and put his head in his hands. “I don’t need this today.” 
 
    “Can I get you some coffee or something?” I asked. 
 
    He looked up, surprised. “That’s not your job, but thanks for the offer.” 
 
    “I don’t mind. I was going to grab one for myself anyway.” 
 
    “Uh, okay. Yeah, thanks. I take it black.” 
 
    I headed to the machine in the main room. Maybe I misjudged Max earlier. I’m sure this job kept him extremely busy. I know when Grandpa would get caught up in a case, he would lock himself away in his office, barely talking. 
 
    “You don’t want to drink that stuff,” Spencer called from his desk. “It’s nasty.” 
 
    I poured myself a cup and took a sip, then pulled a face as the bitter taste filled my mouth. 
 
    “Told ya.” 
 
    I shrugged. “I’ve had worse. As long as it has caffeine, it’s good enough.” Down in Peru, we were stuck with instant stuff that would make you gag. 
 
    I brought a cup back to Max. “Can I ask you a question?” 
 
    “Shoot.” He took the cup from me and sipped it. The taste didn’t seem to bother him. 
 
    “Do you know much about Babylonian culture?” 
 
    His whole body stiffened. “Why are you asking me that?” 
 
    “Chelsea said you dealt with ancient cultures.” Had I said something wrong? 
 
    “Yeah.” He cleared his throat and started shuffling papers. “What about it?” 
 
    Now how did I asked without admitting to what I’d done? 
 
    “I was looking at one of the books and there was this ancient text which looked familiar. I saw it on an artefact once. I was just trying to figure out what it meant.” 
 
    “What did it look like?” 
 
    I grabbed a blank sheet of paper and drew what I could remember. Which wasn’t much. 
 
    He slid the sheet toward him. After a moment, his eyes went wide. “Is this supposed to be a joke? Did someone put you up to this?” he snapped. 
 
    “What? No! Why, what does it say?” 
 
    “Get out,” he said, crumpling the sheet into a ball and tossing it into the trash. 
 
    “I really don’t…” 
 
    “Now!” 
 
    I retreated from the room, shocked at his reaction. What did that page say? It can’t have been anything good. 
 
    Chelsea headed my way with Antoine in tow. “Why aren’t you working with Max?” 
 
    “He asked me to leave,” I said. 
 
    Chelsea sighed. “I knew that would happen. Make yourself useful, go put in our lunch order.” She held out a list. 
 
    “Uh, I don’t think that’s in my job description.” 
 
    Antoine stifled a laugh as Chelsea’s eyes nearly popped out of her head. 
 
    “Your duties are whatever I say they are. So you have two choices – order lunch or you could always scrub the toilets instead.” 
 
    I took the list from her and left the building without saying a word. Three days in and things just kept getting worse. Maybe I wasn’t cut out for this. My parents sure didn’t think so. They never wanted me to be a Watcher, they even stopped me from visiting Grandpa, scared he would convert me or something. Then they died in the accident and Grandpa was the only person left to take care of me. 
 
    I miss him so much. 
 
    My parents had become blurred memories, but Grandpa…I wasn’t even there when he died. The housekeeper found him in his office, slumped over his desk.  
 
    He would have hated going out like that. I’m sure he would rather have gone out facing some tentacled beast or something.  
 
    Standing in the queue at the sandwich place on campus, I was overcome with an intense feeling of loneliness. I had no family, no friends, no real ones anyway. The last few years had been spent preparing for this. It never bothered me before, I always believed that there would be time for that once I established myself at the Academy. How could I focus on my personal life when every day would be a battle just to keep my position? 
 
    Maybe I should just quit. 
 
    Grandpa’s weathered face sprang into my mind. He’d be ashamed of me if I did that. 
 
    “It’s one of the hardest jobs in the world, but it’s worth it, because you know that at the end of the day, you’ve done something worthwhile.” 
 
    “Next!” 
 
    I stepped up to the counter and handed over the list to the woman. She looked annoyed. “Let me guess. Historical society?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Tell whoever’s in charge, that they’re holding up my other customers with this crap. It would be a lot more helpful to have this before the lunch rush.” 
 
    “Sorry, I don’t…” I stammered. 
 
    She saw the look on my face. “Relax. I know you’re just their latest lackey. It’s that blonde piece of work who’s behind it.” 
 
    “Chelsea,” I said. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s her. That’s why her order is often wrong.” She winked at me and I laughed. 
 
    I waited while the sandwiches were prepared and the queue behind me grew even longer. People started to grumble, while I tried my best to avoid their glares. 
 
    The woman handed me two full bags of sandwiches. I was sure to tip her generously for the trouble.  
 
    As I headed back, I forced the dark thoughts away. I don’t buckle under pressure, I rise to it. The Academy would never be a walk in the park, but I was here and that’s all that mattered. Even if I did end up scrubbing toilets. 
 
    “Took you long enough,” Chelsea said when I returned. She searched the bag for her sandwich. A moment after unwrapping it, she cried, “Not again! No tomatoes, how hard is it to understand? Urgh!” 
 
    I hid a smile. 
 
    Antoine checked the bag for his own. He didn’t say much, but the way he latched onto Chelsea, following her around, let me know that he was loyal to only her. He doled out the rest of the sandwiches. “Give that to Max,” he said, handing me one of them. He turned over the empty bag. “Oh dear, looks like there’s nothing for you.” He smirked at me. 
 
    I didn’t even think to order one for myself and I guess they didn’t care enough to ask. Whatever. I wouldn’t give him the satisfaction of reacting. 
 
    I took the sandwich, reluctantly, into Max’s office. I needed to face him and sort this out. 
 
    He was writing in a journal when I entered the office.  
 
    “Your lunch,” I said, setting the sandwich on his desk.  
 
    He gave a muttered thank you, not looking up. When he noticed me still standing there, he said, “What?” 
 
    “Look, I’m sorry if I upset you. I swear that wasn’t my intention. The text I wrote probably wasn’t correct, I’ve been…forgetting things lately. So if I offended you, I am really sorry.” 
 
    He sighed. “Apology accepted.” 
 
    “Thank you.” I turned to leave. 
 
    “It’s probably stress.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Forgetting things, it’s probably just stress.” 
 
    “Honestly, things haven’t been right since I started. It’s been one thing after another, I’m starting to wonder if I’m cursed.” 
 
    “Curses aren’t as common as people think. I’m sure you’re fine.” 
 
    I hesitated. Should I tell him what happened? I had to tell someone. What if it got worse? 
 
    Wringing my hands, I said, “I did something stupid, on my first day here.” 
 
    He put down his pen. “Define stupid.” 
 
    “I opened a box of artefacts and I dropped one of them.” 
 
    “Which artefact?” 
 
    I described the orb to him. 
 
    “I don’t remember seeing it. Come with me.” 
 
    I thought he was taking me to Chelsea, to get me kicked out of here, but instead we headed to the artefact room. Rows of shelves held artefacts from around the world, behind a heavy steel door. The most dangerous stuff was under lock and key, in glass display cases down the hall. New arrivals were laid out on a metal table in the corner, ready to be shelved. 
 
    Max lifted the clipboard hanging on the wall above the table, running a hand along it as he checked the list. 
 
    “There’s no orb listed here. Do you see it here?” 
 
    I checked the table but there was no sign of it.  
 
    “It isn’t here, it’s gone.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    “So, it glowed and then glyphs appeared?” Max asked, running his hands through his hair as he leaned back in his chair. 
 
    “Yes,” I said. We’d been over it three times already and weren’t getting anywhere. We were back in his office, trying to figure out what and where the orb was. At least he hadn’t reported me to Chelsea so far. There was still time for that though, if we couldn’t figure this out. Who would take the orb? And why? It didn’t just disappear on its own, although I really couldn’t see any of the Watchers taking it. A new recruit might be responsible. Maybe Evan. 
 
    “How screwed am I?” I asked. 
 
    Max shrugged. “Without knowing more about it, I really couldn’t say.” 
 
    I groaned, tipping my head back. I noticed the ceiling tile above us was stained black in the corner. Somebody should really clean that. 
 
    “Adeline?” Max said. 
 
    “It’s Dell. Are you going to report me? I know I screwed up, but it was an accident.” He didn’t owe me anything, but I desperately wanted to sort this out without Chelsea getting involved. She already made it clear that she didn’t want me here. I wondered if Evan ever screwed up this badly. He could have it in for the Academy after suffering at the hands of Chelsea and decided to get his revenge. 
 
    Get a grip, Grimm. That’s insane. 
 
    “We get deliveries all the time. At least thirty percent of it is junk. If the orb was too, then it isn’t an issue. Until we find it, there’s nothing to report,” Max said. 
 
    Junk doesn’t usually glow. He is just saying that to make me feel better. Which I did appreciate, but I needed to deal with this head on.  
 
    He jotted something down in a leather-bound journal. Probably about me.  
 
    “My grandfather used to have a journal like that,” I said. 
 
    “Most Watchers do. We have to keep notes for posterity. There’s an entire wall full of them in a room down the hall.” 
 
    “There is?” I guess it made sense, they would be useful training manuals for trainees. It’s not like we had our own supernatural internet database to check. Although we really should. Not that some of the stuff online wasn’t accurate, but most of it came from folklore and the movies.  
 
    “For research purposes only. You’ll get to start your own once you go out in the field.” 
 
    “If I ever get that far,” I muttered.  
 
    “Try not to worry about it. I’m sure it will turn up.” 
 
    I don’t know how he could be so optimistic, but then again, it wasn’t his career on the line. At least he didn’t ask me why I did it. That would be too embarrassing to admit. 
 
    I returned to the main floor, wondering what my next move would be. And what life would be like for a trainee Watcher in the unemployment line. I certainly couldn’t put monster research under special skills.  
 
    “Everything okay?” Spencer asked as I passed his desk. 
 
    “Yeah. Um, can you show me where the Watcher journals are kept?” I really wanted to take a look, see if Grandpa had one here. 
 
    He pushed his chair back. “Sure. I’m not sure if you’re allowed to check them out though.” 
 
    “That’s okay, I just want to take a look and see if any of my Grandpa’s journals are there.” 
 
    He smiled and led me down a corridor. “Follow me. I heard stories about your grandfather. Is it true he managed to take down a rampaging hellhound in a Denver mall?” 
 
    I grinned. “Yep. Single handed. And those suckers are almost unkillable. He cornered it in the food court and shot it with hell bane.” 
 
    “Wow, that is so cool.” He seemed genuinely impressed.  
 
    “I just hope I can do stuff like that someday.” 
 
    “The mortality rate doesn’t worry you,” Spencer asked. 
 
    “I know the job has risks. But so does being a cop or a firefighter.” 
 
    “True, but they don’t risk being sucked into a hell dimension if they screw up.” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but if we don’t do our job, everyone could end up being sucked into a hell dimension.” 
 
    He opened one of the doors to a small room. “I guess so. I’m just glad I work in IT. Here it is.” 
 
    I stepped into the room, immediately spotting the wall of journals at the back. 
 
    “Have fun,” Spencer said. He started to walk away, then turned back. “Would you like to grab a coffee or a drink with me sometime?” 
 
    “Is that allowed?” I asked, surprised that he asked. 
 
    He shrugged. “It’s frowned upon but not against the rules.” 
 
    “Okay, that sounds nice.” I smiled. Why not? 
 
    “Great.” He walked away, whistling to himself. 
 
    Maybe a date is exactly what I need. Max is probably right, this is all just stress. It’s not like I haven’t zoned out before, as a kid, I used to do it all the time. One time, I zoned out while on a train and ended up over a hundred miles past my destination. Not really the same thing, but I had form. 
 
    I walked along the shelves, checking out the journals. They weren’t labelled, but the shelves were in alphabetical order. Moving to G, I pulled out a journal and flipped it open to the front. George Gardner. I checked five more before I found Edward Grimm. I recognized the cursive right away.  
 
    Grandpa wrote this, details of his cases. He couldn’t tell me too much about what he worked on, the League had rules, but every now and again, he would have a few scotches in the evening, and he would tell me about his most famous excursions. Like the hellhound. He found it hilarious that they had been able to convince the witnesses that a bear had escaped into the mall. People will believe a rational explanation over a supernatural one any day of the week. Which made our jobs a lot easier. The hellhound injured three people, but thanks to him, no one died. I’m sure anyone who saw it, still had nightmares. 
 
    I flipped through the pages, stopping on an entry dated May 2006. 
 
    We answered a call in North Dakota about a winged creature seen flying over a small town. Several animals were found slaughtered and a small child had gone missing. The police believed it to be a mountain lion killing the animals, and the winged creature, a figment of their imaginations. 
 
    Eyewitnesses claimed that the creature only emerged at night and appeared to have scales and red eyes. Some described it as a dragon. A ridiculous assumption, they died out over five hundred years ago. 
 
    We set a trap on the edge of town, using a goat to entice it. We settled down for a long night, but it only took an hour for the creature to emerge. It landed by the goat, ripping the creature apart easily.  
 
    I fired a tranquilizer dart at it, but its hide was too thick to penetrate. I moved closer for a better shot and that is when I got a good look at it. It appeared to be some kind of lizard, but like nothing I’ve ever seen. Possibly some kind of cryptid or something summoned from another dimension. It didn’t appear to be very old, which worried me as it could grow considerably larger and its appetite along with it. I did consider that it could be the offspring of a larger creature but have no evidence to support that. 
 
    My partner fired off a flare to distract it, giving me the opportunity to get in close and decapitate the beast. We burned the body and buried the remains deep in the woods. A search of the town yielded no results as to where the creature came from and we found no evidence that anyone summoned it. The Witch Index shows that no witches reside in or near the town. We will be monitoring the town in case there are future incidents.  
 
    Unfortunately, we never did find the child. Our opinion is that the creature did in fact eat the child, but we cannot inform the family, so they will likely never have closure. For now, the case is closed. 
 
    That poor child. I wondered how many of his stories ended that way. The downside to being a Watcher, is that we only get called in after someone has been attacked or killed.  
 
    Moving on, I found another entry dated later that year, in mid November.  
 
    We were called to an incident in Boston. A young man had been arrested for attacking a married couple in their home. His extreme behavior and weapon of choice, a music box, led our man in the inside of Boston PD to believe he was possessed.  
 
    We interviewed the boy the following morning, claiming to be psychiatrists. My partner, Douglas, performed the necessary tests on the boy – prayers, holy water, he showed no adverse reaction to any of it. 
 
    He was a local college student with no record, yet he entered the couple’s home and beat them brutally with a small wooden music box. Both remain unconscious in the hospital. The wife is unlikely to make it. 
 
    When asked why he did it, he claimed to have no memory of the event. The last thing he could recall was working in the college library and then coming to when the police arrested him. 
 
    As time wore on, he seemed calmer and more focused which seemed to indicate something else at play. Drugs were a possibility, but the tox screen came back clean. 
 
    The boy told us that it wasn’t the first time he had lost time. He had experienced several blackouts in recent weeks, including where he woke up in a hotel room alone.  
 
    A visit to the hotel proved fruitful as we were able to view the CCTV footage and witnessed a young woman leaving the room. Enquiries around campus led to a fellow student, who had been seen with the boy before. The former foster daughter of the victims. It couldn’t be a coincidence. 
 
    The strange thing was when we showed the boy her photo, he had no idea who she was and didn’t recall ever meeting her before. I now had a fair idea what we were dealing with. It took two days to track the girl down, but we caught her trying to skip town.  
 
    When confronted, she attempted to use her ability on us. The girl used mind control, a siren offshoot, to persuade the boy to attack her former foster parents. They sent her back to the home and abandoned her. When she came into her powers at eighteen, she saw her chance at revenge, using a gift they once gave her. There may have been abuse, but nothing had ever been reported. Simple abandonment seemed like an extreme reason, but she refused to tell us more. Nothing is known of her real parents. 
 
    Too dangerous to be left in the world, we locked the siren away in the League confinement center where a decision will be made on her future. Unfortunately, there is nothing we can do for the boy. He will face charges for something he had no control over.  
 
    I closed the journal. Mind control? Could that be it?  
 
    Is someone controlling me? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
    Mind control is not something that is easy to do without magic or a serious set of skills. From my research, I discovered that it could only be utilized for a short amount of time, took a lot of power and the person responsible had to be close by to make it work. 
 
    A few humans had the ability, although there was debate that it was due to some throwback gene where they had supernatural in their DNA. Creatures like sirens, succubi and vampires had the ability to different degrees. Since none of these creatures could enter the Academy, I could rule them out. 
 
    I immediately ruled out some talented side show mentalist too, considering where I worked. It started with the orb, so it had to be connected to it.  
 
    Maybe something inside the orb leaked out when I dropped it? Or I unleashed a spell someone conjured and contained within it. There were too many options and without the orb, I couldn’t check any of them. I searched for it too, when Chelsea was elsewhere. At least in the obvious places. I couldn’t check the other Watcher’s lockers or any place I didn’t have access to. 
 
    I wished I could have taken Grandpa’s journal home with me, to check out the rest of the entries. 
 
    Brenda stormed into the room and hurled her book bag onto the bed. “Stupid asshole!” 
 
    “Is something wrong?” I asked. 
 
    “No!” She moved to the kitchen, slamming things around as she got herself some juice. 
 
