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 Chapter One: Hazel

 


 


I woke with a start
when I heard strange noises in the background. Why didn’t it sound
like the peace and calm of Vice’s cabin anymore? Why! What sort of
weird place had I found to sleep? What had happened to me? I shook
my head, trying to wake myself up to see if that would work. Bring
me back to some reality at least. No! My eyes still refused to open
to see the horror before me. I felt like I had been bound to the
bed I was lying on. Finally, after a while, I managed to force my
eyes open. Everything seemed blurry at first. What kind of drugs
had they given me? I finally managed to get my eyes to focus. All I
could see was an empty room. It looked like a hospital room in
specific ways but not in others. Something felt off. There was the
bed I was on and a cabinet next to the bed. Apart from those two
things, the room was empty. I noticed it had frosted windows,
leaving me unable to see outside. Impossible for me to know where I
was. The window had bars across it as well, making escape
impossible.

Where the heck had
they taken me? Where was Vice? What had happened to him? I had many
questions but no one to answer them for me. My shoulder was killing
me, but I couldn’t see what was wrong. My shoulder was fully
bandaged. I could see why I felt tied down now. They had handcuffed
me by my good arm and strapped me down across my body. What the
hell was going on here? What on earth had I done to end up like
this? Where was everyone? “Help!” I cried out, managing only a
feeble whisper. Not even loud enough to be heard by anyone.

Nothing! No one
answered nor came to my aid. I don’t know what I expected. Maybe
someone to come rushing through that door to help. Nothing but
silence. I tried with all my might to pull the handcuffs away from
the bed. I don’t know why I even bothered wasting my energy. I knew
they would never give. Only one thing left to do. My only hope was
that I had the strength to change from my human shape. It was going
to take everything I had. Despite this, I didn’t feel I had enough
energy left.

Damn this shoulder.
Why was it hurting like a bitch so bad? I started my change, making
my skin itch and hurt. When it came to the bone transformation, my
shoulder… Oh my god, the agonizing pain. I persevered with great
effort until I finally got there. Exhausted, but I could slip my
restraints and break the binding across my body. I was able to get
up off the bed with great effort. I was so weak. I was dragging my
right leg due to my shoulder injury. It was all coming back to me
now. I had gotten shot by those two hunters and managed to escape
and hide. I remember Vice and Zayne rescuing me, but everything
else after this was blank.

Great. I was now in my
wolf form. What now? I needed to lie in wait, hiding until the next
person ventured into my room, and try to make my escape then. It
would be pointless changing back because I would never be able to
overpower anyone to escape. It was going to take everything I had
now. I was fragile. I’d be back to square one again. I lay down
behind the door, ready and waiting for the next person to enter the
room. I must have dozed off. Because the next thing I knew, a door
hit me when someone entered the room, throwing the door open on me.
I howled in pain when the door hit my injured shoulder, making the
person who entered scream in fright. They must’ve realized I wasn’t
in bed anymore, gasping and exiting the room before I could react.
Damn it! The door slammed shut behind them! Trapped once again. Why
did I have to fall asleep? Now they would be ready for me the next
time they entered my room.

Things weren’t looking
good for me. I felt all hope slipping away. Where are you,
Vice? I need you more than I ever have before. I hope he can
find and help save me before whoever’s holding me captive kills the
monster in me. Then all my hope would be lost and gone forever. I
could only hope they came in unarmed when they entered, but I
doubted they would. No doubt, this time, they would be ready and
armed. I’m confident the person I had frightened would have given
them the heads up that I had escaped my restraints. They would
return to hurt me or, worse, kill me. I was no doubt overthinking
things since I felt lost and alone. I wish I could get rid of this
brain fog invading my head. Had they given me something to make me
like this, or was it due to my injury? I felt myself drifting
off. Please, God, don’t let them kill me while I’m out of it,
was my last thought as I drifted off into nothingness again.
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 Chapter Two: Vice

 


I couldn’t sleep. I
could only lay there, wondering where the hell Hazel had gone.
There seemed to be a big conspiracy somewhere in this equation.
Why? We were not being kept in the loop for whatever reason. It was
apparent there was somebody out there who didn’t want us to know
what was happening. I only wish I knew why they weren’t telling us
where she was. I want to know why they lied to us. Where was she,
and why had they taken her? What probable reason could they have
for doing this? It must be something to do with her mysterious
past. What could she be hiding from me? It was apparent they knew
what it was, so they took her from me. I knew she hadn’t been
upfront and was hiding something from me. Hell, it must be
something significant for all this bullshit that was going on. I
sat on the edge of the bed, feeling weary, putting my head in my
hands since sleep wouldn’t be happening. I wondered if Zayne was
still awake in the next room. I went over to the adjoining door and
gave a soft knock on the door.

