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Chapter One
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There was only silence, darkness, and pain. I eased my eyes open – just a fraction – not too wide. There was a splinter of white light, and I shut my eyes against its glare. The pain twisted and burned inside my skull then clawed its way down one of my legs. I wasn’t sure which one – the pain was agonising, and it consumed me. The darkness came again and took the pain away.

The grunting noise woke me. The grunts came in deep, booming waves, causing my whole body to rattle. I forced my eyelids open, and they felt heavy. Shiny black hair brushed against my cheek, and it felt brittle and coarse. There was a smell too – not the sweet scent of flowers but the smell of animals and sweat. I was yanked across a rough stone floor by my ankle and a bolt of pain exploded inside of me. It felt as if my spine were being twisted out of shape. I cried out, my throat dry and sore. There were several more grunts and then the blackness took me again.

My tongue felt swollen and stiff. I ran the tip over my lips, and they were cracked and sore. The need for water was overwhelming. I opened my eyes, and I could see a small silver dish sitting a few feet away from me on the grey stone floor. Too weak to stand, I slowly inched my way towards it. There was water in that dish. I knew it because I could smell it, and nothing had ever smelled so good. 

I dug my fingers between the gaps in the floor and dragged myself towards it. My legs felt heavy and unmoveable. I looked back at them, and they looked fragile and bare. There was a bandage wrapped around my right calf just below my knee. As I crawled towards the dish, pain seeped from beneath the bandage and scampered through my whole body with every inch I covered. 

The dish was only millimetres away now and I plucked at it with the tips of my fingers. I nearly had it – it was within my grasp. The darkness was coming again. I could feel it. 

I made a desperate lurch forward with my hand and took hold of my prize. But in my haste, I flipped the dish over. The water poured out and splashed across the stone floor. Tiny little rivulets snaked away from me, and I looked at them longingly.  The darkness was nearly upon me again. 

I feebly prodded at the upturned dish and as I did, a thin stream of water came running towards me across the filthy floor. I pressed my head flat against the ground and licked up the drops that trickled amongst the grooves and cracks. Those drops of water tasted wonderful, but there was something else – something my body craved for.

Then the blackness took me again.

My whole body felt warm. It was soothing. I looked up and a chink of sunlight was pouring through a square hole in the ceiling above me. The hole was covered with wire mesh. I looked down at my leg. The bandage was grey and filthy-looking. The pain that radiated from it had eased; instead of feeling like someone had submerged my leg into a burning furnace, it just throbbed like a steady heartbeat. 

The silver dish still sat upturned and to look at it reminded me of my thirst. I hoisted myself up onto my elbows and looked around. I was in a room made of grey stone. It looked like a prison cell without any windows. Set into one of the walls was a small wooden hatch and I wondered where it led to.  On the opposite side of the cell, there was a hole in the floor. From the putrid smell wafting from it, I guessed it was the toilet. In the centre of the wall which faced me was a large black, rusty-looking iron door. 

Where am I? I wondered. Am I still in the caves beneath the mountains or have they moved me to a new location?

Where was Potter? Where was Luke?

The only thing that I could be certain of was my name – I knew I was Kiera Hudson, and I was thirsty.
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Chapter Two
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There was a noise coming from the other side of the rusty, black door. It sounded like somebody was moving around outside. Whoever it was sounded huge and heavy, their feet thundering into the ground, making the whole cell shake. 

Then, the booming sound came again, and it was similar to howling. The kind of noise that a large dog, no, a wolf would make. 

I inched myself away on my elbows, my legs too weak and painful to carry me. There was a rattling and clanking sound as keys were turned in the lock. The door slowly swung open, and Phillips came striding in. He looked different in his Vampyrus form. 

