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To those that seal themselves away in their own world, hoping for something better.
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Letter from the Author










Someone’s perspective on the normality of daily life is often based on one’s experiences.




Growing up, I often found myself entranced by the abnormal, the magic of life. I devoured the Hobbit and the Lord of the Rings and ached for a dragon to arrive at my doorstep. However, as much as I reached out into that fantastical daydream, I was always reeled back in, thrown back into church clothes, and made to learn about the real world. Over time, the magic of my childhood began to fade, and I turned to other books rooted in less far away worlds. Slowly some of the magic returned, with book series like Cirque Du Freak bringing to light my fixation with the strange and macabre. If Darren Shan could run away from his family and live an interesting life full of adventure and mayhem, why couldn’t I? Maybe the problem was I wasn’t ready to let go yet.

It wasn’t until 8th grade that I finally took the plunge in a creative writing class. I left this world behind for one of my own creations: Leera.

What prompted this change in venue was Bumble, written by a fellow Oklahoman, Connie Suttle. I was inspired by her book. I loved the dynamic of having different supernatural races, all living, working, and learning together, without major strife (well, most of the time…). It was a place where everyone fits in. Well, everyone except the main character Ashe. As a late bloomer, he really comes into his own power and sense of belonging after feeling like an outcast in his society. I immediately resonated with his situation as soon as I read it. Like many others out there, I’ve felt like an extra piece to a jigsaw puzzle, out of place and lost. Longing for the time when I can finally find where I truly belong, and be able to take root and grow into the person I was meant to be.

It wasn’t until college that I truly came into my own sort of power. I grew into myself and became better equipped to face the world around me. I found friends, but more importantly, I came to know myself better than ever before.

In our world, often when we don’t understand something or when someone looks different from us, we assume the worst. Fear turns into hatred and leaves us divided and alone. I believe that people should be given the chance to show us who they are, as often this can lead to a stronger sense of unity instead. You never know what gifts someone has to offer society if you never give them the chance to truly shine in the light.

When venturing into a world of my own creation, I wanted to include as many of the creatures and experiences that line a fantasy society. In doing so, I delved deep into supernatural creatures and lore. When I was reunited with my writing in college, I took it upon myself to use biology, my major, and something I truly enjoy learning about, as a way to provide my world with life. Whether it's the magic system or the abilities of those creatures that reside there, I’ve tried to design everything to be cohesive and understandable.

One thing that intrigued me about all of the supernatural books that I’ve read over the years was that despite using the same universally known creatures (vampires, werewolves, etc.), each author paints a slightly different version. They’ve built around either their own lore or already established lore that others have created. In this book, in particular, I delve into banshees and how, when someone’s voice is taken away, it’s as though an essential part of us has been stripped away, just aching to be heard.

This book was meant for those such people: the outcasts, the freaks, the silenced—those not given a voice to speak up for themselves, instead discarded by those around them.

I hope that Banshee’s Scream will inspire you to venture out into worlds of your own devising and serve as a gateway into dark fantasy and supernatural fantasy alike. To find your own power amongst the strong and the weak.

And I hope to see you again on the path of your literary journey. Whether it be in a this series or another.




Sincerely,

Elin





Prologue










The night had a deathly stillness to it, only broken up by the warm summer breeze flowing off the backs of the nearby hills as it lofted in through the partition of the window. The warmth gently caressed Iona’s pale cheeks as she began to toss and turn in a fit of dreaming. The curtains swayed beside her headboard as a smoky cloud drifted through the dark night, fading into the shadows of her room. Quietly, it examined her, its monstrous teeth nearly scraping against her skin.

A sharp noise from afar tore the shade’s attention from her. As the sounds grew louder, Iona began to arouse from her slumber. Sitting up, she rubbed her eyes of sleep. Glancing around her room, there didn’t seem to be anything out of place. Blurred lights danced underneath the frame of the wooden door. She rubbed her eyes again and her vision soon cleared. The noises persisted, luring her out of her bed to investigate. The bed swayed as her tiny body crept forward. She shuddered as the cold floor met her feet. Walking forward, she tried to parse the words from beyond the door. With her hand on the doorknob, the voices of her parents became slightly more lucid in the still-lingering fog of her mind.

