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  Part One
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Oakenden, Ten Years Before


Elizabeth Day was walking five meters in front of him, and yet Logan couldn’t bring himself to lengthen his stride to catch up, his nerves causing him to dawdle along behind in a way that he hoped wasn’t creepy. 
They walked the same route every school day, but he had only really noticed that, and her, the year before when Jack Wilson started paying Elizabeth more attention. The guy was a dick, but because Jack’s family was rich and he was good at football, he thought that he was top shit. Yet, people didn’t seem to notice that Jack Wilson really wasn’t everything that he claimed to be. 
Elizabeth had been fooled by Jack’s self-proclaimed perfection, and they’d started dating.
Logan knew that he would be the better boyfriend for Elizabeth. Jack Wilson didn’t deserve to have someone as nice and as pretty as her. However, Logan could count the times he had spoken to Elizabeth on one hand, and most of those times had just been stupid, polite stuff like hi and thanks. They didn’t share any classes, play the same sports, or any of that shit. 
The only thing they had in common was the walk to and from school. But, he had yet to figure out a way to turn that to his advantage. 
As Elizabeth reached an intersection of the road and paused to look for traffic, for a brief moment, he was just behind her. Fate was on his side because as she started to step off the curb, some idiot in a sports car blasting music shot past, going twice the speed limit, and if Logan hadn’t reacted, pulling Elizabeth back onto the sidewalk, he might have been forced to watch her pretty face get smashed all over the tarmac. 
“Oh, wow!” Elizabeth gasped. 
“What an arsehole,” Logan scowled after the car. “He almost killed you.”
“Thanks… Liam, isn’t it?” She said as they crossed the road together. 
“Logan,” he supplied. 
“I’m Elizabeth. Libby,” she told him. 
He didn’t tell her that he already knew that. “Hi, Libby,” he said with a charming smile. 
For a moment, they walked in silence, the conversation exhausted between them, and he dredged through his mind for something clever to say, coming up empty-handed. The silence stretched into awkwardness, with her sliding him looks from under her eyelashes, obviously wondering why they were still walking side by side. 
She slowed her walk. “Well, this is where I turn off,” she lied as they neared an alley. “I’ll see you around, hey, Logan?”
“Sure thing, Libby,” he replied with a frown. He could protest, he thought, catch her in her lie, tell her that he knew that she didn’t live down that way, as he’d been walking behind her for a year, but he hunched his shoulders, shoved his hands into his pockets and walked away, kicking at the autumn leaves. If that was all the gratitude the bitch had for him saving her life, he thought angrily, Jack Wilson and Elizabeth Day deserved each other. 
From behind, he heard the roar of an engine and the bass of music, and paused to watch, glaring, as the arsehole in the sports car screeched past him. “What a fucking arsehole,” he muttered under his breath. “Ah, what the fuck?” He added as the car pulled up out front of his house. 
As he closed the distance between the car and himself, he saw Gillian hop out of the car and bend over to blow a kiss to the driver. Logan caught a glimpse of a young blond man with bright white teeth, bared in a grin, before she closed the door. The car took off with a squeal of wheels. 
“Who’s that?” Logan demanded. “Does dad know that you’re getting in cars with idiots who drive like suicidal maniacs?”
She jumped and turned to face him. “Ah, shit,” she pulled a face. “Fuck off, Logan.” She spun on her heel and sashayed towards the house.
“Are you seeing him? He drives like a fucking wanker,” Logan followed behind, more than willing to redirect his ire over Elizabeth Day’s lack of gratitude onto his older sister. “Dad’s going to go nuts when I tell him.”
“You’re a fucking worm,” Gillian told him as she reached the front door. “No wonder everyone fucking hates you and you have no friends. I’m fucking eighteen. An adult. Dad can…” She said as she stepped into the hallway.
“What can Dad do?” Their father asked from the master bedroom doorway as he worked the knot of his tie loose. “Who was that in the car, Gillian?”
“Her boyfriend,” Logan replied. “He almost ran over a girl speeding down the road and did a burnout as he took off.”
“I saw,” their father’s expression darkened as he looked at Gillian. 
“His name is Kyle,” she put her hand on her hip and tapped her toes on the floorboards, every inch attitude. “His family owns the restaurant. We’ve been seeing each other for a month now, dad.”
“Time to find another job,” Logan sneered. 
“Get the fuck out of here, Logan. This has got nothing to do with you!” Gillian snapped. 
