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    To our Nana, our shining light.A shoulder to cry on, an ear to share secrets with.A home from home. Most of all, a heart made of gold that was never too full for a lost or struggling soul. Forever loved, and you will live on in every person's life you touched and are grateful to have known and loved and been loved by you. Lots of love from us mere mortals that greatness left behind too soon. You will always be the air we breathe, the stories we share and the jokes we tell. I. like everyone else, have been privileged to call you Nan, to others, mum or great nana. The list would be endless because that's how many souls you reached. We love you, now rest because you've earned it xxxxx
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​​​​‘Cruden Bay, Scotland. 5th November 1987,’
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‘HE WHO FIGHTS MONSTERS should look to it that he himself does not become a monster. And if you gaze long into the abyss, the abyss also gazes into you.’ 

Darkness, bloodshed, and death occupy our world now. Your world too. Probably not what you expected, I’m sure. Only the abyss, ‘Nietzsche’ called it, has been gazing into me long before I knew, and I fear for the future. That little epiphany made itself at home after Michael and I nearly died, and not for the first time, either. 

Fool me once; shame on me. Fool me twice; well, that was shame on me, too. Not quite how it’s supposed to go. Then again, not much of anything lately has gone how it should. Now, I’m looking back into that Abyss, and what I see... It scares me. The shadow of death follows me no matter where I go. Is it a curse? Perhaps. Leaving me with, and I can’t believe, this is where my mind is, but a question for you...

‘If life imitates art. Then what does death imitate?’ 

Today, the shadow came as a flowing dress that didn’t flow. Long black hair that didn’t flinch. Not even amidst the stern, bitter breeze sweeping in from the sea. Her eyes didn’t flutter, not once. Yet, for reasons beyond my understanding, I was compelled toward her. I was compelled toward a ‘Lady in Black’.

Ellena’s mouth hung open; eyes wide, worried. My eyes had changed a cloudy grey, as they had with the premonition in Locke’s office. (‘Christ, don’t get me started about that moment.’) Here we were, in the countryside of Scotland, and Halloween had been and gone. 

It was the beginning of November, and we had to endure Guy Fawkes’ bringing its own brand of chaotic drama and the noise. While Ellena is like a toddler on a sugar rush. She hasn’t stopped grinning with excitement. I don’t even like fireworks; it is a waste of money if you ask me. It’s not that though. Since my hearing became supernatural, they’re like cannons fired off beside me, deafening. But they will make Ellena happy, and that’s what’s important. Maybe they’ll distract me from my thoughts.

Night settled in. Crisp wintery air, carrying the potent scent of the onrushing sea, rustled through the charming village. Deeply cold and grey had shifted to an inky purple-black with a sheet of white diamonds. We reach the front pavement near the B & B. More people than I’d expected streamed enthusiastically toward the castle. 

A stench of burnt wood, giving me a ‘cosy winter in front of the fire feeling’, filled my lungs. I shoved the door but paused when a cascade of lights caught my attention, bathing the headlands in blue, white, and red hues, giving it a haunting presence. Still inviting, but a little on the spooky side. A few scattered streetlamps ‘pinged on’, and the warm glow from the nearby homes coming to life offered little light, adding to the ambience that was steadily building. 

“Are you ready, George?” Ellena interrupts my vacant stare. It’s weird, no matter how hard I try, even something as nice as the lights brought me back to the cliff and the ‘Lady in black’. Why did she seem so familiar? This was an issue I didn’t want to bother Ellena with, but it was on my mind too much for my liking.

“Yes, of course,” I croaked with a scratchy rasp to my throat, snapping my gaze back to Ellena’s bright blue eyes. I could get lost in them. They have a soothing way to them, especially when I feel the ‘shift’ coming. Ellena puts me at ease.

The door swung wide to dark country-style wood flooring, a little weathered, like most of what we’d seen. Stretched throughout, leading to an open area on the right. A roaring fireplace against the back wall, surrounded by comfortable seating and a welcoming coffee table, radiated a soothing warmth, creating a cosy atmosphere. (Side note–if I dare to move again, must-have wooden floors, preferably oak or whatever my measly salary runs to. This place is so nice.) 

The rest of the room was filled with dining tables and chairs with those cutesy tie-on plush seat cushions, each set for four. To the left, a counter—a fusion of a bar and hotel reception—greeted us, a little silver bell neatly placed and highly polished. This place wasn’t messing around. 

Beyond that, a swaying cream door ushered through a draft carrying an aroma that had me drooling. For once, not the bad kind. “Beef Stew” was stirring the senses and my stomach. Ahead lay restrooms and the back door. A broad staircase graced the left side. What captivated my attention were the photographs. The owners adorned every available space with black-and-white images, documenting the village’s history—perhaps a commitment to preserving heritage. Ellena clung to my arm, still grinning from ear to ear, sensing the captivating ambience.

Two women approached. The first, no older than her mid-fifties, with bobbed hazel hair and an apron over a sky-blue dress, wasn’t the one who had been eyeing Ellena earlier. 

Her smile remained unchanged, and her green eyes gleamed behind small, brown-framed spectacles. She exuded hospitality and genuine warmth. Beside her was the woman who’d spied on us, curly black, shoulder-length hair, wearing black trousers and a white blouse.

“Hello, my dears. You must be Mr Reynolds and Miss Walker.” Her voice was soft yet had a strong Scottish accent that oozed welcoming ness. (Side note: Our host is definitely Michael’s type, sweet with an air of vulnerability.)

“Yes, that’s us. How did you guess?” I reply with a hint of curiosity, suddenly wondering if she was psychic; I mean, could that be a supernatural thing? Or is it a gimmick?

“This time of year, we have very few guests, and you were the only ones we expected today. Others arrived yesterday. I’m Mrs Mary McDowd, and I run this place with my sister, Dianne. She’s the nosey wee cow who had been watching. Please excuse her; she can be intense. All us Scots are, but God deemed it necessary to make her more so,” Mary chuckles warmly as dancing shadows from the fire graced her face.

“Not a problem. We would have come in sooner, but we wanted to take a quick look at the castle,” I uttered, darting eyes toward Ellena, holding back our little Amos chat for now.

“No worries. We understand. It’s a beautiful sight. Why don’t you both warm up by the fire? We have coffee, hot chocolate, or tea waiting for you,” Mary suggests.

