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She woke to the familiar sound of heavy rain pounding against the windows of her home. It had been a wet and stormy winter and showed no sign of stopping as the season faded into spring. Tania lay on her back in bed, listening to the fierce wind. It did not upset her, or even make her feel depressed like it did so many other people in this country. She had always liked this kind of weather. There was something comforting about sitting at home in front of a log fire, drinking hot chocolate and mugs of sweet tea. Tania loved her small cottage. It suited her. She lived alone in a detached property on the edge of a tiny village in North Yorkshire.  The air was fresh, there was minimal traffic, and people were generally happy to leave her alone and not ask questions about her situation.  

Oh, she knew they gossiped. Every time she walked into the local post office and general stores, the middle-aged women behind the counter would nudge each other and roll their eyes. They couldn’t understand how a young woman of twenty-five came to be living alone in such an isolated place, apparently with no need of a husband or partner. Tania ignored them. She was polite when she needed to, but she had not bothered to make friends with anyone. She didn’t need friends. They would just complicate her plans. Tania Coulson had a job to do. Her façade was that of a reclusive artist, and indeed she did love to paint. It was a passion that she had nurtured since childhood and had proved a welcome escape from the pressures of her family and her responsibilities. 

She spent her days either sitting at home in the small studio she had created in her second bedroom, or out in the forest, gleaning inspiration from nature and the sky to replicate in her paintings. She experimented with different mediums, although now she was using an iPad to sketch on, and then transferring her prints to canvas for painting. She had tried printing out her art, but it didn’t feel right. It needed real paint, with texture and life. Tania earned a modest wage from her art. Her paintings appeared in exhibitions all over the UK, and even in some galleries around Europe. It made her happy to create these pieces. It helped her to forget everything that had happened, and everything that was yet to come.

Lying in bed, staring up at the white painted ceiling, Tania sighed. Maybe this was the wrong village. Her instructions might have been misinterpreted at source. She had been here for over six months, and there was no sign of suspicious creatures in the forest, or anywhere else for that matter. After careful scrutiny of the villagers, Tania had deduced that they were all human, and none required further investigation.  Perhaps it was time to move on and try somewhere else. There were always more of these creatures to destroy. As fast as the slayers moved in, the animals reproduced and moved to new territory. It seemed a losing battle, and Tania was beginning to wonder exactly why her family were so concerned. What did it have to do with them anyway? Why couldn’t she just be a normal human being, with real friends and maybe a boyfriend or two? She was fed up with being a recluse. She wanted some social interaction.  

Eventually she decided to get up. The rain continued to pour, and so a walk in the forest would not be wise today. She wasn’t put off by the weather. It was simply that she had spent so many days sketching in the rain that she was bored of it now.  She needed a change of scenery. She would drive out to the coast nearby and get some inspiration from the ocean and the fishing villages there. She could also scout around for information or clues about her latest targets. They had to be around here somewhere. Maybe they had seen her first and had moved out already. They wouldn’t have gone far. In her experience, they always came back eventually. They were territorial animals, and once they staked a claim on some land, it became their home. She could at least seek out their temporary residence and make her attack from there.  

