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To my students at LVLHS, GWCP, and JRHS
who inspired me to write for and about young people.
And who are now probably too cool and grown up 
to read this book.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Part 1
 
 
TheDelancyLegends > supernatural sightings 1min
 
“You ever think the real monster is Man?”
Nah, bro. The real monster is men. But we should still stake the vampires.
 
#allmonsters #delancylegends #monsterhunters
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Chapter 1  
Tuesday
 
Sunlight streamed through the gable window, utterly ruining Dee’s plans. The cheery glow was all wrong. But she’d been banned from her school’s media lab, so the beautiful, windowless, cinderblock closet of a studio where she’d recorded her first few videos was off limits. Apparently, using school equipment for “private commercial gain” violated policy. Even if your channel barely had enough subscribers to monetize.
Now, she was stuck recording in her creaky attic bedroom. 
The Farwell Arms Bed and Breakfast was definitely not haunted. It might actually have been the least haunted building in Rogers Park. The historic three-story brick house sat behind a wrought-iron fence, wedged between a taller condo building and a commercial storefront that housed a post office, an art gallery, and a barber shop. The shadows pooling across its entryway belonged to the newer buildings, not restless spirits. And most of the unusual sounds that echoed between them came from the community theater on the back lot.
That didn’t stop kids from daring each other to slip through the gate. Or mothers with overloaded strollers from crossing the street, choosing to bump over a cracked curb instead of using the ramp at the corner. Even the postal workers refused to deliver mail inside.
None of them knew the truth.
They couldn’t.
Dee pinned an old quilt over the window to dull the light seeping through her vintage curtains, arranged her makeup across the scuffed antique vanity on the opposite wall, and propped her phone on the stand inside her ring light.
Catching her reflection in the dressing table mirror, Dee tugged at a strand of hair, shifting it to hide the bruise on her temple. Her mother would kill her if she saw it, but Dee had no intention of admitting she’d let that monster leave a mark. Mom would never take her out training again. Especially not on a school night.
She plugged in her mic and turned on some atmospheric sound effects to cover the noise of the residents downstairs—clinking dishes, distant footsteps, someone arguing about toast. Then she settled onto the worn stool, rolled her shoulders back, and struck a pose that she hoped read as cute-yet-casual. 
Remote. Click.
“Good morning, legends.” 
She tossed her hair over one shoulder and smiled like she knew something the rest of the world didn’t. Which, of course, she did.
“If you’re new here, welcome to Delancy Legends. I’m Daphne D, here to tell you about some very ugly creatures while I make myself beautiful.” She ran the back of her hand along her jaw, dipped her chin, and lowered her eyelashes.
The pose lasted a split second before she broke character. With a wink, she leaned forward and let her voice drop to a more conversational tone. “How are you today? I’m so excited to tell you this story. You’re not going to believe what’s hiding in the shadows of Schaumburg.” 
Dee waved a foundation brush at the screen as she directed her viewers through her first call to action. “So, if you’re into monsters and makeup, hit that subscribe button. I’m here every week, talking about the things that go bump in the night while I do my makeup for the day.”
Angling the brush down, she pointed to imaginary text that would be added in editing. “As usual, links to all of the products I’m using are in the description down below.”
Then she opened her pink plastic makeup case, turning it to face the camera, and tapped the tablet she had propped beside her. The cracked screen lit up. She grinned at the camera. “Let’s get started. The monster of the week is vampires.”
Dee pursed her lips in a perfect ‘O’ shape. She raised her shoulders and wiggled her fingers for a second. Scoffing, she dropped them and leaned in to the camera.  
“Trust me, I know. You think you know. But you don’t know. These guys are not going to show up in your room at night and watch you sleep. They’re not hanging out in high schools hoping to meet the next chosen one who can save their immortal souls.”
She rolled her eyes. 
“Cause, you guys. Vampires don’t have souls. I know, right? It should be obvious. Monsters are soulless creatures of darkness. You’re not going to turn them. They might turn you.”
She scanned her notes on the tablet, pulling a wipe from its package in her makeup kit. While she washed her face, she proceeded to debunk some of the more popular myths about blood-drinking monsters, skewering several recent movies and viral paranormal romance novels. She patted her face dry and gave a quick review of historical vampires: Vlad the Impaler, of course, and Elizabeth Bathory. Then she dug through the kit for her Fair Ivory foundation while setting up the actual story for the day.
