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Chapter 1

Encounter

There are things in life you don’t want to believe in, that can’t possibly be real, but if you don’t believe in them, they could kill you… And you have a better chance of surviving if you can accept their existence…



Only once in my life had I seen a wolf in Deadwood, South Dakota. They weren’t a common sight. But as I rounded the corner of my parents’ house, I gasped as I watched a gigantic gray wolf sprint across the wide clearing in the back yard. 

It was a warm June afternoon and I’d gone outside to water Mom’s plants. The wolf had spotted me and skidded to a stop, panting heavily with saliva dripping from its jaws. I don’t know if he saw me fumbling with the watering can, heard me muttering to myself, or if he caught my scent, but I had his full attention.

I didn’t move and tried to plan my best escape route. If I dropped the watering can and ran to the sliding glass door, I figured I could get inside before he could make his way to me and chew my leg off. Or, if I held onto the watering can, I could use it as a weapon and swing it at him to protect myself.

But instead, I did nothing. I felt frozen in place, terrified to do anything but stare back at him. As he lifted his muzzle and sniffed the air, I scrutinized him from head to tail and realized that wolves weren’t supposed to be that huge. I’d guess his size was comparable to a grizzly bear or a small cow. My fear and panic skyrocketed and I thought for sure my heart would explode from beating too fast.

The wolf glanced back at the tree line he had just emerged from, and he emitted a low, menacing growl, which rumbled through his bared teeth. The tiny hairs on my neck stood straight up and goose bumps exploded all over my skin. 

And then, his body noticeably quivered, it grew in size… but not like a bigger wolf. His front legs raised off the ground and drew closer to his sides, resembling muscular arms. The wolf’s paws stretched and transformed into sharp claws. And his torso shot upwards into a hunched standing position, at least two feet taller than me. 

No way. I blinked my eyes rapidly and my mouth hung open in shock. No freaking way!

Three seconds passed, and he returned to the wolf shape.

He snapped his teeth and glared at me before launching across the yard at a ridiculous speed. When he reached the far side of our property and disappeared into the woods, he had become a blur, a fuzzy image. And I had perfect eyesight, which meant he moved so fast I could no longer make out his individual features.

I leaned against the vinyl siding on the house and exhaled loudly, attempting to calm my nerves and let everything I had just witnessed actually register in my mind. I let my head drop to my chest and closed my eyes.

Suddenly, I heard the pounding of feet as they crunched broken branches and undergrowth in the woods. Did the wolf circle around? Or was this noise coming from what had chased him?

My answer came instantly as another large wolf, with a different color of fur, bounded out of the tree line. I screamed, startling him with my high-pitched squeal of terror. He stopped running and gazed at me, tilting his head as a dog would do, trying to comprehend something or listen intently. The black wolf took a few steps towards me and I sucked up against the house, holding the watering can tightly with both hands, ready to start swinging.

He kept looking at me, but not in a threatening way. I swear his head and eyes moved slightly up and down, inspecting my body. Maybe checking to see if the first wolf took a bite out of me? I wasn’t psychic, so all I could do was guess at the reasons for his behavior. 

He never changed his shape as the first wolf had done, and I didn’t notice any attempt on his part to do so. He didn’t snarl or raise his hackles. Regardless, he still scared me. An average size wolf crossing my path would scare me, and these two wolves were far from average.

I also couldn’t be sure if the wolves were male or female, but I found myself referring to them as males. And thankfully they weren’t close enough for me to peer at their undersides for dangling boy parts.

This second wolf seemed anxious to leave and resume his hot pursuit. He lowered his snout to the ground and sniffed, immediately picking up the trail of the angry wolf, and snorted as he scanned the area where the scent guided him toward the trees. 

He turned to look at me one last time with gentle, almost sad, eyes. He redirected his focus, gazing at a parting in the trees, and sprung forward, chasing after the other wolf. His body became a blur, just like the first wolf, moving at supernatural speed.

Supernatural… The size of the wolves. The unnatural behavior. The speed and strength. And the ultimate supernatural phenomenon - the angry wolf shape shifting into a monster, some kind of immense beast thing. I admit - I loved reading young adult, paranormal and fantasy books and watching similar shows, but I never thought any werewolves seriously existed. Because what else could it have been? 

No one had been with me to confirm the far-fetched incident, to tell me that they, too, believed two werewolves had run across my back yard. And one had transformed into the standing version of a werewolf, barely forty feet in front of me. I was the only one home. Mom had left for work; a nurse stuck on nights at the hospital. I didn’t have any brothers or sisters. And the Rapid City Prison had been Dad’s place of residence for the previous two years, with another two years to go.

I waited ten minutes, straining to hear anything out of the ordinary, but the birds tweeted merrily and a lone rabbit hopped across the green grass, finding a spot to nibble on leaves. I moved slowly towards the outside spigot and filled the watering can, accidentally overflowing it onto my feet as my mind wandered. 

Do I tell anyone what I saw? What about my best friend, Sophia? I did not experience some kind of delusion or hallucination, I’m not on drugs, and the last time I checked, I was a normal, stable human being. Sophia would believe me. Or pretend to.

