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CHAPTER 1
 
   Stretching her long pale limbs beneath the warm duvet cover, Emma let out a deep yawn and climbed out of bed. She strolled over to Lana and shook her vigorously just as Moira appeared out of the bathroom towel-drying her hair. 
 
   'She'll be late again,' she chuckled as she walked past.
 
   Emma rolled her eyes.
 
   'Come on, Sis. Time to get up, we've got to be ready earlier this morning, remember?'
 
   A faint moan could be heard from beneath the covers. Emma shook her head.
 
   'Come on, get up, lazy bones.'
 
   'No, it's too early,' grumbled Lana who rolled over languidly.
 
   'Well, if you're not up and ready soon, you'll miss out on our trip to Somerset with the rest of the class,' Emma replied with her eyebrows raised as she slowly made her way to the bathroom, a towel slung over her shoulder.
 
   The covers were immediately flung back and Lana groaned with an excited grin. ‘Somerset here we come,’ Lana groaned. She threw back the covers immediately and hopped up with an excited grin. Throwing on her dressing gown, she began frantically emptying her wardrobe, trying to find the perfect outfit to wear.
 
    
 
    
 
   oOo
 
   Hand in gloved hand with her boyfriend, Diarmuid, Emma stood dressed entirely in black and purple, her dark hair tied back in two simple plaits and a checked woolly hat perched on top of her head. Noticing she was shivering, Diarmuid pulled her close and rubbed her arms up and down while she laughed. He then pulled her into a more secluded spot, allowing a faint glow to emanate from his body. Warmth immediately embraced them both.
 
   'Better?' he asked.
 
   'Hm hm,' Emma nodded as she leant her head on his shoulder.
 
   As they waited for the rest of the gang, Lana walked up the steps that led from the academy. With a huge grin plastered across her face, she walked over to her sister where she turned this way and that. Emma shook her head, laughing.
 
   'Well?' asked Lana.
 
   'Yeah Sis, you look amazing. Is that the new dress you bought last week?'
 
   'It is. It's gorgeous isn't it?'
 
   'Let's just say - it's very you. I wouldn't wear it though!' laughed Emma as Diarmuid wolf whistled from behind her.
 
   'Well of course you wouldn't. It's not black or purple and it's a dress,' she joked as she put her long brown coat back on over the long-sleeved leopard print dress which was a little inappropriate for a field trip across the country.
 
   Moments later, Declan Alexander appeared from within the building, rubbing his hands together. A group of teens trailed behind him.
 
   He turned as he approached, 'Come on guys, gather round. We're walking round to Russell Square where we'll be hopping on to the Tube to Paddington Station. From there we'll get the train to Bath, so make sure you've all got your Oyster cards ready before we leave.'
 
   When they'd finished fishing around in their pockets and handbags, and Declan was content everyone had what was needed to take the trip, they exited the well hidden entrance to the Academy and joined the rest of the commuters within the capital.
 
    
 
    oOo
 
   'I still find it hard to believe you're not that bothered about Liam dating Ava,' said Emma as Diarmuid stretched his legs, stopping for a chat with his friend who sat with his arm draped across the exotic beauty at the other end of the carriage.
 
   Lana shrugged her shoulders. 
 
   'Why would I be? It's been months since we broke up and we weren't exactly serious. Not like you two,' she replied, following Emma's gaze.
 
   'Besides, there's plenty more totty at the Academy now.'
 
   Emma choked into her now tepid green tea, 'Totty? You can't call them that!'
 
   Lana looked at her sister as if she was mad, 'Why not?'
 
   'Well... it's... it's derogatory.'
 
   'Sis, you really need to get out more,' laughed Lana, standing up as Diarmuid returned.
 
   'I'll leave you two love birds to it. I'm going for a wander.'
 
   Passing Declan a few seats down, she wondered how long it would be until they arrived in Bath.
 
   'About twenty minutes,' he said.
 
   'Huh?' she muttered, having completely forgotten he could read minds.
 
   'Oh right. Thanks,' she answered, blushing slightly. He chuckled, brushing his hair out of his eyes before turning his attention back to his newspaper.
 
   'Don't wander too far,' he added as she walked away.
 
   But Lana was bored and she'd already decided to walk through the rest of the carriages to the end of the train, regardless of how long it took. Surely the train wasn't that big, anyway?
 
   Before she'd given it another thought, she was already several carriages away from the rest of her classmates. Intrigued by the suited businessmen who tapped away at their laptops, oblivious to the world around them, Lana had walked slowly past each and every one, watching them until she'd reached the end. Sighing, she turned around and spotted a couple of empty seats just ahead of her.
 
   As she bent to sit down, the carriage became darker. Gazing out the window, she realised they were going through a tunnel. A rather long and very dark tunnel.
 
   She closed her eyes, just for a moment. 
 
   When she opened them, she was no longer on the train. Instead, she found herself outside in a dusty, dirty environment surrounded by sounds of hammering. Bang after bang like some kind of one-sided symphony. She watched as sweaty men worked hard digging a strange tunnel with picks. The stench of horse manure and sweat made her eyes water.
 
   Swallowing loudly, Lana closed her eyes again, trying to calm herself. 
 
   'It's okay, it's just a dream,' she whispered. 'I can control this, just breathe, Lana, breathe.'
 
   Opening her eyes again, she found she was still in that dirty place. Her only real concern, though, was her new dress. 
 
   'Great, it better not get dirty in this filth,' she muttered as her eyes scanned the crowd, eventually stopping on a rather important looking man in the distance, who sat on a beautiful black horse. His clothes were spotless.
 
   Sighing, she began to walk towards him, through the stream of workers who continued to bang, bang, bang at the seemingly solid ground beneath their feet. They were oblivious to the rather oddly dressed 16 year old who strode through the dustiness in her tan leather boots, brand new dress and brown coat, cursing, wishing she would return to her own time and place.
 
   The odd sound of a manly scream broke through all the noise, causing almost instant silence.
 
   'There,' pointed a man dressed in a 19th century suit.
 
   Lana followed his pointed finger towards a fallen man. Several others rushed to his side but it was too late.
 
   'He's dead, I'm afraid,' said another suited gentleman.
 
   'Another? We're nearing 100 deaths,' whispered the impressive man on the horse who had ridden over to see what the commotion was about.
 
   Removing his hat, he nodded towards a small group of men that seemed to appear out of nowhere. As instructed, they walked forward and lifted the still warm corpse, carrying him away.
 
   No matter what Lana had been through since her 16th birthday, she knew she would never be able to come to terms with death.
 
   'But why? The heat isn't overbearing, they are being fed quite well I think, and they're all of good strong build. What's causing so many to perish?' asked another man, a pair of spectacles sitting at the end of his nose and a large ledger in his hands.
 
   The man on the horse simply shook his head, 'I wish I knew.'
 
   A tear escaped from her eye which she quickly brushed away, as the sound of screeching deafened her. Placing her hands over her ears she was suddenly catapulted forward, banging her forehead on something in front of her.
 
   Opening her eyes, she realised she was back on the train, but it was still dark.
 
   And they were no longer moving.
 
    
 
   
CHAPTER 2
 
   'What's going on?' several voices came from behind her as people stood up to peer through the glass.
 
   'I think we're in the Box Tunnel,' said a woman's jittery voice from nearby.
 
   'But what's happening? Why have we stopped?' asked another.
 
   'There must be something wrong with the line. I shouldn't worry. I'm sure we'll get moving in no time,' a man said a little more confidently.
 
   'We'd better. I've got an important meeting in half an hour,' said an agitated voice.
 
   To make matters even worse, the lights on the train began to flicker on and off.
 
   'Oh great,' he added.
 
   'Lana?' asked a sweet voice from the back of the carriage as the lights went off again. A few moments passed and she continued to stand in darkness, waiting for them to come back on again.
 
   When they didn't, it was as if someone had held up a sign saying 'panic'. Almost everyone began to shout, creating mass havoc.
 
   'I'm here, Em,' called Lana calmly as she stood up and followed her sister's voice to the back of the carriage. 'Are you okay?' she asked as she reached her open hand and grasped it tightly.
 
   'Yeah, we're fine. Let's get back to the others.' 
 
   When they were out of ear shot, Emma whispered, 'Do you have any idea what's going on?'
 
   Lana shook her head, 'I kind of went into one of my weird dream thingies when we stopped. I haven't got a clue.'
 
   'Oh?' prompted Emma.
 
   'I'll tell you about it later. Let's just get back to the others first,' she whispered as they tried to dodge the panicking people within each carriage.
 
   'Wow... you'd think it was the Armageddon or something,' sighed Lana as they finally arrived back to Declan and their classmates as the lights flickered back on again.
 
   'You girls okay?' he asked.
 
   'We're fine. Have you figured out what's happening yet, Declan?' 
 
   'I think it's just some kind of technical hitch. The driver's trying to reach the control centre but he's having difficulty.'
 
   Declan waited for a moment before continuing, 'No, it's no good,' he whispered. 'Communications are down.'
 
   'Can't he just start the train back up and carry on driving, or something?' Lana asked.
 
   'It's not that simple,' answered Imran, one of their classmates who had spent the journey busying himself with his laptop.
 
   'Is there nothing we can do?' asked Elliott, a well-spoken member of their class.
 
   Lowering his voice, Declan whispered, 'You know we can't use our powers in the public eye, folks. We'll just have to sit this one out and wait for the railway authorities to sort it out. Don't worry, I'm sure everything will be fine.'
 
   'You think?' said Ava quietly. 'And in the meantime we just have to put up with all that awful wailing from those annoying people over there,' she added, rolling her eyes towards a group of women who sat huddled together crying and occasionally screaming a little too loudly.
 
   'Don't worry, I'll sort them out,' Declan offered. 'You just sit down and stay out of mischief,' he said as he stood up.
 
   The moment the women saw Declan, their demeanour changed, their crying came to an abrupt halt and they began playing with their hair.
 
   The group chuckled as the lights went out again. They waited for the wailing to start up again but Declan's reassuring words - or perhaps his good looks - had worked. Their carriage, at least, was calm.
 
   After about 45 minutes of nothing happening at all, Declan suddenly stood up, alarmed.
 
   'What is it, Declan?' Liam asked as he jumped up to stand beside him.
 
   'Something's wrong. It's the driver. I've lost all connection, his thoughts have just... well, they've gone. Actually so have everybody else's. Rupert, can you use your ability and look through the carriages to the driver's cabin?'
 
   Rupert turned to face the front of the train and concentrated hard, looking through every carriage until he could see the driver's cabin.
 
   His face dropped as he turned to face the rest of the group. 'He's erm… he's…'
 
   'He's what?' asked Lana.
 
   Rupert kind of shook his head awkwardly, 'I can't describe it. He's just, well, he's…'
 
   Lana turned to look at the ginger-haired class comedian, 'Oh for goodness sake, Rupert, spit it out. Where is he? What's the matter with him?' she tutted.
 
   Returning his attention to her, he shrugged, 'It's not just him, it's the others too.'
 
   'What do you mean?,' asked Liam as he pulled Ava protectively towards him. 
 
   'Well, Rupert, is the driver there or not?' Lana asked quietly.
 
   'He's there alright. It's just that he's kind of… not there too.'
 
   'Huh?' asked Emma as Diarmuid held her tight.
 
   'Let's just calm down, okay? Rupert, you're really not making any sense, mate,' said Declan.
 
   'I think you need to see for yourselves,' Rupert whispered.
 
   The lights flickered back on again, giving the group a moment to check on the women at the back of the carriage. Declan smiled encouragingly at them before noticing something odd. It was only then that they all realised how quiet the train had become.
 
   'Declan?' Emma whispered as she followed his gaze. 
 
   'Declan? Something's up with the women…' 
 
   As she approached them with her arm out-stretched, she held out her hand and touched one of their faces. She was stone cold and, although they were sitting in exactly the same position as before, the four women appeared to be no longer conscious. Their empty eyes stared back at her like lifeless porcelain dolls.
 
   Declan rushed to her side and inspected them.
 
   'The other people have stopped shouting too,' said Moira, as she took off her glasses and wiped her forehead, before she opened the door to the next carriage.
 
   'What's going on?' she whispered. 'What's happened to them all?' she asked as she looked over all the people who seemed to have frozen, just like the women.
 
   Following behind her, Declan and her classmates walked silently through the carriages, astonished at what they saw. It was as if the people were playing a game of Musical Statues. Each and every person was frozen, their eyes wide open, but there was nobody there.
 
   Lana waved her hand in front of one of the middle-aged businessmen she'd noticed earlier. He was standing up, leaning over the seat in front, a newspaper tucked under his arm and his laptop on the seat next to him. His mouth was open and his eyebrows were knitted together. He looked as if he'd been shouting. She turned her head so she could look directly at his face and waved a hand right in front of his eyes.
 
   'Hello?' she asked quietly.
 
   The man did nothing. If it wasn't for his beating heart that she could hear quite clearly when she placed her ear against his chest, she would have thought he were dead.
 
   'This is so freaky, Sis,' she said as she stepped backwards and turned to see her sister waving her hands in front of an old couple who sat cowering in their seats. Fear was etched into their faces.
 
   'You can say that again,' Emma gulped as she too, stepped backwards just as Declan rounded up the Watchers.
 
   'There is definitely something supernatural going on.'
 
    
 
    
 
   
CHAPTER 3
 
   'All the doors are locked,' said Diarmuid as he walked back towards the group. 'I couldn't get into the driver's cabin, but Rupert was right, he's frozen, just like the rest of them.'
 
   'Did you see anything else?' asked Liam.
 
   Diarmuid shook his head, 'Nothing superstitious... well nothing more weird than this,' he said as he waved his arms, indicating the carriage.
 
   'At least the lights are back on now,' whispered Ava nervously.
 
   'Is anyone getting a phone signal?' asked Declan.
 
   'No, nothing,' were the general replies after they'd fumbled in their bags and pockets.
 
   'Well, we're going to have to break open the doors, then.'
 
   'I'll do it,' offered Liam, as he rolled up his sleeves and turned to face the nearest door. Taking a deep breath, he grabbed hold of the handle and pulled it aggressively. The handle, with the door attached to it, came off in his hand like it was nothing but a thin piece of paper.
 
   He threw it to one side and peered out into the darkness of the tunnel.
 
   'It's too dark, I can't see a thing. Diarmuid, Emma, perhaps you could bring some light?' he asked as he began to climb out.
 
   'Not so fast, Liam,' shouted Declan. 'We don't know what's out there, mate. Let me go first,' he said gently pushing Liam behind him.
 
   'Diarmuid, stand behind me and light up please, mate.'
 
   Doing exactly as he was told, Diarmuid concentrated so much that he was soon a beacon in the darkness. Looking both ways, Declan could see nothing but an empty tunnel. There was no sign of anything out of place.
 
   'Perhaps it was someone on the train that caused it?' asked Moira quietly.
 
   'But we checked through all the carriages. Everyone was under that weird statue spell,' Lana replied.
 
   'I can't see anything untoward. I think we should get off the train and try and get to a spot where we can use our phones,' Declan suggested. 'I'll lead, with Emma behind me for light. Liam and Diarmuid, you follow behind the rest of the gang and keep an eye out. Come on, let's go.'
 
   The teenagers and their mentor carefully climbed down from the train and slowly began to walk through the dark tunnel towards daylight.
 
   It was damp, dark and cold.
 
   After a couple of minutes, Nisha suddenly stopped, causing Penny to crash into her.
 
   'Oops, sorry. What's up? Nisha, are you okay?'
 
   When she received no reply, she yelled ahead to Declan.
 
   Turning to look at the young red-haired girl, he shouted, 'What's up, Penny?'
 
   'It's Nisha… I'm not sure.'
 
   'Nisha?' he yelled, 'You okay?'
 
   The Indian girl suddenly looked upwards, oblivious to Declan's and Penny's calls.
 
   'Hello? I know you're there,' she whispered. 'Show yourselves.'
 
   Nisha watched as the ghosts of countless men hovered above their heads.
 
   'Who are you?' she asked as Lana and Emma shivered in front of her.
 
   But as quickly as they appeared, the ghostly men disappeared and the tunnel was empty once again.
 
   'Did you see them?' Nisha asked as Declan made his way towards her.
 
   'See what? What's going on, Nisha?'
 
   'The ghosts of a hundred souls,' she whispered breathlessly.
 
   'I didn't see anything. Do you think it's them? Do you think the ghosts could have caused this phenomenon?' asked Rupert.
 
   Declan shook his head, 'No… not ghosts. I don't think ghosts would be capable of anything like this. Come on folks, let's get out of here.'
 
   The twelve teenagers and Declan sped up, running until they finally reached daylight. Exiting the tunnel, they leant forward to catch their breaths before climbing up the steep incline of earth until they stood directly on top of the tunnel.
 
   All of them pulled out their mobile phones and walked around, trying to get a signal to call Eleanor at Praxos. All of them failed.
 
   'Jesus, what's going on?' Lana yelled in frustration as she looked around at their beautiful green surroundings. 'It seems so quiet,' she added.
 
   'I need to speak to the ghosts, maybe they can help,' said Nisha suddenly, as she started to climb back down the steep incline.
 
   'Nisha wait!' yelled Penny, 'Don't go back in there, not on your own, anyway. It could be dangerous.'
 
   Feeling a pull from below ground, Nisha was determined to speak to the ghosts of those men, so she ignored her friend and rushed back into the darkness.
 
   'Declan!' squealed Penny as Nisha disappeared below them.
 
    
 
   oOo
 
   'It's alright, you have no need to fear me. You can show yourselves,' whispered Nisha as she cautiously tiptoed back through the tunnel, alone.
 
   The gentle sound of breathing filled the area and soon she was surrounded by a large group of men, covered in dirt, all carrying pick axes.
 
   Up until recently she would have been terrified at the prospect of talking to ghosts, but since becoming a Watcher, a new-found confidence filled her. Besides, she had a feeling these ghosts weren't there to hurt her.
 
   'Who are you?' she asked with a smile.
 
   'It matters not, child. You must leave… you must leave now. You are in danger. They are awake…' said one.
 
   'We have been at peace for so long, yet this very morning, they awoke us from slumber. Dash, child, dash. Get out while you still can…'
 
   'Don't let them get to you or else it will be too late…'
 
   'But I don't understand. Who? Who woke you up? What endangers us? What's going on?'
 
    
 
   oOo
 
   'Where is she?' asked Declan.
 
   'She wouldn't wait, she went back into the tunnel to speak to the ghosts.'
 
   Declan threw himself down the bank, skidding to the bottom, rolling on his back before eventually landing on his feet. He ran back into the darkness, with the others close behind him.
 
   'Nisha? Nisha?' he whispered but he couldn't see a thing.
 
   Suddenly, the place was as bright as a hospital room as both Diarmuid and Emma lit themselves up to allow Declan to see.
 
   But before he could do anything more, Imran yelled out, 'We're too late, look,' he said, pointing towards the statue of their 16 year old classmate.
 
   'No!' sobbed Penny and Ava.
 
   'Damn it,' shouted Lana.
 
   'I'll grab her. You lot get out of here!'
 
   Declan ran as fast as he could towards her, picked her up and then dashed back out into the sunlight, making sure no-one was left behind.
 
   Standing above the tunnel, they gently placed Nisha on the grass.
 
   'What do we do now?' asked Lana.
 
   'We'll have to walk until we reach civilization and make the call from there,' Declan said.
 
   'Do you think… do you think she's going to… to… d-d-die?' sobbed Penny.
 
   Declan gently put his hand on her shoulder and shook his head. 'Whatever this is, we're going to get to the bottom of it. We're going to help Nisha and everyone else on that train, okay? This is the kind of thing that you're being trained to deal with. This is what the academy is for. Stay strong and we'll get through this. We'll have to carry Nisha with us, we certainly can't leave her here.'
 
   'I'll take her,' volunteered Liam, whose super strength would allow him to easily carry her any distance.
 
   'Okay, folks, let's go. I'm pretty sure there's a small hamlet close by. Follow me,' Declan said as they began walking across the top of the tunnel.
 
    
 
   
CHAPTER 4
 
   'There's something really weird going on,' said Ava a few minutes later.
 
   'No, really?' said Lana before realising what a cow she sounded and apologised.
 
   'That's okay, Lana. But I wasn't talking about all that happened this morning on the train. I mean, something else. You know that I can normally hear things for miles around and stuff? Well, I don't seem to be able to hear anything.'
 
   'What, like your power has gone?' Lana asked, shocked.
 
   'No, I don't feel like I've lost it… I just feel like everywhere has gone quiet,' she whispered.
 
   'That's freaky, Ava.'
 
   Ava lifted her eyebrows and said nothing more. She just concentrated on trying to hear the world around her, like she'd been able to do since she turned 16.
 
   'There's a house!' shouted Imran from the front of the group and he began to walk faster.
 
   'Wait up, Imran. I'll go and see if there's anyone home first. You guys wait here. Stick together. Whatever you do, don't split up,' Declan said as he rushed towards the gate. As he pushed it open, he noticed a small dog sitting in front of the door.
 
   'It's okay, mate, I'm a friend,' Declan whispered, leaning forward to pat it on its head. The moment he touched it, Declan stopped for a moment. Like Nisha and the people on the train, the dog was cold to the touch. Whatever had affected the others, had also affected the dog.
 
   Taking a deep breath, he knocked on the front door. After a few minutes of silence, he turned the door knob to find it unlocked. Pushing it open, he peered into a small, cosy living room.
 
   'Hello? Is there anyone here?' he yelled.
 
   Nothing.
 
   Walking through the house, he looked into every room until he found a telephone. Stopping, he picked it up, hoping for a dial tone. He cursed as he realised the landlines were down too.
 
   Putting it back down, he wandered through to the kitchen where he was faced with a woman in her dressing gown, feeding a toddler. Both were frozen in time.
 
   Cursing again, Declan rushed out of the house and back to the group of Watchers.
 
   'Any luck?' they asked but his face said it all.
 
   'No phone?'
 
   'Landlines are down,' he said, 'and the people in there are affected too.'
 
   'But why aren't we? I don't understand,' said Cassie, pouting.
 
   'It must have something to do with us being Watchers. Maybe it only affects humans, 100 percent humans, if you know what I mean,' suggested Rupert.
 
   'But then why did it affect Nisha?' asked Emma.
 
   'Perhaps she got too close to the source? Or something like that?' Imran suggested.
 
   'If that's the case, then we ought to track down other Watchers in the area. The group in Bath were expecting us this morning so let's just try and get to them. We can figure out what to do from there. There's a main road over there. Maybe we can borrow someone's car to get there.'
 
   'There are 13 of us, Declan. We'll need a mini bus,' Rupert said, trying to make light of the situation.
 
   As they rounded the corner, Declan laughed, 'Well then, it's a good job there's a minibus parked just over there then, isn't it?' he said, as they all ran towards the vehicle.
 
   'No keys though,' he said. 'Climb aboard everyone. Liam, can you try and make Nisha as comfortable as possible. Diarmuid, can I borrow you to start this engine?'
 
   Diarmuid looked a little confused.
 
   'I reckon you'll be able to start the ignition with your ability. Give it a go will you?'
 
   He nodded before sending a surge of electricity through the keyhole.
 
   'Where do you think the driver is?' asked Penny.
 
   'I don't think it really matters now, does it?'
 
   Declan turned to the front and grinned as the engine purred into motion.
 
   'I knew you could do it, mate. Thanks.'
 
   Diarmuid grinned and took a seat next to his girlfriend.
 
   'Thank God something's going right this morning,' Lana smiled as she put on her seat belt.
 
   'Buckle up, everybody!' shouted Declan as he screeched away from the kerb, narrowly missing two men who appeared to be in the middle of a fist fight.
 
   'Oops,' he said as he watched in his mirror as one of the frozen figures wobbled slightly and then fell to the ground.
 
   'I can't believe it,' whispered Emma as they slowed down to avoid all the cars that had randomly stopped all over the place on the road between the hamlet of Box Hill and Bath.
 
   'It's chaos,' Lana added.
 
   'I know. What if some of these people are injured?'
 
   'I doubt it. If you really look around, there doesn't seem to have been any accidents. The best thing we can do right now is to try and get to the bottom of this,' Declan said from the driver's seat.
 
    
 
   oOo
 
   The drive shouldn't have taken very long at all, but given all the vehicles scattered all over the place and the random people just stuck in the middle of the roads, it ended up taking ten times longer than it ought to have.
 
   Eventually pulling up outside the Royal Crescent, one of Bath's most renowned addresses, Declan climbed out of the minibus and stretched his arms and legs. Looking around, he noticed a coach load of Japanese tourists, armed with cameras, taking photos. They were all stuck mid-pose, frozen like everybody else.
 
   The moment the teenagers began clambering out of the vehicle, a stranger appeared from one of the stunning Georgian houses within the crescent.
 
   'Declan! It's about time you came down for a visit to see the new place,' shouted the odd looking young man with ash white hair and a black goatee. He approached his old friend and hugged him.
 
   'Shayne. It's good to see you, old pal. I wish the circumstances were different though. Do you know what's going on?'
 
   Shayne shook his head, rubbing his goatee in thought. 
 
   'I wish we did. We have no record of anything like this ever happening, well, not here anyway. All the master files are at the HQ in London. All the phone lines are down, as is the Internet. Even the TV seems to have frozen. We've been trying to get through to Eleanor but we're having no luck.'
 
   'Yeah, you and me both.'
 
   'Oh, is she one of yours?' he asked as Liam carefully pulled Nisha out from the back of the minibus. She looked like a mannequin from a show window display.
 
   Nodding, Declan explained what had happened.
 
   'We don't understand it either. We're drawing a blank here. Where's the rest of the gang?'
 
   'I've sent most of them off to try and reach the other Watchers around the country. We've got CB radios but we haven't had any luck getting them to work yet. I thought Eleanor had them down at HQ?'
 
   'Yeah, I'm pretty sure she does.'
 
   'That's weird. Anyway, come on in, you all must be parched,' he said as the group followed him into a grand Georgian hallway that led into a large open plan office.
 
   'Oh, I wasn't expecting this,' Diarmuid smiled as he admired the architecture.
 
   'Yeah, some of the houses were made into offices a while back. We've kept the upstairs as living quarters though,' Shayne smiled. 'A group of us live and work here. We moved in a few years ago.'
 
   'What do you do?' asked Lana.
 
   'Pretty much the same as you guys in London. Well, what you guys will be doing once you've finished your studies. We help the police and the government, catch the bad guys, round up those pesky supernatural bad eggs, you know? Try and solve weird things that happen. Today is just another day at the office, really,' he chuckled. 'Come through. You're welcome to have a look around while I get you guys something to eat and drink,' he said warmly as the group wandered around.
 
   'Declan, why don't you follow me? I've sent Sara and Amber off to find us a chopper, that way we can fly back to London and get to the bottom of this. So tell me more about this morning… tell me exactly what happened…'
 
    
 
   oOo
 
   'What do you think is going on, Sis?' asked Emma a little later, as they sat in the living room waiting for Declan to return.
 
   'I haven't got a clue and it's kind of freaking me out that no-one else seems to know, either. I just hope Eleanor can shed some light on it all.'
 
   'That's if we can get through to her.'
 
   'Oh I'm not worried about that. Didn't you hear that Shayne sent some of his colleagues off to find a helicopter? Once they've sorted that out, someone will fly down to London to get help.'
 
   'Do you think this is happening all over the country?'
 
   'It must be. All communication is down, isn't it?'
 
   'Yeah, I guess.'
 
   Turning around on the sofa, Emma peered out of the large window, looking down at the large group of frozen tourists below. Beyond them was a large open area of green grass, where the odd couple could be seen hand in hand, going nowhere.
 
   'It's beautiful, isn't it?' said Shayne as he and Declan silently appeared from the hallway.
 
   Emma nodded without turning back.
 
   'It's the Royal Victoria Park, 57 acres in total. Impressive eh?'
 
   Just as she was turning back to face them, Emma caught sight of movement on the green.
 
   'Oh… what was that?' she muttered, squinting.
 
   Shayne and Declan both rushed over to check it out.
 
   'It shouldn't be any of our lot, they're unlikely to be back for a while yet,' Shayne said as he tried to locate the source of the movement.
 
   'I can't see anything.'
 
   'Let me have a look,' offered Rupert.
 
   'He can see for miles around,' Declan told his colleague after seeing his eyebrows knit together in confusion.
 
   'There,' Rupert pointed. 'There's something moving just behind that tree. It looks like a… like a, um… I'm not sure what it looks like, really. It's certainly not human, but it's not very big. Less than a metre tall, squat-looking, ugly. Oh…'
 
   'What? What is it, Rupert?' asked Declan.
 
   'It just vanished into thin air.'
 
   Shayne and Declan shared an odd look, both nodding at the same time.
 
   'Pixie trolls.'
 
   'Pixie trolls?' asked Lana as the rest of the gang began to walk into the living room to find out what was going on.
 
   'Yeah, it certainly sounds like trolls,' Declan offered.
 
   'But I thought trolls were like giants, gruesome snotty creatures who carried large clubs and smashed things to bits…' Emma said innocently.
 
   'Harry Potter, Sis? Really?' Lana chuckled, shaking her head.
 
   Emma shrugged her shoulders.
 
   'They come in all shapes and sizes, depending on what part of the world they come from. These ones sound like ancient pixie trolls but I thought they were extinct.'
 
   Declan nodded as he listened to his friend, 'You and me both. Do you know how to handle them?'
 
   Shayne reluctantly shook his head, 'Afraid not. I thought they died out long ago. It's a bit before my time. We really need to access your files in London.'
 
   'So what do we do now?' asked Emma, who was gripping Diarmuid's hand.
 
   Declan glanced at Shayne, 'We have to wait for the girls to return with the chopper.'
 
   'Well, can't we fight them?' asked Liam.
 
   'Afraid not. We don't know how many there are and we don't know where they are. Chances are that we might be surrounded by the little blighters,' said Shayne.
 
   'Surely we would be able to see them if that was the case,' Penny said as she continued to stare out of the window.
 
   'Not necessarily. You see, pixie trolls have the ability to become invisible,' Shayne replied.
 
   'No way?' Imran said from the doorway.
 
   'Afraid so.'
 
   'Great, so we're stuck here?'
 
   'Until we figure something out… yes.'
 
   'Maybe there is something I can do to help?' asked Imran.
 
   'Of course,' said Declan slapping his forehead, 'Imran has a unique ability to time travel. He could go back to when we were in London, get all the facts we need and bring them back here.'
 
   'Perhaps he could go back and warn Eleanor before this all happens?' Shayne suggested.
 
   Declan nodded and Imran stood, ready to make his move.
 
   'Just give me a little space,' he asked as he flipped his baseball cap around on his head and began to concentrate. Closing his eyes, he thought of the time and place he needed to return to. Preparing himself for the intense spinning that usually accompanied his journey through time, Imran was confused when nothing happened.
 
   Opening his eyes, he looked around before trying again. But it was useless, his power seemed to have been lost.
 
   'What's going on?' he asked as he began to shake. 'This hasn't happened before. I don't get it.'
 
   'It's okay, Imran,' reassured Moira.
 
   'No, it's not. You've all still got your powers, haven't you?'
 
   The others nodded.
 
   'Then why has mine gone?' he asked, removing his cap and turning it around and around in his hands. Looking down, he glanced at his watch. It had stopped that morning at 9.57am.
 
   Looking back up to his classmates, he grabbed Moira's wrist, her watch had stopped at the exact same moment. Moving forward he lifted Diarmuid's arm to see that his watch had also stopped. All the others began to follow suit, looking at the time on their watches. Everyone's watch showed the same time in the morning.
 
   Shayne rushed out of the living room and into the hallway where he peered at the grandfather clock. It had stopped at precisely 9.57.
 
   'I can't believe I didn't notice it before…' Shayne said, shaking his head in disbelief.
 
   'The trolls haven't frozen everyone, they've frozen time.'
 
   'But what does that mean?' asked Lana, confused.
 
   'The one good thing about this is that when we finally sort it all out, the humans won't know anything ever happened. We won't have a huge, countrywide panic to sort out,' he grinned.
 
   'Well woop de doo,' said Lana. 'And in the meantime, we've got to stop these killer trolls before they cause even more mayhem.'
 
   Shayne chuckled at her before he looked at Declan, who shrugged his shoulders with a smile.
 
   'You've got some unique ones this year, my man.'
 
   'Tell me about it,' laughed Declan as Lana suppressed a giggle.
 
   Changing the subject back to his own problem, Imran interrupted them, 'But what has this got to do with my power disappearing?'
 
   Clapping him on his shoulder, Shayne faced him, 'There is no time for you to manipulate. Sorry, my man.'
 
   Imran chewed the inside of his cheek as he thought about his predicament before muttering, 'So basically, I'm pretty useless then.' He plopped himself down on an armchair feeling sorry for himself.
 
   'Of course you're not useless, Imran,' offered the rest of the group, but it made little difference. It was the first time in months that he'd felt like - well - like a human and not the half angel that he really was.
 
   'Don't worry, we'll sort it out. And remember, you're a Watcher. Your ability to time travel is just one of your many talents, the others will appear eventually. Just give it time,' Declan reassured him. 
 
   'Time? It looks like we've got all the time in the world,' said Rupert as the sound of propellers could be heard in the distance.
 
   'The chopper!' yelled Shayne happily. 'They found one!'
 
    
 
    
 
   
CHAPTER 5
 
   Landing safely on the green grass at the back of the Royal Crescent, the blades of the helicopter began to slow.
 
   The two young women on board, Sara and Amber, were about to exit when Amber spotted something strange at the window of their home.
 
   A large white sheet was being held up. Squinting, she could just make out the words messily scribbled on it. 
 
   TROLLS. STAY ON THE CHOPPER!!
 
   'Wait,' she yelled to Sara just as she was about to open the door. Leaning across her, Amber grabbed the handle and pulled it closed.
 
   'What? What are you doing?'
 
   'Look,' Amber pointed towards the building.
 
   'Trolls? Oh Jesus. What do we do now?'
 
   'We stay put until Shayne figures something out.'
 
   oOo
 
   'Can we make a run for it?' asked Liam.
 
   'Maybe... but only the ones who can run seriously fast. That's you and...'
 
   'Me,' said Cassie as she stepped forward with a grin, her hand on her hip.
 
   'Okay then, it's decided. You and Cassie head to the helicopter, the girls can fly you to London and you can get help from Eleanor. We'll just have to stay here and wait,' Declan said as the two began to prepare themselves to run through what could potentially be an invisible barrier of pixie trolls.
 
   'We could do with a diversion, really,' suggested Shayne as they all stood looking out the window.
 
   'I wonder if they're affected by electricity?' pondered Diarmuid as he turned to look out the window. 'Maybe I could try and send out an electrical force field while Cassie and Liam make a run for it?'
 
   'Actually, that's not a bad idea,' nodded Declan. 'Yeah, let's do it. I just wish we could let the girls know what's going on.'
 
   'Oh! Well I could do that,' offered Ava. 'I can place my thoughts in their heads, remember?'
 
   He nodded with a smile. 'Do it.'
 
   'Sara, Amber. My name's Ava, I'm one of the students from London. We're trapped inside because we can't see where the trolls are due to their power of invisibility. Diarmuid, one of my classmates, is going to send out an electrical force field in a moment. We're hoping it will distract the trolls enough so that Liam and Cassie can run out to you in time. The four of you need to fly to London to get the info we need from Eleanor. I'm sorry about invading your thoughts but it was the only way. Do you copy?' she thought, before adding, 'Erm, sorry, I can't actually hear your thoughts but Declan can,' she chuckled quietly.
 
   'Copy that, Ava and Declan. We're ready. Good luck guys,' Amber thought back.
 
   'Gotcha, Ava. Good luck,' thought Sara.
 
   'Okay, they're ready,' Declan said just as they heard the helicopter's engine purr into motion again.
 
   'Good luck,' Ava whispered to Liam as he leant forward and kissed her quickly on the lips. 
 
   Standing by the front door, Diarmuid took a deep breath before Shayne pulled it open and nodded. Holding out his arms, he flicked his hands so they were wide open, releasing the awesome power of electricity. It was like a massive bolt of lightning, shattering the calmness of the day. As the force field moved forward, Declan grinned as the sound of hundreds of panicked voices filled his head.
 
   'It's working,' he yelled, 'I can hear them.'
 
   'I see them,' yelled Rupert. 'Look,' he pointed as one by one, the trolls seemed to flicker in and out of invisibility. The electricity was temporarily stunning them.
 
   'Now, go now!' shouted Declan as Diarmuid quickly moved aside, allowing Cassie and Liam to rush through the doorway.
 
   They watched as the couple moved at the speed of light. Cassie arrived first, climbing aboard the helicopter with ease, her blonde curls bouncing around her face. As she sat down, Sara turned to high-five her with a grin.
 
   Liam was almost there when an ugly little creature suddenly revealed itself, right in his path. Before Liam had the chance to do a thing, it poked him in the leg. The instant he was touched, Liam became just like the rest of the frozen club, stopped in time.
 
   'No!' Ava cried out in shock as she watched his body become eerily still.
 
   'Ava, you must calm down,' Declan said, 'You need to tell the girls to go, they'll have to leave him. Tell them to leave him,' he ordered.
 
   With tears pouring down her face, she reluctantly nodded and passed on the message to Amber and Sara. 
 
   Moments later, the helicopter began to lift into the air. Cassie's shocked face could be seen peering through the window as it disappeared into the distance.
 
   The rest of the group looked on as Liam was left alone, standing dead still, mid-run, on the grass below.
 
   'Poor Liam,' said Lana as she gently hugged Ava and led her away from the window so she didn't have to watch her frozen boyfriend stuck out there with those little monsters.
 
   'We need to get him back inside,' Rupert said sadly, but Shayne shook his head, 'I'm sorry, but we can't. From what we've seen so far, the trolls are only freezing people, they're not actually harming them. He'll be okay out there. He'll have to be - for now.'
 
   Taking a deep breath, Rupert flopped back down onto the sofa next to Lana, Emma and Diarmuid. They all looked utterly helpless.
 
   'I'll go make us a cup of tea,' offered Moira as she walked out of the room, rubbing her eyes. In the kitchen, she put the kettle on and grabbed the closest teapot. Looking up while she waited for the water to boil, she caught her reflection in the mirror on the wall. Her eyes were red. She removed her glasses, putting them down on the worktop. Rubbing her eyes just as the kettle clicked off, she picked it up and began to pour hot water into the pot. Glancing upwards, she caught sight of herself again and dropped the hot kettle, letting it crash to the floor.
 
   Ignoring it, she moved closer to the mirror and gasped at the sight of her eyes. Her usual brown eyes weren't looking back at her. Instead, they shone silver. She gulped and grabbed her glasses. Putting them back on, she turned back to the mirror only to find the same old reflection that she always saw.
 
   'Are you okay, Moira? We heard something smash?' Lana said as she rushed into the room with Emma and Declan.
 
   'I'm… I'm fine, I just dropped the kettle that's all. I'm fine.'
 
   Looking down, Lana bent to pick it up. 
 
   'But Moira… you've got water splashed all over your legs. Are you sure you're okay?'
 
   Looking slightly confused, Moira smiled and took the kettle out of her hands. 
 
   'Honestly, I'm fine. I didn't feel a thing. Here, do you want to take the cups out?'
 
    
 
    
 
   
CHAPTER 6
 
   'Why aren't they trying to get inside?' whispered Lana later that afternoon as the sky grew darker with thunderous storm clouds.
 
   'I've no idea. Maybe they have to be invited?'
 
   'What? They're not vampires, Em.'
 
   Emma shrugged, 'Well… you never know. Why else wouldn't they come and get us?'
 
   This time Lana shrugged as Shayne turned up the thermostat on the central heating.
 
   'It's chilly today,' he said just as Ava let out a sob in the corner of the room, making everyone go quiet as they thought about Liam out in the miserable weather.
 
   'At least the cloud cover is offering a little protection from the cold,' reassured Moira with a yawn.
 
   'Why don't you have a nap, Moira? You never know, maybe you'll learn something we need to know in your dreams?' suggested Lana.
 
   'Good idea,' she replied, closing her eyes and nodding off with her head resting on the side of the sofa.
 
   'You've certainly got some interesting students with fascinating powers this year, Declan. I wish I'd have met them under different circumstances. I had a great day planned for you all,' Shayne smiled.
 
   'Oh yeah? What were we going to do?' asked Emma who was curled up on the soft carpet by Diarmuid's legs.
 
   'Well, we've heard some rumours about strange occurrences on the Pulteney Bridge and we were planning on investigating that. to start with.'
 
   'What kind of strange occurrences?' asked Imran quietly.
 
   'Just hauntings, mainly. Nothing serious. It would have been something light and easy for you guys to get your teeth into… to start with, anyway,' Shayne smiled.
 
   'We'd also planned a trip to the Roman Baths for lunch… not that we were investigating anything there, we just figured we'd take you somewhere a bit special for a bite to eat. After that, we were intending to take you into the centre where, in recent months, several people have reported seeing a pair of glowing red eyes staring at them at night. We're thinking possible werewolf but there have been no attacks as yet. Bath Abbey was another place to take you as well, as that's been haunted by monks for years.' Shayne sniggered to himself before continuing, 'And lastly, we were thinking about taking you to the area around Abbey Church where the spirit of a naked man has been seen on numerous occasions. It's about time he was passed over, to preserve his modesty.'
 
   Lana perked up, 'A naked man?' she asked as Emma laughed at her sudden interest.
 
   'Why haven't you solved any of these hauntings?' asked a curious Penny.
 
   'We just haven't had the time. We've been working on more serious crimes lately.'
 
   'What kind of crimes?'
 
   'Have you heard of The Skulls?' Shayne asked, looking around the room.
 
   'Heard of them? We've met some of them,' Lana shuddered.
 
   Shayne nodded, 'So you're well aware how dangerous they can be?'
 
   Everyone nodded.
 
   'Well, the Skulls are becoming more and more troublesome, not just around these parts but elsewhere in the country too. We've been picking up the pieces, so to speak.'
 
   Moira suddenly kicked out from the sofa and began to whimper, sobbing in her sleep. After a couple of minutes, the sobbing became louder and she began to lash out with her arms and legs.
 
   Declan stood up and walked over to her. He gently shook her arm, 'Moira? Moira, wake up,' he whispered but she refused to come to.
 
   Her body was beginning to shake uncontrollably. It was almost like she was having some kind of seizure.
 
   'Something's wrong,' said Declan.
 
   He shook her more firmly but nothing would wake her.
 
   'Diarmuid, I'm sorry to ask you but she's going to need jolting awake. Can you give her a gentle shock?'
 
   Nodding at his mentor, Diarmuid scooted over and placed his hand on hers. He gulped before releasing a jolt of electricity. They waited as her breathing began to slow down and she stopped shaking, but she still didn't wake up.
 
   'What's that?' asked Emma as she noticed something on her arm beneath her sleeve.
 
   Declan lifted the sleeve of her jumper to reveal a sore, red gash, oozing silver fluid.
 
   'I'm not sure. Has she mentioned this to any of you before?'
 
   'Not lately. Although she was slightly injured that night in Abney Park but she said it wasn't anything to worry about.'
 
   'Injured? How was she injured?'
 
   Lana and Emma shook their heads and shrugged their shoulders.
 
   'Shayne, does this look familiar to you?'
 
   As he stood up to take a closer look, Shayne's eyes grew wider and he nodded.
 
   'She's been bitten, Declan.'
 
   'Bitten?' said Lana, 'By what?'
 
   'A Skull.'
 
    
 
   oOo
 
   It had taken quite a few weeks to take its toll on Moira's body, but she now had Skull poison flowing through her veins. And if she wasn't treated fairly quickly, Moira would start to change… and not for the better.
 
   Gently placed in a bed upstairs, the Watchers took their turn keeping an eye on her as the strange, fitful sleep continued to plague her.
 
   'What can we do?' asked Emma as Diarmuid took his turn at Moira's bedside.
 
   'There's not a lot we can do at the moment. Not while we're trapped in here by the trolls,' Shayne replied.
 
   'But if we could get out, what is the best way to treat Moira? Is it with antibiotics or something like that?'
 
   Declan sat down at the oval dining table, next to Shayne, Lana and Emma while the other Watchers slept in the living room.
 
   'I'm afraid antibiotics would have little effect on her, Emma. Moira needs to be treated at the Praxos hospital.'
 
   'I've never heard of that before. Where is it?' asked Lana, resting her chin on her hands.
 
   'It's in Arundel.'
 
   'Arundel? Where's Arundel?' asked Emma.
 
   'West Sussex,' he replied.
 
   'We need the helicopter back,' she said.
 
   'I know, but we can't reach them, unless Ava's ability will stretch that far?' Shayne wondered.
 
   'I doubt she's that strong yet. Maybe in a couple of years perhaps, but not yet. You forget she's only 16, Shayne,' said Declan.
 
   'I guess you're right.'
 
   'I'm afraid there's nothing we can do but sit it out and hope that Moira's condition doesn't worsen before the chopper gets back.'
 
   'This sucks,' said Rupert as he walked into the dining room, stretching his arms and yawning. He walked over to the window and flicked the curtain to one side. Rain had just started to splash against the glass.
 
