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            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      A sudden mass of screams erupted in unison as the low flying passenger jet flew through a flock of large birds, killing the starboard wing engine. The engine failure catapulted the aircraft off course and sent it plummeting toward the earth.

      The pilot did the best he could to reduce the angle of decent. Oxygen masks dropped from the ceiling, and passengers frantically pulled them over their heads. Tamara, one of the new flight attendants was scrambling to get hold of something solid as she slid down the aisle. Finally, her foot caught onto a seat post and stopped her. She reached an arm out and grasped another chair. She pulled herself up and tried to get to an old man who was struggling with his mask.

      At first, the rate of descent was too steep to get to him, but slowly the pilot brought the plane to a lesser angle giving Tamara more leverage to reach the old man. Some passengers had already secured their masks and assumed crash positions, folded forward with their heads between their knees. Others, though, were in a state of panic and weren’t doing anything right. Some tried to get up and get somewhere other than where they were, and some of them fell and injured themselves and others. Some simply sat in their seats and screamed while others appeared calm. Some people prayed while others cried. It was all Tamara could do to get to her knees and struggle with all her strength, slowly making progress to the old man.

      Ever so gradually the aircraft leveled. In the din of noise, the pilot informed everyone that they were going to hit the water soon. Everyone, he said, including the flight attendants needed to be in their seat in crash position. More screams rang out as the reality of the situation hit the conscious minds of the passengers. Seconds seemed like hours as Tamara now struggled to get into the seat next to the old man. In the rough, tumultuous bouncing, Tamara eventually got her seatbelt fastened. She assisted the old man into crash position then assumed the position herself. She waited and prayed.

      The screams and the other sounds that accompany an imminent plane wreck seemed to disappear. She waited, and waited, and waited. Even though it was anticipated, the jolt of the impact against the water felt as sudden as if it were a surprise. The sound of a speeding mass of metal colliding with the hard water element was deafening and seemingly non-ending. In a moment that lasted an eternity, the craft seemed to stop moving. Tamara’s hearing returned—she could hear screams again.

      She instantly assessed her predicament. She knew she had to get the nearest emergency exit open and activate the slide. Other flight attendants were already in the process. She raced to the nearest one and pulled the lever down, pushed the door out and pressed the button for the slide. Someone else had already brought a raft to the door. Together they pushed it down the slide. It inflated automatically. Once the slide was fully functional she encouraged passengers to start exiting the plane. They quickly filled the raft. One of the passengers pushed it away from the ramp, but there were still more passengers who needed to get off.

      Tamara went to the overhead storage and pulled the ceiling door down, dropping yet another raft. She dragged it to the door with the help of another attendant, pushed it out the door and triggered the inflation device. It took less than a minute for it to inflate fully and immediately more passengers filed out the door and down the slide to safety.

      Soon the plane was empty of all the living passengers. Those that got out were either in rafts or had their seat cushion flotation devices as well as the vests secured to them. In all, the evacuation of all passengers took less than 15 minutes from the time the plane hit the water. When the last person, including the crew, was off the plane, an alarm sounded.

      An announcement came over a loud speaker. “Congratulations ladies and gentleman, you’ve just completed the first realism training our company has ever held, and I’m glad to say that I’m impressed. Please get to the sides of the pool, dry off and make your way to the training room. Debriefing will be in twenty-five minutes.”

      Tamara sloshed her small frame through the waist deep water toward the edge of the pool. Her black hair had come out of its bun during the chaos. She tried to fix it as she chatted with one of the other flight attendants.

      “Some of that didn’t make any sense,” said the other employee. “If we hit a flock of birds, we wouldn’t have lost cabin pressure. Why did the masks drop?”

      “I don’t know. Maybe they just wanted us to get the full range of possible scenarios, you know, as much pandemonium and confusion as they could,” Tamara said. She gave up trying to put her hair back in the bun and let it fall. The ends reached the small of her back.
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        * * *

      

      That training exercise was five years ago and luckily nothing even remotely close to that had ever happened. The current flight though, from San Francisco to St. Louis was as hectic as one could get. The plane was full that evening, and the crew was short handed. One of the flight attendants didn’t show up. There were normally four women to work the plane, one in first class and three in coach. Tamara was one of the two working coach. She poured soft drinks, served snacks and provided pillows and blankets for those passengers who wanted to get some sleep.

      The attendant working first class was Shakara, Tamara’s best friend, who normally worked in coach with her but had to cover for the no-show. The four hour voyage seemed unending. One passenger in particular though helped make the flight a little more tolerable. He was polite and considerate of her situation. Whenever they made eye contact he smiled and said something to make her laugh and get her mind temporarily off the maddening pace she had to keep. Several times he attempted to make conversation but inevitably another passenger interrupted. Tamara had no opportunity to sit and relax.