After a quick shower, Tania dressed in skinny black jeans, a royal blue jersey t-shirt with long sleeves, and a black waterproof jacket with a hood. Her favourite leather boots completed the outfit. It was practical and warm, but the clothes fitted snugly over her slim frame and accentuated her curves. She combed out her long blonde hair and fixed it in a tight ponytail. Finally, she added a little make-up, black eyeliner and mascara, silver eye shadow, and dark red lipstick. Her pale skin stood out in stark contrast to the ensemble, but Tania liked it that way. She began loading up her car, taking her art materials, her iPad, a book she was reading, and finally some weapons, just in case. The rain was still coming down in torrents, so Tania was not surprised to find nobody out in the lane beside her house. A quick glance around satisfied her that there was no creature in the vicinity, although she couldn’t suppress a cold shiver that ran down her spine as she approached her car on the driveway.  
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He watched her from his position high up in an ancient oak tree. The woman fascinated him, although it had taken him several weeks to understand why. She was looking for him; that much was obvious. She just didn’t know it. His muscular body was wedged in between two stout branches and the thick trunk of the tree. Concealed by overhanging foliage, James Blakely was certain the woman would not discover him. He had been watching her for the past three months. She walked gracefully from the front door of her cottage to the smart red 4x4 car parked in her driveway. James knew she was an artist due to the fact she was carrying sketch books, an easel in a case, and another large bag that he guessed contained paints and pencils. He also knew that she carried a gun. The metallic scent wafted over to him on the wind, and he smelt silver in the bullets. Silver was deadly to a werewolf. He knew that from personal experience.

Tania hesitated at the door of her car. She lifted her head and looked around with sharp eyes, scenting the air around her. There was someone nearby, but she couldn’t see them. Her hand flexed at her waist, near to the gun holster, but then she was distracted by several ravens in a nearby tree. They all started squawking loudly, fighting with each other, and the trees rustled and trembled as the large birds took flight in a noisy gaggle. Tania laughed nervously, shook her head, and returned to lock the door of her house. When she glanced around again at the surrounding forest, James had disappeared. She never saw him.  
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As she drove along the main road, her mobile phone rang. Sighing heavily, she glanced at the screen and then answered the call, using her in-car hands-free device.  

“Tania,” her father spoke in a clipped, stern voice, “What are you doing today?”

She pulled a face as she answered.

“I’m going to the seaside,” she replied, “It’s still raining here, and I need a change of scenery.”

“You shouldn’t be alone,” her father said, “I have arranged for Sean Daniels to come and stay with you.”

Tania swore loudly, and then covered it up by coughing.

“You did what?” she shouted, “I don’t want him anywhere near me! I don’t need any help, Dad.”
Her father spoke smoothly, ignoring her anger.
“I think you do, daughter,” he said in the same clipped tone, “You have succeeded very well in your recent missions, but this one could prove tricky. You are hunting a large pack of wolves, some with far more years of experience than you. I want to ensure your safety.”

Tania knew her father was concerned for her welfare. She still detested his choice of helper.

“Why Sean?” she asked, “He’s a creep!” 

Her father laughed once and then caught himself.

“No, he is not,” he replied, “He is a good hunter, and he will protect you. In fact, I really don’t understand why you won’t consider him for a husband, Tania. You are getting older now...”

Tania swore again as she almost drove through a red traffic light. Slamming on her brakes, she ignored the furious beeping of the car horn behind her and focused instead on her phone call.

“Dad,” she said firmly, “I am only twenty-five. In human terms I am considered young enough not to have to marry, at least in the 21st century.”

“All the same,” her father replied, “We live to a traditional code. You are my only daughter, and I want to ensure you are well provided for in the future.”

“I can provide for myself,” Tania said, “thank you very much.”

There was a moment of silence between them. She knew what her father was thinking. She was headstrong and stubborn; a lot like him. Growing up without a mother and with two younger brothers to contend with, she had to be tough. Not to mention the family pressures from her father and uncle, who were so intent on schooling their children in the ways of the family business. 

They were descended from fairies. They lived amongst the humans, but never considered themselves the same. Tania’s father and uncle ran a successful construction business and hunted werewolves in their spare time. They had raised Tania and her brothers in what they referred to as the ‘family trade.’ Her mother had died when she was a baby, and her father never remarried. He simply kept a string of mistresses to satisfy his basic needs. Tania was determined to remain independent for as long as she possibly could. She would not become another beaten down housewife living in the fairy tradition.

“We will discuss this later,” her father said finally, “You should expect Sean to arrive later this evening.”

“Fine,” Tania snapped, “Bye, Dad.”

She ended the call abruptly and let out a frustrated growl
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