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   Chapter 1
 October 12th, Thursday Morning
  
 I wonder if the Inquisition pays special attention to those of us unfortunate enough to be born on the 13th? Is there any truth to the notion that Friday the 13th is an unlucky day? It seems that way to me sometime. Last time my birthday landed on a Friday I was turning ten so that wasn't as bad because the Inquisition only sends someone to check up on me every four years. Which means for my sixteenth not only do I have to have a birthday on a Friday the 13th but Inquisitor Lockwood will be showing up soon and I get to take my driving test. Isn't there some kind of limit how much a girl has to take?
 "Ravyn?"
 I blinked and looked up from the cartoon doodle of a rat I'd been drawing on my notebook. Mrs. Garnett had that look on her narrow face like she had just asked me a question. I gave her my sweetest smile.
 "I'm sorry. Could I have the question again?"
 Her frown deepened. Someone should have told her that frowning gave her the worst wrinkles. Smiling was much better. I don't think that Mrs. Garnett smiled too often. Obviously Mr. Garnett wasn't doing his job at home.
 "I asked if you could tell us what the problem is with the function on the board?"
 Over the summer Stanton High had put in new computerized white boards in the classrooms. Hurray for no more chalk. I hated getting that stuff on me. I slid out of my seat under the predatory eyes of my classmates and walked up to the board. Mrs. Garnett gave me the electronic stylus. It was sticky from her clammy hands. I fought to keep my smile as I studied the function. It was an obvious error. The program loop in the function used the assignment operator instead of a comparison operator. I quickly drew red flower petals around the offending equal sign. Beneath it I wrote two equal signs together.
 "It needs to be a comparison operator instead of the assignment operator," I said as I handed the stylus back to Mrs. Garnett.
 "Thank you, Ravyn. Next time let's have a less artistic display, okay?"
 I shrugged and went back to my seat. Mrs. Garnett's thin lips were pressed together as she tried to reset the board to the next problem. That's the trouble with giving these teachers new technology. Half of them don't know what to do with it and it's painful to watch. The decibel level in the classroom rose as she continued to struggle. I felt bad for her.
 "Are you going to the dance?" Marjorie asked.
 I slumped in my seat. The Halloween costume dance was coming up. The dance committee already had appropriately themed decorations up around the school. Marjorie's a sweet girl. She didn't have to live with someone that had actually raised the dead. If Friday the 13th was bad enough for a birthday imagine how Halloween feels to someone who's grandmother was burned as a witch?
 "We don't really do Halloween."
 Marjorie's eyes widened. She covered her mouth with her hands for a moment. "I'm sorry. I didn't think about that. Of course."
 "That's okay. I might go to the dance. No one has asked."
 "I'm going with Riley."
 I had to think about that one. I came up blank. She must have seen it on my face.
 Marjorie smiled sheepishly. "He's a freshman."
 "A freshman!"
 She nodded. "Yeah. He's so cute."
 "Class, if I could have your attention?" Mrs. Garnett's voice sounded strained. Mr. Garnett really did need to do a better job. She had way too much stress.
 I didn't get any more details out of Marjorie. Instead class ended and we waved goodbye. I hit my locker and then made my way out to my waiting bike. It was cold outside. I wrapped my scarf around my neck and pulled on my cute knit cap. Tomorrow I'd get my license and then the bike could sit in the garage all winter while I drove to school in heated comfort. I couldn't wait. That is, I couldn't wait to get the license. I wished there was just a way to get the license without having to take the test. I hate tests under the best circumstances but especially when driving. The thought of sitting behind the wheel while some smug bureaucrat judged my driving made me feel sick.
 I got on the bike and started for home. I didn't know what I would find when I got there. What if Inquisitor Lockwood had already shown up? He'd never come before my birthday. Usually he showed up a few days afterward. Always without any warning. International treaties gave the Inquisition the powers to deal with any witch — a generic catchall term used to describe those with various psychic abilities. I couldn't read minds or move things around with my mind. I wasn't anything like Carrie White popularized by Stephen King. As far as I knew I was perfectly normal. My mother was also normal. So why did Inquisitor Lockwood come knocking every four years or so? Because of Nana. My grandmother had been a powerful necromancer until the Inquisition caught up with her and burned her. Of course they call it a treatment these days and there's no burning at the stake. It's a targeted surgical procedure that removes the offending brain tissue. Trouble is they still don't know exactly what gives people these abilities. They've just figured out that if they burn out a big old chunk of gray matter the 'witch' won't manifest the abilities any longer. Of course it also leaves them in a pretty vegetative state. But that's the price for public safety.
 I got on the bike path along the creek and picked up the pace. I wanted to get home early enough to get some driving practice in tonight.
