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I’ve always known that my boss is different—she is unlike any other employer I’ve ever had. Despite being somewhere in her forties, Melina Davenport looks way younger—she always has, since I started working for her as a PA over a year ago. Melina is a famous author of a series of paranormal romance books, and she employed me has her PA to answer her fan mail, deal directly with her literary agent and type up her manuscripts as she prefers to write her rough drafts by hand. I can see by the flood of fan mail that she receives online that she is adored by the people that read her books, and secretly, I adore her too, despite knowing that she is more than twice my age and my boss.

But Melina is ridiculously beautiful with a gorgeous body that’s almost impossible for me or any other woman not to find attractive. She has long dark hair that falls about her shoulders in thick glossy curls. Her eyes, which often look moody, are a dark hazel and sometimes if the light catches them right, they look as if they are on fire. 

But over the last few months, Melina has been acting a little strange—stranger than normal. Since I started working for Melina, we have never stayed in one place for too long. I’ve lived in so many different towns over the last year or so that I’ve lost count. It’s been impossible for me to make any real or long lasting friends other than Melina, and just when I’ve started to feel settled somewhere, my boss is packing up her stuff and we’re moving on again. Secretly, I’ve become fed up with the nomadic lifestyle that my boss seems to live. I’ve only stayed working for Melina, because she pays me incredibly well, but more than that, I sense that we have some kind of connection and I think Melina senses that, too.

But I’ve got the feeling that we are about to be moving on again from the remote cottage we’ve been renting for the last couple of months. The cottage is on the outskirts of some godforsaken village, so in a way, I’m glad that we will be moving on. I know that we will be saying goodbye to the cottage soon as my boss is acting strange again. I’ve come to learn the familiar signs. Melina will start twitching the curtains and peering out into the night. She will make sure all the windows and doors are locked tight and sit up all night long in front of a roaring fire as if on guard. 

So, when Melina tells me that we will be moving on again, I refuse to go with her unless she tells me why? I demand to know why we have to keep moving every couple of months or so. I want to know the truth, or I’m going to resign from my job, even though I secretly don’t want to.

With her back to the fireplace, dressed in a blouse and denim jeans that hug her curvy hips and long shapely legs perfectly, Melina looks at me and says, “I can’t tell you the truth, Zoe, however much I want to. You’re just going to have to trust me.” 

Placing my hands on my hips, I stare across the poky living room at her and say, “This time you’re going to have to trust me. Ever since I started working for you, I’ve followed you without question, but not anymore. I was beginning to hope that I was more than your employee. I was beginning to hope that perhaps we were becoming friends.” 

“Just get your stuff together, we need to be out of here before full dark,” Melina almost growls at me. 

“No!” I say back at her. “I mean it. I’m not following you this time, and unless you tell me the truth, I’m going to quit.”

With her hazel eyes almost burning as bright as the fire hissing and spitting in the fireplace, my boss stares hard across the room at me and says, “I can’t tell you the truth, because if I do, I’ll be putting you in danger.”

“In danger?” I frown back at her. “But don’t you see, I already feel as if I’m in some kind of danger? Don’t you think I’ve noticed how you peer between the curtains and peak out into the darkness? I know you sit up all night as if you’re on guard. Your behaviour scares me.”

Melina takes a step away from the fireplace and comes closer, her bright eyes not leaving mine. “The truth would do more than scare you, Zoe. The truth will terrify you.” 

“Nothing can be that bad,” I scoff at her. “I just want to know why we have to keep moving on. It’s as if you’re running from someone or something.” 

Within touching distance of me, Melina stares deep into my eyes as if she is peering into my soul. “I am running, I’m running from vampires.”

I take a step backwards. Have I just heard her, right? Vampires? Is she mocking me? 

I roll my eyes at her and say, “Be serious, will you. Vampires don’t exist outside of the books that you write.” 

“What about werewolves?” she asks, voice low, almost a snarl. “Do they only exist in my books, too?” 

“Of course they’re not real,” I start, but before I can finish Melina has cut over me. 

“Are you so sure about that?” she asks, raising one hand before me. 

I look at it and stifle a scream. Melina’s hand looks like some kind of giant claw. Her fingers stretch long and curve inwards like hooks. Each finger is capped with a long jagged fingernail.

“Melina,” I gasp. “What has happened to you?”

As I look away from her hand and back at Melina, I stagger backwards. It isn’t only her hand that has changed but her face, too. Her long dark hair has grown thicker and longer somehow, and the tips of her ears have twisted up into points. Melina has always been big chested, but her breasts are now straining against the fabric of her blouse. Her eyes now look almost cat-like and burn a fierce gold. And from behind her snakes a long, black bushy tail. 

“You don’t have to be scared of me, Zoe,” Melina says, her voice deep like a low growl. “I’m a shifter—a she-wolf. I always have been. I’m the last of my kind and it’s the reason why I have to keep moving, I’m being hunted.”

“Hunted by who?” I gasp, trying to make sense of what I’m seeing and hearing. 

“The vampires,” she says, eyes blazing like two hot coals. “For thousands of years the vampires and werewolves have been at war. My kind lost that war and what remained of us went into hiding. But over the centuries, the vampires have hunted down my race, and I am all that is left of my people.” 

However impossible it might seem; I can’t doubt what Melina has told me is true. The fact that she now looks like some kind of she-wolf is proof enough that what she has told me is true, however farfetched it might seem. But even though she’s told me that I don’t need to fear her, I can’t help but feel scared. Melina looks primal—almost savage as she stands before me, her full round breasts heaving beneath her blouse and long bushy tail flicking to and fro behind her.

And although Melina has always shown me nothing but kindness, I can’t help but take another step away in the direction of the door. 

I turn and reach for the door handle, my first instinct to run. But before I’ve had the chance to throw open the door and make my escape, I feel her strong hands on me. She spins me around to face her. I can see that she no longer looks like the she-wolf but my Melina once more. But I can’t get those images of her looking like some kind of wild monster girl from my mind.

“I understand that you’re scared, Zoe, but it’s not me you have to fear, but the vampires,” Melina says, before crushing her soft lips against mine.
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