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    Dell Grimm has not had an easy start as a Watcher in training. Being possessed was bad enough but discovering that there are people within the League of Watchers intent on bringing it down has really made her rethink her career choices. But Dell is a Legacy and it is her job to ensure the League survives, by whatever means necessary. 
 
    A blast from the past... 
 
    With the priestess still in her head, Dell faces a hard decision. If she tells the Watchers about her, they will drive her out, but she needs her help in finding the traitors in the League. Add to that her manipulative ex, Jason, has found her and he wants a favor. That is never a good thing. 
 
    Dell will have to rely on her training if she is to get through her time at the Academy in one piece. 
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    Just keep it together, Dell. No one knows you have an ancient priestess living in your head. 
 
    It did little to soothe my nerves as I made my way into the Watcher Academy, early on a Monday morning. The other Watchers may not know about Anunit, that she was still living inside my mind, but several of them witnessed my exorcism, which was embarrassing enough. They knew that I had released her and kept that information to myself for far too long. 
 
    Then of course there was the issue of Antoine. Who I murdered. Well, technically, Anunit killed him in self defense, but that didn’t make me feel any better. I came here to follow in my grandfather’s footsteps, to make him proud, but here I was, less than two months in and I had screwed up so much. 
 
    The only reason I’m still here is because someone upstairs likes me. Literally. One of the senior Watchers allowed me to stay. Who it was remained a mystery, perhaps someone owed my grandfather a favor. Or they had other plans for me.  
 
    I reached the door into the main room and hesitated. I had a second chance. Sure, I would have to endure the stares and I’m sure people were talking behind my back, but the world still needed saving. I could turn this around, keep my family’s legacy intact. 
 
    I can do this. This is in my blood. I won’t screw up again. 
 
    Opening the door, I stepped inside to a maelstrom of activity. Watchers were rushing around, something big was happening. 
 
    “Clear that table. It will be here any minute,” Chelsea barked. She was in charge around here and a major pain in the ass. Ambitious as hell, she has hated me from the get-go. That’s why I planned on staying under her radar as much as possible. Maybe in a few decades she would forget and I could move on from this. 
 
    Everyone was running around, none of them paying any attention to me, which made me feel better. I had worried everyone would stare as I walked in. I spotted Anita, a fellow Watcher, and hurried over. “Hey, what’s going on?” 
 
    “You’re back. How are you?” she asked. She was an older woman who knew my grandfather. I liked her, actually most of the Watchers were okay, it was mostly Chelsea and her minions who caused issues. 
 
    “I’m okay. Eager to get back to work.” 
 
    “Well you picked a hell of a day for it. We have a new shipment coming in. They unearthed it a few days ago near Cairo. Somehow we got dibs on it.” 
 
    “And it is?” I asked. 
 
    “A mummy. Unknown origin, buried in the middle of nowhere.” 
 
    “Cool,” I said and I meant it. For us to get a look in, then it must be important. Or unusual. I used to spend hours in the Egyptology wing at the museum as a child. I loved the history, the incredible carvings and of course the mummies. I used to make up stories about them in my head, imagining what it would have been like to live in a palace in ancient Egypt. Grandpa had a keen interest in them too and had visited Cairo on several occasions. It was definitely on my list of places I wanted to visit. 
 
    “Don’t get too excited,” Anita said.  “We won’t get anywhere near it.” 
 
    That was disappointing, but even if they were letting newbies in, I would not be on the list. Chelsea would see to that.  
 
    I spotted Spencer across the room and headed toward him. I had been thinking about him on my mandatory two weeks off. Standard after being possessed. I regretted missing our date and I really wanted to put things right between us. 
 
    “Hey Spencer,” I said. 
 
    He looked up from his computer. I noticed he wore a blue Supernatural t-shirt today. They could write ten more season based on the stories from in here. “Dell, how are you?” 
 
    “Better. Look I wanted to apologize about not saying anything. I didn’t know what was happening at first and then I was scared to say anything.” 
 
    “You can trust me, you know. I would have tried to help you.”  
 
    Maybe he would have, but I remembered his reaction when he saw me when I was possessed. He was terrified. 
 
    “I know but finding out some ancient psycho priestess is living in your head, isn’t easy. I really wanted to make my grandfather proud and instead I get myself possessed a couple of days in.” 
 
    “It isn’t your fault.” 
 
    I didn’t argue even though I knew it was. “I want to make it up to you. How about a drink after work?” 
 
    He hesitated. 
 
    “As friends,” I added. “Please.” 
 
    He nodded. “Okay. Campus bar at seven?” 
 
    I grinned at him. “I’ll see you then.” 
 
    At least he was giving me a chance. Probably more than I deserved.  
 
    The mummy arrived a few minutes later, two men wheeled in a large wooden crate, while Chelsea snapped off orders. I could feel the excitement in the room. 
 
    They took it into the back where the restoration room lay. It would need to be inspected first, before they started running any tests on it.  
 
    So a date with the boy, Anunit drawled as I walked away from Spencer’s desk. I almost forgot she was there. 
 
    Shut up, I thought. 
 
    Why do you insist on pursuing him? There are so many better options. 
 
    “It’s none of your business,” I muttered. 
 
    Someone glanced my way, frowning. I quickly headed for the bathroom. The last thing I needed was to be seen talking to myself, not after everything that happened. 
 
    Checking the bathroom was empty, I looked in the mirror. “I told you to stay out of my life. I should go tell them about you right now.” 
 
    You need me, Anunit said. 
 
    “Then make yourself useful.” 
 
    I can only do that if you touch someone. 
 
    I heaved a sigh. I couldn’t go door to door to all the Watchers in hope of finding one of the bad ones like Leland. A man who may have had a hand in my grandfather’s death. I did check his autopsy report, it did look like a heart attack, but I couldn’t be a hundred percent sure given what we do.  Right now, the best option was to figure out who was involved and go from there. Which brought me back to how to do that? Most of them lived in seclusion. They had the money to do it and I’m sure they didn’t want any nasties following them home. 
 
    On the way back from the bathroom, I loitered outside the restoration room. The sarcophagus had been unboxed. It didn’t look how I expected. It looked dark and disturbing, with deep etchings in the sides. It looked nothing like the ones from the museum. A shiver ran down my spine. It gave me the creeps. 
 
    “Hey newbie, tell Chelsea there’s a call for her,” Freddie Wallace called down the hall. He seemed to have taken Antoine’s place as Chelsea’s number two although he didn’t seem as eager to kiss her ass.  
 
    “Why can’t you do it?” I asked. 
 
    He raised an eyebrow. “I’m not getting in her way when she is like this.” 
 
    He had a point, I just didn’t want to be the one to face her. She hated me enough already.  
 
    She stood with her arms folded, staring at the etchings. I approached her slowly. When she spotted me, she scowled. “Out! You’re not allowed in here.” 
 
    “There’s a phone call for you,” I said. 
 
    She raised an eyebrow and left the room, beckoning me to follow. I glanced back at Max, who rolled his eyes at Chelsea. 
 
    Trying to hide my smile, I followed her out.  
 
    “Go research something,” she said. 
 
    Let me kill her, Anunit muttered. 
 
    I was almost tempted to let her. Almost. Instead, I grabbed some books from the table to take back upstairs. When I came back down for a second pile of books, Chelsea had finished her call. She looked ready to bounce off the walls with excitement. 
 
    “Good news?” I asked. 
 
    “Very. Watcher Hancock wants a personal report from me. I have to go to his house.” I’ve never seen someone look so smug in all my life. 
 
    Watcher Hancock was one of the head Watchers. Could he be in on the conspiracy?  
 
    “Uh, Chelsea? Could I go too?” I asked. 
 
    Chelsea looked at me like I had grown another head. “Excuse me?” 
 
    “It will be good experience. I want to learn from the best,” I said, motioning to her. Flattery might be the only thing that would work. 
 
    I could see the struggle on her face. “Fine, but you sit there and keep your mouth shut. Understood?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Go get Max, he has to go too.” 
 
    I hurried off to fetch him, relieved that she had given in so easily. She probably wanted an audience to witness how awesome she was. When I told Max about the trip, he didn’t seem happy. 
 
    “I really don’t know why these meetings can’t be done over the phone,” he muttered.  
 
    I followed him back along the hallway. “Do they happen often?” 
 
    “A few times a year. Whenever they take a notion. Utterly pointless, if you ask me.” 
 
     He stopped off at his office and I saw him slip something small into his pocket. He grabbed his jacket, his jaw tense. 
 
    “Let’s get this over with.” 
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    “Watch where you’re going, idiot!” Chelsea screamed, blasting her horn. She yanked the wheel and narrowly missed a station wagon. I had time to glimpse an old man behind the wheel, with a startled look on his face, before we sped past him. 
 
    “Could you maybe slow down?” I asked from the passenger seat. I was gripping the bar over my head so hard my knuckles were white. She drove like a maniac.  
 
    Chelsea didn’t seem to hear me as she switched lanes again. I glanced back at Max in the back seat. He seemed as freaked out as I was. I wondered if we would make it to Watcher Hancock’s house alive at this rate. Chelsea liked the rules so much I was surprised to see her act this way. Then again, I doubted anything stood between her and sucking up to someone in charge.  
 
    Please let us arrive in one piece.  
 
    A few minutes later, she made a sharp turn and came to a hard stop in a driveway. A huge sprawling house sat before us, which easily covered a couple of acres.  
 
    Chelsea hopped out and headed for the door, without waiting for us.  
 
    “She is such a…” I muttered, then I remembered that Max was in the back seat. 
 
    “…pain in the ass?” he finished for me. 
 
    I looked over my shoulder and smiled. “Yep. We better get in there.” 
 
    It felt good to be on solid ground after the ride from hell and I wondered briefly if I could get a bus back to the Academy. It sure beat dying in a fiery crash. 
 
    As we reached the door, it opened and a tall balding man in a suit greeted us. I assumed it was Watcher Hancock’s butler. 
 
    “We’re here to see Mr Hancock,” Chelsea said. 
 
    “Of course, follow me,” he said. 
 
    He led us into an office where Hancock waited for us. Seated at his desk, he smiled benignly as we entered the room. He was about sixty with thinning hair and a goatee. Most of the senior Watchers were men, clearly still living in the past. I hoped that by the time I was his age there would be more women in charge. I had little hope that I’d be one of them anymore, but who knows what could happen between then and now. 
 
    Chelsea enthusiastically shook Hancock's hand. She and Max took a seat in front of his desk, while I was stuck with a chair in the corner.  
 
    Sitting awkwardly between a bookcase and a filing cabinet, I listened while Chelsea gave her report. Mostly an update on the last couple of months. 
 
    I distracted myself by looking around the room. The office seemed to be just for show, most of the titles I could read on the books covered law and business and none of them were League related. Which meant he probably had another office in the house somewhere. Grandpa was the same. His life revolved around the League, but he did meet with regular people too and that meant keeping up appearances. To anyone outside the League, he was an historian.  
 
    The rug under my feet was interesting, expensive and quite old. I often wondered where the money came from. All the senior Watchers seemed to be rich or come from money. Was it possible some of them bought their way in? Rich white men seemed to gravitate toward power anyway and being in charge of the world’s secrets meant a lot of it. I wasn’t going to pretend that I didn’t benefit from Grandpa’s money growing up, he got me into the finest schools, but I also worked hard for my grades. Mom and Dad weren’t rich. They both had jobs and Dad refused to take money from Grandpa. Even now, I didn’t live like someone who had money, I still took the bus into town. Watcher Hancock seemed to have no problem spending his money. I wanted to do something good with it. Something worthwhile. I just hadn’t decided what yet.  
 
    “It sounds like things are ticking over well. What about that incident a few weeks ago? The possession?” Hancock asked, snapping me from my thoughts. 
 
    Chelsea shifted in her seat, casting a glance back at me. My face heated up. I didn’t realize they would be discussing that.  
 
    Hancock noticed the exchange. “Oh, you’re the young lady in question. I trust you are better now?” 
 
    “Yes, sir. Much better thank you,” I muttered. Apart from the psycho priestess still in my head, I’m dandy! 
 
    “An exorcism was performed by Max and it was successful, as you can see,” Chelsea said. 
 
    Hancock turned to Max who seemed agitated. He kept tapping his foot nervously like he wanted to run. Was he worried he was in trouble? Because I would take the blame, he only tried to help me.  
 
    “You have performed rituals like that before?” Hancock asked him.  
 
    “Not exactly but I have studied it extensively.”  
 
    What? I thought he said he had performed them before. Glad to know I was his guinea pig. 
 
    Hancock seemed content with that. “Well I’m glad it all worked out. Don’t look so embarrassed, my dear, it can happen to the best of us,” he said. 
 
    I nodded, forcing a smile. I stupidly got myself possessed, I didn’t misfile paperwork. Maybe they allowed trainees the benefit of the doubt or a limited number of screw ups before they did anything. It would explain why I still had a job. 
 
    Hancock changed the subject to the quarterly reports and I breathed a sigh of relief. If they weren’t that concerned about it then maybe I should stop worrying so much. I listened to Chelsea drone on, wondering how to get what I needed from Hancock.  
 
    You need to touch him, Anunit said. 
 
    I know that. I can’t exactly do that right now. 
 
    Well you better think of something. 
 
    When we stood to leave, I pushed past Chelsea. “It was a pleasure to meet you, Watcher Hancock,” I said, holding my hand out.  
 
    He gave me a tight smile and shook my hand.  
 
    “I was sorry to hear of your grandfather’s passing,” he said. 
 
    “Thank you,” I said, as images filled my mind. Once more I couldn’t make any of them out. “It was a terrible shock.” 
 
    “I’m sure Watcher Hancock has things to do,” Chelsea said, leading me away.  
 
    I had what I needed anyway. We returned to the car and this time I let Max have the front seat. If we were going to end up wrapped around a tree, I didn’t want a front row seat to it. Plus, I didn’t want Chelsea asking me any awkward questions about my behavior in there. She might think I was trying to steal her thunder.  
 
    The handshake worked, but I couldn’t make out the images, they went by too fast. It was a strange sensation.  
 
    How am I supposed to know if he’s in on it, if I can’t see the images? I asked Anunit. 
 
    I heard her sigh. Watch. I’ll slow it down. 
 
    Suddenly, my vision was overwhelmed as I saw a group of men seated around a large oak table. They wore dark red hooded robes. There didn’t appear to be any sound, but the images were crystal clear. I couldn’t see any of their faces because of their robes, but it was in Hancock’s mind, so he had to be one of them. What were they up to? Was it some kind of cult? 
 
    Six men had gathered. One leaned forward to speak and I caught a glimpse of his face when he did. I didn’t recognize him, but he was in his sixties at least, with a thin face and gray hair. He said something and the others nodded in agreement. I wished I’d learned to lip read, I couldn’t make out any of it.  
 
    The last thing I saw before the vision broke was a symbol carved into the table in front of them. It looked like a circle with five branches spreading out from it in all directions. 
 
    Then I was back in the car, my head spinning. The vision proved Hancock was involved but I had no way of discovering who the others were. The only thing I had to go on was the symbol, one I didn’t recognize at all. 
 
    I glanced at Chelsea and Max, neither of them seemed to have noticed me zoning out. Chelsea was too busy flipping off another driver.  
 
