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Kalix was lost. Tired, nervous, unable to focus and lost. And now it was raining. She had padded her way down street after cold street, looking for the empty warehouse that was her temporary home, but the streets all looked the same and she was beginning to despair.


The cold rain quickly soaked through her hair which trailed, thick, long and dank, round her bony hips. Kalix was skinny, thin like a reed, not an ounce of fat to show for her seventeen years of existence: a werewolf without an appetite. How her family had hated that. Her mother used to plead with her, beg her to eat. Until last year when Kalix attacked her father, lord of the werewolves. Now her mother had more to worry about than her daughter’s poor appetite, or her violent temper, or her addictions, or her madness.


Kalix’s hair, never cut, hung down to her hips. As the rain flattened it around her head her ears showed through. Her ears were never entirely normal even when, as now, she was in human form. There was something wolf-like about them, naturally.


Kalix stopped, and sniffed. Were the hunters close? She couldn’t tell. Her senses were dulled. She hurried on. If the hunters caught up with her now, when she was weak, they might kill her. Kalix wondered what it would be like to be dead. Good, she thought. Better than living in an abandoned warehouse, begging for money to feed her addiction. But she wished she’d managed to kill her father. Then, she thought, she might have died satisfied.


Were she to die, she would die alone. Kalix MacRinnalch had always been alone. She’d never had a friend. She had two brothers, a sister, and many cousins; all werewolves, but none of them friends. She hated her brothers. She hated them almost as much as she hated her father. As for her sister, the Werewolf  Enchantress, Kalix didn’t hate her. She almost looked up to her. Had the Enchantress ever given her encouragement, Kalix might even have liked her. But the Enchantress had long ago distanced herself from the family and had no time for a sister born so many years after her, a sister who was famed from a young age as a source of trouble.


In fairness to the Enchantress, she had given Kalix the pendant which protected her. While wearing the pendant Kalix remained undetectable. She was free to scavenge on the streets of London, untroubled by the members of her family who wanted to drag her home to Scotland to face the vengeance that the attack on her father demanded. Free from the attentions of the hunters who wanted to kill her with silver bullets. Free from all harassment. It had been good while it lasted but Kalix, inevitably, had sold the pendant to raise money. Now her enemies were closing in.


Kalix pulled her ragged coat tightly round her thin frame. She shivered. When Kalix was five years old she could run naked in the snow and not feel the cold. Now she had lost her resistance. She longed to be back in the warehouse. It was empty, with nothing to make it comfortable, but it was some sort of shelter. When she reached it she could fill herself with laudanum and sink into dreams. Not many people remembered laudanum these days. It was almost gone from the world. For a few werewolves, sunk in degeneracy like Kalix, it was still obtainable. It was a further disgrace that Kalix brought on her family.


Footsteps sounded from round the corner. Kalix tensed though she knew it was not the hunters. Just two young men walking home at midnight. As soon as they caught sight of her they headed her way, intent on not letting her pass. Kalix attempted to step round them but they moved quickly to intercept her.


‘Hey, skinny girl,’ said one of the men, and they both laughed.


Kalix regarded them with loathing. It infuriated her the way drunken human males would always try and talk to her.


‘Going home on your own?’


Kalix had no time to waste. She needed to find her warehouse before she collapsed from exhaustion. She growled. Even in human form, Kalix’s growl was a terrifying sound, a lupine howl so chilling it seemed impossible it could come from her slender frame. The young men, startled by its ferocity, leapt to one side and regarded her uncomfortably as she hurried past.


‘Freak,’ they muttered, but quietly, and went on their way.
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After sixty years in England, mainly in the fashion industry, Thrix, the Werewolf Enchantress, had mostly discarded her Scottish accent. It was only really noticeable when her voice was raised in anger. Thrix was unconcerned at the loss. It further distanced her from her family and this was to her liking. The thought of her father the Thane, roaming the grounds of his castle in the remote wilds of Scotland, still made her purse her lips with distaste.


Whilst not displeased to be a werewolf, and a member of the MacRinnalch ruling family at that, Thrix did not like to associate with others of her kind. Others of her kind always meant problems. The malevolence of her uncles, the plotting of her mother, the machinations of her brothers, all these Thrix avoided. The MacRinnalch Werewolf Clan could tear itself to pieces so long as they all left her alone.


Thrix was unique among the Scottish werewolves. She was blonde, beautiful, the owner of a fashion house and a powerful user of sorcery. No other werewolf could claim as much. The dazzling blonde hair alone had always been enough to set her apart from the rest of her clan. She was vain about this, which she knew.


A huge mirror covered the wall by Thrix’s desk. She studied her reflection while talking on the phone.


‘Cassandra, what are you doing in Portugal? You know I need you here for the shoot.’


Thrix listened while the model related some tortuous story of missed planes and unreliable photographers.


‘Fine, Cassandra,’ she interrupted. ‘It all sounds terrible.


Now get back to London. Your ticket will be waiting for you at the airport.’


Thrix put down the phone. Models. Not the most organised group of people, she found, though generally she liked them. Not as much as she liked the clothes, of course. The Werewolf Enchantress truly loved clothes in a way that had always mystified her family.


Thrix looked at the message on her desk. Her mother had called. Why? Surely Verasa was not expecting her to visit? Thrix had been at Castle MacRinnalch only six months ago and her mother knew that she would never visit more than once a year.


The Werewolf Enchantress studied herself in the mirror. She looked around thirty, perhaps a year or two younger. She was in fact almost eighty years old. Her youthful appearance was not the result of sorcery. The MacRinnalchs were very long lived, and eighty was still young for a werewolf. Thrix was enjoying her life. Her fashion house’s reputation was growing steadily. If everything went to plan she would one day be one of the major players on the European fashion scene.


What did her mother want? Thrix sighed. No matter how she tried to distance herself from the clan, Verasa, the Mistress of the Werewolves, would never admit that she was gone. A troubling thought floated across her mind. Could her mother be calling about Kalix? There was a time when Verasa had never been off the phone about Kalix. Even before her savage attack on the Thane, life hadn’t been easy for the youngest member of the family. Thrix affected not to care - she had left Castle MacRinnalch long before Kalix was born - and why the Thane and the Mistress of the Werewolves had chosen to have another child almost one hundred and fifty years after the birth of their first was a mystery - but she had some sympathy for Kalix. Life in the Scottish castle hadn’t been easy. Not for a young girl anyway. No wonder it drove Kalix mad.


Kalix shouldn’t be in trouble with the family. Not when Thrix had discreetly provided her with the pendant which hid her from the world. Even when she transformed into her werewolf shape, and her scent was most distinctive, she would remain hidden. She was safe to do whatever she wished which,  as far as Thrix could see, was destroy herself at the earliest opportunity.


Her assistant buzzed through to let her know that the call she had been waiting for was here. A very fashionable photographer whom Thrix was keen to enlist for an upcoming shoot. She clicked on the speaker phone and prepared to be at her persuasive best. Before she could launch into her speech, the door burst open. This was unexpected. Ann, her personal assistant, was much too efficient to let her be disturbed unannounced.


‘Prepare to die, cursed Enchantress.’


It was the Fire Queen. Flames were flickering around her eyes.


‘You have angered the Fire Queen once too often, you perfidious werewolf! I am going to roast you over a fire then send you off to the deepest pits of hell where you will suffer a millennium of torment!’


Thrix sighed.


‘I’ll call you back,’ she said, and hung up the phone.
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Kalix was trembling. It was a long time since she had tasted laudanum and Kalix’s shameful addiction was very strong. Dizziness overwhelmed her and she halted to catch her breath. The rain intensified. She shook her head to clear it and hurried on. Finally she recognised the street she was in. Not far now to the warehouse. As she turned the last corner she halted. Someone was close. Hunters. Seconds after registering their presence Kalix found herself confronted by two large figures dressed in black. Without the strength to flee, Kalix could only stand motionless as they advanced towards her. The light from the street lamp glinted on the ring that pierced her nose, a gold ring through her left nostril that was rather prominent, a size larger than would commonly be worn.


The hunters towered over her and their immense bulk cut off most of the light.


‘If your father is Thane of the werewolves and you’re just a little werewolf girl -’


‘- a puny little junky werewolf girl -’


‘- it doesn’t pay to aggravate him, and get yourself banished. ’


The larger of the two men drew a gun from the depths of his coat.


‘It’s stupid of you to walk around here.’


‘I am stupid,’ muttered Kalix.


‘Really, wolf whelp, you deserve to die.’


‘I know,’ said Kalix.


‘And when you’re dead, no one will miss you.’


‘It’s true,’ said Kalix, quietly. And it was. It was all true. She deserved to die and no one would miss her.


The hunters gazed with dislike at the skinny, ragged, trembling figure, seventeen years in the world, without a friend to her name, not a single soul who would be sad to learn that she was gone. Kalix gazed down at her feet, at the cracked and broken boots she wore, now letting in water as the rain poured down from the black sky.


‘I like it better when they fight,’ muttered the second hunter, drawing his gun. ‘Let’s do it.’


Kalix dragged her gaze up from her boots to the face of the larger man. She spoke, quite softly.


‘I’ll kill you.’


The hunters laughed.


‘You’ll kill us? What with? Your werewolf strength?’


‘You can’t transform. No full moon, dummy,’ said the second hunter, pointing at the sky where the crescent of an old moon showed through a break on the clouds. Both hunters raised their weapons, preparing to fire silver bullets through the young werewolf’s heart. Kalix thought, as she often did, how pleasant it would be to die, and end it all on this bleak London street. But somehow, she just couldn’t do it. As the hunters raised their guns she transformed in a split second from helpless adolescent runaway into the savage, bestial werewolf who’d killed hunters from one end of Britain to the other, who’d torn the very gates from the prison the clan had held her in after she almost killed the Thane. Before the hunters had time to squeeze  their triggers they were torn apart, shredded by the unparalleled savagery that had been both a gift and a curse to the lonely werewolf girl.


It was over in seconds. Kalix let out a frightful howl then shuddered as she reverted back into human form. She looked down bleakly at the carnage beneath her. Already the rain was washing the blood away.


‘I don’t need the full moon,’ she muttered. ‘I belong to the werewolf royal family.’


Kalix breathed deeply to halt the shuddering, then set off along the dark street, disappearing down the first alley she came to.
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Kalix wished that she was someone else. She had an elaborate fantasy in which her true parents had abandoned her at birth, leaving her at the mercy of the MacRinnalch Clan. Either that or she had been stolen away as a baby and sold to the Thane. Her favourite fantasy involved her being the secret love child of one of the Runaways, preferably Joan Jett.


‘Joan Jett could well be my mother,’ thought Kalix, sometimes. Except Joan Jett wasn’t a werewolf, as far as anybody knew.


Her nomadic ways meant that Kalix had very few possessions. All she owned were her ragged clothes, an ancient walkman for playing tapes and a bag for carrying her pills and her laudanum. Her clothes came from charity shops. Her boots were full of holes and her coat was worn and filthy.


Kalix had been taking laudanum for some years. Laudanum was an opium derivative dissolved in alcohol. She’d first bought it from MacDoig the Merchant, a strange character who regularly appeared at Castle MacRinnalch with fabulous goods for sale, goods from various realms, some of them not of this world. He was a man of some power who’d long outlived the normal short human span, and in that time travelled where few others had. Somewhere along the way, he’d located a supply of  laudanum which he sold to anyone desperate for relief from their suffering. Kalix’s mother, the Mistress of the Werewolves, would have killed the MacDoig if she’d learned what he was selling to her youngest daughter. It was not cheap, and Kalix had learned to steal to finance her needs. Since she’d arrived in London she’d bought the liquid from the Young MacDoig, who carried on his father’s business in the South. That was why she no longer had her pendant. She’d swapped it to the Young MacDoig for laudanum.


