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Preview of Evolution: More Blood
Recap
The 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—’
‘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 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 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.’
Prologue
In The Woods
The 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.
‘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 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 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 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. 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.’
‘Amici vitium ni feras, prodis tuum.’
—Syrus, Maxims
Chapter 1
A Myth Among Myths
***
Sarah closed the door to the basement and locked it with a heavy key. It took some effort, but they finally did it. Though by the growls, shouts, and bashes now emanating from the basement, she didn’t know how long he’d stay there.
Tentatively, she turned her back on the door and faced Atharron standing beneath one of the warehouse’s windows, a cigar in his mouth and a crooked Stetson on his head. ‘What’s wrong with him?’ she said.
The other man was silent for a few seconds, then shook his head. ‘I really don’t know. It was … well … it was almost like he was … possessed.’
‘We’ve both seen possession. Hell, one of us has been possessed. But none of them started like this.’
Atharron took his cigar from his mouth and held it, breathing out smoke. ‘No. We saw no demons, there was nothing to suggest the possession had started or finished. But it was during the possessions that we witnessed animalistic tendencies. There’s a possibility it happened a while ago.’
‘Well, we can test it out. Do you have a cross on you?’
Atharron reached inside his coat and pulled out a wooden crucifix. He threw it to her and she caught it. Atharron put his cigar on the window sill and prepared himself to grab David.
Sarah slid the key back into the lock and the noises from inside stopped. She turned the key and opened the door. David stood on the other side at the top of the stairs leading into blackness, his mouth covered with clotting blood and ragged clothes hanging on him. His hair was as wild as his eyes as he looked at her.
She stepped forward and offered her hand. He looked at it and slowly raised his own. She held it in hers for a second, then quickly thrust the cross against his skin. He tried to pull away, but she held his hand in a vice as the cross did nothing. She let go and slammed the door, turning the key again. ‘He’s not possessed.’
***
Luke walked into the warehouse. It was empty, but that was nothing unusual. He made his way towards the stairs leading to the library, when he heard footsteps coming from behind the basement door. As far as he knew, no one ever went down there. He walked a few tentative steps towards it and listened again. A few seconds passed and he heard a scraping, as of cloth or skin against wood. ‘Hello?’ he said. The noise stopped. ‘Hello?’ he said again.
And from behind the door came a muffled response. ‘Luke?’
‘David?’ Luke moved closer to the door to open it. ‘What are you doing in the basement?’ He grabbed hold of the handle, but it wouldn’t turn.
‘Don’t open it!’ David said. He sounded frightened.
‘Why not?’
‘Sarah and Atharron locked me in here. And it should stay that way. Whether I’m my normal self or not.’
‘What! That’s insane, what are you going to do?’
‘Just leave me in here. And don’t unlock the door.’
Luke paused. ‘I’m going to speak to Sarah.’ He walked up the stairs to the library and made his way past the long shelves of old books to the end where Sarah sat at a table by the fire reading a small codex. Walking up to her, he spoke. ‘What’s wrong with David? Why is he locked in the basement?’
Sarah looked up from the book. ‘That’s what I’m trying to figure out. He wolfed out yesterday … without changing. He killed a girl. It was as if the creature had taken control of him while in his human form. Atharron’s out looking for experts on werewolves, hopefully he can come up with something more than I have.’ She looked around at the library. ‘Thousands of books, and not one seems to have any information on this!’ She threw the book she held across the room and it slid to a halt in the middle of the centre aisle.
Luke sat down opposite her; he sighed. ‘He seems okay at the moment.’
Sarah looked up, suddenly wide eyed. ‘You didn’t open the door did you?’
‘No, I spoke to him, though, and he seems fine.’
Sarah relaxed a little. ‘That’s probably because he’s just finished trying to break the door down.’
Luke thought about this. ‘You’ve never heard of this happening, no?’ Sarah shook her head. ‘You’ve also never heard of any werewolves being able to change at will? And keep control of the wolf … most of the time.’ Sarah shook her head again. ‘Well, that all started since he escaped from the research facility. They did something to him there. They broke down the barrier between wolf and man. We should have seen this coming. If he can control the wolf, then it would logically work the other way around.’ Sarah nodded slowly, and Luke sat back, talking as if to himself. ‘What did they do to him?’
As they sat there, howls and banging sounds emanated from the basement. Luke shut his eyes and tried to drown out the anger and hatred coming from his friend.
