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Hide me from the conspiracy of the wicked,


from that noisy crowd of evildoers.


They sharpen their tongues like swords


and aim their words like deadly arrows.


They shoot from ambush at the innocent;


they shoot suddenly, without fear.


They encourage each other in evil plans,


they talk about hiding their snares;


they say, “Who will see it?”


 


(The Bible, 2nd Book of Psalms, Psalm 64: 3-5)


 




Prologue


The moon shone bright, flooding the streets with light. It was a full moon. They were the worst. The creatures tended to freak out.


Why were there so many construction sites everywhere, all at the same time?


I hate this town, I thought as I turned onto the main street that had been dug up on all sides.


I wound my way through the red and white striped sign posts, jumped over barrier tapes, and leapt over a deep excavation pit at the last minute. I landed on a heap of sand on the other side of the pit. It was wet from all the drizzle that fell last night. My hands and shoes were full of sand. I was already looking forward to the crust of sand at the bottom of my shoes tomorrow morning, but there was no time to think about that now. I had to hunt down that monster fleeing the edge of my sword. It was always the same with those beasts: they fled in panic every time they saw the edge of my sword and I had to run after them. I hated to run.


This one was so damn fast my tongue was already hanging with exhaustion. But I wasn’t someone who gave up easily. I’d get that rascal, all right!


The monster raced down the road on all fours. Its limbs were as massive as tree trunks and its back was as broad as a closet. Its skin was a dark green strewn with disgusting spots, more like abscesses, that threatened to burst any minute and spray me with its foul, toxic broth.


Why weren’t there any good-looking, nice smelling monsters? I suddenly found myself wondering.


Well, they were the spawn of the devil, so I guess one couldn’t expect them to be anything else. The monster’s neck was girdled with prickles. It turned its head round and looked at me, and I waved back, making it very clear that I was right on its tail and that it was only a question of time before I got it. It stared at me with its yellow eyes, grunting like a pig, which told me it was exhausted and was having problems keeping up the pace. The monster turned front before it bolted round the corner. I gathered every bit of strength still left in me and followed. After I turned the corner, I stopped, totally bewildered. It was gone! Just like that. Vanished from the face of the earth.


I couldn’t help but wonder if those creatures had learned to fly. I raised my head and scanned the skies above me, but there wasn’t anything other than the twinkling stars behind a thin veil of smog.


I took one step after the other, carefully winding my way through the road works. At one point I went under a barrier tape where a pile of planks blocked my view. I leaned forward cautiously to see what was behind it, but there was nothing there, either.


Suddenly, I heard crackling. I turned around, surveying the surroundings, but couldn’t see any monsters around. I took a few steps back and hit the tailgate of a truck. Startled, I screamed before I realized what it was and couldn’t help but laugh at myself. 


Ada, old girl, you’re pretty jumpy today!


I walked slowly around the truck and even looked under it to check if the monster was hanging on to the chassis. No such luck! I was getting impatient. Such games cost me a lot of precious time and made me even angrier. After I walked away from the truck, I saw a long, narrow building pit ahead of me. It was deep and there were beams jutting out of it to stabilize the sidewalls. Yellow lights were flashing at me. I walked along the pit slowly, trying to discern things in the dark. Halfway across, I suddenly heard a familiar grunt. Aha, there you are at last!


I stuck my sword into the pit and probed around its depths, intending to scare the monster somewhat. Instead, it got so terrified that it darted out of the pit in a flash, almost knocking me down. Damn freak! Instinctively, I used my hands to brace myself from falling all the way down before a severe pain shot up my arms and shoulders. I was furious with myself for not having seen it coming. It wasn’t long before I redirected my anger at those who deserved it more. I might fall every now and then, but I’ll always get on my feet again.


I spun around and found myself gazing right into the monster’s face. It was crouching a few meters away from me and staring at me with its yellow eyes. 


“Come on! Let’s finish this off. We’re both pooped,” I said, twirling the sword in my hand. The monster grunted back and I took it as a sign of consent.


I charged at it, and before it even realized what had happened, it was staring at my sword through its spotted breast. Right through its heart.


“If you hadn’t given me such a run, I would have been nicer to you,” I whispered, pulling the sword from its fatal wound. My treasured relic was smudged all over. Disgusting! I was even more enraged when I saw that. I looked up at it as it stood there, stunned. I felt my face stiffening as I wondered why it hadn’t dropped dead yet.


