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Blurb

 


Five years after her life changed forever, Jennifer Warren
has put her past firmly behind her – at least, she's tried. A few
sweaty nightmares here and there are a small price to pay for the
freedom she won. No longer a werewolf, but human, she works as an
office manager for a health and beauty spa in York, and keeps
herself to herself. It's barely enough to pay the bills, but it's
quiet and safe, and the clique of the staff means she's left well
enough alone – no one asks her questions; no one wants to get to
know her better.

 


David, her tender, kind boyfriend of two years is all she
needs … and she doesn't really need him, which suits her just fine.
Never mind the occasional guilt that she doesn't really love him;
he'd never hurt her in a million years - that's worth its weight in
gold.

 


But Jennifer's just received another note – one of those that
her mysterious, anonymous 'friend' likes to leave her every now and
then; warnings of things to come, people not to trust… Her elusive
friend has saved her more than once the past five years.

 


Only this note has left her breathless; her chest tight. A
Supermoon is coming – the first in thirty years – and with it, a
total lunar eclipse.

 


Jennifer's disowned her past, but it hasn't disowned her. As
the earth shadows the full moon, her own shadows threaten to turn
on her.

 


Can you ever escape what you truly are?

 


Blood never lies.

 


NOTES: This is a dark urban fantasy novel containing scenes
of explicit sexual content and some violence. Some scenes may
disturb some readers. Written in British English.
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 A Brief Recap

 


Dear
Readers,

 


This section acts as a brief recap for those who have read
the Eye of the Storm series, and serves as a background to the character of
'Jennifer' for those who have not. While you do not have to
read 
Eye of the Storm to enjoy this
book, it is highly recommended that you do to gain full
understanding of everything the characters have been through to get
to this point. If you do wish to read it, do not read the section
below beforehand, but come back to this book after you’ve read the
series. If you do NOT wish to read it, the below should help you
with Blood Shadow.

 


The following contains huge spoilers for the
Eye of the Storm series…

 


Jennifer
Warren was previously known as Selena Smith. A female werewolf in
the Surrey pack who never underwent her change, she betrayed her
pack, including her father, Richard, believing she would be saving
lives in the long run by doing so. Blinded by fear, jealousy, and
bitterness, her betrayal led her, by accident, into an enforced
mating with a Trident called Gabriel. (Tridents were horrendous
beasts, genetically engineered with the help of magic, by Dr Evan
Trident, over two hundred and fifty years ago. They were monstrous
versions of the werewolf, driven by base animal needs and not much
else. They craved violence and were steered by lust. All Tridents
were finally exterminated five years ago.)

Jennifer (Selena at the time) found herself in the worst
situation possible, and was imprisoned in a farmhouse in Kent by
the Trident for over two months. At their hands she suffered
unthinkable abuse, but also fought for her life, rising to become
their 'Alpha' (albeit briefly) in a bid to survive. She had to gain
the allegiance of a Trident called Edwin (her mate's right hand
man), and murder her brother, Stephen, in order to gain the title.
This execution was organised by the leader of the Trident – a human
called Bab who came from a long line of mysterious travellers
originating in Egypt and steeped in magic. These travellers were
also called Human Hands. Human Hands help werewolves and are friends of
all wolves, but at some point, the line of Human Hands split, some
turning away from this alliance, instead choosing to dominate
wolves. They aligned themselves with the Trident. Bab was their
most recent leader.

Finally,
through grit and cunning, Selena escaped both Gabriel and Bab,
killing Gabriel in the process. His death put her life in grave
danger as female wolves are not known to survive the deaths of
their mates very long.

Chased by the
police and out of options, Selena jumped three hundred feet into a
turbulent, rock-laden sea, not knowing if she'd survive.

She did survive, although had no memory of being pulled out
of the water. I have included below, the very last scene in which
we left her in Eye of the
Storm, five years ago. It will lead
straight into the prologue of Blood
Shadow.

Happy
reading.

 


Dianna

March,
2018

 


~*~

 


Light was what
she noticed first; an awareness of it through her closed eyelids,
and then, in almost painful amounts as she blinked her eyes
open.

Sounds came
next: the beeping of machines, the patter of feet, the quiet
chatter of…

Startled, Selena sat up – tried to sit up – she
couldn't.

