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Introduction to the series.

 

 

Welcome to lower Lunaton, on the border of Lunaton woods. The little British countryside town where the crop circle on the way in gives you heed; the inhabitants may not be what they seem.

 

By the dark of night, it's not only the moon that comes out to play.

There's many a creature living alongside you, so expect the unexpected. Growls, howls, the patter or paws, the beating of wings, maybe a conversation with a little more bite than bark. A place of magic, or is that just a myth?

 

There's always something going on in the little town, and sometimes it's not so friendly. When the moon is high, and the day is over, stay out of the woods. Just a gentle warning, you don't want to disturb the locals at play. You could get more than you bargained for?

 

Pull up a chair and rest your feet, you may be here a while. After all, most have been here more than a lifetime, well a human one any way.

 


Words the Shifter Males are taught from birth

 

By the light of the third full moon of the year, man that goes from two legs to four will feel the pull when his mate is born, the other half to his soul. But patience must you show, for twenty-one years shall pass before she feels the pull of the binding, when at that time on her your mark shall appear. The other half to your own, thus making the mark and you whole.

During this time, you must not unleash the beast within around her, for she may not know of your kind. But you should hasten and be warned, only five years shall you have to locate and bind her to you. If you fail to have your union sworn over by the last full moon at the end of the fifth year, your lifespan shall then be that of your beast. You will then permanently become the animal that you take form, and for the remainder of that life you'll walk on four legs. Forever to be alone.
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Chapter One
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Adam and Nicolas shot through the door, temporarily blinded as the dank, dark basement gave way to the natural lighting from the early evening sky. Blinking, Adam halted beside Nicolas as Maisie came to a standstill just up ahead of them. She was wild eyed, as warily, she watched them. 

Adam’s eyes dropped to the scared woman Maisie held before her as a shield. He ground his jaw in anger as Maisie dug the knife into the woman’s throat, nicking her skin… the same knife she’d used to stab Sophia. His sinuses burned as the acrid scent of the woman’s fear reached his nostrils, silent tears tracking down her dirty, bruised, and bloodstained face.   

Sam slammed through the door behind them, Helena right on his heels, skidding to a halt as she crashed into his back. He threw out an arm, grabbing Helena’s to stop her momentum. Steadying her, he pulled her to his side as he too, stood staring at Maisie, loathing evident in his dark green gaze. The psycho bitch was about ten-feet ahead of them - out in the open - a brick wall hindering her escape. 

“Help me,” the woman she held captive before her implored. Her glowing blue eyes wide and fearful in her tear streaked face as Maisie took another backwards step, but her escape was hampered as her back hit the wall, stopping her from going any further. She dragged the woman tighter into her, the knife pushing deeper into her skin. 



Adam moved to the left, Nicolas to the right and Sam stood between them, drawing Helena in beside him, an arm on hers - holding her in place. 

Well, for now anyway. 

            

“Not another step!” Maisie screeched. “If you do, I’ll open her throat like a zipper, do you hear me, not a single step,” she shouted, digging the knife further into her captive’s throat to make her point. The woman whimpered as a drop of blood began to trickle down her neck, disappearing into the top of her grubby, ripped, shoestring dress. At one point, it had been pink but now, it was bedraggled, covered in grass stains and dirt. Her balance was precarious to say the least as she stood shaking with only one high-heeled shoe on her foot the other, nowhere to be seen. 

“If you cut her, you’ll have no one to hide behind and then you are mine,” Helena hissed to his right. Her feet leaving the floor as her hair began to rise, floating and crackling around her head as her temper flared. Her right hand came up and fire appeared, floating above her palm as if she’d flicked a lighter and it sprang forth. She balanced it there, hovering on the surface as she patted it and made it bounce like a tennis ball. 

“One more move and she’s dead, do you hear me?” Maisie screeched again, leaning forward and running her tongue up the neck of the woman, chasing the trail of blood. 