    Taking a breath, I tried to memorize the symbol. I would sketch it, but I didn’t have a pen or paper with me. I would do it as soon as we got back to the Academy. The symbol was the break I needed, it had to be. I needed to figure out what it meant. 
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    I had been staring at different symbols for hours, they were all blurring into one. I couldn’t find the symbol from the vision, the one I had sketched on a piece of scrap paper. There were a few which looked similar but they weren’t exactly right. Symbolically a circle could mean eternity and the branches might represent the tree of life? Something to do with finding eternal life? It didn’t sound like a good thing whatever way you looked at it. A cult within the League meant access to all the artefacts. It was entirely possible they could find something to achieve their dream. I could think of several artefacts off the top of my head which could extend someone’s life, but luckily, they were yet to be found. Or at least we hadn’t found them. 
 
    It was bound to happen, all that power. Someone was bound to try and take advantage of it. 
 
    I’m sure it wasn’t the first time either, but that kind of thing would be removed from official records. We were supposed to be the good guys after all, why give anyone ideas. It frustrated me not being able to talk to anyone about it. I couldn’t until I figured out who I could trust and then I would need proof. So for now, I was on my own. I also couldn’t explain how I knew about any of this. Not without revealing the fact that I had someone else squatting in my head who could read a person’s memories. 
 
    Moving along the stacks, I selected a few more titles. The symbol could be from any era or culture. If I knew one or the other, it would seriously narrow things down. Without that information, I was stuck. Taking the books to a corner of the stacks, I sat down and opened the first one. It reminded me of when I was a kid, sitting in the corner of Grandpa’s office reading, while he worked. Back then I was reading about myths and legends, now I was searching for a potential doomsday cult. Well they might not be a doomsday cult. They might just be a bunch of greedy, power hungry assholes.  
 
    I wondered if I could find a way to get back into Hancock’s house and snoop around. No, I would never be invited and sneaking in would risk getting caught and fired. And he might not have anything incriminating in his home. He could have it hidden elsewhere. 
 
    Can you play the vision again? I asked Anunit. 
 
    She did as I asked without argument for once. This time I ignore the men and the symbol and checked out their surroundings, looking for some clue as to where they might be. They had to have a place where they worked in secret. 
 
    The walls were red brick, non-descript. There were no windows that I could see. No signs or markings either. It could be anywhere. The room was lit by an overhead light. It was a pity there was no sound, that would really help. 
 
    Sighing, I rubbed my eyes. Guess I would have to do it the hard way. 
 
    Lost in a mountain of books for the next few hours, I finally glanced at my watch to find it was already after seven. 
 
    “Oh no, Spencer!” 
 
    Closing the book, I made an effort to tidy them up, then I raced out of the building to the college bar. Crashing through the door, I scanned the crowd for Spencer. He sat at a table near the back, with an annoyed look on his face, sipping a beer. 
 
    I can’t believe I’ve done it again. At least he's still here. 
 
    Hurrying to the table, I offered a sheepish smile. “I’m so sorry, I got caught up in research and I completely lost track of time.” 
 
    Spencer still looked annoyed. “Well you’re here now. Do you want a drink?” 
 
    “I’ll get them. To say sorry. Same again?” 
 
    He nodded. I headed for the bar, ordering myself a vodka tonic. 
 
    Taking the drinks back to the table, I sat down. “I really am sorry, I’ve been working on something and when I’m reading, I just lose all track of time.” 
 
    He smiled. “It’s okay. I’m sorry, I just worried that you were standing me up. But let’s forget about it, yeah?” 
 
    I nodded.  
 
    “So, how’s your family?” I asked, sticking to an easy subject. “Your brother and your mom, is it?” 
 
    “Good. My brother is still a pain in the ass. It’s part of the reason I moved above the garage to get away from his antics.” 
 
    “I wish I had siblings growing up, even annoying ones. What about your mom? What’s she like?” 
 
    “She’s cool, I guess. She’s kind of obsessed with flamingos though, it’s becoming a problem.” 
 
    I laughed. “Flamingos?” 
 
    “Yeah, if you head to Oak Drive, you’ll see for yourself. The whole yard is covered in huge plastic ones. She loves birds, she’d probably adopt one if she was allowed.” 
 
    He told me more about her antics, finally starting to relax. 
 
    When there was a break in the conversation, I decided to deal with the elephant in the room. “I’m sorry you had to see me when Anunit took control.” 
 
    He looked surprised. “Dell it wasn’t your fault.” 
 
    “I know, but she said some horrible things. Then you left after…” 
 
    He looked guilty. “Chelsea told several of us to leave. She said the exorcism was over and we needed to leave. I did argue with her, but you know what she’s like. And I did call you when you were off.” 
 
    “I know, I got the messages, I just didn’t feel like talking to anyone.” 
 
    “I don’t blame you. How are you really?” He looked genuinely concerned.  
 
    “I’m good. I just feel stupid.” 
 
    He reached out an squeezed my hand. “Hey, you’re not stupid. Don’t be so hard on yourself.”  
 
    I smiled. It was nice to have someone who was supportive. “How about another drink?” 
 
    He headed to the bar to grab them and I finally started to relax a bit. I looked around the bar, which was mostly filled with students. This is what life should be like. Go to work, then a fun night out without a care in the world. Well I was going to follow suit and enjoy myself. No Anunit and no crazy cult. Just me and Spencer. 
 
    By the end of the night, we were laughing and talking about everything we could think of. Talking to Spencer came easily. He loved the same movies that I did and we had the League in common. He didn’t grow up with it like I did though. His mom had no idea. I think he treated it like a regular job. He was there to run searches and fix computers and that was it. He would never be out in the field and I didn’t think he wanted to be either. Which was fine. Not everyone ran headlong into danger. Some people were smart like that.  
 
    When we finished our third drinks, he walked me back to my dorm room. It wouldn’t do to show up hungover tomorrow. Chelsea was hard enough to deal with, without a headache. And if we rolled in looking worse for wear, she’d probably start breathalysing us.  
 
    “How are things with your roommate?” Spencer asked. 
 
    “If I don’t end up smothering her in her sleep by Christmas, I’ll call it a win.” 
 
    He laughed. “You should get your own place.” 
 
    “Yeah, I know, and I will eventually, but to be honest it would be weird living by myself. I never have before.” 
 
    “Well I do, well I moved ten feet away, but you do get used to it. And it’s nice having your own space.” 
 
    “Hm, sounds good. I’ll start looking soon.” 
 
    We came to my building and I paused, turning to face Spencer. 
 
    “Well, I’ll see you tomorrow,” he said, leaning in and kissing me on the cheek.  
 
    “Looking forward to it,” I replied, smiling. I found myself hoping for more than a kiss on the cheek, but it would take time for him to trust me again. Assuming he could get the image of me possessed out of his head, but I doubted he would have asked me out at all if he wasn’t still interested. 
 
    I watched him walk away with a grin on my face. When he was out of sight, I turned to go inside. 
 
    “Dell,” someone called. 
 
    I turned, recognizing the voice, while my brain tried to deny it. A man stepped out of the darkness. I’d recognize that swagger anywhere. 
 
    “Jason.” 
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    “What the hell are you doing here?” I said, my voice wavering. 
 
    Not now, not here. My heart started thumping in my chest. 
 
    He smirked. “Now that’s not very nice,” he replied, moving closer. He had his hands in his pockets, his stance relaxed, but there was something predatory about him. Or maybe it was just because I knew what he was really like. “I came all this way to see you and you’re going to act like that?” 
 
    I glanced around hoping someone would pass by or that Spencer would be close enough to hear me if I yelled. I didn’t think he would actually hurt me, but he was unpredictable, and I would feel better with a witness. I knew this would happen, James warned me he had left town and then the phone call, but I hoped he would go somewhere else, that he had hooked up with some other poor girl and they had run off together. 
 
    “What do you want?” I snapped. “You know there’s a restraining order out against you.” 
 
    He shook his head, a bemused look on his face. “Actually, check your records, it has lapsed and you didn’t renew it. So I’m free to get as close as I like to you. I did come for a reason though, I need a favor.” 
 
    I inched toward the door behind me. “A favor? Are you kidding me? What makes you think I’m going to help you?” I cried, my voice rising.  
 
    Why the hell didn’t I check that? It was just a piece of paper, but it worked before. 
 
    “I figure you owe me.” 
 
    “I owe you nothing!” Where the hell did he get that idea from? 
 
    “Well tough. I’m not leaving until you help me out.” 
 
    “Just leave me alone,” I said, wrenching open the door and running inside. I hurried up to my room and locked the door behind me. If he followed, I would call campus security to deal with him. Or the cops. And first thing tomorrow I was going to see about getting that restraining order reinstated. I did consider calling James, but I didn’t want to worry him. He would have to travel down here and for all I knew, Jason might be gone by then. Besides, I couldn’t let him keep fighting my battles for me. I had to deal with this myself. 
 
    “What’s going on?” Brenda, my annoying roommate, asked. 
 
    She lay on her bed, reading a poetry book, dressed in her usual black attire. She didn’t seem too concerned with my problem though. Only that I had interrupted her down time. 
 
    “If a guy comes to the door, tall, dark hair, don’t let him in. No matter what he says.” 
 
    She tossed the book down on the bed. “What the hell have you done now?” 
 
    “What have I done?” I cried. 
 
    “Yes, if you’ve pissed off some psycho, I’m not going to get caught up in it.” 
 
    I took a breath, trying to appear calm. “It’s just my ex. I don’t want to talk to him, that’s all.” 
 
    Brenda didn’t look convinced. “Just don’t bring anything to our door.” 
 
    Our door? That’s progress. She likes to think of this room as hers and hers alone. 
 
    Heading into the bathroom, I closed the door. I just needed a break from her. After everything with Anunit, finding a place of my own had kind of fallen off the radar, but I would start looking again. Brenda was right, I didn’t need to bring trouble to our door, it was nothing to do with her. 
 
    Why did Jason have to show up now? I really didn’t need this on top of everything else I was dealing with. A favor? What could he possibly want from me? Money? An alibi?  
 
    I can kill him, if you want, Anunit offered. 
 
    Shut up. Nobody is getting killed. 
 
    No, I would just ignore Jason and soon he would get bored and go away, like he always did when he couldn’t get his way. 
 
    Brenda was raiding the refrigerator when I returned. She liked to snack, mostly at night, and mostly on my food. Maybe I should start labelling it or hiding it. 
 
    She glanced at me as I grabbed my pjs. “No sign of this ex. Is he really trouble?” 
 
    Sighing, I shook my head. “He’s just annoying mostly. He’s not violent or anything, he just has trouble accepting that I want nothing to do with him.” 
 
    “Yeah, I’ve known a few guys like that,” she muttered. 
 
    She never really spoke about her personal life or any relationships. She had certainly never brought anyone back to the room, but I doubted she would want to. It’s not exactly romantic to bring someone to a room when your roommate is sitting five feet away.  
 
    She finished preparing her snack, nachos, cheese and pickles, and settled on her bed to eat it. I could see another trip to the grocery store in my near future. At least if I moved out, I could guarantee that my food would still be waiting for me when I came home at the end of the day. 
 
    She shoved a handful of it into her mouth before glancing up. “Want some?” she asked, spraying bits of nachos over herself. Funny how she would complain about me leaving crumbs but didn’t seem to notice when she did it. 
 
    “No, I’m good, thanks.” 
 
    I got ready for bed and lay down, praying for sleep. I needed it, but Jason had shaken me. The last time we had an actual conversation, if you could call it that, was when we broke up. I didn’t count the persistent phone calls. 
 
    It was one of the most nerve-wracking moments of my life. It had been building for months, but I kept putting it off, hoping that things would change or that he would break up with me and then I wouldn’t have to do it. 
 
    I should have known that he would never go quietly or give up the opportunity to be near what he really wanted – money. He was attracted to it; I think he liked the kind of power it brought. Not that he would ever admit to wanting the money, he acted offended when I would pay. I wondered what his long-term plan was – marry me and get my money that way? Thank God it never came to that. 
 
    I arranged to meet him at my house, feeling safer knowing that James was close by. I had been dodging Jason for a couple of weeks, putting off dates and staying as far away from him as possible. When he arrived at the house, I could see a smug look on his face, like he had finally worn me down and I was giving in.  
 
    “So you finally have time for me,” he said, tossing his jacket onto the couch. It was covered in motor oil, but he didn’t care. If I called him on it, he would no doubt tell me that I could buy a new couch if this one got dirty. 
 
    “We need to talk,” I said.  
 
    My heart was beating wildly in my chest and I hated every moment of this. I didn’t have a problem with confrontation generally, but with him I was always left feeling like I lost. 
 
    “Damn right we do. Do you think you can just disappear and ignore me? You know I have plenty of other options out there.” 
 
    He moved to the bar and poured himself a drink like he owned the place.  
 
    “Jason…I don’t think things are working out between us.” 
 
    He paused with the glass halfway to his lips. “Is that so?” 
 
    “Yes. I’m going to be leaving town soon anyway and I think it’s better that we just call it a day.” 
 
    He knocked the drink back, while I anxiously picked at my cuticles, waiting for his response. 
 
    “I see what this is,” he said finally. He placed the glass on the bar and folded his arms. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Your grandfather hates me and he’s turned you against me.” 
 
    I sighed, moving to the fireplace. “No, that’s not it. This is my decision.” 
 
    He immediately changed tactics. “Dell, you can’t do this to me. You and me are meant to be. You know that.” 
 
    When he moved closer, I backed away. I didn’t want him touching me, trying to confuse me. 
 
    “We’re over,” I said firmly. 
 
    I glanced up to see anger flash in his eyes. “If that’s how you feel. Well, don’t come crawling back to me when you get lonely, because I will have moved on.” 
 
    He grabbed his jacket, shot me one last glare and stormed out. 
 
    I should have known that would never be the end of it, that he would never give up that easily. The phone calls started soon after, trying to convince me to take him back, then the stalking began. He thought he could wear me down, make me go running back to him and when he couldn’t, well, I had wondered how far he would have gone if I hadn’t left town to come here. Now I might find out. 
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    Any hope I had that Jason would do a disappearing act was crushed when I saw him hanging on the quad the next morning. I deliberately lingered in my room, getting dressed, hoping that the longer I waited, the better the chance that he would be gone. But no, there he was in the flesh. 
 
    He was flirting with the girl at the coffee stand. I could see her nervous smile, the way she tucked her hair behind her ear and hung on his every word. I was her once.  
 
    Maybe I should warn her. 
 
    But that would mean going near Jason again. No chance. She wouldn’t believe me anyway, Jason would convince her that I was some jealous ex and she’d fall under his spell. I briefly wondered how many girls there had been since me, probably even during our time together. Once upon a time that would have devastated me, now it just made me feel disgusted. 
 
     I quickly walked toward work, head down, hoping he wouldn’t see me.  
 
    I almost reached the front steps, when I heard him calling my name. I sped up, getting inside, before he could catch up to me. I caught a glimpse of him jogging after me, before I closed the door. 
 
    He can’t get in here, not without an access card. 
 
    It didn’t make me feel any better, he could easily wait for me to leave and he knew where I lived. Damn it, why did this have to happen now, on top of everything else? I wondered if I called the police, would they do anything. They’d probably just move him along, he wasn’t technically doing anything wrong. Which meant I needed to get that restraining order back in place asap. But it would have to wait until my day off. Until then, I would have to do my best to avoid him.  
 
