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Recap

HE  MAN  LOOKED  AT  HIM
WITH EYES ALMOST AS YELLOW AS
THE WOLF’S. ‘A FEW MONTHS AGO, I WAS

attacked by what I thought was a wild animal. I managed to

escape, but had deep scratches all over my body, and at least

two bite marks.  I  dressed my wounds until  I  could find a

doctor. When I did, he unwrapped the bandages and thought

it was some kind of joke. The wounds had all healed. I was

puzzled, but didn’t think too much of it until the month after

when I went to the theatre. Coming back, the moon shone

down  on  me and  I  transformed.  I  had  no  idea  what  was

happening  then,  and  I  have  even  less  now.  But  I  have  a

question for you. Why were you trying to kill me? Were you

frightened? Was it sport? Was it—’

T

‘You killed my friend’s wife!’ Luke said.

The man hung his head. ‘I’m sorry for that. I didn’t know.’

‘Sorry isn’t going to bring Francesca back from the dead.’

***

Through  the  bars  two  men  sat  separated  by  a  beam  of

moonlight shining through a small window high up on the

far wall. They stared at Sarah as she found the right key and

unlocked the door.

The shorter blond one didn’t  waste time rushing to get

out, but the other stayed in his cell. ‘Come on!’ Sarah hissed.

‘The guards will be awake in a few seconds and we need to be
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out of here.’

The  man just  sat  there  looking  up at  Sarah.  ‘Even  if  I

could pass  through that  moonlight  without  killing  both of

you, I’m not sure I want to.’

‘If you stay, you’ll be hanged,’ the blond man said.

‘I deserve it after what I did.’

***

Luke  aimed  the  weapon  at  the  wolf’s  head,  his  finger

pressing  on  the  trigger,  and  stared  into  its  yellow  eyes.

Slowly  those eyes  began to  shrink and darken.  The wolf’s

hair drew back and Luke saw the face of David appearing

from under the mask of the animal. He lowered his weapon

and looked to the moon; a cloud covered it. In a few seconds

it would be blown away leaving a bright shining moon again.

‘David!’ he shouted. ‘Get in the shadows. Now!’

***

‘I did meet your wolf friend though. All I really knew of him

was his lycanthropic nature. And I only knew that because a

couple of months ago he caused a bit of a ruckus. During a

new moon.’

***

‘Shh,’  Luke  whispered.  ‘There’s  something  behind  that

bench.’  Atharron  followed  Luke’s  pointed  finger  and  he

beheld two yellow eyes staring at them, ‘It’s a wolf. Of the

Were variety.’

‘Can’t  be,’  Atharron  said,  not  taking  his  eyes  from  the

animal. ‘The moon isn’t full.’

‘Maybe not, but remember what Naomi said…’

‘Naomi couldn’t be trusted.’

‘Doesn’t  mean  she  couldn’t  be  telling  the  truth.  The

cryptozoologists at Munich could very well have enabled a

xiv
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person to turn at any moment.’

The wolf crept towards them. Neither of the men moved.

As  it  came closer,  it  stood on  its  hind  legs,  seemingly  no

taller than Atharron; and with more humanly features. The

longer they watched the less like a wolf the creature seemed,

until it stood a couple of foot from them clothed in rags.

‘David?’ Luke whispered.

***

‘I had no concept of time in that place,’ David said. ‘I was

kept inside under artificial light only. No windows.’ He gave

a  hollow laugh.  ‘I  was  shocked when I  first  looked into  a

mirror after coming out. My face was so pale. I never saw a

clock,  so I  went to sleep when I could and had no way of

knowing what day it was, or even if it was day or night. I can

only tell  you what happened, and in what order.  The first

facility they took me to was more like a prison than anything

else.  Cells  with  bars  instead  of  doors,  a  thin  mattress,  a

bucket.  Not  very  comfortable,  but  still  better  than  the

trenches I suppose. Except for the experiments they did on

me. They constructed a huge iron cage, put me in it, and took

me  outside  when  the  moon  was  full.  They  watched  me

change and took notes. It wasn’t difficult for them to figure

out it was the light of the moon that made me change, and

soon  they  managed  to  replicate  the  moon’s  light  and  I

changed while in the facility.’

xv





Prologue

In The Woods

HE WOLF STALKED THROUGH
THE  FOREST.  THE  MOON,  A  THIN
GLOWING  CRESCENT,  LAY  HALFWAY  UP

the sky. The wolf’s faithful friend. Not so anymore. The light

had turned its back on the wolf. It rarely shone as it used to;

the heat it gave out, cold. The wolf howled at its loss.

T
‘Damn you! Be quiet, Fido,’ the tall man said to him. The

wolf understood the man’s speech now. While it was locked

in the cage, the men tried to teach it to understand them.

Their sounds were different from this man’s, but the gestures

were the same. The wolf slunk back to its crouch and they

resumed the hunt.

The  wolf  made  its  way  slowly  through  the  thick

undergrowth and up the hill. It took a deep breath and could

smell it. Foul and dead it was. These men seemed to think it

different from the other dead things, but it still smelled the

same. It was just over the ridge. The wolf looked to the tall

man  and  pointed  its  snout  to  the  summit  of  the  hill.  He

seemed to understand and crouched low.

Gently, the wolf placed paw after paw on the damp earth,

avoiding the occasional twig, and soon they reached the top.

The wolf glanced over the hill and saw it there. A man … no.

It had the long hair and mammaries of a female. The wolf
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crouched and waited.

