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Prologue

 

 

 

Detective Seargent James Ma put his hands in his tan khakis and stared at the body before him. At least, he thought you could call it a body. It was more of a grotesque amalgamation of human and wolf. It kind of reminded him of an old movie The Thing, where the dog is absorbed by the creature.

Detective Constable Pat Glass stood beside him in his too tight jeans, put his head to one side and spat. James could never understand why people would do that. It was gross as far as he was concerned. Plus, it dirtied the crime scene.

“Third one this month,” said Pat.

“I know,” replied James.

“Why do you think the bodies end up like that?” asked Pat.

James sighed, “That I don’t know.”

“Serial killer?” Pat asked.

James just looked at him. Pat already knew this had the earmarks of a serial killer; he was just talking it out. Pat was actually pretty good at his job, just not good with people.

Pat swivelled his head as he looked around the small warehouse. It was empty, and dirty. Paper covered the windows, giving the interior a permanent gloominess: preserving the body.

“Why do you think they keep leaving the bodies in dark places?” asked Pat. “You’d think it’d be smarter putting them someplace where the sun would come in eventually. The evidence would be destroyed at least.”

“I don’t know,” said James. “Maybe somebody is trying to make a statement?”

“Stupid thing to do, if you ask me.”

James didn’t say anything. He couldn’t disagree. Only a fool would make an enemy of The Vamps. That, or someone who thought they had the stronger position.

“Are you the lucky bastard who gets to tell them we found another one?” asked Pat.

James shook his head, “I let TS know. They have someone who does that kind of stuff for them.”

“So, TS is going to take it out of our hands?”

“God, I hope so,” replied James.

 

 


01. Interlude
The Dragons

 

 

 

“WELL, report,” snapped the Dragon Queen as she tapped her nails on the table.

“We found her by the Okley Market. Our people chased her along the river but then she turned into Carvel Close, that’s when we lost her.”

“Lost her? How did that happen?”

“The Sun was out tonight.”

“Dammit. Well, keep an eye out. As long as she has that collar on, she won’t be able to change, so it shouldn’t be that hard to track her down once The Sun has gone back in.”

“Yes, My Lady.”

 

 

 

 

 


02. The Sun
The White Dog

 

 

 

SORIN Luan walked hurriedly down the street, his bag hanging down his right side, the strap slung across his shoulder. He knew it was stupid trying to get that report finished today. It wasn’t actually due for another two days; he was just the type of personality who didn’t like to leave things on his desk unfinished. His boss knew it too, so when he gave Sorin the assignment a half hour before leaving, his boss knew Sorin would stay.

It was getting late. The sun had set an hour ago. He had heard the stories—the ones about all the things that go bump in the dark. While Sorin had been here close to six months, he hadn’t seen anything. But still, why take the chance?

As he passed the alley, Sorin heard something that sounded like a dog whining. He looked into the alley and saw a tuft of white. He turned on the light of his phone. Sorin knew it was probably a bad idea, but he stepped into the alley anyway. Luckily, it was only a few steps in when he saw it. There was a large white dog peeking its head around a garbage bin.

Sorin hunched down and said softly, “Hey there. Are you ok?”

The dog came out further from behind the bin. It was covered in scratches and had a limp, favouring its left paw. “It’s ok,” Sorin said, trying to coax the animal out, “I won’t hurt you.”

The dog was skittish. It would take a step towards him, then back up a half step. It seemed to know it needed help but didn’t know if it could trust Sorin.

Sorin sat cross-legged on the pavement, not caring if his slacks got dirty. “Come on,” he said patiently, “Let me help you.”

The dog whined once more, then gave a wracking cough. When it came fully out from behind the bin, Sorin got a good look at it. The dog was large, coming to just above his waist. It’s—her—thick, white fur was covered in dirt and blood patches. Even so, Sorin could see the dog was beautiful. She also must belong to someone, as a silver collar glittered around its neck.

“Come on,” he said again, softly, “Let’s look at that paw.”

Slowly the dog crept towards him as Sorin held out his hand. The dog gave it a sniff, then laid down in front of him with another wracking cough.

Sorin gave her head a scrub, then reached for its paw; slowly, talking softly the whole time. “It’s ok. Let me see.”

