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“Thirty pieces of silver.” Erika held her pencil tightly, and didn't even care that the classroom was freezing. She had waited months to get a seat into Professor Logan's class, and nothing was going to stop her from enjoying her first official night that semester.

Holy wow! He's young! And.... hot. What's wrong with me? He's my professor. Stop it, Erika. Focus.

Folklore from any part of the world had fascinated her, and Professor Logan was considered to be the best in the field. He had even written four books, all of which she read more than once. Right that moment, she absorbed every single word that the man spoke, taking notes as if she needed to know how every sentence was phrased. The class wasn't going to get her any closer to figuring out what to do with her life, but she'd definitely enjoy every minute of it. Especially with someone teaching her that looked like a God of times long forgotten.

“We know from ancient documents that Judas sold out his friend for thirty pieces of silver. Right?”

That seemed like an easy question, and Erika's hand raised quickly. Professor Logan looked right at her, and she lowered her hand as she looked around and saw that she was the only one.

“Your name is?” Erika no longer wanted to answer the question. The hot professor was waiting for an answer, and she did well to not notice the lean muscles in his arm when he put it across the podium. “Miss?” She was stuck, and she gave herself another few seconds to work up the courage that was needed.

“Erika. My name is, Erika. Yeah, that's what it says in the bible.” She stopped talking, but not before taking note that she seemed to have bored the entire class, but not the Professor.

“That seems like the right answer. But it isn't.” Erika felt like a fool. She had nearly idolized the man in academia, and the first time she opened her mouth in his presence, she was wrong. Yet, his smile looked.... personal. It only made her more uncomfortable to have a hot teacher look at her in a way that she would have wanted outside of that room. “The bible isn't the ancient document that I'm talking about.” Erika felt mesmerized by his every word. “A very old text, written in a language that doesn't even have a name, tells the tale of a man who took silver coins in exchange for his friend's soul.” Erika had never heard of the story that he was telling, and she spoke up without thinking.

“Soul? You mean, his life?” Professor Logan didn't confirm nor deny with the soft shrug of his shoulders.

“According to the few who can translate it, they wrote soul.” Erika thought it was creepy, and it was exactly what she had hoped to learn in the class. “So here we have two documents, written in ancient times. One tells of a savior, and the other goes into detail about the origin of the most widely known creature in folklore.” Erika wasn't following, but she nodded as if she did. “According to that story, one person with an extraordinary amount of magic, created the most dangerous weapon in the world.” Erika had never thought of creatures as weapons, but she wanted to know more.

He stood straight before walking across the front of the room, making sure he had the attention of every student. “This semester, you'll learn the lore of two of the deadliest creatures ever created by the spoken word. Legends that were told and retold for centuries.” Erika, as well as the rest of the students, watched as the professor ended his walk in front of the back wall. There, he pulled down a large canvas with the most unexpected images. “Vampires and werewolves.”

A tall vampire with powder white skin was baring his fangs to a beast that looked as if it were in mid transformation. It was everything she wanted in that class, and the rumors about the professor were all true. He was fascinated with supernatural creatures, and to spend an entire semester studying and learning of their mythical creation would be the best thing that ever happened to Erika. The moment was absolutely perfect, until a young woman in the front row ruined it.

“Really? If I wanted a dose of sparkly vamps and a hormonal love sick pup, I'd watch reruns of that stupid movie. This is ridiculous.” She started gathering her things as if to leave, and the professor seemed as if he expected at least one person to protest.

“Sparkly vamps? Is that what you envision when you think of a vampire?” The girl huffed, but she did agree that he was right. “Do you know of the Sumerian texts?” She said she didn't as she started to stand. “Written six thousand years ago. Imagine that for a moment.” Professor Logan showed the expression of someone that was still fascinated with history that he'd learned years earlier. “There were maybe three people in the entire world that took the time to create the written word. Symbols with meaning. They were called scribes, and they worked for royalty.” The girl slowed her roll and actually listened as she stood. “They would write these tiny symbols on clay tablets, then let them dry. Can you imagine how long it would take to write one tablet? Hours? Days? Who knows?” He took a few steps in her direction and stopped only a foot from where she stood. “But we do know that they wrote ledgers to keep track of funds for the city. They wrote the succession of kings. They wrote the laws of the land, as they were told by the enforcers.” That would make sense, considering it was the first known civilization. “So what would make them spend that much time, and use so much of their precious materials, to write about vampires in their city?” Erika didn't know that, and neither did the girl who became the focus of attention for everyone.

