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     Preface: 
 
       
 
     There is a monster within me, which I cannot escape. It is my shadow following my every move. Forever present, the unshakable beast constantly waits for an opening so it can take over and control my life. I have often thought of my life as a leaf blowing in a breeze, to anyone watching it looks graceful and elegant, swaying with the wind from side-to-side dancing to the whistles that chime through the trees. Its indescribable freedom, the beautiful way it floats through the open sky with the birds. The rich gold and auburn absorbing the rays of the sun and casting shadows of light that extent to the earth and to all that are fortunate enough to glimpse the unearthly presence of something more, something irresistible yet untouchable.  
 
     To the leaf, and me however, the wind pushes us, we are falling, stumbling from place-to-place crashing against the rocks and trees whose ghostly howl haunts our every move. We are lost in a world of light that is blinding, the heat is excruciating and with every burst of wind our fear grows. This is my life, nothing about me is graceful or elegant, and the monster within me is like the ghostly whistle that hunts peaceful parks when all the kids are home and tucked silently in their beds, sleeping, dreaming in their own quiet oblivion. This unavoidable monster casts shadows of fear; hurt and pain so intense that all I can hope is to master this beast within me soon or it will surely consume me. 
 
     

   

  

 
  
    
     Chapter 1: Memory 
 
       
 
     The cool wind whips around my face and neck causing my thick black hair to fly crazily against the sensitive skin at my lower back. The slight sensation sends a shiver through my overheated body. The fresh breeze is comforting to my flush skin. After the bright heat of the day, the crisp cent of night is rejuvenating to my burning lungs. The sun just set over the horizon and the night has just begun. I finished my four-mile run so I am looking over the peer down into the dark ocean. The sounds of the waves are calming, and I can almost relax; almost.  
 
     My constant tension started two years ago after being attacked by a wild dog; at least I thought it was a dog. The night had begun almost like this one. The only difference being that I did not feel the need to run so I walked the path instead, not knowing that if I had run, I could have avoided the whole incident. I was about two miles up the path I use from my apartment to the beach when I heard a dog yelping. I did not know where it was coming from and was about to keep going when a large jet-black dog ran out of the nearby woods and stood blocking my path. I stopped mid stride and stared; it was the biggest dog I had ever seen. I took a slow step back. The low growl it gave froze me in place as it took two steps forward, which placed him within inches of my face. Despite the long k9 teeth that glistened in the light of the moon, he was the most beautiful animal that I had ever seen. Lifting his snout, he sniffed the air around me then turned abruptly, taking a protective stance in front of me.  
 
     That was when I saw the two others running up from behind him. The two running for us were not as beautiful. Instead, they looked hungry and angry. One was mud brown and thin as it got closer, I was able to see the long string of saliva dripping from its ferocious jaws. The other was a little smaller than the brown beast and its fur was the color of ash. It wore the same furious expression only it was further away than the mud-colored animal so I could not tell if it was drooling as well. When the brown dog lunged for me, I almost let free the terrified scream that was building up in my throat. My new raven black protector jumped at the hungry animal, successfully stopping the attack inches from my goose bumped flesh.  
 
     They fought, their jaws snapping fangs ripping through flesh, growls turned to whimpers as the two faced off repeatedly. My terror building, I took several steps back. Overcome by the fear that coursed its way through my veins. Searing a path to my heart which beat faster until I thought it would stop. The few feet that I had placed between us gave the ash beast, which had just reached the fight, enough time to bite me. His jaws clamped around my neck but as I fell back, he lost his grip instead of ripping into my flesh he only scratches a thin line down the side of my neck. Before the black dog could pull the animal away from me, his teeth dig into my leg. My leg bled freely, as I tried to get up. I could not get far without falling to the bloody ground once more. As I desperately tried to get away silent tears rolled down my face, sure this would be the end. Remembering how so long ago, I saw another die the same way. Flashes of my mother roamed through my mind, while I silently begged someone to help me.  
 
     The mud brown dog on the floor and bleeding in several places, whimpered as it tried to stand but failed. The beautiful black animal then turned facing off with the ash beast whose lower jaw was crimson with my blood. The gray one bit into the black one’s leg and he countered it with a bite of his own on the grays back. As they separated to get ready for another assault, the gray glanced at me then at the beast that came with him and took off running back into the forest. My leg burned, and my vision started to blur, I was still on the floor where I fell as I tried to drag myself farther away, so I laid my head back against the soft underbrush of the forest and let my eyes drift closed.  
 
     The sound of seagulls screeching and waves crashing against the rocks brings me back to reality. It has been a long time since I thought of that night. With an inward sigh, I turn from the ocean and the memory. As I reach my front door, I pause turning to look at the night sky. I spread my arms wide and fling my head back, embracing the night sky. Ever since the night of my attack, this is when I feel most alive. Breathing in deeply to savor the scent of the old oak trees and freshly cut grass I let my eyes close. I let the air out slowly, open my eyes then turn and open my door. After showering and getting ready to call it a night, I lie in my warm oversized bed and begin to drift towards the edge of sleep.  
 
     The dream starts the way it usually does; I am standing on the beach looking out at the moon reflected on the crashing waves. I am alone with the night, and I just came from a hunt. My snow-white fur streaked with blood, stained with those I have killed and those I will kill. The terror filled screams are replaying in my head taking over all thought. I close my eyes and see it all again. 
 
      I can see the young couple walking hand in hand, laughing oblivious to the danger they face. My form rips free, and I become a monster, the same monster that haunts my dreams. My fur is snow white, empty, and devoid of color, just as I feel inside. I can hear the predators coming for them and I know I will be too late. I cannot let them become a midnight snack. I run as fast as I can. My heart is pounding, my breathing even. They do not deserve to die as someone's lunch. I almost reached the couple when two huge beasts charge them from behind. "No!" I try yelling but all that comes out of my mouth is a vicious snarl followed by a loud short bark. I reach the couple as the auburn beast clamps his jaws around the man's neck, which placed him in front of the woman. I jump on the beast biting into the back of his neck, staining my jaws crimson. The tan wolf that was with my victim was trying to get at the couple behind me with a desperate kind of hunger expressed in every line of her face. Every time she attempted biting the couple behind me, I would throw the auburn beast in her way. I am pushing her back, forcing her to devise a new plan.  
 
     Behind me, the man was lying on the floor, unconscious, while the woman that holds his head in her lap is screaming. I was finally able to knock the red brown dog unconscious, but the tan animal was not giving up. Her coat bloody and her face filled with anger she faces me continuously, neither one of us giving in. I am tired and bleeding, but I could not give up. My anger would not let me give up.  
 
     I could barely contain my anger. The harsh growls that were escaping my control were frightening even to myself. It had to be the weather that has been making it so hard to control myself, yes that is it. The weather is growing hotter and hotter. My anger growing with the heat, has been building. I am not comfortable in all this fur. Yah, that is definitely the reason my control is slipping.  
 
     What happened next, I will never forget. The tan wolf managed to break through my defenses. She faked attacking me from the right then, at the last possible moment, went left and attacked the woman. The split seconds it took me to recover cost the terrified woman her life. The screams she was making turned to desperate shrieks, then gurgles, which in turn cut off completely as the tan wolf sank her teeth all the way down into the terrified women's flawless neck. As I pulled the monster off the women, her lifeless body fell to the blood-stained sand.  
 
     Without thinking, I knocked the tan beast to the floor and jumped on her, not giving her time to recover. As I sank my teeth into the carotid artery in her neck, she tried desperately to knock me off. Kicking at my belly urgently trying to get enough force behind her kicks to free her from my deadly bite. All the while, her blood was flowing slower and slower, continuing until her heart gave out and she died under me. 
 
      As I got off her, I let her lifeless body drop to the red stained sand; with a soft light thud, her body hit the ground. As she fell, her form was already beginning to change. Her legs became longer, and her fur became skin. The sand flew up around her then settled on her human flesh. She was beautiful, reminding me of an Egyptian princess, with long flowing brown hair that now covers her naked body like a blanket.  
 
     Unable to look at her any longer I turned to the couple behind me. The man awoke sometime during the fight and was now leaning over the woman's dead body. Her neck was bloody, and her dark green eyes were open in shock. The tears that were rolling down her cheeks had not yet dried, and her mouth was open in a silent scream. Red sand specked her face, and her blood was dripping down the corner of her mouth until it reached her blond hair, which matted with the red blood from her neck and the tan sand of the beach. Her hand was open and along her arms were deep claw marks. The man's body shook with silent tears. Blood dripped from the shallow puncture marks on his neck as he threw his head back. His agonized cry was more than my scattered emotions could take.  
 
     A soft whimper escaped my bloodied mouth, and he turned his agonized tear filled pale blue eyes to me. Startled by the depth of his emotions, I took a step back. "Get away from me!" I laid flat on my belly pinning my ears to the top of my head. Seeing this, his expression changed a little. He then took a shaky breath and started to speak in a broken voice thick with his loss. "Please kill me" he took a breath "I have nothing left, please.” His voice was soft as a whisper but the pain in it roared in my ears.                
 
     Hearing the agonized desperation in his voice scared me more than the hungry beasts behind me had. I crawled several paces back. "Fine,” he took a deep breath and continued, "If you will not kill me than I will do it myself." As he said the words, his bloody hand was reaching into his pocket. To my utter astonishment, he pulled out a pocketknife. It reminded me of the knives usually seen strapped to the thigh of a soldier. He placed the point to the base of his neck. He sighed, as if relieved then closed his eyes tilting his face to the sky, and said, "My love I will be with you soon.” Realizing what he was about to do, I jump to stop him only, he hesitated, and it was far too late to stop the leap. I land on him feeling the knife break through his flesh as my weight drove it directly into his neck cutting through the main artery along with his trachea and vocal cords. His blood spreads, spilling out onto the sand, staining my fur with his life. He smiled and his eyes close, leaving me alone with the dead and my howling emotions.  
 
     My dreams are always the same. They are always a reminder of what I am, and that no matter how hard I try; I will always kill others, even when every fiber of my being revolts at the thought of taking another's life.  
 
     As the screams in my memory die down, I am able to see the ocean again. The moon is high in the sky and the stars are showing dimly through the thin clouds. I breathe in the salty air then everything fades, and I am finally able to fall into a dream free sleep for a little while at least.  
 
     

   

  

 
  
    
     Chapter 2: Breaking free 
 
       
 
     I wake as the night begins to fade from black to gray and a faint orange glow brightens the horizon. My legs and arms are stiff my blanket tangled around my legs and my pillow is crushed in my arms. I sigh and stretch out my sore muscles. My voice is raw, and my eyes are puffy.  
 
     My nightmares have been going on for the past two years, only this time was different. It was stronger as if I were reliving the entire thing. Perhaps it was the trip I took to the beach the hour or so before falling asleep, or the fact that I have been thinking of the past for too long. All I know is that I should take a long vacation and just get away from the constant reminder of what I am. I may not be able to get away from the monster I am inside, but I will be able to get away from all the evil I have done. Some mountain air will do me some good. That is what I am going to do. I will leave this place; I will go to the mountains and live there until I figure out what I want.  
 
     The werewolves will not be able to find me there and even if they do, I am a shape shifter, and it is my job to protect humans from them. A gift the beautiful black wolf, Dominick gave to me that night so long ago. I still do not understand his reasoning behind what he did. He was tired of killing and did not want to kill me as well. Although, I think it had more to do with him wanting to feel like he accomplished something instead of fighting as hard as he did against his enemy, only to have his prize (me) taken from him and turned into a monster as well.  
 
     How he accomplished turning me into a shapeshifter after, I was bitten by a werewolf is beyond me it is the only thing he has never told me. I am glad he did. From what he explained to me the night after the attack, werewolves and wolf-shifters has the same genealogy. The only difference is that when a werewolf bites people they become mindless beasts that eat everything that moves and breathes. He said, "They are driven by their desires, and forced to act because of the songs the moon and night sing to them.” He also told me “By making you a shapeshifter after being bitten by a werewolf, in theory gives you control over the beast inside of you and helps train your senses to block out the songs of the night.” He then told me, "Because you are the only one of your kind you are the strongest and fastest of both species."  
 
     I do not know how much of what he told me I can take to heart so, I live each day one step at a time, hunting the monsters of the night and trying to stop more humans from obtaining the same fate. Even after two years of being a wolf-shifter I still have trouble controlling my anger, although I have never killed out of anger, I have killed out of fear and most often, that fear is not for myself but for the humans I am supposed to protect.  
 
     Since that night two years ago, I have hunted and killed many werewolves. Most of them mindless beasts unable to control the craving they have of human flesh. My first encounter with the werewolves as a shapeshifter is the cause of my nightmare. It is something I can never forget no matter how much I want to. It is as if my soul will not let me forget what I have become.  
 
     The sound of the lock at my front door stops my inner ranting. I never even heard someone walk up to the front door. Silently I yell at myself for not paying attention, I roll out of bed carefully, so I do not make much noise. As I reach my bedroom door, I open it at the same time my intruder opens the front door. Walking down the hall on the balls of my feet, I pause in the shadows before entering the front room. Standing there, I can finally get the sent from the intruder. 
 
      I can smell mountain air, paper bags, and food. Relaxing my shoulders slightly I enter the front room where Dominick is waiting. His arms are full of groceries, which is the cause of the paper bag and food smell. He smiles at me when I enter the room. His brown hair styled in its usual ordered disarray. He is wearing black dress pants and a wrinkle free button shirt that is a dark blue. "Still having trouble sleeping?" his comment brings my frizzy untamed waist length hair and wrinkled oversized T-shirt, which is the only thing I am wearing other than my bright pink girl boxers I had slept in, to my attention.  
 
     Ignoring my embarrassment, I walk to him and take one of the many bags from his arms. I answer his question as I turn and walk through the front room and into the kitchen. "Not more than usual, although; I was thinking that if I got away for a while, I might be able to get a full night sleep." He did not say anything for a long time, and I was beginning to think he was not going to comment when he cleared his throat and said, "Where were you planning on going?" I place the bag of groceries on my island counter and begin unloading the food, as I consider his question, then put them in their proper places. I finished with my bag, so I help Dominick with the last two, before I speak. "I haven't thought of where I will go yet, I only know that I need to get away. I think that this could be good for me, who knows if I get far enough away, I might be happy again. I don't want to be angry for the rest of my life."  
 
     I finished unloading the last bag as I said this and turned to him. He had been trying to get a word in as I was talking but I did not give him the opportunity. Now he wore a closed off expression, hiding some deep-rooted emotions he did not want me to see. It was probably relief at finally getting rid of me, but I am not going to let that bother me, so I continue talking. "Thanks, for the food by the way. At the rate, I am currently going through my groceries I will have gained fifty pounds by the end of the day. This hunger has been driving me crazy soon I am going to have to start hunting for my food. I mean not humans or anything like that just the occasional deer or two." He was not looking at me, instead looking out my balcony sliding door. I did not know what to say and I was blurting out anything that came to mind so I clamped my lips shut before I said something that would make him angry with me.  
 
     He still was not looking at me and I could not contain the babble that was building up in my head, so I turned to leave the room. My movement caught his attention and he moved to block my path. As I looked up into his light brown eyes, I suddenly had a flashback of my attack. It was as if he was two things at the same time, a wolf, and a man. Startled, I took a step back and he followed it with a step forward. Frightened I looked down, only to realize that in doing so my forehead pressed into his fine toned chest. My hands at my sides shook and I did not know why. I close my eyes to help calm myself, but only succeed in opening my other senses. His smell is stronger than before, reminding me of a fresh mountain pass that's trees are full of rich green leaves, and flowers that are blooming in springtime. The feel of his cotton shirt, pressed against my forehead. The shirt, which shaped itself against his tight muscles that are surprisingly warm and soft. I took an unsteady step back, but my foot caught on the edge of my thick throw rug leading into the hallway and I began to fall.  
 
     Landing would hurt a lot. My head would smash into the wall, and I would break one of my arms trying to stop it. At the last possible moment, Dominick's arms wrap around my waist pinning my body against his. My breath comes faster and my heartbeat so loudly that he could hear it. As I regain my balance, he let his arms fall back to his sides. The warmth from his arms had sent an electrifying jolt through my system, and now with the absence of that warmth I feel strangely cold.  
 
     I am afraid to look at his face. I do not want to see the disgust there. After all, I have never heard of a clumsy shape shifter. My throat closed off and my voice would not work. I stood looking at my feet. His voice broke the silence, "Do you know when you're going to leave?" Frustrated with my reaction to him, I say the first thing that came to my dizzied mind. "Why should it matter to you when I leave? As far as I'm concerned the sooner the better." Pushing past him I go to my room and slam the door closed.  
 
     What is wrong with me? Why was I so scared? Dominick has never tried to hurt me before. All he has ever done is try to help me. He even got an apartment down the road, so he was near incase I ever needed him. At least that is why he said he did it. He could have gotten it so he can keep an eye on me, so he would not regret having changed me two years before. He probably thinks I am going to go on a killing spree, which would explain him buying me food all the time. He is trying to stop me from giving into the hunger he knows I feel.  
 
     Walking to my dresser, I pull out my dark blue jeans. I pull them on and then take off my oversized t-shirt. Looking through a different drawer, I pull out my black Victoria Secret bra then a black spaghetti strap shirt. Then go to the bathroom to brush my hair and teeth. I do not bother with makeup; it does not work to cover the dark circles under my eyes or the pale sick color of my skin anyway.  
 
     I look at my reflection one last time hoping that it has changed in the last few seconds it has been since I looked at it before. In the reflection I see my lip’s part like the reflected me has something to say but nothing comes out. Her eyes are gray flat the color of steel unwavering and uninviting. I sigh and whisper "who would ever want you?" her brow raises at the question, but no answer follows her change of expression. She shakes her head sadly and I turn away from the fierce look she gave me. As I walk out of the bathroom, I take a deep breath let it out then walk to my bedroom door.  
 
      I can hear Dominick in the kitchen and smell pancakes and eggs. Making my way down the hallway I smile to myself; I cannot believe he is still here. Before entering the front room, which connects to the kitchen, I make my smile fade and then continue on my way. The bacon is sizzling in the pan on the stove, and Dominick is stacking the pancakes high on the two plates he placed on the island counter.  
 
     Looking down at my still bare feet, I attempt to apologize for my temper. "I'm sorry I overreacted I should not have yelled at you before..." my words cut short by the sound of a soft chuckle. Not understanding his reaction, I look up at him. Seeing my puzzled expression, he burst out into a full laugh. Frustrated, once more I gave him the fiercest look I could manage in my current form, which must not have been too impressive because all I accomplished was to make him laugh harder. Annoyed I turn and march out of the room. I went to the television and turned it on as loud as it could get. Then I threw myself on the sofa facing away from Dominick. I did not face away so I could not see him. Instead, I faced away so I could laugh myself without him seeing. Even though I was angry, I was not angry at him, how could I be angry at him with his laugh ringing in my ears, spreading a calming warmth throughout my body causing the tense muscles in my shoulders to relax. I stretched out on the sofa and listened to the noises Dominick's movements in the kitchen caused.  
 
     A little while later, he came into the living room and turned off the TV. I did not mind I was not watching it anyway. He came to me and took my hand and pulled me off the sofa. He led me into the small dining room where my small four-place table is set for two. The plates loaded with pancakes eggs and bacon. A gallon of milk and a pitcher of orange juice placed in the center of the table. He took me to my chair and helped me to sit down.  
 
     As he took his place opposite me, I said very carefully, "So are you going to tell me what was so funny, or will you just start laughing again?" My eyes were on my food and my voice was even. He sighed, "You might not think it was funny, and I don't want to get you upset with me again.” Looking up at him I said in the same calm voice, "since when does what I feel matter to you? You will say and do whatever you wish without any regard to me, you always do." I know I was not exactly being fair because the last part was not true but even so, I never would have expected what he said next, nor would I have expected it to hurt so much. "Fine Keyah I was laughing because you looked like a hurt puppy whose master made you go to your kennel after you made an accident on the new rug, and you know what it doesn't matter to me when or where you go as long as you leave soon. After all you're the one that knows best." Dominick Barked.  
 
     His voice was hard and the dominance in it had me shaking. My hands were in my lap and my head was down with my shoulders hunched forward. I could not see his face but his large hands that were gripping the table flexed as he tried to gain control of his anger. It did not look like he was having much success.  
 
     Trying to make things easy for him I slid out of my chair and scouted to the wall behind me. I pulled my legs close to me pressing my knees into my chest, I wrapped my arms around them, then buried my face in my jeans. My heart was pounding, and silent tears were rolling down my face, so I tried not to let them show. I should have known he would react this way. Every chance he gets he finds some way to prove his dominance. He does not care about me; he only wants to make me cower under him like the submissive dog that I am. Sometimes, I wish he had just killed me the night the werewolf attacked and bit me. If he had, it would have saved him the trouble of having to deal with me now, like he said, I am just a hurt puppy that no one can ever love because you never know what horrible thing I might say or do next. No one knows that better than Dominick does. He has had to deal with me for the last two years. I know he cannot wait to be through with me.  
 
     Well, I am not going to wait until he loses his temper and finishes what he started! I refuse to be a hurt puppy any longer. Furious I looked up at Dominick, he was still trying to get control of himself, so I decided to make it simple for him. I jumped out of my position by the wall and started for the door turning to him as I reached the door I yelled "don't bother, fighting for control, I'm leaving and never coming back!" I opened the door changing form as I did and started running as fast as I could for the forest. My white fur reflects the gold color of the sunrise as I make the break in the tree line.  
 
     In the distance, I heard my name, but the anguish layered within that voice made me believe I had just thought it. It felt like an echo of my dream, and I saw the man leaning over his dead love shaking with silent tears. Then I was positive the voice yelling out my name was in my imagination because no one would ever feel that way about me, especially not Dominick.  
 
     As I ran, I heard the distant call of a wolf then the rhythmic thud coming from the soft foot falls of someone chasing me. With my anger rising, my speed increased. Dominick was right about one thing, I was faster than every other wolf I have faced although I have never been willing to test my strength against another voluntarily, the many I have faced I have been stronger than. Soon the only thing I hear is the wind in my ears, my heavy breathing, and the persistent sound of my own foot falls. 
 
      I ran for the rest of the day breathing in the scent of oak trees and listening to the sound of the animals take flight as I approached. The only time I stopped, was to get water from the river I was following north. If my internal geography is correct, I should be able to follow this river all the way to the Mississippi National Forest Park. I can stay there for a while until I figure out what to do. As night fell, I settled under a large pine tree that's branches hung low to the ground. I did not bother changing form because I was a bigger threat to predators as a wolf than in my human form. As the night grew darker, I fell into a restless sleep.  
 
     

   

  

 
  
    
     Chapter 3: The Hunt 
 
       
 
     I wake as the sun is rising and the thick fog covers the forest floor like a winter blanket. In the distance, I can hear the rushing river I am following. As the cool autumn wind blows harder, the fallen leaves swirl and dance around one another until they catch against a nearby tree.  
 
     Slowly I rise from my forest bed of pine needles and fallen oak tree leaves. My body is slow to respond, so I stretch my tight muscles. I feel stiff from sleeping on the ground, so I shake myself. Small pine needles and dirt fall out of my thick winter coat as I do. Breathing in deeply I get a better sense of my surroundings. the large pine and oak trees have the strongest scent, then the thick fog and the air that is blowing in from the northwest, bringing with it the smell of a herd of deer resting in a nearby meadow.  
 
     To my empty stomach, the herd smells simply divine. Dominick taught me how to hunt a few weeks after I was changed, at the time I did not think I would ever need his lesson. Now looking back at the beginning after the end of my life, as I knew it, the lessons Dominick gave me are becoming immensely helpful.  
 
     "Kayah,” he began the lesson, “you need to spend most of your time learning how to move silently, stalking your pray is going to come natural, but that does not mean that you do not have to practice." We were in the thick forest by my apartment and Dominick made me change to my wolf form. I was sitting very still trying to be a good student and not wanting to get him upset with me. "Kayah, what I want you to do is go into the forest and wait until I call then I want you to track and attack me." Confused, I tilted my wolf head to the side and stared at him with a blank expression. Smiling at me he continued, "Don't worry you won't be able to surprise me." Shrugging my shoulders, I tried to pay closer attention to what he was saying. "As long as your quiet you should be able to catch the pray. Remember to stay low to the ground and feel the earth under your paws, feel its energy flowing through you to become one with your will." I looked at the ground beneath my paws and clawed at it so I could feel it better. I did not understand what he meant by the earth's energy becoming one with my will, but I was still willing to try. "Okay Kayah, go deep into the woods and wait for my call." I rose from the seated position I was in, and then trotted deeper into the woods. A moment later, the loud howl rang in the woods for me to begin. 
 
     Slowly, I made my way to the clearing where I had seen him last, I knew he would not be there still, but I wanted to get his scent so I could track which way he went. I began sifting through the many scents, I could smell the dirt, and the moss forming on the great pine trees, there I found it leading to a break in the trees just up ahead. Overcome by excitement, I took off running full speed through the gap taking extra care at where I placed my paws not wanting to make any extra noise. My breathing was heavy so I tried my best to keep it under control so he would not hear my heavy panting. as I got closer his scent became stronger and I slowed my pace my body was moving now on automatic doing things I never would have thought of, like circling around his location in a wide arc so that he would not get my scent form the gentle breeze that was blowing in from the south. He did not tell me about the wind, and I am sure he did it so that I would not be able to surprise him. 
 
      My instincts also told me to find places to hide so that he would not see me. He was sitting next to a large oak tree and his mouth was open with his large tongue hanging out of the side of his mouth. His black fur was shining like the wings of a raven. He was expecting me to attack from the side or the rear because that is what he would do. I however was directly in front of him, and he had not even noticed.  
 
