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Chapter 1: The Old World

“When you spend every day fighting a war, you learn to demonize your attackers. To you, they’re evil. They’re sub-human. Because if they weren’t... what would that make you?


-  Vanessa Kimball​[1]
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Shiva knew the woman was trouble the second she knocked on her door. What she didn’t know was just how much trouble she would be. Not just for her, but for every dog; big or small, tough or weak.

Granted, Shiva had little care for the outside world. She had no way of comprehending the long history of wars, storms, and natural disasters that had turned the Roads of Gaia – the land in which she lived – into a land where order was a leaking dam holding back a flood of chaos and anarchy. She was barely able to understand the system of settlements and villages that provided peace and prosperity to the Walls of Cadmus, a shining capital where civilization truly thrived. 

No, what Shiva really cared about was David Johnson. Her human. Her Master. The guardian against hunger, cold and the outside. 

David Johnson was a man who kept to himself. A lifetime as a soldier had left him embittered with the system of Cadmus and suspicious of his neighbors. Able to survive in the harsher landscape the Roads of Gaia provided, David was content to live on his own. That changed when he met Shiva.

Shiva had been a mere pup at the time, freezing and starving in the cold snow. When David came to her, despite his lined and wrinkled face, his silver hair gave him the appearance of a heavenly savior. He took her from the cold touch of death to a cabin where life’s warm aura eased back into her tiny body. He fed her red meat, warm milk, and nursed her back to health as if he were her mother.

But David wasn’t Shiva’s mother. They were too different. David was male and had opposable thumbs and digits whereas Shiva was female and only had paws. David had dull teeth and Shiva had sharp teeth. David could remove an outer fur layer to reveal his leathery skin; Shiva’s white fur held fast to her body.  

None of that mattered. When David fed her by hand, stroked her head, and gave her that smile of affection, Shiva knew. He was her Master. Her new parent. 

As Shiva grew stronger, she tried to repay David’s kindness. When he went out into the world, Shiva followed him. When other humans got too close, Shiva growled and warned them to stay back. And when David ventured into the forest, whether to search for squirrels or rabbits to eat, or merely to be sad, Shiva was right there beside him; his shoulder to cry on or his companion in the hunt. 

For all intents and purposes... his best friend.

But now there was something different happening, a literal change in the air, and not the good kind. Something caused David to worry. At first, Shiva thought it was the papers he was reading; strange pictures depicting some sort of scaled bird fighting dogs with masks. She barked and growled at the cruel man who delivered the papers with the pictures.

David chastised her for barking at the delivery person, and then she realized the problem wasn’t the pictures, but the scaled birds the pictures depicted. Every once in a while, she and David saw a real one flying around. Each time David saw one of those birds, he got a worried look in his eye. He’d bundle her into the nearest shelter or house, away from the windows. Every time he looked up, his eyes so full of fear, Shiva found herself looking up as well. But not with fear. With anger. Of course, she couldn’t know that the scaled birds were dragons – born to take her kind’s place as Man’s Best Friend. She couldn’t know that her primal rage was part of a much greater struggle that engulfed the world. But all the same, she wished she could bite them and make them leave poor David alone.  

Then the woman showed up. An admittedly beautiful one – even Shiva could see that. She wore a red hooded cloak, her golden blonde hair tied up in a tight bun, and blue eyes sparkling from behind thick black glasses. She first appeared when Shiva and David were out on a walk, David too busy scanning the skies for the scaled birds to notice her arrival. But Shiva noticed her. The blue eyes refused to leave Shiva as she and her Master passed by. It made Shiva’s white fur bristle, and her brown eyes narrow. David pet and shushed her when she growled. But she could tell he was more worried about the birds. 

Forget the birds, she wanted to growl. This woman is the real problem. 

A day later the proof of “the problem” came when she arrived at David’s door. Her red lips split into a smile like a crocodile. 

“Good evening, Mr. Johnson,” she declared. “Dr. Evelyn Jericho, representative of the Walls of Cadmus. I understand you have a dog on your hands.” 

David grunted. “Yeah?” 

“Surely, you’ve heard about... well, the ‘danger’ that recent events pose to them. I’d like to take the beast off your hands for safe-keeping.” She lifted up a briefcase. “Don’t worry, you’ll be paid twice what the dog’s worth, and she will be quite safe in our care.” 

David scoffed, his grin humorless and cold. “I’m good. I don’t want your money,” he replied, before shutting the door.

But the woman was persistent. She came back the next day.

“Mr. Johnson, I don’t think you understand,” she insisted. “Surely, you’ve heard the rumors about Myst, yes?”

Myst? That name sounded odd to Shiva. She noticed David tense, but he quickly laughed it off.

“And that General Drake’s already got it covered,” David replied, trying to shut the door... only for the ‘Jericho’ woman to stop him. 

“You’re risking quite a lot keeping that beast unprotected out here,” she said. “And I’m willing to pay more for her. Please... this is for her sake just as much as it is for yours.”