    “Clearly something is wrong. Do you want to talk about it?” I offered, even though it was the last thing I wanted to do. 
 
    “Like you would understand,” she snapped. 
 
    I couldn’t spend the rest of the evening listening to her have a bitch fit, I needed to get out of here. 
 
    Grabbing my stuff, I left the room, with no idea where I was going. 
 
    What would I do if I was back home? 
 
    Checking my phone, I found the place I was looking for, a couple miles away.  
 
    I could use the break. 
 
    Back home when I felt stressed, I would go bowling. It sounded lame, but I found it relaxing. It was something Dad used to do with me when I was a kid. We only went a handful of times, he was usually too busy with work, but when we did go, we had fun. He seemed to relax and smiled more. 
 
    I paid for my shoes and set up at a lane. As I was tying my laces, I glanced up to see a guy in the next lane, flash me a smile. 
 
    Urgh, I do not want to get hit on tonight. 
 
    I pretended not to see him and picked up a ball. Taking a breath, I took a shot and bowled a strike. 
 
    “Yes,” I said to myself. Still got it. 
 
    “Nice one,” the guy in the next lane said. 
 
    I glanced over at him. “Thanks.” 
 
    “You have a good arm. But your form is terrible. Can I help with that?” he said, taking a step toward me.  
 
    “No, thank you.” 
 
    God, that was his opening line?  
 
    “Come on, it will be fun.” 
 
    “I’ll tell you what. If I don’t bowl another strike, you can help me. If I do, you go back to your own game and leave me alone.” 
 
    He smirked. “You drive a hard bargain, but okay.” 
 
    Lifting my ball, I bowled again. A perfect strike.  
 
    I saw the guy’s jaw clench. “Well done. Guess you don’t need my help.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    He went back to his friends. I hated jerks who pulled stunts like that. Allow the big strong man to help you out little lady and then you can swoon at my feet when I prove how superior I am to you. 
 
    I returned to my game, and for the first time since I started at the Academy, I actually started to have fun. 
 
    It sucked that I had to come to a bowling alley to feel that way, but at least for now, I was in control. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Over the next couple of days, I looked at everyone with suspicion. If mind control was involved, could one of the Watchers be behind it? I didn’t want to believe it, but Watchers were human like everyone else. There could be a bad seed inside the Academy, one who had their own reasons for being there. 
 
    They are all vetted though. Just like I was. 
 
    While I didn’t want to believe it of my fellow Watchers, I still felt paranoid walking around the Academy. Every time someone looked my way, I wondered why. Of course it could because I looked like a deer caught in the headlights, jumping at everything. 
 
     Max was still looking into the orb but had no luck either. He had more access than me. If it was the source of the mind control, maybe someone found it and used it against me. I still didn’t remember getting home that first night. Or where I went during those missing hours.  
 
    There were cameras around campus, maybe I could get access to the footage and figure out where I was. I wasn’t entirely sure I wanted to know what I’d been up to, but I couldn’t ignore it. It would have to wait until lunch though as Chelsea had me back shelving books. More seemed to have materialized since and I actually wondered if she just removed them so I would have to put them back. There was no way this many were removed by the Watchers for research. 
 
    Spencer wandered my way. “Back here again?” 
 
    “Yeah, Chelsea likes me out of the way, I think.” Or she just hates trainees. 
 
    Spencer rested his arm on a shelf. “I was thinking about that drink? How about Thursday at eight? There’s a bar just off campus. It’s quiet, has some good music.” 
 
    “Yeah, that sounds great.” 
 
    “Awesome. I get a date with the prettiest Watcher in the Academy.” 
 
    “You are such a flirt,” I teased. 
 
    “I try to get in a good flirt every day. It’s good for the soul,” he joked. 
 
    He moved the next stack to retrieve a book. Spencer seemed like a great guy and I was seriously considering telling him what was going on. Maybe he could help me. 
 
    Or he might think I’m crazy and cancel our date.  
 
    That thought made me pause. Spencer had potential. A nice guy who knew what I did and didn’t act like an asshole. If the date went well, who knows where it could lead. I haven’t had many serious boyfriends, I was always too wrapped up in studying and preparing myself for here. I could never explain to any of them what I planned on doing. 
 
    Yeah, I want to eradicate evil from the world with a group of like-minded individuals. 
 
    That would go over well. Not even Jason knew and he was the most serious boyfriend I ever had. Until it started to go wrong. I’m sure he would have found some way to use it to his advantage if he did know about it. 
 
    I could hear Spencer muttering to himself as he searched for whatever book he needed. If I was going to tell him, it would be better to do it now, before the date. I had to be fair. That way he had all the facts and could make the decision for himself. 
 
    I took a deep breath, ready to tell him. I blinked and the next thing I knew, I was pressed against Spencer, kissing him. His hands were on my hips as he kissed me back. I jerked away. 
 
    Eyes wide, he said, “Not that I’m complaining, but what was that for?” 
 
    “I uh, don’t know,” I stammered. I didn’t remember moving around the stacks or what led to kissing him. This was getting scary. Backing away, my heart thudded in my chest. It’s like my body isn’t my own. 
 
    “Well as nice as it was, just be careful Chelsea doesn’t see anything.” 
 
    I forced a smile. “Yeah, just forget that happened.” 
 
    Hurrying back to my books, my mind raced. Why did I do that? I mean sure, I liked Spencer, but whatever happened was outside my control. I heard him walk away, glad that he didn’t ask more questions. How could I explain this? 
 
    It had to be mind control. There was no other explanation. 
 
    A horrible thought struck me and I rushed downstairs to Max’s office. He had his phone to his ear. I waited by the door until he hung up, trying not to listen in on the call. When he finished, he waved me in. 
 
    “It happened again.” 
 
    “You lost more time?” he asked. 
 
    “Yes, and when I became aware again, I was kissing Spencer. Do you think its him, that he’s doing it?” 
 
    Max considered it for a moment, then shook his head. “Spencer isn’t that kind of guy. He wasn’t around the other times either.” 
 
    “But who has the most to gain from this? Why would anyone want me to kiss Spencer?” 
 
    “That might not have been the goal. Maybe they want to embarrass you or see how far they can push you.” 
 
    Push me? How far would they go? 
 
    I groaned. “This is ridiculous. I need to figure out who is doing this and get my life back. Have you found anything?” 
 
    He sighed. “Not so far. I have to stay under Chelsea’s radar.” 
 
    Letting out a shaky breath, I said, “You have no idea what this is like. To have your free will taken away.” 
 
    Max’s face darkened. “Don’t I?” he snapped. He stormed out of the room. 
 
    What did I say now? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
    “What the hell is wrong with me?” I muttered. I’d managed to make Max mad at me again. I just didn’t understand why. He knew what it was like to be controlled? That didn’t sound good. 
 
    Spencer might know the story, but he was the last person I wanted to talk to right now, after I embarrassed myself. 
 
    God, I kissed him. I mean not that he wasn’t kissable or that I never planned on doing it, but I wanted to be present for it. What the hell must he be thinking? That I’m some crazy person who kisses my co-workers whenever I feel like it? 
 
     Urgh, I don’t know if I can ever talk to him again. 
 
    I headed for the coffee machine. Even if it was swill, I needed the boost right now. I’ve been addicted to coffee since I was fourteen. I’ve never touched drugs and I rarely get drunk, but I can’t live without my coffee. 
 
    An older woman was pouring herself a cup. She smiled as I approached. 
 
    “You’re Dell, right?” she asked. Finally, someone gets my name right. 
 
    She was short, maybe 5’2 with blonde curly hair. Dressed like me, she wore a rose shaped brooch on her lapel. 
 
    “Yeah, I’m sorry I don’t know your name,” I admitted. 
 
    “I’m Anita. I knew your grandfather.” She handed me the pot. 
 
    “You did?” I poured a cup and took a sip, eager for the hit. 
 
    “Yes, Edward was a great Watcher. So sorry to hear he passed. Heart attack?” 
 
    I nodded. “Yeah, it was a shock. He always seemed fit and healthy. It’s been hard not having him to talk to, now that I’m finally here.” 
 
    “He used to talk about you all the time. He always seemed so proud that you were going to be following in his footsteps.” 
 
    “He was?” 
 
    “Edward wasn’t an emotional person, but his face would light up when he spoke of you.” 
 
    That brought tears to my eyes. “Thanks,” I murmured. “That’s nice to hear.” 
 
    Anita patted my arm. “If you need anything, let me know.” 
 
    “Thanks. Actually,” I glanced around and lowered my voice. “I think I kind of upset Max earlier. We were talking about mind control – for research – and he got kind of angry about a comment I made.” 
 
    Anita nodded, looking sympathetic. “Well it is a touchy subject for him.” 
 
    “Spencer hinted that something happened to him. What was it?” 
 
    Anita sighed. “Most of the older Watchers know already. About ten years ago, Max and a team were at a dig site in the Middle East. They unearthed something. I don’t know the exact details, but the team ended up dead and Max disappeared for weeks. He had his mind hijacked by an entity. It took him a long time to recover. Your grandfather worked with him after it happened.” 
 
    “He did? Would it be in his journal?” 
 
    Anita shrugged. “Might be. Edward kept meticulous notes, not just with his journal.” I remembered he would be constantly scribbling away in notebooks at home. 
 
    “I guess I understand why Max reacted the way he did. That’s awful. What was the entity? Like a demon or something?” I asked. 
 
    “Nothing so normal, no. They managed to unleash some ancient Goddess if you can believe it?” 
 
    “A Goddess? Wow. What culture?” 
 
    “Babylonian, I believe.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I sneaked back into the journal room near the end of the day, once Chelsea went into a meeting. I don’t think I was doing anything wrong, but better to stay out of her way for now. 
 
     What happened to Max was probably none of my business, but I needed to know what happened so I wouldn’t put my foot in it again with him. And yeah, I was curious too. An actual deity had escaped, that didn’t happen every day, which admittedly was a good thing. 
 
     Flicking through my grandfather’s journal, I found no reference to Max or any Babylonian Goddess, but he was a Watcher for over forty years, he had more than one journal, I was sure of it. I checked the shelf again, but there were no other journals belonging to him. Perhaps he kept them. 
 
    Most of his stuff was in his house across the country. Well, technically, it was my house now. I hadn’t decided what to do with it. It was far too big for one person. I also didn’t like the idea of living with all those memories, but I didn’t have the heart to sell it either. For now, I would leave it as it was. I could decide what to do when I completed my training. 
 
    When I returned to my room, I was pleased to see that Brenda wasn’t home yet. Sometimes she would go to poetry readings in the student union. Or she was off terrorizing someone else. Whatever, I’d make the most of having the room to myself for a while. 
 
    I pulled out my phone and dialed the house. It was maintained by a housekeeper, Delores, and James, Grandpa’s butler. Although he was much more than that. He was like family. An ex-soldier, he came to work for Grandpa before I was born. When Grandpa would tell me off for eating too much sugar, James would look the other way as I raided the cookie jar. Delores was the real authoritarian. She kept me in line, including nixing the whole cursing thing before it started. She meant well though. Grandpa wanted to send me into a potentially deadly occupation, Delores thought I should have a childhood first. I think she felt sorry that I didn’t have a mother anymore too. 
 
    “Dell, so nice to hear from you. How is it going?” James asked when he answered the phone. It made me homesick to hear his voice. 
 
    “Uh, good. Still finding my feet, but I love being here.” I wouldn’t admit to him that it had lost some of its shine these past few days. 
 
    “Good to hear. What can I do for you?” 
 
    “Well this may sound like a strange request, but did Grandpa keep Watcher journals at the house?” 
 
    “He did.” 
 
    “Oh, good. I’m looking for information on a case he worked on about ten years ago. Involving a man named Max Burrows? He’s a Watcher who came into contact with a Babylonian Goddess.” 
 
    “Well I can take a look through them and see if it’s there. It might take a while.” 
 
    “You would? I’d appreciate it. Call me back if you find something.” 
 
    I hung up. It was clear James had no issue looking through the journals and he knew where they were too.  
 
    He trusted James with that information but not me? I was a little hurt by it, but Grandpa did make it clear that he wanted me to forge my own path as a Watcher. He taught me the rules and what to expect as a trainee, but beyond that, he wanted me to do my own thing. 
 
    I took a shower while I waited and fixed myself some dinner. The refrigerator was nearly empty, I needed to get some food in. God knows Brenda never offered, but she ate what she found. I would have to settle for some leftover Chinese food. I opened the container and sniffed it. It smelled okay. I dumped it onto a plate and heated it up in the microwave. Growing up with Grandpa, we rarely ate junk food or take out. Delores cooked for us every night and the only time I got away with eating junk was when I went out or at college. I tried my best to limit myself to once a week, but considering how hectic my schedule could become at the Academy, that might change. As I tucked into the leftover noodles, I promised myself that I would make the effort to only buy healthy stuff at the grocery store and make my own lunches. 
 
     When the phone rang, I dived on it. “Hello?” 
 
    “Dell, I believe I’ve found what you are looking for,” James said. 
 
    “Great, do you think you could scan the pages and send them to me?” 
 
    “Or I could give you the highlights, since I have no idea how to do that.” 
 
    I bit back a laugh. “Right, sorry. Yeah, go ahead.” James hated computers, didn’t see the point in them. 
 
    Settling on the bed, I grabbed a notebook to take some notes. “Go ahead.” 
 
    “According to the report – Max Burrows was part of a team who were cataloguing artefacts in a tomb. A stone tablet broke in the excavation, releasing Ishtar, a Goddess who had been sealed away for her crimes against humanity. She killed the other men, but left with Max. According to him, she wanted to resurrect her dead lover, using Max’s body as a vessel. He was about to be sacrificed when he was rescued. Ishtar was sealed away again. Hopefully for good. 
 
    Edward visited Max in the psychiatric hospital a while later, according to a later entry. Max said they had, “ripped her away from him,” he would scream her name constantly and had to be sedated. He spent six months in the unit before being released. I guess she became like an addiction to him.” 
 
    I closed my eyes. “That’s awful. They let him back in afterward? Despite being compromised.” 
 
    “He dedicated his life to studying curses, passed his evaluations. Edward seems to be supportive of the decision.” 
 
    “Thanks, James.” 
 
    “Let me know if you need anything else. Oh, by the way – he called the house again.” 
 
    I knew exactly which he, James was referring to. Jason. “I hope you told him to go to hell.” 
 
    “I did, quite forcefully.” 
 
    “Good, then we don’t need to worry about it. It might be time to change the number again. Speak to you soon. Bye.” 
 
    I tossed my phone onto the bed and sighed. Of course he would start his crap again now. Like I didn’t have enough to contend with. Well, it didn’t matter, he didn’t know where I was and he had no way of finding out. Another positive reason for moving here. 
 
    Poor Max. I never really thought about how this job could affect you. I mean I knew you could be killed but locked away in a psych hospital after having your mind violated? It sounded like a fate worse than death. 
 
    Ishtar. 
 
    I knew the name, I’ve read about her. Most people think Gods are a myth, but the reality is they were powerful beings that had to be locked away to stop them from wiping out the human race. Once human themselves, they learned magic, became immortal, growing in power to the point where people started to worship them. The magic corrupted them completely, driving them insane. The only way to contain them was to send them into another dimension. They’re not even dead, just trapped and there is always a possibility that they could escape. Nothing is worse than a God. 
 
    I’ll take a run of the mill demon any day of the week. 
 
    I glanced at the notebook in my lap. It was covered in Babylonian symbols, like the ones in the book and on the orb. I didn’t even realize I was drawing them.  
 
    The door opened and Brenda sloped in, dragging her bookbag behind her. I quickly shoved the notebook under a blanket.  
 
    A chill ran through me. What is happening to me? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
    So much for my relaxing day off. 
 
    The kitchen table was covered in books as I tried to decipher the writing in my notebook. So far, I had nothing, the writing too obscure to translate. 
 
    At least Brenda had class. I didn’t need her bothering me right now. With everything going on, I didn’t have time to go apartment hunting, so I would have to grin and bear it for now. 
 
    Frustrated, I closed the book in front of me. Nothing. I needed a break. Glancing at the clock on the wall, I noticed it was nearly lunch time. I could use a snack. 
 
    Opening the refrigerator, I groaned. I forgot to go food shopping. Closing it, I decided to take a break. I could go into town, grab a bite to eat and maybe get some new boots to replace the broken ones. I didn’t plan on being gone long, so I just left my stuff on the table.  
 
    Grabbing my jacket and bag, I headed out. I didn’t have a car here, I hadn’t gotten around to it yet, so I would have to take the bus. I didn’t mind, at least it gave me a chance to check out more of the city. I really wanted to explore properly, but I’d leave that until I had more time off. As a diligent Watcher, I needed to know about my surroundings, in case a call came in. 
 
    My first stop was a small café which offered some delicious looking steak and cheese sandwiches. I ate mine in the corner of the café, while I people watched. There were mostly couples, enjoying lunch together. It made me wish I was one of them and not here by myself. 
 
    I really need to start socializing.  
 
    Maybe I could organize a night out with some of the Watchers. That way we could have some fun and get to know each other better. I wouldn’t be inviting Chelsea though. I don’t really imagine her as the team building type. Then again, maybe with a few drinks in her, she would loosen up.  
 
