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November 2412 AD

The two cousins played pool in Harry's Bar in friendly animosity, which closely resembled sibling rivalry.  They traded barbs and the occasional insult in between shots, trying to put the other off.  Kurt was older than Jack by four years and treated him like a younger brother.  This was evident by the jostling whenever the two walked past each other. 

Kurt won the first game of pool with Jack challenging his competitor into the next game with the taunt, "the best out of three."  It was now their second match and Kurt was highs and Jack was lows.  It looked like Kurt would win again with the majority of his balls pocketed.  However, Jack refused to give in, to his elder's taunts or to the game. 

When Jack leaned over with his cue stick poised, Kurt walked around the table to stand opposite to him. 

"There's no shame in losing," he teased. 

"Look who's talking," Jack refused to be distracted with his shot.

He hit the white ball, it knocked into the red and sunk into the corner pocket. 

"I'm not a loser, I'm graduating next month and I have the girl of my dreams." Kurt sung gloatingly.  "You, on the other hand, refuse to go to college and can't keep a steady girlfriend."

"Mechanics don't need college," Jack said, as he took aim for his next shot. "Besides, I'm only nineteen, that's way too young to settle down."

"Your parents married when your mother was eighteen," Kurt quipped. 

"I'm NOT my parents, so lay off!" Jack rolled his eyes.  "Gees, you're as bad as Grandpa."

"He's worried about you."

"He watches me like a hawk." Jack said, as he returned his concentration on the ball.  "The whole pack does."

Jack took his shot and the purple ball rebounded off the edge of the side pocket, but it didn't go in. 

"Looks like I hit a sore spot," Kurt smirked then leaned over to have his go. 

"So if Jasmine is the girl of your dreams, you grew up fantasizing about men transitioning into women?" Jack tried to put off his opponent.

"I fantasized about a hot woman with long legs and that's exactly what I got." Kurt refused to take the bait. 

He took his shot and the white ball hit and sunk his target. 

"I'm surprised the pack doesn't watch you like a hawk, being the first growly-thing to fall for someone who wasn't born female." Jack kept at it. 

Kurt walked around to the other side of the table and elbowed Jack out of the way to take his next shot. 

"Jasmine was born female, but just in the wrong body," Kurt said coolly.  “And if you’re trying to piss me off with the transphobic remarks, it’s working.” 

He only had one high ball left then he could go after the black.  When Kurt leaned over to take aim, Jack leaned over beside him, to psyche him out.  However, the older werewolf didn't seem perturbed by this obvious attempt and he took his shot.  The high ball missed the pocket, but he expected it to.  Besides, now it was lined up for his next go. 

"Your turn, cuz." Kurt said. 

Jack walked around to the end of the table and leaned over to take his shot. 

"Anyways, you're a Lokoti growly-thing and I'm part European growly-thing, I'm nearly twice as strong as you." Jack spoke as he took aim.  "You're satisfied being with humans.  I'm not.  But I'm screwed because the only female growly-things around are related to me."

"So you're saying you're waiting for a female growly-thing to come into your life?" Kurt arched his eyebrow.  "Since there's not many around, you could be waiting for some time then."

Jack sunk his ball and then moved around to take his follow up shot. 

"If you're dissatisfied with human women, why do you date so many of them?" Kurt challenged. 

"The lust is just as bad as the bloodlust cuz, you know that." Jack frowned.

Kurt saw this point also put him off and the white ball hit the yellow ball but it rolled past the side pocket. 

Jack rose to confront his cousin, "Don't you ever wish when you're with a woman that you can just let go and not hold back?"

"The night I claimed Jasmine and I was in my other form, it was the best sex I'd ever had." Kurt spoke bluntly. 

"You see?" Jack waved his arm towards him.  "You can 'do it' in your other form and not either permanently injure or even kill your woman!"

Kurt dropped his voice, "Keep it down, cuz...remember where we are."

Jack took a quick glance about them and saw most of the bar's patrons were either sitting on stools at the counter or seated in the booths, they were the only two in the back with the pool tables.

"Relax, nobody will hear us," the younger male scoffed.  "But I'm jealous of you...at least your woman can 'clean your engine' if you get my drift."

"It's hard not to," Kurt walked around the table to get into position. 

"So I 'date' a lot, so what? But it's because I haven't found what I'm looking for." Jack said.

"I think you've gone through the entire population of young women in the tribe and the town." Kurt said sarcastically, then took aim. 

Dissatisfied, Jack stood back and watched as Kurt sunk his target then moved to take on the black ball. 

"If you can't be as physically intimate with the woman as you'd like, what about emotional intimacy?" Kurt suggested. 

The white ball smacked into the black ball and it narrowly missed the corner pocket. 

"Now you sound like Gran." Jack rolled his eyes a second time.  "She keeps telling me what it was like for Grandpa when he was young." 

"Yeah, he had it harder than you." Kurt pointed out.  "He's stronger than you so he couldn't be with a human woman without harming her or turning her.  He was in love with Gran but she was married off to another growly-thing at first. He waited for her and he did contemplate at one stage of travelling to look for another female growly-thing.  But after the war the world was in chaos and he didn't want to abandon his family."

"Yeah yeah!" Jack rolled his eyes a third time.  "I keep hearing about how I've got it better than him.  I can be with a human woman.  Of course it's not as pleasurable as it would be with a female growly-thing.  But at least I can."

Kurt stood back and leaned on his cue stick as he watched Jack sink his next two balls.  Now they were both playing for the black ball.  Jack went first and missed then Kurt walked around the table to plan his shot. 

"So, tell me, how is the long-distance mating going?" Jack returned to their ribbing.

"We text every day, video-call every night and visit each other every weekend." Kurt answered vaguely, as he studied the pool table.  "But the phone sex is fun if you really must know."

However, at that moment both of them were distracted by a strange yet strangely familiar scent that entered the bar.  

It was the scent of a female growly-thing, their predatory instincts recognized.  They instantly detected it wasn't a relation of theirs and it was a foreign breed, neither Lokoti or European or Asian.  Both of their heads turned at the same time and they instantly spotted a dishevelled-looking, redheaded, young woman approach the counter. 

Kurt's eyes narrowed as Jack's eyes widened and they watched this stranger wave down the bartender and order a drink. Then they observed her take a small bottle of pills out of her handbag.  When the bartender returned with her drink, she tapped her credit card to pay for the beverage then downed several tablets. 

"No way...!" Jack's mouth fell open.  "What are the chances?"

"Jack, no."

Carelessly, Jack dropped his cue stick on the pool table and started to walk towards this strange woman who appeared to answer his prayers. 

Quick as a flash, Kurt grabbed his younger cousin's arm and yanked him backwards.

"Jack!" He hissed as he gave him a shake, as if to shake some sense into him.  "Smell her!  She's a North American mongrel!"

"Oh, I know what she is," Jack grinned like an idiot. 

