
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
The Variant
Effect

BLOOD ANGEL

Incident Report

G. Wells Taylor

 


Copyright
2016 G. Wells Taylor


Smashwords Edition


 


All
rights reserved. This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment
only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people.
If you would like to share this book with another person, please
purchase an additional copy for each person you share it with. If
you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not
purchased for your use only, then you should return to
Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting
the hard work of this author.

Cover
Design by G. Wells Taylor

Edited by
Katherine Tomlinson

More titles at 
Smashwords.com and
GWellsTaylor.com.


 Table of Contents

Back in the Day

1.

2.

3.

4.

5.

6.

7.

8.

9.

10.

Download FREE Variant Effect novel: SKIN
EATER

Acknowledgments

About the Author

FREE titles by G. Wells
Taylor

Other titles by G. Wells
Taylor

Connect with the
Author


 Acknowledgments:

 


I’d like to thank the thousands
of loyal readers and Variant Squad members from over 130
countries for
making the original Variant Effect Series a success.



Back in the Day

 


People didn’t know that it was happening,
so it was totally out of control by the time authorities understood
that something serious was going on.

As a result, the worst of it emerged from
the shadows, hidden behind closed doors and far from view, where
the true horror played out in isolation.

Where no one could hear you
scream.

The Variant Effect was impossible to
detect until you were already infected.

There was no way to tell if it
was near, if
it was cooking in you or if it had passed you by
altogether.

First responders were the first to
document evidence of its existence, the first to see it happening,
and often the first to feel it boiling in their blood.

Stress set it off and fear fed it, so it
was a perfect fit for cops, firemen and EMTs.

But in the beginning all they could do was
file incident reports and wonder.

It wasn’t until much later when
the special squads were still being put together that
authorities had the
earliest reports compiled and combed for clues to combat
it.

The reports themselves were
by-the-book, rather boring reads with an obsessive attention to detail.
They were dutifully transcribed from notes and typed out before
being photocopied, pored over and eventually filed with copious
photos and measurements taken at the scene.

Investigators had been trained
to remain detached and keep a professional distance when gathering
information and examining files, but it was a struggle for some.
The details could be that bad.

And there were real people’s names and
addresses listed beside the dates and facts.

Real people, alone, in the dark.
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Kate Carson had barely inserted the key in
the lock before the babysitter opened the door with a quiet, “Hi,
Mrs. Carson.”

The girl didn’t wait for a
response, instead bending over the doormat to slip into her boots.

Kate dropped the keys into her handbag and
swung it out of the way by its shoulder strap. It landed with
a thump beside the faux brass umbrella stand she’d received as a
housewarming gift from her brother.

Moving in and pulling her own
boots off, she noticed the sixteen-year-old babysitter, Billie Nguyen
from down the block, was upset about something. Her voice sounded
tight, and her usual infectious smile was missing.

The teen frowned as she shrugged into her
coat.

Kate noticed Billie wince as she lifted
her book bag.

“Is everything okay?”
Kate asked, moving
her boots behind the door, and then blindly pawing the shadowy
closet to find a hanger for her coat.

Something about the girl did not look
right.

“Uh huh ...” Billie said. “Jennie was
restless, and—in a bad mood and not feeling well from that cold you
warned me about.” She lowered her eyes to her feet. The
razor-straight lower fringe of her jet black hair shifted along her
jawline like a curtain. “And I had a fight with Freddie on the
phone. Seems I’m having boyfriend trouble again.”

Kate gave a sad smile and
knowing nod as she hung her coat and closed the closet door.
Wait until you’re
having “husband” trouble.

“Is there anything I can do?”
Kate took a twenty out of her pocket: Billie’s money.

“No, thanks. Things will work
out.” The teen crumpled the bill in her small fist and with a
hurried smile turned to go, but she stopped in the cleft of the
half-open door.

“Oh,” she said, shaking her head
slowly. “I should say ... well, I don’t like telling on Jennie,
because it’s over and done ... and I’m not worried about this, but
she ‘acted out’ a bit at bedtime.”

“Oh, really? I’m sorry,” Kate
said, angling her head. Her eight-year-old daughter loved Billie
and the feeling was reciprocated, so any kind of fight was bound to
include some heavy emotion.

“Don’t worry about it too much.
Bedtime’s the only time I have any real trouble with Jennie. And
now she’s not feeling well ...” and with her parents divorcing.

She didn’t come out and say the last bit.
There was no point. A teenager like Billie Nguyen couldn’t be
expected to relate anyway. In her world all she’d need to deal with a breakup would be a good
cry and a call to her girlfriends before she went in search of a
new boy.

Besides, divorce was something that Kate had to get over. “I hope she wasn’t
too
horrible.”

“No it passed quickly,” Billie
said. “I tried to get her into her nightie—and she bit
me.”

Kate surged forward, wide eyes running
over the teen.

“She bit you, really? Oh my God!” Kate gauged
Billie’s stance, guessed she was moving her right forearm
gingerly—favoring it. But it was covered by the coat
sleeve.

“It’s nothing! It’s okay,” Billie
said, smiling awkwardly, and adding in a lighthearted tone, “She
wasn’t feeling well. I should have known better. It’s Babysitting
101!”

“Was it ... she bit you
here?” Kate reached out for the arm, but Billie pulled
away.

“It’s nothing, Mrs. Carson,” she
said, patting her forearm lightly. “Only a little nip, but I
thought you should know. It’s also why she’s sleeping in her
clothes. I decided it was better that she just went to
sleep.”

“Yes, of course ... but are you
sure about your arm? I’m so sorry about that. Jennie’s fighting a
cold, you know,” Kate said again, realizing that Billie already
knew that but completely at a loss to explain her daughter’s
behavior and feeling she had to say something. She stared at the teen’s arm. She did
not want to add “biting” to Jennie’s list of troubles. She reached
out again as Billie backed through the open door.

“It’s nothing, Mrs. Carson.
Jennie just didn’t want to go to bed, and I didn’t listen,” Billie
said, holding up the mangled twenty she still clasped in her hand.
“Thanks!”

“If you’re sure,
okay—thanks
Billie!” Kate held the door aside
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