    The waitress passed my table. “All good?” she asked. 
 
    “Yes, best I’ve tasted in a long time,” I said, giving her a smile. 
 
    Her own smile faltered slightly as she walked away. Confused, I put a hand to my chin and found some sauce smeared across it. Rolling my eyes, I used the camera on my phone as a mirror to clean myself up.  
 
    I’ve learned to laugh at myself over the years. I know I’m a klutz and a little scattered. When I was a kid, I used to get terribly embarrassed when I screwed up, to the point where my face would go bright red and that usually led to tears. My classmates picked up on it and loved to point it out, to tease me as much as they could.  
 
    Mom actually helped me realize that I couldn’t go to pieces every time it happened. She picked me up from school one day, I must have been around seven. I was still crying from stumbling in the classroom and crashing into a girl called Mindy. Neither of us were seriously hurt, but the whole class erupted in laughter. 
 
    Mom saw the state I was in and instead of going home, she took me out for ice cream, and we went to the park, despite it being December. 
 
    As we sat on the swings, she told me about the time she tripped while on stage in the school play, fell, and managed to grab her teacher’s skirt on the way down. It did not end well. Mom burst into peals of laughter as she told me the story. Even I laughed at it, but I also knew that if it happened to me, I would never go to school again. 
 
    “The point is, everyone is clumsy in some way. I’m sure all your friends have tripped or fallen at some point and when it isn’t happening to them, it can seem funny. If you let yourself get flustered, then you are going to keep getting upset like this every time.” 
 
    “So what do I do?” I asked. 
 
    “Laugh right along with them. As long as you’re not hurt of course. If you laugh, then you can’t feel embarrassed and the other kids won’t tease you. You’ll be untouchable.” 
 
    “Or I could learn not to be clumsy,” I muttered. 
 
    “No, sweetheart. You don’t need to change anything about yourself, just change the way you look at the situation.” 
 
    I didn’t fully understand her advice at the time, but as I got older, I realized that she was right. Laughing took away their power over me. That day at the park is one of the clearest memories I have of my mother. I know that her and Dad worked a lot, they weren’t always there, but I know they loved me.  
 
    Pushing my plate aside, I left the café. Next stop, new boots. 
 
    As I wandered along the streets, mostly window shopping since nothing really caught my eye, I saw a familiar face up ahead.  
 
    “Spencer?” 
 
    He glanced up from his phone and waved. “Hey, how’s it going?” 
 
    I decided to forget about the whole kiss thing for now. Spencer genuinely seemed like a good person and I didn’t think he would have anything to do with it. 
 
    “Great, what are you doing here?” I realized that sounded stupid. He was no doubt shopping or grabbing lunch just like me. 
 
    “I have to get my little brother some new sneakers. He trashed the last pair.” 
 
    “You have a little brother?”  
 
    He pointed at the fountain across the street where a boy of about thirteen with the same hair color and sense of style as Spencer stood, dipping his foot into the water. 
 
    “Toby! Stop that,” he called. 
 
    Toby quickly removed his foot, jamming his hands into the pockets of his jeans. He sloped toward us. “This is boring. Can we go to the comic book store?” 
 
    “No, because Mom grounded you.” 
 
    I couldn’t help but smile at the exchange. They were cute together. I glanced at Toby’s sneakers, they appeared to be the trashed pair. One of them was split up the side, while the other was missing the original laces and had been replaced with a lace from a man’s shoe from the look of it. 
 
    “Is this your girlfriend?” Toby sneered. 
 
    Spencer took a swipe at him. “No, this is my work friend, Dell. Don’t be rude.” 
 
    Toby trudged off to check out a window display.  
 
    “Isn’t he delightful?” Spencer said sarcastically. 
 
    “He’s a teenager, it’s expected.” 
 
    Spencer snorted. “Yeah, I just hope he’s nothing like me at that age.” 
 
    “Really? Were you a bit of a rebel?” I teased.  
 
    “Rebel? No. I was the devil incarnate according to my mother. Good thing she doesn’t know that could be a real thing or she might have chosen her words more carefully.” 
 
    “I’m sure you weren’t that bad,” I said. 
 
    He laughed. “Let’s just say I’ve grown up a lot. What about you?” 
 
    “I was…pretty much the same as now. Boring and a giant nerd.” 
 
    “Well I hear nerds are in, so there’s that.” 
 
    “Let’s go, Spencer,” Toby whined.  
 
    “Okay,” Spencer said, waving him off.  
 
    “He still lives with his mom, you know,” Toby yelled. 
 
    Spencer put his head in his hands and groaned. “I’m going to kill him.” 
 
    “Is it true?” I asked, amused at his embarrassment. 
 
    He avoided looking at me, his cheeks red. “Maybe.” 
 
    “Living on your own is expensive,” I said. It didn’t bother me that he lived at home. I did too, until recently. 
 
    “For the record, its temporary and I live over the garage. Just until I earn enough to get my own place.” 
 
    “I live with an angry Goth girl in one room. A garage sounds great compared to that.” 
 
    Toby stepped between us. “Flirt on your own time, loser. Let’s go.” 
 
    “See you at work, Dell,” Spencer said. He grabbed Toby by the back of his t-shirt and dragged him away. 
 
    I watched them go, before turning away. As I did, I caught sight of my reflection in a window. For a moment, my face looked…different. I took a step forward to check, but I couldn’t see anything unusual.  
 
    Must have been a trick of the light. 
 
    After checking out a few more stores, I settled on a pair of black boots. They were flat, but the heeled boots weren’t practical for being on my feet every day, they just looked good. 
 
    I took my time walking back across campus, enjoying the fall leaves. I loved this time of year. I stopped for a hot chocolate, a little treat before I got back to work.   
 
    When I opened the dorm room door on my return, I found Brenda waiting inside. She sat at the kitchen table, where all my stuff still lay, including the page of symbols. 
 
    Oh crap. I hope she didn’t read any of it. 
 
    “What is this?” she asked, waving a hand across the clutter. 
 
    “Um…the historical soc…” 
 
    “We talked about leaving stuff lying around. We clean up our own stuff.” 
 
    I sighed with relief. She was mad about the mess, not what she might have seen.  
 
    “Sorry, I will clear it up now.” 
 
    She glared at me, then crossed the room to her bed and flopped onto it, kicking off her shoes.  
 
    I gathered my books and my notes and put them into my bag, out of sight. I didn’t think that Brenda would go snooping, but maybe I should invest in a lock box. The desk the college provided had a single drawer and it didn’t lock.  
 
    “What’s with all the weird symbols anyway?” Brenda asked. 
 
    She did see it. 
 
    “Um, it’s some ancient language that the historical society wants me to decipher,” I lied.  
 
    She stared at me for a full minute, as if trying to figure me out. Finally, she said, “You are so weird.” 
 
    “Yep, that’s my middle name. Adeline Weird Grimm.” 
 
    Rolling her eyes, she put her headphones in and lay down to listen to her music. Some angsty rock band from the sound of it. 
 
    I needed to be more careful about leaving things lying around. It was a breach of security, not that I believed Brenda would think any of it was real. No, she thought she lived with a messy weirdo.  
 
    Knowing I couldn’t get back to work with her here, I started making a grocery list instead.  
 
    “I’m going grocery shopping, do you want anything?” I asked. 
 
    No response. I glanced over to find her reading a magazine. She couldn’t hear me over the music. 
 
    Why am I offering anyway? 
 
    Because if I didn’t, she would eat my stuff instead. I waved my hand to get her attention. 
 
    “What?” she said, ripping out an earphone. 
 
    “I’m going to the store, do you want anything?” I asked, as nicely as I could. 
 
    “We need more chips,” she replied, then went back to her music. 
 
    I rolled my eyes and wrote it on the list. I’ve never seen her cook anything, she’s always eating premade food or stealing mine. If we run out, she orders takeout. Perhaps she didn’t know how to cook. I wondered if I should offer to teach her, but she wouldn’t appreciate it. Besides, if she cooked our meals, there was nothing to stop her poisoning me the next time we had an argument.  
 
    My phone buzzed in my pocket. Pulling it out, I expected a message from Spencer or something from the Academy. The number however, was unfamiliar. I opened the message. Hey, babe. Long time no speak. X. 
 
    I didn’t need the message to be signed to know who sent it. Jason.  
 
    He found me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
    “Listen up, I have an announcement,” Chelsea barked, the next morning at the Academy. Unfortunately, she was standing right next to me when she started yelling and the sound went right through me. Wincing, I took a couple of steps back, colliding with Spencer. He smiled as he prevented me from falling over.  
 
    “I just got word that the senior Watchers will be visiting us in a few days’ time. I want this place spotless, all paperwork must be up to date and you will all dress accordingly.” She shot Spencer a dark look. Today he wore a blue t-shirt over jeans, and Chucks. I liked his look, but he did stand out from the rest of us. 
 
    “Anyone who screws this up will be terminated,” Chelsea finished. A few of the younger Watchers exchanged nervous looks. Knowing Chelsea, she probably meant literally.  
 
    The senior Watchers did spot checks twice a year on the Academies. Considering they were usually surprise visits, Chelsea must have someone feeding her information higher up the chain. Interesting. I tried to remember if the name Dean ever came up in relation to the senior Watchers, but it didn’t ring a bell. She probably had spies everywhere. Sometimes it isn’t who you know, but what you know. 
 
     Regardless, meeting the senior Watchers was a big deal. Impressing them could lead to the pick of jobs in the future. Which meant that I really needed to fix whatever was wrong with me before they arrived. 
 
    When the crowd dispersed, Spencer pulled me aside. “Are we still on for tonight? Our date?” 
 
    I almost forgot about it. “Yeah, um, but listen, can we forget about what happened the other day? The whole kiss thing. I’m kinda embarrassed about it. I don’t know what possessed me to…” I trailed off. Wait, was that it? Was it possession? 
 
    “That’s fine, consider it forgotten,” Spencer replied. “Well, actually, it will be kind of hard to forget because…” 
 
    I needed to talk to Max. “I’ll see you tonight.” 
 
    I left him standing there and hurried to Max’s office. He looked less than thrilled to see me. “I’m sorry about upsetting you again, I really am, but I think I’ve figured it out. I think I’m possessed.” 
 
    Max heaved a sigh. He set his coffee mug down and asked, “Why?” 
 
    “It fits, doesn’t it?” Not much of a reason, but what else could it be? 
 
    “Possession is more than losing time. There would be a lot more symptoms. Physical symptoms that you would notice.” 
 
    “I know but it’s a possibility. Would you be able to tell if you had the orb? If something had been inside it?” 
 
    “Maybe, but I’ve searched the whole building, I can’t find it anywhere. I think we have to face the fact that it’s gone for good.” 
 
    I massaged my neck, feeling stressed out again. I noticed the stain on Max’s ceiling had grown.  
 
    Is that black mold? 
 
    “There are tests that can be done to prove possession, but I’ll need a few days to get the ingredients together,” Max said. 
 
    “The senior Watchers will be here soon, I don’t want to screw up with them around.” While Chelsea had the power to kick me out, they would probably lock me away, if they suspected possession. Followed by an exorcism and that did not sound pleasant. 
 
    “We’ll get it sorted before they arrive. Trust me,” Max said. 
 
    I didn’t have any other choice, did I? At least we were on speaking terms and he was willing to help me, although I probably didn’t deserve it. And the truth was, I did trust him. He had done a lot for me so far and he didn’t have to. 
 
    I left his office to find Chelsea and see what she wanted me to do today, but I really wanted to go home and sleep for a few hours. I barely slept at all last night. After I got the message from Jason, I immediately called James. He had a friend, probably one of his old army buddies, check in on Jason and according to him, he hadn’t left the state. He did, however, manage to get my phone number, something he has managed to do several times in the past. He must have some kind of contact or way of finding it out. He is smarter than he lets on, but he is no hacker. He doesn’t have much money either to bribe anyone with. He drifted between jobs, usually in auto shops. I always wondered if he wanted to date me originally because I came from money. I paid for most of our dates, although he acted like I wounded his pride when I did. 
 
    Babe, you have no idea how bad I feel letting you pay. I’m the man, I should be the one taking you out. I swear I’ll get the next one. 
 
    I knew his MO. He would message me a few times, try to get me to reply. When I didn’t, the messages would get nasty, then he would stop abruptly.  
 
    Back home, the next step would be stalking. I would see him every now and again. He would appear on the street or pass by in a car, perfectly innocent looking and all within the mandated fifty foot perimeter that he had to maintain at all times, thanks to the restraining order I had on him. James’ idea. After a while, he would get bored and disappear for a while. Sometimes for months at a time. It never got violent, just scary. I think he enjoyed making me afraid. 
 
    I’m sure James was the main deterrent that kept him at bay. He may be older now, but he could easily kick Jason’s ass. James did have a word with him one time, he wouldn’t tell me what he said, but Jason did back off for nearly eight months that time. If he found out that I came here, alone, would he follow me? What would he do now that James wasn’t around? I shuddered.  
 
    Right now, I couldn’t worry about him. I could be possessed, that had to be my main priority. James would contact me if Jason left town. For now, I was safe. Well, safe from a human stalker anyway.  
 
    Chelsea put me on dusting duties, I had to make sure the stacks were spotless for the visit. Honestly, I was glad to be out of the way. It gave me time to think.  
 
    I tried to focus on my date with Spencer later. Something good to look forward to. 
 
    As long as I don’t black out again and do something embarrassing. 
 
    Oh God, what if I did? Maybe I should cancel the date, it would be safer.  
 
    Except, I haven’t been on a date in a while. There was a time I didn’t think I would be interested again. Not after everything with Jason. 
 
    Nope. 
 
    I shook it off. The past was just that. So what if Jason had my number, he had no idea how to find me and James would never tell him. Let him play his little games. I refuse to get sucked back in. 
 
    Probably got bored or broke up with some girl and thought he would hit me up. 
 
    It still made me cringe, how he sucked me in. I’m not a stupid person and I like to think I’m a good judge of character, but I fell for everything. Every lie, every excuse. Never again. 
 
    I remembered the first time I laid eyes on him. Jason was handsome, funny and he knew all the right things to say. 
 
    I took my car to the body shop in town, after a little fender bender. I backed into a wall at the house. Dumb, I know. 
 
    At nineteen, I just started college and Grandpa finally let me have a bit more independence. Telling him I wrecked the car would not make him happy. 
 
    As I entered the body shop, Jason rolled out from under a car. “Can I help you?” he asked. 
 
    I found myself stuttering over my words as I stared into his cornflower blue eyes. “Uh, I need to uh, get my car fixed.” 
 
    His mouth spread into a grin. “Let’s take a look, shall we?” 
 
    I spent an hour there, talking to him, laughing. By the end of it, he had me ask him out. He had a whole sob story ready for me. His last girlfriend broke his heart and he didn’t know if he wanted to date someone new but couldn’t resist little old me. 
 
    Manipulative jerk. It seemed obvious now, looking back, but I was young, well younger, and naïve and I really liked him.  
 
    Enough already! He doesn’t dictate my life.  
 
    I started swishing the duster angrily, throwing up a cloud of dust. I coughed violently. When did someone last dust up here? 
 
    My guess was the last time the senior Watchers visited. God, I hoped I didn’t blow it with them. 
 
    I knew of at least one Watcher who climbed the ranks very quickly after impressing a senior Watcher. Pick of assignments by thirty-five.  
 
    The way I’m going, I’ll be eighty-five by the time that happens for me. 
 
    Chelsea came up to inspect my work at the end of the day, clipboard in hand. She ran her finger across one of the shelves. It looked clean to me, but she didn’t look impressed. 
 
    “Go over it all again, just to be sure.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Do you have somewhere else to be?” she asked, arching an eyebrow. 
 
    “Well, I planned on meeting a friend at eight.” I didn’t tell her who, that probably wouldn’t go over well. 
 
    “Then you better be quick if you’re going to make it in time.” 
 
    God, I hate her. 
 
    Grabbing the duster, I started again, moving as fast as I could along the stacks. I could just tell her that I did it, but if I missed something, I’d never hear the end of it. 
 
     It took longer than I thought it would and I finished just before eight. I wouldn’t have time to go home and change now and my clothes were covered in dust. I tried to wipe it off, but only succeeded in creating gray smudges on my clothes. 
 
    Damn it, I’m a mess. 
 
    I hoped the bar would be dark and Spencer didn’t look too closely at my clothes. I ditched the duster and retrieved my bag. 
 
     As I rushed out of the building. I started jogging across the quad, glad I ditched the heels. 
 
    Stopping after a few seconds, I bent over trying to catch my breath. 
 
    What the heck? When did I get so out of shape? 
 
    Standing up, I looked around. Where was I? I couldn’t have run more than fifty feet, but I was clear across campus. 
 
    “This can’t be right.” 
 
     I realized I was holding something. Raising it to the light I found a knife in my hand and it was covered in what looked like blood. 
 
    “Fudge me.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Ten 
 
      
 
    “What have I done?” I whispered; my hands were trembling, heart thumping wildly in my chest. I just left the Academy, this couldn’t be right. 
 
    I blacked out again. 
 
    Campus was deserted, how long had passed this time? I fished my phone from my pocket to check, smearing the screen with sticky blood. It was midnight! Over four hours gone. 
 