Mary’s calm and inviting words led us toward the sofas, where I homed in on a much-anticipated coffee. Before getting a better view of the collection of photographs above the mantelpiece. Central to these was Slain Castle, flanked by candid snapshots of village residents from the seventeenth-and eighteenth centuries. 

Several images stood out, depicting a festival where attendees donned bizarre masks. Reminding me of the ‘Black Widow’ case once again. (Side note–I must switch off from work; these flashbacks give me whiplash. And I don’t mean some hedonistic pastime.) However, I was drawn to several masks resembling the goat’s head symbols we had encountered earlier by the bridge and on the castle step.

I turned to our host; curiosity piqued. “Mrs McDowd, could you tell us more about these pictures?”

“Oh, those have been with us for quite some time. They were here in the cellar when we bought this place. We thought displaying them would help bridge a connection with the village’s history and underscore our dedication to its preservation,” Mary explains, her tone reflecting a blend of pride and nostalgia.

Intrigued, I probed further, “So, you weren’t originally from this area?”

“No, dear. We hail from a quaint village near Dundee. Both of us are widowed, sadly. Our husbands were colleagues on an oil rig that tragically exploded ten years ago.” Her voice wavered slightly, betraying the pain of the memory. (‘Side Note–Michael would be spoilt for choice; both are available,’)

“I’m terribly sorry to hear that,” Ellena expressed genuine sympathy. “How have you found living here?”

Mary’s chuckle, tinged with a smoky undertone, filled the room. “Oh, it’s been quite the experience. This place, with all its quirks, is steeped in history. And a few ghosts here and there.”

Recalling Amos’s words, I couldn’t help but ask, “Have you come across these ghosts yourself?”

“Here and there, and it’s quite the chilling experience. You might be surprised by the number of spirits that linger in this little village,” she responded, a hint of intrigue in her voice.

My curiosity deepened. “What about the lady at the cliff?”

A knowing look crossed Mary’s face. “Ah, you’ve seen her too? Where exactly?” As Mary spoke, Ellena, fully engrossed, paused mid-pour. Waiting for me to tell Mary what happened.

***
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‘WHEN WE FIRST ARRIVED,’

‘At first, I thought it was a trick of what limited light there was. Until I realised it was a woman’s silhouette, ghostly against the stark backdrop. She appeared from the mist that clung to the cliff’s edge.’ -

- ‘She hadn’t been there as we drove over the village’s wooden bridge. Certainly not when we left your B & B car park, having decided on a quick tour around ‘Slain’ castle before we checked in. The picturesque view around us was distracting when we crossed the street. Still, I would’ve seen the Lady. She wasn’t there, I’m certain.’ -

- ‘Yet, suddenly, for reasons beyond my understanding, I could see her and had a presence that held my attention, eclipsing everything else. I couldn’t pinpoint why, but my gaze was inescapably drawn to her, a familiarity I didn’t understand, especially as we’d just arrived.’ -

- ‘The Lady radiated a garish, slightly morbid fascination. Nothing about the moment made sense. Clad in an old, tattered, patterned black gown, the Lady stood with an eerie poise, defying the wild, howling wind that swept around us–and. Everything suddenly went dark, almost a chilling, slow motion. The distinct squawks of the seagulls overhead now morphed into muffled shrieks.’ -

- ‘A rush of panic seized my breath in the back of my throat, burning with anticipation and, as expected, a little fear. The Lady was perilously close to the cliff’s edge; I was desperate. I needed to reach her before she fell–or worse, jumped.’ -

- ‘The biting wind whistled through the grassy headlands. Yet, to my horror, the Lady remained terrifyingly still. Not even the slightest ruffle disturbed her long, dirty, ink-black hair as it melded with her gown. I couldn’t understand how, even so, I felt this magnetising pull towards her.’ -

- ‘Not the slightest movement; A flowing dress that didn’t flow. Long black hair that didn’t flinch. Not even amidst the breeze sweeping in from the sea. Her eyes didn’t flutter, not once. Instead, she faced the sea pounding against the cliff wall; her eyes glazed cloudily grey, wide, and fixed on the outline of a large ship in the distance.’ -

- ‘She resembled a freaky statue, so chillingly lifelike. Powerless, I watched the distance between us bizarrely grow. Then, as another breeze tore past the Lady’s gaunt, mottled-white frame, I realised the Lady was already dead. Then her head swivelled slightly... I knew her, at least; I felt I did, but how?’ -

***
[image: ]


‘BACK TO THE PRESENT,’

“How could that have happened? Then she vanished like she’d leapt or fallen off the cliff. We were about to look around the castle when a robust Scottish voice echoed near the cliff, startling us. He introduced himself as Amos, who seemed a little strange, even fixated on Ellena. Do you know him? If so, what’s his deal?” I say cautiously, trying not to offend anyone.

A knowing look crossed Mary’s face. “Ah, you’ve seen him too? I’d be mindful of that one. His story is... Let’s just say it’s complex, but that’s a tale for another day. How about you get settled in and go take in the fireworks display? It’s quite eye-opening.” Mary dropped her smile, and I sensed the tension in her voice with a quick glance at Dianne.

Who’d been watching from a distance, her presence almost spooky. Just as I gave her a quick once over, I noticed the floor where curious patches of lighter wood were interspersed with the dark. Some were curved, and others resembled jigsaw puzzle pieces, albeit seen from a different angle. But a jigsaw puzzle leading to what?

***
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‘LATER THAT EVENING,’

Leaving the bed-and-breakfast, the night sky dazzled with laser lights over the castle, altering the village’s aura. Navigating the footbridge enveloped in darkness was tricky. Ellena, sensibly wearing sturdy boots, and the frosty crunch of grass underfoot reminded us of winter nostalgia. Yet my mind kept drifting elsewhere, dwelling on the ‘Lady in Black’ which prompted thoughts of the creepy book we were given, called a bestiary... 

Bizarrely, I’m trying to recall if I’d seen her in there. It’s as awful as it sounds. The mere thought gives me chills. It’s haunted me ever since the first time I opened it (‘no exaggeration’.) That thing has scarred me in ways and for reasons I’m not ready or brave enough to share just yet. Because that would need me to cut to the very bone of my existence. But this thing, more importantly, what’s inside, lingers, the images of creatures I see when I sleep.

Not something I can readily forget or likely to anytime soon... a festering wound of a thought in my brain that personifies the bloody magnitude of changes happening in our world to your world. The more frightening part of this book — dare I admit it—was its exquisite and equally terrifying craftsmanship, the detail. It’s edging—well, picture it lined with slithers of bone, and so was the title, from what I could tell, human bone.

