"It disappeared," said Frog, eyes pinned to his screen.

"So it did," replied Jason mildly. "But that was kind of expected."

"Expected?" demanded his mentor uneasily.

"Yeah. Grounding ourselves soundly in fiction, it makes sense that a demon like that wouldn't hang around for long."

"You're off your rocker," accused Frog as he slumped back in his folding chair, frowning at his screen. 

"No, I'm analyzing the camera data. And it did disappear, right? Anyway, the library's still missing. Now that the demon's gone, we can see the crater... it may have been vaporized or something like that. Cameras around the back of the library show our target kneeling and petting a dog."

"If there's no immediate danger—"

"There doesn't seem to be any, no," responded Jason.

"We'll watch her a bit longer, and then get some rest."

"Roger!"

In a window on Jason's computer, the girl stood up and turned to walk down the hill. Following her, he confirmed that she was returning home. Zooming in with one of the cameras on the target's face, he commented,

"Frog, she seems kind of shaken."

"So? It was a <i>demon</i>."

"Her body language would indicate that she didn't understand what just happened."

"Yeah? <i>Demon?</i>"

"It seems unlikely that she's a terrorist, is all."

"Unlikely!? She—"

"She what?"

"I don't know," said Frog thoughtfully, stroking his chin.

"There're a number of possibilities. Maybe someone was mind-controlling her. Maybe that was all just a big illusion covering a down-to-earth terrorist bombing. At the very least, she's not doing anything else tonight." Minutes later, Jason continued, "She just got home. ... and got into bed. She's fast asleep. The dog's still with her, it's lying obediently by her bed. And—" he yawned gloriously "—I think it's about time for me to do the same."

"Right." Frog addressed the intercom in the corner. "Inspector?"

"Yes, P.T.H.?"

"Jason's tired. Let's bring him back to SF." A significant amount of time passed since the appearance of the demon, Frog was finally perking up again.

"Right then," replied Inspector Kris and the van sped off again, away from Berkeley. "P.T.H., put in word to the FBI. I want that dog." Frog grunted in assent and tapped a few keys. "Good work by the way, you two. I was surprised by Jason, actually."

"Surprised?" Jason asked.

"Yeah, you asserted yourself, meow~" commented the Oakland night shifter from the back of the van. Jason glared down at his desk. He'd been pulled from the task of updating his site, he'd witnessed the summoning of a demon, and he had been up for close to twenty hours, but at the end of the day, nothing had changed.

When he got home half an hour later, he collapsed on his bed, too tired to finish the site update he had been writing.