    Knowing the blood could only mean one thing, I searched the ground around me for any sign of a body. The streetlights lit up most of the ground, but there were places where they didn’t reach. Dark spaces big enough for a body. I switched the flashlight app on my phone and used it to see more. There was no sign of anyone anywhere. No screams, no sirens either. 
 
    They’re probably lying in a pool of their own blood somewhere.  
 
    Oh God, what if it was Spencer? The thought made me go cold. I could have gone to the bar, then lured him somewhere and attacked him. I took a step forward, then stopped. Where do I go? If I was running in the direction of the dorms, then I had to have come from somewhere else. Not the bar, it lay in the opposite direction.  I needed to retrace my steps and find whoever had been stabbed.  
 
    They might still be alive. 
 
    I slipped the knife up my sleeve to hide it from view. I couldn’t leave it lying around, it was evidence now and if anyone saw me with it, they would call the cops. 
 
    Making my way back across the quad, I checked the ground as I walked, listening for anyone calling for help.  
 
    Please don’t be dead. I chanted the words in my head as I went. I needed to call the police, but I had to know what happened first.  
 
    I’m going to end up like that kid my grandfather investigated. Sent to jail for a crime I have no memory of committing. 
 
    I sucked in a deep breath, fighting to stay in control. I couldn’t lose it now, not when someone could be dying out here. I needed to keep moving.  
 
    The sound of drunken singing reached me and I quickly ducked behind a hedge. Peeking out, I saw a couple of guys stagger by. 
 
    Why am I hiding? I’m the dangerous one. 
 
    One of them belched loudly, then laughed. “We should go get more beer,” he said to his friend. 
 
    “The bar’s closed, idiot. But my roommate has some tequila.” 
 
    They continued their song, the sound growing fainter as they moved away. 
 
     I stayed put until they were out of sight. Perhaps I was the dangerous one, but I really didn’t need anyone stopping me right now or calling the cops before I determined what happened. 
 
    My search led me back to the Academy building, the most logical place. There were a few drops of blood on the step outside. Someone must be inside, but who? I was the last one out earlier. At least I thought so. 
 
    It looked more likely that the victim was Spencer. Maybe I convinced him to come back here with me and…what? 
 
    Time to find out. 
 
    With a trembling hand, I removed my key card from my pocket and swiped it on the reader. The light turned green and I entered the building, moving slowly down the hall.  
 
    I found the odd spot of blood on the floor, but that must have come from the knife, dripping off as I walked. A thought crossed my mind. I could wipe the knife off, dump it and run. No one would know that I’d been here. 
 
    Where did that come from? I would never do that. Whatever happened, I planned on turning myself in. I wasn’t above the law and I wouldn’t risk hurting anyone else. It’s just my survival instincts kicking in. 
 
    I entered the main hall. Silence. No sign of a body. A fire still roared in the fireplace, lighting the room, along with a couple of lamps, but most of it lay in shadow. 
 
    This place is creepy at night. 
 
    “Hello?” I called softly, before realizing how dumb that was. If someone was dead, they weren’t going to answer me and if they were injured, they definitely weren’t going to answer the person who stabbed them. 
 
    I looked up at the stacks but couldn’t see much from down here. Stepping around the table, my foot caught on something and I twisted and fell. I threw my hands out to save myself, my face stopping a couple of inches short of Antoine. His lifeless eyes stared back at me and I knew in an instant that he was dead. 
 
    I screamed, pushing away, still clutching the knife. I scrambled backwards, breathing hard. 
 
    Blood covered Antoine’s shirt, it looked like he had been stabbed multiple times and given the fact that I had the knife, it seemed the most likely option.  
 
    A door opened somewhere in the back and feet pounded down the hall. 
 
    Max skidded to a halt. “What’s…oh my God. Is that Antoine?” His face paled as he took a careful step toward the body, trying to avoid the blood. 
 
    He turned to me. “What happened?” 
 
    “I just found him,” I stammered. 
 
    “Why the hell did you pick up the knife?” he cried. 
 
    I glanced at it, still clutched in my hand. I let it drop to the floor. “I don’t…” 
 
    “That’s evidence, your fingerprints are going to be all over it. Don’t touch anything else. Chelsea will already be on her way,” Max said. 
 
    “What? How?” Is she psychic now too? Or does she have a special radar for when I screw up? 
 
    “If anyone accesses the building after hours, she gets an alert,” Max said, leaning in for a closer look at the body. He seemed completely calm, unlike me. I’m sure he’s dealt with bodies before, but what if it was more than that? 
 
    I got to my feet slowly. “What are you doing here?” 
 
    He glanced up at me. “I have a room in the back.” 
 
    He lives here? 
 
    “And you didn’t hear anything?” I didn’t mean for it to sound like an accusation, but that’s how it came out. 
 
    Max glared at me. “Sure, I just ignored a man being murdered. My room is sound proofed. I was coming to collect a book from the office when I heard you scream.” 
 
    So he said, but what if I had this all wrong? What if I didn’t stab Antoine, what if I just picked up the knife after stumbling across the body? Which meant Max could be the killer. 
 
    I didn’t want to believe it, but I didn’t know Max or what he was capable of. A Goddess hijacked his mind, what if it changed him, made him a killer? 
 
    God, that’s a terrible thing to think. He is the only one willing to help me. 
 
    Chelsea came running into the room, which made me wonder how close to the Academy she lived. She wore her clothes from earlier too. Surely, she would have been asleep, but it didn’t look like it. I never considered her having a life outside of here. Heck, maybe she slept in her clothes so she was always ready for action. 
 
    “What’s going on? Why are you here?” she demanded. 
 
    I didn’t answer, just pointed at the body. 
 
    Chelsea stepped forward. She stared at Antoine’s body for a few seconds before looking at me. “You better start talking.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Eleven 
 
      
 
    I sat in the corner of the room, watching the others work, trying my best not to look at the body. I’m not squeamish, I’ve even viewed an autopsy before, but it is different when you know the person. 
 
    Chelsea called in a whole team to deal with this. We couldn’t call the police and have them searching the Academy, not with all the artefacts in here, but there were experts who could investigate. They were trained forensic analysts who worked for the League. It wouldn’t take them long to figure this out. They had the murder weapon, thanks to me. It would be covered with my prints, hopefully not the only prints on it, but they were there. My prints were on file at the Academy already, so I didn’t need to give them again. 
 
    Max thought I picked it up when I found the body, for now I wasn’t going to correct him.  
 
    Chelsea marched around, barking orders to whoever would listen. She didn’t seem too cut up over Antoine, just pissed at having to deal with this situation. What if she killed him? I wasn’t going to lie, I’d much rather it was someone else, but I couldn’t rule myself out. Not yet. 
 
    I did lie to Chelsea though. I told her that I came back because I left my phone behind. She seemed to buy it, for now, although she couldn’t understand why I didn’t wait until morning to get it. 
 
    I couldn’t understand why anyone would want Antoine dead, I mean he was Chelsea’s lapdog, but that wasn’t reason enough to kill him. He seemed like a jerk, or he behaved like one when he spoke to me, but I’d never seen him talking to anyone else. Again, being rude didn’t seem like a good enough reason to stab someone multiple times. 
 
    Chelsea approached me. “Don’t think I’ve forgotten about you. We need a written statement of everything you saw and heard tonight.” 
 
    I nodded, studying her face, trying to determine if she was involved in all of this, but she gave nothing away. I doubted she did it, not with her ambition. She wouldn’t risk her position here. Or at the very least she would get someone to do it for her. 
 
    Like me? 
 
    We moved to Spencer’s desk. Chelsea shoved a bunch of wires aside so she could take notes. I’m sure Spencer hated me for not showing up for our date but at least he didn’t end up like Antoine. Or at least I hoped not.  
 
    Maybe I should call him. I glanced at my watch. 1am. I didn’t want to wake him if all I did was stand him up. Visions of him lying in a pool of blood filled my head, but I pushed them away. I had no reason to think that. 
 
    “Why were you here after hours?” Chelsea asked.  
 
    I sighed. “I told you, I realized that I forgot my phone and came back for it. I didn’t realize it would alert you.” 
 
    “Clearly. We have a building full of dangerous artefacts, of course we monitor who goes in or out. Nothing happens that I don’t know about.” 
 
    Except a vicious murder. 
 
    A thought occurred to me. “Wait, you got alerted by me? Just now?” 
 
    Chelsea looked at me like I was an idiot. “That’s what I just said.” 
 
    “What about Antoine? He wasn’t here when I left earlier, which means he came back. Did you get an alert when he came inside?”  
 
    And if I had the knife, I had to have been in here too, before I regained my senses. Why didn’t she get one then? 
 
    Her brow furrowed and she snatched up her phone to check. Scrolling through it, she frowned. “That’s impossible. He’s not listed as entering the building after this morning. No one entered until you.” 
 
    “Could Max have let him in?” I suggested. 
 
    “I’m sure he would have mentioned that,” Chelsea snapped. 
 
    Muttering to herself, she hurried away to talk to one of the team. Something more was definitely going on here. If I didn’t use my card the first time, how did I get in? Or was the alert system defective? That had to be it. If it is, then that would be pretty lucky for me. 
 
    I forced myself to look at Antoine’s body. A man was kneeling beside him, checking for clues. We worked with the police on occasion, and in Antione’s case, it might still go to them, but our own forensic techs were necessary. That way we avoided someone reporting cause of death as attack by a werewolf.  
 
    It certainly isn’t the case here. 
 
    I tried to detach myself from the situation like I’ve been taught. Antoine lay on his back, the stab wounds were confined to his chest. He had a cut on his cheek, like he had been struck with something. The wound didn’t appear deep so it might have knocked him off balance but not unconscious.  
 
    There has to be some clue to who did this. Other than me. 
 
    Antoine was a big guy. Would I have had the strength to take him down? Wouldn’t I remember stabbing someone to death? 
 
    Glancing down, I noticed that blood covered my hands, but I did fall on him, which also accounted for the blood on my shirt. I didn’t think to check my shirt before I fell. No chance of checking for blood spatter now. Shifting in my seat, I tried to cover my shirt with my jacket. Not because I was trying to hide evidence, but because it made me feel queasy looking at it. 
 
    Leaning forward, I took a couple of deep breaths. As I did, I noticed something lying under the table. I leaned further forward, trying to get a better look. It appeared to be a statue, probably an artefact. It could have been used to hit him. But why was it out here? There were no crates around and Antoine didn’t work in that department. That didn’t mean he didn’t have a legitimate reason for having it. Or maybe he caught someone trying to steal it and they fought? 
 
    None of it explained how he got in without alerting Chelsea though.  
 
    “Um, excuse me? There’s something under the table,” I called to the tech guy. 
 
    He bent down to check it out. After marking the spot and photographing it, he removed the statue and placed it into an evidence bag. 
 
    The statue was Greek in origin from the look of it, and I’m pretty sure it helped the owner attract money – in a big way. Not dangerous per se, but not something that the League wanted in circulation. Someone could use it to win at gambling or the lottery even. The downside was that the statue usually took something in return, like their life force. Magic demanded payment, that’s how it worked. 
 
    Did Antoine try to steal it? 
 
    The forensic guy approached me. “Is that blood from the victim?” he asked, pointing at my shirt. 
 
    No, this is from another victim, I thought. 
 
    I nodded. “Yeah, I fell on him.” 
 
    “I’m going to need to take it as evidence.” 
 
    “Oh. I don’t have anything else to wear,” I said.  
 
    The guy shrugged as if to say, ‘not my problem’.  
 
    I got up to go into the bathroom, maybe I could cover myself with my jacket, although it would be a chilly walk home.  
 
    “Everything okay?” Max asked as I passed him.  
 
    “Uh, he needs my shirt for evidence.” 
 
    “The jacket too,” the tech called. 
 
    “Why don’t I just strip off all my clothes?” I muttered. “I don’t have a spare shirt.” 
 
    “I can get you something to wear,” Max offered.  
 
    I sighed with relief. “Thank you.” 
 
    He headed into the back of the building and returned a few minutes later with a pressed blue shirt. His own shirt. I didn’t realize he meant something of his. I thought there would be a lost and found or something. 
 
    “This should do. At least so you can get home.” 
 
    I took the shirt from him. “Thanks, I’ll go change.” 
 
    In the bathroom, I carefully removed the shirt and jacket, setting them on the counter while I cleaned myself up.  
 
    I’m washing someone’s blood off my hands. Someone I probably killed. 
 
    My stomach lurched and I ran into a stall to throw up. Not much came up because I hadn’t eaten since lunch.  
 
    Keep it together, Dell.  
 
    I just wanted to get out of here and go home. I splashed some water on my face, then checked my bra for blood stains. It seemed to have escaped unstained.  
 
     Grabbing the shirt Max gave me, I put it on and buttoned it up, double checking I had no more blood on me. The shirt was big on me, but it beat walking home half naked. It smelled faintly of laundry detergent. 
 
     I took the bloody clothes out to the tech, who was waiting with an evidence bag. He labeled it and added it to the other evidence. 
 
    Chelsea stood in the corner, her phone to her ear, a crazy look in her eye. She spotted me and pointed to the chair I had vacated. No escape for me yet. Slumping into it, I had no choice but to wait. 
 
    Max appeared and set a cup of tea on the desk in front of me. “You okay?” 
 
    I shrugged. “Better than Antoine anyway.” 
 
    “Yeah, true.” 
 
    I sipped my tea, barely tasting it. 
 
    “Look, Chelsea is checking the alert system so you can probably go home for the night. She’ll be a while. She can get the rest of your statement tomorrow,” Max said. 
 
    “If that’s okay.” I just wanted out of here. Getting to my feet, I said, “I’ll clean this shirt and get it back to you.” 
 
    He nodded. “No hurry. What is it the cops say? Don’t leave town.” 
 
    I froze. Did he suspect me? 
 
    He noticed me tense up. “That’s a joke, Dell. Go home and get some rest.” 
 
    I got out of there as quickly as I could. I speed walked across campus, jumping at every shadow. It felt as though someone was watching me. My mind immediately jumped to Jason, but James would have someone keeping tabs on him. 
 
    I’m just freaked out. 
 
    As I opened the dorm room door, I only just stopped myself from slamming it when I remembered Brenda. I closed it as quietly as I could. 
 
    Brenda’s light flicked on and she sat up. “What the hell? Where have you been? Is that a man’s shirt?” 
 
    I really wasn’t in the mood for an argument, not after the night I’d had. 
 
    “None of your business. If you want to go to the Dean, Brenda, go for it. But when you do, you might want to tell him about that baggie you keep hidden under your mattress.” 
 
    Brenda’s eyes widened in alarm. Swearing, she switched the light off and lay back down. 
 
    Serves her right. 
 
    I changed for bed but found it impossible to fall asleep. A man was dead and I could be the one who killed him. If I did, I would be facing a lengthy sentence in prison. I wanted to run, to flee back home where it was familiar, but running away wouldn’t solve anything. More than anything, I wished that Grandpa was here to talk to. To give me advice or help me figure this out. 
 
    I can figure this out myself. I have to. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Twelve 
 
      
 
      
 
    I woke up long before my alarm went off, but I continued to lie there, my mind filled with the terrible image of Antoine’s dead body. Academy deaths weren’t exactly rare, but they usually didn’t involve another human doing the deed. At least not directly. It made it more real somehow. 
 
    What about his family? Had they been informed? He might have family in the League, which meant they would want a thorough investigation and whoever did it, to be punished to the full extent of the law. I tried to come up with a list of suspects. I was top of the list. Max and Chelsea both made the list too. With the system on the fritz though, literally anyone in the Academy could have been in there.  
 
    It’s not so easy to remain objective when you’re stuck in the middle of the investigation. 
 
    Brenda mumbled something in her sleep, making me jump. I lay still, waiting to see if she woke up, but the snoring resumed. I wanted to avoid anymore questions from her, so I got up and headed into the bathroom as quietly as I could. 
 
    After a quick shower, I got dressed, but I had trouble putting my contact lenses in because my hands were shaking from anxiety. After the fourth attempt, I gave up. 
 
    Glasses it is. 
 
     Leaving the bathroom, I raided the nightstand for my old glasses. I hated the clunky black frames, but they were all I had. Putting them on, I checked myself out in the mirror. They would have to do. It wouldn’t do to be walking into walls with everything else going on right now.  
 
    I should really look into that laser eye surgery, if I can ever find the time. 
 
    As I packed my bag, I noticed Max’s shirt hanging over the chair where I left it last night. I could drop it off at the laundromat before I went to work. Folding it up, I placed it into my bag.  
 
    “Who’s the guy?”  
 
    Brenda sat on the edge of her bed, her hair sticking up. I didn’t like the tone she used. 
 
    “There is no guy. I spilled coffee and someone at work lent me their spare shirt.” 
 
    She snorted, getting to her feet. “In that case, you need to find a guy. Maybe if you got laid you wouldn’t be so uptight.” 
 
    I glared at her as she headed into the bathroom. I’m uptight? I’m not the one having meltdowns over crumbs on the kitchen table. That’s it, first chance I get, I am out of here. 
 
    Storming out of the room, I made sure to slam the door as loudly as I could behind me. I don’t like losing my temper, I’ve always been taught that control is the most important thing, but she was getting on my last nerve.  
 
