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READER INFORMATION

You will consistently notice the spelling of the word ‘magic’ as ‘magick’ throughout this series. This is intentional and not a spelling mistake.

Some of you may already be aware of the difference between the two, but for those of you who aren’t, here is a brief overview to give you a better idea:

Magic is something attributed to magicians. The likes of Paul Daniels, Harry Houdini, David Blaine, David Copperfield, Derren Brown, Dynamo...

Basically, those who are skilled in the fine art of optical illusions.

Magick is something attributed most famously to Aleister Crowley. Those of you who are familiar with his name will no doubt already know his famous quote – ‘Magick is the Science and Art of causing Change to occur in conformity with Will.’

In essence, the addition of the letter ‘k’ distinguishes spiritual discipline from stage magic and sleight of hand tricks.

Where it concerns my characters, and the forthcoming tale, it is used from the perspective of magical realism, hence using the alternative spelling.
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Dedication

To all of you who believe in the supernatural—this is for you.
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Beginnings

Katana—her fifth birthday

Most little girls at the tender age of five are dreaming of unicorns, Hello Kitty, and anything pink and glittery. 

But Katana Kempe was not like most little girls. It wasn’t that she was deformed in some way or even had a genius level IQ, but it was more the fact that her family hunted werewolves for a living. To them, werewolves were as normal in their lives as dogs in the lives of humans. 

However, the truth of the existence of werewolves was still very much a shrouded secret. Stories had banded about the world for centuries of men turning into rabid, blood-thirsty creatures, but only ever on a full-moon. 

In the UK, the threat of werewolves had been ever present to the extent that by the seventeenth century, official records stated that not even natural wolves were in existence anymore. All traces of wolves, natural and supernatural, were long gone from the country.

To Katana Kempe, her bedtime stories to blissfully lull her into a deep sleep were not of princes and princesses finding their happily ever after, but of monstrous creatures rising from the darkness, horrid abominations of nature that her family slayed to keep people safe. 

She’d heard the story hundreds of times—the tale of Henry Kempe, her infamous ancestor who started this journey for the Kempe family. 

“His courage in the face of danger is still unrivalled to this day,” Malaceia, Katana’s father said, settling her into bed. “He knew their town was being stalked by a rabid beast. He knew whatever it was happened to be so grotesque and such a freak of nature that only he could take it on. When a third little girl went missing from her bed, Henry knew he had to take action.”

Katana’s bright blue eyes grew wide with fear. “A little girl went missing from her bed? Just like me?”

Malaceia nodded. “She was older than you, but yes, she was just like you. But you are so much safer. Death himself couldn’t break in here without someone knowing about it and coming to protect you.”

Katana gave her daddy a big grin and snuggled down under her plain blue duvet, ready for the rest of the story.

“Henry tried telling his towns folk of what he had seen but he was laughed at. So, he took his dog and mounted his horse and rode off into the forest. He returned six days later dragging the body of a beastly wolf and carrying its head on a stick. The kill was so fresh, its blood was still drying on his white riding cape. In fact, there had been so much blood spilled, his white riding hood was now painted red—red with the blood of his kill. That’s how we got our name, petal—The Red Riding Hoods.”

“I wish I could meet Henry,” Katana whispered, snuffling into her warm bedclothes. “He’d have been so big and so strong.”

Malaceia nodded. “He was, petal. He was an incredible man. When the towns folk saw what he was carrying into the square, gasps and screams sounded around him. Before their very eyes, the headless body withered back into that of a man. When someone fetched the good King himself, it was decided there and then that Henry Kempe would now be revered as the expert in ridding the land of such wicked creatures.”

Katana clapped her hands together and squealed, her eyes gleaming with excitement. “Daddy, tell the rest!”

“Henry had caught the beast feasting on the girl’s heart, liver, and kidneys. He knew this must mean something to them as nothing else on her delicate body had been harmed. So, in front of the town, in the middle of the square, he gutted the man’s body and removed the same three organs. Then, in three separate fires, he burned the body, the organs, and the head to nothing but a pile of ashes.”

“And then?”

“And then King John congratulated Henry on such a fantastic job and bestowed upon him all the weapons and money he would ever need to complete the task of killing all of these creatures throughout the whole land.”

“And then he got married and had lots of children and taught them all to be just like him.”

Malaceia playfully tapped the end of his daughter’s button nose. “Exactly. And his children had children and taught them all the same, and it followed on through the centuries until we end up with you here, today.”

