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Part I: Ellie
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Discoveries and Destinies
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Our wills and fates do so contrary run

That our devices still are overthrown.

Our thoughts are ours, their ends

none of our own.

—Hamlet, Act III, Scene II

William Shakespeare
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Chapter 1
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The End
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The psychic witch spins around to face me, shocked and horrified. “Ellie, don’t,” she begs me.

She’s seen the future.

The future without me.

Though Amber doesn’t know that I’ve chosen to take my own life in order to save theirs—she can’t see the futures of vampires—from the accusation in her eyes, she obviously knows that it’s one of my decisions that’s altered the future as she knew it.

“This won’t end in bloodshed,” she assures me.

Mum and Aiden throw her a questioning glance. She dismisses them with a shake of her head. They look away. 

“So, don’t you dare think about it!” That part she hisses at me.

Stop thinking about it? Sure.

I’ll just act, then.

I get to my feet.

Just as I’m about to snap my head off its axis, the strangest force curls around my wrists, yanking my hands away from my head. Surprised, my hands momentarily lose all strength and the incomprehensible energy moulded around my wrists bends my arms behind my back.

I’m being arrested by invisible police officers!

Bound, I watch as a gently bobbing sea of bodies edges closer to where I stand, my back to the windows of the train heading for London Paddington Station, barely hidden behind my ex-Slayer mother Kim, Amber the witch, and her brother Aiden.

Thumping human heartbeats resound in my ears. Mum’s heart is beating fastest, then it’s Aiden’s, closely followed by The Council’s assassins who’ve been sent to destroy me.

Me, The Council’s Slayer.

Their Slayer!

The organisation I’m supposed to work with in order to protect humans from vampires, is out to get me!

Okay, so the fact that I’m now a vampire myself complicates things a little. But still...

Oddly enough, Amber’s heart is slowest, her demeanour composed. She’s so still.

Like a vampire...

Light blonde hair contrasting starkly against her black-leather biker jacket, Amber’s baby-face is almost glowing. She’s a gifted witch and everything, but how’d she manage to calm herself down so quickly, knowing what she sort of knows? 

Unless she’s been rendered motionless by guilt?

It’s not her fault. The future changes with the decisions people make.

If senior Council member Marcus waited till the last minute to send a kill order for me, how could Amber have seen this attack any sooner?

The baffling shackles wrapped around my wrists are still holding my arms behind my back. I resent how they’re trying to stop me from doing what I want to do.

My body awakens as my mind reacts defiantly to this bizarre form of authority.

Yeah, I always had an issue with anything trying to control me!

When I was human, it was my mum’s interference and control-freak-ness that I antagonised against. As a six-month old vampire, I feel like lashing out at whatever’s trying to hold me back. 

Trying to stop me from killing me.

If I kill myself, no one will get hurt trying to protect/destroy me.

I pretend it’s The System—the vampire government—that I’m rebelling against, and push at the restrictions twined around my wrists. 

And my hands spread out like the wings of an angel. 

Wow, it’s too easy!

The unseen force isn’t obliterated completely—I feel it clinging to my diamond-hard skin, trying to regain its advantage—but it’s no match for me.

If I was being arrested, I’d totally give the cops a sly smile right now.

“Oh, for goodness sake!” Amber moans. Her words are swiftly followed by a respectable tug by the transparent handcuffs on me.

I should’ve known! 

The invisible manacles are some sort of magical energy field conjured up to prevent me from beheading myself.

Conjured up by Amber.

That’s why the little minx has been so immobile—she’s concentrating on containing me.

I’m not surprised she’s capable of moving vampire hands off vampire heads and tying them behind vampire backs. I just cannot fathom why she summoned these hoops in the first place. She couldn’t have seen that I’d planned to kill myself.

Unless, she read my mind...

But I know she’s not telepathic. Right?

I question myself because mum’s kept so many secrets from me, and it’s possible she didn’t disclose all of Amber’s cool talents.

I hate mum so much right now!

If the witch can hear my thoughts, then... she knows I have a huge crush on her brother.

Ugh, I want to kill myself even more!

Using all my might, I prepare to reach for my head again.

“Oh, no you don’t!” Amber jumps me!

Her slender arms hug me tightly. To keep me from moving my arms. I won’t flex a muscle when she’s welded to me like this. It’ll end up killing her.