The brunette whimpered, and again Adam ground his jaw feeling helpless as he watched Helena begin to rise, levitating, suspended in air. He tried to figure out if he could reach the scared woman Maisie was using as a shield before she did her any further damage.
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Nathan ran up the cellar steps, Sophia tucked into his chest, hoping they could get her help before it was too late. Being an unmated witch, she was still human, therefore, the knife wound could be fatal. As he appeared outside of the house into the early evening light, Jaden stopped pacing and began to swear.

“Maisie?” he snapped and Nathan nodded.

“Where?”

“Gone, she ran off and the others are chasing.. her” Sophia divulged before Nathan could. “I didn’t…” Whatever she was about to say was cut off as Jaden’s eyes dropped to her stomach.

Nathan observed the dark patch of blood on Sophia’s top spreading, looking up he watched Jaden’s eyes widen. “You need to go and help… them,” Sophia gasped, grimacing as her hand once again pushed into the wound. Jaden shook his head, and Sophia winced but gritted her teeth hissing. 

“We have to get her back. We need Agatha, she’ll know what to do,” Nathan growled, hoping like hell that she was still around and hadn’t gone out with Douglas. As tonight was a full moon, the wolves were out of action. They’d managed to suppress their innate instincts for the last couple of full moons, but tonight, they needed to let their nature free. Agatha had given them charmed talismans to help them through the last couple, but such traits could only be subdued so many times before the wolves’ true nature overtook. If they tried to dampen it down repeatedly - and in succession, the wolves could become dangerous. As Agatha was the mate of Douglas – their Alpha - she was also out of action for the evening. However, if he could get Sophia back quickly, Agatha may be able to help save her before Douglas’s wolf overtook the man’s thinking and dragged Agatha away.

      

Shouting could be heard, coming from the back of the old sanatorium and Jaden’s head moved from the old building to Sophia and back again, indecision written on his face. 

“Go, grab a few of the others. Help them,” Sophia managed breathlessly as she curled into herself in Nathan’s arms. Nathan pulled her further into his chest, desperate to alleviate her pain and get her the help she needed. 

“Sophia?” Addie, the dream demon moaned, coming over, red eyes full of sorrow as he looked down at her.

“What can I do?” He asked, eyes turning to Jaden for direction but as he opened his mouth to answer, Sophia spoke up.

“I need Luc. Take me to Luc,” she told them.

“Aunt Sophia,” Maya shouted, running up to her.

“Please, I need Luc,” Sophia implored, her eyes turning to those around her.

“Can you take her?” Jaden asked, a tick in his rigid jaw, arm going around a sobbing Maya. 

“I can,” Addie informed them, holding out his arms. Nathan gently passed her over to him, not happy, but knowing that Addie could get her to help a lot quicker than he could. He could use the other realm as a detour, somewhere Nathan himself could not go. The other realm was a dimension within their own but off limits and inaccessible to those not part of it. You could only gain access if you lived there, which Addie did, being a fallen angel. They’d travelled here through it but only with Addie’s help, but they had no sense of direction, nothing but a cold void could be felt or seen by those not of that realm. Although, it altered to the wishes of those living within, therefore, Addie could step in and have Sophie back to help within minutes. Running on foot, it would take him a good twenty-minutes; the same by car. Her condition meant there was no competition, his feelings did not come into consideration.

“Thank you,” Sophia smiled with a sigh. “I will be okay. I know what I must do now,” she informed them. And with that, she lay her head against Addie’s chest as he strode off down the garden. The portal opened – a kind of hazy bright light - as soon as he was through the gateway, and he stepped into it, still holding Sophia.

As the gateway closed, a car came screeching to a halt in the land before the gates and a very harried looking Leonard alighted.

“What in the hell has been going on?” He asked, eyes taking in a crying Maya, sobbing against Jaden, and John torn up on the floor. 

“Maisie?” Leonard hissed and Jaden nodded. 

“Maya, I need to go. Please, help Edwin with John, and, Leonard, ring Thomas and ask him to get up here and bring transport with enough room to get us all home.” 