 Our house isn't anything fancy. A ranch house with a full basement. The basement is mine. I took the bike into the garage. I leaned it up against the wall and turned my attention to my birthday present. Mom let me have it early so I could practice driving it before I got my license. A 2002 cherry red Volkswagen New Beetle convertible. Too cute. I ran my hand along the door for a minute and then went inside through the mudroom connecting the kitchen to the garage.
 "Mom?"
 Mom walked into the kitchen wearing a sleek black off-shoulder dress and spun around. I have to hand it to her, she's still pretty much a babe. It helps that she had me young, but still. We're a lot alike. Petite with dark hair and fair skin. Mom says I have my Dad's eyes. I've seen the pictures and I'm not sure but it's a nice thought.
 "How do I look?"
 "Great, but what's going on?"
 "I've got a date." Mom was all smiles. Scratch driving practice. "Honey —?"
 I gave in. Who could blame me? The woman is lonely. I can understand that. "I'll watch Nana. Go. Have a good time. I have homework to do."
 "I thought you'd order a pizza?" She held out cash which I'm always happy to take. "We're saving the cake for tomorrow but you can have ice cream tonight if you want dessert."
 "Sure. Sounds good. Who's the lucky guy? Anyone I know?"
 She shook her curls. "Nope. His name is Carl. I met him at the store. How's soon-to-be-birthday-girl?"
 "Fine. Don’t you have any idea when a particular Inquisitor is going to show up?"
 That wilted Mom's smile. "No, you know they don't tell us. I doubt that he'd show up early but if he does I've got my cell. Just give me a call. Or if anything goes wrong with Nana."
 "Nothing will go wrong. Have fun."
 "It's okay? I'm sorry to be going out tonight, but with our schedules…" 
 "It's fine. Really. And you'll be home tomorrow, right?"
 "Yes. Okay. You're the best."
 "That's right. Just think how lucky you are to have such a perfect daughter."
 Mom laughed and gave me a hug. It felt good to make her happy. I breathed deep and smelled her perfume and clean skin. I pulled back and pointed a finger at her. "You be careful too. Standard opt out call?"
 "I don't think we'll need that tonight."
 I raised an eyebrow.
 She lifted her hands in surrender. "Fine. Call."
 I nodded, satisfied. Parents don't always think things through. I'd give her a call part way into her date. That way if she wanted to bail out she could use the call as an excuse. It had proven useful in the past. I hoped, for her sake, that it wasn't necessary tonight. Maybe Carl would be the guy. I'd given up on having a father a long time ago but Mom wasn't even forty yet. It'd be nice if she had someone in her life – other than Nana – when I go away to college.
 "I'm going to go down to my room to work on homework until your date gets here. What time is he picking you up?"
 Mom shook her head. "We're meeting at the restaurant. I'll leave around seven."
 "Okay."
 "You want me to order the pizza?"
 I wasn't hungry right then. "No thanks. I'll do it later."
 I felt a bit guilty as I went down the stairs to my room in the basement. Nana would have her usual soup. She couldn't eat pizza. I'd probably end up fixing a sandwich and just hang onto the cash. A girl needed gas money, after all. I'd pay her back after I got a job. But to get a job I needed reliable transportation. I could ride the bike but then I'd get to work all sweaty or soaked by the rain. Not a pretty picture. No, the car would solve my transportation troubles. With the money I made from the job I didn't have yet I'd finally be able to get out of here and go to college. And once I got a good high-paying gig I could afford to hire someone to help Mom out with Nana. So keeping the cash now only made sense.
 The basement is set up as an apartment with its own bathroom and a small kitchen. Mom plans to rent it out after I'm gone to college but for now it gives me a taste of what life will be like after I move out. I dumped my books beside the computer on the desk in the corner of my living room. Other than the computer desk the room held a couch, television and a recliner in the corner. Along the other walls were a couple book shelves and my Nordic Track. Contrary to teenage stereotypes it wasn't a mess. I kept my place tidy and tastefully, I thought, decorated. The kitchen was to the left of the stairs with an open bar between it and the rest of the room. Two doors further along led to the bathroom and bedroom. The bedroom wasn't exactly a master suite but it was comfortable enough and had a door leading to the bathroom as well. Not that anyone ever saw the basement. I didn't bring people home often. Mostly because of Nana.
 I settled into my computer chair and dragged the Python programming book out of my bag. I might as well start with my favorite subject.
 The hours passed and Mom called down that she was leaving for her date. I had just about finished my homework so I went upstairs to wave her off and check on Nana. After she pulled out I went down the hall to Nana's room and knocked lightly on the door.
 "Nana?" I didn't wait for an answer. Nana rarely spoke. I eased the door open and stepped inside.