“So, you get it now, right? These things are monsters, not people trapped in a monster suit. Just so we’re all straight on that. You can’t go around thinking creatures can be saved. They can’t. They’re predators first, second, third…you get it? Danger all the way down. Even if they look like people. Monsters are monsters, and people are…Okay, sometimes people are monsters, too. But that’s not a legend, that’s just life.”
She stared into the middle distance for a moment, the picture of a young woman haunted by an unexplained trauma. Vulnerable and empathetic.
A draft tickled the back of her neck, but she held the haunted stare for three more seconds.
A sharp knock rattled the door.
Dee lunged for the stop button just as her mother called out from the hallway.
“Hey, kid. You got five minutes, and I want you out the door, okay? You miss first period again, they’re gonna—”
“Mom! I’m in the middle of recording.”
“Five minutes. The Red Line waits for no one.”
Apparently, her mother couldn’t wait either. Her footsteps marched down the hall with a steady inevitability public transportation had never once achieved.
Dee huffed a breath to release her frustration, rolled her shoulders, and tapped the record button. Editing out the interruption was a post-production problem.
“Anyway. You can tell when a monster is nearby because the temperature drops. There’s no body heat, right? So, when they get close to you, your skin crawls. It’s literally going to react to the presence of evil. You get chills. Little bumps all over. Cause your body knows this thing is not natural. I’ve seen people get physically sick from being too close to one. You get dizzy. Your stomach drops. It’s not the beer you guys.”
She looked straight into the camera, her makeup brush lifted. “It’s not the beer.”
Seeing her reflection on the screen, Dee noticed a missed spot and focused in on it. She bit her lip and tipped her head to the side, considering. Most of her followers were her age. And most of them probably didn’t live in a safe house full of helpful, if overprotective, monster hunters over the legal drinking age. “Unless it is. I don’t know what you guys are drinking. It could be the beer. Don’t binge bad beer, friends. It’s not a good look.”
Switching the brush out for a palette of eye shadow, she presented it to the camera and walked her viewers through a perfectly subtle smoky eye while detailing the less subtle ways monsters made themselves known.
“So, last night, right? Mom wanted to get in some practice with an ax. I know. She’s like an elder Millennial lumberjack now. But whatever. She says we should build up our skills with every tool we can, so…” She rolled her eyes again, considering several puns she could use on the word tools before thinking better of it.
“Anyway. These bros at the bar were all in our business because, I don’t know, hot chicks with weapons, or whatever. Like, I don’t know what guys are thinking sometimes. I’m out with my mom, okay? I’m not ‘looking for a good time,’ or whatever. Like a bunch of bros drinking light beer in an axe-throwing club called Stumpy’s really know what a good time is, anyway, right?”
She tapped at her eyelid with her finger, blending the color, trying not to remember the guy’s hand on her leg. Such assholes. Typical, but not part of the channel. She shook her head.
“But it’s whatever. Take your self-defense classes, ladies. And always carry mace. That’s all I’m saying.” 
Digging through her kit for lip liner, she rattled bottles until she found the right one. “Okay. Assholes aside. Mom did get to practice with an ax, and I got to try out this new pepper spray, so mission accomplished.”
She traced the liner over her lips, pausing to check her reflection. “You’re never going to meet monsters in a place like that. Not the real ones. The real ones are going to wait outside. In the dark. Cause they’re not dumb. They’re not human, but these things have been preying on us for centuries. They’ve learned some things about their hunting grounds. Like people who roll out of bars after midnight are not usually in peak form.”
The lipsticks lined up on the top shelf of her kit were almost all used up, but she couldn’t toss the tubes. She didn’t want her followers to think she couldn’t maintain a full collection. Pretending to pick carefully, she pulled out the only one that still had a video-friendly stick left. She waved it at the camera. “But obviously, they’re not expecting us.”
“Daphne Jane Delancy! Get your ass down here!”
Dee glanced at the time. “Shit.”
Dee ripped the cord from her phone and snapped it off the ring light. She slung her backpack over one shoulder on the way out the door, shoving her phone into her back pocket. Pounding down the narrow hallway, she nearly collided with a tall Latino boy in oversized jeans and a Carhartt jacket.
“Whoa—” Teo Varga caught her by the shoulders, pivoting just enough to let her momentum carry her past him. A dance she was afraid he was getting used to.
Her hair whipped across her face, tangling between her lips. She brushed it away and stumbled back a step. Her face burned under the makeup. “Sorry, I—”
Teo dropped his hands, a slow smirk spreading across his face. “You’re gonna be late for school again. I heard.”
“Yeah. Um. I’ve gotta—”
“Daphne!” her mother called.
Teo’s grin widened. “You better run.”
Dee pursed her lips, cursing her mother, her school, and her own catastrophic time management skills. He wasn’t wrong. Why was he never wrong? Without another word, she spun on her heel and took off for the front stairway. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Chapter 2
 
