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This story is set in a where and when not too dissimilar to our own...
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Chapter One
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In the light cast by the candle, and using my fingers like a set of tweezers, I pinched one of the black hairs that sprouted from the wound on my neck. The hair felt coarse and prickly. I gave the single hair a sharp tug and I cried out in pain. A burning sensation like I had been stung by a wasp shot up my neck and into my jawline. I let go of the hair, screwing my eyes shut in pain. With tears streaming the length of my face, I gripped the edge of the sink, bent forward until the burning sensation had subsided. Opening my eyes again, I inspected the hairs. I tilted my head toward the mirror. Very gently, I brushed my fingertips over them. Just knowing that they were there made me feel ill. Not only were they unsightly, but they suggested I was something I was not – something I was not meant to have ever been. But the sickness I felt in the pit of my stomach wasn’t only there because my attempt to pluck out the hair had been excruciating, but I also feared that Calix’s bite had somehow infected me. Had some of his own blood, saliva, or venom seeped into my veins when his pointed teeth had punctured my skin? Could being bitten by Calix really turn me into a wolf? That would be impossible, right? I’d never heard of such a thing, but just because I hadn’t, didn’t mean that such a thing wasn’t possible. I had no way of finding out. There was no one here in this world for me to ask. The only people I could even begin to imagine would know such a thing would be the Elders from my own race of people. But they weren’t here – they were in another layer. And as far as I was aware, and if what Morten had said was true, there were no more witches in this world either. Morten had told me they had fled the town called Twisted Den where they had once lived in this world. But the not knowing scared me. I didn’t think I could bear the thought of not knowing whether I’d been infected by Calix in some way. 

As I inspected the wound once more in the mirror, I tried to tell myself that perhaps it was just that the wound was infected – that it was just the area around the bite mark where the bristling black hairs were that was poisoned. The sight of those hairs didn’t necessarily mean I would change into a wolf. How could a single bite completely change my entire anatomy? But a vampire’s bite could turn a human. But I wasn’t human, I was a Wicce.

Whatever those hairs meant, I couldn’t bear the sight of them. I had to get rid of them in some way. Turning away from the mirror and snatching up the candle, I left the bathroom and went once more into the study. I crossed the room to the desk and pulled open the top drawer. Trying to suppress the anxiousness and despair I could feel rising within me, I searched the contents of the drawer. There were pens and paper, paperclips and a stapler. My fingers brushed over a roll of sticky-tape and a ball of string. Then, to my relief, I found what I hoped I might discover. Closing my fingers around the small pair of scissors, I returned to the bathroom. With the candle in one hand and the scissors in the other, I tilted my head to one side to expose the right side of my neck. Very carefully, I caught one of the hairs between the scissor blades and screwed my eyes shut. I cut the long spiky black hair. This time, much to my relief, there was no pain. It was as painless as cutting away a single hair from my head. I glanced down into the sink and could see the single black hair. To see it lying there against the white porcelain made me feel sick once more. Knowing I now had a way of ridding myself of those hairs, I wasted no time in snipping away at the rest of them. 

Once they were all lying in the sink, I turned on the tap and watched them swirl away down the plughole. Setting down the scissors, I gently brushed my fingertips over the wound. Although the hairs were no longer visible, the patch of skin from where they had sprouted felt coarse like the stubbly chin of a man who hadn’t shaved for a day or more. Would they grow back? I had no real way of knowing for sure and that was what scared me more than anything. 

Still feeling a little sick, my skin feverishly hot and my body continuing to ache, I left the bathroom and went back to my bedroom. Although my body craved sleep, I felt unable to do so. My mind was a clattering jangle of questions and uncertainties. There was no way I was going to get any more sleep tonight. How could I? Not only had I woken to find a disgusting crop of hairs growing from the wound in my neck, I’d also discovered someone had been creeping around my house in the dark. They had stolen the spell book I had come into this world with. I feared that if I fell asleep again, the intruder, whomever that was, might return. And if he or she did, despite feeling tired and exhausted, I wanted to be awake so as to discover their identity. So snuffing out the candle, I pulled a blanket from the bed and wrapped it tight about my shoulders. I sat in a chair by the window where I could look out across the park that stretched away from the front of my house. From here I would be able to see anyone approach. But who was it I was expecting to see? Calix? Trent? Rush? Morten or Rea? And it was her name that sat front and centre in my befuddled mind. That warning Calix had given me about not making an enemy in Rea rang in my ears. I knew that she didn’t like me; that was plainly obvious. Her sole reason for not doing so was that she believed I was interested in Trent. She was just being paranoid. But was I being paranoid about her? Just because she suffered from jealousy didn’t really mean that she would break into my house during the night and steal the spell book from me. What possible reason could Rea have for wanting it? It was no use to her or any of the wolves, so why steal it? The only way I would ever discover the truth was by finding the spell book. But where did I even begin to look? There was no clue that I could see. Whoever had taken it, Rea or not, must have had a reason to do so and that reason, I doubted very much, was a good one. Whether Calix had been right about not making an enemy in Rea or not, there was one thing I could be sure of and that was one of my companions truly was my enemy. But why? What had I ever done to any of them? I had only come into this world to find peace – to bring an end to the war between the vampires and werewolves. Couldn’t whoever had stolen the spell book see that? Did they want the war to continue? But why? Wouldn’t it be in the werewolves’ best interest to resolve the war once and for all? The werewolves were vastly outnumbered. The vampires were winning – that’s if they hadn’t won already. The vampires had conquered much of this world. They had enslaved the humans and brought the werewolf race to the brink of extinction. What possible reason could there be for one of the werewolves I travelled with to steal the spell book? Had the thief not seen the magical spell I’d cast over Shade? Did they not realise it was magic that was going to protect them and keep them safe? Or did the thief fear that with the aid of the spell book, my magic might grow strong again and I might turn it against the wolves? But why wouldn’t they want my magic to grow strong again? It was stopping the vampires from entering the town of Shade and killing us all.

The never-ending stream of questions that knotted my mind only cast my fears and doubts into a deeper darkness. I felt tired and weary. I looked out across the park and as I kept watch I couldn’t even muster the strength to stop my eyes from closing.
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Chapter Two
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The voice sounded old and broken. The sound of my name being called was like a scratch across my eardrums. My eyes fluttered open and I peered about the bedroom. Washed-out daylight filled my room and I realised however hard I’d tried to stay awake, I had finally succumbed to my tiredness and fallen asleep in the chair by the window. The feverish feeling I felt had lessened, and taking one hand from under the blanket which covered me, I touched my brow. Instead of feeling hot, my skin now felt cold and clammy.
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