 Nana was sitting by the window in her favorite rocking chair. In her hands the knitting needles clicked away. It looked like a sweater. She knitted for hours every day. Half the time she didn't even look at the knitting but instead gazed out the large windows at the garden. We'd planted a wide range of flowers outside to keep her attention and give her something to look at. This time of the year, though, there wasn't much blooming. Some of the marigolds were still going. She didn't look up as I came in.
 "Nana? How are you doing?"
 Nana's eyes flicked in my direction and returned to the window. She knew I was there at least. I turned on the light. The room was immediately brighter with pretty flowered wallpaper. The whole room was done in flowers, Mom's idea. I think she went a bit overboard. The wallpaper, curtains, bed spreads and even the knick knacks on the dresser and book case were flowers. A few ceramic hummingbirds hung in the window. It was like a florist shop had exploded in the room. I don't know how much Nana paid attention but Mom said it was important to keep her mind on living things.
 I walked around the bed and looked at Nana. She always looked so sad like she could cry in a moment. Her lips trembled and her eyes watered. I don't know if the flowers made her feel better or not. Sometimes I thought she must just want to get out and have fun. Mom didn't like her to go out. She was afraid that Nana would wander off on her own or trip and fall. She said that it would get Nana over excited. Maybe she's right.
 "Mom's gone out on a date, Nana. But I'm here. Would you like your soup?"
 Nana nodded slowly but she still didn't look at me.
 "Okay. I'll get it ready and then I'll be back."
 I had already reached the door when Nana spoke.
 "They come back, you know. They'll come for you."
 I took a breath and went on out. Nana always said things like that, if she said anything at all. It freaked me out. I was pretty sure when she talked about 'them' she meant dead things. She thought I was like her. I hoped that she was wrong. I didn't want to be a necromancer. To be called a witch. I didn't want anyone to get hurt and that's what happened when dead things came back. The research was clear on that point. Waking up dead things wasn't a good idea. They always came back wrong. People thought that they could talk to their deceased loved ones – but what came back didn't have any of that love. Whatever it was that could come back was dangerous.
 Mom hardly ever talks about what happened with Nana but I think that they moved around a lot, probably on the run from the Inquisition. Nana was still on the run when Mom and Dad got married. But the Inquisition caught up to her after the wedding. I think that Mom blames herself for that. I don't know why, exactly, but I'd guess Nana wanted to go to the wedding. What mother wouldn't want to see her daughter's wedding? It went bad for Mom after that. Nana got caught by the Inquisition and burned. Dad died in a freak accident fixing up the basement. Yeah, and believe me that knowing that sometimes weirded me out living down there. But most of the time I thought that he would like it if he could know how much I like the rooms down there. It makes me feel closer to him.
 I fixed Nana's soup and a sandwich for myself and took the tray in to her. We ate together in silence. After she finished I picked up the latest novel by Dan Simmons and started reading to Nana. Mom usually read to her in the evening. I'd missed the first part of the book so I didn't know what was going on but Nana closed her eyes and looked peaceful. Mom said that Nana enjoyed listening to the stories. It seemed that way although I thought it was hard to be sure. Maybe she just enjoyed the company and the sound of our voices. When I finished she got ready for bed. I tucked her in and headed back downstairs.
 "Perky? Here kitty?"
 No sign of the cat. She usually came back inside before bed but she hadn't come back last night. I worried about it a bit but cats are like that sometimes. Once she took off for a week. I didn't think too much of it and sat down to finish my homework.
 By the time I closed my books I felt worn out. Not from the homework. Most of that is nothing but busy work anyway. My computer science class is interesting at least. I was tired of history, though. Part of it was the topic we were on at the moment. The Inquisition, my favorite bogeymen. We were tracing the development of the Inquisition from historical inquisitions based on religious views to the current modern secular inquisition that served as an international police force. One with a narrow mandate but broad powers. Ask almost anyone and they would say that the Inquisition was a necessary thing in a world where some people developed the ability to move things with their minds or light fires. Or raise the dead. The use of the term witch as a catchall for anyone displaying those sorts of abilities had its roots in the original witch trials.
 Is the Inquisition necessary? Maybe. I feel sorry for Nana and I love her. I think it's horrible that she had part of her brain burned out. But what options are there? Unless they develop a cure for this sort of thing, one that doesn't leave you a vegetable, what are we supposed to do? We studied what can happen if the dead come back in school. Sure, it doesn't happen very often these days but it is like any disease. If you don't treat it then it spreads. They've drilled it into us that we're supposed to report anything strange that happens.