   A crack of thunder made them all jump, Emma especially, as until recently she would have been cowering under the table with fear of storms and all that they entailed. 
 
   'Hang on a minute,' said Imran who had wandered sleepily into the room, 'If time has been frozen, how come the weather is changing? Surely it should stay put too?' he asked.
 
   'Sorry, but I've no idea what's going on out there,' Declan answered.
 
   As the rain began to pour, Rupert continued to stare out the back of Royal Crescent.
 
   'Hey… I can see them!' he said suddenly. 'The rain - the rain's making it possible to see their outlines. There's hundreds of the little blighters. Look…'
 
   The others rushed to his side to watch as the outlines of the pixie trolls clearly became visible beneath the now constant downpour of rain.
 
   The pixie trolls had the back of the building surrounded. 
 
   Emma rushed through the house looking for a window that looked out onto the opposite side of the building. Several of the bedroom windows did and she smiled to herself when she realised there were no trolls there.
 
   'Hey!' she shouted, 'Shayne, is there another way out of this place?'
 
   'There's a front and a back door,' he replied as he approached her, 'Why?'
 
   'Because the trolls are only out by the grass. Look,for some reason they're not on the other side of the house.'
 
   'Hmm, that's interesting,' he said, stroking his goatee. 
 
   'I wonder…' he rushed away from her and down the stairs until he reached what was actually the front door - they'd entered the back door earlier.
 
   Peering through the letterbox, he watched as the rain poured from above. 'You're right, I don't see any. The car is parked just over there,' he said, pointing to a black Range Rover in front of the building. 'Perhaps someone could take Moira and drive to Arundel. I know it's risky but she's very ill and she really does need treatment as soon as possible.'
 
    
 
   oOo
 
   So focussed had they been on the back of the Royal Crescent and Royal Victoria Park that no-one had even thought that the front of the property might be free of trolls. Declan drew straws on who would accompany him and Moira to the hospital in Arundel. Lana, Elliott and Emma drew the short ones. 
 
   'The rest of you must stay here with Shayne. Stay safe indoors until the helicopter returns and then do whatever Eleanor instructs you to do. Ava, I know it's a long shot but try and stay in communication with us. I know the further we go, the harder it is, but if you could shoot me a thought every 15 minutes, we'll try and stay in touch, okay? At least for as long as possible.'
 
   Ava nodded, her bright blue eyes wide with apprehension. 'I will. Good luck,' she muttered as she hugged Emma, Lana and Elliott.
 
   'Be careful, babe,' whispered Diarmuid who stood holding Emma in a long tight hug.
 
   'Come on guys, we need to get going now,' Declan said, rolling his eyes as Emma finally released her boyfriend.
 
   'I will, I promise,' she whispered to him before they all sneaked out of the house and ran as fast as they could towards the 4x4. Declan very carefully placed Moira on the back seat before quickly climbing into his own.
 
   The others kept a sharp look out for any movement towards them. It wasn't until the moment the car doors slammed behind them that Shayne waved frantically from the window above, pointing to the rear of the car. 
 
   'They're coming,' he mouthed as he spotted movement in the rain.
 
   'They're coming!' repeated Lana, as Declan swiftly put the car into gear and the vehicle’s wheels spun on the damp tarmac. Within seconds, they were speeding safely away from the Royal Crescent.
 
    
 
   oOo
 
   Dodging the hundreds of vehicles that had been frozen in time, Declan deftly manoeuvred the large car in and out of the streets of Bath, carefully avoiding people scattered everywhere.
 
   'I wish we knew where all the trolls are,' said Emma.
 
   'I would imagine they'll be wherever the Watchers are,' answered Declan. 'They will have tracked down anyone not affected by their... their spell, or whatever it is.'
 
   'How come you and Shayne knew they were trolls?' asked Lana.
 
   'I don't know about Shayne, but I remember my dad telling me a fairytale about them when I was a boy. It told the tale about an ugly young pixie troll who became invisible whenever his enemies were near.'
 
   'How did it go?'
 
   'Huh?'
 
   'The fairytale, how did the rest of it go?' asked Lana.
 
   Declan shrugged his shoulders, 'I don't really remember, to be honest with you. All I remember is the troll was called Peter.'
 
   'Peter the pixie troll? That's original,' sighed Elliott from the front passenger seat.
 
   'How's Moira doing?' Declan asked, peering into the rear view mirror to try and catch a glimpse of her.
 
   'She's okay, I think. Same as before, a bit calmer though,' Emma whispered back as she gently pushed Moira's long mousy hair out of her eyes.
 
   Turning his attention back to the road, a loud bang on the front bumper made them all jump.
 
   'What was that?' screeched Lana as Declan slammed on the brakes.
 
   'I don't know, I didn't see anything in front of me,' Declan said as Elliott moved to open the door.
 
   'No!' cried Lana, 'It could be a troll, don't get out.'
 
   'She's right, Elliott.'
 
   Putting the car into reverse, they very gingerly drove backwards, all looking out their windows to see what it was they'd hit.
 
   'There,' screeched Lana as she pointed out of her side window, 'There's something weird over there. Look...'
 
   It was curled up like a rather large hedgehog, minus the spikes, and rolled into a ball. They watched as it slowly unravelled itself and stood up, shaking its limbs clumsily and muttering something under its breath.
 
   When it finally stood up to its full height, the creature placed its hands on its hips and shook its head energetically. It then fell straight back onto the floor again and didn't move.
 
   'Do you think it's hurt?' asked Emma.
 
   'Who cares? It's a troll, it's evil,' replied Lana, tutting.
 
   Emma let out a sigh. 'It didn't look mean. Maybe we should check it out?'
 
   'Emma, I can't believe we're even related. I'm not going anywhere near that thing and I don't think anyone else should either. For all we know, it could be a trick to get us out of the car. Declan, I reckon you should put your foot down and get us out of here.'
 
   But Declan had other ideas.
 
   'Emma, do you see a cage in the back of the car?'
 
   'OMG,' cried Lana, 'You're not serious?'
 
   'Afraid so,' he said as Emma nodded.
 
   'But how are we going to get it?' Elliott asked. 'Because I doubt we can touch it.'
 
   'If there's a cage in the back, then there should be a catch pole too. We can use that.'
 
   'What's a catch pole? And why on Earth is there a cage and a catch pole in the car anyway?' Lana asked in irritation.
 
   'Sometimes we have to try and catch animals and wild supernatural creatures. If they're dangerous, they need to be transported in cages. Does that explain it enough for you?' he said, with his eyebrows raised as he looked at her.
 
   'As long as we don't touch it, we should be fine. Elliott, you come with me. Girls, you stay put.'
 
   'But what if something happens? What if there are more trolls around the car that we can't see? Declan?' Lana asked as she became more and more concerned.
 
   Declan grinned as he pointed to Elliott, 'Elliott here is going to surround us with flames,' he grinned as he patted the teenage boy on the shoulder.
 
   'Okay with you?' he asked.
 
   Elliott grinned and nodded.
 
   'But if something does happen to us, just get out of here and drive. You can drive, right?' he asked the sisters.
 
   Emma and Lana both nodded.
 
   'Yeah, Dad taught us as soon as we could reach the pedals,' said Emma.
 
   'I thought he might have done,' Declan grinned. 'Okay then, ready Elliott? Now!' he yelled as the two jumped out of the car, slamming the doors behind them.
 
   Lana put her fingers in her mouth as she watched Elliott create a massive ring of flames all around them. He was careful to keep the fire some distance from the car itself, as they ran to the back of the car to open the boot and the cage door. Declan grabbed two catch poles before they both carefully stepped towards the troll that still appeared to be unconscious.
 
   Placing one noose around its neck and the other around its ankles, he handed one of the poles to Elliott.
 
   'Careful not to hurt the little guy,' Declan said as Elliott nodded.
 
   'On two. One, Two...'
 
   They picked him up and carried him awkwardly towards the car. 
 
   'I can't get him in,' said Elliott who moved closer, trying to manoeuvre the pole so that the troll could be pushed into the cage and the nooses removed.
 
   'Concentrate, Elliott, concentrate on the flames,' Declan whispered.
 
   Elliott nodded.
 
   'Wait,' Declan said. 'Don't get too close. He might wake up. Here, let me do it.' 
 
   He took the other pole from Elliott and swiftly removed the nooses from the troll's neck and legs.
 
   Elliott rushed to his side and slammed the cage door, locking it with the padlock, while still maintaining a low circle of flames around them.
 
   'Flames, Elliott, more flames,' Lana shrieked as she thought she saw movement in a nearby bush.
 
   Elliott responded instantly, causing fire to erupt from all around them as they returned to the sides of the vehicle and hopped back in.
 
   'See? Lana, you had nothing to worry about,' Declan laughed as something hit the windscreen, making them all jump again.
 
   'What on Earth was that?' she screeched as a brown, slimy yuckiness slowly made its way down the window.
 
   'It looks like... like... oh, there's another one. Quick, Declan. Go, go go go,' Lana screamed as more of the disgusting looking balls were pelted at them.
 
   'What is that smell?' Emma said, her nose screwed up in disgust.
 
   'It smells like... like... poo. Is that poo? OMG,I don't believe this. This day is just getting worse and worse,' Lana groaned as they finally pulled away, driving as fast as they could away from the filth behind them.
 
   'Were those trolls really throwing poo at us?' Lana shrieked, cringing
 
   'I think that's exactly what they were throwing at us,' Elliott replied, a look of horror on his face.
 
   Declan chuckled, 'It's not poo, people. It's just mud. Peter the pixie troll used to throw mud as a weapon. Not poo,' he said as he turned the vehicle around a corner.
 
   'Peter the pixie troll liked using mud as a weapon? That's just weird. What kind of fairy tales did your parents use to read to you?'
 
   The group began to laugh as another nasty smell began to pervade the car.
 
   'Ewww,what is THAT?' Lana cried.
 
   'That would be pixie troll farts,' Declan replied, pursing his lips and screwing up his nose.
 
   All the windows were opened just enough to allow some fresh air in as Emma leant back to get a look at the creature in the cage behind her.
 
   'It's still unconscious,' she said. 'But he's making some horrible noises.'
 
   'They're called farts, Sis,' Lana added with a stifled chuckle.
 
   'When I was a kid, I wasn't allowed to say fart,' Elliott said, somewhat seriously.
 
   'Fart? What's so wrong with the word fart?' Declan asked.
 
   'My parents thought it was too crude.'
 
   'So what did you call them then?' asked Emma.
 
   Elliott turned pink and looked out the window.
 
   'Come on, spit it out,' she laughed.
 
   'Trumps,' he said with an embarrassed grin.
 
   'Trumps? Really? That's hilarious,' Lana coughed as another nasty odour drifted under her nose.
 
   'Or bottom burps.'
 
   Laughter erupted.
 
   'Years ago, we called them ‘horse and carts’ or ‘false starts’,' Declan said after they'd quietened down.
 
   'Really? I didn't think you were THAT old,' laughed Lana.
 
   'Oi,' he grinned, peering at her through the rear view mirror.
 
   'Declan, you just missed the turning for the motorway,' Elliott interrupted as they drove on to a different road.
 
   'That's because I'm avoiding the motorway. There'll be too many cars stuck on there. I think we'll find it easier to drive down the A36, at least if it gets too congested, we can find alternate routes. Don't worry, I know what I'm doing,' he said, with a tap to the side of his nose as they took the road signposted Frome. 'This should be a better route to get towards Arundel and we might just catch up with some of the other Watchers in Salisbury or Winchester.'
 
    
 
    
 
   
CHAPTER 7
 
   'I think it's pixie trolls,' sighed Eleanor from inside the safety of the Praxos HQ, beneath the city of London, as she took a sip of her tea. 'I hope all the students and their mentors made it to their designated towns alright.'
 
   'What are pixie trolls, Eleanor?' asked Daisy who had been in the middle of a self-defence class with Wilbur when Eleanor had summoned them both.
 
   'Strange little creatures, really,' she answered as she pondered what to do. 'I believe that, at precisely 9.57 this morning, something awakened them from their centuries old sleep. Look what they've done,' she said, pointing to her television screen that showed strange images all over London, of people seemingly cemented in time.
 
   Daisy gasped as Eleanor flicked the channels to show each CCTV location. Reporters outside Number 10 Downing Street stood motionless in front of cameras. One man was half crouching, half standing as he had been in the middle of tying his shoe lace. Two others stood with their mouths open, mid conversation. Flicking the channel, Daisy watched as visitors to the London Eye, stood, half on, half off, the famous large wheel, laughing in expectation of what was about to happen. Buses and cars sat in amidst a number of cyclists balanced precariously on two wheels. 
 
   'I don't understand,' Daisy whispered as Eleanor's eyebrows bunched together as the pictures on her screen began to turn fuzzy. Flicking various buttons on the remote control, something seemed to be happening to all the channels as, one by one, the pictures went blank. Eleanor had lost her view of London.
 
   Sighing, she stood up and leant on her walking stick. 'I wish I knew what was really going on.'
 
   Walking around her desk, she stood in front of Wilbur before turning to face the young girl.
 
   'I once read somewhere that pixie trolls have the ability to manipulate time. I don't know how they can do it or why they would even want to. But fortunately, we don't seem to have been affected, which means the Skulls are probably unaffected too. I'm not sure about other supernaturals, though.'
 
   'Can we stop them? The pixie trolls, I mean?' Daisy asked.
 
   'Of course,' answered Eleanor, 'I'm just not sure how,yet.'
 
   'Oh.'
 
   'We do have another problem though,' she said to Wilbur, 'these trolls also have the ability to become invisible so we have no idea where they are. And, if they so much as lay a finger on us, we become exactly like the humans - stuck in time.'
 
   'Just another day at the office then, Eleanor?' Wilbur replied with a grin.
 
   Eleanor's head fell backwards as she let out a deep throaty laugh.
 
   'Exactly,' she winked as she turned around and slowly walked out of her office.
 
   'Follow me.'
 
   'Where are we going? What are we going to do? What about my dad? Shouldn't we go and get him and the others?'
 
   As they walked through the tunnels of the underground, Eleanor eventually stopped in front of a small door that Daisy hadn't seen before. Pulling out a necklace from beneath her sweater, she used the key dangling from it to unlock the door.
 
   'Your dad will be fine, Daisy. He's working with Oksana and Brody, today. Don't worry about him, they're working on something below ground. They're probably not even aware of what's going on. I'm more concerned about all the students who are out visiting different parts of England today.'
 
   They walked through a large area filled masses of boxes, until they reached another door. Opening it, Daisy was startled to find nothing but a small room with a single desk and a computer.
 
   Eleanor smiled. 'It might not look like much, but this is where we keep all information about, well, pretty much everything, really.'
 
   As Wilbur switched on the computer and sat down in front of it, Eleanor explained. 'Over the years, the Watchers have kept a detailed record of everything supernatural. On this computer, you will find mountains and mountains of information about every supernatural being that has ever walked this Earth. Out there,' she said pointing back out through the door, 'you'll find the same information. In here, it should just be a little quicker to go through,' she smiled.
 
   'Pixie trolls,' said Wilbur as he stood up and allowed Eleanor to sit down and look at the screen.
 
   With a grin, Eleanor turned towards Daisy, 'This should tell us exactly what we need to know to be able to sort out those pesky little monsters.'
 
    
 
    
 
   
CHAPTER 8
 
   They watched in silence as Salisbury Cathedral loomed in the distance. There was something calming about it. The beauty of such a historic building mesmerised them as they drove slowly through the town, narrowly missing the cars and pedestrians in the street.
 
   'There!' Elliott suddenly yelled, pointing towards the base cathedral. 'There's someone down there. It must be one of the Watchers.'
 
   Squinting, Declan noticed a girl running towards the entrance.
 
   Putting his foot down, he turned the vehicle off the road and began driving across the spotless green lawn until they stopped directly in front of the main entrance, where the girl had disappeared.
 
   'She must have gone inside,' Lana said as they inspected the area around them, not seeing her among the statues of people.
 
   'We should go in,' Emma said.
 
   'What if she's a Skull, though?'
 
   'No, she wasn't a Skull,' replied Declan, 'She's too frightened. She's a new Watcher, I think the changes happened to her today.'
 
   'Oh she must be terrified. We need to go and help her,' Emma said as she went to open the car door.
 
   'Hang on, Emma. We don't know where the trolls are. She was lucky not to have been touched. Elliott, can you give us some flames? Lana, you'd better stay with Moira. Emma, come with us.'
 
   Once fire surrounded the car, the three of them hopped out and ran towards the entrance to the cathedral, the mesmerising flames moving along with them.
 
   Declan pushed open the heavy door and they rushed inside.
 
   'Is it safe? Are the trolls inside?' whispered Emma.
 
   Declan shook his head, 'I don't think they've entered any buildings so far. I see no reason why they'd be able to walk into a religious one now. I reckon we're okay, guys.'
 
   Elliott lowered his hands, the flames disappearing.
 
   Quite a few people stood around, admiring the ancient architecture, some had been in mid-conversation, others appeared to be sat quietly in prayer, reading bibles, or chatting to tour guides. An eerie silence surrounded them as they walked around, trying to find the mysterious girl.
 
   'Hello?' said Emma. 'We're not going to hurt you. We're here to help,' she added, but the girl was nowhere to be seen.
 
   'Let's split up,' Declan suggested as they walked their separate ways in the semi-darkness.
 
   Emma walked through the centre of the cathedral while Declan and Elliott walked down either side of it. Gazing upwards, her breath caught in her throat at the enormity and beauty of her surroundings. She'd always been fascinated by ancient buildings and this one certainly wasn't disappointing, with its vaulted ceilings and huge columns that supported it throughout.
 
   Stopping as she heard gentle sobbing, Emma turned towards the sound until she found a girl with long, wavy, strawberry blonde hair, hiding behind a tomb.
 
   'Hey,' she said with a smile as she squeezed through and sat down beside her. 
 
   'It's okay, we're friends and we know what you're going through.'
 
   The girl looked up, her big blue eyes shining and watery. 'How can you? You've no idea what's happened to me. Who are you anyway?' she said, defensively.
 
   Emma smiled and nodded, 'Believe me, I know. I went through it myself just a few months ago. Is it your 16th birthday?'
 
   The girl looked shock, slowly nodding.
 
   'Did you get a tattoo today? Well, when I say get a tattoo, I mean grow a tattoo?'
 
   Her eyes widened and she gulped, 'h..h..how do...'
 
   'Like I said, it happened to me. You're special. There are quite a few of us. We can help you.'
 
   'But... but what's going on? Why has everyone... turned to stone?' she spluttered with a slight Irish accent, trying to hold back the tears.
 
   'It's kind of hard to explain, will you come with us? You'll be safe, don't worry. We'll explain everything in the car.'
 
   Declan and Elliott slowly appeared in front of the tomb. When the girl saw them, she flinched.
 
   'It's okay,' Emma reassured. 'They're the same as you and me. You'll be safer with us. This is Declan, he's our Mentor, and this is Elliott. Oh, and I'm Emma. My sister, Lana, is in the car with Moira.'
 
   The blonde girl slowly smiled as they stood up.
 
   'I'm Sammy. Sammy Prentiss,' she said. 'Where are we going?'
 
   'We're going somewhere you'll be safe, and be with others like you.'
 
   'But what about my family?'
 
   'Don't worry about them, everything will be sorted out in time,' Declan said as he gently led her to the main entrance.
 
   'Elliott, can you do the honours, please?' he said as Elliott flashed a grin and produced the flames from his fingertips.
 
   Sammy stumbled backwards, her hands covering her mouth.
 
   'It's okay, it's okay, Sammy. Please, just trust me. We all have special... abilities. You too. You'll find out what they are, soon enough. Just trust us. When we open the doors, Elliott's flames will protect us from what's outside. You need to run as fast as you can to the car, okay?'
 
   Sammy tentatively nodded as Emma took her hand and squeezed. 
 
   'Ready?' she asked.
 
   Declan opened the door and, with the warmth of the flames surrounding them, the four of them headed for the car.
 
   Once they were bundled inside and Sammy, Lana, Emma and Moira were squeezed into the back seats, Lana spoke.
 
   'I'm afraid we've got a slight problem.'
 
   'What is it?' asked Declan as he turned to face her.
 
   'It's woken up,' she replied with a gulp.
 
    
 
    
 
   
CHAPTER 9
 
   'Oi, get me outta, outta here here. You can't keep me locked in a cage cage. I'm not some kind of animal animal. I'm a troll troll, I'm a pixie pixie troll. We have rights right, you know know. Get me outta here, get me out, out!' screeched the creature from the back of the car as it shook the bars of the cage.
 
   'Shut up,' Lana shouted back at it. 'Just shut up, you horrible little thing. Why should we let you out? So you can freeze us all too? You're an evil little sh—'
 
   'Lana, that's enough,' yelled Emma over the top of her voice. 
 
   Lana instantly quietened down, sulking.
 
   'Sammy, this is my sister, Lana,' she said with a smile as Sammy sat, terrified, occasionally stealing a glance at the ugly creature in the back of the car.
 
   'Hi, Sammy. Sorry about that,' she said, reaching across to shake her hand. Sammy shook it and then put her hands back underneath her legs.
 
   'Wh...wh...what is that?' she gulped.
 
   'That's a pixie troll and it's because of him and his kind that the world seems to have stopped, evil little...'
 
   'Lana, stop it,' Emma said, shaking her head.
 
   'Well it is!'
 
   'I know, but Sammy doesn't understand any of this. So before you keep going on and on about him, we need to explain what's happening.'
 
   'Oh yeah, right. Sorry,' she said. 'Did you get your tattoo this morning?'
 
   Sammy nodded.
 
   'Did you discover any special power yet?'
 
   Sammy shrugged and looked down shyly.
 
   'You've probably just not had the chance to find out what it is, with all this happening this morning,' Declan said as they drove away from Salisbury towards Winchester.
 
   'Erm... what's wrong with her?' Sammy asked as she looked at Moira, who not only seemed to be in a rather deep sleep but was also very pale.
 
   'She was bitten, we're taking her to hospital,' Elliott said, turning to look at her from the front seat.
 
   'Hospital? But what good will that do? Everyone's frozen.'
 
   Lana and Emma smiled. 'It's not just any old hospital we're taking her to. It's a special hospital for the Watchers,' Emma replied.
 
   'The Watchers?'
 
   'You're a Watcher, Sammy. That's what we are. We're half... erm... half...' Emma suddenly wondered whether she should be the one to tell her the truth.
 
   'It's okay, Emma. She needs to know. Normally Eleanor would tell her, but I think under the circumstances, it's okay for you to go ahead and do the honours,' Declan interrupted.
 
   Smiling, Emma continued, 'Sammy, we're special because one of our parents was special. We're all half angels,' she said.
 
   Sammy raised her eyebrows.
 
   'Seriously, we're half angels. You too, that's what your tattoo means.'
 
   'Och, half angels, half angels angels. Who do you think you are, you are? I'm special, and you're special special, we're all special special. Get over yourselves selves,' muttered the troll angrily.
 
   'Oh shut up,' yelled everyone at the same time.
 
   'You're telling me that either my mum or my dad is an angel?'
 
   'That's right,' said Elliott.
 
   'Where are your parents?' Emma asked.
 
   'My mum died when I was a baby and my dad, well, he runs a bakery in Salisbury, with my step mum.'
 
   'So it is likely your mum was the angel,' Lana said with a sad smile.
 
   Sammy's eyes glazed over, 'Does that mean she's not... not... not really dead?' she asked.
 
   Declan looked at her through the mirror, 'It's a possibility,' he said. 'But that doesn't mean that you can see her. Most angels aren't allowed to return. But we can look into it when all of this is sorted out.'
 
   'You can?' she asked, her face glowing.
 
   'We will, I promise,' he said with a wink before he returned his full attention to the road.
 
   'So what happened to you this morning, Sammy?' asked Lana.
 
   'I was just working at the bakery with Dad when suddenly everything stopped,' she said, putting her head in her hands and sobbing. 'I don't know what happened, nobody was moving. I thought they were dead, but how can you die standing up like that? I was so confused,' she added.
 
   'What happened to you before that, though?' Emma asked.
 
   'I woke up at 4.30 with an awful pain in my legs, I just couldn't shift it. I got out of bed to have a look and that's when I saw it climbing up my legs, it looked like a tree root or something. It hurt so much,' she sobbed. 'And then it carried on moving up until it landed on my back and stayed there. I was so scared, I didn't know what to do. Dad was already at the bakery and I couldn't tell him anyway... what would he think? So I just went back to bed and tried to forget about it but I couldn’t get back to sleep. So I got up and walked into town early. But while I was walking, there were all these voices in my head. They just wouldn't shut up, it was horrible. It carried on until everything stopped just before ten this morning. Then there was nothing but silence.'
 
   'Voices in your head?' asked Declan.
 
   Sammy nodded, 'It was horrible.'
 
   Declan smiled, 'I know exactly how that feels, Sammy.'
 
   'You mean you have it too? How do you live with it?'
 
   'You learn how to control it. Once you've mastered that, it won't bother you at all. In fact, you'll find it becomes very useful,' he winked.
 
   She smiled back, 'But the voices didn't sound human. I don't know what they were, it was just weird.'
 
   'Don't worry, we'll help you figure it out,' Emma said.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
CHAPTER 10
 
   'Does that say mud?' asked Daisy.
 
   'Yes,' said Eleanor as she continued to read up about the pixie trolls. 'Apparently, they use it as a weapon against their enemies.'
 
   'How do they do that?'
 
   'By throwing it, apparently. I've no idea how that works though,' she replied. 'I can't imagine mud being particularly damaging.
 
   'But how can they be stopped?' asked Daisy as Wilbur returned to the little office with cups of tea for them both.
 
   'Thanks, Wilbur,' Daisy smiled as she took a long gulp.
 
   'Here it is,' exclaimed Eleanor. 'House dust! If they are touched with house dust, the trolls become woozy and unable to do much for about 24 hours. Hmm, that's interesting,' she said as she turned to face Daisy and Wilbur, taking off her glasses, 'Who'd have thought the answer would lie with something so simple,' she said before taking a sip of her tea and then turning back and putting her glasses back on. 'Let's see what else we need to know. Hmm. The pixie trolls are said to have been put into a comatose-like sleep about 80 years ago by Phillip James Bottomley,' Eleanor frowned. 'I remember Phillip. He did this?' she whispered.
 
   'Phillip died in 1941, Eleanor. He can't be responsible,' Wilbur offered.
 
   'Yes, I know. It says here that he used the trolls’ own power against them, with the help of a very special artefact that he found in Lyndhurst. That artefact was eventually given to The British Museum in 1935... Goodness,' she said, standing up for a moment to stretch her legs. 'What's the time, Wilbur?'
 
   'Time has stopped, Eleanor,' said Wilbur with a smirk.
 
   'Oh, yes of course!' she exclaimed, her cheeks pinking slightly.
 
   'But I do believe it's time to go to your chambers,' he added.
 
   Raising her eyebrows, the elderly woman took the arm he offered and they turned to exit the room.
 
   'Daisy, be a dear and print off the image of that artefact and then switch the computer off. Here's the key to lock up afterwards. We'll wait for you in the main living room', Eleanor said with a smile as the two walked out.
 
    
 
   oOo
 
   A younger and much more energetic Eleanor bounded out of her changing room wearing her favourite blue skinny jeans, tan knee high boots and a cream fluffy jumper. With a grin, she did a few yoga poses as she waited for Daisy to return.
 
   Wilbur stood waiting for further instructions.
 
   'Eleanor,' Daisy exclaimed as she pushed through the door and handed her the key. 'You missed something about the trolls. I scrolled down a bit and found that if they consume sugar, they'll grow to twice their normal size.'
 
   'Oh, thanks, Daisy. Glad you spotted that!' she said, grinning. 'Now, we need to track down the other Watchers and get to the bottom of this. Wilbur, I could really do with speaking to Bryn. Where did he go today?'
 
   'He took a group of students to Royal Tunbridge Wells,' said Wilbur as Daisy searched the room for something. Spotting a small bottle of water, she walked over, picked it and took a couple of swigs while listening to Eleanor.
 
   'Right. While I think about what to do, would you pop down and get Beau and Habika?'
 
   Wilbur nodded and rushed out of the room.
 
   'How are we going to contact everyone?' asked Daisy, swinging the bottle in her hand.
 
   'I'm still not sure, to be honest, Daisy. Our communications have never been hit quite like this before. Ordinarily, we'd use the CB radios but we can't even get them to work. Oh, do you hear that?'
 
   A very faint sound could be heard from above.
 
   'It's a helicopter,' Eleanor said as she rushed from the living room. 'Come on, Daisy!' she said as she grabbed her hand and they rushed down the long corridor towards the elevator.
 
   They pressed the button a few times but nothing happened. 
 
   Eleanor slapped her forehead, 'I completely forgot the lift is out of action at the moment. I must remember to get the maintenance man in when this is all over. We'll have to take the stairs,' she said as she opened a secret door to the side of the lift. The two ran up, two at a time, reaching another corridor. Turning left, they entered a beautiful, old fashioned living room, with a huge wood burning fire at its focal point. 
 
   'Through here,' Eleanor said as she pulled Daisy through a wardrobe door, out into another room that was covered in a thick layer of dust. 
 
   'Grab a couple of handfuls,' she said, 'and then follow me down to the front door.'
 
   The two stood either side of the door, looking out through the windows. A helicopter was expertly landing on a very tiny patch of green space several metres away from the building.
 
   'There's Cassie!' yelled Daisy as they watched the blades eventually come to a halt as the curly haired blonde and the two other women waited patiently, working out their exit strategy.
 
   'Who's that?' Daisy asked as she spotted a tall man with long white hair strolling towards the helicopter.
 
   'It's a Skull,' cursed Eleanor. 'He's going for the girls. I've got no choice but to run,' she added. 'But first,' she said as she lay on the floor, 'help cover me in dust.'
 
   'But it's not going to stick,' Daisy cried.
 
   Quick thinking Eleanor sat up and grabbed the bottle of water, pouring the remains over herself before they sprinkled the dust on top of her.
 
   Daisy held her breath, as it began to swirl all over the place while Eleanor made sure she was covered, from top to toe.
 
   Daisy then watched as Eleanor opened the door and shot outside.
 
   As she ran, troll after troll began to reveal itself. Each one that tried to touch her fell to the ground. Daisy smiled as Eleanor's plan worked.
 
   Upon reaching the helicopter moments before the Skull, Eleanor turned to face him. With a grin, she crouched to the floor before jumping high into the air. She kicked him, square in his chest, and knocked him back at least ten metres. 
 
   'Quick,' she shouted to the girls. 'Start up the engines. It's better that we move this baby out of here. I think that's what the Skulls are after. We can land at the rear. I'll show you where.' 
 
   Grinning, she climbed in.
 
   Turning to look towards Daisy, Eleanor gave the thumbs up sign and pointed to behind the building. Daisy locked the door and ran as fast as she could back to Wilbur, who was waiting with her father and Habika.
 
   'Hey Dad,' she said as he hugged her tightly before she explained what had happened. When she'd finished, the four of them ran out of the living room and headed outside to where the helicopter was being re-located.
 
   High fiving each other, Eleanor, Cassie, Amber and Sara climbed out of the helicopter, grinning from ear to ear.
 
   The group gathered by the side of the helicopter as Eleanor started to explain everything they'd learned that day.
 
   'So here's what we know...' she said as she walked back indoors, with the others following closely by her side.
 
    
 
    
 
   
CHAPTER 11
 
   The group sat quietly, thinking about the strange occurrences that had happened so far that day as they made their way through Winchester. Slowing down, they gazed out the windows trying hard to spot any Watchers that might be waiting for assistance.
 
   'There's some kind of movement over there,' whispered Sammy as they turned to look, spotting a twitching curtain behind the window of an old house.
 
   Declan flashed his lights a couple of times towards the property and they waited patiently. An elderly man sneaked a peek from behind a curtain and then moved away, gingerly opening his front door. Declan manoeuvred the car so that he could wind down his window and speak to him without getting out.
 
   'Are you alright, Sir?' he asked.
 
   The man squinted slightly, 'Aye. I'm just waiting for this predicament to be over and done with. You Watchers?' he asked.
 
   Declan nodded.
 
   'You?'
 
   'Aye, but I'm a bit too old to be going out and about to help these days. I can provide you with refreshments but that's about all, I'm afraid.'
 
   Declan grinned at the old man, 'That's very kind of you, thank you.'
 
   The man disappeared momentarily before returning with a carrier bag that he'd firmly tied up. 
 
   'I'll get it,' Elliott said as he went to open his door.
 
   'No need,' the old man said as he looked down at the bag, concentrating hard. Seconds later, the bag had vanished from his hands and was sitting on Elliott's lap.
 
   'That's awesome,' he laughed.
 
   The girls sat in the back, open mouthed.
 
   'I might be old, but I've still got my powers,' he smiled. 'Good luck. Stay safe,' he said as he quickly closed his door.
 
   'Thank you!' they all shouted before Declan reversed the car out of the little street and they continued on their way.
 
   'Nice,' said Elliott as he undid the knot and opened the bag to reveal a host of chocolate bars, fruit and a few bottles of water and soft drinks.
 
   Everyone soon went quiet as they devoured the contents of the bag.
 
   'And what about me me? Just because I'm a troll troll, doesn't mean I don't need to eat eat. I got rights too, ain't I I?' piped up the voice from the back.
 
   'Oh here,' sighed Emma as she threw a chocolate bar into the boot of the car.
 
   'Thank you, thank you,' he said as they listened to him rip open the packet and noisily shove it into his mouth, one noisy chomp after another. Then he began to chuckle nervously.
 
   'What? What are you laughing at?' Lana moaned as she turned to see what all the fuss was about.
 
   'What?' she screeched again.
 
   'Sugar... sugar...' the troll cried out. 'You shouldn't have given me sugar...'
 
   'What's going on? asked Declan.
 
   'Erm... we seem to have a problem,' Emma yelled as the troll, who had originally been about knee height, was now twice the size and was squashed rather uncomfortably against the bars of the cage.
 
   'Ouch, ouch,' he muttered.
 
   'Sugar makes you bigger? Why didn't you tell us, you stupid idiot?'
 
   'Because he'd hoped it would break the cage, probably,' Elliott said as he turned around to get a good look. 'Lana, look out!'
 
   The girls pulled themselves forward just as the troll reached out.
 
   'That was close,' she said, horrified, as she watched poor Moira's face change.
 
   'Oh no, he touched Moira,' screeched Lana.
 
   'I did it to save her her. I did it to save save her,' the troll repeated over and over.
 
   'What do you mean? You did it to save her?' Emma asked as the three girls sat huddled up as far away from his prying hands as possible.
 
   'I froze her in time time. She was growing weak weak, she was growing evil evil. I slowed it down down, I slowed it down down,' he said.
 
   'I don't believe it. He's right,' Declan whispered.
 
   'Why would you do that?' asked Emma as she touched Moira's hand to find it ice cold.
 
   'I'm not as evil as you think I am am,' he simply stated, crossing his arms. 'A simple thank you would suffice suffice.'
 
   'Thank you? Thank you? You just FROZE our friend, you creep. Why would we thank you?'
 
   The troll sighed heavily. 'I can't do anything anything. You run me over over, you catch me me, you put me in a cage cage, you feed me sugar sugar and I slow down your friend's evil evil process from happening too too fast fast. I have done nothing to harm harm you you,' he said.
 
   'He's right, you know,' said Emma. 'Thank you for helping with our friend.'
 
   The troll smiled at her and nodded, while Lana looked at her sister like she was from another planet.
 
   'May I have a a drink drink of water water please please?' the trolled asked.
 
   'Sure,' Emma said as she went to throw him a bottle.
 
   'Wait!' Lana yelled. 'What if the water makes something happen? It could be like the Gremlins or something.'
 
   Emma stopped momentarily, 'Will water affect you?' she asked him.
 
   The troll shook his head, 'except except...'
 
   They waited.
 
   '...to quench my thirst thirst.'
 
   Emma smiled and threw the bottle towards him. He caught it, unscrewed the lid and gulped down the entire contents of the bottle in one go.
 
   The others watched, waiting for something horrible to happen.
 
   But the only thing that did was a rather loud and smelly belch.
 
   'Ew,' cried Lana and Sammy at the same time.
 
   'Thank you, thank you, thank you.'
 
    
 
    
 
   
CHAPTER 12
 
   After collecting as much dust as possible, Eleanor and the girls returned to the helicopter where they climbed aboard and waited for take-off.
 
   Habika, Wilbur and Beau stayed behind to guard Praxos, in the hope that some of the Watchers would soon return safely.
 
   As they lifted into the sky, the girls looked down at the strange stillness of London. Never before had the city seemed so calm and eerily quiet. 
 
   'Keep your eyes peeled for any kind of movement,' Eleanor said. 'We're not just looking for our kind, but Skulls and pixie trolls, too. We need to find out what happened to that artefact'.
 
   As they hovered, the only sound that could be heard for miles around was the gentle thudding of the rotor blades above them. 
 
   Each of the girls carried a pair of binoculars slung around their necks, apart from the pilot Amber, who was able to see just as well without them.
 
   'I think I see something,' Daisy shouted, pointing to the flat roof of a very large house in the distance. 
 
   'I see it too,' Eleanor replied, 'Amber, over there,' she instructed.
 
   The helicopter zoomed in towards the large property where they spotted a small group of people waving to them. 'They're not Skulls,' Sara said loudly. 
 
   'But they're not Watchers, either,' replied Eleanor.
 
   'Who are they? And why aren't they frozen?' asked Daisy.
 
   'Let's go and find out.'
 
   The helicopter hovered above the house for a moment while Amber decided if it was safe enough to land as the group below shielded themselves from the wind created by the blades. One of them stepped forward and nodded his head as Amber made the decision to set it down close to the edge of the building.
 
   Eleanor climbed out and approached the strangers cautiously.
 
    'It's Eleanor Hayden-Jones,' the hairy man shouted with a grin as he ran towards her.
 
   'I'm so glad to see you,' he said, holding out his hand.
 
   She took him in for just a moment before deciding it was safe. She shook his hand.
 
   'How do you know me?' she asked.
 
   'Are you kidding? All the Supernaturals know who you are, and what you do for our kind. Can you tell us what's going on out there?'
 
   Eleanor smiled, 'First, perhaps you can enlighten me as to who you are?' she smiled.
 
   The man turned and ushered his friends over. It was only as they approached that she realised who, and what, they were.
 
   There were four of them. Two men and two women, all of whom had very long hair and quite a lot of facial hair too. Even the females.
 
   'Are you Basajaun?' she asked, awe-struck. They nodded in response.
 
   'But what are you doing in the middle of London? I thought you were farming folk?'
 
   The man nodded, 'That's right. But we do take holidays every once in a while, you know,' he laughed. 'We have only here a couple of days, and then this happened. We rented this house for a couple of weeks. What's going on?'
 
   Eleanor smiled and explained everything she had learned, 'The only thing that slows them down is house dust, which explains why they haven't been brave enough to enter any of the buildings. I strongly recommend that you stay indoors until we've solved this... problem,' she said.
 
   The four Basajaun nodded, 'Is there anything we can do to help?'
 
   Eleanor shook her head, 'Thank you but no. Leave it to us. We can handle it. You guys stay safe indoors, okay?'
 
   Again, the small group nodded and thanked her as she returned to the helicopter, climbed aboard and waved as Amber deftly manoeuvred the vehicle off the roof.
 
   'Who were they?' asked Cassie.
 
   Eleanor grinned, 'The Basajaun. I still can't quite believe it. I'd never have thought they would venture out of their homes to come here.'
 
   'What are Basajaun?' asked Daisy as they slowly made their way over the city.
 
   'They were always believed to be spirits living in caves who took care of agricultural creatures and farmland. Apparently, many, many years ago, it was the Basajaun that taught humans all about farming and ironwork. They're very gentle beings. I still can't quite believe they're in London,' she muttered. 'Fancy that.'
 
   'Down there,' yelled Sara. 'There's a group of people on the move. They’re definitely Skulls,' she added. 'Look, there are a few trolls behind them.'
 
   'Are you sure?' Eleanor replied. 'Can you get us a little closer, Amber?'
 
   The helicopter turned towards them.
 
   'It's that guy you kicked earlier, Eleanor,' Daisy shouted, her eyes wide open with fear.
 
   'They're watching us. Let's keep our distance, but continue to follow them. Let's see where they're headed.'
 
   Daisy kept an eye on the trolls. The Skulls appeared to be pulling them along. 'Eleanor, I think they're being held against their will.'
 
   'I think you're right. So it is the Skulls who are responsible for all this, then,' she muttered.
 
   'Amber, we need to track down Bryn. He went to Royal Tunbridge Wells with a group of students this morning. Do we have enough fuel to fly down there and back?'
 
   Amber checked the instruments and nodded, 'Yes, we managed to fill her up in Northolt on the way back from Bath. We'll be fine. Want to head there now?'
 
   Eleanor thought for a moment and nodded. 'Yes, it's important I speak to him about that artefact'.
 
   The helicopter leant over to one side as they changed direction and headed south east.
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   'Follow the A26, Amber, and keep an eye out for any kind of movement. It's possible Bryn might have found a vehicle.'
 
   'It's like looking for a needle in a haystack,' sighed Cassie.
 
   'Let's head for the centre, towards the Pantiles.'
 
   As the helicopter hovered above the pretty spa town, moving closer to the popular shopping area of the Pantiles, Eleanor pointed to an area for them to land.
 
   'I'm afraid I can't put it down there, Eleanor, there are too many lamp posts. It's just too dangerous.'
 
   'Yes I see now, how about over there?' she pointed to a more open area.
 
   Amber did as she suggested and they landed, all of them looking around for any sign of movement. After ten minutes of nothing, Eleanor was about to give up and move on to another location when she saw the blind in a shop window being open and closed.
 
   She smiled, 'Over there, look! Someone's trying to get our attention. It might be Bryn.'
 
   Eleanor undid her seatbelt and took a water bottle with a spray attachment from her bag. She sprayed herself before grabbing a large handful of dust. 
 
   'Hold your breath, girls,' she said as she sprinkled the dust over herself. I won't be long. Keep an eye out for any Skulls.'
 
   Opening the door, she hopped out and ran towards the shop. The door opened and she went inside, only to find a group of students, alone.
 
   'Miss Jones! Are we glad to see you,' said a teenage boy. 'We've been stuck in here for yonks. Bryn told us to stay put, but it's been ages.'
 
   'Quinn, I've told you before, call me Eleanor. Miss Jones sounds so old. Now tell me, where did Bryn go?'
 
   'He went to investigate what's going on,' said another student.
 
   'Did he say where he was going?'
 
   All the students shook their heads.
 
   Eleanor tutted. 'Damn, I really need to speak to him,' she sighed.
 
   'What's going on, Miss... I mean, Eleanor?'
 
   'It's the pixie trolls. The Skulls have managed to awaken them and they're somehow using them against us. It's all very complicated but I really needed to speak to Bryn about the artefact they've got their hands on,' she said, more to herself than to the teenagers.
 
   'What can we do?' Quinn asked.
 
   'There's little you can do, I'm afraid. And we can't take you back because we don't have space in the helicopter. I'm afraid I'm going to have to ask you to stay here and keep indoors until peace is restored.'
 
   'But we're starving,' sighed a girl from the back of the room.
 
   'Oh yes, I bet you are. Right, leave it with me for a moment. I'll go and find you some food and drink. You must stay here. It's not safe outdoors as we don't know where the trolls are. They have the power of invisibility, unfortunately, and if they so much as put a finger on you, you'll be frozen in time, just like the rest of the humans out there. There is only one thing that will help, albeit temporarily, and that's house dust. While I pop out and try and find you guys something to eat and drink, why don't you find a sweeping brush and gather together as much dust as you can?'
 
   'We don't need a sweeping brush,' smiled one of the girls who carefully pushed her classmates out of the way as she gently blew towards the floor, causing a little dust to swirl in front of her.
 
   Eleanor peered out the window before she took some of the dust she'd brought with her and shook it over herself after spraying herself with water. With a quick sneeze, she opened the door and ran two doors down where she spotted a little supermarket. Collecting a number of sandwiches, crisps, fruit and water, she left some money by the till and rushed back outdoors.
 
   A sound behind her made her jump and she turned. Tucking her hand into her pocket, she grabbed a handful of dust and blew it. Immediately, a little troll appeared right in front of her. It sneezed and fell to the ground in a daze.
 
   Eleanor turned back and dashed into the boutique where the teens were waiting with a dustpan containing just the tiniest amount of dust.
 
   'She keeps this place spotless,' Quinn moaned as he pointed his head towards the pretty young woman who was in the middle of hanging a floral dress on the rack.
 
   'Never mind, at least you've managed to get a bit, just in case. Here's something to keep you going for a while,' she said, handing them the paper bag full of food. 'Now I must go and try to find Bryn. Stay indoors out of harm's way. I know you've all got powers, but it's just too risky to use them at the moment. Don't worry, we'll get to the bottom of this. In the meantime, stay here,' she said with a smile as she scattered the last little bit of dust over herself and made a run for it back to the helicopter. 
 