“Yeah?” his voice
called from the other side.

“Are you awake, or did
I wake you?”

“Nah, I was awake.
Can’t sleep like you, it seems.”

“Can I come in, or do
you wanna come over here?”

“You can come in here.
I can’t sleep, but I’m too comfy on this bed and can’t be bothered
getting up,” he laughed.

“Ah, my friend, you
know how to bring a smile to my face,” I told him after opening the
door and entering his room. I sat down, pulling one of the chairs
over near the end of the bed, sitting down. I placed my elbows on
my knees, running my hands through my hair and down my face. “What
are we going to do, Zayne? I can’t lose her now that I’ve found
her.”

“I’ve been thinking
about that. My friend Hyde is a P.I. He owes me a huge favor. I’ll
get him to help us out.”

“Are you serious right
now? Your P.I. friend’s name is Hyde?”

“All right, it’s
Richard Hyde, but we call him Hyde since it’s hilarious.” He
laughed at his private joke. “P.I. called Hyde.”

“Hmmm, I guess you do
have a point. Do you reckon he’ll be able to help us?”

“Dude. He’s like a
bloodhound; if there’s anything to find, he’ll find it. No matter
how people think they have covered all their tracks, he’ll sniff it
out and find any leaks they missed. You can trust him, Vice, I
promise. He’ll help you to get Hazel back.”

“Yeah,” I sighed.
“Thanks for always being here for me, buddy. I don’t know what I’d
do without you, pal.”

“Hey, you’re my best
bud, and I’ll do anything for you. I know you would do the same for
me if I were in your position.”

“Lucky that we’ve got
each other’s back.” I sighed and said, “I guess I’ll try this sleep
thing again, and we’ll get to it in the morning.”

Zayne looked down at
his watch. “Yep, it is a bit late to ring Hyde. Tomorrow it
is.”

Vice dragged his feet
back to his adjoining room. He began wondering what he could have
done differently. He should have been more insistent on going with
Hazel in the chopper instead of leaving her to travel alone and
scared while he traveled by road. Then, he would know what was
going on. She may not have gotten taken, but it was too late now;
the damage had been done. He wished he had some ibuprofen with him;
his head was killing him with the lack of sleep and worry over
Hazel. She had given him a significant headache in many ways.

In the morning, when
he woke, he was thankful his headache had eased. He had a quick
shower, and after getting dressed, he put his ear to the door,
listening to see if Zayne was awake. Nothing; it sounded like Zayne
was still asleep. Vice decided to go to the café next to their
hotel and grab breakfast and a decent coffee. Although they had tea
and coffee-making facilities in their rooms, he hated the coffee.
It was always a cheap brand. He grabbed a couple of coffees and
bagels with cream cheese to go for their breakfast. He returned to
his room, knocking on the adjoining door before going through, not
even giving Zayne a chance to answer. “Come on! Wake up,
sleepyhead!” he called out while placing their breakfast on the
table in the room. At the same time, he heard Zayne groaning from
under the blankets on the bed.

“It’s too early. Go
away, Vice,” Zayne moaned, waving him away with one hand.

“Never too early,
buddy. Come on, rise and shine!” He grinned while pulling the
blankets off him, relieved to find Zayne at least had his boxers
on, considering he hadn’t thought through his prank well. “I’ve got
breakfast here coffee and bagels, dude.”

“Now you’re talking!”
Deciding to exert himself, Zayne got up and sat on the edge of the
bed. He looked over at Vice. “Show me to the coffee gods.” He
walked over, sat at the table, and took a big gulp of coffee,
followed by a massive bite of his bagel. Waving it around, he said
to Vice through a mouth full of food. “Boy, this is good! Thanks,
buddy. When I’ve finished this, I’ll have a shower, then get on to
Hyde, okay?”