As for Kalix’s walkman, she only had two tapes, both by the Runaways: their eponymous first album and Live in Japan. Kalix loved the Runaways even though both these albums had been recorded before she was born. She had a picture of the band, torn from a newspaper. Once, when a young man had tried to deface it she’d bitten his hand so hard he’d had to go to hospital to have it stitched together. That was while Kalix was in human form. Even as a human, Kalix was a ferocious opponent. As a werewolf she was abnormally strong, and when the battle-madness came over her, she was murderously savage.


Kalix had once gone to an internet café to hunt for information about the Runaways but she found very little. Not that much had been written about them and what there was, Kalix could barely read. Although the MacRinnalch werewolves were well educated as a rule, Kalix’s peculiar background had left her almost illiterate. But it seemed to her, from the few sentences she could understand, that her favourite band had never been very successful. This baffled Kalix, and angered her, and made her hold the world in even greater contempt.


Kalix’s bed was a bundle of old sacks. The abandoned warehouse was damp and the cold chilled her bones. Occasionally when night fell she would change into her werewolf shape just to gain warmth from her thick coat. As a purebred werewolf of the MacRinnalch Clan, Kalix could do this any night she chose, but it was hazardous now that she no longer had her pendant for protection. Changing into werewolf form made her easier to detect.


Kalix hadn’t eaten for many days. This was good. Kalix didn’t like to eat. There was no one here to tell her she had to. She might never eat again and no one could make her. Buoyed  by this happy thought the young werewolf buried herself under the sacks and drifted off to sleep to dream about Gawain. Gawain was the most handsome of werewolves, and he had once been her lover. On her fourteenth birthday she’d crept into his bed at Castle MacRinnalch and after that they were never out of each other’s company. They had a year of insane joy before he was banished. Kalix yearned to see him again, but she knew he was never coming back.
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The Fire Queen, whose extreme beauty existed somewhere between a Babylonian death goddess and an Asian supermodel, advanced towards Thrix’s desk, fire smouldering in her eyes.


‘Prepare to suffer appalling and dreadful torments, you treacherous werewolf!’


Thrix raised one eyebrow.


‘What exactly is the problem, Malveria?’


The Fire Queen reached back into the depths of her nether realm and dragged forth a pair of red high-heeled shoes. She slammed them onto Thrix’s desk.


‘These shoes you sold me!’ yelled the Fire Queen, ‘The heel broke! One moment I am walking up the volcano with a ceremonial knife in my hand, sacrifice at the ready and subjects bowing down before me - I was looking fabulous, of course - the next I’m hobbling up and down like a servant-girl with ill-fitting boots!’


Thrix pursed her lips.


‘Well, Malveria, these are clearly intended as dresswear only. You can’t expect a fashion item to stand up to ritual sacrifice on the volcano. I’ve told you before about choosing the right footwear for the right occasion.’


The Fire Queen exploded in a furious rage, cursing Thrix with dreadful oaths never before heard in the mortal world.


‘You expect me to appear at the most important sacrifice of the year wearing some dull but sensible footwear? What sort of fashion adviser are you?’


‘A very good adviser,’ replied Thrix, calmly. The Enchantress knew the Fire Queen very well - well enough to know her real name - and was not overly troubled by her wrath. As Queen of the Hiyasta, a race of fire elementals, Malveria was immensely powerful. Thrix would not lightly pit her skills against her, but her rages tended to subside quickly, particularly in the matter of fashion. Generally the prospect of an elegant new outfit was enough to calm her down. The intercom sounded. It was a slender silver box, delicately designed, in keeping with the decor of Thrix’s elegant office which was calm and stylish, and only slightly spoiled by the untidy rail of clothes samples against the far wall.


‘Your mother is on the phone.’


Thrix made a face.


‘Excuse me, Malveria. Mother . . . what is it? Kalix? No, I haven’t seen her. Why would I? Father’s asking for me? Father can go to hell, and quickly . . . I have to go, I’m with a client.’


Thrix ended the call.


‘Family problems?’ asked the Fire Queen.


‘As ever.’


The beautiful Hiyasta was sympathetic.


‘I disposed of mine a long time ago. Is the young wolf in trouble again?’


‘She is, but she won’t be for long. They’ll get rid of her soon.’


‘What does your mother want you to do?’


‘Find her, I think,’ said Thrix, without enthusiasm.


‘This is very interfering,’ observed the Fire Queen. ‘Does your mother not know you are busy making fabulous clothes for notable clients like myself?’


‘My mother lets nothing stand in her way.’


‘How very irritating,’ said Malveria. ‘As a daughter of the werewolf royal family, can you not simply order everyone to leave you alone?’


This brought a smile from Thrix.


‘We’ve never actually proclaimed ourselves royalty. Well, perhaps once or twice, when we’re feeling grand. Ruling family  would be more accurate, and that’s trouble enough. Now Malveria, about these shoes.’


Malveria waved her hand dismissively. The scent of jasmine  filled the room, as it always did when Malveria visited. Whether it was perfume or Malveria’s natural aroma, Thrix wasn’t sure.


‘Pah, it is nothing. I regret ever threatening my most beautiful and valued fashion designer over such a trifle. The shame of the heel breakage was temporarily overwhelming but I have now made a strong recovery.’


Malveria smiled. Though the fire elementals inhabited their own dimension, and had little contact with the world of humans, they were historical enemies of the MacRinnalchs. It was very unusual for a Hiyasta to be friends with a MacRinnalch werewolf. Despite this, the Fire Queen liked the Enchantress a great deal. Without Thrix’s help the Queen would still be turning up at social events in her realm wearing really bad clothes. She still shuddered at the memory of some of her previous outfits.
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Kalix woke with a pain in her stomach. She often suffered from this, when she hadn’t eaten for a long time. She sipped some laudanum and fished her journal out of her bag. Kalix’s journal was precious to her. It was a diary of sorts, used for recording both her thoughts and her actions. Yesterday’s entry read: My father is Thane of the Werewolves. I hate him.



That, at least, was how it read to Kalix. To anyone else, it would have been an almost illegible scrawl of misspelled words and misshapen letters. The day before that was blank and the day before that read: My brothers hate each other I hate them both. Further down the page it said: I miss Gawain.



Kalix wrote a new entry in her journal. The Runaways are the Queens of Noise. Today I killed two hunters. Or yesterday.  It took her a long time to complete each word. She had to concentrate fully to form each troublesome letter. Though Kalix was naturally intelligent, she had never made up for her lack of schooling. Kalix was seventeen but in terms of education she was far behind girls of her age.


Outside it was still raining and water continued to drip through the roof. Kalix ignored it. Tired, her stomach still sore, she drifted back to sleep. When she next woke, sometime in the afternoon, she was still drowsy from the laudanum. Because her senses were dulled it took her a few moments to realise she was not alone. Duncan Douglas-MacPhee was standing next to her, staring at her with his cold dark eyes. Duncan worked for her eldest brother Sarapen. He was a large, strong werewolf, with a reputation for violence. He wore an old leather jacket and his long hair was held back by a black bandanna. Alarmed, Kalix leapt to her feet, ready to defend herself.


Duncan regarded her silently. His eyes shifted to her squalid bed, then took in the rest of her surroundings. He looked down at the bottle of laudanum at his feet.


‘You are disgusting, Kalix MacRinnalch. Fourth in line to the Thaneship and here you are with habits suited to the lowest scum of werewolf society.’


‘You’d know about the lowest scum,’ growled Kalix.


‘I would that,’ agreed Duncan. His own reputation was very unsavoury, as was that of his brother Fergus and his sister Rhona. The Douglas-MacPhees were an unwholesome trio of werewolves in every respect. Kalix was worried. In daylight neither she nor Duncan could transform and in human form he was certainly more powerful than her.


‘Leave me alone.’


‘I can’t,’ said Duncan. His Scottish accent was stronger than Kalix’s, and very harsh. ‘The Great Council wants you back.’


‘I’m not going back to be tried,’ said Kalix, edging away.


‘You’ve already been tried. And found guilty. Now they want to sentence you.’


He stared at her.


‘Sarapen’s not too concerned what condition you reach the castle in. In fact he’s not too concerned if you get there at all.’


From the depths of his leather jacket he drew a long machete.


‘Just your heart will do.’


‘I’ll kill you,’ snarled Kalix.


‘I hardly think so. Not in daylight. Not when you can’t transform. ’


Duncan Douglas-MacPhee advanced. Kalix sank into her defensive posture, ready to fight for her life. Suddenly the door to the warehouse opened and a young man appeared.


‘Is this the sorting office?’


Duncan growled at the intruder. The young man was startled.


‘My music magazines didn’t arrive . . .’ he said, by way of explanation.


Kalix moved like lightning. She grabbed a rock from the floor and flung it at her assailant. It caught him sharply on the head and he collapsed. As he tried to rise Kalix kicked him savagely then ran for the door, grabbing her coat and bag on the way. The young man looked confused but at the sight of Duncan struggling to his feet with his machete still in his hand, he swiftly followed Kalix out the door.


‘In here!’ yelled Daniel, pointing to his car.


Kalix didn’t want to get into the car but the Douglas-MacPhee was already emerging from the warehouse. Daniel flung open the passenger door and Kalix leapt in, and they sped away from the murderous attacker as fast as Daniel’s ancient vehicle could take them.


Daniel was scared. He was a nineteen-year-old student and not used to confronting men with machetes. He paid Kalix little attention till he’d put several long streets between them and Duncan. When he finally stopped the car and turned towards her, he was immediately unsettled by the intensity of her expression. Kalix’s eyes were larger and darker than any he had ever seen, quite startling against her very pale skin. There was something quite shocking about her appearance. Her face was dirty, she was painfully thin, and her hair, unusually long, was thick, filthy and matted, as if it had never been washed. The whole effect was very unsettling.


‘Drive further,’ she said.


‘It’s OK, we’ve lost him now.’


‘Drive further. He can still smell us.’


Daniel was puzzled, and slightly insulted.


‘Smell us? I don’t really think -’


‘Drive!’ yelled Kalix.


Daniel put the car back into gear and drove on through  South East London, leaving the industrial area behind as he headed towards his home in Kennington. Kalix sat in silence. She was recovering her composure but felt no desire to enter into conversation with a stranger. Daniel, however, did not feel like remaining silent. The whole experience was the most exciting thing that had ever happened to him and now that his terror was receding he was starting to think quite well of his conduct. He imagined himself describing it to his flatmate, Moonglow. She could hardly fail to be impressed.


‘Who was that man?’


‘He works for my brother,’ replied Kalix.


‘Was he trying to cut you out of the family?’ asked Daniel, trying for a lightness of tone that would show he hadn’t been scared.


‘He was trying to cut out my heart,’ replied Kalix, flatly.


Daniel winced at the image.


‘Any reason for that?’ he said, after a while.


‘The family condemned me.’


They drove on in silence. Daniel found it hard to carry on the conversation. Nothing seemed quite appropriate and besides, he was becoming tongue-tied, as he generally did while trying to make conversation with young women. Even in the midst of the excitement and danger, Daniel had not failed to notice the young girl’s extraordinary beauty. She might be skinny, ragged and dirty, with an air of madness about her, but she was undeniably beautiful. Daniel had never seen her like, outside of a magazine.


‘Eh . . . we’re almost where I live now . . .’ said Daniel, and felt embarrassed in case she might think he was trying to invite her home with him. Unconsciously, he let his long hair swing in front of his face, which he always did to mask embarrassment.


‘Do you want to come in . . . maybe call the police?’


But Kalix had gone. She’d swiftly opened the door, slid out of the car and was already disappearing along the street.
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As leaders of the MacRinnalch Werewolf Clan the Thane’s family were very wealthy. They owned property all over Britain. Verasa, wife of the Thane and Mistress of the Werewolves, held land in the Scottish highlands, more land in the Scottish isles and considerable estates in Kent. Her London home, in Kensington, was large enough to be classed as a mansion. Verasa spent a lot of time there. Too much time, in the opinion of her husband the Thane, but it was a long time since they had agreed about anything.


