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Cold mist
clung to the ground. An occasional breeze made it look like slow,
white waves were breaking against the gravestones and statuary. The
sky was clear and a half-moon tried its best to light everything
up. I hated cemeteries. Especially at night when I could be in a
snug bed with Evie. But I had to be here.

We’d had
a call about some graves being found opened, and when stuff like
that happened we got the call. Or, more specifically I got the
call. So here I was in my black leather biker gear (remarkably
useful against claws and suchlike), knives at the ready, to see
what was going on. Normally it’s just kids daring each other to do
stupid things. But sometimes it’s not. And that’s where we, or
rather I, come in.

I lurked
in the deepest shadow I could find, which was against the side of
some family mausoleum. My breath clouded in front of my face. Had
it gotten colder suddenly? The breeze, what there was of it, died
down to nothing. My sixth sense started kicking me in the back of
the head. Slowly, and very quietly I drew my Katana from behind my
back. If you ever need to use a knife against anything strange make
it the biggest fucker you can.

My ears
strained for any noise, any sound of movement, however small. I
swear if a mouse squeaked it’d be sliced in two in an
eye-blink.

About
ten yards in front of me something black silently rose up from
behind a gravestone. That certainly wasn’t normal. I quickly
glanced around. Was it the only one or were there more?

A sudden
breeze sprang up, blowing the mist towards me, high enough to
obscure my vision. Fuck!

I
hurried out, my katana pointed in front of me in a two-handed grip.
I headed towards where I’d seen the black shape. If I could make
sure that wasn’t a human doing stupid things, then fine. But if it
wasn’t I’d do my darndest to kill it.

The mist
thickened and my vision was restricted to the tip of my sword. I
quickened my pace and suddenly spun round, sword leading in case
anything had the bad idea of creeping up on me. Even though I was a
big girl I’d trained to be faster than anyone around me, which more
often than not caught my opponent by surprise. That’d often saved
my life (more than I’d ever admit to Evie – she’d just worry).
Nothing was there. I continued on and cursed the gravel suddenly
crunching under my boots. How far away from the gravestone was I?
I’m sure there was a strangely shaped one I’d need to get past
first.

Ahead was an unusual shape. Was it the gravestone? I hurried
past it and felt something rough slip round my neck, like a rope.
Shit. I swung my katana in a short curve to slice through whatever
it was, but felt my head jerked back, pulling me off balance.
Nothing for it - I had to go with the path of least resistance.
Bunching my leg muscles I shoved hard against the ground and
flipped backwards, heavy boots leading. I hit something which fell
back to the ground giving a whoof!
sound. Got you, you fucker. Ignoring the cord
around my neck I stabbed downwards into the mist between my boots
and felt my sword cut into something. Quickly I sliced diagonally
away from my feet and then changed my sword’s direction again. A
sigh came from beneath my boots and a smell the like of which I’d
not experienced outside of a blocked sewer rose into the air and
assaulted my nose. Jesus, I hoped I didn’t have anything like that
on me.

My eyes
darted around to see if there was anything else wanting to take me
on, while wishing my sense of smell wasn’t so acute. I stepped off
whatever I’d stabbed and sliced and reached up to my neck with my
left hand to remove the cord.

A faint
deep rhythmic sound came from my left. I quickly loosened the
cord’s sliding knot around my neck and lifted it off my head. What
was going on now?

The
sound slowly got louder. For the life of me I didn’t know what it
was.

Quickly
I crouched down to see what I’d killed and came face to face with
what looked like Bela Lugosi’s sick grandmother. Her long grey hair
was matted and had twigs and leaves stuck in it, her face was
almost luminously pale, her mouth was open and what teeth she did
have looked rotten to the core. If I looked like that I’d hope
someone would kill me quickly. No blood ran from the slices I’d
made in her, instead they looked dry and dusty like she was already
a desiccated corpse. Just to be on the safe side I cut her head
off. Call me old-fashioned but not much can continue to live
without its head. Possibly some lizard somewhere but that’s about
it.

The
sound slowly got louder and I headed to where I’d been keeping
watch in the shadows by the mausoleum, the crunch of gravel under
my boots almost drowned out by the noise.