Phillips stood in the doorway, huge and dominant. He was stripped to the waist, and his torso was ripped with muscle, which was covered in fine, silver hair. He stared at me with his dark eyes and puckered his lower lip into a grimace. Then, without warning, he threw his arms into the air and let out a terrifying roar. The sound was deafening, and I flinched backwards, sending a bolt of pain up my back and down through my bandaged leg. Brandishing a set of yellow dagger-shaped teeth at me, he slammed his claws together. My cell became filled with a deafening boom-boom-boom, and I stared at his giant black wings as he flapped them together. I’d never seen Phillips in his true Vampyrus form before, and he looked even more intimidating than ever. The last time I could remember seeing him, was when he had ripped Murphy‘s heart from his chest and then set about Luke on the floor of my cell. 

I scuttled backwards as fast I could, pressing myself against the far wall. Seeing this, Phillips lowered his arms and sauntered towards me. As a Vampyrus, Phillips looked primitive and savage - like an animal. Covering my head with my hands, I turned away. I knew what Phillips had been capable of in human form - but as a Vampyrus, I knew that anything could be possible. Although I couldn’t see him – I dare not look at him – I knew he was right on top of me. The sound of his breathing was deep and menacing and I could feel his breath, hot against my flesh. 

“What do you want?” I whispered without looking at him.

Suddenly, he grabbed hold of my bandaged leg and yanked me towards him. Although I hadn’t drunk anything in God knows how long, I felt my bladder begin to sting as if I desperately needed to pee. Peeking through my fingers at him, I could see that he was now studying my damaged leg. He prodded at the bandage with a hook-shaped finger. Pain exploded in my calf like a firecracker going off. The pain rushed through my veins, and I feared that I was going to lose consciousness again.

Don’t you dare black out! I screamed inside. Go to sleep now and you will be defenceless – Phillips’ plaything!

But I was just fooling myself. I knew deep down that awake or asleep he could snap me in half like a twig if he wanted to.

He ripped the bandage free from my leg and I let out an agonising scream. Looking at me, he simply grunted in response to my obvious pain and turned his back on me. Gripping the soiled bandage in his hand, he ambled back towards the cell door. I pulled my leg against my chest as I rocked back and forth in pain. Tears streamed from my eyes and gathered at the corners of my lips. I poked my aching tongue from my mouth and licked them away. 

I looked up and could see him watching me from the doorway.

“I’m thirsty,” I whispered, my voice sounding broken and raw. 

“Thirsty for what?” he asked, and I could see a smile tugging at the corner of his mouth.

“You know what,” I snapped, my throat feeling as if I’d swallowed broken glass. 

“Tell me.” 

“I can’t,” I whispered, bowing my head in shame. 

“There’s no shame in wanting what you need,” Phillips almost seemed to gloat. 

With my body aching with cravings, I screwed my hands into fists and said, “I want blood!” 

Looking at me, Phillips seemed to smile as he said, “I’ll see what I can do.” Then slamming the door behind him, he left me alone in my cell. 
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Chapter Three


[image: ]




I pulled myself up onto my elbows and peered down at my leg. There was a deep cut running from my shin to my knee. Although it looked as if it had begun to heal, it didn’t look good. A long, black crusty scab had formed over some of the cut, but other parts still looked open and wet. It made me feel sick. It wasn’t just how it looked - it was the odour – it smelled bad. I desperately fought to remember how it had happened, but I had no real memories of anything after that night I had been taken kicking and screaming from my cell hidden beneath the mountains. But how long ago that had been, I didn’t know. My back hurt, too. I didn’t want to think about that because when I did my mind was full of the memories of Kayla telling me how Doc Ravenwood had cut those little black bones from her back. 

So instead, I looked down at my hands and inspected them. They were covered in dirt, and my fingernails were black. They reminded me of Luke as he had clawed at the cave floor beneath the mountains when Phillips and Sparky had beaten him.

“Whatever had happened to Luke?” I wondered aloud as broken images and memories came flooding back to me. I hadn’t seen him since Phillips and Sparky had...but my mother had been there too. 