Dee stopped short at the bottom of the stairs, grabbing the rail to keep from propelling herself into the lobby. 
Her mother stood behind the front desk, a phone cradled between her shoulder and her ear as she scrolled through reservations on a large tablet. Her long, brown hair swept up in a businesslike bun and the buttoned-up blouse under her blazer said she was expecting someone important today.
In her square-heeled boots, she towered over Sana, the manager, who stood beside her with a slim black case open on the counter. Inside, a set of silver-tipped bolts flashed.
Before Dee could ask which of their guests could afford such impressive hardware, Sana snapped the case shut and slid it neatly out of sight. Her expression shifted into customer-service pleasantness so fast it could’ve won awards, her kohl-lined eyes softening and her rose lipstick curving into a practiced smile. “Morning.”
She held out a stainless steel travel mug and turned away.
“Thanks.” Dee grabbed the mug and stepped back, grateful to avoid another lecture, but Sana raised a hand. Dee followed her gaze, and her heart sank when she realized her mother wasn’t looking at the tablet anymore.
“—Yes, Mrs. Hernandez, we can absolutely accommodate a late check-in,” her mother said smoothly. “No, not a problem at all. We pride ourselves on flexibility.”
She ended the call with a polite smile that vanished the second the screen went dark.
“You’re late.”
Maybe she hadn’t missed the lecture after all. Dee nodded, risking another step back toward the door. “I’m aware.”
Sana took a slow sip from her own coffee. “Red Line’s running three minutes behind.”
Her mother arched a brow. “It will not wait for you.”
Dee raised the mug. “It never does.”
Silence stretched just long enough to confirm she was, in fact, in trouble.
Then her mom sighed. “Come here.”
Dee grinned and rushed around the counter for a hug. Her mom reached for her, catching her by the lapel of her cropped cargo jacket and pulling her close. She pressed a firm kiss to her daughter’s forehead.
“Mo-om,” Dee whined, pulling away. 
Mom wiped off the lipstick smudge she’d left behind. “You’re going to wrinkle your whole face if you keep scowling like that,” she murmured. “And I refuse to pay for Botox before you can legally vote. I don’t care what your subscribers think.”
Sana, very deliberately, turned her attention to the reservation tablet. “Red Line’s now two minutes behind,” she said mildly.
Mom nodded, folding her hands on the counter. “We’ve got an assignment tonight. Make sure you come straight home. No detours for content.”
“What? We? Why didn’t you say anything?” Dee looked from her mother to Sana and back, but both women were stone-faced. “Let’s handle it now.”
Her mom looked down, shuffling some papers as if the ordinary filing were more important than her daughter’s first official hunt. “No. School first.”
“Mom.”
“Go on,” she said, swatting lightly at Dee’s shoulder. “And text when you get to school.”
“I always text.”
“You forget.”
Dee tightened her grip on the travel mug and stepped back, ready to run. “I…will not forget.”
Her mom’s mouth twitched. “Go.”
“Bye, Sana,” Dee called, darting out the door.￼
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“You could have told her sooner,” Sana said, pulling the case of silver bolts back out for polishing.
“I had to be sure she was ready,” Bex said, her eyes still on the front door.
Sana lifted one of the bolts out and sighted along its length, checking for defects. “And is she?”
Bex’s shoulders dropped. She turned to face her friend and colleague, leaning against the counter. She took a swig of her coffee and smiled. “You should have seen her last night. Her instincts are—”
“Bex! Sana! Just who I wanted to see.” The broad-shouldered owner of the deep voice bellowing across the lobby clasped his hands together as if he were about to dig into his favorite meal. He strode up to the counter and slapped his hands down on the smooth wood. “If it isn’t Chicago’s most infamous innkeepers!”
Sana snapped the bolt back into its case, but didn’t put it away. “And who else were you expecting to find at the front desk?”
“Is that a new hijab?” he asked. “You look great.”
Sana ran a finger along the edge of the dark tech fabric that stretched tightly along her jawline and over her head. “It’s a new material. Breathes easier. But durable. Water-repellent.” She eyed the slight bulge at his hip, barely camouflaged by his waxed trucker jacket. “Bullet-proof.”
“Well, it’s lovely. See? I knew something was different.” He tapped the counter, his ring clacking against the surface.
“What can we do for you, Alejandro?” Bex flipped the cover over her tablet and crossed her arms.
“A gentleman can’t just be happy to see a couple of…” he flicked his eyes over Sana’s long-sleeved tunic and Bex’s sensible blazer, “modestly dressed professional killers?”
Sana didn’t look up from the bolt case. “A gentleman might.” She ran a polishing cloth down the shaft of the next bolt. “You never have.”
Bex tipped her head toward him. “So what specifically dragged you over here this morning?”
Alejandro drummed his ring against the counter, the metal clicking softly on the wood. “I need a favor.”
“In our professional capacity?” Bex asked.
Alejandro nodded.
Sana slid the polished bolt back into its slot and flipped the case halfway closed. She exchanged a look with Bex, who shrugged.
“Whatever trouble you’re in with the League…”
“It’s not for me! And it’s not about the League. I hope. You’re still technically free agents, aren’t you?”