"You know her breed is dangerous!" Kurt shook him again.  "They blackout when they turn!  They're man-eaters!"

"Look at her..." Jack stared, "...I bet she's only just turned.  Can't you smell it?"

"That's even worse!" Kurt growled.  "She probably doesn't know what she is!"

"Maybe I'll be the answer to her prayers?" Jack smiled.

Then he pried his older cousin's hand off his arm and quickly went over to the woman before Kurt could stop him a second time.

The dishevelled, redheaded, petite, young woman jumped in fright when Jack sidled up to her at the counter.

"You look hungry, can I buy you a meal?" He turned on the charm. 

The woman visibly sniffed, as if she could smell he was different to the rest of the people in the bar and she instantly went on her guard.

"No thanks, I'm not planning on staying that long," she said dismissively. 

"What brings you to this small corner of Alaska?" Jack wouldn't be dissuaded.

"I'm just passing through," she said.  

"Are you heading to Fairbanks or Anchorage?" Jack continued.

"Neither."

"Then where are you headed?" He leaned casually on the counter and tried to catch her nervous gaze.

"Russia...if you really must know," she spoke in annoyance.

"Skipping the country, huh?" Jack guessed, as he waved down the bartender.  "Ginger Ale please."

The bartender instantly moved off to procure his drink and the woman's eyes narrowed as she regarded this cocky young man who smelled alluring and yet dangerous.

"Why do you say that?" She straightened uncomfortably. 

"Let me guess, you're having blackouts?" Jack guessed.  "And the police probably want to ask you about them."

The woman got off her stool to move away from this over-confident, dangerous and yet attractive stranger. 

"Why do you think the police are after me?" Her voice wavered. 

"You look like you haven't slept for days," Jack observed her blood-shot eyes.  

Then he helped himself to snatching her purse off her and opening it and taking out the small bottle of pills.

"Hey!" She tried to take it back but he angled it away from her. 

"You're taking stimulants to keep yourself awake," he read the label on the bottle.  "Why?  Because when you wake up from one of these blackouts, you find yourself in the middle of a crime scene?"

Calmly, Jack put the pill bottle back into the purse and handed it to the young woman. 

"Here, that'll be three credits," the bartender returned with his drink. 

"And a hamburger with fries for the lady," Jack pulled out his wallet.  "Make the burger bloody."

Then Jack tapped his credit card to pay for it all and the woman looked on undecided, probably debating whether she should run, he thought.

He offered the frightened woman his large hand to shake.  "I'm Jack."

"I think it's best I don't tell you my name," she clung to her purse. 

Now Kurt joined them and the woman's eyes widened as she visibly sniffed again at this second handsome yet dangerous stranger.  This man looked part Native Alaskan and part African American.  She marvelled at their tall, strong statures, they were taller than the other Native Alaskans she encountered.  Maybe it was because they were mixed race?  Jack had white skin, blue eyes and scruffy black hair whereas the slightly older man had darker skin, a goatee and long, wavy, black hair. 

"This is my cousin, Kurt." Jack carried on as if nothing were amiss.  "I just bought the lady a burger."

"So I heard," Kurt said unhappily.  "I better go home, I'll need to speak to my father."

"Tell our family and friends everything is alright," Jack said brightly. 

Kurt shook his head at his younger cousin's foolish behaviour and at the lengths he would go to, just for his 'next lay'.

"You're passing through?" Kurt spoke to her.  “Heading for the hover-ferry that departs Wales and heads to Russia via the Diomede Islands?"

"Er, um, yes...?" she wondered how he knew her itinerary.

"I'll let our family know that you're not planning on sticking around." Kurt finished. 

Then she watched as he walked off and exited the bar before giving Jack a peculiar look.

"Why would your family care about my comings and goings?" She wondered aloud.

"Why would the police?" Jack pointed out, as he sat down on the stool beside her.  "Please, take a seat.  I won't bite, I promise."

"Like I haven't heard that before," she muttered to herself as she nervously glanced about. 

"Of course!" Jack smirked.  "You'll have to tell me what happened... you met a strange man or strange woman and they bit you and nothing's been the same since."

The woman's eyes narrowed at how accurate his 'guesses' had been. "I was out celebrating my 21st with friends when I met him at the nightclub."

"He had an animal magnetism to him," Jack waved at her stool to imply she should sit down again. 

Warily, she sat down and openly looked at this smarmy stranger who seemed to know so much.

"You could say that." She answered vaguely. 

"Let me guess, you invited him home." 

"How do you know all of this...?" She grew upset. 

"Well, I bet he couldn't have invited you to his home because he was most likely on the run like you are now." 

"You think...?" Her eyes bulged.  "That bastard!"

"So in the throws of passion, he bit you." Jack continued. 

"I think he's passed on some kind of disease to me..." she turned tearful, "...food doesn't taste the same anymore.  My nose is really sensitive to smells.  I'm agitated by the slightest little noise.  I wake up in strange places in strange circumstances.  It's too dangerous to even sleep anymore!"

"Only on a full moon," he patted her on the arm. 

"A full moon?" She gave him a funny look.  "What's that got to do with it?"

"A hell of a lot," Jack snickered but instantly stopped when he saw this upset her further. "Sorry."

"What kind of disease have I got?" She demanded of him.  "If you know so much, you must know what's wrong with me!"

"It isn't a disease," Jack tried to smile reassuringly.  "But a lifestyle change is in order."

"What do you mean?" She gave a funny look. 

Jack turned on his stool so he could face her, "Look, I could talk to my family about helping you.  We could offer you a sanctuary.  You could learn about your changes and maybe even taught how to control your nocturnal habits."

"You mean stop the blackouts?" Her eyes widened in hope.

"Yeah," he shrugged. "Anything's possible."

"So, what's wrong with me?  What have I got?  C'mon, tell me!" She insisted.

Jack noticed the bartender was watching them warily and they'd also attracted the attention of a few of the patrons. 

"Come with me," he hopped off the stool and headed towards the back of the bar where the pool tables were. 

The young woman hesitated before she hopped off the stool too and followed. 

To her surprise, he opened the door for the Ladies and after establishing it was empty, he motioned for her to follow him inside. 

Nervously, she went in after him but remained by the door in case he would try anything.

"First, what's your name?" Jack asked.

She hesitated again before saying in a small voice, "Emily."

"Alright Emily, what I'm going to tell you may sound impossible but let's examine the facts here.  You've probably woken covered in blood, somebody else's blood, right?  That's how you find yourself in a crime scene you don't remember committing." 

Her mouth fell open as she gawked at him, "Are you a cop?"

"No, I'm an apprentice mechanic."

"Then how do you know about the blood...?" Her eyes watered.

"Do you also find human remains?" He guessed and watched her tears stream down her face.  "Alright, you do."