      Carefully I bunched my muscles and got ready to jump. My back paws grounded themselves in the dirt and I understood what Dominick meant when he said to let the earth's energy flow through me as I leapt out at him, I felt every speck of dirt under my paws. I had him and I knew I did. My front paws landed on his chest, pushing him back on the ground. He hit his head on the forest floor as I landed full force on top of him. He was shocked; I knew he was he was on his back looking up at me with his mouth wide open.  
 
     At the river with the deer, I realized that I was more than hungry; I was ravenous. I stalked my prey with the same grace and instinct as I showed when I was stalking Dominick. The only difference occurred when I landed on the deer. With Dominick, I barked out my laughter and let him up. With the deer on the other hand, I bit into its warm flesh and gave a hard twist breaking his neck so he would not have to suffer.  
 
     Even though Dominick had showed me how to hunt, he never showed me how to eat as a wolf, so I did my best not to make a mess but still ended up covered in blood and dirt. I had pine needles in my thick winter coat and deer fur stuck between my teeth when I was through eating, I went to the river to get some water. I then slowly let my body relax into my human form. My entire body streaked with blood, and I had God knows what in my long black hair. It looked like tree sap but was hard and green. I gently lowered my naked body into the ice-cold water.  
 
     The water only reached my belly, so I had to squat down to wash out my midnight hair. When I finished my dip, I changed back into my wolf form, giving up on getting all the tangles out of my hair. I left the remainder of my meal where it was, I knew some other animal would find it and eat it.  Then I turned north and continued running.  
 
     It was about sunset when I came to a small town, I had passed places here and there but nothing like this. This town was different because it smelled different. The only image my mind could make to go along with the smell was the beasts in my nightmares. This town was not a human town it was a werewolf town. I had never heard of a town full of werewolves I was not even aware one was possible.  
 
     The only times I ever see werewolves is when they cannot control themselves, and I need to step in to save a life. I have never thought of them as civilized enough to live together in a town. Cautiously I made my way around the outside of the town in a wider than usual arc. My caution however was soon unnecessary; a strong gust of wind coming from the east sent my sent directly to the town. I could hear the howls alerting the others of my presence; I bolted, running as fast as I could away from the town. That was when I saw the first of my many pursuers.  
 
     They were large, larger than others I faced before, and gosh; were they fast. They were so close behind me that one tried to bite my hind leg. teeth inches from my flesh so I forced myself to run faster. I focused on the beasts behind me, so I did not even see that there was someone in front of me. It was not until I crashed into him that I became aware he was there. He was bigger than the monsters behind me, but the force of the impact was still hard enough for him to go flying through the air and hit the ground. I fell not far from him, and my breath knocked out of me along with any sinus congestion I may have had.  
 
     He recovered first and a loud growl escaped his ferocious looking jaws. At the sound of the growl, I jumped to my feet not wanting to give him an opportunity to attack while I was down. I circled him placing the beast between me and the other monsters that were now almost reaching us. As the beast moved into position, the others took their places at his sides. They reminded me of a hunting party that was readying themselves to attack their helpless prey, as they moved in closer, I turned and started running, not wanting to test myself against a whole pack of werewolves. The sound of their chase soon died as I placed increased distance between us. I still ran through water for a while so they would not be able to follow my scent.  
 
     When I could run no longer, I stopped in a small cave that was really just an opening between two large boulders that were leaning towards one another. The space was only big enough for me to fit in. The entrance hidden behind a fern bush. I hoped they would not be able to find me. I lay in my hiding spot trying to catch my breath as my heavy breakfast heaved its way back up my throat. I jumped to my feet and ran out of my hiding spot sure; I would be sick. As I stopped by the riverbank, I could not contain the food that filled my stomach anymore, and my heavy breakfast showed itself once more, this time not stopping at my throat. When my stomach stopped heaving, I was finally able to wash my mouth out in the water then make my way back to my temporary shelter.  
 
     My body was exhausted, but my mind would not give it the sleep it desired. My restless mind felt like it was spinning around and around trying to find a solution to the many questions that were overflowing my thoughts, with no one around to help me find answers to my many questions. Under normal circumstances, I would ask Dominick for help, but he is not here, and these are far from normal circumstances.  
 
     I rolled over into a more comfortable position. I wish he were here now he would know what to do about the werewolf town. I feel so lost and out of place, there has to be something for me to do, why do I always have to mess everything up? He was only worried about me, but I have to overreact just as I always do. My thoughts flowed and weaved themselves around in regret and loss until they slowed due to my over exerted body and fell silent. 
 
     

   

  

 
  
    
     Chapter 4: life saved 
 
       
 
     A loud voice rang out through the woods shaking the leaves and scaring the blue jays that had just begun their lovely song. "How dare you defy me your worthless little runt, I am leader of this pack, and you are nothing more than a human that will never amount to anything! It is a good thing your mother is not here to see you now because it would shame her to see what has become of you."  
 
     Slowly I rose from my hiding place and stalked towards the voice so filled with anger and a thin layer of hatred, about twenty yards from where the voice was coming from, I stopped and crouched behind a pine tree to scan the surrounding area. With my eyesight, it did not matter that the moon hid behind the thick clouds that blew in from the south. I was able to see the hatred masking the man's face causing an otherwise handsome face to look worn and hungry.  
 
     There was a boy on the ground shielding his head with his arms while the man stood over him yelling and waving his arms in the air showing signs of exasperation. When the man mentioned the boy's mother, he jumped off the ground and glared at him. I had just begun to recognize the man's scent as the werewolf I crashed into outside of the town a few miles back, when the boy, did something that shocked me almost as much as it shocked the werewolf, he brought his arm back and punched the man in the jaw causing his whole head to snap back.  
 
     Did he not realize that the man could kill him with nothing more than a flick of his wrist? The boy however did not look afraid he looked satisfied "Don't you ever talk about my mother. She knew what was best for me when she decided to keep me human. It is your fault she is not here now, no one else’s. “He lowered his voice to a whisper, so I had to strain my ears to hear what it was he said, "I will never be one of you and there is nothing you can do to force me to …" the wind blew hard catching up his words then it settles once more. "Goodbye father I never want to see you again."  
 
     As the boy turned to walk away I saw the man begin to change, his legs were getting shorter and his face and arms grew hair, I hadn't heard what it was the boy's father wanted him to do, but I did know that the man was past all reason and his wolf self only wanted one thing, human flesh. The boy realized this at the same time I did and began to run as fast as his long legs could carry him through the thick under brush. He was not fast enough, the wolf jumped at him causing the boy to go flying to the floor. The boys attempted escape brought him about ten feet from my hiding place. I jumped to stop the wolf as anger shot through me. I hit his back before he could sink his teeth in to the soft flesh of the boy's neck. The force of my attack caused us to roll several times.  
 
     When we finally stopped rolling, he was about three feet away from me. He lay still for a while as I sprang to my feet. The boy was still on the floor trying to get away. I knew it was only a matter of time before his father recovered and not much of it. I go to the boy and nudge him with my nose. He got to his feet slowly and turned to look at me. His arms and legs were trembling, and he had tears in his big trusting brown eyes. They were the exact shade brown as Dominick's and immediately I felt a rush of protectiveness over the scrawny boy who had the misfortune to have a father who was a killer. 
 
      I pushed him forward with my nose several times before he turned and started running through the woods. I followed close behind until his legs gave out and he collapsed from the exertion. He lay on the ground breathing heavily. We ran most of the day, but we were not as far as I would have liked to be. I made him sleep for the night and in the morning, we would keep moving. As the sun rises, I go to the boy and wake him. He jumps to his feet shocked to see a wolf standing over him. After a few moments, he steps forward, and I lead him through the thick underbrush.  
 
       At about noon I stop so he can rest. He sits on a fallen log and stretches out his legs. He has not spoken much but I can tell he trusts me. I hear his stomach growl and he wrap his arms around his belly to try to stop it. In the distance, I could see a house; it had large windows and a detached three-car garage. I could tell the family was gone for the day so I decided I should get some supplies, needed for traveling with a human. I quietly started for the back door; the boy started to follow but I shook my head, so he stopped.  
 
     Dominick showed me how to pick a lock when I accidently locked my keys in my apartment. I had just finished dealing with a werewolf that attacked a family up the coast, so I was in my wolf form sitting behind him watching what he was doing. "Sometimes picking a lock can be really easy, and all you need is a credit card. Other times you are going to need a hair pin," Dominick said as I watched him slip a black metal pin into the keyhole.  
 
     At the house in the woods, I step on to the large back patio and walk slowly to the French doors. I change form and pull the little black bobby pin from the hair it holds in place behind my ear. Since the day, Dominick taught me how to pick locks I keep a bobby pin in my hair just in case I might need it. I open the pin into the shape of an alligator and stick it into the keyhole. I rattle the handle as I turn the pin and hear the click that tells me the door unlocked. I carefully turn the handle and push the door open. Entering the house slowly, I look around. The lights are off but the sun is high in the sky so I can see the room clearly. I am in what looks like a living room; there is a brick fireplace in the center of the open room. To my right I can see the kitchen and to my left a winding staircase that leads to the second floor. I walk slowly up the stairs and find several rooms and a bathroom.  
 
     The last room I enter is the master bedroom. The four-post bed in the center of the room reminds me of my own large bed and I begin to feel home sick. Not wanting to stay in the house for too long I go straight to the dresser and pull out two sets of clothes. I open the last drawer, expecting to find socks, and found a large stack of money and a gun. Moving the gun aside I pull out a hundred dollars, I shove the clothes and money in a backpack I found hanging in the closet. I pulled out another set of clothes and put them on then went towards the door. At the door, I pause then turn back and get the gun out of the bottom drawer. I shove it into the backpack then leave the room. Once downstairs, I head towards the kitchen and open the cabinet where I smell the food. I shove granola bars, chips, bottled waters, and other camping foods into the bag as well.  
 
     When nothing else fit in the pack, I headed for the back door. "I'll just be a second, it won't take long." the sound of a car door slamming rang in my ears. I was about two feet from the back door when the front door burst open revealing a young woman in about her mid-twenties.  
 
     Having no time to hide or sprint out the back door, I shift. I figure it is better than trying to explain what I am doing in her house. When the women spotted me sitting by the back door she screamed at the top of her lungs in a high-pitched voice. "Oh! My! Gosh!" she ran out the front door slamming it behind her. She took two steps then turned and relocked the door with the key she did not bother pulling out of the lock. "Vic!" she yelled, "Victor, there is a dog in the house!" another car door slammed "What. Calm down! Stop jumping." she took a deep breath then yelled, "Don't tell me to calm down there is a giant dog in my house!"  "What kind of dog?"  Two sets of footsteps head towards the door. "Some kind of hybrid wolf thing, I think it is bigger than any dog I have ever seen. Jeez, you should see the size of its teeth." the key turns slowly, and the door opens. 
 
      Standing in the walkway, a man looks around the room. He sees me sitting by the back door. "April this animal is not a dog." April leaned around Victor so she could see me better. "It's beautiful, don't you think, kind of elegant but deadly at the same time." my eyebrow raised, and she smiled slightly. "Do you get the feeling it understands us?" victor asked. They came forward slowly until victors, outstretched, hand was in biting distance. I stare at them unmoving, waiting for them to get closer so I could dash around them and out the front door. "Why is it wearing my backpack, and why are my clothes on the floor?" April’s question made me laugh. The unexpected sound frightened Victor, he fell back exposing April and the open front door. I jumped on April causing her to fall to the floor, I lick her face once just for fun and because I wanted to thank her, her clothes selection is amazing. "Gross!" she shrieked behind me as I bolt out the front door. 
 
     

   

  

 
  
    
     Chapter 5: An unexpected truth 
 
       
 
     "What happened? You did not hurt the humans, did you? I saw them go in," the boy asked as he spotted me trotting towards him. I roll my eyes and continue moving past him. He looked serious so I flicked him with my tail as I move towards the woods. "Hey,” he gave a halfhearted protest, over being the hit with my tail. He laughed once to himself then jogged to keep up with me. "You know," he said sarcastically,” you look kind of ridicules carrying that backpack. Maybe I should take it so if anyone sees us, they will think you are my dog." I stopped and stared at him. He hesitated with his hands in the air. "I am sorry, I know I talk to much my uncle in always telling me that ‘one day your mouth in going to get you killed'," he made his voice deeper as he quoted his uncle. I huffed out my agreement then turned west and headed for a large bush. The boy started to follow but I stopped him with a fierce bark when he sat under the shade of an oak tree I turned and headed towards the bush. 
 
     Once safely out of view, I shift into my human form so that I can change into one of my borrowed outfits. I take the backpack off and place it on the floor. Slowly I open the zipper to the larger pocket. "No! Stop! Get away from me! Help!" the boys desperate please call to me.  
 
     Backpack forgotten I shift into my wolf form and run to him. I reach him as the shape shifter begins his attack. I can see his hind leg muscles bunched and the fierce expression in the curl of his upper lip and the ridged lines etched on his face. The shifters fur is brown with a line of black running along his spine. 
 
      As he begins to leap at the boy, I jump in the way blocking the frightened boy, who falls to the floor as I land in front of him. When the shifter sees that I am protecting the boy he tries to stop his attack but is not successful and crashes into me. I am ready for his assault though; I push him back forcing him to the ground. The amount of strength I put into the deflection was unexpected to both him and me so when he hits the ground he goes still.  
 
     I turn to the boy; he is sitting with his back to a large oak tree with his legs spread over the ground as if he were only using his arms to pull him back to the tree. He has a gash in his right pant leg, but I do not smell any blood, so he probably made the cut crawling through the underbrush.  
 
     Satisfied he is okay; I turn to the shape shifter that is still lying on the floor in front of me. A low groan escaped his lips. I lean in closer so I can get a better view of his wounds. His head is lying against a large root from a nearby tree. It made a small gash behind his left ear, which was bleeding. The cut is small though so I know he will live. 
 
     I change form slowly, "Go find the backpack and bring it to me.” I am sitting on the ground with my long legs folded under me. My jet-black hair covers the length of my back until it reaches the floor. The boy still has not moved so I turn my head slightly, "did you hear me boy go." Rising to his feet, he hesitates for a minute then turned towards the direction I came from and starts walking. The shape shifter unexpectedly jumped to his feet. He was off balance and wobbling from side to side. By the time, he regained his balance I was already in my wolf form. I am sitting in front of him watching the subtle twitch of his ears and the firm bunch of his muscles, so it did not come as a surprise to me when he turned and ran in to the woods. I watched him until I could no longer see him, then I listened to the sound of his pads hitting the soft ground rhythmically.  
 
     behind me I hear a twig break under the weight of the boy's shoe, I rise slowly and stretch out my tight muscles, then go to him and take the bag from his hand with my teeth. I jog into the woods so I can change. I found a large tree not far from where the boy is waiting so I use it as a barrier. I let my over worked body relax into my human form, after dropping the bag to the floor. The cool breeze hits my naked body slamming a bone deep shudder vibrating through me. Quickly I dig through the bag and get a set of clothes. I pull it on as fast as I can then dig through the backpack for the gun, I had shoved in it. I pull the gun out and slide it into the back of my borrowed jeans.  
 
     When I return to the boy, I find him sitting under a tree watching the clouds moving along the sky. "Wow" self-conscious I look down at myself to make sure I put the clothes on right in my rush. "What!" "Nothing, it's just, I think I like you better as a girl than as a wolf." "Why do you say that, boy, there is nothing wrong with me in my wolf form" "No, that is not what I meant. It's just; your teeth are not as intimidating when you're like this, and my name is Ryan not boy." I smiled at him then said, "don't be so sure, Ryan." his face paled a little at the intensity of my gaze. I smiled wider, more natural, and his cheeks instantly turned a bright crimson.  
 
     He cleared his throat then turned and started walking into the woods. "Where are you going?"  I inquired before he went too far. "As far away from Cyrus as I can get."  I thought about that for a moment "Cyrus, you mean your father, who is also the Werewolf I saved you from this morning?" he was still walking so I hurried to catch up as I asked. "Yup, that's the jerk."  He said the words softly almost as if it hurt him to admit the truth. "Why was he trying to kill you?" he drew in a deep breath then stopped walking, he turned to me as he answered. "In order to understand that you have to know about our past relationship, and that is a very long story,” "So hit the main points so I know exactly why I have to risk my life to save you" I interrupted him. "Fine my mother and father were turned in to werewolves when I was three. When my mother realized what happened she gave me to her younger brother. I lived there for the past ten years until last week when my father abducted me; he took me to his town. There he keeps me locked in a room trying to give me everything I wanted so I would want to stay with him, then become like him so that eventually I could take over the pack when the time came. Yesterday he was showing me around outside of town when you ran in to him. When I saw what he became and what you are, I knew I did not want to have anything to do with him. What he turns in to is something unnatural and sick, this morning I told him that I was leaving and that I would never do what he wanted."  
 
     "What happened to your mom?" he took a deep breath then looked at the floor "My father said that she was killed by a half-breed two years ago. He said that he would find her and kill her." his words are a shock first because I am the only half-breed in existence and second because Ryan's face held an expression like he knew. "What was it that your father wanted you to do exactly?" "He wanted me to be a helpless human so that you would try to save me, but I ran away so he couldn't execute his plans. When you saved me, Cyrus had just found me, and the pack was not ready." "He told you then that I'm a half-breed?" I asked softly. "He didn't have to I figured it out all by myself. Can I ask you something?" I sighed then said, "You may as well do it now and get it over with.”  
 
      "Why did my mother die?"  "Don't you mean why did I kill her?" I shook my head and answered his question anyway, "I was at the beach patrolling the way Dominick taught me, it was the first time he let me patrol alone and I was a little excited. Then I heard the hunting party coming and all that excitement drained away. All the confidence and excitement, was instantly replaced by fear because I knew what they were going to do, and I knew that I would be too late to stop what would happen." I closed my eyes and let a single teardrop down my cheek. "Who were you trying to save?" behind my eyelids, I could see it all happening again; the couple was walking and laughing. "A human couple, they were so happy,” another tear rolls down my nose, "I ran as fast as I could the man was bitten before I could make it to them. I fought as hard as I could but, in the end, it was not enough to save them. Your mother was a smart fighter and she tricked me so she could have an opening to kill the women" I can hear her screams and see the blood, "When I got your mother away from the dead women, I killed her." I look directly at him now. His eyes are red but there are no tears. Unexpectedly he threw his arms around me. "You did the right thing that night. That animal was not my mother my mother was a beautiful woman who loved me, she created things not killed them." not knowing what to say I just say, "Thank you, for understanding."  
 
     

   

  

 
  
    
     Chapter 6: Shape-shifter council 
 
       
 
     I take a step away from Ryan as I hear the sound of someone approaching. It was not a wolf as I had expected from the scent instead it was a man. He smelled like the wolf that had attacked Ryan, reminding me of sandy beaches and waves crashing against the rocks off the coast. Swiftly I moved between Ryan and the approaching shifter.  
 
     As he rounded a large pine tree, he came into view. His hair is the color of sand, and his complexion is even lighter he wore blue cut off shorts and a black t-shirt. "Are you Kayah Montgomery?" with my expression closed off, I do not respond to his question. Hearing my name spoken from his thick English accent is a surprise. "My name is Jason Denison, and I was sent to find you by the head of the shape shifter council. He has informed me that it is imperative I find you alive and well. I see that you have acquired a…" he paused then spat out the next word”, friend."  His face showed the disgust that he did not bother to hide. I readied myself for another attack, but none came. Instead, he continued, "You should know that the human behind you is known to be in league with the werewolves not far from here." Ignoring his latest comment, I continue with my inner ranting.  
 
     Something he said did not make since to me I am sure if there were, a shifter council Dominick would have told me about it at least in passing, wouldn't he? Unless he was hiding me from them, he probably didn't want anyone to know I existed so he could dispose of me without any questions when I fail him and myself by giving in to my hunger and kill a human. I raise one eyebrow as I try to concentrate on what the man before me is saying. "My boss told me to take care of you because you are important to the head of the shape shifter council." That caught my whole focus "What do you mean I'm important to the head of the shape shifter council, and who is your boss?" I speak the words softly, so I do not reveal any of the confusion that is rolling around in my head. Yet the smile that spread across his face told me that he knew just how confused I really am. "My boss is of no consequence to you. He is my problem to deal with. As for the head of the shape shifter council, well you have known him for quite some time and your importance to him is something that is between you and him." he winked at me after his last statement and a chill ran down my spine. Ignoring it I speak again "Where would you take me if I did go with you?" his expression hardened as he answered. "That information is classified especially in the presence of a traitor." I take a step closer to Ryan, "If Ryan cannot come with me, then it looks to me like you are going to have to tell your boss and the head of the council that you failed them.” "I am sure they will not mind if I take you to them by force." as he said the words the smile returned to his face.  
 
     His voice and facial expression made the hair on the back of my neck raise. I could feel Ryan's rage radiating off him like a second skin. Calmly I said, "They may not mind, but I assure you that I will not be so easily captured." he shrugged his shoulders and relaxed his stance. "Perhaps I should go and speak with my boss again. Then I will come and find you. who knows next time we meet you might be a little more…" his eyes traveled their way up my body stopping only when they reached my face, then he continued, "willing." his last word held a hint of a warning not only in the longing look his eyes held but in the curve of his lips as well.  
 
      I bunched my muscles ready for a fight. He only laughed, the sound making my skin crawl. "I will see you again soon Kayah and when that time comes, I will not be taken by surprise." "I'm counting on it." I said accepted his challenge. A sinister smile spread across his face. He winked at me again as he turned and ran into the woods changing form as he did.  
 
     As soon as I was sure he could no longer hear me, I turned to Ryan, "We have to go.” I grabbed the backpack from the floor where I dropped it during my talk with Ryan. Then I grabbed Ryan's hand and ran for the nearest road. We are about four miles from the road leading out of the De Soto national forest park. However, right now I want to be as far from the park as we can get, and our current position is to close for my liking.  
 
     The problem is that Jason and Cyrus know were in the park and they might guess that I would want to leave it. We had to change direction we have to go somewhere that they will not find Ryan or me. If we found this council maybe, we could get help. Why didn't Dominick tell me about it? Why would he keep it secret? "Who is the head of the shape shifter council?" Ryan's question echoed my thought. After a few moments of silence, I answer slowly. "Dominick,” Ryan slowed his pace causing me to slow mine as well. "Are you sure?" his voice sounded unbelieving "Yes.” I answer firmly "How do you know; and if it were him, why would he send that creep to find you. Who is Dominick anyway?"  
 
     I stopped walking and faced him. "Dominick,” I pause to gather my scattered thoughts so I can somehow explain them to Ryan. "He, he is the one that made me half shape shifter I was attacked, and he saved me, but he was too late in a lot of ways. He is a good person and all he has ever done is try to protect me. He is the only shape shifter I know; he taught me everything I know about being a wolf." I pause reflecting on what just came out of my own mouth. Then continue, "it has to be Dominick because Jason said that I am important to the head of the council and Dominick it the only one that has ever cared about me even a little."  
 
     I take a deep breath. "Besides Jason said too much; when he first told me that he was looking for me, he said that he was taking me to the head of the shape shifter council. Then later he said that his boss was looking for me. When I asked about his boss, his answer was evasive; he tried distracting me by mentioning my importance to the head of the council. It worked because I could not think of anyone that would care about me. Then I thought that if it were Dominick, he would not want me taken anywhere by force therefore Dominick would never have sent Jason." Ryan was looking at me as if he had a little trouble following my thought process then he said, "I guess it makes since but what are we going to do?" I thought about this for a moment then said, "We have to find Dominick." "How are we going to do that?" "Right now, I'm hoping he will be able to find us, but after what I said to him I kind of doubt he is even looking." "Do you have a plan?" I sighed, "Not really, usually when you run away from someone you don't plan to go back.” "That's why you're in the woods alone?" Ryan asked. "Yes, I thought if I left Dominick, I would stop being scared of disappointing him. I guess it has not really worked out to well because I only ended up disappointing myself by realizing how much I need him, and how much I want to need him." "You care about him a lot," Ryan said softly. "Yeah, I guess so." after that, we continued in silence. 
 
     Less than a mile from the road, I hear the sound of birds flying franticly away from the trees above. The pulsating screech crickets made stopped all together. The silence was defining as I waited for the sound I knew would come. Leaves rustling, paws pounding the ground steadily, and heavy panting as the hunting party draws near. "Their coming,” Ryan stopped walking oblivious to the danger that he is in. "Who," without warning I grab his hand and drag him with me. "Here you're going to need this." as I spoke, I reached for the gun that I had. Showing it to him I asked, "Do you know how to use a gun?" he looked at the gun then back up to where we were going, " I'm not going to use that thing." He said after a few moments, "That's not what I asked. Do you know how to use one, yes or no?" he looked at the gun for a moment. "45 semi-automatic six round cartridges”, he sighed, "Yes I know how to use it, but that doesn't mean that I am going to." "Good,” was all I said, as I pressed the gun into his hand,” I just don't want you to be defenseless if we are separated;” reluctantly he took the gun only to place it into his right pocket. Before I could comment, he said, "Were not separated now.” I shrugged and started running faster.  
 
     The wind blows from ahead of us and I get the scent of something familiar. I stop dragging Ryan to a halt with me. My excitement began to build the moment I caught his scent. In that moment all I could think is, he found me. My body knew who was in front of us before my mind could even process the fact that he bothered looking for me. "Kayah" his voice, layered with relief and a tenderness that I have never heard him use, fills me with warmth and love and all I want to do have his arms wrapped around me. The only thing I can think is holding him close to me forever. I never want him to leave. He steps in to view and Ryan, who had been pulling my arm trying to get me to keep moving, goes still. "Kayah," he holds out his hand to me.  
 