“And I’m going to be just like Henry,” Katana said, her small voice full of pride and conviction. “And you, Daddy.”

Malaceia nodded and pulled his lips into a thin line. “But there is lots to learn first, petal. Now, it’s time for sweet dreams before your first big day of training tomorrow.”

After a kiss on the cheek from her beloved father, Katana drifted off into a deep sleep full of werewolves dying at her hands.

––––––––
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KATANA—HER SIXTEENTH birthday

It was the morning of her sweet sixteen, but for Katana it was merely another day closer to being out in the field, hunting these creatures and protecting the innocent from their monstrous paws. 

She hadn’t even opened a card or said thank you to her parents for her presents she had yet to open; she had questions that needed answers.

Storming into her father’s office, she threw the Kempe family history book that she’d been given as a child on his desk and folded her arms over her chest. 

“But, how, Dad? I don’t understand how Henry knew to cut all those organs out and burn them separately. It doesn’t make sense. Any normal person would think that cutting the head off something would be more than enough to kill it.”

Malaceia shrugged his shoulders and sighed. “I don’t know, Katana. Call it gut instinct or whatever, but he just knew that’s what had to be done, so he did it. It obviously worked out for the best, hmmm? You ask far too many questions instead of just accepting what is.” Malaceia clapped his hands together. “Now, have you reconsidered Tobias Bembridge’s offer?”

Katana rolled her eyes. “I’m not interested, Dad. I’m sixteen now which means I have one more year of training before I can go out into the field and start killing these things in the real world.” 

“But we can’t let our bloodlines dry up, Katana. As a woman, you do have a right to bear children.”

“No,” Katana said, slapping her hand down on his mahogany desk. “I have the ability to bear children. It doesn’t mean I want to.”

“But the allegiances, Katana. If you married Tobias Bembridge, you’d be uniting The Red Riding Hoods with one of the greatest Preternatural Council families there are. Do you not understand how that could ensure our future?”

Katana narrowed her eyes at her father and set her hands on her hips. “Our future is dependent on werewolf numbers, not politically arranged marriages. Quit trying to marry me off already.”

Malaceia sighed and scrubbed his shovel-sized hands over his face. “I wish you’d give up on this ghost of a dream of going out into the field, Katana. It’s not where women belong. It’s a man’s world. Even for regular humans, hunting of any kind is a man’s world.”

Katana snorted. “And we’re also in the modern age where equality is ever present amongst the genders, Dad. Why have you even bothered to train me all these years if you didn’t want me to go out in the field?”

“It’s a requirement that all Kempe children go through the training regime. Think of it as compulsory self-defence classes.”

Katana screwed her nose up. “Are you kidding? So what, you figured that by now I’d be more interested in boys and nail varnish like all the other females in this family? Except aunt Marion of course.”

Malaceia shrugged his shoulders. “Something like that, yes.”

“What makes me less capable of killing a werewolf than Brogan or Ethan? Hell, they’ve had dozens of slip-ups in their live training sessions—I’ve had three.”

“Exactly. Three that could have resulted in your death.”

“And they had dozens that could have ended the same way.”

“Your brothers are more than aware of that when they start fighting. They know the consequences of their bad decisions.”

Katana lifted her hands up in front of her and waved. “Err, hello.”

“No, Katana,” Malaceia said. He stood behind his desk and slammed his fists down onto it. The practice of doing this over the years had begun to leave concave imprints in his antique wooden furniture. “You’re a female and it’s always different for the females.”

“Aunt Marion did it.” Katana hoped that bringing back memories of her dad’s younger sister would work in her favour. “She got over three hundred kills in her lifetime.”

Malaceia leaned forwards and sneered in his daughter’s face. “Exactly. And where is she now? Pushing up daisies because she made one mistake. And she didn’t even leave one child to carry on the bloodline.”

Without even thinking, Katana slapped her father around the face. The resounding crack from her palm meeting his solid cheek shocked her into realising what she’d done. She turned and ran. 

After that, she didn’t even dare be in the same vicinity as her father for several weeks. She learned through her mother, though, that she’d earned herself another years’ training after her seventeenth birthday.

“For discipline,” her mother said. “All great hunters must follow a strict code of discipline.”

“Great,” she muttered. “Another two years of this crap.”

“If your father hears you say that, expect another addition to your disciplinary sentence.”

Too stubborn for her own good, it Katana a little while to work out that sometimes keeping her mouth shut was the best way.