Verasa was two hundred and fifty years old. In human terms, she would have passed for forty-eight. Like most female members of the clan her hair hung long and dark round her shoulders. Unlike her wayward daughter Kalix, Verasa was a frequent visitor to the salons of Edinburgh and Knightsbridge, and her thick mane was beautifully coiffured. Her clothes were elegant and her features striking. While taking tea at one of the smart little places in Kensington she sometimes favoured, she would always be the subject of a few discreet glances as the clientele wondered who she might be, what films she might have starred in when she was younger and what wealth she might have married into.


Verasa was drinking a glass of wine from a crystal goblet that had been in the family for four hundred years. A servant entered.


‘Your son, mistress.’


‘Send him in.’


Markus strode into the chamber. Markus was her younger son, and her favourite. Markus, who didn’t look much like a werewolf, having a somewhat rounder face than was usual, less lupine around the cheekbones. His hair was a little lighter, more chestnut than was common among the MacRinnalchs. Slightly feminine. Pretty even, which was unusual in a male werewolf. It didn’t mean that he was weak. No werewolf with the blood of the MacRinnalchs flowing in his veins had ever been weak. He was certainly a more congenial companion for his mother than Sarapen, her eldest son, who had turned out to be the double of his father the Thane; strong and grim, and not given to shows of affection.


Markus’s main residence was in Edinburgh but he was a frequent visitor to London. He embraced his mother and she responded with a warmth she felt towards no other member of her family. As Markus finally withdrew from the embrace, she looked at him questioningly.


‘Kalix killed some hunters,’ said Markus.


‘From the Guild?’


‘No, just some freelancers. Of no account.’


Verasa nodded. Bounty hunters were an occasional annoyance, but rarely able to trouble the powerful MacRinnalch Clan.


‘And the Douglas-MacPhees?’


‘Kalix encountered Duncan yesterday,’ answered Markus. ‘She escaped.’


‘Escaped? Was he trying to harm her?’


‘No doubt. You don’t send the Douglas-MacPhees after anyone unless you want to harm them.’


Verasa frowned. Duncan, Fergus and Rhona were a notorious trio. It was infuriating that her own son Sarapen should employ such people. She poured wine for herself and Markus. As she handed him his glass she thought, as always, that she was fortunate to have at least one child who loved her.


‘Poor Kalix,’ said Verasa, in her well-modulated Scottish tones. ‘I admit we’ve had our difficulties but I’d hate to see her heart cut out.’


Markus made a sound of mild contempt. He loathed the girl, and made no secret of it.


‘She would deserve it. But we can’t let Sarapen capture her. Or kill her. Great Mother Dulupina would never let us forget that he succeeded while we failed.’ He looked at his mother. ‘We should have tried harder to catch her.’


The Mistress of the Werewolves sighed.


‘I hoped she would just disappear. It’s not pleasant for a mother to have her youngest daughter dragged back for sentencing, even if the Council insists on it.’


Verasa stroked Markus’s hair. He was such a good child. It would be difficult having him succeed as Thane instead of her older son Sarapen, but Verasa had successfully manoeuvred her way through the tortuous and occasionally murderous political  strife of the werewolf clan for long enough to be confident of succeeding in her wishes.


‘Incidentally,’ said Markus, raising his head. ‘We still haven’t dealt with the matter of the cousins about whom we do not speak.’


An expression of distaste flickered over the Mistress of the Werewolves’ features.


‘Please Markus. I can’t think about both Kalix and the cousins about whom we do not speak. Not in the same day anyway. This family will surely send me to an early grave.’
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‘Cut out her heart? Ew!’


Moonglow was appalled. So appalled that she wondered if Daniel might be making it all up to impress her. It wouldn’t be the first time he’d done such a thing. When they first met, Daniel had told her he could play guitar and had an older brother who made films in Hollywood. Neither of these things had turned out to be true. And it was very unlike Daniel to rescue anybody from a machete-wielding maniac. Not that he’d be unwilling, just incapable. Last time they’d got drunk together in the student bar Daniel had offended two large rugby players and had it not been for Moonglow’s tactful intervention they would certainly have pummelled him. Daniel was not the fighting type though he was good company, when he got over his shyness. She might have been inclined to dismiss his story altogether if it hadn’t been for the book and the journal.


The girl - a wild beauty, according to Daniel, who’d been unusually forthcoming on the subject - had left them in his car, wrapped in a plastic carrier bag.


‘The Flower Fairies of the Summer?’


It was a children’s book, with pictures of fairies sitting on flowers. It was old and seemed to have been through a great deal of wear. and tear. The book was stained with finger prints. And paw prints, as if a dog had walked over it.


‘This proves she was there,’ said Daniel, aware of Moonglow’s slight scepticism.


‘Not entirely,’ Moonglow pointed out. ‘It could be yours.’


‘Very funny. And there’s this as well,’ continued Daniel, plucking a very worn-looking notebook from the carrier bag.


‘It’s some sort of diary.’


He flicked it open and tried to read from a page near the start.


‘It’s kind of illegible. She can’t spell a single word right. I think it says My mother is mistress of the werewolves. My father is - can’t make out that word, something like thin - of the werewolves.’



They both laughed.


‘My brother is heir to the werewolf throne.’


‘She’s pretty consistent with the werewolves,’ said Moonglow. Really, she was not unsympathetic. Moonglow was fascinated by anything otherworldly. Tales about werewolves were always interesting.


‘Pity she can’t spell it properly,’ said Daniel. ‘Her handwriting is really terrible.’


He struggled to read more.



‘I, Kalix, am fourth in line to the thin ship of the Mac - something - clan. Kalix . . . that must be her name.’


Neither of them knew what any of it might mean. They didn’t have time to read any further, there was work to do. Daniel and Moonglow had almost finished packing to move house. Daniel was going to pick up a rental van and when night fell they were moving to their new flat. They’d lived in this one for eight months, moving in after becoming friends in their first year at university. It wasn’t a bad place but they were behind on the rent and couldn’t pay so they’d decided that a moonlight flit was the best solution. Moonglow was rather anxious about this. She didn’t relish the prospect of being apprehended by an irate landlord. Moonglow had long black hair, soft pretty features, a firm belief in astrology, a kind nature and no experience of irate landlords. She was certain that if she encountered one, she’d find it very awkward.
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The early winter afternoon was already turning cold when Kalix picked up her prescription. The pharmacist looked at her suspiciously. Kalix was wearing sunglasses, as she frequently did, even in the weak winter daylight or the murky London night-time. The sunglasses always seemed to arouse the suspicion of pharmacists. As did her ragged coat which failed to cover her even more ragged T-shirt. And maybe her skinny frame, which suggested either substance abuse or an eating disorder. Her prescription was legitimate however. The werewolf clan, whilst not exactly part of normal society, were not entirely outside it either. In Scotland the MacRinnalchs had their own doctor, a werewolf who had studied medicine at Edinburgh University. Werewolves rarely fell sick, but there were often injuries to be taken care of and it was vital that they received treatment from someone who knew of their unique physiology. Certain human drugs could have a very bad effect on a werewolf. Besides, as the Scottish werewolves took great care to conceal the wolf part of their nature, it wouldn’t do to have any member of the clan examined too closely by a normal doctor.


So Kalix had been registered with a doctor in Scotland, and through this she had been referred to a psychiatrist who had prescribed diazepam for her anxiety. Kalix disliked her psychiatrist but she liked the diazepam. She fretted uncomfortably while she waited for the prescription. When it finally appeared she grabbed the packet and hurried out of the shop. As soon as she opened her bag to put the pills inside she realised that something was missing.


‘Where’s my journal?’


She cursed out loud. The journal was one of her few possessions, and very precious to her. She remembered picking it up before she fled from Duncan Douglas-MacPhee at the warehouse. She was trying to work out where she could possibly have lost it when a familiar scent caught her attention. Duncan was close. She spun round, searching. She didn’t have far to look. Duncan and his sister Rhona were no more than fifty yards away, and closing fast. Kalix ran for her life, sprinting up the street at a speed which would have left most people in her  wake. The Douglas-MacPhees raced after her. As werewolves in human shape, they too possessed unusual strength and speed, but they weren’t as fast as Kalix. She turned the corner only a few yards ahead of her pursuers but by the time they reached the next street she was rapidly disappearing from view.


‘Come on!’ yelled Duncan. ‘She can’t keep up that pace.’


Duncan doubted if the scrawny girl could keep running for long. She looked like she hadn’t eaten in months, and even the primordial energy that burned inside every member of the MacRinnalch Clan couldn’t support a starving werewolf forever.


Kalix ran for her life, and cursed the day she had sold her pendant. It had been foolish. With it she had been undetectable. Now she was easy prey for experienced predators like the Douglas-MacPhees.


Kalix was always doing foolish things. It had been foolish to attack her father. It had been foolish to crawl into Gawain’s bed when she was fourteen. It had been foolish to drink the entire contents of her family’s malt whisky cabinet when she was thirteen, though Kalix had protested that as a Scottish werewolf, she was merely exploring her heritage. And it had been foolish to eat the contents of her mother’s medicine cabinet just to see what would happen, an escapade that led to her being the only teenage MacRinnalch werewolf ever taken to hospital for an emergency stomach pump. On each occasion the Mistress of the Werewolves left Kalix in no doubt as to the foolishness of her actions, and the disgrace never really went away.


After running the length of several streets Kalix knew that she had outdistanced the Douglas-MacPhees. They might still be following her scent, but in the city they couldn’t track her as easily as they could in the wilds. There was too much pollution for her scent to linger for long. Kalix disappeared down an alleyway, over a fence, through several gardens and back out onto another quiet street where she stopped, and sniffed the air. She couldn’t smell another werewolf. She had escaped. She sniffed again. There was another scent she recognised. The young man who had driven her in his car away from the warehouse.


Kalix remembered her journal. Could she have left it in his  car? The young werewolf trotted along the street, following Daniel’s scent. Escaping from the Douglas-MacPhees had left her weak. She hadn’t eaten for a long time. She craved laudanum, but she had to recover her journal first. Every part of her unhappy life was recorded there. In some ways Kalix’s journal was more real to her than her own being.
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‘There’s nothing worse than moving,’ declared Daniel, who was struggling to pack plates and cutlery into an unsuitable cardboard box.


Moonglow nodded. She accepted the toil more stoically than Daniel but it wasn’t something she enjoyed.


‘Funny how everyone was too busy to help,’ said Daniel. He was staring rather forlornly at a frying pan, wondering whether to try to fit in the box or put in a plastic bag. Perhaps he could just throw it in the van. After all, what harm could come to a frying pan?


‘Colin claimed he had to study for an exam. Is that a feeble excuse or what?’


Moonglow nodded. She was struggling with their CD collection. While these weren’t difficult to fit into boxes there were a great many of them and she had unwisely determined to sort them out first, putting them all back in their correct cases. This was proving to be an impossible task. The cases for Daniel’s Slayer CDs all seemed to be missing and there was no sign at all of the first disc from her Kate Bush boxed set.


‘I notice Jay hasn’t made an appearance,’ said Daniel, pointedly.


Moonglow was immediately defensive.


‘He had to visit Stonehenge.’


Jay was Moonglow’s boyfriend. Daniel was jealous, though Moonglow wasn’t meant to know this.


‘As if Stonehenge wouldn’t be there next week.’


‘It had to be now. Horoscope said so.’


Daniel was derisive.


‘Very convenient. Boyfriend avoids work by means of astrology. ’


He put down his box with a thud.


‘Hey, careful! Plates and glasses!’


Daniel was always mean and sarcastic about Jay. Moonglow understood this. Even if her friend Caroline hadn’t informed her that, while under the influence of alcohol, Daniel had confessed to her his love for Moonglow, she would have known anyway. It was fairly obvious. At nineteen, Daniel hadn’t learned how to shield his emotions.


The doorbell rang. They were immediately nervous. If it happened to be their landlord paying a surprise visit the boxes were going to be very hard to explain. Daniel crept to the front door and peered through the peephole. Seeing Kalix, he was hesitant. The bell rang again. Daniel opened the door a few inches.


