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At West Mesa Preschool, nothing is as simple as it seems. Beneath songs, snacks, and classroom rules, darker forces stir—whispering through teachers, haunting children, and testing the limits of authority.

It’s up to three Watchdogs—Beverly, Bartemius, and Johannes—to uncover what lurks behind the ordinary. Armed with enchanted tools and relentless vigilance, they soon learn the battle for trust and innocence begins in the unlikeliest of places.
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Chapter 1: The Snitching Hypocordo
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Some schools hide more than secrets in their halls. When whispers turn into accusations and children begin to change, three Watchdogs must uncover what stalks the classrooms—before the shadows mark their next victim.

In the winter of 1993, in the Ohio suburb of Ciderpond, Beverly of the Second Order of Annogrammatrons carries out her rounds. She and her fellow Watchdogs were summoned by Yuriyama, the seer of doom and preparation, to uncover a culprit corrupting the institutions of Essex. Today, her patrol takes her into Bright Horizons Preschool.

In one classroom, two boys play with toy airplanes. One nose-dives his plane into the floor; the other swoops his through the air with loud explosion sounds.

Suddenly, a sinister figure slips out of a toy oven and glides through the room. Beverly barely catches sight before it halts beside a teacher in her twenties — a heavyset woman with an odd tattoo on the back of her hand. The mark resembles the letters Q and X fused together, sharp and unnatural.

“That’s a weird tattoo,” Beverly mutters.

The figure — a Hypocordo with lank blond hair, a scowl, and a notepad clutched tight — leans close and whispers in the teacher’s ear.

“You may want to check out the kids by the oven.”

The teacher rises slowly, moving toward the boys.

“They’re probably fantasizing about crashing planes,” the Hypocordo hisses. “You need to stop them. She’ll believe you. Some people are so easy to sway.”

The teacher, Ms. Blarg, fixes the children with a hard glare.

“Edward Hamilton! Jason Thomas! What is the meaning of this?”

The boys freeze.

“Making crashing sounds is not appropriate! You’ll sit in timeout until you learn to play nice with school toys. I’ll be talking to your mothers after this.”

She grabs them each by the arm and marches them into timeout chairs.

Beverly’s stomach twists. Poor kids — punished for nothing more than a game. What twisted satisfaction could that Hypocordo find in this? And why would the teacher listen?

Stepping into the hallway, Beverly pulls out a parchment sheet. With a practiced hand she writes two letters, dusts them with silver powder, and releases them into the air. The words shimmer and dissolve into mist, carrying her message into the minds of the boys’ mothers:

Dear Mrs. Thomas and Mrs. Hamilton,

I saw how the teacher treated your children today. Please know—they are innocent boys at play, and no future threat lurks in their laughter. The teacher overreacted after listening to deceitful voices. Even if she urges punishment, I beg you not to believe her accusations.

Sincerely, Beverly

The glow fades. Beverly peeks back into the room: Edward and Jason sit sulking in their chairs.

“Poor kids,” she whispers. “If only Bartemius were here — he’d give that Hypocordo what it deserves.” 
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At the end of the morning session, parents arrive to collect their children. Ms. Blarg steps into the hall, arms folded, waiting. Beverly drifts outside, keeping watch.

A woman in her late thirties enters the building and makes her way to the classroom.

“Mrs. Hamilton, I need to speak with you,” Blarg says.

As the teacher leads her aside, Beverly brushes a folded parchment onto Mrs. Hamilton’s shoulder. The silver-dusted words dissolve into mist and sink into her mind.

“Edward and his friend Jason were very bad today,” Blarg begins.

“What happened?” Mrs. Hamilton asks.

“They were pretending to crash toy planes. People die in crashes. It’s disrespectful. If you don’t stop this behavior, he could grow into something dangerous—maybe even a terrorist.”

Mrs. Hamilton’s eyes blaze. “Excuse me! Don’t you ever call my son a terrorist. On what grounds do you make such ignorant accusations?”

“I heard them making disturbing noises. Jason even flew one into the ground. I’m concerned, and they need to learn what’s appropriate.”

“They’re four years old. I doubt they even understand what a terrorist is!”

Mrs. Hamilton storms past her into the classroom, flashing the teacher a glare. Beverly tucks a second letter into Jason’s cubby before the mother returns with Edward in tow. She shoots Blarg one last dirty look, then leaves with her son.

Beverly rises into the air and follows. She drifts unseen above their car until it pulls into the driveway of a modest 1950s ranch. Mother and child get out and walk to the door.

“Hi Mom,” Mrs. Hamilton greets as an older woman opens it.

“Oh hello, dear. How was school?” asks the grandmother.

“A teacher got mad at him over something ridiculous—some misuse of toy planes.”

“Oh, what a sourpuss,” the grandmother mutters.

Mrs. Hamilton smiles faintly. “Have fun with Grandma, Edward. Dad will be over after work to pick you up.”