––––––––
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KATANA—TWO WEEKS AFTER her twenty-second birthday

She crept through the forest, step by step. Moonlight highlighted the path ahead, picking out the fallen twigs and bundles of dead leaves. A faint glimmer of orange light danced a mere few hundred yards away. A gentle breeze swept over her, sending a small chill down her spine.

Nearly at Grandma’s, she thought. Nearly in the warm with delicious food and a solid roof over my head.

Reaching the front door, she pushed it open, shouting over the creak of its hinges. “Grandma, Grandma, where are you? I’ve brought your favourite meatloaf.”

“In the bedroom, dear,” replied a croaky voice. “I’m not feeling too well.”

She crossed the tiny kitchen and approached the closed bedroom door. When she opened it, there sat Grandma, in bed, wearing her dressing gown and woolly hat, and cuddling a hot water bottle to her chest.

“Oh, Grandma. You don’t look well at all. What a big nose you have!”

“Dear child, all the better to smell that beautiful meatloaf with.”

“Your eyes are so big, Grandma. Do you need a cool cloth?”

“No, dear. They just allow me to see your sweet innocence even better.”

Katana walked around the side of her Grandma’s bed and sat down next to her. Taking hold of her gran’s forearm, she gasped. “Oh, Grandma! How warm and cuddly your arms are.”

“All to make our hugs better, sweet child.”

Katana put her hand in the basket and pulled out the meatloaf she’d so carefully wrapped earlier that afternoon. Carefully undoing the greaseproof paper, she exposed the divine smelling brown loaf that made her own stomach grumble.

“Would you like me to cut you some, Grandma? I bet it’ll make you feel better.”

“You spoil me, dear. That would be lovely, thank you.”

Before Katana could even think, an ear ringing punch knocked her clean off the bed, sending her sprawling through the air. When her head connected with the hard-wooden wall behind her, stars danced before her eyes.

Grandma flew out of bed, ripping her nightclothes from her body. Only it wasn’t Grandma beneath the clothes; it was a huge white wolf. 

Standing on its back legs, it stalked towards its prey, snapping its jaws with every step. Drool dangled from its pink gums.

Katana sighed and screamed in frustration. She glanced up at the top corner of the bedroom, knowing what was up there. 

Making eye contact with the small, black hole, she stuck her middle finger up at it and glared at whoever was watching.

“Are you fucking serious?” she said, climbing to her feet.

The wolf stopped in his tracks. His shoulders drooped, and he whined as he sat down on the bed. “Was it me?” he said. “Was I not scary enough? Did I hurt you?”

Katana rolled her eyes at her insecure friend. He had more social anxiety issues than a teenage girl. “I’m fine, Jacques. You were fine. It’s these idiots expecting me to still be training like this and taking them seriously.”

“Katana!” Malaceia shouted, storming into the cabin. “What the hell do you think you’re doing? You do know these training exercises cost money, right?”

As her father strode in, bustling all of his six-foot-six height and two-hundred-pound mass of muscles, Katana dropped her defiant gaze to the floor. She’d never admit it to anyone, but angering her father was the only thing she feared. However, sometimes it was needed to make a point.

“Dad, come on. I’m twenty-two years old and you got me going over training scenarios I did when I was six. I know all of the moves this little role-play takes and I can also win every single one blindfolded.”

“Pride comes before a fall, Katana. There is nothing wrong with going back to basics.”

“Dad, you sent Leon out into the field when he was barely seventeen. Ethan was hunting on his seventeenth birthday. Even the others had barely passed a week of being seventeen before you packed them off hunting. Yet here I am, being treated like a baby. Hell, by the time Brogan was my age, he’d killed over a hundred werewolves already. Come on, Dad. Give me a chance.”

Malaceia stared at his defiant daughter. Growing up with six older brothers had left her with little innocence or fears about broken nails. 

Still, being a female in this world was not easy. Unlike her brothers, Katana had too much of her own mind for Malaceia to class her as a confident hunter. He had a duty as her father to protect her. “Sometimes it’s the simple things that catch us off track.”

She sighed and strolled over to the basket full of fresh meatloaf. “Let’s not make this about uncle Arald. For once.”

Malaceia balled his fists at the mention of his twin’s name. “This isn’t about Arald,” he said, forcing each word through gritted teeth. “Why does everyone keep saying that? I couldn’t give two shits about damn Arald!”

Seeing the hatred oozing from his face, Katana struggled not to laugh. When her father looked like this, she likened it to the evil face pulled by her first horse, Hestallia. 