    
 
    
 
   
CHAPTER 13
 
   Driving particularly slowly up a street to avoid the scattering of pedestrians, Winchester Castle came slowly into view and Emma noticed a small group of people dressed in long, hooded, black cloaks gathered in front of it.
 
   'Declan, who are they?' she whispered as he pulled over and they sat watching in silence. 
 
   'I'm not sure.'
 
   'Can you hear their thoughts?' she asked.
 
   'I'm trying to, but something's blocking them.'
 
   As he concentrated hard, the others sat quietly waiting. Even the pixie troll didn't break the silence.
 
   'Whoever they are, they're not good. I don't think they're Skulls, but I'm picking up a similar vibe. These guys are dangerous.'
 
   'Shouldn't we just get out of here?' whispered Lana.
 
   'Not if they're planning something against the Watchers, or against the humans. Maybe we should hang around and wait to see if....'
 
   Suddenly, a gap in the cloaked figures opened up and revealed a number of frozen humans being carried in front of them.
 
   'Uh oh,' Declan said. 'They're vamps, and they're taking full advantage of the humans not being able to escape. We've got to do something...'
 
   'You mean vamps as in vampires?'
 
   'Afraid so, Sammy.'
 
   'But they... they... can kill,' she gulped.
 
   Declan nodded, 'They're capable of some serious bodily harm. You know what you've read about them in books?'
 
   Sammy nodded.
 
   'And seen in movies?'
 
   She nodded again.
 
   'Some of it is fiction, but a lot of it is true.'
 
   Sammy's face paled in seconds.
 
   'But don't worry, we can handle them.'
 
   'We can?' she whispered.
 
   'Just be careful, alright?'
 
   Sammy nodded before Elliot spoke, 'Wait a minute, why aren't the trolls bothering them?' he asked.
 
   'Maybe there aren't any here?' suggested Emma. 'Erm, can you tell us if any of your kind are here?' she turned to ask their captive.
 
   He looked up from his squashed position in the cage.
 
   'I can't... I can't see see...'
 
   
  
 

'Declan?' asked Emma.
 
   'Yes, I think so too,' he replied.
 
   'Huh? Oh come on you guys, not fair to communicate like that. Emma, what were you thinking just then?'
 
   Emma raised her eyebrows and looked backwards.
 
   'Oh no, you're not going to let him out? But he might freeze us all and then what?'
 
   'It's a risk we've got to take if we're going to help stop those poor humans from becoming lunch,' Declan added.
 
   'I know you're right, I really do, but...'
 
   'Free me me? Free me me?' said the troll. 'You'll free me in order to help those people people?' he asked.
 
   'We have to,' said Emma. 'Will you promise not to hurt us?'
 
   The troll smiled widely. 
 
   'I never had any any intention to harm you you. I want want to help you you. I want to help you you. Really, I do. I do do,' he clapped.
 
   Emma turned to Declan who nodded from the front seat of the car as he handed her a key from the glove box.
 
   Taking a deep breath, Emma leant backwards just as Lana grabbed her. 'Be careful, Sis,' she whispered before releasing her.
 
   Emma climbed onto her knees and leant over the back seat, fumbling with the key in the padlock until it clicked free. The door popped open and the troll gingerly unravelled himself from it. As he lifted himself into the small space next to the cage, he let out a giggle and leant forward towards Emma.
 
   She gulped and tensed her body as he leant over to grab her.
 
   'Oh no,' cried Lana with her eyes closed.
 
   But when she opened them again, she was amazed to see her sister hugging the creature back, giggling with him.
 
   'Oh,' Lana yelped. 'You didn't harm her. But you could have frozen us all, why didn't you?'
 
   The troll released his grip on Emma and shrugged, 'Why would I I? Why would would I I?' he asked.
 
   'But all the humans - and back in Bath, Liam and Nisha - oh, I'm so confused.'
 
   'The trolls aren't all all bad bad,' he quipped. 'Some are under under the spell spell. A nasty spell spell. I managed to escape it it, but then you ran me over over and, and trapped me in that cage cage.'
 
   'Why didn't you say something before?' she asked.
 
   The troll shrugged his shoulders, 'Why? Why not? Who knows knows?'
 
   'We can talk about this later,' Declan said, peering through the window and watching more and more humans being carried into the castle.
 
   'Can you see any trolls in the vicinity?' he asked.
 
   The pixie troll scoured the area and shook his head, 'No, no trolls here, no trolls here here.'
 
   'How are we going to help, Declan?' asked Elliott.
 
   'I have a plan,' he replied, looking through his mirror directly at the creature in the back. The troll gulped loudly.
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   'So we're safe to get out of the car?' Lana asked for the third time.
 
   'Yes, yes, safe yes yes. I can keep you safe safe,' he answered.
 
   'How can you keep us safe?' Elliott quipped as they very quietly climbed out of the Range Rover and hid behind it while they waited for Declan to explain his plan.
 
   'I can tell you when when bad pixie trolls come near near and if they do do, I can try to stop them them. Don't worry, you'll be safe safe.'
 
   'So, what's the plan?' Emma asked.
 
   'Well, I figured our friend here, oh, what's your name by the way?' Declan asked as he looked towards the creature.
 
   'My name name? You want to know know my name name?'
 
   The group nodded as he grinned, blushing at the same time, 'My name name is is Jimble Jimble.'
 
   'Nice to meet you, Jimble,' Declan whispered while the others smiled at him. 'Now, here's what I need you to do...'
 
    
 
    
 
   
CHAPTER 14
 
   The group watched as Jimble rushed to the other side of the road, hiding behind people stopped in the street. Occasionally, he would turn back and seek reassurance from Declan, who would nod and give his thumbs up.
 
   As he finally approached the castle, the others silently followed.
 
   If the plan worked, Jimble would touch each of the vampires and stop them in time. If it didn't work, then they'd have a fight on their hands and they had to be prepared.
 
   Just before Jimble disappeared behind the door which had been left slightly ajar, he turned back one last time. 
 
   'Maybe we shouldn't have asked him to do this. Look at him, he looks terrified,' whispered Emma as they crept towards the door.
 
   'I'm sure he'll be fine, Em. If he wasn't confident, he would've said so,' Lana replied.
 
   'I hope you're right,' whispered Sammy, who was probably even more frightened than Jimble had appeared to be. 
 
   Suddenly there was a loud crash from behind the castle door. Jimble came running out, his arms and legs everywhere as he tried to bolt as fast as possible. His mouth fell open as he silently screamed.
 
   'Jimble,' hissed Declan. 'Over here.'
 
   Jimble stopped abruptly and turned to face them. Shaking his head, he cried out, 'I didn't get them all. There's still three left - run!'
 
   'No, Jimble, come here. We can do this,' Emma cried, rushing out to try and catch him.
 
   As she caught up with him, she went to grab hold of his arm. He spotted her just in time.
 
   'No, Emma, no no! You must not touch me me unless I know you're going to to,' he scolded. 'You could have been been frozen. You could have been frozen frozen. If you touch me me, even accidentally, without me me seeing you, you will be like your friend friend,' he said pointing to Moira in the car.
 
   'But couldn’t you un-freeze me?' she asked as she tried to make him turn back.
 
   He shook his head, 'Therein lies lies the problem problem, Emma, the problem. It's this spell spell we're under. I only managed managed to escape escape part of it it. If you become frozen frozen, I cannot unfreeze you, I cannot cannot.'
 
   'Hurry,' Lana yelped as a vampire with short bright red hair appeared in the castle doorway, scouring the area.
 
   'You!' he bellowed, pointing to Jimble.
 
   'Me?' Jimble replied, his face turning rather pale.
 
   Fortunately the vampire was so focussed on getting his hands on the troll, that he neglected to notice the five Watchers now surrounding him.
 
   Before he even had a chance to flinch, he had been tackled to the floor, held down by Declan's brute force, before he was held in place by a ring of fire.
 
   'Now Jimble, now! Touch him now!' Declan yelled as Elliott opened up a gap in the fire for the troll.
 
   'Ooh, it's hot hot, ouch ouch,' he cried as he pounced forward, his finger outstretched. Once he had made contact, he shot backwards. 
 
   'We don't like fire fire, it's too hot, too hot hot,' he grumbled, rubbing his hands together.
 
   'Are you okay?' asked Emma as she approached to check him over.
 
   Looking up at her, his eyes welled with tears and he nodded, 'You care care? You you really do do care?'
 
   'Of course I care,' she chuckled.
 
   'Shhh,' whispered Declan. 'There are still two more in there. We'll have to go inside.'
 
   'But what about him?' asked Sammy. 'Shouldn't we do something with him?'
 
   'What do you mean?' asked Lana, 'He's frozen isn't he?'
 
   'Yeah but he's a... a... vampire. Shouldn't we put a stake in his heart or something? We can't just leave him there. What if this spell wears off? Then he'll just go back to killing people.'
 
   'When the spell wears off, he'll be in the middle of crowds of people, he'll have no choice but to disappear. We can't worry about that now,' replied Declan from the front as he gingerly pushed the door open.
 
   Inside a great hall were around thirty people, all lined up at the far end of the room, beneath what looked like an oversized dartboard.
 
   'What's that?' whispered Sammy, pointing to it.
 
   'It's just an imitation of an Arthurian round table,' replied Declan as they searched the room for signs of vampires.
 
   'Cool,' whispered Elliott. 'I don't see them.'
 
   'Me neither,' said the others.
 
   'There's a door over there,' Lana said as she rushed towards it, followed by the rest of the group. 'It leads out into a garden. 'Oh, I see them.'
 
   Declan dashed out in front of her, running alongside a pretty tunnel of plants made from curved trees until he reached a set of steps that led away from the castle. He could see a man and a woman disappearing down another set of steps leading back towards the centre of town.
 
   Increasing his speed, he threw himself on top of the male vampire, punching him hard in the mouth. Fighting back, the vamp was soon back on his feet as his mate was stopped by Lana and Emma, who managed to kick her in the back, causing her to fall to the floor. 
 
   'Jimble, quick!' yelled Lana as they fought hard to keep her down. Seconds later, however, the female vampire had thrown the girls off her and jumped back onto her feet. She hissed at them as they slowly circled each other.
 
   Pushing his long white hair over his shoulder, the male vampire flashed his sharp teeth before attempting to throw himself at Declan.
 
   'Oh please, that is just so predictable,' yelled Elliott who threw himself from the top of the stairs, landing on his side on the floor next to the white haired monster. With his arms outstretched, flames erupted from his fingertips causing the vampire to hiss in pain.
 
   The fire burned hotter and hotter before he had time to get out of the way and within the seconds, he was no longer a living creature but a mere pile of ash on the ground.
 
   'No!' screamed his mate just as Jimble arrived to gently place his finger on her arm. Her features began to freeze over like a statue, fear and shock etched on her beautiful face.
 
   'Shouldn't we burn her too?' asked Sammy as she tiptoed around the statue looking at her in fascination.
 
   'We usually try to avoid killing, when possible,' Declan said as he dusted himself down and shot Elliott a sideways glance.
 
   'Oh, sorry,' Elliott, replied, 'I got a bit carried away.'
 
   'No, you had to kill him him. He was going to kill kill us, all of us... I know I know. You were were right to dispose dispose of him him,' Jimble said as he wobbled away.
 
   'Where are you going?' Lana shouted to him.
 
   'We must go go. We must go now now... the trolls are coming coming.'
 
   The sisters looked at each other before they all ran back towards the car.
 
   'Where are they?' asked Lana.
 
   'Not far far.'
 
   'But what about the people in the hall?'
 
   Declan shook his head, 'We can't do anything about them now. We don't know where they were before they were carried in there. We'll just have to leave them be, for now.'
 
   'Why are the trolls coming, Jimble?'
 
   'The commotion commotion, they heard heard the commotion.'
 
   As they climbed back into the car, Jimble hopped up into the boot and Declan asked him about the other trolls.
 
   'Why are they bad and you're not, Jimble?'
 
   'They are not not bad bad, it's just the spell. Just the spell spell.'
 
   'But what is this spell?' he asked as he began to drive the car away from the castle.
 
   'It started nearly two hundred hundred years ago ago. We were hibernating, like we do every year year. Every year,' he sighed. 'When we were rudely awoken awoken by all this noise noise, all this terrible noise. Bang, bang, banging, it was terrible terrible. My queen sent sent some of the trolls trolls to investigate. They found humans humans digging, right above us us. They were too close close for comfort, they were were. Building a tunnel, of all things. A tunnel for a train trail, of all things things,' he said, shaking his head. 'Anyway, one of the trolls trolls had had enough enough. And he went up there and he, well well, I'm not proud proud of what he did, but he... he...'
 
   'What? What did he do, Jimble?' asked Sammy.
 
   'He killed them them.'
 
   'He killed them? Who did he kill?' Lana asked.
 
   Gulping loudly, Jimble trembled, 'Some of the humans humans. About a hundred hundred... not all at once, mind you you. He did it over time time so the humans wouldn't become too suspicious suspicious,' he said, crying.
 
   'Oh Jimble, it's not your fault. Don't cry,' Emma said as he looked at her and let her squeeze his hand.
 
   'It gave us a bad bad name name. But that's beside the point, beside the point point. When the queen found out out about his murderous ways ways, she she sent him away. She told him him he was no longer one of us, one of us and she forbade him from ever returning returning.'
 
   'But what has this got to do with the spell?' asked Declan who was keeping a close eye on the road as they finally exited Winchester.
 
   'Well, Gordle - that's his name, it is it is - stole a precious stone stone from us, from beneath the tunnel where we lived lived. Well, that precious stone stone wasn't just any old precious stone stone, it was an artefact artefact from an ancient time time. We worshipped worshipped that stone. It was the Temporal Stone stone. With it, you could halt time time and play with it it however you wanted wanted. We never did did, of course we didn't didn't. We just worshipped it it. We didn't need to play with time time, we didn't. But Gordle took it it. We didn't know until it was too late late. We travelled miles and miles miles trying to find him but we never did. The stone was gone gone.'
 
   'Oh,' Lana said, 'So you don't know what happened to it?'
 
   He shook his head. 'We never found out out but we always worried worried that one day it would return to haunt haunt us and now it has has. Someone has got their hands hands on the Temporal Stone stone and if we don't get it back... woooo, well, I don't know what what will happen to us all all.'
 
   'We need to track down that stone,' Declan said seriously.
 
   Jimble nodded enthusiastically, 'We do do. We certainly do. Sure do. We do do.'
 
   'Here's what we're going to do, we're gonna follow the original plan and get Moira to the hospital in Arundel. Then we're gonna get to London as fast as we can. With Jimble's help, we're going to find that artefact and we're going to put a stop to whoever is playing this game.'
 
   Lana and Emma had never heard Declan sound so serious.
 
    
 
    
 
   
CHAPTER 15
 
   Eleanor and the girls had spent two hours flying above the town trying to locate Bryn, but to no avail. The American mentor was nowhere to be seen. Knowing Bryn, Eleanor was sure that he wouldn't be in hiding anywhere. Bryn was a fighter, which meant there was a small chance that he might have been caught out by the invisible pixie trolls. 
 
   Just as they were about to give up all hope of finding him, Daisy squealed from the back of the helicopter, 'Over there!'
 
   Eleanor turned to see where she was pointing, holding her breath as she followed Daisy's finger to see a man lying on the ground amidst the crowds of people stopped in time.
 
   'Oh no,' she muttered as the helicopter came in to land as close to him as possible. 'It's Bryn,' she sighed. 
 
   'Wait, Eleanor. He just moved - he's not frozen,' said Sara.
 
   'But he is injured. We're going to have to get him on board. Daisy, is there much dust left?' Eleanor asked.
 
   Daisy shook her head, 'Only a little bit. Enough for just one person.'
 
   'In which case, I'm afraid you're going to have to go and get him. You're the quickest and strongest person here.'
 
   Eleanor looked at the young girl who shuddered nervously before nodding.
 
   'I can do it,' she said as she took out the last of the dust and covered herself with it.
 
   'On three, Daisy. One, two, three, go!' yelled Eleanor as Daisy dashed out of the helicopter, the swift movement of the rotor blades blowing away some of the dust from her long hair.
 
   She ran with such confidence and speed that Eleanor felt no need to worry - until Daisy reached Bryn and realised something wasn't quite right.
 
   Something was blocking her way. As Daisy tried to walk closer, she felt something tug on her dust-covered jeans. Turning around, she took what little amount of dust she was carrying in her hands and blew it. Immediately, it became apparent why she couldn't get close to him. Bryn had been surrounded by little pixie trolls, all of them invisible. She breathed a sigh of relief that the dust on her clothes had worked. 
 
   As the rest of it scattered on to each of the trolls, Daisy didn't wait to find out what happened to them. Instead, she leant forward and grabbed Bryn, hiking him up over her shoulder and stepping slowly backwards, aware that the little creatures were everywhere.
 
   As she tiptoed out of the circle, she turned as fast as she could and ran those last few steps until she reached Eleanor. The girls opened the side door and were waiting to pull Bryn aboard.
 
   As Daisy lifted her feet off the ground, the helicopter immediately became airborne. She turned to watch as the trolls' bodies shook uncontrollably before their movements began to slow down dramatically. It was almost as if they were caught in slow motion.
 
   'Bryn? Bryn? Can you hear me?' Eleanor whispered as she gently patted the man's face. 'Bryn? It's Eleanor. You're safe now. Can you hear me?'
 
   When Bryn didn't make a sound, Eleanor turned to Amber. 'We need to get him to hospital immediately. I don't know what's wrong. Take us to Arundel. They'll know what to do there.'
 
   Amber nodded and immediately turned the helicopter around, flying south east towards the small town in West Sussex.
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   Daisy had never been to Arundel before and she was surprised to see quite a majestic looking castle appearing before them.
 
   Eleanor watched her young face and smiled. 'It's beautiful, isn't it?' she asked.
 
   Daisy nodded, 'Mum and Dad used to take me to places like this during school holidays but we never came here. I wish we could have come here.'
 
   'Well, you'll be pleased to hear that's where the hospital is,' she said with a chuckle as she turned her attention back to Bryn, whose breathing had become a little more shallow, and his skin had turned deathly pale.
 
   As the helicopter landed on a large area of grass right in the middle of the stunning property, Eleanor watched as a small group of people appeared from one of the far off doorways.
 
   She waved to them and, once they'd spotted who it was, they ran towards her.
 
   'It's okay, it's safe here. You can get out,' a young man shouted as he approached.
 
   'Hi Rhydian. It's Bryn - we're not quite sure what happened,' she said as Rhydian, his wife Megan and a few others helped them remove Bryn from the helicopter.
 
   Carrying him back towards the smaller entrance from where they'd come, Eleanor and the girls followed eagerly behind.
 
   'Eleanor, it's good to see you. Are you girls okay?' asked a familiar voice from within the darkness. As they walked indoors and their eyes adjusted to the light, Eleanor grinned when she saw Saleena. They hugged each other.
 
   'We're fine. It's Bryn that isn't.'
 
   The beautiful Indian woman's smile disappeared, 'What happened?'
 
   'I'm afraid we don't know.'
 
   'Have you heard from Declan?' she asked, frowning.
 
   'I'm afraid not. We've lost all communications. I'm sure they'll be fine, though. He's with a good bunch of kids today. Don't worry,' she smiled as she placed a reassuring arm on her shoulder.
 
   Bryn had been carefully placed on a stretcher as they carried him deep within the castle, far away from where any tourists might wander, to where Praxos hospital was located.
 
   They entered a large open hall filled with beds, only a few of which were occupied. Some were covered with large white bubble-like covers, making it difficult to see who lay beneath.
 
   Bryn was made as comfortable as possible while the hospital's number one doctor and his staff attended to him. Eleanor and the girls were encouraged to leave them to get on with their work.
 
   They went with Saleena and Rhydian to a smaller room where there were a number of comfortable sofas. Daisy plopped down, immediately removing her shoes and curling her feet underneath herself while Eleanor began to explain everything that had been going on.
 
    
 
    
 
   
CHAPTER 16
 
   'We're going to have to stop for fuel,' Declan said as they pulled into a petrol station. 'Jimble, are there any of your guys around here?'
 
   Jimble shook his head without even looking.
 
   'But you didn't even check,' Lana said.
 
   'No need to look look. No need to to. We stay away from these places places, we do do. Scary places, smelly places, dangerous places. You're safe safe!' he said with a smile.
 
   Declan grinned back and climbed out of the car which he had squeezed past a number of other queueing vehicles and parked alongside a small silver Smart car, where the owner was standing with a fuel pump in her hand, about to put it in the tank.
 
   Carefully removing the pump from her, Declan placed the nozzle into the Range Rover and stood for a few minutes as the fuel poured into the car.
 
   'Hey Jimble?' asked Emma.
 
   'Yes, yes.'
 
   'Why do you speak so funny?'
 
   'Funny, funny?'
 
   'Yeah, you keep repeating words all the time,' Emma replied.
 
   'Yeh and it's kind of annoying,' Lana murmured under her breath, narrowly avoiding an elbow to her side from her sister.
 
   Jimble shrugged his shoulders and shook his head. 'This is is just how I speak speak with you you. I don't know know why why. Just the way it is is.'
 
   After a few minutes and with a full tank, Declan put the fuel pump back into the woman's hand before taking his wallet out of his back pocket and removing two fifty pound notes which he put on the front seat of her car.
 
   With a grin, he got back in and they continued on their way to Arundel.
 
   Soon they were driving around a small roundabout, weaving in and out of the cars on the road.
 
   'So this is Arundel,' whispered Emma as she took in the beauty of the large castle nearby. 
 
   'Yup, and that,' Declan pointed to the castle, 'is where we're headed.'
 
   'Cool,' said Lana.
 
   'Diarmuid would love this. I hope he's okay,' Emma said.
 
   'Of course he is. He's probably doing architectural drawings of the Royal Crescent as we speak,' smiled Lana as she leant over and squeezed her sister's hand.
 
   'Who's Diarmuid?' asked Sammy.
 
   Lana smirked, 'Emma's one and only.'
 
   Emma blushed.
 
   'You have a boyfriend? That's nice.'
 
   'Yep, they've been together for a few months now. They're totally loved up, kinda gross really,' Lana joked.
 
   'It is so not gross,' Emma said, her cheeks remaining a permanent shade of red.
 
   'I think it's sweet. I had a boyfriend but we broke up a few months ago.'
 
   'Oh, sorry to hear that,' Emma replied.
 
   'Don't be, he was a jerk.'
 
   'Oh.'
 
   Lana laughed, 'We all know our fair share of jerks. You're better off without him, Sammy. You can hang out with me and we can be young, free and single together.'
 
   Sammy chuckled, 'Cool.'
 
   'Although Lana LOVES boys, Sammy, she's like the biggest flirt ever,' Emma added.
 
   'So what's wrong with flirting?'
 
   Elliot glanced across at Declan and raised his eyebrows. 
 
   'Okay, we're here,' Declan said, grinning and putting an end to their teenage talk. 'Is that the chopper the girls used this morning?' he mumbled to himself. 'Jimble, can you check our surroundings again, mate?'
 
   Jimble hopped up and looked out the window. 'No pixie trolls trolls. None. None here here.'
 
   'Okay people, let's get out of here,' Declan said as they all began to open the doors and stretch their legs.
 
   'Declan?' came a voice from indoors.
 
   'Sal?' he answered back as the gorgeous woman literally ran into his arms and covered him in hugs and kisses.
 
   'Sal!' he said over and over, 'I'm so glad you're okay.'
 
   'Declan, Emma, Lana, Elliott... oh poor Moira what happened? Oh and I see we have a newcomer. Hello, I'm Eleanor,' she said as she strolled towards them and shook Sammy's hand. 'It's always a pleasure to meet a new Watcher. What's your name?'
 
   Sammy reddened a little before answering, 'I'm Sammy... Sammy Prentiss. Nice to meet you.'
 
   'How are you holding up? Today is your birthday, isn't it?'
 
   'H-how did you know?'
 
   Eleanor tapped the side of her head, 'I have a list and your name was on it. I'm sorry you weren't better prepared for all this but under these circumstances, it was a little difficult for us to get to you in time. I hope you'll forgive us for that. Now, what's been going on? What happened to Moira and wh...oh, is that a pixie troll in the car?'
 
   'It's okay, Eleanor, he's been helping us,' Emma said as she opened the boot of the car to let Jimble out. 'Just don't touch him without him knowing that you're going to touch him, otherwise, well, you can probably guess what happens. Jimble, this is Eleanor, she's our, erm, well, she's our leader.'
 
   Eleanor laughed as she approached the little fellow with her hand outstretched.
 
   'Hello Jimble. I'm actually the Guardian of the Watchers, in England anyway. How do you do?'
 
   Jimble wobbled over and shook her hand, 'Very well, very well, thank you you. We know of you, we do do. We've heard stories about you you, we have. Good to meet you, good to meet you you.'
 
    
 
   oOo
 
   As the group turned to make their way back towards the hospital, Jimble stopped at the doorway. The others all walked in, leaving him behind. When Emma suddenly realised he wasn't behind her, she turned back to face him, 'Jimble?' she asked.
 
   He shrugged his shoulders and held out his hands sadly.
 
   'Why aren't you coming in?'
 
   He shook his head as the others turned back to see why he wasn't following them.
 
   Eleanor clapped her hand on her forehead, 'Of course, the house dust. Oh dear, I'm sorry Jimble. I forgot about that.'
 
   'House dust?' Lana asked.
 
   'Yes, we've actually been using it against them. They have some kind of aversion to it. It slows them down and renders them pretty useless for a while. Wait though, I have an idea.'
 
   While Eleanor quickly turned around and rushed inside, Emma bent down, squinting, 'House dust, huh? But you went into the castle earlier?'
 
   Jimble grinned, 'Exactly, castle castle, not house house. Very open open that was. Little dust, little  dust.'
 
   'Oh, okay,' she answered with her eyebrows knitted together.
 
   They waited a good ten minutes before Eleanor came back, followed by two of the nurses carrying a large white bag between them.
 
   When they arrived, they dropped the bag to the floor and opened it up. Suddenly, it popped open into what looked like a large bubble.
 
   'You just have to step inside and it closes here,' said one of the nurses as Jimble looked at it with uncertainty. He slowly took two step backwards.
 
   'It's okay, Jimble. It's to protect you against the house dust. You'll be safe in there,' reassured Eleanor.
 
   'If you put your legs through there,' suggested the other nurse, 'then you'll still be able to walk. And here there are several small holes here, here, and here which allow oxygen to enter. But don't worry, they've got especially designed filters on them to keep anything from getting out, or in your case, anything from getting in.'
 
   Jimble looked impressed as he inspected the strange looking contraption.
 
   'They use it to treat people with contagious diseases,' Eleanor said as he finally shrugged his shoulders and stepped inside. Wobbling slightly, Emma stepped forward to give him a helping hand.
 
   Once inside, he looked up at the others and grinned. 
 
   'I like it. I like it. I do do. It's...funny funny,' he chuckled, leading to a further wobble that led to him falling over and rolling to one side.
 
   The others all laughed as he was put back upright, before they finally walked inside the secret castle hospital.
 
   Moira had already been taken to the treatment room where she would be monitored before her blood transfusion took place, removing the Skull poison from her body.
 
   'Jimble, how do we return people back to normality, after they've been touched by a pixie troll?' Eleanor asked a little while later, as they sat in one of the larger drawing rooms that was full of old paintings of lords and ladies, all of which seemed to stare down at them.
 
   Jimble sat with his legs crossed inside his bubble on the carpeted floor.
 
   'Well, that's a tough one, that is is. You see, you see, the Temporal Stone stone had been stolen by the evil evil ones so that a touch touch from a pixie troll troll renders you timeless, timeless,' he nodded before continuing, 'The Temporal Stone stone needs to be returned to its rightful owners, owners. To the pixie trolls, the leader of the pixie trolls. Once the stone is back in her hands in its rightful place place everything will go back to normal, normal.'
 
   'Who is the leader of the pixie trolls, Jimble?' asked Declan as he sat with his arms around Saleena on an elegant blue sofa.
 
   'And where is she?' added Saleena with a smile.
 
   Jimble's eyes glazed over and he smiled the kind of smile you had when you recalled someone you loved. 'Ethelle... oh Ethelle,' he sighed as his head slowly fell to one side and he closed his eyes. 'Ethelle...'
 
   'Ahem,' Declan coughed, making Jimble lift his head back up and blush with a shy grin.
 
   'Ethelle is the leader of the pixie trolls trolls, she is. She is the most beautiful beautiful troll you'll ever see see,' he sighed, the mere thought of her made him fall back into that loved up state again.
 
   'You're just like Emma with Diarmuid,' Lana laughed.
 
   Emma looked up and nudged her sister hard in the ribs.
 
   'Oi,' she said.
 
   'Jimble... would you mind please telling us about Ethelle?'
 
   'Ethelle Ethelle,' he sighed again before finally continuing, 'Ethelle is our queen queen. But she cannot leave our home home. If she does, she will perish, perish,' he said, his eyes screwing up and the sides of his mouth dropping. 'She is such a beauty with her white curls and long arms, long arms.'
 
   Lana sniggered while Emma nudged her in the ribs again.
 
   'Her eyes are the colour of a foggy day day and her lips lips,' he sighed, 'as sweet sweet as a piece of beetle dung dung.'
 
   'Ewww,' Lana cringed quietly.
 
   'Ethelle is is...'
 
   'Jimble, can you get to the point, mate?' Declan said.
 
   'Oh, oh... my apologies, my apologies... Ethelle, she she is in our home home. You will find her in our home home.'
 
   'But where is that?' Emma asked.
 
   'Oh, of course, of course. Our home, home. It's beneath the ghastly, ghastly tunnel.'
 
   'Which tunnel?' Sammy asked.
 
   'Why THE tunnel tunnel, of course course,' he tutted and shook his head.
 
   'Jimble, we have thousands of tunnels all over the country. You need to be a bit more specific,' Eleanor said, getting very slightly agitated.
 
   'I believe believe you call it the Box Tunnel, the Box Tunnel,' he said shaking his head and looking at everyone as if they were idiots.
 
   'The Box Tunnel?' Declan exclaimed.
 
   'Duh, yes yes,' Jimble replied, crossing his arms inside the bubble.
 
   'But that's where we were this morning. That's where we were when all of this started,' Emma said as she stood up and proceeded to walk up and down the room.
 
   'Lana, you said something about having one of your funny episodes right before the train stopped. I wonder if it was relevant.'
 
   'What happened?'
 
   Lana recalled the strange event when she had appeared to have gone back in time. As she told them about it, she felt her body relax and soon she was right back there with the hundreds of men who were busy digging the tunnel. The sounds of the pick axes banging away and the stench of sweaty bodies and urine made her crinkle her nose in disgust. Looking back, she decided to walk into the darkest part of the tunnel. As she walked in, she had to wait a moment for her eyes to adjust to the darkness. A strange, yet almost familiar, voice could be heard some distance away. Tiptoeing through the filthy ground, Lana soon found herself looking at another pixie troll.
 
   'Damn humans wrecking our home, wrecking our home and getting me kicked out. You'll pay for this, you will, you will pay,' grumbled the little creature as he waddled away from a man who was lying motionless on the floor. Lana rushed to his side and felt for a pulse. He was dead.
 
   The creature then took something out of his pocket and sighed as he admired it. Lana moved closer. She knew exactly who she was looking at. He was the pixie troll Jimble had told her about: Gordle. And in his hand was the elusive Temporal Stone.
 
   From a distance it might have looked like any other smooth rock that could be found on a beach, but as she got closer, Lana noticed that, actually, it was rather unusual. As the pixie troll held it in his hand, it began to glow an unnatural shade of green and the tiny bumps that covered it changed from green to blue to green again. It was like something from another planet.
 
   Gordle laughed before putting it safely back in his pocket and then ran out towards the light, whispering something incomprehensible. Lana followed, watching his every move until the sunlight caught his face and the troll became invisible.
 
   As she reached the point from where he'd vanished, she looked around searching for some clue as to his whereabouts but there was nothing. Glancing down though, she soon spotted footprints in the dirt, unlike any she'd seen before. 
 
   'They must be Gordle's footprints,' she whispered. Following them, she cursed when they disappeared into the grass. So she just stood with the sun on her face watching and listening to the sounds of the pick axes bang, bang, banging away. Soon though, the heat on her face made her feel weary and she closed her eyes.
 
   'Lana? Lana?' asked a voice beside her. 
 
   Opening her eyes, she found a rather odd looking woman dressed in 17th century clothes staring down at her. Startled, she closed her eyes again before opening them wide. It was nothing but one of the paintings on the wall. She was right back in the drawing room surrounded by her friends.
 
   'That was Gordle alright, Gordle alright,' muttered Jimble. 'Can you recall recall... what he whispered, whispered?'
 
   'Erm, I'm not sure. It was strange, unlike anything I've ever heard before.'
 
   'That matters not, not. I might be able to, able to translate. Could be important, important.'
 
   'Erm, in that case, it was something like Ga...Gaha... Gahamendtreestotnuke... sorry, but it really was all mumbo jumbo stuff. Does it make any sense, Jimble?'
 
   Jimble sat with his arms and legs crossed and his eyes closed, deep in contemplation. Eleanor was about to say something when he suddenly opened his eyes and jumped up. His mouth fell open for a moment before he spoke.
 
   'Oh me oh my. He hid the stone stone, he didn't use the stone stone, he hid the stone...'
 
   'But where, Jimble, where did he hide it?' asked Emma from across the room.
 
   'Beneath the Tree of Tonuka Tonuka, the Tree of Tonuka. All this time time, he hid it beneath the the Tree of Tonuka,' Jimble cried, flopping back down on the ground.
 
   The others all stared at him as he continued to shake his head.
 
   'The Tree Tree of Tonuka,' he cried again.
 
   'Jimble?'
 
   'Yes, Emma, Emma?'
 
   'What is the Tree of Tonuka?'
 
   'What what?' he yelled, 'You don't know the Tree of Tonuka, Tonuka?'
 
   The others all shook their heads. Even Eleanor had never heard of it before.
 
   'Me oh my my. The Tree of Tonuka is a great tree tree.'
 
   Declan raised an eyebrow at Saleena who shrugged her shoulders before Jimble continued, 'The Tree of Tonuka is a great, great, tree, tree.'
 
   'Okay, so the Tree of Tonuka is a great tree, I think we get that. But why is it so great? And why would Gordle hide the stone there? I don't get it,' asked Lana.
 
   'Oh my, me, oh my,' he sighed loudly. 'The Tree of Tonuka Tonuka is responsible for giving giving life to the very first pixie troll, thousands thousands of years ago ago.'
 
   'You mean you came from a tree?' asked Emma, confused.
 
   Jimble nodded, 'Why of course course! A little like you came from an ape ape,' he said as the others tried not to laugh.
 
   'And this tree is still there?' asked Eleanor who stood up and approached him.
 
   'Why yes, of course, erm, well... I suppose it is, it is, I suppose.'
 
   'Can you tell us where it is?'
 
   Jimble nodded, 'The Tree of Tonuka is within within the New Forest Forest.'
 
   'Would you be able to identify it, if we took you there?'
 
   Jimble stopped still for a moment before nodding energetically. 'Are we going to to the Tree of Tonuka, Eleanor, Eleanor?' he asked.
 
   Eleanor turned to face the others, 'I think we should, don't you agree, Declan?'
 
   Declan nodded as he stood to stretch his legs, leaving Saleena curled up on the sofa alone. 'I like your thinking,' he said with a smile.
 
   'Erm and what is she thinking exactly?' asked Lana who was fed up of him reading everyone's thoughts and not sharing with the rest of them.
 
   'I was thinking that the only way we'll find out where this stone is now, is by tracking where it once was.'
 
   Jimble clapped his hands in excitement, 'Good idea, good idea. Woo Woo, we're going to the Tree of Tonuka, we're going to the Tree Tree of of Tonuka Tonuka,' he sang.
 
   His singing became contagious and soon Emma, Lana, Sammy and Daisy began to sing along with him, 'We're going to the Tree of Tonuka. We're going to the Tree of Tonuka. We're going to the Tree of Tonuka...'
 
    
 
    
 
   
CHAPTER 17
 
   Moira's condition was improving. The blood transfusion had been a success. But she remained trapped in time, her body still in the same sitting position it had been in the car when Jimble had changed her. Now she was getting better, it wasn't her that they were worried about, it was Bryn.
 
   Jimble had been summoned into the Intensive Care Unit so he could have a good look at the man's condition. Eleanor wanted to know if the trolls had done this to him. Jimble, however, assured her that they were incapable of causing such harm to a human.
 
   'With the Temporal Stone stone in the evil ones hands hands, we can freeze you you, but we cannot harm you you. We are not fighters, we do do not hurt others... well, except for Gordle, Gordle, of course,' he said sadly. 'This is not the work of my kind, Eleanor, Eleanor. This is the work of another supernatural species, species.'
 
   Eleanor sank down into the chair besides Bryn's bed and sighed. 'I've never seen anything like this before. It is not the work of the vampires, nor the work of the werewolves, nor any other supernatural being that I have seen before... and I have seen many, believe me. I just really needed to speak to him about the artefact,' she added.
 
   'But, I have told you everything everything you need to know about the artefact, artefact,' Jimble said from inside his bubble.
 
   'I know, Jimble. But I have a hunch that I needed Bryn to confirm.'
 
   'Care to share, share, Eleanor, Eleanor?' he said as she stood up and they both exited the ICU and joined the others who were waiting for them just outside the door.
 
   She smiled at him, 'Some months ago, an artefact was stolen from the British Museum. The theft went unnoticed at the time. It wasn't until Lana and Emma bumped into an employee there and recognised her from a recent encounter with the Skulls. I asked Bryn to find out more about this girl at the museum. It was then that the theft was acknowledged. Unfortunately, she was long gone, as was the missing artefact. The strange thing was that all the paperwork pertaining to the artefact was also stolen. Bryn spoke to several members of staff about it and they described the artefact to him. Sadly, we've been so busy lately that I neglected to get a report from him,' she said angrily before continuing. 
 
   'With the staff frozen and Bryn the only other person who knows what that artefact looked like, I am now at a loss. I need to know if that artefact is, in fact, the Temporal Stone. If it is, then we know for certain that the girl is the key to finding it. But if we go off on a tangent to try and track her down, only to discover that it's a completely different artefact, we'll have lost valuable time. So now we have no choice but to continue on our original plan and head to the New Forest, tracking down what has happened to the Temporal Stone over the past 177 years.'
 
   Eleanor stopped talking and suddenly doubled over.
 
   'Eleanor!' yelled Declan as he rushed to her side, 'Are you alright?'
 
   She nodded, 'Yes, I think so... oh dear. I believe it's that time again. I'm at a loss without Wilbur. He always knows when it's going to happen. I'm afraid I won't be able to join you on your travels,' she said as the pain temporarily crippled her. Screaming out, the others watched as the young, spritely woman's hair changed from blonde to white and her previously wrinkle-free skin crinkled right before their eyes. Soon, Eleanor the old lady was back.
 
   'Declan, be a doll and help me up,' she said as he lifted her into his arms and carried her back through the hallway and down into the drawing room.
 
   'Just put me over there, please,' she instructed as he gently placed her weaker body onto a chaise longue by the fireplace.
 
   'Saleena will stay with you,' he said as he stood back up and smiled. 'A group of us will take the chopper and the others can take the car.'
 
   'I think you should drive the car, Declan. They are under age, after all,' smiled Eleanor. 'Good luck.'
 
   Declan gave Saleena a long kiss before he exited the room and joined the others back in the large courtyard, where Sara and Amber were already sitting in the helicopter waiting for instructions.
 
   'Lana, Emma and Daisy, you take the chopper with Jimble. You'll obviously arrive there first. We'll be close behind and, remember, I can read your thoughts from that distance so if you need to share anything, just think of me and tell me what's going on. Elliott, Sammy, you're with me,' he said as they followed him into the car.
 
   The girls helped Jimble out of his bubble and they all ran to the helicopter just as the blades began to whirr, whipping up a strong wind around them.
 
   Climbing on board, they lifted Jimble up and helped him into a seat in the back.
 
   Soon, they were airborne, watching the turrets fade into the distance.
 
    
 
   oOo
 
   Jimble sat, curled up, not saying a word, trembling as he tried hard not to look down.
 
   'Jimble, what's wrong?' shouted Emma.
 
   'We're awfully high, awfully high,' he gulped back.
 
   Lana grinned, 'It's great, isn't it?'
 
   Jimble shook his head.
 
   'You know I used to be terrified of heights too?' she said to him. 'Until I turned 16 and then I got over it. And now, well, now I could jump out of this helicopter and land on my feet.'
 
   'You could, you could?' he cringed.
 
   'Yes, it's my special ability now I'm a Watcher. The higher the better, for me,' she grinned.
 
   'Take no notice of her, Jimble. Just don't look down. You'll be fine. You're perfectly safe up here. We'll look after you,' reassured Emma.
 
   He attempted a smile and turned his full attention to her instead, 'What is your special ability ability, Emma Emma? What can you do, do, now that you're a Watcher Watcher?'
 
   Emma looked at him and grinned, 'I can swim like a dolphin and hold my breath for a very long time under water. But growing up I was terrified of the sea and of storms. Like Lana, I got over it on my 16th birthday too. The day I became a Watcher.'
 
   Jimble nodded before turning to Daisy, 'I'm sorry we were never, never formally introduced, introduced,' he said as he held out his hand.
 
   Daisy timidly held out her hand and shook his rather gnarled fingers. 
 
   'I'm Jimble Jimble. And you're Daisy Daisy, aren't you? Are you a Watcher, too too?'
 
   Daisy nodded, 'Yes, but it happened to me on my 15th birthday, shortly after my mum died.'
 
   'You lost your mother, mother?'
 
   Daisy nodded sadly.
 
   'Oh me oh my, oh me. I'm so very, very sorry sorry, Daisy. Tragic to lose a parent parent, so young. Not fair, this life is not fair sometimes. Tragic tragic.'
 
   He didn't say anything for a moment before turning back to her, 'Do you have a special power too too?'
 
   Daisy, who had been looking very sad, suddenly smiled at him and nodded, 'Yes, I can move pretty quickly and I'm really strong. And, apparently, my voice has changed too, or so I've been told. Eleanor told me that all Watchers are really good singers, regardless of whether they could sing before they got their tattoos.'
 
   'Yeah, I've heard that too,' Emma said. 'I wonder if that's why we have music classes at the Academy, and why we're putting on a show for our families.'
 
   'You know I always thought it was weird that we're taught music. I can understand the self-defence classes, history of the supernatural world, fight night, control class and some of the others, as well as our standard A levels of course, but music? Weird. And now we've got that show to put on, too. I can't say I'm looking forward to it.'
 
   'Me neither,' added Emma.
 
   Sara, who had been listening from the front turned in her seat with a smile, 'Many of the world's well known singers are Watchers, you know?' she said.
 
   'Really?' Lana exclaimed.
 
   Yep, Elvis, Ella Fitzgerald, Sinatra... some of them have gone off the rails from time to time, but yep, all part angel.'
 
   'But what about famous singers today?' asked Lana
 
   'There are tonnes of them and they're all special, just like us.'
 
   'Wow, that's awesome. Does that mean we can sing as well as they can?' Daisy asked, intrigued.
 
   Amber then turned around with a grin and said, 'You're putting on a show aren't you?' before breaking out into a popular song that was always on the radio.
 
   The others joined in with her, all laughing and giggling as they sang. When they stopped, Emma turned to Amber, 'So, her too?'
 
   Amber raised her eyebrows and winked, 'Her too,' she nodded.
 
    
 
   oOo
 
   Acres of stunning brown and golden woodland appeared before them as they approached the National Park.
 
   'Where should we set her down, Jimble?' asked Amber.
 
   'Erm, I believe The Tree of Tonuka is right in the centre centre of the forest forest.'
 
   'Right,' Amber replied as she searched for a clearing smack bang in the middle of all the trees. They hovered for another ten minutes or so until they found the right spot and then she manoeuvred the helicopter, deftly landing it on a patch of relatively smooth ground.
 
   As the blades began to slow, Emma opened the door and she, Lana and Daisy helped Jimble down from the aircraft.
 
   'Okay, it is safe, there are no pixie trolls here here. I wonder where they are are? We haven't seen them them for a while. Strange strange,' he pondered.
 
   Sara hopped out too, leaving Amber to monitor the area around them and to explain where they were to Declan when he arrived.
 
   The girls followed Jimble as he waddled across the clearing, heading northwards towards a particularly dense area of forest. Climbing over a number of fallen branches, the girls watched as he approached several old and gnarled trees and placed his hands on their trunks. He closed his eyes and waited a moment before moving on, until he stood before the largest tree there.
 
   Heavy branches hung low around its massive core which had a large hole in its centre. Standing perfectly still, Jimble placed his hands on it. A moment later, a faint humming sound could be heard from deep within. The girls approached and listened as the tree seemed to take on a life of its own, wrapping its branches around the little pixie troll and giving him a long, deep hug. 
 
   It was almost like a mother reaching out to her son. 
 