“I... I don't know.” She was intrigued, and she sat back down in her seat.

“That's the answer that most people give. But this semester, we're going to find the truth. We're going to dig through ancient stories, from all over the world. We're going to try to figure out who was behind the lore, and their reason for telling the stories.” Erika no longer wanted to disappear. Everything he said made sense, up to the part of reminding them all to figure out the motives of those who left us tales.

The time in that room had nearly come to an end, and Erika had never in her life wished that she could stay in a class longer than the required time. Still, her professor was giving them parting words as they prepared to leave for the night, and she didn't miss one of them.

“This semester, I invite this class to go with me on a study trip. We're going to Scotland to find out what we can about the Baobhan Sith. Her story is thousands of years old, and some of the locals can tell us about the legendary vampire. The paperwork is on my desk if you're interested. I'll need your letters of intent by next Monday, and the down payment as well. Other than that, I'll see you all on Wednesday.”  

*****
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“WHAT, YOU THINK I DON'T know about good looking men? Or the way they make us feel?” Erika hadn't said one word about Professor Logan's appearance, yet her aunt had easily saw through the excitement of the new class.

“Aunt Maudie, why do always assume that I have a love interest? Can't I just be happy about a really cool subject that I'm learning?” Maudie quickly raised her hand to fix her bright green bangs, a color that her aunt allowed her hair dresser to choose. She also made that move when she didn't believe a word she was hearing.

“You talk fast when you're happy. You talk slow when you're sad. You don't talk at all when you're angry. So what do you think happens when you like a guy?” Erika didn't know, but she was sure that her aunt would tell her. “You talk with a smile on your lips.” She didn't even think before covering her mouth with her own hand. Maudie could always see right through her, and that night was no exception. “What does he look like? Tell me everything.” Maudie pulled her housecoat together and then grabbed her cup of tea. She adored a good rendition of love's first moments.

“I'll tell you, but it doesn't mean I like him like that.” Maudie nodded and sipped, not believing a word from her niece right then. “Fine.” Erika had been sitting on the floor in front of her aunt's chair, and pulled her legs up to her chest as she thought about her professor. “He's on the tall side, but it was hard to tell exactly because he was so far away.” She had sat nearly in the back of the class, but she'd choose something a little closer that Wednesday. “Maybe a little over six feet?” Maudie nodded as if she approved of that message. “He has light brown hair, and dark eyebrows.” She tried to think of a way to convey that his body looked rock hard, but he wasn't covered in thick muscles. She also couldn't think of how to tell her aunt that a simple smile from the man had made her forget every single problem she had in her life, and there were many. “His eyes were dark brown. I think.” She hadn't been close enough to truly say for certain, but it seemed right. “He was handsome, and he's so smart!” Maudie took another sip and put her cup back down on the side table. Erika was ready for any words of wisdom that her aunt wanted to depart.

“We both know I'm old.” Erika didn't want to agree, but her aunt was her grandmother's older sister, so it was true. “You may not believe this, but I used to babysit Jesus when he was a baby.” Erika laughed loudly, which was exactly what Maudie wanted to hear. “He was a good boy.” Erika fell to her side and loved every minute that she had with her aunt. “But I'm not so old that I've forgotten what it's like to be loved by a good man. Erika, you need to get away from Seth. He's not good for you. He's not good for anyone.” Erika truly thought she'd avoid the Seth lecture that night, but there it was. Unfolding as usual.

“Aunt Maudie, I'll never figure out what men want. Until I do, Seth is in my life.” She pushed the thoughts of failure from her mind, and tried to sound positive. It wasn't easy considering Seth liked to point out every single detail of everything she did wrong. Was it enough to leave him over? She didn't know, and that took her back to square one in the relationship category. “If I knew what was expected of me, then I wouldn't make so many mistakes.”

“How about you come back tomorrow for lunch. I'll invite a few friends over, and you can ask them that question. I think with our combined ages, my friends and I have about a thousand years of experience. If we can't teach you something, then nobody can.” Erika thought quickly about her schedule. That night, Seth was going to be angry that she stopped by her aunt's house on the way home from class. The following day she didn't have to work at the bar, so as long as she didn't have to make things up to Seth, it might work.