“Your sister is right,” their father said. “Go and do your homework, Logan.”
“Sure thing,” Logan shrugged. “What do I care who she fucks?” He added over his shoulder as he continued to his bedroom. 
As he closed his door, he heard Gillian’s voice raise in angry protest and grinned knowing that their father had demanded she dump the boy. As their argument raged in the background, Logan sat at his desk and did his homework. It didn’t make him feel any better, he admitted, and sighed when he heard Gillian’s bedroom door slam. He’d better make it up to her. 
He opened his bottom drawer and took out the vape that he hid under the porno magazines, because he knew that having caught one look at breasts, his mother would close the drawer and back away without discovering the contraband hidden beneath it. 
He went down the hallway to Gillian’s room. She had the music blaring. He knocked twice before she yanked the door open.
“What?” She demanded.
“I’m sorry,” he showed her the vape. “I was a dickhead.”
She narrowed her eyes as she considered his apology and then stepped back, jerking her head to indicate for him to get inside, before closing and locking the door behind him. She crossed the room and opened her window. “You are a dick,” she told him as she took the vape. “What crawled up your arse today?”
He shrugged, leaning against the windowsill next to her. “I dunno. A girl.”
“Ah,” she blew out a cloud of smoke. “Sorry.”
“She wasn’t who I thought she would be,” he said. “I thought she’d be… well, different. And she wasn’t - so whatever. Is it serious? The idiot in the sports car? Kyle?”
She handed him the vape. “Yeah. He’s asked me to marry him,” she said softly. 
“What the fuck?” Logan choked out his mouthful of smoke. “You’re eighteen! How old is he?”
“He’s twenty-three. He’s very together, you know? Owns his own house, his car, and stuff like that. Manages the restaurant for his parents. I love him,” she added emphatically. “I love him so much.”
“That’s great,” Logan pulled a face. “But, one month and you’re going to marry him?”
“You don’t understand,” she told him, annoyed. “What we have is special. It’s like… like Romeo and Juliet. The moment we saw each other, we just knew. He loves me and I love him, and it’s crazy how intense and strong the bond between us is.”
“Alright…” He was cautious, not wanting to piss her off again. “Congratulations. I hope you’ll be happy.”
“We will be,” she was confident, but there was something behind the confidence — a nervous energy. Perhaps, he thought, she was still hyped up about the fight. “We will be,” she repeated and gave him back the vape before closing the window. 
At dinner, Gillian was silent, picking at her food, her body tense. 
“Stop sulking,” their father said as he finished his meal. “I said to bring the boy to meet me, and we’ll talk about lifting your curfew. Your mother is with me on this,” he glanced at their mother who nodded. “We know nothing about the boy other than he left tyre marks out front of our house. Hardly the actions of a respectful person interested in developing a relationship with his girlfriend’s parents.”
“And the age gap,” their mother added. “You’re eighteen.”
“And he’s twenty-three. That’s only five years, mum,” Gillian replied.
“But it’s a big five years, Gilly,” their mother reached across the table and put her hand over Gillian’s. “You’re a teenager, and only just turned eighteen. He’s been an adult for five years now. So much happens during that time… He’s had time to make choices about his life that you’re only just facing. Those five years make so much of a difference.”
“You don’t understand,” Gillian tugged her hand back. “And it’s not up to you. I am eighteen.”
“You live under our roof, and you will obey our rules,” their mother replied firmly. “And, like your father says, if this boy wants to have a relationship with you, he should make the effort to meet your family and introduce himself, to make a good impression with us. We’re not stopping you from seeing him, we’re just asking for some respect.”
“No one does that anymore,” Gillian protested in frustration. “You are so old-fashioned!” She pushed up from the table and stormed away. After a moment, her door slammed shut and Logan’s parents sighed heavily and exchanged a long look. 
“Don’t look at me,” Logan held up his hands when his mother refocused on him. “I’m not dating anyone.”
“You’ll bring the girl to meet us, won’t you darling?” His mother smiled. “And go meet her parents?”
“Na-uh,” he laughed and shook his head as he rose from the table. “You’re not dragging me into this conversation.”
He was not surprised when, not long after he’d gone to bed, he saw the silhouette of Gillian pass by his window as she crept down the side of the house. She had crept out of her bedroom window to go see the dickhead with the sports car, he thought. He rolled over. He wasn’t going to get involved, he decided, and yawned himself into sleep. 