    I could get rid of him, Anunit said.  
 
    I don’t need help from you, I snapped back. 
 
    If she thought she was getting control over my body again, she was insane. So far, all she did was talk but the way she asked to take over made me think that if I gave her permission, she could do it.  
 
    That’ll never happen. 
 
    She could stay as long as she was useful. After that, she was heading for oblivion. That would mean confessing the truth, but if I took down the men from the vision in the process then it would be worth it.  
 
    As for Jason, he would give up eventually, grow bored when I wouldn’t play his games anymore. Then he would be someone else’s problem and while I pitied the poor girl he ended up with, there was nothing I could do about it. They’d have to find out the hard way. 
 
    Heading into the stacks, I grabbed a few more books on symbols to see if I could find the one from my vision. I also kept an eye out for Chelsea in case she caught me working on my own thing. Luckily, the mummy seemed to be taking up most of her time and she hadn’t actually given me an assignment other than to return books, so as long as I did that every once in a while, she wouldn’t notice. Normally a trainee would be shadowing another Watcher around the Academy and learning how to write reports by now, Chelsea really wasn’t willing to trust me with any more than carrying some books up and down the stairs. She probably counted them each morning to make sure they were all there too! Okay, maybe I was exaggerating but I wouldn’t put it past her. 
 
    “What are you working on?” Spencer asked. I was seated on the floor, books piled around me. Less conspicuous than sitting at one of the tables downstairs and less interruption. 
 
    “Oh, I’m just researching a symbol for a Watcher.” Not a lie, I was doing that, I was just the Watcher in question. 
 
    “Need a hand?” he offered. 
 
    “No, I’m fine. I really enjoyed last night.” 
 
    He crouched in front of me. “Then we’ll have to do it again.” 
 
    “Definitely. Call me later?” 
 
    He grinned. “Will do. And if you do need a hand, just give me a shout.” 
 
    I watched him walk away, a smile on my face. It would be nice to date a normal guy for once, one I didn’t have to lie to, or worry about him flirting with any woman with a pulse. 
 
    I lifted my book to continue reading, but someone cleared their throat beside me. I looked up to find Evan, standing over me. He came in the year before me. We hadn’t spoken much, he seemed intent on making a good impression with Chelsea.  
 
    “Dell? There’s someone outside who wants to speak to you.” 
 
    “What?” Jason, it had to be. 
 
    “Good looking guy? Says you two are friends. It seemed urgent.” 
 
    I closed my eyes and sighed. He would probably speak to everyone coming in or out of here until I spoke to him. That would draw Chelsea’s attention for sure. 
 
    “Thanks,” I muttered, closing the book and heading outside. If I heard him out, maybe he would leave me alone. Heck, at this point I would even consider paying him off if it meant some peace. 
 
    Jason stood nearby, leaning against a tree. A few girls smiled at him as they passed by. He’s like catnip. I wonder if he gives off some kind of pheromone. If he did, he could bottle it and make his fortune that way. 
 
    “What do you want?” I asked the second I reached him. I folded my arms, trying to act like his presence didn’t bother me. 
 
    “Dell, you really have to stop behaving like this. It’s just like when we were together. You would lose your temper and take it out on me.” 
 
    “I did not! That’s not…” 
 
    “There you go again. Can’t we have a civil conversation?”  
 
    He always does this, makes out that I’m the problem. Never mind that he’s the one causing trouble. 
 
    Frustrated, I wanted nothing more than to go back inside and forget about him, but that would never be the end of it. Forcing myself to calm down, I asked, “Tell me what you want.”  
 
    “That’s better. I found something, something old. It’s probably worth a lot of money, so I need one of your nerd friends to take a look at it and let me know what it’s worth.” 
 
    “Found? Stole you mean,” I muttered. “That’s not what we do here.” He never listened to me about my work. Of course what I told him was the lie, that I was going to work in an historical society, but the topic always bored him. Probably because it wasn’t about him. 
 
    “Sure it is. You were into all that archaeology, Indiana Jones shit. Someone here can tell me what it’s worth. Find out for me and I will leave.” 
 
    Indiana Jones shit? God, he is such a moron. 
 
    My mind raced with possibilities of what it could be or where he got it from. I couldn’t risk bringing something stolen into the Academy and even if I did, who could do what he wanted? Max, maybe? Not that I wanted to bother him again. 
 
    He seemed determined that I do this, whether I wanted to or not. 
 
    “I can ask, but I can’t guarantee anyone will help. We’re very busy here.” 
 
    He smirked at me. “Yes, too busy to help out an old…friend. You’ve changed, Dell.” 
 
    I ignored the comment. “Give me what you have and I’ll take it in.” That way I’d get a look at it first and I could decide what to do with it. 
 
    He shook his head. “No chance. It doesn’t leave my sight. If someone agrees to look at it, I go with it.” 
 
    “Worried I’ll steal it?” I said. Did he think everyone was as dodgy as him? 
 
    “No, it’s not like you need the money. But your friends in here? Who knows?” 
 
    “They’re not like that.”  
 
    “I’ll take your word for it. But I have hit the jackpot with this one and I’m not giving it up for anyone. I can finally buy that boat I’ve always wanted and sail around the world.” 
 
    Boat? Since when has he wanted a boat? He never spoke about sailing anywhere when he was with me. 
 
    “Jason I can’t just get them to drop everything to help you. We have an important find come in and everyone is working on it at the moment.” 
 
    “I don’t really care. Do as I ask or be prepared to see a lot more of me.” He leaned in close to whisper in my ear. “Although there isn’t a lot you haven’t already seen.” 
 
    Backing away from him, I headed back inside. I would do anything to get rid of him, I just had to decide who to ask. 
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    Who the hell was I going to ask to look at whatever Jason had? Max was the obvious choice, seeing as he was the expert in ancient artefacts, but I’d asked enough of him. I still felt guilty about what Anunit did to him, knocking him out and tying him up. He seemed to have forgiven it, but if he found out that I was still possessed, he’d never trust me again. No one would. Every move I had made since then would be questioned. They’d think me a spy or a traitor and I’d end up locked away. I had never seen the League containment facilities but somehow, I doubted they had three squares a day and yard time. Especially when most of the inhabitants weren’t human. No, when you were deemed too dangerous for the world, you were thrown in a hole and forgotten about. 
 
    I didn’t really know many of the other Watchers well enough to ask them, certainly not any who would be able to check the artefact. Why couldn’t Jason just go to an antiques dealer like a normal person? Oh yeah, because they would report him for stolen goods. Of course he had no way of knowing if I would do the same, but I bet he thought I wouldn’t, that I wouldn’t have the nerve to go against him. 
 
    First thing was first. I needed to figure out what Jason had, then I could figure out how much trouble we’d be in for helping him. I doubted it was anything big, something small like some jewelry or maybe an idol. Where he got it from was anyone’s guess, but he had his ways. 
 
    “Spencer, can you look up some information for me?” I asked, stopping by his desk. As a trainee I didn’t have full access to the database yet. That came with time and trust, something I was in short supply of. 
 
    “Of course. What do you need?” he said, hands poised over the keyboard. 
 
    Moving around his desk, I stood behind him. “I need to know if there are any recent alerts on stolen items. Probably somewhere local.” 
 
    “Uh, anything more specific?” he asked, looking amused. 
 
    “Not really. I just heard some rumors that some items are going around and I want to keep my eye out in case anything passes through here.” 
 
    “Okay, are you trying to suck up to Chelsea?” 
 
    “No, just keeping on top of things.” I hated lying to him, but I had no intention of telling anyone about Jason.  
 
    Spencer pulled up the database and started typing. We kept track of the artefacts, even if they didn’t have magical properties. Sometimes we dealt with outside vendors and occasionally they would try to sell us something that wasn’t entirely legal. If it was dangerous, we had to take it, just to make sure it was kept away from the public and because we did, they would sometimes try their luck with other items.  
 
    “Okay, the only things we have in the last 72 hours are a jewelled dagger and a Bast statue. The dagger is from Turkey and the statue is obviously from Egypt. One was stolen from a diplomat and the other ended up on a ship and never arrived at its destination.” 
 
    I could see Jason with either one of them. Both were worth a lot of money too. Money he would blow through quickly. Then what? Would he come back with something else? Treat this place like his own private pawn shop.  
 
    I couldn’t keep waiting for him to show up, knowing he could learn the truth about this place. I could call the police, but that would risk them looking at the Academy and I knew Jason. He’d find some way to spin it and I’d be the one who would end up behind bars. Or worse. 
 
    One time, in a restaurant, he kept making fun of the waiter, a boy of maybe seventeen. He kept goading him and complaining that he was getting the orders wrong when he wasn’t. I kept telling him to stop, but he insisted he was just having a bit of fun. By the end of the night, the boy was nearly in tears and when the manager noticed that something was going on, Jason got the meal on the house and the boy was given a warning. And I just sat there. I wanted to do something, to speak up and tell them that Jason was the one in the wrong, but I would never hear the end of it if I did. I knew why he did it really, he liked torturing people who couldn’t fight back and he also insisted that the dinner would be on him that night. He had fun and he didn’t have to spend a penny. It was the final nail in the coffin, I knew I had to get out after that. 
 
    “So do you fancy getting a drink tonight?” Spencer asked. 
 
    “Yeah, that sounds great.” Another night out did sound good. I needed the distraction. 
 
    “I think a few people are heading to the bar, but we could always get a private table of our own?” 
 
    I grinned at him. “Yeah?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    I could hear Anunit grumbling in my head, ruining the moment. 
 
    “I’ll catch you later,” I said.  
 
    Once I was away from the desk, Anunit spoke, Why are you flirting with that loser? You could do so much better. 
 
    Shut up! I like Spencer. 
 
    He's an immature idiot. It will never amount to anything.  
 
    What are you, my mother? Butt out. 
 
    She fell silent. It was hard enough trying to form a relationship with Spencer but knowing she was there for every moment made it almost impossible. What if we did end up together and it led to sex? How the hell could I relax when I knew she was there too?  
 
    I need to forget about her. I can’t let her ruin the only good thing in my life at the moment. 
 
    Besides, I was probably jumping the gun. We'd been on one date so far and I had no desire to rush things. After Jason, I was surprised I was willing to date at all. I wouldn’t make the same mistakes again, I would get to know Spencer properly first. 
 
    Max walked by me as I was collecting more books and I opened my mouth to ask him about the appraisal. Then I realized, Jason wasn’t going to know either way. I could just tell him I asked and they said no. Surely, he couldn’t argue with that. Well, he could, but when he saw no one was going to help him, he’d have to move on. Why didn’t I think of that before? 
 
    Now to get on with some actual work. I spent the day stacking books, checking for the symbol and when I was sure Chelsea was occupied, I went around the room asking the other Watchers if they needed help with anything. One woman, Jane, let me watch as she filled out some reports. The League was meticulous and expected things to be done a certain way. We had to keeps records of every encounter, artefact and even our research, for future generations to learn from. It really was a basic skill here at the Academy. If Chelsea wasn’t going to help me learn it, then I would do it myself where I could. That way, when it came time to go out in the field, I would be prepared and wouldn’t be held back because of my lack of knowledge. 
 
    It actually felt good going behind Chelsea’s back, an act of rebellion. Not that I would normally question authority, but I did when it was actively trying to destroy my career. Chelsea could humiliate me and make me do the grunt work, but she wasn’t going to stop me from being the best Watcher I could be. 
 
    At the end of the day, I left the building to find Jason waiting once more.  
 
    Is he just hanging around all day? Or did he somehow get a hold of my schedule? I wouldn’t put it past him. Must be nice to not have to work. 
 
     He spotted me and waved me over to the side of the building, looking annoyed.  
 
    I trudged toward him, wondering how this would go. I would just tell him no one was interested and he would have to accept it. It wasn’t like anyone could force them to work for him. 
 
    “Well?” he asked, his hands on his hips. 
 
    No witty remark, he must be desperate. I guess sitting around all day doing nothing could make a person short tempered. 
 
    “Uh, I asked, but they said no. Sorry.” 
 
    Anger flashed in his eyes. I tried to walk away, but he grabbed my arm, digging his fingers in. “I don’t think so.” 
 
    I was too shocked to react at first. He dragged me around the side of the building, out of sight of everyone else and threw me against the wall. 
 
    “You’re not going anywhere, bitch.” 
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    “Let go of me,” I said, trying to get away from him. My instincts kicked in and I wrenched my arm free, but Jason pressed me against the wall, holding me in place. This close I could smell his aftershave. I used to love that smell, now it turned my stomach.   
 
    What the hell is he going to do to me? I never thought he would be violent, but then again, I usually did what he wanted in the past. Maybe he got violent when he was pushed too far. I wasn’t keen to find out. 
 
    He leaned in until his face was barely an inch from mine. “I’m not messing around here, Dell. You are going to do this for me whether you like it or not.” 
 
    I tried to turn my face away from his, to avoid his disgusting breath. “I told you, no one is willing to help. There’s nothing I can do.” 
 
    Surely someone could see us. If I yelled, someone would definitely come running, but how would he react to that? 
 
    “Make them help you,” he growled. “This is worth a ton of money and you’re going to make sure I get what’s owed to me.” 
 
    What was owed to him? Ha, that was rich. The only thing Jason was owed was a swift kick in the balls and a stint in jail. 
 
    I glared at him. “So now you’re threatening me?” He expected to just click his fingers and I would jump and do whatever he wanted. I might have done that once, but not anymore. I had moved on, why couldn’t he do the same? 
 
    “You threatened me plenty with that asshole butler of yours. Seriously, Dell, sending an old man to handle your problems, how pathetic” he sneered. 
 
    James, more of a second father to me than a butler, did pay him a visit, although I didn’t send him, he did it of his own accord when he found out what Jason was up to. I was angry at him at first, but he did scare Jason off for a while, giving me a break from the constant phone calls. Jason liked to think he was hot shit, but he was a coward at heart. His ability to charm women was lost on men and he knew he’d get his ass kicked if they found out what he was really like.  
 
    “He kicked your ass, don’t deny it,” I goaded him. Anger sparked inside me for the first time in a long time. I forgot how much of an asshole he was and seeing it up close and personal again, after all I had faced, it made me furious. Here he was worried about making a quick buck when the world was filled with all sorts of darkness. How dare he. 
 
    His face turned a dark shade of red. “When he jumps me in the dark with a weapon, maybe? In a fair fight, I’d wipe the floor with him.” 
 
    Sure you would. I knew for a fact that James didn’t use a weapon. He didn’t need one. I imagined all he had to do was threaten violence and that was enough to make him skitter off. James was ex-army, but he was smart enough to cover his tracks. Nothing would be traced back to him and if Jason had run to the cops, he would have looked like a crazy ex.  
 
    “Now go back in and flash those doe eyes and get someone to help. Or I’ll make your life a living hell.”  
 
    Great, it’ll be like we’re dating again. Is that what he thought I did? That I just batted my eyelashes at people and they did what I said. If I had that particular skill, I wouldn’t be on probation right now. 
 
    I felt my hand close into a fist, which was understandable given the circumstances, but I didn’t make my hand do that. Which meant Anunit did. 
 
    No, not again. She said she couldn’t take over. 
 
    I waited for her to take me over again, to disappear inside my own head, while she did what she wanted with my body, but we were interrupted. 
 