“Don’t, Ellie,” she urges me quietly in my ear.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I whisper.

Mum’s angling towards us, while keeping her eyes on the army of men and women slowly converging on us. She can’t afford to divide her attention like this.

“Get off me, Amber. Go help mum and Aiden.”

“I would, if I didn’t have to stop you first!” she snaps.

“Stop me from what?”

“From doing what you’ve decided!” she moans.

“How could you possibly know what I’ve decided—you can’t read minds!”

“No, but I can see the future.”

“You can’t see mine,” I scoff.

“But. I. Can. See. The. Future!” Whoa. She. Is. Mad.

Just because she can’t see what the future holds for immortals, it doesn’t mean my kind doesn’t affect the future!

And the future she does see. 

“What did you see?” I ask curiously.

Amber lifts her head and fixes her pale-blue eyes on my beetle-black ones. “The end.”
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This is goodbye
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“The end of what?”

“Everything,” she mouths.

Everything means... mum, her husband Jake Dalton, my biological father David Ryan, my little sister Heather...

My old friends, my hometown of Reading, my adopted home of London, my country, the continent, the world... 

The end of the world...

Amber’s child-like face screws up with curiosity and irritation. “Why do you look so shocked?” 

How about: I had no idea my death would somehow bring about Apocalypse!

How could it, though?

What nonsense!

And if I did know, what did she expect me to say? Oh, yeah, sorry Amber, I know my suicide is a one-way ticket to Armageddon, but I’m going to do it, anyway. It was nice knowing ya.

The look on her face suggests that I’m supposed to know.

The only way I could know this is through my mother.

Mum! Keeping more secrets from me! 

I’m going to have some serious words with her!

“Ah, thank you,” Amber breathes, letting go of me. “It’s so nice to see the future again.”

I’d have to be totally stupid to not get what she means: I want to have a go at mum for all the non-disclosure, so my suicide mission is postponed.

The world won’t end.

She can see its future again.

“Actually, I’m glad she hasn’t told you about the Prophecy,” Amber continues. “Aiden can tell you. It’s his... area of expertise.”

There’s some Prophecy?

About me? Really?

How cool is that!

I shake my head to dislodge the teenager’s awe at this news. What is it with the women of The Council and their revelations? But I love the idea of Aiden telling me about this Prophecy. Of Aiden telling me anything...

I know I only met him this morning, but I’m totally smitten.

“Now that I’m sure you won’t do anything stupid,” Amber says, “I can try to... un-charm the protection charms those soldiers are wearing.”

“How you gonna do that?” Only moments ago, she said that her spells would have no affect on the warriors, because they were wearing protection charms.

“Well, they’re ordinary objects that I’ve charmed to protect the wearer from magical attacks,” she explains quietly. “I’m trying to lift the spells off them.”

I raise an eyebrow. “You can actually do that?” They don’t sound very protecting...

“Witches can charm, jinx, and cast all sorts of spells on inanimate objects,” she tells me. “But we can remove those spells, too. The problem is...” She bites her lower lip sheepishly. “I never learnt how to remove protection spells—why would I, right?” She shrugs. “So, I’m trying lots of things, but they’re not working so far.

“At the same time, I’m conjuring up a wall around the four of us, to keep the soldiers out, and that’s not materialising like it ought to...” 

“Perhaps if you just concentrated on one thing at a time...?”

“I suppose I should focus on protecting us.” She spins to face the others. “I’ll keep a wall around us until the train stops. Then we can make a run for it.” 

We?

No.

“Amber,” I whisper in her ear from behind her. Mum will be able to hear me, thanks to her Slayer-hearing, but there’s not much I can do about that. “I need you to create a strong magical barrier to protect mum, Aiden, and yourself. I don’t want the others hurt, either. So, no one fights. You promised you’d do anything for me, Amber. This is what I need you to do.”

Amber faces me, but doesn’t dare argue. On the drive to the train station, she’d vowed to do whatever I asked her to, so there’s nothing to debate.

My taking advantage of her guilt doesn’t mean I hold her culpable for my abduction at the hands of Christian when she was supposed to be ‘watching’ me from afar. But she really wants to make up for that night, and I really don’t want anyone to get hurt because of me.

She’s the only one that can help make that happen.

Knowing that, she agrees with a nod. Almost immediately, I feel a wave of heat break through the train. It’s her magic.

It heats up the air. 