   It eventually released its hold on him and he stepped backwards, a few tears falling from his cheeks. Brushing them away, he turned to face the girls and blushed.
 
   'This is the Tree of Tonuka,' he said without repeating a single word.
 
   'It's beautiful,' whispered Daisy who walked up to it and placed a hand carefully on its trunk.
 
   'She is, she certainly is,' he said proudly.
 
   The other girls also stepped forward to feel the tree that had given life to the pixie trolls. A tree that clearly held a special place in Jimble's heart.
 
   'Can you talk to her, Jimble? Can you ask her about Gordle?'
 
   He nodded, 'I can try.'
 
   Moving forward, he hugged the tree once more, mumbling something low and unintelligible over and over again.
 
   'She's trying to remember,' he said after a few minutes. 'She says her memory isn't like it used to be,' he smiled.
 
   The girls found a comfortable spot to sit down when Emma suddenly gasped as she realised they were no longer alone.
 
   'Er, guys? Guys...?' she said louder as they became surrounded by little creatures, all carrying bows and arrows which were carefully aimed directly at them.
 
   Jimble stopped and turned.
 
   'Crackerbilly?' he asked.
 
   One of the little creatures scuffled forward, 'Jimble?' It whispered.
 
   Jimble's serious face softened at once as the two rushed towards each other and stopped nose to nose. They smacked the backs of their hands together and then grinned, laughing loudly.
 
   'Put yer weapons down, folks, it's only Jimble!' shouted the funny little creature, before continuing. 'What's going on Jimble? We're at a loss to why life has stopped for the humans.'
 
   'I know, I know. Someone evil has got hold of the Temporal Stone. It's them that's causing all of this,' he replied. 'We're trying to track it down so we can stop it.'
 
   'Who's we?' asked the creature.
 
   'Oh, these are my friends. They're Watchers,' Jimble said proudly, with a huge grin.
 
   Crackerbilly's eyes grew wide and his mouth fell open.
 
   'I ain't met a Watcher before,' he said in awe as he looked at each of the girls and grinned.
 
   'I'm Crackerbilly!' he exclaimed.
 
   Introducing themselves, the girls relaxed again as Jimble and Crackerbilly caught up with each other's news. Intrigued by the little creatures, Lana couldn't help but stare at them. Smaller than the pixie trolls, they had long arms and legs and slim bodies. Their faces were human-like with the exception of their mouths,  which appeared to be a bit too big. And when they smiled, it was like sunlight on a dull day. You couldn't help but smile along with them.
 
   'Hello,' whispered one of them who had shyly tiptoed alongside her.
 
   'Oh, hello,' Lana replied as she eyed up the little female who stood playing with her long green braided hair.
 
   'I'm Crackersally,' she said with a grin.
 
   'Nice to meet you, Crackersally. I'm Lana.'
 
   'What are you doing in our forest?' she asked.
 
   'We brought Jimble to speak to the Tree of Tonuka. We're hoping it... she... can help us solve the mystery of the Temporal Stone.'
 
   Crackersally nodded and looked away before looking back at her, 'What mystery?' she asked.
 
   Lana laughed and began to explain everything that had happened that day. Crackersally was intrigued and soon, many of the other creatures approached and sat down beside her as Lana spoke.
 
   'What are they?' Emma whispered to Daisy who were sat huddled next to each other beneath a tree just metres away from Jimble and Crackerbilly.
 
   Daisy shrugged her shoulders and shook her head as Jimble stopped talking and turned to face them, 'They're pixies,' he said before turning his attention back to his long lost friend.
 
   'It's weird that he can speak normally now, isn't it?' Daisy whispered.
 
   Jimble huffed loudly and said, 'It's because of the Tree of Tonuka. It happens in her presence. When we leave, I'll go back to the way I spoke before.'
 
   Jimble then rapidly turned his attention back again and Daisy and Emma giggled.
 
   'Ouch!' yelled a voice from within the forest.
 
   'Ouch!' yelled another. 
 
   'What is that?' said the first familiar voice. It was Declan.
 
   The pixies heard something and were immediately on guard. Some had even taken action and fired little arrows at the approaching threat.
 
   'No!' yelled Jimble as he tried to stop them from shooting any more. 'No, no. They're my friends too. Please stop shooting at them,' he said as the pixies stopped, just as Declan, Elliott and Sammy appeared.
 
   Declan was pulling three miniature arrows out of his legs.
 
   'Ouch,' he winced, 'that smarts a bit.'
 
   'Jimble?' Declan asked, 'Y'alright girls?'
 
   They all nodded, while Jimble looked very apologetic.
 
   'What's going on?'
 
   'Declan, this is my friend, Crackerbilly. He's a pixie. They're just protecting themselves and their home. Crackerbilly, this is Declan, Elliott and Sammy. They're Watchers too.'
 
   Crackerbilly's eyes nearly popped out of his head. 'More Watchers? Wow,' he whispered as he approached Declan and bowed down.
 
   'Please accept my humble apologies, Elder Declan.'
 
   Declan began to laugh, 'Elder? I ain't that old, you know.'
 
   Not knowing how to react, Crackerbilly's eyes grew wide and he cringed, 'Sorry.'
 
   'What's that noise?' said Sammy, with her hands over her ears. 'It's just like this morning. Make it stop, make it stop.'
 
   Declan rushed to her side and took her hands in his.
 
   'What noise, Sammy? We don't hear anything.'
 
   'You don't?'
 
   Declan shook his head. 'Describe it to me.'
 
   'It's like... like... lots of voices whispering and shouting, non-stop. It's horrible.'
 
   'Sammy, you must calm down. I'm pretty sure this is one of your special abilities coming through. You need to control it.'
 
   'But how?' she asked, as she began to sob.
 
   Emma walked over to her and put her arm around her shoulders, 'It's okay, Sammy. You can do it. You just need to concentrate and focus on the sounds. Come on, let's go and sit down over there.'
 
   She and Declan led her away from everybody else while Jimble returned his attention to the Tree of Tonuka.
 
   'Okay, focus on me, Sammy,' Declan said as he sat right in front of her. 'Calm everything down around you, just look at me for a moment. Now close your eyes. Think of nothing but the sound of my voice. The noises you can hear are fading into the background now, just listen to me.'
 
   The soothing tones of his voice almost made Emma nod off to sleep as Sammy listened intently.
 
   'Are they quieter now?' he asked. Sammy nodded.
 
   'Okay good, now I want you to try and hear my thoughts.'
 
   Sammy gasped and opened her eyes, 'Yours? I can't hear your thoughts.'
 
   'Shhh, just try it. I need to know what it is you can hear.'
 
   Closing her eyes tightly, Sammy thought about nothing but the handsome man who sat quietly in front of her. Concentrating, she tried to focus on whatever it was he was thinking but it was no good. 
 
   She tutted. 'It's no good, Declan. Yours isn't the voice I can hear.'
 
   'That's okay,' he answered. 'At least you've managed to quieten down the rest and are able to focus on just one. 'Do you know whose voice it is?'
 
   Sammy shook her head.
 
   'No problem. Stand up, but keep your eyes closed. I'm going to lead you around the forest until the voice becomes louder and you can identify it. Okay?'
 
   Sammy stood up, keeping her eyes firmly closed.
 
   'Don't worry about tripping over. I've got you.'
 
   She nodded and the two began to slowly walk around the pixies and the Watchers. When the voice became stronger, Sammy would pull Declan in that direction. Soon, she stood next to Jimble.
 
   She opened her eyes. 
 
   'That's it... you can obviously hear Jimble's thoughts,' Declan said with a smile as she looked down on the pixie troll.
 
   'No, it's not him,' she whispered as she leant forward and placed her hands on the Tree of Tonuka. 'It's her,' she sighed.
 
    
 
    
 
   
CHAPTER 18
 
   'You can hear the voice of the Tree of Tonuka?' Jimble said, awe-struck.
 
   Sammy nodded with a smile, 'But it's not just her, I can hear all of them too,' she said as she pointed to all the other trees in the forest.
 
   Declan had somehow managed to help her hone her skill and she was delighted.
 
   'That beautiful broken tree over there has stood here for three hundred years. She's still a baby,' she giggled before turning to walk up to a tall thin tree with barely any branches or leaves, 'He's been here much longer and has seen some horrid things happen around here but she... she is very special,' Sammy whispered, turning her attention back to the Tree of Tonuka.
 
   Jimble stepped backwards and allowed her to hug it on her own.
 
   All was quiet around them as they watched the teenage girl in admiration.
 
   'There was a younger pixie troll here some time ago and she remembers him acting oddly,' she said, leaning her cheek against the bark. 'Yes,' she added, nodding. 'He buried something right...' Sammy let go and turned her head, looking for something, '...there.' 
 
   Jimble dropped to his feet at the spot she had pointed to and he began to scramble through the hard earth.
 
   'No Jimble, you won't find anything. It was taken from here a few years later.'
 
   'Does she remember who took it?' asked Emma.
 
   Sammy smiled, clearly enjoying interacting with the beautiful specimen.
 
   'It was a boy,' she said, turning her attention back to Declan. 'That's all she can remember.'
 
   Suddenly, Sammy lifted her head and moved towards the tall thin tree she'd described before, and listened intently to it. Nodding, she smiled and thanked it.
 
   'He remembers. There were two boys playing by Tonuka's side when they discovered the stone. They took it.'
 
   'Two boys? Hm,' Declan mumbled.
 
   'How are we ever going to find out who they were?' asked Lana with a huff as she plonked herself down on a large smooth rock.
 
   'Their names were Geoffrey and Rudolph,' Sammy said with a grin. 'Brothers who used to play here all the time.'
 
   'How do the trees know that?' Emma asked, amazed.
 
   Sammy laughed. 'Their mother, she came rushing through the forest, panicking that she'd lost them. She was shouting their names for quite a while before she eventually found them.'
 
   'But what do we do now?' Daisy asked.
 
   'We find out where Geoffrey and Rudolph lived and go from there.'
 
   'Lyndhurst,' Sammy answered. 'They lived in Lyndhurst.'
 
   'How...'
 
   'They wore school blazers with the name Lyndhurst School for Boys.'
 
   'You trees are amazing,' Lana stood up, laughing.
 
   'But when was this? Surely that's important,' Emma asked.
 
   'I'm already on it,' Sammy whispered before continuing, 'About ninety years after Gordle buried it.'
 
   'So, we're talking around the 1930s some time?'
 
   'Right then, off to Lyndhurst we go,' Declan said with a grin as he patted Sammy on the back, 'I knew you could do it.'
 
   Sammy grinned, the butterflies in her stomach doing cartwheels. She would never, in a thousand years, have thought that she could communicate with trees yet here she was, doing exactly that.
 
   'Why was the sound so loud this morning, Declan? I was in the middle of Salisbury... there aren't that many trees there,' she asked as they began their brief walk back to the car and helicopter.
 
   'There's probably more to it than just trees, Sammy,' he said, patting her on the back again.
 
    
 
   oOo
 
   Lyndhurst was a pretty village right in the heart of the New Forest. Like everywhere else, its locals and tourists were locked in time. 
 
   Landing the helicopter as close to the village as possible, those on board waited patiently for Declan and the others to arrive. It didn't take long, and with Jimble telling them it was safe to disembark, they all climbed out and met their fellow Watchers to discuss what to do next.
 
   'Right, so we know the stone was taken by two brothers, Geoffrey and Rudolph, in the 1930s when they were kids, and we know that they attended the Lyndhurst School for Boys. So, where do you think we should we start?' Declan asked.
 
   'The school?' Daisy suggested.
 
   Declan nodded, 'That's one idea, if the school still stands. Anyone else?'
 
   'Municipal archives?' Elliott, who had been keeping very quiet, piped up.
 
   'Nice one. Right, Jimble, are you certain there are no other pixie trolls in the area?'
 
   Jimble nodded and sighed, 'It is strange, very strange but they are not here here.'
 
   Declan gave them a quick nod and split them up into two groups. 'Lana and Emma, you go with Sammy to see if you can find the school and we'll head to the Parish Council. We'll wait there for you to return. Okay, got it?' he asked as the group nodded and they went their separate ways.
 
   'Don't you think it's weird that the trolls have suddenly disappeared?' asked Sammy as they walked away from their vehicles, leaving Amber and Sara to keep an eye on them.
 
   'I know,' Emma said, 'something's not right.'
 
   'Not right, not right,' muttered Jimble.
 
   'So where do you think this school will be?' asked Lana as they approached a small parish church to their right where a funeral had been taking place before everything had stopped earlier that day.
 
   The girls and Jimble stopped momentarily, almost as if to pay their respects to the person who had died.
 
   'It's a bummer Nisha isn't here. She could probably have gotten all the info we need from the ghosts,' Lana said as they carried on walking.
 
   'Yeah but Nisha is frozen in time too, remember?'
 
   'I'd forgotten about that.'
 
   'I take it Nisha is one of your friends, a Watcher too?' Sammy asked as they crossed the road.
 
   Emma nodded, 'She was the first one of us to be frozen. It happened in the Box Tunnel, it was awful.'
 
   'In the Box Tunnel you say? They froze her in the Box Tunnel, Tunnel?' Jimble asked, stopping and stroking his chin.
 
   'Strange strange,' he muttered.
 
   'Why is it strange?' asked Sammy.
 
   'Because, because all the pixie trolls were summoned out of the tunnel before any of this happened happened. The only one of us left there was Ethelle and she cannot leave leave.'
 
   'So, you're saying it can't have been one you guys that did that to her?'
 
   Jimble shook his head before shrugging his shoulders, 'I don't know know, I don't know anything anymore anymore.'
 
   'This is getting weirder and weirder,' Lana whispered as they approached a school gate.
 
   'Do you think this is it?' asked Sammy.
 
   Emma shrugged her shoulders, 'Well, if it is, it's got a different name now. Let's go in and have a snoop around.'
 
   'I shall wait outside, outside,' Jimble said, raising his eyebrows.
 
   'Oh, we should have brought your bubble,' Lana said.
 
   'Okay, not a problem, not a problem.'
 
   'We'll be quick,' Emma said as they disappeared inside the building, leaving him sitting on the grass cleaning his fingernails.
 
   The main office was easy to find. There behind the desk, stood a middle aged woman with a pencil behind one ear and a telephone held up to the other. A large filing cabinet stood in the corner of the room.
 
   Sammy began to shuffle through the paperwork, hoping to find a clue. 
 
   'These are all current student files,' she sighed.
 
   'I can't see anything that would suggest it was even this school,' said Lana as she went through a load of old school newspapers. 'I don't even know what I'm looking for...'
 
   'Over here,' Emma suddenly shouted from the hallway. 'Look,' she pointed to a number of plaques and old framed photos on the wall.
 
   'This is from 1937. It was a cricket match between the Brockenhurst School for Boys and Lyndhurst School for Boys. That means it IS this school,' she clapped.
 
   'So now we just need to track down their really old student records,' Lana moaned as Emma continued scouring the images on the wall.
 
   'No,' she giggled, 'Look, this one has all the student names on it but I don't see anything with Geoffrey or Rudolph.'
 
   'You might not but I do,' Sammy exclaimed a little further down the corridor as she looked at an old class picture on the wall. 'Brothers Geoffrey and Rudolph Bottomley!'
 
   'Really?' asked Lana. 'You found their surname! That's brilliant. Let's head back to Declan and let him know.'
 
   Almost skipping down the hallway, the three girls rushed through the main entrance door to find Jimble missing.
 
   'Jimble? Jimble?' they shouted.
 
   After a couple of minutes of frantic searching, the pixie troll appeared, ambling down the hill towards them, whistling.
 
   'Jimble, you scared us to death,' Emma shouted.
 
   'I did? I did? Sorry, Emma, sorry sorry,' he muttered as they approached him.
 
   'Where did you go? We told you to stay here,' said Lana as she put her hands on her hips.
 
   'Sorry sorry I said, sorry. I went back to the graveyard graveyard.'
 
   'Why?' Sammy asked.
 
   'Something strange there, something strange.'
 
   'What do you mean?' Emma asked with her eyebrows knitted together.
 
   'Something... supernatural supernatural,' he whispered.
 
   'Then you shouldn't have gone on your own,' scolded Lana. 'Come on, let's get out of here. Now which way is the Parish Council?'
 
   'Shouldn't we go and investigate the graveyard?' asked Sammy.
 
   Lana raised her eyebrows, 'You've only been a Watcher one day and already you want to head towards potential danger?'
 
   Sammy shrugged her shoulders, put her fingernail in her mouth and said nothing.
 
   'Maybe we should get back to Declan first, then go and check it out?' suggested Emma.
 
    
 
   oOo
 
   'It's too vague. We'll never find them at this rate,' Elliott said as they went through file after file trying to track down the two boys. 
 
   'Yeah I know what you mean,' said Daisy from the adjacent room. 
 
   'Maybe the others are having more luck,' Declan said quietly as he tried to get into the computer but failed. 'Shame Imran isn't here,' he tutted. 'I never was much good with computers.'
 
   'Declan!' yelled a voice from outside.
 
   Running to the window he pushed it open ad peered out.
 
   Looking up were Lana, Emma, Sammy and Jimble all grinning happily.
 
   'You found something?' he asked.
 
   'Yup... they were called Geoffrey and Rudolph Bottomley,' they said proudly.
 
   Declan smiled and closed the window.
 
   'We got a name!' he said to the others. 'Look up Bottomley.'
 
   Leaving Sammy with Jimble outside, Lana and Emma rushed up the steps and into the building.
 
   'Well? Anything?' Lana asked excitedly.
 
   'Nope, not yet,' Elliott replied.
 
   'I've got something!' Daisy shouted from the other room. Everyone dropped what they were doing and headed in to see what she'd discovered.
 
   Phillip James Bottomley, father to twins Geoffrey and Rudolph and husband to Beatrice Honor. They lived at a place called Mayhead Manor in Lyndhurst.
 
   'We drove past it on the way in to the village. It's really close,' Elliott said. 'It's a huge place.'
 
   'I wonder if it's still in the same family,' pondered Emma.
 
   'It's worth checking out. Come on, let's go. Great work people,' Declan said as they rushed out of the building and back down the steps to Jimble and Sammy.
 
   'Declan, Jimble said there's something strange going on at the graveyard. Do you think we should check it out?'
 
   Stopping for a moment to think, Declan nodded and they changed direction to head towards the small parish church where the funeral was in mid-flow. Well, kind of.
 
   As they arrived, they walked slowly up the steps, each one keeping a close eye out for any enemy action. But there didn't seem to be anything out of the ordinary.
 
   'Jimble? What's going on?' whispered Emma.
 
   Scrunching his eyes up and holding his head, the pixie troll suddenly dropped to the ground unconscious.
 
   'Jimble,' yelled Emma as she bent down to grab him.
 
   'No, Emma!' Lana screeched from across the pathway. 'Don't touch him!' 
 
   Emma stopped herself just millimetres from his head and yanked her hand away.
 
   'You can only touch him when he knows you're going to touch him,' she murmured. 'That was too close for comfort. What happened?' Lana asked as the rest of the gang rushed to his side.
 
   'I don't know, he just suddenly passed out,' Emma cried.
 
   'Don't worry, Sis. We'll figure it out.'
 
   'Elliott, take Daisy and run back and get the Range Rover. We'll have to use the catch poles to get him back into the car.'
 
   Emma looked horrified.
 
   'Sorry, Em but it's the only way,' he said as he suddenly looked around suspiciously.
 
   'Guys, get close. We're not alone,' he whispered as two people appeared from within the church wearing long white robes.
 
   'Stand back,' Declan said to the others as he stood up to his full height and faced the strangers. 'Who are you?' 
 
   Both of them stopped and slowly turned to face him. They removed their hoods to reveal bald heads with black tattoos inked across them.
 
   'Neutrals,' whispered Declan.
 
   'What are they?' asked Lana.
 
   'Neither good nor evil. I reckon we should be safe with them.'
 
   Declan nodded his head to them as they approached. They slowly returned his nod and stopped.
 
   'Why did you knock the little guy out?' he asked.
 
   'He is the source of this problem,' the first Neutral said, his voice long and hollow.
 
   'No!' yelled Emma, 'He isn't. He's been helping us.'
 
   The one who spoke turned to look at Emma blankly before looking at his comrade, who then opened his mouth to speak.
 
   'He is the source of this problem.'
 
   'What? Is that all you can say?' Lana replied, clenching her fists.
 
   'What we're trying to say is,' Declan interrupted, 'we are well aware that the pixie trolls have been causing some problems but they aren't the source. He has been helping us. The source of this problem is the Temporal Stone.'
 
   The Neutrals both raised their eyebrows at the exact same time, nodded and looked at each other. They seemed to communicate without saying a word.
 
   Declan turned momentarily to the girls and shook his head, 'It's okay,' he whispered.
 
   'The Temporal Stone?' they said in unison.
 
   Declan nodded. 'We're trying to track it down so we can find it, and find whoever is truly responsible.'
 
   The Neutrals nodded, 'Then we shall leave you to continue with your task. Your friend is quite alright. He has been returned to consciousness... without his power.'
 
   'You can stop their powers?' Lana gasped.
 
   The Neutrals smiled and their faces changed completely, becoming warm and inviting.
 
   'We have neutralised it.'
 
   'But how? Is there a way we can neutralise all of the pixie trolls? Well, not neutralise them as such,' Lana asked.
 
   Emma looked up at her sister, horrified.
 
   'I mean, neutralise their ability to freeze people,' she said nervously.
 
   'I'm afraid you cannot, little girl. Only we have the power to neutralise. But fear not, our kind have been busy travelling the country and neutralising as many of these creatures as we can. There are few left with the power to stop time,' they said together. 'We have one city left - London. Our brother and sisters are almost there now. The pixie trolls will be soon at peace.'
 
   This time, Emma gasped, 'But, you're not... killing them, are you?' she cringed.
 
   Turning to look at her, the two strange bald-headed guys smiled and tilted their heads. 'Kill? We have not killed them, we have merely neutralised their power to stop time.'
 
   'But you knocked Jimble out. How long are they unconscious for?' Sammy asked.
 
   The Neutrals looked at the wavy haired girl and both took a step backwards. 'A new Watcher?'
 
   'Huh?' she replied.
 
   One of the Neutrals lifted his hand toward her and she dodged it. He smiled.
 
   'Fear not, little girl. I have just never met a Watcher with your capabilities. You can communicate with both plants and animals. That will be a very useful trait to have.'
 
   'Plants and animals?' she whispered.
 
   'You did not know about the animals?'
 
   She shook her head.
 
   'When you have found the Temporal Stone, when the world returns to normal, you will see.'
 
   'We wish you luck on your journey,' they then said to Declan before putting their hoods back on top of their heads and turning to walk away.
 
   'Thank you!' yelled Emma as they watched them disappear down the steps and around the corner.
 
   'What was all that about?' Lana said, her mouth dropped open in disbelief. 'Sammy, you can communicate with plants and animals -that's such an awesome power to have!'
 
   Sammy, who was still in shock herself, didn't say a word as Declan grinned at her just as Jimble began to mutter something.
 
   'Oooh, aaaah, oooh, aaaah, my back, my back. What happened, what happened?'
 
   Emma bent down and helped the little guy up on to his feet.
 
   'You've been neutralised, old boy,' said Declan with a chuckle.
 
   'Huh? huh?' grumbled Jimble.
 
    
 
    
 
   
CHAPTER 19
 
   Mayhead Manor was a huge, striking Georgian manor house with countless windows overlooking vast acres of beautifully kept green lawns and immaculate gardens, both in front and at the back of the property. 
 
   Right next to the massive gates at the bottom of the drive was a smaller entrance for pedestrians. The group walked through it and headed towards the house.
 
   There were two gardeners. One sat on top of a ride-on lawn mower, leaving behind perfect lines across the green grass. The second man stood with hedge trimmers in one hand, the other placed on his lower back, mid-stretch.
 
   The group ignored the frozen men and continued past them to the front door.
 
   'It's locked,' Declan said and they followed him round to the back door, which was ajar. Pushing it to, they walked inside. Elliott whistled.
 
   'Nice place,' said Declan.
 
   'There's an office over there,' Sammy said as she spotted a large mahogany desk beyond another doorway.
 
   'Then that's where we should look first,' Declan said.
 
   Piled on top of the desk was a large amount of mail. The moment Declan set eyes on it, he grinned.
 
   'Look, here's a picture of the boys. I recognise them from the school,' said Sammy. 'The house is still in the family.'
 
   'Yep, and here's some mail to prove it,' Declan said as he held up a letter with the name Geoffrey Hugo Bottomley on it. 'Geoffrey still lives here.'
 
   'You're right about that,' said a deep voice from behind a door that creaked open, revealing a tall thin elderly gentleman carrying a shotgun aimed directly at Declan.
 
   'Who are you and what are you doing in my house?' growled the man with short thick white hair.
 
   'Easy, easy,' said Declan with his hands in the air.
 
   'We're here to help. I know it looks a bit suspicious but honestly, we're here to help.'
 
   The old man's blue eyes seemed to darken.
 
   'I've encountered your kind before. I'm not taken in so easily. Who are you?' he asked again.
 
   'We're Watchers,' whispered Emma.
 
   Declan tutted and rolled his eyes.
 
   'W...Watchers?' the old man said. 
 
   Emma nodded, 'Look,' she said as she turned and pulled up her sweater to reveal her black tattoo of a winged eye with the words Lux in Tenebris Lucet written underneath.
 
   'I have it too,' Lana said, glancing down at her dress and blushing.
 
   'And me,' said Daisy.
 
   'Me too,' quipped Elliott.
 
   'We all do,' Declan said louder than the rest. 'And I'm betting you have one too?'
 
   The old man lowered the shotgun just slightly.
 
   'What do you want?'
 
   'We're trying to track down the people responsible for stopping time so we can put a stop to them.'
 
   'Why my house?' he grumbled.
 
   'Because it involves a missing artefact. An artefact you and your brother found when you were little boys.'
 
   The old man stumbled slightly, lowering the shotgun to his side. Catching his breath, he whispered, 'How do you know about that?'.
 
   'We know because we're Watchers. We've been to the Tree of Tonuka.'
 
   The man looked blank.
 
   'It's an ancient tree where the artefact was buried. It's the tree where you found it.'
 
   The man gulped and staggered.
 
   Emma and Lana rushed to his side. He jerked away from them until he looked into their eyes and saw nothing but kindness. Leaning on them, he let them lead him to the large blue sofa that stood in the corner of the room.
 
   Gently placing him down, Sammy noticed a pitcher of water and a glass on the desk. With her hands shaking, she poured some into a glass and turned to hand it to him. He took it with a weak smile.
 
   After taking a long drink, he looked at them all.
 
   'You're so... young,' he said. 'Well, most of you.'
 
   Declan smiled and sat down beside him.
 
   'They're students, learning the craft of being true Watchers. You'll be amazed at what they can do. They're pretty amazing.'
 
   The teenagers grinned and looked across at each other proudly.
 
   'Tell me, what do you need to know? I'll do everything I can to help you return life to some kind of normality around here.'
 
    
 
   oOo
 
   The Watchers followed the old man through the grand house where ornate wooden cabinets were carefully placed along walls that had been painted pastel blues and yellows. White ceilings contained intricate ceiling roses while the floors were covered with brightly coloured rugs on top of wooden floorboards. A large, gilded grandfather clock stood silent in the far corner of the hallway. 
 
   As they walked through room after room, they eventually came to a closed door. Geoffrey fumbled with a set of keys that he'd removed from his pocket until he eventually managed to put one of them into the keyhole.
 
   Taking a deep breath, the elderly man slowly walked inside. 
 
   'Mind your heads and do watch these steps, they're quite treacherous.'
 
   The door led to a basement, deep in the heart of the house. But it wasn't dark and dingy like many basements, this one was clean and brightly lit.
 
   Sitting at the heart of the room was a large desk much like the one they'd seen upstairs, but it was what surrounded it that surprised the group. Shelves upon shelves littered the walls of the huge room below the house and each shelf was full of strange items, some in bottles of liquid, others in dry jars. There were also several filing cabinets overflowing with paperwork, just like the desk that was covered in papers that had clearly been there for years without being touched. A layer of dust had settled on everything, making Sammy sneeze.
 
   'Oh bless you, my dear. I'm terribly sorry about the dust but I never come down here. It was my father's private chamber. As children we were scolded should we go anywhere near the door,' Geoffrey said as he leant against the wall and watched them scour the surroundings.
 
   'But what is all this?' asked Elliott.
 
   Geoffrey's eyes turned downwards for a moment before he spoke, 'It's his collections. He spent years collecting all these odds and sods and researching all kinds of things. I've no idea what it all is. I never cared to know after... well, I just never cared to know. You're welcome to look through it all. I hope you find something that will help. Now, I would offer you a cup of tea but my housekeeper has, well, let's just say she's incapable of doing much of anything at the moment,' he sighed.
 
   'Why don't I make us all some tea,' offered Emma as she turned to Geoffrey and looped her arm through his. You can show me where the kitchen is,' she smiled.
 
   Lana turned to look at her sister and raised her eyebrows with a cheeky grin. Emma ignored her as the old man's face lit up, 'That's very kind of you, my dear. Sorry but I'm quite useless in the kitchen.'
 
   Turning and helping him back up the stairs, Emma and Geoffrey headed out of the basement and turned left through a short corridor before walking into a huge country kitchen. Standing in the middle was a rather rotund lady with a red face and friendly eyes.
 
   'If I could introduce you, I would,' said Geoffrey as he sat down at the kitchen table. 'You should find the tea over there,' he pointed. 'And cups and saucers just to your right. That's it, yes.'
 
    
 
   oOo
 
   'What is all this stuff?' asked Lana as she lifted a jar filled with some kind of liquid and coughed, promptly returning it to the shelf with a shiver. 'It's got a body in it,' she whispered.
 
   'A body? What do you mean, a body?' asked Daisy, rushing to her side along with Elliott and Sammy to get a good look.
 
   'A body, just like I said.'
 
   Elliott picked it up as they gawped in disbelief. It was like a miniature human but with larger ears and more of a pointed nose. 
 
   'What is it?' Sammy asked as Declan tiptoed up behind them.
 
   'It's a brownie,' he said, making them jump. Elliott almost dropped the jar.
 
   Declan's hand shot out ready to catch it.
 
   'They're little creatures that help around the house. Shame about this one though, poor little fella,' he said as he took it from Elliott and returned it to the shelf.
 
   'Look at this,' screeched Lana as they rushed to her side again and pulled faces as they saw the head of a grotesque creature squeezed into a large glass jar.
 
   'It's an ogre... well, it used to be, poor thing,' Declan answered. 'I wonder where its body is.'
 
   'This paperwork here is all about supernatural creatures, Declan,' Sammy said as she blew dust off a sheet of paper. 
 
   Shuffled through the piles of papers, she stopped when she found something of interest.
 
   'Declan?'
 
   He rushed over when she held out another piece of paper towards him. 'It's about the pixie trolls.'
 
   The others surrounded him as he pored over the information.
 
   'What does it say?' asked Lana.
 
   After a minute of saying nothing, he put the paper down. 'It explains how the pixie trolls worship their queen and the Temporal Stone.'
 
   'Geoffrey's father knew everything, including how to control them with the stone.'
 
   'But how did he find out?' asked Daisy as she went back to look through the gruesome jars.
 
   'I've got a pretty good idea how,' Declan replied., 'Gordle.'
 
    
 
    
 
   
CHAPTER 20
 
   Sitting around the large pine table in the kitchen, Geoffrey told them about the day he and his twin had found the stone.
 
   'We used to play in the forest all the time as youngsters. It was such a wonderful playground,' he recalled with a smile. 'It used to drive our mother insane. But that one day, something drew us to that strange old tree and we decided to dig for treasure, you know what children are like, always up to mischief,' he smiled. 'When we stumbled across that beautiful stone, we knew we'd found something extraordinary, not that it mattered. We just wanted to play with it, nothing more. It was father who had other ideas. We managed to keep it a secret for a few months but eventually, he found it and took it from us and forbade us from playing with it any more. That's when he hid it in his chambers, so we knew we'd probably never see it again. But we were mere boys, we didn't know how important it was and we soon lost interest. But father was never quite the same. He became obsessed with something. We never knew what, not really. He literally spent years either in that basement or out travelling the country doing what he called research. Mother withdrew from life. I think she died from a broken heart. They'd been so in love before, you know? And then he changed, almost overnight. We were lucky we had such a wonderful housekeeper, Florence, to take care of us boys.'
 
   'But what happened to the artefact, Geoffrey?' asked Emma as she took a sip of her Earl Grey.
 
   'One day, about four years later, I think we were 12,' he said, reminiscing. 'Father told us he was leaving us again but he wouldn't say where. All he said was that it was a special journey. I knew he had the stone with him because I spotted him stroking it in his hands when he left. Florence later told us he'd gone to Somerset. Apparently he'd muttered something about a tunnel, but she hadn't been taking much notice. He returned a few days later and he looked shaken, drawn somehow. The following day he left for London and we never saw him again.'
 
   'I'm so sorry, Geoffrey,' Emma said.
 
   'Don't be, my dear. I was glad, to be honest. He'd changed over those last few years. He'd become... I don't know... different. Almost evil. I can't describe it. He stopped being my father the day he took that stone from us,' Geoffrey sighed, shaking his head.
 
   'Then why did you leave his basement as it was? If I were you, I would have trashed it,' Elliott asked as he stood looking at the frozen housekeeper closely, waving his hand in front of her eyes.
 
   Geoffrey shrugged his shoulders, 'Rudolph didn't want us to touch it so I didn't. Before my brother died in 1973, he returned home and made me promise to leave it the way it was. He said a group of people would come to the house one day. That they would need to see it to find out what they needed to stop the evil. I never understood what he was talking about, but I made the promise.'
 
   Lana's eyes lit up, 'Maybe he was talking about us?'
 
   'Perhaps... my brother did have the gift of foresight.'
 
   'Did you know about the Watchers, Geoffrey?'
 
   The old man shook his head, 'I knew there was something different about us but father never spoke of it. That day, all those years ago, when Rudolph and I got those strange patterns on our backs, we knew we were different.'
 
   'So you are a Watcher, Geoffrey?' asked Emma.
 
   'What's your power?' Lana asked.
 
   He chuckled and turned to face her, 'Power?'
 
   'Yes, all of us Watchers have special powers that make us different from ordinary people. I can jump from ridiculously high heights and can see things that happened in the past. My sister Emma can swim like a dolphin and can light up from the inside. Elliott can create fire from his fingertips. Sammy can communicate with plants and animals. Daisy is, like, super fast and super strong; oh and Declan, he can read minds, among other things, I'm sure,' she explained as Geoffrey listened intently.
 
   'That all sounds really quite remarkable but I don't believe I could ever do anything special like that, I'm afraid.'
 
   'Really?' asked Declan. 'Are you sure? All Watchers have special abilities, Geoffrey.'
 
   Thinking in silence for a moment, the old man couldn't think of a single thing that made him stand out and so he shook his head, 'I really don't think I'm special. Perhaps I'm not a Watcher, as you say I am.'
 
   'But you have the tattoo?' Emma asked.
 
   He nodded.
 
   'Can we have a look?'
 
   'Oh really?' he asked, 'You don't really want to look at this old body do you?' 
 
   But when the others nodded, he reluctantly stood and untucked his shirt from his trousers.
 
   'I'm afraid, you'll have to lift it for me.'
 
   Declan stood and lifted the shirt, revealing the familiar winged eye on the old man's back. Underneath were the words, Libertas Justitia Veritas.
 
   Declan smiled knowingly.
 
   'What, Declan? What does it mean?' asked Lana impatiently.
 
   'Liberty, Justice, Truth. Geoffrey what did you do for a living before you retired?'
 
   Geoffrey tucked his shirt back in his trousers and sat down as he spoke, 'I was a lawyer in London.'
 
   'I presume you were extremely successful in your chosen career?'
 
   Geoffrey nodded, 'Never lost a case, why?'
 
   'That was your special ability. You are a remarkable lawyer who probably put many, many evil doers behind bars. Not all of our powers are physical, you know.'
 
   'Why, I suppose you're right,' said the old man as he finished his tea and poured another from the silver teapot that stood in the centre of the table.
 
   'I didn't know that,' Lana pouted, 'I thought all of our powers were physical ones. Oh... did you know that we can all sing really, really well?' she asked him.
 
   'Well, Rupert and I did join a choir at 16. We were told by lots of people that we sang like angels,' he reminisced.
 
   'See, so you do have a physical power too,' she said matter of factly. 'We've actually been rehearsing for a musical show next month,' she sighed.
 
   Geoffrey chuckled. 'You sound like you don't want to do it?'
 
   Lana shrugged her shoulders, 'Well, you know. A show? It's a bit, childish, if you know what I mean?'
 
   'It's not childish at all,' Declan interrupted. 'It'll be amazing, you just wait and see, and then you'll want to perform every term,' he smiled.
 
   'She's already a performer,' laughed Emma.
 
   Lana scowled and tried not to laugh.
 
    
 
   oOo
 
   After they'd enjoyed a hot cup of tea, the Watchers left Geoffrey to have a snooze in his snug while they returned downstairs to see if they could find some more answers.
 
   It didn't take long until they made a remarkable discovery.
 
   It seemed that Geoffrey's father, Phillip Bottomley, had kept detailed journals of his life.
 
   Lana squealed when she found them carefully placed in the bottom of an antique trunk hidden behind one of the wider shelves in the corner of the room.
 
   Each of the Watchers took one of the journals and sat reading through the entries, looking for that elusive bit of information that would lead them to the next location of the Temporal Stone.
 
   'Listen to this,' Emma said as she read something from her diary, 'The boys found an intriguing item today. In fact, I'm certain there is something more to this treasured stone. I'm going to look into it further...’ and then he goes on a few days later... 'I do believe I've stumbled on an ancient artefact. Much more research is necessary...’ blah blah blah and then, 'I'm rather stunned. I managed to locate the whereabouts of a strange little creature called Gordle today. Gordle is a pixie troll who stole the artefact over 100 years ago. He was rather surprised to hear that it now resides in my belongings. He was a little angry as well, hence I had to do away with him. I shall never have to worry about Gordle again...' Emma gasped.
 
   'He murdered him?' Lana asked.
 
   'It certainly looks that way,' Declan answered. 'Carry on reading, Emma.'
 
   Nodding, she turned back to the heavy little book and continued, 'I feel tremendously powerful. This stone will allow me to control the pixie trolls! Thanks to Gordle, I know exactly where to find them... They put up a fight so I froze them... they shouldn't get in my way for, oh, a hundred years perhaps! Ghastly creatures. I'm off to London tomorrow. I have a meeting with a wolf!' It stops there,' Emma sighed. 'That's all we know,' she added.
 
   'It's more than we knew before though,' Declan smiled. 'At least now we know that we need to speak to the wolves.'
 
   'The wolves?' whispered Daisy who had encountered their kind before.
 
   'I'm afraid so, Daisy. Don't worry, they're not all bad,' he smiled. 'Right, let's take as much of this stuff with us as possible. Eleanor will find it very interesting reading. I'm sure Geoffrey won't mind.'
 
    
 
   oOo
 
   It seemed like ages since everybody had left him outside and Jimble was starting to get fidgety. Standing up and stretching his arms and legs, he waddled over to the man on the lawnmower. Curious as to what the machine was, he looked around sneakily before pushing the man off onto the soft grass.
 
   Hopping on, he pulled a strange looking cord until it came alive beneath his bottom.
 
   'Ooh,' he exclaimed as the machine started to move across the lawn at an angle. 'Oh dear dear,' Jimble muttered as he struggled to tame the beast.
 
   A few moments passed before the group walked out of the house with Geoffrey who looked suitably upset at the state of his lawn. 
 
   'Jimble!' shouted Declan. 
 
   But Jimble couldn't hear him over the sound of the engine, so Declan placed the journals he was carrying on the floor and ran down the garden after him.
 
   The group tried hard not to laugh as the funny little creature panicked and headed into a beautifully manicured hedge.
 
   Declan reached him moments before he disappeared within it, turning off the engine and scolding the pixie troll like a naughty child.
 
   'What were you thinking? You could have got yourself hurt or you could have hurt somebody else, like the poor gardener you've pushed on to the grass.'
 
   Jimble's bottom lip quivered and he mumbled, 'I'm sorry, Jimble is sorry sorry, Declan. I was getting bored bored, out on my own own,' he said, lowering his head as he followed the Mentor back to the others.
 
   'Sorry about that, Geoffrey,' Declan said as he bent down to pick up the journals.
 
   'Quite alright, dear boy. We can sort it out. But what, may I ask, is that?' he said, pointing to Jimble.
 
   Declan smirked, 'This is Jimble, he's a pixie troll. And probably much to your surprise, he's actually been helping us solve this thing.'
 
   'Well, in that case, it's good to meet you, Jimble,' he said with a nod of his head.
 
   Jimble blushed and held out his hand. Geoffrey bent down and shook it , 'Good to meet you too, to meet you too too.'
 
   'Right, we'd better be off. Once this is all over, we'll send someone down to help clear the basement for you. That stuff should be at Praxos, not out here,' Declan said as he shook Geoffrey's hand. 'Thanks for all your help.'
 
   'Thank you, Declan. I do believe it is time to get it all out of here. I wouldn't want unwelcome eyes going through it all, after I'm gone,' he said with his eyes glazing over. Clearing his throat, he turned back to Declan, 'It's been a pleasure. I do hope you'll forgive me for holding you at gunpoint,' Geoffrey replied with an embarrassed grin.
 
   Chuckling, Declan nodded, 'You're wise to do that. Keep that shotgun to hand, Geoffrey. There are still some evil people and creatures about. Especially now, with the current state of affairs. Goodbye.'
 
    
 
    
 
   
CHAPTER 21
 
   Arriving back in London feeling weary and exhausted, everyone was sent to bed for a few hours to get some much needed rest.
 
   Lana and Emma certainly didn't need any encouraging. The moment they walked into their dorm room, they both fell into bed and were out cold in a matter of minutes. The same could be said for Elliott and Sammy. For Daisy though, it was another matter.
 
   All she could think about was Grycan, the terrifying werewolf whose clutches she'd barely escaped some months earlier. Curled up under the covers, the moment she tried to close her eyes, his face would stare at her from the depths of her imagination. She gulped and turned over, tossing and turning for what seemed like hours.  
 
   When her door was pushed open, she gasped and sat up, terror in her eyes.
 
   'It's alright, Daisy. It's just me, it's your dad,' said Beau Madigan as he walked in and sat down on her bed. 'What is it? What's wrong? Declan told me you can't sleep.'
 
   He placed a hand on her head and stroked her mass of curly hair.
 
   With her chin leaning on her bent knees, Daisy looked up at him with a sad smile, 'It's nothing, Dad, I'm fine.'
 
   'No, clearly you're not. You can tell me, what's worrying you?'
 
   Sighing heavily, she leant back on to the bed and whispered, 'We've got to find the wolves.'
 
   'Oh sweetheart, you don't have to go with them. In fact, Declan is already preparing to go with a few of the other Mentors. I don't think he's taking any of the students with him. You've got nothing to worry about.'
 
   'But we do, we all do. Don't you see? I know what the wolves are like. They're evil, Dad, pure evil.'
 
   'Hey, you only saw a couple, didn't you? And they belonged to the Skulls. They're not all like that. Stop worrying. Everything is going to be fine. Now try and get some sleep. Shhhh,' he whispered, pulling the cover up to her neck. He bent down and placed a gentle kiss on his daughter's forehead before he stood up and turned to go.
 
   'Thanks, Dad,' she said. 
 
   Smiling, he closed the door behind him.
 
    
 
   oOo
 
   'So, what's the plan?' Beau asked as he rushed back to Eleanor's office where Wilbur, Declan and a few of the other Watchers, who had finally found their way back to London with their students, were waiting for him.
 
   'We're going to speak to our contacts on the street,' Declan replied as he put his jacket on. 'See if we can organise a meet with the head of the wolves in London. We shouldn't be long. Wish us luck,' he said as he rushed out, followed by two colleagues.
 
   'Good luck,' Eleanor yelled with a grin as peered through the doorway and watched him run down one of the tunnels that led off of the main hallway at Praxos HQ.
 
   'How's Jimble doing?' asked Eleanor.
 
   'He's okay. He's just having a rest. We ran a few tests and discovered that whatever those Neutrals did to him seems to have put a stop to his allergy to the house dust,' Wilbur replied as they all headed towards the main living room.
 
   Eleanor nodded, 'Excellent. I must remember to thank the head of the Neutrals when this is all over. For now, I think we should just wait for Declan to get back. Wilbur, would you mind telling the kitchen staff to organise some food for when the students wake up. I would imagine they'll be quite literally starving.
 
   'It's already been organised,' he smiled.
 
   'What would I do without you?'
 
   Three hours later, the students were beginning to emerge from their rooms, and Eleanor was quite right. They were all ready to eat.
 
   As Lana and Emma walked into the dining room, Emma's eyes widened in excitement as she saw someone she'd been thinking about all day. 
 
   'Diarmuid!' she squealed, running to him. Catching her, he pulled her up into a deep bear hug. Her feet barely touched the ground.
 