“Yeah? Thanks, buddy.”
He was itching to get on to things quicker. It seemed to take
forever for Zayne to have his shower. Vice felt relieved when Zayne
finally made an appearance from the steamy bathroom. Zayne, after
combing his hair, grabbed his cell off the bedside table. He
brought up Hyde’s name and pushed the short dial, whistling while
he waited for him to answer. “Hey Hyde, it’s me. How are you doing?
Yeah, I’m good too. What I’m calling for is that I need some help
for my buddy Vice. It’s the kind of challenge you like. My buddy,
Vice, and his girl Hazel got shot while we were at his cabin in the
woods. We took her to the local hospital, and they stabilized her
to medivac her to Chicago General. To cut a long story short, Vice
was told he couldn’t travel with her. Therefore, we had to drive
through to Chicago.

When we arrived in
Chicago, they had no trace of her arriving at the hospital. I
sweet-talked one of the receptionists to check the other hospitals
for me. She turned up nothing. No one under the name of our female
gunshot victim had arrived anywhere in Chicago. For whatever
reason, she’s disappeared into thin air, and we can’t find any
trace of her. Can you help my buddy Vice and me and see what you
can find? See if you can solve the mystery of where she’s gone.
Sorry, all we have is her first name. No other details. She might
have been running away from somebody or something we think.

“Sure, I can help you
guys out without charge of course Zayne. Boy, he’s a fast worker
with the ladies by the sounds.”

“Yeah, that’s our Vice
he works fast when he falls hard for a pretty lady.” He grinned
over at Vice seeing a smile on his face. He rolled his eyes even
though Hyde couldn’t see. “Thanks, you’re impressive, pal. I owe
you one big time now for helping us out.”

“Of course, I’ll make
sure it’s a big deal too” he laughed over the phone.

Zayne sighed as he
hung up, looking over at Vice. “He’s going to check around for us
and see what he can find out.”

“Thanks, Zayne. I wish
there were something I could do, however. I can’t sit around
twiddling my thumbs. I need to be out there looking for her.”

“I know, buddy. Let’s
see if Hyde gets back to us with some answers shortly.”
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 Chapter Three: Hyde

 


 


After hanging up the
phone with Zayne, I blew out a breath; of course, trust Zayne to
throw a curveball case at me. Where to start was the next problem
in the puzzle. It would not be easy when all I had was her first
name. It was going to be like looking for a needle in a haystack.
But at least I had one thing in my favor; Hazel wasn’t a common
first name in these parts. I sat at my desk, tapping my pen while I
pondered where to start looking. No social security number: a woman
of mystery with a dubious past. I’d leave no stone unturned to see
what I could find about this mysterious Hazel. However, if anyone
can get to the bottom of the mystery, it’s me. I can and will find
out. I will not stop until I solve this case, which intrigued me
before I started.

I shot off a text to
Zayne. What’s the name of the bush hospital where you took
Hazel first, buddy?

Shaking my head at his
response when it came back. Don’t you know that already? Only
kidding. Bushside Rural.

Hyde: You’re such a
comedian. Thanks, buddy. You will owe me one. 

Zayne: I know. I’ll
owe you forever. 

Hyde: I’ll keep
reminding you.

Zayne: Yeah, yeah.

I type Bushside Rural
on my computer, bringing up their details to see where I’m heading
for the next few days. Before grabbing my truck keys off my desk, I
note their address and phone number. Finally, I exited my office,
informing my receptionist/secretary Belinda. “I’ll be away for a
couple of days. Only contact me if it’s urgent Sweetheart.”

“Sure thing,” she
replied, smiling back.

“I don’t know where
I’d be without you, Belinda.” I grinned.

“In a deep hole
probably” she giggled. “Go on hurry up and get out of here,” she
grinned.

She always runs the
office like a tight ship in my absence. She's got a cool head with
any demanding clients she might encounter. I got in my truck and
headed home. I call my brother Randy along the way; he’s taking
care of my dog Digger in my absence again. He’s obliging as always,
happy to do anything for me when I need to go away for work. After
he’s put in a few protests about how much bother it is him doing
this for me, I should be more thankful. Plus, what a challenge it
is looking after Digger; he’s such a difficult dog to mind. But,
deep down, he loves looking after Digger, and I’m sure he spoils
him more than I do. I arrive home and let Digger out for a run in
the back garden.