The chestnut mare had a unique ability to almost curdle milk with the sour, empty stare she’d give right before she whipped around and barrelled people in the face with both back feet. It had been a handy move to have in live training though—it caught many a werewolf off guard, buying Katana valuable seconds to gain the upper hand. Hestallia was now retired, and her son, Katana’s current horse, Altair, was much more amenable and used his speed rather than his back feet to gain time. 

Upon hearing Malaceia swear, Jacques gasped. He never swore. That fact in itself was more surprising than the fact Jacques was a talking wolf. 

“Dad, we’re concerned, that’s all,” Katana said. “It’s not every day you discover your twin brother has been having an affair with your arch enemy.”

Malaceia’s nostrils flared to a degree a racehorse would crave for. After several silent seconds, he finally said, “Do you really think you’re ready to go out in the field?”

Katana smirked and decided not to pick him up on his change of subject. “Yes, Dad. I’m more than ready.”

“Fine,” he said, seeming to calm down to a quiet simmer. “I guess I still see you as my little girl, that’s all. I’m worried about letting you go out there on your own.”

“I won’t be alone, Dad. I’ve got Jacques.”

Malaceia looked at his daughter’s shaggy haired companion and snorted. “It was a metaphor, sweetie. You may as well be alone for all the use he is. I really wish you’d take Calhoun or Dylan instead. Plus, don’t forget Tobias Bembridge is still asking for you. If you end up hurt or injured, he may not be interested anymore.”

Exasperated for this conversation for the thousandth time, Katana sighed. “Dad, we’ve been over this a million times. Jacques is a skilled fighter and an intelligent match for me. Calhoun is an arrogant brute and Dylan is always more interested in chasing the nearest bitch in heat. As for Tobias, that’s not even a discussion we’re going to have.”

Malaceia glanced over at Jacques who was now on the floor on all fours, ears drooping, tail between his legs and his belly touching the floor. “At least I know you’d be protected. Look at him, Katana. For goodness sake.”

“Remember what you always taught me about the wolves? That we need to be thankful for them. Being raised by witches and learning to talk isn’t the easy life some might think.”

He pulled his lips into a thin line and clenched his jaw. “Yes, I remember.”

“Right, so the fact he’s not a wrecking ball should be embraced, and he should be allowed to utilise the skills he does have. Do you agree?”

“Yes, Katana,” Malaceia sighed. “Just...not utilising them alongside you. Anyone but you.” He scrubbed his hands over his face. “I should have put my foot down when your mother insisted he be your partner.”

“Dad, you’ve trained me well. I have a good partner and a good horse. I’ll be just fine. I’m not going to win any wars using brute force, am I? So, intelligence and thinking outside the box are going to be my domain—exactly where Jacques fits in.”

“I know but...come on, Katana—” he motioned towards the self-pitying wolf “—since when do wolves have an emotional breakdown because they might not be scary enough?”

“Since when do wolves speak, Dad? None of this life is normal, period, so why do you keep expecting him to conform to what a normal wolf is?”

Malaceia threw his hands up in the air in despair. “Katana, he wears a bib to eat, for goodness sake!”

“Hey,” she replied, setting her hands on her hips. “White fur is hard to keep clean. It’s hard to get blood stains out of that.”

“You’re making excuses for him. You know what I’m saying is true.”

“I think you’re bullying him, actually. You’re not being fair. Technically speaking, you’re being racist.”

Malaceia burst into laughter. “How do you figure that?”

“Because he’s not like the others of his kind, you’re victimising him. Diversity never hurt anyone. That’s how evolution works if you think about it.”

“Believe me, sweet girl, there won’t be any evolving from his type. If he were human, he’d be in Vegas in sparkly dresses and calling himself Jennifer.”

A small whimper sounded from Jacques. Under such brutal scrutiny from Malaceia, it couldn’t really be a surprise. 

“You’re hurting his feelings, Dad. Stop.”

Malaceia rolled his eyes. “I can see I’m getting nowhere. The first scratch you get and it’s his fault, he’s gone and you’re off the field. Do you understand?”

Katana stared her father down. She knew by ‘gone’ he meant dead, and she also knew by ‘off the field’ he meant getting married and sprouting kids like a battery hen. After a few tense seconds, she nodded.

“Good. I’ll tell Sophia to email you your first assignment. I have the perfect case for you.”