“The Farwell Arms operates within the League’s jurisdiction, but not under the League’s supervision,” Sana said, reciting the line from their business plan.
Alejandro raised an eyebrow.
Bex glanced from Sana to Alejandro. “We have a contract with the League, but the Arms is an independent operation.”
He scratched at the peppery stubble on his jawline. “Rogues then, like me.”
“We have an independent contract,” said Sana.
Before they could get into an argument about the company’s core values, Bex interrupted, “If it’s not for you, and it’s not about the League, what exactly do you need?”
Alejandro cleared his throat. “Teo needs a job.”
Bex frowned. “I thought Teo had a job.”
“A good job,” said Sana, setting the cloth neatly beside the bolt case.
Alejandro spread his hands in a helpless gesture. “He did.”
Bex narrowed her eyes. “But now he doesn’t?”
Alejandro’s grin slipped a notch, though the charm clung stubbornly to the corners of his mouth. “Let’s say he’s between opportunities.”
Sana tapped the bolt case with a peach-polished fingernail. “Did he get fired, arrested, or cursed?”
Alejandro considered. “Define cursed.”
Bex sighed and tipped her head back to stare at the ceiling for a moment. “Is he here right now?” she asked finally. “You know how I feel about you guys bringing work home with you.”
Alejandro straightened and glanced toward the lobby doors as if expecting someone to materialize there. “Where else is he supposed to go?”
“Oh, I don’t know.” Bex looked back at him. “School? When was the last time that kid saw the inside of a classroom?”
“He’s in an alternative program,” Alejandro said, waving a hand. “Online. Traditional academics don’t really mesh with the life.” He leaned closer to the counter and lowered his voice conspiratorially. “Besides, he’s eighteen. They can’t exactly send the truant officers after him anymore.”
Sana lifted an eyebrow. “Sounds like an excellent employee candidate.”
“Like I said…” Alejandro spread his hands again, his grin returning full force as he fixed his attention on Bex. “It’d be a favor.” He tapped the counter. “I’d owe you one.”
Bex’s expression didn’t change, but Sana glanced over just in time to see the corner of her mouth twitch.
“For Teo.” Alejandro’s unspoken please hung between them.
“That kid,” she muttered.
Alejandro waited.
Bex glanced toward the stairs as if expecting Teo to come barreling down them at any moment, as Dee had done. “He still climbing things he shouldn’t be climbing?”
Alejandro shrugged. “Only vertically.”
She huffed a reluctant laugh and shook her head. “I’m going to regret this.”
Alejandro’s eyebrows lifted with his modest hopes.
Bex exhaled slowly and uncrossed her arms. She reached for her coffee mug, buying herself a second. “Fine. We’ll give him a shot. But if he touches the weapons locker again, I’m installing a shock ward.”
“Reasonable,” Alejandro said solemnly.
Sana nodded. “Educational, even.”
Bex pointed a finger at him before he could celebrate. “If he starts a fire, summons anything with more than six legs, or gets blood on the lobby carpet, he’s your problem.”
With a hand to his chest, Alejandro said, “You wound me.”
“I’m serious. I just had that rug cleaned.”
Sana closed the bolt case with a quiet snap. “I hate spiders.”
“I understand.”
Bex studied Alejandro for a long moment, then finally sighed. “You already owe me three favors.”
Alejandro brightened. “So what’s one more?”
Bex lifted her coffee and took a slow sip. “This one comes with conditions.”
Sana leaned her elbows on the counter, clearly settling in to watch.
“Teo works,” Bex said. “Actual work. Inventory, prep, errands. No freelancing, no improvising, and absolutely no experimental monster traps.”
Alejandro opened his mouth.
“Especially the experimental ones,” she added.
He closed it again. 
“Define experimental,” came a voice from behind him.
A white man in his early forties stepped through the front doors in a dark blue suit, the morning light catching on the sharp lines of his tailored jacket. He paused just long enough to unbutton his coat before slipping his hands into his pockets.
Sana straightened immediately, sliding the bolt case beneath the counter and reaching for the front desk tablet.
“Mr. Bishop,” she said. “You’re early.”
“Am I?” He glanced down at his watch, straightening his arm and bending it again to reveal the polished timepiece beneath his sleeve.
Alejandro turned slowly. His easy smile thinned when he saw who it was. “Well, if it isn’t League’s lap dog.”
Jason’s gaze flicked over him, cool and assessing, before settling on Bex. “Good morning, Rebecca.”
Bex set her coffee down with deliberate care. “Jason.”
For a moment neither of them said anything.
Sana busied herself tapping at the reservation tablet.
Alejandro rocked back on his heels, looking between them with poorly disguised interest.
Jason stepped closer to the counter. “I trust you received the file.”
Bex crossed her arms. “I did.”
“And?”
“And I have questions.”
Jason allowed the faintest hint of a smile. “Of course you do.”
Alejandro cleared his throat. “Well…this sounds like business I definitely don’t want to be part of.”
“No one invited you,” Sana murmured.
Alejandro held up his hands and grinned. “Fair enough. Bex, thanks for the favor. Sana, a pleasure as always.” 
He gave a small nod to Jason. “Bishop.” 
Then he pushed back from the counter and started toward the door, glancing over his shoulder once.
The door clicked shut behind him.
Jason didn’t look away from Bex. “Shall we discuss the assignment?” 
Bex picked up her coffee again, though she didn’t drink it. “Yes,” she said. “Let’s.”
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Bex
 