A noise woke him just as the sky was starting to lighten with dawn, and he lay on the edge of returning to sleep, wondering whether he had heard the scream, or whether he had dreamt it. A crash from the kitchen had him sitting up. He’d definitely heard that. He slipped from the bed and eased the door open before tiptoeing down the hallway, past the smiling family photos that his mother forced them to pose for every year just before Christmas. 
The light through the kitchen window was beginning to yellow, and the glare caused haloes in his vision. For a moment, he stood in the doorway, not quite understanding what he was seeing. 
There was blood. A lot of it. Splashed over the counter tops, dripping slowly into puddles on the ground, running into the coffee that had spilled from the shattered coffee cup on the ground. He could see a hand, the fingers curled, on the floor behind the kitchen island. His mother’s hand.
“Mum?” He whispered. 
A smothered cry turned his head. His father, in his crisply ironed shirt and tie, ready for a day at the office, was held pinned by a massive monster straight from the set of a horror movie, all rippling muscle and patchy fur, it’s face with its sharp teeth vaguely wolfish. 
There was a smothered gurgle as the monster snarled and clawed out his father’s throat, the spray of blood sticking in glossy droplets in the creature’s fur. 
As his eyes locked with the monster, Logan opened his mouth to scream.






  
  Part Two
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Oakenden, Ten Years Before


The pain was persistent. The sort of pain that Logan knew was only a hair from agony. He knew that he was in hospital and drugged to take the edge off his suffering as he had fleeting, foggy memories of whirling lights in an ambulance, and people talking to him, reassuring him that he was being looked after. He remembered the off-white halls and flashes of neon lights as he was wheeled through the hospital, people staring at him in horror, and moments of waking, surrounded by blue curtains, as nurses checked in on him, their voices blurring, the meaning lost. 
He had run from the monster, from the scene of gore and horror in the kitchen, fleeing down towards Gillian’s room in the hope that she would be home, seeking help whilst knowing there was nothing that she could do against the beast. In the bedroom, the monster’s hand brought him down and pinned him face down on the ground. 
He’d felt the warm stickiness of blood running down his cheek, into his eye and mouth as the monster had panted its hot breath over him, and then it had whined, almost pathetically, and fled. He had faded into and out of consciousness, knowing, in fleeting moments of coherence, that if he didn’t get up and find a phone, he would bleed out onto the carpet. 
He’d clawed his way, crawling in slow, laborious agony down the hall to the kitchen, to his father’s body, and found his mobile phone. As he’d waited for the operator to answer, he’d stared into his mother’s open, empty eyes. 
“Logan?” A man in black leaned over the bed. “Can you hear me?”
“Mhmm,” Logan groaned. His face was heavily bandaged and felt stiff and alien. He could only see out of one eye and wasn’t sure if the other was bandaged or gone. “Hurts.”
“Yes, I imagine that it does. Do you remember what happened?” The man’s voice was quiet and empathetic to Logan’s suffering.
“Monster. Killed. Parents,” Logan’s throat hurt, his mouth was a desert. “Drink?”
“I’ll have a nurse come in and give you a drink in just one moment. You said monster, Logan. Not a dog. The police think it was a rabid dog attack.”
“No. Two legs.”
“It walked on two legs?” The man repeated.
“Mmm,” Logan grunted. “Hurts.”
“Saphire?” The man said and Logan wondered if the drugs were affecting him until he felt a small cool hand take his and he turned his head in slow agony towards his blind-side. A young girl close to his own age held his hand. Her hair was blond at the tips and blue-green at the roots, as if it were growing out that way. Her eyes, meeting his, held an opalescent shimmer. 
Logan felt as if a cool balm was being spread over the burning pain in his head. He moaned in relief, his eye fluttering closed. 
“Stay with me, Logan,” the man said. 
“I’m awake,” Logan replied. “My face…”
“You were badly clawed during the attack,” the man told him. 
“Eye?”
“No damage, but it is covered by bandages at the moment. Logan, describe the monster to me.”
“It was… Human big. Not a dog. Dog-like, though. Lots of hair. Claws and sharp teeth. Smelled like dog, ears and face like a dog, but not a dog. Not a man.”
“Not a man?” The man was surprised. 
“No,” Logan remembered that clearly and opened his eye, sliding a look at the girl who still held his hand. Her hair covered her face, hiding it from his sight. “Breasts like a woman,” Logan admitted, feeling awkward because the girl was holding his hand.