"I think I'm being followed by a serial killer and he killed my parents!  That's why the police want to interrogate me!  But I don't know anything!  I woke up covered in blood and my Mom and Dad were dead!  The psycho massacred them!  They were torn apart!  Was it the guy from the nightclub?  Did he do it?  You said he was on the run from the police!" Emily sobbed. 

"You were also naked when you woke up, right?" Jack asked knowingly.

Emily's watery eyes bulged a second time as she gaped at this stranger who knew so much about her circumstances. 

"Do you think he tried to rape me and that's why he killed my parents?" She asked fearfully.  "Did they try to stop him from raping me?"

"OK Emily, what I'm going to tell you will be difficult for you to hear but it's the truth..." Jack stepped forwards and took hold of her hands, "...nobody tried to rape you but there's a reason why you were covered in your parent's blood."

"Why?" She cried.  "Why, Jack?"

"Because you were bitten by a North American Werewolf when you had your one-night-stand."

That gave her pause and she looked on this handsome stranger differently. 

"I was bitten by a werewolf?" She repeated in disbelief. 

"And now you're one too." He explained.  "North American Werewolves can change people by bite."

"I'm a werewolf...?" She slowly but firmly took back her hands from his.

"You change when it's a full moon and that's when your blackouts occur." Jack said.  "So it's safe to go to sleep tonight because right now it's only a half moon.  But when it's full, you'll either need to be restrained or come hunting with us."

"Come hunting with you...?" She echoed.

"We hunt large animals in the National Park and we could try to teach you to curb your bloodlust so you'll stop craving human flesh."

"So I'll stop craving human flesh..." She repeated again. 

"Smell me," he stretched out his arms.

"Excuse me...?"

"C'mon, smell me."

"Er, why?"

"Just smell me!"

Instead of moving closer she simply inhaled deeply, which he saw. 

"Tell me what you smell." He said. 

"You don't smell like the other people in the bar."

"Uh huh," he nodded encouragingly. 

"Your cousin Kurt didn't smell like the other people in the bar either," she thought aloud. 

"That's right...and do you know why?"

"Er, no...?" 

"Because Kurt is a Lokoti Werewolf and I'm part Lokoti and part European Werewolf... we're different breeds from you."

"You're saying you're a werewolf...?" Her eyebrows rose. 

"Like you are, but we've never eaten a person before because we were trained not to." He lowered his large arms. 

"Right...well, um...I've got to go now...thank you for the hamburger but I'm not hungry." Emily took a step back and reached for the door handle.

Quick as lightening, Jack came forwards and jutted his arm past her and shut the door again to keep their conversation private. 

"That's why Kurt had to go home to speak to our family, because you're a foreign breed and because you hunt human, my family would want to destroy you." Jack spoke in a low voice. "But I'm hoping Kurt is changing their minds."

"You're THREATENING me?!" Emily raised her voice. 

"No -" Jack tried to explain but he wasn't able to when Emily's fist landed right on his nose.  The force made his head move backwards but he didn't remove his arm.  Calmly, he returned his head to its previous position and faced her again.  "You're strong, but because I'm part European Werewolf I'm stronger."

Emily opened her mouth and screamed!  However, her cries were cut short when Jack using his faster reflexes, covered her mouth with his hand and pulled her into his arms.  Futilely, she struggled, but his grip on her was ironclad.

He spoke into her ear, "I'm not going to hurt you and I will make sure my family don't either.  I'm not a threat to you.  If you want to walk out of this bar right now and leave for Russia, I'm not going to stop you.  I just want to help you, that's all."

Then he released her and she recoiled from him.  

"Oh I wish I could’ve stayed home!” She tearfully whimpered.  “I wish I still had my parents!"

"Where are you from?" Jack asked.  "You're obviously from the Lower 48."

"California."

"Did you drive up here?" He guessed again, to which she nodded. 

"I want to catch the hover-ferry to Russia so I can take my hover-car with me," she admitted.

"You've been sleeping in your hover-car haven't you?" He looked at her rumpled clothing.

"I'm trying not to sleep but occasionally I have catnaps." 

"You're living out of your hover-car and you're trying to stay awake..." Jack shook his head, "...you know all your efforts are going to be thrown to the wind when the moon is full again."

"Look, whoever you are, I'll mind my own business and you mind yours," Emily tried to take charge.  "Thanks for the burger but I really don't want it."

But then the two of them heard her stomach rumble and she flinched.

"Let me guess, since you turned you've noticed that when you get hungry you have to eat, or you get stomach pains?" He arched an eyebrow.

"Would you stay out of my head?!" She snapped. 

"It's worse when the bloodlust takes control, then the pain becomes unbearable." He warned.  "It forces you to change and to hunt and to feed."

"Just because this happens to you, don't put your experiences on other people!"

"Hey, I haven't murdered my parents or anyone else for that matter!” He retorted. 

That made her eyes water again as a guilty expression overtook her pale features. 

"No... I wouldn't... I couldn't... I love my parents... they're the best!" She started to cry again. 

"It's not your fault," Jack put a reassuring hand on her shoulder.  "You didn't know what you are.  But now that you do know, you can do something about it."

However, his words didn't cheer her and she stood there sobbing.

Just then they were interrupted by a knock on the Ladies Room door and the bartender poked his head in.

"Hey lady, is this guy bothering you?" He checked. 

Emily hesitated but after a moment she shook her head.

"Well, I just came to tell you that your burger is ready." He reported.

He flashed Jack an annoyed look for being where he shouldn't be, before he disappeared, with the door shutting behind him. 

"C'mon, you'll feel better once you've eaten," Jack said softly. 

He opened the door for her and guided her out of the bathroom. 
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The younger man watched in amusement as the slightly older woman attacked the burger in a ravenous manner.  She quickly finished it off before turning her attention to the fries.  She shared them with the mysterious stranger who shouted her meal.  The two dipped the fries into the ketchup then delivered them to their mouths. 

She marvelled at how he was right again, she did feel better after she'd eaten the burger.  He'd even got that right too, by asking for it to be prepared bloody.  Before she changed, she had been a vegan but in the last two months, since THAT night, she'd been craving rare meat. 

"Why are European Werewolves stronger?" She suddenly asked.  "You said I'm a North American Werewolf, but you're part Lokoti and part European Werewolf, so you're stronger.  Are there different kinds of werewolves?"

She didn't ask this question loudly, but it was loud enough to earn some peculiar looks from the bartender and the patrons sitting either side of them at the counter. 

Nervously, Jack laughed as he looked around at the attention she'd created. 

"It's a role-playing game, kinda like Dungeons and Dragons," he lied to the eavesdroppers.  "But in our game it's werewolves verses vampires."

A couple of people rolled their eyes, including the bartender, and returned to what they were doing.  The bartender collected people's empty glasses from the counter and the other patrons returned to their own conversations.  When Jack was satisfied nobody was listening in anymore, he spoke to her quietly. 

"Let's call them growly-things, shall we?" 

"Oh...sorry," her eyes dropped. 