A
stronger breeze started, blowing the mist towards me, seeming to
coincide with the deep sound. Slowly the breeze grew into a gusty
wind buffeting me and blowing the mist away (which was useful) but
also blowing leaves and dirt into my face (which wasn’t). Shielding
my eyes with my left hand I peered through my fingers trying to see
what the hell was causing it. A large black shape obscured the
half-moon. I squinted my eyes shut and held my katana pointed
towards whatever it was, the dead corpse forgotten.

The gusty wind stopped, leaves and dirt fell to the ground. A
massive black shape landed in front of me and casually regarded me
and my sword with an eye the size of a car wheel, while it
rearranged its wings behind it. A great curved beak, the size of a
canoe, opened and the loudest SQUAWK! I’d ever heard erupted from
it. Shit, Din would be pissed.
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Like a
great black bird-shaped cloud the Roc followed my motorbike back to
our house. Once again I’d forgotten to take my phone with me on a
stakeout. I mean it wasn’t because I didn’t want it to go off when
stalking some monster, I’d taken my knives, ok? I’d just forgotten
it. I sighed at knowing what Evie would say to me. Her name wasn’t
really Evie, it was Evangeline, and she hated it.

Idly I
wondered how to introduce the Roc to Evie and Din. Maybe something
like, ‘I’ve got some good news and bad news. The good news is that
whatever was opening the graves is dead. Again. But the bad news is
that there’s a big fucking Roc that wants a chat with you. Oh, and
Din, you’ve got no chance.’

How Din,
our winged cat, would take on a Roc would probably break Youtube
records for watched videos. Evie told me she’d seen him take on an
eagle and scare it off. He saw birds as challenges – they didn’t
like him in their domain, and he detested them.

Why a
Roc wanted us was a mystery. It somehow managed to get thoughts
into my head. Which was lucky because I was ready to take it on – I
wasn’t a girl to back down from fighting a whale-sized parrot. Size
meant nothing to me – the bigger they were the more bits I could
hit. I just hoped Evie had some idea how to get information out of
it from those books of hers.

The
familiar stretch of trees came up to my right and my heart lifted
at knowing I’d see her again. We lived on the remote outskirts of
town, for peace and quiet and because a lesbian couple was still
something of a rarity. Suited us, and Din could fly around all he
wanted without being bothered. But when strange shit went down in
the town our number got dialled first.

I turned
down the long dirt track leading to our house and saw the kitchen
lights on. Had Evie sensed something? Or was Din playing
up?

The Roc
drifted over me, obscuring the half-moon, and went behind our
house. If it meant us harm it could probably easily take out the
house just by pooping on it.

I pulled in to the garage, turned off the engine and took my
black helmet off. Luckily I kept my ginger hair short or it’d look
a right mess. I crunched up to the front door and it opened in
front of me. Evie stood in the doorway in her soft blue dressing
gown, outlined by the light. My heart always skipped a beat
whenever I came back to her. Though this time her face had one
of those looks on
it.

“Hi?” I
tried.

“Why the
hell is there a Roc in our back garden?”

“I don’t
know.”

“You
haven’t done anything?”

Her
eyebrows raised, questioning me.

“No. I
got the grave thing, then it just sort of flew up to
me.”

Her
amethyst-coloured eyes examined me. I loved those eyes and
frequently lost myself in them.

“Din’s
going nuts in the kitchen,” she said.

“Thought
he might.”

The
ghost of a smile played on her lips and then she reached out and
grabbed my leather jacket, pulling me into a loving
kiss.

“I
missed you,” she managed to say after we’d surfaced, gasping for
breath.

She
moved out of the way and I got inside and closed the
door.

“You got
anything in your books about Rocs?”

She
shook her head and asked, “How did it communicate with
you?”


“Feelings, emotions, stuff like that. Watch out if it
squawks, though.”


“Hmm.”

I could
see she was working on the problem as we headed to the kitchen. I
was thirsty, something about fighting monsters always made me crave
tea. Evie knew this and a full cup was waiting for me on the table.
Over by the windows the only sign Din made of our presence was when
his ears flicked back at hearing us come in. He prowled from side
to side on the windowsill, head always pointing out into the
darkness, his segmented metal tail flicking madly, his wings
twitching to open. Yup, he was going nuts at the biggest challenge
in his life.

“I had
to move the plants or he’d knock them over
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