Blood rippled throughout the cover—also human. (‘Yep, you heard that right.’) Pungent human blood, but tainted. And wrinkled skin. I kid you not. That’s what it had to be—what it seemed and smelt like. I should know, what with having heightened senses and all. That day, that moment in the break room with the book in my hands. Surreal. The longer I stared, the more I felt an intense sensation the ancient-looking book was familiar, almost as if it were a part of me. I knew that couldn’t be the case. It didn’t explain the feeling—alluring. 

We were told that this ‘Bestiary,’ the world’s first encyclopaedia on all things supernatural, was created by Professor Arthur Freundricksen in 1679. The professor didn’t stop there; he didn’t just create this book. It’s led to believe he may have amassed ten different volumes over the years, all jammed with information on creatures you’d never imagined in a million years—or in your wildest nightmares. 

Pulling Ellena closer, our breath formed visible mists in the air. Away from the crowd, I scanned with my wolf’s eyes, noticing heat signatures and veins pulsing like miniature streams of molten lava.

Before, a trail of footprints at the castle’s front caught my eye—No body heat. How could there be footprints without a physical presence? Ellena noticed my change in direction and my quickening pace.

“Are you okay, Georgie?” Ellena asks, her voice tinged with a childlike excitement that pierced through my facade. 

“Yeah, of course. I’m here with you,” I reply, omitting the increasing echoes in my eardrums. Ellena’s frown shifted, but her smile quickly returned.

“Spill,” Ellena insists.

“Em, it’s weird. Footprints with nobody there, I mean literally no body.”

“That can’t be right; they’d have to be invisible,” Ellena muses. “Oooh, this could be fun,” she exclaims. I was about to agree when, like earlier, the wind changed. The brisk breeze from Cruden Bay did an abrupt about-face, chilling us both. There’s blood. The prints ended at a small patch of it. My hackles rumbled, and I scanned around anxiously.

Halting, Ellena gripped my hand. The popping of fireworks faded into the background, heartbeats amplified, and a bloodstain by the castle’s edge unsettled me. Moments like these reminded me that life wasn’t just about solving cases; details mattered.

Hiding my worry, Ellena’s reassuring smile brightened my world. She was a beacon of happiness amid uncertainty. As much as I longed to kiss her, an inner restraint held me back. Another detail drifted into the mix, disturbing my focus.

One by one, shadows appeared—trembling with an unsettling presence. Each shudder amplified my guard. Ellena pulled me closer, forming a protective barrier between us and the lurking darkness.

A sudden gust of wind and an unwelcome eerie presence rushed toward us, disturbing the stillness of the night. They came without warning, putting us on edge. All I could sense was death and blood. 

“Ah, Miss Walker and Mr Reynolds. So pleased you’ve joined the festivities,” a creepy voice crowed on the breeze; I shuddered. Amos McKinnon materialised from the inky darkness; Ellena jumped backwards, his smile now carrying an almost sinister edge, starkly contrasting to earlier.

“That’s quite the stealth you have,” I uttered meekly, unable to mask the unease in my voice. Beside me, Ellena shared my apprehension, subtly pulling me towards her, creating distance from him.

“Well, it comes with years of practice,” Amos replies, his voice unsettling. Ellena and I exchanged a look. Our holiday in Cruden Bay was slowly taking a worrying, dark, unexpected turn.

Amos attempted to usher us toward the chaos ahead with his disconcerting demeanour. Even offhandedly mentioning something about this year’s “Guy Fawkes” effigy being exceptionally lifelike. Ellena trembled at the thought, her hand scrambling for mine. The situation grew increasingly disturbing.

As we followed him, moving through the jubilant crowd under a vibrant fireworks display, I noticed a pattern: tourists like Ellena displayed excitement, while locals seemed sombre, almost mechanical in their participation.

The night sky, lit by fireworks, exposed more of the village and the port. The scents of gunpowder and burning wood smothered the air. My focus lingered on the small bloodstain, and Ellena, realising my fixation, subtly shielded my view, giving me a chance for another discreet glance. 

It was fresh, not more than half an hour old, its scent urging the wolf within me to come to the fore. Ellena and I exchanged a knowing look, both aware of the mystery we’d stumbled upon. 

“Do you think Mary and Diane know more than they’re letting on? Their mood changed when you mentioned the ghost lady and Amos McKinnon,” Ellena whispers, her voice uncertain.

“There’s something about Mary; I can’t grasp what, but Diane, though, is a mystery to me.” In truth, they both were, except one had opened up first. Perhaps to allow the other to get a read on us.

“Well, now that’s out of the way. Tell me. I’m guessing it’s human blood, isn’t it, Georgie? Your reaction said a lot,” Ellena knew full well, and I knew I couldn’t keep anything from her.

“I had a feeling you’d guess, but I believe so.” I was wary of jumping to conclusions. The unease in my gut told me there was more to uncover.

Amos’s unsettling presence intensified as he beckoned us closer to the roaring bonfire, where the lifelike “Guy Fawkes” effigy awaited. The crowd buzzed with anticipation, the flickering flames casting sinister shadows across Amos’s features.

Ellena pressed close to my side, her presence a comforting anchor amid escalating weirdness. The mysterious footprints and fresh bloodstain remained on my mind. An overwhelming feeling screamed at us to leave. Yet, Anos compelled us to stay longer, forcing us to play along. Toying with us for reasons I was unsure of. We had to be careful.
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DEEP IN THOUGHT, ELLENA lingered on a smaller fire, its warm glow flickering in a stone pit to our right kindled. The sound of a roasting hog crackled. Amos cast furtive glances our way amidst a group of older villagers.

“Georgie, if you think we should leave, I mean, really, leave this place. Just say the word,” Ellena whispers, tinged with worry, her gaze still surveying the scene. Initially, I thought she meant leaving the display behind, but I soon realised she meant leaving the village.

“Do you think we should?” I ask, knowing how Ellena’s mind worked. Like me, she couldn’t give up a worthy cause so easily and was bothered by more than what we’d seen.

“Something is wrong here. It’s been that way for some time, I suspect. The place appeared quaint when we arrived, but I followed your example and started tracking the ‘little things’ that felt off. This place is barely hiding a hell of a lot of fucking weird. Yet, I fear nothing will ever change if we leave now without further investigation. I believe people are dying here—being killed, perhaps. What kind of person would I be if I deprived this place of the one person uniquely reckless enough, the one with an uncanny detective’s ability to see through the bullshit where others don’t? Especially being the only one supernaturally equipped to handle the weird shit and save these strange fuckers.”