   'I've been so worried about you,' he said as he pulled her out of the room to the adjacent white room that was filled with oversized beanbags.
 
   'I know, me too,' she replied as he kissed her passionately. 
 
   Breaking for air, the two looked into each other's eyes and grinned.
 
   'I'm so glad you're back. I've missed you,' she sighed. Diarmuid squeezed her tightly and kissed her again. When her stomach rumbled loudly, they broke apart laughing.
 
   'I guess we really should go get some food,' he said as he grabbed hold of her hand and they walked back through the door, breathing in the delicious smells of a full English breakfast. 
 
   Not wanting to let each other go, they had difficulty placing the food on their plates. Reluctantly they released each other’s hands with a chuckle and proceeded to pile their plates high. Diarmuid chose eggs, bacon, sausages and toast; Emma opted for toast and scrambled eggs.
 
   Once they were ready to sit down, they looked around the tables of students tucking into their food, all talking loudly.
 
   Lana waved energetically from a round table at the back of the room, where she sat with some friends.
 
   'Hey guys,' Emma said with a grin, 'It's really good to see you.'
 
   'You too, Em,' said Ava while the others grinned with their mouths full.
 
   'I see you've met Sammy,' Emma said as she patted her new found friend on the back.
 
   'Have you, Diarmuid?'
 
   He shook his head as they sat down.
 
   'Diarmuid, this is Sammy. Sammy, this is Diarmuid.'
 
   Sammy raised her eyebrows and smiled at him, 'Nice to meet you. I've heard loads about you,' she giggled. Emma gave her a nudge with her elbow and laughed.
 
   'I wish Liam, Nisha and Moira were here,' Lana sighed.
 
   'I know,' Ava replied. 'But at least they're all safe now that everybody was brought back in the helicopter.'
 
   'They're in good hands. Don't worry, Ava, I'm sure Liam will be back with us in no time,' Emma said, squeezing her fellow Watcher's hand across the table.
 
   Ava smiled sadly and took a swig of tea.
 
   'Oh, I heard they've got a real live pixie troll here,' she squeaked, changing the subject.
 
   Emma, Lana and Sammy shared a glance and grinned.
 
   'Yeah, they do,' said Lana.
 
   'I heard he's gross,' Penny said.
 
   'I heard he's really nasty,' Diarmuid added.
 
   The three girls burst out laughing, much to the confusion of everyone else.
 
   'What?' asked Ava, who placed both her elbows on the table and stared at them, waiting for an answer.
 
   'It's just that, you're so totally wrong. He's really not gross... well, maybe a little bit,' Lana laughed as her sister gave her a glare.
 
   'And he's the complete opposite of nasty,' Emma added. 'His name is Jimble and he's actually quite adorable.'
 
   'He's adorable? How can he be adorable? He's a... He's... a... pixie troll - they're the ones that have caused all this mayhem,' said Imran in shock.
 
   'That's where you're wrong, actually,' Elliott interrupted. 'Eleanor will probably brief everybody later on, but just to give you the gist of it, the pixie trolls were put under some kind of spell. They're really quite nice - honestly. They'll probably let you meet Jimble, if you want to,' he added.
 
   'Really? Awesome,' Diarmuid said in between mouthfuls of food.
 
   'Cool,' said Imran.
 
   'So what's going on at the moment?' asked Ava.
 
   'They're trying to speak to the wolves,' whispered Daisy who had quietly appeared behind them.
 
   'Hey Daisy,' said the others as Rupert stood up and dragged another chair over to the table.
 
   Daisy grinned at him and sat down.
 
   'Thanks.'
 
   'What do you mean, they're speaking to the wolves?' asked Imran.
 
   'Exactly that. To find out what happened to the Temporal Stone, they need to speak to the wolves.'
 
   'What's the Temporal Stone?' asked Ava, confused.
 
   'Oh gosh, you really haven't been filled in on anything, have you?'
 
   'I guess you're the ones that have been out having all the fun,' Diarmuid said. 'We've been stuck in the Royal Crescent all the time you've been out gallivanting!'
 
   Emma leant in to him, 'But you're here now and that's all that matters.'
 
   Diarmuid pulled her into a long embrace and finished it off with a kiss.
 
   'Hey, get a room, you guys,' Rupert said, shaking his head from across the table. 'Lana, why don't you fill us in on everything else that's been going on...'
 
    
 
    
 
   
CHAPTER 22
 
   Declan reappeared some time later with a grin on his face. Eleanor, who was itching for his return, was doing some yoga moves in her office while she waited. Hearing his voice, she jumped up from doing the Downward Dog and rushed out.
 
   'Declan!' she yelled, 'How did it go?' 
 
   'Great,' he replied, 'I managed to track down an old mate who used to be buddies with the cousin of a guy whose girlfriend's best friend was a werewolf and... what?' he asked as he looked at her amused face.
 
   Eleanor shook her head and laughed, 'Carry on.'
 
   'Well, he knows the leader of the wolves in the London area and he's set up a meet. But we can't be late, we've got to head out immediately.'
 
   Eleanor nodded and grabbed her jacket from the back of her chair just as Lana and Emma appeared at her door.
 
   'We're coming too,' they said in unison.
 
   'No, that's not the best idea, girls.'
 
   'We'd really like to come along, Eleanor. Please,' Lana said, fluttering her eyelashes.
 
   Eleanor looked across at Declan, who shrugged his shoulders, 'It can't do any harm,' he said.
 
   'Okay then, come on. We're leaving now.'
 
   Outside the main house, Declan pulled the door shut and the four of them headed towards the British Museum, Declan having agreed to meet in a small green area a few doors down from the popular spot.
 
   As they approached, Declan saw them first. Eight burly men surrounded the rather tall leader who stood in the centre with his head held high. Their fists were scrunched up and their eyes squinted as the Watchers slowed in front of them. All of them seemed to be on guard, standing with their legs wide apart and arms crossed, like some kind of freaky armed forces SWAT team.
 
   'Declan?' asked one of them, before brushing a massive hand through his streaky grey and white hair.
 
   Declan nodded curtly and stopped, waiting.
 
   'And the other?'
 
   'This is Eleanor Hayden-Jones, she's the.....'
 
   'The Guardian of the Watchers,' interrupted the tall, attractive man who stood in the centre. His serious, chiselled face lit up as he pushed his eight body guards to one side. 'It's alright, fellas.'
 
   The burly men uncrossed their arms but continued to keep a sharp eye on their surroundings.
 
   Eleanor held her hand outstretched as the tall one pumped it up and down.
 
   'Good to meet ya, Miss Jones.'
 
   'Eleanor, please,' she replied.
 
   'Eleanor... I wasn't expecting you. They didn't tell me I was to be meeting with the Guardian.'
 
   Eleanor smiled, relieved that he was a friendly werewolf. 'I'm glad you agreed to meet with us. This is Declan, my right hand man, and Emma and Lana.'
 
   The man with the long grey hair turned and shook their hands with a warm smile.
 
   'I... I wasn't expecting someone so friendly,' whispered Emma to Lana on the side.
 
   Suddenly he threw back his head and laughed.
 
   'I get that a lot,' he said. 'I'm Giovanni, by the way.'
 
   Declan raised his eyebrows, 'An Italian werewolf in London?'
 
   Giovanni smiled, 'Yes, I was born here though, I'm an Italian Londoner. Right, let's get down to business. What can I do for you?'
 
   'We've been led to the werewolves in our search for an ancient artefact that we believe is responsible for all this mayhem,' Eleanor said. 'We're hoping you can help us get to the bottom of it all.'
 
   'I'm not sure how, but I'll try,' he answered.
 
   'Good, thank you. We need to go back a few years though. We've been following the whereabouts of a man named Phillip James Bottomley from the 1930s. We believe he came to London towards the end of that decade to meet with a werewolf. The trouble is, that's as far as we've got. We need to find out the identity of that werewolf so we can ask him some questions.'
 
   Giovanni nodded and flicked the cigarette he'd been smoking to the ground before twisting his foot on top of it.
 
   'We do know that werewolves live very long lives, so we're hoping to find him still alive,' she smiled.
 
   'And the name of this werewolf?'
 
   Declan went from one foot to the other as Eleanor sighed, 'Yes well, therein lies the problem. We don't have a name.'
 
   'Right, I see your predicament now. So all you know is that this fella, Phillip James Bottomley, you say?'
 
   Eleanor nodded.
 
   'He came to London to see a werewolf?'
 
   Eleanor nodded again.
 
   'It's a tough one, but I can ask around. Fellas?' His eight bodyguards turned to their leader and nodded their heads as Giovanni explained what he needed to know. 'Now go,' he instructed.
 
   Suddenly, each one of the men burst out of their clothes, leaving ripped bits of fabric all over the grass, and large wolves standing at Giovanni's feet. Each one seemed to be different from the next. The guy with the streaky grey and white hair appeared to have the same coloured mane of hair running along his back, while the one standing next to him had fur the colour of charcoal. They were massive, stocky and strong. 
 
   Turning from Giovanni, they jumped away, running as fast as they could around the streets of London.
 
   'Here's one advantage of having time stand still,' chuckled Giovanni. 'They wouldn't be able to do that ordinarily, not in such plain sight.'
 
   'Of course,' Eleanor said. 'Perhaps a cup of tea, while we wait?'
 
   'No need, Eleanor, my boys will be back in just a few minutes,' he said as the eerie sound of howling echoed all around them.
 
   Lana and Emma both shivered at the creepiness of the sound as they stood, leaning against the fence, waiting patiently for news.
 
   But before the news came, something else caught their attention. The sound of footsteps.
 
   All five of them immediately stood on guard, each one looking around them to find the source of the sound. It soon became apparent, however, that the footsteps belonged to more than one person and these people weren't quite as friendly as Giovanni was.
 
   Within moments, they were surrounded by a group of people wearing black.
 
   The sound of snarling erupted from Giovanni's lips as he prepared himself for a fight.
 
   'Skulls,' whispered Eleanor.
 
   Apart from the snarling, everything remained silent.
 
   'What do you want?' asked Eleanor as she looked at each of the faces until she spotted one that was familiar. It was the man she'd briefly sparred with earlier that day.
 
   She could see his jaw clenching as he ground his teeth and his black eyes were like slits as he stared her down, but Eleanor wasn't buying it. She held her head high and smiled confidently. She knew something that he clearly did not.
 
   
  
 

A moment later, the Skulls became agitated as a noise filled the air. It was the sound of countless more footsteps. Suddenly, the square was full of Watchers. Students and Mentors alike. They all stood staring, waiting for the Skulls to try something.
 
   Giovanni looked around and began to laugh as the Skulls retreated back to where they'd come from. They were outnumbered and weren't prepared to fight so many.
 
   'Thanks for keeping an eyes on us, Wilbur,' Eleanor shouted a few minutes later.
 
   Wilbur appeared and winked at her as he gathered the students back together. 'Just following orders,' he smiled.
 
   'Why didn't we take them on?' asked Rupert who walked towards Emma and Lana.
 
   'There was no need, Rupert,' Declan said. 'We don't want to cause a war.'
 
   'But there weren't that many of them,' he said, practically pouting.
 
   'Not this time,' Eleanor said with a raised eyebrow. 'But there are far too many Skulls to go to war with, unfortunately.'
 
   The sound of howling could be heard again and soon, the square was filled with not eight, but nine werewolves.
 
   Approaching Giovanni, they stopped before the sound of cracking bones echoed around them, making both Lana and Emma cover their ears. The beasts kept low to the ground before turning back to men when they stood up, revealing all their naked splendour right in front of the Watchers.
 
   Lana's eyes nearly popped out of her sockets as Declan tried hard not to laugh at her reaction, whereas Emma tried hard to look away. Eleanor remained professional as one of the men turned to face her. 
 
   'I can tell you what you need to know,' said the man with short brown hair.
 
   'I knew the man you are looking for, but I'm sorry to say that he was killed in 1941. His name was Rogue and he spent an awful lot of time with the man you know as Phillip James Bottomley. Rogue wasn't a good guy, mind you. You ought to know that. He and Phillip caused quite a lot of problems down on the south east coast.'
 
   'What can you tell us about an ancient artefact that Phillip brought to London with him?' Eleanor asked.
 
   The man thought for a moment, 'I do recall there was something they tried to sell but I don't know if they succeeded.'
 
   'Did you ever see it?' Declan asked.
 
   He scratched his chin and looked to the floor, 'Yes, I did, actually. An odd looking stone that glowed different colours. It had tiny bumps on it, I think.'
 
   'That's it!' said Lana, 'That's the Temporal Stone.'
 
   'Is there anything else you can tell us about Rogue and Phillip?' Eleanor asked.
 
   He chewed his lip before his eyes lit up, 'There was a third person. Another guy who used to spend time with them on and off. Not a wolf, though. Erm, I believe he was a vamp. Went by the name of Barber, I think.'
 
   'That's very helpful. Thank you so much,' Eleanor replied as the man nodded and stepped backwards.
 
   'Giovanni, thank you for all your help. We really do appreciate it. Perhaps we can repay the favour one of these days?'
 
   Giovanni smiled warmly and took Eleanor's hands in his, 'It would be good to see you again, Eleanor. Just give me a call if I can ever be of assistance again, and good luck,' he said as he deftly removed something from his pocket and handed his business card to her.
 
   'I will,' she said as Giovanni and his pack walked away.
 
   Eleanor watched him go with a smile and a very slight blush to her cheeks. A blush that didn't go unnoticed by Lana and Emma.
 
    
 
    
 
   
CHAPTER 23
 
   Back below ground, at Praxos HQ, Jimble waited patiently for the return of his friends. He wandered from room to room, inspecting each one in awe. He'd never seen anything like it, perhaps in part due to his severe allergy to house dust.
 
   Soon his ears pricked at the sound of footsteps, a lot of footsteps. Nervously, he hid behind a beanbag in the white room and waited.
 
   'Did you see them? First time I ever saw any Skulls,' a young man said as he walked past the door along with his two friends.
 
   'Yeah I know. Ugly bunch weren't they? I wasn't afraid of them at all.'
 
   A chuckled followed. 'You would be if they caught you alone,' said another.
 
   Jimble remained hidden from sight as more and more students walked past the door until a couple eventually entered the room. Watching them, Jimble was unsure what to do. He didn't know these people and was therefore worried about their reaction.
 
   A sudden yell told him he'd been seen, so he slowly walked out from behind his hiding place with a nervous grin.
 
   'Please don't yell, yell. It's just me, me. You've nothing to be scared of, scared of,' he mumbled as he shuffled with his back against the wall.
 
   'You're a pixie troll!' shouted a voice.
 
   Soon the room was full of students, wondering what all the fuss was about.
 
   'Don't go near it,' said the same voice. 'It might freeze you. Keep your distance everybody.'
 
   'What's going on?' asked a familiar voice. 
 
   Daisy appeared in the doorway and pushed the young Watchers out of the way until she spotted Jimble cowering in a corner. Rushing to his side, she knelt down to face him.
 
   'Are you alright? They didn't hurt you, did they?' she asked.
 
   Jimble shook his head while the others gasped.
 
   'Don't touch him,' said a few of the voices behind her.
 
   Daisy, however, took his hand in hers and turned to look at their shocked expressions.
 
   'This is Jimble, he's a friend so please stop being so nasty. He won't hurt you,' she tutted as they strolled out of the room into the dining room.
 
   'Can I get you something to eat, Jimble?' she asked.
 
   Eyes lighting up, he nodded and rubbed his tummy.
 
   'What would you like? I've no idea what pixie trolls eat,' she smiled.
 
   'No sugar. No sugar,' he chuckled.
 
   'Why not?'
 
   'It make me grow, grow, sugar does, it does, does.'
 
   'Oh, okay. Do you eat meat?'
 
   Jimble screwed his face up in disgust. She laughed.
 
   'Erm, bread?'
 
   'Not sure, not sure. Never tried it, it.'
 
   'Maybe a sandwich then? Erm, cheese?'
 
   Jimble's face was blank.
 
   'You've never tried cheese?'
 
   When he shook his head, she turned to the table where the food was still laid out and made him a cheese sandwich, handing it to him with a bottle of mineral water.
 
   Barely a second went by and the sandwich was gone, followed by a large burp and a chuckle.
 
   'I like cheese, cheese,' he said. 'Another one?'
 
   Daisy laughed as she made him a further three cheese sandwiches. He was just finishing when their friends walked into the room. As he turned, he noticed that many of the others were still creaking their necks to get a good look at him.
 
   'That's enough gawping, everybody,' Eleanor said. 'I'm sure you'll all get a chance to meet Jimble personally, but for now, please give the little guy some space.'
 
   Jimble grinned as Eleanor and the Watchers he already knew joined him at the table. Wilbur carried over a couple of pots of tea, before he and the kitchen staff began clearing the rest of the food away.
 
   'So what happens now, Eleanor?' asked Emma.
 
   'Declan and Diarmuid are in the archives, looking up all the vampires we have on file. I'm hoping that this Barber character will be among them. If he is, there should be sufficient information to lead us to him. So until they return, we have to go on as usual. Which means, when we've all finished our tea, it's back to class,' she said with a grin.
 
   Lana groaned.
 
   'But first, there's something confusing me, Jimble?' Eleanor said as his ears pricked up and he gave her his full attention.
 
   'I understand Phillip Bottomley froze you?'
 
   Jimble nodded, 'We were frozen frozen for years years, but we didn't know know because we frequently hibernate hibernate. It wasn't until we awoke awoke more recently that it became apparent we had been frozen frozen.'
 
   'How did you know?'
 
   'You told me me,' he said, pointing to Declan.
 
   'You didn't know until then?'
 
   Jimble shook his head.
 
   'I guess that makes sense,' Eleanor added, before continuing, 'Jimble, as we are short one or two Mentors at the moment, I thought perhaps you might like to give a talk to the students you haven't met yet?'
 
   His eyes opened wide at the prospect and gulped loudly.
 
   'Talk in front of a large audience, large audience?' he asked. 'But what will I talk talk about about?'
 
   'You can fill them in on what's been happening since you met us,' she suggested. 'And perhaps tell them a little about your kind.'
 
   Silently pondering the subject, Jimble's face soon lit up and he nodded enthusiastically, 'I'll do it, I'll do it.'
 
   'Good.' Eleanor took a few more sips of her tea before pushing back her seat. 'I shall go and ring the bell.'
 
    
 
   oOo
 
   Converging in the gym of the Praxos Academy, just around the corner from the HQ, the students waited patiently as Eleanor walked to the front, where she turned to face them.
 
   'Although life cannot go on for the poor humans out there, it must continue for the Watchers, which means that classes are to resume shortly. I know, I know,' she said as everyone moaned, 'But this is an Academy and you are here to learn, regardless of what's going on in the outside world. Unfortunately, as several of our Mentors are either out of action or away from London, we are slightly understaffed. Jimble, therefore, will be giving a talk and will take your questions about his species and his history. At the back of the gym, you will find five lists. These are the five groups you will be split into. Group One will head to the Lux Room with Jimble, Two please head to the Veritas Room with Oksana, Three to the Tempus Room with Brody, Four to the Concordia Room with Beau and Five to the Arcana Room with... me. Off you go,' she said as the students all turned around and headed towards the lists.
 
   Eleanor stepped down and spotted Daisy.
 
   'Daisy, I'm afraid your GCSE classes are on hold at the moment as Marian has still not returned from Edinburgh. So feel free to join any of these classes. Alternatively, you can just go and study, if you like?'
 
   Daisy smiled, 'Thanks.'
 
   But she was in no mood to go and study, nor was she in the mood to join the other classes, either, so instead she decided to sneak out of the Academy and get some fresh air.
 
   Just as she tiptoed to the main door, a hand on her shoulder made her jump. Turning, she found Lana grinning at her.
 
   'Ditching classes?' Lana asked.
 
   'No... they're not my classes. You seem to forget I'm a year behind you guys.'
 
   'True,' Lana said.
 
   'By the looks of it, you're the one who’s skiving.'
 
   Lana laughed, 'Busted. Weirdly, they put us in Group One with Jimble. We already know everything about him so I figured I'd go and, erm, get some fresh air.'
 
   'That's what I was thinking too, let's go then,' Daisy whispered as the two of them carefully opened the door and ran outside without even a glance backwards. Climbing the stairs that were hidden from view, they turned onto Gower Street.
 
   'Hey! Not so fast,' said a voice behind them.
 
   Turning, they found Emma standing with her hands on her hips and her eyebrows raised.
 
   'I've been looking all over for you. What are you two doing?'
 
   Daisy looked to the floor as Lana laughed at her sister.
 
   'Why? You gonna tell?'
 
   'Don't be stupid, Lana. It's dangerous out there.'
 
   Lana spluttered.
 
   'You do remember our specials skills, don't you? Remember when we beat up those muggers a while back? We can handle pretty much anything, Sis. And now that we know the wolves are pretty cool too, we've got nothing to worry about. Come on, come with us. We won't go far. We just really wanna get some fresh air and chill out. Just for a bit.'
 
   Thinking for a moment, Emma sighed heavily and walked up the stairs behind them.
 
   'Just to be straight, I'm only coming along to keep my eye on you.'
 
   Lana shook her head and gently punched Emma's shoulder.
 
   'Where shall we go?' asked Daisy.
 
   Lana shrugged, 'We can pretty much go anywhere we want. Nobody can stop us.'
 
   'Well, apart from the Skulls,' Emma whispered as they began walking down the street. 'We really shouldn't go far. We don't want to be gone long, otherwise they'll notice.'
 
   'Just keep an eye out for anything unusual. I'm sure we can handle it. Let's go this way,' Lana replied confidently.
 
   The sound of howling made Daisy literally jump about two metres back before stopping still, shaking.
 
   'Hey,' Emma said as she turned back to make sure she was okay. 'You alright?'
 
   Daisy gulped and nodded. 
 
   'I guess I just haven't got used to that sound since, you know... since the attack.'
 
   'But you got away from them, Daisy. You were faster than that freaky Grycan wolf. Besides, we've met the main wolves in London and they're friendly. You've got nothing to worry about. Giovanni certainly wouldn't hurt us and he's the leader of the pack here.'
 
   'I... I guess you're right,' she sighed as she took in a deep breath of fresh air. 'It's been so long since I spent some quality time outdoors, I just really needed this. After all those months of living outdoors, it's kind of weird being inside all the time. It makes me feel constricted, you know?'
 
   The sisters nodded and smiled.
 
   'Thanks for coming with me.'
 
   Both the girls linked arms with Daisy and they carried on walking past shops and cafés, occasionally stopping to get a good look at individuals frozen in time.
 
   'It's weird, isn't it?' asked Emma.
 
   'What?' 
 
   'Seeing all these people like this when they should be scurrying around getting on with their lives.'
 
   'Yeah, it seems like ages since it started, doesn't it?'
 
   The girls nodded as they walked past a beautifully ornate brick building on the corner.
 
   'That's gorgeous. Look, it's even got turrets,' said Emma as they slowed down to take it in. Lana sighed with her hands on her hips.
 
   'It's a building.'
 
   'Yes, but it's a lovely one. Diarmuid would love it. I should make a note of it so I can show him.'
 
   'You're like, so... old, Emma,' her sister said, shaking her head.
 
   'I'm exactly the same age as you, Sis.'
 
   'Maybe physically, but certainly not mentally.'
 
   'That's right, because you're like, six or something.'
 
   Lana punched Emma's shoulder as Daisy shook her head and laughed.
 
   'I agree, it is a nice building,' Daisy added.
 
   'See?' Emma stuck out her tongue.
 
   'Whatever. Hey, did you see that?' Lana asked as she pulled the girls away from the road and up against the building.
 
   'What?'
 
   'Movement, over there.'
 
   Daisy pointed further down the road where something was clearly moving.
 
   'Let's go,' Lana whispered as they crossed the road and peered down the canal.
 
   'It's just a boat, Lana,' Emma said.
 
   'Yeah, but someone's driving it.'
 
   'People don't drive boats, they steer them.'
 
   'Well, whatever. That boat is going somewhere.'
 
   As they tiptoed further down the road, they watched as the boat glided along the water, but it soon came upon a problem. A number of other boats in the slim waterway were in its path.
 
   They listened as a curse was yelled loudly.
 
   'There's someone in there,' Daisy whispered.
 
   Peering over the fence, they watched as a middle aged woman with bright yellow hair appeared from inside the barge, cursing under her breath. She jumped from her boat to the one closest to her and tried to manoeuvre it out of the way, but there were just too many barges in front of her. It was useless. She would simply have to wait.
 
   'Who do you think she is?' whispered Emma.
 
   'Don't you mean what?' Daisy replied.
 
   'Why don't we ask her?' Lana said.
 
   Before the others had the chance to stop her, Lana leant over and shouted, 'Hello!'
 
   'Lana, for goodness sake, she could be a Skull or something,' Emma scolded.
 
   'Does she look like a Skull to you?' Lana tutted as the woman squinted, looking vaguely towards them.
 
   'Over here,' Lana waved.
 
   When her eyes rested on the three girls, the woman's mouth turned up at the sides. 
 
   'Hello girls, what are you doing here?'
 
   'We were just passing through when we spotted you. Is there anything we can do to help?'
 
   Emma and Daisy shared an irritated look.
 
   'I can't get out,' she huffed. 'Been trying for what seems like an age but no, I'm well and truly stuck here.'
 
   'Hopefully the world will return to normal soon enough and you'll be able to get on your way then,' Emma said as she pulled Lana to one side.
 
   'Lana, we don't know what she is, for goodness sake.'
 
   'Don't worry about me, I'll be alright. I guess I'll just have to wait. Who are you?' 
 
   Lana leant over the fence, 'We're Watchers,' she said a little quieter.
 
   'Watchers are you?'
 
   Lana nodded.
 
   'And you?'
 
   'Oh, I'm just a woman trying to get on with my life.'
 
   Emma raised her eyebrows, 'She's hiding something.'
 
   Daisy nodded but Lana chose to ignore the warning.
 
   'Well, we'd like to help if we can.'
 
   'Why don't you come aboard for a nice cup of tea?'
 
   Lana smiled and climbed the fence.
 
   Before Emma could stop her, Lana had jumped effortlessly over the water and on to the barge.
 
   'Thank you, a cup of tea would be great.'
 
   'My sister is going to get us killed one of these days,' cursed Emma as she climbed over the fence after her. 'We'd better go too, just in case.'
 
   Daisy nodded and followed the two girls.
 
   Inside the barge was decorated with floral cushions, floral wallpaper, floral carpet, even a floral tea cosy.
 
   'I take it you like flowers,' Lana said as she sipped at the tea along with Daisy and Emma while the woman busied herself in the tiny kitchen at the centre of the house boat. 
 
   'I do, always have. Always will. How do you like the tea? It's a special brew.'
 
   'It's delicious,' said Lana as she sat back on the comfortable sofa. 'This is a lovely boat.'
 
   Standing up to have a further look around, Lana immediately flopped back down as a woozy feeling overcame her.
 
   'You alright, my love?' asked the woman as she peered down into Lana's face.
 
   'Yes, I'm just feeling a little... weird.'
 
   Seconds later, Lana collapsed.
 
   'Lana!' Emma put her cup down and grabbed her sister's arm, shaking her. Daisy, who was sitting on the other side, grabbed her other arm.
 
   But soon, they started feeling a little odd too.
 
   Emma looked down at the teacup and then back up at the woman.
 
   'You... you... poisoned us,' she whispered before succumbing to unconsciousness.
 
   Daisy just noticed the woman beam with pride before she too, blacked out.
 
    
 
    
 
   
CHAPTER 24
 
   The sound of gentle humming woke Lana up. Slowly opening her eyes, she realised they were on a different boat. All the niceties of the floral décor had gone. It was much larger and, unlike the other, wasn't stuck within a sea of boats either. She could feel it chugging along. Lana hoped they hadn't been knocked out for too long.
 
   'Emma, Daisy,' she whispered as she tried to stand up, but soon realised she was tied to her chair. Trying to loosen the rope, her wrists began to chafe against it.
 
   'No use in trying, my dear. That there is certified cursed rope. You won't be able to loosen it, no matter how hard you try.'
 
   'Who are you? What do you want?'
 
   The woman merely smiled and walked back out the door.
 
   'Daisy, Emma! Wake up!'
 
   Slowly the girls began to come to.
 
   'What's going on?' murmured Emma as she slowly opened her eyes to see the horrible predicament they'd gotten themselves into.
 
   'Oh, Lana... I told you...'
 
   'Look, there's no point in going there now. What's done is done. What matters is getting free.'
 
   'Oww, my head,' murmured Daisy as she opened her eyes and gasped.
 
   'She said it's cursed rope and we won't be able to loosen it.'
 
   'Well, that's just great. Now what are we supposed to do?' Emma sighed as she tried to stand up but struggled considering she was also tied to the chair.
 
   'I don't know... I don't know what she wants.'
 
   The humming grew closer and the woman returned. 'Oh, you're all awake now are you? How lovely,' she said. 
 
   'What do you want with us?' asked Emma as she continued to try and loosen the rope around her wrists.
 
   'It's not what I want with you... it's what they want with you,' she laughed as she pointed outside.
 
   A cold sensation ran down Emma's spine as she followed the woman's gaze out through the window and found the boat was slowing down beside an old massive warehouse. As she peered through, she spotted a group of people waiting on the waterside.
 
   'Who... who are they?' Lana asked as Daisy let out a sob.
 
   The woman shrugged, 'Beats me, I just get paid to find folk, that's all. And you three just guaranteed me a fine Caribbean cruise, you have,' she grinned, revealing one missing tooth from the front of her open mouth.
 
   Emma gulped as the woman skipped out of the cabin and tied the boat up, allowing the strangers to come aboard.
 
   Lana looked at her sister apologetically.
 
   'I'm so sorry both of you,' she whispered as hoods were placed over their heads and they were carried off the barge.
 
    
 
   oOo
 
   A familiar scent filled Daisy's nostrils and she screwed up her face in dismay. It was a scent she wished she'd never have to smell again. A tear plopped out of the inside corner of her eye as she realised her worst nightmare had come true. It rolled slowly down her face.
 
   'Grycan,' she whispered.
 
   'What?' Lana asked.
 
   'It's the Skulls from Abney Park.'
 
   'Oh no,' Emma murmured from beneath the hood.
 
   They sat there in the dark for what seemed like ages listening to the Skulls paying the yellow-haired woman who soon left them to the clutches of the evil ones. 
 
   'My, my my,' said a woman's voice. 'Look what we've got here then. Three pretty little Watchers,' she laughed.
 
   'Don't touch them, Beatrice. We're under strict instructions. You're not to mess with their memories. Keep your hands to yourself. Don't worry, we'll find you someone else to feed from in no time.'
 
   The hoods were grabbed and pulled from their heads, pulling hair along with them.
 
   'Ouch,' cried Lana. 'Watch the hair numbskull.'
 
   Just as she'd thought, as her eyes adjusted to the light, Daisy gasped as she saw the familiar posse of Skulls that had terrorised her during her months living at the Abney Park cemetery.
 
   Grycan, Drake, Darcey and Beatrice. The only one missing was the other werewolf.
 
   'Well I never,' said their leader, a dark haired skinny creep with a scar across his cheek. 
 
   'The red haired girl from the cemetery... shame we have to give you up,' he said as he approached her and gently caressed her face before grabbing her chin roughly.
 
   'What do you want?' she asked.
 
   Drake laughed with his head backwards.
 
   'We don't want anything, little one. We're simply delivering you to someone who does.'
 
   His light blue eyes danced menacingly.
 
   'And you, I recognise you and you,' he said as he placed a hand on Lana and Emma's heads. 'Quite the little fighters, if I recall. No buddies here to help you now though, are there?' he whispered, his face up close to them both. 'Not quite so confident now are you?' 
 
   Emma and Lana said nothing. They just kept trying to loosen the rope that was tied firmly around their wrists.
 
   'What are you going to do with us? Who wants us?' Daisy asked.
 
   'Wouldn't you like to know?' he grinned. 'Sadly, we're not to make our deliveries for a while yet and we're quite busy at the moment so we'll have to leave you. But Grycan here will be right next door, if you should need anything,' he laughed as they walked out, turning out the lights and leaving the girls in the dark.
 
   They listened as their footsteps disappeared, followed by the sounds of a small boat drifting off into the distance.
 
   'What are we going to do?' whispered Lana. 'I can't see a thing.'
 
   Emma calmed her breathing for a moment and concentrated hard until a light began to shine from within her. Soon it was sufficient to light up the room.
 
   'Thanks, Sis, but be careful wolfie doesn't notice,' Lana whispered.
 
   It was a huge old warehouse filled with large black boxes that could have been filled with just about anything. 
 
   'What's in there?' asked Lana as Daisy trained her nostrils to try and identify the contents.
 
   'I smell... forest... but it's foreign, somehow. It's how I imagine a rainforest would smell. I think it's some kind of plants, but nothing from around here.'
 
   'Plants, why would they have plants here?' Emma wondered.
 
   'So basically, nothing that will help us get these damn ropes off?'
 
   'I don't think so, sorry.'
 
   'But she said they were cursed ropes. How do you get cursed ropes off?'
 
   They were quiet for a moment until Emma piped up.
 
   'Maybe we can burn them off?'
 
   'What, and get third degree burns in the process?' Lana replied. 
 
   'Well, it's worth a shot. I'd rather be burned than stuck in here.'
 
   'You do have a point,' Lana said. 'But how do we burn them off?'
 
   'Leave that to me.' 
 
   Emma had never tried to create fire with her skill, but she knew she could create warmth. If she concentrated long and hard enough on one particular area, she hoped she might be able to create enough heat to generate fire.
 
   'Oh, okay. Good luck,' Lana whispered.
 
   After several failed attempts, Emma was pretty close to it working when the warehouse door flew open. Grycan stood in the doorway.
 
   'What you up to?' he growled.
 
   'What are we up to? What does it look like we're up to? We're trapped and tied up with cursed rope. What do you think we're up to? Man, are you dumb? We. Can't. Do. Anything.' Lana yelled at him.
 
   Content that they were in fact, incapable of doing anything, Grycan grinned, turned around and closed the door.
 
   'Okay Em, you're good to go. You can do it,' Lana whispered.
 
   Moments later, flames licked Emma's wrists. Strangely enough though, they didn't burn her. Sitting quietly, she focussed all her attention on the rope until it fell away from her hands. She breathed a sigh of relief as she bent down and tried to undo the rope around her ankles.
 
   'Hey, these ones aren't cursed. Daisy, with your strength, you can probably just break through them.'
 
   Sure enough, Daisy pulled her ankles apart, the rope falling to the ground.
 
   The rope around the chair was also fairly easy to remove. Emma worked as quickly as she possibly could, undoing the rope around the girls' chairs and ankles. It was their wrists that she was worried about.
 
   'I might burn you really bad. I don't want to hurt you,' she whispered as Lana held out her arms.
 
   'It's okay. I trust you, Sis. I believe you can do it without even touching my skin. Come on, we haven't got much time. Please, just try.'
 
   Emma began to concentrate until Lana winced with the heat.
 
   'See, I can't do it.'
 
   'You can, I know you can. Just focus on the rope and not on me.'
 
   Moments later, the charred rope was loose enough for Lana to pull it apart.
 
   They then concentrated on Daisy until the three of them were completely free.
 
   'Cursed rope, eh? Whoever cursed it was pretty lame,' Lana whispered with a big grin on her face.
 
   'Now what?' Emma whispered.
 
   Spotting a back door, they ran over to it but it was locked.
 
   'I can break it down,' suggested Daisy but the other shook their heads.
 
   'No, too much noise.'
 
   'How about up there,' Daisy said, pointing upwards.
 
   A large window was situated high up in the warehouse building, above all the black boxes.
 
   They shared a look before Lana launched herself up towards it until she reached the window ledge. Balancing on it, she tried to force the window open.
 
   'It's jammed. We'll have to break it.'
 
   'But he'll hear that,' Daisy whispered.
 
   'I can melt it!' said Emma before covering her mouth and opening her eyes wide as they all stood perfectly still and waited for Grycan to burst through the door.
 
   When he didn't, they relaxed and turned their attention back to the window.
 
   'How can I get up there? I can't jump like you.'
 
   Lana jumped down, slowing before she hit the ground so that she landed silently. 
 
   With a smile, she grabbed hold of her sister and jumped up again, so that they both balanced precariously on the window ledge.
 
   Melting the glass wasn't quite as simple as melting the rope and after a few minutes, Lana lost her balance, pulling Emma down with her. But before they landed noisily on the ground below, Daisy reached out and caught them.
 
   'Thanks Daisy,' Emma whispered as they climbed back up and continued to create heat with her hands.
 
   'He's coming,' Daisy whispered.
 
   With no time to finish melting the glass, Lana grabbed them both and rushed them back to their seats. They wrapped the rope swiftly around their arms and ankles just as the door swung open. Grycan appeared, his black eyes scanning the room.
 
   'Something's going on, I 'eard ya,' he boomed before going quiet and sniffing around with his eyes like slits.
 
   'What could we possibly do like this? Seriously man,' Lana said a little over confidently.
 
   Grycan was just about to turn back when he spotted a small piece of rope on the ground underneath Daisy's chair.
 
   Within seconds, his clothes were ripped from his body and his masculine form had changed into a vicious snarling wolf. He immediately began circling the three girls.
 
   'Holy cow,' cried Daisy.
 
    
 
   
CHAPTER 25
 
   Months ago, he'd very nearly got his claws into her but she'd just about managed to outrun him. This time, however, she intended to fight back. Crouching down so that she faced him square on, Daisy prepared herself to attack the beast. But before she was able to, Emma stepped in front of her and created an intense ball of heat that she threw directly towards the wolf. Dodging it, Grycan put one paw in front of the other, ready to pounce. With her nerves altogether gone, Daisy jumped towards him, grabbing his front paws and swinging him twice before throwing him hard against the wall. The building shook.
 
   But Grycan wasn't to be stopped. His snarls got louder and he threw himself back at the girls, his claws ripping Daisy's skin as he landed on top of her.
 
   She winced as Lana punched him hard on the back of his neck. The impact stopped him and he yelped, moving away as Emma produced more heat, throwing a ball of fire right into his face. Yelping for a second time, it became clear that Grycan was slowly weakening.
 
   While she had the chance, Daisy made her move, grabbing his tail and dragging him out of the warehouse and into the sunlight. She lifted him and swung him once around her head and then tossed him with all her might until he splashed into the Thames.
 
   'Let's get out of here now!' yelled Lana as they re-grouped and made their final escape, running as far from the building as possible.
 
   After running for several miles, Emma turned to make sure the girls were okay.
 
   'Wait, let's slow down,' Emma yelled. 'Daisy, are you okay? You don't look so good.'
 
   'I... I think so,' she said, panting. 'Actually... no... no... I don't feel quite right.'
 
   Without saying another word, Daisy collapsed into Emma's arms.
 
   'Oh no,' she whispered as the sisters bent over to inspect her injury. 
 
   'This is so not good,' said Lana. 'We need to get her back to HQ, like now.'
 
    
 
   oOo
 
   'What on earth were you thinking? You could have been killed. I'm so very disappointed with you both. I thought I knew you better than this. You know the danger that lurks out there at the moment and to skip class, just to go willy nilly walking around the city? Honestly Lana, Emma. What on Earth has gotten into you? And poor Daisy. She's younger than you. And now she's injured. Quite seriously, I might add,' Eleanor said, pacing up and down her office.
 
   The sisters stood with their heads hanging in shame. Both were trying so hard not to cry.
 
   'We're sorry... really, really sorry,' Lana said.
 
   'We weren't thinking,' added Emma.
 
   'Well, I know that much. This is so unlike you, especially you, Emma,' Eleanor sighed as she sat down behind her desk. Leaning back, she looked from one sister to the other and shook her head. 
 
   'I can see how upset you are and the guilt is just oozing from you both at the moment, therefore I see no reason to punish you further. You will, however, not leave this building or the academy alone,  without prior consent from me or the other Mentors, at least until we've solved this problem with the Temporal Stone. Do you understand?'
 
   Lana and Emma both nodded. 'Yes, Eleanor.'
 
   'Good. Right, fortunately your foolish behaviour has at least given us one location used by the Skulls. We can now put the warehouse under surveillance. We don't, however, know the identity of the woman who kidnapped you, but I think she must have been a witch. Perhaps with your descriptions, we will be able to find her and put her behind bars. We don't have the resources to deal with her at the moment though, because Declan and Diarmuid have managed to find out where this Barber character frequents while you were out gallivanting.'
 
   Emma glanced across at Lana.
 
   'We have groups tracking him down as we speak. You two, however, are coming with me and Sammy to search the Camden area. Daisy was supposed to be joining us but that is clearly not going to happen. Being scratched by a werewolf is serious business. Let's just hope she makes a speedy recovery.'
 
   'Do you think she'll be alright, Eleanor?' whispered Emma.
 
   Eleanor turned to look at her. 'I can only hope so,' she sighed before standing up again. 'I'm sure she'll be fine. Don't worry, she's in good care. She'll remain here until we return and then, if her condition has worsened, she'll be taken to Arundel hospital where she will receive the very best of care. Let's hope it doesn't have to come to that.'
 
   Eleanor walked around her desk slowly before taking them both in her arms and hugging them tight.
 
   'I'm just glad you're both unharmed.'
 
    
 
   oOo
 
   Using stopwatches (the only timekeeping devices they could find that actually worked), each group had been given 120 minutes to search their dedicated areas for Barber. They'd each been given a description of the vampire who had been allegedly roaming the streets of London, and its surroundings, for over three centuries. 
 
   Lana held the piece of paper in front of her as they stopped for a breather.
 
   'Apparently he's about 6ft 3in, built like a rugby player and has thick long black hair and intense black eyes. According to the notes, he favours 1970s style clothes. Well, that's just weird,' Lana said as the others looked over her shoulder and read the notes themselves. 
 
   'So basically, we're looking for a long haired rugby playing vampire in a lairy big-collared shirt, flares and platforms?' Sammy chuckled.
 
   'Possibly,' Eleanor smiled, clearly having forgiven the girls' earlier moment of madness.
 
   'Come on, apparently a popular haunt with the vampires is just around the corner. Do be careful though, girls. We don't want to become these people's lunch.'
 
   'Great,' Lana muttered under her breath as she folded the piece of paper and slipped it into the pocket of her skinny jeans.
 
   Walking around the corner and down a couple more streets, Eleanor found the building she was looking for. It was a club of some kind, with a really old decrepit sign hanging loosely above the door. Sepultus.
 
   'Nice,' said Lana.
 
   The dull lifeless music that could be heard coming from within seemed to match its creepy name.
 
   'Have we got to go in there?' Emma asked.
 
   'Afraid so, but don't worry, we're all wearing our repellent chains. We should be safe enough.'
 
   Walking down the steep steps, they stopped briefly before pushing open the large metal door. Eleanor held her head high and walked in, as the three girls tiptoed behind her.
 
   'You know, we're actually under age for this kind of club,' Sammy said.
 
   Eleanor turned to look at her with one eyebrow raised and a smile on her face before turning her attention back to the bar where several people sat, drinking red stuff. None of them even looked up as they entered. It was like they were in some kind of trance as the lights flashed in time to the super weird music.
 
   Approaching the bar, Eleanor and the girls sat down as the bartender nodded his head at them.
 
   'Sure you're in the right place, love?'
 
   'Quite sure,' she answered. 'We're looking for someone.'
 
   'They usually are. What can I get ya?'
 
   'We're not here to drink, I'm afraid.'
 
   'You come to the bar, you buy a drink,' he said, slamming a small shot glass down in front of her.
 
   'Fair enough, but not for the girls. They're under age'
 
   The bartender gave them an eyeful, looking them up and down before he smirked. He then filled the glass with tequila. A slice of lemon and salt were placed by Eleanor's hands.
 
   She smiled, licked the salt from the back of her hand, gulped the shot down and followed it up by sucking the lemon.
 
   'Now,' she said. 'We're looking for Barber.'
 
   He raised his eyebrows at her before turning his attention back to one of his regulars who sat waiting to be served.
 
   Taking a beautiful old bottle from a shelf below the bar, he removed the lid and tilted it into the man's glass. A thick, dark red liquid oozed its way out of the bottle and into the little glass.
 
   The man picked it up and tipped it into his mouth before licking it. He then banged the glass back on the bar and turned to look at the girls. His eyes shone for a moment before the trance-like state took over his body again and he continued to rock back and forth to the sound of the music.
 
   'Where were we, love?' said the bartender.
 
   Eleanor smiled, 'Barber. We're looking for Barber.'
 
   'I'm afraid I don't know anyone that goes by that name.'
 
   'He's very tall, thick black hair. Looks like a 1970s rugby player, apparently.'
 
   His eyes flickered in recognition.
 
   'What do you want with him?'
 
   'We just have some questions, that's all.'
 
   The bartender eyed her up and down and nodded.
 
   'He usually comes in around ten, every night.'
 
   'That doesn't really help us at the moment, considering we've no idea when ten o'clock is,' she said, in irritation.
 
   'He's due back any time.'
 
   Eleanor smiled. 
 