“Interesting. It didn’t kill you. Do you know why?”
“I don’t know. It just stopped and went away.” Something wet fell on Logan’s hand. The girl was crying.
“If you were to pick a word for the monster, what would you call it, Logan?” 
“Werewolf,” Logan said with certainty. “Like in the old movies. Is she okay?” He asked in concern.
“Ah,” the man nodded. “Very, very interesting. Alright, Sapphire, rest now. A nurse and doctor will be in soon, Logan, go back to sleep.”
Logan drifted off to sleep. 
Over the next few days, Logan became more alert as his pain eased, and the drugs needed to manage it were reduced. He wasn’t entirely sure if the conversation with the man in black had happened, the nurses and doctors who came to speak to him knew nothing of it. 
Gradually they removed the bandages, and Logan’s face was revealed as that of a stranger — mottled and lividly bruised, swollen and puffy, his eyelids and cheek puffed to the point that his bone structure was lost beneath the swelling, and he could not open his eye. He reached up to touch his cheek, the skin wet and rubbery beneath his fingertips, the sensation of the pressure muted.
“It’s not as bad as it looks,” the nurse assured him as the final layers were taken away. “The bruises and swelling will go down and they’ve made a really neat job of sewing up the tears through your scalp. The surgeon says that it will be barely noticeable when your hair grows out.”
“Doesn’t feel right,” he said in shock.
“That’s a good thing at the moment, as it helps with the pain,” she replied. “Sensation will improve as the swelling goes down.”
Every day he improved in small increments, able to stay awake for longer, to leave the bed to use the ensuite bathroom, and watch TV. From talking to the nurses and doctors and watching the News, he was able to determine that it was believed that as his father was leaving for work, he was attacked by a rabid dog. As his father sought refuge in the house, the dog was able to get through the door and attack his mother and then Logan. 
There had been no mention of his sister, and the doctors and nurses were unable to answer his questions about her. 
As his independence increased and he regained his appetite and was able to shower, he began to wonder what would become of him. He was beginning to look more like himself, the swelling going down until he could open his eye and recognise his cheekbone beneath the line of stitches there, it wouldn’t be long, he thought, until he would need to leave the hospital, and that worried him as he didn’t want to end up in the foster care system, and there was no extended family or close family friends to take him in. 
He was still over a year from turning eighteen. He needed Gillian. Where was she? How could she have not come back in all that time? Surely, she had heard about what had happened?
He was relieved when the police arrived one day as he was polishing off his hospital jelly. One of the women was in plain clothes whilst the other wore a uniform. With them was a man in a dark suit, who looked very familiar. 
“Logan,” the woman in plain clothes led the way. “I am Detective Cassidy, and I’m in charge of your case. I’m not sure that you would remember me — we spoke on the night of the attack, but you were in shock at the time. I’m sorry that I’ve taken so long to come back and see you. I had hoped to locate an adult guardian to be with you whilst we spoke, but we have been unable to find anyone. This is Father Isaiah Matthews, he is a court-appointed guardian and oversees a boarding school, which has kindly offered you a place until a permanent guardian is located, and he is here to witness and represent your interests.”
“Hello, Logan,” Father Isaiah sat in the guest chair next to the bed and leaned forward. His eyes were dark and piercing and his smile friendly and warm. “I help a lot of teenagers through the worst experiences of their lives. I assure you, the Abraham Boarding School is a very welcoming place, and all the students there have had, maybe not precisely, but very similar experiences as yourself. You will find support and understanding with our staff and students and a safe place in which to recover and re-find yourself.” 
“Umm, thanks,” Logan set the jelly tub down. “My sister Gillian is eighteen, though, and…”
“We haven’t been able to locate Gillian, unfortunately,” Detective Cassidy said, perching on the edge of the bed. “She left a note that she’d gone off to marry her boyfriend, Kyle Levine, but Kyle and his parents claim to know nothing about such plans. We are,” she grimaced slightly. “Treating her disappearance as suspicious at this time.”
Logan swallowed hard. “You think that he killed her on the same night as the monster killed my parents?”
“A rabid, large-breed dog was located in the scrubland within 2 miles of your house and slaughtered. Our CSI is running tests to verify that it was responsible for the death of your parents, but we are pretty confident that we have found the dog responsible.”