‘Eh . . . is that guy right behind you with a really big knife?’


‘You have my journal,’ said Kalix, coldly.


‘Right . . . come in.’


Kalix marched inside. Daniel made an attempt at introducing their visitor to Moonglow.


‘This is -’


‘Where’s my journal?’ demanded Kalix brusquely.


Moonglow was startled by Kalix’s appearance. So thin and ragged. In the gap between the ends of Kalix’s threadbare black trousers and her boots, her ankles showed like two white twigs. And she was so intense. Her large dark eyes burned as she scanned the room for her possessions. Her gold nose ring was very noticeable, larger than normal. As for her hair, trailing down lankly to her waist, Moonglow had never seen its like, not even on the most unkempt beggar.


‘Are you the werewolf girl?’ asked Moonglow.


‘What?’ demanded Kalix, suspiciously.


Moonglow realised that this had not been the politest of greetings.


‘I mean the girl who wrote the werewolf poem? I thought it was really cool. My mother is a werewolf, my father is a werewolf . I wrote a poem like that once, I kind of imagined my . . . eh . . .’


Moonglow ground to a halt under Kalix’s withering glare. Kalix turned to Daniel.


‘Where is it?’


Daniel picked up the carrier bag which contained Kalix’s journal and her book. Moonglow was immediately concerned that she’d offended the girl.


‘Are you annoyed I read it? Sorry . . . it was a really good poem.’


‘Stop talking,’ snapped Kalix. ‘I’ve no time to waste.’


Her voice seemed too strong to emanate from such a skinny frame. Moonglow was rather shocked. She was about to make a conciliatory response when the front door suddenly flew open and, terrifyingly, two strangers burst into the room.


‘Get her,’ said Duncan Douglas-MacPhee.
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The Fire Queen was always happiest when surrounded by clothes. She loved visiting Thrix’s establishment and had now completely forgotten her anger towards the Enchantress. As she gazed with pleasure at Thrix’s rough drafts for her new Spring catalogue, the mighty Fire Queen looked much more like a model than a powerful supernatural being who ruled her own realm. A smile spread over her dusky features as she examined some sketches for an evening gown which Thrix had promised to make exclusively for her.


‘Could it be ready for a cocktail party at the Duchess Gargamond’s next week?’


‘Next week?’ said Thrix. ‘Malveria, you know I can’t work that quickly.’


Malveria was one of the Fire Queen’s names. Not the most secret of her names, but one that very few creatures of any sort were free to use. A person had to be on very, very good terms with the Fire Queen before they could call her Malveria.


Before meeting the Werewolf Enchantress, the Queen of the fire elementals had been very poorly dressed. Her wardrobe was full of dramatic but very gauche outfits which somehow  never seemed to suit her. Malveria had found herself continually overshadowed at some elemental event or other by finely arrayed nether-world princesses who’d arrive in fabulous new outfits purchased from the catwalks of London, Paris or Milan. The Fire Queen knew that her rivals were laughing at her behind her back. The young aristocrats from the Ice Kingdoms could be particularly cutting, and as for Princess Kabachetka, Malveria’s great rival from the neighbouring land of Hainusta, there was no saying what spiteful gossip she might have spread.


Thrix had changed all this. Now, dressed by the Enchantress, Queen Malveria was widely admired in the nether worlds as a Fire Spirit who really knew how to shop. Her wonderful collection of shoes was particularly envied.


‘Do you know how long it takes to put a collection together?’ said Thrix.


‘No,’ admitted the Fire Queen, shaking her head. Her hair, long, black, gleaming, in perfect condition, was attended to by a salon in Kensington that Thrix had recommended; one more reason to be grateful to the Enchantress.


‘It takes months. I start off with drawings, consult with my designers, cost fabrics, make up patterns, send the patterns for cutting, and that’s just to get the process in motion.’


Malveria frowned, and only just prevented herself from pouting.


‘Furthermore,’ pointed out Thrix, brushing back her golden hair and pointing to the mass of paperwork on her desk. ‘I’ve got a hundred things to get done and they’re all urgent. I’ve got people to interview, photographers to hire, models to send to assignments, and the plumber needs instructions.’


‘The plumber?’ said Malveria, puzzled. She had little idea of what life in this world was really like.


‘The pipes downstairs are leaking again.’


‘Surely you have minions to do these things for you?’


‘I do. But the junior minion got it wrong last time and the senior minion - my property manager - is away at a conference so I have to take care of it myself.’


Malveria shook her head.


‘This is all very mysterious to me. If your minions get  things wrong surely you should simply kill them and get new minions?’


‘Tempting,’ admitted Thrix. ‘But it would lead to a lot of trouble with the union. Besides, my minions aren’t so bad.’


As if to demonstrate the difficulties of running a fashion empire, the plumber chose that moment to arrive. Thrix’s personal assistant buzzed through to let her know he was here.


‘I have to see him now,’ said Thrix, apologetically. ‘If you miss your plumber’s appointment, you’ve no idea of the trouble it causes.’


Thrix spent a long time talking to the plumber. The Fire Queen sat in her chair, still mystified by the entire process. After the plumber departed to gather his crew and sort out the pipes downstairs, she again voiced her puzzlement.


‘I could not tolerate such a long discussion about such a tiresome subject. Surely your slaves could perform these tasks for you?’


‘They’re called employees,’ replied Thrix. ‘But there comes a time when the boss has to get her hands dirty. How do you think I get my collections together? By magic?’


‘Yes,’ said the Fire Queen. ‘Isn’t that how you do it?’


‘Afraid not.’


‘Oh.’ Malveria looked thoughtful. ‘But all these lovely shoes. They arrive by sorcery, surely?’


Thrix shook her head.


‘No. People make them.’


‘Really? No sorcery at all? People must be cleverer than I thought. Because these are beautiful shoes.’


Thrix took Queen Malveria downstairs to her showrooms to find her some new clothes because really, she wouldn’t want to let down such an important client. While there was no time to make something special she could certainly put together an outfit for the Fire Queen that would impress on the day. As Thrix readied some young models for an impromptu fashion display, the Fire Queen was thoughtful. Normally, being surrounded by clothes was enough to occupy her attention entirely, but an amusing thought had struck her.


‘Thrix. I keep remembering something I read in one of your magazines. Vogue, I think, which has made me so happy since  you procured for me a - what was the word - subscription? This article was about a designer who always worked hard. It contained a phrase I had never seen before. Work Ethic, I believe.’


‘And?’


‘And I think this is something you suffer from.’


The Fire Queen was entertained by the thought.


‘Because really, my wonderful Enchantress, you could use your sorcerous powers to speed up much of this work. I’m sure you could have fixed your piping difficulties with a wave of your hand.’


The Enchantress looked wary.


‘But you don’t use your sorcery nearly as much as you could. Is this because you must work? Do you suffer from this thing called work ethic?’


‘Though there’s nothing wrong with a little hard work,’ said Thrix, and tossed her golden hair a little.


The Fire Queen laughed. She could be shrewd when she chose to be. She had an amusing vision of Thrix’s mother telling the young werewolf that a proper daughter of the Thane should work hard, and not rely on sorcery to sort out her problems.
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The Mistress of the Werewolves and the Thane had been married for a very long time, and Verasa was long past the stage of wishing to be in her husband’s presence every day. She travelled south regularly, although on the three nights a month when she was obliged to transform into full werewolf shape, London was not the easiest place to be. A MacRinnalch werewolf as pure-blooded as Verasa could transform at will any night, but on the night of the full moon and the two nights that surrounded it, there was no choice. The change was automatic.


Of course, Verasa never completely lost control. It would be unseemly. But even such a powerful and disciplined figure as Verasa could find it sorely tempting to rush out into the night-time streets when the wolfness came on, and give in to the desire to hunt for food.


Some werewolves did just that. The clan discouraged them from taking on werewolf wolf form next to any populated area. These days, it did not pay to go around killing humans any more than was absolutely necessary. With today’s modem communications and the all-pervading media, any mysterious killings would soon be investigated by the police. Worse than that, it would attract the attention of the Avenaris Guild, the hated hunters who made it their mission in life to kill werewolves. The MacRinnalch Clan, with its wealth and power, did not fear the police, or the Guild, but there was no point in attracting unnecessary attention. One must adapt to the modern world, as Verasa often said. She herself could hardly remember when she had last killed anyone. More than thirty years ago, certainly.


Verasa and her younger son Markus sat next to each other on a gilded couch, sipping wine from silver goblets. As mother and son, they were very close. Too close perhaps, by human standards, though not necessarily by the norms of werewolf society.


‘Poor Kalix,’ sighed the Mistress of the Werewolves. ‘How did she manage to make such a mess of her life in only seventeen years?’


‘I never thought it was wise to have another child when you were two hundred and thirty years old,’ said Markus.


‘A little older, actually. But it was your father’s idea, dear. He wanted another child. At the time he had just agreed to cede the estates in Argyll to my side of the family so I did not wish to start an argument. Unwise perhaps, in retrospect. Kalix has been a terrible burden.’


‘We have to find her before Sarapen does.’


The Mistress of the Werewolves frowned at the mention of her eldest son.


‘Quite why your father favours him so much I can’t imagine.’


‘He always has,’ said Markus, with something approaching loathing.


‘I do so regret that. You’ve always been a much nicer son. More wine?’


Markus accepted the goblet.


‘Great Mother Dulupina has been baying for Kalix’s blood ever since she attacked the Thane. Nothing will satisfy her but that someone brings her back to the castle.’


Dulupina was the Thane’s mother. As Mistress of the Werewolves, Verasa outranked her, but Dulupina was very important to the clan and couldn’t be ignored. She was aged, venerable and influential, and had a seat on the Great Council.


‘If only Kalix could have stayed hidden.’


Kalix had been found guilty of assaulting the Thane. She’d fled from the castle while awaiting sentence. By the traditions of the clan it was now legal for another werewolf to kill her, and bring back her heart. Verasa suspected that Sarapen intended to do just that. At least if Verasa herself were to find Kalix, she could be taken back to the castle and incarcerated, till another solution was found.


‘You should bring her back,’ she said to Markus.
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When the two frightening strangers invaded her house Moonglow shrank back against the wall, too terrified even to scream. Duncan Douglas-MacPhee and his sister Rhona ignored her. They headed straight towards Kalix, and there began a violent scene the like of which neither Moonglow nor Daniel had ever seen.


Rhona wore a leather waistcoat which showed off the tattoo of a snarling wolf on her shoulder, and she was very strong. Werewolves always were, even in their human form. She tried to grab hold of Kalix. Kalix lashed out with her foot, catching Rhona on the chest with a kick which flung her clear across the table. It seemed to Moonglow that no one could really perform such a kick. It belonged in a kung fu film, not here in her living room. Yet Kalix immediately did it again, sending Duncan flying backwards into one of Moonglow’s carefully packed boxes of plates, which crashed to the floor with a great noise of smashing crockery.


Rising swiftly, Rhona leapt at Kalix. Kalix spun round but not quite quickly enough. Rhona smashed her fist into the side of her head sending the young werewolf stumbling across the floor. Duncan had now recovered and managed to grab hold of Kalix. They thudded against the table, knocking Kalix’s bag flying. It landed beside Daniel, who, like Moonglow, shrank back from the violence. Kalix bit her attacker’s wrist, forcing him to let go. Immediately she was free of his grasp. She used her forehead to butt him brutally in the face. He reeled backwards with blood spurting from his nose. Rhona moved in to attack but before she could land a blow Kalix caught her on the side of her neck with her open palm and she went down as if struck by a bullet.


Just for a second, Kalix sagged. Her energy was fading fast. She made an effort to pull herself together but it was too late. The Douglas-MacPhees were a savage family and Duncan was not put off by his bloodied nose. He stepped up behind Kalix and rammed his forearm into the back of her head. She fell at his feet. Duncan kicked her, then took his machete from under his coat. Daniel tried to wail in terror but nothing came out. Moonglow then did something she had never done in her life before, which was to offer violence to a fellow living creature. As Duncan Douglas-MacPhee bent over Kalix, she picked up a chair, rushed up behind him and hit him over the head with it as hard as she could. The heavy blow sent him crumpling to the floor. There was a long pause. Daniel looked at Moonglow.