And what about Potter? Had he escaped? I prayed that he had. Snapshot images of our last stolen moments together swept across the front of my mind, and I pushed them away. Not because I regretted what had happened between us, but it was just too painful to remember them. 

Suddenly the hatch in the wall – the one I’d noticed earlier – was forced open. Without thinking, I scuttled backwards again and pressed myself against the wall, wincing at the bolt of pain that flashed up my back. I watched as a bony hand with long misshapen fingers shoved a bowl of food and a fresh dish of water into my cell. With an ear piercing screech, the metal hatch was slammed shut. 

With my leg trailing painfully behind me, I crawled over to the food and water. Without even looking at the food, I raised the dish to my mouth and gulped down the water. It was cold and crisp, and it tingled in my mouth and down the length of my dry throat. I drank so hard and fast that some of the water oozed from the corners of my mouth and splattered the grubby looking hospital gown I was wearing. 

Hospital gown? I briefly wondered, but the water was too precious to waste. So, turning my thoughts back to that, I slowly pulled the dish from my mouth and placed it back on the floor. I had no idea how long it might be before I had water again, so I decided to drink it sparingly – just small sips when I could no longer stand the thirst.

But it wasn’t water that would cure the real thirst - the thirst inside of me that made my stomach cramp with pangs of hunger and made my skin burn hot as if I had a fever. It was what lay in the second dish that would do that. I turned towards it and stared at the large slab of meat. It hadn’t been cooked. It was raw and blood oozed from it forming a little red lake in the dish. Not able to resist it, my stomach flipping with excitement, I began to wolf the food down in large, succulent handfuls. Tearing it apart with my fingers, I stuffed handfuls of the pink-red meat into my mouth. At first my stomach began to tighten but then welcomed it. Blood streamed from the meat and ran off my chin, splashing the floor of my cell. I ran my tongue across my lips, then sucked the blood from my fingers.

Once my initial hunger – craving – had been dealt with, I began to break off smaller pieces and pop them between my splintered lips, savouring every mouthful as if it were some expensive delicacy. There was an overwhelming desire to finish it all at once, to lick the bowl clean of the ‘red stuff’ as Potter liked to call it, but just like I had with the water, I left enough of the meat to last me until the cravings became unbearable again – whenever that might be.

I pushed the leftovers to the edge of my cell and lay down next to the dish. I wanted to stay close to it, just in case Phillips came back and took it from me. If I did hear those keys in the lock again, I would ram as much of what was left of the bloodied meat and water down me. So, curling up on my side next to the two dishes, I lay looking at them, as if protecting them like a junkie protecting the last of their stash.  

With my thirst and hunger now at bay, I already felt stronger and more comfortable. With my eyes open, I lay still and silent – listening intently for the sound of Phillips’ return. I waited and waited but he never came. As I lay on the stone cold floor, I caught my reflection in the shiny silver dish. I peered at myself, and like my hands, my face was covered in dirt and grime. My black hair was matted together in lumps and sat limply around my shoulders. Deep shadows hung under my hazel eyes, and I was scared to see that I was starting to look older than my twenty years. 

What has happened to me? I wondered, as I closed my eyes against the reflection. As the day outside grew old, the sunlight which had spilled in through the square hole finally faded. It was gradually replaced with darkness. Without even being aware of it, my own darkness came again, and I fell into a deep and troubled sleep. This was the start of my nightmares.
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Chapter Four
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I could hear screaming. It wasn’t the sound of someone in pain – it was fear. The screaming came again in long, terrified bursts. I was in bed and the sounds had woken me. More screaming followed and I listened to their agonising groans. Throwing the bedclothes to one side, I stood up and crossed the darkened room. There wasn’t any carpet, just hard, cold sterile tiles.

The screaming came again, and it was coming from somewhere nearby. I tried to pull open the door, but it was locked. 

There was a small, round window in the door, and I pressed my face against it and peered through the glass.

More screaming. 