Doctors and nurses… She was in a
hospital.

Fear pounded
her heart.

Everything hurt. Everything.

She looked down to find needles and wires protruding from her
veins. Jesus…

She had to get out of here. Wolves didn't go to hospital –
not human hospitals. Not unless they wanted to be tied to a trolley
and experimented on once all the blood results had come back. Sure,
it didn't always happen like that, but it had happened that way often enough
throughout history. She didn't know the ins and out, but she knew
enough of the dangers from things both Hendrickson and her father
had told her over the years.

Her
father…

God, what was
the last thing she remembered?

Jumping. She'd jumped. Because she'd
been chased by police. Shit. Another reason to get out of
here. But how?

She looked
around. Other patients lay in their beds – she wasn't alone. She
could go for the 'cause lots of chaos' method of escape, but she
didn't even know where she was, or how she'd gotten here. She'd be
running blind.

Again.

Fuck.

“Jennifer, you're awake.”

Who?

A nurse
approached her with a smile.

She kept her
mouth shut. The less she said, the better.

“You're in Buckland Hospital.”

That meant
nothing to her, and obviously the nurse caught on to that fact.
“Near Dover,” she explained.

Dover. That's
where Gabriel had driven her.

The nurse
picked up her charts, pulled up a chair, and sat down next to her.
She was being super-friendly. Super-nice.

And Selena
frowned, because usually, she'd be able to tell if this was an act
or not. Wolves, in general, had no problems telling if humans were
lying, but right now, she couldn't tell. She reached out with her
senses, but … no, she didn't have a clue. That made her
anxious.

“You don't have to worry about a thing. You're going to be
just fine. Do you remember what happened? Before you were brought
here?”

Breaking her
rule – she had no choice – she spoke. “How long have I been here?”
Her voice was hoarse.

“Seven days,” she smiled. “I left
this morning's paper right here for you.” She pointed to the
newspaper lying atop the wheeled table next to her.
Thousands More Missing Persons
Found, read the headline.

Selena looked
away from it, trying to make sense of her pounding mind.

Seven days … the full moon had been
and gone. She looked down at herself, at her hands, at her arms,
realising she was looking for signs of turning. Had she become a
Trident? She didn't feel like a Trident. But … she didn't
feel herself either.

“You have some bruising.”

Selena looked at the nurse, surprised. She hadn't even
noticed, but now, as she looked down at her body again, sure
enough, she could see bruises around her wrists; some on her arms.
She knew there'd be more around her ankles, knees, hips, vagina and
anus, because they were all from the last time Gabriel had fucked
her. He'd been rough – really rough, and he'd fucked her in Trident
form. She'd said nothing, and had done nothing, so he'd done any
fucking thing he'd wanted to – she'd had to play it that way in order to
get away. She wasn't going to beat herself up anymore over it. He
was dead now. Good riddance.

She pushed the vile memory to the back of her head, but
couldn't push away the more worrying aspect of what this
meant: why hadn't she healed?
She should have healed completely within twelve
hours tops; it had been seven days.

“There was swelling in your brain when you were first brought
in, but we got that down straight away. You have bone fractures in
a couple of places from the dive you took: your right ankle and
collar bone. It's a miracle that's all, to be honest.”

Yes, it was. She remembered looking down a three hundred foot
stretch into a choppy sea. Maybe her body had done
some healing because
pretty much every bone should be broken. In her mind she calculated
the hours: it had been the night before the full moon when she'd
jumped. That meant she'd still been a wolf for about twenty hours
while unconscious. If she had turned, it would have been six nights
ago, when, presumably, she'd already been lying here in this
bed.

But no one was
acting like they'd seen a monster.

She felt
bewildered. She'd never had bruises and bone fractures that hadn't
healed straight away – no wonder everything hurt.

The nurse
stared at her, and then lowered her voice. “We've done a forensic
medical examination for sexual assault – a rape kit test.”

Selena looked
at her, shocked.

“You're clear for STDs so far.”

She looked away. Humiliation snaked across her bowels. For
someone else to so obviously
be able to see what had been done to her
was…

She blinked
back tears. Unsuccessfully.

“And the pregnancy test we did was negative.”