 Not that it makes me any happier to think about Inquisitor Lockwood coming. Oh, he's always nice and polite and everything but it doesn't change the fact that he shows up to see if he's going to have to take me away. Or Mom. The evidence indicates that there must be some sort of genetic predisposition to develop those abilities. Since Nana had been a necromancer then there was a chance that we could become one too. And I had Nana making comments like she had earlier about me. So far she hadn't said that in front of Lockwood. I hoped that she wouldn't. She didn't usually talk during his visits. I think he scared her.
 I had to do something. I got up from the computer. I needed a run. It was too late and too dark outside but that's why I had the Nordic track. Mom bought it during one of her fitness crazes but she gave it up quickly. I liked it. Running in the cool comfort of my basement. Nothing beat that.
 I changed into a cute pair of shorts and a sports bra, put on my running shoes and went at it. I took the time to stretch first, of course. With my iPod playing I tried to forget all about birthdays, Inquisitions and dead things. Tomorrow was the big day.
 Happy birthday to me.
  
   Chapter 2
 October 13th, Friday Morning
  
 "How was the date?" I asked and innocently sipped my orange juice.
 Mom stood on the other side of the kitchen island wearing her fuzzy bathrobe. The one she always wore when she was happy. She answered with a silly grin. "Wonderful."
 "You slut!"
 "Ravyn Washington! How could you say that to your mother?"
 I rolled my eyes. "Because you're a slut. You slept with him on the first date?"
 Mom pointed a finger at me. "Don't get any ideas, young lady. You're not having sex until you're done with college."
 "How come you don't think I've already had sex?"
 Her face froze. I laughed. "Jeeze, Mom. Don't have a stroke over it."
 Her mouth fell open but she couldn't speak. I put down my glass of juice.
 "It's okay, Mom. You can breathe again. I'm still your pure, unspoiled daughter. I haven't let any of those filthy boys touch me. Well, not that way at least."
 Mom leaned on the counter and shook her head. "Why do you torture me?"
 "Because you love it so," I answered sweetly. "You know, if you wanted to throw on some clothes I could drive to school. Get in some practice before the test? Call it a birthday wish?"
 I was supposed to take the driving test after school today. I felt sick thinking about it and couldn't tell if it was from excitement or fear. Probably both.
 Mom shook her head. "I can't, honey. I'm sorry. I need to shower, take care of Nana's bath and get to work. I don't have time to run up to the school."
 "I haven't had hardly any time to practice. Do you want me to fail the test?"
 "Ravyn, you know that's not the case. I just have so much to do. Besides, one trip up to the school isn't going to make that much difference."
 "No, it's all the other times I haven't gotten to practice. I thought it would make me feel a bit better."
 "You'll be fine." Mom came around the island and gave me a quick hug and kissed my forehead. "You know what you're doing. You're a better driver than me. It won't be any problem."
 "Sure, you can say that, but you're not the one taking the test."
 "And I'm thrilled that I don't have to take the test. But you'll be fine. Now you'd better get going. Watch out for black ice, honey. It was cold last night."
 I looked around the kitchen. "Have you seen Perky?"
 Mom shook her head.
 "She's been missing the last couple days."
 "I'm sure she's fine. She'll show up."
 I nodded. Mom was probably right. "Okay. I'm going. Try not to sleep with anyone else before I get home."
  
   Chapter 3
 October 13th, Later
 I bicycled through town figuring that the main roads would have less chance of ice. As I passed the hotel and was about to turn the corner I looked back and saw three people wearing expensive red suits with black shirts. The Inquisition. I saw Lockwood clearly leading the way to the black and red SUV parked nearby. I only saw him for a second and then I was around the corner and thankfully out of sight. Even though I've only met him three times in my life I had no trouble recognizing him. Actually, it must be four times. Mom said he came after I was born, but that’s the only visit I don’t remember.. I remember him coming a couple days after my fourth birthday and then again after my eighth and twelfth birthdays. Lockwood is the perfect Inquisitor. If he was an actor he could give Tom Cruise a run for his money, as far as looks. I suspect that he'd be a better actor. He's charming and seems to care but his job is to decide if I need to be hauled off and have part of my brain burned out. Someone who can seem so sincere while they're trying to decide something so grisly could easily win an Oscar.
 I felt like stopping and catching my breath but instead I pushed harder on the pedals. I wanted to get to school for once. Anything rather than being caught out in the open. He hadn't come to the school, on the other visits.
 To most people the Inquisitors are like fire fighters crossed with secret agents. They've got the gadgets, they travel the world and they put out fires of a different sort. You've got someone in your community setting fires with their mind? Call the Inquisition. They'll come in and sort out the person. It doesn't matter what the witch can do — the Inquisition will take care of the problem. And they come across as compassionate. Their mission, they claim, is to cure witches. To remove that quirk that gives them their dangerous abilities and then set them free. That is, if they don't face any other legal charges. If you commit a crime with those sorts of abilities you face not only having part of your brain burned out but also punishment for the crimes. And the courts love to give maximum sentences to someone who deliberately used such powers to commit crimes. Bottom line, it's no safer for so-called witches today than it was in the Fifteenth century.