‘I can’t believe you did that,’ he said.


Kalix hauled herself to her feet. She was tired and sore, trembling from the exertion of the fight. Moonglow and Daniel stared at her, waited for her to offer some words of explanation but nothing was forthcoming. Moonglow wondered who this strange girl was, with her skinny frame, her long, dirty hair and her incredible fighting skills.


‘You want to eh . . . tell us what this is about?’


‘My brother’s werewolves are after me,’ said Kalix.


Daniel and Moonglow looked at each other again.


‘Maybe you’re taking this werewolf thing too far,’ said Moonglow, trying not to sound unfriendly.


Outside the moon had risen and the moment it did Duncan opened his eyes and began to transform.


‘I mean, people call me a hippy,’ continued Moonglow. ‘Well, some people call me a Goth, what with the black clothes and black nail varnish - a bit of a Goth hippy I suppose - but I know it’s no good living in a fantasy world.’


Behind Moonglow, Duncan, in werewolf form, was rising from the floor. Daniel tried to warn his friend but was too startled to speak.


‘And it’s no use blaming your problems on so-called werewolves, ’ said Moonglow, and gave Kalix a supportive smile, to show that she wasn’t being harsh. Duncan, now a large werewolf, strode past her. Moonglow screamed.


Night had now fallen. Kalix could transform, which she did instantly. As a werewolf she remained the same height. She still walked on two legs. But she was shaggy, bestial and savage. She was covered in long hair and while her body still resembled something human, her face was fully animal and her hands were great taloned claws.


Strength flowed back into her fatigued muscles. As a werewolf, she was stronger than Duncan Douglas-MacPhee. As a werewolf, Kalix feared no one. It wasn’t just Kalix’s strength that made her such a fearsome opponent. It was her battle-madness. It made her ferocious and brutal, uncaring of pain, oblivious to danger. When Kalix’s battle-madness took over her werewolf form, she became insane. She could not be stopped other than by death, and no one had ever come close to killing her.


She leapt at Duncan and overwhelmed him. Duncan knew he was defeated and retreated swiftly, fending off his wild opponent as best as he could, trying to prevent her from fastening her jaws round his neck. His sister Rhona hauled herself off the floor but when she saw that her brother was beaten she made for the door. The Douglas-MacPhees fled, blood dripping from their wounds.


Kalix stopped. Daniel and Moonglow looked at her wide eyed with amazement, and terror, and wondered if she was about to kill them.


‘You really are a . . .’


Kalix’s form seemed to flicker and she slowly transformed back into her human shape. The contents of Kalix’s bag had spilled out on the floor. Daniel tried to gather up her belongings.


‘You dropped this,’ he said, picking up a dark, old-fashioned bottle.


‘Give me!’ yelled Kalix, and frantically snatched it from him.


Moonglow picked up a packet from the floor. She read the label.


‘You take diazepam?’


Kalix became angry. ‘Stop looking at everything!’


‘Well, it’s just a bit weird, you know,’ said Moonglow. ‘Werewolf . . . anti-depressants.’


‘Aren’t you focusing on the wrong thing here?’ said Daniel. ‘Remember the terrible violence.’


‘I have to go,’ said Kalix, but she was too worn-out to leave.


Her head swam and she slumped heavily into the chair.


Daniel was nervous. ‘Is there going to be more violence? I’m really not keen on -’


‘They won’t come back,’ replied Kalix. ‘Not tonight.’


Moonglow was overcome by sympathy for the young werewolf with her thin little body and ragged clothes, probably homeless, pursued by killers.


‘Do you want some food? We don’t have any meat . . . we have poptarts.’


Kalix shook her head wearily. She put her arms round her meagre possessions and her head drooped. Against her will, she fell asleep in a house of strangers.
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The cousins about whom the family did not speak were something of a disgrace to the MacRinnalchs. Quite possibly a disgrace to werewolves everywhere. Beauty’s lip-piercing alone was enough to make her Aunt Verasa shudder. As for Delicious, her blue hair dye had scandalised the family and almost got her expelled from her expensive private school.


Beauty and Delicious were twins, the only children of Marwis, the Thane’s younger brother who had died some years ago in a plane crash. As Marwis’s wife was also killed in the same accident, the twins were left parentless. They coped with this bravely, and some years later arrived in London a pair of cheerful, drunken, drug-taking degenerates who had started abusing their bodies when they were young and carried on happily ever since. After accidentally burning down the family home in Scotland they had decided it was time to seek new challenges and had moved south to start a band and see what fun they could have. Now twenty-two, the twins spent most of their time in an alcohol-induced haze in their house in Camden in North London, listening to music and practising guitar. Although full-blooded members of the MacRinnalch ruling family, it was years since either of them had voluntarily turned into a werewolf. They had long forgotten how to do it, though they still enjoyed the monthly full moon transformation which came on automatically. Then, for three nights they would get hideously intoxicated and run through the streets howling and laughing.


To the family’s great displeasure, the twin sisters had a large private income, the inheritance from their father’s estate. Bolstered by this, they flatly refused to move back to Scotland. Much as the Thane and Verasa might like to drag them back to the family estates, there was no way to do it short of kidnapping. The family had considered this. The disgrace of Beauty and Delicious could not be allowed to continue indefinitely.


The state of the werewolf younger generation had caused the Thane and Verasa some distress. Although, in truth, there were a great many of the MacRinnalch Clan still upholding the traditional ways. There were many who lived on the family lands as upright citizens, turning into werewolf form only occasionally, mainly to hunt deer. If the occasional human was killed on their lands, it was only to be expected. Tourists were notoriously careless.


Verasa’s younger sister Lucia, who also lived in the castle, still defended the cousins on occasion.


‘At least they’re only drunks,’ she pointed out to Verasa, more than once. ‘They’ve never really harmed anyone.’


By which Lucia meant that the cousins about whom they did not speak weren’t criminally insane like Kalix. Verasa refused to go along with this. Beauty and Delicious were a disgrace to the family. The Mistress of the Werewolves regretted that they had been so frequently at Castle MacRinnalch in their childhood. Verasa always suspected that they had been a very bad influence on her youngest daughter.
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Kalix slept in the chair. She appeared peaceful. Occasionally she would mutter a few inaudible words. Daniel and Moonglow looked at her from the far side of the room. Having seen her astonishing powers they were wary of getting too close.


‘She looks so small. Sort of pathetic,’ said Moonglow.


‘And yet only recently she was kung fu-ing opponents round the room.’


Daniel shuddered. He’d been stunned by the viciousness of Kalix’s fighting. The head-butt to her opponent’s face had been particularly brutal.


‘I really don’t want to meet any more werewolves.’


‘Lucky we’re moving tonight.’


‘Are we going to let her stay?’ asked Daniel.


‘Of course. We can’t throw her out,’ said Moonglow.


Moonglow was such a kind soul. It was one of the things Daniel liked about her. That and her pretty face, her long black hair and the really attractive nose stud. It was a much more discreet piece of facial jewellery than Kalix’s large nose ring. Though Daniel was keen to agree with Moonglow about most things, he couldn’t help being nervous about having a savage werewolf slumbering in his favourite chair.


‘It might be best to . . . you know . . . encourage her to leave.’


‘Certainly not.’ Moonglow was indignant. ‘Imagine you were a homeless young werewolf and other werewolves were trying to kill you. How would you like it?’


‘I guess it might drive me to diazepam.’


‘I still think that’s weird,’ said Moonglow. ‘If I ever met an  other-worldly creature, I wasn’t expecting it to be having treatment for depression.’


‘Where would she get the pills?’ wondered Daniel. ‘Do you think they have werewolf psychiatrists?’


Daniel mused about this for a while, then wondered why he was talking about werewolves as if they were an everyday occurrence. Kalix murmured in her sleep again, slightly louder this time.


‘Gawain . . . banished . . .’


With that she woke up, and looked at them suspiciously. Without speaking, she leapt from the chair and headed for the door.


‘You don’t have to go -’ said Moonglow, and stretched out a friendly arm. Kalix growled fiercely at her. Startled, Moonglow stepped back. Kalix departed.


‘Personal space issues,’ said Daniel. ‘It’s probably a werewolf thing.’


Moonglow gazed out the window at the rain, rather hoping that the werewolf might change her mind, and come back, but there was no sign of her. Eventually they got back to packing up their belongings.


Kalix spent the rest of the night in an alleyway, cold and wet. As the long minutes ticked past, she fell into a great pit of unhappiness. The depression with which she always struggled took hold of her. Kalix sipped some laudanum. Her supply was almost gone, and she didn’t have enough money to buy more.


The laudanum dulled the pain in her body but it wasn’t enough to take away her misery. She took another of her diazepam capsules. It still wasn’t enough. The depression led, as it often did, to a terrible feeling of anxiety which she hated. Once the anxiety really set in Kalix always feared that she would soon be insane. When it had her in its grip, she always felt it would never go away. Finally, unable to take any more, Kalix took out the small kitchen knife she carried in her bag. She stared at her forearm for a few seconds then made a cut just above her elbow. Blood flowed down her arm. Kalix immediately felt a little better. She didn’t really know why, but this always helped. Comforted, she managed to drift off to sleep.


She slept fitfully, with bad dreams. She had terrifying images of her family and distressing memories of Gawain.


‘I will always love you,’ said Gawain, in her dream.


Kalix woke in tears because she knew it wasn’t true. Gawain was far away; no one knew where. The Thane had banished him for his involvement with his daughter, an involvement that had started far too young for the Thane’s liking. Not that the Thane would have allowed them to be together in any case. Gawain was not of a suitable class to be allowed a relationship with the Thane’s daughter. He came from a respected werewolf family but even so he was not pure-blooded enough. Gawain had one wholly human grandparent. It made him an unsuitable partner for an aristocratic werewolf girl.


Gawain was strong, impervious to the elements, a skilled hunter and frightened of no one. Kalix had always felt safe with him. Yet hadn’t he agreed to leave her too easily? Had he protested enough when the Thane sent him away? Kalix stirred uncomfortably in her drugged, stuporous state. Could he not have come back and rescued her when she needed him?


Her mother Verasa told Kalix she should forget Gawain because he would forget her soon enough. Kalix couldn’t forget him. She loved him madly, and always would.


The wound on her arm bled for a long time. Kalix had noticed recently that her blood didn’t seem to clot as quickly as it used to. Some symptom of her poor health, she supposed. Kalix didn’t care. She wished she might just bleed to death where she lay.
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In the late evening the Mistress of the Werewolves and her youngest son walked through Verasa’s art gallery. Verasa had a very fine collection of pictures, accumulated over the past two hundred years. Markus noticed an empty space on the wall.


‘Where’s the Vermeer?’


‘I lent it to the National Gallery.’


Markus was surprised.


‘Just because I’m Mistress of the Werewolves doesn’t mean I have no sense of duty to the wider public. It’s the modern world, dear, we all have to make a contribution.’


Markus was distracted from the paintings by the family situation.


‘If I bring Kalix back to the castle there will be trouble. She’s so unstable. What if she breaks free and attacks the Thane again?’


The Mistress of the Werewolves came very close to smiling.


‘That would be very unfortunate . . .’


Verasa had let it be known, to those members of the clan from whom the severity of the Thane’s injuries could not be concealed, that Kalix had pushed her father down a flight of stairs, while under the influence of alcohol. The incident was supposed to have happened in daylight while they were both in human form. This was a terrible disgrace but the truth was worse. In reality Kalix had defeated the Thane at night when they were both in werewolf form. She’d have killed him if Sarapen and two of his servants had not come to his rescue. The full shocking circumstances could never be revealed to the clan. The Thane had to be respected, which he would not be if it were learned that his youngest daughter had defeated him in combat.


