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BY TIFFANY SHAND



Chapter 1

Tyres screeched and Melanie Greenwood gripped onto the car’s door handle for dear life. Dear God, we are going to die if she keeps driving like this. She was glad her gran had recommended locking the door after they had left their latest rental house in a hurry.

Her grandmother swung their battered little Honda Civic around the corner and light flashed by the windows. Mel could have sworn she had felt the tyres lift off the ground for a few seconds.

“Gran, you’ll crash the car if you’re not careful,” Mel grumbled, and brushed her long curly brown hair off her face. “Please slow down. You don’t need to drive like a maniac.” She still didn’t know why they had left the house in such a hurry. One moment everything had seemed normal when they had come home from late night shopping, but then gran had insisted they needed to leave at once.

“We’ve got to keep moving.” Her gran swerved again, and horns blared as other cars almost collided into them. She didn’t sound the least bit flustered. Mel wondered how she managed to keep her cool. “I told you to keep your head down. Why do you never listen to me?”

She didn’t want or need to keep her head down. This was just another one of her grandmother’s episodes. Mel didn’t bother answering the question. “You’ll get us killed if you keep driving so bad.” 

How she wished she had managed to find a doctor who could give her gran some help. But Gran never let her go near a GP surgery. Mel had never been sick a day in her life either, so pretending to be hadn’t convinced Gran to take her to see a doctor. Her gran needed help and after tonight she would make sure she got some.

Her gran ignored her.

Mel glanced behind them. As usual, she saw nothing except a black mass darting alongside them in the shadows. She had seen it so many times, but her gran had never told her about what it was or why it kept following them. Mel decided it was just a shadow. What else could it be? She didn’t share her grandmother’s paranoia nor would she take part in her delusions.

She pushed her long hair off her face once more and stared at herself in the rising mirror. Her pale skin looked ghostly in the dancing city lights and her blue eyes had dark circles under them. Her grandmother looked just as dishevelled with her weathered skin, messy long grey hair that she had swept back in a bun and washed-out blue eyes.

Mel prayed they wouldn’t crash. Most of her life had been spent running, never staying in one place for too long. Whenever Mel asked her gran about it, she either got ignored or Gran made up some excuse. All Gran had told her was it was important for them to keep moving.

Melanie was sick of the excuses and the needless running. But she couldn’t demand answers right now. Not the middle of a high-speed chase. If she distracted her grandmother too much things were going to get very bad.

Lights blurred past as Gran swerved and sped around the unfamiliar city streets. The glowing lights and towering buildings felt so alien to her after leaving their house in the woods.

Melanie still had no idea where they were. Usually, whenever they moved somewhere they stayed in rural areas in the middle of nowhere with nothing but trees for company.

“Where are we going?” Mel asked instead. Perhaps that would be something her gran would answer.

“Somewhere safe,” was all Gran said.

Mel sighed. Where was safe? Every time they moved Gran insisted it would be safe. Mel had liked the new house, and everything had seemed fine until they had come home from shopping and Gran had freaked out over something. Mel couldn’t remember what it had been or what had caused it. Everything had still looked the same to her when they had walked in.

She sometimes wondered if the so-called danger was all in her gran’s head. People had mental illnesses – she’d read about them in the hope she might find out if Gran had one. Bringing up the possibility of seeing a doctor hadn’t gone over well with Gran.

Maybe I’m paranoid too and I’m imagining that shadow thing. Mel turned around again, and a sliver of fear ran down her spine. What is it and why does it keep chasing us?

The shadow darted along from building to building, blacking out the bright lights.

People could hallucinate when they were scared, couldn’t they?

An old woman with a rollator was crossing the road and screamed as their car veered towards her.

“Gran, watch out! You’re going to run her over!” Mel shut her eyes and braced herself for the inevitable impact.

It didn’t come. Cars swerved and more horns blared.

Please let this be over soon.

“Gran, you’re going to get us killed. Slow down!” Mel opened her eyes again and reached across the seat to grip her grandmother’s arm. “Maybe we should head to the hospital.”

Her grandmother gave a harsh laugh. “Why would we need to go to hospital? Neither of us is hurt yet.”

“No, but you’re not right in the head,” Mel wanted to say. The words were there on the edge of her tongue, but she couldn’t voice them out loud. Not yet. It was best not to start an argument at a time like this.

Gran turned the wheel as the shadow darted in front of them.

Gran said some strange words Mel couldn’t quite make out. Energy vibrated through the air and glass exploded outward, static humming against Mel’s skin. The car swerved again and collided with something solid. Light exploded around them and the car flipped over. Once, twice, three times. Blood roared through her ears. 

Mel screamed; her head spun from the violent impact. The spinning seemed to go on forever as the car continued to flip over.

Mel kept her eyes shut. She knew death was coming. Its icy fingers reached out for her. She was too young to die at only seventeen. She hadn’t even begun to live yet.

Why hadn’t she done more to get her grandmother help with her mental illness? Why hadn’t she demanded more answers? Thoughts raced through her whirling mind as the car continued its nerve-wracking spiral.