“You’d be the person I’d follow, and the last thing I’d want is to put you in harm’s way by staying,” I reply, trying not to laugh at her summary with such endearing enthusiasm.

“Well, remember that this ‘lamb’ is just as committed and stupidly reckless,” Ellena smiles. “So, I’m with you, no matter what. The only question is, where the hell do we start?”

Ellena’s words resonated deeply. She was spot on. We needed to determine why she had drawn such unwanted attention and how the ghost lady fit into the equation. (Side Note–Michael was right; I’m punching well above my weight. Ellena is a dream come true.)

“Let’s find someone here who’s open to talking and can shed light on why Mr Old and Creepy can’t seem to take his eyes off you. And why is Mary wary, too?” I suggest, while keeping a cautious eye on Amos, ensuring he remained in view.

The rich aroma of roasting hog wafted through the air, triggering a rumble of hunger in my stomach. Trays laden with drinks circulated, and I presumed they contained mulled wine or something similar to mark the occasion. Immersed in the festivities, Ellena and I had our heads on the swivel. For a moment, peace enveloped us. I pulled Ellena close, letting go of the mysteries that had brought us here, savouring her.

Then, amidst the revelry, I was drawn to a figure at the crowd’s edge–a woman, unfazed by the noise and vivid lights. It was her–the ‘Lady in Black’ from the cliff. Instead of heading towards the castle, she meandered down a path leading to distant outbuildings.

I was ready to follow. Our pursuit was halted abruptly as a tray of drinks appeared before us. The scent of spices and alcohol was potent; another element was masked by the dominant aromas. Ellena reached for a brass goblet, and a ghostly whisper breezed in, audible only to me. ‘Don’t,’ it cooed.

“Stop. Don’t touch it; somebody just warned us off drinks. The whisper was so faint, meant only for my ears,” I murmur, gently pulling Ellena’s hand away from the goblet. Her eyes met mine, a blend of curiosity and confusion.

“I knew you were different,” the whisper came again, sounding familiar, not just from moments ago.

“Don’t worry. You’re safe with us, despite how things may appear,” it came again, and I recognised the voice as Mary from the Bed and breakfast.

“It’s Mary,” I whisper to Ellena, who scanned the crowd for her. “She’s aware I can hear her, and I suspect she knows more about my nature than we realised.”

“Alright, let’s go follow the ghost. You lead the way,” Ellena says, deciding as we cut a path through the crowd.

“Be careful. You have eyes on you, and remember, Amos is nothing good. Dianne confirmed my suspicions about you. This is fate. You’re here to help rid this village of the evil that’s plagued it for centuries,” 

We continued towards the ghost, struggling to focus on everything at once; I turned to Ellena. “It’s a bit of a walk. Can you keep an eye out for Amos while I guide us to the ghost? Also, did Locke ever mention...?” I began, but stopped myself. Although they seemed outlandish, I didn’t want to make accusations without being sure. One thing was certain: Locke had orchestrated our journey here. I hoped Ellena didn’t know about it; after all, their friendship goes back longer than we do.

Quickening our pace, I listened for Mary and the unsettling presence of blood and death that clung to Amos. No amount of washing could conceal it. 

We followed the gravel path, winding towards an obscure part of the village. Beside the outbuildings, an old cemetery was dotted with ancient mausoleums, weathered headstones, crosses, and many other grave markers. The ghost paused beside the cross momentarily, then dissolved into the night air.

“He’s following us from a distance, Georgie,” Ellena whispers, her voice tinged with worry. My thoughts circled back to the dots I had been connecting. Could Amos have abducted someone, leaving no trace but his footprints? 

Old, black iron railings enclosed the cemetery, adding to its eerie ambience. Footsteps approached—three sets of them. The first set signalled the leader, gliding ahead of the others. Their face was obscured in the darkness, but their stature revealed their identity—Amos.

We opened a heavy, creaking gate, and tortured screeching echoed. Inside the cemetery, fear clung to us. Having already seen a ghost, I dreaded what other supernatural entities we might discover. Cautiously, we knelt by the stone cross for a name, an inscription, or anything that could explain why the ghost had led us here.

Suddenly, a hoot jumped through the night, causing Ellena and me to jolt. As the adrenaline coursed through my veins, I looked up to find an enormous greyish-white owl perched in the large gnarled tree above us.

“Georgie, can you make out anything?” Ellena’s voice quivered slightly, still shaken from the sudden scare.

“I’ll check in a moment,” I reply, glancing outside the railings to ensure we remained undisturbed before returning my attention to the stone cross.

The cross bore no name, no inscription; it was as if no one had ever been laid to rest beneath it. No flowers or offerings adorned the spot. It was a silent, mysterious grave, and my red haze failed to uncover anything unusual—except for a series of numbers etched into the stone. These numbers defied a date format; they were long and featured a decimal point after the first two digits. Old, too, crumbled fragments from the detail.

“Ellena, write this down,” I urge, and Ellena retrieved a pen and a small pad from her pocket.

“Go on,” she wheezed in the biting wind.

“51.81904, with an arrow pointing upwards. Hurry,” I gestured, darting my eyes ahead for our pursuers.

Ellena quickly jotted down the numbers as the sound of approaching footsteps intensified. The significance of these numbers remained a baffling puzzle, and I couldn’t help but wonder what secrets they held.
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ELLENA DISCREETLY TUCKED the paper away. As they drew closer, we casually strolled out of the gate, attempting to appear nonchalant. Ghost-stalking, far from an everyday activity, felt surreal, but Ellena’s hand in mine, her steady heartbeat, kept me grounded. My claws retracted as I scanned our surroundings for anything strange. Another surprise, like Amos McKinnon’s sudden appearance, was the last thing we needed. Amos’s expression remained unreadable, and information about him was as elusive as the mystery of those numbers on the cross.

How many times had that ghost been seen here over the years? How many villagers noticed, and what had they done about it? Amos was a mystery, shrouded in a chilling aura and the unsettling scent of death and decay. (Side note–I bloody hate the smell of death.) Was he obstructing my abilities? His heartbeat and chemical signals eluded my detection, and that was frustrating; so used to being able to read every one. With him, I hit a brick wall. He looked pale and sombre. Or perhaps I was looking at everything wrong, and there was no heartbeat to hear. 