The Thane, though old, was an extremely powerful werewolf. Neither of his sons would have relished fighting him. Verasa was at a loss to explain Kalix’s abnormal strength. Of course, Kalix was the only one of her children to be born at the time of the full moon, when Verasa was herself in werewolf shape. This was unusual. Werewolf mothers almost always gave birth while in human form. As a consequence of Verasa being werewolf at the time, Kalix had actually been born in her own werewolf shape, which was again extremely rare. Born as a werewolf by a werewolf, under a full moon. Perhaps this had contributed to her strength, though Verasa thought it was more probably a product of her insanity. This, Verasa swore, did not come from her side of the family.


The Thane’s lack of emotion had alienated Verasa a long time ago. Sensing the same nature in her oldest boy Sarapen, Verasa had never warmed to him as she should. She had no  qualms about planning to have her younger son Markus declared Thane when it was time for the succession. Succession to the Thaneship was rarely an entirely straightforward affair. The history of the MacRinnalch Clan was full of messy incidents.


It would take time for the Mistress of the Werewolves to bring her plans to fruition. There were many votes on the Great Council that would have to be won over before Markus could become Thane. Verasa needed to be in control of as many elements as possible. A demented daughter running out of control in the streets of London could not be tolerated.


‘I’ll look for her tonight,’ said Markus. ‘Is it absolutely necessary that I bring her back alive?’


‘It would be better,’ replied Verasa.
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Thrix worked late into the night, preparing new outfits for the Fire Queen. Models paraded before them and the Fire Queen squealed with delight when she saw something she liked, which was often.


Thrix’s regular models were by now used to some of her more unconventional clients. They didn’t mind. Thrix paid them very well, and treated them civilly. Possibly more civilly than she treated most people. The Enchantress had a sharp tongue and a somewhat impatient nature. She rarely lost her temper with her own workforce, but there were people in the industry who did not particularly like Thrix MacRinnalch. She was too intelligent, too beautiful and too ambitious to be universally popular.


Thrix’s share of the family’s great wealth was not nearly as large as she would have liked. The family money was mostly under Verasa’s control and Verasa had never really supported her daughter’s ambitions in the fashion industry. For a long time Thrix had struggled to pay the bills. In the last two years, this had changed. The business was now beginning to pay dividends and with the extra income generated by her work for  Malveria, the Enchantress was no longer struggling. She owned a comfortable apartment in the centre of town and had recently made a down payment on a Mercedes.


Her wealth, beauty and approaching success should have been more than enough to land the Enchantress at least one good relationship, but for some reason Thrix never managed to find a boyfriend she liked.


‘Can’t you just kidnap someone?’ suggested the Fire Queen.


‘Not if I want to build a lasting relationship,’ explained Thrix. The Fire Queen didn’t really understand. There was much about the human realm she didn’t understand. As one of the great elemental queens of nature, Malveria had human devotees all around the world, but though the Queen appreciated their support, in reality she was almost as vague about the norms of human relationships as she was about plumbing.


‘Is it because you are a werewolf and are required to go out with another werewolf but find this difficult because you have always tried to distance yourself from your clan?’


‘That doesn’t help,’ acknowledged the Enchantress. ‘But I’d settle for a nice human who’d take me to dinner and not bore me by talking about himself all the time.’


Malveria nodded. This she could understand. Even in her realm, the male fire spirits did tend to be full of themselves. Her ladies-in-waiting were always complaining about it.


‘Perhaps the more pleasant humans are intimidated by your beauty,’ suggested the Fire Queen. ‘It is something I also suffer from, naturally. My own fabulous attractiveness has often made suitors tremble and shake but of course, I simply take whoever I please to be my consort. You know, I had a visitor last week, a most handsome young man, part elemental but with a little Elf in him, or possibly Fairy. He had a glorious smile and some interesting tales of several realms. Would you like to meet him?’


Thrix shook her head. Her experience of blind dates had never been good. The conversation ended when Malveria was distracted by the most beautiful pair of silver slippers and practically shot from her chair with delight, a tiny flicker of flame appearing at the end of each of her fingers. Thrix shot her a warning glance. It wouldn’t do to be upsetting the models by  bursting into flames, and besides, there was always the danger of damaging the clothes.


‘I want a hundred pairs,’ yelled Malveria.


‘I can give you four,’ said Thrix.


‘Four will be satisfactory,’ said the Fire Queen.
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Kalix was now dangerously weak. She almost never ate while in human form but she was prevented from starving herself to death because during the three nights around the full moon when she would change into werewolf form whether she wanted to or not, the werewolf would eat.


As a werewolf, Kalix was still in control of her actions. She did not lose her powers of rational thought. But there were differences. In werewolf form, life never looked quite the same. Her problems with eating would vanish and the wolf-Kalix would spend each night gorging herself on whatever meat was available. Sometimes dogs from alleys, sometimes the contents of butchers’ shops which she would enter by tearing the doors off. When she reverted back to her human form, the memory of eating made her feel nauseated. She would make herself vomit but it was too late to clear the food from her system. The three-night binge was always enough to give her the strength to keep on living. The werewolf inside her was too strong to let her die.


Now, close to the full moon, Kalix had not eaten properly for weeks. She was surviving on laudanum, tranquillisers and the occasional shot of alcohol, and her strength was almost gone.


Dawn filtered into the alley and Kalix woke with a start, still struggling with her dreams. Without warning a hand gripped her throat.


‘Hello, little sister.’


It was Markus. Beautifully attired as always in a long overcoat and a dark suit, his long curly chestnut hair tied back neatly with a black ribbon. He picked Kalix up with one hand and threw her across the alley. She crashed into the opposite  wall and slumped heavily to the ground. She attempted to rise but Markus was already standing over her. He looked down at the skinny girl with contempt.


‘Another bad day for the lonely werewolf girl,’ he said, mockingly.


Kalix struggled to regain her feet. Markus put his foot on her chest, crushing her to the ground.


‘Should I take you back?’ mused Markus, out loud, ‘What do you think, lonely werewolf girl?’


‘Don’t call me that,’ snarled Kalix.


Markus laughed.


‘Why not? Have you ever made a friend?’


He looked down, directly into her eyes. Kalix glared back at him with loathing but she felt shame at his mockery.


‘Is there a single werewolf or human who cares whether you’re alive or dead? Anyone to come to your rescue?’


Kalix still met his eyes, refusing to look away, but she had no answer for her brother.


‘The family wants you dead. The hunters want you dead. You probably want yourself dead. Why are you still alive, lonely werewolf girl?’


Markus leant on her more heavily and Kalix struggled to breath.


‘Even your ill-bred lover doesn’t care about you.’


At the mention of Gawain, Kalix erupted in fury and managed to heave herself free but as she scrambled to her feet Markus caught her with a blow and she slumped once more to the ground. Her brother looked at her with loathing.


‘Do you realise the trouble you’ve caused us all, you foul girl? I almost wish the Douglas-MacPhees had cut out your heart. I’d cut it out myself if mother didn’t want me to bring you back you alive.’


Kalix, on her knees, sneered at him.


‘And you always like to do what mother tells you, Markus.’


Markus, angered, kicked out at her savagely, and Kalix fell to the ground unconscious.







19


Daniel and Moonglow trundled slowly along the street in their rented van. Moonglow was navigating; Daniel was driving. They halted at a traffic light, where Moonglow struggled to read her map.


‘Did that really happen today?’ said Daniel, abruptly.


‘It did.’


‘It was a startling experience.’


‘Very startling.’


‘I thought we coped well,’ said Daniel. ‘I mean, how many people would have the presence of mind to offer a werewolf a pop-tart?’


Though meeting a werewolf had been an astonishing experience, they hadn’t discussed it as much as they might have, because, suffering from the stress of packing and moving in secret, they’d had a prolonged argument which left them barely talking to each other. Tense at the thought of being caught by their landlord, Daniel had yet again found himself criticising Moonglow’s huge collection of scented candles. At four in the morning it suddenly seemed unreasonable of her to own so many.


‘Who needs so much lavender scent?’ he complained.


‘I do,’ declared Moonglow, who was in no mood to take criticism over a few candles. ‘The main reason for this experience being hell on earth is your music collection.’


Daniel had an enormous collection of CDs plus a healthy amount of old records and tapes. He’d started collecting when he was nine and never lost the habit.


‘At least they’re useful,’ said Daniel.


‘Three different copies of one Slayer album is not useful,’ declared Moonglow.


‘They have slightly different covers,’ countered Daniel, defensively.


Daniel dumped the box of candles in the back of the van.


‘You just have so many because Jay likes them,’ he said, accusingly.


‘Will you get off my back about Jay?’


Moonglow’s mood was worsened by her memory of Kalix.


She supposed she would never see the young werewolf again and would never know what became of her. Moonglow was troubled by the thought of her running through the streets, pursued by who knew what.


By the time they finished packing they were barely talking to each other and Moonglow was wondering if maybe she should have found a place of her own to live. But she liked sharing with Daniel. He was a good flatmate. Funny, interesting and reasonably considerate in household matters, which is to say he didn’t mind that Moonglow was extremely untidy. So was he. Both of them were quite prepared to let the dirty dishes pile up to alarming levels. It didn’t bother them at all. As flatmates, they were well suited. It was just unfortunate that Daniel was jealous of her boyfriend.


As far as Moonglow could gather, Daniel had never actually had a girlfriend. That was a strange thought. Moonglow, who’d grown up in Winchester, had been surrounded by boys since she was fourteen, when she’d first dyed her hair black and gone to the local Goth club. Her mother had paid for her hair dye. And she’d let Moonglow have her ears pierced on her tenth birthday, feeling that it was always good to let her daughter express herself.


‘Which turning?’ asked Daniel.


‘Wait a minute,’ said Moonglow, who was still studying the map.


‘I can’t wait a minute, the traffic light’s turned green. I knew you couldn’t read a street map.’


‘I could read it if you’d let me concentrate,’ retorted Moonglow.


‘Look -’ said Daniel.


‘Be quiet!’ said Moonglow, loudly. ‘I’ve almost got it.’


‘There’s a -’


‘Will you shut up!’


‘In the street!’ screamed Daniel. ‘The werewolf girl!’


Moonglow finally noticed that Daniel was pointing in front of them. There, at the mouth of an alleyway, a man was dragging the young werewolf girl along the ground.


‘We have to help!’ yelled Moonglow, and opened her door. Hearing this, the man looked over and as he did so Kalix,  regaining consciousness, broke free of his grasp and started to run. The man ran after her but Kalix, now having a little room to manoeuvre, planted one foot firmly on the ground and raised her leg to deliver a fierce kick into her assailant’s midriff. He fell to the ground.


‘Over here!’ screamed Moonglow.


Kalix ran towards them. Behind her Markus was already rising to pursue her. Kalix made it to the van and leapt on to Moonglow’s lap. Moonglow slammed the door shut and screamed for Daniel to drive. Daniel was already putting the van in gear but by the time he’d got them underway their pursuer was alongside. He struck out at the window and Moonglow gasped as the glass broke, showering her with fragments. Daniel put his foot down and they sped away, no longer worrying about which direction they were going.


Kalix squirmed off Moonglow’s lap. In the front of the van there was plenty of room for her slender frame. They drove quickly in silence through the empty morning streets.


‘So,’ said Daniel, finally. ‘Another of your brother’s employees trying to kill you?’


‘Different brother,’ replied Kalix.


Daniel and Moonglow mused on this for a while.


‘You have a really bad family,’ said Daniel, eventually.
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By the time they reached their new flat Kalix had fallen asleep.


‘For a person who’s always being pursued by murderous relatives this girl spends a lot of time sleeping,’ said Daniel, as they carried her inside.


‘Perhaps it’s the stress,’ suggested Moonglow. ‘Remember how much we slept during the exams?’


They laid Kalix on the couch then went back to the van to start unloading their belongings.


‘Do you think maybe we should wake her up?’ said Daniel, after they’d made a few trips. ‘She could help us unload the van with her mighty werewolf strength.’


