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Chapter One

 


 "Damn, it’s getting late. Almost four o’clock."

Emily cursed as she peered
through the windscreen. If she didn’t hurry it would be dark before she
got home. Snowflakes fell softly—only a few, but enough to make
Emily press her foot a little harder on the accelerator. Already
the sides of the road had large snowdrifts. December was almost
over, and heavy falls had been predicted for the beginning of
January.

Rounding a
bend, Emily
could see something lying in the middle of her side of the road. As
she got closer the shape became more distinct; it looked like a
wolf or coyote. Never one to leave an animal, Emily slowly drove
around the snow-covered animal then stopped carefully in front.
Grabbing her parka, she pulled it on while walking around the jeep.
She then carefully bent down to examine the animal. At first, she
thought it was dead, but then she saw its chest move.

Okay. What to do next?

Hesitantly, she reached out to touch its
flank. No reaction. Bravely she ran her hands up and down the body
of what she now realized was an unconscious, very large wolf. She
lifted an eyelid—no reaction. Wondering what had happened to it,
Emily sat back on her haunches. There was something special about
this wolf, something that sang to her.

She couldn’t leave it. Yes, it
was a wolf,
but once it got dark it would be hit by anyone driving along the
road. She knew she should just drag it to the side of the road and
leave, but she worried it would die. Getting to her feet, she
opened the rear door of the jeep and pulled out one of the old
blankets in there. Going back to the wolf, she tried maneuvering it
onto the blanket, but it was enormous and very heavy.

She heard a car coming the
opposite
direction so stood and waved it down. The occupants were two
men—very attractive men, probably in their late forties or early
fifties. Both had a similar look to them. Emily wondered if they
were brothers, and both had brown hair dusted with gray and
stunning amber-colored eyes.

"Sorry to stop you, but I wonder if you
could help me?"

Emily hoped these two weren’t
serial killers or rapists, but she really needed a strong man to help lift
the wolf.

"What’s the problem, ma’am?"

"There’s an injured animal on the road, but
I can’t lift it by myself. Could you help me please? I want to put
it in the rear of my car."

The two men
exchanged a
look, and Emily felt apprehensive. The look seemed like some silent
conversation between them. She didn’t like it, but there was
nothing she could do now.

"Injured animal. What sort?"

"A wolf."

Another looked passed between
them, and
Emily felt the hair on the back of her neck stand. They seemed to
be communicating with just body language and looks. It freaked her
a little. Before she could tell them to forget about it, they
pulled their four-wheel drive to the side of the road and got out.
Both men quickly went to the fallen animal. They whispered
something to each other and turned to her. Emily could see they
were extremely worried and upset, rather more than you’d
expect.

"Ma’am, it’s pretty dangerous to put a wild
wolf in your car. Why don’t you let us take it?"

Oh, oh.

Suddenly Emily
realized these two
could be poachers and here she was handing over a beautiful wolf to
them. The trade in illegal wolf pelts was still happening and
rather lucrative.

Firmly she said,
"If you get it onto
the back of my jeep, I can check it out and sedate it if necessary.
I’m a vet."

Of course, Emily hadn’t practiced full-time
for a few years. She’d retired but ran a small practice from her
home. Still, she always carried an emergency kit in her car. The
taller of the two men seemed to hover over her, and Emily began to
back away to the jeep.

"I really think you should let us take
it."

His voice was not quite menacing, but it had
enough force to make Emily very nervous, but she was determined
these two wouldn’t intimidate her and take the wolf.

"No. It needs medical
attention."

He stepped very close to
her. Regretting her decision to ask for help, she touched the
back of the jeep. Casually putting a hand behind her, she groped
inside for something heavy in case they attacked her. The shorter
of the men leaned toward the other and whispered. The tall one
glanced down at her, and he took a couple of backward
steps.

"I’m sorry, ma’am. Of course, we’ll help.
My name is Caleb Wilson, and this is my brother, Raff."

Emily nodded warily to the two
men then as she watched they carefully lifted the wolf onto the blanket,
carried him to the car, and laid the wolf down.

"Thank you."

Even though the men seemed
friendlier now, there was something almost feral, wild animal-ish about
them, and she was still wary.

Emily began examining the wolf
when the taller man, Caleb, spoke. "Will he be okay? I mean, will it
live?"

Distracted, she shrugged. Starting from
its neck she felt all over the body, examining it carefully. No
sign of blood or tire marks in the beautiful, long, thick gray
coat. Obviously, it hadn’t been hit by a vehicle as she’d first
thought.

Okay, why is it
unconscious?

Pulling the mouth open, she checked the
back of the throat in case there was something lodged. Pressing a
finger to the very pale gums she released it. Emily knew it would
be in shock, but maybe there was internal bleeding. The ears looked
clean as did the eyes, although both were showing only the whites.
She went to the rear passenger door and pulled out a stethoscope
from the kit on the back seat.

The two men looked on worriedly
as she listened to the heartbeat. Fast, but not unduly so. She pushed an
old jacket under the dog’s hindquarters so the head would be lower,
then pulled the tongue out with the dog’s head to the side. She
listened to the wolf’s stomach—it was really churning, much more
than normal. Leaning down, she smelt its breath.