“Oh,” Logan frowned, wincing, as doing so pulled on his stitches. “It wasn’t a dog though…” He said with uncertainty. “It was on two legs and had…” He trailed off, feeling his cheeks heat. Had he had a sex dream tangled up in his memory of what happened in the kitchen, and been blabbing about a dog with breasts to everyone? “Maybe it was a dog,” he finished under his breath. 
“It’s alright,” Detective Cassidy said gently. “One of the reasons that we have been delaying speaking to you again is that trauma, shock, and medicine can make things very unclear, and time can offer clarity to the situation. We take an initial statement whilst things are fresh but rely heavily on the evidence left at the scene to understand what has taken place.”
“So…” Logan felt sick and pushed away the tray of food. “That’s it, then? I go to this boarding school until you find out about Gillian…?”
“We will organize a lawyer to go through your parents’ affairs, of course, and talk about finances and what you wish to do with the house and possessions within it,” Father Isaiah told him. “But there’s no hurry, Logan. A lot has happened in a short amount of time. Come to the school with me, settle in, make some friends. When you’re a little bit more recovered, you can resume school activities, and then we will talk about all these other things.”
Logan looked at Detective Cassidy, who met his eyes and nodded wisely. “You can trust Father Isaiah, Logan,” she encouraged. “He will take good care of you.”
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Montlimer, Ten Years Before


The Abraham Boarding School was a two-hour drive away from Oakenden, out in the country. They passed through a tiny town without even seeing a single person or another car on the road, before heading out into fields. The school was impossible to miss, as it was the only thing in the fields for miles around. 
“Wow,” Logan was taken aback by the size and grandeur of the building. 
“Yes, it is impressive isn’t it,” Father Isaiah was amused. “This property was established two centuries ago when this country was colonized, and owned by a very, very wealthy family who came to the New World seeking to spread the old religion to new followers. The natives were resistant and hostile, as you know, and there was much conflict in the region. The house served, during times of unrest, as a hospital for wounded soldiers, and then as an orphanage, due to the charity of the establishing family. Now, it is a boarding school for young people who need a place to recover and grow from their traumatic experiences.”
“Nice of the owners,” Logan commented, because he did not know what else to say. 
“They are dedicated to the betterment of the world,” Father Isaiah agreed cheerfully. “We encourage a wide range of outdoor activities, from horse riding, to archery, and much more,” he added as he drove through the gates and followed the windy driveway towards the house. “There are a range of outbuildings dedicated to offering our students every opportunity to explore their interests.”
There was a group of teenagers doing yoga under the shade of some trees, and a football game taking place on the lawn. Father Isaiah slowed as they neared two horse riders, giving them plenty of space as he went around them, although the horses barely flicked an ear at the car. All the students were dressed in shades of grey — some kind of uniform, Logan thought, which was probably a good thing, as he was wearing scrubs and had nothing besides a toothbrush to his name. 
“The only area which is out of bounds is the basement,” Father Isaiah continued as he pulled to a stop out front of the house. There were adults there in black, many with sidearms on their hips. “You will note the presence of our soldiers,” he had followed Logan’s gaze. “They are here to provide protection for the students, but also for the treasures housed in the basement. We are a religious order, following The One God. Were you raised in his teachings, Logan?”
“A bit,” Logan shrugged a shoulder. “We weren’t regulars at church or anything.”
“Well, you will be expected to attend the weekly devotions here, and during those times you will learn more about the religion and come to understand why the basement must be guarded. Do not be alarmed by the presence of the soldiers. We do not anticipate trouble, but it is nice to know that should trouble ever arise, our students will be protected.”
“Yeah, sure,” Logan would sleep better, he thought, knowing that there were men with guns to shoot that monster if it reappeared. 
“Let’s go, then,” Father Isaiah opened his car door and got out. “We should have a student guide to meet us… Ah, there we go,” he added as they approached the stairs up to the house and a young man in dark grey slacks and a close-fitting t-shirt stepped out. The young man’s hair was crisply cut and his face wholesomely good-looking, which made Logan feel even more like a freak with his yellow-green bruising and gruesome stitched claw marks. 
“Jonathan, this is Logan. Logan, Jonathan will show you around and make sure you settle in and have everything that you need,” Father Isaiah gestured for the two young men to precede him into the building. 