More tears
fell – this time, of relief. She closed her eyes.

“The police would like to speak with you soon.”

And how the fuck am I going to get out of that?
Had they found Gabriel's body? Her fingerprints
were on that gun. So much for escaping prison.

“The man who pulled you out of the water – he disappeared. The
police are looking for him, too.”

Selena stared
at the nurse.

“He resuscitated you; he saved your life. He's the one who
called an ambulance – that's how we know what happened. Do you
remember that?”

She leaned
back against her pillow, saying nothing. What could she say?

“Do you know who he is? Were you with a friend?”

She could have laughed. She didn't have friends. Whoever the
hell had saved her life wasn't
her friend – that she already knew.

The nurse
looked at her, clearly waiting for her to speak.

She pursed her
lips. That wouldn't be happening.

The nurse
sighed. “Well, anything you can remember would be helpful,
Jennifer.”

What the fuck…? “How do you know my
name?” she whispered. Talking felt vulnerable, like she was
exposing herself.

The nurse
looked pleased she'd said something. Her eyes brightened, and she
smiled wider. “Your valuables are here.”

Her
valuables?

The nurse
reached for a handbag.

It wasn't her handbag, but she took it from her anyway, and
opened it. Inside was a whole bunch of shit that didn't belong to
her. Normal shit – human
shit. Tampons, a wallet, a notebook, some
make-up…

She brought the wallet out, and opened it. Her attention went
straight to the driver's licence in one of the card slots. She
pulled it out, and stared at her own image staring back at
her: Jennifer Warren. That's what it said on the licence. Her address looked like
it was a flat in … what the
hell? Yorkshire?

Was she
supposed to go there? That's where her dad was from. No way was she
going there.

Like you have a choice – where the hell else are you going to
go? JENNIFER.

The nurse
patted her arm.

She flinched,
then froze.

The nurse
pulled her hand away immediately, and looked at her apologetically.
“I'm sorry … I didn't think. You're safe here, Jennifer. Please
know that. I'll give you some space before the doctor takes a look
at you.” She smiled again, and then left.

Selena
rummaged through the bag. She pulled out the notebook. The
handwriting in it wasn't hers, and it was made up of menial things:
shopping lists, doodles, and numbers for what looked like finances.
This was ridiculous; this was a joke.

She rummaged
further, and found a hidden pocket inside the back section.
Slipping her hand in the pocket, her fingers brushed something. It
felt like a slip of paper. She pulled it out. It was folded once.
She opened it, observing the typed sentence inside.

Her heart
raced as she read it.

 


You are human now.

 


She let out a shaky breath. Holy
fuck.

That's all it
said.

But it couldn't be true.

She looked down at the needles in her veins again. The hurt
they produced was … new. She realised this now. The pain was
not like pain a wolf
felt from injuries. It was different.

Her bruises also hurt differently to the bruises Gabriel
usually left. Their ache was greater now; she felt raw inside from
his penetration – physically
raw.

She had to swallow back rising vomit. She didn't need his
violation to feel so fucking real.

But, in other ways, she felt less. Less because the arduous,
and continual stabbing in her chest was gone. No more mating pains.

She looked out
the window at the far side of the ward. It was daylight. But now
she could tell that her vision wasn't as sharp as normal, she
couldn't hear what the people at the very end of the room were
saying, she couldn't smell the flowers in the vase on the
windowsill…

When the moon
rose, would she feel its pull?

She suspected
the answer was no.

She felt knocked sideways. She felt terrified. What did this
mean? How was she human? Was it true about human blood
being somehow stronger? Superior? Had the human aspect of Gabriel's
blood, mated with hers – bonded
with hers (she couldn't believe they'd bonded; it
was sickening) – somehow made her human? That seemed ludicrous.
Nothing made sense.

She looked at
the note again.

Someone knew the answers. Someone
had typed this out; someone had created a new ID for her; someone
had gotten this handbag together. The same someone who had pulled
her out of the water.

She felt
breathless; this was too much. Which was ironic given everything
she'd been through, but there you go.

I'm human… I
don't know the first thing about being human.

She looked at
the handbag. But she knew where to start: her new ID; her new
address.

Start… She got to start over. The
reality of this was like a wave breaking over her.
I get to start over.