“Whatever you gotta tell yourself to get to sleep at night, right?” he replied, before forcing the door shut. 

Yet, now here she was again. Shiva could see her outside their window. Even now, the woman watched the dog through those dark lenses. 

The minute Shiva started barking, David understood. Striding to the hallway closet, he withdrew a weapon – something Shiva had assumed to be a stick, before she saw it drop a deer with a boom. Shiva wished she could laugh when David threw open his door and sent Jericho scrambling backward as he leveled his weapon at her.  

“Mr. Johnson!” she protested.

“You know what the problem is with you people?” David said. “You think of others as just objects or tools. You think that they have to act a certain way, and you give no regard for who they are or how they think. Well, let me clear it up for you.” He withdrew one of his hands from the barrel of his weapon to pat Shiva’s head. “Shiva’s my dog. Myst ain’t gonna turn her. And flashing a bunch of money and a pretty face at me is not going to get me to give her up.” He returned his hand to the barrel. “Either get that through your head yourself, or I’ll do it for you,” he sneered, “And I don’t think you’ll like my methods.” 

Jericho frowned; a tired sigh escaping her. Lifting her hands in surrender, she pulled herself up and walked away. Begrudgingly she went back down the road, but Shiva didn’t breathe easy until the woman was gone and out of sight.

David sighed, shutting the door, and kneeling down to rub Shiva’s ears. “It’s okay, girl,” he assured her, as she tapped her back paw and wagged her tail. “You’ll be alright.” 

Shiva hummed, snuggling her head into his chest, willing to believe it was all over now. 

If she only knew how wrong she was. 
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The crash of shattering glass from beyond the bedroom jarred Shiva from a deep sleep. The bedroom was bathed in darkness, the light of the full moon giving them just a single rectangle of illumination which slipped through the base of the window shade. Shiva was on her paws, fully alert, already smelling the stench of an intruder. 

Her fur bristled and a growl rose from within as she recognized the strange smells that emanated from the woman Jericho.

“Shiva!” David hissed. She turned back to find him already prepared: the bed had been moved to cover a corner of the room. He knelt on one knee, his weapon aimed at the door. He patted the bed’s side.  

“C’mon, girl,” he insisted. “Back here with me.”

Years of obedience triumphed over instinct. Shiva padded back to his side. Together, they waited. Nothing appeared from the window, but Shiva heard footsteps approaching their door. Her tail tucked. Her ears flattened. Her teeth bared in a snarl. 

David hushed her, rubbing her head gently, as the footsteps stopped outside the door. 

“Mr. Johnson,” the voice of Jericho called. “There doesn’t have to be any trouble here. All I want is the dog. Hand her over and no one needs to get hurt.” 

David didn’t reply. His weapon trained on the door. 

“This stubbornness is helping no one,” Jericho insisted. “We’re on the same side here!” 

David merely narrowed his eyes. Jericho sighed. 

“Seriously!” she pleaded. “What odds do you think you have against Myst?” 

Myst? There’s that name again. Why is it so important? Shiva looked to David. She saw him tense. The grip on his weapon shook. But then he refocused, and Shiva saw his knuckles whiten.

“She’s coming for all dogs, you know,” Jericho promised. “She’ll take your girl from you. Turn her into a monster. And even if by some miracle, you do manage to hide her... what about the dragons?”

Another shudder. David was so tense, Shiva was scared he was going to get a muscle spasm his grip was so tight. 

“Their mission is to eliminate all canines,” Jericho explained. “Sure, you’ve done okay hiding her for now, but I’ve seen them fight against regular dogs, and...” Jericho shuddered. “I don’t want to see that happen to her.”

David paused, exchanging a puzzled look with Shiva... before a howl echoed from outside the window. Shiva’s ears perked, and she turned to the window. She... understood it. 

It said, “Help is on the way.” 

She looked to David, wagging her tail. But instead of relief, she saw terror in his eyes. 

“Oh, no...” Jericho whispered. “Last chance, Johnson. Please, just give me the dog! I can’t stay any longer!”

“You ain’t getting her and neither is Myst!” David shot back defiantly.

Jericho sighed in frustration. “Then let it be on your own head,” she said, before her footsteps receded. 

For a moment, things were quiet. David’s gaze shifted to the window. Although Shiva could see nothing but shadows, she could smell something approaching. 

The musk of a wolf. 

The howl sounded again. “Hang on; we’re coming.” But David was not comforted. Shiva started to grow tense, wondering if there was something she was missing; if the scent of the wolves meant an enemy. 

Seconds later, as the scent wafted up from downstairs, she knew. The wolves were in her home. On her territory. 

Shiva started to growl, but David hushed her. Beneath them, Shiva heard the click of claws on the wood floor. But... something was wrong. She heard the reverberations of only two paws, not four. What was down there? 

In a few seconds, she got her answer. David seemed to sense it, as they heard the clicking of claws right beneath them.

“SHIVA, LOOK OUT!” David screamed, just as the floorboards exploded.

