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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.  
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