No mating pains, no dying, and no begging wolves she despised
to fuck her … she could choose
who she mated.

No – not
mated. Humans didn't mate… They fell in love.

“Miss Warren.”

She was pulled
out of her thoughts. The doctor greeted her as he approached her.
“And how are we this morning?”

She folded the
piece of paper, and slipped it back into the bag.

“Nurse Bailey told me you were having trouble remembering what
happened.”

Silence. She
still wasn't sure what to say. Stepping into her new life seemed
frightening, but it was the only path that lay ahead of her.

The doctor
looked at her over his glasses. “Miss Warren?”

She took a
breath, and cleared her throat. “Yes,” she croaked. “Jennifer
Warren. That's me.”
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 Prologue

 


5 years
ago…

 


This was it. This was the building. It didn't look much more
than offices from the outside, but this was the address the
hospital had given her. This was where she went to
share her feelings about
every fucked-up thing that had happened to her.

If she shared
the actual truth, she'd be locked up.

Her upper
thighs throbbed dully, as did other parts of her. There was still
an awareness of Gabriel's touch; his violence. In her nightmares,
he often morphed into Bab. She felt them both. The pain should have
faded weeks ago, but the downside to being human was a
frustratingly useless body that took forever to heal from any
injury. So the pain was on repeat.

Why am I
here?

Not 'here' in
front of this building, but 'here', still alive. And human.

She'd known
there was a chance she might survive, but for the first time in her
life, she'd been perfectly willing to die.

Okay, no – not willing, exactly. But she'd known her death might be the likely
outcome of hurling herself into the stormy sea, and she'd been
prepared for that. Anything but further imprisonment.

A friend or
foe – she didn't really know which – had brought her back.

A woman
hurried past her and up the stairs to the double front doors of the
building. She looked back at her, quizzically. “Are you coming
in?”

Fuck everything. She didn't want to
go in, but she didn't see how she could get out of it. If she
didn't show up and put her name on the meeting's register, the
hospital would know she hadn't been. Then, there'd be more phone
calls, more questions, more prodding, and more from the police,
too. They might rescind their decision to discharge her.

She let out a
breath, and nodded, taking the door from the woman.

“Are you going up to DV?”

She flinched.
Domestic Violence. She could laugh, but she didn't. There'd been
nothing 'domestic' about anything she'd been through, and from the
literature she'd received, it seemed this meeting was catered to
anyone who'd been in any abusive situation from verbal assault to
rape, and anything in between. She guessed funds and staff were too
low to make these kinds of meetings more focused to the needs of
the individual.

You only have
to do this once. Show your face, get your name on the register, say
as little as possible, then get the hell out.

 


'You have to
get out.'

 


Her breath
snared at Stephen's voice in her head, his final words forever
etched in her mind.

Go on … tell
the room full of survivors how you shot your brother. That'll go
down well.

They had no
bloody idea. “Yeah, that's where I'm headed.”

“Great. I'm Pam – I'm one of the counsellors leading the
session.”

Wonderful.

“What's your name?”

Jennifer. But the name stuck in her
throat, because it wasn't her name – something else she couldn't
tell them. Anything she chose to share would be a lie.

Pam nodded at
what she must have seen in her face. “I'm gonna go on up and make
sure the room's ready. It's the second door on the right once you
reach the top of the stairs. I'll see you up there.”

No pressure,
no over-friendliness, Pam turned and left, leaving her alone at the
bottom of the stairs, for which she was grateful.

Maybe it won't
be so bad. Maybe they won't make you talk.

Hesitantly,
she took the steps one at a time … quietly – she didn't want to
announce her arrival. She seemed to be one of the first here
though.

At the top of
the stairs, she peeked around the wall, and froze. Her heart
hammered in her ears, and she blinked, unsure if she was seeing
right.

She swivelled
back, hiding behind the wall she was pressed up against.

 


“Everything
that's happening to you now is your fault. But there's a particular
kind of pain for a mated wolf that is quite unlike any other… Allow
me to demonstrate.”

 


No. She
couldn't stop the flashback. And she couldn't do this after
all.