At the same time, I
pack a few things in my sports bag and a few items for Digger in
another bag. I carry everything out, throw it in the back of my
truck, and go back inside. I whistle and call for Digger out in the
rear garden, and he comes running with his tongue hanging out. He
jumps up on me, all excited as I scratch him under the chin. “Come
on, buddy; you’re off to Uncle Randy’s for a couple of days while
Daddy goes away.

”Okay, I know I’m one
of those people who talk to their pets. But hey, he is my baby. He
runs after me, following me while I lock the house and head out to
the truck. He continues barking excitedly at me since he loves
riding in the truck. I opened my door, and he jumped in, barking,
then going over to sit on the passenger seat. While he sits,
waiting patiently for me to put the window down for him. I belted
myself up, started the engine, and powered the windows down. Digger
can now hang his head out, ears flapping in the breeze as we drive
to Randy’s house.

I get out after I’ve
pulled into Randy’s driveway leaving the door open for Digger to
get out. While I’m getting Digger’s bag out from the back of my
truck, Randy opens the door and calls out,

“Digger!” Digger jumps
out the window and runs over, barking and waiting for Randy to
scratch him behind the ears. I stand there shaking my head yelling
at him, “why use the door when you can use the window Digger.” I
walk over to Randy and hand over the bag. “Here you go, bro. You
should have enough food in there to last while I’m away. Here’s $20
in case it’s not.”

“What did you say,
Digger? You want some beers?” he laughed.

I glared at him.

“Only kidding, Bro….”
he grinned. “You fall for it every time you sucker.”

I pulled a twenty out
of my wallet and handed it to Randy. I made out to pull it back at
the mention of beers. “Like that, is it? I’ll see you in a few
days,” passing him the note back. I bend down to hug Digger before
I get up and leave.

I got back in my truck
and programmed the address of where I was heading in my GPS. I
reversed down his drive and headed out on my way. Once I arrived in
River Town, I found a motel to stay at. I found one that didn’t
look too sketchy. I parked in the car park and went to the office,
renting a room for several nights. I inserted my card in the lock,
beginning to give up hope when it finally opened on the third
attempt. It looked clean even if the room was a bit spare of
furniture. I dumped my bag on the bed and made a coffee while I
planned what to do when I got to the hospital. I felt refreshed
after my coffee now to get to work. I got back in my truck and
headed over to Bushside Rural Hospital.

After parking, I
exited my truck and walked to the main entrance. I entered and
headed over to the reception desk.

“Good afternoon. Can I
help you, sir?” The receptionist grinned up at me.

“I sure hope you can.
My sister Hazel got admitted here with a gunshot wound to the
shoulder. What room is she in, please?” I flash my cheesiest grin
and pleading eyes.

“Are you a relative,
sir?”

“Yes, as I said, she
is my sister.”

After clicking a few
keys on her keyboard, she said, “We have no one by that name
admitted to the hospital, sir.”

“Yeah, her boyfriend
told me she was getting airlifted to Chicago. But the thing is, she
never arrived there. I thought she might still be here, but she's
not. Therefore, I’m trying to find out where she went. I’m getting
extremely concerned about her safety and welfare now.”

“Hmmm…” More clicking
on her keyboard. “I can see she got picked up for transport by
paramedics. She got transported by air to Chicago General, so she
should be there.”

Once again grinning up
at me. Like all my questions were answered, yet again, thinking
she’d fobbed me off once more. Little did she know I’m more
persistent than she thinks. “She didn’t ma’am. She’s disappeared
off the face of the earth. I’d want to talk to the person in charge
to find out where she went.”

“Okay, give me a
moment.” She picked up her phone, dialing a few numbers. Then she
began talking in hushed tones. I tried to hear what she was saying,
but it was impossible with the background noise going on.

“Dr. Smith will be out
to speak to you shortly, Sir. If you’d like to sit and wait in the
relative’s room, the door is right behind you.”