     I cannot move. I will not let myself give in to what I am feeling. He does not feel the same way. Why would he. He is the head of the shifter council he could have whoever and whatever he wants. So why am I hoping he wants me. Stop this! What is going on with me? Why should I care so much what one person thinks of me? Dominick takes a step closer with his arm still reaching towards me but this time he is not offering it to me, it is more of a jester someone would make when trying to calm a frightened animal that only wants to get away. Ryan pulls me closer to his side using the hand that held mine. I see Dominick's eyes drift to my hand and a shadow of hurt crosses his face. He takes a deep breath and lets his arms drop to his sides, and in that, moment I know that he will not let himself be that vulnerable again. I hurt him and I can never take it back. I can never tell him that I am sorry or that I missed him; because the moment has passed and the only thing, I can do is hope for another one. I pull my hand out of Ryan's and take a step away from him. "We have to go they are not far." Ryan looks at me then at Dominick. "Yes, I have a car not far from here. We should be able to make it there before it's too late, but we will have to move now." Dominick turns and starts walking. Before he can take his first step, I reach out and grab his arm pulling him to a stop. "Dominick," I said as I grabbed him. He turned to face me. He is so close; I did not expect him to be so close. I can feel his strong arm in my hand. He smells even better than I remember and all I want to do is reach up on my toes and kiss his full round lips. My voice catches in my throat at the intensity of his big brown eyes. "Thank you, for helping me." It comes out in a whisper and only because I closed my eyes before I got dizzy from forgetting to breath. Him lean in and my heart starts pounding at a rate that has me almost hyperventilating. He presses his lips to my forehead, and it felt like my heart stopped altogether. 
 
     The slight pressure on my forehead left all too soon; and my eyes open reluctantly. I can see Ryan over Dominick's shoulder he is not looking at us instead; he is looking in the direction of the approaching party. "We have to go now," he said after he finally turned to face us again. Without warning, Dominick grabbed my hand that still held his arm, and pulls me after him into the forest. "Ryan,” I call for him to follow. "I'm right behind you." relieved that he was still with us I follow Dominick more closely, not wanting to leave any space between us.  
 
     As we reached the car, I pulled away from Dominick reluctantly and went to the passenger side door. "Get in the back." I tell Ryan when he reaches the car a moment later. Dominick is already in the car with the gear shifted. As soon as the doors close, he speeds down the road. "Where are we going?" Ryan asked me after his breathing calmed a little. I did not have an answer for him, so I turned to look at Dominick. "Who is chasing you?" Dominick asks instead. "Cyrus, he's the alpha of a pack that lives not too far from here." Ryan answered. Dominick turned to look at him for the first time, I saw his eyes widen then narrow. "That's not all it would seem. What are you not telling me besides the fact that Cyrus is your father?" I looked from Ryan to Dominick then back a few times, but it looked like neither was going to speak directly to one another. "Ryan's father has been chasing me because I killed his wife." Dominick looked at me abruptly then back to the road. "That I did know actually," he said softly. I wanted to yell at him for not telling me who the women were sooner, but I was just so happy to see him that I could not bring myself to do it, so I looked out the window instead.  
 
     

   

  

 
  
    
     Chapter 7: Dominick's story 
 
       
 
     "You haven't been telling me everything, either have you?" I was looking directly at Dominick when I asked so I saw the shock cross his face before his perfectly trained features masked anything that would betray his inner thoughts. "What have I not told you Kayah, ask me anything and I will tell you." his voice was so even, and his face showed nothing, but his eyes shadowed with a faint trace of fear. I did not realize it was there, until I asked him the question that I have been asking myself for the past two years. "Why did you change me instead of letting me stay a werewolf or just killing me like any other shifter would." I heard the engine rev as he pressed the gas pedal harder. His hands gripping the steering wheel tightened then he sighed and took his foot of the gas only to place it on the break.  
 
     The car stopped smoothly on the right shoulder of the highway he turned the car off then turned to face me. I turned in my seat so I could look at him without making what I am doing obvious. His reaction to the question worried me. His expressions guarded but I can still detect the faint traces of anger underneath his careful mask. "I'm sorry I'll ask a different question. You do not have to answer. I have just wanted to know for so long,” I missed him so much the last thing I wanted was for him to be mad at me. I let my head fall forward to rest in my hands, as a fresh wave of disappointment crashes over me.  
 
     "Kayah, my sweet, gentle Kayah." he pushes a strand of hair that had fallen forward around my face back behind my left ear then lifted my head so I would meet his eyes. His brown eyes searched mine. Why can't I ever do anything right when he is around? I want him to think I am good, that I am sweet and gentle. A tear leaks out from the corner of my eye, and he wipes it away with the hand that still cradles my face. His hand is warm on my cheek and his touch is electrifying, he traces the line of my cheekbone then moves his fingertips slowly down to my neck continuing over my shoulders then down my arms until they reach my hands. I break the intensity of his gaze before I gave in to the longing that is building inside of me. The steady swish of passing cars helped me calm my racing thoughts.  
 
     "I'm not gentle anymore." There was a time when I could close my eyes and dream of kids playing in the living room. Walks on the beach with someone that I loved, and who loved me back. Now, when I dream it is of death and pain, like interlocking thread weaved into a knot so tight that it looks like two parts of the same whole. "I am far from gentle, and sweet, well." I pause to gather my thoughts "you of all people should know how far away that is it to describing anything about me."  
 
     I turn to face him his eyes are still searching my face, and there is an undeniable since of longing deep within him that has me unconsciously leaning forward. "Why,” I swallow convulsively as pain and anger rise. "Why would you look for me? You are the head of the shifter council you can have anyone you want. You don't need me I'm a waist of your time and I don't deserve to have learned what you have taught me." I pause to think over what I said, and then rephrase. "I don't deserve to have you care." My gaze drifted from his face to the dashboard, then the window.  
 
     The car is dark, and the windows tint makes it almost impossible to see out of them into the night sky. "Kayah, I need to tell you something. It is the story of how I became the leader of the council and of how I was changed." his right hand turns my face so that I was looking at him. He takes a deep breath then begins, "Four years ago I was engaged. My fiancé was the love of my life. Her name was Haley Keller; I thought I would never meet anyone like her. She was strong, independent, and stubborn as hell, but most of all she cared about those around her. She helped those in need and loved working with kids. We grew up together and I loved her so much." a hint of a smile plays at the corner of his mouth, as he remembers some long-forgotten past. "About a week before our wedding,” his expression changes and his words are strained. "She was attacked by a werewolf and was killed. I was not there to protect her, and it was my entire fault. Enraged and grief stricken I decided that I would find the beast that killed my Haley, and I would kill it or die trying. 
 
      I looked for five months without any luck, then at the beginning of the sixth month I met an old man in the woods, he said he was lost and that he needed help finding his way. I agreed to help him. As we walked through the forest, he said that he wanted to give me a gift. He told me that it would help me find what I was looking for and that I might find things I did not know to look for. I did not understand what he was talking about at the time, although now it has become painfully obvious. I never told the old man anything of my past, but I was positive that he knew." Dominick paused then looked at the steering wheel.  
 
     His hands fell away from me, and he dragged them back into his lap, and for the first time he looked ashamed. "I told him that I could use all the help I can get," he continued talking, only now it seemed like he was talking to himself and not to me. "In those days I was angry all the time and couldn't stand for anyone to be around me. This man was different though I wanted him to stay with me, for him to give me answers to questions. Deep down I knew he was different than anyone I had ever met." he stopped talking for a long time and I thought he might not continue.  
 
     "He changed you?" I asked. Dominick looked up to my face again. "Yes, he taught me everything about being a Shape shifter. Before he died, he told me about the council of elders, how he used to be leader before a challenger came forward. His challenger was younger stronger and faster than him to the outcome was set before the fight even began. He lost to a shifter from, New England. The old man made me promise, to challenge Jason Denison and take the council back. I did, Jason became angry with the council after that and demanded a rematch, but the council would not have it, they said that I won fairly and that Jason should accept his loss and move on, a month later Jason joined the werewolves under Cyrus. 
 
      Cyrus is the werewolf that killed my fiancé." He paused then whispered, "I never told you about the council of elders because I have been trying to protect you from a war that I have been fighting since before I meet you." he took my hand, then continued, "nothing about this story answers your question though dose it? The night of your attack, I was on a raid. I had heard rumors that the werewolves were moving in on a nearby city and that they were going to try to take control. I set up the raid and I was helping to drive out the pack when they split up. I caught up with two of the wolves and we fought I killed one, but the other ran. 
 
      I was tracking him when I caught your scent, you smelled like lilies and raspberries. Then I saw you, your long midnight black hair blowing in the breeze that carried your scent to me. I saw you looking around and I knew that if you staid any longer you would get hurt. Your hair flowed and shimmered in the light of the moon like a cape as you walked. A cape that caressed your body and followed your ever curve. I was so; captivated by your natural grace and beauty that it took a while for me to remember what I was doing.  
 
     The howls of the pack regrouping caught my attention though. I had to get you out of there even if it was the last thing I ever did. That is when I ran to you." he pressed a hand to his chest then continued "my heart was pounding so fast, I wanted to just scup you up and run as far away as I could get, but the others were so close. What I felt at that moment reminded me of what I once felt, and I knew that no matter what, I would keep you safe always. You were my second chance."  
 
     He was watching my face carefully as a single tear rolled down my cheek. A single tear filled with loss and pain so deep that if he would not shed it, I would shed it for him. His hands held mine tightly as if it might help me to understand. "I thought I failed you when I saw what that animal did to your neck,” he ran a light path over the skin at my neck with a single finger as he spoke. "Your leg" He looked down at my legs penetrating the denim jeans with his eyes alone seeing the deep puncture wounds once again.  
 
     "I knew I wasn't going to kill you, but I didn't know how I could save you; I thought about leaving you there but just the thought of that sick animal Jason finding you." He shivered. Either from the name or from the thought of killing me I could not be certain. "I followed your scent to your apartment where I remembered a story the old man told me about a half werewolf half shape shifter that did great things within the council." His eyes brightened with an inner radiance that had me staring. "I hoped against hope that it would work. You were asleep for so long and then you finally woke up I felt so relieved. I wanted you to know everything. I wanted to tell you about the council and the old man in the woods, but I wanted to keep you to myself where I could keep you safe with me forever. His pause this time seemed to stretch on forever. I suppressed a sigh and pulled my hands from his. I did not know what I felt but my scattered emotions fought me since of reality and that reality is hitting me now harder than ever before. The constant threat I face the way I feel about Dominick and the growing fear I felt for Ryan the fact is that we are in trouble, and we have to get Ryan out of here. Looking out the window I only say, "We better keep moving Cyrus will catch up with us soon.” 
 
      When I pulled my hands from Dominick's, he moved them to the steering wheel. As I finished speaking, I look sideways at him, his hands shook; and then he spoke in a voice layered in anger and frustration. "You don't understand" watching his hands closely I see his knuckles turn white and the dark green veins bulge up clearly visible on the back of his hand and up his arm disappearing under his shirt.  
 
     I close my eyes tight and turn my head away so he cannot see the hurt his anger causes me. Is he right, do I not understand? I know Dominick feels something for me, but I cannot be certain of what that something is. Can I trust the longing I feel for him? Can I trust the longing I saw in his eyes as he spoke? No, I decide as I remember the look in his eyes as he mentioned his fiancé. His words came back to me; she was the love of my life. He loved that girl the one I am so desperately jealous of, because he still wants her, and I am not her. 
 
      The small space in the car seemed to be getting smaller. The walls of the car close in around me until I could not take the pounding in my chest, the longing for my wolf to be free. Looking back out the window, I move my hand slowly to the handle and pull it. As I push the door, open Ryan's arm shoots forward and catches my shoulder. Without turning to face him I say, "I'll meet you in the next town." His hand fell away slowly as I got out of the car. I slammed the door closed before Dominick had time to say something that would stop me. Before I turned away from the car, I saw the expression on Dominick's face and the grief that filled me had me running before I could comprehend which way I should go.  
 
     

   

  

 
  
   
    Chapter 8: Death and smiles 
 
       
 
     I did not change form because at that moment I did not want to have anything to do with being a wolf I just want the comfort of my familiar stride and the burning pain that comes with a good exercise. "Kayah,” Dominick's voice Brakes through my bliss and I feel the weight of his command with each step I take. "Kayah please, Stop."  
 
     In my human form, Dominick caught up to me easily. He blocked my path, which forced me to run into him, strait into his arms that wrapped around me hugging me tightly to his chest. "Listen to me please." I was pushing against him trying to get him to let me go. "Stop it!" I stopped fighting him and his fierce hug loosened. I tried hard to suppress the tears that threatened to fall. Not letting him speak I say, "I can't be the love you lost, because I'm not her! You do not care about me. Not in the same way, I care for you. How could you? You..." I sighed and moved away from him. His arms fell away slowly as I start again. "I say the wrong thing all the time and when I do something that you aren't expecting you get angry with me and yell. I, I never understood why but now it is suddenly obvious you want her back." My voice gets soft, and it became ridiculously hard to speak because a lump was forming in my throat, and it threatened to release the emotions that I was trying so hard to hide. "You want me to be her, and I will never be her. As soon as you realize that you will leave just like my father left after my mother died. It was my fault, and my father couldn't live with what I did so he left."  
 
     I took a deep breath and took another step away from him. This is the first time I ever tell him anything about myself before I was changed, and it took him off guard. I turned away from him. "You will leave, and I will be alone. You want me to be someone I am not, and I can't be her. You will leave but I still need you the same way I need you to help me now."  
 
     His hand lightly touches my back, I turn to look into his eyes at the same time, a howl rings through the forest. "We have to go." I say as I step away from him and back towards the car. Before I can take a full step, he grabs my arm and pulls me into his arms. He holds me tight against his chest as he looks down into my eyes. He did not say anything, and it is better that he didn't because if he did, I had no doubt I would reject it. However, he did not have to say anything not with the emotion revealed on his ever-changing face. He was so close, close enough to kiss and I wanted to, oh how I wanted to lean farther in and just let my lips meet his. I close my eyes and lean my head on his chest. "We need to go."  
 
     I want his arms around me more than anything, but the sound of the werewolves is getting louder. Without thinking, I grab Dominick's hand and start running back towards the car. "We won't make it in time you go I'll stall them." I grip his hand tighter and pull him closer to me. "No!" I increase my speed and it is becoming difficult for Dominick to keep up with my pace. As we reach the car, he lets go of my hand and goes around to the driver's seat. The hunting party is so close. As I open my door, I realize that the car is empty. "I have to find him." I tell Dominick who is already sitting in the car. I turn and close the door. As I make my way through the large trees, I take a deep breath finding his scent easily. I fallow a path parallel to the road we were taking. I find Ryan a mile down the road trying to hitch a ride. "Don't you know you can get killed doing that?"  I say as I run up behind him. He turns as he sucks in a deep breath. "Yeah, but I can get killed just as fast being around you. Besides, you gave me a gun." I give him a 'you're an idiot' look and grab his arm. "We have to go; your father is catching up." I was about to keep running when I realized Dominick was not with us. I look back in the direction I left him, but it was too far not even my eyes can see that far. I drop Ryan's hand and change form. Throwing my head back, I let out my call. 
 
      Each wolf has a call. The sound of our howl is what lets other wolves know who is nearby. Dominick and I used to practice so we could always tell if the other was in trouble. It works really well because after one of us calls the other only has one min. to call back and if they don't then it means they are in trouble. 
 
     Before I finished my call though, I heard someone in the woods behind me. The wind blows and I get the scent of something familiar. I stop "Kayah,” the words spoken softly in a voice that has become too familiar today. "I've been looking for you." the sound of his accent sends a shudder through my body. "Did you think I would let you go, so easily?" Jason steps forward behind him stood a man that remained hidden in the shadows so I cannot make out whom. "Cyrus," Ryan it would seem new his father very well. "Yes, I almost forgot. Please allow me to introduce my boss, Cyrus Costello." Jason jesters to Cyrus "you have done quite well my son. Far, far better than we could ever have planned, Jason told me about you yelling for help when I sent him to check on your progress."  Ryan sucked in a breath and was about to say something, but I flicked him with my tail, so he let it go.  
 
     His father noticed the exchange and smiled. "Was he easier to train then that infuriating thing that saved you? Dominick Yes, I am sure he is around it was part of my plan for him to be here when I kill you. I called him you know; I told him that I was going to gut you and feed your flesh to my pack. You should have heard how angry he got. That boy has a temper don't you think Jason." Jason took a step forward saying, "I've had to deal with his temper before and that is something no one should have to face. You do though do not you, that is why you left him." he took a few steps closer to me, "Did he get rough slap you around a little. I do hope he did."  
 
     My anger has been rising steadily since they approached now though it reached breaking point. He took another step forward. "I'm going to do a lot worse than he ever did. You are going to beg me to stop. Just when you think it cannot get any worse, the pain is going to increase. you are going to scream for him to save you and he is not going to be able to because you ran away from the one person that could have saved you from me." his face was only inches away and it felt too easy to just bite him.  
 
     A low growl is rising in my throat my hackles raised and I feel my lips curling back exposing my gums and sharp canines as he continues to speak. "First I'm going to hurt you then I'm going to find him and make him watch as I take you for myself. Then only after I have you begging him to save you am I going to kill you and make him live without you and the knowledge that he could do nothing to save you. He is going to rot away in a cell only taken out when we want to amuse ourselves by feeding him a human. He will eat it because the hunger is going to build and build until he goes insane. You, you will be dead. Cyrus will see to that after I've had my fun with you. "  
 
     My muscles bunched. I was about to jump when I heard a bang. Then another. I flinch at the sound and a whimper escapes my jaws caught unaware. I did not have to turn to know that Dominick was behind me. I did anyway. He stood in front of Ryan with the gun in his hand and an evil look in his eyes. That means he heard what Jason was saying. I turn my head back to where Jason lay on the floor with a bullet in his head and a smile on his face. I do not see Cyrus anywhere, so he probably left during Jason's speech, sometime before Dominick arrived.  
 
     "Did you hit Cyrus before he ran?" Ryan's voice is low, but the hope is evident in the hand he placed on Dominick's outstretched arm that still held the gun. Dominick lowers his arm sighs then looks at me. I already know the answer to Ryan's question, but I still wait for his response. "No, he was out of range. We have to get out of here before he joins his pack. 
 
     I nod my head and turn but I am not sure where we should be going so, I look back at Dominick. He smiles at me then moves forward. "I know where we can get help and it's not that far and we don't have time to get the car." as he said the words the hunting party's howls echoed; they are giving orders forming plans. I never thought werewolves capable of something like that. Dominick grabbed Ryan's arm and pushed him forward. "Run boy!" he growled in his ear. "Move now!" It did not take much for Ryan to get the hint. The howls were getting louder so we ran.  
 
     

   

  

 
  
    
     Chapter 9: Family Picnic 
 
       
 
     By myself, I could outrun almost anything. Even if I were running with Dominick, we could outrun the hunting party. With Ryan however, it will not be much longer before the hunters catch us. We ran for about twenty min. as we ran however, we came across something none of us expected. Ryan stopped suddenly forcing Dominick to run in to him. Expecting danger Dominick pulls Ryan behind him then changes form in one lightning-fast move. The hunting party is closing in on us; we only have minutes before the first of them will come into view. I push Ryan forward with my nose so I can see what caused them to stop. 
 
      It is a park. Is the only thought my mind could form. Humans, families laughing small children playing enjoying the afternoon away from civilization. The sound of the pack rings in my ears as I try to figure out what we should do. No time, we have no time, my thoughts repeat themselves. If we keep running, we could get away, but these humans would be in for a horrible surprise if we do. No! I yell at myself. I will not leave them defenseless. We have to find a way to get them to safety. I turn to find Dominick watching me he nods, and I know he has come to the same conclusion I have. We have to save them even if it means we might die.  
 
     Dominick and I step forward at the same time. We know that because we are wolves if we enter a large population of humans, it will cause a panic that will force people to leave. As we move forward, I hear him take a deep breath then let it out. A growl builds in his throat and his lips pull back over his gums exposing sharp teeth. I lean my head back and howl. He snaps and growls like a rabid dog. People scream and run throwing their food in our direction. I end my howl and run forward pretending I am after an untouched lunchmeat sandwich. It is a good plan considering I have not eaten in a while. Most of the families ran for their cars leaving everything as it was before we entered. Two or three however tried shoving everything in bags they took with them. A few moments later and the picnic areas empty like the rest of the woods.  
 
     Ryan ran out of the woods where Dominick and I left him pointing behind him franticly. As he reached us, he gasped, "They're here we can't get away." The sound of a child laughing stopped him from saying anymore. We searched the surrounding woods looking for a face to go with the childish laugh we are hearing. Ryan found them first. He ran forward towards the two-remaining people in the park. "You can't be here, it's not safe go to your car and leave." Ryan's words are urgent. Nevertheless, the elderly man and the young boy that looks to be Ryan's age are not listening.  
 
     He is too late. I think as I run forward and place myself between him and the wolves that have just entered the clearing. Dominick moves beside me, and we back up slowly towards the last car in the parking lot. There are too many of them. As they entered, they began circling as if they were waiting for something, or perhaps they were waiting for someone. I recognized a few of them as the wolves that chased me outside their town. Others However, I had never seen before. Dominick was growling now, and his tail was sticking straight up in the air expressing his dominance.  
 
     The building tension has the hair on my shoulders standing. Low growls escape my mouth. Then Cyrus steps forward. He laughed loudly and threw his head back. My growl grew until it became a constant noise, which drowned out Ryan's comforting assurances towards the other humans. Dominick and I faced Cyrus. Ryan and the humans had their backs against the car. I brush my tail against Ryan trying to get him to put the people in the car, but I do not think it worked.  
 
     "You could have gotten away again. Yet, you are here, trapped to save a few humans. You Dominick are not a hard man to figure out, focused on one thing you have been ever since I killed that scrawny girl of yours. I have been waiting for you. Her on the other hand, she is a different story. First, I tell Simon to change her, which he did then you save her, as I knew you would. You train her to kill werewolves. Why, because we are the one thing you hate. That is not what she believes though is it girl you do it to protect them. Those, things behind you, that do not deserve your or anyone else's protection." he sighs and shakes his head. "I was very disappointed to learn that it was you that killed my wife. I imagine Dominic got a thrill out of that fact though." he sighs again "now you have taken my son and made him believe you care about his wellbeing. Look at him he is a little runt what could you possibly gain from having him with you other than him slowing you down."   
 
     My anger rises higher with each word he speaks. My muscles bunch as I ready myself to leap at him, longing to stop this constant running. Dominick's warning bite to my shoulder brakes through my concentration, and my head jerked towards him. He was looking at me with a curious expression, but he just shook his head and turned back to Cyrus. "No fun what did I tell you." at that moment, I understood what he had been trying to do. He was baiting me trying to get me to give into my anger.  
 
     The thought that it would have worked made my anger rise even higher. It burns within me scorching my sanity until all that remains for me to do is laugh, because as my anger became a raging inferno it became easier to control. It took all of my worry and fear away leaving a burning desire, a hunger unsatisfied until Cyrus Costello was no more. I laughed. I can feel the pent-up energy and the raw power in my muscles as I dug my paws into the earth. I feel the energy it is giving me and its electrifying power that is my all mine.  
 
     The pack stopped circling. They faced me and only me waiting to see what I would do. "You think this is funny! You kill my wife, take my son, and now laugh in my face!" as he said the last word, he changed form and lunged at me. I was ready for his attack. I wanted it! As he got closer, I leap at him. The impact sent us flying just as it did the first day, I saw him. His action was so unexpected that none of the other wolves moved to help him. This gave me enough time to bite down into his neck before he recovered from the fall. He tried to get a grip on my shoulder as he struggled to get me off him. My hold on him was not life threatening like the one I had on his wife, but I am sure it still hurt a lot. He was losing blood and that was all I needed I just needed to weaken him so the others could get away.  
 
     Ryan managed to get himself and the other humans into the car; however, they were not leaving. Dominick was facing off with two wolves that managed to stop staring at me fighting their alpha. My grip on Cyrus tightened and he pushed his legs under my belly trying to get me to let go. One of my spectators must have finally decided Cyrus needs help because I saw one lunge at me from the side. I countered his attack by grabbing the skin at the back of his neck and throwing him to the ground. He hit his head on the loose gravel at the edge of the parking lot and went still. The time lost defending against the attack cost me and Cyrus found the opening in my guard he had been waiting for. He lunged forward and bit into my shoulder. As his teeth sank into my flesh, I let out an agonized yelp. I bite down on the side of his neck trying to get him to release his hold. It must have worked because he let go so suddenly that I fell back from pulling away from him.  
 
     We circled each other looking for a new opening. Dominick knocked two wolves out pulse the one I knocked out only left Cyrus with two from his hunting party. He did not like the odds I could see it in his face. He barked once then ran into the forest with the others following behind. I left my guard up until the sound of their running faded in the distance. As the noise faded so, did my anger leaving me empty and hallow.  
 
      "We have to go they will be back. Cyrus Does not give up that easily." Ryan's voice is soft. "The Man agreed to take us wherever we wanted to go, but I'm not sure where that is." Dominick turns away from Ryan and looks through one of the bags, left behind. He pulls out a pair of shorts then goes into the woods. I did not intend to change form, so I follow Ryan to the car. The old man occupies the front seat, and the boy is sitting in the middle seat beside him. Ryan sat in the front on the passenger's side after opening the backdoor for me. I jump in then realize how tired I truly am. My shoulder is bleeding slowly, and the wound is making it hard to concentrate. Dominick gets in beside me and slams the door shut. The sound startles me, and I growl low in my throat. He looks at me with his face full of concern. I just shake my head and try to concentrate. My body is tense, and it is hard for me to relax. My breathing is hard so I decide I should lie down. There is just enough room for me to stretch out on my belly over the seat. My head is towards Dominick, so he reaches out and strokes the back of my neck. I look at him for the first time since the fight started. His bare chest streaked with blood that I do not think it is his. His arms are long and the muscles flex as he massages the tight muscles on the back of my neck. I sit up and lick his face and lower jaw cleaning the small gash above his eye and the stained spot on his cheek. He smiles slightly "rest" I lay my head on his thigh and let myself give in to sleep I desperately need. 
 