Oct. 8, 20—
 
When I told him I had questions, I didn’t actually think he’d answer them.
Why would he? Why now, after all this time?
Things have been going so well. Contracts come in. I check them for holes. Sana double-checks. I’m back before breakfast. Nothing I can’t handle on my own. I’m not the cavalry, but I get things done.
It’s the danger of being too good at your job. You make yourself necessary. Vital to the operation. Makes it harder to keep your distance. But we manage it.
I haven’t seen him in—eight years? Ten? Not in person. Everybody works remote these days anyway.
So when he showed up at my door—my actual door, on my actual street—in that expensive suit and that careful, reasonable smile, I felt it immediately: something has changed. And I haven’t updated my hair since I opened the Arms, so it’s not me.
The League is watching us more closely than they used to, and I would very much like to know what they’re looking for. What they know.
That’s the question I should have asked. Right then, standing at the front desk with Sana beside me. It’s probably time she knew anyway. I should have asked those questions just to watch him not answer them. At least then I’d know where we stood.
But I didn’t. I brought him into my office instead. My new sanctuary. Daphne hasn’t even been down there yet. Paint’s not dry.
I listened to the brief like a good soldier, and now we’re in this strange in-between space I don’t have a name for. We can’t go back. I know that. I don’t want that. Things are different now. I’m different now.
But he’s different, too. And that scares me more than anything.
The Jason I knew would have sent a courier. A priority email. A tersely worded memo with his initials at the bottom and zero subtext. He had systems. Protocols. He worshipped at the altar of Official Channels the way other men worship football or their own reflection. Delivering a brief in person—that’s not the Jason I knew.
He called it a formality. A casual check-in in his official capacity to see how things are going.
Officially. Formally. Casual.
Sure.
There’s nothing for him to see here that isn’t already in my reports. I file on time. I file thoroughly—aggressively thoroughly, in a way I’ve been told borders on passive-aggressive, which, fine, fair, but that’s a conversation for another day. He can read every word from the comfort of his office on Michigan Avenue without ever having to set foot on a street where people hang their laundry out the window.
Was I supposed to keep her home today? Was that a test—to see if I would read the brief and react, pull her out of school, tip my hand about how I actually feel about all of this? Or did he genuinely show up on a Tuesday morning during school hours without registering the obvious?
He’s not oblivious. He has never been oblivious. Not after—
He wouldn’t be.
Which means he knew she wasn’t here. Which means he wasn’t here to see her.
So what the hell was he here to see?
I watched him from the front window after he left. Hands in his pockets, unhurried, not checking his phone. He stood on the sidewalk for a moment before he got in the car—just stood there, looking at the Arms—and I don’t know what he was looking for, but I had the distinct feeling he found it.
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This assessor recommends continued patience. Contractor responds poorly to pressure and exceptionally well to the appearance of choice. She will reach the desired conclusion independently, provided the parameters are arranged in advance.
 
