
  
    [image: Yanti's Choice]
  


  
    
      YANTI'S CHOICE

      A FAIRELLE SHORT STORY

    

    
      
        REBEKAH R. GANIERE

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Fallen Angel Press]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Yanti's choice © 2016 Rebekah R. Ganiere

      

      

      
        
        All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

      

        

      
        This book is a work of fiction. The names, characters, places and incidents are fictitious and are not to be construed as real in any way. Any resemblance to persons, living or dead, actual events, locales or organizations is entirely coincidental.

      

        

      
        Yanti's Choice © 2016 Rebekah R. Ganiere

      

        

      
        ISBN: 978-1-63300-017-9

      

        

      
        Cover art by Rebekah R. Ganiere

        www.vwzdesigns.com

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            DEDICATION

          

        

      

    

    
      For my Amazing Critique Partners, Beta Readers and for The Bitten

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Newsletter

      

    

    
      
        Fairelle Map

      

      
        Yanti's Choice

      

      
        Snow The Vampire Slayer

      

      
        Chapter One

      

    

    
      
        Thank You

      

      
        Also by Rebekah R. Ganiere

      

      
        Newsletter

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            NEWSLETTER

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        To claim your Two FREE Books and find out more about

        Rebekah R. Ganiere and her other Upcoming Releases

        You can Go Here:

        www.RebekahGaniere.com/Newsletter

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: Fairelle Map]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            YANTI'S CHOICE

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Yanti raced through the forest, her long blonde curls whipping around her face. She trampled a patch of sungold as she raced up a boulder and leapt off it, clearing the brook that ran through Wolvenglen forest. 

      A howl sounded behind her, and she stopped. Her heartbeat pumped in her ears so loud she could barely hear anything else. A flash of movement caught her eye to the left. A large, burnt umber colored wolf bounded her direction. 

      She turned and darted deeper into the forest. Every fiber of her knew what turn to make when to jump or dodge or duck without being told. She’d run the woods so many times over the years that it was as natural as sleeping.

      A second howl pierced the sky, and she smiled. She headed for a large moss slicked tree and jumped for the lowest hanging branch. The morning dew made her finger slip. She kicked up her legs, wrapped them around the branch and pulled herself up. 

      She lifted her hood and pulled her deep green cloak tight around herself. 

      The sound of footsteps, leaves crunching, and twigs snapping told her exactly where her pursuer was. She scooted higher from branch to branch, hugging the tree trunk until she crouched on the highest limbs and looked out over the entire forest. 

      She closed her eyes and let the sunshine caress her face. The warmth heating her cheeks in the cool spring air. She loved this time of year. 

      Winters in Wolvenglen were harsh and traveling between Volkzene, and the forest wasn’t the easiest of journeys. But in the spring when the baby birds arrived and the bright red toadstools poked through the forest floor foliage, she truly felt at peace.

      She opened her eyes and looked down. Far below, an enormous wolf circled the tree. She pressed tighter to the trunk, and he sniffed the ground before running north. 

      She chuckled. Poor Roal. He’d fought a cold all winter, and his stuffy nose had made tracking almost impossible for him. It really wasn’t fair of her to suggest they play seek and hide, but he so loved the hunt, and she so loved being chased by him.

      Her eyes traveled west, and her gut clenched. In the distance lay the Wasteland ruins. 

      All joy washed away as memories bombarded her. A sweep of panic threatened to overtake her, and she began her descent back down the tree. It’d been over four years since her ordeal, and still, she’d not talked to anyone about it besides Roal. Not even Redlynn. But Roal she could tell anything to. His sweet disposition never judged, never pried, and never tried to impress; he was simply there when she needed.

      She reached the bottom branch and listened. Naught but the sounds of the blue crows in the trees could be heard. She jumped to the ground, but her foot slipped on a patch of moss and her ankle twisted. She landed hard on her rear as a sharp pain shot up her leg. Damn, that stung. 

      “Are you all right?” 

      Her head whipped around to find Lash standing the next tree over. He strode toward her. 

      “What are you doing out here?” She rubbed her ankle. 

      She glanced up at his naked form, managing to keep her eyes aimed at his chest and higher. It had been a feat she’d prided herself on since spending more and more time in Wolvenglen. The wolves shifted at a moment’s notice and usually without care for clothing. They’d gone so long without women around, most of the unmated men still had no sense of modesty.