     

   

  

 
  
    
     Chapter 10: Night 
 
       
 
     I am not sure how long we drove, but it felt like I just closed my eyes and the car stopped. Dominick shook me gently. "Kayah, you have to wake up." I groaned as I opened my eyes. I was going to growl but my throat made a whimpering sound instead. Oh no, I looked down at myself, knowing what I would see. I was in my human form. A thin blanket covered my body. It looked like one I had seen in the park. My wound on my shoulder throbbed in time with my pulse. I looked pleadingly at Dominick. He smiled and leaned down to press his lips to my cheek, then whispers in my ear. "Don't worry I had a feeling you were going to change so I covered you before you did." I smiled up at him. "You always know when I'm going to change." I shook my head in exasperation. He laughed. "That is just because I know you." now it is my turn to laugh "Oh really so what do I want now?"  
 
     He wraps the blanket around me and lifts me into his arms. "That my dear is far too simple you want a hot bath, lots of food, and a bed with lots of pillows." I smile widely "That's what I always want.” I say wrapping my arms around him, so it is easy for him to support my weight. A yawn escapes, and he smiles. The things I said in the woods flash in my mind, but I ignore them, we will have to talk about that later. For now, I will let him carry me to wherever we are going.  
 
     "Where are we?" the question comes from behind me where Ryan is standing next to Dominick. He moves forward so I turn my head to see what he is looking at. We were in front of a large house on a cement path that leads to a large set of steps. The steps lead to a deck that looks like it surrounds the entire house. On either side of the steps and at regular intervals are large pillars that support the deck roof. The house reminded me of the plantation houses most often found by the large rivers like the Mississippi. This one however is in the middle of the woods and out of sight to the road about two miles down. Dominick smiles as he answers Ryan's question. "We are home; this is the house of shifters. My home,” as he spoke, he made his way up the steps.  
 
     At the top, we stopped in front of what looked to be a solid oak double door. He shifted my weight and reached for the knocker on one of the large doors. The knocker shaped like a wolf jumping out of the wood from the door is beautiful, the doors; however, the only word I can adequately use to describe it is exquisite. Hand carved below the knocker is a lone wolf howling up at a moon that is just beginning to show out of the thick clouds. The wolf is in a field, circling it are twelve wildflowers. I reach out and touch the wolf. "This is the council leader." I am not sure how I know but Dominick nods his head.  
 
     "It is my favorite piece of art in the whole house."  A women's voice calls from behind us. I turn to look at her. She is a shifter and looks to be important. She smiles and steps forward. Reaching out she points at the flowers "These represents seats on the council. Twelve with the head of the council there are thirteen an odd number so there can never be a tie and the moon showing us our desires that are always out of reach. It truly is magnificent." she turns to face us. "Allow me to introduce myself, I'm Jane, and I occupy one of those twelve seats." her voice is soothing with her thick southern accent. I smile and extend my hand towards her. "Kayah, it's nice to meet you." she shakes my hand and my smile widen. I point to Ryan. "This is Ryan. He is a bit small, but I am sure he tastes good,” she laughs at my joke, but I feel Dominick tighten his grip.  
 
     "Let us find you something to eat before you start eating your friends shall we." a man's voice comes from the now open doorway. "Roger it is so good to see you again. It has been a long time." the women steps forward to hug him. "Yes, it has been Jane. You tell me that every time a meeting called." she laughs, and they enter the house followed by Dominick then Ryan. "Well meetings are not called often, and it is the only time I see you." Dominick laughs now "you should be happy she even acknowledges your existence roger. She never even tells me hi." Jane turns to Dominick now. "That is because you're a self-absorbed jerk." he smiles. "You can't still be mad about me making you work on your day off. It was last year." "I can be if that day just happened to be my birthday."  "That is mean." the words are out of my mouth before I could stop them. Jane smiles "you see even she agrees." She grabs my arm and pulls. Dominick loses his grip, but I land on my feet. I hold the blanket around me and follow behind her.  
 
     "You’re coming with me, I'll show you to your room and get you something,” she looked at my blanket and shivered. "Too wear." I smiled and noticed the black skirt suit she is wearing with the hot pink blouse. The blouse accented by her, auburn shoulder length, hair gives her complication a slight glow. It made her look professional in an attractive way. "I like your shoes." they are very pretty too high for me to wear but she managed to make them look graceful. "Thanks. I have never seen you around before. I can tell you are a shifter, but I cannot tell why I sense werewolf as well." her comment makes my face turn pink. "Then Dominick has never talked to the council about me before." she turns to look at me now. She led me up the stairs before she answers. "Dominick never talks much about himself or anyone else. He only lived here for a while then he left without telling anyone why. He only comes when there is trouble and most often, it is more than he can handle alone. Meetings update the council on the affairs with the werewolves. The members of the council are in charge of territory appointed to them. Take me for example I am in charge of most of Texas and a few other southern states. Dominick is in charge of Mississippi and its surrounding states. Council members know everything there is to know about our territory. Who occupies it, and where the werewolves are within it, at all times. He is our leader so; we must report to him. He advises us on our territory and helps if we lose control of the werewolves within It." she paused at the end of the hall at a door. "This is your room until you leave." I open the door "It sounds like a very big job for just one person.” I say as I walk into the room. It is an exceptionally large room in the center is a full-size bed, at the end is a chest. I walk to the bed and sit down. "The job is not just meant for one person. Each council member has a second. A mate you could say. I am new at this, so I have not chosen one yet. We may still be human in a way, but our government is like that of any pack with a pecking order and laws each member must fallow." I sigh. "It would seem I am outside of your laws then because I am not just a shifter or a werewolf but both. It has been two years now and I am just now finding out about your pecking order." a yawn escapes. "You still fall in somewhere or else you would not be with Dominick." she concentrates hard on something then sighs and shakes her head before continuing.  
 
     "There is a shower through that door. I will send a doctor to look at your shoulder and food left for you on that tray by the bed as well. There are clothes in the closet by the restroom and if you need anything else I'm down the hall to the left the first door." She stopped thinking for a moment before continuing. "I'll speak with Dominick and see when the meeting is so you can attend. It is important you understand how our government works. Even if you think you're outside of it." I walked with her to the door. "Thank you for explaining things to me. Dominick is good to have with you in a fight, but he never says anything that is important like this. At least not to me." she smiled "Then you will just have to come to me with your questions." with that, she left the room.  
 
     Closing the door behind her, I smile then make my way to the closet. I get a blouse off a hanger then turn to the dresser to the right of the bed. I find under clothes and a pair of blue jeans. I lay the clothes out on the bed then go into the door she said was the restroom. There are towels hanging and others folded neatly by the sink. The counter is large covering the length of a wall. The wall opposite it is where the toilet is. In the corner is a large tub. Next to that is a shower. I turn on the water to the shower and get in after letting the blanket drop to the cold tiled floor. The water is relaxing, and it helps calm my nerves.  
 
     After my shower, I changed into my clothes then decide I should lie down for a while. Before I reached the bed, a knock came from the door. I go to the door and open it. Dominick and Jane are standing in front of a man who had with him a large bag. His expression is friendly. He is tall and thin; his hair is light brown but graying at the temples. He smiles and slight wrinkles form at the edges of his mouth. "This is Jonah but around here we call him doc." Jane said as I moved aside to let them in.  
 
     I am not sure why, but I instantly did not like him. He reminds me of a panther watching and waiting, silently looking for an opening. The instant you turn your back it will move in for the kill. Dominick had to push me towards the bed for me to sit down. The shirt I had under the blouse is a spaghetti strap so I take the blouse off so he can look at my wounded shoulder. It was not bad, but I would need stitches on the three holes Cyrus's teeth made in my flesh. I had to clean it in the restroom, so it was bleeding only a little through the bandage I made. 
 
     "I've heard about you from the boy in the room down the hall. He said you were pretty, but he did not tell me you were exquisite." he smiles and steps forward. He tells me that Cyrus my old friend has been causing trouble for you and this young man here. He had been digging through the bag and came out with a pair of scissors at the end of his sentence he moved his arm towards Dominick. I could not figure out why I did not like this man but, in that moment, it did not matter why he had a weapon he was friends with Cyrus, and he was moving towards Dominick.  
 
     Without thinking I lunged towards him placing myself between him and Dominick, Jane pushed back to a wall by Dominick looked shocked, and my body changing into a wolf. I pushed the doc to the door and growled viciously. I knew he was human before he entered the room but even, they can be dangerous. I felt my protectiveness over Dominick go out of control and I would kill this man to keep him safe. Dominick jumped between the man and my teeth at the last moment, and I stopped my attack. "He is human Kayah!" Dominick's voice was loud and the anger in it sent me to the ground. His voice filled with protectiveness towards that thing behind him. The anger he had was towards me. Not the thing that was going to hurt him how could he be angry with me. This always happens! It is as if he does not trust me. "Kayah,” my anger began to rise, and the sound of his voice made it reach breaking point. I stood up "Kayah," a growl escaped one long sound that continued until I reached the bathroom door, never taking my eyes off Dominick, Jane against the wall eyes wide or the human behind him.  
 
     Dominick looked shocked that my anger was towards him but that did not stop me from growling and snapping at him when he moved towards me after Jane got the human out of the room. He stopped walking and started yelling. "I can't believe you would embarrass me like that! Attacking a guest; in this house! Guests are protected! You attack someone in my house and for no reason, a human no less!" I am sitting on the floor in the bathroom entrance while he paces back and forth in front of the bed. His words made my anger rise but I was not going to sit here and let him yell at me. I turn to the counter and grab a bathrobe. He is still pacing so when he is facing away, I change form and put it on.  
 
     "Don't stand their yelling at me I knew he was a human the moment I opened the door! I may have overreacted but if an embarrassment is all I am to you than I should have never bothered trying to protect you in the first place. No, you should have never saved me in the first place!" he stopped his pacing and was staring at me. "You obviously do not understand me. If you did, you would have known something was wrong when I hesitated, and not push me to keep going." his hands shook at his sides. Anger is in the lines on his face, and it was all, directed towards me. Seeing his anger towards me made me feel empty; I did not want to fight anymore "Get out of here, now.” I say softly. He did not move. I turned back to the bathroom and slammed the door shut. Once inside I let my anger rise once more and my form changes. I lie on the floor and try controlling my breathing. I am so angry that my body does not know what it wants. Sound escapes my lips. Caught somewhere between a wine and a growl. Part of me wanted to tear everything apart but the other just wanted to sleep. I heard him walk to the other side of the door and sit down.  
 
     He did not say anything for a while, until a knock came from the bedroom door. "You can come in Jane," he said softly. I heard her shoes as she moves towards him after opening the door. "Sir, if you don't mind, I would like to speak with you." her words are formal probably because of how angry he is. Her accent makes the concern in her voice profound. "Very well, what is it." his tone is sharp his words cut short. "Sir I was speaking with the boy that came with you the boy she saved. He said your mate has not slept in a few days if not longer, and that he has not seen her eat in about the same amount of time. He said that she saved all the food she had for him. I had food sent before she arrived at her room but as you can see sir, she has not eaten it I suggest letting her rest. Doc left but he left the necessary tools to stitch her shoulder. If you don't mind, I will see to it." Dominick sighed and got to his feet. "Very well Jane." with that he left the room. 
 
     I get off the floor and change into my human form; I put the bathrobe I dropped back on and open the door. "I am not his mate." I say as I open the door "pardon. Oh, right. Do not worry about it honey. That is just how his wolf half sees you; it is why he has trouble controlling himself around you. His wolf half wants to give you everything you could ever want but his human half tries controlling his wolf half. After a prolonged period, his human half begins to want the same." she smiles and leads me to the bed. "How long have you been changed anyway you seem able to control yourself fairly well. Change back and forth when you want." I sigh as I sit on the bed. "Two years, I was attacked, but Dominick did something that made me half of both."  She sat beside me. "Lie down sweetie, two years he has had you, and he never told anyone." I did what she said.  
 
     She leaned over and lowered the bathrobe exposing my shoulder. She spoke as she worked removing the bandage and began sowing after giving me a shot. "I don't think I have ever seen him so angry. His wolf half must be furious his human half yelled at you." I sighed, "I don't see why he always gets angry." my words are spoken softly but the pain in them is loud. "Not with you, with himself it is obvious he loves you. When you do something wrong, he feels it is because he does not do enough to help you. He understands the difficulty you face being the only one of your kind and he feels that it is his responsibility to help you adapt." "No, he just wants me to replace someone from his past." She finished sowing then bandaged my shoulder. "Thinking like that is going to cause a lot of fighting between you and him. I heard what you told him, you might have had a reason to yell at him, but you should not use how he saved you as a punishment. He did what he felt was the right thing to do at the time. Do not make him think you would rather have died than be like the rest of us. Just rest the medication I gave you should help you sleep." she pulled the blanket over my body as she spoke then gathered her things and started towards the door. "Jane, thanks, and can you tell him he can come in and stop pacing in the hall." the footsteps stopped, and Jane smiled at me. Then she nodded and walked out the door. 
 
      A few moments later, he walked through the door. I waved for him to come towards me. Slowly he did. He had a worried expression as if he thought I might attack him again. He reached the edge of my bed "I should not have yelled..." I grab his arm and he take a step back. I pull my hand back and I feel the hurt expression on my face. I turn away unable to look into his eyes. "I'm sorry..." my voice catches in my throat, and I want to run away rather than face him and his disappointment.” I should not have reacted the way I did even if I thought you were in danger. You can obviously take care of yourself. I apologize if what I did and said embarrassed you in any way. You taught me better than that." he took a slow step forward, so I stopped talking. I still could not face him.  
 
     He leaned over me. I feel his breath on my neck as he leans closer. I turn to face him. He is so close that my lips brush his. He stops moving so I press my lips to his. He sucks in a shocked breath and jerks back. He did not expect me to kiss him, his body stiffened. I let my head fall back to the pillow and close my eyes against the pain his coldness caused me. "I am sorry." I roll on to my side facing away from him. "You should just go before I do something else that will disappoint you." he leaned on the bed and placed his hand on my arm. "None of this is your fault. I should have explained the rules I should have told you about the world we live in, and I should have helped you with your anger sooner. I should have told you a lot of things." I choke back a sob and say, "Just go" he sighs and says, "I'll come back tomorrow.” I take a deep breath and say, "Do what you wish." a single tear escapes the corner of my eye.  
 
     It was then that he realized how much his reaction hurt. Without warning, he sat me up in bed and hugged me. He would not let go I was pushing him away with all the strength I had left, which sadly turned out to be none. I fought him so hard that I did not realize I was crying. I do not know what is wrong with me I cannot control myself; my anger is eating all of my feelings leaving a hunger so deep that I have nothing left. I am not sure when, but I stopped fighting Dominick and started holding him tighter. I want him with me I want to help him not fight him. I want him to be proud of me and I want him to take care of me. I do not want to be alone. "Alone" I say the word in a sob, and he strokes my hair getting it out of my face. "I'm here, I won't let you be alone." he rocks me from side to side stroking my back until the tension leaves my shoulders and I stop shaking. He lays me back on the bed and covers me again. He lies next to me, and I move into his arms. I lean my head on his shoulder and cry myself to sleep. 
 
     Dominick's soft snores coming from next to me wake me. He is sprawled on the bed taking up most of the room. My head on his chest rises and falls with each breath he takes. My arm around his waist feels warm against his body. I sigh then slide myself off the edge of the bed, careful not to wake him. I do not know where I am going but I need to see the sky I have to look into its vast plain of black and soak it all in. as I reach the door of the bedroom the pain starts. It feels like a fire is burning inside of me. Taking all that I am and forcing it to do what it wants. It is forcing me to listen to its song. I need to see the sky. I must look at the moon. It is singing my name, calling to me. My body begins to shake with the need I feel for the open sky. I feel my skin ripping the monster about to release is one that no one will be able to stop. I want to kill more than I want to breathe and that thought scares me. More than anything I have ever faced. The burning inside me builds until it becomes impossible to contain. I let out a pain-filled cry that does not describe the depth of my agony. 
 
     Dominick jumped out of bed ready for a fight. He stood for several seconds trying to figure out why I was screaming but saw nothing. Footsteps sound in the hall so I move to a corner before I fall to the floor. I hunch over trying to control my muscles that throb in time with my racing heart. I cry out in pain but as the door, bursts open and Dominick steps forward I stop them with a pain filled "No!" I inhale several times and try again to calm myself. All my effort accomplished was to have the pain spread from my lungs to my racing heart. "What is happening to me?" I look up at Dominick pleadingly trying to get him to explain before the monster inside me gains full control. Kayah, Kayah. No, the tempo increases; and my breathing increases along with it. "Make it stop!" I yell the burning is now in my belly and I hear my stomach groan. My panicked please intensify "Make it stop I don't want to be a monster, shut up, shut up." I repeat the same line. I wrap my arms around my belly trying to stop the hunger I am now feeling.  
 
     Dominick is now leaning in front of me holding my head trying to get me to listen to him. The door is open, and sifters are standing behind him. "Listen to me! You must slow your breathing. Focus on me; look at me. Open your eyes." I look at him pleadingly "what is happening to me?" I repeated my question only this time I get an answer. Only now, I wish I had never asked, because the truth is I knew all along but did not want to face the truth. With Dominick, saying what my body is doing, forces me to acknowledge the fact that my werewolf half is trying to take over. I never thought of myself as being werewolf or shape shifter. It never occurred to me that I can be one or the other I just thought I was both all the time. Like two halves of one whole always together, complete. "Calm down and listen to me. Listen to my breathing and match it with yours." Dominick sits behind me, wrapping me in his arms, pulling me back against his chest; the pain intensifies further so I push myself into him. His body feels cool, and I want it to put out the fire. "Breath," his chest rise as he speaks so I force mine to do the same. "Good now let it out." as the hot breath leaves my body the burning in my lung’s lessons, I repeat the movement until the burning recedes taking with it the song of the night and my name. My heartbeat slows and I relax back into Dominick's arms.  
 
     "Sir, do you need some assistance?" Roger asks. "Not with this thank you but could you send some food and inform the council that we will be meeting Friday. Thank you, Roger." "Yes, of course sir." with that the other shifters left the room, closing the door behind them.  
 
     I sighed as his fingers moved down my back massaging the tightness out of my muscles. "I'm sorry I woke you I was trying to stay quiet."  I shake my head trying to shake the thought of my becoming a monster "Has It ever happened before?"  He asked the question quietly. He was afraid to hear the answer. I turn in his arms to face him. "Yes,” a pained expression crosses his face. "When did it happen?" he asked, in the same quiet voice. I press my forehead into his chest. "It happened the afternoon before I left before I went on my run. It wasn't as bad then I handled it." He hugged me tightly "this is my fault.” I reach up and force him to look at me. "No, it is not I made my own decisions I left. You found me and saved me. Just like now." I was speaking with such intensity that it shocked me when he pressed his lips to mine. Instead of pulling back as he did when I kissed him, I pulled him closer.  
 
     A knock at the door startles me then I remember the food Dominick asked for. I pull back from him, kiss him on the cheek then rise from the floor, and open the door. Jane is standing in the doorway holding a silver tray. "Did I hear someone ask for a doggie bag?" I laugh and let her in. Dominick got off the floor and held out his arms for the tray. "You should stick around Jane watching Kayah eat is fascinating. She never stops." I laugh when Jane turns to look at me most likely wondering where I put it all. Dominick places the tray on the counter and lifted the lid, pancakes a lot of them. My stomach growls and Jane laughs.  
 
     I go to the food and Dominick makes me sit on the bed then he hands me a plate. Within seconds, the food on the plate is gone. My stomach growls again and Dominick hands me another, eggs, and bacon with another serving of pancakes. That plate full is gone just as fast. I hand the plate back to him and he hands me a third, more eggs, and bacon. I finish that then grab the glass of apple juice that is on the tray. As I finish the juice, I hand the cup and plate to Dominick. "Darn, Kayah with an appetite like that you are going to make Dominick bankrupt. Not an easy thing to do with how much money he inherited from that old man." I laugh then grab the other glass of juice. "I told you it was amazing look she didn't even make a mess." I sigh then give the glass to Dominick. He looks at me and tilts his head to the side "are you still hungry?" I smile and he turns to Jane, "can you send another up?" he asks as he hands her the silver tray. She smiles and leaves the room.  
 
     

   

  

 
  
    
       
 
    
 Chapter 11: Tire Swing 
 
       
 
     "You didn't have to order another you know I'm fine." I say as I go to the dresser for clothes. He laughs and goes to sit on the bed. "I know it's just I have to talk to you about some things and I don't want her to open her big mouth before I get the chance to discuss it with you." I look up at him from the drawer I just opened. "Are you referring to the outstanding amount of money you inherited?" I had never heard about how much money he had, nor did I ever care to ask. He sighed and rose from his position. "Get dressed there is something I have to show you." he kissed my forehead then went to the door and left the room.  
 
     I gathered a set of clothes and went into the restroom. After changing, I looked through a cabinet under the sink and found a toothbrush and hairbrush. It felt good to be able to brush the tangles out of my hair, so I spent about an hour just fixing my hair. I must have brushed my teeth three times and my hair a hundred times before pacified. When my long hair was straight and tangle free, I opened the door to the bathroom and walked out.  
 
     Sun light drifted through the window by the dresser and shone on a silver tray, which reflected the light throughout the room. On the silver tray a black envelope sat. My eyebrows pull together as I walk forward. I do not know what to expect as I lift the envelope. The movement stirs the air and I smell cool mountain breeze. I lift the envelope to my nose and the smell gets stronger. Dominick left this for me. My heart pounds hard in my chest, my excitement grows.  
 
     I open the envelope and pull out a single page. His handwriting is rough, but I can read it.  
 
     Kayah,                     
 
         Jane has informed me that you have many questions regarding our government and your role within that government. Many of the questions you have I may not be able to answer, however you are not outside our rules. Therefor I have produced a way to have your questions answered. Since Jane has taken such an interest in you, it is her job to guide you through this house until the meeting Friday. I would do it myself, but a pressing issue will require my assistance during our stay. Today however I have arranged to have my schedule cleared. Meet me downstairs at eight.  
 
                                                                             Always yours: Dominick    
 
      I look up from the page and over to the clock on the wall. 7:54 I only have a few minutes. I fold the paper and shove it back in the envelope then place it on the dresser and walk to the door. As I open the door, I almost run into Jane. She laughs "I was just about to get you Dominick is waiting for you downstairs. He looks stressed, he sent for the car. It just arrived." I feel my eyebrows bunch. "Do you know where he is taking me?" I fallow her down the hall, and to the stairs. "No idea, but it's important to him." I fallow her down the stairs and to the lobby. 
 
     I spot Dominick waiting for me at the door. He is talking to roger about something as he paces back and forth. He has not noticed Jane and me at the bottom of the stairs. I strain my ears but only catch part of the conversation " no the police have been searching for the woods, the humans that brought you here told them that they saw the missing boy not far if they come any closer," Jane clears her throat and roger stops mid-sentence. They were talking about Ryan. I saw him in the hall he had been trying to get hold of his uncle but was having no luck. He seemed up set, but I figured he just wanted to go home. Dominick stops pacing, his eyes are searching for something then they stop on my face. Just like that his expression changes from concern to relief, then something more. My face get hot as his gaze sends my heart pounding, like an African drum. I had been walking towards him but stopped as his eyes found mine. He steps directly in front of me and extends his hand taking mine up from my side. He brings my hand to his lips and kisses it gently. He smiles as my breath catches in my throat then answers a question I did not hear. "No, Roger that will be all." I faintly hear Roger and Jane's retreat to the other room. Dominick’s fingers interlock my own; "shall we go?" Dominick asks I smile and say, "If you're ready,” he laughs and opens the door, and we head down to the car, which is a jet-black infinity with leather seats and the factory new car smell. 
 
     He opens the door and I get in the front seat, then he goes around to the driver's side. As we drive down the entrance to the house I say, "We should take Ryan to his uncle." he looks at me smiles then "We are, that's part of the reason I cleared my schedule we are taking him when we get back." this surprises me. "Oh, okay good. Where are we going?" Dominick smiles "you will know it when we see it.” I feel my eyebrows bunch together. He reaches out and takes my hand. "Relax." I squeeze his hand gently then lean my head against the seat and enjoy the ride.  
 
     After about forty min. of driving, I see Dominick's grip on the steering wheel tighten. He releases my hand and places it on the wheel with his other "We are almost there." his voice is soft as if he does not want someone else to hear. I sit straight in my chair and look out the passenger's side window. My eyebrows bunch together at the sight of a park. It is empty of people and the swings sit still. The slide polished with age and the bars rust covered. A large tree's branches droop low from the weight of an old worn-down tree house. The ladder to the top is missing steps and the tire swing lay on the ground below a taller tree's branch. I do not know why Dominick brought me here, but I cannot help the feeling of dread. I have been here before; in my mind I glimpse myself as a little girl swinging on the tire swing throwing my head back as the wind causes my hair to swirl a way then back until it hits my back. I hear my mom laughing as she pushes the swing higher, causing my heart to leap from the thrill.  
 
     Dominick opens my door and pulls me out when I do not move. I see his mouth moving as he speaks to me, but I cannot hear what it is he is saying. All I hear is my mother's laugh. I used to lay awake at night trying to remember what that laugh sounded like, but it had been so long since I heard it. I would try remembering the last place I heard it, but I never could. Looking at that tire swing, I feel a floodgate brake within me, and my memories of my mother come rushing forward demanding acknowledgement. Each one more painful than the last until the end. It was a Saturday morning and my mom, and I had been looking forward to spending the day at the park. My dad would not let us go because of a news report the day before about wild dogs attacking people. My mom had promised, and I begged my dad to let us go. They gave me what I wanted. My dad was angry so he dropped us off and said he would pick us up in an hour. My mother was upset with my dad, so she sat on a bench and watched me play in the tree house for a while. She looked so sad. Only wanting to cheer her up I asked her to push me on the tire swing.  
 