   'In that case, I'll have another.'
 
   He smiled and nodded in appreciation.
 
   'I don't suppose you have anything suitable for 16 year olds?' asked Lana shyly.
 
   The bartender laughed. 
 
    
 
    
 
   
CHAPTER 26
 
   Eleanor kept an eye on the stopwatch that hung around Emma's neck.
 
   'I hope he comes in soon,' said Lana with a sigh. 'We're due back in a bit.'
 
   'Don't worry. He'll be here. He'll be getting thirsty. When it comes to feeding times, vamps are rarely ever late,' Eleanor explained.
 
   They'd been waiting an hour and their Guardian had already had three tequila shots. Each time the bartender filled Eleanor's glass, the girls looked at her in shock as she knocked them back.
 
   'Don't worry,' she whispered. 'I can't get drunk. My body instantly metabolises the alcohol. It has no effect... but yours is a very different story. Stay away from it,' she added just as the door creaked open.
 
   Turning to look, the younger girls all gasped at the same time as a gorgeous young guy stopped and eyed them suspiciously.
 
   Flicking his long thick hair over his shoulder, Barber looked at the bartender who gave him a brief nod before looking towards Eleanor. Barber turned around and immediately made a run for it.
 
   Eleanor sighed and threw a few notes on to the bar.
 
   'Keep the change,' she said as the four of them began their pursuit up the stairs and out into the sunlight.
 
   'Where did he go?' Emma asked as they stood at the top of the steps, looking around.
 
   'Surely he can't have gone far, I thought vamps couldn't go out into sunlight?' Lana asked.
 
   'It's a myth,' Eleanor shouted as she just spotted a purple shirt disappear around a corner. 'There!'
 
   Chasing him through the streets of Camden, the girls dodged the hundreds of people who were stuck to the pavement, weaving in and out of them like a dog's agility course.
 
   'He's gone underground,' Sammy yelled as she glimpsed him escape towards the Tube.
 
   Heading down the steps and hopping over the barriers, all four of them stopped when they reached the tube line. Hundreds of people stood motionless.
 
   'We're going to have to split up, I'm afraid,' said Eleanor.
 
   'Emma, you come with me. Sammy you go with Lana. Be careful. Once he knows we only want to ask him some questions, he might calm down. Remember, we want to avoid violence,' she yelled as the other two ran off and scanned the crowd.
 
   Breathing heavily and trying to catch her breath, Emma leant forward with her hands on her knees as she waited for her breathing to come to a slow. Looking up, she squinted, scanning through the travellers as she searched for the gorgeous vampire.
 
   'Any luck?' asked Eleanor.
 
   'No, I don't see him.'
 
   'Let's try down there.'
 
   Further down the line, Lana and Sammy were busy weaving in and out of people.
 
   'Did you get a good look at him, Sammy?'
 
   She nodded, 'Yeah. You?'
 
   'I certainly did,' Lana replied, 'He was gorgeous. Talk about sexy. Is it weird that I'm strangely attracted to a vampire?'
 
   Sammy chuckled as they continued to move.
 
   'I don't think so. That's kind of the point isn't it? Aren't they supposed to lure you in with their beauty and charm before sucking your blood?'
 
   Lana stopped for a moment, 'I guess you're right. I'm so predictable aren't I?' she asked, with a laugh.
 
   Taken completely off guard, Lana felt arms suddenly wrap tightly around her. 
 
   'Who are you?' asked the deepest, sexiest voice she'd ever heard.
 
   Gulping loudly, Lana couldn't say a word. It was like she was frozen to the spot.
 
   'I said, who are you?' he asked again.
 
   Sammy failed to notice Lana was no longer behind her and she continued to run through the crowd.
 
   After a few seconds, her voice returned.
 
   'If you release me, I'll tell you. We're not here to harm you, we just want to talk,' she whispered as his hold loosened slightly and he turned her to face him.
 
   Her body became like a rag doll the instant she took in his stunning face. The description she held in her back pocket didn't do him justice at all. His eyes weren't black, for a start. They were blue, but such a dark shade of blue that they could easily be mistaken for black, she supposed. His hair was thick, shiny and wavy and it seemed to ripple, even though there was no wind.
 
   Her eyes travelled down his face and she couldn't help but lick her lips as his own full soft pink lips cried out to be kissed. Her knees buckled so that he was no longer gripping her, but holding her up.
 
   She sighed with a smile.
 
   'Lana!' screeched Sammy as she ran back towards them.
 
   Barber tore his eyes away from Lana and looked up.
 
   'Don't even try it,' Sammy shouted. 
 
   'I...I...I...' muttered Barber as he let go of her and turned to run.
 
   But Sammy was too quick, throwing herself on him. He tripped, falling to the ground.
 
   Before he had the chance to react, Eleanor and Emma were standing beside him.
 
   'Good work, girls,' Eleanor smiled.
 
   'Are you Barber?' she asked.
 
   The vampire slowly stood up, dusting his clothes off.
 
   'Why do you want to know?' he asked. 
 
   Lana melted again at the sound of his sweet voice.
 
   'I apologise for chasing you down, but we are Watchers and...'
 
   'I know who you are. I just don't know what you want with me,' he asked, pushing his long hair behind his ear.
 
   'Yes well, we merely want to ask you some questions...'
 
   'Then ask them.'
 
   'Actually, would you mind if we went somewhere a little more comfortable? You see, our friends are waiting for our return. If you know who we are, then you'll know that we try to avoid violence when possible. We really are just trying to solve this problem,' she said as she pointed to the people frozen in time. 'If you don't mind?'
 
   Barber looked at the other girls, his eyes finally resting on Lana. She twirled her curls in her fingers and blushed. He nodded.
 
   'Thank you.'
 
   Walking silently back through the crowded tube station, Lana pulled Emma to one side and whispered, 'Isn't he just the most gorgeous guy you've ever seen, I mean, like... ever seen?' she swooned.
 
   'Lana, he's a vampire for goodness’ sake,' she tutted.
 
   'I know,' Lana breathed. 'I think I'm in love.'
 
   Emma shook her head and grabbed her, pulling her along so that they could keep up with Sammy.
 
   'Lana's under his spell,' Emma said, rolling her eyes. 
 
   Sammy tried not to laugh as she watched Lana ogle him ahead of her. 
 
   'Why did you run, Barber?' Eleanor asked, finally breaking their silence as they walked back through Camden towards Praxos.
 
   'I'm a vampire. You're the Guardian of the Watchers. I presumed you wanted me dead.'
 
   'You can't really have thought that, considering you didn't make that much of an effort to escape,' she said, smiling as he shrugged his shoulders. 'You presumed wrong. Why would you think that anyway?' she added.
 
   He walked in silence before answering, 'Some of my peers would have me believe you hunt us down.'
 
   Eleanor stopped. When he realised she was no longer by his side, he turned to look at her.
 
   'We aren't a violent group, Barber. Sometimes we have to fight back, which has, in the past, led to loss of life. But we are certainly not hunters. Not the kind you think we are, anyway. Yes, we do search for evil and deal with it but we also help our supernatural society.'
 
   Barber nodded as they continued to walk.
 
   'Our research... about you,' she blushed slightly, 'led me to believe you aren't one of the evil ones. I got the impression you've been up to no good in the past but I don't think you've ever killed anybody who was innocent?' she half asked.
 
   'What do you really know of me, Eleanor Hayden-Jones?'
 
   She gasped.
 
   'Yes, I know exactly who you are.'
 
   'Then we are on an even keel. You know who I am. I know who you are.'
 
   Barber sniggered. 'You do not know me.'
 
   'I know good when I see it.'
 
   Barber slowed down and turned to face her. 'How can you possibly know that? The life I have led could not possibly be a good one. I am a vampire, Eleanor. I feed from human blood.'
 
   Eleanor smiled, 'There's no point in trying to scare me, Barber. I know the blood you feast on is from a blood bank. The last time you drank from a warm body was many years ago.'
 
   His brows beaded together and he shook his head. 'How do you know that?' he whispered.
 
   'I am the Guardian of the Watchers, I know a lot of things. Now, here we are. Would you please come on?' she invited him.
 
   Barber smiled warmly for the first time and followed them up the steps to the main entrance of the Praxos house.
 
   'Girls, please would you head to the Academy and tell the others that our guest has arrived. Perhaps you would be kind enough to ask Wilbur to make some tea, and a special drink for Barber.'
 
   Sammy and Emma nodded and turned to run back down the road towards Gower Street.
 
   'Erm, Lana. You too please,' Eleanor added.
 
   Lana swooned before reluctantly turning and joining Sammy and her sister.
 
   Barber watched her walk away. 
 
    
 
    
 
   
CHAPTER 27
 
   'I'm in love,' Lana whispered quietly, over and over again as she remembered the chiselled cheekbones, the long masculine nose and those soft kissable lips.
 
   She sighed as she curled up on the sofa, twirling her hair around her fingers.
 
   'What's going on with your sister?' Diarmuid asked as they walked past the living room and he spotted her all alone, smiling to herself in a day dream.
 
   'She met a guy today.'
 
   'Oh cool,' he said with a grin as he draped his arm across her shoulders and pulled her towards him.
 
   'No, not cool, Diarmuid. He's a vampire. That vampire we were sent out to track down.'
 
   Diarmuid stifled a laugh.
 
   'She's fallen for Barber?'
 
   Emma nodded, 'It's not funny. He's dangerous.'
 
   'Possibly. Possibly not. Some people would consider us to be dangerous,' he replied.
 
   Emma pushed him away.
 
   'Aw, c'mon, you can't compare us to him.'
 
   'Well, he did come back willingly. Did he try to hurt you?'
 
   Emma shook her head.
 
   'Well then, maybe you should give the guy the benefit of the doubt.'
 
   'But he's like... hundreds of years old.' she gasped.
 
   'He's 18.' 
 
   Emma crossed her arms.
 
   'Okay so he's 321.'
 
   'How do you know that?'
 
   I did the research on him, remember?'
 
   'Oh yeah. So what else can you tell me about him, then?'
 
   'Does it matter? He's here now and he seems to be helping us. Surely that's what really matters?'
 
   'Not when it comes to my sister.'
 
   Diarmuid pulled her arms down and looked right at her. 
 
   'Emma, he's here for a brief conversation with Eleanor and then he's going to go back to wherever it was he came from. I'm sure Lana's feelings will wear off soon enough and she'll be back to her usual flirty self with every other male student at the Academy. Seriously, babe, you've got nothing to worry about.'
 
    
 
   oOo
 
   Barber took the goblet from the tray in Wilbur's hands and took a long sip of its contents before glancing across at Eleanor as she sipped her cup of tea.
 
   'Thank you,' he said, lifting the glass in appreciation.
 
   'Our pleasure.'
 
   'Do you always have O Negative on your premises?'
 
   Eleanor laughed. 'We always try to accommodate our guests.'
 
   He finished drinking the dark liquid and then placed the goblet on the small table beside him.
 
   'You were saying about this strange artefact?'
 
   'Yes,' she said, as she put her cup back on the saucer and relaxed back in the chair. 'We understand that it was in your possession a while back.'
 
   Barber frowned. 'I don't recall...'
 
   'It was when you spent some time with Phillip James Bottomley and Rogue,' she interrupted.
 
   He closed his eyes and nodded. 'Not a time of my life I'm proud of, but please go on.'
 
   'We understand that Phillip's sons found this artefact beneath a tree in the New Forest. He took it from them and then spent years researching it before eventually coming to London where he struggled to make it... work. We were told that he tried to sell it, unsuccessfully. That is all we know, I'm afraid. We were hoping that you would be able to fill in the blanks, so to speak.'
 
   Barber nodded, 'I presume you're talking about the Temporal Stone?'
 
   Eleanor's face lit up and she sat upright, 'So you do remember it?' she asked.
 
   'How could I forget? That stone was nearly the death of me.'
 
   'Please do explain.'
 
   'I met Phillip at Sepultus. He was there one evening when I walked in, just sitting, alone, drinking vodka. I thought it was strange to find a man in there, a non-vampire. I was impressed, to be honest. Back then, only vamps ever ventured into that place. Anyone else was fodder to many of my counterparts, so I guess I decided to keep an eye out for him. I didn't want to see him become some vamp's dinner, you know what I mean?' Barber's eyes searched Eleanor's and she nodded.
 
   'He told me he'd come to London on business. I often wondered why he wasn't serving his country, but I never asked any questions. He wasn't the kind of person you could ask questions. I knew he was hiding something, but I figured he was just a common criminal, of sorts. I had no idea what he was really trying to do. One day, he introduced me to a so-called 'friend' of his. Rogue was his name. I hated him the moment I laid eyes on him.'
 
   'Because he was a werewolf,' Eleanor interrupted.
 
   Barber nodded and continued, 'They told me they had a brilliant plan that would lead to riches beyond our wildest dreams. Phillip showed me a stone he'd found and explained it had the ability to freeze time, which meant he could steal from banks, museums, jewellers; anything he wanted, he would be able to steal. And with this special artefact, he could do it. Rogue and I were hooked, for obvious reasons, and so we agreed to do anything he wanted us to do,' he sighed, rubbing his forehead roughly.
 
   Eleanor said nothing.
 
   'The trouble was, Phillip didn't actually know how it worked. He'd spent four years researching it and had only figured out what it could do, but not how. He became more and more frustrated. Eventually, I gave up. I left them to it. I couldn't stand any more of his silly games. Shortly after, I heard they'd gone to the south east coast. And then, about six months on, they came back to London to look me up. Told me they'd figured it out and could do with an extra pair of hands. Reluctantly... well, perhaps not so reluctantly, I agreed.'
 
   'What exactly had they figured out, Barber?'
 
   'That the stone didn't work alone. It was part of a set. There were three of them. Apparently, a well-known Skull had the other two and had been searching for the missing part all his life.'
 
   'Goodness me,' said Eleanor.
 
   Barber nodded, 'I know. I should have stopped right then, but I didn't. Phillip had organised a meeting with this Skull and he wanted me to go, alone. I was stupid and naive.'
 
   'So you went?' she asked, sitting on the edge of her seat.
 
   Barber nodded.
 
   'I went on my own to this meeting to gauge as much information as possible.'
 
   'What did you find out?' she asked eagerly.
 
   'That this Skull was far more powerful than I could ever imagine. That Phillip was playing with fire.'
 
   'What happened?'
 
   'When I got there, it was a trap. They wanted the final stone and so they tortured me for days. I told them everything I knew. I even told them where Phillip and Rogue could be found,' Barber stopped speaking and turned away from her.
 
   'You had to do it, Barber. You had no choice.'
 
   'I got them killed,' he growled, standing up.
 
   'If it wasn't them, it would have been you.'
 
   'He was a father, Eleanor. He had sons. The day I told them about his whereabouts was the day they became orphans. I am responsible.'
 
   Eleanor stood, 'No Barber. You are not responsible. Phillip is responsible. He's the one who hatched this silly plan. And besides, he stopped being a father the day he took that stone from his boys. My people have spoken to one of his sons and he said those exact words. This is not on you, Barber. It's on Phillip and this Skull you mentioned. And by the looks of it, he got what he wanted.'
 
   Barber shook his head, 'He didn't get what he wanted, not then anyway. The Skull didn't find the stone with Phillip or with Rogue because someone else had already taken it.'
 
   Eleanor was confused, 'Who?'
 
   'I don't know who she was but she was like an angel. Once the Skull and his cronies had gone to hunt down Phillip, she appeared out of nowhere and released me. She told me she'd taken the stone and that she was going to give it to the Museum for safe keeping. She wanted me to disappear. She said I should make myself scarce for a few years,' he smiled. 'She suggested I grow my hair and change my appearance so that I wouldn't be recognisable.'
 
   'I take it you did what she said?'
 
   Barber looked down at himself and chuckled.
 
   'I've been changing it fairly regularly.'
 
   '1970s though? I think it's time for another change,' she laughed.
 
   He shrugged and smiled, 'You're probably right.'
 
   'So who was she?'
 
   'I've no idea. I never saw her again. She was like my guardian angel, which is absolutely ridiculous, of course. Vampires do not have guardian angels.'
 
   Eleanor raised her eyebrows, 'You never know.'
 
   He smiled and sat back down.
 
   'So the artefact was given to the British Museum?'
 
   Barber nodded.
 
   'Tell me about this Skull. Do you know his name?'
 
   Shaking his head, Barber cursed under his breath, 'I wish I'd have paid more attention, but it's a little difficult when you're having your fingernails and toenails slowly pulled out and your stomach cut open and intestines ripped apart.'
 
   'Goodness me, Barber. I'm so sorry.'
 
   'Thankfully, I was able to recover.'
 
   'I'm glad,' she smiled. 'Can you describe this Skull to me, Barber? We really need to find out who he is.'
 
   'Do you have a sketch artist on hand?'
 
   'Of course.'
 
    
 
    
 
   
CHAPTER 28
 
   Students filed into the archive room and each one was tasked with filtering through a number of files while the Mentors took it in turn to access the archive on the computer.
 
   Together, they hoped they would come up with some clues as to the identity and whereabouts of the Skull who had stolen the Temporal Stone.
 
   In Eleanor's hundreds and hundreds of years as a Watcher and a Guardian, she had no recollection of this man and was more than determined to track him down and return the world to the way it should be.
 
   Hanging on the wall at the far end of the archive room was a large sketch of the elusive Skull, tacked to a large whiteboard, on which was written a number of pointers.. It wasn't a pretty picture.
 
   With an extraordinarily large forehead, Mr X, as they'd all been calling him, had a wide nose and a small chin with beady dark eyes, above which were a pair of ridiculously bushy blond brows. His ears stuck out almost at right angles and his neck was so squat that you could say he didn't have one, made worse by his shoulder length straight hair.
 
   Not only was this man evil, he was also ugly. Hideously ugly.
 
   'How can someone so totally gross go unseen for so many years? He'd stick out like a sore thumb wherever he went,' Sammy said as she read through her C2 files.
 
   'I know what you mean, it's totally weird,' Emma said as she pulled out all of the papers in her A1 folders and scoured the images and descriptions.
 
   'Any news on Daisy?' asked Lana who had been busy flirting with Barber at the other end of the room before Eleanor had walked in with her walking stick and interrupted her.
 
   'She's still unconscious but Beau said there has been quite a drastic improvement,' smiled Emma. 'So she probably won't have to go to Arundel.'
 
   'That's brilliant news. So, you still in love, Lana?' Sammy joked.
 
   Her eyes glazed over and she looked across at Eleanor and Barber talking in the corner, 'He is to die for, isn't he?'
 
   'Wh...what?' screeched Emma as she slammed her folder down on the floor.
 
   'Relax, Sis. It's just a figure of speech.'
 
   Sammy chuckled as they continued going through the information in front of them.
 
   'This is fascinating stuff,' Sammy said, 'Did you know that there is a creature called a Cockatrice?'
 
   'Ew what's that?' asked Lana.
 
   'Says here it's associated with the Basilisk...'
 
   'What, like in Harry Potter?' asked Emma.
 
   Sammy shrugged, 'I guess. It says it's got a rooster's head, a barbed tongue and a snake's tail with a deadly stinger on it.'
 
   'Nice,' Lana murmured. 'How about this. The Adhene are mostly female Manx faeries, who are shy and mischievous...'
 
   'Sounds like you, Sis.'
 
   'Moi? But I'm not shy,' she said with one raised eyebrow and a pout.
 
   'True.'
 
   'Here, listen to this,' said Diarmuid, who had been quietly going through his Z1 files, 'A Zaratan is a massive sea turtle that is so big, people think it's an island. Cool.'
 
   'Not really,' Lana muttered. 'Not as cool as this. Anthropophagus, God knows how you say that, is a person who eats human flesh, ewwww. It is believed that they sometimes wear humans skulls around their necks and use them like napkins. Oh that is totally gross,' she squirmed.
 
   The others all screwed up their faces in disgust as Ava walked over and sat down next to them.
 
   'Hey guys.'
 
   'Hey, Ava. How's things?'
 
   'Okay, I guess,' she said.
 
   Emma smiled across at her, 'Missing Liam?'
 
   She nodded and looked down.
 
   'Don't worry, we'll find this creep and sort everything out. Come on, let's really get our heads down and find this monster.'
 
   The others nodded and began concentrating solely on the contents of their files. Apart from Lana, of course, who just couldn't get Barber out of her head.
 
    
 
   oOo
 
   Jimble let out a loud burp after eating several cheese sandwiches. He rubbed his stomach and sighed, thinking of Ethelle and his home back in Somerset.
 
   'J… Jimble?' asked a hazy voice next to him.
 
   'Daisy, Daisy!' he exclaimed as he waddled over to her bedside. 'I'm so glad, glad, to see you, you awake, awake. How are you, you, feeling, feeling?'
 
   She winced as she tried to sit up, noticing her bandaged arm.
 
   'Go easy now, go easy now now.'
 
   'What happened?' she asked, rubbing her eyes.
 
   'You don't, don't remember remember?'
 
   Thinking back, Daisy recalled being stuck in that large warehouse, some kind of weird scent and then... nothing.'
 
   She shook her head.
 
   'I'll I'll go go get Eleanor Eleanor,' he said, as he rushed away from her bedside and out through the doorway.
 
   Looking around, she noticed she was in a large room with several beds, all the others were empty. Listening, she could hear nothing. It was so quiet. She sighed. She didn't want to be alone. 
 
   A sudden flash in her mind made her jolt and she winced.
 
   A snarl. Dark eyes. Howling. She shivered and wrapped the blanket around her shoulders.
 
   A pain in her bandaged arm throbbed and she winced again.
 
   'What happened to me?' she cried.
 
   'Daisy, sweetie?' said the most welcome voice.
 
   Peeking out from behind the covers, Daisy breathed a sigh of relief at the sight of the elderly Eleanor.
 
   'How are you feeling? Your dad will be up in a moment.'
 
   'I...I...I'm okay, I think.'
 
   'Really?'
 
   Daisy shook her head.
 
   Carefully sitting down on the bed, Eleanor leant her walking stick against the bedside table. 
 
   'You were scratched by Grycan.'
 
   Daisy gasped as the memory of what happened poured back into her conscious memory.
 
   'Oh no, I remember now. Oh, Eleanor I'm so sorry for going out...'
 
   Eleanor smiled and patted her hand, 'Let's not worry about that now. We were all very concerned about you for a while there. A scratch from a werewolf can have some nasty consequences, but you seem to be recovering well, I see.'
 
   'It can?' she gulped.
 
   Eleanor nodded.
 
   'Wh...what kind of consequences?'
 
   'Let's not worry about that now, Daisy,' she smiled.
 
   'How are Emma and Lana?' she asked.
 
   'They're just fine.'
 
   'Can I see them? Can I see everybody? I don't want to be on my own anymore.'
 
   Smiling as Beau rushed into the room, Eleanor stood up, 'Sure you can. When you feel strong enough, come down and join us in the archive. We're all down there on important business. If you're feeling up to it, you can give us a hand. Beau, I think your daughter is going to be just fine.'
 
   Watching the two of them embrace each other tightly, Eleanor took her walking stick with a warm smile. Turning, she hobbled out of the room, with Jimble right behind her.
 
   'Jimble?' she asked.
 
   'Yes yes, Eleanor Eleanor?' he replied, looking up at her.
 
   'Did you know there is more than one Temporal Stone?'
 
   The pixie troll almost fell to the floor.
 
   'More than one, more than one one. Why no, there is not more than one one. I am sure sure of that that.'
 
   Eleanor stopped and looked down at him, 'Are you sure?'
 
   'Quite quite sure sure. But there are are two other other stones stones...'
 
   With a deep sigh she leant on her stick, 'I wish you'd have mentioned them before. What can you tell me about them?'
 
   Feeling himself being chastised, Jimble looked to the floor and fumbled with his fingers before swallowing loudly, 'There are three three stones stones. The Temporal Stone Stone, the Tempestas Stone Stone and the Spatium Stone Stone.'
 
   'Where did these other stones come from?'
 
   'The Tempestas Stone belongs to the pixie pixie trolls trolls in the Isle of Skye Skye, in Scotland Scotland and the Spatium Stone belongs to the the Dingle pixie trolls trolls in Ireland Ireland.'
 
   'I see. And do these stones all have the same effect?'
 
   'I'm not not sure sure I understand understand, Eleanor?'
 
   'The Temporal Stone clearly can stop time. Are the others the same?'
 
   Jimble nodded. 'Individually, they will stop time for the trolls trolls but but, all three three together. Well well, that's not not good good.'
 
   'Jimble, don't you understand? These stones are already together. One of the Skulls has managed to put them together and that's how he has stopped time for the world. We need to figure out how to get it going again,' she said as she shook her head.
 
   They continued walking back towards the archive as Jimble tried to make sense of everything that had happened.
 
   'Eleanor Eleanor?'
 
   'Yes Jimble?'
 
   'I'm I'm sorry sorry. I did not not know. I I I....'
 
   'What?' she asked.
 
   'Jimble is not known known for his... intelligence, Eleanor Eleanor,' he sobbed.
 
   'Oh Jimble, it's not your fault,' she said as she knelt down to look at him. 'I'm just frustrated that we can't find this Skull. Now, is there anything else, anything else at all, that you can remember? Anything that might help us?'
 
   Jimble closed his eyes and thought back to everything he had ever been taught about the three stones. But nothing came to mind. After a couple of seconds, he opened his eyes and shook his head.
 
   'Alright then, but do let me know if anything comes to mind.'
 
   'I promise, I promise.'
 
    
 
    
 
   
CHAPTER 29
 
   Eleanor approached the whiteboard and added some more notes. The students all stopped what they were doing and watched as she wrote:
 
    
 
   The Temporal Stone (Box Tunnel pixie trolls)
 
   The Spatium Stone, (Dingle pixie trolls)
 
   The Tempestas Stone, (Isle of Skye pixie trolls)
 
    
 
   'Everybody, if you come across anything to do with these stones or these pixie trolls, please let me know,' she shouted across the room before she slowly walked towards the computer room where Declan had been sitting for hours.
 
   'Declan, it's time you took a break. Your eyes must be getting sore.'
 
   'I'm fine, Ellie, I'm fine,' he said as he continued to scroll through the thousands of files.
 
   'No, I can see perfectly well that you're not. You're like a zombie. Please, let me take over for a while. Go and have a cup of tea, get some air. Anything, just take your eyes away from that screen.'
 
   Declan relented and stood up, stretching his arms and legs and yawning loudly.
 
   'Alright, alright. I'll do as I'm told,' he grinned as he gently patted her back as she took his seat. I'll come back in an hour.'
 
   'Make it two,' she muttered without looking at him.
 
   He shook his head behind her and walked out into the main archive where all the students were busy working away.
 
   Noticing a man he assumed to be Barber, sitting at a desk at the back of the room, he walked over and introduced himself.
 
   'Hi mate,' he said holding out his hand. 'I'm Declan. I'm guessing you're Barber?'
 
   Barber pushed back his seat and stood up, shaking Declan's hand and nodding.
 
   'Good to meet you, Declan. No luck yet?' he asked.
 
   'None whatsoever. Weird, really, considering we've been in the same city for so many years.'
 
   'London is a big city, a highly populated city,' Barber replied, brushing his hair back from his face, making several of the girls swoon quietly to themselves.
 
   Declan laughed.
 
   'What?' Barber asked.
 
   'You've got quite a few admirers,' he said as he raised an eyebrow and looked at the students. 'But I'm guessing you're used to that.'
 
   Barber grinned, revealing a set of gleaming white teeth. 'Comes with the territory,' he laughed, 'But I would never take advantage,' he quickly added.
 
   'Not to worry, mate. I can see these girls are safe with you, well most of them anyway,' he said as Barber's gaze drifted across to Lana who was sitting cross legged on the floor reading her files intently.
 
   'She might look like she's hard at work, but she's busy day dreaming,' Declan added as Barber looked up at him with his eyes wide.
 
   'Don't worry, your secret's safe with me. Just one thing though,' he said as he leant forward. 'You hurt her, and all hell will come down on you, get it?'
 
   Barber gulped and took a step back, nodding.
 
   'I can see we're gonna get on just fine then, mate,' Declan said smacking him hard on his shoulder and grinning at him.
 
   'Right, I'm off for some fresh air.'
 
   And with that Declan took off out of the archive room, leaving Barber standing there alone, unsure about what had just happened.
 
    
 
   oOo
 
   Several hours later, Wilbur appeared in the doorway, followed by numerous kitchen staff, all carrying plate upon plate of food. The smell of hot chicken sandwiches, cheese toasties, sausages rolls and the sight of the appealingly colourful salads made the students scramble to their feet as they rushed over to the tables which had been assembled down one side of the room.
 
   'I'm starving.'
 
   'I'm so hungry.'
 
   'Gosh, I didn't realise I was so hungry.'
 
   Emma waited patiently for the others to help themselves before she and Diarmuid stood up and stretched their legs. Before she even had a chance to see what was available, her boyfriend was already tucking in to a jumbo sized sausage roll as he placed several sandwiches on his plate.
 
   'Ooh, it's still warm,' he said with his mouth full.
 
   She laughed and placed a salad sandwich on her plate, adding a heaped spoonful of potato salad. Grabbing a couple of bottles of water, they headed back to the floor where their files had been left.
 
   'Lana, aren't you eating anything?' she asked as they sat down.
 
   'Not hungry,' her sister replied, chewing, instead, on the end of a pencil.
 
   'Well, I don't think that's very nutritious,' she smiled.
 
   'What?' Lana asked as she sat back and looked down at the implement.
 
   'Oh,' she chuckled. 'I guess not.'
 
   'Really though, Sis, you should get some food down you. It's been ages since you ate.'
 
   'I guess so, but I've just been reading this and, I don't know, there's something about it. I dunno. It's probably nothing. I'll go get a sausage roll,' she mumbled as she glanced at what they were eating.
 
   As she stood up, she started walking over to the table when her legs buckled beneath her and she fell towards the ground. But instead of feeling the thud of the cold, hard tiles beneath her, she felt the gentle touch of someone's arms.
 
   Sighing, she looked up at Barber's smiling face moments before she blacked out.
 
   Shivering, Lana opened her eyes to find herself in a long tunnel. She could hear the distant sound of what appeared to be the London Underground, but she couldn't be sure. A faint familiar smell drifted beneath her nose but she couldn't quite place it. 
 
   Looking down the tunnel, she made a brief decision which way to walk and began to slowly tiptoe along it. The only sounds were her footsteps. It was cold, really cold. Shivering again, she wished Emma was there to warm her up.
 
   But you're not really cold, Lana. You're just imagining it. This is just a dream isn't it?
 
   The sound of tapping made her stop. When it stopped, she began to walk again, speeding up until she was running through the tunnel. It veered around a corner at the end and that's when she came to an abrupt halt.
 
   There, sitting around a table with a group of creepy looking characters, was Mr X. She recognised him instantly from the sketch. It was the Skull they'd been looking for. She gasped loudly and stepped back into the shadows, watching as they spoke. But she couldn't hear what they were saying. The tapping was getting louder. Louder still. 
 
   'Lana... Lana... Lana...' said a distance voice. 
 
   'No!' she yelled, 'Wait!'
 
   Suddenly, she opened her eyes. Sitting next to her was Barber, he was gently stroking her hair and whispering her name. Her cheeks reddened as she sat upwards. He helped her and smiled.
 
   'Are you okay?' he asked.
 
   She nodded, blushing.
 
   'What happened Lana?' asked Emma, who was crouching on the floor next to the sofa, nervously tapping a pencil on the floor. 
 
   'Did you see something again?'
 
   Lana nodded and looked around to find Eleanor, standing above them, leaning on her stick.
 
   'I saw him, I saw the Skull.'
 
   Eleanor's eyes widened and she moved forward to sit down. Barber immediately stood up to give her room.
 
   'Thank you, Barber, thank you.'
 
   'Tell us what happened?'
 
   Lana described everything exactly as she'd seen it.
 
   'So he's below ground as well, by the sounds of things.'
 
   'But I thought the Watchers controlled all of the areas underneath London?' Emma asked.
 
   Eleanor shook her head, 'No, dear. There are still plenty of tunnels that do not belong to us. He could be within any one of those. Is there anything else you can describe that might help us?'
 
   'I'm sorry, I've told you everything I saw.'
 
   'What about smells,' Barber suggested. 'Could you smell anything or hear anything unusual?'
 
   Lana smiled, melting as he spoke to her.
 
   After a minute or so, Diarmuid cleared his throat, bringing her back to the question.
 
   'Erm... I don't think. Oh...' 
 
   Her eyes lit up.
 
   'There was something. There was a familiar scent but I couldn't quite place it. It was like, like... I don't know. Almost like plants of some kind.'
 
   Daisy, who had been curled up on the other sofa across from them, suddenly remembered something, 'It wasn't the smell from the warehouse was it?'
 
   'Yes, Daisy that's it! It was the same smell.'
 
   'It was how I imagined a Rainforest to smell,' Daisy added. 'That's the only way I can describe it.'
 
   'I think we need to get into that warehouse.' Declan said what they were all thinking.
 
    
 
    
 
   
CHAPTER 30
 
   'I'm coming with you,' said Sammy as the Mentors gathered to discuss who would go to the warehouse.
 
   'Why ever do you think we'd put you directly in danger like that, Sammy?' Eleanor asked.
 
   'Because I can communicate with plants.'
 
   Eleanor raised her eyebrows and looked at Declan.
 
   He chuckled, 'She's right, you know. If those plants are alive, it would be useful.'
 
   'If Sammy's going, Emma and I are coming too,' said Lana who had been listening in to the conversation.
 
   'Oh come on, I can't put you in danger as well. Sorry girls.'
 
   'But we've been there. We know that place. Let us come, please.'
 
   'Declan?'
 
   He nodded. 
 
   oOo
 
   Deep within one of the tunnels heading towards the river, were Declan, Rupert, Diarmuid, Sammy, Lana and Emma, as well as three other Mentors.
 
   As they walked through the semi-darkness, lights switched on automatically ahead of them, turning off behind them as they left the different areas behind.
 
   'You scared?' Emma whispered to her sister who shook her head.
 
   'No. You?'
 
   Emma hesitated for a moment and then shook her head.
 
   'Okay, maybe a little bit,' Lana admitted.
 
   Emma smiled and Diarmuid tightened his grip on her hand.
 
   'Don't worry, you two. We're only going in if it's clear,' Declan said from the front of the group.
 
   'I'll look after you,' whispered Diarmuid into Emma's ear. 
 
   She smiled as they arrived in front of some steep steps. Climbing them first, Declan pushed a hatch open, and stepped out into the daylight. He inspected their surroundings before peering back into the tunnel and nodding. The others followed.
 
   They were standing next to a bandstand, surrounded by an area of green grass. The river was close by. Declan pointed in the direction of the warehouse and they followed him as he crept around the people standing in the park.
 
   When he held his hand up, they stopped as he seemed to zone out for a moment, concentrating on something in the distance.
 
   'What is it, Declan?' whispered one of the Mentors.
 
   'There's someone in there.'
 
   Rupert stepped forward and walked to the front of the group. Looking across towards the warehouse, he focussed his entire energy on looking through the solid walls.
 
   'There's three of them. They're moving some of the boxes out. Get back, they're coming outside.'
 
   They stepped back into the shadows until the three men disappeared back inside.
 
   'What should we do, Declan?' asked Lana.
 
   'We wait for them to leave. We're not taking any chances.'
 
   After about ten minutes, they watched as the small boat they'd been piling high with boxes disappeared down the river, with all three Skulls on board.
 
   'Now's our chance,' Declan said as they followed him, running towards the largest warehouse in the vicinity.
 
   Breaking open the lock, Declan ushered everyone in. 'Keep a look out, mate,' he said to the eldest Mentor who nodded and stood, guarding the door while Declan turned his attention to the contents of the building.
 
   The others had already removed one of the boxes and were just about to open it when Declan put his hand on it.
 
   'Boys and girls, we don't know what's inside, be careful. It could be noxious.'
 
   They nodded as they ripped off the tape labelled fragile and pulled the box open. Everyone took a little step backwards. When nothing happened they leant forward and peered inside.
 
   'Oh,' Lana said. 'Looks like a dead flower.'
 
   'It's not dead,' whispered Sammy as she carefully picked up the delicate plant and held it in her hands. Holding it up to her ear, she listened for a moment. 
 
   'It needs water,' she said. 'Can you find some water please?' she said more urgently. 'She's going to die if she doesn't get water.
 
   Emma grabbed her backpack and ripped the zip open, pulling out a small bottle.
 
   'Here, Sammy.'
 
   Sammy took it and gently poured a few droplets onto the plant's roots and petals and then smiled.
 
   'That's better,' she sighed. 
 
   'What is it?' asked Declan.
 
   'She's from South America, but at the moment that's all I can tell you. She's very weak. She can hardly communicate with me until she returns to full health.'
 
   Declan nodded and rounded the gang up.
 
   'We've got what we came for. Let's head back.'
 
   Sammy placed the delicate plant back into the box, but not before pouring some more water onto its roots. She smiled as she closed it up and carried it outside. As she stepped into the sunlight, her ears pricked and she opened the box again.
 
   'Light?' she whispered before nodding. She then let the plant take in some much needed vitamin D. But after a couple of moments, the sound of a boat approaching in the distance, made her swiftly close the box and dash back into the warehouse.
 
   'We've got company.'
 
   'There's still time to get out,' Rupert replied as he gauged how long it would take for the Skulls to see them. 
 
   'Quick,' yelled the other Mentor.
 
   'You guys and gals get out now. I'll follow right behind you,' Declan said as the others disappeared out the door, leaving him behind to hide any evidence of their visit.
 
   The group bolted for the hidden entrance to the underground tunnel, confident they'd all escaped unseen. But as they went to shut the hatch behind them, they soon became aware that Declan still hadn't made it back.
 
   The sound of echoing gunshots made Sammy drop the box to the floor. The sound was followed by a loud splash.
 
    
 
   oOo
 
    'Declan didn't have a gun, Declan didn't have a gun,' Emma said over and over as Diarmuid tried to calm her down.
 
   'He's been shot. Oh no, Diarmuid, Declan's hurt.'
 
   The three older Mentors re-opened the hatch and climbed out. But before they could stop anyone else from exiting, Emma had made a run for it back towards the warehouse.
 
   'Emma, no!' cried Lana who tried to grab hold of her and failed.
 
   The others joined in the chase.
 
   Soon, all of them were standing outside the building as the three Skulls spotted them and made a quick escape into their boat.
 
   Without even thinking about it, Emma dived into the freezing cold water and swam as fast as she could until she reached the speed boat. Grabbing hold of the side, she pulled it hard so that it turned in the water. The Skulls couldn't figure out what was happening as they tried to straighten it, but she kept pulling and pulling until her fingers slipped off the side and she dropped down into the depths of the Thames. Her heart ached as she thought about that gunshot. 
 
   Reluctantly letting them go, she turned back towards the warehouse. Swimming beneath the murky waters, she remembered another day, shortly after her 16th birthday, when she'd discovered her ability to swim beneath the water like a fish. The memory faded quickly and was replaced by one from just moments earlier. The sound of gunshots. 
 
   Seconds before she was about to break the surface of the water, something caught her attention below.
 
   With her eyes wide open, she swam down until she reached him. Grabbing him, she held tightly onto his bleeding body as she propelled herself high out of the Thames and onto the riverside.
 
   'Declan,' she sobbed, 'Declan.'
 
   Pounding his chest and breathing into his mouth, she tried to bring him back.
 
   She looked down at him lying there motionless, his pale face looking so different from the happy, fun-filled face she was used to seeing. A deep sob reverberated from her chest as she leant forward again, pulling back his head and opening his mouth so she could breathe into his lungs again and again. She pumped on his chest. 
 
   'Declan, come back Declan. Please come back. Don't leave us... don't leave us,' she cried.
 
   'Emma,' said Diarmuid as he bent down and tried to pull her away. 'Em... he's gone, he's gone.'
 
   She leant back and pushed away his arms. 'No!'
 
   Pounding his chest again, she eventually gave up and collapsed next to him, sobbing.
 
   Diarmuid and Lana carefully picked her up as they sobbed together.
 
   Rupert did nothing but stand and look on as one of the older Mentors re-appeared after chasing the Skulls. He bent down and picked Declan's corpse up from the ground and fled as fast as he could.
 
   'I'm taking him back to Praxos,' he yelled. 'You know the way back. Stay safe.'
 
   'Where did the other Mentors go?' asked Emma with a sob.
 
   'They're chasing the Skulls.'
 
   'We should go too,' she replied.
 
   Lana shook her head, 'No, Emma. Not this time. We need to go back.'
 
   She sobbed again and nodded.
 
   The walk back to Praxos HQ was the longest ever. Nobody said a word. All that could be heard throughout the tunnels was the echoing sound of sobbing. Cries for the loss of a good friend. A man who'd become a cool father figure away from home. A man they'd grown to love over the past few months. And now he was gone.
 
    
 
    
 
   
CHAPTER 31
 
   'Oh Eleanor,' sobbed Emma and Lana as they walked out of the tunnel and into her outstretched arms.
 
   'Oh girls, I'm so sorry you had to see that. It must have been horrendous for you all,' she said as she gathered the group together and asked them to follow her to the nursing station.
 
   'We should have told you the truth before all this happened and then you wouldn't have had such heartache.'
 
   'What? What do you mean?' asked Lana as Eleanor pushed open the door to reveal Declan's body lying on a bed.
 
   'No,' Emma cried as she saw him.
 
   'No, you don't understand,' Eleanor said as she turned to face them.
 
   'What don't we understand?' asked Diarmuid, confused.
 
   'Hey guys,' said a voice from across the room. 'Sorry about that, mates. Horrible business that was. Didn't half smart too. Always smarts when I get shot.'
 
   'Declan!' screamed Emma and Lana. 'You're alive!'
 
   He grinned and held open his arms as they rushed towards him and hugged him. When he winced, they pulled back. 
 
   'What happened? We thought you were dead. Hang on, you were dead, Declan. You had no pulse, no heartbeat, you weren't breathing. What's going on?'
 
   Declan just grinned as Eleanor stepped forward and perched on the side of his bed.
 
   'Emma, you are quite right. Declan was dead, but he's not any more. He's a little bruised but he's going to be absolutely fine. It usually takes a few hours until he's right as rain.'
 
   'Usually?' asked Rupert. 'What do you mean, usually?'
 
   Declan grinned, 'Remember my tattoo?' 
 
   The girls shared a look and shook their heads.
 
   'I do,' Elliott said from the end of the bed. 'Resurgam. Of course,' he said, slapping his forehead. 'We should have known that day you told us.'
 
   Declan raised his eyebrows and nodded, 'I thought you would have figured it out but, hey,' he shrugged his shoulders.
 
   'What? figured what out?' asked Lana, stamping her foot.
 
   'Resurgam means I Shall Arise,' Eleanor pointed out.
 
   'Declan Alexander, I could murder you,' Emma said, punching his arm. 'You let us believe that you were dead for the past two hours. That is so cruel.'
 
   His eyes softened, 'I'm sorry, my love. You're right. I should have told you before. I guess I just didn't know I'd be dying today. Forgive me?' he asked as he turned to look at his students' faces.
 
   Glancing across at each other with a grin, they smiled and nodded together.
 
   'Phew! I didn't fancy enduring the wrath of Emma for much longer,' he laughed as she punched his other shoulder.
 
    
 
   oOo
 
   Sammy was cradling the plant in her arms, staring closely at its beautiful, multi-coloured petals with a smile. Every now and again, she would sprinkle a few droplets of water onto them and laugh.
 
   When she eventually put it down into the large vase on Eleanor's desk, she turned to look at her Guardian with a grin.
 
   'She nearly died. She's very grateful.'
 
   'I can see that,' replied Eleanor, 'She keeps changing colour. She's really quite remarkable. Were you able to find out any information?'
 
   Sammy nodded, 'She's from the Amazon, an area hidden from the world. She said they were found by a man who had been studying the rainforest for years. Sadly the man was killed by the Krakor.'
 
   'The Krakor? What's that?'
 
   'It's a beast that lives in the same region as her kind. It feeds on their flowers.'
 
   'Fascinating,' Eleanor said as a feeling of dread began to seep into her toes and up her legs until it reached her face, flushing pink.
 
   'Are you alright, Eleanor?'
 
   'I think what you've just told me is the key to all of this, Sammy. And if it's what I think it is, it's not good. It's not good at all. Please excuse me,' she said as she rushed out of her office, through the main Praxos hall and down towards the archives where the students were continuing their search for Mr X.
 
   Pushing open the door, she literally hopped and skipped over the students on the floor until she reached the computer room. 
 
   'Declan? What are you doing here? You should be resting.'
 
   He shook his head, 'I can't rest when we've got work to do,' he said turning and wincing, holding his chest after taking a deep breath.
 
   Eleanor tried to smile but it was hard considering what she was worrying about.
 
   'Would you mind?' she asked as he got out of the seat and let her sit down.
 
   'What's going on?'
 
   'I think I've just discovered something truly terrible,' she said as she typed in the word Krakor.
 
   'Krakor?' he asked.
 
   'Apparently it's a beast that lives deep within the Brazilian rainforest, a beast that lives off of those plants in the warehouse.'
 