***
Atharron knocked on the door of the old house. The sound echoed around the valley and bounced off the mountains that surrounded the solitary hut. Clouds hid the light of the now crescent shaped moon, leaving the glen in near complete darkness.
He waited a few seconds and knocked again. Soon, he heard footsteps slowly make their way towards the door. He heard a heavy clunk as a bolt was pushed back and the door gently opened a few inches with a load creak. An old man’s face appeared in the narrow gap, his long grey beard a tangled mess, his blue eyes showed signs of cataracts, and a shiny bald crown reflected what little light it could. ‘What d’ye want?’ the old man said, in a throaty voice.
‘Mr. Blackwood?’ Atharron asked.
‘Never ‘eard o’ him,’ the man said, then he slammed the door, making the hills rumble with the echo.
Atharron sighed. ‘Mr. Blackwood, I’m here to speak to you about a wolf.’
‘Don’t know no wolves.’
‘What about your son?’
Silence.
Atharron was about to speak again, when the door opened and the man peeked out. ‘What d’ye know about Billy?’
‘Only what I heard in Kincraig.’
‘Don’t believe ‘em. ‘E weren’t mad. ‘E was ill is all.’
‘Which is why I’ve come to you. I have a friend who may suffer from the same thing as your son.’
The old man looked at Atharron and slowly opened the door further. He walked back through the house, and Atharron took that as an invitation. He stepped across the threshold and was assaulted by a dank and musty smell. He fought the urge to throw up and followed the old man into his sitting room.
The man lit a gas lamp on the wall and bathed them both in a dim orange light. He sat down in a dirty armchair and picked up a pipe, lighting it with the same match he used for the lamp. Atharron remained standing. ‘My friend was affected by the moon, and when it was full, he would turn into a wolf. The people in the village didn’t say as much, but when you’ve been around as long as I have, you tend to understand subtext as if it were spoken aloud. They seemed to believe your son behaved this way every month. That was until a few weeks before his death, when he started acting like that at any time throughout the month, even during the day. What happened to him between the monthly lycanthropic cycle, and the chaos of his last days?’
The old man took a puff on his pipe and spoke through the smoke. ‘’E went missing. That’s what. We searched for days. Well, I say we. Me and the missus; the rest o’ the village couldn’t give two craps about him. Took me shotgun and went toward the sound of howling. It came from a cave couple o’ mile west. Told missus Blackwood to stay behind, but as soon as she saw Billy at the mouth o’ the cave, she went to ‘im.’ He relit his pipe and took another few puffs. ‘’E ripped ‘er apart.’
‘I know how that feels,’ Atharron said. ‘I’m sorry.’
‘That’s alright. ‘Twere ten year ago now. Anyways, I shot ‘im. ‘E went down, but ‘e were still alive, so I ‘auled ‘im on my shoulder and took ‘im back ‘ere. I patched ‘im up and ‘e seemed alright. I asked ‘im what ‘appened, but ‘e wouldn’t say. ‘E did say one thing though. ‘E said ‘e could feel the wolf inside ‘im; waitin’ to get out “Tryin’ to push its way out” ‘e said.’
Atharron was silent after the man finished his story. It sounded close enough to what David was doing. ‘Where is this cave?’
Chapter 2
Dark Places
***
David sat in the cellar. He was cold. They had given him thick blankets, but sometime through the night, he tore them to shreds. He didn’t even remember doing it. Through the light coming from the gap under the door, he could see fairly well. The basement was bare. Like everything else about Sarah, possessions were a necessity. She stored nothing down there save for dust and cobwebs. And psychotic friends.
He still tasted the blood of the girl. Sweet, and coppery. Luke had given him a bowl of water and soap to wash in, but it couldn’t take away that flavour. He liked it; and he hated that he liked it. He tried to make himself feel better by saying she killed people herself, but that wasn’t what made him go for her. She hurt Sarah.
He never thought anything about her before, but in that moment, his animal instincts kicked in to defend the female of his pack. She could take care of herself, she always had. She did; it was only a scratch.
Sniffing the air, he smelled meat. Cooked meat. He grimaced. Ever since Germany, he had developed a preference for rare, even raw meat. If it was any warmer than body temperature, he’d turn his nose up at it. Still, it was food, and he’d eat it. If he didn’t, he’d probably end up eating Luke instead.
The knock came at the door. ‘David?’ Luke said. ‘I’ve brought some food.’