Squealing in excitement, Katana rushed forwards and hugged her father, thankful that finally, she was being allowed to play with the big boys. This was her time to make a stamp on the hunting world.
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Less than an hour later, Katana was packing her bag for a trip to Scotland.

“Isn’t this exciting, Jacques? It’s not quite the European adventure I was hoping for but still, I have my first official case.”

“Oui, madame,” Jacques replied, not even bothering to take his attention from the TV.

“Maybe we’ll get to go abroad on the next case. Maybe I’ll finally get to leave England and travel.”

“Oui, madame.”

Katana sighed at her friend’s dismissal of their conversation. There were times when he shut down and refused to engage for no obvious reason. This was one of them.

Looking down into her suitcase, Katana sighed at the bleak colours of the clothes staring back at her. 

Having to blend into forests and surrounding foliage left little to the imagination in terms of suitable clothes. 

For the sake of comfort, ease of flexibility, and of course the fact most of her time was spent on horseback, Katana’s suitcase was filled with dark coloured jodhpurs, dark coloured cotton shirts, and knee-high black riding boots. 

For the briefest of moments, she debated what the suitcase of any other twenty-two-year-old girl would look like if they were going away for several days to some place new, like a mini holiday. Colourful dresses, high heels, and make-up would be dominating their bags for fun times and memory making moments. 

To lessen the dismal colours saturating her eyes, Katana looked at her red riding cape and her high-neck frilled collar white shirts. They were the official uniform of a Kempe; of a Red Riding Hood. 

Up until two hundred years ago, it had been mandatory for all hunters to wear the uniform and hunt with a horse and a dog (now a wolf) in remembrance of Henry. 

With werewolf attacks becoming more urban as the population expanded, and also the increase of pesky items like cameras, the uniform law had slackened and was now only required if the hunter had to present before the Preternatural Council. 

Riding a horse through woodland and forests wasn’t out of the ordinary, and the use of wolves was neither here nor there with civilians more commonly mistaking them for husky breeds or wolf-dogs. 

“It’s a young girl,” Katana said, her voice shaking. “She was eight, Jacques.”

Jacques, who was watching a shark attack programme on National Geographic, didn’t dignify his partner with an answer until the adverts came on.

“It must have been a new-turn—” he scratched the back of his neck with a back leg “—that couldn’t control his blood-lust. No biggie.”

Katana raised an eyebrow. “No biggie? Jacques, this goes against everything we were taught about werewolves. The youngest they kill is eighteen.”

Quirking up a furry eyebrow, Jacques simply replied, “Obviously not.”

“I wonder if Dad is expecting me to stumble across something big with this. Do you think that’s why he gave it to me? He’s wanting to help me prove myself?” Katana fumbled around in her pocket for her phone, wanting to call her father. “Why hasn’t he made more of a big deal about it though?”

Jacques snorted. “I think that’s being a little optimistic. Your father never does anything unless it benefits him in some way.”

“True,” she said, pursing her lips. “But think about it—there was only aunt Marion hunting until she died. Females out in the field is almost unheard of. Now the big boss has his own daughter wanting to hunt, he’s going to want me to be the flagship example for all future Kempe women to follow in this life.”

“You have an excellent imagination, K,” he said, daintily crossing one front paw over the other. “Have you considered that maybe this young girl isn’t the first of her age group?”

Katana frowned. “Are you saying Dad’s been keeping secrets from us?”

“No. I’m asking if you’ve considered that other young children have been mutilated.”

“That’s the same thing.”

“No, Katana, it isn’t.”

Crossing her arms over her chest, Katana scowled at Jacques. “No, I haven’t considered it because I don’t need to. If other children had been attacked, then all the hunters would know.”

Jacques stared back at her with a poker face. “You’re cute.”

“Excuse me?”

Jacques was saved from answering as the adverts finished, signifying the switch of his attention back to his shark programme. He raised his nose in the air, pointedly ignoring Katana. 

If it wasn’t for the fact she enjoyed intellectual conversations, she would have chosen one of the regular brutes to be her hunting companion, but that was something she’d never admit to her dad. 

Something about Jacques’ implication wouldn’t leave her alone. She found herself pondering the question that if this was the first child attack, why wasn’t more of a fuss being made? 

Irritation sparked inside her when she thought about her dad’s reluctance to send her out in the field. What if he was setting her up to fail so he could shelve her from hunting and marry her off to start breeding the next generation of hunters? That is what he’d always tried to steer her towards, after all. 

Sighing in exasperation, she pulled her phone out and decided to call Erica, her best friend since childhood. Erica was a witch from the Amethyst Coven that associated with her family.