With that, Jaden gave Maya a squeeze, kissed her forehead and stepped away, shifted, going from two to four legs again. He then slunk off down the side of the house, hugging the ground as he moved between the broken statuary spread around the grounds of the property. 

Knowing there was nothing else he could do here, Nathan took one last look to where the doorway had been, then immediately shifted, bones popping and reshaping as he dropped once again to four legs. The big grizzly bound after Jaden, keeping back a little, and staying closer to the building so he didn’t piss off Jaden’s already twitchy black jaguar.

      

Leonard watched the jaguar and grizzly disappear around the side of the abandoned sanatorium, then swung his eyes back to the others. 

“So, who are we getting out of here first?” he asked, looking from John to Maya and back again.

“Take John, please Leonard,” Maya implored, looking to John who lay on the floor, Edwin still knelt by his side keeping pressure on the wound.

“John, I think you should try shifting first, help stem the blood,” Leonard told him as he pulled his phone from his coat pocket to ring Thomas.

“Do you think you can manage it?” Edwin asked and John squeezed his eyes tightly, then blew out a breath as he nodded. 

“Yes, it’s a good job it was Jaden who had a go at me, anyone else and I’d be dead.”

“And I for one am very thankful to him,” Edwin replied, awkwardly shuffling back, not wanting to be too far from his lover.

John blew out another breath and closed his eyes, allowing the shift to take him, an agonised groan leaving him - which turned to a guttural whimper as bones popped and reshaped. Fur now covered what was once skin, the white scruff area around his neck, now dark and wet with is blood. The white tiger rolled onto its side, trying to get its paws beneath it, but his left leg buckled and he fell back to the ground with a hiss.

“John, shift back,” Edwin implored, shuffling back over, a hand running over the fur on his right shoulder. “Shift back love, and we’ll get Leonard to take us home.”

The white tiger lay panting on its side, mouth open, chest heaving with exertion and pain. He let loose a pained growl as slowly bones once again began to crack and pop as the shift took him. Fur vanished, leaving John, the man, lying on his side panting, and heaving. Awkwardly rolling to all fours, he lost the contents of his stomach.

“Aww, baby, I know that had to hurt,” Edwin murmured, rubbing his back soothingly. 

Once John had finished retching, Edwin gently turned him until he was in a sitting position. He rested his back to his front - between his spread thighs - as he crouched behind him. “Let me check your wound,” he told John as he ran a hand over his light blond hair, pushing it to one side so he could take a look. “It helped, it’s no longer bleeding and it’s begun to heal.  Some pain relief, a shower, another shift and you’ll be as good as new,” he told John, rubbing his chin over the top of his head. “You scared me baby, don’t do that again,” he whispered, face burying in John’s hair as he wound his arms around him. 

John raised his left arm and gripped Edwin’s forearm with his hand. “I have no intention of leaving you, honestly. You’ll not get rid of me so easily.”

“Good,” Edwin murmured. “Now come on, let’s get you out of here.” 

“Can you help him into the back of the car?” Leonard asked, putting his phone away. “I’m not leaving Maya until Thomas has arrived, but at least he’ll be more comfortable lying in the back of the car than in the dirt.”

“Of course. Thank you, but man, can you hire a better car next time.”

“What’s wrong with my car?” Leonard replied testily.

“Nothing, it’s a beautiful car, but it’s low slung. A sports car is not exactly user friendly when getting the injured into it.” Edwin huffed as he helped heft John to his feet, then struggled trying to manoeuvre him into the back seat of the Maserati. 

“I hope blood washes out of this interior,” John rumbled, hissing as he finally managed to get into the back of the car, leaning his head back against the cream leather.

“It’s fine, it’s just a car,” Leonard shrugged.

“Are you okay?” Edwin asked, straightening, taking in the dishevelled state of Leonard, his black hair loose, as if torn from the band he normally used to hold it back.

“Not a clue,” Leonard mumbled, moving towards Maya. She stood, arms wrapped around her own midriff, staring down the side of the building as if trying to see what was going on.