Emily stood, going to where she’d found the
wolf. Searching around, she discovered a pile of vomit. Stooping
she examined it with a nearby stick, noticing her hands were
shaking both from fright of the wolf and the two men. Her
adrenaline spike had definitely worn off. Sniffing she could smell
the same odor as the dog’s breath—poison. Walking back to the car
she stood looking down when the shorter of the two men spoke
softly.

"What is it?"

"This wolf’s been poisoned."

Caleb spoke, his voice
fearful.
"Poisoned? No!"

His brother let out a shocked gasp at the same
time.

"Yes. I’ll get it back to my home where I
can treat it."

The two men looked at her as if their
world was about to end. They exchanged more odd looks then Caleb
spoke.

"Will you be able to save him?"

"Depends how long the poison’s been in its
system and how much it’s managed to get rid of itself." They looked
so worried that Emily finally began to feel sorry for them. "Look I
honestly don’t know, but I’ll certainly be trying hard to save it.
I’ve got to go. The quicker I start treatment the better the odds
for it are."

Caleb nodded and stepped aside as Emily
shut the rear door. The men followed her to the driver’s door,
standing close as she entered the jeep.

"If I give you my number will you let us
know how it is?"

"I guess so."

He felt his
pockets, then
shrugged.

"Sorry, I don’t have a card. Do you have a
pen?"

Emily rummaged in the glove
compartment and pulled out an old business card. The address was
wrong, but
she still had the same cell phone number.

"You can reach me on the mobile
number."

"Thank you. Is this where you will take
him?"

"No."

Emily quickly pulled the door
shut, locking
the door, and started the car. The two men stepped aside as she
drove off. Emily glanced in the rearview mirror, and they both
stood staring, watching her until she rounded the next bend. She
gave a huge sigh of relief. Her hands were still shaking, but she
was very glad to be away from those two.

There was something
so strange about
them that she just couldn’t put her finger on. They actually had a
feel of the forest, the same wildness. The way they’d spoken about
the wolf and wanting to know if it would live. They seemed just a
little too concerned about a wolf. It was really more as if they
were asking about a family member.

Fifteen minutes later she backed the jeep
into her garage. Emily lived on the very outskirts of Falcon Lake.
She’d worked full-time in a vet clinic in Dakota, Winnipeg, for
many years before semi-retiring at 52 and buying this remote house
last year. She’d fitted out a small surgery at the back of the
house so she could still practice with a few clients and deal with
emergencies. The local rangers often brought injured and sick
animals to her.

By now the sun had gone
down, the
snow falling heavier. When she went to close the garage door, she
could hear the howling of a wolf nearby. They were plentiful around
here, but she’d rarely heard one so close.

Is that wolf anything to do
with this wolf in the back of my car? Maybe they’re pack
members.

Pulling open the
jeep’s back door,
Emily jumped quickly back in shock. Amazing light blue eyes stared
at her as the wolf slowly lifted its head.

"Oh shit!"

Emily was about to slam the door shut, but
the wolf fell unconscious again, dropping its head heavily.
Tentatively, she reached out with one hand and touched it. No
reaction. She prodded it, still no movement. One hand against the
door, Emily felt strange.

"Those eyes!"

They seemed to go right to her
soul. At that
moment when their eyes met, she felt connected to it, a visceral
feeling instantly lodged in her heart.

Shaking her
head, she
raced into her surgery. There she mixed up a dose of activated
charcoal as well as a solution of three percent peroxide. Emily
guessed the dog was at least seventy kilos, one hundred and fifty
pounds, so she measured out the appropriate dose of peroxide. Going
back into the garage the wolf’s eyes partly opened, then opened
fully, staring at her but making no attempt to move. Approaching
carefully, Emily thought he was too weak to do anything, but he
could still bite. She knew she should give it a sedative but needed
to get the medicine into it as soon as possible. Taking a deep
breath, she began quietly talking to it.

"I need to make you vomit. You’ve been
poisoned. I know you’ve already been sick, but you’ve still got
stuff inside. The quicker we can get it out, the better your
chances are. You’re still in danger. I have to do this or you will
die."

While she
spoke, she
reached out a shaking hand to touch its head. Its blue eyes seemed
filled with intelligence, and he seemed to nod his head, offering
no resistance at all. Emily began to squeeze the syringe of
peroxide into his mouth. When it was empty, she tried to coax him
into sitting up so she could listen to his heart and
stomach.

It really felt weird. This wild animal
was allowing her to manhandle it without any sort of resistance.
She spoke soothingly, explaining what she was doing.

"Have to check your heart and stomach,
fella."

Boy, is he going to be very sick, very
soon.

All the while she could hear the wild howls
very close to the house. The wolf leaned weakly against rear wall
inside the jeep. She let him slide down. About ten minutes passed,
and then it began gagging. She grabbed a large basin off the work
bench and waited. A minute later he vomited up the remainder of its
stomach contents then a few more heaves of only bile. Emily had
been holding his body up as it vomited, he seemed so weak. Once
he’d finished, she held out the syringe of activated charcoal
dissolved in water.

