
Chapter 6

“So how do we do this?” I asked once we were back outside.

Steph shrugged.  “Let’s start walking I guess.”

Ann sighed and I felt like echoing it.

“We aren’t going to find anything,” I said.  “We aren’t superheroes you know.  Stuff like that 

only happens in TV shows or movies.”

Steph arched her eyebrow at me.  “Obviously not.”

I did sigh this time, though she had a point.  People didn’t get turned into vampires at high 

school slumber parties either.

“How long are we going to do this?” Ann asked, the displeasure in her voice very obvious.

Steph looked surprised, as if she hadn’t considered the question.  “Do you mean tonight or in 

general?”

Ann shook her head.  “Never mind.  Lead on.”

I looked back and forth between the two, surprised at the sharp tang of anger I could sense from 

Steph and the sour annoyance coloring Ann's scent.  Their feelings set me on edge and I couldn’t help 

but glance around the dark night looking for danger.

There was nothing.  I couldn’t even sense the presence of the meager wildlife we had in the 

area.  That actually worried me more than my friends’ anger.  There should be something.  I looked 

around, tuning out everything in my immediate vicinity.  The shadows lightened, fading away 

completely in the open areas, becoming insignificant in the woods.  The slight rustle of a few lingering 

leaves whispered in my ears, the trees creaked and sighed, loud against the still night.  I turned my 

head, peering into the night, certain now that there was something scaring away the wildlife but unable 

to find what it was.  I shivered and narrowed my focus back to my normal perception.

“What?” I asked after I saw the shocked expressions on Steph and Ann's faces.  The sweet scent 

of fear colored the night.  



“You’re eyes went completely black.  It was freaky,” Steph finally said taking a deep breath and 

calming herself.

Ann just nodded, eyes wide.  Her heart continued to race.

“Huh.”  Mental note, don’t do that around people.  “Sorry.”  I looked down, shoving my hands 

into my pockets and clenching my jaw.

“It’s ok Meg,” Steph said after a moment.  “It’s just going to take some getting used to.”

Ann nodded but avoided my gaze.  That stung a little but there wasn’t anything I could do about 

it now.

“Fine.  Let’s go then.”  Some of the tension I was feeling must have come across in my voice 

because Ann flinched.

I sighed, shook my head and started walking away from Steph’s house.

After a few moments Steph jogged to catch up.  I stopped and waited for her, glancing back at 

Ann.  Ann tasted nervous to me, setting me more on edge.  I wasn’t especially hungry, but the scent of 

fear that trickled off of her was intoxicating.  

I wrenched my gaze away from her before I could make her more nervous, which would in turn 

attract my attention more, which would make her worse, which… yeah, vicious cycle.  I studied the 

ground until Ann finally joined us.  Thinking of my friends as food made me distinctly uncomfortable. 

“Are you alright?” Steph finally asked.

I shrugged.  “I don’t know, but we should go.”  I felt watched, and it wasn’t helping my 

discomfort.

We all traded looks again before we turned and walked out into the dark, cool night.  I was 

almost sad, afraid our friendship wouldn’t survive the changes.  We’d been friends for so long that I 

couldn’t imagine not having them around but there were things we'd never do together again.  We'd 

never go swimming on those rare sunny days or drive with the top down on the jeep just for fun.  Those 

extremely cheerful thoughts kept me occupied for a while as we walked.



“Where are we going?” Ann asked after another lengthy, though somewhat more comfortable, 

silence.

“Towards the college.  It’s the only place where anything happens in this town,” Steph said.

Steph had a point.  It was why I went hunting there.  Not like I was going to share that bit of 

information.  

I was surprised at how long it took us to leave the wooded residential areas of our little town 

and hit the outskirts of the bigger college town, used to doing it at my new speed.  There were several 

bars, a few coffee and bookshops, and all of the bigger chain stores we might want to visit.

The area was still heavily wooded, though more of it was cleared to make room for parking lots 

and buildings.  We walked along the main road that connected our sleepy village to this slightly less 

sleepy town, as there really wasn’t any other way, except trails through the woods.  And even Steph 

wasn’t stupid enough to look for trouble there.

We were getting closer and the loud country music from the bar was starting to cover the sounds 

of the night insects that had reappeared sometime along our journey.  I could smell the stale beer and 

smoke, hear the laughter, shouting and otherwise loud babble from the patrons and I started to get 

excited.  Already I was associating the bars with food, and that disturbed me enough to quell my 

hunger.

Several angry shouts and the sound of something breaking caught my attention as we neared 

The Long Branch, the one I preferred.  I fought the urge to run forward and investigate, knowing I had 

my friends with me, and while I could stay out of trouble, they might not be able to.  From the way 

Steph and Ann were calmly walking, scanning the surroundings, they hadn’t even heard it.

I stopped at the edge of the parking lot, hiding in the shadows of the trees.  Steph and Ann 

stopped as well, looking at me, confused.

“Let’s wait a minute.  Something’s wrong.”

“Damn it, give me the keys,” an angry female voice snarled, though I could hear the edge of 



tears in her voice.

“Listen bitch, what do you care? You said it was over, get the fuck out of my way,” an equally 

angry male voice slurred.

“I don’t give a damn what you do to yourself, asshole, but you could hurt someone else.”

“I’m fine.”

Something crashed, and several shocked voices cried out.  The woman started crying and a very 

angry man stormed out of the bar.

I could hear someone talking more quietly about calling the cops and the sobbing female saying 

not to.

I watched the guy stagger to his car, a beat up old station wagon, and start the engine.

“What’s going on?” Steph whispered.

I winced, her voice loud to my enhanced hearing.  “A fight.  She didn’t want him to drive, he is 

anyway.”