“What are you talking about? You’re not making any sense!” Her mother’s voice twinged as she spoke, the words caught in her throat as emotion spilled through the syllables.

“Lara…” Her father’s voice had an unfamiliar edge to it.

“No! Do you even know what you’re asking me to do? What you’re asking me to give up?” she huffed. Her words barely made sense to Iona’s groggy mind. “Y-you can’t just take our daughter away. I won’t allow it!”

THUMP.

Iona felt a weight slam against the door. Her hands went slack as she lost her grip on the knob. Backing away slowly, Iona’s heart began to pound in her chest. More and more it beat to its own jungle-like rhythm as her feet slowly pushed her back to the door. Pressing against it, she tried with all her might to break through to the other side but the weight was too much for her to command. Her chest began to feel as though it would erupt  at any moment, growing bigger and bigger as she pleaded for the door to open. She needed to see them, she needed to know what was going on. Is daddy hurting mommy? She could smell death in the air as anxiety swelled within her, ready to burst. Her eyes welled up with saltwater as she pushed. Suddenly the weight shifted, letting in light from the keyhole of the door. Iona rubbed her face before peering through to the other side. However, all she could make out was the outline of her father as he hovered over her mother, her body still pinned to the door.

“El-” sputtered her mother. “Wha- are you...doing?” she pleaded, gasping for air.

As Iona stood silent, watching her father, the shadowy beast began to snake its way through the darkness towards her. As it built itself up behind her, a strong gust of wind rocked through the house, extinguishing the light that had shone throughout the hall. Instead of devouring the child whole, the smoke-like creature found itself drawn outwards, towards the two adults lingering in the darkness of the home. The shadow flowed past her and out through the crack in the door. Iona, startled by the chill that enveloped her, dropped to the floor. She watched underneath as the soft light of the moon outlined the billowing smoke, collecting itself on the other side of the door to form what she could only describe as a body. It peered back at Iona with soulless white eyes, its face giving form to shadowy teeth which contorted into a horrific smirk before the full weight of her mother was reintroduced to the door. The shift impacted Iona, forcing her back.

The night was silent once more. Her heart skipped a beat as she listened. “What is that?” her mother gasped.

The air stood still for a second before the sounds of her parent’s screams began to echo around her. Every fiber of her being shot to life, like something deep inside her was telling her to run, to hide from the outside horrors. But she couldn’t. Fear had come to consume her. Iona tried to muffle the sound, covering her ears as best as she could, but even years after the screaming stopped, she could still hear it.





Chapter 1










Iona spun around looking for a way out. Dammit! I must have gotten turned around. I could’ve sworn this path opened up to a side street. She thought to herself as she quickly ducked behind some crates in the deserted alleyway. As soon as she heard their voices she winced. Touching her side, she was reminded of her injuries from the previous week, still aching to be fully healed. Fearing what they might do this time, she shuffled back, nearly tripping over the dirty cobblestones that lined the old street as she went. They had her cornered, standing between her and the only exit. She scoffed, biting her tongue at the noise. These three always seemed to find her, and today was woefully routine.

But there was something that unsettled her further. They seemed more agitated than usual. She could hear the small squeaks of their shoes as the leader barked orders at the other two. Daring to peek out from behind the crates, she was immediately taken aback by a pair of glowing golden eyes. A wyr? I don’t remember seeing his brown eyes shine like that before. She cringed at another pang of pain. Right. He didn’t typically take part in the ritualistic beating she’d come to expect from these boys. His name is Bernard, right? Iona remembered overhearing some other kids around her age mention him in passing as they wandered through town on their way to school. He’s a local, and a wolf at that. No wonder she’d been backed into a corner. The predator had cornered its prey masterfully. The glow of his eyes shone golden flecks onto the freckles that caked up around his nose. Thick tufts of wavy black hair danced as he kicked over some empty barrels nearby. Iona had never seen him in such a foul mood before. Sliding back into her hiding spot, she hoped that they would be satisfied with their destructive episode and leave her be this time.