 I felt better when I saw the school ahead and slowed down so I'd have a chance to catch my breath. I didn't want to show up all huffing and puffing.
 As it turned out I was ten minutes early. I must have really been moving. I saw Trisha in the courtyard as I coasted in and waved. She waved back and walked over with small mincing steps thanks to a tight skirt and tall heels. Not exactly the sort of outfit most could pull off but it looked good on her. It had to drive the guys crazy, not that Trisha cared since she was a lesbian.
 "Hey babe," she said. "You're riding in this cold?"
 "Look who’s talking. That isn't exactly a wintry outfit you've got on."
 Her golden curls bounced as she laughed. "You like?"
 "It's great but it looks cold." I finished locking my bike and slung my backpack over my shoulder.
 "It is. Let's get inside." Trisha grabbed my arm and tugged me towards the door.
 I was glad to get inside, stripping off my gloves as we walked through the crowded halls towards my locker. Trisha kept going on about some girl that she'd seen at a math club competition. That's right. Trisha and I have been friends for years. The computer geek and math geek. Trisha likes to say that we're doing our part to redefine geeks as hot and sexy. I'm not sure about my contribution to the cause but Trisha does have that role down just fine. She says I'm gorgeous, that if I wasn't straight she'd be all over me. I'm flattered, I guess, but I just don't put the effort into it that she does. I will for a special occasion, like a dance or something, but not every day. At that moment, though, I wasn't really listening to Trisha. I was thinking about mister tall, dark and dangerous that I had seen outside the hotel. Trisha knew me well enough to pick up on that.
 "Hello? Ravyn? Sweetie? Are you listening to me?"
 A fly buzzed in front of my face at that moment. I jumped back with an embarrassing girlish shriek and swatted at the bug. It easily dodged my hand and buzzed off into the crowd.
 "Uh oh, break out the fly swatters."
 "Very funny. You know I have a thing about them."
 "Yeah, I do, and that's what's funny. You weren't listening to me."
 I took the books for first period and closed my locker. "Sorry. I was thinking about something else. This girl, what's her name?"
 Trisha sighed. "Crystal something or another. She goes to Lincoln, a Junior."
 "An older woman, how exciting."
 "Nope. Actually she's a year younger than us. She home schooled until high school and skipped a couple grades."
 "And she's a babe?"
 Trisha's eyes widened and she bit her lip as she nodded.
 I started down the hall with Trisha beside me. "So? Are you going to ask her out?"
 "I don't know."
 "Why not?"
 "Because I don't know if she's straight or not. She could be like you — delicious but unattainable. At least until you decide to experiment someday."
 I laughed. "That's going to be the day after never. Sorry. But you shouldn't worry about that. You ask her out for coffee or something. You've got the whole math geek thing in common. I'm not suggesting you just jump on her."
 "Can't I?"
 "Coffee first. See how she reacts. You know what to look for."
 Another fly or the same one picked that moment to dive bomb my head. I shrieked again — I really hate doing that — and dropped my books as I ducked and tried to cover my head. Okay, I know it is silly but I can't stand flies. I don't know how anyone can tolerate them. I know the types of places that flies like to hang out and anything that has been in those places I don't want touching me. Thank you.
 People around me laughed. I looked up and glared at Trisha since she was one of those laughing. She clamped her lips together.
 "Hey Ravyn. Is that fly bothering you?" Pete Calkins stood over me. Our six foot six inches tall and nearly as wide football player. He followed the fly with his eyes and lifted his hand.
 I stood up. "No, Pete, really —"
 His thick hand darted out with surprising quickness and engulfed the unfortunate fly. "Squishy."
 He flicked his hand and the fly splatted against one of the nearby lockers. It was gross. He reached out and I jerked my arm up and away.
 "That's really sick Pete. Promise me you're going to wash that hand?"
 He rubbed it on his jeans. "No problem. It was just a fly. Have a nice day."
 I gave him plenty of space as he lumbered past. Didn't he realize where that fly had been? I wanted to go after him and drag him to a bathroom to wash his hand but that plan had several flaws. One, I couldn't drag him anywhere if my life depended on it. Two, going into a bathroom with him wouldn't help my reputation at all. And three, I didn't want to be anywhere close to him. I looked at Trisha.
 "Let's get to class."
 She touched my arm and pointed at the locker. "Look. It isn't dead. Poor thing."