“Amber?” mum asks, pivoting on the spot to face us. This is at the same time that the first row of assassins reaches the area of the train that we’re occupying.

Abruptly, they come to a stop.

It’s like they’ve hit a glass wall.

The wall isn’t trying to harm anyone, so their protection charms become irrelevant.

Mum steps forward and hits a wall of her own.

She turns to approach us, but again, another wall.

The witch has one barrier preventing a fight between the people hunting me and the people protecting me, and another keeping mum and Aiden away from me and the witch.

“Thanks, Amber.”

“Where will you go?” she mouths, face pale and sad.

“Wherever I go, you guys won’t be in danger because of me,” I whisper. “Don’t follow me. Don’t search for me.”

“But—”

“This is goodbye.”
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For now, I'm free
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We’re a couple of minutes from London now. A line of black is waiting for me by the tracks. “They look like riot police,” Amber tells me of her vision. “Batons, shields, riot helmets, and all.”

If they think they can kill me in that getup, they’ve got another thing coming! Yeah, those batons will crumble as they hit me.

And I won’t feel a thing.

But they won’t use those rods as weapons, nor do they expect their transparent shields to put up any resistance if I attack. No, it’s all just for show.

Can’t let the humans catch on to the fact that they’re hunting a vampire. 

I can imagine what cover story The Council has cooked up:

Anonymous tip-off about a bomb on the train.

Terrorist attack.

Or, if they don’t want to attract media attention, ‘training exercise’ is the safest option. 

The anti-vampire organisation probably has a deal with certain departments within the human government, one that’ll back up the cover story with an official statement.

I wasn’t expecting The Council’s fighters to be lined up in such an orderly fashion, though. When Amber first saw Marcus’s decision to have me killed, I’d anticipated a more discreet operation. Inconspicuous men and women scattered about the station. That way, I could’ve weaved my way through the commuters and squeezed out of the nearest exit. 

Now, I’m going to be forced to use all my strength and speed, in public.

That’s against the rules. 

Thankfully, I’m much faster and stronger than the average vampire. So quick I’ll be invisible to the human eye.

Invisible.

The word reminds me of my creator, Christian. What I’d do to have his invisibility cloak right now! I’d totally hide myself from the vision of all the people in this huge train station.

But I’d stay visible to The Council.

They need to see me so they can chase me. And I can lead them away from my friends and family and other innocents that I don’t want hurt.

Why couldn’t Marcus just wait until I was at HQ?

He could’ve stabbed me in the back, literally.

Amber’s magical walls are still holding their own, mum pounding on the see-through barrier separating her from me and the witch. While mum repeats, “Amber, stop this at once!” the witch’s eyes stay closed tight, maintaining the obstructions. She’s doing well. I’m impressed.

We’re a minute away from Paddington, and her eyes pop open. When I see her face, I realise she’s had another vision. Something’s changed...

The train comes to an abrupt standstill. Then, it starts moving again. 

In the opposite direction. 

And fast.  

So fast that mum and Aiden hold on to the seats closest to them to keep from falling. 

Most of The Council’s fighters fall flat on their faces.

It’s as though a strong wind is blowing through the carriage, tilting everyone in the direction its heading.

Away from London.

“What are you doing, Amber?” her brother shouts.

“We have to get away from London,” she replies determinedly, the only one standing completely upright. “Don’t worry,” she assures him. “I’ve got an illusion spell around the train—anyone looking in its direction will see clear train tracks.”

I give her a look that says I’m still determined to go my own way. She nods. That’s more than okay, say her eyes. It’s necessary.

Before I can thank her, I hear something in the distance. My head turns towards the sound. It’s getting closer and closer.

The witch whips her head in that direction too, eyes frantic. Though she can’t see what our train is speeding towards, Amber’s foresight has already told her what my enhanced hearing has told me.

“There’s a train heading right for us!” I yell. The driver of the other train only sees clear tracks ahead of him remember, so he won’t hit the brakes.

“Stop the train, Amber,” mum orders.

“I can’t!” Amber’s big blue eyes are glistening. “I’m getting drained just moving this train; I don’t have the strength to stop the other one.”

“Not the other one,” mum retorts. “Our one.”

“And wait for the other one to hit us?”

“As opposed to bulleting straight into it?” Mum is red with anger. “Take us back to Paddington.”

“That’s not the best move, right now.”