David crawled to the edge of the stairs and looked up. The lock clicked and the door opened to reveal Luke standing with a chipped plate of sausages. He placed it down on the second step from the top and closed the door again.
David crawled to the top and sniffed at the food. He let out a growl of disgust, but picked up the food and began to eat.
‘David?’ Luke’s voice came from behind the door. ‘How’re you doing?’
David swallowed the piece in his mouth before answering. ‘Cold, miserable, wishing you hadn’t overcooked my food. Again.’
Luke was silent for a few seconds. ‘Listen, when Atharron gets back, he should have some info that can help you.’
‘I don’t know if I can be helped.’ He took another bite. ‘Every time I see you or Sarah, I just want to sink my teeth in your throat. I’m constantly hungry. I feel the need to run free in the woods. I have to fight just to keep these feelings down, and it’s getting harder.’
‘Hang in there, my friend. We’ll find some help.’
***
Atharron stood at the mouth of the cavern. The opening seemed to swallow the light from his torch. He heard the distant sighing of air as it travelled throughout the cave, and a steady drip came from somewhere inside.
He stepped forwards and eased his gun in its holster, shining the torch around to reveal slick walls and stalactites hanging from the top. He walked on for a few yards and looked back. He couldn’t see the mouth of the cave. He turned back to face the cave’s throat and continued on.
The cave soon opened into a vast chamber full of rocky crevasses, streams merging with one another to form an underground river flowing to somewhere out of sight. Through the middle clove a drop to unknown depths. Strangely, though, some of the stalagmites had been cut down, leaving smooth stumps, to form a straight path along the edge of the cave. Atharron followed it and came to a wall with steps carved into it. They snaked their way up, with railings along the edge. He shone the torch along them and found the top, and what appeared to be a door.
He stood onto one of the steps and tried it out. It felt solid enough. Putting his hand on the railing he began to climb, but the railing wobbled, and he loosened his hold on it. The stairs were steep, but not so much that he needed to crawl up them. He lost count of the amount of steps there were, but he managed to get to the top without incident. He looked over the edge and shone his torch down to the bottom. He felt a slight sense of vertigo, but nothing he hadn’t felt before. He mastered the feeling with ease, and faced the door. It was a heavy iron construction, rusted orange and hanging off its hinges. He tried to push it open, but it wouldn’t go. He leant on it with all his strength, and slowly it squeaked open. The sound echoed around the cavern and he heard a rumbling somewhere in the distance. As he pushed the door almost open enough so he could squeeze through, it cracked and fell to the floor. Atharron landed on top and came face to face with a half decayed corpse, its mouth frozen in a soundless scream at some forgotten terror. He let out a gasp of surprise, but the shock quickly left him and he stood up.
He was in a hallway carved from the rock, and all around him the floor was littered with corpses. They wore the tattered remains of British military uniforms and carried rusted weapons. He followed the corridor and found himself in a lobby of some kind. A wooden desk, rotted and splintered, stood at the far wall, with scattered chairs lying around. Two doors stood either side of the room and two corridors led away at the back to both sides of the desk.
He went around to the desk and saw some old mouldy files in a cabinet. Most were visitor’s forms, or clocking in sheets, but after rifling through them for a bit, he found a map of the complex.
He spread the sheet out and held the torch over it. Most of the complex was made up from cells, but there seemed to be a laboratory somewhere down the back corridors. One of the two doors in the lobby led to the head offices, the other to the dormitories and latrines.
He folded the map up, putting it in his coat pocket, and walked over to the office door. He opened it with a squeak from the rusted hinges and looked around. More corpses filled this room, one still sitting at one of the six sets of desks which lined up throughout the room, each filled with disarrayed stationery and typewriters.Two telephones hung off the wall at the end; one of them had no receiver, instead Atharron found it lying on the floor.
He moved through the room, pushing past dead men and women, and reached the end where the head office was located. Again, a squeak emanated from the door as he pushed it open. Inside was a single desk with a dead officer sitting behind it and his head lying on the desk. Scratches lined the walls, and filing cabinets spilled their contents to the floor. Atharron moved over to the officer and looked down at him. He leant on a piece of paper, and he still grasped a pen. Atharron moved the corpse’s head and picked the paper up, reading it:
It’s loose. The phonelines have been cut. I’m wounded beyond salvation. The guards lured it out before it could finish me off, but it’s no use. The medics are all dead, my vision’s blurry, and I’m lightheaded. We were fools. We thought we could contain a monster. We thought we could control it. We can’t! I write this as a warning to whomever comes looking for us. Leave! That wolf is not the only thing that escaped. We haven’t been able to go near the cells for days. The unknown creature has taken up residence in the now deserted prison and only comes out to feed. We’ve lost twelve men in the last…
And there it ended. ‘Looks like the Germans weren’t the only ones investigating the supernatural,’ Atharron said to himself. ‘And they were doing it a lot better than the English.’