“Are you okay?” I whisper to Ellena, diverting my thoughts. Thoughts of a heartless creature were unnerving, bordering on the unimaginable. Like so many things that have happened these past months. It relegated him to the realm of the ‘walking dead,’ a concept as elusive as the supernatural itself. (Side note–Why? In such a tense scenario, did I have to picture the movie ‘The Return of the Living Dead’). At least Amos appeared less gruesome, I guess.

“Yeah. What do we do? He has us cornered.”

“I can’t read him. I can’t hear a heartbeat.”

“What? That can’t be possible, right? A creepy, heartless bastard in the middle of nowhere,” Ellena says, echoing my disbelief. Wait... Did she just describe Michael? Then, a realisation dawned on me, echoing Ellena’s words about being in the middle of nowhere. Location. The way the numbers looked.

“Longitude and latitude.”

“What?”

“That number.”

“Oh, I see. And what might that wee number be, boyo?” Amos croons gruffly, suddenly inching closer. We had been whispering, so he shouldn’t have overheard us. Right?

“The square root of ‘PI.’ I’ve never been good at math. Although I know three is a crowd,” I attempted to redirect the situation. After all, Amos had followed us. How could he know where we were headed?

“I thought you might be lost. As you said, you’re new here.”

“Well, we’re not. So, if you don’t mind, we’ll be off.” Clasping Ellena close, I stepped forward, intending to distance Amos and us. We had taken five steps when my instincts went haywire. A stronger breeze carried that foul stench to us. I spun around, and there was Amos, just a few feet away, closing the gap with unnerving speed. The uncertainty was the most frightening part—an ironic twist, a werewolf filled with fear. I’d suppressed that side of me for the sake of others.

In the middle of nowhere, we were lashed by a biting wind beside a graveyard, an eerie owl hooting its bloody head off in the background. Amos closed in on us with a speed I had never witnessed before. Speed ... check. No heartbeat ... check. The stench of death ... check. I chose not to worry Ellena; she was already frightened enough. Amos was just two feet away—his face paler than when we first met, with dead, jet-black eyes.

Amos’s words, laced with an eerie undertone, gave me chills. Was it the ominous content or the morbid delivery that unnerved me more? A part of me longed to shift. I hesitated. What if my instincts were wrong? What if Amos was only a twisted bastard, not an undead one? I didn’t want to reveal my true nature without certainty. Instead, I allowed the wolf’s presence to surge within me while keeping the rest at bay. I turned and stepped up to Amos, who exuded an unnatural cold. (Side note–I need to stop picturing that zombie movie.)

“No tour guide needed, thank you. Now, kindly back off,” I say firmly, not hiding the warning in my tone. For a split second, I noticed a change in Amos’s eyes. His eyes, already an abyssal black, now consumed even the whites, leaving nothing but a void. Then he smiled and stepped back, leaving Ellena trembling. All I wanted was to distance her from whatever Amos represented.

“There you two are. We’ve been looking all over,” Mary’s voice echoed through the darkness. Turning, there she was, approaching through the darkness. By the time we looked back, Amos had vanished. His scent had evaporated as if he had never been there. Whatever Amos was, to move that quickly, with his lifeless eyes and the chilling cold he radiated, he was far from normal. I hugged Ellena, and she nestled her head under my chin. Deep down, a realisation settled in–it was only a matter of time before I would have no choice but to unleash the wolf within.

***
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‘BACK AT THE B & B,’

Flames flickered and danced soothingly across the wood logs, their colours transitioning from light brown to a deep, charred black. The mesmerising dance of the fire provided a brief escape, drawing me into the abyss of red and yellow flames, my thoughts consumed by the haunting image of Amos’s jet-black eyes. That moment when the whites vanished, leaving behind a wall of morbid cold, lingered in my mind. Who was Amos McKinnon, and what twist of fate had led us to Cruden Bay?

Ellena curled beside me, her head resting in my lap, her legs and feet tucked like a prawn. Her rhythmic breathing was a calming contrast to the chaos enveloping us. The sound of solid heels clacking against the wooden floor filled the air, accompanied by the gentle clink of metal against porcelain. Mary approached, carrying a tray with two bowls of stew and a plate of bread, a gesture that felt like placation before an impending storm. Perhaps the storm had already begun when we arrived, and I had failed to notice, or maybe it started when Locke slipped that letter into my possession—the same letter I now held as I sipped my coffee.

Mary set the tray down with a warm, grandmotherly smile, but something in her eyes hinted she might have unsettling news to share. Despite everything, the moments spent gazing at the crackling fire felt serene, a strange irony considering the turmoil that engulfed us.

“What’s that you’ve got there?” Mary inquired, taking the seat opposite me.

“I’m not sure,” I admitted, turning the letter over in my hands. “I’ve been avoiding opening it, fearing what I might find inside.”

“Surely, it can’t be worse than what’s happening outside? Not every written word spells trouble. Sometimes, it brings luck, fun, or a request for help,” Mary offered a perspective I hadn’t considered. My mind had jumped to the worst-case scenario—that Locke was asking for a favour. 

Mary leaned over to a worn box by her feet, pulling out an ornate, dust-covered black-and-white photograph. She handed it to me, and I couldn’t immediately see its significance.

“Look closely to the right side, at the back of the group, just behind the Lord and Lady seated in the chairs,” Mary guided, pointing to a specific part of the photograph.

Dated 1867, the photograph revealed a man clad in a two-tone suit, his hair meticulously parted to the right. His smile and intense, penetrating stare were unmistakable. It defied logic and reason. Once more, the boundaries of the supernatural had blurred, challenging reality as I knew it. Amos McKinnon stood among a group surrounding what appeared to be nobility or royalty—over a century ago. Was he an ancestor, or was I naïve? 

“Is this him?” I ask, still in disbelief.

“Oh, it’s him, alright.”

“How is that possible?”

“In the same way that you, with your unique abilities, are possible.”

“Me?”

“Dianne, turn up the heat,” Mary instructed. Dianne, standing nearby, flipped a switch and watched with a smile. The smile wasn’t evil; rather, it carried a confident, almost cocky air, reminding me of Michael.

“What are you doing?” I ask. Feeling a little woozy.

“If you get too hot, you can always turn the switch off,” Mary replies. The smiles on their faces didn’t seem threatening. My hackles raised, and a familiar scent wafted through the room. Mountain Ash, but with a subtle difference.