But hope doesn’t mean it’ll happen. Would a hunter let go of a rabbit caught in a trap?

“Where is she?” growled Bernard, the guttural sound deepening his voice.

“I saw her come through here, I-I swear,” said a boy with short blonde hair, his posture straightening up before returning to a deep slouch.

“Unless she’s learned how to fly, I doubt she’s gotten far Bernard,” said his other companion. 

“You could try her scent,” the blonde suggested.

“All you’d smell is the shit she’s been living in. A street-trash orphan thinks she can do whatever she wants in our town?” Bernard rolled his eyes at the boy’s words.

Iona’s heart skipped a beat as she dug her fingernails into her palm. It was the only thing she could think to do to try and keep calm.

“One can only wonder how she’s survived this long, I mean, the idiot doesn’t even show up to school. Not that anyone would want her there,” Bernard’s words barbed sharply into Iona.

As Bernard raised his head to sniff, Iona shuffled back to the nearby wall, knocking over a glass bottle that laid on the ground. 

Bernard’s ears perked up at the noise. A smile curled up his lips. “Found her.”

Bernard’s companions rushed Iona, dumping aside barrels and crates until they caught sight of her. Her ratty clothes ripped against the stones as they dragged her out by her long white hair. Tossing her to the ground, they waited for Bernard’s approval to continue.

“Don’t you think this is getting a little old?” Iona yelped as she rubbed her sore scalp. She looked up, making eye contact with Bernard for perhaps the first time. She noticed a faded bruise around his right eye. She couldn’t tell whether it had happened recently, due to the fact that wyrs heal quicker than she would ever have the pleasure of experiencing. Bernard’s eye seemed to twitch at her gaze, their eye contact broken by a punch to the head. As her eyes refocused, she was back to watching the dust as it churned above the cobbled stones of the road.

Bernard sat back on a crate, watching as his companions began to beat into her. Iona curled into herself to defend against the barrage of blows as best she could. And as they continued, a low heat began to permeate her very being. Why do I have to be their punching bag? Growing hotter. Time and time again, we end up here, and for what? Hotter and hotter. What have I done to deserve this? Her blood almost boiling. Why won’t anyone help me!  The more her mind began to echo around her, the more she began to feel a greater fury, a fire brewing from within her. Her skin was hot to the touch, as if she was boiling from the inside out. Her body began to reject the pain, until the only thing she could feel was the all-consuming heat, leaving her numb to the world around her. Slowly, she crept, attempting to stand despite their continued abuse. 

The blonde swiftly acquainted his knee with her ribs. She doubled over as hot air escaped from her lungs. Her chest tightened, burning in agony, before she had a chance to suck in more air. She fell on her side, tears rolling down her cheeks with each gasp.

“I’m so… tired of this…” she spoke, her words haggard between breaths. Drops of bright red blood seemed to ooze out from her insides, staining her clothes as she talked. “It’s wyrs like you that give your entire species a bad reputation,” she huffed. “You’re just a rabid mutt.”

Bernard’s eyes flashed a darker hue as he bared his canines in anger. Rage blinding his entire sense of reason, his arms growing furred as he partially shifted. 

The air stilled as an unfamiliar sensation flashed through her. Gathering herself off of the ground, for a moment she could have sworn that a fist was swiftly approaching her with deadly intention. Glancing upwards, she realized that her body had moved of its own accord. Her arm was outstretched, hand encapsulating the fist of her attacker. 

She had caught the punch. 

She looked up to find it wasn’t the humans that had taken a swing at her. No, it was Bernard that had attempted to land the decisive blow. 

“No way,” mumbled one of the boys. At this point, Iona couldn’t tell who was talking as the beat of her heart pounded away in her eardrums.

“I knew she was a freak!” said the other. Both of the boys started backing up towards the entrance of the alley as they watched Bernard and Iona in horror.