Claws shot up from the dust and splintered wood to seize Shiva. Shiva yelped as she was yanked through the floor. 

David’s boom stick fired, deafening Shiva with an awful ringing in her ears. There was a brief feeling of weightlessness, followed by her head hitting the ground below the bedroom with an ugly CRACK. Shiva yelped in pain. The choking scent of rubble and debris was overwhelming. Her eyes were blinded by the dust and the darkness. She vaguely made out something white, followed by a grunt from David. Shiva tried to pull herself up – to see what happened – but she hurt so badly, her muscles screamed when she moved. Her head pulsated with pain and felt like it had been hit by a hammer. It was a struggle just to keep her eyes open. 

Yet, she struggled all the same. David needed her, and she was duty-bound to protect him. To make sure he was alright.

Then Shiva saw her attacker. It stood like a human, yet it had the fur of a canine. Golden eyes gazed down from behind a white fox mask. Claws eased Shiva back from her struggle, put her down on the floor, and slid her eyelids shut.

“don’t worry, my friend,” the figure whispered. “Sleep.” 

Despite Shiva’s struggle, she felt her grip on consciousness begin to fade. The energy left her limbs. As she fell into darkness, the strange wolf-woman’s voice echoed in her ears.

“When you awaken... you will be a goddess.”  
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​Chapter 2: A New Start
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The first thing she saw was a green and blue light. She was aware her head didn’t hurt anymore. The smell of a forest – familiar yet unfamiliar at the same time – was all around her. As her vision cleared, she realized David was gone. Her home was gone... and replaced by a forest, bathed in nighttime darkness.

Her eyes quickly adjusted. Incredible foliage dominated the landscape where she awoke, with trees taller than even the great oaks back home. Remnants of what appeared to be man-made dwellings from long ago still stood, slowly being reclaimed by nature.

Shiva lay on a strange circle with rune-like markings. Her injuries were gone; her head didn’t throb. Her ears weren’t ringing.

But... something was wrong. Where was Master David? Where was her home? Shiva became aware of a chill around her neck. Where was her collar? 

She lifted a paw to her neck... and found herself staring at something more like a human hand than a dog’s paw.

She did a double take. Even then, it was hard to believe. Her front paws had morphed; instead of the ulnar carpal flexor and extensor muscles designed for canine running, they contorted into upper extremity muscles and bones similar to human arms. Her canine nails extended into clawed fingers, and her dew claw was now an opposable thumb. The pads were still there on her palms, allowing her to stand on all fours if needed. And to be fair, when she stood on four legs, she managed to look mostly like her normal self. But she was equally capable of standing on two legs now. A little shaky, she rose into a bipedal stance. Fear and amazement coursed through her veins as she took in the changes made to her body.

Shiva’s heart rate increased. She turned in a circle, marveling at the changes. She was... almost human. Like David.  She still had her white fur, but little else looked the same. She had arms, hips, even the upper parts of her legs... but they all appeared human. Her chest, head, and lower back legs were still canine, and she also retained her tail, snout and ears. But the evolution clearly showed, she wasn’t fully a dog anymore. 

“But... why though?” she couldn’t help but think, turning in another circle as she tried to come to terms with her new body. “Why am I more like Master David? What happened to me? Why am I thinking these complex thoughts? How do I make it stop?!” 

“Surprising, isn’t it?” a voice responded.

Shiva spun, her teeth baring briefly in panic, before her ears perked in curiosity. 

The female wolf from David’s house stood before her! But she wasn’t exactly a real wolf. She, too, had human parts. Her slit-pupiled, golden eyes peered out from a white fox mask streaked with red markings. Her fur was black, but speckled with white, star-like spots, like stars in a night sky. The top of her head was covered by a cascading mane of dreadlocks, all linked together with small locks of fur, hair and even – strangely enough – scales, glittering in shades of red. Shiva spotted her old red collar – ripped and unwearable – wrapped around the female wolf’s claws. Some sort of book rested in her other claw, which she shut and set aside on a boulder.

“Try to relax,” the wolf-woman said soothingly. “You’ve been through a lot. But I assure you; I mean no harm.”   

Shiva’s tail tucked. “I...” she started, before gasping and clutching at her throat. “Did I just...?” she yelped. “How... W-What... Why...?” 

“Easy, now, easy,” the wolf-woman assured her. “You were really badly hurt. I had to get you help as soon as I could.” She indicated the book next to her. “Once humans used these books for their advantage,” she admitted with a growl. “But I learned how to use them for us. Not just to heal... but to make us better than before.” 

Shiva blinked up at her. “Why have you changed me?” 

“Why?” the wolf-woman laughed. “Because you deserve it. All canines deserve to be more than some human’s toy.” 

“But...” Shiva held her head, struggling to find the words. “I... you...”

The wolf-woman rested a claw on her snout. “I know it’s new,” she said. “But think about what you want to say.” 

Shiva did... for about ten seconds. “Where’s Master David?” she said
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