 


Chapter Two
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As Nathan lumbered down the side of the old house he watched Jaden, disappear through the trees before going up the wall which ran around the property. The jaguar ran along the top of it in a crouch, flattening his body and using a stop start motion, trying not to garner any attention, keeping to the cover of the trees, which grew in front of the wall.  

Nathan tried to stay out of sight too, using the building, statuary, and old gravestones for cover; not an easy feat for a nearly eight-hundred-pound grizzly. As he got to the edge of the house, the rear grounds came into view. Maisie was now out there and he watched as she tried edging further back, looking for an escape route. 

Eyes widening, he realised Maisie was holding a brunette as a shield, knife to her throat. His gaze moved around restlessly as he stood in the shadow of the house. Going low, he shuffled forward, and spotted Helena. Nicolas and Adam were on one side of her, and Sam was on the other, she was playing with a ball of fire, tossing it in the air and taunting Maisie.

Probably not a good idea. 

Especially not when she was using a hostage as a shield. Maisie was crazy and psychotic enough to slit her throat and try to use the ensuing chaos as a means of making her escape over the wall.  

Eyes shifting back to the others, he watched Helena again flick the flame in her hand, smirking, and heard Maisie growl. The sound drew his attention, and Nathan watched how the madness now swirled in Maisie’s eyes like a sickness. Mouth thinning at her jerky movements. Obviously feeling trapped, she took surreptitious looks over her shoulder, awkwardly shuffling backwards dragging her captive with her. Her shoulder bumped into the wall, bringing her flight to an end and her gaze now flicked left and right as she tightened her grip on the woman before her. The knife dug a little harder into her neck as she stumbled, nearly slicing her own throat before managing to right herself with a whimper.

A movement caught his attention, and he watched Jaden freeze, not far from Maisie now, nearly over her. The big black cat went lower on the wall and he himself dropped down to his belly checking, before very carefully, edging closer into the tree line and away from the house. He kept low, more a shuffle than a walk with the bulk of his grizzly as he headed for cover. 

From his hiding spot, he again turned his attention to the others and watched as Adam sat back on his haunches, eyes trained on Maisie, waiting. Sam stood beside Helena, and to her right, Nicolas had gone into a crouch. The leopard’s front end lower, back haunches lifted slightly, ready to spring into action at the first opportunity. 

“Come on Maisie, you and me,” Helena taunted and Maisie snorted. 

Nathan nearly groaned at this, worry for the innocent woman upmost in his mind. He saw the fear in her blue eyes, bottom lip wobbling as the knife dug a little deeper as Maisie moved from foot to foot.

“How stupid do you think I am?” Maisie spat at Helena. “Now, back the hell up. If you don’t start moving, I’m going to slice her throat. You have until I count to three.”

“You’ll be dead before her body hits the floor,” Helena snarled.

“At least I can take another one with me. Well, that you know of,” she cackled. Nathan moved his head at this taunt, wondering what the hell she was talking about. He shuffled closer towards the wall, beneath the trees out of her sight. He again turned his attention to the woman she held hostage, those large neon blue eyes wide and full of fear. His gut twisted for her as the knife again dug into the delicate and exposed flesh of her throat, her head at a precarious angle. 

He clacked his teeth in agitation, trying to figure out how he could get her away from the psychotic murdering bitch who’d just begun counting. Just then, he felt a tap on his shoulder, and head turning slightly, he caught movement on the wall above him. Jaden was now right behind him and it looked as though he was getting ready to attack. If he wanted to save the woman, he was going to have to move quickly.

Nodding, not sure whether Jaden’s cat understood him, he readied himself to leap into action. Communication was the bane of a shifter’s life. They could only talk telepathically with their mates, so communication with others relied on body language and familiarity.  

Fuck.

Grizzlies were not built for quick movement – even though they could move at speed when required. He needed to time this just right, any clumsy moves, the woman was dead. Eyes slitting, he fixed his sights on his target and slowly began edging further away from the wall. Front end dropping lower, he got ready, large shoulder muscles quaking as he froze, waiting.