They seemed afraid, but Iona was more confused than anything. Her mind still foggy with the memory of pain. She wondered how her body could have acted so quickly, and without her input no less. No human could have caught that punch. Not without breaking all the bones in their hand. The fist was still entrapped in her own. Exchanging pressure, Iona didn't feel pain, but rather a new power resonating from within. She could tell by Bernard’s expression that he didn’t seem to share the same sensation as she did. Iona’s hand began to glow red hot like a poker fresh out of the fire. Bernard tried to fight back tears as his fur began to blister and burn under the concentrated heat. Iona pressed further, his joints popping as she went. She could see the fear and pain in his eyes as she continued to slowly crush his hand under her newfound might. Just for a moment, Iona wanted Bernard to feel the pain that he and his friends had caused her, but before she could progress any further, a sharp pain emanated from her upper back and she lost her grip. As soon as she let go, Bernard turned to utter panic.

“F-freak! Look at what you did to my hand!” growled Bernard, almost baring his fangs as he held his bloodied fist to his chest and scurried off after his friends. “Gods, I can’t let my dad see this.”

Iona could sense her skin beginning to rise in temperature once more until it felt as though she was physically starting to burn. Her hands and arms soon seemed to be radiating with heat, hotter and hotter it continued until the final moment of ignition. It started with one large burst of flames along the outside of her right arm. Next thing she knew both arms were drenched in flames. Looking around the alley she found herself alone once more. What’s happening to me? She wondered as she peered down at her hands to find armor-like scales covering her skin from beneath the pecks of fire. White scaly patches intermixed with gray and pink. The strangest part about all this to Iona wasn’t the fire itself, but that it didn’t hurt. In a way, it felt almost comforting, like a warm blanket wrapped around her on a winter evening. She couldn’t even begin to understand what was happening. Her head pounded with blood and her vision began to blur along the edges. 

Moments later, the fire that had engulfed her died down. Her senses slowly coming back into sharp focus.

“What the hell just happened?” She mumbled, examining the parts of her body where the fire had been just moments ago, the scales seemingly popping back underneath the skin.

“At least the scales are gone too,” she said, “but my clothes are ruined,” she sighed. She examined the charred white fabric and the holes and tears that had formed towards the bottom. Small dots of blood had caked around her neckline as well as at her stomach but the wounds themselves had already wound closed.

Cautiously, Iona started to make her way out of the alley and towards the street. Unbeknownst to her, a smoky darkness had began to gather at the dead end of the alley as if some kind of fog had begun to roll in across the ground. The summer air seemed to dip toward frigid as she turned around in utter dread, her heart starting to pound away in her chest again. 

“What is that..?” she said, backing up towards the bustling city street. As her heartbeat quickened, adrenaline propelled her further towards the street.

As the smoke edged further toward her, she broke out into a full sprint towards the crowded street. A large swath of black smoke broke from the ground, lurching upwards towards her. As it swooped down upon her it caught her leg, causing her to topple to the ground. With what little strength she had left, she pulled herself up, limping towards the street, closer and closer, until she finally reached the brightly sunlit road. As she made it into the light, the shadowy entity sunk back into the alley and away from the highly populated street. Iona turned the corner and down the busy road she went. She couldn’t bear to look back.

That thing… could it be the same? Hazy memories of that night six years ago flooded back in. The kitchen, all that blood, and the pain and suffering that followed. Tearing up at her overwhelming thoughts, her vision began to blur once more as she collided with a brown haired girl, causing her to drop what she was carrying.

“Hey! Watch where you’re going!” the girl yelled at Iona as she ran off, scrambling to pick up her belongings before someone else did.

Iona just kept running. The memories spun around in her head as though a storm front was about to hit within her.

She ran until she made it back to familiar ground. As she entered a narrow alleyway, memories of living there burst to the forefront of her mind. She had lived in that alley from time to time since the early days of her street-bound life. The air carried scents from nearby restaurants that reminded her of better times. Hoping it might shield her once again, she scrambled over the crates that were lodged between the two neighboring buildings.