The female  turned and began to  walk  past  the  wolf.  It

found  a  solid  piece  of  ground  and  steadied  its  hind  legs,

ready  to  pounce.  It  took  a  deep  breath  and,  when  the

moment was right, it jumped.

‘NO!’ the man shouted.

The wolf turned at the exclamation and slammed into the

woman, turning back into the man.

‘David,’ Atharron said, ‘what the hell was that? I thought

you were able to recognise Sarah.’

David  pushed  himself  to  his  feet,  his  tattered  clothes

hanging from him. ‘I  … I  don’t  know what happened.’  He

offered his hand to Sarah and she took it. He lifted her up as

she  brushed  her  clothes  with  her  hands.  ‘I  was  sure

something was behind this ridge.’

‘There was,’ Sarah said. ‘Me.’

‘I don’t think the wolf can tell the difference between you

and a witch.’

Sarah raised her eyebrows. ‘Nice.’

‘I can’t always control it you know. The small amount of

authority I have is much more than I used to, but still … it’s

not a lot.’

‘Okay,’  Atharron  said.  ‘She  must  be  around  here

somewhere, we found the remains of a ritual at the bottom.

Fire’s still burning.’

David  looked  around,  sniffing  the  air.  ‘Should  be  this

way.’ He pointed along the top of the ridge.

Sarah stared at him. ‘How do you know that?’

‘It  would  appear  I  don’t  need  to  wolf  out  to  catch  the

scent.’

‘And  you  couldn’t  have  mentioned  this  before  you

2
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attacked me?’

‘I didn’t know.’

‘You sure it’s not Luke?’

‘Sure. Luke smells … more wolf-like than others. The only

one of you three the wolf is able to distinguish.’

‘Okay,’ Atharron said, ‘this way it is.’

They stalked along the ridge for about half a mile, before

they heard a voice, ‘Shh,’ Atharron said, holding up his hand.

David looked through the trees.  The darkness obscured

most detail, but he made out slight shadows moving about,

and he heard chanting in Old English.

‘Remember, Atharron,’ Sarah said, ‘we’re not here to kill

her.’

Atharron looked at her for a few seconds before turning

back to look at the shadows. ‘I know, it’s a rescue mission.’

David held his breath as they walked up to the witch. She

came into view, and he saw the details  of her appearance.

She had long wavy blonde hair that reached half way down

her back, and she wore dark clothing. She held a few sticks in

her  arms  and  was  placing  them  on  the  ground  as  she

chanted.  David looked closely and, though it  was dark,  he

saw her eyes as they turned completely black.

Atharron walked up to her.  ‘Well  hello,  missy,’  he said.

She jumped and dropped her sticks, her eyes turning back to

normal. ‘Fancy seeing a young girl such as yourself out alone

on a night like this.

The girl scowled and bent down to pick up her sticks. ‘I

thought I’d lost you. What do you want?’

‘Do you know what it is you’re playing with?’

She  held  up  a  twig.  ‘Sticks.  And  I’m  not  playing.  I’m

working.  So  if  you’d  like  to  leave  me  in  peace,  I’d  really

3
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appreciate it.’

‘Can’t do that. Word has it that your activities down town

caused a bit of a stir and led to the deaths of three men.’

‘Who are you? Police?’

‘No. Just an average Joe trying to make his way in the

world. I also hunt down murderers in my spare time.’

‘I didn’t kill anybody.’

‘Not directly, no. But I’m still going to have to take you

and educate you on the dangers of witchcraft.’

‘That  shows how little  you know.  There’s  no danger  in

what I’m doing.’

‘And that statement just proves that there’s a whole lot of

stuff you need to be aware of. Sarah, David,  let’s take this

witch home.’

David walked out from the trees with Sarah, and the three

of them surrounded the girl.

‘Are you going to take me by force?’ the girl said.

‘If  I  have  to,’  Atharron  replied.  ‘Though I’d  rather  you

come  willingly.  I  don’t  quite  fancy  having  to  carry  a

squirming girl a couple miles back home.’

‘Don’t  worry.  You  won’t  have  to.’  She  took  one  of  her

sticks,  dropping the rest,  and aimed it  at  Sarah.  ‘Lejkkhìl’

Sarah jumped out the way, but a deep cut appeared on her

arm in the wake of the stick’s movement.

Before he realised what he was doing, David jumped on

the girl and began to claw at her, ripping her clothes and skin

to shreds. She screamed and slapped at him, but he just held

her down. He bent her neck back and sunk his teeth into her

neck,  silencing  her  shouts.  He  savoured  her  sweet  warm

blood and devoured  her  raw flesh.  Someone  grabbed him

from behind, he pushed them off and went back to feeding.

4
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The  taste  of  real  food  after  years  of  starvation  was

phenomenal. He greedily ripped the woman’s flesh as if he

had never tasted meat before. The girl fell limp in his arms

and he carried on feeding with no worries  of  her slipping

from his grasp.

He felt strong arms wrap around him and pull him away.

He scrambled to get  back at  the girl,  but was pulled back

again. As he made another attempt, Atharron stood in front

of him and held him in place. ‘What the devil d’you think

you’re doing man?’

David looked to Atharron and growled, baring his teeth. A

second later, he felt his cheek sting as Atharron slapped him.

He looked again at the man, then at the mutilated corpse in

the middle of the wood. Then back to Atharron. ‘What … I …

I don’t know…’ He held his hand to his mouth to stifle a sob.

Feeling wetness, he pulled it back and saw blood. His breaths

came short and fast. ‘I just … I just felt hungry.’
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