Whatever lay outside my room was shrouded in darkness and I couldn’t see anything, I could only hear the sound of running feet – lots of running feet as they dashed up and down on the other side of the door. 

Screaming! More Screaming!

I twisted the door handle again, but it was locked tight.

“What’s happening?” I called out.

My question was met only by the sound of those feet dashing back and forth.

I peered through the round window again, my eyes flickering from left to right. Then suddenly, a face appeared at the window, and I recoiled violently, staggering backwards and falling to the floor. 

A young male pressed his face against the window and stared in at me. His hair looked wet and was plastered in black streaks to his brow. His face glistened with sweat, and I could see the wispy tails of steam coiling up from his skin as if he were burning alive with a fever. His face was contorted with pain. 

The sound of running came again.

“Kiera!” the male screamed as he looked in at me lying on the floor. “Help me!” he begged, banging weakly against the window with a set of bony fingers. “We have to get out of here, Kiera!”

As he looked into my face, my heart began to race in my chest as I recognised who it was staring back at me. 

“Isidor!” I screeched.

But he was grabbed roughly away by someone or something on the other side of the door and was gone. 

I clambered to my feet and rushed back to the door. Again, I pressed my face against the glass and peered out into the darkness.

Someone appeared on the other side of the glass and met my stare with a set of cold, black eyes.

“I want to see my friend Isidor!” I shouted, banging my fists against the glass.

“Get back from the window!” the face ordered. “Go back to bed, Kiera Hudson!”

I stepped away from the door and made my way back

to my bed – all the while, that face glaring at me from beyond the glass.

All of a sudden, I felt incredibly thirsty – my throat felt dry. I desperately needed water.

The face at the window continued to watch me.

Any thoughts of Isidor faded and I just wanted to tell the face how thirsty I was and that I only wanted a cup of water, but no words would pass over my cracked, blistered tongue.

“Go back to bed!” the face screamed.

Pulling the blankets over my head I closed my eyes.

I forced my fingers between my lips and sucked them, hoping that this would moisten the inside of my mouth. But it wasn’t water I wanted, it was something else - warm and sticky that would not only quench my thirst but sedate my hunger too. It was the red stuff I wanted. So, with my fingers in my mouth, I began to chew. Slowly at first, just enough to draw some...
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Chapter Five
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...blood on my tongue and it tasted coppery. I woke suddenly and pulled my fingers from my mouth. The tip of my right forefinger was bleeding from around the edge of the nail. Sucking the blood away, I felt a woozy feeling wash over me, like I’d had too many glasses of wine. 

My cell was cool and dark, and a beam of blue moonlight shone through the square hole above me. Just like my dream, my throat was dry and sore again and my leg was throbbing, too. I picked up the dish with the water in it. Trembling, I brought it up to my mouth and took a sip. 

It was then that I became aware of something or someone moving in the far corner of my cell.

“Who’s there?” I croaked.

Silence. 

Staring through the darkness, I watched the shape move along the far wall. Whatever it was, it was huge. Carefully placing the dish back on the floor, I shuffled away from the shape.

“What do you want?” I mumbled. 

As if in response to my question, the shape made a woofing sound. The noise was deep and throaty, and it made me shudder in fear.

It then began to move out of the shadows and come slowly towards me. I pressed myself against the rough stone wall, whining at the stabbing pain in my back and trying to make myself as small as possible. 

It moved into the centre of the cell and stepped into the moonlight. It looked at me, its eyes sharp and clear. A huge, pink tongue snaked from its gaping jaws as it licked its own face. 

I felt both petrified and in awe at the same time. Although it looked fearsome and deadly – the wolf now standing before me was magnificent. The moonlight shimmered off its fur and glittered in its piercing eyes. But the wolf just stood and stared at me. My heart thumped in my chest, and I began to shake uncontrollably as I remembered now that I had seen such wolves before. They had been called the Lycanthrope - a group of serial killers dammed by God to walk the Earth half human/half wolf. Seth! Jack Seth! Was he here, too? No, he had escaped the caves, and I closed my eyes as I saw Potter racing away from me up a long tunnel - screaming back over his shoulder that he would return for me. But just like Luke, where was Potter now? Why hadn’t he come for me?