"Sorry, fella, but you have to take
this."

Once again, the wolf allowed her to empty
this syringe into its mouth.

"Good boy, rest. In half an hour I’m sorry
but I’ll have to give you something else, and then you can
sleep."

Amazingly he let himself slide back down,
shaking with the effort. Emily covered him with another old blanket
and put a bowl of water alongside him. She took the basin into her
surgery and examined it—rat poison. Either the wolf had eaten it
accidentally or else food had been baited and left. Either way it
would mean other animals were at risk. She felt a surge of intense
anger. How could anyone hurt such a beautiful creature?

After lighting the fire in the
great room and turning on the baseboard heaters, Emily
checked on
the wolf every five minutes. It blew her away the way the animal
reacted. It felt as if he understood she was trying to help.
Weirdly, she just knew this wolf would never hurt her, knew they
were somehow linked forever.

Half an hour
later, she
gave him a dose of sodium sulfate then a laxative.

"I need to take a blood sample, wolfie. It
won’t hurt much."

Emily shaved a spot on his front
leg and drew a few cc’s of blood then listened to his heart, stomach, and
breathing. Gathering up her equipment, she checked his blood. She
had a feeling when she found him, he’d only recently swallowed the
poison.

A few hours later she checked
him, and at
last Emily felt confident he would survive. He would need to be
watched for a few days in case he relapsed, but she was sure the
worst was over.

"Okay, just lie there for a while. Later
I’ll let you get up." Giggling she said, "If you need to go to the
loo just call."

Fancy telling a wolf to call
her. Still
giggling she headed into the kitchen, opened the pantry door, and
looked inside. She would need to feed him tomorrow but wanted
something that would be gentle to his stomach. She had some
Weetabix—that should work. It would probably go right through him,
but really that’d be a good thing.

After making a
coffee, Emily
switched on the back outside lights then sat down in the great room
and looked out. The snow had begun to pile up at the end of the
covered veranda. Another job she’d have to do tomorrow—clear snow.
Too tired to bother eating, she sat watching the snow fall. Lunch
today had been a long, leisurely one with a few friends, and she’d
eaten far too much. It must have been an hour later she heard a
howl and sat up quickly.

It was coming from inside the
house. Racing to the garage she found the wolf
standing
unsteadily beside the car.

Oh my God! He called me.

"Need to go outside, fella?"

She opened the side door of the
garage, switched on the outside light and pressed herself against
the wall. As she watched he walked outside like a drunken four-legged man.
Emily hit herself on the forehead.

"Oh, you silly woman! How the hell can I
get it back inside? He’s going to run off. Idiot! He could die if
he relapses. Argh."

She watched the wolf begin
circling crazily in the snow. Obviously he was very weak and he’d have to be
feeling really sick. He almost fell over but managed to hold
himself up as he did his business. He looked back at Emily. She was
sure now he would run especially when she heard a plaintive howl of
another wolf. Her wolf looked toward the direction of the howl and
gave a very croaky one in return. Intrigued, Emily listened to what
seemed like a conversation between the two wolves. As suddenly as
it started it stopped. Her wolf staggered, vomited again, then, to
her amazement, turned and came back inside. Emily grabbed the
blankets he’d been lying on.

"Come inside and lie in front of the
fire."

What the fuck am I saying?
You stupid, stupid woman!

Okay, she knew she was dumb, knew how
really dangerous wolves were, but she trusted this one. There was
no way Emily could explain it; all she knew was at some deep level
she just knew she was safe. Leading the way, she spread the blankets on
the floor near the great room enclosed fireplace. The wolf stood
unsteadily, looked around, but finally lay down. Emily put down the
bowl of water for him.

"I don’t want you to eat me. Will you
promise not to eat me?" The dog gave her a funny look, and she
sworn he winked at her. "In fact, I don’t want you to eat anything,
but you can drink as much as you want."

Shaking her head, she went back into the
kitchen after partly closing the outside garage door. She looked up
at the kitchen clock—almost eleven-thirty.

"Wolfie, I’m going to bed. I’ve left the
garage side door open a little if you really want to go or you need
to."

He had been lying
with his head
on his paws, eyes closed, but opened them at the sound of her
voice. She knelt down in front of him.

"It’s like this. You’re really sick. You
almost died. You’re going to feel sick for a few days, and there’s
even a chance you could relapse. You need rest and warmth." She
shook her head. "Why the hell am I telling you this? You’re a
bloody wild animal. I’m fucking stupid to let you into my house,
let alone even get within ten feet of you."

Standing, she walked from the room and
climbed stairs to her bedroom. Just to be on the safe side she
closed her door. After having a quick shower, she climbed into bed
and lay staring outside. The snow appeared to have
stopped.

Probably wake tomorrow to find
my house invaded by wolves. I’ll end up like the grandma in Little Red Riding
Hood—inside a wolf’s stomach.

Emily fell asleep to the sounds of the
wild wolves howling very close around her house.
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