 I looked and felt goose bumps march up my arms. The fly was stuck to the locker still but one wing was buzzing away. I could see a couple hairy legs twitching. I knew that those horrid compound eyes were looking at me. The only thing holding it to the locker was the fact that its guts were smashed out and sticking it there. What if it got free? It couldn't fly, I was sure. Not in the condition it was in but it might crawl towards me.
 "Now. We're going."
 We hadn't gone more than a couple yards when another fly buzzed past me. I jerked away and it circled back for another pass. I swung my book at it and nearly hit Trisha. I suddenly had the irrational fear that it was the same fly that Pete had squished on the locker. It was flying around with its nasty guts hanging out. Then a second fly buzzed past and third. Other students noticed the flies now and thankfully I wasn't the only one that was crying out when they came close now. I heard a couple other screams. It was crazy. I know that, but I can't stand flies. Some people are afraid of spiders or snakes or whatever. For me it is flies. It's like they know it too because they always seem to want to fly around me. As I looked around I saw that there were a lot more than a few flies. They buzzed by several at a time but I also saw them on the lockers, walls and the ceiling. A swarm of flies.
 The bell sounded then and the kids started streaming out of the hall. Some of the guys started smashing the flies with their text books against the lockers so the clanging crashes accompanied our retreat to the classrooms. I shuddered thinking about those flies smeared all over the books. If it were me I'd be tempted to burn the book. Or at least strip the jacket off and burn that.
 First period is French with Monsieur Dubois. It's a small class. Spanish and Japanese are the popular classes to take. I tried to get into the Spanish class but I got my registration form submitted too late and it was already filled. Japanese looks too hard. At least with French I've got essentially the same alphabet and even some words are the same. Très Bien, I say. The flies hadn't made it into the classroom but that's all anyone was talking about. Vu Nguyen was happily showing off his fly splattered notebook. It sounded like the guys were competing over who had managed to smash the greatest number of flies.
 Monsieur Dubois is a small neat man who always wears a suit to work. A lot of the younger teachers don't. He also doesn't let you call him by his first name. The kids still like him though. He's one of those tough but fair teachers. The sort that they make movies like Stand and Deliver about. He doesn't try to be your friend and he sets high expectations. He clapped his hands.
 "Bien, bien. Congratulations on your magnificent defense against the flies. Maintenant, si je pouvais avoir votre attention, nous commencerons classe."
 The door opened then and Logan Foster strolled into the class. I saw a couple flies go by the door as he entered but none followed him in. I breathed easier. Logan's easy on the eyes, I think. He's tall but not freakishly so. The sort of tall that you'd have to lift up your heels just a bit to kiss without standing on your tippy toes. Trisha poked me in the back. I looked back at her and mouthed “what?”
 She wiggled an eyebrow in Logan's direction as he took his seat under Monsieur Dubois' patient gaze.
 I shook my head and opened my book while stealing another glance at Logan. I'm not sure what I like about him, beside the height and the fact that he's in good shape. I like his biceps, I guess. But he's eye candy, not someone I would date. He transferred in at the end of last year and is on the track team. There's something about him, though, that I just don't trust. The other kids seem to like him but I can't get over the fact that he makes my skin crawl and not in a good way. I don't think.
 "If we can possibly begin class now?"
 The P.A. system blared to life cutting Monsieur Dubois off. "Attention everyone."
 Monsieur Dubois rolled his eyes and smiled at the classroom. Chuckles spread around the room. Our Principal is named Skinner, poor man. He must have hated it when The Simpsons came on the air.
 "Attention," Skinner continued. "I have an important announcement regarding the appearance of a number of flies in the main corridor before class this morning."
 That actually got my attention.
 "Our facilities maintenance staff informs me that the flies originated from a rodent that died in the ventilation system."
 "Cool," Mark said and earned a glare from Monsieur Dubois.
 "Despite this incident we have determined that there is no health risk at this time. The remains have been eradicated and the flies will be eliminated. In the meantime I ask that everyone refrain from smashing flies on the lockers. Anyone caught taking this matter into their own hands will get detention and spend the time cleaning the hallways. Thank you for your attention."
 The P.A. squawked off. Monsieur Dubois gestured for quiet.
 "Bien. Now we will continue with the lesson of today. Please, if you will all turn to page 126, Chapter 6 of your text books."
  
   Chapter 4
 October 13th
  
 I dreaded going back out into the hallway after French class but Principal Skinner had been true to his word and most of the flies had already been removed. I did see a couple crumpled black bodies littering the corners of the hallway and some smeared remains on lockers but only a couple flies buzzed around the lights and dive-bombed the students.
 By third period my bladder had reached its capacity. Too much orange juice this morning, I guess. I got a hall pass from Mr. Greenberg and headed out to the restroom. I like the school best when it is like this, empty. The halls are wide and I can walk freely. And without flies at this point. It feels a bit like freedom to walk past classrooms full of students busy working. Mr. Greenberg teaches art, thankfully, so it wasn't like I was missing something important. He believed in letting each 'artist' work on their own pace. My painting of our flower garden could wait.