“Are you cold?” the wolf suddenly asked.

I sat feeling numb, too scared and shocked to reply.

The wolf stepped forward, its paws whispering against the stone floor.

“Are you cold?” the wolf asked me again.

On hearing it speak to me for the second time, I placed my hands over my ears and turned away.

“Why won’t you answer me?” The wolf pressed.

“Because you’re not really talking to me! I’m imagining it and if I answer you then that means I’m talking to a werewolf – a Lycanthrope – and that would mean the memories that I’m having are all true!” I shouted.

I heard the soft patter of its paws as it closed the gap between us. The wolf was so close to me now that I could smell and feel its breath against my cheek. Its breath smelled of raw meat – just like the meat I had eaten earlier. I didn’t want to think about that, not because it made me feel like an animal, but because if I thought about it, I would want more of it. 

“But you can hear me, right?” the wolf whispered in my ear. 

“Okay I can hear you – but you’re not really here - I’m imagining you!” I groaned. 

Then, I felt something rough but wet run up the side of my face. I quickly turned to see the wolf slipping its pink, fleshy tongue back into its mouth.

“Imagine that, did you?” the wolf teased.

I wiped its spit from my face in disgust.

“Well?” the wolf asked me.

“Well, what?” I whispered, reluctantly resigning myself to the possibility that the wolf was really there and talking to me.

“Are you cold?” the wolf asked again.

“No.”

“Then why are you shaking?”

“Because I’m scared,” I said softly.

“Scared of what?”

“Of you!” I told him.

The wolf tilted its head to one side as if genuinely puzzled. “Why are you scared of me?”

“Because you’re a Lycanthrope,” I said. “A werewolf - a serial killer.”

“But why would I want to hurt you?”

“Because that’s what werewolves do,” I said. “I’ve seen it with my own eyes - I’m starting to remember it.” And I was remembering. I could see how the Lycanthrope had deceived my friends and me, leading us into a trap beneath the caves that were hidden behind the Fountain of Souls. “You’re not to be trusted.” I hissed. 

The wolf made a woofing noise as if laughing at me. “If you are worried that I might eat you, then don’t.”

I dared to meet the wolf’s stare and said, confused, “Why not? That’s what you do, isn’t it?”

“I only eat humans,” he purred, “You’re only half human - so you don’t really count. You taste different.”

“How would you know?” I asked.

He glanced down at the wound on my leg, and with a swish of his gigantic tail, he walked away and back into the shadows. I heard the sound of the cell door wail on its hinges as it was pushed open. For a moment there was silence, and then I heard the wolf speak again from the darkness.

“By the way,” he said, “I’m Nik. It was good to have met you.”

“Where am I?” I asked.

There was no reply, just the sound of the cell door closing on its rusty hinges behind him.

Curling up small, I nestled my head in the crook of my elbow. I closed my eyes and concentrated on the throbbing in my leg and wondered if it had been caused by Nik biting me. But I couldn’t remember if he had. The pain in my leg had a rhythm to it - like a heartbeat. Boom-Boom-Boom I timed my breathing with the throbbing and then felt myself begin to drift off to sleep. As I did, I wished more than anything that I had my iPod with me so that I could fall asleep listening to The Calling sing Wherever you will go, instead of the pain beating in my leg. Humming the tune softly, I drifted...
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“...out!” someone screeched. 

I was standing in the middle of my room – the one with the bed and cold, sterile floor. Ignoring the screams, I continued to stand rigid - refusing and unable to move - staring at the little round window in my door.

“Please let me out of here!” the voice screamed again.

Just like Isidor’s voice had, these screams came in thin, shrill cries.

