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	Ashera Report #3 – Those Who Can’t Do Teach

	 

	North York, Ontario, Canada

	Remus pulled the hood of his coat tighter around his head as a cold northern wind blew past him. If he could have, he would have avoided coming back to this infernal wintery playground. But his mission had brought him back to Canada, and he was determined to see it through no matter how cold it was.

	He and Markus, his ill-tempered older brother, had spent three whole days brainstorming the next step in their plan to free Ashera. Their vampire queen—as she was disaffectionately called—had been cursed to live out her days on Heaven’s Charge—a remote island on the Edanian Archipelago. Lucky for her minions, they also got to be trapped with her.

	Of course, they hadn’t technically been imprisoned with her. Remus and the others could leave whenever they needed to, which was always at Ashera’s behest. She had control over them, dominion over their wills and the darkness that ruled their lives. Even Remus, who detested the Corrupted, couldn’t resist Ashera’s Dark-Segol.

	All she wanted was to escape her prison. This, she thought, should have been a simple task for her simple toys. So far, none of them had been successful. But that was before Remus met a new team of Edanian agents; wretched little teenagers with too much hope in their hearts.

	And so, Remus found himself standing outside a quaint red-brick home, regretting every life decision he’d ever made. He would have sat on the porch if it hadn’t been covered in snow. Instead, he hissed at the glistening white stuff, pulled his coat tighter around himself, and glared at a gaggle of children playing hockey in the street.

	There was a time, not long ago, that Remus and Markus had been just like those children. Out in their neighbourhood, happily playing with a soccer ball without a care in the world. Without the knowledge that something darker was waiting for them in their future.

	Remus had always looked up to his older brother, had vowed that he’d do anything for him. And truly, he gave up his entire self, his humanity for Markus. Regretting the decision now wasn’t an option for him and never would be. Once a Corrupted, always a Corrupted.

	A sleek black SUV pulled into the driveway, and he peered through the windshield. There sat a young, attractive woman, her dark hair pulled into a tight ponytail. She looked up at him, her eyes widening with familiarity. Then they narrowed to thin slits as she got out of the car.

	“Remus,” she said, slamming her car door shut. “So nice to see you here after not hearing from you for—what? Two years?”

	“Something like that,” he said, trying to smile charmingly at her. But Remus had lost his charm ages ago.

	She stalked up to him, stopping short a few inches away. He was at least a head taller than her, but she wasn’t intimidated by him. “What are you doing here?”

	He glanced over his shoulder at the front door of the house. “Can we talk inside? I assume the heat is on.”

	“This is Canada,” she said flippantly. “The heat’s on for a good six months of the year.”

	“Excellent.” Remus shivered inside his coat and turned to the side to let her get by.

	Groaning, she slipped past him, keyed in her door code, and opened the door. With only the slightest hint of hesitation, she stepped through and held the door for him. He stomped the snow off his boots before following her in.

	Looking over her shoulder, she gave him a disgusted frown. “Um, boots.”

	Rolling his eyes, he went back to the mat and kicked them off.

	“Okay, what do you want?” she asked, leading him farther into the house.

	“I heard you’ve been working at a new school,” he said as he removed his coat. Laying it on the back of a chair, he continued, “A nice one in Toronto.”

	“You came here to check up on me?” she snipped, her green eyes flashing irritably. “What do you care, anyway?”

	He watched her take his coat along with hers and hang them both up in her front closet. He smiled. It was as much an invitation to stay as anything, especially when she headed into the kitchen without a word.

	“I need your help,” he said, deciding against beating around the bush.

	“No.”

	His smile fell. “You don’t even know what I need help with yet.”

	She shrugged, crossing her arms. “I know whatever it is, I don’t want to do it.”

	“Why not?” he asked mildly.

	“Because it’s you, Remus,” she said flatly. “I just don’t feel like helping you out.”

	Remus peered into those alluring eyes of her and took a step closer. He reached out and put his fingers lightly on her jawline. When she didn’t move, he took a step closer.

	“I’ve always liked the darkness in you, you know,” he said softly.

	“Don’t,” she said, shaking her head.

	“You’re meant for something bigger than this,” he continued, heedless of her hesitation.

	She put a hand on his chest. “Stop.”

	His eyes flashed and he closed the small gap between them. Putting his lips close to her ear, he whispered, “Cleo…do you really want to spend the rest of your life here teaching schoolchildren?”