    “Is there a problem here?” Chelsea said. She stood a few feet away, with her purse over her shoulder.  
 
    Jason immediately took a step back from me. Couldn’t have a witness seeing what a dick he was. 
 
    Chelsea strolled toward us, her eyes on Jason. He took another step back from me and smiled. “No problem. Just catching up with an old friend. I’m Jason.” 
 
    He held out his hand, but Chelsea made no move to take it. 
 
    She glanced at me. “Is that true?” 
 
    I really didn’t want to drag her into this, so I nodded.  
 
    “Jason was just leaving,” I said pointedly. 
 
    His mouth twitched. “Yeah, think about what I said, Dell. Catch you later.” 
 
    He winked at Chelsea as he walked away and she looked disgusted. An unusual reaction when it came to Jason. Most women went weak at the knees, she looked like she wanted to kneecap him. 
 
    “Who is that guy?” Chelsea asked, her mouth twisted in a sneer. 
 
    “Uh, my ex, Jason.” 
 
    She raised an eyebrow. “Seriously? Pick better boyfriends, Grimm.” 
 
    “Yeah, I’ll try,” I said, feeling my cheeks burn. Now she had something else to use against me. I’m sure she enjoyed every minute of the show. 
 
    I waited for her to leave, since the danger was now passed. She gave me one final judgemental look and headed across the quad.  
 
    I felt embarrassed that she had to step in, I was totally capable of defending myself, but when it came to Jason, I struggled to stand up for myself. Not to mention everything I said fell on deaf ears. 
 
    He obviously wasn’t going to accept my answer, he would just keep coming back until I gave in and got someone to help him. I’ve never seen him get that bad before. 
 
    How far would he go to get what he wanted? 
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    Once I had composed myself, I headed back to my room, glancing over my shoulder as I went, waiting for Jason to return and finish our talk. I let out a sigh of relief when I got inside and locked the door. Brenda was still at class; she didn’t need to know any more than she did already. 
 
    Grabbing my phone, my shaking finger hovered over the button to call James, to tell him everything and ask for his help. I forced myself to put the phone down. If he came here, he might do something we’d both regret and I didn’t want him getting into trouble because of me.  
 
    I can handle this by myself.  
 
    Closing my eyes, I massaged my neck, trying to shift some of the stress. A drink sounded great right about now. 
 
    After the day I’d had, the best thing I could do was try and relax and put Jason out of my mind. I couldn’t do anything right now regarding the artefact and I doubted Jason would return until tomorrow, now that he had been scared off. He had slithered off to whatever hole he crawled out of. It really showed how much of a coward he was if he ran from Chelsea, although she was intimidating at the best of times. 
 
    I remembered that Spencer would be waiting for me at the bar, I should go and pretend everything was normal. What is it they say? Fake it until you make it? Besides I couldn’t stand him up again, not when things were going well between us. 
 
    Moving to my closet, I picked out a fresh shirt and a black skirt to go with it. The outfit kind of looked like something you might wear to an interview, but I didn’t have any going out clothes, not really. Jeans and a hoodie wouldn’t exactly make a great impression. I did have a few things back home, but it never occurred to me to pack them, I assumed I would be too wrapped up in work to ever have a social life.  
 
    After changing my clothes, I headed to the bar, eager to forget about Jason and everything else for one night. A few of the guys from work were already there, including Spencer. He had ditched the t-shirt in favor of a white shirt. 
 
    “Hey,” I said, taking a seat beside him. He gave me a tight smile, then took a sip of his beer, his eyes on anything but me. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” I asked, getting a sense of déjà vu. I checked my watch. I wasn’t late, in fact I was early this time. 
 
    “Nothing,” he said. 
 
    It was clear he was lying but I didn’t want to push it. I’m sure he would tell me when he was ready.  
 
    I went to the bar and grabbed a drink, saying hello to a few people on the way.  
 
    “Hey, Dell,” Anita said, taking a seat at the bar. She still wore her work clothes and she looked tired. 
 
    “Hi, I wouldn’t think this was your scene,” I said, indicating to the teenagers who surrounded us. 
 
    She shrugged. “It’s not, not really, but if I didn’t get out of the house for a while I was going to explode.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    She shook her head. “My husband is driving me crazy.” 
 
    “Does he know what you do?” I asked. Some Watchers told their spouses, some didn’t. I couldn’t imagine being married to someone and never telling them the truth. There would never be a way to explain emergency call outs or trips across the world on a whim. 
 
    “He knows, but he’s a skeptic. I think he thinks I’m crazy or delusional or something.” 
 
    “Seriously?” 
 
    “Well I can’t exactly take him out on a case with me. When I first told him, he thought it was some kind of metaphor or something. It’s not something he’ll ever be truly able to understand.” 
 
    “That’s true. I’m actually surprised they’re so against Watchers getting together. It seems to me that would be easier, they would both know what they were getting into and their kids could follow in their footsteps.” 
 
    Anita’s eye twitched. “Well its more of a recent rule to be honest. In the beginning, women weren’t involved in the League and then when they came in, well, they were treated more like secretaries. Marriages did happen, but there was an incident about thirty years ago which led to them clamping down.” 
 
    “What happened?” I asked. 
 
    “A married couple were working on the same case and it got bad. The husband chose to save his wife over stopping the thing they were hunting. He died and so did a dozen other people before they stopped it.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s terrible. But I can see why they chose to change the rules. We have to put others first.” 
 
    Anita smiled but it was tinged with sadness. “I think that’s exactly what the husband did do, but the higher ups didn’t see it that way. I see you with Spencer and I guess it isn’t the same thing since he isn’t a field operative but be careful Chelsea doesn’t find out.” 
 
    “Oh. Well, we’re not really…”  
 
    She gave me a look. 
 
    “We’ll be careful.” 
 
    She smiled and patted my hand. “Enjoy it now, before things get really crazy.” 
 
    “I don’t think that’s possible,” I muttered. 
 
    Returning to my seat, I noticed that Max and Chelsea were absent. Max never seemed to leave the Academy and Chelsea – well, I doubted she would be caught drinking with us. I’m sure we were beneath her. 
 
    “Does Max have agoraphobia or something?” I asked Spencer. “He doesn’t seem to get out much or like leaving the building.” 
 
    Spencer stared at me silently for a moment. 
 
    “Max now. Plus the other guy from earlier. You are popular.” 
 
    He tried to keep his voice light, but I could hear the edge to it. 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “The guy you were speaking to outside of work earlier. I saw you two, seemed kind of intimate.” 
 
    Intimate? He couldn’t be more wrong. He must have seen him with me against the wall and assumed we were what? Making out? Ew. It probably explained why no one came to my aid too, they didn’t think anything was wrong. 
 
    “That was Jason, my ex. We weren’t intimate as you put it. He was looking for help with something and I told him to leave me alone. He has a problem with boundaries.” 
 
    “If you say so,” he replied. 
 
    What the hell was wrong with him? He acted jealous before when Max was helping me too. Was that what he was like? Jealous if I spoke to any guy who wasn’t him? I didn’t need that. I had enough bullshit from Jason without him dishing it out too. 
 
    “You know what? Believe what you want,” I snapped. 
 
    I grabbed my jacket, got up and stormed out. I made it halfway back to my dorm before Spencer caught up to me. 
 
    “Dell, wait, please,” he called. 
 
    Sighing, I stopped walking and turned to face him. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he said. “I believe you. I just…my last girlfriend really messed me up. She cheated on me, more than once and I just have a hard time trusting people.” 
 
    I crossed my arms. “I’m not like that. I’ve never cheated on anyone and I certainly wouldn’t cheat with Jason.” 
 
    “I believe you.” 
 
    “And are we even dating?” I asked, because was that ever actually established? 
 
    He looked shocked. “Well I thought after the other night…You’re right, I guess I haven’t been clear. Dell, I would really like us to date, if that’s what you want too.” 
 
    “I do. But enough with the jealousy, please, I have no interest in Jason. He’s not a nice person, I dumped him for a reason.” 
 
    He nodded. “Okay. Want to go back and get another drink?” 
 
    “I’ve had a long day, but we could do something this weekend?” 
 
    “I look forward to it.” 
 
    Why do you insist on pursuing him? I mean he’s got a nice ass, I’ll give him that…Anunit trailed off. 
 
    “Shut up,” I groaned, heading inside. 
 
    Spencer and I were officially dating, this could be the start of something good. I just had to find a way to get rid of Jason, so he wouldn’t ruin it for me. 
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    The next morning before work, James called me on my cell. I debated over whether to tell him about Jason as I listened to it ring. I couldn’t ignore him, he would only get worried and show up here. 
 
    “Hello?” I said, trying to sound cheerful. 
 
    “Dell? How’s things?” James asked.  
 
    “Great, just great. How are things at home? How’s Delores?” 
 
    I guess that was a no to telling him about Jason.  
 
    “We’re all good. I was ringing to tell you that I was clearing out the basement and I found some boxes belonging to your parents.” 
 
    “You did? How did they get down there?” No one ever went into the basement, it was full of old junk. I guess James needed something to do and decided to tackle it. He liked to keep busy as much as possible. 
 
    “I assume your father received them after your parents died.” 
 
    Lifting my jacket, I put it on, balancing the phone on my shoulder. “What’s in them?” 
 
    “Well, I thought you would prefer to open them yourself.” 
 
    It was probably just some old keepsakes. I didn’t have time to take a trip down memory lane, at least not any time soon. “Well, I will get some time off over Thanksgiving, I could come home then and take a look.” 
 
    “Wonderful, Delores will lay on a feast.” 
 
    “That’s really not necessary.” 
 
    “It’s the first time she’ll see you in months, try and stop her.” 
 
    I laughed. “Fair enough. I do miss her blueberry pies.” 
 
    “I will let her know to prepare one. Any sign of you know who?” 
 
    “Uh, no. Nothing so far,” I said. God, I hated having to lie to him. 
 
    “Well, let me know if he shows up, but I think you’re right, he’s probably finally taken the hint and moved on.” 
 
    “Here’s hoping. I have to go, I’m late for work. Speak soon.” 
 
    I hung up and groaned. I was surprised James didn’t pick up on my lies. I was terrible at it as a child. He could always tell. 
 
    The only way I would feel better is if I could get rid of Jason fast.  
 
    I glanced at the clock. Time to go to work. 
 
    I decided that like it or not, Max probably was the best person to ask about the artefact. And the most likely to help me and not report back to Chelsea. I would need to convince him that it was all totally innocent. All he would be doing was looking at it, that’s it. It’s not like he was buying it from him. No one ever had to know. 
 
    An image of Jason with that smug look on his face, flashed into my mind as I arrived at the Academy. I hated giving him what he wanted. It felt wrong. 
 
    Maybe I should just sic Chelsea on Jason. That would scare him off. 
 
    Even though I was embarrassed over her coming to my rescue, I was also grateful. Who knows what could have happened if he hadn’t been interrupted? 
 
    Max was still working in the restoration room on the mummy, I noticed, I needed to wait for an opportunity to get him alone. Maybe when they broke for lunch. If he said no, well, there really wasn’t anything I could do. Perhaps if I found the names of some antiquity dealers online, Jason would accept them as a substitute. 
 
    Why are you even contemplating helping him? We need to find the men from the vision, Anunit said. 
 
    She had been silent since yesterday. It worried me that she controlled my hand, but maybe it weakened her to the point she couldn’t speak. It didn’t make me feel any better. If she took control again, I was done for. I would never get the chance to tell anyone about her and she would disappear off to an island somewhere. 
 
    I need to get rid of Jason. I can’t have him snooping around. This is the easiest way. 
 
    I know an easier way, she muttered. 
 
    Rolling my eyes, I made myself some coffee. While I waited for Max to appear, I could check some of the archives for the man I saw in the vision. As much as I hated to admit it, Anunit was right. I did have to keep looking. I started with some old photos in the hallway. They were shots taken in the old days. None of them could ever be seen by anyone outside the League. Anonymity was important, which is why they stopped taking them a while back. I peered at the sea of faces, looking for a familiar one. The man from the vision would be at least forty years younger in them, but hopefully I could still recognize him. He had quite a prominent nose and a cleft chin, that should make him more identifiable. 
 
    On the second photo, I found Grandpa. He looked so young and very like my dad with the dark hair and strong chin. He stared at the camera with a familiar solemn expression. 
 
    I moved on to some more recent photos. In one of them, I spotted a young Anita when she was maybe twenty-five. She was smiling, her gaze to her right, on the handsome man standing next to her. I wondered if they had a thing. Maybe that’s why she was upset about them stopping relationships within the League. Or perhaps she had a crush on the man who died. She did seem very upset about it. 
 
    I finished looking through the rest of the pictures, but I couldn’t see the man in any of them or he looked too different. 
 
    Another dead end. 
 
    Back in the main room, I spotted Max heading into his office. 
 
    “Max, can I ask you about something?” 
 
    “Sorry, Dell, I’m busy. Maybe later.” 
 
    He grabbed a file from his office and headed back to the restoration room, looking very distracted. 
 
    Frustrated, I had no choice but to continue searching for the symbol, although the more I looked, the less likely it seemed that I would find it. After two hours and some severely cramped legs, I made my way back downstairs to grab some more coffee. I had been living off the stuff lately since I wasn’t getting much sleep. 
 
    Max was in his office again, sipping on a coffee of his own. I hurried in, hoping he had time to talk this time. 
 
    “I know you’re busy, I’m sorry but I just need to ask a quick favor.” 
 
    “Another exorcism?” 
 
    “What?” Did he know about Anunit? 
 
    “Dell, relax, it was a joke. Too soon?” 
 
    “Right sorry, yes, I’m not ready to joke about it yet. Um, I have a friend who needs something appraised and I was wondering if you could take a quick look at it? Confirm if its authentic?” 
 
    “Why me? There are plenty of antiquities dealers out there.” 
 
    “He’s not sure where to go. He just wants an idea of what it’s worth, that’s all.” 
 
    “Dell, I am really busy with the mummy right now.” 
 
    “Of course. Sorry, I’ll tell him.” I turned to leave. 
 
    “Look, if he stops by on Friday, after six, I can take a look, but I might not be able to help him depending on what it is. Like I said, it’s not my job to appraise for outside clientele. Did he say what it is?” 
 
    “No, he didn’t. But Friday is great. Thank you.” 
 
    At lunch, I headed outside to find Jason, to tell him the news. The campus was quiet, most people were probably in class. I spotted him near a tree, eating a hotdog. He saw me and shoved the rest of it into his mouth, dripping mustard down his shirt. He wiped at it with a napkin. 
 
    I told him the news. 
 
    “Friday? What’s wrong with today?” he asked, his mouth still full. 
 
    “He’s very busy. It’s the best I could do, take it or leave it.” 
 
    “Fine. Guess it will have to do.” He sighed deeply, like it was major inconvenience to him. 
 
    “I have to get back.”  
 
    He reached out and took my arm. “Have a drink with me later, for old time’s sake.” 
 
    “No,” I blurted, shaking him off. Like I’d go anywhere with him. Did he still think there was something between us? 
 
    “Why not?” He narrowed his eyes at me. 
 
    “I’m not interested in reminiscing with you. We are through, Jason, you know that. After Friday, you better leave town.”  
 
    “We’ll see,” he said ominously, walking away. He always had to have the last word.  
 
    Such a childish idiot. 
 