Maybe in death, she would get answers to all of her questions. Maybe her gran would at least find some peace then. At least they won’t have to run anymore, she tried to tell herself as tears filled her eyes.

It wasn’t enough. Mel wasn’t ready to die yet.

Finally, the car stopped, turning the right way up.

Mel held her breath for several moments and waited. Death’s icy touch retreated, and her heart pounded in her ears like a jackhammer. She took several deep breaths, gasping for air. Mel couldn’t believe it. She was still alive. Her seatbelt dug into her neck like the edge of a knife.

Mel felt around her body, relieved to find she was still in one piece. Her ears rang so loud it took a few moments for her to hear her gran speaking.

Her vision swam, and she had to blink a few times. Slowly the world came back into focus. The bright lights stung her eyes and the onslaught of racing cars in city noise screeched through her ears.

“Melanie, are you alright?” Gran asked.

“I...think so.” Mel blinked a few times. “Are you okay?” She looked her grandmother up and down. At least they both seemed to be breathing and unharmed.

Gran drew a knife from somewhere and cut through her seatbelt. Her long grey-hair had fallen out of its bun and blood had splattered across her forehead. “I’m fine. We need to get out of here.” Gran turned and sliced through Mel’s seatbelt.

Mel glanced through the windscreen and gasped as the black mass of darkness moved towards them. It blocked out the array of shimmering city lights in the distance. “Oh God, what is that?”

Had she hit her head during the crash? Was she hallucinating now too? She touched her forehead, searching for any sign of a bump or a graze. But found none.

Gran grabbed hold of her arm and said some strange words again. Light spiralled around them. Mel squeezed her eyes shut and her head spun once more.

Mel gasped as she fell onto hard ground. She took several deep breaths. Hard dirt brushed against her face and cold air hit her like tiny knives.

The city lights, the car and that strange shadow thing had vanished.

Somehow they had ended up outside and the car had vanished. Trees surrounded them, staring at them like dark watchful spectres. 

Mel drew in another breath then let it out as she scrambled up into a sitting position. “How... How did we get out of the car?” Mel rubbed her face and ran a hand through her hair. “We were trapped.” She used her other hand to rub her eyes, half expecting this to be a dream or a hallucination like that shadow thing they had seen at the back of the car.

Gran leaned back against the tree and sighed. “It doesn’t matter. We are safe for the moment.”

Trees surrounded them on all sides. They were in a forest in the middle of nowhere. In the distance, the city lights shone like bright beacons.

They couldn’t have moved from one place to another, though, could they? Not in a matter of seconds.

Mel had seen her gran do some strange things over the years. Teleporting hadn’t been one of them. Had her grandmother somehow used this magic?

No, that made no sense. Sure, magic might exist in their world since the fae had saved their planet several years earlier. Mel had never learned much about the fae nor cared to do so. She had never even met one of the creatures of legend since they mostly kept to themselves or had retreated back into their own realm.

“We need to get moving.” Gran stopped to catch her breath. “It will be searching for us again.”

“What will?” Mel demanded. “What was that thing?” She put her hands on her hips. “I want answers. Right now. No more hiding the truth from me. You can’t hide anything from me anymore. Not after what’s happened tonight.”

Gran sighed and shook her head. “We have to go. I promise I’ll explain everything once we’re safe. But right now, we don’t have time to waste. If we don’t get moving, that shadow will find us, and we will both die.”

A sliver of fear ran down her spine, but Mel didn’t weaken her resolve. “No. How the hell did we get out of the car and come here?”

“Melanie, you don’t understand how dangerous that thing is.” Gran tugged at her arm, but Mel stood firm. “Please, stop fighting me and just do as I say for once.”

“You always promise to give me an explanation and never do,” Mel snapped. “I deserve to know the truth. Was... Was that some kind of magic?”

The whole idea was ridiculous. She had always thought the idea about the fae saving the earth had been some kind of fairy tale. Sure, people might have saved the planet, but that didn’t make the fae real. But then her grandmother had somehow found a way to teleport Mel. She didn’t know how else to explain it.

Gran bit her lip. “It... Come on. It’s close by. I can sense it.” She grabbed Mel’s arm and pulled. “We have to move. I’ll carry you if I have to.”

Mel scoffed at that. Being a woman in her late sixties, Mel knew full well her grandmother couldn’t carry her anywhere. An iciness came over her — like she had felt back in the car and that shadow thing had chased them.

God, had it found them already? If so, how?

Gran gripped her arm and dragged her past several trees and Mel stumbled as she fought to get her arm loose. Her grandmother’s grip was a lot stronger than she would have thought possible for an old woman.

Together they hurried through the woods. Mel was glad now she had thought to put on jeans and boots. It made the trek a little easier.

She wanted to stop and demand answers from Gran again but decided against it. Gran was right about one thing. Now wasn’t the time, not with that thing after them. Once they got somewhere safe, she would damn well get answers whether Gran wanted to give them to her or not. The time for secrecy was over.