He searched the rest of the room but found nothing of note, so he decided to make his way to the laboratory. Knowing now there was possibly another creature there of unknown origin, Atharron cocked his gun and allowed it to lead the way, holding the torch against his wrist to follow the barrel. He looked around every corner before deciding it was safe, and followed the map to the lab. The room was small, but big enough to hold an upturned and mangled bed, and various pieces of smashed equipment. A filing cabinet stood against the wall, one of the few things in the room seemingly untouched by the chaos. He reached in and looked up ‘W’. He found a file labeled ‘Werewolves’ and began reading it.
Two lines in, and he heard a muffled scraping sound come from somewhere in the depths of the cave. He looked around and shone his torch at the entrance of the lab.
Nothing.
He carried on reading. Most of the paper was about debunking or proving werewolf myths. It explained experiments they had done and told of the results. The second page gave an account of the last experiment.
The subject was exposed to light of the same wavelength as the full moon. As expected, it changed into its lupine form. The creature was vicious, but safely contained in its cell. It was observed over the following weeks and slowly became more docile. It responded to words and commands. Possibly due to this, we observed a surprising side effect. The human form also started to exhibit lupine behaviour. It is possible that by forcibly changing the lycanthrope outside of its lunar cycle, its two personalities have been merged. Further studies will be needed to confirm this hypothesis.
‘That’s it,’ Atharron said. ‘He should only change at the full moon.’ He folded up the file and put it in his pocket. He began to walk towards the exit, shining the torch in front of him, and saw two yellow eyes in the doorway.
The creature stared at him, his torchlight reflected back through the eyes. It was a huge lizard-like being with green scales and a jagged spine down its back. It slowly crawled forwards on four legs like a crocodile, a long tail swaying behind it. Its mouth, about a foot long and containing sharp fangs, opened suddenly and from behind its back teeth, it spat two jets of liquid. The fluid combined and ignited to form a burst of flame. Atharron jumped out the way, just as the fiery solution hit the wall behind him. It dripped down the rock and ignited the bed.
The creature still stood between him and the doorway. He raised his gun and fired, but the bullet ricocheted off its back. He holstered his gun and drew out his sword. He swung it at the creature, but it leapt out the way and blew another burst of flame. Atharron rolled out the way and picked up what appeared to be a metal door of a cupboard. He grabbed the handle in the middle as the creature blew another shot of fire, and he held his makeshift shield to deflect the blow. It worked, but he felt the intense heat on his hand as he stepped nearer. He threw away the shield before it became too much and swung at the creature before it had time to strike again. His sword went cleanly through its head, an angelic blade achieving what a mortal weapon could not.
But as soon as the creature’s head fell to the floor, Atharron saw a flame spark to life. He ran from the room and hid behind the nearest wall as the creature exploded.
The cave shook, and he heard rumblings all around him. Cracks appeared in the ceiling. ‘Time to get gone,’ he said.
He ran through the lobby and out the door. He jumped over the stairs’ rail, landing on the following set, and continued until he reached the floor. The cave around him groaned; rocks and boulders started to fall from the roof. He ran along the path bordered with stalagmites and found his way to the entrance. Suddenly, an avalanche of rocks fell behind him and he dashed for the mouth, landing on soft grass just as the mouth of the cave fell in.
Atharron let out a breath. ‘Now that was too close.’
Chapter 3
To Save A Friend
***
Luke sat on a chair in front of the cellar door, his pistol in his hand loaded with six silver bullets. The door rattled with the blows and scratches inflicted on it. He heard David howling inside. It was an all too human sound.
He had given him another meal only an hour ago and he seemed lucid enough then. Luke was beginning to think he had gotten over it. But then he started growling to be let out. Sarah was upstairs, still researching his condition. If she had found something, she would have come down to tell him, and he hadn’t seen her for the entire day.