Maisie continued counting, she’d gotten to two when Jaden exploded into action. Knowing this was his only chance, the big grizzly shot forward.

Maisie gasped, the knife pressing tighter into the woman’s throat as the big grizzly made his presence known. While her attention was taken with him, Jaden launched himself the couple of feet across the wall and dropped onto her back, jaw clamping down on the arm presently holding the knife against the woman’s throat. The movement forced the knife away from her throat as the big cat’s weight knocked them both to the floor with his momentum. The woman held hostage screamed as she was pushed forward onto her knees. 

Quick as a flash, mid lunge, Nathan shifted, launching himself at the woman, arms going around her waist as he rolled, tucking her beneath him to protect her from his weight and the hard compacted ground. 

Maisie shrieked, falling to her knees and dropping the knife as Jaden bit down, large incisors ripping through tendon and muscle, nearly severing her shoulder from her body. As she tried to pull away, he dug his back claws in and ripped down, her agonised screams filled the air as her back split open, clothes and skin parting. Jaden didn’t release his hold on her though, he continued to bite down, back legs on the floor for leverage now as he shook her like a rag doll. 

      

Nathan launched himself to his feet, the woman still within the circle of his arms. Twisting her around, he threw her over his shoulder - fireman style – and sprinted the hell out of the firing line, disappearing down the side of the house with her. 

He needed to get her out of there as Jaden’s jaguar went into a thralled frenzy, again going at the bitch. This time he tore out her throat, and her screams turned to a gurgle as he turned around and spat her own trachea back at her. Nathan whistled as he vanished around the corner, not wanting to hang around and watch Jaden finish her off. The girl he carried had been through enough, she did not need to see the carnage caused by a pissed off Jaguar.

 

 

[image: Image]

 

 

Adam stood impassively while Jaden finished off the psychotic bitch. He watched her chest finally still, blank eyes, open, staring at the darkening sky. He saw Jaden’s cat go back for her motionless broken body on the blood-soaked ground - pawing the earth by her - lunging forward and then stalking away then pacing backwards and forwards. Sam could be heard muttering about the madness by his side, the big grizzly turning his head to him as he suddenly spoke up. 

“Enough,” shouted Sam, trying to get Jaden to stop, but still the large black cat kept going back and taking swipes at the lifeless body. 

She now lay in a pool of her own blood, head separated from her body. A torn, broken ragdoll that the cat played with as he would a mouse. 

However, Jaden stilled and seemed to take heed of Sam’s warning, snarling as he paced away, sides heaving, chuffing, and growling. His black coat was now even darker as though wet, due to being soaked with Maisie’s blood. Then, as Adam watched the agitated movements of the cat began to slow before he turned, launching himself up the wall and into a tree. He moved along until he found the biggest branch that overhung the grounds, and there he lay, head on his front paws. Tail swishing, the only sign of his agitation as the feline’s golden, amber eyes, warily watched what went on below. 

“Helena, torch the bitch. Send her back to hell,” Sam snarled, running his hand through his short-cropped hair as he stared in disbelief at the mess now before them. “Jesus, Christ, I’ve never seen anything like it,” he shook his head. “Baby, please, just burn the bitch,” he pleaded, turning his back on the scene. 

“Well, that was fun,” murmured Adam, now back in human form. He moved over and stood beside Helena, hands in his jeans pockets as he impassively looked at what was left of Maisie’s body, and whistled. “Boy got her good, she isn’t coming back from that. Good riddance,” he spat near the body and turned, heading back around the side of the house to locate his brother and the woman. 

      

There had been something about Nathan’s body language with the woman that he wanted to check out.

“I think, I’ll… yeah, I’ll go with him,” Nicolas said, also no longer in animal form now the threat had passed. With a shake of his head at the massacre, he followed on Adam’s heels.      