"Anonymity is a valuable asset," he said. 

She nodded along, seeing his point, especially since she was on the run. 

"Yes, there are different kinds of growly-things." He answered her question.  "We all look and behave differently."

"How differently?" she asked intently. 

"I'm bigger and stronger than you and I'll live longer than you," he explained.  "You have a human lifespan and I can heal better than you do."

Emily looked closely on his nose and saw it didn't even bleed when she punched him earlier. 

"Lokoti growly-things also live longer than you and are faster than you and are better healers than you, but you're just as strong as they are." He continued quietly.  "That makes them see you as an adversary.  Also, they're protective of their human family members who you'd try to eat on a full moon."

A guilty expression overtook her pretty face once more and he watched as she lowered her fries, disheartened. 

"But like I said, now you know what you are, you can take precautions to protect others." He tried to put a comforting hand over hers, but she snatched it back.

"I should shoot myself in the head," she glared down at the plate. 

"That would work," he conceded.  “But we could try to train you to hunt animal instead.  Then you'd keep your pretty head."

Emily turned her glare on him, "How old are you, Jack?"

"Nineteen," he answered.

"You're just a kid!" She scoffed.  "Here I am, getting life advice by a kid! You're not even old enough to buy a beer!"

"We don't drink," he smirked a second time.  "If we got drunk and lost control of the bloodlust, there'd be another crime scene for the police to investigate."

She looked on him peculiarly, "You don't look like you're nineteen, you look older and seem so mature."

"Thanks, I'll remember that the next time my Dad or my Grandpa tell me to 'grow up'." He grinned. 

That made her laugh and distractedly she fidgeted with the few fries left on the plate. 

"How long ago was your 21st birthday?" He asked.

"Two months ago."

"So that's two full moons that you've woken up naked and covered in blood and wondering what the hell happened to you." He made mental note. 

She swallowed hard a second time, "Yes."

"So your parents have died...who else?"

"Excuse me?" 

"Who else's remains have you found?"

"My neighbours, Mr. and Mrs. Bowen..." her eyes watered again, "... when I was growing up they paid me to feed their cat whenever they went on holiday.  Their front door was smashed in and they were torn apart and left half eaten.  The police thought it was suspicious that they died the same way my parents did.  That's when I went on the run."

"OK, so the last full moon was nearly three weeks ago and you haven't slept much since?" He looked on her sympathetically. 

Emily shook her head.  "I'm trying not to sleep at all, but I've nearly had two car accidents from falling asleep at the wheel."

"Right, so the first thing we have to do is put you in a hotel room and let you get some sleep.  The second thing we need to do is contact my family's lawyer within Hodge Endeavor's Legal Department.  They can handle any police enquiries." Jack took charge. 

"Money's tight for me at the moment," she faltered.  "Don't forget I've been sleeping in my hover-car.  I'm saving what little credit I have left on my credit card for accommodation in Russia."

"Then I'll pay for your hotel room tonight," he shrugged.  "Alma has a hotel and a motel.  The hotel is nicer, trust me."

"But what about the lawyer?" She asked worriedly.  "They cost a lot of money, especially one who works for Hodge Endeavor."

"My family will pay," he shrugged a second time.  

"But don't your family want me to move on?" She remembered. 

"I'll talk to them," Jack reassured.  "C'mon, let's get you settled in the hotel room first then I'll ring my Mum later."

Jack slid off his stool and looked on Emily expectantly, but she didn't budge.

"Why are you being so nice to me?" She asked suspiciously.  "Your cousin couldn't wait to see the back of me, but you're acting like some kind of hero.  Why, Jack?  You've heard how dangerous I am."

"Because I'm someone who can help," he said simply.  "Think of yourself as a charity case, if it makes you feel better."

Her eyes narrowed as she examined him, standing there so casually.  He was good looking and he knew it, which made him cocky.  He was tall, muscled and strong, which made him dangerous.  He openly confessed to being a werewolf that has the bloodlust, which made him doubly so.  But he also smelled good, it was alluring.  From her newly refined sense of smell, she knew it was his natural body odour and not any deodorant he was wearing. 

She felt a fluttering in her stomach which she hadn't felt for two months when she had the one-night-stand which changed her life. Back then she felt an animal magnetism and she felt it again now.  But this guy standing in front of her in this moment seemed a hell of a lot nicer than the guy who ruined her life.  Emily saw that Jack was offering her a second chance, so she decided to take it.

Eventually, she slid off the stool, picked up her handbag from the counter and followed him out of the bar.

*****
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When they were out on the dark, snowy street, Jack turned to her.

"Where did you park?" He asked.

"Just there," she pointed at an old, lime green, small, two-door, hover-car. 

"My vehicle is second hand too," he gave her a grin.

Then the two walked over to her parking spot on the side of the street next to a large, muddy, mushy pile of snow, which had been cleared off the road. 

"Where's your car?" She looked around.

"I came with my cousin but he's driven home now, so I'll hop in your hover-car." He smiled.  "Besides, I'll need to give you directions to the hotel."

She raised her eyebrows at the idea of having this stranger in her vehicle but warily she went along with it. 

Emily tapped on her remote-key and the vehicle unlocked itself and the two climbed in, with her behind the wheel and Jack in the passenger's seat.

As soon as she punched in the ignition code and the hover-car purred to life, Jack gave her directions.

"Alright, drive down this street and turn right at the traffic lights then turn right again at the second set of lights."

She followed what he said and it wasn't long until she was parking in the hotel's car park.  The drive took less than five minutes.  Jack was the first to jump out of the car and she took longer, having to grab her handbag.  However, when she made a move to follow him into the hotel's foyer, he stopped her.

"There are security cameras in the reception area," he warned.  "I'll go in and pay for the room then come back out and get you."

Emily raised her eyebrows a second time at how Jack seemed to be a pro at avoiding detection and remained by her car.

She watched as he briskly walked through the hotel's automatic doors and hugged herself in the icy-cold air. 

"Gosh, it's only 4 PM and it's already night here..." she mused to herself, "...I suppose Russia will be like this too."

She felt a pang of homesickness for her loving home with her parents just two blocks away from one of California's many sunny beaches. 

Five minutes later, Jack returned with their hotel room key-card and indicated for her to follow him.  Emily readjusted her handbag on her shoulder and did just that.  She trailed after him into the staff entrance that didn't have security cameras then into a lift. 

"We're on the fourth floor," Jack hit the button. 

"How much did the room cost?" Emily checked.

"Don't worry about it," he waved it off. 

Their lift arrived at their floor and as soon as the lift doors opened, Jack led the way down a carpeted corridor until they came to Room 413.

He tapped the key-card against the security scanner and the door unlocked and he opened it for her then followed her in.

The hotel room was large, spacious and she would daresay luxurious...she thought it was more like a suite than a simple room.  It had a King-sized bed, two bedside tables, a desk by the wall, luggage rack, wardrobe, ensuite and even a small table with two chairs, to eat at.  She felt his eyes on her as she wondered around and examined everything.