The station wagon backed out of its parking spot, narrowly missing the cars on either side and 

bumping against the fenced smoking area.  I could hear the gears shudder as the car was thrown into 

drive.  Gravel crunched under the tires as the car slowly turned towards the exit, and us, then gravel 

flew as the angry drunk slammed on the gas.  The wheels fought for purchase before the car jumped 

forward, still fishtailing. 

I watched as everything slowed down until I felt like I had all the time in the world to grab Ann 

and Steph’s arms and pull them out of its path.  

I stopped by the fence, and watched calmly, unable to feel any emotion, as it plowed, still in 

slow motion, into the tree we’d been hiding by.  

“Meg!” someone shouted and I staggered as everything sped up to normal speed, shouting, 

screaming, the horn blaring and steam hissing from the cracked engine assaulted my ears.

Someone yelled to call for the cops, others for the ambulance.  I stood and watched, finally 



shocked by it all.

“Meg!” someone shook my shoulder.

I jumped and spun around, crouching, expecting attack.

Steph backed away, arms out.  “Sorry,” she whispered, eyes wide.  

Ann took a step away as well, eyes equally huge.

I took a deep breath, struggling to tune out the chaos around us.  

“Are you ok?” I finally managed to ask.

They both nodded, glancing over at the car and back to me.  Steph looked over my shoulder, 

tilting her head slightly.

“Bridget!  How in the hell did you do that?”

I felt my eyes widen as Gary’s somewhat familiar scent and feel penetrated my shock.

“Shit,” I whispered and debated running. 

“Bridget?” Steph said.

I could have killed her then, in that brief instant before I got control of myself.  I felt my focus 

narrowing like it did when I felt threatened and I jerked myself away from all of them, not wanting to 

lose control and attack my friend, not wanting to face Gary and his questions, and above all, not 

wanting to face the fear that had Ann almost trembling every time she glanced my direction.

“Meg!” Steph called, coming after me. 

I wanted to run, but I couldn’t leave them.  I was the reason they were out here, and I had to 

make sure they stayed safe.  Even sleepy-town-USA had its dangers.  

I stopped at the edge of the woods, away from the chaos of the crash, and away from potential 

questions from the authorities.  I leaned against a tree, watching Steph follow me.  Ann and Gary 

hesitated a few moments longer, but they weren’t far behind.

“Meg,” Steph said cautiously, standing away from me but not so far that she'd have to talk 

loudly to be heard.



I appreciated the distance and I had managed to calm myself by the time Ann and Gary caught 

up.

Gary, amazingly enough, kept quiet.  I actually liked him a little for it despite the now very 

awkward circumstances I was in.

“So, Meg, want to introduce me to your friends?” he finally said after the silence stretched for 

several minutes.

He didn’t even emphasize my name, just said it as if he’d always known it.  I was starting to 

like him even more.

“Gary, Steph and Ann,” I gestured to everyone, trying not to sound grudging as I did so.  He 

could be making this much more awkward.

I heard sirens wail in the distance.  “Guys, unless you want to stay and talk to the cops, we 

should probably get out of here.”

“Great.  There’s this coffee shop within walking distance that will be open a bit longer.  Let’s go 

chat,” Gary suggested.

I glared at Gary, but Steph and Ann were still shaken and agreed at once.  I shrugged, sighing, 

and we hurried into the woods before someone could see us.

* * *

“There have been some strange things happening recently, so we thought we should look into 

it.”  Steph had perfected her ‘we’ve watched too much Buffy’ speech.  

It sounded lame hearing it like that but at least she wasn’t telling him any details about the 

incident that had sparked her idea.

The strange thing was, Gary didn’t seem like he thought this was really dumb.  Instead it 

seemed like he was considering what Steph had to say with some sort of seriousness.  He leaned back 

when she finished, considering us for a moment.  His eyes lingered on me, but he had yet to say 

anything about our previous meetings, nor had he commented on my declining coffee when he’d paid 



for Steph’s and Ann’s.

I could feel the curiosity from my friends and I knew I’d get grilled later, but they were 

refraining for now. 

“I have a couple of friends who feel the same way you do.  Maybe we should get together next 

weekend and compare notes.”

I blinked.  What?

Steph’s eyes lit up and even Ann looked relieved that he didn’t think we were crazy.

“I think that’s an excellent idea.”  Steph looked at me with a question in her eyes.

I buried my face in my hands and sighed.  “Sure, whatever,” I muttered.

* * *

We made it home late that night, Steph full of plans, and Ann not as sure but not nearly as 

hostile towards the idea as she had been the other night.  I couldn’t see this going anywhere good, but 

what the hell, as long as Gary and his friends didn’t find out what I was it couldn’t be too bad.  That 

only semi-comforting thought lulled me to sleep and only a persistent shaking woke me the next 

afternoon.

I bolted upright preparing to defend myself, teeth bared, snarling.  

“Hey!” Steph threw herself backwards, tripping over a chair and falling to the floor.

I took deep breaths, trying to calm myself, startled at my reaction.

“I’m sorry,” I finally said while Steph picked herself up off the floor.

“It’s… ok…”  Fear wafted off of her skin like an aroma of fine wine.

I shuddered and wrenched my gaze away from her neck before she could notice.   

“What’s wrong?”  Besides me?

Steph took a moment to orient herself before picking something up off the ground and thrusting 

it at me.

I had enough control by now to not react violently to the paper fluttering in my face and I took 



it from her as calmly as I could.  The front headline read: College Student Murdered, and underneath, 

large and in color, was a startlingly familiar face, though I remembered the sweet tang of her blood 

more than her actual features.

What the hell?  I hadn’t killed her?  Had I?

* * *