Moonglow looked at Kalix, thin, ragged and filthy, asleep on their couch. Blood had congealed around her nose and mouth.


‘Don’t be heartless,’ she said. ‘She needs to rest.’


‘So do I,’ muttered Daniel, and went back for another box. He was convinced that he was doing all the work, though really he had done no more than Moonglow.


When Kalix woke up Moonglow helped her to wash the blood from her wounds. The werewolf, surprisingly, did not object.


‘Maybe you should take a bath,’ suggested Moonglow. She tried not to sound insistent though she couldn’t help noticing that Kalix smelled really badly. It was a long time since she’d washed properly.


Kalix felt that she should be moving on. She wasn’t safe here. But she wasn’t safe anywhere. She gazed longingly at the bath, white and clean, then nodded. While Moonglow ran the water Kalix slipped out of her rags and for the first time since Moonglow had met her, something resembling a smile appeared on her face. Moonglow went to hunt through her boxes for her shampoo and bath oils. Downstairs Daniel was finally bringing in the last of their possessions. He was very red in the face. As a first-year English student he wasn’t used to a lot of exercise. Two days a week his lectures started at nine in the morning and he always felt that this deprived him of a lot of sleep.


‘She’s taking a bath,’ said Moonglow. ‘I’m going to help her wash her hair.’


‘Do you want me to help?’


‘You? Don’t you think there might be a problem there? Young naked girl in the bath?’


‘She’s a werewolf,’ said Daniel. ‘She might look at these things differently.’


Moonglow told Daniel to stay out the bathroom.


‘You called her a wild beauty. That disqualifies you from seeing her naked. It’s no longer innocent. Make us some tea instead.’


Daniel did as Moonglow requested. Moonglow meanwhile returned to the bathroom to find Kalix lying contentedly in a bath full of hot water. When Daniel arrived upstairs with tea, Moonglow had started on the exceedingly difficult task of washing Kalix’s hair.


‘I think you have a world record for tangles,’ said Moonglow. ‘When did you last wash it?’


Kalix couldn’t remember. She screwed up her eyes and protested as some shampoo trickled down her forehead. Moonglow had the sudden feeling that she was bathing a child.


‘How old are you?’


‘Seventeen,’ said Kalix.


‘How long have you been a werewolf?’


Kalix looked insulted.


‘What do you mean?’


‘When were you turned into a werewolf?’


Kalix emitted a small snarl, enough to make Moonglow draw back.


‘Did I say something wrong?’


‘I was not turned into a werewolf. I was born a werewolf, fourth child of the Thane, a pure-blooded wolf of the Royal Family of Clan MacRinnalch.’


‘Sorry,’ said Moonglow. ‘I thought you had to be bitten.’


‘A werewolf can be created that way,’ conceded Kalix. ‘But it’s an insult to a pure-blooded wolf to accuse them of being bitten.’


Naked, Kalix’s ribs were clearly visible. She was painfully thin. It made Moonglow worry that if she washed her too hard she might break. Moonglow ran water over Kalix’s hair. It was so thick and tangled that working her fingers through it was next to impossible.


‘I think we’ll have to cut some of these tangles out,’ she said.


Kalix snarled again, even more alarmingly.


‘Another insult?’ said Moonglow, nervously.


‘My hair has never been cut,’ said Kalix, rather haughtily. ‘And no human will approach it with scissors.’


‘Sorry.’


‘Everything going all right in there?’ called Daniel, who was sitting outside the door, drinking tea.


‘Fine,’ called Moonglow. ‘Put some music on.’


She rinsed the shampoo out of Kalix’s hair.


‘Do you want me to condition it? It might make it easier to brush afterwards.’


Kalix snarled again.


‘What’s wrong now?’ wailed Moonglow.


‘You are not brushing my hair,’ said Kalix, aggressively.


‘I didn’t mean I was going to brush it,’ protested Moonglow. ‘You can do it yourself.’


She started to feel aggrieved.


‘And could you stop snarling at me? I’m only trying to help.’


Kalix looked surprised, but she didn’t apologise.


‘I don’t see what’s so bad about having your hair brushed anyway,’ said Moonglow, still a little annoyed. ‘Is it another pure-bred werewolf thing?’


‘No,’ said Kalix. ‘I just don’t like it.’


‘My mother used to brush my hair when I was little,’ said Moonglow. ‘Didn’t yours?’


‘No.’


When the difficult process of washing Kalix’s hair was completed Moonglow gently bathed her nose ring, checking that the accumulated dirt had not caused an infection. It seemed healthy enough and when she complimented Kalix on it the werewolf seemed pleased.


Some time later Kalix appeared downstairs wearing one of Moonglow’s dressing gowns, looking clean and fresh. Without her layering of dirt she was extremely pale. It made her huge dark eyes even more prominent and now that the lines of her cheekbones could be seen clearly, Moonglow agreed with Daniel’s description of Kalix. She was an extraordinary beauty. Her mouth was unusually wide and her hair, now clean and untangled, was astonishingly long. As she dried and brushed it, it increased in volume so that it swirled round her body, a huge dark mane that made Moonglow rather envious even though her own long black hair was widely admired.


‘Do you have anything to drink?’ asked Kalix, suddenly.


‘We have some beer,’ said Daniel, who’d packed a few cans to help him recover from the stress of moving home.


‘Do you want anything to eat?’ asked Moonglow.


Kalix shook her head. She only wanted beer.


‘You should eat,’ said Moonglow, but Kalix didn’t respond.


There was a gas fire on the wall which was giving off a lot of heat and Kalix sat next to it, drinking beer and taking in the warmth.


‘Do you want to stay with us?’ asked Moonglow, unexpectedly.


Kalix looked round, surprised.


‘What?’


‘You could live with us.’


Kalix shook her head.


‘I can’t. It’s stupid of you to ask me.’
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The doorbell rang. Kalix tensed, ready to fight or to flee.


‘Relax. We phoned for a pizza.’


Daniel paid for the pizza and brought it upstairs. They looked at the box for a few moments.


‘It’s a big moment,’ announced Moonglow.


‘Our first pizza delivery in our new flat.’


Daniel and Moonglow were very dependent on take-away pizza. They had healthy teenage appetites but no desire to cook, ever. Daniel opened the box, tore a slice off with his fingers and shoved it in his mouth.


‘It’s good,’ he said, with his mouth full.


‘It’s a good omen,’ said Moonglow. Having their first pizza for breakfast made their new place feel like home. They were pleased to have moved. This shabby flat, above a small shop, was no better than their last one really, but at least they were out of debt.


‘Why can’t you stay?’ asked Moonglow.


Kalix said that it was too dangerous, but wouldn’t elaborate.


‘Why are your relatives trying to kill you?’ ventured Daniel.


‘That’s the private business of the MacRinnalchs,’ said Kalix.


‘But can’t we give you sanctuary?’


Kalix shook her head.


‘They can find me anywhere.’


‘How have you stayed alive this long?’


‘I used to have a charm, a pendant. My sister gave it to me. It hid me. But I lost it. Now I can’t hide. Especially when I’m a werewolf.’


‘If you don’t mind me asking,’ said Moonglow. ‘How could you be a werewolf tonight? It’s not the full moon.’


Kalix looked at Moonglow slightly contemptuously.


‘A pure-blooded MacRinnalch werewolf can be a werewolf under any moon.’


‘Oh. Are there some that can’t?’


Apparently there were. According to Kalix, many of the Scottish werewolves did need the full moon to transform. Those not so pure-blooded as Kalix could change on the night before the full moon, the night of the full moon, and the night after.


‘These are the wolf nights. But I don’t need a wolf night. I can do it any night.’


‘Can all werewolves do kung fu?’ asked Daniel.


‘What?’


‘The way you kicked these guys. How come you can fight like that? Does it just come naturally to werewolves?’


‘No. Someone taught me.’


‘Who?’


But this seemed to be another bad question and Kalix looked displeased. She refused to say any more about anything. Under questioning she became first sulky and then hostile, till Daniel and Moonglow had to leave her be. When it was time for her to dress Kalix accepted a pair of black jeans from Moonglow, and a belt to keep them up. She took a sweater that was also too big for her but she refused to replace her ragged coat. Moonglow looked at the shabby garment.


‘It used to be nice,’ said Kalix.


‘I can see that. It’s a shame it’s got so ragged.’


Moonglow looked inside at the label.


‘Thrix Fashions?’


Kalix snatched the coat from Moonglow.


‘Give me.’


Kalix had been mellowed by the hot bath and the temporary refuge but now her mood was worsening and she was agitated at having two strangers fingering her belongings and asking her questions. It had been a mistake to stay here for so long. She picked up her bag and put on her coat.


‘Are you leaving?’


‘Yes.’


Kalix strode out of their flat in silence. Daniel and Moonglow watched her go.


‘Not even a goodbye?’ said Daniel.


‘Or a thank you?’


‘She’s not what you’d call polite.’


‘Very pretty though,’ said Moonglow, slightly teasingly. She knew it embarrassed Daniel even to admit he found any girl attractive.


It was time for them to go to lectures. Both of them were due to attend a class on Shakespeare’s Timon of Athens.


‘Which is a good play,’ said Moonglow. ‘Or so I hear.’


‘Probably one of his best,’ agreed Daniel. ‘Are you going to the lecture?’


‘No. I’m too tired. We’ve been moving all night.’


‘My thoughts exactly,’ said Daniel.


They unpacked their duvets and headed towards their new bedrooms where they threw them on their beds, and crawled underneath to sleep away the day. Daniel and Moonglow had known each other for almost a year. They’d met while both lost on their first day at university. Daniel had been immediately attracted to Moonglow but had been too shy to do anything about it. So they became friends, and then flatmates. That was good, but Daniel couldn’t help regretting that Moonglow only regarded him as a friend.
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After his failure to apprehend Kalix, Markus had to explain his lack of success to his mother. Verasa would rarely criticise Markus but she was adept in letting him know when she was disappointed.


‘I would have brought her had it not been for the interference of the two young humans.’


It was very strange that two teenagers had rescued Kalix. She had no friends, as far as anyone knew. After letting Markus know that she was displeased, Verasa consoled him.


‘Don’t look so disappointed about Kalix, dear. I’m sure  you’ll find her again. Will you come with me to see Thrix tomorrow?’


‘You know I don’t get on well with Thrix,’ protested Markus.


Verasa sighed. Sometimes it was a trial, the way that none of her children liked each other.


‘I cannot be in London without paying a visit to my eldest daughter.’


Markus couldn’t understand why his mother still took the trouble.


‘She does everything she can to distance herself from the clan. If she doesn’t want to know us then why not just let her be?’


‘Someone has to hold this family together, Markus. Your father won’t do it, so it’s up to me. Would you have me suffer the indignity of admitting to my sister Lucia that I couldn’t see my own daughter?’


‘I suppose not. But Thrix had better not try any of her enchantments while I’m there. Is she still friends with that fire elemental?’


Verasa looked pained. There was considerable ill-will among the MacRinnalch werewolves towards the Hiyasta. It was to be expected that a daughter who was so adept at sorcery might make the acquaintance of various strange creatures but there was no reason to befriend them. Verasa regretted that her daughter had proved to be so talented at sorcery. It was a rare attribute for a werewolf, and hardly a fitting one for a daughter of the Thane.


‘I spoke to your father today.’


‘How is the Thane?’


‘Weak. But recovering.’


Markus believed his mother was deluding herself. Since Kalix’s savage attack the Thane had never been the same. Markus did not think that he would ever recover. Age and injury were catching up with him. Each full moon he gained some revitalising power but afterwards he was weaker. He couldn’t go on for all that much longer. Markus had little love for his father. The Thane had always been far closer to Sarapen, and Markus had always felt excluded. Markus was jealous, and it added to the hatred he felt for his older brother. Sarapen had  always attempted to dominate him. Soon, with the help of Verasa, Markus might be Thane, chief of the MacRinnalchs, lord of MacRinnalch Castle. That would be suitable revenge on Sarapen.