"Nice room...but I think you paid for an upgrade to a suite," she looked on him knowingly.

"Werewolves need the extra space, we don't like to be caged in." He gave her a small smile.  "Make yourself comfortable."

She sat down at the table and left her handbag on top of it then made a move to unzip her knee-high boots. 

"You paid for lunch and now you paid for this fancy suite...are you hitting on me Jack Whatever-Your-Last-Name-Is?" She asked teasingly. 

"It's Wisetail," he told her.  "And what if I was?"

She removed her last boot then stood up and took her thick coat off. 

"Aren't you going to make yourself comfortable?" She arched an eyebrow.

"Do you want me to stay?" His eyes widened in hope. 

"Well, if I do go to sleep, I'm going to need someone who's stronger than me to keep guard.  What if I turn into a werewolf again?  Somebody will have to stop me from attacking the other guests." Emily reasoned. 

"I'm happy to stay but it wouldn't be as your guard," he stepped up closely to her.  "It's not a full moon so you won't turn."

His blue eyes stared down into her green ones and he was so close to her face that he noticed a couple of freckles on her nose and cheeks. 

"So I only give in to this bloodlust thing you mentioned on a full moon?" She asked softly. 

"Uh huh...well, most of the time."

"What other urges does the bloodlust produce...?" She asked in a lilting voice as she removed his coat too. 

"A taste for fresh flesh on a full moon, an increased appetite, and other..." he kicked off his workman's boots, "...primal urges."

"What are these primal urges?" She proceeded to unbutton his flannel shirt.

"The bloodlust and lust go hand in hand," he took hold of her pullover then raised it over her head and tossed it aside.  "The urge to feed and to procreate are the very basis of our desires."

Next thing they were aware of they were both topless - except for her bra - and they both admired each other's forms.  To her delight, he was just as muscular as he appeared which gave him a perfectly sculpted chest and abdomen.  He admired her perfectly round breasts in their white lacy covering.  

Jack pulled her closer to him and reached around to unfasten her bra as she made a move to unbutton his jeans. 

It was then that they finally kissed, as he ducked his head to tenderly cover her lips with his. She turned the kiss passionate and they made out hungrily.  They kissed over and over again, as they blindly rid each other of the rest of their garments. 

When they were both completely naked, he lifted her up then he fell onto the bed with her underneath him. 

He looked down on her form lying underneath him and he rubbed his aroused member around her clit to make her wet.  In return, she ran her hands up and down his torso, admiring how hot and smooth he felt.  He continued to rub their crotches together, enjoying her wet warmth. Then in a single heave, he pushed inside her and she gasped at the size of him.  He was bigger than the one who turned her, she thought. 

In fact, Emily thought, Jack was bigger in a lot of ways.  The one who had turned her had been muscled but more lean, whereas Jack's muscled build was of a body-builder.  He had a hairy chest whereas Jack's chest was smooth.  She didn’t hear his name THAT night over the loud music, it was buy her a few drinks, go back to her place, wham-bam-thank-you-ma'am and bite her.  That was it.  That was what ruined her life.

Jack paused when he caught the distant look in her eyes. 

"Are you OK?" He checked. 

"Oh yeah...sorry," she shook herself from her reverie.  "I was just remembering THAT night."

He looked down at the scar of the bite mark on her right shoulder and tenderly traced it with his finger tips. 

"I don't want to be a repeat of THAT night," he said.  "Tell me how to make it different."

"He was on top of me the whole time," she said.

In one move, Jack rolled them over while remaining inside her, so she was lying on top of him now.  Emily sat upright, while keeping him inside and her eyes widened when he moved his hand down to her clit and massaged her as he pushed from underneath.

"Is this better?" He asked. 

She managed a single nod back before her eyes drifted shut and her head rolled back, giving away to pleasure. 

Emily felt a flood of wetness overtake her crotch to compensate for Jack’s large size.  But she didn’t feel any pain, thanks to his arousing, intimate massage.  She gyrated her hips in time to his, taking him in, then withdrawing slightly.  She heard his sharp intake of breath, showing her rhythm matched his was pleasuring him too.  This felt empowering, seeing the effects on his face.  She suspected this Lothario had his share of women, which to her chagrin gave him something else in common with HE who turned her.  So she made up her mind to simply enjoy tonight.  She was still leaning towards the idea of starting a new life in Russia as she didn’t entirely trust the cocky young man that seemed to know so much about her. But while she was with him, she made up her mind to enjoy what he had to offer. 

Jack was relishing this just as much as she was, he was able to push harder than he had before with humans who'd been his partners.  She rose up and down as he pushed and pushed and pushed some more.  With some human women, he practiced the Lokoti Werewolf method of protection by not coming inside them.  Then with other human women, he did come inside them then practiced the European Werewolf method of birth control by going down on them and using his saliva to destroy his sperm.  But with Emily, this female werewolf, he thought he could come to his heart's delight. 

In the SSIT Report on the Different Breeds of Werewolves which had been required reading for his family, it said there had never been a cross-breeding with a North American Werewolf. It said their breed wasn't genetic, they turned by bite and if they had offspring, they wouldn't be werewolves.  He thought he was safe and Emily seemed like a miracle to him. 

He kept massaging her clit as she rose up and down and he pushed hard into her, coming several times in fact.  He moaned each time as she groaned and she seemed like she couldn't get enough of him, which was another turn on.  Mentally, he thanked the angels or whatever divine intervention that made this female North American Werewolf walk into Harry's Bar this afternoon.  Female werewolves were rare, of any breed.  And he felt like he had won the jackpot. 

Out of the blue, she emitted a low growl then drove her face into his chest and bit him on the left nipple, tasting his blood.  This turned him on even more and he bucked harder.  His eyes closed as he relished the sensation of her sucking on his wound and when he opened them again, he watched her raise her head with a remorseful look on her pretty face. 

"I'm sorry, I don't know what came over me!" She cried out guiltily. 

Without saying a word he sat upright to envelop her in his large arms and he nuzzled her neck.  Then he drove his sharp teeth into her left shoulder and tasted her back.  She tasted divine, he thought, just as she felt divine.  He thought to himself, "This is WAY better than being with a human woman." He'd never bitten a human woman, not for fear of turning her but in fear of harming and scarring her.  It was thanks to his father’s Lokoti Werewolf genes that prevented his part European Werewolf genetics from creating more werewolves. 

The next time their eyes met, they each noted their eyes had changed.  His eyes were glowing green with his circular pupils turning into narrow slits.  Her eyes had completely blacked over.  He knew he had awakened her bloodlust as well as her lust. 

"Bite me, Emily..." he growled out, "...have me while I have you." 

