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Chapter One

 


Misty loved the night air.
She bounded through the silence and felt like she was all alone in
her own world. The chilly breeze ran through her fur, like fingers
combing hair roughly. This was her perfect moment, with the
full moon hanging
amongst the stars that washed away the day and brought glory to the
night.

The scent of blood hit her full in the
face and brought her to a standstill. She breathed in the smell. It
was bitter, metallic, and fresh and meant the kill had only
recently happened. Misty thought for a moment. It could not be
another Shifter who had shed blood, as it was not the Shifter way.
That could only leave Vampires hunting on a full moon night, when
all the creatures would be out enjoying the darkness. However,
animals were rarely their prey, so what could it be?

She sniffed the air and went in the
direction of the scent. It became stronger as she walked forward
and ended when she came to a patch of bushes and undergrowth. Misty
edged forward, sniffing and tasting the air and keeping her senses
open in case it was some sort of trap. She lifted her head and
breathed in deeply. All was silent—no one else was around. Misty
felt sure she was safe as she edged forward and pushed through the
undergrowth. She stopped when she saw a hand—a female hand—with
polished nails. It was not moving at all. Perhaps the victim was
dead? Now was not a time to hesitate. Misty scrambled through the
undergrowth and sure enough there she was. Dried blood caked her
hair, which gave it a dappled effect in the moonlight. Cuts,
bruises, and very definitely teeth marks, some of which trickled
with blood, covered her neck and wrist. This was the work of
Vampires for sure.

Misty came to her senses. She shifted
back into her human form quickly, and then began to check for a
pulse. It was a relief to find it was faint but beating
slowly.

"Good, that's good." Misty released
the breath she did not realize she was holding.

Next she had to attend to the
bleeding. Luckily it was only a trickle here and there, not spurts
which would have indicated damage to an artery. The only thing to
do was tear off the remains of the dress that was already in
tatters. Misty wound the strips of the dress around the unconscious
girl's wounds. The blood was not soaking through the makeshift
bandages and she knew she had done all she could do.

"Okay, so this is when we find out how
strong I really am." Misty slid her hands underneath the girl and
pulled her up before gradually standing up. The girl did not stir
at all. That was not good.

"You're lucky that the nearest
property is where Amari, my doctor friend lives," Misty said. Even
though the girl was not able to hear she still felt better talking
to her as she jogged her way to Amari's house.

"I only hope she's not on duty at the
hospital because that would be a pain in the ass to try to jog
there." Her attempt at humor was lost completely, even on
herself.

Misty had to stop a few times and lean
against a tree or two in an attempt to catch her breath. It wasn't
easy to carry an unconscious girl, even with her Shifter strength.
She willed her body to keep going.

"Nearly there, my beauty. Don’t go
dying on me." Misty could see the dim lights of Amari's house up
ahead. The lights became brighter the closer she got.

"Help, Amari! Rita! Raya! Help." She
called out at the top of her voice. Relief flooded her body when
she saw the back door open and Rita and Raya emerge from
inside.

"Raya, help me. I'm over here." Misty
panted hard. It had been difficult to haul this girl to safety.
However, the only other option would have been to leave her to die
and that was not something Misty could do.

"What's going on?" Raya ran up to her
and Misty began to hand the girl over.

"She needs help. Vampires, I think."
Misty saw Amari and sighed with relief.

Rita, Amari's mother, took off her
shawl and wrapped it around Misty.

"You come inside, child, and get
warm." Rita hugged her close and rubbed Misty's arms to get her
warmed up. Misty enjoyed Rita's comforting presence.

"I'm okay, Rita. See to her." Misty
nodded toward the girl Raya was carrying inside.

Once inside, Rita handed Misty a few
clothes which she put on quickly. Raya had laid the girl on the
kitchen table where Amari was already assessing her
wounds.

"Can I help?" Misty asked.

"No, we've got this," Amari said in a
calming tone. It might be stupid, but the bland, 'I am a doctor, I
know best' words set Misty's teeth on edge.