The dog pulled back and stared at him, giving another cough. Sorin looked into her eyes as it stared back at him. He could tell it was still nervous. When it coughed once again, Sorin reached out and scrubbed at the dog’s neck, revelling in the soft, thick fur, it was then he realized why she was coughing.

“Wow,” he said, “that collar is on really tight. Let’s loosen it a bit. Maybe there’s some identification or something to tell me who your owner is.”

He reached around with both hands to the small buckle, meaning only to loosen it a notch or two. However, as soon as the buckle was undone, a flurry of bats suddenly appeared where the dog was and flitted off down the alley and into the sky.

Sorin looked around in confusion, then at the silver collar now twinkling in his hand. “Well,” he said, “That won’t give me nightmares at all.”

He stood up, brushed some of the dust from his clothes, then hurried home all the faster. Hopefully, to safety.

 

 


03. The Moon
The White Dog

 

 

 

ELAINE Somerled stood on a rooftop, leaning against an old-style brick chimney, and panted. The change always tired her out quickly. Her half blood always made it impossible to stay changed for any length of time. The forced change was almost a day, and she knew she would have to rest soon to make up for it.

She looked down at her left hand, cut from a blade during her escape. The bleeding had slowed to a trickle, but it still needed to be wrapped. Another thing that would need rest to heal.

First, she had to get home.

Pushing herself away from the chimney, Elaine looked around to get her bearings. Once she knew where she was, Elaine ran across the rooftop and jumped to the next with cat-like grace. She continued in this manner, following the rooftops to her apartment.

Elaine lived on the top floor of a twenty-story building. Not the tallest in Adier, but one of the nicer buildings. The building, named Tamperna, had an old-world feel, all sandstone with carved colonnades at its entrance. A gargoyle on the corner leered at Elaine as she jumped from the rooftop to her balcony below.

Elaine crossed her large, sunken living room to her bedroom. She pulled on a pair of jeans and wandered into the attached en-suite, where she grabbed a bandage and began wrapping it around her hand. Back in her bedroom she picked up the phone from the bedside table and hit speed-dial.

“Lawrence, it’s me.”

She listened for a moment then said, —I know I was supposed to call yesterday. I was detained . . .

—The Dragons had me . . .

—Yeah, I know. But there’s something else. They had a collar. When they put it on me, it kept me in my canine form. I couldn’t change back . . .

—Yeah, thank God for good Samaritans . . .

—They didn’t account for the change in neck size when it was put on me, so I was practically choaking when I switched forms,” Elaine thought a moment. “Or it was deliberate. Hard to think when you can barely breathe . . .

—My hand was injured when I escaped but it’ll be fine. I have no idea why they stopped chasing me, though . . .

—No, I’m going to get some rest. I’ll talk to you later . . .

—Ok, you do that. Bye.

Putting the phone down, Elaine flopped down across the bed and closed her eyes.

 

 

 


04. Interlude
The Dragons

 

 

 

“STOP pacing. I’m getting tired just watching you,”

“How did she get the fucking collar off?”

“Since we couldn’t track her, I’m sure she found someone to remove it.”

“Who? That thing was supposed to be spelled. Only those with the key should have been able to remove it.”

“That’s something you need to talk to Mia about. She created it.”

“Yes, I need to see Mia anyway. The first working collar and it’s now gone. Hopefully she got enough data to create more.”

“It would be nice. People are easier to work with when they’re not dead.”

“And The Sun? Can we stop him from coming out? Can we eliminate him?”

“You cannot kill the sun. The best you can hope for is an eclipse . . .”

 

 

 


05. The Sun
First Meeting

 

 

 

SORIN sat at his desk and watched his fellow workers slowly trickle in. As usual, he was the first one at his desk and, like usual, he will probably be the last one to leave. Sorin preferred being alone. He tended to get more work done in that time before anybody else arrived, and after everyone left, than during the rest of the day.

Jack Willow, his boss, came in shortly after everybody else and headed straight to his desk. “Did you manage to get that report done?”

“It’s sitting in your in box.” Sorin replied.

“Good, I want to go over it before I meet with Somerled tomorrow afternoon.”

Sorin didn’t say anything, just looked at Jack who then scratched the back of his head uncomfortably, nodded, and walked to his office.