In a single move Jack left the bed and pushed her back up against the wall while holding up her legs around his waist.  Like this, he pushed into her over and over again in the upright position.  This way, he could return his mouth to her shoulder and she mirrored his action by biting him on his broad, muscled shoulder.  They drank each other as they had each other while never stopping moving against the other. 

Their breathing turned into panting and she dug her nails into his back.  That spurred him on to push harder and by this stage he was almost pushing at full strength.  However, something inside him, was it his Lokoti Werewolf empathic instinct? It guided him and let him know where her pain threshold was.  He didn't want to harm her but being with her like this, letting their animal instincts run wild, was exhilarating. 

After a couple more moans, their mouths unlocked from each other's shoulders, their panting turned into gasping and he slowed down.  Jack fell backwards onto the bed, with Emily on top and he held her in his arms as she lay over him.  She too was gasping, as she felt the final throb of his groin between her legs as he came for his last time. 

"Oh god!  Oh yes!  This is what I was missing!" He cried out. 

She raised her head from resting on his chest to give him a funny look. 

"Do you know how frustrating it's been, having human sex all the time?" He asked.

"Actually, this is the first time I've had sex since THAT night,” she replied. 

"Trust me, if you took a human male for a lover you wouldn't be able to bite him, you wouldn't be able to claw him, he wouldn't have lasted as long and you would have had to hold yourself back the whole time!" He said exasperated. 

"Oh..." she looked away, troubled.  "I suppose the biting thing would be a bad idea... it's what landed me in this mess."

Jack cupped her face so his human blue eyes could meet her human green ones. 

"Did you like the biting?" He asked, concerned.

"With you it was nice..." she looked down as she traced her finger over his smooth chest, "...but THAT night he bit me, it really hurt."

"You CAN'T bite a human male, or you'll turn him into another North American Werewolf." Jack cautioned. 

"Are there lots of European Werewolves in Russia?" She asked, hopeful for a repeat of tonight. 

Jack shook his head, "My Grandpa is the last full-blooded European Werewolf."

"If he's a European Werewolf, why does he live in Alaska?" She wondered. 

"In the aftermath of World War Three, a European Werewolf came across the Bering Straight to Alaska looking for an uncontaminated food source.  My Grandpa's family was attacked when he was three years old."  Jack explained.

"World War Three?  But that was centuries ago!" She gave another funny look.

"He and Gran are that old," Jack shrugged. 

"Wow...they really do have a longer lifespan...but I don't?" She checked. 

"Nope, it's just a human lifespan for yourself, unfortunately," he ran his hand through her long, red hair. 

"And you have better healing and you're stronger and you live longer," she recited what she'd been told.  "It sounds like I was bitten by the loser of the breeds."

"Not necessarily, you're as strong as a Lokoti Werewolf and stronger than an Asian Werewolf," he continued to stroke her hair.  "Trust me, they see you as a formidable adversary."

She looked away disheartened, "And that's why they want me to move on."

"If you wanted to stay, I could talk them around," he spoke softly, as he tried to catch her gaze.  "I could speak to my Mum and my Gran.  My grandmother is a Tribal Elder.  If she was on our side, no-one would stop us.  Well, maybe my Grandpa at first but my Gran can usually talk him around to anything."

"Is she a werewolf too?" Emily listened, interested.

"Yep, she's a Lokoti Werewolf.  She's the first and only female Lokoti Werewolf. When she turned just before her eighteenth birthday, the pack didn't know what to do with her.  Then she and Grandpa had three daughters, all half-breeds, and the pack had to accept their offspring, changing eons of tribal history."

"So you're part Lokoti Werewolf and part European Werewolf... what if I got pregnant and then we'd have a part North American Werewolf, part Lokoti Werewolf and part European Werewolf baby.”  She taunted. 

"Nope," Jack caressed her hair.  "North American Werewolf offspring aren't born as more North American Werewolves.  For instance, if you reproduced with a human male, they would be born as humans."

"Oh, so only Lokoti Werewolves and European Werewolves are compatible with each other?"

"I have an Asian Werewolf for an uncle and my eldest cousin Lee is part Asian Werewolf, part Lokoti Werewolf and part European Werewolf." He informed her.  "Actually, he has a pregnant mate who is human and everyone's worried about what her delivery is going to be like.  Lokoti Werewolves are born human and their werewolf genes are activated later in life.  But European Werewolves are born as werewolves, with strength and claws and sometimes in their werewolf forms.  Everyone's on red alert hoping that Jez stays safe."

"Her name is Jez?"

"Jezebel," he smiled at her. 

"With a name like that she could be jinxed," Emily giggled.

Jack chuckled and gave her an affectionate squeeze as she lowered her head to rest it on his chest again. 

After a long, comfortable silence with Jack stroking her back, she spoke again.

"You know, you could come to Russia with me," she began.  "It might make your pack happy to see the back of me."

He stopped his stroking which made her look up into his face again. 

"Lokoti Werewolves are tied to the land of their ancestors..." he said awkwardly, "...and I'm only halfway through my apprenticeship so I'm not a qualified mechanic yet.  How would I live?"

"You seem well-off," she said simply.  "This suite must cost a pretty penny."

"My family lives simply but comfortably..." he shifted uneasily, "...I mean my Gran controls Hodge Endeavor so that's how I could get a lawyer for you.  But living large attracts attention and that's exactly what we don't want."

"Your Gran controls Hodge Endeavor?!" She sat upright to look on in astonishment. 

"Um...yes?" He wondered if he'd said the wrong thing.

"You play pool in seedy bars, you say you own a second-hand hover-car, you wear scuffed workman's boots and old flannel shirts...and your Gran runs Hodge Endeavor?"

"Um...maybe." He said uneasily.  "But Harry's Bar isn't seedy, it's old but it isn't seedy.  The Lokoti have been playing pool in it for centuries, even before World War Three."

"Yeah right Jack, whatever you say," she rolled her eyes in disbelief. 

"Well, my second-hand hover-car is more like a second-hand hover-truck, it's a utility vehicle with all my tools in it." He sat upright to face her. 

"If your Gran runs Hodge Endeavor you'd be living in a mansion or something," she scoffed. 

He laughed, "Nope, there are no mansions on Tribal Lands."

"You live on Tribal Lands?" She echoed.

"Yeah, I am Lokoti."

She examined his white skin and peered into his blue eyes then rolled her green ones a second time in a 'whatever' fashion. 

"Are you hungry?" He changed the subject.  "We could order Room Service."

A yawn escaped and she blinked her stinging eyes, "Yeah, we should probably order an early dinner then I'll crash."

His hand gave her back a sympathetic rub, "You must be exhausted."

She looked worried for a moment, "Are you sure I won't turn if I fall asleep?"

"I'm positive." He guaranteed.  "I'll stay the night with you, if you like?"

"That would make me feel better," she confessed.  "So you're positive you're stronger than me and you can stop me before I kill anymore people?"

"Absolutely," he stroked her skin. 