     We were having so much fun that we did not realize we were the only ones in the park. We were laughing so much, and then I heard her scream. I turned around to see what was happening. I saw the ugly beast sink his teeth into her arm. Pain was thick in her voice as she yelled for me to climb the tree. She turned to hit the dog as I stood on the tire swing and began climbing the rope to the top. 
 
      Once I was safe, I yelled for my mom. I can hear it all again, my small, frightened voice. "Mom, come on!" my mom turns to me, and she is going to climb instead she reaches out and I see the tire swing fall. "Your safe sweetie,” she turns and faces the giant animal, her little pocketknife shining in the light. She hurt the animal because it suddenly took off running. Covered in blood, I wanted to help her, but I did not have a way to get down. She stumbles then falls to her knees then to her back as blood continues to rush down her fingers and legs. I can hear my frantic pleas. "You have to get up. I need you what if it comes back. I am so sorry this is my fault." 
 
      I was yelling repeatedly how scared I was. she lay on the floor looking up at me she took in a deep breath " you are safe my baby I will watch over you." her blue eyes had tears in them that feel free as she said the words then she breathed in no more. My tears fell from my face landing on her still unmoving body as my cries for help fell away leaving my body rocking back and forth in shock and anger, anger at myself for not being able to help. A few moments later, my father came when he reached my mother's side he was crying, he leaned over and picked up her lifeless body. His face filled with anger and the hatred layered in his voice kept me from moving. "This is your fault!"  
 
     With his words, my memory faded, and I saw Dominick looking at me with an odd expression, as if he were trying to read my mind. I realize I am standing over where my mother died, and a steady stream of tears flow down my face as I stare down at the damp earth. That was the last time I saw my parents, people from the state took me in to their custody. My tears dry as I remember the look on my father's face, and all the different homes I went to, and I become as angry as the look in my father's eyes the day my mother died.  
 
     My father is not here now so I turn to Dominick. He is kneeling on the floor examining the cut in a worn rope that lay on the floor next to the tire. "Why did you bring me here?" I whispered the question first, but he did not look up from the rope, so I take a step closer to him and ask again. He finally looked up at me as my anger boiled hotter bringing with it the total loss of control and the pain so deep that I had to gasp for breath. Seeing my lack of control, he stood and faced away from me. "I brought you here because your father asked me to a long time ago." his words made the burning sensation stop only replaced by a shock so deep it borders betrayal.                
 
     “You don't know my father." I grasp on to the only reality I can. He must have heard the pleading in my voice because he turned to look at me. "I did once. He was the old man in the story I told you. I was with him the day he died, and he made me promise to find you. The money Jane was talking about is yours not mine. He told me about your mother, and he said he wanted me to learn from his mistakes because living life to kill another is not living. He left you so you could grow up in a better home than the one, so filled with hate, he would have provided. He made me promise to protect you. It was an easy promise to make because I did not know you. 
 
     When I got word of the werewolves moving into the town you were staying, I knew I had to drive them out. When I first saw you, I had no idea who you were, I just knew what I felt for you, and that I would always be there for you. Then I fallowed your scent to your apartment, and I realized who you were. Your father loved you very much."  His words made the anger rise once more, "My Father blamed me for my mother's death!" I angrily wiped a single tear that leaked down my face. "I blamed me." my voice is softer than a whisper, but he still heard. He came closer to me. "It was not your fault; your father knew that he couldn't deal with his anger, he couldn't have you suffer for it. He loved you that is why he left you. he did not want you to see what he was going through. 
 
     " My gaze drifts from him to the tire swing laying on the floor." you brought me here so you could tell me about my father." he stepped forward and took my hand. "I brought you here because he asked me to help you, like he helped me. He told me to cherish what I have and remember what I lost. His dying wish was for you to be protected and loved." I looked at his hand in mine. "So where does that leave us?" I was not looking at him, but he sounded confused when he spoke again. "What do you mean?" I pull my hand from his. "If what you said about my father is true than all you have done is fulfill the dying wish of an old man." "What do you mean?" he asks again as I turn away. "I mean you don't care about me, I don't want you to feel obligated, by a promise you made to a man that I didn't know. How can you care about me really, I am a monster. It is my fault my mother's dead my fault my father left me. I killed Ryan's mother in a fool-hearted attempt to save humans. Cyrus was right humans are weak and most do not deserve to be saved I am so sick of trying to save them when they do not even want to save themselves. I am a disappointment. I was to my father, and it is all I have been to you. I can never control myself. I am always angry for no reason, and I kill all the time no matter how good the reason I still feel it's wrong. Why should humans get to live with their greed, vanity, and moral injustices while werewolves no matter how volatile are true to their nature, must die. I can no longer travel this perilous path of death and destruction. I feel like my life is falling apart. It is as if caught in the middle of a tornado, the world is spinning all around me faster and faster. Make one wrong move, and everything swept away. I have nothing to hold me still in one place"  
 
     I am facing away, staring off into the distant treetops watching the leaves fall and dance in the wind.  
 
     Strong hands grab my arms and spin me around to face him. "Don't ever talk like that again." his brown eyes are serious as his arms pull me into an embrace so protective that I wrap my arms around him and pull him closer. "I will hold you in one place. Let me help you please." he presses his lips to my forehead and leaves them there. I close my eyes and take a deep cleansing breath. As I exhale, I feel the tension I have been carrying for so long melt away if Dominick did not blame me then maybe I should not blame myself. "Thank you, for bringing me here." in the distant reaches of my memory I hear my mother laugh and her faint words " I love you sweetie." and I know that everything will be okay. Dominick leans back to look at me. His eyes piercing mine for a few seconds then he smiles "we should be getting back. We have a long way to drive to take Ryan home."  
 
     

   

  

 
  
    
     Chapter 12: Informant 
 
       
 
       
 
     "Ryan, are you ready yet?" I ask as I walk into his room. "Almost." he replies from behind a door that leads into the restroom "I'll be outside in the car." I yell as I walk out of his room. Making my way outside, I walk towards Dominick's lustrous black Infinity. He is already waiting in the car with the radio on. He smiles broadly exposing his white teeth, as I open the door. "What's taking him so long is the kid packing furniture? I thought he couldn't wait to get home." I laugh as I close the door behind me. "I thought so to but apparently he couldn't get a hold of his uncle. He looked upset this morning before we left. I am still not sure why." he shrugs and starts to sing a song on the radio. I laugh then look out the window towards the house. "Here he comes." I say as I reach back to unlock the door forgetting that Dominick just needs to push a button. Ryan gets in looking a little flustered. "You ready?" he asks Ryan over his shoulder. "Yeah..." Ryan says with no enthusiasm, and then he turns to look out the window. Dominick looks at me questioningly; I shrug so he puts the car in gear.  
 
     Before he can pull out of the driveway, Roger knocks on the window. Jane is running up behind him franticly waving her arms. Dominick puts the car in park and rolls down the window while I turn off the radio. "I'm sorry sir, however, an urgent matter requires your immediate attention." as Jane reaches the car she breathes out "he's awake."  
 
     Without a word, Dominick gets out of the car and follows Jane and Roger back to the house at an urgent pace. Ryan leans forward, "What is going on?"  He asks in a deep voice. I watch as the three shifters climb the stairs. They pause for a second, at the door, and then enter the house. "I'm not sure. Stay in the car.” I am out of the car and up the stairs before the solid oak door fully closes. I hear Jane's Shoes pause as they reach the end of the downstairs hallway. I follow slowly behind; at the end of the hall is a door. As they enter, I can just make out a large open room. I slip into the room behind them silent. 
 
      The door shuts behind me; the room is large with rows of hospital beds lining the walls. Between each bed a curtain hangs, drawn for privacy as needed. All the beds are empty now except for one at the far end. I can see a man lying in a bed, beaten and bloody. He grunts in pain as Dominick, Roger, and Jane reaches his bedside. Other shifters stand around his bed acting as guards. They all are looking down at the broken patient except for one; the shifter is looking directly at me. I stop halfway through the room a sinking feeling grips my gut. I should not be here. I do not want to see this. The man lying in the bed is not human or shifter, he is a werewolf. His arms chained above his head, his eyes, glassy and dazed as his head rolls from side to side. The only shifter that is watching me I do not recognize but he must have noticed the flair of anger that is burning within me at the thought of the werewolf suffering more than necessary. It is callous and inhumane.  
 
     The shifter watching me turns to Dominick and says something to soft for me to hear. Dominick's spine goes rigid. He turns with a stern expression that shows no emotion. Then walks towards me, his lengthening stride the only indication of his anger. He reaches me in a few steps. "What is he doing here?" I ask before he has time to open his mouth. a low growl escapes his throat, "That is none of your concern." he takes a breath, huffed out when he says, "leave now." just then the man in the bed cries out in such an agonizing yell that I move around Dominick so I can get to him. Dominick's hand shoots out in a lightning-fast move. He grips my upper arm in a vice grip and pulls me back hard straining my injured shoulder. Pain shoots down my arm and through my shoulder. 
 
      My reaction is instinctive. I break his hold and twist his arm around his back then push him as hard as I can sending him flying into one of the beds that are along the wall. Two shifters standing by the bed lunge towards me. They shift midair landing on large front paws. The first to jump at me is the color of ash streaked along the back with charcoal black. He lands in front of me snarling and snapping trying to force me back. I stand firm looking at him with building rage. Not towards him but towards the situation I have yet again forced my way into, looking into things that do not concern me. Forcing Dominick to act weather it is against me or not this is my fault. 
 
      The second shifter is standing farther back watching, seeing what I am going to do. The ash gray wolf suddenly jumps at me releasing his built-up frustration. While he is in midair, I reach out and grab the front of his neck, keeping my body and arm out of reach from his snapping teeth, slam him on his back against the floor pinning him there. His body twists and jerks trying to reach my arm. My hand remains immobile wrapped around his neck not chocking just controlling his frustrated attempts to get up. Dominick has recovered by then but like the wolf, he wanted to see what I would do. It made me feel like he did not trust me. That hurt more than anything he could ever do. The wolf I have pinned to the floor doubles his efforts and the snarling gets louder, still my hand is unmoving. It is only a matter of seconds before this wolf submits, acknowledging my superiority, and giving up his fight. Before that happens though Dominick yells "Enough!" the animal under my hand goes completely still so I stand slowly releasing him. 
 
      My shoulder is throbbing in time with my racing heart. I feel the blood flowing slowly over my skin under my bandage. I keep my arm tucked close as I take a step away from the wolf that is now getting to his feet. Though the others cannot see my blood flowing freely, I know they can smell it. I know they all can when Dominick stops walking towards me and looks at the wolf. With a look of burning anger in his eyes, Jane moved forward at the same time but does not stop. She takes my hand and pulls me to an empty bed she helps me take off my shirt one arm at a time because I cannot lift my injured one. Once my shirt is off, she turns to a cabinet next to the bed and rummages in it for supplies.  
 
     My bandage saturated with blood causing the material to pull at the medical tape attached to my skin. Blood seeps out the edges slowly leaving a trail along my pale skin to my black bra staining the material. Jane turns to face me again holding a needle, string, a bandage medical tape, and some swabs. She carefully peeled off the medical tape that held my heavy bandage to my skin. I say nothing as she cleans my cut with the swabs then begins stitching slow and even.  
 
     When she is through, she bandages my shoulder then helps me back into my shirt. I'm about to leave the room but she holds something out to me that makes me cringe "Do I have to?" she laughs slightly then says, "Fight no problems you go running, but someone holds a sling in front of you and you turn into a timid puppy." I make a face, so she stops smiling. "Yes, you have to your shoulder needs time to heal properly it can't if you don't hold it still, you might bust another stitch." "Fine, help me with this stupid thing." she does and surprisingly the sling helps take the constant sting away. It is ugly and dark blue, but it doesn't matter as long as it helps.  
 
     Without looking at Dominick or the others in the room, I turn and leave. As soon as the door closes, I hear Dominick start yelling, "What is wrong with you, how dare you attack her!" I try blocking out his words because I do not want to hear the anger layered, thickly weaved with in the deep tones of his powerful voice. When I am about halfway down the hall, I hear Jane's country accent loudly yell, "Stop it!" then softly "you have hurt her more than just physically."  
 
     I did not realize I am crying until I hear the sound of the door behind me open and close. Quickly I wipe my eyes with my uninjured hand. Take a deep breath and turn ready to face Dominick with his anger. It is not Dominick behind me like I had been so foolishly hoping. Instead, the man that attacked me steps forward. His clothes back on. 
 
      "Look I wanted to apologize I had no right to interfere as I did." I smile slightly "I understand he is your alpha, and you would do anything to protect him. You follow his orders no questions asked. You respect his dominance." I shake my head and look down ashamed of myself "I don't belong here I don't fit in to his rules and regulations. I do not do things for him; I do them because they are right. I ask questions because I want to know his reasoning. I want to see if I agree with him. I respect him not for his dominance but for who he is and his actions towards me in the past. In that room, though he did little to deserve the respect I place so highly in him. However, I am equally sure that I did less." I look directly at him then continue, "Do not apologize for your actions because no matter how impulsive, your intentions were loyal and true to your ranking within your pack. You have earned my respect and help if ever you need it." I shake his hand once, then turn and begin walking away. 
 
      "Kayah,” Dominick's voice hinders my hasty retreat. I turn back slightly he is standing directly behind the person I had just been speaking to. I cannot do this. My breathing speeds up "I have to go Dominick, Ryan is waiting." I turn and continue walking. "Kayah." his voice is louder now. "Please, just let me go." he closes the distance between us, in two long strides, spins me around to face him. I close my eyes and angle my face away from him so I cannot see if he is still angry or if I hurt him with anything I said. I stand as still as possible when he pulls me towards him and wraps me in a protective embrace. He rests his head on mine. "Jane and Daniel will go with you." he kisses my forehead lightly then releases me abruptly and walks to the room leaving me standing in the hall alone.  
 
     I reach out and touch the wall leaning on it for strength. I just have enough time to calm my breathing when Jane comes out of the room with Daniel, the wolf that attacked me, trailing slightly behind. Jane smiles and I realize that she is dressed in a t-shirt, blue jeans, and a pair of running shoes, like me. I smile back despite the urge to fall and start crying. Daniel looks excited even though he has no idea where we are going. I must have looked as confused as I felt because Jane laughs and says cheerfully, "he's just excited that he gets to spend time with me. I keep promising him that we will have lunch but lately things keep popping up." 
 
     Daniels face turns red, but he smiles and takes her hand. My heart aches as I see the look in his eyes that I have been longing to see in Dominick. I turn away from them and start walking to the solid oak doors and out of the house then to the car where Ryan is waiting. "What happened?" I get into the driver's side, but Daniel stops me from closing the door. "You should not be driving." I make a face but get out and get in the back seat. Ryan is about to ask another question, but Jane opens his door before he can get a word out. "Ryan, could you jump to the front please." "Sure, no problem..." As Ryan jumps to the front seat, Jane gets in the car and closes the door. I answer his question, as the car starts moving. "Dominick has important business to take care of. He sent these two with us in case we run in to trouble." as I say the word business, I glance towards Jane, but she is watching Daniel, who is watching me in the rear-view mirror. He looks from me to her, and she shakes her head slightly. When I say their names, they both look at Ryan and smile reassuring, as if nothing passed between them only moments before. 
 
     Ryan's attention immediately shifts from me to Daniel as he gives him directions. While he is distracted, I search the seat for any type of paper. Tucked deep in the cushion I find an old receipt. The black ink faded, and the paper is smooth with age. It will do, I begin looking for a pen. During my search, though I bump my shoulder against the wall. I gasp as pain spirals up my arm and fans out through my chest. I bite my lip and close my eyes against the pain. When I open them, Jane is smiling slightly yet still managing to look serious. In her hand, she holds out a pen. I take the pen.  
 
     You could have told me you had a pen. 
 
     I hand her the receipt and the pen she looks at it for a second then begins writing. She hands them to me, and I read. 
 
     I did not realize what you were doing. When I did, I gave you the pen.  
 
     I saw her sigh then continue writing. 
 
     Ask what you want before the boy realizes we are passing notes like six graders. I am much too old for this.  
 
     Despite my frustration at the situation with Dominick, I feel a smile tug in to place on my face as I read what she wrote. Then I begin writing.  
 
     You cannot be any older than I. as for passing notes I like it; it feels like we have a secret that no one else will ever know about.  
 
     She smiles widely and shakes her head as she reads the words before I can pass her the paper. I shake my head and start writing again. 
 
     I need another paper. 
 
     I show her the paper and she dig into her pocket and pulls out a folded sheet of paper. She hands it to me takes the receipt and placing it in her pocket. As I take the folded, the paper Ryan turns to look at me. I smile simulating innocence and speak. "Can you put the radio up I like this song." he looks at me funny for a moment then obliges and continues talking with Daniel. In truth, I had never heard the song that was on the radio, but it distracted Ryan just as I intended. As I unfold the paper, I see a list with checks next to some of the items and lines through others. I flip the paper over to the back.  
 
     Why was that Werewolf in that room?  
 
     I hand her the paper and I see her expression change from amused to serious as she reads. 
 
     He is injured. 
 
     Is all she writes I take the paper from her, frustrated. 
 
     Let us not state the obvious. What was a werewolf doing at the house of shifters? Moreover, how did he come to be in the state in which I saw him?  
 
     She takes the paper before I finish writing. 
 
     I do not think Dominick would want me to answer that.  
 
     I take the paper back. 
 
     Dominick told me to go to you with my questions. He never specified what questions I could ask. If he gives you any trouble, blame it on me.  
 
     She takes the paper when I hand it to her nods then begins writing. When done, she gives it to me, and I begin reading.  
 
     The house of shifters is broken up into different branches there are thirteen total. Originally because of the thirteen colonies, but as the United States grew so did the territory. With it, the number of humans the shifters had to protect. Doing so became increasingly difficult, due to the population's steady growth. Anyway, over the years the shifters realized that it would be easier to capture werewolves and hopefully the location of their pack instead of just killing them. That is why the werewolf was in the infirmary? He was captured from the group that attacked you and Dominick in the park.  
 
     "You use them as spies." I say aloud she sighs, "it has become necessary in order to ensure the human lives within the community." we spoke softly so that Ryan did not hear but Daniel glanced sharply towards Jane over his shoulder. She waves it away as I hand her back her pen and her checklist. She places them into her pocket, and we spend the rest of the drive-in silence. My mind was reeling the entire drive contemplating the latest information I was given. However, I could not talk about it here, not with Ryan here.  
 
     As we reach Ryan's house the tension within the car grows. Daniel parks the car in front of his house where an old Lincoln occupies the driveway. We all get out wanting to stretch our legs. Ryan runs up the drive and to the door. He knocks but there is no answer. After a few minutes, he runs to the side of the house then back to the front door holding a single key. Ryan excitedly unlocks the door, but I stop him from going in. I sniff the air around the door as I pull Ryan behind me. Daniel steps in front of us and opens the door slowly. "Werewolf," Jane states, from behind us, as the air stirs. "No!" Ryan shouts pushing past us. He runs into the house we follow close behind ready to shift at any moment, but the werewolf smell is faint, days old. There are no signs of a struggle, yet nothings packed indicating he may have taken a long vacation. "He could be at work." Daniel says, as Ryan sits on his uncle's bed looking defeated. "Can we check?" he asks me to sound hopeful. "Sure, Ryan, we can check." I speak.  
 
     We go back to the car and get in as Ryan gives Daniel new directions. Jane was the last to leave the house. She locks the door behind her then joins us in the car. Ryan's uncle works in a small office in the middle of town. "My uncle started doing real estate a few years back because he wasn't making enough at his corporate job. He was some kind of data input person I'm not sure. He never liked that job, so he never talked about it." Ryan sounds worried as he fills us in on his uncle's resume. 
 
      Jane and Daniel are tense as the building comes into view. We pull into a parking space and Ryan stops talking. We get out of the car and Ryan leads us into the building. At the front desk, a middle-aged woman sits at her computer typing. Ryan steps up to the desk, she looks up and smiles. "Hi Natalie, is my uncle in today?" Ryan asks trying not to sound urgent, or worried. "Ryan," she says smiling "no I'm sorry but I have not seen him for a few days now. He is not scheduled to work for," She flips through a calendar. "Another week, I thought he took you on vacation. Meredith told me that you have not been in school. She has been worried something happened to you. She said some police have been asking questions."  
 
     Ryan's face turns pink, and I smile despite our current situation. I clear my throat and the woman looks from Ryan's face to me. "Hello, my name is Kayah Montgomery, this is Jane and Daniel. I apologize for any inconvenience Ryan has placed you and Meredith in; however, he came to visit us a few days ago without informing his uncle where he was going or for how long. When we heard of his lack of responsibility, we came straight here to insure his uncle of Ryan's safety. We are, though it would seem, having a hard time locating him so if you happen to see him will you tell him that Ryan is safe and that we are looking for him." She smiles believing, trusting. "Sure thing, sweetie..."  
 
     She turns to Ryan with a disappointed look. "You have kept her really worried you should call her and let her know you're safe. She came home crying the other day saying this crazy story about how you were captured by a man and a pack of wolves. She even said that the wolves have been following your uncle. I do not know whom you have been hanging around with but playing jokes like that in not nice. Meredith wouldn't come out of her room for two days." Ryan's body stiffens and a look of horror washes over his face. 
 
      I half laugh to get Natalie's attention. "Kids and their imaginations, we will take Ryan to see Meredith strait away wouldn't want her to worry unnecessarily." I shake my head in exasperation. "I apologize again. I'll see to it that my little bro here stays out of trouble from now on." I use the term affectionately and she nods understanding. I extend my uninjured hand to her, and she takes it. "It was nice meeting you, but I'm afraid we have to go we are meeting a friend soon. I don't want to keep him waiting." Jane takes Ryan's arm and pulls him with her towards the exit. As soon as we are out of hearing distance, she pulls out a phone and dials Dominick, talks for a few moments then shuts the phone and shoves it back in her pocket.  
 
     I pull Ryan aside, "where can we find Meredith, she might know something about your uncle?" he looks confused then asks, "What time is it, and the day I can't remember?" Daniel answers when I shrug. My days are as mixed as his. "Today is Thursday and it is about five o'clock."  Ryan thinks for a moment then says, "She should be home. She lives two blocks down from me. We walk back and forth all the time." he grabs my arm and looks into my eyes pleading silently. "Do you think she saw when I was taken? I was waiting for her it was Sunday night, we had a project due Monday. But she was late." My eyebrows pull together as I say the only thing I can at that moment without lying to him. "I don't know Ryan, but I intend to find out."  
 
     Jane interrupts Ryan as he is about to say something. "Dominick was not at the house. He is already on his way with a few others. Roger said that after we left, they received information that had to do with Ryan's uncle and where he might be. He only said that Dominick would meet us in town within the hour. He said the information is too valuable to disclose over the phone, but that Dominick will explain when he arrives." she looks annoyed as we get into the car. Daniel starts the car. "Where to?" he asks. Ryan Jane and he all look at me.  
 
     "We have to find this Meredith girl if she witnessed Ryan's abduction she could be in danger. Not only from the werewolves, from the humans as well..." Daniel and Jane both exchange a look understanding. "Why would she be in danger from other humans?" Ryan asks. "Humans tend not to believe in things that cannot be explained. If she tells the wrong people, they might think she needs to be hospitalized." Jane answers his question when I do not. Ryan looks stressed and on the verge of crying, but he holds himself together as Daniel drives to the girl’s house in a steady rush, swerving through cars, trying to get to the girl’s house as fast as he can 
 
     

   

  

 
  
   
    Chapter 13: Not Fast Enough 
 
       
 
     The brakes screech as we come to a stop two houses down. We sit and watch as a girl comes out of the house and walks to her mailbox. Before we can stop him, Ryan jumps out of his seat flinging the door open. He runs to her close to the houses in case anyone is watching from the window. She is about my size, light brown hair like his mother's only it is a more practical length stopping just below her shoulders in soft curls that bounce as she shakes her head slightly a terror filled look spreading on her face. Her dark pleading green eyes stop him in his tracks. She walks calmly to the door then ducks along the wall and follows it to the edge of the house. Jane Daniel and I reach Ryan at the same time she does.  
 
     She flings her arms around Ryan's neck. "You have to come with us." I say from behind Ryan. "I can't" she sobs "he won't let me he will have someone kill my mother." I smile as Daniel says aloud what I am thinking. "He just needs a little convincing." "Definitely..." I say with a laugh building in my throat. The girl's watery eyes hold my excited gray blue ones. "You can't he's not human he's a monster." I look at her regretfully and say, "Are we not all monsters in our own way. Even humans can do monstrous things yet because they are human, they are above all other animals even those true to their monstrous natures. Every living thing has a monstrous nature it is only a matter of whether we contain it or let it thrive." as I speak the words, I face away from them and strip off my clothes. My hair shields my body from view. I have my words timed so that as the last article of clothing falls, I shift.  
 
     I turn to her. Her eyes wide filled with wonder and understanding. "You're not evil," she whispers, taking a step towards me. "You're white as snow, pure and untainted." I shift my gaze away from her unable to look at her trusting face. She steps forward again and reaches out. Her handshakes slightly. Standing in my wolf form my head is parallel with her shoulders. Her shaky hand touches my cheek bringing my gaze to meet hers. "Help me please. I can't save myself or my mother, she's all I have." I nod slightly. She steps back as I move into the shadows along the edge of the house. My shoulder throbs slightly so I shake out my fur and stretch my tight muscles. Daniel smiles widely and follows my lead. His ash fur blends in better with the shadows then my snow-white coat.  
 