      “Are you hurt?” 

      “Only my pride.” She brushed herself off and stood, testing her ankle. It throbbed, but there was no sharp stab of a break.

      “Let me see it.” His bright hazel eyes met hers, sending her heart fluttering in its cage. 

      “It’s fine.” She took a step and hobbled a bit. 

      He slipped his arm around her waist and gave her a winning smile. “Let me carry you.” Damn him and his boyishly handsome good looks.

      With one mighty swoop, he’d scooped her up.

      “Lash this isn’t necessary. Besides, I came out here with Roal. I should let him know.”

      “True. With how bad his sense of smell has been, he could be here until next week looking for you.” A bark of laughter rumbled his chest.

      Her gut tightened at the jab. “He’s been sick.” She tried to keep the edge out of her voice.

      For all of Lash’s good looks, he had an unkind streak that left her cold.

      “Well, it’s a good thing he’s had such a good friend like you to take care of him.”

      Friend… The word rolled around in her mind and made her heart sink. 

      Roal was so unlike the other males of Wolvenglen. He didn’t fret about finding a mate. He didn’t try to jockey for position in the pack. He was content with who he was. Sweet and strong and kind.

      But the thing she loved most about Roal was that he didn’t look at her the way the other men did. Like she was their lifeline. Their future. Their destiny. He just saw her for who she was. A twenty-year-old girl trying to find her place in the world.

      “Lash, I think–”

      He took off at top speed. “He’ll be fine. Let’s get you back, and your ankle tended to, that’s the important thing.”

      She wanted to argue, but by the time she’d figured out what to say, they had almost reached the castle. Lash strode through the gate where several pack members and over a dozen women, attended to their chores. 

      “Bloody hell, ya dog.” Angus threw down his anvil at the forge and strode toward them. His bright red hair sticking out all over. “What are ya doin’, boy? Ya can’t carry Yanti like that with na clothes on. Are ya lookin’ ta start a fight?”

      Yanti’s cheeks heated and she tried to hop out of Lash’s arms.

      “She twisted her ankle, Angus. Don’t get your knickers in a twist.” Lash chuckled but the speed at which Angus crossed the courtyard told Yanti, Angus was not amused.

      “I think I can make it from here, thank you.” She swung to the ground and stood gingerly on her hurt ankle. It was tender but didn’t pain her.

      Angus steadied her. His fiery eyes turned to Lash. “Ya get yer naked ass up to yer room and put some clothes on.”

      Lash chuckled. “Sometimes you’re such an old stick in the mud. It wasn’t like we were having sex out there or something.”

      Angus took a step toward Lash. “Yer pushin’ it, boy.”

      Lash leaned in and kissed Yanti on the head before heading up the castle steps with every set of eyes upon him.

      Embarrassment heated her cheeks. She didn’t want anyone thinking she had feelings for Lash. But for all of her time around the wolves, she still was unsure of all the in’s and out’s of pack business.

      A set of soft padded footsteps trailed up behind her. Yanti turned and her ribcage squeezed. Roal’s storm grey eyes stared at her unblinkingly. The sight shot her in the gut.

      “Roal. You made it back. I twisted my ankle and–”

      He turned his shaggy head and trotted past her. Head down, tail swishing; he made for the servant’s entrance on the side of the castle.

      “Roal?” She held back the sob that threatened to escape. His eyes had held so much hurt.

      “Let ’em go,” said Angus. “He’ll come to ya when he’s ready.”

      “But… what did I do?” she asked.

      Angus looked her up and down. He’d been nothing but kind to her. And ever since Redlynn and Adrian had let her come stay Angus had become like a second father to her. 

      “It’s not what ya’ve done,” said Angus. “It’s what ya haven’t done, lass.”

      She stared at him. 

      “Ya’ve been here four years and have yet to pick a mate. Most of the pack have given up winnin’ yer heart. But there are those, tender – and cocky – that still hold out hope.”

      Lash and Roal. 

      “But Roal and I are… friends. He’s never once shown any interest in me.”

      “Hasn’t he now?” Angus shook his head. “From the defeated way he looked at ya when he walked through that gate I’d say ‘friend’ isn’t what he’d like to be callin’ ya.”

      “Yanti! Are you okay?” Baleen and Fergus hopped down the front steps and ran toward her. 

      “Lash said he had to carry you back because you got hurt,” said Fergus. His tiny little chubby body ran toward
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