Emily let out a rueful laugh, "You know what?  I was a vegan before I turned into a werewolf!  My parents were vegan, they raised me vegan.  Our meal synthesizer only produced vegan meals.  Then I turned and I killed our dog as well as my parents and neighbours."

"You and your family were animal lovers," Jack said sympathetically. 

"Now all I can think about is rare meat that's still bleeding!" She cried out in frustration. 

"This hotel makes a wonderful Steak with Mushroom Sauce," he offered. “They actually prepare the meals with real food, none of that synthesized crap.” 

Emily grew more upset, "Our dog's name was Bessie.  She was eleven years old.  I got her on my tenth birthday.  There's a photo of us from one Halloween where I dressed up as a scarecrow and she came Trick or Treating with me, in a pumpkin costume.  I scored the most candy that year..."

Jack looked on as she broke down into more sobbing and all he could do was listen and stroke her back as he tried his best to soothe her. 

"I killed our dog!  Our loyal, loving, dog!  The way Bessie was found, the police said she died trying to protect my parents!"

He pulled her into his arms and held onto her tightly as she sobbed into his shoulder.  He knew she needed help.  He knew this relationship couldn't be just one of his many flings.  Her last fling ruined her life and resulted in several deaths.  He knew he had to step up, be responsible and help her. 

"OK, let's come up with a plan here," he cupped her wet face and made her look him in the eye.  "We'll eat dinner.  Then as you get some sleep, I'll make some phone calls.  I'll call my Mum and my Gran.  They'll be able to help you.  You'll never kill anyone again.  I know you're not a serial killer, Emily."

She sniffled back, "But I don't want to kill animals in the National Park either."

A laugh escaped, "Sorry, but there's no such thing as a vegan werewolf."

Emily dissolved into another set of tears and Jack pulled her into his arms again. 
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A short time later, Jack picked up the hotel’s phone and ordered Room Service.  He told Emily she’d feel much better once she’d eaten then slept.  

“Yeah hi, could we please get two of the Steak with Mushroom Sauce?  Make them rare.  And two bread rolls with butter.  And two Chocolate Mousse’s.  Oh, and drinks?  Yeah, I’ll have a glass of milk...hang on, I’ve just gotta check with the other person.” 

Emily who was lying on top of the bed, listening in, requested, “Get a bottle of red wine.”

Jack frowned and shook his head at her.

“I’m twenty-one, I can drink!” She reminded him. 

He covered the speaker of the phone with his hand so he could address her without the hotel staff overhearing them.

“It’s too dangerous to drink, do you want a repeat of what happened in California?”

Her eyes widened before they skipped away, disturbed, so he ordered for her.

“Make that two glasses of milk.  Yeah, full cream milk.  OK, thanks.” 

Then he hung up and sat down beside her on the bed again.

“I thought I only changed on a full moon,” she said quietly.  “That’s what you said.”

“Do you really want to risk getting drunk and losing control of yourself?” He arched an eyebrow. 

“I thought you said you could stop me if I did turn?” She challenged. 

“And do you want me to wrestle you to the floor?” He retorted.  

An uncomfortable silence descended upon the room that was so thick a werewolf could cut it with its claws.

“Dinner will arrive in forty minutes,” he changed the subject. 

“Fine.” She said coolly.  “Then I’m having a shower.” 

He watched her walk naked into the ensuite and heard the shower turn on.  He thought to himself, “When will be the next time I get to shower with a beautiful woman?”  So he followed her in. 

Emily appeared startled at first when he opened the glass shower door and stepped inside.  That was until Jack’s arms wrapped around her wet body and his mouth smothered hers in an eager manner.  The two stood together under the steady stream of warm water in a passionate embrace.

“You’re hungry for more...?” She smiled teasingly.

“Always,” he gave her a grin before kissing her heatedly again. 

To her delight, he lifted her up, wrapped her legs around his waist and then pushed her up against the tiled shower wall as he initiated ‘round two’.

*****
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This time, the two kept their lovemaking quick and clean, so not to miss the arrival of their dinner. 

When the knock on the door came, they answered it wearing the hotel’s complimentary bathrobes. 

The staff member guided the hover-trolley laden with food and drinks into the room and Jack asked them to set it up on the table.  The staff member put down the cutlery first, plates covered with lids second then the glasses of milk beside.  They removed the lids before placing them back on the trolley.  Jack tapped his credit card on the staff member’s portable scanning device to give them their tip before they exited with the hover-trolley. 

“M’Lady, dinner is served,” Jack pulled out Emily’s chair for her.

“Why thank you, kind sir.”  Emily tittered, as she sat down. 

As soon as he was seated, the two buttered their bread rolls and took a bite before turning their attention to their main meals. 

To their delight, the steaks were extra bloody, with the redness mixing in with the creamy mushroom sauce.  They both picked up their cutlery and attacked the steak first, consuming the deliciously tender, undercooked meat.  Whereas Jack ate all of his steak first, Emily took turns eating the vegetables with hers.  She relished the mashed potato, steamed broccoli and carrots, dipped into the bloodied sauce mixture. 

Jack was concentrating on eating while Emily tried to interject some conversation in between mouthfuls.

“Would your family really come after me if I decided to stay here a little longer with you?” She asked.

“Don’t worry, I wouldn’t let them.” He answered as he ate, not looking up from his plate. 

“How are you going to convince them to let me hang around for a little while?”

Jack shrugged, “I’ve no idea.”

Emily frowned, “Well that’s reassuring.”

He spoke after swallowing his mouthful, “I was going to call my Mum first and persuade her.  Then with my parents on my side, I’d persuade my Gran.  Then with those three on my side, I’d approach my Grandpa, he’s the one I’m worried about.”

“Why?”

“He’s as territorial as all hell and he hates other werewolves being near his property.” Jack said in between chewing.  “When my father asked him for permission to marry my mother, Grandpa strangled him.” 

Her mouth fell open and she stared at Jack who kept on eating, oblivious. 

“He also wanted to kill Uncle Zen when he first arrived, too.” He said as he carried on devouring his dinner.  “He’s the Asian Werewolf I mentioned.”

Emily almost lost her appetite as her stomach tightened at Jack’s retelling. 

“I’m his LEAST favourite grandchild,” he spoke as he finished off his steak and turned his attention to his vegetables.  “He watches me like a hawk, he’s always been critical of everything I do.  I don’t know why, I’m the one who’s the most like him.  Grandpa was a mechanic and now I am.  My Mum and I look the most like him when we change.  But he just seems to wait around until I screw up so he can punish me for it.  He’s told me to my face that he doesn’t trust me as far as he can throw me.” 

“And you want to stay here with him, instead of coming to Russia with me?” She arched her eyebrows. 

“Like I said, I’m Lokoti, I’m tied to the land of my ancestors.” Jack said as he shovelled a fork loaded with mashed potato into his mouth.  