	A cold shiver ran down her spine at his nearness, at the feeling of his breath on her face and neck. If she weren’t so annoyed at him, she might have been afraid. Most people would have been afraid of Remus if they knew what he was capable of.

	But not her. They had too much history. She knew he would never hurt her, not if he thought there was a chance he could get something from her. But that ship had sailed a long time ago.

	She pushed on his chest until he took a step back. Her breath returned to her, though he was still a little bit closer than she’d like. She sat at the kitchen table and waited for him to follow suit. Thankfully, he sat across from her.

	“Are you still working for that horrid woman?” Cleo asked in a sulky voice.

	“Bite your tongue,” Remus warned. “I don’t work for her—I’m under her control. But yes, I’m still trying to free her.”

	She rolled her eyes. “So, you work for her. And what exactly can I do for Her Cursed Majesty?”

	“It’s not for her,” he responded evenly. “It’s for me. I have a bit of an…obstacle in my way.”

	She tilted her head to the side. “What kind of obstacle?”

	“There’s a new team of Edanian agents,” he answered, his mouth twisting into a hateful frown. “Students at your school.”

	“So, what, you want me to kill a bunch of kids?” she asked, faking nonchalance.

	Remus stood so suddenly his chair fell over with a clatter. His eyes burned with anger as he sputtered, “You mustn’t harm the Cornerstone! I need her alive. She’s mine!”

	Cleo’s mouth dropped open as she put her trembling hands up in front of her. Before she had a chance to answer, the wall behind Remus began to shift, the red bricks pushing out towards them. After a moment, the bricks took the shape of a man that walked confidently into the room.

	As it sat in the chair next to Remus, it morphed, revealing a scarred face and hazel eyes that matched Remus’s. Cleo crossed her arms and glared at the second man who now sat tapping his fingers on the table.

	“You must forgive my little brother,” he said in a gravelly voice. “He hasn’t been okay since his first trip to Canada. Something about the chill in the air.”

	“I told you to wait outside,” Remus hissed at him.

	The other man shrugged. “I was cold.”

	“Markus,” Cleo interjected with venom in her voice. “I never thought I’d have the pleasure of your company ever again. How long were you in my wall?”

	Markus shrugged again. “Too long. Remus really never does get around to a point, does he? Speaking of the point, dear brother, did you bring Apollyon with you?”

	Remus, incensed at being treated like a child, smacked a hand against the table. Clenching his fists, he looked ready to strike Markus. “Why do you always have to barge in like this? I had everything under control and now you’ve gone and scared Cleo with your ugly face. Would you kindly mind shutting up so I can do the one job I’ve been given?”

	Markus grunted, rubbing the old scar on his face. “You were taking too long. You asked me for my help and now here I am.”

	“I didn’t need your help with this,” Remus said, gesturing at Cleo. “I needed your help getting here. Remember? That is your purpose right now.”

	“Sit down,” Markus commanded, pointing at the fallen chair with one blocky finger.

	Remus leaned closer, sneering into his brother’s face. “Why don’t you make me?”

	Markus’s face hardened, turning the same shade as the bricks he’d just materialized from. His hands curled into fists as he brought one close to Remus’s face. It, too, was turning a bright red with cracks running along the veins on the back of his hand.

	“Don’t tempt me,” he growled.

	A delighted cackling sound caught their attention. Cleo held one delicate hand to her lips as more laughter spilled out over her black nail polish. Her eyes danced back and forth as she watched them bicker, her laughter growing. Remus lifted an eyebrow at her, which just made her laugh that much more. 

	“I’m sorry,” she said, not sounding the least bit regretful. “You two sound just like my students. They’re all so stupid.” She grinned at them. “Just like you.”

	Remus finally turned and wrenched his chair back into place. With a hard thump, he sat, scowling at Cleo. “He’s the stupid one.”

	She clapped her hands with more laughter. “Yes, that’s exactly what my students would say, too.”

	Markus reached up and smacked the back of Remus’s head. In retaliation, Remus grabbed Markus’s hand and twisted until his arm was nearly turned around.

	“Boys!” Cleo called sternly. “None of that now.” She waited until they had both dropped their hands before continuing. “Tell me what you two idiots want and I might consider helping you. If you behave yourselves, that is.”

	Markus and Remus looked at each other and nodded, an unspoken accord passing between them. Remus pulled a short, black stick from his pocket. With one flick, a long, shimmering black blade emerged from it. He set it on the table between himself and Cleo, with the hilt turned towards her.

	“This is Apollyon,” he said.