“It’s nice to meet you,” Jonathan’s eyes scanned over Logan from top to toe. “You’ve had a rough time from the looks of you, so I’ll do the short version of the tour today so you can settle into your room, and then I’ll collect you in the morning to introduce you around.”
The front doors opened into a foyer dominated by an impressive split staircase. 
“Classrooms are upstairs to the left,” Jonathan said. “Professors’ offices and rooms are to the right. I imagine,” he slid a look at Logan. “You might need a few days before you start any classes.”
“That is correct,” Father Isaiah confirmed. “Logan will need to take things at his own pace for a while.”
“We’re used to that around here,” Jonathan said. There was sympathy and personal experience in his voice that released the tension that Logan hadn’t realized he’d been holding onto. “So, we’ll skip that until you think you’re ready and go straight to the dorm and common room.”
“If you are happy, I will leave you with Jonathan?” Father Isaiah raised his eyebrows at Logan. 
“Sure,” Logan shrugged. 
Jonathan saluted Father Isaiah smartly as the older man stepped towards the staircase and held the salute until Father Isaiah was well up the stairs. “Alright, this way,” he said to Logan. 
“What was with the salute?” Logan wondered as he they followed the hallway under the left sweep of stair. There were plush, old-fashioned armchairs set around a small coffee table under the stairs, and oil paintings on the walls as they continued into the house, passing labelled doors. 
“I’m training for the seminary. It’s part of the routine.”
“Seminary,” Logan pulled a face. “I thought this was a high school,” he added. 
“It is. Why do you ask?” Jonathan wondered. 
“Junior library, senior library.”
“Ah, the junior library is open to all students, the senior library has more… advanced books. There’s another library… But you’ll learn about that later. At the moment, you can use the junior library. It’s got, you know, fiction books and stuff for schoolwork.” 
Jonathan paused by a door marked “computer room” and opened it, revealing rows of high-tech computers. A couple of students working at the stations looked up and smiled before returning their eyes to their screens. “Access to the internet is monitored, but you’re free to use it for as long as you like every day,” Jonathan told him.
“Why is it monitored?”
“This is a school,” Jonathan shrugged. “I guess because there’s rules about accessing pornography and that sort of thing, so they need to monitor it to make sure you don’t. The rules are taped to the desks.”
“Yeah, I guess that makes sense,” Logan nodded. 
“This side,” Jonathan paused where the hallway split into two. “Is restricted. Don’t go that way.”
“Okay,” Logan looked down that way out of interest, but someone had installed a heavy door with a keypad that definitely had nothing to do with a high school. 
To the left, they passed a busy industrial kitchen filled with many white-clad people clustered around metal worksurfaces.
“Meals are catered, for us and for the soldiers,” Jonathan explained. “Three times a day, and served in the dining hall next to this kitchen. If you want to eat with everyone, the buffets are open from seven to nine, twelve to two, and six to eight. 
“Otherwise,” Jonathan moved down past a dining room set with rows of long tables and bench seats and opened a door to the left. “The kitchen in the common room is fully stocked. We have movie nights in here, but generally it’s just a space to hang out.” 
There was a small, dated kitchen and a beaten up, but comfortable-looking couch set before a huge TV mounted to the wall. It looked precisely like what it was — a hang out space for teenagers. “They encourage us to spend time outside in the various activities, though,” Jonathan closed the door behind him. 
“They like us to be active, and provide,” Jonathan shrugged, “anything you can think of. Football and basketball, tennis, swimming — there’s a pool house and a natural lake you’re welcome to swim in. They also do wrestling, martial arts, fencing, and archery, as well as horse riding, shooting… All sorts of things. In the common room there’s a board where they pin the activities and times, and anyone’s invited to join in. The soldiers run a lot of the outdoor activities. They’re a lot of fun.”
The hallway from beyond the common room was broken up by doors. “Girls to the right,” Jonathan told him. “Boys to the left. Bathrooms to the end of the hall, and they’re marked so you won’t accidentally go into the girls’ one.”
“How many students are there here?” Logan wondered. 
“Usually about twenty or thirty. It changes as people graduate,” Jonathan replied and opened the nearest door. “This is you. Rooms sleep four, but you’re only sharing with one other, Wade, at the moment, so you can pick top or bottom bunk on the other side.”
It was a tiny room with two bunk beds separated by a window. The only sign that the room was occupied was that one bed was less well made than the others. 
“Where do we put our stuff?” Logan asked as there was no sign of a closet.