Rita handed Misty a hot cup of cocoa
and she accepted gratefully. Maybe Rita could read minds as part of
her Craft skills? The old witch was certainly a wonder to
Misty.

"She's lost a lot of blood. I think
she'll need a transfusion. I can do what I can but we will need to
take her to the clinic in town. We can't take her to the human
hospital. There will be no way to explain these bites." Amari
reached into her medical bag and pulled out a suture set and
various other items.

The clinic was a place where people
from outside the human community could get medical help. There were
expert personnel from all different groups. Shifters, Weres, and
even a Vamp or two all worked together to provide the best care
possible. Each group privately funded the place, which meant the
clinic afforded the latest equipment and medicines.

Amari bent over the still figure on
the table and examined the wounds before she stitched and bandaged
the injuries as best she could. Raya was next to her and following
Amari's instruction to the letter.

Misty smiled as she recalled how these
two had met in a local gay bar. It had been Misty who had spotted
Amari first but Raya had stepped in, reminding her she was on a
break from Bo, her now ex-girlfriend. They were perfect for each
other and Misty did not begrudge them any joy they had found. She
hoped to find that same level of happiness sometime.

Rita stood at the foot of the table
chanting and saying prayers. Misty wanted to see the magic
happening, but that was not the way of magic.

"She's coming round," Amari
said.

Misty jumped up out of her seat and
went to the table. The girl was waking up slowly. Her eyes moved
under her eyelids and then they fluttered open.

She looked straight into Misty's face,
her deep blue eyes widened, and she let out an ear-piercing
scream.


Chapter Two

 


Voices emanating from somewhere far
away came closer and closer, then swirled around like a whirlwind
until they were immediately over her. Sofya struggled to open her
eyes. It was as if a heavy weight pressed down on her eyelids. With
some effort she managed to open them gradually and the first thing
she noticed was light. The next was unknown faces. Her mind jolted
into the present, her lungs strained to gain oxygen, and she found
her voice.

The scream that came out of her felt
alien and inhuman. They were not going to end her life. She
thrashed out again and again.

"Get away from me." She knew her
attempts to fight against her foe were feeble, though she had to
try. They would overcome her again. It was inevitable.

Someone said something
that she could not understand. Her brain was still in a fog. She
needed the moon, and then she could transform and at least have a
chance to fight them off. Get up.
Move. A sharp stabbing pain in her arm
made her jerk it upward, and she looked down to see a needle held
by someone wearing a nurse's uniform. That didn't make
sense. Why did they need to use needles
when they had teeth? Before that question
could be answered she felt lightness in her body. A drowsy feeling
surrounded her, and as hard as she fought against it, total
darkness overcame her.

****

The bleeping noise got
louder and louder. Sofya turned to hit her alarm clock and then
realized not only did she not have an alarm clock, but her
movements were also constricted by something attached to her
hands. As though I am tied down. Damn it
to hell. Do they have me captive to feed on at their
leisure? She kept her eyes closed, to
listen out for sounds of her captors. There were indiscernible
noises here and there, not close by. Sofya sighed with relief. Very
slowly Sofya opened her eyes. Dim light surrounded her. However,
there was a plain ceiling above her and she felt a firm but
comfortable mattress underneath her. Odd,
why were they treating me this way? She
looked around the room. It was clean, clinical and smelled of
antiseptic – a hospital, maybe? Sofya turned her head and looked
out of the window, where she could see dawn was approaching. Right
by the window was a woman, sleeping in a chair. Her head lolled
back, her mouth was open and soft snores drifted across the quiet
room.

Sofya strained her foggy
mind to try to work out how she landed where she was and who this
woman was. The memories slowly emerged as she focused on the
snoozing form in the chair covered with a woolen coat. The face was
oval with short dark hair, thick eyelashes and full lips. She was
cute. What the hell am I thinking like
that for? Sofya chastised her wandering
thoughts.

Sofya guessed this woman had brought
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