Though he liked the castle in Scotland, and his rather grand town house in Charlotte Square in Edinburgh, Markus was a frequent visitor to London. His girlfriend Talixia lived here, and he was very fond of her. Recently he’d realised that he might be in love with her, which was a surprise. He was certainly close enough to her to discuss matters which his mother would rather had remained within the confines of the castle. The approaching row over the succession, for instance


Talixia wondered if he really wanted the Thaneship. It seemed like a position which would interfere with the things he enjoyed in life. Markus liked painting, and he had some talent for it, talent which might blossom if he applied himself.


‘If you become Thane,’ said Talixia, ‘will you have time to paint? Time to go to the opera?’


Markus wasn’t sure. Perhaps he could be the first artistic Thane? It was an amusing thought. Markus had a sense of humour, something which distinguished him from Sarapen, who was so grim it seemed like he might pass his entire life without laughing.


Markus was not without his cruel side. He had learned to hunt deer and stags on the family estates, and early in his life had become used to the feel of tearing flesh between his jaws. He had a capacity for violence, and it was this which had led to the bad feeling between him and Kalix. When Kalix was around eight years old she’d stolen a watch from his chambers. It was hard to explain why Kalix stole things from around the castle. She just did. Markus tracked her down in the woods and recovered his watch. That might have been the end of it had Kalix not spitefully called Markus a mummy’s boy, this being the best insult the young Kalix could think of. Unfortunately it seemed to strike a very bad chord with Markus and he lashed out at her. Despite being far smaller than her brother, Kalix promptly bit him. Markus responded quite savagely. The sorry affair ended with an unrepentant Kalix being left battered and bleeding in the woods, howling for revenge.


After this Kalix had always loathed Markus and as she grew stronger she sought opportunities to pick fights with him. Eventually the Thane, frustrated by Kalix’s insane assaults on Markus, had completely lost his temper and brutally chastised her, which only made Kalix hate him and Markus even more.
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Daniel and Moonglow both studied English at King’s College. Daniel minored in social studies while Moonglow took Sumerian history. The main part of the university was in the Strand, in the centre of London. After taking a day off to recover from moving, Moonglow went in early the next day though Daniel, still fatigued, felt he needed another morning in bed. He did make it in around lunch time and waited in the student bar to meet her. When Moonglow arrived she was excited. She brandished her laptop computer.


‘Look at this.’


‘It’s your MacBook,’ said Daniel. ‘I’ve seen it before.’


Moonglow’s MacBook was a present from her parents. Moonglow’s parents were quite wealthy, and she had more money than Daniel. She connected to the internet and directed Daniel’s attention away from his pint and towards the screen.


‘I mean, look at this website. Thrix Fashions. A small fashion house, on the rise or so it says.’


‘So?’


‘Don’t you see?’


‘That’s a lot of money for a pair of shoes,’ said Daniel.


‘It’s -’


‘I mean, £500? For shoes? Are they serious?’


‘Yes, it is on the pricey side,’ admitted Moonglow. ‘Though they are very nice shoes. But you’re missing the point. Remember the label on Kalix’s coat? It said Thrix Fashions. Well, take a look at Thrix.’


Moonglow brought up a picture of the owner of the fashion house. Daniel was impressed.


‘What a babe.’


‘Are you wilfully missing the point?’ demanded Moonglow. ‘This woman is obviously related to Kalix.’


‘How do you know?’


‘Just look at her.’


Daniel looked. He could see what Moonglow meant. Despite the fashion designer’s spectacular blonde hair she did indeed look rather like Kalix. The same large eyes, the same fine cheekbones, the same wide mouth. Not quite so wide as Kalix’s perhaps, but there was certainly a resemblance.


‘Isn’t it great?’ said Moonglow.


Daniel wasn’t really sure why Moonglow was so pleased.


‘So the owner of Thrix Fashions is possibly a werewolf relation. So what?’


‘We can go and visit her and tell her Kalix is in trouble and she might help. Didn’t Kalix say she got her protection charm from her sister? This might be that sister. She can give her a new charm. Then Kalix will be able to hide again.’


Throughout this Daniel had been becoming agitated.


‘Slow down, Moonglow. Is this really a good idea? Meeting these werewolves hasn’t been that much fun. As far as I can see they’re all violent lunatics. I don’t want to go waltzing into this woman’s office and announce that we know she’s a werewolf and we’re looking for one of her relatives. How’s she going to take that? Badly, I imagine.’


‘We have to help Kalix.’


‘No, we don’t.’


‘We can’t abandon her.’


Daniel pointed out to Moonglow that Kalix had showed no desire to be helped by them. Quite the opposite. She’d walked out without a word of thanks. Moonglow became agitated.


‘How can you just desert her like this?’


‘I’m not deserting her.’


‘You are.’


‘Moonglow. Does it mean anything to you that I don’t want to be chopped up with a machete or eaten by a werewolf? Does this have any bearing on things at all?’


‘Of course. I don’t want you to be chopped up or eaten. I’d miss you terribly.’


‘Really? You’d miss me terribly?’


‘Of course.’


Daniel was pleased to hear Moonglow say he’d miss him. Not wanting to spoil her good opinion of him, he found himself agreeing to the plan, against his better judgement. Just then one of Moonglow’s friends, a girl called Alicia, appeared at their side.


‘What you looking at?’ she asked, seeing the MacBook.


‘Shoes,’ answered Daniel. ‘Isn’t it ridiculous having shoes that cost £500?’


‘No,’ said Alicia. ‘Not for shoes as beautiful as that. I’d buy them if I had the money.’ She looked at Daniel as if he was a man who didn’t understand the important things in life. Daniel was crushed. Yet again he had failed to impress one of Moonglow’s friends. It was unfair. Who ever knew the right thing to say to them? Later in the day, when Moonglow’s boyfriend Jay arrived and, openly and in public, kissed her on the lips, Daniel found himself thinking that being ripped to shreds by savage werewolves might not be all that bad.
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Thrix Fashions had its headquarters in Wardour Street, in Soho, in the heart of London. Though the door at street level was discreet, Thrix Fashions occupied all of the third and fourth floors, where Daniel and Moonglow now sat in a reception room. Daniel had been secretly hoping that he might find himself surrounded by young models but he was disappointed. Here in Thrix’s suite of offices there were no models, though the people who did walk by - designers perhaps - were attractive enough to make Daniel feel shabby and out of place, in his baggy student doom-metal-fan clothes. Moonglow, in her customary gothic garb of long black skirt and black top, looked even more out of place.


Thrix’s assistant Ann arrived and spoke to them brusquely.


‘This way.’


Daniel and Moonglow trooped after her. She ushered them into an office so coolly and expensively furnished, in which sat  a woman so elegant, that Daniel immediately felt intimidated. Faced with this female he knew he would be unable to say a single sensible word and wished he was back in the student bar.


Thrix eyed them coldly.


‘Well?’ she said, finally.


Moonglow and Daniel stood there in silence. Now that they were actually here, it didn’t seem all that easy to raise the subject of werewolves. Thrix looked impatient.


‘You told my assistant you needed to speak to me about an important family matter. What is it?’


Moonglow had planned to work up to things gradually but the unfamiliar surroundings unsettled her. Instead of a calm discussion leading up to a possible question about the whereabouts of Kalix, Moonglow was horrified to find herself blurting out that the young werewolf girl needed help before her family killed her.


Thrix narrowed her eyes a fraction of an inch.


‘Pardon?’


‘Kalix. Your young sister. Her brother is trying to kill her and cut out her heart. You have to give her another pendant.’


‘I have no idea what you’re talking about.’


‘Yes, you do,’ responded Moonglow. ‘I can tell.’



She can, unfortunately, thought the Enchantress. The girl has some powers of intuition. Thrix regarded them for a half minute longer, then leaned forward a few inches. She spoke coolly, showing no more emotion than she would while ordering a glass of wine.


‘If you become involved with my family, you’ll die,’ she said, and sat back in her chair.


‘Eh . . .’ said Daniel, and looked back at the door.


‘But I will give you this opportunity to leave, and forget all about it,’ continued Thrix, calmly.


‘OK,’ said Daniel, clapping his hands together. ‘That’s good enough for me. We gave it our best shot.’


He grabbed Moonglow’s arm and started to retreat swiftly. Moonglow shook him off.


‘We want to help,’ she insisted.


‘I’m quite serious about your deaths,’ said Thrix, this time with just the slightest shade of emotion. Moonglow felt quite  certain that inside this woman there was a werewolf of some power but she would not be put off.


‘I gave her a bath. She was filthy and skinny and she hadn’t eaten for weeks and she had cuts and blood and ragged clothes and tranquillisers and murderous brothers trying to cut her heart out. She was a total mess and what sort of person are you that threatens to kill people who’re trying to help your sister?’


Daniel looked at Moonglow in amazement. Thrix was obviously angered. She spoke into the intercom.


‘Hold my calls.’
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The MacRinnalchs had two conflicting myths about their origins. One story said that the werewolf clan had been started by Gavur Rinnal at the time of the Roman occupation of Britain, two thousand years ago. According to this story, Gavur, after being badly wounded in battle with the Romans during their northernmost expedition into Scotland at Cree, had ridden back to the hills and hidden in a cave, while the victorious Roman army combed the area. While hiding in the cave he had been visited by a Pictish medicine woman. She told him that she could save his life, though his life would never be the same again.


Gavur accepted her offer. His tribe had been all but wiped out at the battle of Cree and he yearned to take revenge. The Pictish healer put herbs on his wounds, and chanted a spell over him. Gavur Rinnal fell asleep. When he woke, he felt refreshed. At that moment two Roman soldiers entered the cave. Gavur flew at them and to his amazement he found himself rending their throats with his jaws. He had been transformed into a wolf. Gavur killed many of his enemies in the hills, and ever afterwards he retained the power of transforming into a wolflike creature at will. From Gavur Rinnal and his wife, the whole MacRinnalch Clan was descended.


But another story said that the MacRinnalchs had come originally from Sumeria, from the same plains that saw the rise of  the first cities ever built by men. They had emerged from the mists of prehistory among the people of Ur, formed by some strange mingling of beasts and men, when supernatural powers still walked the earth. From Ur the werewolves had spread through Mesopotamia, travelling west and north. Many had settled in Turkey and Southern France, but a few had travelled on, eventually crossing the English Channel and migrating northwards towards the isolated mountains and forests of Scotland. While werewolves had died out in many of the areas they used to inhabit, the MacRinnalch Clan had remained strong in the north.


No one knew which, if either, of these stories was true. However, it was certainly true that the MacRinnalchs could trace their historical ancestors as far back as the Great Grey Wolf himself, Avreg MacRinnalch, who fought against the Viking invaders in the latter part of the ninth century. Avreg was buried in Colburn Wood, and his broadsword was preserved in the museum at Castle MacRinnalch.
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Thrix studied the young couple in front of her. She’d encountered humans before who seemed fascinated by her kind. Were these two like the others, looking to add some excitement to their lives by mingling with werewolves? Worse, might they be the type who actually wished to be transformed? Thrix hoped not. Such people usually had strange ideas about werewolves; romantic notions about prowling through forests and suchlike. Thrix had no interest in prowling through forests. Nor did she feel particularly in tune with nature. In London, nature rarely entered her life and that was fine with the cosmopolitan fashion designer.


Thrix had once killed a man who had threatened to expose her as a werewolf. It wasn’t a memory she was proud of, if only because it reminded her of her carelessness in letting him find out her secret in the first place. Since then she had been very careful. As far as Thrix knew, the only human who knew she  was a werewolf was her personal assistant Ann. Now these two were here, having been alerted to her existence by her aggravating sister Kalix. Ever since Kalix arrived in London Thrix had feared that this would happen. Really, that was why she had provided Kalix with the pendant. More to stop her from causing bother than to protect her. The Enchantress was putting all her efforts into building a fashion empire and did not want to be distracted by the werewolf madness that always surrounded her young sister.
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