It was frightening. He remembered back when he first met David, almost half a century ago. The man hated his condition then, hated that he had killed people, that he had killed Luke’s friends and only family. He seemed to want to die then, and Luke, in his rage at losing his loved ones, had been only too willing to oblige. He couldn’t hate the man now. He pitied him. Every time he looked into David’s eyes, he saw fear; David was afraid of what he might do.
He felt a hand rest on his shoulder and jumped. He looked around and up into the face of Atharron. ‘I didn’t hear you coming,’ Luke said.
‘Not surprising with that racket,’ Atharron replied, looking at the door. ‘How is he?’
Luke sighed. ‘I don’t know. Did you find anything?’
‘A hidden base, a bunch of corpses, and a dragon. Plus, it’s the absence of the lunar cycle that’s driving him like this. I have no idea why, but the wolf seems to require the full moon.’
‘But we’ve got another month until the moon is full again. Will he last that long?’
Atharron walked over to the door and looked at it. ‘The man I met had to put his son down because it became too much. His son begged him for it in the end, in one of his dwindling moments of lucidity. The wolf is a caged animal, and like most wild creatures will fight to get out. It’ll only be a matter of time, maybe days, before David turns into the wolf and is physically capable of knocking out this door and killing all of us. And he won’t be able to control it this time. I suggest we all arm ourselves with silver and—’
The door burst from its hinges, and knocked Atharron to the floor, as the wolf jumped out.
Luke raised his gun, but hesitated. The wolf looked at him with yellow eyes. It snarled, then jumped over him and ran through the door.
Luke stood and watched, barely noticing Sarah bound down the stairs and tend to Atharron. David had died in that basement; killed by the wolf inside him.
***
It was dusk. The sun barely hid behind the horizon and the first stars lit the sky. The moon was nowhere to be seen as the wolf bounded down the hillside in the soft twilight. It smelled blood. Thick red sweetness pumping through the veins of men in their homes. It heard the sound of thousands of heartbeats pushing the life through them. The sensations overwhelmed the wolf to the point of ecstasy. It slavered at the thought, saliva dripping from its mouth and flying away in the wind. It was a feast. And he was the guest of honour.
The wolf reached the edges of the town and shook with anticipation as it glimpsed a few people. They didn’t see him in the shadow of the buildings. He padded along the street, silently stalking its prey. It smelled it around the corner and paused to determine the direction the woman was travelling. The prey was coming close and he could taste the flesh already. David backed against the wall and waited for the prey to come into view. Then the wolf saw her, a pretty young thing with ample flesh to devour. It jumped and caught her around the neck with his hands, and David sank his jaws deep into the prey’s throat, cutting off her high-pitched scream.
Blood glistened on the floor as he gorged on the woman’s body. It barely chewed the tender meat, hungrily swallowing as fast as he could, going in for another bite before the last mouthful reached its stomach. The wolf crunched on the bones and lapped at the blood pouring from the prey’s veins. Suddenly, he felt a sting on his flank; he arched back at the pain and turned to its challenger. The other man held a pistol in his hand and shivered as he saw David with his mouth covered in blood. David growled and leapt for the man, claws eviscerating him.
The wolf finished his meal and sucked the marrow from their bones. He looked up and saw two more men—one of them a child—just down the road, walking away from him. David followed them. Around one corner, then another, where, in a dark alley, the wolf attacked. It sat there savouring the food. After satiating its starvation on the last two kills, he would enjoy this one. The smaller man was particularly tender and sweet.
‘David!’ came a disgusted voice from the mouth of the alley. The wolf looked up and growled. It was the man who locked him up and gave him scraps of burnt meat. He stalked towards the man, ready to pounce. The man held out his weapon. ‘Please,’ he said. ‘Don’t make me.’
‘Why?’ the wolf said. ‘You were so willing before.’
‘Things changed. You’re not you. It was the wolf who killed Francesca, not the man.’
‘Francesca? The one who tasted of rosemary?’
‘NO! David! You’re David!’ The wolf saw tears leak from the man’s eyes as he shouted.
‘I am David.’ He looked around, confused. Why would Luke question it?
‘David does not slaughter people.’
‘We killed many in the East. I remember, we were underground. The other man, the Alpha, he’s a killer too. He wanted to kill that female.’
‘That was different.’
‘How? I’m hungry. You wasted that meat, left it to rot in a cave.’
‘We were fighting for our lives. They would have killed us.’