“No, I wouldn’t have been nicer to you even if you hadn’t given me all this run around,” I said before giving the rotten beast a push. To my relief, it finally tumbled with a strange squeal.


That was how things went in my small world.




	






1. The decision



My torrent of obscenities continued even after I walked into the church.


“Damn beast! Sleazy, stupid, disgusting, ugly beast!” I muttered to myself as I stomped my way down the stairs. I was still fuming with anger and felt like smashing something. I knew I couldn’t do that, however, because I’d get into trouble with the big boss. Instead, I just cursed and grumbled to myself to let off some steam. I finally got to my destination: the laboratory. My weapons were stored there, and all I wanted to do now was get rid of mine.


I was still rambling so I didn’t notice Father Michael, who was also in the room working on something.


“Oh, you’re back already.”


I spun around and looked at him gloomily.


“What’s the matter? Did I say something wrong?” he asked, staring at me guiltily. I noticed pieces of wood and shavings on his black cassock.


So, he has been working on his crosses again, I thought. I turned away and went back to scrubbing my sword clean. “These freaking monsters! They’re just disgusting,” I grumbled, ignoring his question.


“I guess you haven’t had a very good night,” the Father said.


Out of the corner of my eye, I saw that he was standing right next to me.


“It was certainly not a good one for the monsters. I was fine with it. But I hate it when this happens!” I said with contempt, showing him the smudged metal.


Father Michael flinched as he saw the sharp blade.


“Don’t point it at me, please, Ada. It wasn’t me who did that,” he said, pushing the sword away from him.


Still annoyed, I went back to cleaning my sword. I couldn’t stand seeing it so dirty.


“I can’t go on like this anymore,” I said after I had cleaned up the worst part.


“Excuse me? What do you mean?” he asked, looking at me quizzically.


“I can’t do this alone much longer.”


Father Michael tilted his head aside, looking at me with a sense of urgency. He rubbed his chin pensively.


“Your predecessors made it all on their own,” he replied.


I glared at him. “Well, my predecessors were men and not like me…”


The Father raised his hand and I fell silent. “No, you don’t. Don’t even say it,” he said, folding his arms across his chest.


I forgot for a second that we agreed to avoid talking about that awkward subject . I sighed and tried to express my concern differently.


“I can’t do this anymore. Something has got to change.”


“I guess you already know what and how,” the Father said with a smug smile.


“Sure I do,” I replied, putting my sparkling clean sword back in its velvet and glass case. “I’m going to make this public,” I said, turning to look at the Father again.


He gazed at me with big, wide eyes. Shocked at my statement, he stood there with an open mouth. It was some time before he gathered his thoughts and spoke.


“Oh no, Ada! You won’t do that!” he said, emphasizing every single word sharply while shaking his head. 


“Oh yes, I will! I have no other choice. There aren’t any other hunters who can take over my job when I stop because of … you know what,” I said, lifting my eyebrows. I didn’t mind sticking my finger into the wound, and even enjoyed watching the painful expression on his face. 


Father Michael darted a warning glance at me. “Careful, Ada! Don’t get me all worked up now!”


Oh, I wouldn’t even dream of doing that, I thought grimly. “But you surely agree that the people need to be protected, don’t you?” I asked.


He nodded.


“So, when I can’t make my rounds, who else is there to protect all those people from what’s lurking in the dark?”


The Father didn’t have an answer for that; just as I expected. 


“If I can’t protect them, then they’ve got to do it themselves. They’ve got to be warned if they are to have a chance at all.”


Father Michael pressed his lips together. He wanted to say something but knew too well that I was right. So he stayed quiet and opted to gently take the gun with the silver bullets away from me instead, before I decided to try it out on him.













	



2. The interview


Knock, knock.


“Is this thing on? Okay, let’s start,” the reporter said, looking at me expectantly.


It was 3:00 p.m. and I was sitting on an uncomfortable wooden bench in the nave of the church. Dan Meyers, the reporter, sat in front of me. He was one of those trendy-type of guys I couldn’t stand. His brown hair glistened from the heaps of gel he had applied this morning. His teeth were dazzlingly white from the countless bleaching sessions he must have had from his dentist. His face was cleanly shaven and his skin was perfectly tanned from endless hours in solariums. I could never really understand why people did this to themselves. Luckily, there was no single standard for beauty. If someone were to ask how old he was, I wouldn’t be able to tell. However, I had done my research on him and knew he was forty-three years old and obsessed with looking much younger. 