 I turned around,
and spotting the door, I turned and entered the room to wait. I sat
down and waited for this mysterious Dr. Smith to arrive. I wondered
what could be so important that he needed to tell me in private.
Ten minutes later, I was getting antsy and about to get up and
tackle the receptionist again. When the door suddenly opened, and a
grey-haired man entered the room.

He smiled at me, “I’m
Dr. Smith, and you are?”

“Dale Green,” I
replied, shaking his hand. “Brother to Hazel, whom you admitted
yesterday with a gunshot wound to the shoulder. She now seems to
have disappeared while in your care. I’d like to know what you did
to her and what has happened to her,” I spat out
authoritatively.

“Are you sure you’re
her brother, Mr. Green?” he asked suspiciously. "We were informed
she had no relatives."

“Why yes, I am. Would
you like me to provide a birth certificate or something else as
proof?” I hoped my bluff would work.

“No, I guess not. She
got transported by paramedics in her medivac to Chicago. Once we’ve
signed her over to the paramedics, she becomes their
responsibility. Once they signed the form, she was all theirs.
Unfortunately, Mr. Green, that’s all I can tell you.”

“Okay, gotcha. Which
paramedic company picked her up?”

“Our usual local
company. Bushside.” I couldn’t believe my luck in picking today to
do my weekly visit here. I was here to check on any patients and
see if there were any with no family I could ship back to my
private facility in Chicago. Not in my wildest dreams did I expect
to meet anyone looking for my little wolfette.

“Thanks for your
help.” Not, I thought to myself. I walked from the room, knowing my
next stop would be Bushside paramedics. While returning to my
truck, I looked up their details on my cell phone. I got back in my
truck and set their address in the GPS. I started the engine and
drove off, hoping to get more information from the paramedics once
I got there. I worried there would be more shifting responsibility
about what was happening to Hazel. I was beginning to smell a rat
and knew something wasn’t right. Something had happened to Hazel,
and people were covering it up. I needed to find her before
anything else happened, or she disappeared forever. I could feel it
in my gut. I always trusted my instincts. It was never wrong.
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 Chapter Four: Hazel

 


 


When I came to once
again, I was back in bed. Damn, they must have returned after I
passed out. I was subdued once again. For an extra measure, they
double strapped me down everywhere to ensure I didn’t escape this
time. I couldn’t even move; I was bound too tight. Escape seemed
impossible right now. I had to hope for a chance later when the
time was right. I heard a key in the door and watched and waited to
see who would come through the door. I waited and wondered to see
who or what wanted me so badly they would do this to me.

A large grey-haired
man in a doctor’s coat entered through the door. I hadn’t seen him
before; I didn’t know who he was. “Who are you, and what do you
want with me?” I demanded of him like I was in any position to
order this of anyone.

“Hello, my dear! Who I
am is of no importance to you? However, you are important to me.
Due to the fact I discovered your secret by accident? Hence, we
will find you of use in our experiments,” he replied with a
devilish grin.

I tried to squirm
against my bindings, to no avail. “Please don’t hurt me. I didn’t
do anything to you.”

“Not yet anyway, my
sweet. I need to take blood from you, but first….”

“No!” I squealed,
watching in horror when he pulled a syringe from behind his back,
sticking it in my neck. I faded out, and darkness took over once
again.

 


*****

“It’s safe to come in
now, you idiots!” I yelled to the two orderlies waiting out in the
hallway. “Wheel her down to the examination room at the end of the
hallway,” I ordered. If any of them had half a brain, they’d be
dangerous. I followed them to the room where the others were ready,
waiting for us. Everyone was prepped and prepared for my
experiments to begin. First, we need to take skin samples from her
body. Second, I needed to observe what we could further understand
about her. I was fascinated by how her shapeshifting process to her
wolf form occurred. I couldn’t believe it when we stumbled across
her and discovered the secret she was hiding. The scientist in me
couldn’t wait to get my hands on her and see how everything
evolved. What made her different from everyone else? We also took
blood samples to help further my studies.

Next, I injected her
with some hormones to stimulate the release of eggs, readying her
for the next stage of my experiment to impregnate her. I even
managed an evil laugh inside myself at this part. I don’t know why,
but it excited me. I could feel myself getting a hard-on at the
thought. Calm down, you old devil, before anyone else
notices. “Okay, everyone we’re done here for now. Per my
notes, take all those samples and do what you will with them. Tell
those two bumbling orderlies to get back in here and return her to
her room.”