    I snagged a paper on my walk across campus. I could check the listings on my lunch break. A little one bedroom sounded like heaven right now.  
 
    After dropping the shirt off, I headed for the Academy. It was only as I walked in and spotted Spencer that I remembered about the date. I approached his desk, looking sheepish.  
 
    At least he is alive and not covered in stab wounds. 
 
    I cleared my throat. “Spencer? About last night…” 
 
    “I’m kind of busy at the moment, Dell,” he said, not even looking up. He didn’t sound angry, but it was clear he had no interest in my excuses. Guess I did just stand him up. 
 
    Classy. I know I would hate it if he did it to me. 
 
    “Okay, we can talk later,” I muttered, moving away from his desk. Damn, I hoped I didn’t blow it with him. Maybe once he had time to get past the anger, we could try again. If I didn’t end up in prison. 
 
    “Grimm,” Chelsea barked, marching toward me. She wore a new outfit, but the dark circles under her eyes suggested that she didn’t sleep. 
 
    Give me strength. 
 
    “Yes?” I said, forcing myself to sound normal. Whatever that meant. 
 
    “We need to finish that statement.” 
 
    I followed her into a room and took a seat, ready for the interrogation.  
 
    Chelsea stared at me for a few seconds in silence and I wondered if she knew I was lying about the phone.  
 
    “Now that you’ve had time to sleep on it, even though I didn’t give you permission to leave…” 
 
    “Max said I could go.” 
 
    “Max is not in charge, I am. You came into the building last night looking for your phone. Did you see anyone leaving the building?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “And Antoine was already dead?” 
 
    “Yes, definitely.” I shuddered as I remembered his face. 
 
    “Did you pick up the murder weapon?” Chelsea asked, an icy expression on her face. 
 
    “Yes, it was stupid, I didn’t realize I even did it.” 
 
    “You do know that it’s a bad idea to contaminate a crime scene? Or didn’t they teach you that?” 
 
    I bit my tongue, although I wanted to say plenty. Instead, I just nodded and stared at my hands. 
 
    After a moment, she continued, “Antoine had no reason to be here. Did you hear anything leading up to the incident? Any conversations?” 
 
    “I didn’t really interact with Antoine. I don’t know why he was here or why someone would kill him. Do you…have any suspects?” 
 
    “That’s classified.” 
 
    “Is there any more news on what happened? About the alert system?” I kept pushing, I needed to know what happened. 
 
    “It appears someone hacked the alert system. Are you sure you saw no one else on the premises or outside?” she said. 
 
    I shook my head. “No, I don’t remember seeing anyone else.” That wasn’t a lie.  
 
    Chelsea took my statement and left the room. It looked like I was clear to go back to work. She didn’t seem to suspect me at all. I didn’t know whether to be relieved or insulted. 
 
    I found Max in the stacks. After my suspicions last night, I still had doubts about him, but right now, I needed his help. And no one else had expertise like him. 
 
    “Can I speak to you again?” I said quietly. 
 
    He looked up from a book. “I haven’t found the orb, but I’m working on something else.” 
 
    “That’s great, but it’s about last night. Can we go somewhere more private?” I said, when another Watcher walked by. 
 
    Max led me back to his office. As I passed Spencer, he shot Max a look and muttered, “That explains it.” 
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    “Nothing.” He walked away. 
 
    Confused, I headed into the office. What was that about? 
 
    “Well?” Max asked. 
 
    “Last night…I lost time again.” 
 
    “How long?” 
 
    “Four hours.” 
 
    “Four hours! Do you have any idea what happened in that time?” 
 
    I couldn’t tell him about the knife. “I don’t know. I came to out on the quad.” 
 
    “You do know this makes you a suspect in Antoine’s death. You need to figure out where you were, fast.” 
 
    “I know that, but how?” 
 
    “Cameras on campus? Talk to people, maybe they saw you.” I didn’t know anyone to ask, but the cameras were a good idea. I completely forgot about them the other day. 
 
    “I have to work,” I said. 
 
    “I think this is a little more important. I’ll cover for you. Go.”  
 
    Heading for the security office on campus, I wondered what I would find. The murder wouldn’t be on camera, but it might show me running out with the knife. Or maybe there was another victim somewhere that I didn’t know about. 
 
    I could have gone door to door slashing people. 
 
    Stop it. The whole campus would be covered in cops if that were the case. 
 
    A man sat behind a desk covered in monitors. “Can I help you?” he asked. He was bald with dark brown eyes and a moustache. 
 
    Thinking fast, I said, “Yeah, I uh, lost my phone last night and I need help finding it.” 
 
    “File a report at reception, they’ll look into it.” 
 
    “Well, this is embarrassing. I dropped it somewhere on the quad. I had a few drinks and…well. If I knew where I dropped it, I’m sure I could find it.” 
 
    The guard sighed. “What time?” 
 
    “Sometime between eight and midnight.” 
 
    His eyebrows shot up. “Seriously? You keep partying like that and you’ll end up in rehab before winter break.” 
 
    “I promise to drink in moderation from now on,” I said, shooting him a smile. Better he thinks I’m an alcoholic than find out what I’m really doing here. 
 
    He started clicking the mouse in front of him. “Amazed you’re even standing,” he muttered. 
 
    It took him a while to go through the footage, but finally he said, “Here we are.” 
 
    I moved around the desk for a better look.  
 
    He tapped the screen. “That’s you, isn’t it?” 
 
    It definitely looked like me, although the posture was all wrong. The woman on the screen walked like she would rip your face off for looking at her the wrong way. The time stamp showed 11:38pm and I was heading toward the Academy. Depending on when Antoine died, I was definitely still a suspect. 
 
    I actually look intimidating.  
 
    I passed out of frame. “Is there anymore?” I asked. 
 
    He brought up a different angle. I paused as I approached the camera, looked directly at it and smirked. 
 
    My breath caught in my throat. My body, but I wasn’t the one in control. It was terrifying. I looked…evil. I walked out of sight again, but the Academy was the only place I could have gone, given the direction and the time. 
 
    “I don’t see you dropping anything,” the guard said. 
 
    “Huh? Yeah, I guess I was wrong. Thanks.” I left the office, ready to freak out. Being able to actually see myself during the black outs was creepy. Who knows where I went for the rest of the time? Who I talked to, what I did? It made my skin crawl. 
 
    I did enter the Academy, that much was clear. It was possible that Antoine let me in, which meant I never had to use my card, or my entrance was hidden by the hacking. Surely that narrowed down the suspect list. How many people could hack something like that? 
 
    I hurried back to the Academy. As I crossed the quad, a group of college guys stopped me. 
 
    “Hey, look, it’s her,” one of them said. 
 
    “What?” I asked. Who were these guys? I didn’t recognize any of them. 
 
    “Plan on doing anymore table dancing?” another one of them asked. He was tall, with an acne covered face. He stepped forward, a little too close for comfort. 
 
    “Excuse me?” 
 
    “Last night at the bar? You sure looked like you were having a good time.” 
 
    I backed away from his leering face. “I think you’re mistaken.” 
 
    Hurrying away, I could hear them all laughing. Table dancing? They had to be mistaking me for someone else. I didn’t want to entertain another possibility.  
 
    Rushing into Max’s office, I said, “There isn’t much on the cameras, but I arrived at the Academy at 11:38. That would have been the first time, before Chelsea got the alert.”  
 
    “Okay. The medical examiner’s report will be back in a few hours. If he died earlier, hopefully that will exonerate you.” 
 
    “And if it doesn’t?” 
 
    “Then you are in big trouble.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
      
 
    Watching the clock tick above Max’s head was agonizing, but I had nothing else to do right now. He persuaded Chelsea that he needed more help filing, so I could wait in his office. I couldn’t concentrate on work or listen to her barking orders at me. 
 
    The rest of the Watchers were all subdued too, considering one of their own had been killed. If anyone expected a day off, they would be disappointed. Death in the League happened on a regular basis. We were to remain professional and continue working.  
 
    Evil doesn’t take a day off. 
 
    On top of that, the investigation was still in full swing. All the evidence had been collected and everyone was being questioned by Chelsea. 
 
    “What if I did kill him?” I blurted. 
 
    “We don’t know anything yet.” 
 
    My left leg started tapping out a rhythm as I chewed my fingernails. Perhaps it would be a good idea to get myself a lawyer now rather than later. 
 
     Max checked his computer every few minutes to see if the file had arrived, but I had mixed feelings on the matter. Once it arrived, the truth would be out and there was no going back. 
 
    Please let it say he died earlier. I knew it was difficult to pin down an exact time, but it was my only chance now of clearing myself. 
 
    I’ll go to jail if I did this, but I really hope I didn’t. 
 
    Max gave me a pointed look and I realized my tapping leg was bumping his desk. 
 
    I got to my feet. “Maybe I can do some more filing to keep busy.” 
 
    Max didn’t argue, as I lifted some more papers from his desk. I noticed a carved wooden box by his computer. The design looked Celtic in origin. 
 
    “This is nice. Family heirloom?” 
 
    Max glanced up. “Oh, no. I picked that up at a market years ago. I don’t have any family to get heirlooms from.” 
 
    “I’m sorry. My parents died when I was nine, so I know what that’s like.” 
 
    “I never knew mine at all. Grew up in foster care.” That’s terrible. I couldn’t imagine not having any family. Well, I didn’t have any family left now, but as a kid, that would be the worst thing imaginable. 
 
    “Oh. What made you decide to join the League?” An obvious change of subject, although he didn’t seem upset about his upbringing. I guess he never knew anything else, so why be upset?  
 
    “I got tapped in college to become a Watcher. Being able to travel all over the world was a dream come true to someone who had never left his hometown.” 
 
    Until he got mind jacked by a Goddess. 
 
    Getting chosen like that is a big deal. He must have really impressed them. I wondered if I would have even been a blip on their radar if I only had my own academia to go off. Sure, I got straight A’s, but what other qualities did I have that they would want? Not many. Nothing that stood out against everyone here. 
 
     The computer pinged and I rushed to look.  
 
    “It’s not the results,” Max said. 
 
    I groaned. “This is infuriating.” 
 
    I started pacing the office, growing more and more agitated as time passed. I forgot all about the filing.  
 
    “Try to relax, Dell,” Max said. 
 
    I snorted. Easy for him to say. “Maybe they’ll go easy on me because I’m possessed or whatever. Although it was my fault that I ended up like that in the first place.” 
 
    “Dell…” Max said. 
 
    “You know, you should tell the cleaning crew about that tile. I mean look at it,” I rambled. 
 
    Max looked up, then frowned. “What is that?” 
 
    He hopped up onto the desk for a better look. Pushing the tile up, he reached inside, fumbled about and a moment later, pulled something out. He held up a glass orb, only it wasn’t black anymore, it was clear. 
 
    “How did that get up there?” 
 
    Max jumped off the desk. “You’re sure it’s the same one?” 
 
    “Yes, there is the crack from when I dropped it.” 
 
    Max turned it over. “There’s no writing on it.” 
 
    “It only appeared for a moment, but the orb had a black liquid in it too. That must be what stained the tile.” 
 
    “I’ll take a sample, but there isn’t much to go on.” 
 
    The computer pinged again. Max went to check it. “It’s the report.” 
 
    I wrapped my arms around myself. “And?” 
 
    “As far as they can determine, he died within an hour of being found.” 
 
    I dropped into the chair. “So it is me.” 
 
    “No, it could have been someone else. It proves nothing.” 
 
    The office door opened and Chelsea stalked in. She eyed us both, a sour expression on her face. Max hid the orb in a drawer. 
 
    “I need your key cards.” She snapped her fingers at me. 
 
    “Are you kicking me out?” I blurted. 
 
    “No, Grimm, I need to get new ones issued.” She shook her head at me. 
 
    “Oh.” I handed mine over. “Still haven’t figured out how Antoine got in?” 
 
    Or me? 
 
    “Isn’t there some work you should be doing?” she snapped. 
 
    “She’s helping me here,” Max said, pulling his card from his pocket. 
 
    Chelsea took his card and swanned out.  
 
    “New cards aren’t going to fix a breach,” Max said when she was out of earshot. 
 
    “I’m more worried about getting done for murder.” 
 
    Max got up and left the room for a few minutes before returning with two cups of tea. 
 
    “Got anything stronger?” I joked as he handed one to me. 
 
    “Trust me, that will do the trick.” 
 
    I took a sip. I couldn’t place the blend, but it was spicy. After half a cup, I felt myself start to relax.  
 
    “What’s in this?” I asked. I should get some, it might help me sleep at night. 
 
    “A few herbs that you won’t easily come by.” Max leaned back in his chair. “Tell me, who are you?” 
 
    I chuckled. Why was he asking me that? “High Priestess Anunit.” 
 
    I clapped a hand over my mouth. “I didn’t say that. I mean I did, but I didn’t. What is going on?” 
 
    He sighed like he expected it. “You are possessed. The tea made the entity reveal itself. I couldn’t tell you what it was in case it stopped you from drinking it.” 
 
    I felt sick. There really was something inside me, lurking inside my brain. “Get it out.” 
 
    He held his hands out. “Just relax, Dell. There is a ritual I can perform to remove it. We can do it after everyone leaves. The tea will help suppress the entity for now. Finish it.” 
 
    I set the cup down and put my head in my hands. “I’m scared.” 
 
    He moved around the desk and patted me awkwardly on the back. “It will be okay, I promise.” 
 
    “You don’t know that,” I said. 
 
    “I’ve performed exorcisms before, I can do this. By tonight this will all be over. Drink the rest of the tea.” 
 
    I did as he said, forcing it down. My stomach churned but that was from nerves. 
 
    “Don’t leave the Academy, there’s only a couple of hours to go,” Max said. 
 
    I nodded, excusing myself to the bathroom. Splashing cold water on my face, I stared at my reflection. I looked normal, like I always did. 
 
    Anunit. That’s its name. It’s in there, hiding in my head. 
 
    “What do you want?” I whispered. 
 
    The bathroom door crashed open and I cried out. Chelsea stared at me.  
 
    “Is there something wrong with you, Grimm? Like mentally?” she asked. 
 
    “No, sorry you just made me jump.” I hurried out of the bathroom before she could question me further. The investigation would continue and eventually, Chelsea would come for me. Hopefully after this thing was gone. 
 
    I headed for the stacks to search for information on my hijacker. She said she was a high priestess. I spent the next couple of hours searching but found no mention of her. Slumped on the floor, books lay scattered around me. She had to be here somewhere. Locking her away suggested she had a lot of power, and if she had power, then I’m sure she made a name for herself. I found one entry about a high priestess who managed to kill an entire army with a curse. They didn’t appear to know her name, but she had enormous power. According to the book, she stole power from the Earth itself, laying waste to everything around her. Most natural magic came from the Earth, but it was a symbiotic relationship, give and take. Stealing magic with no return did not end well. 
 
    “Dell?” 
 
    I looked up to find Spencer standing over me. 
 
    “Hey, Spencer, I’m really sorry about last night. I…spaced.” 
 
    “Yeah, don’t worry about it. Not the first time I’ve been ghosted.” He shifted from one foot to the other, looking awkward. “I heard you found Antoine’s body.” 
 
    “Yeah, it was horrible. I can’t believe it happened here at the Academy.” 
 
    “I know. I mean I didn’t like the guy much, but what a way to go. I told you this is a dangerous job. Why don’t we go get that drink, the day’s almost over and I’m sure you could use it.” 
 
    He still wanted to go, even after I treated him like crap. I didn’t deserve a second chance, but I really wanted one. 
 
    “Spencer, I’m sorry, but I promised to help Max with something tonight.” 
 
    He frowned. “Is there something going on between you two?” 
 
    “What? No, he’s been helping me with something, that’s all.” 
 
    Spencer didn’t look convinced.  
 
    “We could go out this weekend. My treat,” I suggested. “Dinner and drinks.” 
 
    He rubbed the back of his neck. “Um, yeah. We’ll talk before then.” 
 
    I blew it. I couldn’t believe he thought something was going on between me and Max, but I couldn’t tell him the reason I blew him off was so I could get exorcized. 
 
    Once I got rid of my interloper, I would tell him everything. Maybe one day we would laugh about it. Although I doubted that would be anytime soon. 
 
    I checked my watch. Almost 6pm. 
 
    “It’s showtime,” I muttered. 
 
    As I got to my feet, my head started to spin. My hand shot out to grab one of the shelves. I felt myself start to fall, except I was still on my feet. 
 
    What the hell is happening? 
 
    “Sorry, little Watcher,” I said, or rather my mouth did. “I’m not going anywhere.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Fourteen 
 
      
 
    Get out of my head, I raged. 
 
    Being an observer in your own body is terrifying. I think I preferred it when I blacked out and didn’t know any better. Anunit had complete control, while I became a bystander. I could see and hear everything but couldn’t react. 
 
    I could feel myself start to panic, but I tried my best to stay calm. Max knew about her, we could get this fixed. 
 
    Anunit watched from the stacks as the Watchers cleared out at six. Chelsea walked out, looking tense. She didn’t even glance in my direction. 
 
    Why couldn’t she come up here and yell at me? Shouldn’t she check that everyone had left after everything that had happened?  
 
    Damn it, Chelsea, now is not the time to drop the ball. 
 