    I headed back toward the Academy, wondering again for the millionth time what he had. What if this artefact got Max or the Academy into trouble? I needed to figure out what Jason was up to and maybe get a look at it myself, then I would know what I was dealing with. The only way I could think to do that was to follow him and figure out where he was staying. 
 
    I just hope he doesn’t figure out what I’m up to. 
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    I feel like an idiot. 
 
    You look like one, Anunit replied as I checked out my reflection in a store window. I was in such a rush this morning that I didn’t even have time to brush my hair. I dragged my fingers through the tangled mess, hoping that I wouldn’t draw too much attention. I was acting suspicious enough as it was. 
 
    I ignored Anunit's snarky comment, she never missed an opportunity to put me down. It was pretty much all she could do given her position. The thing with my fist seemed to be a fluke, or maybe I did do it myself. The point was, I was still in control and that was all that mattered. 
 
    Adjusting the glasses, I took a deep breath. I needed to follow Jason, but I couldn’t have him recognizing me. Unfortunately, the best I could do was an old pair of sunglasses and an oversized jacket I took from Brenda’s closet, which I needed to get back before she noticed. I guess it belonged to a boyfriend or something because it was too big for her. 
 
    Since it was my day off, I could finally see what he was up to without having to worry about work. I should be using the time to go after that restraining order, but I was too worried about this artefact. Knowing Jason, he would just find someone else from the Academy and blackmail them into helping him. I was now more sure than ever that he had somehow gotten a hold of my schedule, because he wasn’t waiting outside the Academy this morning. Who gave it to him? I might never know, I’m sure no one would ever admit to it. It was a breach of protocol when it came to the Academy. If Chelsea found out, she would fire them in an instant. 
 
    Jason always had a scheme on the go back home, I doubted his visit here was only about the artefact. Back when we dated, he would run side hustles, gamble, anything to make some quick cash. One time he started selling car parts from the garage he worked at, without permission from whoever owned them. He was fired soon after that, but not before threatening to sue them for wrongful termination. That went nowhere. He only avoided being arrested because he knew where the cameras were. 
 
    Jason also had a knack for befriending lowlifes wherever he went. They gave him tips on possible schemes and he would disappear for days at a time. I only found most of it out later on, but it explained a lot.  
 
    Keeping as much distance as possible from Jason, I followed him through town. At the moment, he was sitting outside a coffee shop, flirting with a waitress.  
 
    Can he not go five minutes without chatting someone up? 
 
    It irked me but it annoyed me a lot more when he did it when we were together. He’d convince me he was only being polite, but it was clear. Some of the girls would even give me pitying looks as if to say how good can their relationship be if he’s flirting right in front of her? 
 
    Not good, as it turns out. 
 
    I took out my phone, pretending to look at it as he got up from the table. I let him walk half a block ahead before I followed. I got a few funny looks as I walked along. One old woman gave me the once over and gave me a wide berth. You’d think I was walking along naked.  
 
    Try and act more natural. 
 
    The problem was I didn’t know how to act. Every time Jason’s head turned I was ready to hurl myself into a store doorway. This was a stupid idea. I could have spent the day calling round motels looking for him.  
 
    Or you could stand on the street corner waving a 100-dollar bill and he'd come running like the dog he is, Anunit said. 
 
    Be quiet, I’m trying to focus. 
 
    So far, Jason hadn’t done anything suspicious. I’m not sure what I expected. Maybe meeting with someone shady or...ducking into an alley. 
 
    Where was he going? I broke into a jog and stopped at the opening to the alley. It was empty. 
 
    Where did he go? 
 
    There’s no way he could have reached the end of it, so he had to be hiding. Or there was a door somewhere. 
 
    I moved through the alley, but there was no sign of him. Now I doubted my own eyes. Did he go somewhere else? 
 
    “You know if you want to hook up, there are easier ways than stalking me. You just have to ask.” 
 
    I turned to find Jason behind me, a stupid grin on his face. 
 
    “I’m not stalking you,” I snapped. He could talk. He followed me around all the time back home. 
 
    “No? Could have fooled me, because you’ve been following me all day.” 
 
    My cheeks flamed. Guess I could take surveillance skills off my resume. 
 
    “Well if I have, it’s because I know you’re up to something and I don’t want any blow back on my people.” 
 
    “My people,” he mocked. “Listen to you. You know you didn’t used to be this stuck up, even with your mansion and fancy butler.” 
 
    “They belonged to my grandfather,” I argued. 
 
    “And now he’s dead, they belong to you.” 
 
    Let me at him, Anunit said. I’ll get answers from him. 
 
    That gave me an idea. Why have him tell me when I could see for myself? 
 
    He was standing too close anyway. I reached out and put my hand on his arm, pushing him back. “Have you heard of personal space?” 
 
    Images flooded my mind, but I tried not to react.  
 
    “Oh baby, I’ve been all over your personal space.” 
 
    “You’re disgusting,” I said. 
 
    “You used to love it. Why don’t you run on back to your people?” 
 
    He walked away, shooting me a glare over his shoulder. 
 
    “Well?” I asked Anunit. 
 
    She slowed the images down like before, showing Jason meeting with a bearded man. He handed something over, wrapped in a white cloth, then the image changed to a motel room and Jason hiding the item in a vent. I saw a quick flash of the sign outside – Sunset Motel – and then the images vanished. 
 
    I leaned against the wall. It worked. 
 
    What’s the plan? Anunit asked. 
 
    “Now I know where it is, I can steal it back and hand it over to the authorities. Jason is going down.” 
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    If I was going to get into Jason’s motel room, I needed to convince him that I was done following him. Everything had to appear normal. 
 
    The next morning, on campus, he again loitered outside my work. I walked straight by him, heading for the building, keeping my gaze on the path in front of me. He was sitting on a bench, reading a paper. Probably racing results, he liked to gamble, usually with other people’s money. When he would win, he would be on top of the world, but when he lost, which happened much more often, he would sulk for days. 
 
    I didn’t acknowledge him as I passed, why bother? I could feel his eyes on me anyway. When I reached the building, I glanced back to see him talking to another girl, his back to me. 
 
    Is he just doing it to annoy me? Because I couldn’t care less. 
 
    Certain he wasn’t watching me, I raced around the side of the building, out of sight. Another look told me that he was still talking to the girl. I was in the clear. 
 
     A few minutes later, I hopped on a bus into town. He would think I was in work and I would have time to look for the artefact without interruption.  
 
    I had already called Chelsea before I left the dorm, to say I had a dentist appointment first thing. She wasn’t too sympathetic, telling me to get my priorities straight. We were allowed to go on personal appointments as long as it didn’t interfere with a case and since I wasn’t allowed near an active case, there shouldn’t be an issue. 
 
    Arriving at the motel, I realized that I had no idea what room Jason was staying in. The place was a dump. Most rooms had cars outside, but a few had vacant spots, it could be one of them. 
 
    Any help here? I asked Anunit. 
 
    She replayed the images from yesterday and this time I caught a quick glimpse of the door. Number eight. 
 
    I spotted a maid with her cart, two doors down. Pretending to search my pockets, I turned to her. “Excuse me, I’ve left my key in my room, could you help?” 
 
    She muttered something under her breath and unlocked the door, not bothering to check if I actually stayed here. Which was a good thing in the circumstances, not so good for Jason. 
 
    The room was a pigsty, littered with dirty clothes and takeout containers.  
 
    The more I learn about this guy, the more I wonder were you dropped on your head as an infant,” Anunit said. 
 
    Believe it or not, he starts out very charming. It isn’t until he has you hooked that he shows his true colors. 
 
    Like most sociopaths. 
 
    I searched for the vent, but when I pulled it open, there was nothing inside. I ran my hand around it but came back with only dust.  
 
    “Where is it?”  
 
    Perhaps he moved it. I searched for other vents or hiding places. I even tried under the bed, which I regretted instantly. This was not a high-end place.  
 
    Moving to the table, I found some papers. It looked like Jason had been in South America recently. What would he be doing down there? Was that where he found the artefact? It would be a lot easier if I could get a look at it. 
 
    I wondered if that is where he planned on going when he got the money. Probably somewhere with no extradition treaty.  
 
    There was a noise outside the door, followed by the sound of it being unlocked.  
 
    He’s back. 
 
    Racing into the bathroom, I closed the door over, looking for a place to hide. Jumping into the shower, I pulled the grimy curtain across and tried to be as quiet as possible. I couldn’t stay here, he would find me and who knew what he would do. 
 
    I waited to see what he did. There was movement in the other room and I could hear him muttering to himself. 
 
    Please don’t need to pee. 
 
    Peeking around the curtain, I could see him moving near the bed. There was a small window next to the shower, if I could get out through it, he never had to know I was here. 
 
    Stepping out of the shower, I moved quietly to the window. Several bottles of shampoo, deodorant and aftershave were lined up on the sill. I moved each one to the countertop by the sink, waiting for Jason to walk in and catch me. I heard the TV go on and the creak of bed springs. 
 
    I pushed the window open slowly, glancing back over my shoulder. I could see Jason’s legs, he was stretched out on the bed. 
 
    Come on, Dell, you can do this. 
 
    Hoisting myself up, I boosted myself through the window, headfirst. I managed to land on the ground, bashing my shoulder in the process, but at least I was out. Getting up, I closed the window. He was going to notice that his stuff was moved but with a bit of luck he would think the maid did it. 
 
    I headed back to the Academy, relieved that he didn’t see me. It was a wasted trip anyway, I didn’t find the damn artefact. 
 
    My phone rang as I boarded the bus back to campus. Dropping into a seat, I answered to an unknown number.  
 
    “Hello, Dell.” 
 
    “What do you want, Jason?” I said icily.  
 
    “I want to know why you were in my room?” 
 
    “I wasn’t in your room,” I protested. Did he see me? If he had, he would have come after me. It must be the bottles. 
 
    “I can smell your perfume, Dell. And it’s just the kind of stupid stunt you would pull, Little Miss Do-gooder.” 
 
    Shit! 
 
    “I keep the item on me at all times, by the way. Wouldn’t want it getting stolen. See you Friday.” 
 
    He hung up. 
 
    Was I ever going to get rid of him? 
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    Still frustrated about Jason, I wasn’t ready to go back to work or the dorm. I needed someone to talk to. To get all of this off my chest before I exploded. 
 
    Spencer was off work today, maybe I could go to his place. I knew what street he lived on and from what he said, the house should be easy to spot with his mother’s obsession.  
 
    Oak Drive was about a mile from the campus. It held some nice houses. Perhaps I could buy something like this to live in. I did only plan on getting an apartment, but a house would be nice, something with a yard. There would be more room to work and I could build my own secret office in case anyone came calling.  
 
    Toward the end of the street, I spotted the flamingos. Spencer wasn’t kidding, there were dozens of them lining the yard. I laughed at the sea of pink. 
 
    The homeowner’s association must hate her. 
 
    The garage lay at the side of the house and there were stairs leading to the second floor. I hesitated at the bottom. Should I really be doing this? Showing up at Spencer’s house uninvited. He might not even be home. He might not want to see me. 
 
    Taking a breath, I decided there was no harm in knocking. If he was busy, I could leave. Slowly, I made my way up the stairs to a door with a red Keep Out sign on it. I raised my hand and knocked.  
 
    “Dell! What are you doing here?” Spencer said when he opened the door. 
 
    “Um, well, I…” Now that I was facing him, I was having second thoughts about telling him anything. I’m sure he had better things to do than listen to my problems. 
 
    “Is something going down at the Academy?” He pulled out his phone to check for an alert. 
 
    “No, nothing like that. I was just looking for someone to talk to. But if this is a bad time…” 
 
    “No! Of course not. Just give me a sec.” He closed the door and I heard frantic scrambling inside. A moment later, he opened the door. “Come in.” 
 
    I caught sight of stuff shoved haphazardly under the bed. I hid a smile, it was cute that he was embarrassed by it. 
 
    “Nice place,” I said. He didn’t have much in the way of furniture, just a bed, nightstand and chest of drawers. The walls were painted off white and covered in old movie posters. A TV was mounted on the far wall, hooked up to a game’s console. 
 
    “Eh, it’s a room. I’m getting my own place soon.” He grabbed some clothes off the back of a chair and shoved them into the closet in the corner. He motioned for me to sit on the bed, glancing nervously around for anything he might have missed. 
 
    “What’s up?” he asked, running a hand through his hair. 
 
    I hesitated. “I had another run in with Jason.” 
 
    “Oh. He’s still around?” He looked kind of annoyed at the mention of Jason’s name, but he tried not to show it. Maybe he was the wrong person to talk to. Especially after he seemed so jealous before. 
 
    “Yeah, he leaves in a couple of days though and he won’t be back. He just makes me so angry, the way he acts.” 
 
    “How so?” He took a seat beside me on the bed. 
 
    I sighed. I couldn’t tell Spencer the truth, not all of it anyway. “He’s a jerk and he treated me like crap when we were together, but he makes out that it was my fault. That I'm the one who made things difficult.” 
 
    “Should I offer to beat him up?” 
 
    I laughed softly. “No, thank you. But I appreciate the offer.” Jason wasn’t worth going to jail over and you could bet he would try and sue Spencer for everything he had. 
 
    He put his arm around me. “It sounds like you did the right thing dumping him. You shouldn’t let him upset you. Guys like him don’t know when to quit. You are better off just forgetting about him.” 
 
    I smiled at him. “You’re right. He’s ancient history.” 
 
    Spencer leaned in and kissed me softly. It felt good, being here with him, not having to worry. 
 
    “You can stay a while, if you want?” Spencer asked. 
 
    He leaned in again to kiss me. 
 
    “Spencer!” someone yelled from outside. 
 
    “Shit, sorry. I’ll be right back,” he said, hurrying out. It sounded like it was his mom calling.  
 
    While he was gone, I took the opportunity to check out his room. He had a lot of sports trophies on a stand in the corner, mostly from golf, weirdly. I didn’t know you got trophies for it unless you were a pro. I was never good at any sports as a kid, too clumsy. 
 
    I moved on to some shelves on the wall. One shelf held some photos, mostly Spencer and his family. I recognized his brother and the older woman must be his mother. He had the same eyes. I didn’t see any of his father, it didn’t look like he was a part of his life. 
 
    I moved along to an older photo of a group of men in suits, standing outside a building. Were they Watchers? 
 
    Leaning in close, I looked at the faces, seeing if I recognized anyone from the Academy. My gaze landed on the guy on the end. 
 
    “Oh my God.” It was the man from the vision, younger, sure, but it was definitely him. The photo must be at least thirty years old, why would Spencer have it? He had to know someone in it. 
 
    Spencer came back inside, a few minutes later, looking embarrassed. “Sorry about that. Mom needed help with something. I’ve told her not to bother me.” 
 
    “Who is this?” I asked, pointing to the man. 
 
    He moved closer, to see who I was pointing at. “Oh, that’s my uncle.” 
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    His uncle? No, it can’t be. 
 
    My heart started thumping in my chest. Was Spencer in on it? Part of his uncle’s plot to take over the League or whatever they were doing? He had access to everything at the Academy and would be the perfect plant. He could be sharing information, reporting back to him.  
 
    “Your uncle. Are you two close?” I asked, swallowing hard. I tried to act natural. 
 