Jonathan’s eyes went to the toothbrush that Logan held. “They don’t encourage personal possessions, other than toiletries, and you will have a tray in the bathroom cupboard where you can keep your toiletries. Uniforms are brought around every evening ready for the next day, and pajamas every morning ready for the night. You put used clothing into the laundry bag hanging on the door, and it will be collected. Everyone puts their shoes under the bed, so, if I can recommend, the top bunk is better,” Jonathan grinned. “You never know if one of your roommates will have stinking feet.”
“Okay,” Logan found the clothing arrangement extremely weird. “How do they know what size clothes?” 
“I’ll write a note on the supplies room door after I leave you,” Jonathan explained. “I’m guessing you’re a medium, because I’m a large, so see how you go in the morning. If you want to try up or down, I’ll show you the supplies room tomorrow morning.”
“Okay, thanks,” Logan looked around the room. “I guess I’ll go to the common room and watch some TV then.”
“Yeah, it’s basically that, computers, or library until you’re feeling up to more,” Jonathan agreed. “It’s…” he hesitated. “It can feel weird here to start off with. But the way they do things will make sense to you after a while. And we get everything, more than everything really, that we need. It’s… It’s a good place, Logan. They’re good people.”
“I’m only here until they find somewhere else,” Logan replied. 
Jonathan looked away. “Okay,” he said. “I’ll walk you back to the common room.”
“Why did you say okay like that?” Logan asked him as they headed back into the hallway. 
Jonathan slid him a look out of the corner of his eye. “They just… I guess this is sort of the last stop pretty much for everyone here,” he said very quietly. “I’ve been here for three years, and I’ve never known anyone to go somewhere else until they’re over eighteen and graduate to one of the university facilities or into the seminary.”
“No one?” Logan dropped his voice to match Jonathan’s. 
“Not a one,” Jonathan sighed with heavy sorrow. “I’m sorry, Logan. They must think that you have no one else.”
Logan nodded, fighting back tears. “I guess I don’t,” he admitted. “My parents died, and they think my sister did too. And there’s no one else, really. Maybe an uncle that has nothing to do with my parents anymore…”
“Well,” Jonathan opened the common room door. “You have here now.”
Logan sat on the couch and flicked through the TV channels until he found something to watch. For a moment, he sat staring at the screen without really seeing it, and then he covered his face with his hands and began to cry.






  
  Part Four

[image: ]
Montlimer, Ten Years Before


Logan spent his time moving between the common room and the junior library, trying to escape his grief in books and TV shows. He gradually got to know the other students by name and face as they made their appearances in the common room. They were curious about him, but there was an unspoken rule that he quickly worked out — they didn’t ask about his past, and he wasn’t to ask about theirs. And that was fine with him, as he couldn’t talk about what had happened to him and could understand why they didn’t want to share what they had been through. 
Conversation mainly revolved around the school, teams that he should join, the teachers that were more or less fun to study with, and which students were hooking up with each other after lights out. 
Logan’s roommate Wade was seeing Katrina from across the hall, and they alternated nights in each other’s room, requiring Logan to either spend an uncomfortable night listening to the opposite bunk bed creak, or to take his blanket down the hall to the common room and spend the night on the couch there. 
Logan didn’t mind as he wasn’t attending classes, and the common room meant that he could have the TV playing to keep him company during the long night. He struggled to sleep, his nights haunted by the monster. 
As the night wore on, Logan drifted in and out of sleep, waking to stare out the window at the full moon, the TV fuzzing as he’d rolled onto the remote and taken it off channel. He had a headache — a combination of his scalp wounds healing and his lack of sleep, he figured. 
He got up to get a drink and some of the paracetamol from the first aid box in the kitchen, and scratched at the skin of his arm, and then chest, frowning at the couch as he took the pills. Was the couch infested with bedbugs or fleas? It had been fine two nights before when last he’d spent the night in the common room. 
His skin felt tight and crawled with itching. He couldn’t feel anything under the scrape of his fingers, no little bumps from bites, but the feeling persisted, driving him across the room to the light switch. As he scrutinized the couch cushions and himself for the cause of the irritation, he heard a woman screaming. 
He froze, his heart racing, and then leapt over the back of the couch, skidding over the tiles on his way to the door. He threw it open and stepped out into the hallway, almost bumping into Katrina’s roommate Suzie, catching hold of her shoulders to steady her when she almost fell. 