Everyone scurried from
the room, doing as I asked while I waited for the two bumbling
orderlies to return. “About time you got here; hurry up, you two,
and take her back before the drugs wear off. Or she might end up
having you both for lunch!” I laughed at the stupid fools. I
watched them scurrying back to her room as fast as they could. She
was still bound to the bed as tight as we could without hurting
her. I returned to my office to start writing up the notes of what
we had accomplished today.

I couldn’t wait to see
what we discovered with our samples. I picked up the phone, calling
the head of the department. “Greaves? It’s me. Put everything else
on hold and ensure the latest samples from the girl I sent down are
a priority.”

“Yes, sir. When we
have any updates, I’ll let you know.”

“Good. I look forward
to seeing the results and starting the next part of my experiment.”
I was rubbing my hands in excitement, unable to help myself with
the plans in store for her.

 


****

Hazel

 


Once again, I was
trying to find my way out of the fog in my head, trying to see and
think. I needed to make sense of what was happening to me. What had
they given me once again to put me out? I was disappointed that I
was still bound to the bed with a drip attached to my arm. I
wondered what they had done to me this time while I had been out of
things since I found myself attached to a drip. I had no way of
telling since I was still tied to the bed, with no escape. Too weak
now for some reason. Which meant I wouldn’t be able to change.
Which left me unable to try and escape my bindings. I sighed; there
was nothing to do but lie here, helpless, until someone came to
check on me in my room. Alternatively, I could try to do something
to try and free myself. Vice had no idea where I was or what had
happened to me since he hadn’t come to save me. Yet anyway. I held
out hope that one day he would. Nothing for me to do now but play
the waiting game to see what happens next. I need to find out what
their plans were for me.

Not long after, a
nurse came into the room. I was disappointed to see it was a man in
surgical scrubs carrying a tray in his hand. I hoped it contained
food since I was starting to feel very hungry. Without saying a
word to me nor looking in my direction. He placed the tray on the
table beside the bed. He then wound the bed up, allowing me to half
sit up. I hoped he would untie me, because it would be hard to eat,
tied and bound to a bed. I needed to eat to regain my strength and
try to plan my escape. Unfortunately, I discovered to my detriment,
that they were wise to my tricks.

“Don’t think you’ll be
getting untied either, Bitch” he growled. “We’re not going to have
a repeat performance of earlier. I’m leaving you tied up, that’s
for sure. I drew the short straw to feed you. I’m not happy about
having to do this. You better not give me any trouble; I’m warning
you,” he snarled, taking the cloche off the plate. He picked up a
spoon and sat on the bed to feed me soup. He dug the spoon in the
bowl and put the spoon in my mouth without any due care.

“Ow,” I mumbled
through the food as he hit my teeth with the spoon. I swallowed,
licking my lips. It did taste delicious. I watched while he dug
another spoonful of soup out of the bowl. This was my punishment
for him getting the short straw to feed me. He kept shoving the
spoon in my mouth without any regard for me and the fact that he
was hurting me. I was glad when that indignity was finally over. My
next course on the menu was beef stew with rice and veggies. It was
lucky for me that it was something he didn’t have to cut up, or
goodness knows what he’d be doing to me with a fork in his hand. He
was bad enough with a spoon. I was glad that at least the stew was
delicious. It filled the hole in my stomach, calming down the
grumbling noises it had been making. Next up was Jell-o and
pudding. I shook my head. “No, I don’t want any more.”

“I was ordered to feed
you. You’re eating every bite whether you like it or not, bitch”
snarling at me, curling his lip up at the corner.

I don’t know why he
was so angry with me. I had done nothing to him. I clamped my mouth
shut and shook my head no. But no, he was having none of that. I
watched as he slammed the bowl on the tray, spilling food and
making me jump in fright.

He grabbed my mouth and
prised open my jaw. “You better not bite me, bitch!” he yelled. He
held on with one hand, holding my bottom jaw open. He grabbed the
dessert bowl, pouring it into my mouth and making me choke and gag.
I was unable to swallow. He was holding my mouth open. There was
too much, and I began spluttering and spitting it out of my
mouth.

“Bitch! I said you
were eating every bit of this food. Now
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