    He lifted the photo off the shelf. “Oh no, my mom found the photo in an old trunk in the attic. I’ve met him maybe three times in my whole life. I only got the job because mom pestered him. She’s not even close to him. Which is kind of sad because he only lives a couple of hours away right now. He was on the west coast, but he moved back here. But I’m sure his job keeps him busy.” 
 
    He’s lying, Anunit said. This is all a ruse. 
 
    “Oh, that’s a shame. What’s his name?” 
 
    “Phillip Byrne. Why?” He set the photo back down. 
 
    “Just wanted to see if I recognized the name, from Grandpa.” I didn’t recognize it, but if he had been on the west coast, they might not have come into contact. Now he was back here, was there a reason for that? Were they close to finalizing their plan?  
 
    “I doubt it. I heard him talk once and I don’t think he liked your grandfather very much.” 
 
    That surprised me. Was Grandpa aware of what he was doing?  
 
    “That’s too bad. You know, I should get back to work,” I said. I couldn’t stay in this room any longer, not without giving something away. 
 
    Spencer looked disappointed. “Oh, yeah, of course. I’ll call you later?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    I couldn’t get out fast enough, almost tripping as I made my way down the stairs. It would be just my luck if Spencer was a traitor. Look at my taste in men. Or was I overreacting because of the issues Jason had brought up? 
 
    Even if he wasn’t involved, that didn’t mean he wouldn’t side with him if he found out the truth. He lived in his mother’s garage, why would he turn down the chance at power. 
 
    You can’t think that. Just because Jason is a power-hungry ass, doesn’t meant that Spencer is. 
 
    I wished my grandfather was around so he could give me some advice. Even if he hadn’t worked with Byrne, he was bound to know something about him.  
 
    I thought about that vision that Anunit showed me, the one with Grandpa slumping over the table. Part of me didn’t believe it was real, that Anunit was just using it to control me, but if there was even a chance that it was real then I had to know the truth. He could have found out about this cult, he could have been investigating them and they killed him for it. There could be files at home. But without a name for them or an idea of where to start, I couldn’t ask James to go through everything again. It would take too long.  
 
    I headed back to the dorm, too distracted to go to work. I’d tell Chelsea they had to do a root canal or something. She’d probably find that funny.  
 
    Brenda was home, classes must have finished early. “What’s wrong with you?” she asked. 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    I tossed my jacket on the chair and slumped onto my bed. Brenda was writing away in her notebook. I think she wrote poems, but she never seemed to share them with anyone. I needed to talk to someone, but her? Was I really that desperate? 
 
    “Have you ever...” I paused, trying to find the right words. 
 
    “Have I ever what?” Brenda asked. 
 
    “Have you ever been in a situation where you are not sure if the person you’re with is who he says he is?” 
 
    “Are we talking about the ex?” 
 
    “God, no. Another guy, a guy from work.” 
 
    She raised an eyebrow. “You get around, don’t you?” 
 
    “Forget it,” I muttered. 
 
    She put her pen down and sighed. “What’s he done?” 
 
    I shrugged. “Maybe nothing, but I know he knows someone who has and I’m worried he is in on it.” 
 
    “Could you be anymore vague?” she asked.  
 
    What could I tell her without revealing too much? “His uncle is a bad guy and I’m worried he might be like him. They don’t really talk to each other though.” 
 
    “Then what’s the problem?” 
 
    “I don’t know, I guess I just know how bad my taste in men is and it wouldn’t surprise me if he was involved.” 
 
    Brenda rolled her eyes. “Then just ask him. It’s not hard.” 
 
    “He isn’t going to tell me the truth if he is involved.” Jason used to lie to me all the time and I had trouble telling the difference. It might have been easier if I just assumed that everything he said was a lie. 
 
    “Has he ever given you any reason to think he’s bad news?” Brenda asked. 
 
    I thought about it. “No, he seems like a good guy.” 
 
    “Then until you have proof otherwise, go with that. You’re not going to marry the guy, are you? Why worry until you have to?” 
 
    I nodded. I guess I was used to thinking about everything big picture style, which came with the territory when you were saving the world, but maybe she was right. We had only started dating, I didn’t know enough about him to suspect him of anything other than to have the misfortune of being related to the guy. For Brenda, things were much simpler. What did she have to worry about? A guy not calling her back? She didn’t have to worry about world ending scenarios. I should just try and relax, get to know Spencer and keep my eyes open. 
 
    “Thanks for the advice, Brenda. Does this make us best friends now?” I joked. 
 
    She scowled at me. “Not a chance.” 
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    After finding out about Spencer’s uncle, I found myself avoiding him at work. Since I had a name now, I was able to do some research, but I had to be careful. I didn’t want anyone flagging the name and asking why I was looking into another Watcher. Which meant the research was done through the campus library.  
 
    Phillip Byrne was sixty-two and ran a charitable organization. Or at least that’s what his official story was for the public. He was Spencer’s great uncle, but he was the only family Spencer’s mom had growing up. Clearly, they didn’t believe it was worth telling her about the League. He owned several houses around the country, and judging by the house Spencer’s mom lived in, I was guessing she didn’t get any of the family money either. Or she didn’t want it. Once more there was nothing suspicious about him. I badly wanted to tell Spencer the truth, but I didn’t know how he would take it. So I did my best to keep busy. 
 
    I managed to blag my way into the restoration room by convincing Max that I could be useful. Chelsea had only grunted when he told her, I guess she was too focused to care. Mostly fetching coffee and cleaning up, but it gave me an excuse to stay away from Spencer without it looking suspicious. 
 
    The mummy was proving elusive. They still couldn’t figure out who it was, but they did find curses carved into the sarcophagus. Curses designed to keep it from rising again. Personally, I figured that was good enough reason to leave it alone, but the League wanted to know more about it. I guess if they knew, they could prevent any mishaps before deciding where to store it. My vote would be to find a really deep hole and put it in it. The thing gave me the creeps, like you could feel evil radiating from it.  
 
    As I was tidying away some tools, I paused to stare at it. Mummification was not on my list of top ten ways I wanted to go. The part about removing organs through the nose was what got me. 
 
    Chelsea shooed me out of her way. “Go fetch us some more coffee.” 
 
    Rolling my eyes, I left the room. She was never going to get any nicer, I should try to ignore her comments as much as possible. You probably became numb to them after a while anyway. 
 
    As I carried the coffee cups down the hall, Spencer caught up to me. “Hey, I haven’t seen you all day.” 
 
    “I’ve been busy,” I said. I wasn’t lying, I had been busy. 
 
    “Oh. It kind of seems like you’re avoiding me.” He jammed his hands into the pockets of his jeans, looking worried. 
 
    “Don’t be silly.” I tried to sound natural but failed. He could tell something was up. 
 
    “I’m not stupid, Dell. I know something’s off. Was it because I suggested that we take things further? Because we don’t have to if you’re not ready.” 
 
    I sighed. “It’s not that. It’s just I have a habit of picking bad guys and Jason coming here has brought up some issues with me.” 
 
    “I get that but I’m not a bad guy, Dell. I promise.” 
 
    I forced a smile. “I know, it’s not you, I swear.” 
 
    “Look we can take things as slow as you like, I just hope you won’t give up on us.” 
 
    “I’m not.” 
 
    He leaned in and kissed me softly. Even though we were in work, I kissed him back. 
 
    “Grimm, where is that co…” 
 
    I backed away from Spencer to find Chelsea glaring at us.  
 
    “What the hell is going on here?” she demanded. 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    Spencer made a hasty retreat back to his desk. As he passed Chelsea, I saw the look she gave him. She looked hurt, upset. 
 
    Does Chelsea like Spencer? 
 
    No, that was impossible. She rarely spoke to him and when she did it was to criticize him.  
 
    She turned her frosty glare on me. “You know the rules here, Grimm. Or would you like me to remind you about how the League views relationships with co-workers?” 
 
    “No, it won’t happen again.” 
 
    She glared at me. “It better not. Go back to the stacks.” 
 
    Yep, she definitely likes him. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The idea of Chelsea liking Spencer completely threw me. He was the last person I ever imagined her liking. Not that he wasn’t good looking, he was, but he was her total opposite. I also couldn’t imagine her having an actual social life. Maybe that was unfair, but the way she seemed to appear here at all hours, suggested that there wasn’t time for anything else in her life.  
 
    In the afternoon, I helped Max catalogue various objects which had been found in the sarcophagus. The others had left the room for a while, probably to take an overdue break. Chelsea hadn’t returned since the incident in the hall, but she did talk about work she needed to do. I hoped that was the reason and not because she was seething about me and Spencer. I took a chance and walked back in. If Chelsea chose to come back and throw me out, I wouldn’t argue, but for now, I wanted to help. 
 
    “What do you know about Chelsea?” I asked Max. 
 
    He glanced up at me. “I don’t know how to answer that question without using swear words.” 
 
    I chuckled. “I mean does she have a social life? A boyfriend?” 
 
    “I have absolutely no idea. I can’t say I’ve spent a great deal of time pondering the issue either.” 
 
    “I, uh, think she might like Spencer,” I said, lowering my voice in case she came into the room. It wouldn’t surprise me if she suddenly appeared behind me.  
 
    Max finished filling out the report for a jar he had been studying, believed to hold the mummy’s heart. 
 
    “And you think we should what? Warn him?” he deadpanned. 
 
    “No, I think he’s oblivious. I heard she lost her parents too? That seems to be a common thing in here.” 
 
    Max moved onto the next object, while I marked it off on my list. “Yeah, seems to be. Her mother stopped being a Watcher so she could marry her father.” 
 
    “Oh yeah, the no relationship rule.” 
 
    “It didn’t stop something following him home one night.” 
 
    I shuddered at the thought. Another reason living alone didn’t appeal to me. “That’s horrible. How old was Chelsea?”  
 
    “I’m not sure exactly. Six or seven, I think.” 
 
    Six or seven? Just a little girl. 
 
    I actually felt pity for her. Losing her parents like that would have been terrible, I knew what it felt like. At least mine weren’t murdered by some creature, they died in a car accident. It still amounted to the same thing though. Being alone, feeling lost and scared. If I didn’t have my grandfather, I don’t know what I would have done. I probably would have ended up in care like Max.  
 
    I could see Chelsea wanting to make her parents proud, to become a great Watcher and honor them. I wanted to do the same for Grandpa.  
 
    “Do you think we’re better off alone? In general, I mean? It seems like there’s always something out there ready to kill us. Maybe it isn’t fair to drag another person into that. To bring children into it.” 
 
    He looked up at me, a frown on his face. “I agree, but it’s hard going your whole life with no one to share it with.” 
 
    That was true. Another argument in favor of letting us have relationships within the League. Marriage and kids weren’t something I really thought about, all my focus was on the League. I guess in the back of my mind, I figured it would happen someday, when I met the right person. If I met the right person. It was too early to tell with Spencer. 
 
    Max lifted the next item on the table, a small tablet etched with symbols. He took notes, making sure to describe it in great detail for our files. Another Watcher had already taken extensive photographs of everything too. Never let it be said that we didn’t do a thorough job.  
 
    “Do we know who the mummy is yet?” I asked. 
 
    “No but given the effort to make sure she stayed hidden, I’d wager it was no one good.” 
 
    “She?” 
 
    “Yeah, the evidence points towards it being a woman. She wasn’t royalty, but she must have had an important role for them to go to the trouble. This tablet though – the spells on it actively block her from entering the afterlife.” 
 
    “Wow, you don’t see that too often.” The Egyptians were all about helping people cross over with everything that they needed. 
 
    “Makes you wonder what she did to piss them off.” 
 
    I glanced over at the mummy, part of her face was exposed under the bandages, show her mummified skin below. She might have been beautiful once, now she was rotten. A chill ran through me. What did she do? 
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    I counted the minutes until Friday, eager to get this over with so I could finally be free of Jason. When the day finally arrived, I headed to work with butterflies in my stomach. This might soon be over, I just had to pray he left after he got what he wanted. And that no one found out about it, especially Chelsea. I still had over five months of probation to work through. It would be really great if things could calm down, so I could work on stuff that actually mattered. 
 
    Work was a blur, I couldn’t even concentrate long enough to look more into the mysterious symbol. I just drifted around the stacks, checking my watch every few minutes. Several people spoke to me, but I couldn’t take anything that they were saying. I’m sure I must have looked crazy to them. I just hoped no one reported my behavior to Chelsea or I’d be looking at another exorcism. To be fair, I needed one, but they didn’t know that.  
 
    I couldn’t even eat lunch, I was so stressed. 
 
    To think I used to feel this way waiting on Jason to arrive for a date. 
 
    I didn’t introduce him to Grandpa until we were dating for over two months. He never really thought much of the guys I dated and because I liked Jason so much, I really wanted it to go well. I invited him to the house when I knew Grandpa would be home.  
 
    When he arrived, I brought him in and called Grandpa out to meet him. I didn’t want to make a big deal about it, so I hadn’t really told Grandpa about Jason coming. When I introduced them, I could tell straight away that Grandpa hated him. He was polite, he always was, but there was a look in his eye that would scare you. With the others, it was indifference, this was hatred. I guess I should have trusted his instincts. He knew there was something off about Jason from the beginning. He warned me after, telling me that Jason was bad news, but I was too stupid and loved up to listen to him. I would have saved myself a lot of heartache if I had. 
 
    At last, six o’clock came. Lingering in the stacks, I waited until everyone left for the day, before I headed for the main door to let Jason in. 
 
    He was leaning against the wall, a grin on his face.  
 
    I scowled at him. “Let’s get this over with.” 
 
    “You make it sound like you’re not pleased to see me.” 
 
    “You can’t mess around in here. I mean it.” 
 
    He gave me a mocking salute and followed me inside. 
 
    “So this is the place you were so excited to get to?” he asked, looking unimpressed. “It’s a fancy library.” 
 
    “You wouldn’t understand.”  
 
    I hated having him here. It felt like he was contaminating the place.  
 
    Max stepped out of his office when he spotted us. “Max, this is Jason, Jason, Max.” 
 
    Max gave him a once over. “This is your friend?” 
 
    Jason scoffed. “You didn’t tell me your new boyfriend was doing this.” 
 
    “He’s not my boyfriend,” I snapped. 
 
    “Whatever you say,” Jason replied, smirking. 
 
    Anger coursed through me. My word wasn’t good enough? God, I hated him. 
 
    “Can we just get this over with?” I snapped. 
 
    “Ooh she’s kind of tense. Are you not taking care of business, Max?” 
 
    Max took a step toward him. I jumped between them. “Enough bullshit, Jason. Do you want him to look at it or not?” 
 
    Jason held up his hands in mock surrender. “I’m just kidding around. Let’s go.” 
 
    We entered the office and Jason removed the item from his pocket. He unwrapped it and laid it on the table. It was a gold necklace.  
 
    Max glanced at it. “Where did you get it?” 
 
    “I won it in a poker game.” 
 
    Max looked at me. 
 
    “Just let him know if it’s worth anything, then he can go.” 
 
    Scowling, Max lifted the necklace to the light. “Well it looks genuine, ancient Egyptian, gold and lapis lazuli. I would need to run some tests to be sure.” 
 
    “No tests,” Jason said. 
 
    “Well I can’t tell you how much it’s worth. Not exactly. You would need to find a buyer for it and we don’t do that here.” 
 
    “Mind if I use the restroom?” Jason asked.  
 
    “It’s down the hall.” 
 