“Okay, I'll come for lunch. Should I bring anything?” Aunt Maudie grabbed her tea again and thought it over.

“Yeah. I like those meatballs you made for Thanksgiving. Can you bring those?” Erika had only dumped a frozen bag of them into a pan and added seasoning and some cheap barbecue sauce. But if her aunt liked them, then that's what she'd bring.

“You got it.” Erika stood quickly and leaned down to kiss her favorite person. “I love you. I'll see you tomorrow.” Maudie looked thrilled, and she waved at her niece and reminded her to lock the door on the way out. It was when she was alone that she reached for her phone to make a chain of calls.

“Ruth? This is Maudie. I know you're in bed, you get in that damn thing at six o'clock. I don't care, this is an emergency.” Maudie didn't even bother with her tea, and she let it get cold as she explained to her friend. “We're doing an intervention tomorrow at lunch time. Be here at eleven, and be ready to tell Erika the truth.” She listened to Ruth ask her typical questions and whether or not it would rain, and what were people bringing because her stomach couldn't handle anything spicy. She didn't see Maudie's finger turning circles in the air near the phone, and it also didn't work to speed her up. “She's going to ask you what men want. Tell her.” Ruth seemed to understand, and Maudie finally got off the phone to make her next call.

Exactly one hour later, Maudie was through with her mission of calls, and was off to bed. She sent a silent word of love to her niece, but Erika would have been better off to be at Maudie's to hear it.

“I told you, Erika! You come straight home after school! It's bad enough you signed up for night classes, I can't worry about you being gone even later.” Erika looked at the clock on the kitchen wall. It was nine thirty, and certainly not within an hour that would create hysteria. “Janice stopped by earlier. She needs you to watch her kids tomorrow. They don't have school because of some teacher-parent thing.” Erika was already shaking her head before he could finish.

“I can't. I'm having lunch with Aunt Maudie.” Erika loved kids, but Seth's sister was raising hellions that she tried to avoid at all costs. Seth stared at her as if she had cursed out his entire family.

“She has a job, Erika! So does Keith! They need help, and since you're the only one that.....,”

“What? Finish the sentence.” Seth wanted to tell her that she had no direction in life. That she served drinks in a bar during the day when the tips were next to nothing. He wanted to explain that he paid for almost everything, so the least she could do was step up when his family needed help. Instead, he answered in the only way that would make her understand.

“Someday, you might figure out what you want to do in life. Until then, how about you do your part in this relationship?” Erika had done every part in the relationship. In fact, she didn't know how much more could be done if she tried. The house was always spotless, meals were cooked before he walked in the door when she didn't have class, and his laundry was always done to perfection. If there was more, she simply didn't have the time.

“I am figuring it out. Maybe I'll end up in law school. Or maybe I'll be a teacher. I'll figure it out this year.” She assumed she would, even though it was still so hard for her to settle on just one path to her future.

Seth opened his mouth, but the only thing that came out was laughter. It was probably the most hurtful thing that he'd ever done to her, and she had a long list to pull from. He couldn't even imagine her doing something as great as pursuing a law degree, and he made that crystal clear.

“A lawyer?” He snorted. His laughter was ridiculous. “Okay, counselor. Tomorrow, you watch Janice's kids. Then, you can work on your law degree.” She was left in the living room, still clutching her backpack in her arms.

She would never watch those children again, even if it meant a war with Seth. Her exit was quick, and she ran to the bedroom to hide the pain that he so easily caused.

Erika was in the bathroom, peeling off the day's clothes, when she felt herself needing a good cry. She wouldn't do it, and she shook it off and got into the shower. The hot water hit her head and she wondered what the hell was wrong with her. It was true, she had been in college for three years and still had no clue what she wanted to do with her life. She was twenty four years old, and still felt like the world was at her fingertips. The best she felt, outside of college, was working in the bar or talking to her aunt. In her mind, she could do that forever, but it wasn't an option. Aunt Maudie couldn't afford much more college tuition, and Erika had to get herself together. Someday, she knew, she'd pay her aunt back and then some. She smiled at the thought of Maudie, but her mind went right back to Seth.

Perhaps she was so angry with Seth because he was right. She'd never given him a reason to believe that she could figure out her own life, and she wondered if she deserved his ridicule. Still, Janice's kids were off the table in terms of helping out anyone. Of that, she was certain.
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