   'You don't think...?'
 
   Eleanor nodded, 'Unfortunately, I do.'
 
   Before they could continue their search for the strange creature, a loud yell erupted from the adjacent room.
 
   Eleanor stood up and rushed out with Declan behind her.
 
   Cassie stood in the middle of the room, her hands shaking as she held up a piece of paper.
 
   'I found him,' she muttered.
 
   Eleanor's eyes rounded and she smiled, 'At last,' she exclaimed as Cassie ran to her side and handed it to her.
 
   She read it and rushed back into the computer room. Sitting down, she typed a few letters in and then pressed enter.
 
   'Well, Eleanor?' Declan asked. 'Don't you think you should at least tell them all. They've been working so hard to find that sheet of paper.'
 
   'Yes, yes of course. Sorry, I'm just a little preoccupied,' she said as she handed him the sheet of A4 paper.
 
   Looking down at it, he quickly read it and sighed.
 
   'I'll go and tell them. Shall I give them a break?'
 
   Eleanor nodded. 
 
   'Yes, yes please do. Tell them to take the rest of the day off,' she said as Declan chuckled.
 
   'Rest of the day? This is one seriously long day.'
 
   Eleanor turned and smiled at him, 'It is, isn't it? Sorry Declan. My mind is all over the place.'
 
   'Don't worry. I'll sort them out. I'll be back shortly to give you a hand.'
 
   Closing the door behind him, Declan turned to look at the students who were all sitting, waiting anxiously for the news.
 
   'You've all been working so hard, go and take some time to yourselves, but please don't leave Praxos. I'll ask Wilbur to organise a snack for you all.'
 
   'Declan?' asked Lana.
 
   'Yes Lana?'
 
   'Who is the Skull?'
 
   'Oh, sorry...' he said as he looked across at Cassie who still hadn't said a word.
 
   'His name is Sthenelaus Sophokles and he's been around for thousands of years.'
 
   'But how come you and Eleanor didn't know who he was?' asked a voice from the back of the room.
 
   Declan shrugged, 'He was believed to have been killed in the Byzantine Civil War, well before my time and Eleanor has never come across him before. He must have been keeping a low profile. But that's enough questions for now. Go and take some time for yourselves, guys and gals,' he said as he held his chest and took another deep breath.
 
   The students made their exit but Emma approached him.
 
   'You okay, Declan?'
 
   'I'll be fine, Emma. Don't worry about me,' he winked. 'Can you do me a favour?'
 
   She nodded.
 
   'Can you ask Wilbur to organise some food for you all?'
 
   'Sure,' she said before turning on her heel and leaving him in the empty room.
 
   Declan sat down for a moment, breathing deeply and holding his chest before he stood up and headed back into the computer room.
 
    
 
    
 
   
CHAPTER 32
 
   'Lana,' said a voice behind her as she walked through the hall towards the dining room.
 
   Turning, her heart beat increased tenfold when she spotted Barber striding towards her.
 
   'Oh... hi,' she said, her cheeks burning.
 
   'Hi.'
 
   'I... I thought you'd gone.'
 
   He shook his head, his wavy hair rippling over his shoulders.
 
   'I didn't want to leave before... seeing you.'
 
   Lana gasped and looked from his muscular torso up to his face. He was smiling down at her and she felt her knees weaken.
 
   Lana. Get over it, you're acting like your sister, for goodness’ sake.
 
   But she couldn't. There was something so appealing and incredibly attractive about him that she couldn't tear her eyes away from him. 
 
   'Well... here I am,' she whispered.
 
   He put his hand on her face for a moment, then tucked her hair behind her ear.
 
   She could barely breathe.
 
   'Ahem.'
 
   Barber dropped his hand quickly and turned to face Emma who scowled at him. He took it as a cue to disappear and walked away.
 
   'Emma,' Lana gasped as she turned towards her sister and pulled her to one side. 'What the hell are you doing?'
 
   'Lana, for goodness’ sake. He's a vampire. He's dangerous. He's probably got you under some kind of weird spell or something.'
 
   'Don't be ridiculous, Sis. I like him and I think he... likes me,' she whispered under her breath before she turned back to see where he'd gone. Spotting him, she rushed to his side and hooked arms as they walked away, leaving Emma shaking her head with her hands on her hips.
 
   'Hey, what's up?' asked a voice behind her.
 
   'That's what's up,' she said, pointing to her sister and the vampire.
 
   'Oh. I doubt there's much you can do about them, Em,' Diarmuid said.
 
   
  
 

'I'm just worried he's going to hurt her.'
 
   'Well don't. Eleanor wouldn't allow him to be here if he was dangerous. They look cute together.'
 
   Emma threw her hands up, 'Really? C'mon Diarmuid. He's a vampire. I bet he's got some kind of ulterior motive.'
 
   'Maybe he just likes your sister. Maybe it's as simple as that?'
 
   Emma looked at him like she didn't know him, tutted and walked into the dining room alone.
 
   Diarmuid sighed, 'What did I do?'
 
    
 
   oOo
 
   'I must tell you about a creature known as the Krakor. A creature which is believed to reside in the Amazonian Rainforest... until now. The Krakor is one of only several creatures in the world that has the ability to kill Watchers with the venom found in the tip of its tail. We do not understand why its venom is so lethal to half angels and angels alike, yet is harmless to humans. From research carried out by a human who lived in the rainforest for several decades until his recent demise, we were able to deduce that the Krakor resembles a large lizard. His head, however, looks like that of a man. The reason I'm telling you this is because I am now led to believe that this creature has been brought to London.'
 
   Gasps filled the hall.
 
   'By the Skull we spent so long trying to find, Sthenelaus Sophokles.'
 
   'Sthene... what?'
 
   'Sthenelaus. Sthenaylayus,' Eleanor added slowly.
 
   'But why? Why would he bring the beast here?' asked a voice in the crowd.
 
   'I'm not entirely sure yet, although I do have a theory. I think he might be preparing to wage a war against us.'
 
   More gasps filled the room as everyone began whispering to each other.
 
   Eleanor waited a moment before lifting her arms and quietening everyone down.
 
   'Please, quiet please. We need to put a stop to his plans now, which is why I am going to need all of your help,' she said quietly.
 
   'I will be coming to each of you individually to explain how you can help, so please stay close by until I have spoken to you. Thank you.'
 
   'It sounds terrifying,' Emma said to Diarmuid and Lana, who stood by her side. Barber had sensed Emma's dislike of him and was keeping his distance.
 
   'I know,' Lana said as she kept an eye on the gorgeous hunk from across the room.
 
   'Lana, I'd like to start with you,' Eleanor said as she approached her and led the three of them into the living room. Turning, she looked across to Barber and motioned for him to follow.
 
   Emma gave him the evil eye as he entered the room.
 
   'Yes, Eleanor?' he asked.
 
   'Barber, Lana's vision happened when you were close by earlier on. I'm hoping that your being here might help her to return to that vision and try and obtain further clues as to the whereabouts of Sthenelaus.'
 
   Emma glanced at her sister and sighed. No matter how hard she tried to keep him away, things were constantly acting against her. She shrugged her shoulders and went to sit on the opposite side of the room with Diarmuid. He chuckled and pulled her down beside him.
 
   'Don't worry. Like I said before, if Eleanor thinks he's cool, then he's cool.'
 
   He held her tight for a moment and then let her relax back into the sofa.
 
   'How do I do it, Eleanor? I've never willingly entered a vision before. It always happens by accident.'
 
   'Just hold Barber's hand and close your eyes. Perhaps if you both think of Sthenelaus, it might help you focus more. Please, Lana, just try.'
 
   She nodded and Barber took her hand in both of his. He smiled. 
 
   'I'm right here,' he whispered. 
 
   Emma nearly barfed. Diarmuid chuckled again.
 
   Lana relaxed her head back onto the sofa and closed her eyes.
 
   Eleanor sat beside her and gently coaxed her into relaxing further while Barber stroked her hand with his thumb. Lana sighed and fell into a strange sleep.
 
   'I guess we just have to sit and wait,' Eleanor whispered.
 
   Sighing, Emma flopped her head onto Diarmuid's shoulder. She wished she could do something to help.
 
   Soon, Lana's eyes began to flutter beneath her eyelids and Emma sat up. Lana murmured something barely comprehensible, making Emma rush to her, leaving Diarmuid alone on the sofa.
 
   Emma sat by Lana's feet and looked up eagerly waiting for news.
 
   But when Lana suddenly opened her eyes, she looked around at her surroundings and shook her head. 
 
   'It's not working, I didn't go back to where he is, I went somewhere else,' she tutted.
 
   'Where?' asked Emma.
 
   Shrugging, Lana said, 'I dunno really, it was in this cave out in the middle of nowhere. I just caught sight of someone running off into the distance through some woods. There was someone else in the cave though, a woman with long wavy blonde hair.'
 
   Barber gasped.
 
   'Is it something you recognise, Barber?' asked Eleanor.
 
   'I think so. It sounds like the time Sthenelaus left me to rot and that woman came and set me free.'
 
   'Well, that's something, Lana. You're getting closer. Try again. Oh, and if you do return to the cave, try and get a better look at the woman. We could do with finding out who she is.'
 
   Lana nodded before smiling at Barber and closing her eyes.
 
   Minutes later, she was in the woods walking towards a hidden cave. The hoot of an owl made her jump and she shivered beneath the dark sky where just a sliver of moon was visible beyond the trees. Tiptoeing closer, she heard voices and then a deep scream.
 
   As she approached, Lana gasped at the sight of Barber, covered in blood, writhing in agony. He was surrounded by several Skulls. The ugliest one stood back and gave instructions as they tortured the poor young vampire, who was tied to a tall tree stump.
 
   Tears rolled down Lana's cheeks and she tried not to look as his cries echoed throughout the cave. She held onto her stomach and covered her mouth as the stench of burning flesh filled the air.
 
   When Barber eventually gave in and told them what they wanted to know, Sthenelaus smiled, his evil eyes glinting in the candle-lit space.
 
   He nodded to the largest and most cruel looking Skull, who picked up a wooden stake and plunged it deep into Barber's chest.
 
   Lana's hands flew back to her mouth and she retched in the corner of the cave, turning to see just as the Skulls began to exit, leaving Barber's near dead body tied up and alone.
 
   She rushed to his side and tried to pull the stake out, but this was just a vision and her hands went straight through it. 
 
   'Barber,' she sobbed, 'Oh Barber.'
 
   Just as she was about to try and will herself out of the vision, something caught her eye. There was someone coming. She peered out of the cave's entrance and watched as the most exquisite young woman crept stealthily through the trees. Her long wavy blonde hair bounced behind her as she moved quickly from tree to tree, hiding from any potential enemies. But the Skulls were long gone. Approaching the cave, the woman gasped at the sight of Barber and rushed towards him, expertly removing the stake from his chest. 
 
   She placed her ear next to his torso and listened for a moment before taking the bag from her back and removing a large piece of fabric which she ripped and wrapped around him.
 
   Then she took out a dagger and began to cut through the rope which bound him to the tree stump. As it loosened, his body slumped forward. She rearranged her body so he leant on her while she continued to cut at the rope. Soon, his full weight fell forward and she caught him as if he weighed less than a feather.
 
   Placing him gently on the ground, she stroked his face and whispered his name, waiting patiently until his eyes flickered open.
 
   'It's quite alright. Don't panic. They've gone. I'm sorry I wasn't able to get here before they did this to you. Now listen to me. Here's what you must do...'
 
   'But... but...' he murmured.
 
   'Shhhh, just listen. You must get away from here and lie low for as long as you can. I know all about the stone and I've dealt with it. But they'll think you had something to do with it, so you need to disappear. Change your appearance too. You must not be recognisable. I would strongly suggest you leave the country if possible. If you stay and do nothing, your life will be in danger. Do you understand? Barber? Do you understand me?'
 
   Barber shook his head, 'I...I... how do you know? Who are you? Why are you helping me? What happened to the stone?'
 
   The stranger smiled and placed her hand on his cheek, 'It doesn't matter who I am. I'm helping because that's what I do. And the stone? Well, it's been delivered to the British Museum. It's very safe there. Just do not mention it to a soul, do you understand?'
 
   Barber nodded.
 
   'Good,' she whispered. 'Now, you were lucky that Skull didn't know how to stake a vampire's heart,' she smiled. 'You will recover in no time at all. You are a good man, Barber, you have a good heart. Use it well.'
 
   And then she turned and ran towards the exit. Lana barely blinked and the woman had vanished.
 
   'What?' she whispered as her eyes flew open and she looked around to see Barber and Eleanor sitting next to her with Emma by her feet.
 
   'What happened?' asked Emma.
 
   Lana looked at Barber and squeezed his hand.
 
   'I saw what happened to you,' she cried. 'It was horrendous. I can't believe what they did to you.'
 
    
 
    
 
   
CHAPTER 33
 
   To give them some space, Eleanor left to continue speaking to the other Watchers.
 
   Emma and Diarmuid slipped out of the room too, leaving Lana and Barber alone for a while. They hoped the silence might help. 
 
   As much as Emma believed a vampire wasn't good boyfriend material for her sister, how could she deny them when everyone else seemed to think he was so good? She sighed as they walked through the hall to the white room.
 
   'What's up?' asked Diarmuid.
 
   'Oh you know, the whole Barber and Lana thing. I just don't know what to think any more. I mean, he's a vampire right? And vampires are all scary, I'm going to eat your blood freakiness kind of thing, but that vision she's just had? And he does seem kinda nice. Oh, I'm just so confused right now. And I feel so totally useless. Eleanor didn't even ask us for help yet she's asking just about everyone else,' she said with a pout.
 
   Diarmuid's smile helped her to feel better. Although maybe that was down to the long delicious kiss he planted on her lips when she'd finally stopped complaining. When they finally pulled apart, she asked, 'What was that for?'
 
   'Just because.'
 
   She laughed as they plonked themselves down on one of the large beanbags. Emma leant back and closed her eyes while he traced his finger down the side of her face and across her lips.
 
   She giggled, 'That tickles.'
 
   He stopped and leant forward to kiss them instead.
 
   So caught up in the moment were they that they didn't even notice they were no longer alone.
 
   But after a couple of minutes, Emma had the distinct feeling someone was watching them so she opened one eye and nearly fell to the floor.
 
   'Jimble?'
 
   The pixie troll was standing right beside them, watching their every move.
 
   'What are you doing?' she asked as she straightened her hair with her fingers.
 
   'Just watching watching.'
 
   Emma's face turned every shade of red as Diarmuid started to laugh.
 
   'Why?' she said.
 
   Jimble shrugged, 'I've never, never seen the human human mating process process before before.'
 
   With her eyes wide open, Emma jumped up.
 
   'Jimble, we weren't mating,' Diarmuid laughed. 'We were just kissing, that's all.'
 
   'If you say so, say so.'
 
   'Was there something you wanted, Jimble?' asked Diarmuid.
 
   The pixie troll waddled away and nodded his head.
 
   'What?' Emma sighed.
 
   'Eleanor Eleanor wants to see you, you in her office office.'
 
   Emma held out her hand and pulled her boyfriend up before he casually placed his arm across her shoulder. He was still sniggering. They followed the pixie troll across the hall and down the corridor.
 
   'Hey, you two,' Eleanor said as Jimble tapped on the door and they walked in.
 
   'Hi Eleanor. You wanted to see us?'
 
   She nodded while she thanked Jimble and ushered him back out the door.
 
   'Yes. Come in and sit down,' she motioned towards the two chairs at the other side of her desk.
 
   'I'd like you to join us when we go and try and find Sthenelaus and the Krakor.'
 
   Emma's and Diarmuid's eyes lit up, 'You do?'
 
   'I don't want to, of course. I hate to put any of my students in danger, but this is a life or death situation for all Watchers throughout the country. Which means I need to ask for everyone's help.'
 
   'We understand,' Emma said. 'What can we do?'
 
   'From the vision Lana had before, I believe Sthenelaus has taken up residence in some of the tunnels on the other side of the city. Tunnels that Watchers never use. I do believe that some of these tunnels go further underground than ours do. And, unlike ours, it is unlikely they have their own illuminations. We will need you to be our lights, so to speak.'
 
   'Oh, okay,' Emma sighed.
 
   'I know it's a strange request but we want to avoid the use of artificial lights if possible. We want everybody's hands to be free of torches and so on. This Skull is incredibly dangerous and we need everyone to concentrate on their tasks, not on whether they can see or not.'
 
   'That makes sense,' said Diarmuid.
 
   'We also might need the use of fire and I understand that both of you now have that ability?'
 
   They both nodded.
 
   'Good, Elliott will be joining us for the same thing.'
 
   'Eleanor?'
 
   'Yes, Emma?'
 
   'Why did you say this was a life or death situation?'
 
   Eleanor stood up and walked around to the front of her desk, perching on it as she spoke slowly, 'I have a theory. I think that Sthenelaus wanted the three stones to freeze time so that he could bring the Krakor into England.'
 
   'But why would he do that?' asked Diarmuid.
 
   'Because he wants us dead, that's why.'
 
   Emma gasped and gripped Diarmuid's hand.
 
   'Which is why we need to track him down and stop him, before he has the chance to start this ridiculous campaign.'
 
   'Why does he want to kill us?' whispered Emma.
 
   'Because the Watchers have been putting a stop to the Skulls’ savagery for centuries. If he succeeds, the world will become a very different place for the humans. And it won't be very pleasant.'
 
   Emma immediately thought of her adoptive parents and young brother and sister. 
 
   'We've got to stop him,' she said.
 
   'My thoughts exactly,' Eleanor said. 'But before we can do anything at all, we need to narrow down our search area, which is why we need Lana's visions.'
 
   A tap on the door interrupted them as Declan peered round. 
 
   'Come in, Declan. I was just explaining everything to Emma and Diarmuid.'
 
   Declan pushed open the door and stood with his arms crossed, nodding. 
 
   'Have you any news?' she asked.
 
   'As you requested, I sent the other Mentors out to track down the supernaturals to get word out about what we think is going down.'
 
   'Good, let's just hope that some of them will be willing to help. And the helicopter?'
 
   Declan nodded, 'Jimble's on board as we speak.'
 
   'Jimble?' Emma said in surprise.
 
   'Yes, we needed him to speak to his leader so he's headed back to Somerset.'
 
   'What, he's gone to Ethelle?'
 
   Eleanor nodded.
 
   'But why? Won't he be in danger down there?'
 
   'We're all currently in danger, Emma.'
 
   'Yes, I guess,' she muttered, 'But Jimble? He's so... little and innocent.'
 
   'Don't worry about him. He's stronger than he looks. Besides, he wanted to help. He understands the importance of getting help from all sources and he thinks he knows a way to communicate with all pixie trolls using Ethelle. If it works, it may give us an advantage the Skulls won't be expecting.'
 
   Emma nodded, her brow creased.
 
   'Until everyone has returned, there's little you can do. I suggest you go and support Lana... and Barber,' she added. 
 
   Emma and Diarmuid stood up and turned to walk out the room.
 
   'And Emma?'
 
   'Yes, Eleanor?'
 
   'Don't worry about your sister. Barber is a good guy, I just know it.'
 
   Emma looked surprised before she smiled and followed Diarmuid out into the corridor.
 
    
 
    
 
   
CHAPTER 34
 
   Praxos HQ was filling up with people they'd never seen before. Emma recognised the Basajaun from the rooftops, but that was about it. 
 
   Six beautiful women, with long white hair and intense blue eyes, walked around smiling at everyone, introducing themselves as elves. A large group of miniature men wandered in and out of the crowds scowling and chuckling, saying hello and goodbye. As they approached Emma, she smiled nervously and one grabbed her hand.
 
   'Hello, my dear,' he said with a cheeky grin. 'We're the leprechauns of London. Nice to meet you.'
 
   'Erm, nice to meet you, too.'
 
   'And who might you be?'
 
   'Erm, I'm Emma.'
 
   'Nice to meet you, Emma,' he said before dropping her hand and disappearing back into the crowd.
 
   'Weird,' she muttered under her breath as she tried to squeeze through in an attempt to get to the living room, where Lana and Barber were.
 
   There were so many creatures distracting her, she almost gave up.
 
   As she bumped into one, she turned and gulped; the head of a horse on a man's body greeted her with what sounded like a cough before he said, 'Oh sorry, love. Didn't see you there.'
 
   'Oh, that's okay,' she replied as she noticed he was wearing a thick cloak that tied around his neck and wrapped around his body.
 
   'Sorry if I frightened you but Eleanor said we were safe to just be ourselves down here. It makes a change anyway,' he said grinning.
 
   Emma had never seen a horse grin before and it kind of freaked her out. 
 
   'Oh please don't be scared. I come from a long line of Tikbalang. We're not dangerous creatures by any means, although we might look it,' he grinned again. 'The name's Dave,' he said holding out his hand.
 
   'Dave?' she said trying not to laugh.
 
   'I know, I get that a lot. I don't really look like a Dave.'
 
   'I'm Emma. Nice to meet you, Dave. How do you... erm... get around without the humans seeing you?'
 
   'I'm also a shape shifter, I can make my whole body into a horse. Like this...'
 
   Dave made a few strange movements and asked the people around him to move backwards and then he shivered for what seemed like ages and before Emma knew it, she was looking directly at a large horse. The thick cloak looked more natural covering his long lean back.
 
   'Neat, huh?' he asked before he shivered again until he returned back to normal, wrapping the cloak back around his body.
 
   Emma's mouth dropped open and she nodded.
 
   'Hey, that was so cool,' said a voice approaching them.
 
   'Hi Rupert. This is Dave,' she introduced.
 
   'Good to meet you, mate,' he said as they shook hands and began chatting.
 
   Emma made her excuses and disappeared into the crowd.
 
   'This is really cool,' said Imran, who stood by the living room door, eye-balling everyone around him.
 
   'Hey, I haven't seen you for a while,' she said as she leant against the wall with him.
 
   'I've been on the computer doing research for Eleanor. Hey, check him out,' he said as a one-eyed man with a rather large head wandered past them.
 
   'Is that a... Cyclops?' she breathed.
 
   'Looks like it.'
 
   'This is getting creepy.'
 
   Imran laughed.
 
   'What about them?' he said pointing to the other side of the room, where a group of extremely tall men and women were deep in conversation.
 
   'I've no idea who they are, but I've never seen anyone so tall. I'm going to see how Lana's getting on. I'll leave you to it. Oh, you might want to go and find Rupert. I've just introduced him to a really cool guy called Dave. I think you'll be intrigued,' she smiled.
 
   Imran raised his eyebrows, 'Cool,' he said before he wandered into the crowd.
 
   Opening the door, she stepped inside and very quietly closed it behind her. Seeing that Lana was having one of her visions, she tiptoed over to where she sat with Barber and sat down.
 
   'Hey,' she whispered.
 
   'Hi Emma.'
 
   'How's it going?'
 
   'Good, I think she's getting closer. What's going on out there?' he asked.
 
   'Chaos,' she answered with a smile as she watched her sister for a moment.
 
   When she noticed Barber's eyebrows raised questioningly, she smiled.
 
   'Sorry. Eleanor has invited as many supernaturals as possible to come and help us fight this guy. They're all assembling in the hall. It's total chaos. There are some seriously weird people out there...'
 
   'As weird as vampires?' he asked with a cheeky smile.
 
   Emma blushed.
 
   'Look, about that...
 
   'I wanted to...'
 
   They both spoke at exactly the same time and they laughed quietly.
 
   'You go first,' Barber offered.
 
   'I just wanted to say I'm sorry for being so, you know, anti-you and Lana. I can see there's some sort of connection between you both. I just worry about her, you know?'
 
   'Of course you do. She's your sister and you love her. I just want you to know that I wouldn't hurt her. I couldn't hurt her. It's so weird. I've never had this connection with anyone before and I know most people think that us vampires can put some kind of spell over people to make them fall for us, but that's not true, not for me anyway. You can trust me, Emma. I promise you, I'll never hurt her.'
 
   Emma blushed, grinned and then nodded.
 
   'Thank y...' she was about to say when Lana suddenly screamed and sat bolt upright.
 
   Barber tightened his grip on her and stroked her cheek as tears streamed down her face. Her eyes were still closed.
 
   'What's happening?' asked Emma.
 
   'It's happened a few times. I tried to wake her up but she wasn't ready to come out. I guess we just have to wait.'
 
   Emma nodded and took Lana's other hand in hers and, as her sister relaxed back into the sofa, so did she.
 
    
 
   oOo
 
   Lana was feeling tired. She'd been hopping from vision to vision for what seemed like hours but she couldn't stop. Determined to find out exactly where Sthenelaus was hiding, she wouldn't give up until she did.
 
   Taking a deep breath, she found herself in the deep recesses of what looked like a museum. She was surrounded by wooden boxes and items trapped behind glass frames.
 
   A familiar figure brushed past her and Lana immediately ran after her. She'd recognise those crazy blonde dreadlocks anywhere. It was that freaky Skull from Abney Park.
 
   Stopping by a closed door, the girl turned and looked around her. Lana noticed the name plate pinned to chest. Darcey Braithwaite. Lana snorted. You'd think she'd have used a fake name. Stupid girl. Confident she was alone, Darcey took out a key card from her pocket and unlocked the door, pushing it open. Lana slid inside behind her.
 
   Flicking on the light, Darcey took a deep breath before speaking. 
 
   'I'm in,' she whispered confidently.
 
   Nodding as she stepped forward, Lana wondered who she was speaking to. It was then that she spotted the tiny earpiece as well as the little microphone in her top button.
 
   Sneaky.
 
   Darcey appeared to be following instructions to the letter and whoever was speaking to her, knew exactly where to look.
 
   How did they know?
 
   Eventually, Darcey found what she was looking for. The box was a simple wooden one. She put it in her handbag and then switched off the light before opening the door to check she was still alone. Lana followed her out of the room, along various corridors until they were out in the crowds of visitors. 
 
   Gasping, Lana recognised two people who Darcey brushed up against before disappearing out of the building. Those two people were herself and Emma.
 
    
 
   oOo
 
   She vision jumped almost immediately. Finding herself standing next to the River Thames, Lana looked around at all the motionless people. This is recent.
 
   A ship made its way along the river and before long it docked right in front of her. As its engines were cut, she could hear something weird coming from below deck. Climbing aboard, she followed the sounds, ignoring the large number of Skulls who were busying themselves, preparing to disembark and head for dry land.
 
   It was the sounds that were worrying her. It was a constant low growl, like an animal of some kind. Lana had an idea what it was and she wanted to get a good look at it.
 
   Creeping below deck, she soon found herself face to face with the most bizarre animal that was being kept in a huge cage. The Krakor. 
 
   Its lizard-like body was huge and its tail, which had been very carefully bandaged up, was whipping out against the bars. At first Lana couldn't bear to step closer but after talking herself into it, she took a deep breath and stepped forward, waiting for it to turn and face her.
 
   When it did, she let out a scream and scrambled backwards. Its face was hideous, human-like and lizard-like at the same time. But it wasn't just the appearance that frightened her, it was its eyes. They were like eyes of terror. It was then that she realised the beast was frightened. No, the beast was terrified and Lana soon found herself feeling sorry for it.
 
   'They won't know what's hit them,' said a Russian voice behind her.
 
   Turning, she saw a Skull with a large gun in one hand and a huge whip in the other.
 
   Someone in the doorway laughed, 'It has been a long time coming but the Watchers are finally dust.'
 
   Lana gulped. 
 
   The lizard growled and the Russian Skull turned and cracked the whip against the cage.
 
   'Quiet!' he yelled, pointing the gun at its hind legs.
 
   Following his gaze, Lana was disgusted to see they were bleeding, filled with bullet holes.
 
   Her hand covered her mouth and she retched as the stench finally hit her full in the face.
 
    
 
   oOo
 
   'Has there been any news from John and Rita?' Eleanor asked Wilbur, who shook his head.
 
   'This isn't good,' said Declan as he took a swig of water from a bottle. 'They've been gone ages.'
 
   Eleanor nodded. 'I must assume they've been captured, or worse.'
 
   'They shouldn't have chased the Skulls in the boat.'
 
   'We would have done the same,' she sighed.
 
   Declan sat down, agreeing.
 
   'How are the plans going?'
 
   'We're almost ready, all we're waiting for is for Lana to give us a clue as to Sthenelaus' whereabouts. I just hope she sees something before it's too late.'
 
   'She will, Ellie. Don't worry.'
 
    
 
   oOo
 
   When she opened her eyes, she couldn't see a thing. It was dark. Lana stumbled over something on the ground beneath her feet. Cursing, she tentatively felt in front of her with her hands and feet and followed a faint sound in the distance.
 
   Suddenly a huge rumbling noise echoed all around her and she shrieked, holding her head in her hands, closing her eyes. As she stood there in the darkness, it dawned on her what it was. It was nothing but a train. Chuckling nervously, she dropped her hands and continued to tiptoe towards the sound. It was like dripping water, tap, tap, tap, tap.
 
   As she wandered along, a tiny light appeared in front of her. She walked faster until she was running towards it. The light grew larger as she approached. Turning a bend, she came face to face with two Skulls who stood silently beside an old archway.
 
   Ignoring them, she stepped through and found herself in a large open tunnel, not unlike the ones at Praxos. Red bricks had been used in its construction, making Lana think of the Victorians she'd learned about in history class last year. The sound of voices began to fill the air.
 
   Shivering, she carried on walking until she reached another archway, guarded by two more Skulls with guns. Letting herself wander through, she found a huge room full of Skulls buzzing around. They were busy preparing for something. 
 
   Gasping at the sight of so many weapons, Lana forced herself to walk through the middle of the group to gauge what was going on. Some were training, fighting together with swords and daggers. Others were practising their skills. She watched as two figures shape shifted from men into wolves, next to another group who were capable of moving at the speed of light.
 
   Wandering through with her mouth open, terror began to seep into her bones. How are we gonna fight them? There are so many and they're so... scary.
 
   That's when the thought popped into her mind. I need to work out exactly where they are. I mean, with absolute certainty.
 
   Scanning the room, she memorized everything, walking in and out of every nook and cranny, even down to remembering the smells that surrounded her. Looking for the exits, she ran towards every archway and every door. The first one she came upon, she walked through, following the tunnel for what seemed like ages. Eventually, she found a hatch. Grinning, she tried to push it open, forgetting she was in the middle of a vision.
 
   'Damn it,' she yelled.
 
   Looking around, her eyes barely adjusted to the darkness, she tried to find something, anything that would help her identify the location. But it was no use, she couldn't see. Backing down the ladder, she re-traced her steps and returned to the main hall where all the Skulls were gathered. She headed down a different tunnel. But she was faced with the same dilemma. Darkness and a hatch that she couldn't open.
 
   Cursing under her breath, she ran back and tried again and again until she was exhausted. Eventually, she flopped down on the ground and sobbed. I'm useless.
 
   A familiar voice grabbed her attention. Looking up, she saw Drake. Watching him stroll confidently across the hall, she forced herself to stand up and follow him into the only tunnel she'd not yet tried.
 
   'Drake.'
 
   'Sthenelaus.'
 
   Lana gulped as she watched him stand in front of the ugly Skull she'd seen in a previous vision. He was so hideous that she felt she had to hide behind Drake even though he couldn't see her.
 
   'So tell me, Drake. How are our guests?' he smiled, making Lana want to vomit.
 
   'One is dead. The other unconscious.'
 
   'Dead?'
 
   'Grycan got a little carried away, Sir.'
 
   Sthenelaus let out a deep belly laugh. 'Shame. I would have liked to have seen the demise of a Watcher. Not to worry though, we'll be seeing a lot more perish shortly. How is the Krakor?'
 
   Lana tiptoed out from behind Drake, watching him as an evil smirk spread across his face.
 
   'The Krakor is excellent, Sir. Your men are doing a good job of winding him up. As soon as we release him, he'll be so mad, he'll lash out at anybody in his way.'
 
   Lana seethed while Sthenelaus grinned, nodding.
 
   'And the remaining pixie trolls?'
 
   Drake hesitated.
 
   'Well?' 
 
   'Erm, I'm afraid we have a problem there, Sir.'
 
   Sthenelaus stood up, his nose flaring, 'What kind of problem?' he roared.
 
   'The pixie trolls have vanished, Sir,' Drake whimpered.
 
   'Vanished? How is that possible? You told me you had them under control. You told me you had them under the spell, Drake.'
 
   'I...I... did. I don't know what happened. I'm sorry, Sir.'
 
   'Sorry?' asked the ugly one. 'Sorry,' he boomed. Then he coughed. It developed into more of a fit and he stumbled. 
 
   Drake rushed forward and helped him.
 
   'Bring... me... water,' Sthenelaus muttered under his breath in between coughs.
 
   Drake helped him back to his seat and then poured a glass of water from a large pitcher that sat a few metres away.
 
   Gulping it down, the fit began to ease. He sat upright and looked at Drake with dark eyes.
 
   'Find out where they are and kill them. Kill them all. They are no longer of any use to us.'
 
   'Yes, Sir.'
 
   Drake nodded and turned to go.
 
   'Oh and Drake?'
 
   'Yes, Sir?'
 
   'Tell them to prepare the Krakor. We start our annihilation on schedule.'
 
   The corners of Drake's mouth twitched and his eyes grew larger. He nodded and exited the room.
 
   Lana watched as Sthenelaus leant back in his chair and grinned. His hideous features contorted with every movement. She couldn't bear to look at him any longer so she rushed out of the room and scanned the area for Drake.
 
   Her heart beat quicker as she thought she'd lost him. Her eyes scoured over every inch of the hall until she spotted his familiar black, shoulder length hair. Turning his head, she saw the deep scar on his cheek. Smiling, she walked towards him, waiting for him to finish speaking to a big bald man who carried a spiked club in his hand.
 
   They both nodded and walked in opposite directions. Lana stuck to the back of Drake as he walked quickly down a dark tunnel. A voice ahead of them made her jump and she stopped for a second to catch her breath.
 
   Grycan stepped out into the light with a grin on his face. Drake slapped him on the shoulder before they both turned back into the darkness. Lana kept up with them, listening to them talk about finally getting the chance to play with the Watchers. She shook her head in disgust.
 
   Soon they stopped at a ladder and hatch. One she'd been to earlier.
 
   She managed to squeeze herself in between Drake and Grycan as they climbed the ladder and opened the hatch. It led to a further dark tunnel.
 
   Huffing, Lana rolled her eyes as they continued on foot until they eventually reached a door. Grycan removed a set of keys from his pocket, fumbling through them until he found the one he was looking for. Soon, they were out in the sunlight.
 
   Lana breathed in the fresh air as she looked around and took in their exact location before she began to feel really quite dizzy. Holding on to the bannister next to her, she closed her eyes and then fell to the floor.
 
    
 
    
 
   
CHAPTER 35
 
   The helicopter landed close to the tunnel, on a large patch of green grass just metres away from the entrance. Sara climbed out before helping Jimble to the ground.
 
   'Do you want us to come with you?' she asked.
 
   Jimble shook his head. 'No need need, dear dear. You wait wait here here.'
 
   Sara nodded and watched him waddle away. He struggled to climb down the grassy bank, landing on his bottom. Standing and brushing himself down, he peered into the dark tunnel and grinned.
 
   'Home sweet sweet home home.'
 
   Walking past the train still stuck inside, he glanced up at the frozen people before reaching the invisible door in the ground. 
 
   'Arf caboddle arf Jimble,' he muttered before the door materialised beneath him.
 
   The moment he said the words, he shrank back to his usual size.
 
   'That's better,' he sighed.
 
   Turning the handle on the door, he pulled it open and slipped inside. Sitting down on the smooth surface, he gave his body a push and began his way back home. 
 
   'Woop Woop!' he yelled as he slid down the long winding chute, eventually stopping in front of an intricately designed triangular door. 'Ethelle,' he whispered. Pushing it open, he stepped inside. 'My Queen?' he asked as he bent his head
 
   'Jimble?' replied a gentle voice.
 
   'Yes, Queen Ethelle, it is me, Jimble.'
 
   'Jimble,' she sighed.
 
   Stepping forward, Jimble looked up at the object of his desire and grinned with delight at the sight of her.
 
   Slightly larger than him, Ethelle sat in her golden hive which hung down from the ceiling. Huge eyes looked down on him, her mouth in a permanent gentle smile.
 
   'Tell me, Jimble. What's happening? You all left me and I have been lost here, all alone.'
 
   'I'm sorry, my queen. We were awakened by the joining of the three stones.'
 
   Ethelle gasped and plopped out of her hive, onto the floor beside him.
 
   'Oh no,' she muttered. 'Where are they? Where are my people?'
 
   'He who joined the stones took them, put them under a spell and made them do bad things to the humans.'
 
   Ethelle's eyes filled with tears.
 
   'Please don't cry, my queen. I have met some of the... the... Watchers and the...'
 
   Ethelle stepped backwards, 'The Watchers?' she whispered.
 
   Jimble nodded and continued, 'Yes, we have become friends, my queen. And they need our help.'
 
   'Tell me, Jimble. What can we do?'
 
   'There is only one thing you can do, my queen,' he murmured.
 
   The Queen looked to the floor, 'Yes, I understand.'
 
   Jimble took her hand in his. 'If you make this sacrifice, then the pixie trolls will be able to return home and continue life as it should be.'
 
   'It is the only way to save us,' she answered. 'I will leave my hive, Jimble. But first, I must lay the egg. She will become your next queen.'
 
   Jimble nodded and gulped back the tears.
 
    
 
   oOo
 
   'Lana, Lana,' whispered Emma as her sister began to shudder on the sofa.
 
   'Wake up, my angel,' Barber said as she finally opened her eyes and immediately scrambled up on to her feet.
 
   'We've got to hurry,' she shouted as she left them in the room, looking at each other in confusion.
 
   Following behind her, Emma quickly grabbed Diarmuid's hand as they pushed through the throngs of supernaturals in the hall until they reached Eleanor's office.
 
   Lana was panting. Her eyes had dark shadows beneath them and she struggled to stand.
 
   Eleanor rushed to her side and led her to the sofa to sit down but Lana shook her head. 'There's no time for that. Give me a map,' she cried.
 
   Eleanor didn't hesitate. She pushed everything from her desk onto the floor while Declan grabbed a map of London and laid it out flat.
 
   'There,' pointed Lana. This is an entrance to his network of tunnels. But it's locked. Grycan carries the key. We've got to move quickly. Sthenelaus said the annihilation is on schedule and I've no idea how long ago that vision was from. They've got the Krakor ready. They've been torturing him to make him super angry so he lashes out at anyone in his path. And that would be us. He's scared, he's so scared, Eleanor. I hope we don't have to hurt him,' she cried as she finally let herself be diverted to the sofa where she sat down and sobbed.
 
   Emma opened her eyes wide in amazement. Lana must have witnessed some awful things. She doesn't normally care about animals like that.
 
   Eleanor nodded in response to everything Lana was telling her.
 
   'But there's something else,' Lana cried. 'They've killed... one of us....' she sobbed.
 
   Eleanor stood up and closed her eyes.
 
   'And the other?'
 
   Lana shook her head, 'I don't know if it was Rita or John and I don't know where they're keeping them. All I know is that Grycan did it.'
 
   Emma stroked Lana's hair and pulled her towards her.
 
   'It's okay now,' she whispered gently.
 
   But Lana stood up again, losing her balance as exhaustion began to take its toll. 'We must leave now. We must.'
 
   'You are not going anywhere,' Eleanor insisted. 'You've done so much for this fight already, Lana. For now, you must rest. Wilbur, please take Lana to the nursing station and make sure she gets some sleep.'
 
   Wilbur stepped forward and helped Lana to her feet.
 
   'There there,' he said softly. 'Come on, my girl.'
 
   Lana barely argued. She'd never felt so awful. 'But... I need to tell you exactly which way to go, which tunnel to take.'
 
   'Declan, if she pictures the tunnels in her mind, can you read it?'
 
   Declan nodded, 'I should be able to.'
 
   'Declan will walk with you,' she smiled. 'No go and rest.'
 
   Before the three of them left the room, Lana turned back and looked at Emma who stood up and ran to her. They hugged each other tightly.
 
   'Be careful, Sis,' she whispered. 'Be careful.'
 
   'Don't worry, we'll keep an eye on her,' said Diarmuid who looked across at Barber. They both nodded.
 
   'Let me carry her, Wilbur, you can stay here,' Barber said as he lifted Lana up into his arms and followed Declan out of the office.
 
   The others looked across at each other briefly before Eleanor turned her attention back to the map.
 
   'Right, so we'll start here...'
 
    
 
    
 
   
CHAPTER 36
 
   Several groups waited at strategic locations along the tunnels, both above ground and below, while Declan, Eleanor, Ava, Elliott, Emma and Diarmuid entered first. The others waited patiently for Ava's telepathic instructions as to when they should make their move.
 
   After burning down the locked door, the six of them entered the tunnel. Without making a sound, they ran through the darkness, lit up by the boyfriend and girlfriend team, until they reached their destination. But the moment they approached, Declan knew something wasn't quite right.
 
   'I'm not picking up anything,' he whispered, rubbing his temples.
 
   'What do you mean?' asked Emma as Eleanor waited for a moment before peering round the corner.
 
   'I should be hearing their thoughts, but I'm not.'
 
   'That's because they've gone,' Eleanor said.
 
   Walking into the large tunnel, the only one lit up by several fluorescent light bulbs, she dropped her arms and sighed. 
 
   'But they've not been gone long,' Emma added. 'Look, this coffee is still warm.'
 
   'Alert the others, Ava. If Sthenelaus is on the move, they might in danger.'
 
   Ava nodded and immediately began communicating with the other Watchers, Mentors and Supernaturals. 
 
   In the meantime, Eleanor began to take in her surroundings, trying to find clues as to where they might have gone.
 
   'Do you think they were on to us?' asked Diarmuid.
 
   'Perhaps. Although I don't know how.'
 
   'Maybe they've got some telepathic Skulls or something,' suggested Emma as she bent down to pick up a strange object on the floor.
 
   'What is it?' asked Elliott.
 
   'Not sure. But it looks like a claw or something.'
 
   Eleanor rushed over and inspected it. 'You're right. It is a claw. It's probably from the Krakor.'
 
   Emma screwed up her face and handed it over.
 
   'You keep it.'
 
   'So the Krakor's been here then?'
 
   'I doubt it. That was probably just brought in by Drake or one of the others. That beast is probably too big to be let loose down here.'
 
   'What do we do now, Eleanor?' asked Emma as she and Diarmuid locked fingers.
 
   Standing still for a moment and looking around one more time, she replied, 'We go to the next location.'
 
   Emma's eyebrows furrowed.
 
   'The docks.'
 
   Just as they were about to turn back, Declan hesitated.
 
   'What is it?' whispered Eleanor as she looked back at him.
 
   'There's something... someone down there.'
 
   Pointing to a tunnel they hadn't yet investigated, Diarmuid and Emma lit themselves up and began to walk into the darkness.
 
   'Wait, you two. We'll go first. Just keep us lit up from behind,' Declan insisted as they shoved past them.
 
   The echo of their quiet footsteps soon became louder as Declan's urgency increased, as did their speed.
 
   'It's Rita,' he yelled. 'She's injured.'
 
   As he rounded a corner, he came to an abrupt stop, almost tripping over the body that had been dumped so casually beneath a hatch.
 
   'Rita, can you hear me?' Declan whispered as he very carefully turned her over so that she lay on her back.
 
   'She's got a pulse, but it's weak,' he said as Eleanor approached and crouched down.
 
   Emma and Diarmuid stood just behind them, their eyes wide.
 
   Cuts and bruises covered the woman's face, making her eyes barely visible beneath the blood and the swollen skin.
 
   Declan quickly removed his jacket and draped it over her.
 
   'Her heart beat's slowing down. We're losing her.'
 
   'Stay with us, Rita. Stay with us,' Eleanor almost shouted as she pounded her chest. 'It's no use. We need hospital equipment. We need... Diarmuid!' she suddenly added. 'Shock her, Diarmuid.'
 
   Declan nodded, 'It might work.'
 
   Diarmuid's face dropped and he glanced at Emma before wiping sweat from his forehead.
 
   'You can do it,' she whispered. 
 
   Nodding, he knelt on the floor beside the woman and placed his hands on her chest. Closing his eyes for a second, he then let a charge of electricity shoot through his hands. Her body reacted, lifting slightly off the floor.
 
   Eleanor checked her heart beat. Leaning back, she shook her head.
 
   'Again. Stronger this time,' she said, placing her hand on Diarmuid's arm. 
 
   He looked into her eyes.
 
   'She's going to die, Diarmuid. You're her only hope.'
 
   Something in him seemed to click and he turned back to Rita and put his hands back on her chest. Closing his eyes, he let the charge course through him, making him glow bright white.
 
   Emma gasped. It was like he was surrounded by a beautiful bright halo, tinged with blue and red. She watched as the charge continued until the halo faded, leaving the tunnel darker than before.
 
   Eleanor placed her ear against Rita's chest and smiled.
 
   'You did it, Diarmuid. You saved her. Ava please communicate with Wilbur. Tell him we need him and Beau to come down and get her.'
 