She always has.
 
Assessment Status: Active—escalate to monthly review cycle
Next Scheduled Assessment: November 1, 20—
Authorizing Signature: J. Bishop, PMD Grade 7
 
---
*This document is classified CONFIDENTIAL under League Information Protocol 14-C. Unauthorized access, reproduction, or distribution is subject to League disciplinary action under Charter Article 9. If you are reading this document without Grade 4 clearance or above, please report to your supervising officer immediately.*
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Chapter 3
 
Dee waited exactly three minutes after the homeroom bell rang to snag the bathroom pass. More than enough time to be seen and legally recorded as present. So, while someone from student council read the lunch menu over the intercom, she was halfway down the hall. 
By the time the school secretary took over to remind everyone of the importance of getting enough sleep the night before next week’s mandated state testing, Dee had crossed the commons. 
Checking over her shoulder for the hall monitor, she made a sharp turn instead of going into the bathroom. The library was closed, which made sneaking into the media lab to edit her footage both easier and riskier. Mr. Woolrich didn’t usually show up before second period, but all she needed was for today to be the day he came in early to finally catch up on student holds. The idea of surprising the octogenarian librarian behind the stacks did not appeal.
With her hand on the push bar, Dee peeked through the door’s narrow window. Inside, the fluorescent lights flickered like half of them were about to burn out at once. She would have put it down to the perils of public school funding, but the scent of copper tickled her nose and made her teeth taste like metal. If Sana’s training was right…
A blurry shadow overlapped her reflection, and she felt someone pause behind her. The smell disappeared as the air shifted. Maybe she’d imagined it. 
The person behind her cleared their throat, but the sound was more performative than productive. Dee pasted on a sunny smile, mentally preparing to justify her existence to an over-eager lower-level administrator.
“The bathroom is across the hall,” said a deep voice, already sounding a little too bored for 8am.
“Yeah, sorry. I was just—” Dee turned, hoping a viable excuse would come to her mid-pivot. The big purple key attached to Mme. LaCroix’s bathroom pass swung from its chain.
She didn’t need it. No teacher would have come to school dressed like Wednesday Addams’ perky roommate. Krys smirked, obliterating any possible remaining resemblance to an authority figure.
“I was just going to check on my bestie,” Dee said, grinning.
“Oh, yeah?” The adultish voice was replaced by something softer. Her friend tugged on their oversized fuzzy sweater, stretching the pastel stripes into zigzags. They rounded their shoulders and dug a toe into the tile floor. Their best impression of a shy child was ruined by the fact that they still stood four inches over Dee.
“Yeah. See, they texted me on my way in this morning. Said there was some kind of emergency.” Dee crossed her arms and raised an eyebrow, waiting for the alleged emergency to emerge.
Krys shrugged, running a hand through their messy shoulder-length shag. They’d bleached the front pieces again—maybe two shades lighter than Dee’s honey blond. But the rest was still a natural warm brown. Reaching past her to open the door, Krys let Dee go first. “Have you seen your analytics? If we don’t get the next video up soon…”
“Our views will tank?” Dee said. “They’ll be back. This week’s story is—”
She froze just inside the door. The copper smell came back as the AC kicked on, sending a chill across the back of Dee’s neck. Could have been the old building’s crappy HVAC. But the library wasn’t as empty as it should have been, and the vibe was…off.
“The story is what?” Krys kept walking, already digging through their messenger bag. Over the past semester, the two of them had practically worn a path in the carpet from the library entrance to the media lab in the back, and Krys could probably make the trip blindfolded.
“Wait.” Dee put out her hand, and Krys walked into it without looking up. 
The girl sitting behind the first bank of ancient computers didn’t react to their arrival. Apparently, she had perfect focus in addition to flawless skin. 
Seriously. It was like she’d been filtered in real life. Even her hair—long, dark layers pulled into a loose high pony—fell in photogenic waves around her face. A pink bedazzled phone with a ring light attached lay on the scuffed fiberboard computer table beside the mouse. 
That ruled out Dee’s old-school haunting theory.
Unless she was a new school spirit. No, they would know if a student had died in the library recently. There would have been an assembly or something. A carefully worded email to parents.
“Whatever it is, this one needs a better hook than the Ghost of the Lincoln Park Zoo,” Krys said, still mentally planning their next video launch. “I don’t think anyone’s buying the theory that they built the giraffe enclosure over a Confederate cemetery.”
“Who is that?” Dee hissed.
“Who is what?” Krys finally looked up, dangling a key ring from a neon green carabiner that probably would have been more helpful attached to one of the bag straps, instead of buried inside. A collection of mismatched keys jingled like wind chimes. “Oh.”
The completely-not-dead (or undead) girl bounced to her feet, pulling previously hidden earbuds from her ears and nearly stumbling over the ultra-wide legs of her jeans in her hurry to get up. “Oh. Em. Gee. You’re Delancy Legends, right? I’m your biggest fan!”  
She shoved her earbuds into her pocket and clasped her hands in front of her, rising up on her toes a little as she skidded to a stop a few steps away. Her chunky sneakers rasped the industrial brown carpet.
“Umm…” Dee raised an eyebrow at Krys, but her friend just shoved her forward.
“Think of the algorithm,” they whispered, stepping back.
Dee’s social media training activated, and she smiled. “Yeah, hi! I’m Daphne Delancy This is my editor, Krystian Stolarczyk. WE run Delancy Legends.”
She tried to pull