“It’s okay, George. You’re safe. We’re showing that we understand and anything is possible. Including someone alive after one hundred and twenty years, even more by now, especially if they’re a goddam vampire.” (Side note–I need to stop the horror movies; my mind was blown, but immediately I envisioned a Dracula movie.)

My jaw landed on the floor with a soft thud. Disbelief resonating. Movies, books, and folklore have always romanticised those fuckers lurking in the shadows. But an actual vampire? Then again, who would’ve imagined a werewolf?

“What the hell? Of all the places to end up, we find vampires and an impassable circle on the floor. What are the odds?”

“Well, not too different from a werewolf coming to a cursed village. And Amos is just the beginning,” I realised that my one-week escape from death and the bizarre was unravelling. There would be no respite, except perhaps for Ellena, who remained asleep. And now, the secret was out–I was a werewolf, revealed to those who already dwelled in the realm of the supernatural. 

Did Mary expect me to have a magical solution to our predicament by showing me that photograph? Truthfully, I was far from understanding my abilities, let alone this new level of strangeness.

What else did Cruden Bay have in store for us? It was smaller than London by a long shot, but this obscure village felt more dangerous than any metropolis. All because, in the daytime, it had appeared to be the picturesque image from a travel magazine: an idyllic castle against the backdrop of the sea, endless green fields, sunshine, and blue skies. Yet, as nightfall cloaked Cruden Bay, it morphed into an entirely different, more menacing beast.
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MARY LAID OUT PICTURES. Seems like a stroll down memory lane, but this was different. Mary emphasised her news, and my shock deepened. Strangers seeking a peaceful week away, now confronting vampires. Ellena slept peacefully in the chair, a saving grace.

Back by the fire, the whiskey-induced edge lingered, and without the cockney prince to keep me focused, each picture Mary flashed featured Amos, dating back to 1769. Over two hundred years old, a lot older than I first saw. (‘Side note - Did vampires digest meals? I wonder if Amos would shed some light. Ooh, how was he in sunlight?’)

One too many coffees, and I’m pissing like a racehorse. Aside from being undead, that’s what they are, right? The gimpy bastard looked the same in each shot. Thoughts about Dianne and Mary, claiming ten years in Cruden, fortified like supernatural Fort Knox.

At least no LSD or wolfsbane in the cups. The cross’s number was a map grid reference, no good without the other sequence. ‘Longitude and Latitude,’ Mary contemplated what to share. I wondered whether to wake Ellena and flee the cursed village before it’s too late. That would be the smart move. Then again, I’ve never been accused of being smart. 

I had to know where that ghost had been seen and how Amos roamed unchecked. Were there others? Leaning against the mantelpiece, soaking up its warmth, I caught a scent. ‘Death’ was outside the house.

I didn’t hide this time. Claws emerged, and the stench overpowered. Thankfully, it was the one thing I could pick up on. This felt out of my depth, and Amos believed Ellena was important. Something I wasn’t okay with. Dark forces aligned, and Ellena became a target. 

“It’s okay, George. They can’t get in.”

“They?” I say, barely adjusting to there being one, let alone more.

“It isn’t only Amos. This is far darker than you’d think. Fate made this possible, and the village will be saved or destroyed. And if it’s the latter, this place could only be the beginning. They have to be invited in. This house is protected throughout.” (‘Side note–is it too late to leave?’)

“How many?”

“At the moment, three. Elder familiars, I think that’s what they are. What they wanted had been elusive ... until now.”

“What might that be? And what the hell is a familiar?” I ask, wishing I hadn’t as I peered through the windows.

“Enslaved people. Butlers. Servants. And spies.”

“For whom?” I didn’t want to know. Not really. I now had more than Amos to worry about. One thing is for sure: there wasn’t an ounce of shock from Mary or Dianne as she walked in.

“This village is steeped in many things. In the early days, it was blood. Until something changed, and things got covered up. The how and when I don’t know. Only that what’s below the cliffs is scarier, deadlier, and will stop at nothing until they achieve their goal.”

“What the hell. I can’t believe I’m asking this, but what’s their goal?”

The ground we walked on was the roof for evil. Especially the fact they could stalk the house like we were prey. Little details could get us killed.

“To be in the world and spread like wildfire.”

“So what the hell is stopping them?”

“Many things, apparently, but not least a curse. We should leave the rest until tomorrow. Don’t want you having nightmares. We’re safe, and you need to rest.” (They had to mention the ‘N’ word now I’m screwed’)

“Won’t he or they just try again?”

“Not in daylight. That’s what took so long to figure out. In the day, they seem normal, act normal, and interact as we do without wanting to hunt. Come nightfall, it’s like a switch gets flipped. He toyed with you two earlier. He’s powerful, so watch yourself.”

“Do they know you know?”

“I’m not sure. They’ve operated anonymously. Only when a pattern of visitor disappearances was noticed did we start to dig and piece it together. Too much for now.” Too much, indeed. I really wished we’d left earlier.

***
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‘JINXED,’

It was icy bitter. The streets were empty, strips of grey bobbled roads and sheets of bristling green. The castle, in all its splendour, was engulfed in purple-black. Nighttime made it seem daunting. A blanket of smothering white rolled in from the sea.

The lighthouse disappeared in the white curtain. Its bright yellow light guided ships. I lingered, looking toward the graveyard and the outbuildings. Every house light was out, and there was no hint of death, stench, or creeping limp.

The burgeoning tree became a fixed point for my gaze. Until I saw a faint glow behind those rickety buildings along another pathway. The lady I still didn’t know the name of or when she died. Like a moth to the flame, I followed out of morbid curiosity.

My feet endured the cold with each step. Naively, I’d stepped out barefoot and in pyjamas. Perhaps the lure of the unknown felt too great. Everything I didn’t know about this village scared me. The idea of vampires below the streets filled me with dread. Yet, I had to see.

Each house I passed seemed older, trapped in a forgotten time. Timbers and thatched roofs stretched, with the smell of horse manure in the fields. It made me wonder how else a place like this could survive. Tourists like Ellena and me are one thing, but still not a conveyor belt of masses. If what Mary said was true, newcomers were getting snatched. Footsteps and the splash of blood, I saw.

The glow meandered through the path, flowing toward farmland on the back road that led to the port. The farm seemed grand, a huge all-black house. I was a quarter of a mile behind, following mindlessly. Yet the house held the same lure for me as the castle. I couldn’t explain how or why, but there was a strange magnetising pull.