“Did you hear it?” She gasped. 
Other doors were opening, students peering out uncertainly, some venturing out. He saw Wade appear, naked and clutching the sheet to his waist, an obvious hard-on tenting the fabric. 
“Yeah, we all heard it,” Logan told Suzie. 
There was another scream and he turned on his heel and bolted down the hallway toward the center of the house, only to encounter a group of armed men in black, turning towards the locked door. Amongst them he saw a woman, covered in blood, fighting against their grip. 
“Gillian?” He gasped and saw her jerk against the men’s hold to throw a look back at him. 
“Logan!” She screamed as the door opened and the men carried her through. 
“Gillian!” He threw himself after her, only to be intercepted by a man in black. 
“Hold it there, son,” the man said. 
“That’s my sister!” Logan fought against the man’s grip. “Gillian!”
“She’s getting the care that she needs,” the man told him. “Don’t worry about her. She’ll be looked after.”
“Where are you taking her? Why is she covered in blood? I need to see her!” Logan protested. 
“Logan, I was just about to come and get you,” Father Isaiah stepped around the soldier holding Logan back. “Thank you, Adam, I’ve got it. The rest of you,” Father Isaiah said to the students that filled the hallway behind Logan. “Back to your rooms, please. Logan,” he put his arm around Logan’s shoulders. “Come with me.”
Father Isaiah led Logan towards the door through which they had taken Gillian, with Adam following behind. “Gillian is okay, Logan,” he said as the door swung shut behind them. “Or we hope that she will be. We believe we understand now what befell your family.”
The hallway beyond the door was very different to the other side of the door. There was no art on the walls, but there were security cameras every few meters. The first doors that they passed opened into darkened rooms filled with screens and soldiers monitoring them. Logan only saw a glance of what was on the screens, but it contained both the exterior of the school and what appeared to be cells. 
“Why are there people in cages?” He demanded. 
“They’re not people,” Father Isaiah replied. “They’re not like us, Logan. They’re not human. They’re something else. Your sister was in a relationship with one of them, and she let him turn her, but something went wrong, and she only half-turned.”
“I… I don’t understand,” Logan stuttered in bewilderment, twisting out of Father Isaiah’s grip to claw at his skin. “Sorry, I think the couch has bed bugs,” he said as he scratched frantically. 
Father Isaiah watched him with narrowed eyes. “I think that it’s not bed bugs, somehow, Logan, and I’m really sorry for that. Let’s continue, shall we?” He paused at a door and entered a number into the pin pad before pushing it open. 
They entered a corridor that reminded Logan of the hospital — the neon-lights shimmering off smooth walls painted off-white, and the floor linoleum. There was a strong smell of antiseptic. The hallway was lined with doors, each with a slot at the bottom and a little window at face level. 
Logan met someone’s eyes through the window of one of the doors and was certain that the person’s eyes glowed green and gold. “There are people in these rooms.”
“Yes,” Father Isaiah replied. “Though people is a loose term. Werewolves. Humanoid in one form, and wolf in another. They must turn at the full moon, at least for brief periods of time, but can turn at other times.” 
“Werewolves…” Logan’s mouth went dry. “The monster.”
“Sort of,” Father Isaiah replied, opening a door at the end of the hall. The door opened into a room with a row of barred cells against one side, each cell containing an open toilet and sink, and a simple trundle bed. Gillian sat on the trundle bed of the nearest cell scratching at her forearms, dried blood flaking off and speckling the white tracksuit pants and t-shirt that she wore. 
“Gillian!” Logan gripped the bars. 
“It is better, Logan, if you stand back a little,” Father Isaiah eased him back from the bars. “Gillian isn’t in control of herself, though we have given her a sedation which is helping from appearances. How do you feel, Gillian?”
“I don’t understand,” she whispered, looking at her blood-covered hands. “What happened?”
“You know, Gillian.” Father Isaiah replied with confidence. “You told me what happened. Kyle got the





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
fﬁ‘: THE E—IAVERMOUTH W—\ &
=1 CHRONOLOGICAL ORDE §
T A /LE’H\/IOUTHS HAREM BOOK SIX .‘

D PN
llwww» ™

v..\ \\/
Y %
)’ (:Ez(%\\\\\j;‘a y { )






OEBPS/images/32b9d651-62fb-41bf-8a49-ffaa1869d539.jpeg