   As Ava began to instruct Wilbur as to their whereabouts, Diarmuid slowly stood up. He looked down at his shaking hands.
 
   Emma took them in hers before pulling him into her, hugging him tight.
 
   'You have healing hands,' she whispered.
 
   'No, it was just electricity.'
 
   Eleanor turned her head upwards and shook it, 'No Diarmuid. Emma's right. It wasn't just electricity. You had a special aura about you. It was a combination of the electrical charge and your hands. 
 
   'E...E...Ellie?' croaked Rita.
 
   'Rita?' Eleanor whispered. 'You're going to be alright. Shhhhh.'
 
   But Rita tried to shake her head, 'N...n....n....o. They... kill....killed J....J...John,' she sobbed.
 
   Eleanor nodded sadly. 'We know, Rita. But you're going to live. Stay strong, Rita, stay strong.'
 
   'Rita?' Declan whispered.
 
   She turned her head slightly and looked at him through the slits of her eyes, wincing from the pain.
 
   'Do you know where they've gone?'
 
   She closed her eyes and tried to nod.
 
   'Try not to move,' Eleanor said.
 
   'They're releasing the Krak...' she sighed before closing her eyes.
 
   'Where? Rita, where is the Krakor?' Declan asked but it was no use. Rita's exhaustion and pain were too much. She'd slipped into a state of unconsciousness.
 
   'I'm not leaving her here alone. We'll wait for Wilbur and Beau to arrive and then we'll head to the docks. She's been through so much,' Eleanor said sadly as she held the woman's cold hand and gently stroked it.
 
   'I reckon they were taking her with them but something must have spooked them and they just dropped her here,' Declan said as he looked upwards at the hatch.
 
   'They had no need for her. They probably thought she was as good as dead.'
 
   Declan nodded.
 
   'We'll get them, Ellie. We will.'
 
   Eleanor looked down and adjusted Declan's jacket over Rita as they waited.
 
    
 
   oOo
 
   Apart from the hundreds of motionless people scattered around the area, Emma couldn't see any movement other than the gentle lapping of the Thames.
 
   'Do you see anything?' asked Eleanor as she and Diarmuid shook their heads.
 
   'Declan?'
 
   Shaking his head, he closed his eyes for a moment. 'But they're close.'
 
   'Do you think they're in the warehouse?' asked Emma. 
 
   But Declan shook his head, 'I doubt they'd be that stupid. They wouldn't go back to the one place we know about. I reckon some of them are on the ship they transported the Krakor on. But there'll be others hidden elsewhere.'
 
   Eleanor nodded and motioned for her peers to wait for a moment.
 
   'What if they know we're here?' Emma whispered.
 
   'They'd already be attacking us if they did.'
 
   'Sammy's trying to get your attention,' Diarmuid said as they turned to see Sammy waving frantically from the other side of a building where another group were awaiting instructions.
 
   Eleanor carefully looked around and then waved her over.
 
   Moving as quickly and as silently as possible, Sammy soon reached them. Catching her breath, she leant forward for a second before standing up.
 
   'There's a group of Skulls in the warehouse,' she panted.
 
   'How do you know?' asked Diarmuid.
 
   Sammy smiled, 'Some of the plants are still alive. I managed to get a connection,' she said.
 
   Declan grinned, 'I knew your power would increase. Well done you,' he said, patting her on the shoulder.
 
   Preparing for a fight, the Watchers were stunned when they forced open the door and found ten Skulls tied up on the floor, unconscious.
 
   'What the...?' said Declan as he and the others walked in.
 
   'Oh,' said Eleanor. 'I... what's going on here? Sammy? Can the plants shed any light on this?'
 
   Sammy nodded and opened a couple of the boxes, pouring some water on to the plants before she began talking to them.
 
   Looking quizzical, she looked back at Eleanor. 'They heard a woman's voice and some fighting but then it all went quiet,' she said. 'That's all they can tell us.'
 
   Eleanor nodded as Barber walked to her side. 'I wonder...' he muttered to himself before lifting his head up, 'I wonder if it's the same woman who rescued me.'
 
   'Perhaps,' Eleanor replied with an odd smile, 'I just wish we knew who she was.'
 
   'They're all out cold,' Declan said after inspecting every one.
 
   'We'll get them transported to the Praxos Prison.'
 
   'There's a Praxos Prison?' asked Emma with a frown.
 
   'Of course. Whatever did you think we did to the evil people we apprehend?'
 
   'I, erm, I guess I never really thought about it.'
 
   'Come on, let's head to the ship. But be careful, everyone. Just because someone has assisted us here, certainly doesn't mean the ship will be equally safe. If the Krakor is waiting for us, we must proceed with extreme caution. Remember, if he whips you with his tail, you will likely perish. We certainly don't want that to happen. Stay safe,' she said as she exited the warehouse, leaving a handful of people to watch over the unconscious Skulls.
 
   The sound of an engine roaring into action echoed around them as they approached a huge ship that was docked just a few miles down from the warehouse. 
 
   Several Skulls were rushing around on board the ship. It was clear they were in a hurry to leave. Declan was the first to board, knocking out two of the Skulls before Eleanor joined him.
 
   Emma and the other Watchers followed. One by one, the Skulls were incapacitated and tied up. It was just too easy. 
 
   'What's going on?' asked Emma as she tiptoed behind Diarmuid. 
 
   He shrugged, 'They're dropping like flies. It's weird. Something's not quite right.'
 
   'Yeah, I know what you mean.'
 
   'Something has spooked them, that's for sure.'
 
   As they pushed open a door below deck, they were faced with two Skulls. Emma immediately became  defensive, kicking her leg out to trip the first one up as he rushed towards them. Diarmuid managed an elbow to his back as he went down. Before he had the chance to get back up again, Emma threw herself on top of him and they wrestled on the floor as Diarmuid fought the larger of the two, punching him square in the jaw.
 
   The fight ensued until the first Skull succumbed to the beating and crumpled into a heap, allowing Emma to help Diarmuid subdue the other one. Within minutes, both were unconscious. Emma grinned as her boyfriend high-fived her.
 
   'What a team,' he laughed as they slammed the door shut and locked it from the outside.
 
   With adrenaline pulsing through them, the two ran along the ship looking for more Skulls, but it was soon evident that this short fight was over. Thirty-four Skulls had been captured from every part of the ship and were dragged off to the dock where a number of Mentors were gathering them and loading them onto a large coach they'd managed to find nearby.
 
   Elated at the results, Emma and Diarmuid couldn't stop grinning at each other. Until they saw Eleanor's face.
 
   'What? What is it, Eleanor?'
 
   'This was far too easy.  And we haven't found the Krakor yet. Or Sthenelaus, Drake, Grycan and his cronies.'
 
   'But we've managed to capture thirty-four Skulls,' Emma exclaimed.
 
   'Yes, a wonderful result, of course. But I believe these Skulls were a set up.'
 
   Emma's expression dropped and she swallowed loudly.
 
   'We need to get back to Praxos,' Declan said solemnly. 'And work out what to do next.'
 
    
 
    
 
   
CHAPTER 37
 
   Regardless of Eleanor's concerns, the young Watchers were elated and continued to show it as they arrived back at Praxos, following a long walk through the tunnels below the city. They regaled each other about the fights they'd had and the Skulls they'd captured. 
 
   More than anything else, Emma wanted to tell Lana about the fight and what she'd missed. So she released Diarmuid's hand and rushed into the HQ towards the nursing station. When she saw she wasn't there, she ran towards the Academy where she shared a room with her sister and a couple of other girls.
 
   Pushing open the door to their dorm room, she gasped when she realised Lana wasn't there either and their belongings were scattered all over the place. Immediately sensing something was wrong, Emma ran out of the room shouting for Eleanor and Declan. The crowds of students all went quiet as she pushed through them, yelling.
 
   'Emma?' Declan rushed towards her. 'She's gone hasn't she?' he said.
 
   Emma nodded.
 
   'Who's gone?' Eleanor asked.
 
   'Lana. Lana's been taken.'
 
   Rushing back through the HQ, they pushed open the door to the Academy and down the corridor towards the sleeping quarters. When they reached their room, Declan pushed open the door and inspected it. Nodding, he turned to Eleanor. 
 
   'There was a struggle here. Lana was probably too weak to fight back properly.'
 
   Emma gasped as tears began to fall down her cheeks.
 
   'Daisy! Daisy?' shouted a voice from behind them.
 
   'Has anyone seen Daisy?' asked Beau.
 
   They shook their heads.
 
   'Maybe she's been taken too,' Emma whispered.
 
   'Taken?' Beau asked alarmed.
 
   Eleanor nodded.
 
   'I'm afraid they've taken Lana.'
 
   'Oh God,' Daisy's father muttered as he stumbled backwards.
 
   'Don't worry, Beau. We'll get them back,' Eleanor said gently.
 
   Suddenly, Eleanor put her hand to her chest and closed her eyes.
 
   'No, not now,' she muttered under her breath.
 
   'Is it time, Ellie?' asked Declan.
 
   Eleanor nodded as he helped her down onto the bed.
 
   'Do you want me to get Wilbur?' Emma whispered as she wiped away the tears.
 
   'No thank you. He's busy with... oooh.'
 
   She cried out in pain as her hair began to turn white and the skin on her face wrinkled. Soon, she was transformed. Looking up, she brushed her hair off her face with elderly fingers and forced herself to stand up. Declan and Beau both came to her assistance and she smiled gratefully.
 
   'Thank you. I'm so sorry. I can't help when I'm like this. Declan, you'll have to take over. Find them, find the girls, Declan.'
 
   He nodded.
 
   'Go now, I'll be okay. Beau can help me back to headquarters. Take the Watchers and find the girls.'
 
    
 
   oOo
 
   Once word had reached the rest of the students, Barber was the first to make his way to find Emma. 
 
   'Emma, what's happened?' he asked as she led him away from everybody by the elbow.
 
   'It's Lana, she's been taken.'
 
   Barber's eyes widened and he clenched his jaw. Emma noticed him clench his fists too.
 
   'When do we leave?'
 
   'Five minutes.'
 
   Barber nodded. He was just about to turn from her when he stopped and looked deep into her eyes, 'We'll get her back, Emma. I'll make sure of it.'
 
   Tears welled in her eyes again and she nodded. Barber's face softened and he hugged her for a moment before leaving her and rushing out of the hall towards where Declan was organising the search party.
 
   She roughly rubbed the tears from her cheeks before noticing she was the focus of attention from many of the other students. They stared at her before she turned away from them and followed Barber.
 
    
 
   oOo
 
   Reaching the rooftop, Declan cursed under his breath when he realised his mode of transport had been taken. 
 
   Not only had the helicopter been stolen, but its pilot was also missing.
 
   'Amber,' he said loudly.
 
   'D...D...Declan,' called a weak voice in the distance.
 
   'Over there,' shouted Emma as she turned to see a foot sticking out from behind a chimney stack.
 
   As they approached, Emma nearly heaved when she saw Amber lying in a pool of blood, barely alive.
 
   'D...D...Dec...'
 
   'Shhhh, love. Don't say a word. Help is on its way. I've just called them. Don't worry, you're gonna be fine.'
 
   But Amber shook her matted brown hair. 'N...no, I'm not,' she said, trying to smile at him. 'Sthen...Sthen...'
 
   'Sthenelaus?' asked Emma.
 
   Amber nodded, wincing.
 
   'He took the helicopter?'
 
   She nodded again.
 
   'Did he do this to you?'
 
   'Y...yes.'
 
   Wilbur appeared, followed by Barber whose eyes changed colour at the sight of all the blood.
 
   'Barber, get out of here, man. Don't be tempted by this,' Declan ordered.
 
   'No, I can handle it,' he said. 'It's just my eyes that change. Don't worry. Fresh blood does nothing for me... not anymore.'
 
   Declan eyed him for a moment before he let the vampire pick Amber up.
 
   'You sure?' he asked.
 
   'Sure. Let me take her down. I'm faster than you.'
 
   Declan nodded as Barber and Amber were gone before they could even blink.
 
   'Is she going to make it?' Emma whispered.
 
   'I don't know, Em. I really don't know.'
 
   'How are we going to find Lana and Daisy now? Without the helicopter?' she whispered as Diarmuid put a protective arm over her shoulders.
 
   'We'll go on foot. Don't worry, Em. We'll find them.'
 
    
 
   oOo
 
   The streets of London were eerie and silent. The only sounds Declan could hear were the distracting thoughts of the other Watchers and so he concentrated hard to dismiss them from his mind. Instead focussing on anything out of the ordinary.
 
   It didn't take long for the silence to end when a high pitched scream echoed throughout the tall buildings surrounding them.
 
   Declan started to run towards it, with the Watchers running not far behind. Rounding a bend, they were soon faced with something so terrifying it stopped them all like a slap in the face.
 
   There, in the middle of Trafalgar Square was the Krakor. And tied to Nelson's Column, right beside the creature, were Lana and Daisy. 
 
   Daisy was screaming while Lana's head hung unnaturally low.
 
   'Lana!' screeched Emma as she saw the terrifying sight unfold in front of her, before she started to run towards them.
 
   'Emma, no!' yelled Declan. 
 
   Catching up to her, he grabbed her arm and pulled her to a standstill. 
 
   'No, you can't just go running in there. That thing could kill you.'
 
   'It could kill Lana, and Daisy too,' she breathed, trying to pull away from him.
 
   'He's right, Emma. Stop... stop!' Barber shouted. His voice echoed throughout the square.
 
   Emma did as she was told and watched as Lana slowly lifted her head. She could see the realisation of what was happening dawn on her face.
 
   Lana gasped as she looked around.
 
   'Daisy?' she murmured. 
 
   'It's the Krakor isn't it?' Daisy whispered.
 
   'Yes.'
 
   'How did we get here?'
 
   'I... I don't know. I don't remember. They must have drugged us.'
 
   Focussing past the beast, Lana noticed the other Watchers keeping their distance.
 
   Her eyes lit up. 'Daisy, the others are here. Look.'
 
   Daisy looked across the square and saw them, all of their fellow Watchers from the academy, with most of the Mentors with them. 
 
   She tried to smile, 'They'll save us, I'm sure they will.'
 
   The Krakor let out a deep snarl as it turned to face them, its angry tail whipping from one side of its body to the other.
 
   'Whatever you do, don't get whipped by its tail. It can kill,' Lana whispered as she tried hard to loosen the rope around them. But it was no use, they were firmly tied to the statue and no amount of friction would release it.
 
   As the beast slowly moved towards them, Declan and the other Watchers attempted to get a little closer, but the moment they began to move, the Krakor turned back, thrashing its tail.
 
   'How are we going to do it?' asked Emma.
 
   'I'm not sure,' Declan said as he scanned the area.
 
   'The problem is all the tourists trapped in there,' Emma pointed to all the poor people locked in time. 'It looks as if many of them have already been knocked to the ground. I'm sure I remember being told that its tail isn't deadly to humans.'
 
   'We'll need a distraction,' Declan said to the other Mentors, who nodded and headed away from the square so they could distract it from the other side. But as they moved, it became apparent that the Krakor wasn't their only problem. 
 
   There was more than one beast.
 
   Two others, slightly smaller in stature, appeared from across the road, heading towards them as the sound of evil laughter echoed throughout the silent city.
 
   'Sthenelaus,' whispered Declan as he scanned the unmoving crowd, trying to spot him. But he was nowhere to be seen. He did, however, spot several people running away from them: Skulls.
 
   'They must have released the Krakors,' he whispered to himself.
 
   Looking upwards, Declan spotted further movement on the rooftops of several of the buildings. Glancing around, he saw hundreds of them watching them.
 
   'Great,' he muttered before shouting, 'Get back!' to his colleagues as they took several steps backwards.
 
   'I can probably get past the beasts,' Cassie said eagerly. 'I'm quick enough to do it. I could try and release the girls.'
 
   But Declan shook his head. 'No Cassie. It's too dangerous. Just give me a moment.' 
 
   He stood assessing the situation when a strange noise began to fill the air. Looking around, Declan saw nothing, when suddenly his head began to fill with hundreds and hundreds of thoughts. One in particular, was familiar.
 
   'Jimble?' he asked, looking confused.
 
   'Jimble?' asked Emma. 'Where?'
 
   And then, from around a building to their left, hundreds of pixie trolls appeared, led by their dear friend, Jimble.
 
   'Jimble!' shouted Emma as she ignored the Krakors and pelted towards them. 'I'm so glad to see you,' she said as she rushed to him and knelt down as he held out his arms with a grin. Hugging him tightly, she beamed with tears in her eyes.
 
   'You're little again,' she smiled.
 
   He grinned and nodded. 'Looks like you've got yourselves into a bit of a predicament, Emma,' he whispered. 'Well, we're here to give you a hand.'
 
   'YYou're speaking in perfect English!'
 
   Jimble beamed at her. 'I always do when I'm with my queen. And speaking of my queen. I'd like you to meet Ethelle, the Queen of the English pixie trolls.'
 
   Ethelle stepped forward and Emma smiled, attempting a kind of curtsey, which was a little difficult considering she was already on her knees.
 
   'It's a pleasure to meet you, Your Highness. Thank you so much for coming.'
 
   Ethelle chuckled as she shook her hand, 'Oh don't be worrying about all that ’Your Highness’ business. Just called me Ethelle.'
 
   'Ahem,' came a voice behind Emma. 'I'm sorry to break up this reunion, but we've got a bit of a situation here,' Declan said loudly as he approached them, keeping an eye on the deadly creatures just 50 or so metres away, as well as the Skulls who were watching from above.
 
   Jimble scrambled forward and briefly introduced Ethelle to him before the pixie trolls joined the other Watchers.
 
   Declan filled them in on the situation as the Krakors continued to pace around the base of Nelson's Column.
 
   '...and their tails are deadly to us Watchers,' Declan summed up.
 
   'But perhaps not deadly to pixie trolls,' Jimble suggested.
 
   'No, you're not heading in there, Jimble. It's too dangerous. And what if it is deadly to you? It's not worth risking your lives, too. There's got to be another way.'
 
   'And what about the Skulls? How are we going to handle them?' asked Emma as she glanced up and saw them standing, arms crossed, legs apart, watching... waiting. Waiting for what though?, thought Emma as she shivered. 
 
   'First, we deal with the Krakors, then we deal with the Skulls,' Declan said. 'Where's Sammy?'
 
   'Over here,' she yelled as she bounded towards him. 'What can I do?'
 
   'Can you communicate with the Krakors?'
 
   'Oh!' she exclaimed, her eyes wide open. 'I haven't tried, but I'll give it a go.'
 
   Declan nodded, while Jimble shuffled over to Ethelle and they began whispering.
 
   Sammy closed her eyes and focussed on the terrifying beasts in front of them. All was quiet until the first Krakor began hissing. The other creatures' ears pricked and they all moved away from Daisy and Lana. Slowly, a low growl began to emit from their mouths.
 
   Sammy gasped and opened her eyes, wiping her damp hands down her jeans.
 
   'It's okay, Sammy. Don't give up,' Declan urged.
 
   Nodding, she gulped and closed her eyes again but the creatures were having none of it. In fact, if anything, it made them angrier as they began to pace back and forth in front of the two girls, growling.
 
   'I can't get through to them,' Sammy sighed. 'I don't know why.'
 
   'Just keep trying, Sammy. They need to know we're not the enemy here.'
 
   With a brief nod of the head, Sammy moved away and sat down on the pavement where she continued to try and get through to the Amazonian beasts.
 
   Laughter broke out again, its echo bouncing off the buildings around them. Declan cursed. The Watchers stood behind him, all feeling completely useless as the Skulls enjoyed every single moment.
 
   'I can't just stand here and wait for them to attack her,' muttered a voice from within the crowd. And before Declan could stop him, Barber had jumped right into the Krakor's path.
 
   'Barber!' screamed Lana as he threw himself on top of the beast. 
 
   Throwing punch after punch into the Krakor's face, the other two beasts circled them, waiting to pounce. Barber, careful to avoid the sting in its tail, stopped momentarily to look up at Lana, whose eyes were filled with tears.
 
   'No,' she cried.
 
   With his attention distracted, Barber was knocked to the ground while one of the other animals pounced on top of him.
 
   Lana's sobs and screams were the only sounds that could be heard in Trafalgar Square as the other Watchers looked on, waiting. Shaking his head, Declan ran towards them, creating a distraction as he shouted and waved at the creatures.
 
   'Hey, you!' he yelled, 'Over here.'
 
   The two Krakors stopped and looked towards Declan, while Barber managed to push the other one from on top of him. In that split second, he rushed towards the base of Nelson's Column and began trying to loosen the rope that kept Lana and Daisy firmly in place.
 
   'Look out!' shouted Lana as the Krakor pounced towards him. Just centimetres away from his face, all three beasts suddenly stopped still, their ears pricking towards the sky.
 
   Turning slowly, the Krakors stood facing Sammy who was just a few short metres from them.
 
   'Sammy,' cried Declan.
 
   Her eyes remained closed and she was muttering something under her breath, the same thing over and over again. Something unintelligible to the rest of the Watchers.
 
   'What's she doing?' asked Emma.
 
   The Krakors' ears dropped and the three of them began to slowly move towards Sammy. Everybody else held their breaths and watched in silence as she finally opened her eyes and continued to step forward until she stood face to face with the creatures. She held her arm outstretched as the first one approached her and sniffed her fingers. Then it closed its eyes and brushed its head against her before dropping to the ground and laying down. The other two followed, until all three curled up at her feet. Sammy smiled and sat down beside them, stroking their scaly backs.
 
   Barber held Lana in his arms, while Declan rushed to pick up Daisy, who was still weak from her stint in the nursing station.
 
   The two men turned and slowly backed away from the Krakors at Sammy's feet.
 
   Returning the girls to the rest of the Watchers, Declan carefully placed Daisy into Beau's arms before he turned back to Sammy. 
 
   'Sammy?' he shouted.
 
   'It's okay,' she replied. 'Go deal with the Skulls. I'll stay and keep them calm.'
 
   Declan hesitated before turning back to the others with a nod.
 
   'It's time,' he yelled. 'Time to finish this.'
 
   The Watchers roared in readiness for a fight they'd been eager to start, before they began to run towards the buildings where the Skulls had been watching. But when they looked up, the Skulls were gone. 
 
   Emma turned to find Jimble and the other pixie trolls gone too. 
 
   'Jimble?' she said.
 
   'Emma?' said a voice to her side.
 
   'Lana,' she cried as she turned to her sister as Barber gently placed her on the ground. 'I'm so glad you're okay.'
 
   Lana virtually fell into her arms and sobbed, 'I thought I was a goner there for a bit,' she choked.
 
   'I know, I know. Me too.'
 
   Holding her hand tightly, Emma looked at Barber and smiled, 'Thank you,' she mouthed.
 
   Barber nodded his head and stroked Lana's face as she slowly stood up, leaning on her sister.
 
   Suddenly, the sound of an engine roared into life, rotor blades whirring as a helicopter began to lift into the air.
 
   They looked towards the sound as they watched it hover from the other side of Trafalgar Square, slowing flying towards them. As it approached, Barber growled, 'Sthenelaus.'
 
   'The stones,' whispered Lana.
 
   Before Emma and her sister could barely even blink, Barber had run as fast as he could, climbing up Nelson's Column to where the helicopter hovered above it.
 
   Lana's eyes grew wide in astonishment as he threw himself from the top of the statue to the helicopter. His weight made the vehicle flop slightly to one side before the pilot righted it and it flew higher into the sky with Barber hanging on.
 
   Lana screamed. Emma grabbed her hand as they looked up in terror. 
 
   Barber deftly climbed up and into the helicopter. Seconds before they disappeared from sight, Lana and Emma saw the glint of something shiny and sharp in Sthenelaus' hand.
 
   'No!' cried Lana as she fell onto her knees.
 
   'He's gone, he's gone,' Lana sobbed while Emma tried to lift her sister back up.
 
   'No, Lana. We don't know that, we don't.'
 
   'You saw, Em. You saw that dagger he had in his hands. I bet he's killed him. Sis... he's probably... dead,' she cried.
 
   'No Lana. Please don't think like that. We don't know that,' Emma replied as they listened to the gentle sounds of whirring blades disappear into the distance.
 
    
 
   
CHAPTER 38
 
   'Lana, you've got to be strong,' she said forcefully as Lana shook her head.
 
   'Yes,' she insisted. 'You've got to be strong for the rest of us, right now. Look,' she pointed to the others, running from the square. 'They're running to fight. I need to go and help. If you're still feeling weak, then stay here with Sammy, but if not, come with me.'
 
   Lana rubbed her eyes.
 
   'I'm coming with you,' she said, her nostrils flaring. 
 
   Emma smiled, 'Are you sure you're feeling up to it?'
 
   Lana nodded. 
 
   'Good for you, Sis.'
 
   Together, they ran towards the nearest building, pulled open the door and climbed the stairs towards the roof.
 
   'You ready?' Emma whispered.
 
   When her sister nodded, they charged through the doorway back out into the sunlight. Adrenaline pulsed through them as their bodies prepared for a fight.
 
   Lana's anger at everything they'd been through came out of her lungs as she yelled at the top of her voice. But the sound soon came to an abrupt halt when they noticed several Skulls already subdued, lying on the floor, bound with rope.
 
   Jimble stood with his arms crossed beside them, grinning from ear to ear.
 
   'Jimble?' gasped Emma as she ran to his side.
 
   'What happened?'
 
   'We have defeated the Skulls, that's what happened,' he chuckled as Ethelle appeared from behind him.
 
   'But, I... I don't understand.'
 
   'When our queen leaves the hive, her strength is spread out to all the pixie trolls. We become more powerful because of her,' he said as he looked adoringly at her.
 
   'She left to help the Watchers, Emma. To defeat the Skulls and return the world to the way it should be.'
 
   Emma and Lana shook their heads in amazement as they looked down at Sammy, still sitting in the square petting the Krakors. They looked across to the other buildings, and saw the same thing on top of each one. Pixie trolls celebrating with the Watchers, the Supernaturals and some of the Werewolves, as the Skulls lay bound on the floor.
 
   After a few minutes, Ethelle suddenly dropped to her knees, coughing.
 
   'My queen,' Jimble whispered as she rushed to her side.
 
   'Ethelle!' Emma shouted.
 
   'What's happening, Jimble?' asked Lana as he very carefully lay Ethelle down, holding his hand gently beneath her head.
 
   'She's dying,' he whispered.
 
   'Then let's get her back to Praxos. Declan! Where are you? We need your help!' Emma shouted across to the other buildings.
 
   'No, Emma. She's dying. She's supposed to die.'
 
   'What? What do you mean? But we can save her.'
 
   Jimble slowly shook his head.
 
   'No, we cannot. When a Queen pixie troll leaves her hive, she leaves for the last time. It is inevitable.'
 
   Emma gulped back the tears, 'You mean she died... for us?'
 
   Jimble merely smiled as he stroked Ethelle's face as the life slowly drifted from her body.
 
   The pixie trolls knelt down in unison, their heads drooping.
 
   'Goodbye our queen,' they whispered together.
 
   A golden haze covered her corpse momentarily. Lifting upwards, it hovered for a moment before it slowly disappeared behind the clouds in the sky.
 
   'She has returned to to the Tree of Tonuka Tonuka.'
 
   'I'm so sorry, Jimble,' Lana whispered as she placed her hand on his shoulder.
 
   He patted her fingers and stood up. 
 
   'We must return home home, ready for the birth birth of the new queen queen,' he smiled.
 
   Lana lifted her eyebrows and nodded, not understanding at all.
 
   'But we cannot, cannot leave, leave without the stones, stones,' he added.
 
   'The stones,' breathed Lana as she turned to look far into the distance. 'Sthenelaus.'
 
    
 
   oOo
 
   Back at Praxos HQ, Eleanor was pacing back and forth with her walking stick in the large drawing room. Every now and again, she would sit down for a minute before standing back up again and continue leaning on her stick as she walked.
 
   A faint sound drifted into her ears and, with her eye wide with apprehension, she rushed out of the room and headed down the corridor towards the elevator.
 
   'Come on, come on,' she whispered impatiently before she remembered it wasn't working.
 
   Tutting, she turned to the left and listened for the sound of footsteps down the hidden stairway.
 
   When the door was pushed open, she gasped in relief as Declan stood with Lana, Emma and a few other Watchers.
 
   'Declan,' she breathed.
 
   He grinned as she hugged the two girls. 
 
   'I'm so glad you're alright. What happened? Were there any injuries? Oh, Jimble?' she asked as he pushed his way through the small group to the front.
 
   Walking back towards the living room, Eleanor listened as they explained everything that had happened, nodding at intervals, careful not to miss a thing.
 
   'And the Krakors are still in the Square?'
 
   Declan nodded, 'Wilbur and Beau are with Sammy, waiting for news from you.'
 
   Eleanor placed her hand over her mouth and stopped for a moment.
 
   'Well, we'll have to return them to Brazil of course. What else can we do with such large, deadly creatures?'
 
   'We could send them to Scotland?' suggested Declan.
 
   'What? You mean to the PCRC?'
 
   He nodded.
 
   'Actually, that's not a bad idea. It would certainly be easier than transporting them all the way back to South America.'
 
   'What's the PCRC?' asked Emma as she helped Lana to sit down. She was still feeling a little weak.
 
   'The Praxos Centre for Rare Creatures,' Eleanor said before she continued her conversation with Declan.
 
   Emma shrugged her shoulders as a commotion began developing outside the room. Within minutes, Praxos was filling up with the remaining Watchers and Supernaturals.
 
   With the appearance of Diarmuid, Emma jumped up and ran into his arms.
 
   'Barber?' he asked when he saw Lana's expression.
 
   Emma shook her head.
 
   'He jumped onto the helicopter. We saw a...a...a...'
 
   'What?'
 
   Emma lowered her voice, 'Sthenelaus was armed. We don't think he made it.'
 
   Diarmuid closed his eyes and shook his head, rubbing his forehead roughly.
 
   'So the stones are lost once again?' Eleanor could be heard saying from the sofa across the room, catching everyone's attention.
 
   Jimble nodded.
 
   'So everything we have done, we have done in vain,' she whispered. 'Ethelle lost for nothing. I'm so sorry, Jimble.'
 
   He shook his head and sighed as his fellow trolls sat down on the floor behind him. They all looked utterly devastated. 
 
   'Lana?' said a faint voice from beyond the great hall.
 
   Looking upwards, Lana stood up in shock as everyone stared at her.
 
   Suddenly, she pelted her way through the crowds of people standing by the doorway until she reached the far end of the corridor where he stood, bloody and weak.
 
   'Barber?' she breathed, as he fell on to his knees.
 
   Eleanor soon appeared by her side.
 
   'What happened?' Eleanor asked as Lana brushed the tears from her cheeks and shook her head.
 
   Barber looked at her, stroked his fingers down her cheeks before he collapsed. As the room fell into silence, three stones fell out of his hand and rolled noisily on to the floor.
 
    
 
    
 
   
CHAPTER 39
 
   They stood beside the dark tunnel where, one by one, the pixie trolls returned to their home. When all but one had disappeared down the hidden chute, Emma dropped to her knees with tears in her eyes.
 
   'I'm going to miss you, Jimble.'
 
   He smiled warmly and reached out to touch her face, 'And I you, Miss Emma Jane Morgan.'
 
   She chuckled as he pulled her into a hug.
 
   'You take care of your new queen,' she whispered.
 
   'And you take care of that sister of yours,' he said as Lana smiled behind them. 'Oh, and please thank Amber for my rides in the helicopter. The second one was actually good fun, not quite so terrifying,' he grinned. 'I will never forget it! I hope she recovers swiftly.'
 
   'I'll tell her, but she won't be flying for a while. Her recovery will be a long one.'
 
   'She's strong, Emma. She'll be right as rain in no time at all.'
 
   Emma grinned. 'I hope that doesn't mean the stones will be used again anytime soon.'
 
   Jimble chuckled and shook his head, 'This time the stones have been hidden where no-one will ever get their hands on them. We've made sure of that.'
 
   'Will I ever see you again?'
 
   Jimble dropped his head to one side and grinned, 'For sure,' he said simply before she climbed back to her feet and watched as the little creature waved to Lana and the other Watchers before turning away from them.
 
   'You've got precisely 15 minutes to return to your places on the train,' he said before he climbed down the chute. 'Goodbye, my friends,' he shouted before they heard him yell, 'Yippeeeeeeeeee.' 
 
   The sound drifted down into the earth and soon all was silent.
 
   Looking around at each other, they all laughed before walking into the darkness and climbing aboard. Heading back to their designated carriage, Emma noticed that Declan had already carefully placed Nisha, Moira and Liam together on the train.
 
   He then tried to fix the door that Liam had so casually ripped from the side of the train. 
 
   Taking a deep breath, Declan looked around and nodded to the others, I think we're about ready. Let's just sit and wait.'
 
   'Declan, I keep meaning to ask if there's been any news about Bryn?' asked Emma as they returned to their seats.
 
   'Afraid not, Em. He's still being treated at the hospital. His condition remains the same,' he answered.
 
   'So they still don't know what happened to him?'
 
   Declan shook his head. 
 
   Emma frowned and sat down, gripping her sister's hand tightly.
 
   Within moments, the train was no longer silent and voices filled the carriage.
 
   'Man,' said Liam as he shook his head and then did a double take when he saw they were back on the train. 'What... where... why.... how.... huh?' he muttered as the others laughed. Diarmuid slapped him on his shoulder, 'It's a long story, mate.'
 
   Ava squealed with delight as she practically knocked him to the floor in a dramatic hug.
 
   'I've missed you so much,' she breathed.
 
   'But... it only seems like minutes ago that I saw you.'
 
   Ava blushed and giggled.
 
   'Minutes? But it's been days!' she whispered before Diarmuid started explaining what they'd been through.
 
   Moira turned her head one way and then the other, her brows furrowed.
 
   'What happened?' she whispered as she rubbed her arm. Glancing down she saw the healed scar.
 
   'Don't worry, Moira. Everything's okay now. Sit down and I'll tell you what happened,' said Elliott.
 
   She nodded, confusion clouding her eyes as Nisha flopped down beside her, rubbing her eyes.
 
   'I'm so thirsty,' she muttered as Emma handed her a bottle of water.
 
   Turning away from them, Emma looked at the young women at the back of the carriage who were eyeing up Declan and shyly playing with their hair. She laughed out loud as the train's engine roared into motion and they started to move from the depths of the dark tunnel and out into the bright sunny daylight towards Bath.
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   'I miss him,' sighed Lana as they walked through the city, following Shayne as he explained about  some guy that had died in the 17th century whose ghost had been seen floating through the streets almost daily ever since.
 
   Emma squeezed her sister's hand.
 
   'I know you do. But we have to do this. Remember what Eleanor said? We must keep up appearances, otherwise the humans who were involved in organising our day trip will be suspicious.'
 
   'Yeah I know. I just wish we didn't have to. I wish we were back in London.'
 
   'It's only a day. We'll be back later tonight, Sis.'
 
   Lana nodded and sighed as she let go of her hand and walked to the front of the group alone, with her head down, leaving Emma with Diarmuid.
 
   'She still going on about him?' he asked.
 
   Emma nodded and raised her eyebrows, 'She'll see him soon enough.'
 
   The edge of Diarmuid's lips curled as he leant sideways and kissed her on the forehead. 'Remember when we first started going out? She was saying the same thing about you.'
 
   A giggle erupted from her lips. 'Yeah, you're right. Now I know what a bore I was.'
 
   'You, a bore? Never,' he said, sliding his fingers through hers and then bringing them to his lips.
 
   'What was the ghost's name, Diarmuid?' asked Declan suddenly with his eyebrows raised and a smirk on his face.
 
   'Erm...' Diarmuid blushed before Lana interrupted and answered the question for him.
 
   'I guess we should start paying attention, they might test us on this tomorrow,' Emma whispered with a grin.
 
    
 
    
 
   
CHAPTER 40
 
   'Honey!' yelled Audrey Morgan as she rushed through the entrance of the Praxos Academy a few weeks later, straight into the arms of her daughter.
 
   'Mum,' sighed Emma as she enjoyed a long hug before Lana pulled her out of the way so she could have one.
 
   'Hey, Dad.'
 
   'Hello, sweetheart.'
 
   Patrick embraced both his daughters before reluctantly releasing them so he could shake Declan's hand.
 
   'Declan, good to see you got an invitation too.'
 
   Declan laughed, 'I did. But I also do a bit of volunteering here at the academy from time to time.'
 
   'Really? That's wonderful. It's good to know you're still looking out for our girls. I hope they've been behaving,' grinned Patrick.
 
   With a smirk, Declan nodded. 'As good as gold. I'll let you get on. Catch up after the show?'
 
   Patrick nodded, 'We're here for a few days. Let's go out for a meal.'
 
   'Wouldn't miss it for the world,' Declan replied with a wink.
 
   'Where are Lucy Jo and Greg?' asked Lana as she looked around for her young brother and sister.
 
   Patrick nodded his head behind him, 'Your Headteacher, Miss Hayden-Jones, took them to look at something so we could catch up first.'
 
   Lana and Emma grinned at each other.
 
   'Come and see our room,' they squealed as Declan smiled and left them to it for a while.
 
   Following them down into the dorm rooms, Audrey and Patrick echoed their daughter's excitement at seeing their family members. Bouncing into the large room they shared with Moira and Cassie, Lana pointed to her bed. 
 
   'This is where I sleep. And this is Emma's bed. We each have a large wardrobe too, although I've already borrowed part of Em's,' she grinned.
 
   Audrey threw back her head and laughed, 'Honey, you're never going to change.'
 
   'And we wouldn't want you to, either,' Patrick added as he sat down on Emma's bed, placing his arm around his daughter.
 
   'So, how's everything going?' he asked.
 
   Emma looked briefly across at Lana and they both smiled and shrugged.
 
   'Okay, Dad. You know what college is like, classes, classes and more classes....b.o.r.i.n.g,' Lana said raising her eyebrows.
 
   Patrick and Audrey laughed.
 
   'But you're actually enjoying it, aren't you?' Audrey asked.
 
   Lana nodded her head enthusiastically.
 
   'It's just like any other school, Dad, but I love it,' she giggled.
 
   'In that case, we're super happy. We've been a bit worried about you two being here in the big city without us. But as long as you're happy, we're happy for you,' said Audrey as she pushed Lana's hair behind her ear.
 
   'You're growing up so fast,' she sighed before standing up.
 
   'Come on then. Show us around the rest of this place.'
 
   Lana was first to jump up from the bed and so she pulled Patrick up and led them down the corridor towards the classrooms.
 
   'Here are our main study rooms,' Emma said as she pushed open the door to the Lux Room. 'They've all got Latin names. This one is the Lux Room.'
 
   Patrick poked his head around the corner and nodded.
 
   'And this one is the Veritas Room,' Lana continued, opening another door.
 
   'Tempus, Concordia and over there is the Arcana Room. There are more but you get the drift, right?'
 
   Patrick smiled and nodded. 'It's great,' he replied.
 
   'Oh, we nearly forgot to show you the music room,' said Emma.
 
   Lana led them further down a brightly lit corridor until they reached a large room where a number of people had accumulated.
 
   'So this is where the magic happens, is it?' Audrey asked with a grin.
 
   Lana and Emma looked up in surprise before smiling.
 
   'This is where we started rehearsing for the show, before we moved to the theatre that is,' Emma smiled. 
 
   'Oh, there's Diarmuid,' blushed Emma as she pulled her mum inside.
 
   'Mum, I'd like you to meet someone,' she said as they walked up to the handsome young man.
 
   'Mum, this is Diarmuid.'
 
   Audrey grinned. 
 
   'Ah, so you're the one I've heard so much about whenever I ring Emma,' she said, making Emma's cheeks turn crimson.
 
   'It's a pleasure to meet you, Mrs Morgan, Mr Morgan,' he said politely shaking their hands. 'I would have liked to introduce you to my mother but sadly, something came up and she wasn't able to make it.'
 
   'Oh that's a shame, dear. Perhaps next time?'
 
   Diarmuid nodded as Barber walked into the room, looking for Lana. When he spotted her, his face lit up.
 
   'Mum,' Lana said. 
 
   'Yes, my angel?'
 
   She gulped nervously, 'I haven't told you about my boyfriend but...'
 
   Audrey turned and stopped when she saw him.
 
   'That's your boyfriend?' she asked, not sure where to look.
 
   'He's a little old for you isn't he?'
 
   'No,' Lana blurted. 'He's only just turned 18... honestly. He just looks older than he is, that's all.'
 
   Audrey and Patrick shared a look and Lana bit her lip as Barber approached them, holding out his hand.
 
   Patrick took it and shook firmly, before Audrey followed suit.
 
   'It's an honour to meet you both,' Barber said quietly.
 
   The moment he spoke, Audrey blushed slightly and her face broke out into a smile.
 
   'It's lovely to meet you too... Barber. That's an unusual name.'
 
   Barber smiled, 'It's quite an old name. My parents were fond of old fashioned names.'
 
   Lana grabbed his hand and held on tight as they stood chatting about the academy. Barber's pretence of being a student was completely swallowed by the Morgans. In fact, they seemed to relax in his company, much to Lana's relief.
 
   When Eleanor appeared and their younger brother and sister waltzed in, Lana let out a yell as Lucy Jo jumped into her arms with a giggle.
 
   Greg attempted to swagger over but couldn't resist his sisters’ hugs as he erupted with giggles.
 
   'This is awesome,' he said when Emma and Lana finally put them both down.
 
   'I want to come here when I'm old enough,' he announced.
 
   Eleanor laughed and patted him on the head as Emma and Lana shared a look.
 
   'Is he your boyfriend?' asked Lucy Jo, pulling Lana's sleeve and pointing to Barber. 'He's really, really good looking,' she whispered, her face blushing as he approached them and crouched down in front of the little girl.
 
   'Hello,' he said. 'My name's Barber. What's yours?'
 
   'Lucy Jo Morgan.'
 
   'That's a beautiful name. Just like the girl it belongs to,' he said before ruffling her hair and standing back up again.
 
   'I'm Greg and I'm Lana's brother.'
 
   Barber laughed and shook the young boy's hand.
 
   'It's a pleasure to meet you, Greg. I'm pleased to see Lana has such a strong brother to look out for her.'
 
   Greg and Lucy Jo both beamed before Emma introduced them both to Diarmuid.
 
   'So, what time is the show?'
 
   
CHAPTER 41
 
   'Ladies and Gentlemen, girls and boys, we are honoured that you were able to join us this evening. The students have been hard at work over the past few months, not only in the classrooms of course, but also here, in the theatre, preparing to show you the extent of their musical talents. So without further ado, please put your hands together for... the Praxos Academy students...'
 
   Eleanor grinned, clapping as the theatre filled with applause and the red velvet curtain was opened to reveal an elaborate stage background that looked remarkably like a boat in the Thames with a backdrop of London.
 
   Numerous students stood motionless scattered around the set, while Diarmuid, Elliott, Liam, Imran and Rupert walked slowly in and out of them as the gentle beat of the drums got louder and louder. Accompanied by the slow strum of a guitar, they moved gracefully across the stage until the music came to an abrupt end and the boys stopped mid-movement.
 
   Suddenly, the twangs of an electric guitar filled the theatre at the same time as Emma, Lana, Cassie and Ava appeared. They each stood before one of the boys and began to quietly sing.
 
   The boys began to join in as their voices grew louder and before long, their bodies began to sway along to the music until it looked like the boat they were on was moving along the river. 
 
   The audience applauded as the singing continued with a slow melodic and eerie undertone. Claps of thunder echoed throughout the theatre, followed by expertly produced lightning bolts behind the boat. Again the audience cheered and applauded at the fabulous special effects while the singing slowly quietened down until BANG, it ended with an even louder clap of thunder and the boat sank beneath the stage, the students slowly drowning. The heavy red drapes closed.
 
   Immediately, the audience leaped to their feet, applauding, whistling and yelling.
 
   Lana turned to face her sister behind the curtain as she grinned and laughed.
 
   'Wow, what a rush,' she said.
 
   'That was amazing,' Emma replied as Diarmuid high-fived Liam behind them.
 
   'That's our performance done and dusted,' Cassie said as they climbed out of the boat. 'We'd better hurry and get out of the way ready for the next group.'
 
   They all nodded and cleared the stage.
 
   Lana rushed behind the scenes, straight into the arms of Barber, who stood grinning at her.
 
   'That was something else,' he said, looking down into her eyes. 'You were incredible.'
 
   'Really?' she sighed.
 
   'It was unlike anything I've ever seen. Lana, you continue to amaze me.'
 
   Shaking her head, she leant back and looked up at his face, 'This coming from the man who defeated Sthenelaus.'
 
   Barber shook his head with a chuckle, 'I didn't defeat him, Lana. I merely stole the stones from him,' he said with his eyebrows raised.
 
   'Oh, that's practically the same thing. Besides, you crashed his helicopter and escaped. For all we know, he could be dead.'
 
   'Tonight is your night, babe. Let's not talk about that anymore.' He whispered as he very gently pushed her curls away from her face before he leant forward and kissed her passionately on the lips.
 
   oOo
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