 I was at the bathroom before I noticed the smell. It stuck in my nose. The rank foul smell of something rotten. I stopped with my hand on the door and debated going in or not. If I went down the East corridor there was another restroom. I couldn't tell if it was even coming from the bathroom or not. I thought it had to be coming from the dead rodent that had produced the flies. When they moved it to clean it up the gases must have gone into the air system or something. I grimaced and pushed the door open.
 The bathroom looked as it always did, clean and white. There were a few smudges on the mirrors but mostly the place was clean. None of the stalls were closed. It looked like I had it to myself. It would have been nice except the smell was much worse in here. I gagged on the stink and held my gut. I wasn't going to get sick. I breathed through my mouth and forced my stomach to settle down. The feeling that I was going to heave all over the place subsided and I straightened up. The place was rank but I could deal and I still had to pee. In fact I had to pee worse than ever. I hurried into the stall, closed and latched the door and went about my business. I'd just about finished when I saw the girl standing at the sink. I hadn't heard her come in and could only see her through the narrow gap between the stall door and the frame. She had long black hair that hung nearly to her waist. No curls or even a braid, yet it wasn't neat. You see some women who have their hair perfectly straight but this wasn't like that. It looked like she had slept on it and not bothered to brush it out. She wore a long dark skirt that went down to her ankles and a dark sweater with long sleeves. Her hands were clasped together behind her back. The nails were broken and bloody. Her hands were dirty and scratched. The more I looked through the crack the more I noticed about her outfit. It was dirty too. Torn in places and wet looking. I noticed that the smell had gotten even worse, something that I wouldn't have thought possible only moments before. It was coming from her, I thought.
 Even though I didn't want to believe that, I couldn't shake the thought. It was horrible but she scared me. I shrank back from the crack and slowly lifted my feet from the floor. I didn't want her to know I was in the stall. I felt ashamed. The way she looked she needed help from someone but I was scared. I grabbed onto my knees and held them.
 She twitched. It started at her legs and ran up her body. Her hands clenched spasmodically. Her body shook. Her head stuttered to the side. Slowly she started to turn around. I closed my eyes. I didn't want to see her face. The thought of it was unbearable. I screwed my eyes tight and held onto my knees. I gritted my teeth and breathed as quietly as I could through my nose despite the stink that made my gut clench. Tears stung my eyes and leaked out down my cheeks. I wanted to know where she was but I couldn't look. Then I heard a familiar and terrifying sound. The buzzing noise of flies. My breath caught in my throat and I opened my eyes. She hadn't turned all the way around. She still stood by the sink but I could see her profile. With her hair hanging about her face I couldn't see much but a slight curve of a pasty gray cheek and the swell of bluish lips. A fly crawled across her pouting lower lip. Others buzzed around her in a nasty cloud. I saw something move on the floor and saw something even worse. Smashed and crumpled flies lurched and clawed their way across the tiles toward her. She shuddered again, twitching and convulsing, and started to turn more towards the stalls. Several flies took off into the air as they were dislodged by her spasmodic movements.
 It was too much. A pent up scream burst out of my throat. I jumped off the toilet and clawed open the latch. With one hand pulling up my pants I used the other to wrench the door open. I tried not to look at her as I ran for the exit. It's hard to run with your pants undone and something like that behind you but I managed. At least for a few steps. I might have made it except for the fly that flew right in my screaming mouth. It stopped me just as effectively as running into a wall. I jerked back and my much abused stomach couldn't take anymore. I bent over and let loose across the floor. Bye bye breakfast. The heaves shook my body and brought me to my knees. I braced my hands on my legs and gave up the last of everything in my stomach. It was only a small relief that I saw the fly struggling in the midst of my vomit.
 I didn't faint. I don't know what happened after that, but I'm sure, despite what the nurse said, that I didn't faint.
 I woke up in the nurses' office with a cool towel on my forehead and the bitter aftertaste of bile on my lips. Nurse Greenberg was right there beside the bed.
 "You're okay," she said. Her lips pursed. "How do you feel?"
 I thought about what I had seen in the bathroom and felt sick in an entirely different way. Whatever that was that I had seen, had I woken it up? Was I a necromancer? If I was I couldn't afford to let anyone know.
 "I feel fine," I said cautiously. "What happened?"
 "You were found in the bathroom. It looked like you had vomited and then fainted."
 I didn't faint, I thought. I couldn't tell her that. "Who found me?"