“How should I begin?” I asked.


He tilted his head. “Maybe you can start by simply saying what your name is, how old you are, and what you do.”


I nodded as I fidgeted nervously on my bench. It felt like being in a self-help group, outing myself on my first day. 


“All right. My name is Ada Pearce, I’m twenty-four years old, and I’m a vampire and monster hunter.”


Amazed, the reporter glared at me through his glasses. What was he expecting to hear, anyway? A fairy tale with good fairies fluttering around in a pink wonderland, waving their little fairy sticks and making everything all right? How ridiculous!


I’ll tell him what’s out there, all right. Creepy freaks with two heads and more than the usual pair of eyes, with skin strewn with spots and sores. Foul smelling, like rotten garbage. There are vampires in this town that go out at night looking for prey. They’re after me, too. 


I paused for a while to give the reporter some time to grasp what I had just told him. In turn, he just stared at me in disbelief. I fidgeted nervously on my bench again before I resumed my story with a skeptical smile.


“Well, there are also the usual mad people, who like to play the creatures of hell.”


The reporter laughed briefly before he turned serious again and leaned forward. “Seriously now, Miss Pearce, do you honestly expect me to believe what you’re telling me? Please! Spotted monsters and vampires? The only time I’ve heard about anything like that was in a book that belonged to my fourteen year old niece.”


I leaned forward mockingly and smiled at him. “Seriously now, Mr. Meyers, how could you be stupid enough not to believe it? Where do you think the authors of such books, like the one you read, got their ideas from? There’s always a grain of truth in every legend. How I love this saying!” I sighed theatrically and laid my hand on my heart. I paused briefly in appreciation of Father Michael’s saying before I looked back at the man in front of me. 


“Don’t be so dumb, man! Just because you haven’t seen something doesn’t mean it’s not there. I read your articles and what you think about monsters under children’s beds and in closets. I know you make fun of such stories, and that’s exactly why I chose to talk to you,” I said, pointing at him. “It’s about time that the people here know about the danger they’re in and what’s lurking out there on their streets.” I leaned back again, expecting the reporter to get up any minute and make a run for it. Instead, he shrugged and leaned back. 


I nodded briefly. “I’ll tell you my story, and if you still don’t believe me, I’ll gladly take you along on one of my rounds and show you what’s under the rocks below our feet,” I said with a diabolical smile on my face. Content, I saw the reporter’s eyes grow wider and watched him glance down at the gray stones under our feet before reaching up to his collar to loosen his tie.








3. Why am I always so polite?



We are at St. Mary’s Church. When I moved to the house next door to St. Mary’s, I’d had no idea what was hidden behind its walls. It was just a church like any other church. The only difference was that not everybody was allowed in; only members of the congregation were allowed access on Sundays and religious holidays. I wasn’t religious, and in that sense Sundays and religious holidays meant only one thing to me: sleeping in. So, I didn’t care much what happened in church. My house was much more interesting. I loved it. It wasn’t especially big, nor luxurious in any way. I didn’t need that. It took me quite a long time to save up for the furniture and fix the house to my liking; I was really happy to see that my place was finally ready three years later and that I could celebrate my twenty-first birthday in peace and quiet. I celebrated alone. I even bought myself a present and ordered a few nice t-shirts I had long been wishing for from the Internet. I hung around the house every day, waiting for them to come. Of course when they were finally delivered, I wasn’t home. I checked my mailbox on that day and fished out all kinds of flyers and giveaway newspapers before I found a notification card between flyers from an Italian and a Vietnamese restaurant. The card said that my parcel had been delivered to my neighbor’s. I was actually lucky that someone received my parcel at all. That wasn’t the norm. My neighbors didn’t like opening their doors to strangers. They just wanted to be left alone. I couldn’t help but feel uneasy as I read the name of the neighbor who had received my parcel: Mr. Hawk. Oh, no! 


I hardly ever ran into any of the neighbors, and Mr. Hawk was someone I didn’t like to bump into at all. He was an eccentric old man who made me feel very uneasy every time we happened to be in the elevator together; he would stare at me from top to bottom. He was very bold about it and I always ended up stiffening and backing off into the furthest corner. I just didn’t like him. 