She found remnants of the shelter that used to be there. Fabric matted down from rain and made black with the soot from imps cuddling for warmth. Small cups and torn books sat in stacks inside a hollow crate. She clutched her knees to her chest, trying to calm the raging beat of her heart. However, this small comfort did little to keep her childhood memories from piling up inside her head. She held her face, her cheeks brimming with a warmth she wasn’t used to. 

Her temperature suddenly spiked. Her hands recoiled from the searing heat of her skin before the scales could encase her. She burned once more, fire emerged before engulfing her entirely. Iona cried out in a high-pitched shriek as the fire resonated outwards, busting through the crates as the flames made their way into the nearby street, as well as upwards into the sky, leaving scorch marks that radiated outwards from her. This time however, the fire died down as quickly as Iona had been overwhelmed by its power, and there she laid, face down on the scorched ground, swiftly falling out of consciousness.





Chapter 2










“Hey! Watch where you’re going!” Maisie called out as a strange girl slammed into her, eyes flashing almost a blazing red in the morning glow. The faintest hint of something foul flowed through the air behind her.

A hint of sea-salt tears evaporated from the girl’s face as she kept moving through the crowd. Maisie scrambled to pick up what was hers before someone else did. Her burnt umber hair shone in the early morning light peeking between gaps in the larger specialty stores and smaller boutiques of Belvore’s capital city. Even still, the light failed to reach the ground, blocked by the masses bustling through the crowded  marketplace. Turning over her loaf of bread, she noticed that the watery filth of the road had already seeped into it. Silently cursing, and less silently kicking over a nearby box, she begrudgingly made her way back up the street, garnering stares from those around her.

As she reached the bakery it was as if the day had gotten suddenly five degrees hotter. This shift in temperature was predated by a commotion off in the distance, the same direction in which the girl had run off. People darted their heads out windows as smoke poured out into the otherwise cloudless sky above the rooftops. The dark cloud overhead made her wonder about the brazen eyes of an otherwise colorless girl. 

“Gone and gotten herself in trouble no doubt,” she said sullenly, looking out in the direction of the billowing smoke in the distance. Sighing, she turned back to the bakery door.

Entering, she could already hear Seamus grumbling.

“First, I get Dalians knocking on our door and next there's this explosion across town! I swear, you never know what’s going to happen here in Ivis, I wouldn’t be surprised if we saw a dragon flying overhead next!” 

“I wouldn’t jinx it Seamus, you know how coy dragons can be.”

“Perhaps you do Beatrice, you old bag,” said Seamus, cackling.

“Well it wasn’t too long ago that that big one lived nearby. You ever seen’em?” asked a customer.

“With my own eyes? Surely not, but I’ve ‘eard stories of ‘em-” said Beatrice, before noticing Maisie’s entrance. “Ah! Young miss Ardelean. Back so soon?”

“Ran into some clumsy girl on the way here, just need a new loaf of bread,” she explained, holding up the soggy mess before finally tossing it in the nearby trash bin.

“Oh come now, again? I’m beginning to think you’re the one who’s clumsy miss Maisie,” she chuckled.

“Are you gonna make me a new one or not?” Maisie glared at her, her frustration already setting in for the day.

“No need, I made two just in case when I made yours this mornin,” Beatrice turned about, gathering the second loaf into a thin paper bag.

“How thoughtful,” said Maisie, nearly grimacing.

“Oh and before you leave,” Beatrice called over her shoulder, “be sure to tell your mother to be careful, there are dangerous people about.” Turning back to the counter, she handed Maisie the spare loaf.

“Are you referring to the Dalians? I heard Seamus mention them as I walked in.”

“Yes dearie.”

“Are they here to eat our toes?” Maisie replied sarcastically.

“You, outta anyone should know that’s an old wives tale. I’d reckon though, they're here to do a hell of a lot worse than just toe eaten. You’re young, so you don’t have a lot of experience with them. Do not underestimate them. They’re an angry people.”

Setting aside the term angry people, Maisie’s curiosity was peaked. “What’d they come looking for anyway?”