	Cleo’s eyes lit up and she reached out but couldn’t bring herself to touch it. “You really do want me to kill some kids?” she asked in a quiet, distant voice.

	“No,” Remus answered. Markus elbowed him and he nodded. “Well, yes, you may, if you’re so inclined. But that’s not what Apollyon is for. It’s for the Cornerstone.”

	“The Cornerstone?” she asked hesitantly, laying just one finger on the hilt.

	“Yes, a little waif of a girl,” he answered. “She needs only a little prick, a scratch. No killing her. I need her alive and well for my purposes.”

	“And what are those purposes?” she asked.

	“That we can’t tell you,” Markus responded quickly.

	“He’s right,” Remus said disdainfully. “I’m afraid I can’t tell you. But you don’t need to know to accomplish your goal.”

	Cleo finally grasped the dagger with her hand, testing its weight before retracting the blade. She flicked it back out and put the dagger on the table once more.

	“And what do I get for helping you?” she asked.

	“Your greatest desire,” Remus said softly, a small smile on his lips.

	She crossed her arms. “As if you know what that is.”

	Remus’s smile grew. “I do know, and I can grant it to you. If you do this one small thing for me, that is.”

	Cleo stared down at Apollyon, smoothing down her ponytail with trembling fingers. “All I have to do is cut a girl with this and you’ll give me…what I want most in the whole world?”

	“That’s right,” Remus answered.

	“I don’t know how I’m going to sneak this into a high school,” she said.

	Remus reached out and put the blade back into the hilt. “Feel free to disguise it however you like. But do take care you don’t cut yourself or anyone else in the process. It is only for the Cornerstone. Remember that.”

	She nodded and finally pulled the dagger to herself. “And the Cornerstone? Who is she?”

	“Winter.”

	Cleo looked up sharply. “Like the season?”

	“Like the season.”

	“And all I have to do is cut her?” she asked one more time.

	“Yes, cut her,” Markus responded impatiently. “It’s not that hard. Get the knife. Give her a little cut. And then your wildest dreams come true. Are we done here?”

	She swallowed hard, her eyes locked once more on Apollyon. “What will happen to her?”

	“Ah, my dear,” Remus says. “This is why you haven’t been invited to a Corrupted faction. Your heart is yet too soft. Do this and you’ll be one step closer to the elite.”

	With her heart beating hard, Cleo clutched the dagger to herself. Be a Corrupted? It wasn’t the first time he’d asked or the first time she’d been intrigued by the offer. This seemed like such a simple task, even if she didn’t trust Remus or Markus as far as she could throw them. Still, she was curious enough to try.

	A heinous smile curled her lips. “Alright. I’ll do your dirty work this time. But you better pay up or else I’ll go straight to Ashera with this thing.”

	Remus, knowing she couldn’t possibly get to Heaven’s Charge even if she wanted to, smiled back at her. “We have a deal, then.”



	




	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter #1 — Oh, the Drama — Win 

	 

	Toronto, Ontario

	Clara Belle Williams Secondary School

	It was only the first day of second semester and I was already annoyed. My schedule was a mess. Somehow I got stuck in second period drama instead of shop class like I’d requested.

	“This is obviously a mistake,” I said to Ben as we walked through the school hallway. “I’ll just go to the office at the beginning of the period and ask them to change it.”

	“Good luck,” he said, glancing at me. “I don’t think Mr. Dean will help you out. There’s a reason we all call him Mr. Mean.”

	I folded up my schedule and put it into the back pocket of my jeans. “You know, maybe if you called him by his name, he’d be nicer to you.”

	“Maybe,” he said as he started walking away backwards. “But who’s going to find out?”

	With a wink and a chuckle, Ben turned and left for his class. My first class was social studies, so I headed over to the west wing. Two seconds after I sat down, Savannah sat next to me. I immediately tensed up before forcing myself to relax. Savannah was my teammate now. And my friend. We had fought alongside each other last week—and even saved each other’s lives—but I still had to remind myself that we were no longer rivals

	Tossing her long dark locks over her shoulder, she turned to me and said in a hushed voice, “We have to talk”

	“Right now?” I asked. I gestured to the front of the class where the teacher was already writing on the whiteboard.

	She rolled her eyes, pressing her lips into a thin unimpressed line as if school was getting in the way of her living her life. I could almost believe that—if she weren’t the top student in nearly all of her classes. “No,” she said, shaking her head. “Later.”

	“Is everything okay?” I asked, knowing that if it was Edania-related she wouldn’t be able to respond truthfully right then.