‘And if I don’t eat, I starve. This is us. We are a fusion of man and wolf. You would seek to take that away from us.’
‘You want to be like this?’
‘I am who I am.’
‘David wouldn’t want this.’
‘I AM David,’ he said again. ‘And you’re not taking it away.’ The wolf jumped at Luke and the man dived out the way, turning over and firing with his weapon. The bullet hit the wolf in the shoulder and it howled. Silver. The wound stung and its foreleg was weakened. The wolf turned to face Luke and jumped at him before he could get up. It pinned the man down and, with his jaws, aimed a killing stroke at his neck. But before it could strike, it felt another bullet rip through its stomach. The wolf rolled over in pain, blood pouring from its abdomen. It looked over at the man, exhausted and lying in a pool of blood. He turned to face the wolf, tears in his eyes. David looked back, as his vision blurred into darkness.
Epilogue
New Moon
Luke watched as the pyre burned. Atharron said they couldn’t afford to have the werewolf’s blood infect anyone by being buried. All caution had been taken to avoid touching the corpse, but they couldn’t take that risk once it was left in the ground. So now the body that was once David lay atop a burning pile of sticks. The warmth emanated from the crackling flames, and banished the freezing air of the night, but did nothing to comfort him.
He had been a loyal friend for years; as close as a brother. He never felt that way about Sarah or Atharron; they were more like teachers; or parents. Luke felt as if he lost his family again.
Sarah came up to him and put an arm around his waist and her head on his shoulder. ‘I’m sorry.’
He looked at her. ‘It had to happen, eventually. Wolves don’t live forever.’
‘Now you’re becoming as cynical as I am.’
‘How do you cope?’
‘I don’t form attachments.’ Luke held her hand around his waist. ‘Except for immortals, of course.’ She looked at him and gave him a comforting smile. ‘This is just one of many losses. But that makes it no less significant. And no less painful. But you’ll cope, you have Atharron and me.’
Luke nodded in dejected resignation and watched the fire burn away the last remnants of mortality in his life.
Preview Of Evolution
More Blood
The vampire ran through the woods, chasing his prey. He licked his sharp teeth; some blood still remained from his brief encounter with the girl he now chased. The brief flash of coppery taste gave him a renewed desire for more, and he dashed onwards, following the scent.
And then he saw her, just a quick flutter of white from her coat. He jumped half the remaining distance and she let out a cry of fear; without looking back, she knew he was close. He liked that. Fear made the blood pump faster and hotter, and adrenaline gave an almost narcotic experience to the feed.
He had prolonged the chase enough. Much longer, and she would collapse from tiredness, all the terror leaving her. He pounced and landed behind her, throwing his arms around her chest, turning her around to face him. Her eyes were shut tight and wet with tears, and her mouth screamed gasps of air, her voice shattered from the cries for help earlier.
He stroked her hair, running his fingers through the many auburn strands. He licked her cheek, feeling the softness of her skin, and caressed her red lips gently with his thumb, marking it with wet lipstick. She fell still, helpless and locked in the indecisiveness of her fight-or-flight instinct.
He kissed her neck, almost tasting the blood through the skin, feeling it pump rapidly along the thick veins. He opened his mouth wide and bit gently down on her throat, savouring the experience.
As his teeth pushed harder, they pierced the skin, but he only tasted a drop of blood when he felt an extreme burning on his cheek. He screamed, letting go of the girl, and fell to the damp ground. But she followed him, now lying on top. He opened his eyes to look, and she was pressing something against his face. He pushed her arm away and felt his skin rip as it stuck to the object. It was a cross, made of some kind of metal, he couldn’t see which in the darkness, and attached to the top of the pendant, a fine chain twisted through her fingers.
He grabbed her arm with both hands and snapped it. The girl screamed and dropped the cross. He rolled over and held her to the ground, the blood still leaking from her neck, he went in and devoured her.
Pronunciation
Throughout this book are various descriptions of languages found in the Chronicles. I have kept these as they were originally presented in the book, and below is a description on the pronunciation of these languages.
All letters are pronounced in all positions. There are no silent letters in any other these languages.
Vowels
A vowel can be either long or short. A long vowel is marked by an acute accent or macron and is to be pronounced audibly longer than a short vowel.
Sometimes half of a diphthong is lengthened. This is to be pronounced almost as the normal long vowel the accent is connected to, with a touch of the beginning or ending letter.