“They were looking for a girl I think, mentioned something about white hair, not much else I’m afraid. Probably didn’t want people knowing too much of their business,” Beatrice said.

White hair? Maisie thought back to the girl from the street. Just what kind of trouble did she get herself  into?

“Best be on the lookout. Sooner they find what they’re looking for, the sooner they’ll leave for their own gods forsaken continent. Would probably be best to stay out of their way in the meantime.”

“Thanks Bea, I’ll be sure to let my mother know,” Maisie said, replacement bread in hand.

On her way out, Maisie couldn’t help but wonder about the white haired girl. Her fiery eyes still burned in her mind. She looked homeless. Maisie took a moment, contemplating the filthy dress adorned with ashen tears. Her matted hair akin to a feral albino Serian at first glance.

As Maisie made her way back down the bustling city streets of Ivis, she soon found herself at the far-off scene that had felt like a world away. Uniformed members of the policing guild had blocked off a portion of the road that had been blackened with a flaky soot. A few of the officers were busy shooing off some imps that thought the crime scene was a buffet. It appeared as though the small alleyway had received the business end of a fiery inferno, anything that had been in the alleyway had disintegrated, merely ash and dust remained.

Putting both Ivis and the scene behind her, she continued home, but she kept being brought back to what Beatrice had said earlier that day. As her thoughts raced, the wind began to blow gently over her neck, lightly cutting through the shorter ends of her hair. As time passed and she found herself amongst the outer fields of Savin, she began to relax once more at the thought of home.

Passing through town’s welcoming archway, Maisie made her way home for the day. Her house wasn’t what most would call lavish, but it was a modest size. Anything less wouldn’t fit the needs of her family.

“I’m home!” she yelled into the empty vestibule as she entered, making sure to remove her shoes at the door before wading further into the house. “Mom? Dad?” she called out as she wandered about, finally finding her parents in the kitchen towards the back of the building.

“I heard Belfast ran into Bernard and his father in town the other day, the boy looked like he had been roughed up again. It’s very worrying Nic, I just hope those kids will be fi-” as her mother spoke, her voice was elated with concern while still maintaining a familiar matronly air of authority.

“There you are. I called, didn’t you both hear me?” Maisie interrupted.

There was a moment of silence between them before her mother answered, “Did you remember to get everything Maisie? You took longer than you usually do.”

“There was some commotion in town, it looked like someone was using unregulated magic without authorization. The guild made it a headache as usual.” Maisie replied, depositing her bag of groceries on the kitchen table.

“Really? Could you tell what kind?” Her father asked, taking a sip of tea from his mug.

“Can’t be too sure, maybe fire magic of some sort? Whatever it was, it completely destroyed everything that was gathered up in an alleyway. I didn’t see any healers so I’m not sure if anyone actually got hurt though.”

“Hmmm… that’s troubling. The council is convening in Wizmir this week aren’t they dear?” he looked to his wife for confirmation. Gently, he placed his hand atop hers, trying to add some comfort.

“Yes, but I don’t think an elf would use fire magic, it's not in their nature nor wheelhouse.”

“Actually, Beatrice and Seamus said something about some Dalians showing up at the shop today, it sounded like they were looking for a girl.”

“Dalians? Here in Belvore? That’s not a good sign at all,” her mother said, leaning back in her chair utterly exasperated. Her long brown hair swayed behind her, nearly sweeping the ground.

“I’m sure they’ll find what they’re looking for and leave for Dala dear…”

“Yes, but how many lives will they tear apart trying to get there?” her mother said before getting up and leaving the room altogether.

Maisie raised a brow. “What’s wrong with mom?”

“Nothing sweetheart, just old memories,” Nic sighed as he got up from his chair. Maisie winced as the wood legs slid in a screech against the wooden floor as they went back underneath the table. Nic looked to her apologetically. “I’ll go ahead and start getting dinner ready while your mom cools off,” he said, lifting the bag of groceries from the table.

“Is it okay if I take a little walk out back? I just need to clear my head.”

“That’s alright. Just try to be alert, alright?”

In response, Maisie ran up to her father and kissed his cheek before grabbing her shoes.