      The warm summer sun was about to set on the western horizon as the jet finally approached the runway. The flight attendants buckled themselves into their seats for final approach. Tamara’s seat was in the back of the aircraft. She remained there while the pilot completed docking procedures.  After the engines shut off, Tamara followed the last passenger down the aisle. The crew finished their assigned duties to shut down the plane and disembarked. The entire crew on this flight was women. That included the pilot, co-pilot and flight engineer. They all walked up the ramp together. They stepped out of the tunnel and headed toward the curbside shuttle when a handsome young man in a business suit approached them. Tamara recognized him as the passenger from the flight who made her laugh.

      He walked directly up to her. “Hello,” he said, “my name is William. I couldn’t find the appropriate opportunity to introduce myself on board. You were so busy.”

      “Yes, I was,” she responded with a smile.

      “I wasn’t going to let either of us leave this airport without coming over and talking to you.”

      One of the other flight attendants rudely interrupted, “So now that you have, are you going to leave?”

      “Shakara!” Tamara hissed through clenched teeth.

      “No,” retorted William without looking at Shakara. “Actually I have some time to wait for a connecting flight. I was hoping it would be possible to get together for a cup of coffee. I couldn’t let someone with as pretty a smile as yours get away without asking.”

      Tamara blushed just a little as she turned to look at her co-workers. They all had twenty-four hours before they had to return to work. Tamara and Shakara were single and stayed in a hotel at the airport provided by the airlines. Two were married and lived in St. Louis. Nobody ever knew where the other one went. They all just shrugged their shoulders.

      “It’s up to you, girl,” one of the married women responded.

      “Well, I don’t think it’s a good idea,” Shakara said. “You don’t even know this guy.”

      “Listen,” William broke in, “I’m planning on staying right here in the coffee shop, and—Shakara, is it? If you’d like to join us, you’re welcome too.”

      “I’ll be fine, Shakara,” Tamara said. She turned to William, “I think I’ll take you up on that offer. I’m too wired to sleep right away anyway.”

      “That’s great.” It was obvious he was pleased. Why wouldn’t he be? She had the visual characteristics that he’d been attracted to all his life. She was incredibly gorgeous.  Probably stood between five-six and five-seven, maybe 120 to 125 pounds. Her olive skin, dark eyes and jet black hair, pinned up to the back of her head, gave her a Mediterranean look or was it Pacific Islander? Maybe a little Asian? If so, Amerasian by the size of her breasts: “C” cup for sure. She had a perfectly proportioned rear end, not too large, not too small.  She carried herself well, too. He’d noticed her great posture each time she passed his seat.

      Again Shakara: “If you’re not in the room soon I’m calling security.”

      “Okay, okay, Shakara. Now go on your way, I’ll be great—promise!” She gave her friend a smile as she shooed her away.

      The four remaining crew members left as William and Tamara walked toward the 24 hour coffee shop. They easily found a table and started with the normal small talk. They discussed different places they’d been, foods they liked and favorite things to do. They told a few jokes, laughed and had a really pleasant time. During a pause in the conversation Tamara looked at her watch for the first time.

      “Oh my goodness, Shakara must be worried sick. I didn’t realize how much time has gone by. I really need to let her know I’m okay. I’d better call her.”

      “I think she’s probably asleep by now. I don’t think you should wake her. Besides, if she was seriously worried she would have called the military, don’t you think?”

      Tamara laughed again. “Oh, she’s not really that bad. She’s just had too many bad relationships. I think that she feels as though she’s protecting me.”

      “She tried hard to scare me away.”

      “I’m glad she didn’t.”

      William smiled. “You two are pretty close I guess.”

      “Yeah. We’ve been through good and bad together. Luckily not both at the same time.”

      “That’s really great to have a friend so concerned for you. How do I get on her good side?”

      “She doesn’t have a bad side. Her bark is worse than her bite.” After a short pause Tamara continued. “Why do you need to be on her good side?”

      “Well, I’m hoping to be able to see you again, and I surely don’t want her disliking me. That won’t help my cause any.”

      “And just what is your cause?” Tamara questioned with a little tilt of her head and uncertainty in her voice.

      “My cause is to get to know you better. I’m having a great time. Really. I think when two people get along this well right away it would be a shame to let it go and not make plans to stay in touch in some manner. Maybe it’s just me.”

      Their eyes locked for a brief moment. “It’s not just you,” Tamara admitted. “I didn’t imagine I’d be here this long. You are so easy to talk to.”

      “It takes two,” he added.

      At one point Tamara tilted her head back and removed the clips that held her hair in place. Thick, black and shinning, it cascaded toward the floor like a waterfall. It reached its full length and bounced back up as she shook her head slightly back and forth. Sitting in front of her he couldn’t see how long it was but the way it framed her olive skin and smooth complexion, round face and brown eyes, full lips and great smile rendered him speechless. He struggled for something to say but was too astounded by her beauty to formulate any words. Just then a voice on the public announcement system started boarding procedures for his flight. In 15 minutes, he would be getting on a plane to JFK airport in New York.

      William found his voice. “I’m not leaving here without a way to get in touch with you,” he insisted. “I’d really like to be able to call you. Maybe just email. Anything. Where do you live?”