The glowing, ghostly lady breezed into the yard. A large tree spread like a creepy arm toward rickety steps. I drew closer as the ghost stopped at the steps. She had something in her hands: a single white rose. Then she faded into darkness. I was at the timber slats, and there was a carved message instead of a flower.

‘Love is eternal.’

A strong wind swirled, and a rush of pain grew into an angry gust. Screams echoed until I was pulled to stare at the tree. The ghost stood to the side, looking up at the thick branch. A crowd appeared with pitchforks and lanterns. A rope swung over the branch before a noose was whipped around a man’s neck, who stood atop a ladder. I couldn’t describe what they looked like. Everyone was a blur. In the blink of an eye, the ladder was knocked away.

I heard the snap. His body writhed in the air. The crowd cheered before they faded away. Echoes of pain roared through the wind once more. Confused, I stood in front of the house until the ghost appeared ten feet in front. She was dressed in an elegant yet dirty white dress. Her head stooped as she walked. I could smell death again. Closer until that’s all I could breathe. A sudden burst forward, and she jolted up. It was the same as in the cave ... Ellena, with fangs bared. She screamed piercingly. Before her pale, gaunt grey face stared deep into my soul.

‘We ... will walk amongst the gardens of man and woman again. Blood is all you’ll see.’

Then she squealed, her mouth wide, fangs gleaming, and dirty black liquid oozed from her mouth. It was deafening, to the point I could take no more and dropped to my knees.
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“HUH ... W...W... WHAT happened?”

I sprang up in a panic. A recurring theme. My pyjamas clung to my sweaty body, and the memories were vividly etched in my mind—too real not to be.

‘We will walk amongst the gardens of man and woman again. Blood is all you’ll see.’

That’s what she said. That’s what Ellena said. I didn’t want it to be true. The idea of her turning into one of them scared me senseless. The big house and the way the ghost left the rose. I never saw her face; I couldn’t figure out how the two were connected. Or who the guy was that got hanged. The next biggest question mark was, why did I see all this?

It was hard to decide what to do next. As Mary put it, we were guided here one way or another—fate. Or otherwise. Two echoes have come my way now. Both have shown me Ellena. That makes me sick.

I slumped back onto my pillow; the ceiling held little in the way of hypnosis that could help me drift again. All I had was an old brown lampshade with frilly tassels sagging. There was no point in going over every detail again. That would only drive me crazy. I knew less than nothing, anyway. My wheelhouse was on the streets and stopping the bodies from dropping. For that, we had teams of people.

Then I saw the letter on the side table. I bit the bullet, considering what could be ahead. A quick flick of the sidelight, and I grabbed Locke’s parting gift. I can’t lie. My body was riddled with apprehension. We’d put it off long enough.

Dear Georgie,

First, thank you for the hard work you and the team have pulled off lately. It’s been two gruelling cases, and I understand the ballache I caused by dumping the ‘Black Widow’ case on your lap. It was an immense favour in a realm that I knew nobody else would understand or be able to see through the smoke and mirrors.

I know you need a well-deserved break, yet what I will say next? Well, request. A more merciless beg that you could find it within you to help again. I will owe you. I’m working on part of that now. It will be a surprise, and that’s all I will say about it for now. Until then...

Fuck ... I should apologise first—the little manipulation of where to go. I’m sure Cruden Bay wouldn’t have been your first choice. Or should I say ‘Blood Bay’ as it used to be called? I needed you there. Your mind and the way you see things are unique. I need you to solve a murder.

It was an ancient and bizarre murder of my ancestor, Jean Martin Cortez, in seventeen twenty-five. He’d travelled the world mapping countries with his assistant, Frederick Lasille. The different cultures intrigued them, and they looked into the mythology. They came through Romania and the countries between Scotland to explore Great Britain and Norway.

-Until he met Countess Anna Farrington, the only daughter of six children from Earl Andrew Farrington and Countess Sophia Farrington. Anna and Jean hit it off after Anna became intrigued by his recordings. Only Jean was also a druid, collecting special herbs from those countries, and had been a healer. Especially in Cruden after sailors brought an outbreak of scurvy through the port. Jean won favour with the Earl until he noticed his fondness for Anna.-

What they all failed to see was Frederick getting sick. Until it was too late. No herbs worked, not to cure him. He developed a liking for blood. An unusual parasite in Romania brought on that he’d kept from Jean. First, it was eased by animals. Jean noticed physical changes in Frederick. Large fangs, paler skin. Hot then cold sweats, until only cold. Jean attempted to hide the condition from everyone, including the Earl and his family.

-Meanwhile, Anna and Jean’s relationship intensified. They were in love. Even in those moments, it became hard to see each other. They found a way to message each other—symbolising their unrelenting love. Then, people began disappearing, at first, sporadic. Then, some would be found torn to pieces. Each day, the amount of blood in the village became greater.

-Eyes turned on Jean, thinking his methods to cure sickness had turned the villagers rabid. Little did they know Frederick had started it. He’d been sneaking out at night. In every sense, Anna and Jean were forbidden by the pain of death. The villagers sought to eradicate the problem they saw as a curse. Realising stabbing the heart with spikes made from mountain ash would all but desiccate them to what they believed was dead. Most had been friends, so they couldn’t bring themselves to destroy the bodies. Instead, they gave them coffins. Yet, they also didn’t believe their abominations warranted burial.

-On orders from the Earl, a group of villagers entombed the coffins in the caves and tunnels deep under the village through the cliff front. All went quiet for a month. Jean occupied Montague House, keeping Frederick, his friend and assistant, a secret. Sadly, Jean had been blinded. Believing what Frederick had said about the parasite, and that’s how the town got sick. Jean worked tirelessly for a cure. He built a tunnel from the house to the castle and the tombs. He was taking samples and experimenting. It also allowed Anna and Jean to reconnect.

-Jean was struggling for a cure, so in the meantime, he cursed the village and those afflicted by what he called a savage virus—binding them to the village. So if one or Frederick escaped, they could never leave. Two years later, on a lunar eclipse, Jean ritualised a talisman; if he ever got the virus, he wouldn’t be affected like the others. What he hadn’t realised was that he’d not only bound himself to the village. He’d missed how the villagers were turned through a bite. The parasitic toxin is released through tiny holes at the tip of their fangs.