“My grandparents are much nicer than yours,” she voiced her thoughts.  “My grandparents were the ones who bought my hover-car for my eighteenth birthday.” 

“Don’t get me wrong, my Gran’s the best!  When Grandpa gets in my face, it’s my Gran that calms him down.  She’s the one who accepts me for who I am.  But my Grandpa is the total opposite to her and sometimes I think he hates my guts.” 

“Then why do we need to go to this person for permission for me being here? It sounds like a losing battle.”  Emily sat back in her seat and crossed her arms.

“Trust me, you wouldn’t like being on his bad side,” Jack met her gaze with his. “It’s safer to play by his rules.” 

“I should get back in my hover-car tonight and make my way to Wales,” she muttered to herself. 

“And fall asleep at the wheel?” He arched his eyebrows. “No, we’ll keep to the plan.  After dinner you need to get some rest while I smooth things over with the family.” 

Jack looked at her pale skin and bloodshot eyes and sensed she was only awake because of anxiety and the pills.

She looked like she’d made her mind up on the matter as she picked up her cutlery again and recommenced eating.

“Or I have a new plan that I crash here tonight then in the morning I make my way to Russia.” She said coolly.  “Then I’ll be avoiding any confrontations with any European Werewolves.” 

“What will you do in Russia?” He asked, as he took a moment to watch her eat. “You’re low on credit, where are you going to live? You’ll need to look for a home in the middle of nowhere because every full moon you’ll try to hunt human.  That makes it too dangerous to live in town or god forbid, a city!”

He watched her chew on her food then swallow before she answered him.

“What if I’m not a werewolf?  I mean, where’s your actual proof?  You haven’t seen me turn into a werewolf, have you?  Your explanation of my blackouts seems a little far fetched.”

Jack cracked up laughing at her stab at denial, he laughed so hard he momentarily forgot about eating. 

“So how would you account for waking up naked, covered in blood, by human remains?  How would you explain your increased strength, your acute hearing and your finely tuned sense of smell?  When we fucked earlier, I could push harder with you than with a human woman.  I saw your eyes black over from tasting my blood.”  He listed off.  “In fact, from drinking my blood, it made you stronger and I was able to push at full strength towards the end.  I knew I wouldn’t harm you.” 

“I’m not stronger...everything around me is weaker.” She said simply. 

“In human form you’re twenty-five times stronger and in werewolf form you’re fifty times stronger than a human.” Jack spoke plainly.

“Then what are you?”  She paused in eating again. 

“In human form I’m forty times stronger and in werewolf form I’m eighty times stronger than a person.”

“Prove it.”

He recommenced eating and finished off his main meal, “I suppose I could turn and show you, but I’m worried what my claws will do to the carpet.” 

She watched him chew on his food as he briefly looked down and examined the floor. 

After he swallowed he said, “It should be alright, it is carpet after all.  At least it’s not a wooden floor.  My claws would definitely leave scratch marks in polished wooden floorboards.  That’s why I grew up with the rule there’s no changing in the house.”

Then she saw him look up and examine the ceiling for some reason.

“The ceiling isn’t very high, my head is going to knock into it.” He said unhappily.  “Well c’mon Emily, finish eating then I’ll change and show you.”

She had been sitting back in her seat with her arms crossed again when at his prompting, she returned her attention to her meal.  

“This guy is full of shit,” she thought to herself.  “But I’ll humour him for the moment.”

When their main meals had been consumed, she observed him mop up any last traces of sauce and blood with his buttered bread roll.  She thought that was a good idea and followed suit.  When she moved her plate away and put her chocolate mousse in front of her, he stopped her.

“I’ll change first and prove to you for once for all that werewolves exist and then we’ll have dessert.”  He said. 

“OK,” she sat back in her seat a third time. 

Emily watched him stand up and remove his bathrobe and rest it on top of the bed. He stood before her and she folded her arms in front of her and sat back and waited. 

To her astonishment, she heard soft cracking noises as Jack seemed to expand before her eyes.  His height almost doubled as his width tripled.  His skin turned into a blackened, hardened hide over massive muscle bulk.  His human hands and feet turned into four large claws.  Her mouth fell open as her eyes swung up from his clawed feet back to his eyes and she saw his human blue eyes had turned glowing green with narrow slits for pupils.  His ears took on a canine appearance and he even grew a short, stubby snout over razor sharp jaws.  She could see his sharp teeth because his jaws were parted as he had started panting. 

His canine head did knock into the ceiling from his gigantic size, just as he’d said, making him bend over slightly. 

She felt like she was stuck to her seat as she sat there, dumbstruck, with her own mouth hanging open, staring up at the gargantuan monster before her. 

Jack flexed his two front claws as he panted down at her, looking on expectantly with his unnerving, supernatural eyes. 

After a long moment, Emily swallowed and spoke from her seat. 

“Do I expand like that too?”

The monster shook his canine head. 

“So I look different to you?” she asked again.

The creature nodded. 

“The hair on your head has disappeared...?” She pointed out.  “But you look like your skin has changed to the same colour as your hair...?”

The part European Werewolf nodded again.

“And you hunt animals in the National Park like this?” 

He nodded a third time. 

She looked away disconcerted, “Holy fuck I’m a werewolf!  Werewolves exist!  I’m a fucking werewolf!” 

The sound of cracking bones came to her ears once more as Jack shrank back into his human shape.  She watched in amazement as his snout flattened out into a human face and his handsome features returned.  His supernaturally inflated muscles returned to a bodybuilder’s physique.  His four dangerous claws turned back into two human feet and hands. His blackened, hardened hide turned into soft, fair skin again. 

As soon as he was fully human, he let out a loud groan and gave a stretch.

“It hurts when I change,” he told her.  “My bones contort and even my muscles ache.” 

Emily watched him put the bathrobe back on before returning to his seat at the table. 

“I suspect it hurts you too when you change, but you can’t remember it because of the blackouts.” He commented. 

“Then what do I look like as a North American Werewolf?”  She wondered aloud.

“You’re covered in reddish-brown fur, you grow a snout, you have tall, doggy ears, your eyes completely black over and your hands and feet turn into claws.” Jack described to her.

“Wait...I don’t grow a tail, do I?” 

“No, the only werewolves that grow a tail when they change are Asian Werewolves.” Jack smirked.  “They look the most like a wolf.”

She had forgotten all about her dessert as she sat there, transfixed, while trying to picture herself in her other form. 

Jack picked up his bowl of chocolate mousse and looked from it to her bowl.

“Actually, I have an idea of how we could REALLY enjoy our desserts.”  He gave her a mischievous grin. 

“What?” She shook herself from her reverie.

He stood up again, took her hand, pulled her to her feet too and guided her back to the bed.  Next, he removed both of their bathrobes and laid her down on top of the covers.  He dipped his fingers into his bowl of the chocolate softness then ran them down her body, from the nape of her neck to her crotch.  Then
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