“Erica Mayweather speaking. How may I help you?”

“Very funny,” Katana said. “I’m guessing Bryn is your latest infatuation then?”

Erica giggled down the phone. “Actually, we are going out on a date this evening so there.” She stuck her tongue out for extra effect, even though she knew her friend couldn’t see it. 

“Seriously? You bagged a date with Bryn Mayweather?” Katana couldn’t ignore the fact she felt slightly envious because if she ever happened to be interested in the male species, Bryn Mayweather would have been high up on her ‘ideal’ partner hitlist. Although, if her father had anything to do with it, she’d be married off to Tobias Bembridge, one of the Preternatural Council members pretentious sons.

“Yep. Want to ask me how I got it?”

Katana raised her eyebrows. “Do I dare ask?”

“He had some car trouble. I fixed it. He was so impressed he asked me out to dinner.”

“Oh my god,” Katana replied, giggling. “Are you kidding me? You’re supposed to be the damsel in distress, Erica, not him.”

“Hey, it’s Bryn Mayweather. I couldn’t have cared less if he was wearing bright yellow Speedo’s and pink nail varnish.”

Katana laughed. Bryn looked like your typical alpha guy in that he had the six-foot height, the broad muscled shoulders, the stern look to intimidate anyone within staring distance, but it was well known he was just a giant teddy bear and a sensitive kind of guy. He worked in childcare for a living, not following his mother’s footsteps into being a Council member. 

“So what you gotta tell me then?” Erica said.

“Well, I’m off to Scotland on a case.”

A gasp echoed down the phone. “No way. He finally let you out on a case? Does that mean he’s given up trying to marry you off?”

“Well, I don’t know about that. The case is a little...it’s got issues. I thought maybe he was trying to help me prove myself, but then Jacques pointed out it’s Dad, and well, you know—he never does anything unless it benefits him.”

“What’s the issues? Anything I can help with?” Erica loved playing with computers and ‘accessing’ systems she wouldn’t normally have permission to access. 

“No, not really. It’s a little girl that’s been killed—she was only eight.”

“But werewolves don’t kill that young?”

“I know. Jacques kinda implied it’s happened before whereas I thought maybe Dad was wanting me to prove myself but now I’m not so sure. Just this morning he had me going through the old ‘red riding hood’ routine again. I mean come on, I mastered that when I was six.”

“Something sounds a little fishy to me. I wouldn’t trust that this case is legit, K. Just keep your wits about you, please? And if you want me to, you know, have a look on your dad’s computer, just say and I’ll be in there like a paedo in a playground.”

Katana laughed and shook her head. “You better watch your bad humour around Mr Mayweather this evening or you might be staying Miss Atwood for a while longer.”

“Yeah, yeah, I know—best behaviour and all that. What time are you leaving?”

“Altair’s already on his way up there so I’d better get a move on myself.”

“Let me know if you meet any dashing Scottish men.”

“Bye, Erica.”

As Katana ended the call, the narrator from Jacques shark programme sounded across the room, “According to recent studies conducted by various universities across the world, sharks are now considered to be more of a social creature than previously understood. Pack hunting has been observed on a number of occasions in many different circumstances.”

A cog turned in Katana’s head. What if werewolves were no longer hunting alone?
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Later that evening, Katana arrived at the small hunting lodge her family owned. Nestled right next to Loch Trool in Dumfries, the stunning grey stone building resembled a downscaled castle. 

A small round tower housed the front door and a window near the top. To the left and the right of the circular stonework were two regular looking miniature ‘wings.’ It slept eight people and was entirely self-sufficient with its own hydro-electricity and water supplies, and a fully functioning wood burning stove. 

Feeling rather worn out from the travel, Katana rolled her eyes at the orange sunset on the horizon, refusing to give in to her body screaming for rest. 

Desperate to make some progress on the case, she pulled out a heart-shaped bloodstone from her hand luggage and closed her fist around it. 

As the driver unloaded Altair from the trailer, Katana took a brief moment to close her eyes and feel the power of the stone re-energising her whole body. 

By the time Altair clattered off the loading ramp, snorting like a wild mustang, Katana felt like she’d had a power nap. 

The beautiful lodge was in the shadow of Robert the Bruce’s stone. It was quite a tourist attraction which meant good news and bad news. 

It was good for Katana in that she would never be far from help if she was ever in dire need of it. It was also good because it meant it was more than likely the attack happened near
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