The surrounding area of Savin was mainly farmland, but it was also home to a great swath of forest, perfect for many of the fae that lived in the area. Maisie had grown up in this forest. Its stooped branches calmed her whenever she thought of them. It was a place that she always felt at home, never lost, never afraid, never alone, always surrounded by familiarity. That day however, there was something amiss in the air, some low grueling hum of the earth that seemed out of balance with everything around it. A lot had changed since Maisie last walked this trail. It was to be expected, but this change in the air, in the earth, was unlike any she had noticed before. Nearing a large clearing in the woods, the air went stale. However, as Maisie looked around, she couldn’t see anything amiss. The great willow that rested in the center of the clearing still stood, the trees forming the ring of the outer edge remained unmarked or marred. But yet there was this unnatural rhythm, this foul presence in the air that lingered. It sent a shiver up her spine.

She was about to turn back when, from across the clearing, some bushes began to rustle. Ducking behind a mossy tree trunk, she saw two strange figures off in the distance. One appeared to wear a cloak, covering itself entirely, while the other had their hood down. The one who’s face she could slightly make out had long black hair accompanied by pale skin.

As they made their way closer to the willow she was able to piece together some of their conversation.

“You almost had her, but you still need to work on your timing,” the long haired one jabbed, his voice low and smooth, followed by the other cloak lurching out at him.

“Woah, calm down! Trust me, you’ll have another chance. We just have to pick her scent back up,” he took a breath, their tone turning more somber. “You’ve seen Ivis, it shouldn’t take very long.”

“Why could not get sooner?” said the cloaked figure, its voice sounding as if it had drilled itself inside of Maisie’s own subconscious. She held the side of her head as a twinge of pain set in.

“Patience. The Duke needs her alive, or have you forgotten that?” he replied to the shrouded figure, before being met with a grunting scoff.

The Duke? Maisie pondered the strange title. Could those two be the ones from Dala?

SNAP.

Shit. Maisie thought as the obscured figure’s head darted towards her direction, smoke billowing out from the cloak. Getting up to her feet, she immediately started towards home, terrified of what lurked beneath the creature’s outer facade. As she ran, her heart beat frantically. She could nearly taste the adrenaline as it forced its way through her body, carrying her further and further away from the clearing. She hadn’t even noticed that she had shifted until she got home, her furry flesh beginning to recede as she panted on the ground, trying to catch her breath. Her claws slowly turned back into fingernails as their grasp on the ground beneath her relinquished. As her vision fluttered back to normal, she sat up, staring out at the forest’s edge, looking for either hooded figure. To her relief she found neither painted amongst the background of trees.

Finally heading inside to the comfort of her home, she could smell dinner warming on the stove.

“Oh Maisie! Can you help set the table?” Nic asked as she came in. Her father nearly dropped one of the dinner plates when he saw her, ragged, clothes torn from transforming. Her eyes still glowing gold with a look he hadn’t seen in years.











Chapter 3




As Iona began to awake from her slumber, she was comforted by the soft warm sheets that surrounded her. Shifting her weight, she could feel a pillow cradling her head. Without even opening her eyes she could feel the world around her. A subtle warmth in the air from a fireplace, the faint scent of freshly made bread wafting in from elsewhere, and the sharp jittery sound of gears turning as if there were machines all around her. It was as if the world was telling her what to see without the need for sight. As her mind shifted from each scent and sound, she was reminded of what had happened in the alleyway. The crackling of fire and wood brought forth visions of flames erupting from her skin. The mere thought made her bubble over with heat as she slowly opened her eyes. She found herself in a small outcropping of a larger space. It looked as though nothing more could fit other than the bed and a few shelves that lined the walls, filled with trinkets and other, more useful, items. 

There came a rustle from behind the makeshift curtain that, on second glance, appeared to be used as a partition between the bed and the rest of the room. As whomever was behind the curtain approached, Iona quickly shut her eyes again, trying to relax back into a more sleep-like state. As the figure pulled back the fabric, Iona slightly opened one eye, trying to peer through
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