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The bullet from Trent’s gun whistled past my ear and thundered into the first of the vampires that had managed to break its way through the door. I looked back over my shoulder to see that Trent had both his guns drawn and was in fact firing at the vampires, not at the sobbing babies who cowered in their cots. The vampires scrambled over each other as they stormed the makeshift nursery.

Surprised by this, I looked at Trent and said, “I thought you had come here to kill these children.”

He glanced at me, then back at the vampires who had reduced the door into splinters as they fought desperately to get us. “I’ve changed my mind,” Trent said, before firing off another wave of bullets. 

Drawing her guns, Rea also glanced at Trent and said, “I thought we had come to kill humans, too.”

I feared what Trent was going to say, suspecting that he was going to take my side over Rea’s once more. “Julia is right, we can’t kill these children.”

“But...” Rea started, pumping a continuous stream of bullets into the vampires who were now heading across the room at speed toward us.

“No buts, Rea,” Trent said over the roar of gunfire, “if we slaughter these children, it makes us as bad, if not worse, than the vampires. We are better than that – we are better than them.”

I couldn’t help but notice how Morten looked somewhat relieved by what Trent had said. I suspected that, despite being a werewolf like the others, Morten couldn’t have killed the human children any more than I could have.

Both Rush and Calix had drawn their guns and they backed slowly across the room, vampires hissing and spitting just feet from us. The two brothers opened fire. The room had become nothing more than a deafening noise of hellish gunfire, screeching vampires and wailing children. Some of the children had curled their hands into small balls and pressed them to their eyes, trying to fight back the tears. Their faces were bright red and knotted as they hitched back the sobs that racked their tiny bodies. In a line and shoulder to shoulder, we made our way backwards across the room and out of reach of the vampires. 

Seemingly undeterred by Trent’s change of mind – heart – Rea said, “But if we don’t cut off the vampires’ supply of human flesh, we will never defeat them. If we let these children live...”

“Julia is right, we’ve come to make a truce, not defeat the vampires,” Trent said, nimbly reloading his gun in a blur of movement.

I couldn’t help but cringe once more as those words left Trent’s mouth. I dared not look sideways at Rea for I knew she would be staring at me – her powerful blue eyes boring into my very soul – trying to freeze me out. It seemed that with every decision Trent made, Rea disliked me – hated me – that little bit more.

So resisting the urge to stare at her, I looked deep inside myself at the tendrils of magic that waved to and fro from the pit of my stomach. I let them reach out and travel through my entire body until my hands were pulsating with light. Raising my arms, I made fists, then extended my fingers, unleashing streams of purple and blue light. The sizzling streams of magic burst from my fingertips, shooting across the room like lightning strikes and into the vampires. My magic lifted them clean off their feet, sending them spiralling and pin-wheeling through the air. They smashed into the nursery walls, the sound of their bones breaking like kindling being snapped underfoot. But with every vampire I crushed, or who fell helplessly to their knees under the volley of bullets, more of them continued to stream into the room. They made their way across the room, zigzagging amongst the cots in a relentless stream. I didn’t know what was worse, the vampires’ screams of anger and hate or the terrified cries of the children who cowered in their cots. Even though Trent had changed his mind and had decided to let the children live, my heart still sank. I knew that despite my best efforts, there was no way we could take the human children with us or save them from their fate. It pained me even more to know that Rea, in some small way, had been right in what she had said. To let the children live for now was only putting off their inevitable deaths at the hands of the vampires. For I knew that once the children had grown enough to provide the vampires with flesh to gorge on, they too would be hung up then cut down in the hangar below. But however impossible it seemed, if I could in some way find a truce between the werewolves and the vampires, perhaps I could change the fate of the many children that the vampires had imprisoned in the human farm. And as the vampires looked through the air at us, faces twisted with hate and claws scratching the walls and splintering the wooden cots, any ideas I might have of ever finding peace with these creatures seemed impossible. But however hard it was going to be for me to stay focused, I had to keep reminding myself that not all vampires were bad. I knew that they could love and be loved just like all of us could be.

A sudden gust of wind, followed by a flurry of swirling snow, swept into the room, covering my skin with gooseflesh. I continued to take aim at the vampires with my fingertips, striking them down with my magic. Daring to snatch a glance back over my shoulder, I could see that Morten had opened a door set into the wall just feet behind us. Through it I could see the night sky and the snow that drifted on the wind. 

“This way!” Morten shouted before disappearing from view.

Taking aim with his shotgun at the vampires, Calix fired once more before setting off after Morten.

“Come on!” Trent said, arms and guns out before him as he made his way slowly backwards toward the door.

Huddled together in a small group, not daring to take our eyes off the hooded vampires, we made our way through the doorway and once more into the night.

I found myself standing on a small metal platform that jutted from the side of the building. There was a set of iron stairs that led down to ground level. The snow had begun to slow and was now little more than a gentle flurry. I was shoved in the back by Rea. Lurching forward, I stumbled down the first of the steps.

Rea hissed in my ear. “Move it! Move it!” 

Without looking back, I regained my balance and raced downstairs to where Calix and Morten were waiting. Calix had reloaded his guns and was taking aim at the doorway we had fled through. He cut down the first of the vampires by shooting one of them straight in the face. The vampire’s head erupted as the creature flew back into the night, its long black robes fluttering all about it like broken wings. Rea, Trent, and Rush sprang from the foot of the metal staircase and down into the snow. Spinning round on the heels of their boots, they fired up at the vampires who were now racing down the stairs. My companions brought the first wave down, riddling the vampires’ heads with bullet holes. Blood spattered the stairs, the wall of the human farm, and snow in thick black lumps. The vampires dropped down the staircase, landing in a twisted and bloody heap. This caused the vampires behind them to bottleneck into each other, forcing them to slow down.

Seeing this and hoping it might buy us some time, Trent said, “We need to find a way out of here.” Without saying another word, Trent was dashing away through the snow and back toward the road where we had seen the truck bring those humans to the farm. 

Rea panted beside me as we raced at speed across the snow-covered field. “So can’t you perform some kind of magic trick to get us out of this mess?” 

“It’s not just a case of clicking my fingers,” I said, drawing a freezing cold lungful of breath. “It takes thought – it takes time...”

“Time is the one thing we don’t have,” Calix said, looking back over his shoulder at the vampires as he sped past me. 

I desperately fought the urge not to look back but I couldn’t resist. I needed to know if there was perhaps some time for me to reach out, draw on the elements, and use the natural magic that surrounded us and cast a spell. If I could, I wanted to help my friends or at least buy us a little more time. So snatching one quick glimpse back over my shoulder, I was horrified to see that the vampires had now clambered over the knot of dead bodies at the foot of the stairs and were racing at a terrifying speed in pursuit of us. And in what little light that came from the moon, I could see the wretched, pale faces of those creatures hidden beneath the long dark hooded robes they wore. The long and jagged swords they carried almost seemed to glow blue in the moonlight. 
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