Watching from above, Beverly feels a small measure of comfort. At least here, the boy will be safe—if only for a while.
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Beverly returns to Bright Horizons and slips into the classroom once more. She scans the student directory until she finds Jason’s address, then lifts into the air and glides over the town.

Soon she spots a 1970s split-level house — brown siding, a garage jutting out front, a swing set half-buried in snow. She slips inside. Jason is on the carpet in the family room, pushing his toy planes across a patch of worn shag.

A man enters — his father.

“Jason, can I talk to you?”

“What, Daddy?” Jason looks up, clutching the plane.

“I heard you got put in timeout today.”

Jason’s face crumples. “Ms. Blarg is a meanie. I hate her.”

“Don’t say you hate her,” Mr. Thomas answers gently. He crouches beside his son. “I know you didn’t do anything wrong. You were just playing. But Ms. Blarg didn’t like it. Sometimes teachers are unfair. Best not to play with planes in her classroom, even if it doesn’t make sense.”

Jason pouts, tracing a line in the carpet with his toy. “But I don’t like Ms. Blarg.”

“You don’t have to,” his father says with a small smile. “Just remember — you can fly your planes here at home, or in your imagination. She can’t punish you for that.”

Jason brightens a little and launches his toy into a loop across the couch.

From the corner, Beverly lets out a soft breath. It looks like the letter worked. At least his father sees the truth. Still, unease tugs at her. But who was that Hypocordo? And why would a teacher listen to him so easily?

She drifts back into the winter sky, Ciderpond’s rooftops stretching below. Snow lies heavy on the eaves, the streets quiet. Beverly circles once more through the Essex region, keeping watch for further signs of corruption.
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Beverly apparates to Tuscany. Moonlight spills across rolling hills quilted with vineyards and olive groves, the air sharp with winter chill. Cypress trees stand like sentinels along the ridges, their dark silhouettes pointing toward distant stone villages. Bells toll faintly from the abbey at Badia Agnano, its Romanesque arches pale against the night.

Beverly descends to a set of hidden caves beneath the abbey. The passage twists downward, cool air heavy with the scent of earth and minerals. Lantern crystals embedded in the walls glow faintly, guiding her through the labyrinth until she reaches a massive stone door. A plaque is fastened to its surface:

ANNOGRAMMATRON HEADQUARTERS, ORDER II, LOCATED SEVERAL LEAGUES BENEATH BADIA AGNANO

Inside, the headquarters resembles an underground wine cellar: rounded roof, stone-brick walls, shelves carved into the rock. The stillness hums with the weight of centuries.

Vesta appears from the corridor — a Deliverer robed in turquoise, a veil framing her brown hair.

“Hey, Vesta,” Beverly says. “How was your day?”

“Oh, pretty ordinary. I spent most of it at the Hall of Akashic Prophecies, but found nothing useful.”

“I came across a Hypocordo today. He convinced a teacher to punish children for playing with toy planes.”

Vesta frowns. “And the teacher listened?”

“She did. Put them in timeout and even accused them of terrorist activity.”

“Sheesh.” Vesta sighs. “I wish I could shield children from places like that, but some lessons they must endure themselves.”

“I suppose. But one thing stood out — the teacher had a tattoo. A Q and X, fused together.”

At that, Vesta’s eyes sharpen. “QX? That’s... familiar. I can’t recall where I’ve seen it, but I know I have. And it’s not from her world.”

“Then where?” Beverly presses.

“I don’t know. But such marks are dangerous. Dark beings beyond even Jinn use symbols to bind mortals under their custody. If this QX is what I think it might be, it’s serious. Keep watch, Beverly. Something is moving.”

Beverly nods and withdraws to the headquarters library. At her desk, she pulls open a drawer, writes a detailed record of the day’s events, and seals it with silver dust.

From a vent high on the wall, a crow flutters down — feathers ragged, eyes glinting. He croaks in his harsh tongue.

“Jeff,” Beverly says. “I’ve got a report for Yuriyama.”

She passes him the parchment. The crow clamps it in his beak, then sweeps back into the darkness of the vent.

Beverly lingers, her quill still in hand. Vesta’s words echo in her mind: QX... familiar but unplaced. A chill pricks her spine. If dark beings are leaving their marks on teachers, Yuriyama was right. Doom is nearer than we feared.
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Chapter 2: The Vision of the Suspect
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A few days later, Beverly makes her rounds at St. Timothy’s. The school gym gleams under fluorescent lights, its glossy orangish wood-paneled floors polished smooth. Rows of wooden bleachers line the walls, and basketball hoops hang at either end. On the stage, hidden behind the curtains, waits the relic she has come to see: a stone well filled with a silvery substance — not quite liquid, not quite gas.

Johannes is already there. Easygoing and serene as ever, he wears an orange monk’s cloak, his tan skin warm under the light, his tonsured head bent toward the well.