 


“Please, no.
No, no … no, no…”

 


Those cries belonged to that
woman. That was her
… her screams…

Maggie. Her name was Maggie. She was here. The woman Gabriel had dragged
out of the cage and…

And raped in
front of you because you had refused to give him what he'd
wanted.

Shit.

She couldn't
breathe.

 


“I'm pretty
sure her mind is gone. She's been losing it for weeks. You tipped
her over the edge.”

“Me?”

“Yes.”

Silence
ensued.

She looked
back at her imprisoned companion. “I did nothing.”

“Exactly.”

 


She knew it
was her even though she'd only caught a glimpse: the same haunted
look, the vacant stare…

 


“You're a
danger, Selena. You're a hazard to everyone around you. You're
chaos personified, and do you want to know why?”

 


She closed her eyes and shook her head. Selena wasn't her
name anymore. And she couldn't do
this.

She turned and raced back down the steps towards the double
doors. Maggie would take one look at her and it would end her. She
shouldn't fucking be here. She wasn't like the others – she was the one who
caused the fucking
pain.

Outside, the warm September afternoon, tinged by the busy
Canterbury traffic, did nothing to ease her suffocation. She
couldn't be part of this
meeting.

Scanning the streets, she spied a beggar less than a hundred
yards away – a bedraggled-looking female – on the corner of the
pavement she was on. This was another thing she didn't get about
human society: were the homeless equivalent to rogue wolves? Had
they been thrown out of their families? Why the fuck couldn't
people just look after each other? Even as the ruthless bitch she'd
been, it would have taken a hell of a lot for her to be
thrown out of her
pack.

She made her way to the female rugged up under her coat,
despite the warm weather. Woman, not
female. You can't call them 'females' now.

Digging into
her handbag – the handbag that had been left for her; 'Jennifer's'
handbag – she slipped her hand into the hidden compartment and
closed her fist around the cash that was nestled in there. Her
anonymous rescuer – the one who had pulled her out of the ocean and
called the ambulance; the one who had left her that life-changing
note telling her she was human now – had made sure she was looked
after. A man they'd said – they'd only heard his voice on the
phone. She didn't know any man who would care enough to do all
that. Except one, but her rescuer definitely wasn't him.

She'd been
booked into a B&B in Canterbury while she'd waited to be fully
discharged by the doctors and the police who were still
investigating her part in the events that took place three weeks
ago. Those events had included her putting a bullet through
Gabriel's head. She'd been terrified she was going to go down for
that, but it turned out her rescuer had taken care of that, too. A
bit of Datura had mysteriously found its way into Gabriel's body
and he had gone 'poof' – or squelch, to be exact – and the police
had found themselves somewhat lacking proof of anything, including
her own involvement in his death.

“Hi,” she addressed the woman sitting on a pile of blankets on
the pavement.

Her eyes
widened at her, and her palm stretched up. “Change, miss?” she
pleaded.

“Yes – I have a lot of change. But I need you to do something
for me – you have to earn it.”

Her eyes grew
even wider. Hopefully she was sober. Her hair was brown, not
blonde, but it would have to do. She didn't think the counsellors
had fucking photos of her with them – all she needed to give was
her name. “Earn it? What do I have to do?”

“You see that building down there?” She pointed to where she'd
come from. “The one called Arlington House with the double glass
doors on the front.”

She
nodded.

“There's a meeting inside on the first floor – second door on
the right. It's for victims of domestic violence, and it's two
hours long. They're about to start in five minutes. I want you to
go in there, tell them your name is Jennifer Warren, and sit in on
the meeting. If they make you talk, make up any shit you want, I
don't care, but the name you need to give is Jennifer Warren – got
it?”

“Domestic violence? Lie about that? To other women in there?
You're sick, I'm not doing that.”

Oh, Jesus fucking Christ, you have got to be kidding
me. She pulled out a wad of notes from her
bag. Not all of them – she wasn't stupid.

The woman's
eyes almost popped out of her head now.

“Will you do it for two hundred pounds?” The cash had been
left for her by her rescuer, right along with details of a bank
account and a credit card. The cash was for meals and petrol so she
could get to her flat up in York, something else he'd organised for
her. She was supposed to be moving in tomorrow.