I needed to pull myself together. In a few hours, I had to take a test online and I didn’t want to make a bunch of mistakes on it. After I had graduated high school last year, I enrolled in several online classes. The latest and final course covered internet marketing. Within a month, I’d be finished and get a certificate.

As I watered the flowers, I couldn’t stop glancing at the woods, swishing my head left and right, worried about what else might leap from the trees into the back yard at any moment. 

I refilled the watering can six times, lugging it to all the plants, and thoroughly drenching the soil. After twenty peaceful minutes had passed without any disturbances, I decided to stay outside a little longer and pull weeds from the landscape rock.

Just as I crouched into an uncomfortable squatting position and jerked a thistle from the loose rocks, a flock of birds screeched and flew across the clearing. Everything grew silent and I couldn’t hear any sounds of nature. I scrambled to the sliding glass door. My fingers gripped the handle, ready to zing the door across its track and dash inside at the first sign of danger.

My curiosity rooted my feet in place and I watched in anticipation for what had frightened the wildlife. The cause of the commotion approached swiftly. The boom-boom of heavy feet thumping on the ground, racing through the trees. I knew the two wolves had returned, but why?

Snarling, barking, jaws snapping, a yowl of pain… The limbs shook and leaves fell from several trees twenty-five feet away… and then the wolves tumbled into my view. Their jaws locked together and pulled apart, trying to get a meaty mouthful of each other’s flesh. They thrashed violently on the ground and a stream of blood shot into the air, landing on the concrete patio near me.

The angry wolf rolled and freed himself from the tangle of legs, spinning around to face me. He suddenly rushed forward, his eyes glued on me. I was his target.




Chapter 2

Replay

The large, gray wolf didn’t make it more than a few feet before the black wolf attacked him again, latching onto his back leg with a sickening crunch of his teeth on bone. The gray wolf yelped from the pain and temporarily forgot about me. As the two wolves circled each other, the gray one’s bitten leg left a trail of blood. He seemed to favor it, not putting his full weight on the leg, and slightly limping.

The black wolf gave me the impression that he meant to protect me from the malicious wolf, although it could have been wishful thinking on my part. But all of the black wolf’s actions so far led me to believe that he wanted to keep the bad wolf away from me.

Unexpectedly, the black wolf quivered and in a flash, his body turned into a beast. He stood upright on what had been his two hind legs. I noticed a nasty gash on his forearm and saw the blood dripping off the ends of his claws. Both wolves had wounds, but it bothered me seeing the black wolf injured. 

I didn’t need to sugar-coat it - they were werewolves, and no one could change my mind. I gawked at the black beast and a pathetic whimper slipped out of my throat.

The gray wolf transformed, too, probably because in the shape of a beast he could do more damage, and would be deadlier.

The black werewolf cautiously watched the movements of his opponent, but his nearly human eyes captured my gaze. In a guttural voice, he shouted at me, “Go inside now!”

He spoke! The werewolf spoke to me! I fumbled for the handle on the door, slid it open, and jumped into the house, closing and locking the door behind me.

I was so screwed. If I had to bet, those creatures could bust through the glass without breaking a sweat. How would I keep them, or at least the gray wolf who seemed on a quest to attack me, from entering the house?

I stood inside and peered through the glass door. They had started fighting again, punching and kicking and using skillful combat maneuvers, all of which I had no clue what they were actually called. I had never been in a fight in my life. I could usually talk my way out of trouble. Or I simply steered clear of trouble in the first place.

The gray werewolf twitched uncontrollably and my so-called protector took advantage of the situation, lunging at his neck. But the gray one transformed into a four-legged wolf, managing to escape any injury simply by changing his shape. The gray wolf shook his head, rapidly backing away from the towering beast, and turned tail and ran at super speed towards the thick trees. I saw the chunks of sod flinging from his paws more so than I could see him. 

The black werewolf turned his head and gave me a small nod. But what did that signify? Was I safe now? Was he keeping a watchful eye over me? Would he track down the wolf who wanted to hurt me? Was he merely nodding a “hey, how are ya’ doing?”

I nodded back at him, unsure whether to smile with gratitude and relief, or remain still. 

He shape shifted back to a wolf and padded closer, within ten feet of the glass door and me. For a few seconds, we simply stared at each other. I had the sudden urge to unlock the door and walk outside. My hand moved to flip the lock up and the wolf took half a step towards me, but paused with his right front leg suspended in midair.

I had the door unlocked and started to slide it open when he reversed his direction, stepping backwards. He shook his huge head back and forth, as if telling me “no”, then pivoted on his hind legs and raced off. Gone.

I locked the door again and checked the wall clock. Mom would be on her first break. I grabbed the phone and called her.

After she answered, I exclaimed, “You are not going to believe what just happened.”

As soon as I said that, I realized I didn’t want to tell her everything. I couldn’t. She really wouldn’t believe me without having seen it for herself.

“Jill, please don’t tell me you were sprayed by a skunk again,” Mom
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