OPS/images/hexenfoil.png





OPS/toc.xhtml
		Part 1

		Chapter 1

		Chapter 2

		Bex

		PERSONNEL ASSESSMENT

		Chapter 3

		Chapter 4

		Chapter 5

		Chapter 6

		Part 2

		MISSION ASSIGNMENT BRIEF

		Chapter 7

		Bex

		Chapter 8

		Chapter 9

		Chapter 10

		Chapter 11

		DELANCY LEGENDS EP. [X] — “WRAITH: YOUR FUTURE IS WEARING YOUR FACE“ (TRANSCRIPT)

		Chapter 12

		Chapter 13

		Part 3

		Chapter 14

		Chapter 15

		Chapter 16

		Chapter 17

		Chapter 18

		Chapter 19

		Chapter 20

		INCIDENT REPORT

		Bex

		Chapter 21

		Chapter 22

		DELANCY LEGENDS EP. [X] — “SHIFTERS: MAN OR MONSTER?“ (TRANSCRIPT)

		Chapter 23

		Part 4

		Chapter 24

		JUVENILE ANOMALY / POTENTIAL ASSET EVALUATION

		Chapter 25

		Chapter 26

		Chapter 27

		Bex

		Chapter 28

		Chapter 29

		DELANCY LEGENDS EP. [X] — “SHIFTERS: UPDATE (UNPUBLISHED DRAFT)

		Part 5

		Chapter 30

		Bex

		JUVENILE ANOMALY / POTENTIAL ASSET EVALUATION

		Chapter 31

		DELANCY LEGENDS EP. [X] — “HELLO DARKNESS” (TRANSCRIPT)

		Thank you for reading

		Acknowledgements

		About the Author






OPS/js/book.js
function Body_onLoad() {
}





OPS/images/Lessmann_TheDelancyLegends_TheHuntersCode_10_26_Web.png





OPS/images/hexenfoil__1_.png
Farmer’s
Daughter

s