The icy feeling grew more intense. Then she spotted the black mass edging towards the trees behind them.

“Oh, crap.” Mel’s heart pounded in her ears. “How did it find us? What is it?”

“Go, Melanie.” Gran gave her a shove. “Keep going until you get back into the city. I’ve called the Guardians. Trust no one but them.”

Guardians? What Guardians? Mel had no idea what she was on about. Gran had never mentioned them before or who they might be. As far as she knew her grandmother was her legal guardian. Yet somehow she suspected that wasn’t the kind of guardian Gran had been referring to.

Light flashed between her gran’s hands and a sword appeared.

Mel gasped, unable to believe her eyes. Since when did her gran use a sword? The only weapon Mel had ever seen her wield was an old-fashioned broom.

What was her gran? And why hadn’t she told Mel about any of this craziness before now? 

She had no idea what any of this meant. Her mind raced with confusion and dozens of unanswered questions.

The blackness came closer and two beasts shot out of the darkness. They were canine-like with fangs and hairy bodies, yet they stood on two legs.

Gran leapt into action and swung the sword at the first beast as it came at her.

Mel stood there, frozen. This couldn’t be real. Any moment now she would wake up from this nightmare and find herself back at the rental house in her new, uncomfortable bed and a tiny little bedroom she had planned on painting.

“Run, Melanie! Go!”

The second beast came straight towards Mel.

Mel turned and ran, her boots clunking against the hard ground. She wished she had a weapon on her. A knife. Something she could use to defend herself with, but she had nothing. The only choice she had now was to keep running.

She hated leaving Gran behind, but at least she seemed to be able to take care of herself. Heck, she had a sword to fight with, and she seemed to know how to use it.

Mel wanted to gag at the stench of the creature’s foul breath. She yelped as her foot got caught in a tree branch. Mel stumbled, but managed to regain her footing. She spun around and saw the beast was almost upon her.

God, I’m going to die. Mel took off running again then hit the ground as her foot caught on something. Pain exploded inside her ankle. She didn’t know if it was broken or just sprained.

She raised her hands to shield herself as the beast leapt at her. Light flared around her palms, forming a shield of glowing pink light. It knocked the beast away from her.

Mel stared at her hands in disbelief.

“Hey!” A dark-haired man and blond-haired woman appeared from the tree line.

Where did these strangers come from? What were they doing here?

The beast charged towards them.

In one swift move, the man cut off the beast’s head. 

The woman rushed over to Mel. “Are you okay?”

Mel continued to stare at her hands as the light she had seen faded from them.

Had she just used magic?
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“Are you hurt?” The woman kneeling beside her gave her a concerned look. She had long blond hair, pale skin and blue eyes. She wore a dark blue jacket and black jeans along with a sword strapped across her back. “Are you Melanie? It’s okay, we’re not here to hurt you.”

Mel blinked, still fixated on her hands. They had stopped glowing. 

Had she imagined it? What had that strange light been? It couldn’t have come from her. She could barely use a microwave. How the heck could she throw light from her hands? This whole night had been nothing but a series of random craziness. None of it made sense.

“Melanie?” She flinched when the woman put her hand on her shoulder. “Are you hurt?”

The man came over. He had short, curly black hair and grey eyes. “The beast is gone. The other one disappeared. Is she okay?

“What... What happened?” Mel finally found her voice and lowered her hands. She had to have imagined that strange light. If she had some kind of freaky magic, she would have known about it long before now.

“You were attacked by lycans but it’s okay. You’re safe now,” the woman said. “I’m Jess—”

Mel scrambled up. “Where’s my gran?” She hadn’t run that far before she’d fallen. “Gran?” she called out her.

Her gran wasn’t anywhere to be seen. Ignoring her throbbing ankle, she trudged off. Her grandmother had to be around there somewhere. You can’t disappear into thin air. Then Mel remembered how Gran had teleported them out of the car earlier. Okay, so maybe she could, but she wouldn’t leave Mel behind. That was one thing Mel was certain about, despite all the weird stuff that happened that night.

“Melanie, wait.” Jess moved in front of her. “Your grandmother called us to help you. We are Guardians. I’m Jess Monroe and this is my brother, Simon.”

Mel stumbled and yelped from the pain in her ankle.

“Whoa, there.” Simon put a hand out to stop her. “You’re doing more damage to it if you keep moving.”

“But my gran – I have to find her.”

Her gran had been at the bottom of the hill. Damn it, she needed to get down there. In a blur of movement, she found herself in the spot she had just been thinking about.

Her head spun and her stomach recoiled at the sensation. How had she got down there so fast? Why did all these strange things keep happening to her?

This had to be a nightmare. One she wanted to wake up from right now.

Mel waited, half expecting herself to do just that.

Nothing happened.

“Gran?” she called out again. “Gran, where are you? Answer me.”

This was the last spot she’d seen her in. All that remained was the sword Gran had been using.

Jess and Simon hurried downhill. Mel bent and picked up
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