     When Daniel is ready, we sneak into the house quietly. After staying in the house of shifters this house is small, a two-bedroom one bath house. I sniff the air. He is here, in one of the rooms, only one werewolf. I move ghost quiet through the house until I reach the last door on the right. It is the girl's room; the werewolf is looking out the window cell phone in hand but there is no one on the other end. I sneak forward as close as I can my werewolf scent overpowering my shifter scent. "It's about time they sent someone else I'm getting tired of human sitting. It's like watching a pie you can't taste." I hear Daniel move behind me stirring the air enough for the werewolf's spine to stiffen and his thumb that had been sliding back and forth over the talk button to pause. I bite his hand before he can push the slightly raised button down. I shake my head violently and blood covers my mouth as the phone flies out of his hand, landing then sliding under the girl's bed.  
 
     He shifts with his arm still in my mouth, snaps at my face, growling loudly. I drop his front leg and try to move him away from the window I only now realize is open. I am too late though, and he jumps through splitting the mesh screen and landing off balance on the green lawn. I land next to him then Daniel following close behind. His blood drips from my mouth as I grab the extra skin at the back of his neck and drag him back through the door. Deadly snarls escape my jaws as I jerk and drag his bloody hide in to the living room. "We need him alive." Jane states as she Ryan and a frightened looking Meredith walk in behind Daniel who has a dopy expression on his wolf face. I drop the werewolf in a corner and turn. 
 
      I know he is about to attack when the air behind me shifts slightly, and Daniel loses his dopy smile. I turn and snap at him biting his ear and snarling in his face. Daniel steps up beside me a low rumble building in his chest. His lips curl back exposing fierce gleaming white teeth and pink gum. His tail I notice is strait out following the line of his spine.  
 
     When Jane walked in, she had my clothes with her, so I turn to her, and she holds it out for me to grab with my mouth. I take it silently and trot over to the kitchen. I change form and put my clothes on but have a little trouble with the ugly blue sling. I walk out holding the ugly material and look at Jane. "A little help, please?" I wipe my mouth with my hand as she helps me get into the sling. "You're bleeding again." Jane says disapproving. "A little, it will be fine."  
 
     Meredith notices my self-conscious actions and looks at me worried. "The problem with being pure white is that it stains easily. Try as I might wash away all the blood I have spilled." she shakes her head. "You are not evil," she states in a firm voice. "You do not know the things I have done. Just ask Ryan. I am the one that killed his mother." she looks at Ryan shock filling her features. I turn away from her and look at the werewolf, so I can evaluative the situation.  
 
     Though I do not like it we need to gain his information, and to do that we need him in his human form. I look over my shoulder to Ryan. "I need a blanket." he walks out of the room then comes back with one I saw on the girl's bed. He hands it to me, and I throw it to the wolf in the corner. Moving Daniel aside slightly and taking his place. "Change, back. Now," I firmly say making each word its own sentence.  
 
     Dominick told me once a long time ago that once an alpha gives an order the pack has no choice but to follow that command. I am not an alpha because the wolf just snarled and tried lunging at me. It really made me angry. I grab his neck, as I had Daniel when we first met, and slam him into the wall squeezing tightly as I growl out, "Change form or I will make you!" I pull him forward then slam him back once more. "Do it now!" I say between clenched teeth. Reluctantly he changes. I release his neck and let his human body drop to his knees on the floor. I throw the fallen blanket at him.  
 
     His black eyes are cold as ice and the anger on his face and in his body mirrors my own. Jane hands me a jump rope so I tie him hog style with his legs tied to his hands behind his back. Jane laughs. "How did you know how to do that?" she asks with a hint of admiration in her voice. I look up at her and my face turn red as I answer. "I wanted to be a cowgirl when I was little, so my mom bought me a rope and a hat. I used to practice on my stuffed animals. It's a lot easier with living things though." I pause to look at my handy work. "The rope does not slide off," she says at the same time I do. We smile at each other. "I should bring you to my ranch some time I have a herd of cattle that needs branding. I could use the help." I smile excited "really I've always wanted to ride a horse, but with me being a wolf and all I don't think it would be a good idea." she laughs again. "What am I a chicken? I ride all the time, and I am as much wolf as you." my excitement builds "okay, I would love to help you." I say as I turn to the man tied on the floor.  
 
     "Where is Ryan's uncle?" I ask all traces of hummer gone. "Go to hell you Hybrid bitch." I grab his jaw and squeeze he whimpers and tries pulling away. "Stop with the name calling and tell me what I want to know." I say into his ear "Jason is on his way and he is going to kill you." he says with a smirk on his face. I release him and turn to the girl Meredith. "How long has he been here?" I ask gently. "A few days." she says I smile at her, and she shies back a step, so I stop. "Has he spoken to any one on the phone during that time?" she only shakes her head. I turn to the werewolf. Sorry bud but Jason is dead Dominick killed him yesterday or was it the day before. I turn to Ryan, but he only shrugs. "My days are all mixed up." "It's been a long week." I say nodding. I turn to Jane "He doesn't know anything we have to call Dominick so we can meet him and find out what is going on." "Yeah, but what do we do with him?" she asks. I smile at her "you know what I love most about Dominick's car?" she smiles back reading my thoughts. "The trunk" we say together. "Yup, it will fit just about anything." we turn to the man on the floor. "Even, a 175-pound wolf." she continues my sentence. 
 
     "Daniel, do you mind putting our luggage in the car?" Jane says as I step beside her. She hands Daniel his clothes as he walks out of the room. The wolf is tied so I take the few moments I have, to go into the girl's room, close her window then retrieve the fallen phone. By the time I go back to the living room, Daniel has the werewolf out the door and in the trunk of the car. Jane is sitting in the front seat with Daniel, Ryan and Meredith sit in the back, so I slide in next to her and close the door. Daniel pulls away from the sidewalk and we head in the town’s general direction. Unsure of where Dominick is going to meet us, we decide that we should take Meredith to her mom. 
 
     As we enter the small office building Natalie is excited to see us. Meredith's stomach growls and soon mine join hers. Jane explains what happened at the house to Natalie. "Once we got to the house, we couldn't leave Meredith in that big house alone so we decided to bring her with us we had been hoping our friend would be here by the time we made it back to town but I guess the traffic is terrible because he is running late. We have about thirty minutes before he gets here." she finishes with a sympathetic sigh. That has Natalie and even Meredith reaching out to pat Jane's hand that she placed delicately on the counter. I suppress a smile, taking a mental note to ask Jane for pointers in the fine art of acting.  
 
     Things quiet down after a while so I decide I would neglect my responsibility if I let Meredith's stomach remain empty. "Who is hungry besides me?" every hand in the room goes up except for Jane. "Okay, now who's got money?" Natalie Jane and Meredith's hands remain in the air. Jane looks at me, so I raise my hand as well. "Great so I guess that means that I'm buying." When Dominick and I got back to the house this morning he gave me a bankcard and the pin number. The accounts made under his name, but I have access to the money within it. Natalie gets out of her seat and moves around the desk wallet in hand. "I can't let you do that." I smile "it's no trouble; apparently my bank account is bottomless." I turn to the others. "Have any good food suggestions?" Meredith looks excited again. "There is a pizza place not far from here." I hear her stomach growl. "Sure, you all stay here, and I'll pick it up. Daniel, can I have the keys." "I'm going with you." Ryan says as I take the keys from Daniel. I shrug so he follows behind me as I walk out to the car. He gets in the car, and I peal out of the parking lot.  
 
     Two minutes later, we are standing in a lobby waiting for our eight pizzas to bake. Soft Italian music plays as a large man spins pizza crust dough on his hand then throws it in the air consecutively. The cars alarm sounds outside. I pull Ryan away from the window and look out cautiously. They talk for a moment then simultaneously turn towards the pizza parlor. I grab Ryan's hand and pull him with me as I jump the counter. The men rush into the restaurant. The man making pizza crust drops the dough on the counter. Driving up I noticed the building had a back door. Right now, though it is too far, I must find a way to stall them. I grab the fallen dough and throw it like a Frisbee, towards the first man that jumps the counter. It hits his face and clings to his face making a dough mask as he franticly tries to pull it off. Running I push Ryan towards the door they are not far, so I throw hot pizza at them it slows them but not for long. I grab a heavy metal cart and shove it at them. Bread spills to the floor as the metal hits the wall. It blocks the path slightly between the ovens and the wall.  
 
     Ryan reached the door; I stop him from opening it. I pull him behind me then kick the door out. It flung out then slammed shut as it hit someone that stood on the other side. Smart wolves, which is exactly what I would do had our situations reversed. I kick the door again softer this time and it stays open. Two of the wolves behind us have made it through the obstacles I created to the exit. I yank Ryan with me as I begin running as fast as I can without dragging him behind. His human legs are moving as fast as he can make them, but he is still falling behind. Not good, I think, we have to move faster. My mind is spinning trying franticly, to think of a way out of this deadly situation. "Not fast enough," Ryan gasps out his words echoing my thoughts. "Kayah, we have to hide they are catching up." no we need help. I think, Dominick is supposed to be here. I need him now. We are in the center of town running for our lives while the towns' people watch as eight large men chase us. At least that is how it would look to them. Reality is far less simple. 
 
     I lead Ryan across a courtyard of a small shopping square. He pulls me in to an alley gasping and about to collapse "I can't run any more, we won't make It." he grips his knees as the werewolves reach the courtyard entrance. The remaining distance is just enough time for Ryan to get help if he moves fast. "Do you still have the gun I gave you?" he pulls it out of his waistband on his pants. "Good. You might need it you have to get help." he shakes his head before I finish. "Ryan listens to me. You need to move I will stall them." he still hesitates so I push him hard. "Go!" he does run down the alley and out of sight, leavening me to face a pack of savage wolves alone.  
 
     

   

  

 
  
   
    Chapter 14: Dog pile 
 
       
 
       
 
     I followed Ryan slightly, moving into the shadows out of sight of any humans that might be watching. When I reach the center of the alley I pause, dropping my sling, I turn ready to fight to protect Ryan. Ryan's scent if faint masked by the piles of trash stacked high in dumpsters by the wall. The pack is getting closer. Closing the distance, Ryan only has one chance to get away to find help. I need to give him time. Just a few minutes are all it will take. He has to get back to Jane, so I have to fight these overgrown dogs. My life depends on it; Ryan's life depends on it. The men step closer. My hands shake, not with fear, with growing excitement, anticipating the start of the fight. No matter how many they will not pass.  
 
     The first two men lunge forward trying to grab me, I sidestep the first block his arms and then punch his face, forcing him to fall back on to a third wolf that began moving forward. The second man missed me during his first attempt to grab me but catches my shoulder in his second. I grab his thumb breaking his hold, and then twist his arm behind his back. Slam him into the brick wall of the building, elbow strike the back of his head causing his nose to crash into the bricks. I release him and he falls to the ground. My next attacker is in wolf form, taking me by surprise as I turn from the man I slammed into the wall. He jumps on me forcing me back and bites into the first thing he can get in his mouth. A second man comes forward with a knife. The wolf shakes my arm trying to wrench it from my shoulder. I block the knife as best I can as the man lunges forward repeatedly. Missing each time by centimeters the wolf continues jerking, yanking, and twisting my arm. Pain ping pongs from my shoulder to my arm with each shake of his head.  
 
     The man lunges again slicing a line across my belly, following the line of his lunge that I did not sidestep quickly enough. Before he back steps I grab his hand and slam the knife into the head of the wolf. The man pulls away in shock while the wolfs mouth falls open and he stumbles away with the knife still imbedded between his ears, he takes two steps towards me not realizing he cannot fight anymore, then falls to his side dead. There are still others at least four more. I do not have the strength to continue.  
 
     A howl echoes off the walls around me. Behind me, Daniel is running followed closely by Jane. They are in wolf form, snarling deep in their throats they jump into the fight when another wolf jumps on me pushing me back. Others lunge for me forcing me back again when I clumsily block his snapping teeth. Another shifter, I have never met, jumps at him blocking me from the continued assault. I do not have the strength to stand any longer.  
 
     My body falls to the cold hard ground. My arms and legs are stiff, and my head is pounding as the world spins around above me. I can hear the fight still going on around me, but my eyes have slipped closed, so I do not know who is winning. I feel the warm wetness of my blood stream out of my shoulder, out of my abdomen, and upper chest, just below my neck. The pain is excruciating all I want to do is scream in agony, but my mouth will not move. Its better this way Dominick does not need to hear how badly I hurt. Dominick where is he? I need him to be here. My mind is becoming hazy; I do not remember why I am in pain. All I know is the heat centered in my belly the steady pulse in my chest and shoulder, lastly the warmth of my blood spreading down my arm and on to the white cement. The noises around me are fading and the numbness is slowly creeping through my body. "Kayah!" the voice is distant and strained. "Dominick, you came." the words pass my lips in a choked gasp, as blood fills my mouth. I struggle to open my eyes. He moves into view, and I see his face. He listens to my stuttered breathing, feels my hot breath against his cheek. He is so close. I force my numb fingers to move as he shoves his arms under my body and lifts me off the ground.  
 
     His eyes locked on mine drowning out the world only he matters in this moment. His strong arms are warm to my chilled body. Slowly my fingers move up his chest until I reach his face. Blood is seeping between my fingers and covering my white hand. He presses his cheek into my hand trying to hold it there the movement of his run is causing pain to burst through my body with each step. I know it is only a matter of time before I pass out, but I have to tell him. My head is already trying to roll back, and it feels like a battle just to keep my hand to his cheek.  
 
     I manage to get it out in a soft whisper the sound of a sigh. "I love you." I spent the last reserve of my strength on those three words. there is nothing left within me but the knowledge that Dominick knows I love him no matter what happens my hand falls away from his tear-streaked face and my head falls back like a newborn as I let the world and Dominick fade away.  
 
     

   

  

 
  
    
       
 
    
 Chapter 15: Warehouse 
 
   
 
      
 
      
 
    "Kayah," The word whispered in my ear gently wakes me from my peaceful oblivion. I feel a large hand smooth my hair back from my face where it fell across my cheek. It soothingly weaves through my midnight hair. "Kayah open your eyes." hot breath caresses my ear sending a shiver through my body, as warm lips press against my slightly uncovered mouth. The pressure leaves and I open my heavy lids. A smile spreads across my face and heat rushes to my cheeks as I remember the last thing, I told him. Dominick's face filled with relief as he watches me closely. "Hi" My voice catches from being asleep, but Dominick smiles showing shiny white teeth.  
 
    I am lying on a green army cot with my head resting on a pillow that is not very comfortable. A white t-shirt and under clothes are all I am wearing under the thick blanket pulled tightly around me. Slowly I try to get up. I manage to sit with my lower half still tucked in the blanket. I look at Dominick to try to reassure him he only looks back with concern. I extend a hand for him to help me up, but the room tilts at an odd angle and my body leans off the side of the cot.  
 
    I fall into Dominick's arms he supports me gently, as though I am going to brake at any moment. He helps me lay back on the cot as he whispers in my ear. "You need to stay still until you get your strength back." his words confuse me until my memory of the last few days flashes in my mind ending with the fight in the ally "Ryan, did he find you? What about the others, are they all okay?"  He strokes my arm calming my restless hand that clings to his shirt. "You need to rest." is all he says he will not look at me; instead, he looks over my shoulder. He is hiding something. Something he thinks will upset me. Ryan what happened to him? What happened to Jane? What if she got hurt or worse what if... no I cannot think like that, it is something else. My mind flips through the possibilities. My hands clench to Dominick’s biceps as hard as I can, which sadly is not extremely hard. "Tell me what happened."  
 
    He drops to his knees and takes both my hands in his. Still not looking at me he brings my hands to his lips and his eyes close trying to stop the tear that spread down his cheek. "There was so much blood." oh no someone did die, I think. He traces a trail from my fingers up my arm to a thick white bandage on my forearm. "I thought," he buries his face in the blanket. "I thought I was too late." he looks up and presses his lips to mine when I leaned forward to try to hear him better. 
 
     His sudden kiss is overwhelming, as if he thinks he might never get to kiss me again. He moves his lips to my cheek and leans forward hugging me pulling me away from the cot and into his arms. He is talking about me; he thought I was going to die. I rub his strong back that shake, with the weight of his emotions. "You weren't…" he searches my face then kisses me again. "I thought I lost you." He says after he breaks from the intense kiss then buries his face in my uninjured shoulder.  
 
    I run my fingers through his soft brown hair. "I'm so sorry I hurt you. I was stupid. I did not want you to know about how we get our information. Then the look on your face, you were so mad. I never got too ..." I hug Dominick closer to me. I have never seen him like this. He is always in control, closed off, reveling his emotions is something he has never done, at least not in front of me. What do I say? What can I say I do not understand any of this? His sudden need of me is scaring me. I have to calm him. I was not mad at him just at the situation. "It’s okay, it's over."  "You lost so much blood I didn't think I could save you." I kiss his temple then his cheek in between kisses I whisper "I'm here I'm right here I'm not mad at you. I should have waited for you I understand what you were doing now." his breathing calms a little and he rests his forehead on mine. "I should have just explained." "Shh, none of that matters now." he is calming down now so I let my head fall back into the cot as fatigue weighs down on my body. I move over and pull him with me onto the cot. He lies next to me and pulls me into his arms once more holding me tightly to his chest where I am safe and warm. "I love you." He whispers across my lips. 
 
     He is lying next to me on his side, and I am looking into his eyes. He loves me I think to myself. Why would he love me? His face is an inch away from mine, and I am using his arm as a pillow. My uninjured arm tucked between us rests against his strong chest. While the other fallows the tired lines on his face. It hurts my injured shoulder, but I do not let it show. I do not care. He loves me. My excitement over the fact is growing rapidly before I can control myself. Dominick's face changes to worry.  
 
    I am smiling now, and I don't care if he knows. I am drunk with excitement as I lean closer to him. The cot is narrow, so my body is now fully against his. "Kayah what are you doing? You're not strong enough, right now." I laugh "strong enough for what?" I ask still excited but a little confused now as well. "Your scent, you're excited and nervous I thought …" my smile fades into a look of confusion so he stops. "You thought it was because of you. You thought, oh." I say softly moving back a little but not entirely letting him go. 
 
     His worried expression gets deeper. "You don't? I mean I have never scented you like this not excited and nervous at the same time. I mean I am not the cause?" I stare at him shocked "you have scented me like a dog more than once." he looks scared a little but smiles slightly, guiltily. "I never did it on purpose I just catch it sometimes. I used to think you were sending it to me to show me how mad you were. Then I realized you just get really passionate with your feelings." what am I supposed to say to that? "Oh," is my brilliant response. He still looks scared, but he will not look at me. I am still excited but more shocked than anything. "I wasn't the reason?" he asks looking over my shoulder. He sounds hurt. 
 
     I settle myself into a more comfortable position, and let my eyes close "yes, only not in the way you thought."  Silence passes and I am already on the verge of sleep before he says. "It was because of me." my eyes closed; my body is pulling me under. I smile at the wonder in his voice and lean back towards him. "You do love me." is all I say then the blackness drags me down, and I surrender to the wiriness I have been feeling.  
 
    When I wake, it is to the smell of grilled chicken, mashed potatoes, and something else. With my eyes still closed I breath in deeply, brown gravy. My stomach rumbles angrily I smile slightly embarrassed. I open my eyes and look around the room, it is large with a high sealing the building framed by large metal rafters, making the room look as if it is the inside of a rib cage. The walls and ceiling made of aluminum. Large wooden boxes line the far wall closest to the exit as if awaiting shipment. "Where are we?" I ask from my now seated position on the green army cot. Dominick answers without turning, "An old army were house it's mostly used for storage now, but it had the necessary equipment." a yawn escapes my mouth. "How did you find this place?" he sighs. "I was brought here once when I was little, and my father was training. He moved a lot over the years, so I spent most of my life living with my grandmother rather than moving with him. My mother left when I was born. This is the only place he ever brought me."  
 
    He flipped something on an army skillet; quietly I rolled off the cot and stood feeling the bones in my back pop into place, once on my feet I go to him stealthily. His body shivers as I place the lightest of touches on his back and trace the line of his spine. "Are you hungry?" he asks lightly. I smile to myself as my stomach bubbles. "Yes," I think for a moment as I move to sit next to him on the floor. "Dominick," I wait for him to look at me before continuing. "What happened to Ryan and the others?" I had been so hazy last night that I forgot about them. 
 
    He flips the food on the skillet, opens his mouth to answer, and pauses flips the food again then turns to look at me. "Ryan reached Jane and the others the same time I did. When I saw him running up to them without you, I knew something was wrong and that you would do everything you could to ensure Ryan had at least a chance of reaching us." He pauses again. "I didn't wait for the others. It did not take long for me to find you and by then Daniel Jane and mark, a guard for the council at The House of Shifters, were right behind me. Then after I had you in my arms, I brought you here." He turns back to the food and shrugs his shoulders, "I'm not sure what happened with Ryan and that lady and young girl Jane was with. They are probably fine you got the worst of it."  
 
    He shakes his head, and then continues. "There is a shower through that hall it's the first door on your right. I left some clothes for you; they might be a little big, but it was the best I could find. Everything you will need is in there. The food will be ready by the time you get out. We can eat then." I smile sheepishly he must have seen me eyeing the food. I rise slowly, and carefully start towards the hall he indicated. About halfway I turn back to him, He is watching me, his eyes traveling the length of my body. I smile slightly as heat rises to my cheeks, then turn back and continue to the bathroom feeling the weight of his eyes the entire way.  
 
    The room is more of a locker room then a bathroom. Showers line the far wall the only form of privacy is a half wall between them with a bar and curtain closing off the entrance. Along the left sidewall, there is a row of three restroom stalls then two sinks. On the opposite wall, there are dull gray lockers. In the center of the room, are two wooden benches that's red paint flaked with the passage of time. Stacked neatly on the old wood are a towel and a set of clothes. It looks like army cameo, pants, and a deep green T-shirt. Feeling my eyebrows pull together I gather the things and head to the first shower stall along the back wall. Turning on the water I smile at least I get hot water.  
 
    After showering and struggling to change into the clothes, I brush my teeth and hair. Pulling my hair back into a single French braid I leave the room and enter the hallway leading to where Dominick waits for me. Dominick is sitting at a low table set for two. When he hears me, he looks up and smiles. As I finish my hair, he pats the floor next to him and says, "Sit," I smile and fold my legs under me. "That one was easy, next are you going to tell me to roll over?" I ask half laughing and trying unsuccessfully to keep a straight face. "Would you listen if I did?" he asks pulling off the seriousness I could not quite manage. I smile deviously, "probably not." He suppresses a smile "let's see how many tricks you can do. You have ‘sit.’ we are going to have to work on stay and roll over though, with some dog treats every once and a while I think I can show you how not to jump on the sofas, we also have to work on your biting and running off. You are really good at eating all your food so I don't have to add canned food although personally I think it stink's you would probably eat it and the can." He said teasingly, which made my face heat. "Oh, shut up. I never eat dog food I just like the way it smells." 
 
     He laughs and pushes a plate of food towards me. "And how does this smell to you?" I lean forward slightly and make a face. "That smells so bad I don't think you should eat it instead you should save it for people with stronger stomachs." He smiles knowingly, "Too bad you're not one of them." My stomach growls and I sigh. "There is no reason for me to stick around then. Since you are not going to share, I'll just hunt someone down and eat them." I smile to show that I was kidding but he looks at me with a stern expression and says simply "eat" as he passes me a plate of food.  
 
    I sigh then look at the food. He takes me too literally. Why can't he see that was a joke? I thought he trusted me. I feel the weight of his stair as he watches me slowly lift my fork. I keep my eyes focused on my food as I concentrate. I always manage to say the wrong thing! When will that stop. Can he not see that I did not mean it; maybe he just didn't want to talk any more maybe he thinks I talk too much. I lift a fork full of food but pause before I put it in my mouth. He is watching me why would anyone want to watch me eat I have almost no table manners mainly because it used to get on my foster parents’ nerves when I would put my elbows on the table do not even get me started on posture. I place my fork back on the plate then place my chin in my hand with my elbow on the table as I used to. "I thought you would have made all the food disappear by now." Dominick says teasingly which made my face turn red and a slight smile form at the corner of my mouth. Dominick kisses the slight curve of my lips then whispers in my ear "eat." I role my eyes slightly but begin eating.  
 
    After the second helping, I am so full all I want to do is lie down and go to sleep. Instead, I stood up to stretch my sore muscles but moved the wrong way and pulled at the cut across my abdomen. A whimper escapes my lips and Dominick jumped reached up and lifted my shirt slightly so he could check the stitches across the center of my stomach.  
 
    His hands were warm on my exposed flesh and the feather light fingers that pressed against my skin made my head spin, and my breathing come faster. I heard the sudden intake of breath he made then felt him move closer to examine the injury. His breath was hot against my belly and my head rolled back involuntarily so that I was looking at the ceiling. He ran a single finger across my belly. It was not a touch exactly more of an electric current running off the tip of his finger and blasting a line through my soul. A coiling heat slid up my back forcing my eyes closed and my brain to fall into oblivion. "Amazing," the word whispered across my skin. "Your body is incredible."  Heat rushes to my face, "Thanks" I say slightly embarrassed. He laughs, "It's gone. I can't believe it's gone." Shocked I look at my belly put the shirt back in place then pull up my sleeve exposing my shoulder. "They can't be gone I just saw them it looked horrible. How can it just be gone?" His head tilts to the side as he concentrates. "It could be because your body didn't have enough energy to heal itself until you ate and rested." He must have seen the skepticism on my face because he just smiled "We have to go if you still want to go to the council meeting. I smile "definitely."  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter: 16 Narrow escapes 
 
      
 
    Walking towards the cot, I hear a door slam outside the warehouse. Dominick's head jerks up; from the dirty plates, he began clearing. A loud crash rattles the back wall of the warehouse then the wall explodes in sending fire and metal flying. The force of the blast sends me over the cot and behind a wooden crate. As a second blast hits the wall, Dominick jumps towards me, pulling me away from the crate that has now caught fire. When the last of the debris hit the ground Dominick loosens his arms from around me. Lifting my head from under the protection of his chest I look around at the mess the explosion caused. The entire back wall is missing, and the morning light shines through the thick black clouds of smoke. Soot is settling on the floor and fire stretches its thin fingers over the crates and remainder of the wall.                
 