Aiden gives his sister a meaningful look. “Take us up,” he instructs her calmly.

Amber’s eyes widen.

The train stops dead.

Everyone that had been on their feet, tumbles to the floor.

A hushed moment later, we’re rocking from side-to-side.

Harsh screeching noises fill the cart. Crunching metal. Bumps and clangs and all sorts.

Then, the strong wind that was raging through the train and dragging it backwards is now whooshing upwards.

I look through the glass and... oh my god we’re flying.

No, not flying. Levitating.

Up, up, up we go...

Below us are green fields and hills, a few cows grazing. We’re in the middle of the countryside now and leaving it beneath us.

In one quick second, I’m in front of the train doors and pulling them apart. Showing off my isometric skills, I flip onto the roof of the train. The door shuts underneath me. Thanks, Amber! Once I’m on my feet, I see just how close the other train was to hitting us. It’s now moving directly below us!

Our carriage is second to last. Before the train below has cleared the area we occupied only moments ago, I’m at the front of the vehicle. Taking a deep breath, I run to the other end, gaining momentum, and then I leap into the air.

It’s exhilarating. I’ve never leapt this high up in the sky before.

It totally rocks! Totally!

I keep my legs moving, running, running through the sky, moving as far away as possible from the floating train. Sure, I’ll crash-land somewhere unfamiliar, and that in itself is scary and dangerous. But that’s okay, because for now, I’m flying.

For now, I’m free.
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My time will come
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Why do I always end up depending on things I despise?

First, it was blood. I used to hate seeing it. Smelling it. Feeling it. Then, it became my only food source. Yuck!

Now, the great outdoors becomes my sanctuary. Gross!

My friends Carrie and Lucy used to love walking barefoot on grass, camping, being at one with nature. Okay, maybe not the last part, but they liked trees, ponds, and furry little animals. I didn’t.

I didn’t even like walking on grass with my shoes on.

I still don’t. 

So, of course, I land bang in the middle of a forest full of pine trees!

I should’ve known this would happen.

It’s just how things are for me.

What’s worse is the gut feeling that this is where I should be. Hidden amongst the trees, bushes, and god knows what else Mother Nature has to offer.

I wonder what Amber’s going to do with the flying train. Land it on the tracks and take it back to London? Cast some sort of memory-wiping spell on the driver and the few non-Council passengers on board?

Marcus can explain to the authorities how the train behind us reached London first.

Will mum, Amber, and Aiden be okay? The Council won’t punish them for helping me get away, will they?

They can’t touch mum, she’s the Slayer.

Ex-Slayer, my brain reminds me. And look what they tried to do to their current Slayer...

Shaking my head, I tell myself to get a grip. Worrying about the ‘what ifs’ isn’t helping anyone. Even if I wanted to, I can’t go back for them.

Not even to see if they’re okay.

I’ll only put them in danger.

Human voices in the distance bring a welcome distraction. There’s a settlement nearby, and I’m at the outer perimeter of the forest. Moaning with displeasure, I make my way deep into the woods. In human speed. That’s how much I don’t want to be at one with nature.

[image: image]

Two minutes into my reluctant walk, I stop dead in my tracks. “Christian?” The word rips out of my mouth involuntarily.

Christian’s found me. Again.

I can smell him.

I can’t hear him, and as I spin on the spot, I don’t see him. This doesn’t surprise me.

“Take your invisibility cloak off, Harry Potter, and face me,” I taunt quietly. I know he can hear me. See me. He’s a vampire.

A vampire who can make himself invisible.

“You and I need to talk.”

I’m so angry at him for lying to me about who he really is—who I really am—that I don’t think I’ll do much talking.

I’ll kill him with my bear hands!

He took my virginity moments before taking my life and turned me into the very thing I was born to kill. I should’ve killed him that very night! 

In case you’re wondering why I’m suddenly angry at Christian, let me make things absolutely clear:

This anger isn’t sudden. It was there from the moment I learned the truth. But I had so many other secrets and lies to deal with, that I’d pushed my feelings about Christian to one side.

Now, I’m embracing what I feel for him.

He’s going to need his invisibility cloak when I catch up with him!

But he doesn’t drop his shield.

His gift is the ability to manipulate everyone’s perception. He can make your mind think you can’t see, hear, or feel him when he’s right in front of you. 

The lucky little bugger!

