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A Hunter in the Twilight

A Paranormal Short Story

By Mellie Miller

DEA agent Shane Shadowstalker cursed and slammed the heel of his hand against the steering wheel of his Ford F-150 in frustration. It would just figure that traffic would be backed up all the way through town on the night he had an appointment with his informant. Running his fingers through his straight black hair, his stormy gray eyes looked for a break in traffic, while he tried to come up with a workable plan. 

There were only three ways on or off the interstate at Rock Springs, WY. And currently, two of them were blocked with traffic accidents. One with a tractor-trailer rig and the other with a Coors truck, which had thrown cans and bottles all across the road and exit. He was glad he wasn’t the one to clean it up, though it must smell wonderful, and he could use a beer right now. But not with this appointment coming up.  

That left only the exit on the east end of town, the opposite side of town from where he lived and where he was now. It being a Friday night didn’t help the traffic situation in the least. With two exits out of commission, everyone was headed east to the one still open. Shane had hoped to have some time to go home, shower, and change before driving out to his cabin for a meeting with an informant, an hour and a half from now. 

A friend of his in the sheriff’s department said it would probably be more than an hour before the exits were open again. And he still had to get home before he did anything else. 

Weighing his options as he turned off the main drag through town, he saw only one real possibility. As a marathon runner, he could go home, get out of his dress clothes, and take the game trail out toward his cabin. It would be about a seven mile run, but he could do it in slightly under an hour. Time enough to get to the cabin, take a quick shower, and dress for his meeting. He kept a few clothes there for when he stayed over the weekend, which would work out well tonight. 

He was acting as a liaison between Salt Lake City, Utah DEA and Denver, Colorado on drug trafficking going through Rock Springs, WY. Drugs moving from both the west and the south were using the town as a hub to take drugs up to the resort areas around Jackson Hole and points north, or at least this was the thinking.

His contact had information about a shipment headed this way from Denver, but wouldn’t talk on the phone. He could understand her reticence, but it was inconvenient. So Shane had agreed to meet in person at a place he chose. Hence the meeting outside of town at his cabin. 

Pulling into the driveway, Shane dashed into his home on the corner lot of the mobile home park and threw his dress clothes onto the bed. Since he was running, he needed a way to take his ID with him. Snatching a small pouch off the dresser, he slid his driver’s license, badge, and the cabin and house keys inside it, along with his mobile phone, and slipped the lanyard over his head. 

Checking to make sure his door was locked, he turned toward the open land of the high desert between his home and the mountains and prepared for his run. 
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MOVING THROUGH THE brush, a large gray wolf came to the game trail he normally used when out hunting in this area. Pausing for a moment, looking around, he lifted his nose into the breeze before stepping onto the trail. After a quick sniff of the ground, he chuffed the dust out of his nose and headed east at a nice trot. After a few minutes, he sped up into the distance-eating lope his species was known for. He could run for hours at this pace with no trouble. 

As the wolf continued down the trail, something didn’t feel right up ahead. Picking up his pace into an all out run, he was a symphony of beauty and grace, if anyone had been around to see him. Nearing the end of the town, which lay off to his right, he slowed his pace to a trot. 

Ahead of him were a few scattered dwellings. Two vehicles were parked near the one closest to him, which was unusual. He came this way often, and he had never seen either of them before. Moving off the trail, he padded closer to the cabin through the brush, his gray fur blending into the shadows of the background. 

A sound from the cabin alerted him to the possibility of danger, so he dropped lower to the ground, crawled nearer, and peered through the brush to see what was happening. An unfamiliar male came through the door, passed by the first vehicle, and climbed into the second one. The engine roared to life and he backed out onto the gravel road, straightened his wheels, and headed away from the wolf and the cabin toward the darkening evening sky. 

Death’s scent and the smell of fresh blood swirled around him as the wind shifted, giving him pause about approaching. After waiting to make sure the way was clear, the wolf approached the driveway, sniffed the ground, and moved to where the man had stood when he opened his vehicle. The scent of death mingled with his scent and became stronger as the wolf got closer to the cabin. Having satisfied his curiosity, he ducked around the side of the cabin, back toward the game trail. 
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WHY WERE THERE TWO vehicles in his driveway? Shane had expected only his informant, who’s car still sat in the drive. But the black Ford F-250 4 X 4 was not familiar. Neither was the man driving it. At least, as the vehicle pulled away, he’d managed to make out a partial number on the Colorado plates. Later he could run a check and see what came up. 

The informant was early for their meeting, which was still twenty minutes away. Had she brought someone with her? And if she had, why did they leave? Letting himself in through the back door, he grabbed a bottle of water from the case on the counter, chugged down the contents, and tossed the empty into the trash. Something felt off, but he needed to change before meeting anyone. A seven mile run would do that. 

“With you in a minute,” he called to his informant, but got no answer. 

The bathroom connected the kitchen and bedroom, so he went through to change into a pair of jeans and casual shirt before presenting himself. A pair of deck shoes would work. Dressed for the meeting, he walked into the main room of the cabin. 

Oh boy. This was going to get messy. Yes, his informant was there, but she wouldn’t be meeting with him or anyone else ever again. Lying in a pool of her own blood, she’d been shot twice in the chest. His sheepskin rug, which was soaking up some of the blood, would have to be pitched. He loved that rug, but would never get the blood stains out of it. Back in the bedroom, he snatched up his mobile and
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