Never mind –
she'd find another way to pay for food and petrol. She'd squirrel
away what she had left and make it work 'cause there was no way on
earth she was going to set foot in that meeting with Maggie in the
room.

The woman
couldn't take her eyes off the money. She nodded, slowly.

“Good. I'll be checking later that you did as I asked, and if
I find you didn't, I'll get the police to move you on from your
comfy spot here.” Her heart twinged with guilt at her bluff – just
a little. This woman probably deserved more of a break than she
did.

And so does Maggie. Especially Maggie, after what you did to
her. She growled inside at the thought.
Her choices hadn't exactly been many – it was done now. She wasn't
going to apologise for fucking surviving.

The beggar
stood up with her large rucksack, her gaze still glued to the
cash.

“Come on – I'm walking you to the building.” But she wouldn't
get too close in case Maggie saw her. Just close enough to make
sure this woman didn't go back on her word. “I'm not giving you the
money until then.”

Conceding, the
woman turned and walked up the street, Jennifer following close
behind.

“Okay, stop here.” They were three buildings away. “What name
did I ask you to give?”

“Jennifer Warren,” she replied.

“Good. Here.” She held out the cash.

The woman took
it, holding it like it might disappear in front of her eyes.

“I'll watch you go in. Two hours and that's it, all right?
That's all you have to do.”

She
nodded.

“Go now. Meeting's starting.”

She nodded
again, half dazed, and Jennifer watched her walk into the building.
She waited five minutes, ensuring she didn't walk back out.

Good. That's done. She didn't know
if they'd buy it, but as long as they didn't know what Jennifer
Warren looked like, she might just get away with it.

She turned
away from the building and hurried towards the multi-storey she'd
parked her car in. Yep – her rescuer had sorted that out, too: a
Mazda 323, and a driver's licence in her new name. Fuck the
waiting. She'd head to York tonight. She hadn't wanted to go at
first, but seeing Maggie…

 


“Oh, you care
– you care too much. You want to live. But that's not enough – no,
no, no – not for you. You don't just want to live, you want to win.
That's why you're a hazard. I don't know you from Adam, but I know,
from one ill-timed smile, that everything you've ever done in your
life is because you want to win. At all costs.”

 


Getting as far
away from Kent as possible would be ideal. And from Surrey. This
wasn't her home anymore – she had no home. Not as Selena, anyway.
Jennifer, though, had a glimmer of a chance left.

She'd take
it.


 


 


 


 Chapter One

 


 


Present
day…

 


“We must stop
meeting like this.” She laced her fingers together, turned her
palms outwards and stretched until she heard the faint crack of her
joints. This was something she still wasn't used to – the cracks
and clicks of bones and joints, and the hint of discomfort they
brought. Her bones had never been so brittle.

“It's your brain, honey. You can stop seeing me any time you want
to.”

Jennifer
blinked, also blinking the sun out of her eyes for a split second
before its rays filtered through her eyelashes again. “I can't. I
can't stop. I never got to say sorry. I am, you know – about what I
did to you.”

“I know. You've told me many times in the past five years. In
your dreams, anyway.”

She closed her eyes again for five seconds more, relieved she
couldn't smell the male next to her, yet hating that very same
fact. She couldn't smell anything, and not just in the
sanctuary of the dream space they shared, but in real life …
whatever 'real' was. Scents used to be so sharp; now they barely
existed.

She missed the
smell of things, as if she'd lost a limb, or a part of her
identity.

You have lost
your identity.

Jennifer took
a deep breath of the non-air that surrounded her and turned to face
the wolf she knew wasn't really there and never could be. “Do you
think somewhere between the layers of time and space, you can hear
me? You can know I mean it?”

He smiled, his
green eyes as forgiving as they always had been. “Sure. Why
not?”

“Do you think there's any chance these dream meetings are more
than that? Like they were with Rya—”

“No.” But his smile remained, even as the word stabbed an old
wound which still felt too raw. “Sorry – they're just dreams. The
normal, everyday kind. The kind you create as a refuge; where you
can fix everything, and nothing has to matter.”