But his scent lingers in the air... His shield only works on our minds, not on our noses!

A few yards ahead of me, I see a fallen tree. It looks like it was knocked down by great force. As I approach it, hyper-vigilant and on-guard, I realise immediately that Christian was here.

Not too long ago.

His scent is very strong in this spot, fresh.

He sat by this tree for a while...

Doing what exactly? What does a senior official of The System do in a forest like this? Soul search?

Let’s follow his scent, see what he’s up to.

I let my creator’s cinnamon-sweet scent move me through the dense greenery. I’ve never had a go at tracking, but it’s not too difficult. It feels like instinct, handing myself over to the predator in me and going where the scent takes me.

Seconds later, a different scent brings me to a halt.

A vampire scent.

This smell, I don’t like. It’s pleasant enough, sweet even. I just don’t warm to it. Why? Something about it tells me it belongs to someone naughty, mischievous. 

Someone female...

I’m not jealous or anything. I don’t give two hoots if Christian came here with Lydia, or with one of his lovers, and did to them what he once did to me.

Really, I’m totally over him.

If he’s being unfaithful to Lydia, I hope she finds out. I get the feeling she’s a badass. Someone who’ll give Christian the bashing he deserves for lying and cheating around.

This female’s scent is mingled with his, and before I can help myself, I’m following it all over the forest.

I note a third vampire’s scent now. This one isn’t so fresh. From the strength of it, I think the immortal was last here four or five days ago... It’s everywhere the female’s scent lingered. Only hers is half a day older in all those places.

Meaning: Vampire number 3 was tracking the female. But she was always one step ahead.

Alternatively, vampire number 3 may’ve been following the same route as her...

What’s so special about this forest that it lured three immortals? One of them being Christian, a senior agent of the vampire government... And the three of them really turned this place over! Were they searching for something? If they were, they found it.

And left as soon as they did.

I know this because I’m at the very edge of the woods now, where Christian and his... female partner’s scent have brought me. If I continue on the path they took, I’ll be leaving this forest far behind me.

That’s not an option for me right this moment.

As much I’d love to throttle Christian right now, I’ll have to hold out for another opportunity. That’s fine. My time will come.
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Blood-ugly red
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Wait for Christian, I can. In this very spot, not so much. Someone’s coming. Instinctively, I jump a few feet in the air, grab a branch, and climb to the very top of a pine tree. Two sets of heartbeats, two sets of footsteps, approach the jungle beneath me a minute later.

Two men in uniform. One has a rifle and the other a handgun.

Rifle guy’s in his fifties. Tall. Brown hair. His middle aged partner has hair a tad lighter, but is round and wobbly. The name tags peeking through their unbuttoned jackets tell me they’re Chief Russell and PC Ward.

What are the village police doing here? It’s not looking good for me and my hideout. Vampires and humans alike are drawn here!

How soon before witches and wizards fly in on their broomsticks? While we’re at it, why leave out the werewolves? Bring them on, too!

If I wasn’t completely certain that the three immortals had left, I wouldn’t have allowed these men to enter the forest. They start murmuring as they walk. Giving them my full attention, I follow their pursuit, leaping silently from tree-to-tree. They’re after something, I can sense it.

“I swear Chief, this takes the biscuit!” PC Ward complains.

“Uh-huh,” grunts Chief Russell. “But it’s the mayor’s son making the complaint. I have to check it out.”

“He and his girlfriend could’ve seen anything last night. But something with red eyes? Purr-lease!”

The village mayor has pressured the cops to investigate what his son thinks he saw. Something with red eyes. It was probably Christian or the female. The kids are lucky to have gotten away without becoming vampire-snacks.

The chief sighs. “Lee and Hannah aren’t troublemakers. They saw something; they wouldn’t make a fuss for no reason.”

“They’re good kids,” PC Ward agrees reluctantly, “but they were drunk and—”

“Well, it’s not like we’re swamped with other cases.” Chief Russell speaks with authority. “Besides, it won’t take long. Lee said they weren’t too far in.”

Correct, the cops aren’t too far into the forest.

But my nose is.

And it smells something... odd up head.

It’s not a vampire or human, or any animal I’m familiar with. It doesn’t smell good. The scent isn’t new to me—I’d caught it when I’d whizzed down Christian’s trail. I hadn’t given it any thought because I was so focused on the scent I was tracking.