 "Michelle Parker. Scared her quite a bit, I'll tell you. She thought you were dead." Nurse Greenberg chuckled. "By the time I got there you were already coming around. I have to ask, Ravyn. Have you been taking drugs?"
 I shook my head.
 "Have you been sexually active? Is there a chance you're pregnant?"
 "No. I mean, I haven't gone that far yet."
 Nurse Greenberg nodded and I realized that I could see it in her eyes that she didn't believe me. I sat up but she put a hand on my shoulder.
 "Can't I go to class?"
 "I'm afraid not. We've called your mother. She's going to come and take you home. We'll be running some tests. Once we have the results the school board will decide what actions to take, if any."
 "Tests? You can't do that!"
 "It's policy, and we have your mother's permission. She signed the form at the start of the year. We have to do a drug screening. They'll also check for pregnancy. We need to get to the bottom of what happened."
 "You don't need to do that. It was a fly."
 "A fly?"
 "That's right." I seized on the memory. "I have a thing about flies. I was in the bathroom and one of those flies went in my mouth as I was leaving. I'm sorry, it just freaked me out and made me sick."
 "Well, the school board is going to insist on the tests anyway. I've already taken the blood sample so you can just wait for your mother to get here."
 It was infuriating. They didn't have the right to do that. It creeped me out thinking about Nurse Greenberg drawing blood while I was out of it like some sort of vampire. Thinking of her like that made me remember the real reason for what had happened in the bathroom. The dead girl. I put my hand to my head and lay back down. Nurse Greenberg must have been satisfied that I wasn't going to be difficult and she left me alone. As soon as she was gone I sat up and looked around the room for another way out. In my mind I kept seeing that girl. Her twitching stinking self could show up out of nowhere for all I knew. Maybe she could walk through stuff like walls. I had a mental picture of seeing a gray hand suddenly reaching through the wall with broken and bloody fingernails, twitching like a spider. Icky. I tried to focus on escape instead and ignored the other thought that I could feel scratching around in my skull.
 There were two windows in the room. Both were long and skinny with frosted glass and not the sort that opened. I figured I could break them but there wasn't any way that I could squeeze through that narrow frame and I'm petite. I might be able to get my legs and arms through but I was busty enough that there was no way my chest could make it. At least not without scraping off a nipple or two in the process. I winced. No, I wasn't going to try that. With the windows ruled out that left me with the door or the ceiling tiles above the bed. The door was risky. I couldn't know if the nurse was right outside or not. To reach the ceiling tiles I'd have to put the stool on the bed to reach and I didn't even know if there was anything up there that could hold my weight. Assuming there was and I could get up in the ceiling I couldn't see how I'd get rid of the stool so she'd know where I'd gone. It'd also probably be dark up there. And where would I go? I'd have to come out some place. Could I really find my way crawling around through the ceiling?
 I had to face it. I didn't have any good options. Ultimately it was Mom coming to get me so eventually I'd have to deal with her even if I did manage to escape. Probably the bravest thing I could do right now was wait and maintain my innocence.
 It might work with Mom. I didn't see it working with Inquisitor Lockwood. That's what was really bothering me. True, the dead chick had scared me. I couldn't think of a time when I'd been more scared. It made me feel queasy just thinking about it again. The space between my shoulder blades itched and I had to check behind me to make sure she hadn't come through the wall. I wished I hadn't ever wondered if she could do that. I couldn't ignore what had happened in the bathroom. Some dead thing had appeared. The building hadn't been evacuated and I didn't see any red suits yet so I had to think that she had been gone when Michelle Parker came into the bathroom and had found me lying in my own pool of vomit. So there was a fairly good chance that they didn't know about that part. It gave me some breathing space but didn't answer the question. Had I woken that dead chick up somehow? I didn't remember doing anything to have caused that to happen. And if it hadn't been me then there must be a necromancer in the school. Right now I didn't know which it was. When they talked about witches in history books they didn't exactly give instructions on how their powers worked. I'd gotten the impression that they didn't always have a lot of control over what was happening. Maybe I'd done it and didn't realize it.
 There were only two people I knew that might be able to answer the question. One with a good chunk of her brain burned away and one that would burn my brain if he thought I was waking dead things. What is a girl to do?
  
   Chapter 5
 October 13th, Friday Afternoon
  
 The ride home with Mom was quiet. She hadn't said anything at the school either. She came in and sat holding her purse while Nurse Greenberg told her what had happened. I tried to tell Mom about the fly but Nurse Greenberg had already made it clear that the school considered drug use the most likely explanation for my being found unconscious in the bathroom in a pool of vomit. Pregnancy was also suggested as a possible explanation — although that didn't rule out in Nurse Greenberg's opinion that drugs could have been involved. Mom didn't respond in the hallway but she waited while I unlocked my bike and put it on the roof rack.
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