I looked at my watch and sighed. Damn! It was shortly after nine thirty in the evening. I couldn’t knock on people’s doors at this time of night and certainly not on that old grouch’s door! I guess I’d have to wait till the next day.


The following morning, I waited till eleven o’clock because I though it was a reasonable time to call on people. I went down the stairs to Mr. Hawk’s floor. I didn’t mind taking the stairs to go down, but as soon as I had to go upstairs, I took the elevator. I rang the door and the familiar melody everyone in that apartment building had chimed. It took forever until I finally heard movement behind the door; Mr. Hawk was on his way. Just the thought of the man made me shudder.


He opened the security lock, released the chain, and turned the key. The door opened with a creak before a big, round, watery gray eye glared at me. He stared at me from top to bottom again. 


Forcing a smile on my face, I said, “Good morning Mr. Hawk. I think you have a parcel for me. Ada Pearce.” I showed him the notification card.


He mumbled something to himself before I leaned forward and said, “Excuse me?” He opened the door a little further so I could see him fully. I literally saw everything: his big nose with a wart on its tip, thin lips surrounded by deep wrinkles, and no more than a fringe of white hair around his head. I couldn’t tell where his brow ended and his head began. He was wearing a light brown, long-sleeved shirt and a green vest. The colors were such a mismatch he could have been arrested by the fashion police, had there been such a thing. To make things even worse, he was wearing black pants and dark red slippers. The sassiest thing about him was his cane, against which he leaned his stooping figure. 


“It’s a bit heavy. I can’t pick it up. You’ll have to get it yourself,” he said. Mr. Hawk stepped aside and pointed to a corner. I walked into the hallway and saw the parcel right away. He was right; it was much heavier than I’d expected. Had I ordered so much? I tucked the parcel under my arm, thanked Mr. Hawk, and left the apartment. I wanted to get out of that creepy place as soon as possible. 


“Miss Pearce?”


Damn! What now? “Yes?” I asked before I turned to look at him with my fake smile. 


“May I ask you for a favor?”


“Yes, of course!”


Stupid cow! Why do you have to be so polite?


“My hands are shaky and weak. The congregation is making collections for the needy, and I’ve got a box full of clothes from my deceased wife. I need someone to take the box to the church. Would you do that for me?”


I had already consented to helping him. It was too late to back out now.








4. Saint Michael?



A few minutes later, I was standing in the elevator with the box and the old weirdo. He just couldn’t leave it: he stared at me the whole time. I would have really liked to ask him if he found me strange or just interesting, but my politeness held me back.


When the elevator stopped, I let him out first before I slowly followed, carrying the box that seemed to get heavier the longer I carried it. I would have never thought that clothes could be so heavy. We crossed the road and got to the door of the church. To my surprise, I saw Mr. Hawk pulling a key out of his pocket and opening the heavy wooden door of the church. Maybe it was normal that each and every member of this congregation has a key to the church, I thought. I didn’t care what the reason was, I was just glad to get in there and put that box down at last.


Curious, I looked around the church. I had never been there and thought I might as well take this opportunity to see it because I wasn’t sure when I would come back again, so, I seized the moment. I was surprised to see that the church was much bigger than it appeared to be on the outside. I was surrounded by dark, gray stones on all sides. The high mosaic windows were so colorful that light could hardly come through. A row of high pillars and statues of saints I hadn’t heard of before fringed the nave on both sides. The floor was covered by stone slabs and filled with numerous dark brown, wooden benches. There were four blocks of benches separated by a wide aisle, in the middle of which was a stone font engraved with flowers and crosses. At the end of the nave was a small staircase laid out with red carpet that led to the altar. This was also made of stone, but was light gray with a shimmer of pastel pink at the front. It looked like a ball of light amid all the gray surrounding it; the white lace cloth and the four candles with the golden cross added to the dazzling brightness of the altar. The various tones of brown on the painting behind it depicting Jesus with open arms lent a bold contrast to the brightness of the altar and seemed to call on visitors to come closer and linger for a while to get the solace they longed for. The painting was in an ornate golden frame. There were white pillars adorned with angels spreading their wings and flying up on both sides of the painting. Heavy, dark red curtains hung in the corners at the other end of the church. I presumed the priest’s chambers were behind them.


Suddenly, my thoughts were interrupted by Mr. Hawk’s voice. He thanked me for my help.