“You’ve got to let me out...” the voice screamed once more, but the screams were cut short – silenced – as if someone had placed their hand over the person’s mouth. 

Now they were quiet.

I inched my way back towards the window and dared to peek out. This time there was light, and I was peering down a long, white corridor. There were doors which were identical to mine at intervals down the length of each side.

Two men dressed in surgical scrubs and masks were struggling with a girl, and I guessed it had been she who had been screaming. The girl was dressed in a white hospital gown. 

She struggled with them, her arms and legs pin-wheeling as they tried to restrain her. Then suddenly my view of the girl was blocked by a face at my window.

Throwing my hands to my face, I screamed and stumbled backwards from the sudden apparition. The lower half of the face was covered with a blue surgical mask, but there was something about the eyes that peered at me from over the top of it. They seemed familiar. 

“Get back from the door,” he said softly. “I promise no harm will come to you.”

Stepping away from the door, I stole one last glimpse over his shoulder, and I could see the girl was still struggling with the men in the surgical scrubs.

The man pushed the door open and came inside followed by two others, one female, the other male. All of them wore surgical face masks and long, white lab coats.

“What do you want?” I asked, edging away and back towards my bed. “Keep away from me!”

“Just calm down,” the female said.

“I am calm, I just want to know what’s going on here!” I demanded. 

Without answering me, the female produced a syringe from behind her back. 

I looked at the needle and then at the covered face which looked vaguely familiar.

“You look tired, Kiera, we’ve got something here that will help you sleep,” the familiar-looking man said.

“I’m not tired!” I barked, screwing my fists together as if preparing for a fight. 

They came towards me, the female holding the syringe above her head. The second male lunged at me and pushed me onto the bed, taking hold of my wrists.

I kicked out with my feet striking the approaching female in the stomach. She made a burping kind of sound as I knocked the wind from her. The syringe flew from her hand and somersaulted through the air. She spun around and chased after the syringe as it skidded away across the tiled floor. 

“Goddammit!” she shouted. “Keep her still!”

Then, both masked males were pinning me down. The male who seemed familiar took hold of my arm and yanked up my sleeve, revealing veins which pulsated green and purple beneath my skin. 

The female came back towards the bed with the syringe. When she was only inches from me, she looked at the male who held out my arm and said, “Keep her still, Doctor Hunt!”

Hearing the name Hunt, I glanced up at the masked face, but as I did, I felt a sharp scratch in the crook of my elbow. Looking down, I watched the female sink the needle into my flesh. Immediately, I began to relax and loosen, my eyelids becoming heavy and wanting to close.

Doctor Hunt gently laid my head onto my pillow and stepped away, where he stood looking down at me.

All I wanted to do was close my eyes, but I fought the urge to do so.

I stared past him to the corridor. The girl who’d been struggling with the men wasn’t fighting anymore. She lay on her back – face gleaming with sweat. Her eyes were open and staring at me, but they looked dazed and sleepy, and I knew that they had injected her, just like they had me. 

“Just let yourself sleep, Kiera,” Doctor Hunt hushed.

I stole one last look back at the girl’s face and my heart almost slowed to a stop as I realised that it was Kayla.

Unable to fight it any longer, my eyes closed, and before slipping into unconsciousness, I heard a scratching sound – like metal being scrapped across stone and as I...
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...opened my eyes, I was startled to see that huge white paw snaking through the open hatch and dragging the remains of my food and water away. 

“No!” I shouted, shaking the sleepiness from my head. “That’s my food and I haven’t finished with it yet!” 

I lurched forward, but with my leg not yet fully healed, I fell and landed in a heap on the floor next to the hatch, which had now been hurriedly closed.

“Give that back! You can’t treat me like this!” I yelled. “I’m not an animal!” but all I could really think about was the loss of that red, bleeding meat. The thought of it being taken away from me filled me with panic. 