    He lifted the necklace and pocketed it. “Just in case.” 
 
    When he left the room, Max turned to me. 
 
    “What the hell, Dell? You know that necklace is likely stolen?” 
 
    “I haven’t seen it before tonight, he wouldn’t show it to me.” 
 
    “You need to get him out of here. We can’t risk getting in trouble for stolen goods.” 
 
    “I know. I’m sorry, Max. He wouldn’t leave until I did this for him.” 
 
    “Did he threaten you?” 
 
    “No, not exactly. He’s just hard to say no to.” 
 
    I looked at the floor, feeling ashamed. I should never have done this, dragged Max into the middle of this. 
 
    “We’ll let him leave and then report him. The police can pick him up and you won’t have to deal with him again.” 
 
    “You don’t know him. He’ll find a way to slither out of it.” 
 
    Max sighed. “You can’t let him disrupt your life like this.” 
 
    I nodded. I knew he was right. We waited for him to return. 
 
    “He’s been gone a while,” Max pointed out. 
 
    “We should probably check.” 
 
    Hurrying down the hall, Max checked the men’s room, but it was empty. 
 
    “Crap, what is he up to?” 
 
    We found him in the restoration room, standing over the mummy. 
 
    “Jason you can’t wander about in here.” 
 
    “I heard her calling to me, you know? Over and over, I had to find a way in,” he said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    He raised the necklace and fastened it around the mummy’s neck. 
 
    “She wants out.” 
 
    “What the hell are you…?” 
 
    The mummy opened her mouth and roared. 
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    “That’s bad, that’s very bad,” I said as I backed away, not quite believing my eyes. How could a mummy get up after being dead for thousands of years? That only happened in the movies. 
 
    The mummy rolled off the table and got to its feet, a wave of dust coming with it. I could see its hollow eyes open, the blackened skin. This was really happening.  
 
    “Jason what did you do?” I cried. Was this his plan all along? 
 
    He looked at her in awe. “She needed to be free. I’ve known it since the first moment I touched the necklace. She needed it so she could get past the spells holding her. Now she’ll reward me.” 
 
    Jason had a dreamy look on his face like he was in love. The necklace must have been connected to her, she reached out to him, controlled him. That’s why he wanted in here, it was never about getting a price for his necklace, he wanted to get to her and I was the fool who fell for his bullshit once again. 
 
    The mummy took a hesitant step forward, then another, legs stiff. Seemingly confident that she wasn’t going to fall apart, she straightened and headed toward me. I guess she planned on killing me first. 
 
    Jason hurried up beside her, distracting her from me. “Are you going to reward me now? I did as you asked.” He acted like her obedient little puppy. It was weird seeing him in that role.  
 
    The mummy paused, reaching out a bandaged hand to his face. She seemed to caress it. Then she backhanded him, sending him skidding across the floor. He crashed into the wall and lay still. 
 
    Guess that’s a no. 
 
    “Dell run!” Max said from behind me. I had forgot he was there. 
 
    I ran from the room, my mind racing. What the hell were we going to do now? I lost sight of Max as I headed across the room, ducking behind some shelves. 
 
    Think, Dell. What is the protocol? 
 
    Alert the others, try to contain the situation. But how the hell was I going to do that? The alert system was across the room. We had an app on our phones, but I’d left mine sitting in Max’s office. Could I make it across the room without being seen?  
 
    I needed some kind of weapon. What would work against a mummy?  
 
    Take the damn necklace off her! Anunit urged. 
 
    That was a good plan, but it meant getting close to it. Hence the weapon.  
 
    I glanced out, searching for Max. Where did he go? Did he leave me here? I doubted he would do that, which meant he was probably looking for something to take the mummy down. Maybe if I just avoided her until…I couldn’t even finish that thought. I was a Watcher. I had to act.  
 
    I snatched a book end off a shelf, it was heavy wood, it might put a dent in her skull, distract her enough for me to grab the necklace.  
 
    Taking a step out from my hiding place, I looked around the room. Where was she? Did she leave? Go back and kill Jason? Not that he didn’t deserve it, not after the stunt he pulled, but like it or not, as a Watcher I had to protect everyone. I couldn’t pick and choose. 
 
    I moved slowly toward the hallway leading to the restoration room, the book end raised above my head. Leaning forward, I checked the hallway. It was empty.  
 
    Every instinct in my body told me to run. I’ve seen this horror movie, it never ends well. I kept moving. I had to fight those instincts, they wouldn’t help in this situation.  
 
    She had to be here somewhere. She wasn’t going to hang around now that she was free. So where the hell was she? 
 
    There was movement to my right and I had time to turn my head before the mummy burst out of the bathroom. She slammed into me, pinning me against the wall. Her rancid breath hit me and I almost gagged. I swung the book end, but it bounced harmlessly off her head before I lost my grip on it and it hit the floor. 
 
    She’s going to kill me. 
 
    My mouth opened of its own accord and words in an ancient language spilled out. The mummy reacted, cocking her head like she understood what I was saying, even if I didn’t. 
 
    It’s Anunit. She’s doing this. 
 
    I caught a glimpse of Max as he sneaked up behind her and swung a sword at the mummy. She seemed to sense him and turned, catching the sword with her hand, driving him back. She wrenched it from him, grabbed him by the shirt and threw him over the table in the middle of the room. 
 
    At that moment, Evan came into the room. His eyes went wide when he saw the mummy. 
 
    “What the hell?” he cried.  
 
    “Evan, run!” I yelled. 
 
    Instead, Evan’s Watcher instincts kicked in. He grabbed a chair and tried to fend her off. With a swipe of her arm, she reduced it to kindling and grabbed Evan around the throat. He struggled in her grip as his feet left the floor. She leaned in close, opening her mouth wide as a glowing mist left Evan’s mouth and entered hers.  
 
    I stood frozen to the spot as his body started to age rapidly and shrink in on itself until it looked mummified. When she was done with her meal, she tossed his body onto the floor and headed for the door. 
 
    Breathing hard, I dropped to Evan’s side. He was dead. Another Watcher dead because of me. I felt numb, stunned at what happened. Seeing a creature like that in the flesh…nothing prepared you for that. 
 
    Chelsea came hurtling into the room. “I heard the alert, what’s going on?” 
 
    I tore my eyes away from Evan’s crumpled remains. “The mummy is awake and mobile.” 
 
    “Where is it?” Chelsea demanded, looking around the room. 
 
    “Gone. She got out.” 
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    Chelsea had us gathered at the Academy in a matter of minutes, after sending out another alert. Ten Watchers arrived, with more on the way. Spencer was absent as he wasn’t field certified, and I was glad. I couldn’t stand the idea of him getting hurt, especially when all of this was my fault. 
 
    I glanced down at where Evan lay, his body now covered in a sheet. I forced myself to look away, there was nothing anyone could do for him now. He had paid for my mistake. 
 
    Max was getting treated by our resident doctor, in his office. He had hit his head again, when he landed on the floor. It was a wonder he didn’t have brain damage by now, especially when I kept bringing trouble directly to him.  
 
    I will never ask him for anything again, I vowed. 
 
    Anita was here, I noticed, plus a few more seasoned Watchers. I guess they all lived closest to the Academy. They were probably home, having dinner and now they faced hunting down a mummy. 
 
    Chelsea took charge. “Listen up, we have an Alpha level situation. The mummy is active and loose on campus and it likes to drain the life from its victims. We need to stop it, fast.” 
 
    One of the Watchers in the back, raised his hand. “Um, how do we do that?” 
 
    Chelsea looked annoyed at the question even though it was a vital piece of information for us to have. 
 
    “I have been informed that a necklace was placed around the mummy’s neck. If we remove it, it should return to its dormant state.” 
 
    She marched us outside and we spread out to find the mummy. The campus was marked out in quadrants which we were expected to memorize. We were each given one to cover. We couldn’t take anything other than a flashlight or something easily concealable, or we risked someone reporting us.  
 
    As I made my way along the path toward the sorority houses, Freddy Krueger passed me.  
 
    Am I hallucinating now? 
 
    A moment later, he was followed by a clown and a vampire. Pulling out my phone, I checked the date – October 30th. 
 
    Oh, no. 
 
    This couldn’t have happened on a worse night. It was the Friday before Halloween, I didn’t even realize. Everyone was running around in costume and there were parties all across campus. It would be next to impossible to pick the mummy out of a crowd. 
 
    I can’t believe I didn’t realize the date.  
 
    Brenda was talking about a party the other day, but I tuned her out. I hoped she wasn’t out here. As much as she annoyed me, I wouldn’t want to see her dead. 
 
    I used to love this time of year. Not that Grandpa ever allowed me to celebrate Halloween. He was disturbed by the idea of dressing as supernatural creatures when there were real ones out there. My guess is that it led to some bad cases of mistaken identity in the past. As it was, he made me stay in with him on Halloween and we would read by the fire. I used to resent it, missing out on all that candy, but over time, it became one of my favorite ways to spend the evening.  
 
    Wandering through the dozens of costumed college students, I started to see Grandpa’s point. The mummy could walk right by them and no one would raise an eyebrow. Even if she killed someone, they’d think it was a prank. 
 
    This is all my fault. I brought Jason in, I’m the reason its loose. 
 
    Oh for God’s sake, will you stop with the guilt and the self-pity! Anunit groaned. Man the fuck up. You’re supposed to be a Watcher, aren’t you? Act like one. 
 
    Great, now I’m getting pep talks from the voices in my head. 
 
    Okay, think like a Watcher. This mummy has just woken up, she’s hungry, but she won’t want to draw attention, where would she go? 
 
    A trio of girls walked by, whooping loudly. They wore superhero costumes. I assumed they were heading for the sorority house up ahead. 
 
    I paused, looking to the yard behind the house. It was dark, easy to hide. 
 
    Jogging across the path, I stumbled as my foot caught on something. I switched on the flashlight I had brought with me from the academy, to find another drained body. A college student dressed as a Pharaoh of all things. I crouched beside the body. Who was he? I might have passed him on campus every day for all I knew.  
 
    A muffled cry drew my attention, coming from further into the darkness. 
 
    Stow it, I can fall apart later. I can do this; I can take down a mummy. 
 
    Moving forward, I shone the flashlight across the ground, searching for the mummy. There was a noise to my right. I whipped the flashlight up to see another body hit the ground. A girl this time. She wore a cat costume. I turned my attention to the mummy. The necklace glinted in the beam as she staggered away, oblivious to me. 
 
    Now’s my shot. 
 
    I rushed forward, ready to rip the necklace off, when someone tackled me from behind. I hit the ground hard, the flashlight flying out of my hand.  
 
    “No, you don’t,” Jason said, dragging me back by the jacket. I twisted, trying to get free. 
 
    “Let go of me! What are you doing?” I screeched. “She’s killing people.” 
 
    “I don’t care. She promised me riches if I keep her safe.” 
 
    I wriggled free and got to my feet. The mummy had headed deeper into the backyard. A light went on in the window above, illuminating Jason’s face. He looked crazed. 
 
    “You’re not going to do this. I’ll have it all, Dell. And you’ll never be able to look down your nose at me again.” 
 
    “What the hell are you talking about?” I cried.  
 
    “Don’t deny it. You think I’m beneath you, well not for long. And you and your idiot friends can’t stop me. No one can.” 
 
    My fist shot out, catching him in the nose. He collapsed onto the ground. It wasn’t Anunit, this time, this one was all me. 
 
    “Go to hell, Jason.” 
 
    I was done with his bullshit. 
 
    Now to stop the mummy. 
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    Now that the mummy had fed again, it seemed to make her faster, because she took off across the yard into the trees at the back of the property. Were the kills restoring her? What if she was too powerful now? If this led to her restoration, what would she do then? They didn’t bury her like they did for no reason. She probably had powers, dabbled in dark magic. You don’t use magic against someone to keep them dead unless they know it themselves. 
 
    I wish we knew more about her, then we might be able to predict her next move. Although I could guess her next move – more killing. Maybe even me, if I wasn’t careful. 
 
    It didn’t matter, I still had to try and stop her. It was my duty as a Watcher. 
 
    My hand still throbbed from punching Jason, but it felt good, I couldn’t deny it. But he succeeded in freeing her and once more I had to clean up his mess. 
 
    This will be the last time. He is going to jail after this. 
 
    “I don’t suppose you have any special abilities you haven’t told me about that could take down a mummy?” I asked Anunit, as I made my way into the trees, alert for any movement. 
 
    No response. Using my voice earlier must have drained her, but she did answer me before. Was she just ignoring me? I couldn’t work her out. One minute she was helping me and the next she didn’t seem to care.  
 
    Whatever. I doubted she could help in this situation anyway. Although it affected her too. If I died, she wouldn’t have a host. Perhaps that’s what she wanted, me to fail so she could escape and take over someone else.  
 
    Making me expendable. God, I was getting sick and tired of people thinking my life was worth nothing, that they could just play with it whenever they wanted. They thought I was weak and I hated that. A weak person didn’t dedicate their life to protecting people. I could have walked away, chosen another path, but I didn’t. And yes, right now, I was terrified out of my mind at the thought of facing this mummy, but I was still willing to do it. I just wished I had some sort of weapon on me, other than a flashlight. Maybe it was time to invest in a taser. 
 
    I moved further into the trees and was almost blinded by a flashlight beam. Raising my hand to block it, I hoped I hadn’t walked into the middle of some orgy or something.  
 
    “Grimm! Find anything?” Chelsea barked. She made no move to lower the flashlight. I must have wandered onto her quadrant. Or she had already covered hers and had come to check mine. 
 
    Wincing, I said, “She’s here somewhere. I was right behind her.” 
 
    “It, Grimm. Not her. Spread out everyone and find it.” 
 
    I noticed a couple of Watchers behind her, two guys. One in his thirties and one maybe a few years older than me. They broke off into the trees. A moment later, one of them was tossed at our feet. Alive, but I bet he would feel that in the morning. He scrambled to his feet. 
 
    “She’s here,” he hissed. 
 
    The warning was unnecessary as the mummy came into view, walking more normally than she had before. I could see flesh through the bandages and it was no longer mummified. She was restoring herself. A few more kills and she would be complete. 
 
    “Get the necklace,” Chelsea ordered.  
 
    We tried making a grab for it, while avoiding her grabbing us. She swiped at me and I jumped back, my foot catching on a tree root. I stumbled but stayed on my feet. 
 
    Chelsea kicked the mummy square in the chest, sending it staggering back. She looked completely calm, ready to take on anything.  
 
    Where can I get some of that confidence? 
 
    The mummy lunged at Chelsea, who backed out of her reach and threw a punch at her head. The mummy’s head snapped back, making her stagger. Chelsea followed up with a spinning kick which knocked the mummy down.  
 
    “Come on then,” Chelsea taunted. 
 
    Damn she is good, I thought. I was actually jealous. I made a mental note to get my ass back into kickboxing classes when this was over. Or Krav Maga. I would need it to outmanoeuvre the likes of her. 
 
    The mummy got up, growling low in her throat. She was seriously pissed off, but my money was honestly on Chelsea. The mummy swung a fist at Chelsea, but she easily danced out of the way. She was enjoying this. I might have been unfair thinking she had help in getting to her position, she most likely got there by being able to kick major ass. 
 
    Well I can’t let her have all the fun. 
 