He blurred
before her eyes as they filled with tears. She blinked again, and
turned away, looking directly into the sun that pierced the horizon
with its beams. They were sitting at the apex of a large hill.
Meadows stretched out below her, blooming with flowers and teeming
with life – life not hers; life she wasn't a part of. “Nothing's
fixed,” she whispered, her voice breaking over the truth she had no
idea what to do with. Five years had healed nothing. Five thousand
years would heal nothing.

“You've got to talk about it.” That was just like him to say
something like that.

Relive it all? Hell, no. She brought
her knees up to her chest and hugged them to her. And even if she'd
wanted to… “There's no one to talk to – not about everything that
happened. You're the only one who might have listened. You're the
only one who cared.”

“Not the only one.”

A crumpled piece of paper rustled the blades of grass as it
blew her way and landed by her feet. She reached for it; unfolded
it and smoothed it out in her hands. It's
time to go – wake up, read the typed words across its centre. “I don't even know
who sends me these.”

“They know a lot about you, though. They know all the bad
bits. You can talk to them.”

“I don't know if I can't trust them.” Although her mysterious
note-sender, her rescuer, had given her no reason
not to trust
him.

But he'd also
remained hidden. Anyone with something to hide could never be fully
trusted.

She turned
back to her companion – and despite the falseness of his presence,
he was the only being in her life she could consider a companion.
“You never hid anything. You were so open. I'm sorry I abused
that.”

He smiled
again, but this time, his eyes looked burdened, the green of them
darkening a shade. “I know you are. But it's time to go – it's time
to wake up.”

“I don't want to.” A deer caught her eye in one of the meadows
that stretched out below. It grazed on the grass peacefully, its
coat gleaming under the sun. Many moons ago, she'd have been able
to smell that deer – to smell its
contentment. Scent wasn't just scent, it
was an extension of an emotion; of feelings. “All the bad things
stay away from here.”

“That's not true, and you know it. It's all still in your
head. And now it’s here, too.”

The deer
started, something frightening it.

Her blood ran
cold. “What do you mea—” She screamed as she was knocked right off
the ground, the blow nothing she could have ever seen coming.

The deer ran,
the thudding of its hooves vibrating through the earth.

Landing hard,
she rolled, half crying, half gasping; she was sure she heard her
ribs crack. They wouldn't heal – not now she was human.

In shadow, she scrambled to her knees, every inch of her
shrieking in pain. The pain grew ever sharper when she realised she
was now naked, her clothes torn from her in the attack, and she was
torn, too, part of her instinctively rising to fight back; another
part insisting she flee. Run … run! Like
the deer. RUN.

Paralysed
between both urges, she did neither, but turned to face her
assailant as she clawed along the ground.

Colours could lie, just like anything else.
His eyes were also
green, but of the palest, coldest hue – so pale, they sat, a
striking, decaying 'mint', against his tanned skin. Everything
about him was striking, including the fist he'd used to hit her
with. He was evil incarnate. It was his shadow that swathed
her.

A quick glance
around told her her only friend had gone, right along with the
deer, and – so it seemed – the sun. It was the moon that now hung
over them.

“Alone again.” Bab's voice was like a lance through her
middle. “You should have woken up.” He took a step towards
her.

“Don't touch me,” she snapped. But her words trembled as much
as she did. Should have run. Should have
run like the deer.

He smiled, and
it was sinister. “I don't have to.” He raised his hand, which
raised his shadow. The black tint licked her skin as it swept
across her, then it clenched her between her thighs. She gasped in
horror, the horror embedded in the mortifying fact the contact
aroused her.

“Stop.” She fell back – no, she was pushed back by the damned
shadow. It passed over her breasts and pinched her nipples which
puckered. A soft wail escaped her. “Please stop.”

“You stop. I'm not even fucking
here.” Bab lowered himself onto her.

“Don't!”

“Wake up, then. Go running back to your poor excuse of a life.
Did you think you could escape who you are?” The pressure between
her legs increased; it drew out her wetness and pulsed against her
clit until she couldn't hold back the rock of her hips.

She sobbed as
Bab moaned. “I never got the chance to sink my cock into you while
I was alive. Think I can do it right now?”

And there it
was, hard and thick, seeking entrance.

She bucked and
yelled; spat in his face.

He laughed. “You're not even trying to stop me. You like it dark,
Selena, don't you? Creamed yourself every time Gabriel raped you.
You like it really fucking
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