Accents, Diacritics, and Special Characters
A macron or acute accent over a vowel, such as Ā or Á denotes a long vowel.
A tilde above a vowel, such as Ã, Ẽ, or Õ, or a circumflex, such as Â, Ê, or Ô, denotes long versions of Ă, Ǎ, Ĕ, Ě, Ŏ, and Ǒ.
A diaeresis above a vowel, such as Ä, indicates the stressed vowel.
A grave above a vowel, such as Ì and Ù denotes a tense vowel. This is pronounced significantly more forceful and emphatically than a normal vowel and always takes the stress, regardless of other rules (see below). It is the difference between Pit and Peat, and Soot and Suit.
As a remnant from Old English orthography, Afirian retains the usage of five symbols that do not exist in Modern English, Ææ Œœ Ðð Þþ ſ. These are detailed below, but they all have Modern English equivalents. Four of these are written in all instances of the sound occurring, and have both capital and lower case versions. The long S character, ſ, however, is only used as part of the digraph ſh, and only in lower case form.
Stress
All languages have the same rules regarding stress.
If no other notation is made, the stress falls on the third to last syllable; and on the first syllable in disyllabic words, with an additional minor stress on every second syllable before the main stress in longer words.
If a vowel is long or a diphthong, it takes the stress, ignoring the above rule.
If a vowel is followed by two consonants, such as MM or LD, but not digraphs like TH, then the vowel takes the stress, ignoring all the above rules.
If a vowel is marked with a diaeresis, it takes the stress, ignoring all the above rules
If a vowel is marked with a grave (denoting a tense vowel), it takes the stress, ignoring all the above rules.
***
Most letters are to be pronounced the same as in English. However, there are some that will need to be clarified.
C is to be pronounced as in ‘Cat’ at all times. Never as in ‘Circle’.
CH as in ‘Loch’, never as in ‘Church’.
DH or Ð ð as the TH in ‘This’. Note, the sound differs from that of ‘Thistle’.
G is a hard G is all positions. Always as in ‘Gone’, never as in ‘Giant’. Note this rule still applies even following N.
GH has no English equivalent. It is pronounced as CH above, but is voiced.
J is pronounced as Y in ‘Yacht’, except as part of the diphthong AJ.
LH has no English equivalent. It is to be prnounced as in Welsh ‘Llaw’.
Ń ŋ is as the NG in ‘Sing’, except no G sound is present (unless, of course, it has a following G).
Q as in ‘Queen’. Unlike it often does in English, this is rarely used in conjunction with U. If it is, the U is to be pronounced as a vowel, not as part of the Q sound.
R, like in English, can have many different pronunciations, but is commonly either trilled or tapped.
TH Þ þ as the TH in ‘Thistle’.
X as the H sound in ‘Human’.
Y as in ‘Yacht’, except when used as a vowel.
ZH as the G in ‘Genre’.
A as in ‘Cat’.
Ă Ǎ as in ‘Car’.
Æ æ, EA, EI as AY in ‘Hay’.
AE, AI as ‘Eye’.
AU, AO as OW in ‘How’.
E as in ‘Pet’.
Ĕ Ě as U in ‘Further’.
EO has no direct English equivalent. Sounds similar to an upper class English person pronouncing O in ‘So’.
I as in ‘Pit’.
O as in ‘On’.
Ŏ Ǒ as in ‘Port’.
OA, Œ œ, OU as in ‘Low’.
U as in ‘Put’.
Y, when used as a vowel is to be pronounced as in German ‘Büch’.
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The Sassanian Empire is ruled by a ruthless King who marries a different woman every night and orders her execution the next morning. With the population running thin of potential brides, Ismail is tasked with finding the new queen.
So when his own daughter offers to marry the king herself, Ismail is horrified. She has a plan, though. She can save herself. She can save her father. And she can save every woman who still draws breath in the Empire. And it all begins with a story.
A retelling of the classic series in a modern style. Comprising all one thousand-and-one nights, this series will be published in volumes collecting either single stories, or compilations of shorter works.
For more information regarding the works of JRCSalter, visit jrcsalter.com
Inside you will find a detailed catalogue of all his works and where you can find them, including samples, stats, and a plethora of information about them. A detailed encyclopaedia is also updated regularly with character bios, timelines, language information, and much more from the world of the Calnis Chronicles.
Also included J’s personal blog where he talks about life, the universe, and Doctor Who, while occasionally delving into deeper topics.
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