    While the mummy’s attention was on Chelsea, I came in from behind. I managed to get hold of the necklace, but before I could rip it free, the mummy twisted around and grabbed me by the throat. It happened so fast I didn’t have time to react. 
 
    Her grip closed around my neck, cutting off my air supply. She leaned in, mouth opening wide. I could feel it as she tried to pull the energy from me, see the strange glow, but it didn’t seem to be working. When she sucked, the energy seemed to return to me almost immediately. What was stopping it? Me? Anunit? Could she do that? 
 
    When she realized she wasn’t getting what she wanted, the mummy squeezed tighter on my throat. I guess if she couldn’t drain me, she’d be happy to just choke me instead. As black spots danced in front of my eyes, I made one last desperate grab for the necklace.  
 
    My hand closed around it and I used what little strength I had left to pull it free. The grip released and I dropped to the ground, necklace in hand. A moment later, the mummy keeled over. 
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    That was close. Too close. 
 
    “Get the mummy back to the Academy before anyone sees it,” Chelsea ordered, as I sat on the ground, still clutching the necklace, stunned that I was still alive. 
 
     The two Watchers who came with her, hefted it and carried it back through the woods. They would have to pass by the party to get there. Once again, I was glad it was Halloween or there would be plenty of questions. We still had to deal with the bodies though and there would definitely be questions about that. The League had a relationship with the police, but murders were particularly hard to explain. Especially bodies which were dried up husks.  
 
    No open caskets for them. The thought verged on hysteria and I honestly wasn’t sure in that moment if I thought it or Anunit did.  
 
    I need to get a grip. 
 
    I rubbed my neck where the mummy grabbed me. I was lucky she didn’t suck the life out of me too. Getting to my feet, I thought of those poor people lying by the sorority house, of the phone calls their families would be getting soon.  
 
    How did Grandpa do this? Deal with all this death? But he wasn’t responsible for those deaths like I was with the ones tonight. It was all on me. 
 
    Chelsea took the necklace from me, holding it up to the light. “This will be locked away where it can’t be used again. Now about your friend, Jason.” 
 
    “He’s not my…” As if on cue, he came running toward us. We left him back at the Academy, unconscious. I thought at least someone would have remained behind to watch him or I guess he could have gotten by them. Had he hurt someone else? 
 
    “Where is she? What have you done?” he cried, looking distraught. I doubted the worry was about her safety but about his lost riches. He wouldn’t be getting a boat now. 
 
    “Your girlfriend has been dealt with,” Chelsea said, pocketing the necklace. 
 
    He glared at me. “You bitch! You couldn’t let me have this, could you?” 
 
    He lunged at me, I backed away. A moment later, he was pinned to the ground by Chelsea. 
 
    “Call the cops. They can deal with him,” she said, twisting his arm up his back.  
 
    He struggled against her, but she easily held him in place. I did as she asked. It was time Jason paid the price. He could never be trusted not to pull something like this again. He knew my secrets and that made him even more dangerous. 
 
    The police arrived fifteen minutes later. Chelsea told them he broke into the historical society, to steal artefacts. As he was handcuffed, he started ranting.  
 
    “It’s a lie. They’re doing something fucked up in that place. There’s magic and stuff that no one knows about.” 
 
    Chelsea gave him a pitying look. “Clearly he’s been drinking too.” 
 
    He was dragged to the police car, fighting the cops every step of the way. 
 
    “This isn’t over, Dell. I’ll be back,” he screamed at me. 
 
    Chelsea shook her head. “Yeah, in ten to fifteen.” 
 
    As they drove away, Jason glared at me. He was so angry. I didn’t know when or how but something told me that one day he would find a way to repay me for this.  
 
    I suddenly felt so tired. The lack of sleep was hitting me now that the adrenaline had faded. 
 
    Chelsea turned to me when we were alone. The sky above us lit up with fireworks, giving her face an eerie glow.  “What is it about you, Grimm? Always bringing trouble to the League.” 
 
    “I didn’t know what Jason was up to.” 
 
    “Save it. We’ll deal with this in the morning. I want a full report. We’ll see if your friends in high places are still willing to protect you.” 
 
    “What about the bodies?” I asked.  
 
    “I’ll take care of them,” she said, walking away. She would have to call in more Watchers and liaise with the police. No wonder she didn’t have time to fire me tonight. 
 
    I headed back to the dorm in a daze, dodging party goers. As I passed the Academy, I headed inside to check on Max and to apologize to him. Again. If he hated me, I wouldn’t blame him, but I’d hate to lose him as a friend.  
 
    He sat in his office with an icepack to his head. At least he was alive. 
 
    “Are you okay?” I asked, stepping into his office. 
 
    “Yeah, I’ll be fine,” he said. 
 
    “I’m really sorry, Max. If I knew what Jason was planning…” 
 
    He held up his hand. “He was under her spell. I can relate.” 
 
    “Don’t make excuses for him. He’s always been like that. He doesn’t care who he hurts, I never should have given him the time of day.” 
 
    “Why date him then?” he asked curiously. He lowered the ice pack to the desk and took a sip from the mug in front of him. 
 
    I shrugged. I was sick of defending my actions. “I didn’t know any better, not in the beginning. I found it hard to stand up to him, but not anymore.  At least he’s in prison now. He can’t pull another stunt like that.” I looked out to the main room. They had removed Evan's body already. “What will happen with the bodies?” 
 
    Max sighed. “They will be sent to a morgue and a cover story will be created.” 
 
    “But their families will never know the truth.” 
 
    “They can’t, Dell. You know that.” 
 
    I closed my eyes. “Yeah, I know.” It didn’t make things easier. How many people around the world believed that their family members died mysteriously or disappeared without a trace when it was something supernatural that did it.  
 
    Maybe I’m not cut out for this. 
 
    “You know being a Watcher is a lot harder in reality. No matter how prepared you are. Maybe you came back too soon after what happened with Anunit. If you ask, Chelsea might give you some time off.” 
 
    I laughed bitterly. “I think Chelsea will be giving me a permanent vacation tomorrow morning.” 
 
    “You don't know that.” 
 
    “Well in case she does, it was nice working with you.” 
 
    Max nodded. “Go home and get some sleep. It’s been a long night.” 
 
    Sleep sounded good, but I doubted I would get any. Too much had happened and tomorrow I would be fired. There was no way I was getting away with it this time. 
 
    Trudging across campus, I wondered what Jason would tell the cops. They wouldn’t believe him, of course, but that wouldn’t stop him. Even if he did go down for the robbery, he would never let this go. One day he would get out and come back. If I had any sense, I would pack my bags and find a deserted island somewhere. Let Chelsea deal with him when it happened although by then she'd probably be running the place.  
 
    The parties were still going strong, as were the fireworks. None of them had any idea what happened here tonight. Tomorrow they would learn about the deaths, but I doubted much would change around here depending on the cover story. 
 
    Back in my room, I bypassed a sleeping Brenda, still dressed in her costume, a witch from the look of it, and headed into the bathroom to get cleaned up. I envied her, her ignorance. She could sleep soundly, safe in the knowledge that all was right with the world. And she could apparently sleep through the noise outside.  
 
    Switching on the bathroom light, I winced at the brightness after being out in the dark. Moving to the sink, I checked my reflection. I looked terrible. My face was pale and there were dark circles under my eyes. Tilting my head back, I checked the damage to my neck. My throat was covered in bruises which would raise questions. Grabbing my foundation from my make up bag, I tried my best to cover them. If Brenda saw them, she’d probably think Jason did it and not an ancient Egyptian mummy. 
 
    Nice job bringing down the mummy, Anunit said.  
 
    Like you were any help. 
 
    Temper, temper. I stopped her back at the Academy. Lucky I spoke her language. If I’d left it to you, she would have killed you. And I stopped her from sucking the life out of you. You’re welcome. 
 
    Once more someone else was telling me how I screwed up. 
 
    “Let me be clear,” I said, keeping my voice low. “I’ve had enough of your crap. Of everyone’s crap. You will never try to take me over again or I will get rid of you so fast you won’t know what hit you. Understood?” 
 
    Understood, she said after a moment. 
 
    “Good. Because tomorrow I’m going to be kicked out but that doesn’t mean I can’t still do something about Hancock and the others. The League still means something to me to my family and I won’t see them fall. One way or another, I’ll find a way to stop them.” 
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    The next morning, I sat at the table in the middle of the room, awaiting my fate. I had been up all night, worrying about what would happen. I desperately wanted a coffee, but I didn’t think I was entitled to it, especially if I was getting kicked out of here. 
 
    Once more I felt like all eyes were on me and from what I saw when I glanced up, that was accurate. A few people quickly averted their gaze and I saw a couple in the corner, whispering together. I couldn’t blame them. Another Watcher died because of me. I’m surprised they weren’t amassing with their pitchforks and torches to drive me out. Spencer seemed to still be on my side though, he kept giving me sympathetic looks, but didn’t approach the table.  
 
    I should probably commit this place to memory, if this is the last time I’m going to see it.  
 
    Finally, Chelsea called me into the office. She waited until I had sat down to make the call to a senior Watcher. She wanted me to witness her conversation with him, probably so she could see my face when I was told that I was getting fired. 
 
    This is probably the highlight of her day. Glad I’m making someone happy. 
 
     I wasn’t even sure which Watcher we would be talking to. They probably took turns when it came to this kind of thing. It seemed though that discipling a trainee didn’t actually warrant a visit from them. Part of me was glad, it would make it so much harder to have to look a senior Watcher in the eye.  
 
    Chelsea put the call on speakerphone, a malicious smirk on her face. “Sir, I have Adeline Grimm here with me now. We’re ready to begin.” 
 
    “Thank you, Miss Dean. I have read the reports you sent me and I have to say, it seems like you all had an interesting evening. The discovery of this necklace is quite the find for us. If its properties can be used on other beings, then it is entirely possible we could learn our past directly from those who lived it.” 
 
    Chelsea’s gaze flicked to me. He sounded happy, not angry. I tried not to react; this could go badly in an instant. From the sound of it, it was Watcher Hancock talking, but I couldn’t be sure. 
 
    “The man who brought the necklace to you, Miss Grimm, who is he?” he asked. 
 
    “Um, he is my ex-boyfriend, sir. But I promise you I had no idea what he was up to.” 
 
    “Of course. And where is he now?” 
 
    “Jail,” Chelsea said. “He stole the necklace and his actions led to the death of three people, including one of our own.” 
 
    The Watcher was quiet for a moment. “It is always difficult to lose good Watchers, but we must carry on. Miss Grimm I am sure you are aware that bringing an outsider into the Academy is a bad idea.” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” I said. This was it. I was about to lose everything. 
 
    “Then I trust it will not happen again. In the meantime, Miss Dean, I need detailed analysis on the necklace and I want you to keep me updated.” 
 
    Chelsea’s eyes widened. “Uh, sir, what about Grimm?” 
 
    “What about her?” 
 
    “Isn’t she going to be punished? She was already on probation,” Chelsea’s voice rose several octaves. 
 
    “As a trainee, she is under your watch. Perhaps you and I need to discuss your ability to lead?”  
 
    Her eyes filled with alarm. “No, sir. I am on top of it.” 
 
    “Good, keep me updated.” He hung up. 
 
    Chelsea floundered, but I’m sure she was nowhere near as shocked as I was. They gave me a pass again? That couldn’t be right. I agreed that I screwed up, I should be punished. I deserved it. 
 
    “Get out,” Chelsea said through gritted teeth.  
 
    I hurried out of the room, not wanting to piss her off anymore. Even if the senior Watchers weren’t willing to fire me, she would make sure I suffered. I would probably end up scrubbing the floors with my toothbrush and I was never, ever getting into the field. 
 
    I wondered when my luck would run out here. Hopefully not before I found those men. At least now I had a shot at doing that. It was the only thing that was keeping me going. If I could find those men and stop them, then maybe in some small way I would make a difference and make up for my mistakes. 
 
    “Hey, Dell. How did it go?” Spencer asked as I headed for the stacks. He hopped out of his chair and came up to me. He was careful not to touch me, in case Chelsea was watching. I’m sure that was another thing she would punish me for. 
 
    I tried to smile, but I wasn’t feeling it. “I’m still here. They aren’t going to punish me.” 
 
    His brow furrowed. “Really? I got a verbal warning for wearing a shirt they didn’t agree with.” 
 
    I heaved a sigh. “I honestly don’t know what is going on. I know I screwed up, I should have been fired.” 
 
    His face softened. “Well I’m glad you weren’t. Do you want to get a drink later? We can talk.” 
 
    I nodded. “That sounds good, thanks.” 
 
    Chelsea emerged from her office and he quickly returned to his desk and pretended to work. I headed for the stacks, eager to keep my distance from her too. 
 
    You’re going to keep seeing him? Anunit asked carefully, when I reached the stacks. Obviously, she had paid attention to my talk with her last night. No more pushing me around. That anger was still there and I intended to use it. 
 
    Yes. If he has nothing to do with his uncle, then I’m not missing out. If he does, well, better to keep him close. 
 
    What is up with you? You have changed. 
 
    I’m done being pushed around, made to feel inferior. 
 
    I had a rare opportunity to do something good, to save the League from people actively trying to bring it down. Maybe that’s why I was still here. Everything happened for a reason, right? Or at least that’s what I was telling myself.  
 
    Pulling the drawing of the symbol from my pocket, I unfolded it. It still eluded me, but I would find it. There were still a few more volumes to check and then if I got desperate, I could always check the internet, although I could imagine how many hits I would get through a search engine. 
 
    “What’s that?” someone said. 
 
    I jumped as Anita appeared beside me with a couple of books tucked under her arm. I noticed she had a bandage wrapped around her hand, she must have injured herself when we were hunting the mummy last night. 
 
    Something else to feel guilty about. 
 
    “Oh, I saw it somewhere and I was just trying to decipher it.” I tried to put it back in my pocket, but Anita took the page from me.  
 
    “Well this is really old. Goes back thousands of years.” 
 
    “What is it?” I asked. 
 
    “It belonged to a movement who wanted to bring down the walls between the dimensions and allow the old Gods to come back into this world.” 
 
    My blood ran cold. “What? Why the hell would anyone want to do that?” The Gods were vicious, they would kill any human they came across, as punishment for locking them away. 
 
    Anita shrugged and handed me the paper back. “I guess they think they’ll be rewarded for freeing them. Where did you see this? Is it to do with a case?” 
 
    “Um, no, I saw it a long time ago, in my grandfather’s things. Do you think it’s possible that they are still around today?” 
 
    She shrugged. “They could be. But to succeed, they need all these obscure items that were lost to time and none of them were ever successful, obviously.” 
 
    None of them had Watcher resources before. Obscure item retrieval was our business after all. It probably wouldn’t be hard for them to take items from the Academies and no one would ever question them. But if we were all still here, that meant that they were still short at least one of the items. 
 
    “Obviously. Thanks, Anita.” 
 
    Smiling, she patted my arm. “You look stressed. Are you okay?” 
 
    I forced a smile. “I’m fine, just tired. I’ll be okay when I get some sleep.” 
 
    “Well don’t work too hard, you have a whole career of this ahead of you.” 
 
    She left me to it. My mind reeled with what she had told me. Members of the League were conspiring to return the old Gods to Earth. If they succeeded, it would mean the end of the world as we knew it. How close were they? Months away? Days? And I was the only one who knew what they were up to. 
 
    I have to stop them. 
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