“Hi, Johannes. Anything new?” Beverly asks.

Without looking up, Johannes says calmly, “The same figure keeps appearing. She repeats the same actions.”

“Mind if I take a look?”

“Go ahead. I doubt you’ll see anything different.”

Beverly steps closer and peers into the well.

The silvery substance ripples and takes shape. A torso emerges: a woman with her hair drawn into a tight bun, yellowish skin, a wart jutting from her chin, and a permanent scowl. Her voice grates sharp, nasal, and dripping disdain.

She clutches an Ib — a wineskin shaped like a heart, said to house desires. Tapping it with her fingers, she stirs a ripple across its surface. A holographic vision shimmers above the Ib:

A young boy runs through a classroom, laughing, making noise.

“Absolutely despicable,” the woman mutters to the Ib, her voice rasping. “Warn him not to behave like that. He needs Ritalin.”

The image shifts. A girl sits still, shushing her classmates if they whisper.

“Now that is a model child,” the woman says approvingly. “Keep her on my list. Befriend her. She will make a good initiate.”

The Ib flickers, and the vision fades. The well’s surface settles into silence once more.

Beverly straightens. “That reminds me of Bright Horizons. Ms. Blarg punished children just for pretending. A Hypocordo whispered to her, and she accused them of terrorism.”

Johannes finally looks up, his expression steady, unfazed. “Some teachers are like that. It’s not surprising.”

“Do you think the Hypocordo is connected to this woman?” Beverly asks. “The teacher had a tattoo — Q and X together. Vesta told me it wasn’t of this world.”

Johannes nods slowly. “When Yuriyama summoned us, he said we were seeking a culprit who rose to power during the Industrial Revolution. He didn’t know who it was. But what you saw — it could be tied to her. Be careful, Beverly. And be discreet. If this is the enemy, rashness will only give her power.”

Beverly gazes once more at the well’s silvery surface. The echo of that harsh voice lingers in her ears. “Then I’d better keep moving. My rounds won’t wait.”
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Beverly drifts into the fourth-grade wing. The hall is plain — white walls, scuffed tile floors, and clusters of student projects taped up in bright construction paper. Their cheerfulness only half-masks the sterile air.

An obese woman marches down the corridor, her shoes clicking. At the same time, an eighth-grader hurries by with a stack of papers.

“What are you doing here?” the teacher snaps, her voice sharp and unfriendly.

The boy blinks, caught off guard. “I just had to drop off some papers for Mrs. Fisher.”

“I don’t believe you. You’re not supposed to be here! Get back to your class!”

His mouth twists in annoyance, his expression practically saying, Who peed in her Cheerios? He mutters under his breath as he stalks back the way he came.

Beverly floats a little closer, frowning. Not surprising. I’ve seen plenty of teachers snap at students. Still, what business does she have being so bothered by him? Why confront a child so harshly for walking a hall?

She follows the teacher into her classroom. No students are present. The woman pulls out a lunchbox, unwraps a tuna sandwich, and takes a bite. The strong, fishy odor fills the room — not exactly the most stellar choice. Beverly wrinkles her nose. That’ll leave her smelling of tuna all afternoon.
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Beverly leaves the classroom and drifts into the preschool wing. This hallway sits beside the side entrance that leads into the church. The walls are lined with bright crayon drawings — houses, suns, stick-figure families — their cheerfulness clashing with the stark white paint and plain tile floors. The air still smells faintly of wax and crayons.

A figure leans against the wall at the end of the corridor — Bartemius. His slick black hair gleams under the fluorescent lights, and the sleeves of his muscle shirt stretch across his broad arms. He straightens when he sees her, crossing the hall with a swagger in his step.

“Still on rounds?” he asks, voice carrying a raspy edge.

“Yeah,” Beverly replies. “I met with Johannes this morning. He’s still keeping watch on the wart-faced torso in the well. Found anything on your end?”

Bartemius snorts. “Same old rants. Nothing worth the sweat. What about you?”

“I came across Ms. Blarg at Bright Horizons,” Beverly says, her tone heavy. “A Hypocordo whispered to her. She accused children of terrorism — just for playing with toy planes.”

Bartemius shakes his head, lip curling. “Figures. Another insolent cow throwing her weight around. People like her? They’re scum.”

Beverly gives him a gentle look. “I just wish the children didn’t have to bear the brunt of it.”

He exhales sharply, running a hand over his slick hair.

“Have you seen any strange markings on the staff here?” she asks.

“Nope. Nuns keep themselves covered. Teachers too. Probably for the best.”

“I did see one at Bright Horizons,” Beverly says. “A tattoo — Q and X joined together.”

Bartemius shrugs. “Could be nothing. Could be trouble. Either way, I’ll keep an eye out. You should too.”

He jerks his chin toward the stairwell. “I’m headed down to the music room. Saw some grades that didn’t sit right — kids getting low marks for stupid reasons. I’m
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