    But what would they see if they talked to me? Nothing. 
 
    Someone help me. 
 
    I, or rather Anunit, came down from the stacks. It felt like a horror movie, only instead of screaming at the TV screen, I screamed from inside my own head. Surely Max would notice something, would know that I wasn’t me.  
 
    Max appeared from his office, glancing my way. “Ready to do this?” 
 
    My mouth spread into a smile. “More than ready.” 
 
    Nothing. He didn’t notice a thing and I had no way to signal him. I concentrated on my arm, trying to move it, but it remained by my side. There had to be a way to let him know. I tried to speak, but still nothing happened. 
 
    Max laid out an old parchment on the table. I could see the spell for the exorcism and the ritual needed to perform it.  
 
    “It’s a simple ritual although she might put up a fight. We just need a new vessel to contain her, something that can be spelled shut.” 
 
    He turned his back to me, lighting some candles on the table. I watched as my hand closed around a heavy book and I swung it at the back of his head. He collapsed face down on the floor with a thump. 
 
    Anunit dropped the book on the floor beside him. “Silly boy. You have no idea how much fight I’ve got in me.” 
 
    Stop it! I screamed in my head, but Anunit gave no indication that she heard me. Or she didn’t care. 
 
    I watched, helpless, as she dragged Max up onto a chair and tied his hands to it with some tape. I wondered if she would kill him too. I didn’t want to see that. I could still feel my body, I just couldn’t control it. Being there to watch someone die would be horrific. 
 
    Max woke up as she finished, moaning in pain. I could see a trickle of blood running down his neck. He most likely had a concussion, hopefully only that.  
 
    “Dell?” he muttered, squinting at me. 
 
    “Guess again,” Anunit said, grinning. 
 
    He noticed his hands and strained against the tape. Realizing he couldn’t get free, he glared at me. “You’re stronger than I thought. It usually takes more time for a demon to build its strength and that tea should have weakened you.” 
 
    Anunit perched on the end of the table. “I’m not a demon.” 
 
    “Oh right, you’re a high priestess. Well you wouldn’t be the first demon to have delusions of grandeur.” 
 
    “Not in this case. I really am a high priestess. One of the oldest in existence.” She seemed quite proud of that fact. 
 
    He snorted. “You’re so powerful yet this is your best move? Possessing a nascent Watcher?” 
 
    She lifted the parchment off the table and tore it in two, throwing the pieces on the floor. She then straddled him, leaning in close, her arms draped around his neck. “You don’t like this body? I’ve been watching sweet little Dell, she seems to prefer that idiot Spencer. He’d be easy to bed. You, on the other hand, you’d be a challenge.” 
 
    Oh my God, just kill me now. 
 
    Max glared at me. Her. “In your dreams. Get off me.” 
 
    Anunit pouted. “Oh don’t be like that. I know you have a thing for powerful women.” She leaned in close to whisper in his ear. “You should know, I taught Ishtar everything she knows.” 
 
    Max jerked his head away. Anunit got to her feet and sighed. “Of course that was before she decided she was a Goddess. Ungrateful bitch decided I was a threat, so she locked me away. I gave her that power, you know?” 
 
    She walked slowly around his chair. “Hmm, she left her mark on you. Nothing visible, but inside, you are raw and those scars will never heal. Ishtar always was a petty little bitch. She knew how to get what she wanted. You might have enjoyed all those long nights with her, I taught her all of that too, but she’s a user.” 
 
    So Max was more than just a vessel.  
 
    “As much as I’m enjoying the history lesson…” Max started chanting in another language. 
 
    Anunit struck him across the face, but it didn’t stop him talking. She grabbed a cleaning rag and shoved it into his mouth to silence him. 
 
    “Now that’s just rude,” she said. “Here I am, trying to have a conversation and you try to exorcise me.” 
 
    She ran my hands through my hair and let out a breath. “What’s the matter? Don’t you like a good monologue? People used to respect me, they used to cower before me and now I can’t even finish a sentence.” 
 
    Eyes blazing, Max tried to kick her. She backed away, out of his reach. “I wouldn’t do that if I were you. Wouldn’t want to hurt little Dell. What a stupid name by the way.” 
 
    Like Anunit is any better? I thought.  
 
    “Oh, I think I struck a nerve,” she cooed. 
 
    So you can hear me. 
 
    “Of course I can hear you. Do you have any idea how irritating it is to be in your head? The whining? The self doubt? It’s a wonder you can get out of bed in the morning.” 
 
    By all means, leave! 
 
    “Nah. I’m having way too much fun. But don’t worry, I’m going to find something that will put you to sleep permanently and this will become my body. Think of the things I’m going to do with it. Actually, better not, you’ll only upset yourself.” 
 
    Max stared at us, trying to follow the one sided conversation.  
 
    You won’t get away with this. 
 
    “Why not? Who would believe you are a threat? Hell, I could walk in here tomorrow morning and no one would be any the wiser. Should I do that? I could take out everyone in the building. Poison the coffee? It would be so easy.” 
 
    You are insane. 
 
    “Am I? Imagine being encased in a tiny glass prison for centuries and see how sane you are.” 
 
    Listen, I have an alternative. I have money. I can help you get it and you can go anywhere in the world, just don’t hurt anyone else. 
 
    Anunit started to laugh. “You think I don’t know all your passwords already? Thanks for the offer and you’re right, the money will come in useful. After I get what I want.” 
 
    And what is that? 
 
    “A way to ensure I never go back and full control of this body. After that? Well, I have a few ideas, but I’ll need more than money to get them.” 
 
    You don’t have any reason to hurt anyone else. Just leave now. 
 
    I would rather be trapped in here and have everyone safe, than watch her kill people.  
 
    “No? How about Max here? He tried to lock me in another vessel.” 
 
    She grabbed a pair of scissors and pressed them to his throat.  
 
    Please stop, I begged. 
 
    She stared at him for a moment, then ran her tongue up his cheek. “You’re right. He could still be fun.” 
 
    She grabbed the tape and used it on his legs so he couldn’t escape. Tossing the tape on the table, she lifted the scissors again and ran the tip along his cheek.  
 
    Max looked ready to kill her, but he couldn’t escape the blade. She giggled at his reaction. 
 
    I’ll find a way to stop you. 
 
    “We’ll see. Now, time to visit the artefact room. There’s bound to be something in there I can play with.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Fifteen 
 
      
 
    Time ticked by and it looked less and less likely that anyone was going to help me. Anunit took her time looking around the building, before arriving at the artefact room. I think she liked drawing it out, torturing me. Or she was just nosy. 
 
    The artefact door was locked. She pulled out my new key card that Chelsea issued earlier and swiped it, but it didn’t unlock. 
 
    Guess you can’t get in after all. 
 
    “I can’t, but I’m sure Max can.” 
 
    She returned to the main room. “I need to borrow your card. Don’t worry, I’ll get it, don’t trouble yourself,” she said, sliding her hand into his pants pocket. 
 
    He said something against the gag. She moved onto the other pocket, being sure to thoroughly check it. 
 
    Finally, she reached into his shirt pocket and removed the card. “Oops, there it is. My mistake.” 
 
    You are disgusting.  
 
    She returned to the artefact room and swiped Max’s card. This time the light turned green and she opened the door. 
 
    She stepped inside and switched on the light. “Time to play.” 
 
    Moving through the aisles, she started gathering artefacts. I counted three amulets, two glass vials and several statues so far. I didn’t know what they all did off the top of my head, but I did know that one of the statues could cause people to bleed from the eyeballs and one of the amulets could create a glamor effect on the wearer. I didn’t want to think about what she might use them for. All my attempts to regain control failed miserably, so for now, it looked like I could nothing more than watch. 
 
    I tried not to think about what Anunit had in store for me. Maybe it would be better if I was gone, it had to be better than witnessing it all and not being able to do anything about it.  
 
    I can’t believe I’m so ready to give up. There is a way out of this, I just need to find it. 
 
    Anunit hummed to herself as she walked along the shelves, pausing every now and again to pick something up.  
 
    You’re enjoying this. 
 
    “Of course I am. Walking around, being able to interact with the world. It’s been a long time and I want to enjoy every second of it.” 
 
    Did you…table dance the other night? I had to know or it would drive me crazy. 
 
    She giggled. “Oh yeah, that was fun. I like how free women are in this era. The men are so much better groomed too.” 
 
    Please tell me you didn’t hook up with any of them. 
 
    “I got plenty of phone numbers, but no, none of them grabbed my attention. Don’t worry though, once I’m out of here, I’m going to take full advantage of my new body.” 
 
    My body. 
 
    “Like you ever did anything good with it. Don’t forget, I have access to your memories. You are really are a sheltered brat, aren’t you?” 
 
    Shut up. 
 
    She sighed. “I’m feeling generous. How about I hook up with Spencer before I get rid of you? Then you can see what you would have missed. Probably not much.” 
 
    You’re disgusting. Don’t you dare touch him. 
 
    “Someone’s a little possessive. Get it? Possessive?” She burst out laughing, the sound echoing around the room. 
 
    You sadistic… 
 
    “I think the word you are looking for is bitch. Don’t hold back, your nanny can’t hear you now.” 
 
    I unleashed a torrent of swear words on her, but it only caused her to laugh even harder at me.  
 
    I will kill you. 
 
    “It took a Goddess to do it last time and she only succeeded in trapping me. You have no chance.” 
 
    I’ll find a way. 
 
    Pausing at a shelf, she lifted a pot up, turning it over. After a moment, she slammed it back down. “Where’s the good stuff?” 
 
    I did my best not to think about the dangerous items in the other room. 
 
    What do you plan on doing? I thought. 
 
    “Having some fun. I’ve been trapped in an orb for centuries. You have no idea what that is like. I could sense the world around me, see it change, but couldn’t touch it.” 
 
    I have an idea what that’s like, yeah. 
 
    “This is nothing, but don’t worry, I’m not cruel. You’ll lose consciousness and slip away. It will be quick. Think yourself lucky that you don’t have to endure what I did. You wouldn’t believe how many times that orb changed hands, how many warlords, thieves, and tomb raiders got hold of it. Not one of them dropped it though. Until you. Thanks for that.” 
 
    I fought hard, making Anunit pause and grab my head. “Easy girl. Fight as much as you want, you can’t win against me. I once commanded legions, I won’t be outdone by a girl.” 
 
    I will fight you every step of the way. 
 
    She smirked. “Well I have the vial I’m after, I just need a few other ingredients and I will be able to put you to sleep. Unfortunately, they aren’t here.” 
 
    Good. 
 
    “They are easy enough to get a hold of at any herbal store.” 
 
    Anunit collected her items and returned to the main room, where Max still struggled against his restraints. No one else knew we were here, no one would rescue us. We were at the mercy of a crazed priestess. 
 
    Anunit lined up the items on the table. Turning to Max, she said, “I know that’s not all you have back there. Where is the really dangerous stuff?” 
 
    Since I hadn’t seen the room myself, she must be having difficulty pulling the information from my head, but she knew it existed.  
 
    She removed the rag from his mouth. “As if I’d tell you anything, you bit-” He was cut off as she gagged him again.  
 
    “So unhelpful. Well, I can’t hang around here.” 
 
    She glanced down at my body.  
 
    “Well this won’t do,” she said.  
 
    She untucked my white blouse and tied it at the waist, then rolled up the sleeves. She pulled my hair free of the scrunchie and shook it out. 
 
    “I am seriously going to have to do some shopping. How old is she? Eighty?” 
 
    She removed the glasses, then put them back on. “And blind as a bat. Oh well, at least she’s young. How do I look?” she asked Max, striking a pose. 
 
    He turned his head away. “Aw, someone’s in a bad mood. You know you could come with me. We could have fun.” 
 
    Max said something against the gag and I could guess what it was. 
 
    Anunit sighed. “I guess tomorrow’s headlines will read, man tragically killed in historical society fire.” 
 
    Anunit moved to the fireplace, searching for something to start her blaze with.  
 
    “Hey, Dell, how about we hit up that Jason guy before you go? I could really have fun with him.” 
 
    Fuck you. 
 
    Someone cleared their throat behind her. Anunit turned to find Chelsea. 
 
    “Oh great, this bitch,” she said, right before Chelsea tasered her and everything went black. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Sinking into the darkness, I felt like letting go, surrendering completely, but something in me wasn’t ready to do that.  
 
    I’m a Grimm, a fighter. It’s in my blood. 
 
    I found myself at the house, in the back yard, under the old oak tree. My favorite spot in the world. It’s where I would go when I was upset or when I wanted to be alone. Somewhere away from all the training, the studying and the chaos. Grandpa even added swing for me, although I had long since outgrown it. I took a seat on the grass, enjoying the sunshine. It felt peaceful.  
 
    I can’t stay here, I need to find a way to get rid of Anunit. 
 
    “Patience. That was always your problem. Too eager to try everything right away, without taking the time to get it right.” 
 
    I opened my eyes and smiled. “Grandpa.” 
 
    He stood above me, wearing one of his tweed suits. I couldn’t make out his face in the light, but it was definitely his voice. 
 
    “Oh Dell, what have you gotten yourself into?” he said gently. 
 
    I hung my head. “I’m sorry. I screwed up. I don’t even have control of my own body anymore and a dangerous woman is going to take over my life.” 
 
    “Not if you fight her.” 
 
    I squinted against the light, trying to see if he was being serious or not. “I can’t fight her, she’s too strong.” 
 
    “You’re stronger. It’s what sets you apart from the others, its why I told you about the League in the first place. The world needs you, don’t give up.” 
 
    He slowly faded away. I reached out, trying to grab him, but I only grabbed air.  
 
    I’m a Grimm. Time to fight. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Sixteen 
 
      
 
    The sound of Chelsea’s angry voice woke me. I tried to move, but Anunit was still in control. I found myself tied to the Academy table with rope, while Chelsea and Max argued nearby.  
 
    Did I dream all of that? Or did Grandpa really come to me? 
 
    “Untie me,” Anunit raged, squirming against the ropes. 
 
    Chelsea gave her a withering look, then turned back to Max. “You should have informed me immediately. She is a danger to all of us.” 
 
    “I was going to perform the exorcism. I just need a vessel to contain Anunit.” 
 
    “Well go find one!” she snarled. 
 
    When he left the room, Chelsea turned to me. “I knew something was off about you. You are in big trouble.” 
 
    Great, not only do I have to contend with being body jacked, but now I’m going to get fired too. 
 
    “Boohoo, princess,” Anunit said. I wasn’t sure if she was talking to me or Chelsea. 
 
    Where did you even learn to speak like that?  
 
    “I picked it up from your head and listening to insufferable humans who have had possession of the orb over the years. This world has really gone downhill. All these new words, ridiculous.” 
 
    “Who are you talking to?” Chelsea asked. 
 
    “Not you,” Anunit snapped. 
 
    Chelsea sparked her taser, bringing it close to my face. “Keep testing me.” 
 
    “You don’t frighten me, blondie,” Anunit spat. 
 
    “No?” Chelsea jabbed the taser into my ribs and pressed the button. My body jerked wildly as the current ran through it. 
 
    I’m going to feel that for a week. 
 
    “Untie me and we’ll see how tough you really are,” Anunit snarled. 
 
    “You don’t have any power. Soon you’ll be back in a tiny little prison and abandoned on a dusty shelf,” she said. 
 
    If she can pull that off, she can taser me all she wants. 
 
    “Shut up.” 
 
    Chelsea narrowed her eyes but didn’t get the chance to use the taser again as several people filed into the room. Five other Watchers, including Spencer. He did a double take when he saw me tied to the table. 
 
    “What is going on? Dell?” he said, taking a step toward me. 
 
    I cringed. What would he think of all this? 
 
    Anunit grinned at him and I felt something slide down my chin, something thick and wet. Was it blood? 
 
    “Hey, Spencer, still interested in that date?” she said in a deep demonic voice. 
 
    Spencer looked horrified and quickly backed away, almost colliding with another Watcher. Anunit laughed wickedly. “Guess he isn’t a fan of threesomes.” 
 
    Stop it.  
 
    I wanted to tell Spencer that I was still here, that this was nothing, but instead, I had to see the look of horror on his face.  
 
    No matter what happens after this, I’m sure he’s never going to get this image out of his head. 
 
    “Maybe he’s secretly into bondage,” Anunit joked. “You might still have a shot.” 
 
    Shut up! I screamed and she actually flinched. I wasn’t as weak as I thought. Maybe I just needed to get mad enough. 
 
    Chelsea explained the situation to the others. I noticed that Anita was one of the other Watchers. She looked worried. Approaching the table, she leaned in and said, “It’ll be okay, Dell. Stay strong.” 
 
    Anunit reared back and spat in her face. Black bile ran down her forehead. She quickly wiped it off as Chelsea dragged her away. 
 
    You vile bitch. Were you like this when you were alive? Because I don’t blame Ishtar for locking you away. 
 
    “Survival of the fittest, Dell. You will lose this fight.” 
 
    “Is it talking to her?” Spencer asked. 
 
    Chelsea shrugged. 
 
    Anunit gave a choking gasp, then turned to Spencer and said in a scared little girl voice, “Spencer? Help me, please. Don’t let them do this, it will kill me.”  
 
    Is that seriously what you think I sound like? 
 