Now though, with my main priority being the safety of these humans, I seem to be extra sensitive to anomalies. And this strange odour is definitely that.

It doesn’t belong here.

Without a conscious thought, I fling myself from branch-to-branch, following this weird scent to its source. It’s stronger deep in the jungle, and my nose twitches. Definitely an animal.

Damp fur and animal blood.

But these are separate to the scent that piqued my interest and led me here. The actual smell coming off the skin of the... thing is not animal fur or blood. It has a slight sweetness to it, whereas all animals smell sour, tangy, to me. 

And the animal blood I smell... I don’t smell it in the veins. The blood is exposed.

On the forest floor.

I’ve left the cops far behind, so I don’t need to check if the coast is clear before I jump down. I land in a crouch. It takes me a second to locate the blood.

A few drops on the grass and fallen pine needles. There are larger blobs up ahead.

Not quite footprints, not quite streaks.

If I hadn’t detected the presence of a strange, unidentifiable creature, then the animal blood on the forest floor would’ve made me conclude it was simply a stronger animal killing his prey. Feeding. But something tells me it’s the unidentifiable creature that’s the hunter.

The killer.

Then, I’m moving almost automatically to a small bush. There’s more blood spilled here. All over the leaves. No wait, it’s not a bush. More of a mound of leaves and twigs and pine needles.

And under all the foliage is—

Oh, my god.

Reflex makes me leap back a yard from the stink of the dead animal. A deer, I think. But it’s pretty much unrecognisable because it’s been slaughtered so brutally. Slathered in its own blood, the poor animal is missing half its limbs. Chunks of its flesh have been messily clawed off.

Strong, sharp teeth and claws have done the damage here.

Strangely, I don’t see or smell any remnants of the attacker.

Meaning: the deer didn’t fight back—or couldn’t, for the hunter was too strong—otherwise there’d at least be some foreign matter under its claws, between its teeth. There’s nothing but the scent of its killer. And it’s the weird creature I’m after.

No choice now but to go where its scent takes me, I throw myself into a sprint. I have to find this... this thing and eliminate it before it hurts some other poor creature.

Before it hurts some poor human.

I weave through tree trunks and bound over boulders and bushes, climb tall pine trees and even... The creature even went swimming in the stream near the clearing in the woods.

I saw the water earlier; it’s closer to the outer edge of the forest. I sensed a few human scents here, inhabitants of the nearby village coming down for a swim. Thankfully, the vampires had steered clear of this neck of the woods.

Just as I’m about to leap to the other side of the stream, I hear Chief Russell’s voice in the distance.

“Did you see that?” His tone is uncertain.

I didn’t hear anything untoward in their vicinity, but then again, I’d stopped concentrating on them the moment I saw the bloody buck. Shouldn’t have been so careless! Abandoning my pursuit for now, I decide to head back to the cops.

PC Ward says he didn’t see anything as I climb up a tall pine. Branch-to-branch I go, soaring through the jungle until I’m a few metres from the chief and his colleague.

They’re shining their torches around—it’s darker under the trees and they have human eyes. Keeping still, I obscure myself with needles and branches, just in case they point the light in my direction.

I strain my ears to confirm he’s wrong about seeing something. My eyes don’t see what he thought he saw. But I do hear some rustling in their vicinity, noises they’re not making. The sound lasts a teeny fraction of a second.

The chief and the constable couldn’t have noticed, not with their human senses, especially if I have to work hard to detect it. Especially if I’m finding it hard to locate it!

Every time I think I have the location of the movement pinned down and focus on that area, I realise I’m wrong.

Or, I was right and it was there, but then it left.

That fast? Surely not. I’m the world’s-fastest-human-turned-vampire. Therefore, the best vampire in the world. The only thing that could come close to fooling me like this is another vampire, and I know for certain I’m the only immortal here.

I’m just not concentrating enough!

I’ve never done this sort of thing before, so I’m learning as I go—

Grrr. A growl.

Then, a fox is falling on the chief’s head. It fell right out of the sky!

No, not the sky. From a branch directly above Chief Russell.

“Aaargh!” is the only sound he makes before the fiery red fox bites his mouth off his face, chews it twice between its sharp teeth, and tosses it to the ground.

Crushed bone and teeth and tissue. Yuck!

And the fox’s eyes...

My god, its eyes are like a vampire’s.

Blood-ugly red.
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