	She frowned sadly and shook her head but didn’t elaborate. Definitely an Edania thing, then. And as the leader of a brand-new team of super-powered agents, it was my job to check in with them and make sure they were okay.

	I also still had to write a report about our first encounter with the Corrupted. “Rotting Tropics Guy,” as we’d dubbed him, was long gone according to Ben and his super senses. And in fact, Ben hadn’t smelled the Corrupted scent since Saturday when Savannah and I fought against him.

	Thinking about him, I unconsciously put a hand to my back. It didn’t hurt at the moment, but remembering the whipping I’d taken from him sent a shiver right up the wound that was still healing there. But I couldn’t think about that right now. Here, I was just a regular student at a regular school.

	As soon as the class was finished, I told Savannah I’d see her after school and zipped over to Mr. Dean’s office.

	I knocked on his door and he waved at me through the window. Giving him a big smile, I sat across his desk and pulled out my schedule. “Hello, Mr. Dean. How are you today?”

	“I’m fine,” he said, his steely gaze boring into me. “What can I do for you?”

	“Well, as you can see on my schedule—” I pointed to the offending class “—I was mistakenly placed in drama class. I wanted shop.”

	“Hmm…” He turned to his computer and started typing and clicking. I couldn’t see his screen, so for all I knew, he could have been playing solitaire. “No, it’s not a mistake. Shop class is full, and drama was the only option left.”

	I pulled in a deep breath. “That’s impossible.”

	“No, it’s not,” he answered, looking straight into my eyes. “You were too late with your request and the class filled up rather quickly.”

	“Too—too late?” I said, my eyes wide. “I’m never late for anything.”

	“Technically…” He paused to point at the clock on his wall. “You’re late for your drama class right now.”

	My mouth dropped open. “But—but—I’m not a drama person,” I said. “Can’t I just join the shop class?”

	He shook his head. “No. It’s full. As I’ve already explained. Now I suggest you take this—” he handed me my schedule “—and get to class.”

	I stared down at the schedule before picking it up. Without another word, I left his office, closed the door, and then crumpled up the paper. Stupid schedule. Mr. Dean was mean.

	With another sigh of frustration, I made my way to the auditorium where drama class was already in session, as Mr. Dean had so helpfully pointed out. I opened the door slowly and peeked inside. I didn’t really know the drama kids, but I did recognize one very familiar face in there.

	That black shaggy hair, dark eyes, and tan skin were unmistakable. Oh, and he was also the only kid I knew whose entire body could glow. 

	I slunk quietly into the auditorium and then sat in the chair next to Micah. Crossing my arms, I slumped down further and listened to the teacher go on about the syllabus.

	“Oh, hey,” Micah whispered with a big smile. “I didn’t know you were in this class.”

	“Did you get stuck here, too?” I asked sourly.

	“Stuck?” he said, raising an eyebrow. “No way, I was lucky to get in. The class was full, but they made an exception for me since I transferred so late in the year.”

	I bit my lip to keep from yelling at him. It wasn’t his fault that he got the class he wanted and I didn’t. But it didn’t help that he seemed so excited to be here.

	“I do not want to be here,” I couldn’t help saying.

	“Why not?” he asked.

	“I’m not a drama person,” I explained. “I swear, if I get forced to play Juliet or something equally as stupid, I’m boycotting the whole school.”

	Micah smiled like he was trying to hold back laughter, but I was totally serious. “Well, that’s…that’s just skipping, Win.”

	He had me there. What was worse: forcing myself to go to drama class or skip it entirely to make a point and then receive a failing grade? Ugh. This class was my worst nightmare. The teacher was someone I’d never met before. She told me her name was Ms. Emery and welcomed me, even though I was late. As if pointing out that I’d arrived late wasn’t bad enough, but then she made us get up on the stage and sit in a circle. I just knew we’d have to do some silly icebreaker. 

	“Okay,” Ms. Emery said. She had a rain stick in her hand and she held it out to show us. “This rain stick will double as our talking stick. When we’re doing group activities, we’ll use the rain stick to keep order, so everyone has a chance to have their say.”

	I tried not to sigh out loud. Mr. Dickinson would have never made me talk in shop class. This was already torture.

	“Now we’re going to do an icebreaker to get to know everyone and get used to using the rain stick.” She sat in the empty spot in the circle while I choked on my disdain. “We’ll play the camping trip game. What you do is say your name and that you’re going on a camping trip. Then you say something you’re bringing on the trip that starts with the first letter of your name. I’ll start. My name is Miss Emery. I’m going on a camping trip and I’m bringing eggs.”