“Damn, remind me not to piss off the big kitty,” Nicolas whispered out of the corner of his mouth as he kept pace with Adam.

“He has quite a temper, doesn’t he,” Adam grinned.

“Man, that was something. But I can’t say I’m surprised. I mean, that bitch killed his parents, went after his mate and then took and tortured his brother. I’d say she had it coming, and I for one, will sleep a little better at night knowing she’s no longer breathing.”

“Now that I can agree with wholeheartedly,” Adam concurred as they stepped around the front of the old sanatorium.

 


Chapter Three
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Maya stopped pacing as Adam and Nicolas came around the corner. Leonard straightened up from closing the back door of his Maserati.      

“Your man has quite the temper,” Adam grinned, looking to Maya.

“How is he?”

“Just brooding up a tree, he’ll be fine. He has avenged his dead. Helena toasted her arse, so the bitch has finally gone. Now, how’s Sophia?”

“I don’t know, Adlucinor took her home, she wanted Luc. It looked bad, Adam.”

“Shit, I’m sorry. It’s a pity Agatha is out of action.” His eyes then moved around them, taking in a harried, and not so immaculately put together Leonard. “What’s wrong with runway boy, he looks a little rumpled?”

“Not a clue, he pulled in here like the hounds of hell were on his heels,” Maya replied. 

Adam frowned, looking towards Leonard for clues to his anxiety before his eyes once again landed on his brother. Nathan was kneeling beside the woman he’d rescued, body curved over her in a protective gesture as she sat with her back against the front garden wall.

Just as the sky began to darken, a bright light suddenly broke the early evening gloom as if someone had just switch on a torch. The beacon cutting through the dusk was followed by a chorus of wolf howls that broke the silence. They all looked towards the tree line. 

“It seems word has spread that the wicked witch is dead,” Adam smirked, before he patted Maya’s arm sympathetically. She nodded, head lifting to the skyline, taking a deep breath, arms wrapped around herself.

             

“How’s she doing?” Adam asked, and Maya turned back to him, following his direction as his chin dipped in the woman’s direction.

“I think she’s in shock,” Maya admitted, her eyes moving restlessly around again, hands now running up and down her arms. 

“Maya, it’s going to be okay. Jaden will come around.”

“He feels guilty for attacking John.”

“He has nothing to feel guilty over. He’s already healing,” Leonard replied stepping towards them. “Now, do I need to take anyone else with me?”

Gravel crunching could be heard from further up, before headlights could be seen coming up the pitted road towards them. They all turned as an old minibus came into view.

“No, I think we’re fine, it looks like Thomas has arrived. Do you think we should get him to look at John before you take him home?” Maya asked.

“What’s wrong with John?” Thomas queried, slamming the door on the minibus, then running a hand through his overlong hair, pushing it out of his face. Green theatre scrubs were visible beneath his long white cotton doctors jacket.

“He had a little altercation with Jaden,” Nicolas replied not meeting Maya’s eyes.

“What… why?”

“Long story Thomas. Shortened version, Maisie,” Adam added.

“Argh, okay, say no more. Do I need to check him over or has the shift helped?”

“He’s stopped bleeding and the cut is beginning to heal,” Leonard told him. 

“You’re looking a little worse for wear yourself. Did you leave Jill’s in a hurry?” Thomas enquired, brow raised.

“Yeah, something like that,” Leonard replied dryly, not meeting his enquiring gaze. “Right, so long as you’re all okay, I’ll get John and Edwin out of here. Do you have enough seats to get the others home?”

“Maya, who’s still here?” Thomas asked.

“Helena, Sam, Adam, Nathan, Nicholas, Edgar, Jaden, myself and the girl.”

“Hmmm, we’re good,” Thomas replied to Leonard. “It’s a twelve seater, so we’ll meet you at Balin’s place.

“Leonard, can you get Lana to ring me, I’d really like to know how Aunt Sophia is doing?”

“You could ring her yourself,” Thomas told her, handing her his phone out of his lightweight white coat pocket.