    Spencer glanced at Chelsea who shook her head. “It’s a trick, don’t listen to it.” 
 
    “Please, Spencer,” Anunit tried again. “Get me out of here and I’ll do things to you. I’ll rock your world, baby.” 
 
    She ended in a demonic sounding laugh, making Spencer turn as white as a sheet. 
 
    Nice try. 
 
    “It wasn’t whiny enough, was it? Damn, how’s this?” She practiced a few more voices, none of them sounding remotely like me.  
 
    You are getting really boring now. 
 
    “I may be a lot of things, but I am not boring.” 
 
    Max returned to the room carrying a glass bottle with a cork. “I’ve got this, a junk item. It should do the trick.” He glanced at me and pulled a face. “What’s that on her face?” 
 
    “Black bile. It’s an illusion, she’s just trying to scare us,” Chelsea said, unimpressed by Anunit’s antics. “I called in reinforcements in case this goes badly. Plus, we need witnesses.” 
 
    Exorcisms required witnesses to provide their observations and to testify that everything possible was done to save the person being possessed. Which showed how rarely they worked out.  
 
    I could feel how angry Anunit was. She felt trapped and I knew she wouldn’t go easy. Would I end up like Max? Locked away in an insane asylum, my mind damaged beyond repair? 
 
    Max set up the ritual, lighting candles and anointing the vessel with special oils which would keep her trapped.  
 
    Chelsea hovered nearby, ready to zap me again. I could tell she was itching to do it. 
 
    “Were you in on it too?” Anunit asked Chelsea.  
 
    “In on what?” 
 
    “Stealing artefacts and selling them to the highest bidder.” 
 
    That got everyone’s attention. Chelsea moved closer. “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “Antoine, was it? Once again, what a stupid name. I found him in here after hours, trying to steal a statue.” 
 
    “That’s absurd,” Chelsea said. “He was loyal to the League.” 
 
    Anunit ignored her and continued, “He really didn’t like getting caught out. Came at me with a knife. If it had been Dell, she’d be dead, but luckily I know how to handle myself.” 
 
    “You killed Antoine?” Chelsea asked. 
 
    “Self defense.” 
 
    So I did kill him or at least he died at my hand. 
 
    “I’ll ask again, were you in on it?” Anunit went on. 
 
    “Of course not,” Chelsea snapped, but all eyes were on her now. “Don’t listen to her. She’s trying to distract us. Start the damn exorcism.” 
 
    “Spoken like someone with something to hide,” Anunit mocked. “He wasn’t working alone. I saw snippets when I touched him. The League is tainted, anyone could be in on it.” 
 
    I had no idea if she was telling the truth or rambling to try and delay them. Antoine being a thief, I could believe, the rest? Not so much. 
 
    “Max!” Chelsea barked. 
 
    He started chanting, approaching the table with the bottle. I felt Anunit convulse wildly inside me. 
 
    She opened my mouth and screamed. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Seventeen 
 
      
 
    My body writhed on the table as the ritual continued. Anunit had her claws in deep and she wasn’t letting go. It felt like my mind was being ripped in two. Max continued to chant, his voice barely audible above the screaming. Grandpa told me he once attended an exorcism that lasted for three days. I didn’t think I could fight that long.  
 
    Get out, you’ve lost. 
 
    “Shut up, you whiny little bitch,” Anunit said through gritted teeth. “I’ve worked too hard for this.” 
 
    It’s my body, my life. 
 
    “And what will you do with it? Spend the next forty years with your nose in a book?” 
 
    It’s my choice. You had your shot, I’m not giving up my life because you screwed up yours. 
 
    “Screwed it up? Is that a fact? Take a look for yourself.” 
 
    I sank down into darkness to find myself standing in a dimly lit temple. I could hear chanting up ahead, propelling me forward. 
 
    Where am I? 
 
    I stepped into a chamber to find a woman kneeling in front of an altar. She had dark skin, long black hair and her body was painted with white symbols. 
 
    Anunit. It had to be her. 
 
    I must be in the past or her memories of the past. 
 
    Anunit rose from the ground, clutching something in her hands. Dark red liquid dripped from it onto the floor.  
 
    Oh God is that a heart? 
 
    I watched in horror as she sank her teeth into it, tearing a strip free. My stomach lurched. That’s disgusting. 
 
    It seemed to be some kind of ritual, but for what, I had no idea. 
 
    The sound of feet marching toward us drew my attention. Soldiers entered the temple, along with a beautiful woman. Her skin seemed to glow, as she glided forward. She wore a gold gown which barely covered her body. I don’t know how, but something told me that this was Ishtar. 
 
    This is the bitch who screwed with Max.  
 
    Anunit started chanting faster, backing away from them. The woman threw out her hand and Anunit flew backwards onto the ground. The heart bounced away across the floor. 
 
    Ishtar signalled the men and they marched forward, surround Anunit, weapons trained on her. She gave Ishtar a defiant look, but I could see fear too. 
 
    On Ishtar’s signal, they stabbed her over and over again with their weapons. Anunit’s screams echoed around the temple as they tore into her body. 
 
    Ishtar raised her hand, revealing a glass orb. The glass orb. She approached the body, reciting a spell in her own language. A black mist rose off the body and filled the orb. 
 
    I couldn’t watch any more. I turned to find Anunit behind me. The unstabbed version. 
 
    “Why are you showing me this?” I asked. 
 
    “So you can understand. I was robbed. I deserve a second chance. I am capable of great things, more than a silly girl who fancies herself a warrior against evil.” 
 
    Anger rose inside me. “You have no idea what I’m capable of. I am sick of everyone looking down their noses at me. I am a Watcher and it is my job to stop people like you. So get out of my body!” 
 
    I shoved her hard and the temple melted away. We returned to the table where I continued to fight against her, but she was so strong. I could feel myself growing weaker. 
 
    “It’s not working,” Chelsea said. 
 
     “She’s stronger than I thought,” Max shot back. 
 
    I felt the rope snap on my right wrist. Spencer and another Watcher rushed forward to grab my arm. Anunit wrenched my arm free and struck the Watcher across the face. He went down, knocking Spencer over in the process. 
 
    Anunit let out a howling wail and the room plunged into darkness. She went for the other rope, trying to get free while everyone was distracted. I summoned everything I had and yelled, “She’s escaping.” 
 
    A spark of electricity flashed to my left, right before Chelsea jabbed me with the taser again. 
 
    While I struggled to maintain a hold on my body, the others tied me down again and the lights flickered back on.  
 
    “We need a stronger spell,” Chelsea said. 
 
    “Anything stronger could kill her,” Max said. 
 
    They started bickering over what to do. 
 
    “Try again,” Spencer said. “We have to save Dell.” 
 
    Max started the chanting again. Anunit writhed inside me. “Dell, Dell, Dell. God, do you know what you’re even trying to save? A snivelling child who hid from life wherever she could,” she said. “She’s nothing. No one will miss her when she’s gone, well maybe her obsessive ex, but that’s it.” 
 
    Stop it. 
 
    “Time is running out for all of you anyway. Tick tock. Better to let loser Dell go now. We all know she’s worthless…SHUT UP.” 
 
    Anunit fell silent for a moment. “Well, looks like she has some backbone after all.” 
 
    Max continued the chant and I could feel her start to weaken.  
 
    I’m winning. 
 
    “I’ll kill her,” Anunit threatened.  
 
    “Just finish the spell!” I screamed. 
 
    He reached the end and the lights began flickering wildly. Anunit wailed again as a black mist rose from my body and into the bottle. Max quickly stoppered it. 
 
    I blacked out.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    I opened my eyes to find some concerned faces staring at me. Well, Max and Anita looked concerned, Chelsea seemed annoyed. 
 
    “Is she gone?” I croaked, my throat sore from all the screaming. 
 
    Max held up the bottle, which contained a dark mist. “We got her.” 
 
    “Good. Do me a favor, stick that thing in the microwave.” 
 
    Max smiled. “How about we find the darkest corner of the Academy and put the bottle there instead?” 
 
    “Sounds good.” He left the room to do that. 
 
    Anita untied the ropes and helped me sit up. My head spun, but I felt better than I had before. Lighter.  
 
    I glanced around for Spencer, but he seemed to have left. I didn’t blame him.  
 
    Anita helped me to stand up, leading me to a chair. “Go easy,” she said. 
 
    “I’m so sorry for what I did,” I said to her. 
 
    “Hush, honey. It wasn’t you, I know that.” She gave me a hug. “Do you want anything? Water? Tea?” 
 
    “No, I’m fine. Just exhausted.” 
 
    Anita looked to Chelsea. “She should go home and rest.” 
 
    Chelsea looked ready to explode. “We need to discuss the fact that she lied.” 
 
    “In the morning,” Anita said firmly. “Come on, dear.” 
 
    She led me out of the building. I would have to face Chelsea eventually, but now I just wanted to sleep for a week. 
 
    She’s finally gone. 
 
    I made it halfway across campus before I broke down crying. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Eighteen 
 
      
 
    Lying curled up under the covers, I stared blankly at the wall. I was tired of sleeping but didn’t feel ready to face the world yet.  
 
    Brenda appeared in my line of sight. “Are you still in bed? You better not be getting sick, I don’t want to catch anything.” 
 
    Don’t worry, I don’t think possession is contagious. 
 
    When I didn’t answer her, Brenda let out a frustrated sigh and flounced out of the room.  
 
    Anita suggested I go to the hospital and get checked out, but I refused. I just wanted to be alone. After a marathon shower, I retreated under the covers, where I’d been for a whole day.  
 
    I knew I couldn’t stay here forever. I would have to go in and see Chelsea, receive my punishment. I just hoped that Max didn’t get into too much trouble. Not after what I put him through. 
 
    What would you say, Grandpa? If you were here. 
 
    “He’d say, get the hell up and face this. No hiding away,” I muttered. 
 
    Throwing back the covers, I got ready to return to the Academy and face the music. I had no idea what awaited me but at least I was free of Anunit.  
 
    I hoped what Chelsea said was true, that she would spend eternity on a shelf where she belonged.  
 
    The walk across campus felt shorter than usual. I tried to appreciate every minute of it while I could. No doubt I’d be heading home tomorrow. Back to an old mansion with no career and no future. I had no one to blame but myself. 
 
    Chelsea ushered me into the small room with the monitors away from everyone else. 
 
    At least they don’t have to witness my humiliation. 
 
    I sat down, hands clasped, ready to be reamed by Chelsea. 
 
    “You do know that being a Watcher involves teamwork? There is a certain level of trust needed to do this job safely.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “You touched artefacts you had no right to touch. You were possessed by an ancient priestess for days without telling your superiors and you killed Antoine.” 
 
    I didn’t respond, I had no defence. 
 
    “The higher ups have been informed and they have handed down your sentence. Six months’ probation.” She choked out the final three words and I was certain I misheard her.  
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I don’t know what kind of connections you have, but they apparently want you here.” 
 
    “That’s insane. I killed someone.” 
 
    Chelsea seemed shocked that I was agreeing with her. “As far as they are concerned, Anunit killed Antoine. Since you weren’t in control, you are exonerated. That and it turns out Antoine was stealing artefacts. He found a way to override the system so he could sneak in whenever he wanted.” 
 
    He was a thief. It still didn’t mean he should have died. My head spinning, I tried to comprehend what she told me. I could stay, but how could I after everything? No one would trust me. 
 
    “You can continue to shelve books and you will not go near any artefacts ever.” 
 
    I got to my feet, not meeting her gaze. 
 
    “Don’t think because you’re being protected that it affects you in here. I will be watching your every move. You’ll screw up again and then you’re gone.” 
 
    I headed for the stacks, knowing every eye was on me. Spencer stepped in front of me. “Hey, how are you?” he asked. He seemed concerned, but not enough to stick around last night. 
 
    “I’m okay,” I muttered.  
 
    “Why didn’t you tell me, Dell. I could have helped you.” 
 
    “I didn’t know what was happening.” 
 
    He nodded. “Look, we are a team here. You can trust us. You aren’t the first Watcher who has faced something like this and you won’t be the last.” 
 
    “I know and I know that Anunit was in control but how do I get past the fact that a man is dead because of me?” 
 
    “Anunit did say he attacked first. I’ve been looking into him and, well, I can’t say much but he wasn’t just stealing to make some quick cash. He was working with some very bad people.” 
 
    “I still feel guilty. I think I need to be alone, I have books to shelve.” 
 
    He nodded and let me go. It was for the best. I didn’t want to drag him down with me.  
 
    At least no one could see me in the stacks, I could be alone and avoid the gossip. I could only imagine what they were saying about me. 
 
    Just focus on the work, keep your head down and when the day is over, a drink is in order. Or half a dozen of them. 
 
    I picked up a book, noting the title, whispering it to myself. I found it soothing. I used to do it at home when Grandpa let me help him in his library. 
 
    “A Guide to Lycans,” I whispered. “Compendium of Demon Lore. Tick tock. Banshees and the Sidhe. Tick tock.” 
 
    I froze. What am I saying? What did tick tock mean? Didn’t Anunit say it too. She said time was running out for all of us. What did that mean? 
 
    “Attention, everyone,” Chelsea announced. I moved to the stairs to see what she had to say. 
 
    “The senior Watchers will be here in approximately two hours.” 
 
    Crap, I forgot all about them. 
 
    Chelsea motioned for me to come to her. 
 
    “I think it’s best if you stay out of sight while they are here.” 
 
    I nodded. That would be best. 
 
    I spotted Max by the coffee machine. As I approached him, I found myself muttering ‘tick tock’ under my breath. 
 
    “Max?” 
 
    He glanced at me. “Probation, huh? I bet that was unexpected.” 
 
    “Yeah. I’m really sorry for hitting you and tying you up. And all the other stuff…” I trailed off remembering how Anunit behaved. 
 
    He faced me. “Why are you apologizing?” 
 
    “Because I…” 
 
    “No, not you. Her. You need to learn to separate the two in your mind if you want to remain sane. Trust me.” 
 
    “Easier said than done. I keep saying tick tock and I can’t stop.” 
 
    He shrugged. “Most likely just a residual echo left over. I wouldn’t worry about it.” 
 
    “I don’t think so. It feels like more than that. Like my brain is trying to tell me something.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    I closed my eyes, trying to concentrate. “Tick tock, tick tock.” The words came unbidden. I opened my eyes. “It has to mean something.” 
 
    “Tick tock like a clock or a timer?” Max suggested. 
 
    Chelsea approached us. “What’s going on?” 
 
    Max filled her in.  
 
    “She’s just rambling,” Chelsea said. 
 
    “No, I’m not. Anunit saw something and it’s still in my head.” 
 
    Chelsea crossed her arms. “What does it mean then?” 
 
    The sense of urgency increased. “Tick tock, tick tock, tick tock.” An image flashed into my mind. “Oh God, it’s a bomb.” 
 
    “What?” Chelsea barked. “Where?” 
 
    “Uh, I don’t know.” I tried to glean more information from my brain, but it was like trying to remember a dream. “Um, down, down.” 
 
    “God, it’s like playing charades with a crazy person,” Chelsea muttered.  
 
    “I think it’s in the basement.” 
 
    Chelsea headed for the basement with Max and me on her heels. “I swear if you’re wrong about this…” she muttered. 
 
    I hoped I was, but I knew I wasn’t. Someone had planted a bomb. Probably Anunit. 
 
    Although she did try to burn the building to the ground. Why do that if there was a bomb? 
 
    We moved through the cavernous basement which was filled with boxes, old files and junk artefacts.  
 
    Chelsea turned a corner and stopped. “Found it.” 
 
    On a table against a wall, sat a device. A silver box with a digital read out on the front of it. A timer had been activated. Just over two hours left.  
 
    Chelsea leaned in for a better look. “It’s magically activated. This thing will leave nothing but a crater, probably take half of campus with it too.” 
 
    “Oh God,” I whispered.  
 
    “Can you stop it?” Max asked. 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Nineteen 
 
      
 
    Chelsea paced in front of the bomb, looking stressed. “I don’t need this. I have too much to do today.” 
 
    “Can one of those things be to diffuse a bomb?” I suggested. Now was not the time to worry about a visit. 
 
    “I’m thinking,” she screeched. 
 
    I backed off to let her think. I didn’t want to be here beside an actual bomb, but we needed to stop it or innocent people would die. I looked to Max, but he seemed as freaked out as us. 
 
    A bomb. A freaking bomb! 
 
    “This wasn’t Anunit,” I said. “She saw the bomb, but she didn’t plant it.” 
 
    “Then who did?” Max asked. 
 
    “Antoine, maybe? I don’t know.” 
 
    “But why today? He could have set it up to activate at any time,” Chelsea said. So she agreed with me about Antoine. 
 
    “I think that’s obvious,” Max said. “To kill the senior Watchers.” 
 
    Chelsea went pale. “No. Why would he do that? Doesn’t he know how important this is?” She appeared on the verge of losing it. 
 
    “How many are coming?” I asked. 
 
    She took a breath. “Five.” 
 
    “That’s not even half of them, but it would throw the League into chaos. Maybe he wants rid of one in particular or to create an opening for someone to be promoted.” 
 
    Chelsea looked mildly impressed at my deductions. 
 
    “Well he’s not going to succeed. Go get Lillian, she’s a magic expert. She can help me dismantle this.” 
 