“No problem,” I said, and thought it was his subtle way of letting me know that I may leave. Relieved, I said goodbye and turned to go. I’d had more than my share of being around him for one day. In fact, I’d had enough for days, even weeks … if you know what I mean. However, I realized that I’d misunderstood him as he said, “Just a minute. There’s someone who would like to meet you.”


Who could that be and why? I didn’t get it. I was slowly getting scared. At that moment, I saw a priest come out from behind one of the red curtains. His footsteps echoed around the church. His clothes clearly showed his profession, but his face didn’t seem to fit in with the black cassock and white collar. He was way too … attractive! He had very fine features. Dark eyes under an even darker set of eyebrows, a small nose, and gently curved lips. His brown skin was cleanly shaven and his black hair completed the image. 


A tingling sensation ran through every corner of my body. I had a very strange feeling about him, the kind you have upon encountering people you have never met before, and leave you feeling a sense of connection, even a familiarity. In such situations with such people, it is said the chemistry is simply right. 


The priest looked very impressive; I just couldn’t stop staring at him. He was much taller than Mr. Hawk and me, so I reckoned he was 6 feet 2 inches. He seemed to be puzzled about me; it was almost as if he couldn’t believe his eyes. As he approached, he faltered before he looked into my face—or rather scrutinized it thoroughly. He opened his mouth, but didn’t say anything.


Hellooo, yes, it’s me! You wanted to meet me so badly. Here I am.


Before I could ponder about it any further, the man of the church had already recovered from his initial shock and started talking quietly to the old man. 


I listened closely to the murmuring of the two men.


“That’s her.”


“Are you sure?”


“But of course. It’s her!”


“I’m not so sure. She doesn’t look like—”


“I know. But I can see it so clearly. Trust me!”


What’s going on?


“Umm… excuse me. Her,” I said, pointing at myself, “can hear perfectly and would appreciate it if you could tell her what’s going on here.”


The two men turned to look at me, surprised at my boldness. Well, that’s the way I am. I just can’t keep my mouth shut.


The priest puckered his lips and brushed a strand of hair off his face. “Thank you, Bernard,” he finally said to Mr. Hawk.


The old man nodded. To my amazement, he bent down, picked up the box, and tucked it under his arm while he swung his cane merrily in the air. He cheerfully whistled a tune and left the church. He was clearly not as frail as I thought.


“I take it the congregation isn’t making a collection for the needy, right?” I asked the priest.


Instead of answering me, he just stood dead still and stared at me. It almost looked like he was asleep with his eyes wide open. I had no idea that I was so interesting.


I was terrified as he raised his hand to scratch his chin pensively before he started walking around me. I was so uneasy as his eyes pierced through me. I felt like a piece of meat on display. What the hell is going on here?


“I was actually expecting something totally different,” he muttered to himself.


“Well, I’m sorry to disappoint you. I’d better leave now, if you don’t mind,” I said angrily, pushing my way past him. I just wanted to get out of there.


Suddenly, he grabbed my hand tight.


“You can’t go now, Miss Ada.”


“Oh? Why not? And where the hell do you know my name from?” I said, snapping at him.


He stared at me with wide open eyes and I realized how dark they were. They were as dark as night. One couldn’t even make out his pupils. In contrast, my eyes shone like the waters of the South Pacific. They weren’t really blue or green either—more turquoise, maybe. No one in my family had my eye color and I often wondered where I had gotten them from. They were probably just a whim of nature. 


The Father answered, “Bernard, Mr. Hawk, told me.”


Great!


“And so what’s your name and what do you want from me?”


“My name is Father Michael.”


I snorted with laughter. “Saint Michael. How original! Did you pick the name yourself?” I asked, looking at him defiantly.


Unfortunately, the Father wasn’t deterred.


“No, I didn’t. How about you, Miss Ada? Did you pick the name yourself?”


“No, of course not. And as far as I know, there’s no Saint Ada of thingamajig,” I replied.


“Do you know what your name means?” he asked, tilting his head to the side.


I said I didn’t before his explanatory reply followed immediately.


“Ada means ‘adorned by God,’ or ‘the noble fighter.’”


Wow! How interesting!


“However,” he started turning around me again, “you don’t seem to be adorned nor do you look like a fighter.”


All right. I guess I was wrong about the chemistry between us. If at all, it was a grievous kind of chemistry I could very well do without. To make matters worse, he grabbed my upper arm and pinched my flabby triceps before I immediately snatched my arm away. I already knew I wasn’t taut everywhere, thank you! I rubbed the painful spot he had pinched on my arm. Fat can hurt too, you know! 