“I don’t want to ring the house, I’m worried about disturbing them if they are busy. Plus, Elliot, the local doctor, and Phillip James the coroner are there. I don’t want to interrupt if they are helping to heal her.”

“Arrgh, okay, sure thing,” Leonard replied, turning and heading over to his car. Climbing into the driver’s seat, he turned over the engine and took off back down the pitted, overgrown road.

“I do love the purr of that engine,” Adam sighed.

“I can’t really see you getting your wide load in one,” Nicolas grinned, and Adam punched him on the shoulder.

“It’s all muscle,” Adam growled. “It’s also not my fault you’re a little more svelte than me, because, let me tell you something, the ladies love the big guys,” Adam grinned, then winked. 

Smirking, Edgar; the other Leopard, walked over, laughing at Nicolas’s scowl.

“Have you never learned to not bait the bear?” He laughed as Adam stuck his hands in his jeans pockets, whistling as he made his way over to his brother.

“Smug bastard,” Nicolas grumbled.

“Green is not your colour,” Thomas snickered. “It’s not the twins fault they garner so much attention from the ladies when they are out.”

“No, I know it’s not. I just wish they’d leave a few for the rest of us,” Nicolas replied dryly as he headed towards the minibus.

“How are you holding up and what have I missed?” Thomas asked, turning his attention back to Maya.

“Maisie is now gone, courtesy of Jaden and Helena.”

“The light show, excellent, and thank God for that.”

“Thomas, she stabbed Aunt Sophia. It was bad, really bad… and Agatha is out with Douglas,” Maya rung her hands together in agitation, eyes filling with tears as the chorus of wolf howls could be heard again.

“Can we get everyone loaded, then we’ll get back to see if I can do anything to help.”

“Thank you, I would really appreciate that.”            

Nathan knelt beside the shaking brunette. Her harsh breathing had begun to settle, but his sinuses still burnt with the scent of her fear.

“How are you doing?” He asked, trying not to crowd her. Hunching slightly to try to make himself a little smaller and less intimidating.

“I’m okay, thank you,” she shakily replied, giving him a tentative smile.

“Can you walk?” Adam asked, standing beside his brother.

“Are you going to help the other woman?”

“Other?” Nathan asked, his head swinging to his brother at her words as he stood behind him.

“Yes, she appeared earlier, shoulder length brown hair, pink dipped tips. I saw her as she was brought past my room.”

“Shit, are you okay to sit here?” Nathan mumbled, pushing to his feet.

“Yes, thank you.”

“Adam, come on. Let’s go check it out.” 

With that, the brothers jogged over to Maya.

“She says there was another woman brought in here earlier today. We’re going to check it out.”

“Okay, I’ll tell Jaden, he can meet you from the back.”

“Thanks,” Nathan replied, taking off again towards the front door of the old Sanatorium, Adam on his heels.

 


Chapter Four
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Back in Lower Lunaton 

 

 

 

Lana paced downstairs, unable to settle as she worried over the others.

“Baby, I could do with a drink, would you like one?” Balin asked from the sofa. 

“No… I mean, yes. That’s a good idea, I’ll go and make drinks. It will give me something to do,” she smiled distractedly, heading into the kitchen. 

She’d just filled the kettle with water and flicked the switch to boil it, when, through the kitchen window, she saw her Aunt Sophia coming into the back garden. Relieved to see her, she bit her lip, unsure what to do. She wanted news on the others, but didn’t want to interrupt her aunt as she headed towards Luc. She always went to Luc before she went out, and when she came back again. He may basically be a statue when the sun is out, but he was still able to see – to a degree – and could also hear everything going on. He was just unable to move, speak or even blink though. 

Lana turned her back, giving her aunt a moment, but after doing a couple of circuits of the kitchen, she couldn’t wait any longer and pulled open the door. 

As soon as the door opened, she knew something was wrong, the smell of blood was heavy in the air and her aunt’s limp form was leaning against Luc’s statue. She’d just stepped out of the door, a cry on her
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