    I ran off to fetch her. She had been pointed out to me before, but we never officially met. No time for formalities now. 
 
    A bomb. This gets crazier by the second. 
 
    Lillian was in the reading room, giving a lecture to a group of Watchers. I ran up to her. “Hey, Chelsea needs you urgently in the basement.” 
 
    Lillian shook her head. “Oh no, she’s not making me clean down there. The senior Watchers won’t go near it. I’m very busy here, I’m sure it can wait.” 
 
    “That’s not why.” I leaned in and whispered, “There’s a bomb.” 
 
    Lillian’s eyes widened. “Oh my God. We should evacuate.” 
 
    I glanced at the others, but they didn’t hear our conversation. 
 
    “No, it’s going to tear apart the campus. We have time to stop it. Come on.” 
 
    “Um, we’ll resume this later,” she said, rushing after me. 
 
    Lillian nearly about turned when she saw the bomb, but I blocked her path.  
 
    “Get over here, Lillian, this will take both of us,” Chelsea ordered.  
 
    “I think I’d rather clean the basement,” Lillian muttered, turning back to face the bomb. 
 
    Chelsea had removed her jacket and was now crouched in front of the bomb with a small screwdriver. “I’m going to remove the casing so we can see what’s going on.” 
 
    Lillian sucked in a breath which earned her a glare from Chelsea. We all held our breath as she removed the casing. Beneath it, lay a bunch of wires and a glowing purple cylinder. 
 
    “Okay,” Chelsea said. “It’s not as bad as I thought.” 
 
    “You can diffuse it?” I asked hopefully. 
 
    “No, I mean it probably won’t take out the whole campus.” 
 
    “Oh, good. For a minute I was worried,” I muttered. It would definitely take us out though. I don’t know why I was pinning all my hopes on Chelsea knowing what to do but if anyone here knew about bombs, it was her. We weren’t that different and like me, I’m sure she read up on every subject imaginable to be better prepared. 
 
    Chelsea examined the cylinder closely. “Okay, if we can get the magic away from the bomb, it will reduce the power of the blast.” 
 
    Lillian nodded, but I could see her hands trembling. “How do you want to do this?” 
 
    “I need you to recite a temporal spell, to give me enough time to pull the cylinder.” 
 
    A temporal spell would freeze time around the bomb. It would only be for a few seconds though. 
 
    “What if that sets off the bomb?” I asked. 
 
    I didn’t like the doubtful look on her face. “Okay, then we need to disarm the bomb at the same time, by cutting the correct wire.” She looked at me. 
 
    “Oh no, I’m not doing that,” I said, backing away. One slip up and we’d be vaporized. 
 
    “Yes, you are. I can’t do both.” 
 
    I looked for Max, but he must have gone back upstairs. If he had any sense, he needed to start running.  
 
    I can’t do this. I don’t want to be responsible for everyone dying. Although to be fair, if I did screw up, I’d never know about it. 
 
    “Are you refusing a direct order?” Chelsea said. 
 
    To think I could have been fired and avoided all of this. 
 
    “No, of course not.” I positioned myself by the wires. “What do I do?”  
 
    Like it or not, I am a Watcher and I have a job to do. 
 
    “Um, I’m pretty sure you need to pull the blue wire,” she said, wiping sweat off her brow. 
 
    “Can I get a percentage on that?” Because pretty sure didn’t sound great. 
 
    “Sixty? Sixty-five.” 
 
    “Oh God, we’re going to die,” I muttered. I stared at the wire. Hard to believe it was all that stood between us and certain death. 
 
    Chelsea and Lillian went over the spell together. “Okay, when I say go, you pull the wire,” she told me. 
 
    “The blue one?” 
 
    She hesitated. “Or maybe the black one.” 
 
    “Which is it?” I said through gritted teeth. Now was not the time to change her mind. 
 
    She hesitated. “Blue. Definitely blue.” 
 
    I held my trembling hand over the wire, ready for the go. Lillian started the incantation. When she spoke the last line, Chelsea screamed, ‘Go’ and ripped the cylinder free. At the same time, I grabbed all of the wires and pulled them free too, bracing myself for the end. 
 
    “We’re still here,” Lillian said, then laughed hysterically. 
 
    Chelsea nodded, breathing hard. She glanced at the wires. “I told you to pull the black one.” 
 
    “Actually, you said blue. I wasn’t taking the chance, so I pulled them all.” 
 
    Chelsea opened her mouth to argue, but I cut her off. “Shouldn’t we get ready for the senior Watchers?” 
 
    Her eyes widened. “Oh my God, yes. Lillian, give this place a clean. I’ll be upstairs.” 
 
    She ran off. Lillian gave me a withering look. I forced a smile. “Sorry.” 
 
    I headed back upstairs and out the front door to get some air. Students passed me, carrying on with their lives. They had no idea that they had almost been blown to bits. 
 
    I sank onto a bench and started to cry. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Chelsea let us take a break but wanted us back before the Watchers arrived. I took a walk off campus to try and clear my head. I had no destination in mind, just away from the Academy.  
 
    I considered grabbing a coffee, but I didn’t think the caffeine would do me any favors. My hands were still trembling, but the adrenaline had started to fade. Maybe tea would be better. I stopped at a place for the tea, being sure to add plenty of sugar, a substitute for the caffeine. 
 
    Drinking while I walked, I started to feel a little better, but I desperately wanted to talk to someone about all this. 
 
    Pulling out my phone, I found my finger poised over the call button for Grandpa before I realized that he wasn’t there to call. 
 
    God, this is so hard. That vision didn’t help, it really felt like he was there, like I was actually talking to him again. 
 
    Maybe I was. 
 
    I’m not sure what I believe in when it comes to the afterlife, but considering everything else out there, I’m not ruling it out. It would be nice to think that he still watched over me. 
 
    As I was about to return the phone to my pocket, it vibrated. James’ name popped up. I quickly answered it. 
 
    “James? Hey, I’m glad you call. You won’t believe the day I’m having.” 
 
    “I’m afraid it might be about to get worse.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I had eyes on Jason’s apartment, but he must have sneaked out at some point in the night. He’s gone and so are his things. No one knows where.” 
 
    I gripped the phone, glancing around like he might pop up from behind somewhere. I got a few curious stares, but no sign of Jason. It didn’t mean he would come here. He could have slipped out for another reason. “I um, I don’t know what to say.” 
 
    “Until he shows up there, I don’t think you should worry. Would you like me to come down there?” 
 
    I sighed, stopping to lean against a wall. Possession, bombs, murder. 
 
    “No, there’s no guarantee he’s on his way to me and even if he is, I’m not afraid of him. I can handle this.” 
 
    “Are you sure? You only need to ask and I’ll be on the first plane out.” 
 
    I smiled. “I know, thank you, James. But I can handle this. I promise.” 
 
    We said our goodbyes and I hung up. 
 
    Bring it on, Jason. After the week I’ve had, you’re nothing. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty 
 
      
 
    “Everyone, look busy,” Chelsea hissed as the senior Watchers entered the building, a little after noon. If only they knew how close they came to dying. 
 
    I didn’t have time to go hide in the stacks, so instead I grabbed some papers and tried to look like I was doing something. The adrenaline started anew when I came back into the building. 
 
    And here I thought my first few weeks here would be boring. 
 
    At least it was over now. The bomb had been taken care of, Anunit had been exorcized and I still had a job. Who the heck vouched for me though? Maybe someone owed Grandpa a favor and decided to repay it. It wasn’t the way I wanted to do things, but right now, how could I really refuse help like that? 
 
    The senior Watchers walked in. I recognized two of them, they visited Grandpa at the house a few times as I was growing up, although I was always sent to my room while they talked.  
 
    “Welcome to the Watcher Academy,” Chelsea said, rushing forward to shake their hands. “Everyone this is Watcher’s Thompson, Leland, Garrison, Fenton and Carmichael.” 
 
    They moved around the room, shaking hands and speaking to the other Watchers in turn.  
 
    Carmichael spoke to me first. “And you are?” he asked. 
 
    “Adeline Grimm, sir.” 
 
    “Oh. You were involved in the…incident.” 
 
    My cheeks grew hot. Of course they all knew about it, they had to be aware of problems at the Academies. “Um, yes, sir.” 
 
    He nodded, quickly moving on, with a look on his face that made me feel contaminated.  
 
    Leland reached me next, one of the men I recognized from the house. An older man with salt and pepper hair, he smiled as he took my hand. “Miss Grimm, a pleasure.” 
 
    As my skin made contact with him, I experienced a weird flash in my head. Images that were gone too quickly to make out.  
 
    “It’s been a long time. I believe the last time I saw you would have been at Edward’s funeral,” he said, not seeming to notice my ‘episode’. 
 
    I nodded, trying to focus. “Yes, it would have been. It’s nice to meet you formally, sir.” 
 
    He smiled and moved on to the next person.  
 
    What the hell just happened? 
 
    I headed for the bathroom, wondering if this was another residual echo from my possession. I took a few moments to compose myself, checking I looked okay. There was a smudge of dust on my shoulder. I wiped at it, but it didn’t shift it entirely. Grabbing a paper towel, I ran it under the tap and cleaned the dust spot.  
 
    Glancing at my reflection, I froze when I saw the wicked smirk on my face. A smirk I wasn’t making myself.  
 
    Dropping the paper towel, I said, “Anunit?” 
 
    “Miss me?” The words came from my own mouth, but again, I didn’t say them. Oh God, she’s still here. 
 
    I backed away until I hit the stall behind me. “This isn’t happening. Max exorcised you. I saw it.” 
 
    “Oh, that? A little trick I learned. Max’s spell wasn’t strong enough to get rid of me. So sad.” She cocked my head to the side and pouted. 
 
    I shook my head, determined to maintain control. “Then he’ll find a stronger one. I’m going to tell him, right now.” 
 
    “Before you run off to tell your little friends, there is something you should know.” 
 
    Despite everything, I paused to hear what she had to say. “What are you talking about?” 
 
     “A faction of your precious Watchers are playing a dangerous game. They are working from the inside to hoard artefacts which they are going to use to take over.” 
 
    “How do you know that? Take over what?” I asked. 
 
    “The League? The world? I have the ability to see into a person’s mind when I touch them. When that Watcher shook your hand, I saw all his dirty little secrets.” 
 
    “You’re lying.” She shouldn’t have abilities as a spirit, but what was that flash I saw? 
 
    “One of them already tried to blow you up.” 
 
    “Ha! If that Watcher is in on it, they why would he blow himself up? Not exactly a genius plan.” 
 
    I felt my mouth curve into a smile. “Because it was a planned hit. The faction wants him dead and they made Antoine set it up. He was supposed to be long gone before it blew. Until he ran into me, that is.” 
 
    “No, you’re trying to save your own ass by coming up with this ridiculous story.” 
 
    “Of course I’m trying to save myself. But that doesn’t make me wrong.” 
 
    “Prove it,” I demanded.  
 
    “Fine. When I looked into his mind, I saw a tattoo that they have in common. Something to signal to the others. It’s subtle, concealed. Check his wrist for it.” 
 
    “What does it look like?” Was I really listening to her? She was accusing the League of planting bombs and stealing artefacts. 
 
    “It’s an infinity symbol.” 
 
    An infinity symbol? Even if he did have it, that didn’t mean anything. She might have seen it when we shook hands, although I didn’t remember seeing anything. 
 
    “Why don’t you just take over again? Why are you even talking to me?” I asked, because she could have just walked on out the door with my body and no one would notice. 
 
    The silence from her spoke volumes. “The exorcism weakened you, didn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes,” she hissed and I could feel the venom behind it. 
 
    Which meant another exorcism would finish the job. I opened the door and headed for Max’s office to tell him everything. We could wait until the senior Watchers left and get it done. 
 
    Leland chatted to Chelsea in the middle of the room. She kept giggling like a schoolgirl every few seconds. Leland raised his hand to wave at another Watcher, his shirt sleeve slipping slightly. I stopped walking. 
 
    There it is, the infinity symbol. She isn’t lying. 
 
    “Told you,” Anunit muttered. 
 
    I glanced at Max’s office. A few more feet and I could get rid of her completely.  
 
    “Don’t make a rash decision. If it wasn’t for me, you’d all be dead by now.” 
 
    “You were saying tick tock, not me.” 
 
    “You owe me.” 
 
    “You told us because you would have been killed too.” 
 
    “No, I would have been fine. Just without a body.” 
 
    “Dell?” 
 
    I turned to find Anita behind me. “Hey.” 
 
    “Are you talking to yourself?” she asked. 
 
    “Um, yeah, sorry, nervous habit.” 
 
    Anita chuckled and headed over to talk to Leland. I forced myself to walk to Max’s office. As I raised my hand to knock, I became overwhelmed by a vision. The room disappeared and I found myself standing in the library at home. How did I get here? 
 
    I heard male voices arguing, but I couldn’t move from where I stood in the corner of the room. The image was blurred, like looking through a dusty lens. A man rushed out of the room, I didn’t get a chance to see his face. He wore a suit though and had dark hair. A Watcher? 
 
    A second man slumped forward across the desk to the left. His arm dangling off the edge. His back was to me, I couldn’t see his face or much of him at all. 
 
    “Who is that?” I whispered, trying to force my legs to move, but they stayed rooted to the spot. 
 
    “He doesn’t look familiar?” Anunit asked. She didn’t appear to be in the room, just a disembodied voice from somewhere above me. 
 
    “What is this?” I yelled. 
 
    “Look closer.” 
 
    I saw the gold signet ring on his pinky finger. One I had seen many times before. 
 
    “Grandpa?” I whispered. How could that be? I didn’t find the body so this couldn’t be my memory, or Anunit’s for that matter. 
 
    “I told you, they will stop at nothing to keep their secrets.” 
 
    “Are you saying they murdered my grandfather?” 
 
    “What does it look like to you?” 
 
    I blinked and I was back in the Academy, leaning on the office door. It opened and I almost fell on top of Max.  
 
    “Whoa, what’s going on?” Max asked, steadying me. 
 
    I hesitated. If Anunit wasn’t lying, then the senior Watchers could have had a hand in his death. It would have been easy for them to make it look like natural causes. I knew he didn’t have heart problems. 
 
    “Nothing, um, just wondered if you needed anymore filing done?” I said. 
 
    “Not right now. We should probably stay out here and make Chelsea look good,” he joked. 
 
    I laughed, a little too hard. “Yeah, sure.” 
 
    He left to speak with the senior Watchers and I hurried back to the bathroom where I could talk without looking like a mad woman.  
 
    “This can’t be happening. Grandpa gave his life to the League, they wouldn’t kill him.” 
 
    “Wouldn’t they? The answer lies with them and I can help you find the answers you need.” 
 
    “What’s in it for you?” 
 
    “No exorcism. I won’t take you over again and in return, you find a way to transfer me into someone else.” 
 
    “Are you insane? I’m not going to let you possess another person.” 
 
    “I can possess a coma patient, someone who has no chance of waking up.” 
 
    “That doesn’t mean they would want you to have their body!” I hissed. 
 
    I started to pace the floor. I couldn’t deny that she might be useful, but after everything she did? She murdered Antoine.  
 
    “It was self defense,” she said. “I’ll show you.” 
 
    Another vision took hold of me. I saw Antoine holding the statue, looking furtive. He stood by the fireplace in the main room. 
 
    “What the hell are you doing here?” he snapped when he saw me. 
 
    “A better question would be what are you doing? Are you supposed to be in here? And what is that?” Anunit said. 
 
    His face hardened and I saw him reach for something at his back. I could guess what it was. 
 
    “I’m working on a special project. Actually, Grimm, you could help me. Come here, I want to show you something.” 
 
    Anunit walked slowly toward him. “What is it?” She made my voice sound high-pitched and girly. She knew exactly what he was up to. 
 
    He set the statue on the table and when I got close enough, he grabbed my arm and revealed the knife. 
 
    “I really didn’t want the added hassle of hiding a body tonight, but things change.” 
 
    My hand closed around the statue and I swung it hard. It cracked against his cheekbone. Anunit wasted no time in wrenching the knife from him. She drove it into his chest and the shock jolted me free of the vision, before I had to witness the rest. 
 
    I slumped against the wall. 
 
    “See?” 
 
    “You know what? I don’t care. You could have found another way to deal with him, you could have knocked him out, or I don’t know – something!” 
 
    “I didn’t have a lot of options. He had no problem killing you, don’t waste your tears on him. That’s not what matters anymore. You need to make a decision. You can run off and tell your little friends about me or let me help. Or are you happy to let your grandfather’s death go unavenged?” 
 
    I had to know the truth about Grandpa. If someone murdered him, I needed to know, to make sure they were punished. Anunit might be the only one who could help me. Going up against the League, well, I wouldn’t have any allies inside it. Even if they weren’t corrupt, they would never believe me. I was a trainee who had already gotten possessed in my first week here. I couldn’t tell them about Anunit either. But to trust her? She was weak, for now, but that didn’t mean she wouldn’t recover and I’d be right back where I started. What do I do? 
 
    “Have you made a decision?” 
 
    I closed my eyes and sighed. “Fine, you can stay. For now.” 
 
    “Good, because with what’s heading your way, you’re going to need me.” 
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