    The crunch of the falling ash under boots is loud to me considering the rawer of the fire. I turn towards the sound; only then did I realize that we were not the only ones waiting for the debris to settle. One by one wolves'', leave their cover closing in on us. To many I think to myself as Dominick, and I put our backs to the wall and wait for them to make the first move. Circling us slowly they use the extra time to get in position. Then no one is moving and the stillness in the room is spinning in front of me as I wait for them to lunge. They do all at once; I am on the floor five feet away from where I once stood before their rush and before Dominick pushed me out of the way. I turn to see him fighting off three wolves with a burning torch he must have picked up from the floor. "Kayah, behind you," Dominick's grunt is fierce. 
 
     Behind me the fire from the explosion is spreading. Its flames dance from one crate to the next eating away everything it encounters like a starved animal extending its bright hot fingers over the walls consuming the wood and the oxygen, leaving flickering shadows smoke and ash in its wake. Tearing my eyes away from the fire, I help Dominick with the last of his attackers. When the man drops to the floor, I grab Dominick's arm and run for the hole in the wall, the rapidly spreading fire has reached the outside of the building but Dominick and I jump the flames easily.  
 
    We hit the ground running and do not look back but then we do not need to look back; I hear them before Dominick does but that is not surprising, he is about four paces ahead of me, and the pounding of footsteps and beating of their hearts is coming from behind. I turn in time to see one of the werewolves from the pizza parlor leap at me with all the grace of a bull. He tackles me hard knocking out my breath and slamming my head on the floor. By the time my vision clears, and I can process what is going on he has already changed to his wolf form and is snapping at my face. I block the lunge with my arm, and then he is flying through the air. Dominick is standing me up, and we are running once more. I look back only once but it is enough for me to understand. The second wolf jumped at Dominick, which is stabbed in the heart for his effort. Dominick grabbed the wolf that was on top of me and threw him at a tree where he still lay unconscious. Turning back to Dominick I say after watching him for a min. "Thank you," he smiles down at me but does not say you're welcome because he killed someone again and I know from experience that it never gets easier he did what he had to, nothing more.  
 
    "It is this way." The Danger has passed for now. When will it come again? I have spent so little time with Dominick this week. I feel alone without him, but he is with me now, he is holding my hand as I step of the curb and onto the street. I cannot help the joy that leaps up in my chest when he smiles at me why did I ever try to stop how I feel about him.  
 
    An elderly couple passes us in the street. They look to be in their late sixties yet the love in the women's expression as she gazes up into the man's eyes is ageless, giving the women an undeniable beauty that even a blind man would since the love and happiness within her. 
 
    I stop in the middle of the street and Dominick turns with me as I watch the women's smile fall perfectly into place within the withered lines on her face. My smile spread as he holds out his hand for his love, and he helps her over the curb. Dominick gently turns my face to look at him. "They seem happy." He says I close my eyes and press my face to his chest directly under his chin, feeling like he read my mind as if he saw into my heart. "Will we?" I ask when his arms wrap around me drawing me closer to him. "Will we ever be that happy?" he leans his body back so he can see my expression. His face creases with worry, his mouth is firm but starting to turn down at the sides forming a slight frown. "You're not happy. "He says the words as a statement sounding defeated. His arms loosen their hold, but his hands do not leave my waist. I lift my hand to his face and smooth the crease in his brow then stretch up on my tiptoes and press my lips to his.  
 
    When he first started teaching me to defend myself, he always won. He would pin me on the ground and force me to find a way out of the situation. The day I won for the first time was the first day I found myself wanting to kiss him.  
 
    It was hot mid-June or July. I finally managed to break his hold from around my waist on the fourth try, using his shock I flipped him on his back and pin him on the ground. He is bigger than I am, so I needed all my body weight to hold him on the floor. I sat on his waist using the muscles in my legs to hold on to him as he jerked and twisted. My hands pinned his arms on either side of his head. His arms are longer than mine are though so when he jerked his arms above his head the weight, I was placing on his arms forced my body forward slamming my body into his. He used my lack of balance to roll me over, but my legs are still holding tight to his body, so he rolls with me ending up lying on top of me pinning me to the floor with his weight alone. We are both breathing heavily, and his face is close to mine his lips brush my cheek in barley their touch that made my heart rate surge between tachycardia and flat lining after that moment I would constantly find myself lying awake thinking about how it would feel to kiss him.  
 
    This moment though is so much better. The feel of his lips, the taste of his mouth like a fresh snow falls that melts in your tong and makes a shiver run down your spine. His scent excited and eager, contradicting his gentle hands. The fingers that knot in my hair the feel of his palm resting on my cheek as his lips move against mine.  
 
    He breaks the kiss when a car honks impatiently behind me. I just move my arms around his neck and press my lips to his cheek, lost to the world and everyone in it except Dominick. "I'm happy when I'm with you." I say as he lifts me off my feet and walks to the sidewalk. "I'm happy like this with you in your arms protected." He is watching me my face my eyes my lips I kiss his again when his eyes linger there. "Loved," I say in a whisper against his lips as if nothing can ever hurt me, I think. Just before, I break the kiss. However, the lack of his lips against mine leaves me with a growing hunger that I feel I may have expressed on my face when he smiles. "We should get going the council meeting is going to be starting soon." 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter: 17 Council meeting 
 
      
 
    Setting me back on my feet Dominick takes my hand. It did not take long to find a car rental and within the hour, we were on the highway headed back to the house of shifters. Driving in the gate, I notice cars parked along the driveway. He parks about twenty yards from the steps on the front porch. We get out. Roger is already waiting. "Sir you're late they have just started." Without a word, Dominick hands roger the keys to the car.  
 
    Leading me up the stairs to the front door Dominick begins to speak in the schoolteacher voice he reserved for my lessons from fighting to hunting. "During the civil war, this house was used in the Underground Railroad the owner was able to hide and care for up to twenty runaway slaves at any given time." While he spoke, he led me to the side panel of the left set of stairs. His hands move expertly over the penile and it opens revealing a dark staircase. He begins the decent and I fallow silently.  
 
    Loud angry voices drift towards us. "No! This is unacceptable, the werewolves have been gaining more courage openly attacking humans and shifters, and it must stop here. Cyrus has been in contact with other alphas; he was spotted in Texas last month speaking with Jamison. Two days later Chase, was spotted in New Mexico when he is from the Washington pack. We cannot stand by and watch as he openly challenges the credibility of this council as well as our ability to keep order within our own territory, we must set an example out of Cyrus to show the others the price they will pay if they decide to follow him." The speaker grew louder as we reached the last step.  
 
    We fallow a hall to a single room with the door partially open. Dominick speaks in the silence that followed the passionate words. "I'm sure many of us agree with you however we must produce a plan, for the future. We cannot simply eliminate alphas. A new leader would be decided. Before the last breath leaves Cyrus's still warm flesh. More than likely that successor will be ruthless and ambitious." He pauses looking at those in the room, meeting every eye, before continuing. "We must find a way to negotiate with them we cannot simply eradicate the race, the losses our people would suffer would be devastating."  
 
    I settled into a seat next to Jane unnoticed until she spoke again in the brief silence that followed Dominick's last words. "Cyrus is as ruthless as they get, he has taken his human son again, and in the process left his half dead brother in-law to find his way out of the woods. Had we not been there in search of him he would have died." I should have known Ryan would want to look for his uncle and I should have known Jane would want to help him, but it was still a shock. The people around the large conference table focused on Jane as she spoke but I still got an occasional look of curiosity.  
 
    Their intimidating stern faces were not enough to keep me from speaking, "This council seems to know the enemy fairly well, you spy on them you raid hunting parties, yet it seems to me that you have as of now failed to think like them." Dominick's brows bunch as I look at every face around the table. Thirteen, that is how many sets of eye's watch to see if I will continue. When I do not speak right away, a man at the far end of the table speaks up. "What do you mean?" "Yes, they are mindless beasts how are we to think like them?" the words spoken in confusion by a woman to the left of the man who had spoken first. 
 
     "They’re not mindless though that is how it seems most of the time. Driven by their instincts and an overwhelming hunger, individually they seem erotic and unorganized. Overall, as a pack controlled; their alphas, they set boundaries and examples by the way the alphas act. They lead by example. They are also controlled by their nature the ruthless inhumane way they hunt and process things around them." I pause as my thoughts fall into place in my head. Jane speaks in the silence. "She's right." I Smile at her then continue. "You can't simply eliminate the alphas and leave them to be replace by another just like Dominick said, however, if we were to change the major players with ones, we can manipulate then this council would be in full control and the werewolves wouldn't know the difference." My words came faster as my excitement grew and my plan laid out in front of me for all of them to see.  
 
    "Of course, the complication will come in finding a suitable replacement.” I pause taking a breath. "It is not impossible," Jane says next to me. "Or" I continue. "You could train a human make them sympathetic towards your cause then have one of your informants change him or her There are other ways tough of course; you can try to sway an existing alpha through bribery or force. With your choices in power, your jobs just became that much simpler." 
 
    "I agree" someone shouted over the combined voice of the council members. There was total chaos for a few moments until a new voice spoke demanding the attention of the room. "Why should we listen to you?" every set of eyes in the room was on the speaker "your half one of them, you could be trying to trick us into helping them learn our ways. How do we know you are not spying for them right now?" he pauses so he can look me up and down assessing my value, with an expression of disapproval creasing his brow. "What gives you the right to speak at this meeting?" the salt and pepper haired man paused in the middle of his questioning and waited for a response. Like that the attention in the room shifted to me. 
 
    Dominick growls low in his throat as the man leans forward in his chair. I stand; touch Dominick's flexing bicep until he looks at me. I shake my head slightly. I do not want him to start a fight with the people that look to him for answers. I have to find a way to deflate the situation. I move to the head of the table and face the shifters, squaring my shoulders before I speak. 
 
    I had no idea what I was going to say, the truth was that I have no business being here, I do not really belong. Therefore, I was just as surprised, when my voice started working, as everyone else. "My father was Dominick's mentor the man you may have known as your council leader before Jason, and my mother was killed by werewolves when I was five. Dominick thought me everything I know about being a wolf for the past two years" I pause trying to calm my racing heart. "I had no knowledge that this council even existed. I have fought on the front lines of this war thinking I was the only one fighting and hating myself for the lives I have taken." My voice tapers off, so I take a breath and start again. "With all the death I have seen I have thought about a way to end this fight many times. I know my enemy," my voice becomes resolute as a hard edge seeps in. "I know them on a personal level because I carry them with me. I carry them inside of me they are as much a part of me as I am a part of them." The anger I feel now is hard to hide, and Jane moves to stand at my side. 
 
    "Cyrus is driven by revenge and anger. His anger's so deep that he can no longer control himself. Causing him to lose the trust of his pack, but they are too afraid of him to revolt. The anger he feels, the anger he takes out on others is my doing." I pause as this revelation sinks in. "I took everything from him when I killed his wife. Then when he had nothing, I took more, in the form of his son. His son is loyal to me, and I intend to get him back. Even if it means I go alone." I pause and look at every person in the room. No one speaks and the silence is paralyzing to my raging emotions. My hands shake as I place them on the table trying to steady myself. I take a shaky breath and speak again.  
 
    "You take my advice, or you don't. None of these matters to me. You can talk all you want but at the end of the day the only thing that matters are if you did something about any of this." I take a calming breath as my anger begins to seep into my voice. "I am not going to waste my time waiting for you all to come up with a solution, when I already handed you the answers" I turn away from the room and look at Dominick. "I'll be in my room this is not as interesting as I thought it would be." Without another word or a backwards glance, I leave the room and head up the stairs. As I reach the door at the top, I hear the low conversation start once more. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 18: Life for a life 
 
      
 
    As I reach the base of the stairs that lead up to my room, I turn to face Jane who had followed me out of the council meeting. I open my mouth to say I would be fine but before I can, she grabs my hand and races up the stairs leading me to her room. Once inside she turns to face me. Worry radiating off her like a second skin. "You have to find him. The council will not risk an open attack for one boy. The risk to our people is too great. They are scared. We have been fighting this war with only minimal casualties, but this could change that." Her hands shake as she grips my arms. Her voice is shaky and her eyes watering. 
 
     "Kayah, Cyrus is going to change him. He was going to make him a werewolf." With her last words, I remember the look on Ryan's face as the spoke of what his father wanted him to do. How his father planned to change him so his son can take his rightful place by his side. I pace the length of her bed as she sits exhausted at the foot of it watching me. "Tell me what happened." She rubs her hand over her face before taking a breath and beginning.  
 
    "After we found you in the alley things got crazy." She pulls her legs to her chest. "When the fight was over, we were left trying to figure out what happened. It turns out Cyrus had the girls house watched and when they spotted us, they followed. They were going to attack at the office, but you left, and Ryan went with you, so they followed you instead." She pauses to look at me watch her. She shakes her head and continues. "We took Meredith and her mom to a safe house, but we couldn't find Ryan anywhere. Meredith told us that Cyrus took him."  
 
    "We had no way of knowing where they went so, we decided to follow the lead that Dominick got from the werewolf he had in custody." I shiver remembering the pain that the werewolf suffered through, for information. "We knew where to locate the uncle we just had to go and free him. When we got there, we found the house in the woods abandoned. We searched the perimeter and picked up his scent a few hours old at the most. Following it deeper into the woods, we found him he was half dead we cared for him there." She stopped and took a breath turning her head not wanting to look at me.  
 
    "Do you know where Ryan is?" the question took her off guard. “No." She took a shaky breath and looked away. "You're lying," I accuse. She sighs and says, "I can guess." I kneel in front of her. "Tell me." She looks at me and I hold my breath waiting for her answer "Cyrus would want him in his territory a place that it would be hard for us to get to a place, like his home." I sit back thinking.  
 
    She is right, he would want to keep him safely away from me a place that even I would run from. A place from which I did run. Before the thought fully formed, I stand and head for the door. Before I can open it, Jane’s hand is on my arm "This is dangerous Kayah." The fear in her voice reflects the pounding in my heart. Nevertheless, I do not let that stop me. I pull her into my arms and hug her tightly, whispering in her ear. "Don't let him find out, till after I have left." She nods her head and I turn and leave her room. "Kayah," I turn to see her standing in her doorway she throws something at me that I catch easily. "Stay safe." She says as I look at the set of keys in my hand. I smile at her before turning to leave, making no promises and no plans for the future. 
 
    I know where I have to go to save Ryan and I do not intend to return without him. Jane's truck was easy to find. Once I did, I climb in the cab and did not look back. As I barrel down the drive tires squealing and spitting gravel. I am going to find him. 
 
    Finding the town was easy. Hunched below a bush, speaking through the thick branches, I watch the werewolves move around the town. Activity is high and they are on alert looking for any sign of trouble. I watch as Cyrus steps out of a house followed by three wolves. He says something and two of them leave his side, moving to a different house. The door opens for them, and they enter. Moments later, they reemerge with a man who is carrying something over his shoulder, no carrying someone, Carrying, Ryan. Cyrus steps in front of them and the man drops the boy to the thick compact dirt of the road. I watch for a moment before I stand. 
 
     I have made my decision I know how to save him. I walk the mile back to Jane's truck and jump in. I turn the truck down the dirt road that leads directly to Cyrus and to Ryan who had just started to stir. I take a deep breath and push the gas. If I can just make it to Ryan, I can pull him into the truck. I will worry about what happens after when I get to it.  
 
    I swerve around where Ryan and Cyrus are. Slowing the truck only slightly as I place the bed of the truck between them and the other werewolves. Pulling the gun, I found under Jane's seat, I aim it at Cyrus who dodges behind a parked car. I open my door and grab Ryan's arm pulling him into the cab and I hit the gas pealing out. Dropping the gun in the seat, I shift Ryan to the passenger seat beside me. His face is white, but he manages a slight smile. "We're not free yet." Wolves are chasing us one jumped at my still open door and snapped at my face. I hold him by the neck keeping his jaws from my flesh. My other hands busy trying to steer the truck through the thick forest and I am only going to hold him off for a few more moments. I look at Ryan "no matter what happens keep this truck moving." He looks scared but nods. I kick the wolf that bites at my leg, still holding the struggling animal in my hand. The gunshot startles me, and I look at Ryan holding my abandoned gun in his hand. Then I look back in time to see the fight leave the wolf's eyes. No longer, holding himself in the cab of the truck his weight pulls me, and I almost fall out. I let go of the wheel to grab the door to stop myself from falling out his body falls and rolls, and I am about to lift myself back into the cab when another wolf grabs my outstretched arm and pulls dragging me from my seat. 
 
    When I let go of the wheel Ryan had taken it before I fell from the truck, I look at him and say do not stop then let my body fall rolling and rolling until I stop at the feet of a man, a man that I know and a man that I hate. " I will take your life, for his." It is all he said the only warning that something bad was going to happen. He brought his fist down on face making my ears ring and the world fade. Before my eyes closed, I saw Jane's truck reach the end of the dirt road and turn onto the highway. Then everything was black. 
 
    

  

 
 
    Chapter: 19 Captive 
 
      
 
      
 
    A rough slap knocks me out of my restless sleep. "Wake up dog." Cyrus, my foggy mind provides a name to go with the deep dangerous voice and the hard hand that slapped me again. I try lifting heavy lids as my head rolls to the side under the force of the slap. When I look at him, his face contorts in a twisted expression. He lifts me off the floor and slams my back against a large tree. My head flings into the tree's trunk and a small shower of bark falls around my face. My eyes are slipping closed, and my head is pounding, just before they close all the way, I see his face contort in anger and hate then he slams a knife into the flesh of my right shoulder. The blade slid in smoothly just below my collarbone stopping only when it reached the hilt. I stuck in a pain-filled breath as the blade hits bone; I bite my lip on a pathetic whimper, causing him to laugh and slap me again.  
 
    "I'm going to have fun with you, dog. You are going to die here but not until I have taught you a lesson." my body sags forward, my legs threatening to give under my weight. He slams me back against the tree again and I hear a rattle of a chain. "Dominick will come for me." I say weakly. The chain rattles again and I look at Cyrus's hand and realize that he is jiggling the chain back and forth like he is winding up for an underhand toss. He laughs at my words. "I'm counting on it." he swings the chain, and it whips across my face spreading blood from my nose and lips down my green shirt.  
 
    I fall to my knees as black dots cloud my vision. He leans down and grabs my hair pulling my face back so that I am looking at the twisted expression of excitement and frustration. I look into his eyes unblinking as he says savagely "I want him to come. I want him to feel the pain I felt at finding my love broken and dead. Most of all I want you to suffer. Which is why I giving up the stupid little runt kid that has been a means to an end? You, you are the end. Your hunger has been growing your werewolf half longs to be set free. Under the right circumstances you will let loose the monster and your hunger and anger will ultimately work in my favor."  
 
    His anger is turning smug, and I cannot stand the happy glint in his eye. Most of all I cannot shake the sinking feeling I have in my gut that he is more prepared than any shifter would have ever expected. "When I get out of this, I am going to hunt you and kill you slowly." he smiled, and he grabs my injured shoulder. He twists the hilt of the knife causing the jagged blade to scrape bone. Agonizing shock waves spread, shooting sparks of pain so intense the only thing I can do is scream.  
 
    My eyes shut as moisture spreads down my cheeks and my breath is shuddering out of my body threatening to become a sob, a desperate plea for him to stop. I clamp my lips shut and he lets go only to lean down so he can whisper in my ear. "I'm counting on that anger, your hunger will be so great, and I'm counting on Dominick's pathetic need to save you. I have waited for this for two years I can wait for him to get here. I want Dominick dead and you are going to be the one to kill him." he leans back on his heals "how long do you think your wolf can go without food before your werewolf side shows it's ugly face? Five, six days under normal circumstances, this is far from normal though you are losing a lot of blood, and the moon will be full tomorrow. It will show by then, but Dominick had better hurry or else I might just decide to finish this sooner rather than later. Let us see a bloody trail might get him to hurry.  
 
    When he gets here, you will not be able to control yourself. You will kill him because you are the monster not us you kill and kill and for what that man that claims he can lead. Then once you have killed him you will live here alone for our entertainment." as he spoke, he grabbed a bucket and leaned me over it so that my blood fell into it steadily like the sound of a leaky faucet. Drip. Drip. Drip. 
 
    After a while, he pushed me back, so I was sitting on the ground with my back against the tree. He wrapped one end of the chain around my ankle twice then pad locked it. The other end he wrapped around the tree. "I'll kill you." I said feebly he only smiles. "Not before you kill Dominick." he moves into the woods laughing as he begins to smear my blood on trees and leaves as his laugh fades, I am left alone in the middle of the woods tied to a tree. My body sags and my eyes close of their own accord and I feel the heavy weight of oblivion pressing down on me.  
 
    I wake again when Cyrus returns whistling gently. My eyes open automatically "you have been sleeping a long time." he says the words worriedly. "Almost a whole day, the moon will rise soon, and I have been told that Dominick is on his way." he smiles. "Everything is going according to plan it won't be long now. All I have to do is sit back and wait for you to do the rest. I left a good trail he should have no trouble following it. Do not disappoint me dog; and I might give you a treat. Ryan's little girlfriend can be annoying at times, but she will serve her purpose." I stay as still as possible. "She will bring Ryan back to me one way or another." an evil light gleamed in his eye. "I'll be back dog." he leaned down and patted my head then turned and walked away.  
 
    I stay on the floor by the tree, looking up at the sky, the pink light of the setting sun turns gray; then dark blue finally a blue so dark that the stars in contrast look like a million tiny suns. When the moon was directly above me, I decided I should try to find a way to get out of this. I rise carefully ignoring the pain in my head and arm. The wind blows gently, and I turn quickly towards the familiar scent.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   

 

 Chapter: 20 Prey 
 
      
 
      
 
    "What are you doing here?" even as Dominick stepped out from behind the bushes and into view. I could not believe what my nose and eyes were telling me. He cannot be here. I try to go to him but the chain around my ankle rattles, so I stop. He is watching me. I fallow his gaze to my right shoulder where the jagged edge of a four-inch blade still embedded in my flesh just below my collar bone. Blood is leaking out around the knife slowly staining the green army jacket Dominick gave me to wear a few days ago. 
 
     His eyes move down my arm to my fingers where the blood makes a scarlet path to the tips of my fingers then drips down to the pool at my left foot where a thick chain tightly wrapped around my ankle locks me in place. Still, I plead for him to leave. "You can't be here. It is a trap; you have to leave. Please just go." he takes a step closer. "No don't, don't come any closer please just go. I will be fine I will find a way out, but you have to leave before it's too late." another step, “Kayah." he whispers my name and I fall to the floor as a crushing wave of grief consumes me. Tears drip down my cheeks. "Don't come any closer! Please, I don't want to hurt you."  
 
    I can feel the hunger in me rising, as his shifter scent fills my nostrils, strong and demanding. The werewolf within me gets ready for a fight. My body falls forward on all fours as the pain begins. "Get out of here please before it's too late." the clouds break apart and the moons rays shine brightly through the trees changing the colors of the leaves from mahogany brown to a rich gold and yellow. Kayah, I hear the song, the continuous beat of a drum keeping time with the spreading pain and my increasing heartbeat. The sounds echo in my ears drowning out everything except the hunger I feel and the need to kill. With every breath, my heart rate increases faster and faster. I cannot contain it I have to let it free. 
 
     My painful cry rings in my ears as my form begins to change. No, I must stop this I have to contain it. My fingers dig into the rich earth. "Kayah,” Dominick's voice is close much to close. I pull back shying away from him as the need to kill him intensifies. "Kayah let me help you!" he sounds panicked and helpless. I manage to hold off the change and drag in a deep breath. "You have to go, it's a trap. They,” I take another deep breath "they want me to be the one to kill you.”  I gasp, between frantic breathing. My words are a growl, but he still understood. "Who wants you to kill me?"  
 
    He is kneeling next to me now with his hands on my shoulders holding me up as he looks into my eyes. My body convulses as I breathe in his fresh clean scent. He grips me harder painfully. His eyes widen and he shakes me slightly. "Kayah,” his voice helps me concentrate, holds me in my human form for a little longer his eyes are so brown they look almost black, and his gaze is so intense that I answer though I can hardly breathe. "Cyrus." as the word leaves my lips the sound of my name and the deep base of the drums increase my lips quiver and I gasp for breath, as my vision blurs and I know that I am not going to be able to hold out much longer. "Dominick,” I pull away from him and press my forehead to the damp earth so I can breathe in the rich smell of the soil. "Help me, God I can't do this."  
 
    Dominick reaches for me again and pulls me into his arms. He tightens his hold changing it from an embrace to a restraint. My body jerks away from him and still he does not let go. My head falls back so that I can see the sky the moon is bright its silver rays causing my body to go limp not in defeat in reverence. A half scream half howl escapes my lips. Run! Hunt! Kill! Run! Hunt! Kill! Just as the pain and the commands reach the pinnacle of its torment, a strong wind blows, and a cloud shields the light of the moon. 
 
     "I can't stop it; it's getting worse you have to go. Please you have to go. I,” "I'm not going anywhere." his voice is harsh as he interrupts my pathetic plea; his arms tighten painfully pressing my body to his chest I lift my head slightly to look into his eyes. I need to get him to understand he has to go. I do not want to hurt him. but he is so close I can smell his flesh, his mouth-watering scent as my lips brush his cheek, my breath stops in my throat as the desire to taste courses through my veins, but I can feel his strong arms around me and his solid chest. More though, I feel home, safe and most of all I feel loved.  
 