Sorin was comfortable with silence and never felt the need to get in the last word. He was fine in his corner cubicle, keeping his head down and doing his work. He was not a big socializer and Jack, as well as some of his office mates, weren’t sure how to deal with that. Jack never had a complaint about Sorin’s work, or work ethic. And Jack knew, if he needed something done quick, Sorin was the one he’d come to. But if Jack needed someone to deal with the clients, Sorin was the last person he’d ask. Small talk was never Sorin’s thing.

It was just after lunch when she came into the office. She wasn’t overly tall, standing nearly one hundred and sixty-five centimetres. She had a slim muscular build and long blond—almost white—hair that she had tied back in a loose tail halfway down. She wore tailored black slacks and a loose white shirt that had the top few buttons undone. Those that saw her come in stopped what they were doing, as she walked past to Jack’s office. The woman oozed sexuality, and everybody nearby felt a little tingle and sighed, men and women alike.

Jack was flustered when his office door opened, “I didn’t think we were getting together until tomorrow.”

“Something came up. I don’t know what I’m doing tomorrow, so I thought we’d get things started now. I hope you don’t mind?” she said with an almost predatory smile.

“That’s perfectly fine,” Jack replied, as he closed his office door. “In fact, I have the report ready.”

A few minutes later, Sorin walked into Jack’s office with a small pot of tea, two cups, cream, sugar, and some biscuits.

“Where’s Jenny?” Jack asked.

“You sent her to get those custom mugs you ordered.”

Jack said nothing as Sorin poured the tea.

While he did, the woman just looked at him. Finally, she asked, “Do I know you?”

Sorin looked up at her as she watched him with her deep blue eyes. “I don’t think so,” he replied.

“Are you sure? You seem familiar.”

“Trust me,” Sorin said with a half snort, “I’d remember if we met.”

“I’m sure you would,” she purred.

Sorin gave her a sideways look, then walked out of the office as she continued watching him.

“Now, Ms. Somerled,” Jack said, “About that property you wish to purchase . . .”

 

 

 


06. The Moon
First Meeting

 

 

 

ELAINE watched him leave the office, ignoring the man sitting across from her. He seemed so familiar; it tickled the back of her mind. Who was he?

Jack, seeing Elaine’s interest snorted, “Don’t even bother.”

“Why,” asked Elaine, looking at Jack, “Is he into men?”

“It’s more like he’s not into anybody,” Jack said. “I know he’s turned down a number of advances. And he never speaks about anybody else in his life—except his cat. Even so, from what I can tell, his life is pretty quiet. If you do start to date him, I’m pretty sure you’ll just be sitting around all evening, doing very little.”

“There’s a lot to be said for doing ‘very little’,” Elaine replied.

 

THE next little while was spent with Elaine barely listening to Jack Willow go on about the how he felt the property would suit her needs—which she found amusing since he had no idea what she wanted it for—what he used it for in the past, and how he could only part with it if she made it worth his while. He even had a report on property values of similar pieces. After a while Elaine said impatiently, “Enough. I didn’t ask for all of this. Just tell me what it’ll cost.”

Jack gave a highly inflated figure. Elaine snorted, “So you weren’t serious when you said you wanted to sell.”

“Of course I want to sell,” said Jack, “I just want to make sure I get what the property is worth.”

Elaine waived a hand, “It’s a rundown piece of property in a rundown district. This ‘report’ you gave me shows properties in better areas. I’m sure I could go online and get a true idea of what the property is worth.”

She stood, “Let me know when you’re really interested in selling. Otherwise, I will just have to look elsewhere.”

Jack stood with her then put up his hands, “Ok, you’re right. I heard you were motivated to buy so I thought I’d take advantage of that. Also, there are rumours the area is going to be upgraded so I was factoring that in as well.”

“I’m not interested in ‘future value’,” Elaine said. “I care about what it costs now. If you want to hold on to the piece and sell it later, then just tell me. Otherwise, don’t waste my time.”

As she headed to the door, Jack intercepted her, “You’re right. Please, sit down. Let’s discuss this properly.”

Elaine glared at him, “Don’t think of me as a woman you can push around, Mr. Willow. I’ve been doing business longer than you can imagine.”

Jack held up his hands placatingly, then indicated the chair. “Please,” he said again.

 

A half hour later Elaine walked out of Jack’s personal office with a letter of intent, saying she would have her lawyers
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