“Smart aleck!”


We gazed at each other, testing each other’s mettle. He won in the end.


Congratulations on winning the stare-championship, Padre. 


“So, Father, let’s just stop beating about the bush. What do you want from me?”


Father Michael turned around and walked along the aisle between the benches as he asked, “ How about a cup of tea, Miss Ada?”








5. I shine



“You must have often wondered why Mr. Hawk always stared at you, right? It can be outright uncomfortable, huh?” the Father said.


I sat on the chair he offered me while he went around his desk and took a seat behind it.


We were in his office behind one of the curtains. The room was dull and the furniture wasn’t at all to my taste. The floor was covered with beige carpet and the furniture was made out of beech wood. The open compartments of the cabinets revealed an array of box files and theology books. I caught sight of an old transistor radio, a simple wooden cross, and antique candlesticks. His desk looked neat and very tidy. Everything seemed to be exactly where it should be: a leather penholder, a stapler, a puncher, and even an old shade lamp with a colorful glass shade. I was flabbergasted by the old-fashioned phone with the dial plate.


I picked up my cup and took a sip of the unsweetened concoction. I hadn’t dared add sugar to my tea under his watchful eyes that scrutinized my every move. I hated tea without sugar!


“Yes, you could say that again. It’s even considered insulting in some countries,” I replied, looking at the Latin embroidered canvas hanging on the walls.


“Bernard doesn’t mean it as an insult. He’s a ‘seer.’”


Oh, that explains everything!


I shrugged my shoulders, thinking the good Father may have had too much of his mass wine.


“A hunter or a huntress is born every fifty years. They become ‘ready’ on their twenty-first birthday; their aura shines through at that age, when they’re ready to take on their role as monster and vampire hunters.”


This story got better every minute! I wondered if I’d be able to get to the phone fast enough to call the men with the strait jackets.


“You’ve just turned twenty-one, Miss Ada. Right?” the Father asked.


“Yes, six days ago, to be exact,” I answered. A bright smile spread on his face.


He leaned back and relaxed, almost as if he had rested his case and there would be nothing more to say. Seeing my idle reaction, he sighed. “You, Miss Ada, you are a huntress. Bernard saw the glimmer of your aura.”


I gazed at him, dead still. I didn’t realize I glowed. And that old man saw that I …? Yeah, right!


“Bernard recognized your predecessor, as well. But he died some time ago now,” he said with a distressed look on his face. He quickly drew the sign of the cross and went on. “And now he has brought you to me so you may submit to your destiny.”


I shook my head vigorously. “No, no, no! I’m not submitting to anything, not for Bernard, and certainly not for you. Goodbye!” I said angrily before I stormed toward the office door. I couldn’t wait to get away from this sinister Father. 


I walked away so quickly I almost tripped over my own feet. Unfortunately, I wasn’t fast enough; Father Michael caught up with me at the church door. 


“You can’t hide from it,” he said in an agitated tone. Was he upset because he had come across someone who didn’t buy his story?


“I don’t want this! Why me?” I said, screaming at him.


*****


“You see, Mr. Meyers, I’m short and was overweight. So I hated, I repeat, just hated running. I was the least suitable for the job as huntress. You know those Spanx panties?” I asked the reporter.


He shrugged and shook his head.


“They’re control underwear that are very ‘in’ nowadays. Very much like the kind our grandmas used to wear. They push the fat back and make women’s tummies look really flat. They’re all the rage in Hollywood, and even more of a hit when the secret of some diva wearing them is revealed,” I said, laughing at my own joke. “Anyway, when I wore them, I got a flat tummy all right, but the fat that was pushed in had to go somewhere else: either up or down. It’s kind of like an hourglass, or the bottleneck effect, if you know what I mean.”


“You certainly don’t look like you ever needed to wear such panties,” Mr. Meyers said, looking at me from head to toe in the sleaziest manner. It left me shuddering with disgust. 


“It’s because of all the horrible running and hard training I have to do as a huntress. Besides, it isn’t easy to go through Father Michael’s stringent drills,” I said with a broad smile, waving at the Father, who had just come out from behind the curtain. Uncomprehending, he scrunched up his nose and went away again. He didn’t like the fact that I was going public with all of this, but he understood my motives. The reporter turned back toward me after the Father had vanished.
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