This is where the information gets sketchy. It’s said Anna and Jean were seen together. The Earl turned on Jean even more. He was inciting the villagers to go after him. They didn’t get him. Yet he disappeared all the same. Anna was distraught, especially after she discovered she was pregnant. Supposed to be believed as true. The Earl had the baby aborted. Then, no less than two hours later, Anna was banished to the dungeons.

-A big mistake. Nobody found Frederick. He’d become rabid. He was starved of blood because Jean wasn’t around. Frederick grew strong, too strong. One night, he escaped through the tunnels fuelled by rage and set on revenge. He found himself in the dungeons ... The first hint of blood in over two weeks was even stronger, considering the abortion. He found Anna first. Yet in her blood, he felt Jean, his friend. So, he didn’t kill. He saw her as a victim who may want revenge. Frederick bit Anna and turned her. They tore through the castle. Bled the family and servants, all but dry.

-Until they all became obedient savages. The village didn’t expect the second wave. They were surprised, but that didn’t mean they weren’t prepared. The villagers fought back and drove them into the tunnels and Montague House. The Earl, the rest of his family, and others were desiccated and interred with the rest. Anna and Frederick were the last. Each with a mountain ash spike laced with mistletoe buried in their hearts.

-No other infected can bear to touch it; no one normal in their right mind would dare. The village sealed everything off; the buildings became shrines to what the village endured. Even embellished with stories to make into tourist attractions to help bring in money and revamp everything to start over. Jean never reappeared, nor did his secrets. Georgie, his bloodline, mine. It’s also cursed. He may have been bitten, but had resistance because of the talisman.

-My bloodline feared anything coming out in us over the years. It fucking came out to me ... It’s managed with some herbs and things. I need you to find Jean. I read if his body rests on hallowed ground. It severs his ailments from our bloodline. Solve what may have happened. Lay him to rest. Help set us free, please. I will owe you so much.

-I understand if you’ve read all of this in disbelief and thought, holy shit, it can’t be real. Remember, you’re a werewolf. Aside from that, everything I’ve told you is a mix of history books, some gossip, worked whispers, fragments of the very few texts to escape the ‘Bay of Blood’, no pictures, just scared scribbles if you need anything at all—even your grumpy sidekick. Just call. I promise you will get a rest soon. Be safe.

With the sincerest regards,

Frank Locke

Well, that was a kick in the balls. If the shoe had still been on the way down. The letter most definitely made it drop. This village was hell on earth. Or at least, waiting to happen with what’s below. With each echo made, the little ‘dots’ make sense. The cave, the house, and the coffins. Yet the biggest and by far the scariest. Who I assumed to be a vampire version of Ellena was, in fact, Anna. The normal ghost was here before the ‘turn’, leaving a rose.

I felt for Locke; I did. The village, too. With Amos and whoever else roaming by night to hunt. Yet, he tries to blend in daily as if the world was none the wiser. Ellena looked like Anna, and now I had to find out why vampires would want a lookalike. While I got my head around everything Locke had said in the letter. Not to mention Mary. I could’ve disregarded and run at that point. Now, I couldn’t.

I had an itch I couldn’t scratch; Locke had made me worry—more than I was already. I lay in bed, wrestling with the urge to ensure Ellena was okay. I wasn’t sure how she’d react if I told her what Locke had said. Until, for the second time tonight, I bit the bullet. I flipped off my covers and headed for the adjoining door.

“Knock knock.”

I rapped on the door as non-threatening as possible, even if my angst made me want to open it. She’d been unusually tired this evening. I had to carry her to bed and barely stirred as I staggered the steps. I didn’t think. Now, it seemed absurd. There was no stirring now, either. Not even a roll across the mattress. If it was anything like mine. It would make a slight squeak. I listened deeper so I could spare the embarrassment of barging in. I drifted through the door into her room ... No heartbeat... I couldn’t hear her, so I barged in after all. The bed was empty; the covers were pulled open, and the pillows scrunched. Her boots and coat were still there. My heart raced as I was consumed with panic. Ellena was missing...

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Mystery Voice

[image: ]


5

––––––––
[image: ]


I SPUN, ALMOST SLIPPING on the thin carpet. Eyes glowing, claws shredding deep lines in the floor, I barely stayed on my bare feet. Heartbeats of Mary and Dianne echoed as I raced through my room toward the door and down the hallway. Another steady heartbeat. In an end bedroom. Calm, a little less than sixty beats per minute. They’re asleep.

By the time I reached the top steps, a rush of cold air hit me. Panic peaked. Then the front door opened. Blindly, I had allowed myself to part-shift, clearing most of the stairs to land with a thud. Irrational thoughts raced, fuelled by Mary’s warning about vampires needing permission to enter.

Leaves blew across the wooden floors; could Ellena have invited one in by mistake? A simple ‘please come in’ would work if she’d says something half-asleep. That could allow Ellena to be snatched. It was freezing outside, and I was still in my pyjamas. Bad enough. Ellena would be much the same without boiling the demon wolf’s blood to keep her warm.

Everything moved fast. In my panic, I couldn’t focus. Too many details from my dream played over and over. It was foggy, just like in my dream, if not thicker. My hackles were on fire, exposed in the open, with nobody normally around to intervene. My hearing was a whirlwind of a million sounds at once. Only I struggled to filter through them. My heightened emotions about dealing with Ellena stopped me from doing what I wanted.

There were so many heartbeats to work through, and I couldn’t detect Amos or the other two that way. Smell would be the only way, and Ellena’s was locked into my senses. Even in this cold, I could tell that coconut shampoo from a mile off.

The same house from my dream was in the distance, distracting me for a minute. ‘Montague House’ it was called, with Anna’s ghost laying the rose. Until a blast of wind rushed past. ‘Coconut,’ and it was coming from the cliff’s edge. I walked, feeling first the rough cobbles and then the frosty grass beneath my bare feet. Another moment to reminisce. I cut through the sheet of red and grey, listening. Ellena was ahead; I heard her heart. It beat the same rate as the sleeper in the B and B. (‘Side note–I really hope this sleepwalking isn’t the norm.’)

I could do more than hear her, though; I could feel and sense everything about Ellena. It got stronger the closer I came. We were connected, or at least I was to her. Why? Perhaps because I wasn’t second-guessing my werewolf instincts. My fear for Ellena meant I acted instead of doubting; now, I felt her chemo signals strong. Ellena was in trouble. The sound of gravel scraping under her feet filled me with dread. Even with my wolf’s eyes, the fog was too dense to rush through
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