The hatch was forcibly thrown open again and that big white paw shoved two more bowls of fresh food and water into my cell. Once again, the food bowl was full of fresh flesh - meat. I waited for the paw to disappear and for the hatch to close, and then I took the bowls to the opposite corner of the room and began to eat.

I was so engrossed in ramming chunks of the raw meat into my mouth, that I hadn’t been aware of the heavy footfalls outside my cell door. A set of keys jangled in the lock, and I looked up. The door was flung open, and Phillips came striding in. 

He eyed me with an air of superiority, and then sauntered forwards, his arms swinging loosely by his sides. He stopped only inches from me, and I cradled the bowl nervously in my lap, fearing that he might snatch it from me. He glanced back at the doorway, and I followed his gaze. On seeing the wolf standing there looking at me, I dropped the bowl from my hands, and it clattered onto the stone floor. The wolf trotted towards me, and I could see that its coat was a light grey colour with white flecks that made it look as if it were covered in a fine layer of snow. Its muzzle was black, and its head was attached to a long, muscular neck.

The wolf stopped beside Phillips and sniffed the air around me.

“Hello, Kiera,” the wolf said, releasing a hysterical little laugh that sounded almost human. Hearing that laugh reminded me of the nervous laugh my friend Sparky once had. I looked into the wolf’s eyes as it stood on its hind legs and began to twist out of shape. It lurched forward as if in pain, grabbing its stomach and snapping its huge head from side to side. And then it almost seemed to shrink before my eyes. Its arms and legs grew shorter, and its snout receded back into its face. The wolf’s skin appeared to blister and stretch as its hair began to shed like a moulting dog, revealing human-looking flesh beneath. With the last of the fur falling away, Sparky stood and looked down at me. Just like I’d always remembered him, the skin on his face was flushed with angry-looking spots, his glasses sat skew-wiff on the bridge of his nose and his hair was sleeked back and greasy.

“Where are my friends?” I snapped at him. 

Ignoring my question, Phillips grunted and then said, “Show me the leg.”

I just sat there. Before I’d the chance to comply, Phillips impatiently grabbed hold of my right leg and pulled it towards him. I flew backwards and smacked my head against the wall behind me. 

“Ow! That hurt!” I shouted.

“Silence!” Phillips warned, meeting me with his hard, red stare.

Sparky grinned and loomed over my leg.

As if I wasn’t there at all, Phillips said to Sparky, “What do you think? Is the infection clearing up?”

Sparky glanced at me, then turned his attention to the cut that ran down my leg. Dropping to his knees, he jerked his head forward and rubbed his nose into the wound. I cried out in pain and disgust, not believing what I was seeing. He then ran his tongue down the length of the gash, and it felt as if it was being cleaned with sandpaper. 

“Get off me, you animal!” I roared and kicked him away. 

Licking his lips, he looked away, seeming to savour the taste of my leg. “Mmm, I’m not too sure. Maybe we should get Doctor -” Sparky started.

“No! Not him!” Phillips growled. “Lame is no good to me. I need her to be healthy!”

I looked at the both of them as they stood and discussed me.

“Like I was saying,” Sparky said, “We should get her to the doc...”

“I don’t know if I can trust him,” Phillips said. 

“But if the infection doesn’t clear up, then -” Sparky said. 

“Then, what?” I asked, cutting over him.

“Then you will be put down,” Phillips barked.

“What do you mean, put down?” I asked, but I knew exactly what the Vampyrus meant.

“Destroyed,” Phillips replied. “Got rid of, killed...”

“You can’t just destroy me because I’ve got an infected leg!” I protested.

“You’re no good to us in this condition,” Phillips insisted, as he took hold of my leg again and yanked it from side to side.

“Well, it won’t bloody get better if you keep prodding and licking it every five minutes!” I snapped.

“Just as feisty as ever,” Sparky grinned. “Lame or not, she still has that fighting spirit!”