	She passed the rain stick to the kid on her left. I listened passively, my mind wandering to other things. Like how I could get Uncle Brian to let me at least look at that cool, shimmery black whip I stole from Rotting Tropics Guy.

	“My name is Micah,” Micah said, pulling me out of my thoughts. “I’m going on a camping trip and I’m bringing matches.”

	He passed me the rain stick and I suddenly froze up. What was I supposed to do again? Oh, right. “Um… My name is Winter. I’m going on a camping trip and bringing…wood.”

	“Oh, what a good pair you two make,” Ms. Emery said, smiling at me and Micah.

	I groaned and passed the rain stick along, wishing I could sink into the stage. Why’d she have to say that, of all things?

	Once everyone in the circle had spoken, Ms. Emery took the rain stick back. “Okay, so we have a few options for what we can study this semester,” she said. “Some of these plays you may not recognize. And of course, we could just go with the classic and well-loved Romeo and Juliet.”

	“Absolutely not!” I shouted before I could stop myself. Micah elbowed me and I clapped a hand over my mouth.

	Ms. Emery turned towards me, her green eyes opened wide. “Do you have something you’d like to say, Winter?”

	I cleared my throat while everyone in the circle focused on me and slowly lowered my hand. “Maybe,” I said more meekly.

	“Alright,” Ms. Emery said pleasantly. “Let’s get you the rain stick, then.” She tapped it with her shiny black nails.

	“Oh, that—” I stopped when she started passing the rain stick along the circle. “That’s not necessary.”

	“Yes, it is,” she said as the rain stick shushed its way around the circle. “This is how we keep order in drama class. Now. Why should we not do Romeo and Juliet?”

	Micah handed me the stick with his lips pressed together, his eyes dancing with repressed laughter. The stick shushed again as I took it from him.

	“Well…because…” My mouth went dry as I looked around at my circle of classmates. “Okay, so it’s the story of two teenagers who meet at a party and just, like, what? Fall instantly in love with each other? And then they make this suicide pact—”

	“Technically,” Ms. Emery cut me off, “they never meant to kill themselves.”

	“Yeah, sure,” I said, standing up and turning so I could see everyone. “But they did kill themselves. Because they were both stupid—or blinded by love, if you want to put it that way. And what was the point of all that? That it’s not good for families to feud with each other?”

	“Yes, that’s a part of it,” Ms. Emery answered neutrally.

	“That’s dumb,” I said, throwing my hands in the air so hard the rain stick sounded more like a storm. “Sorry, but like…there was no other way? Now we’ve got two dead lovers and two grieving families, and I highly doubt that would really bring them together in the end. If anything, I feel like that would just feed the fire. You know, maybe if Juliet and Romeo had taken longer than one night to get to know each other, then they might have been able to properly introduce each other to their families. Also, it’s just super overdone. You know?”

	When I realized that everyone was staring at me with wide eyes, including Micah and Ms. Emery, I finally shut my mouth. Ms. Emery had one hand on her cheek and looked like she was seriously contemplating what I’d said.

	I still had the rain stick, though. “In conclusion—” I cleared my throat “—I think that Romeo and Juliet is a terrible example for the youth of today.”

	As I sat back down, Ms. Emery reached out for the rain stick. “Well,” she said. “That was quite the monologue, thank you. Does anyone else have any objections to Romeo and Juliet?”

	Not a single person stirred. Not even Micah backed me up. I would definitely get him back for that later. When no one spoke, Ms. Emery moved on to something else.

	Micah leaned towards me and whispered, “And you said you’re not dramatic.”

	I could feel myself blush. “I said I’m not a drama person.”

	He smirked and my face flushed even more. The semester was already off to a great start. I couldn’t wait for the class to be over, even if I did cringe at the thought of having to come back here every day.

	Once we were dismissed, I grabbed my bag and rushed out of the auditorium, Micah close behind me.

	“See you after school?” he said.

	My heart skipped a beat. I wasn’t exactly used to having guys tell me they’ll meet me after school, or hang out with me, or even talk to me at all. Micah didn’t need to know that, though. We were really only getting together out of necessity, after all. As nonchalantly as possible I answered, “Yeah.”

	I watched him walk away to his next class. It was kind of cool that we had this secret, one we shared with Ben and Savannah. We were all superheroes, agents of the Edania Organization Toronto Branch—or as we liked to call it, CanEdania.