    I feel all I could ever want and all that I will ever need. He is mine and my desire to keep him safe and close is far greater than my need to breathe, my need for food. I will not let anything happen to him and most of all I will never hurt him. My body shudders with conviction. The wind blows again, and the rays of the moon hit me with a reckoning force. "Let me go." I manage just before the full force hits me. Slowly, reluctantly, Dominick's arms slide away as I embrace the pain. I let my body change but the way I want it to. I accept my werewolf's raw power and speed but keep my shifter's mind, its cunning and agility, its lethal beauty and compassion. The combination is more than I could have ever hoped. I feel my newly found grace and elegance that with this deadly beauty. 
 
     As my transformation completes and my form is one, I throw, my head back and howl a long single note harmonious and lethal 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter: 21 Wolf Spirit 
 
      
 
      
 
    I feel the moons raw power fueling me, giving my exerted body energy a strength that goes beyond my physical ability. During the change, the knife embedded in my flesh causing me such agonizing pain to fall free and now lay on the ground. The blood that flowed so freely down my arm stopped and my flesh closed knitting together as if there was never a wound. Slowly though the world begins to fade, and my thoughts become clear, they are like a bright light guiding me through a reality that I have never seen but have always been aware of. Soon the light fades and what is left is an open field and the night sky above.  
 
    A figure walks towards me "You're here finally." it is a woman about my height with the same long black hair as mine. I cannot see her face, though only a faint trace of her out line. Is that me? I think as she stops just in front of me still out of view. "Kayah my sweet girl you did It." she sounds excited. Her gentile voice is familiar, but I do not know why. The way she said my name, the moon's song, it is the same voice saying my name when the moon was trying to get me to hunt. "Who are you?" I ask softly "you can call me what you wish it will not change who I Am., enough about me. Kayah my sweet girl you have done it!" her voice the love layered within the melody that flows through me making me feel like a little kid.  
 
    "Mother!" I gasp and try moving towards her. “What is this?” Something blocks me; it is like a thin glass that can be broken at any moment. "It's your life," she says as she places a graceful hand to the thin wall. "Your beliefs, your reality everything that makes you who you are now." “Then let me break it so that I can be with you." I sob as I place my hand over hers on the opposite side of the glass. "No Kayah my baby you have finally found the path to your destiny you have come to fulfill what I could not." she says gently. "I don't understand. I cannot lose you again" "Baby girl has your father not explained?" I look up at her with a desperate longing. "He left me, the day you died is the last day I ever saw him.'' She looks at the glass, so I follow her gaze. Flashes of my life are replaying. I see her fighting the wolves, watching as she takes her last breath. "It was my fault." I say as my father walks away with her in his arms. "No Kayah it was his." I look up at her, shocked. "What do you mean?" "Your father was at war with the werewolves, constantly aggravating them though I ordered him to stop." "What do you mean ordered him to stop.'' My voice is disbelieving, and she answers my question softly.  
 
    "I was the omega. Like you, a peacekeeper between Werewolves and Wolf shifters." I do not understand.” my voice sounds pathetic like a four-year-old trying to learn algebra. "When I met your father, I was human the day you were born werewolves attacked and I was bitten. Your father tried to save me I had lost to much blood, so your father gave me his making me both werewolf and wolf shifter. Your father and I tried our best to keep you safe." I leaned my head against the glass. "Why are you only here now? Why not before?" "Because you had to embrace your true form, your hybrid form, with it you have found the path you must take to lead to your destiny. I am the path, so you have come to me. When I dyed my soul remained waiting for this day watching for when another would step forward." I shake my head against the confusion. "Why? Why would you have to wait?"  I can just make out a faint smile before she answers. "To teach you baby girl." "How are you going to teach me when I can't even touch you?"  She sighs as if answering my questions has tired her.  
 
    "To teach you I must become part of you. My soul will become part of yours. I will give you all I know. This is the last time I will ever see you. My essence my will, all that I am now will fade into this night sky. All that will remain is my memories; they will become your memories just as my predecessors' memories became a part of Me." the thin glass shakes. "I must go now my baby but know that I love you." as she says the words she runs forward towards the glass as she reaches me her forms split. Her wolf form leaps through the glass slamming into my body and my wolf self-embraces her. As her human form reaches the glass, though it shoots up into the sky and vanishes. Taking with her the crushing weight that kept me locked in this place, and I fall back into reality.  
 
     First the memories came, flashes of emotions things that I have never seen myself, things seen through my mother's eyes. Eyes that she knew changed color when she was a wolf. One the color of the morning sky so blue you could lose yourself in it. The other would turn onyx so black and cold it would scare with just one look. "Night and day." a man tells her. "You have become the next in line to protect the human world from the war between shifters and werewolves. You are peacekeeper, now like my father before me as your daughter will after you. It is our destiny. We are born human but as we go through life, we find what we are always meant to be. History will continue to repeat itself because of our blood, our pure blood untainted by our desires we are true to our natures honest with our emotions and caring of others. For that reason, you will be my successor. Your journey will be hard as is the way to finding peace." my mother is scared she does not want this life for me, but she knows her father is right. "I must go my daughter." he steps forward. "Trust your soul it will give you wisdom and believe in your blood it is very powerful." his form splits in two and his spirit merges with hers.  
 
    That memory fades and another begins. "Kayah your safe my baby I will watch over you." her words the day she died. I did not understand them then but now seeing her memories of the time, she spent waiting for me to accept my role, my destiny. Listening to my words, "Are we not all monsters?" "No Kayah. You are the answer to that girl's prayer. She needs you, as so many others need you. My baby why will you not accept your destiny I am waiting for you." "Oh, mother I'm sorry" I say the words aloud and the noise calms the rush of memories that continue to seep into my soul. 
 
    I open my eyes. I am staring up at the sky, its vast expanse of things unknown and its twinkling stars. Warm hands rest on my shin, lifting my head I see Dominick. He is working on the lock that is still around my ankle his backpack is off and he is concentrating on the lock with such intensity that he does not see me move. As the chain falls to the ground, he looks up and sees me watching him. "Kayah!" "What happened?" I ask, Dominick looks worried "you" he pauses thinking. "You changed, into something, something frighteningly beautiful yet savage in its intent. You were struggling to get me then you fell to the floor in your human form and were not moving, you were barely breathing." my eyebrows raise. "I attacked you." I look at him now and see gagged cuts in his shirt I move towards him lightning fast and he flinches away, but I do not care I lift his ripped shirt and run my fingers over the skin, whole skin, unmarked. His muscles tighten under my fingers. 
 
     I look up to his face. "I attacked you, yet you stayed. You stayed to free me though I could have killed you." he takes my fingers in his hands " you would not have" is all he says before he brings my open palm to his mouth and kisses it. 
 
    I smile "probably not" I say I grip his hand and take a deep breath. "K, are you alright?" he asks "yes.” I turn to go. "We have to go we don't have much time." What happened to you? You were talking but I couldn't make out much of what you were saying." I turn back excited for the first time about the wolf that is inside of me. "I did it Dominick I found who I am supposed to be I found my destiny and a part of myself that I never knew was missing. With my mother's help I cannot fail, I know what I must do. But first we hunt. I am starving." he looks confused, but I do not give him time to ask questions. I shift.  
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter 22: Hunger 
 
      
 
      
 
    He is right behind me running with his heavy pack pulled tight over his shoulder, straining his human legs to keep up with my frantic pace. I stop running for only a second giving him time to catch up and giving myself a chance to catch the breeze. I can smell them; they are so close. My stomach growls and I start running again. I am so hungry. Jetting through the underbrush, I leave Dominick behind thinking of only one thing.  
 
    I reach the river I had fallowed when I first saved Ryan and pause. Calming my racing heart and steadying my heavy panting. Dominick is nowhere in sight, but I am not worried he will find me. I lift my nose catching the scent of the heard I hunted once before. They are just up the stream having returned for water; and to feed on the rich green vegetation the constant flow of water offers along its bank. My stomach growls again, my legs feel shaky, and my head feels light. I need food, why am I so hungry? A new memory flashes and I stop moving. 
 
    I am maybe three years old sitting at the table; my parents owned in our three-bedroom house, I'm eating dry cereal out of the bowl with my hands watching my mother as she washes the dishes. When she finishes, I hear my small self-say "More mommy" my mom turns to me smiling. "Sure baby" she says as she dries her hands on a small towel. She reaches into the pantry and speaks. "You're always so hungry." 
 
    I shake my head trying to get away from the memory. Yes, no kidding I think to myself as I try walking towards the deer and get my mind back in the hunt. I shake my head again, taking a few more steps. When I reach the tree line, I stop, unable to go any further. "More, momma;” I hear myself say again. "I pray you never have to become like me." She whispers as she pours the cereal. My young self-laugh as she digs her small hands into the bowl and pulls out a handful. She offers it to her mother, but her mother only smiles and kisses her forehead. Oh, my Kayah, I pray you never have to deal with the hunger I face. It was a thought my mother's thought. I shake my head again, thinking I am never going to get used to this.  
 
    The sound of a twig snapping under someone's heavy weight draws my attention. I snap at Dominick for startling me. He smiles his lazy smile and the hunger I feel turns to something more. Before my brain could comprehend what, my body was doing, we were falling. My human body pressed against his and I was kissing him. Burning needs washed through me and if I did not answer the call of my desire, I would surely die from the heat. The smell of his desire, the heat of his body is so intense that there is nothing to do but answer every silent question his mouth forms against my lips.  
 
    My need for him grows with every second. His hands are hesitant as they roam the length of my body. He is afraid, I think, that I will stop him. "Never,” the sound of my voice brings him back to reality. His hand rests against my cheek and his smile are sweet. "Never stop." I say again. He smiles again and runs the tips of his fingers along my spine. "Soon my heart." He lifts me off the ground with him and takes my hand. "First I must ask you. Will you be my alpha? Will you have me as yours." my heart is beating so fast. I can smell his desire. I can hear the reaction the sight of me has on his breathing. My hunger transformed to a need so intense all I can do is kiss him, touch him, and wrap his arms around me so that he can pull me closer to him. 
 
     Something stops me though from going any further. A gut retching feeling that we are in danger overwhelms me. The forest is to still. The birds are quiet, and the mice are not stirring. It is as if the animals are waiting for something to happen. Without any warning, I could detect the herd sprinting away as fast as they could. I can hear the frantic beat of their hooves.  
 
    Instinctually, I turn to run, dragging Dominick behind me as I turn towards the highway. "Can you feel it, Dominick we have to leave?" "I have a car not far from here." I nod but otherwise show no indication of the dread I feel inside. Halfway to the highway, I hear the reason all the animals are quiet. The reason for the sinking feeling I have in the pit of my stomach. Dominick cannot hear them yet, but he reacts when I increase my speed. His shoulders tense and he widen his stride. 
 
     We made it to the car in record time. He does not question me as we get into the car, only hands me the pack he carried on his back. The scent of his desire is still thick in the air, and it has my heart pounding like the beat of a drum. His hands shake as he puts the car in drive. Looking everywhere but him I open the backpack. There are clothes in the first zipper so I decide I should put something on before I give into our desire, and I start ripping off his clothes. Hands shaking, I pull the sweatshirt on and then the sweatpants. Still unable to look at him I glance at his hands on the steering wheel. They are steady now and it makes it easier to bear the desire I have for him. Once under control again I can finally look at him. I can only smile when he meets my gaze.  
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter 23: The Chase 
 
      
 
      
 
    The driveway of the house of shifters is full of cars. Yet the house is still, nothing stirs as we drive in. Ryan steps out of the house and leads us to a room I had never seen before. It is at the end of the hall downstairs on the opposite side of the house than the infirmary. There is a stage in the front of the room and every seat taken the occupants listening intently to the speaker. "The information Ryan has given us changes everything. Never has a pack of this size been formed. The Alphas have united, and they are planning to attack us in our homes. We cannot let them succeed. If they do, we stand no chance against them." she pauses as the voices in the audience become one mass voice of chaos. "They will attack our children."  "We cannot allow this." "We must attack first." The shouts of protest go on, and Jane realizes that she is never going to get a word in at the same time she spots me. Giving a frustrated sigh she walks towards me at the same time Dominick pulls me with him towards the stage. We meet at the edge of the stage. "Kayah,” the hug she gives me is one of relief. "I'm so glad he found you. Ryan told us what Cyrus had planned for you." I smile "all in a day's work." she just shakes her head as if to say only you would say something like that after almost dying. I shrug then realize every shifter in the room is staring at me. I turn to face them. A single shifter steps forward it is the same man that questioned my presence at the council meeting. Unflinching I step forward and face him. "Cyrus's army is on the move. We need a leader that will help end this fight. Your father was my friend, and your mother was a brave woman. I can see now that you share that bravery as well as your father's strength. Through all the trials you have faced you have prevailed. Cyrus continues to test you. Yet you have returned unharmed." his voice was shaky, and he had a strange look in his eyes. One by one every person in the room stands. The same look in their eyes. I look at Jane for answers but she only shrugs. "My pack will fallow you. You are a great warrior and a wise choice for Dominick's second," the old wolf says as he bows low showing his respect. One by one, each council member mimics his movement. Then the others follow the lead of their alphas.  
 
    Stunned I look at Jane again, but she is bowing then I see it the same strange look in her eyes as if she were seeing me for the first time. It is a look of fear and awe at the same time respect, devotion, and love. Then I realized they are seeing me for the first time. They are looking at me as if I have all the answers and I alone am the key to ending this war. I know deep down with every bone in my body that they will fight for me. They will help me with anything I ask of them. I am my mother's daughter, and I am the one that will bring peace. I am the omega.  
 
    I step forward directly in front of the elder man with salt and pepper hair, he is still bowing but his eyes look up at me when I place my hand on his shoulder. "Cyrus and his pack are preparing for a fight let us go out and meet him, before he puts anymore families in danger." the man rises to his full height when my hand falls back to my side. Turning to Dominick I extend my hand to him, and he takes it moving forward to stand by my side. He clears his thought "prepare your packs. It's time to hunt."  
 
    We shift, the air stirs with the shifter’s excitement. This has never happened before. Dominick leaps off the stage and I follow in wolf form. The room once filled with people now filled with wolves. Following Dominick out the room, the packs follow under his and my command. Running through the house roger rushes to the front door and opens it. Dominick and I stop at the door next to Roger and watch as the shifters race out and down the steps each pack staying close to their alpha. As the last of the thirteen packs rush out the door, Dominick and I run out behind them followed shortly by Roger, still in his human form. "The packs have their orders sir they are to surround the werewolves and corner them in their town. It is isolated and no humans should be around. Ryan has given each alpha a map of their town." Dominick dips his head acknowledging Rogers words. "I will lead you to the rally point." when roger finishes talking, he shifts mid run which is quite impressive. We follow him east as the other packs split off.  
 
    We arrive four miles from the werewolf town I learn named Accailia. In Latin it means she- wolf. A memory slams into me as I run the force of it assaulting my conscious mind causing me to trip. I manage to stop my fall, only just.  
 
    "Accailia was named for its founder," my mother says. "Long ago, it is said that the werewolves and the wolf shifters were family. Two sisters lived with their human mother. One summer the girls both fell in love with the hunter's son. One afternoon after about a year, the young man went to the house and asked the mother if he could marry the eldest daughter. The daughters begged their mother to say no because though they each loved him. They loved one another more. The mother agreed with the young girls on one condition, that they never fight over him or any man. The young man was furious with the mother, so he called the town witch to place a spell on the eldest daughter thinking that it was she who did not love him. Each full moon the girl would change to a hideous monster, and she would kill the people in the town."  
 
    "The first victim her mother, horrified by what her sister did the younger girl goes to the witch and begs her to turn her sister back. The witch only said that the curse is irreversible but that she could give the young girl a way to help her sister. The girl did not understand but agreed. The old women took the soul of a dying wolf and placed it in the young girl. The two girls lived together for a year each helping the other. No other humans died for a long time until the hunter’s son came to the house again and this time asked the younger sister to marry him. He heard what she had done for her sister, and he loved her for the big heart she had."  
 
    "When the older sister found out she was so angry she killed the only man she had ever loved. Not realizing that her sister had denied him for she had promised her mother that she would never fight with her sister over a man. The older sister would not see reason when her sister tried explaining. She ran away and never seen again." 
 
    I shake myself back into reality and then continue with the others the whole memory taking but a second. Dominick looks back at me, but I just shake myself and he turns back to Accailia.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 24: The Pack 
 
      
 
      
 
    As we wait Dominick sends scouts out to survey Accailia's surroundings. Cyrus has eight packs with roughly ten werewolves per pack. Dominick and I have thirteen packs with about ten shifters per pack. We have the advantage in number and agility. The moon is full, and the werewolves cannot control themselves in these conditions. One by one, our packs return from chasing werewolves into Accailia.  
 
    It is time I think as the last of our group rejoins us. Dominick throws his head back and howls. Each pack gets into position. The towns surrounded they cannot escape. My howl joins his and our combined voices ride the win. The shifters charge the werewolves. In seconds, we reach the borders of Accailia. The battle begins.  
 
    The intensity of the fight has the buildings shaking and the earth bleeding. As werewolf and shifter alike fall to the ground-turning human as they do. A growl erupts from the pit of my stomach as a fierce looking wolf clamps his jaws around Jane's neck. I jump at him forcing him to release her to defend against me. He is does not have a chance, he is dead before he hits the ground. Jane is hurt, but Daniel is there lifting her into his arms, taking her back to our outpost. I turn to my next fight. Two wolves attack thinking they can take me by surprise. They were sadly mistaken.  
 
    "No, Kayah what are you doing they are your family. I hear my mother in my head as the memory of the night I killed Cyrus's wife. Look past the outer anger and hatred. They are as much a part of this world as you. Feel them, feel their pain their fear they are exactly like you."  
 
    The pain hit me then. Each wolf that died their pain felt their fear. Each one just as scared as the last weather it was a werewolf or wolf shifter. Another werewolf attacks me. She bites my shoulder missing my neck when I turn unexpectedly. The pain rolls over me, but I do not stop my attack when my teeth sink into her chest just below her neck. The pain, the hurt she felt when she realized she was going to die for nothing. 
 
     I let her go but stayed over her looking into her eyes. "You don't belong here." I think to her as hard as I can, and she stops struggling. Wide eyed she stares at me unable to move. "You have a family go to them they need you." stepping back from her she rises. Ears flat against her head tail between her legs. She turns to one of the houses at the edge of the town and enters shutting the door behind her. The pain from battle is over whelming growls and snarls vibrate through the forest as the battle rages. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 25: Alpha 
 
      
 
      
 
    The pain is too much. My body convulses as the wounded begin to fall. "Enough!" it was a thought, a single word. My mental shout rings through the minds of every person on the battlefield. "That is enough. This fighting must end. Most do not know what you are fighting for. Children are dying and for what."  a steady growl rumbles through my body as I circle the warriors that have temporarily stopped fighting werewolves and shifters alike watch me as I move through the crowd. The silence is defining to the warriors and the fur on their hunches raise. The moon is beginning to drop low to the horizon and the werewolves move towards their young that left their homes to see who was speaking to them. I circle towards them speaking directly to them. "Let any who dare face me. I am the one true alpha I am the omega and I say that this ends today!"  
 
    No one moves. No one speaks they only watch as I pace. I let my inner werewolf show its dominance over the confused pack. I can feel their confusion, the questions they have slam into my body like a physical blow and the only thing I can do is continue to speak with my mind, so the pain and the questions do not overwhelm me. "The questions you have will be answered with time. For now, every one of you answer to me." my body was beginning to relax as the werewolves realize that they cannot win. The only way for them to survive is to follow me. I am their alpha and none will challenge that. 
 
     The eight alphas stand closest to me. The first walks up to me. Dominick tries is getting in front of me, but I bite his front paw stopping him. The alpha growls at him but continues facing me. His thoughts are clear in my head. "I don't know how this happened Cyrus called and said that the shifters were attacking. He asked for my help and the help of my pack. I only ask that you let us leave this fight we will have no further part in it." I step closer to him, and he shrinks back a half step. "You may leave with your pack, but let it be known if any harm a human or cause a fight with the shifters you will have me to answer to and I will bring the fight to you." he dips his head low then howls. his pack steps forward, one shifting to human form so he could carry the body of their fallen pack mate, bow to me then turn with their alpha and run into the forest. Two more alphas step forward and bow to me. I nod and the packs follow the lead of the first. Reclaiming the dead then bowing and turning to leave.  
 
    Without warning, Cyrus jumps at me. I meet him midair. "You dare challenge me!" my mental voice causes the werewolves closest to cringe back a few steps. Cyrus's anger drives him to attack without reserve. "You are finished! You have no right to stand here facing me. You tried taking everything from me and ended up with nothing." he lunges at me again and I bite into the back of his neck. Bucking and turning he tries to get free, but my grip on his skin is more than he can handle. He bites at my paw, so I release his neck. Running at him before he can recover, I duck my head and plow into his chest with my shoulder forcing him to the ground. I bite his neck not hard enough to kill him but enough for it to hurt. "You brought this upon yourself." my mental voice growls. Cyrus kicks and snaps fighting as hard as he can. My strength is unwavering. I will show him who is boss I am his alpha and he is going to admit it weather he likes it or not he will not win.  
 
    He fought for a long time all the while the werewolves and wolf shifters watched. The sun began peaking over the horizon and Cyrus's strength begins to fail. His breathing begins to slow, and his head relaxes against the ground. I release my hold on his neck and stand over him. His pack steps forward one at a time. One after another, the werewolves bow. The last to step forward was the werewolf I fought and released. She is in human form now wearing a t-shirt and blue jeans, two children move forward to stand by her side. Then mimic her bow to me. 
 
     I move towards the smaller child and touch my nose to his forehead. He laughs and hugs me. The hug was unexpected but the effect it had on me was more than I could ever hope for from a werewolf. The boy releases me at the same time I since Cyrus attack me from the back. Shielding the children with my body leaves my left shoulder exposed and Cyrus takes advantage of his opening. The kid's mother jumps at Cyrus's neck and there is nothing left but to wait for him to die but she is not as strong as I am and loses her grip. Before Cyrus can reach her Dominick finishes Cyrus off. His lifeless body drops from Dominick, his muzzle dripping blood. The boy's mother goes to her children, and I nod my head to her. Acknowledging her help and thanking her. The last four alphas are reluctant, but they step forward and bow then turn and leave Accailia. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 26: The Beginning 
 
      
 
      
 
    The mother comes to me and lowers her head. "If you would like I have some clothes that will fit you. You look to be my size," she whimpers as her thought reaches my mind, I lift her head with my snout and follow her to her home. Her son opens the door for us, and we go in. we shift, and she hands me jeans and a t-shirt like the ones she puts on herself. Her kids are in the kitchen eating cereal. Outside, the shifters are reforming their packs and helping the injured. "I had better get out there. My mate will want some answers."  
 
    She opens the door for me "your mate, is the one that saved me?" her question is low but her deep green eyes are intent. "Yes" is all I say. Her handshakes as she reaches for me stopping just before her fingers touch my skin. "Will you," her voice shakes "will you thank him for me. My life was in your and his hands today and each time I have survived."  "What's your name?" I ask while I brush my fingers over the puncture marks I left against her neck. "Cynthia" she says. "You just did." Dominick's voice sounds from behind her and she jumps. I smile at her then step into Dominick's embrace. "You are amazing have I ever told you that?"  Dominick asks. I laugh and kiss him. "You tell me every time you see me." Cynthia steps up next to us as we look out at the werewolves and wolf shifters work together to gather the wounded.  
 
    "Is Jane, ok?" I ask Dominick. He looks at me and smiles. "She wanted to keep fighting. Daniel had to tie her to the stretcher." I laugh despite myself. That sounds like her. "Take me to her before she tries to fight every last one of us." Cynthia follows me and Dominick looks at her questioningly. "I owe you two my life, and the life of my children." Dominick only shrugs. As we continue to Jane  
 
    "It's about time you get here. I've been waiting for what feels like forever." I could not help it the sight of her hands tied to her sides made me erupt into laughter. "I'm sure you have." "Oh, will you let me out so I can kick your ass." Cynthia steps forward but I shake my head. "Jane you really need a vacation. Your too nervous." she smiles at me after casting a confused glance at Cynthia. I reach forward and release her restraints. Then move get some medical supplies from the floor next to her cot. Alcohol swabs and gauze then turn to Cynthia. Her wounds had begun to bleed again. She flinches at the pain but holds her ground. "So where are we going for vacation? Now that we have peace, we can have a little fun." I glance at Jane from over Cynthia's left shoulder where I placed a sheet of gauze over a nasty wound from Cyrus. "Anywhere." I speak. 
 
    "What's going to happen now" the small child's voice comes from behind me and I turn to see a small werewolf child looking up at me. Long ringlets fall around her face. "What do you want to happen?" I ask. Her big eyes widen. "I want pizza." Dominick laughs but pulls out his cell phone and calls someone. I smile when I hear him order 12 dozen pizzas. A truck drives through town stopping in front of us. Ryan and an older man get out of the cab, and I laugh thinking that all of this happened because I met that scrawny human that dared to stand up to a werewolf.  
 
    "What is going to happen now?" Cynthia's voice is low. "Now we rebuild. This alliance will only last if the werewolves can control themselves. I will do anything I can to help." she smiles slightly then nods acknowledging the offer. "Can we go home?" I ask Dominick. He kisses my cheek. "There is nothing I want more. I will have the council take care of things here." he leaves to talk with the others. I turn to Jane and Cynthia they are talking now it sounds like Cynthia is talking about the fight. The small girl is in Ryan's arms and his uncle is laughing. "I am proud of you daughter you have accomplished what I could not." her laughter drifts through my head the sound making my heart soar. Dominick returns with a smile and the keys to the truck Ryan drove here. "Take me home." he kisses me and lifts me into his arms. “It would be my pleasure.” 
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