Phillips grunted thoughtfully again and eyed me carefully as his wings flapped behind him. Then, without warning, he let go of my leg and slammed it into the floor. I shrieked in pain and fought the urge to puke as Sparky yelped in excitement.

“We’ll come back in a day or so and I’ll make my decision then,” Phillips said. Turning away, he headed back towards the door. Sparky grinned at me again then went after Phillips. 

“What do you want from me?” I cried out in frustration and anger. 

At the door, they both turned to face me.

“You’ll find out all in good time,” Phillips grunted as his turned-up snout twitched. “Just pray that leg of yours starts to get better.”

Sparky looked at my leg then back at me and said, “You’re useless to us with an infection and the only way of killing the infection will be by killing you.” He then licked his lips slowly and purposefully. 

Slamming the cell door closed behind them, they left me alone again in my cell. I guessed that Sparky had once more changed back into a wolf as I sat and listened to the sound of his howling echoing off the stone walls outside. Throwing my hands over my ears, I fought back the tears that burned in the corners of my eyes.
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I sat like a statue until the day grew dark outside. My leg still hurt, and I continued to wonder where I was and what the Vampyrus and Lycanthrope had planned for me. What would be the point in killing me? Didn’t they need me? Wasn’t the whole point of this to extract my DNA somehow – for them to find a way of breeding more like me – more like Kayla and Isidor? 

And then as if a bright light had been switched on inside my brain, I could see the girl in the room at the monastery – the one who looked like Kayla – the one Isidor had killed. But there had been something wrong with her. The girl in the room hadn’t bred properly – there was something missing. Perhaps my DNA was the missing key? But they had me now – they could extract as much as they wanted. In my mind’s eye, I could see the unfinished email that I’d read on the computer at the monastery. It had said something about me being delivered dead or alive. But delivered to who, and where?

To think of those things made me think of my friends - Luke and Potter. Where was Luke now? Was he still alive? And why hadn’t Potter come for me? Was he dead too?

The only way to know for sure would be to get out of the cell and find out for myself.

But how?

I looked around my cell in the gloom of the dying light which spilt in through the square hole above me. Somewhere inside me, I knew that I used to be good at seeing things - like really seeing things, so I should be able to see a way out of my cell. Sitting back against the wall and taking a deep breath, I saw there were only three exits available to me. 

Firstly, there was the most obvious – the cell door, but that was always locked. Secondly, there was the hatch that my food and water was pushed through – but the big white paw lived on the other side of it. And finally, there was the square hole in the ceiling, but that was covered with wire mesh and well out of reach. 

I sat and looked up at it and tried to work out if it were big enough for me to fit through. It was hard to tell from where I was sitting on the floor. It seemed so far away. But even if I could fit through it, there was all that wire mesh that would need to be removed, and I had no cutting tools, nor could I reach it. Even if I could, what would I find on the other side?

My mind see-sawed with a million questions and doubts. The whole escape idea seemed impossible – but what other options did I have? Phillips and Sparky would be back in a few days, and I feared that if my leg were not healed, I was going to be in serious trouble. But then again – even if my leg did heal, what was it they had planned for me?

However impossible my escape seemed – I had to try something – I had to get out of my cell. 

But if I left my cell – escaped from wherever it was they kept me, what would I do about the...the blood? How would I get more? To think of it again made me want it. So, picking up the bowl, I closed my eyes, and put some of the flesh inside my mouth.  

It was dark when the cell door creaked open, and Nik came trotting in. He stood in the wedge of moonlight that illuminated the middle of the cell and looked at me.

“I’ve brought you something,” he purred and then quickly turned away and disappeared back into the shadows by the door. 

I could hear a scraping sound as he dragged something into my cell. Nik came walking slowly backwards towards me, pulling a chair between his wide jaws. He stepped into the pool of moonlight and let go. The chair tipped over onto its side and the sound of it hitting the stone floor echoed off the walls like cannon fire.
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