	At the end of the day, I went back to Mr. Dean’s office, hoping that maybe someone had dropped out of shop class. His answer was another resounding no with a scowl to boot. I scowled right back at him and left his office, resisting the temptation to slam his door shut.

	As I marched away, a soft voice called, “Ah, Winter!”

	I turned to find Ms. Emery smiling at me. “Hey,” I mumbled.

	She smiled. “I’ve heard your impassioned plea. We won’t be doing Romeo and Juliet in class this semester.”

	“Really?” I asked, surprised. “But no one else agreed with me or…even seemed to care.”

	“Exactly,” she said, holding up a finger. “No one cared but you. They had their chance to have a say and didn’t take it.” She shrugged. “The squeaky wheel gets the grease, as they say.”

	I blushed all over again. “I wasn’t trying to be a squeaky wheel. I just…hate that play.”

	She smiled and shook her head, her dark ponytail swinging back and forth. “Yes, you made that very clear. It’s not a bother. There are plenty of other things we can study in class. I’ll see you around.”

	I smiled as she walked away. I had never once had a teacher tell me my thoughts or opinions were heard without a warning that I had to check my attitude. Ms. Emery was obviously different. Maybe her class wouldn’t be so bad.

	By now, the hallways were empty, since all the student who didn’t have extracurriculars hightail it out of there ASAP. I texted Ben and he told me that he and Micah had already gone to CanEdania.

	“Thanks for waiting,” I muttered. But I didn’t bother to text back. I would see them soon enough.

	It should have been a short subway ride to the CN Tower, under which our headquarters were located. But with the after-school rush, the subway was way too crowded for my liking. I waited for three subway cars to go by before I felt like the crowd had thinned out enough that I wouldn’t have to stand too close anyone.

	Somewhere near the back of the CN Tower, out of view of Ripley’s Aquarium, was a tiny shed with a sign that said “Danger: Keep Out.” Ignoring the sign, I went up to the door. I put my hand on the little black box just to the right of the door and it clicked open. There was only one thing in there: an elevator that went so far down it felt like it was taking you to the core of the Earth.

	It wasn’t really, though. It plummeted to CanEdania, our beloved Toronto branch of the Edania Organization. I stepped out into the massive foyer decorated with statues of golden eagles carrying bright red maple leaves. Uncle Brian, as present as ever, sat at the large desk in the middle of the room. He waved at me and then went straight back to typing.

	Down a hall on the right was the training room that my new teammates and I had adopted as our own. It was the one where we’d discovered our Segols and the one where I had set up a corn maze style obstacle course for Micah. It was starting to feel like home.

	Bursting into the room, I said, “Hey, guys, I’m—”

	I cut myself off. It was dark in there, with only emergency lights flickering on and off. The lights in the rest of the building were working, so I flipped the room lights on. Or, at least, I tried to, but nothing happened.

	“Guys?” I called out timidly.

	I peered through the darkness, waiting for my eyes to adjust. Our training room was in shambles. There was stuff strewn all over the place. Some of the wall panels were open and one of the robots was even lying on the floor, looking dead and pathetic. There were large wall dividers blocking my view of the rest of the room.

	Well, that was terrible. “Hey, what’s going on?” I shouted. But still there was no answer.

	Walking farther into the room, I wondered what had happened here. A malfunction of some sort? Were my teammates okay? I hadn’t seen them on the way in and now I had no idea where they were.

	I didn’t get the chance to think about it any longer because the lifeless robot started making a whirring sound. After a moment, it jumped up on its four legs and began scanning the area. Before it got to me, I hid behind a large crate.

	Okay, something is wrong here.

	I could hear the robot getting closer. I closed my eyes and tried to imagine any scenario in which any of this made sense. Where were my teammates? Was I supposed to fix this all by myself?

	The robot jumped on top of the crate, and I screamed. I whirled around and held my hand out and it disappeared. A clattering sound at the far end of the room let me know exactly where it was. But in the dim lighting, I couldn’t see it.

	The lights began to flicker as a voice called out, “Oh, Juliet, where are you?”

	I groaned. Micah. I guess he had decided to get me back for the corn maze.

	“That is not how the line goes!” I shouted back, peering through the dimness.

	“What do you care?” he said. His voice was somewhere on my left and I turned towards it. “You don’t even like that play.”

	I started marching towards his voice. “I do care about misquoting—Ah!”

	I tripped over a bump in the floor and just barely caught myself with my hands without face-planting. I pulled my phone out of my pocket, turned on the flashlight, and held it up.
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