      “I don’t actually live anywhere.” She felt awkward saying so. “I fly from city to city. When I have a longer break, I usually visit with the closest person I know. I don’t really have an address.” She wrote a number for him on a napkin and stuffed it in his shirt pocket. “This is my cell number. Call me on the date I wrote. I’ll be at my brother’s and will have time to talk for a while.”

      They got up and walked to the gate together. “I’m definitely going to call you.” His voice was assured and confident.

      “I don’t doubt it for a second, William.” At that, she leaned into him and kissed him lightly on the cheek. He reached out and gently grabbed her hand with both of his. She smiled a big smile, winked, turned and walked away.

      William could only stand there and watch her. He knew how pretty she was when he first saw her. But now she had this glow about her. This was the first time he saw that her hair fell to the small of her back. She carried her small frame tall and confidently. He saw her turn to get a last glance of him before she rounded a corner and was out of sight. Her vision remained in his head. He could still feel her hand in his. He stood there motionless.

      The gate attendant snapped William out of his trance.

      “Are you getting on this plane, sir?”

      “Yes, sir I am. I’d rather not be though.”

      “I know what you mean,” the man said.
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        * * *

      

      Tamara caught the next shuttle to her hotel. She sat in the front seat on the door side. She always liked to see out the front window. William was foremost on her mind.

      “Really nice guy. What is it I like about him. Can’t quite put my finger on it. Maybe it’s his directness. Maybe it’s how open he is. He seems so genuine and honest. Maybe it’s everything.”

      She definitely liked his appearance.

      “Taller than me, but not by too much, probably just under six feet. A little thin but not under weight. Wavy, dark, black hair, a bit longer than strictly clean-cut but not messy. Bright green eyes and a nice tan, obviously not a fake-bake. He walks with good posture and appears well-groomed. More so than most single men. Maybe he’s married. Boy, wouldn’t that be something. Just like me to fall into that trap again. Aw, come on, give the guy a chance. Besides, you don’t even know him, hell you might not ever see him again.”

      But as soon as those words left her mouth she knew that she wanted to and would.

      The shuttle stopped at the front of the hotel, and the driver thanked her for the lovely conversation. Tamara looked at him quizzically.

      “Was I talking out loud?”

      The driver looked at her, amused. “The whole time,” he said.

      She giggled and shrugged her shoulders, said goodnight and went to her room. She slipped in as quietly as she could, careful not to wake Shakara. She fell asleep almost immediately with a smile. It seemed like only ten minutes later that she woke up to Shakara calling her name.

      “Wake up, girl, you’ve got enough time to shower, dress and put your war paint on before we have to get our asses to the plane.”

      “You’re kidding, right?”

      “No.”

      “I just fell asleep.”

      “You slept all day. What time did you come in last night?”

      “It was this morning.”

      “Yeah. I was worried about you all night.”

      “No, you weren’t. You would’ve called in the military if you were.” Tamara grinned.

      “What are you talking about?”

      “Oh, nothing. It’s just an inside joke.”

      “So you spent the night making fun of me? I see how you are.”

      “We did talk about you. How could I not? You’re my best friend. We also talked about me, him…hell we talked about damn near everything.”

      “The whole night?”

      “Right up to the time he got on his flight.”

      “Really?” Shakara’s tone revealed her disbelief.

      “Yeah, really.”

      “So where is Mr. Motor Mouth now?”

      Tamara thought for a minute. “He’s probably home in Vermont by now.”

      “Vermont?” Shakara squawked.

      “Yesss.” Tamara’s irritation showed through. “Anything else you want to know?”

      “You know what I want to know.”

      Tamara did know what her friend was getting at but didn’t feel like getting into it right then.

      “I need to get in the shower, remember?” She got out of bed and started walking toward the shower. Shakara grabbed her arm and stopped her. Tamara knew better than to resist. Shakara was as strong as she looked. She stood five feet, seven and weighed in at 135, mostly muscle. She worked hard at it, but in no way did her strength take away from her femininity. She had all the right curves in all the right places. Her straightened hair framed both sides of her slightly oval face. She curled the ends to rest on her shoulders. Her bangs were cut straight across her forehead just above her eyebrows.

      “Just tell me he isn’t married,” Shakara insisted.

      “He’s not married. There, okay?”

      Shakara stayed quiet.

      “Well…I don’t think so,” Tamara admitted.

      “Did you ask him?”

      “Yeah, right. And he’s going to tell me that he is, right?” She gently shook her arm free, went into the bathroom and took her shower. When she returned Shakara was sitting in a chair crying. Tamara walked over and put her arms around her best friend.

      “Hey, girl. Listen, I’m going to be careful, okay? Trust me, after what we’ve been through, I wouldn’t fall into that trap. You’ve taught me too well.”

      “You better be damn sure, girl,” Shakara managed through her tears.

      “If it weren’t for your beautiful black ass I’d still be with that jerk from Georgia, remember him? William’s not like him, I can feel it…”

      Shakara started to protest.

      “…and I am going to move slowly.” She dried Shakara’s tears with some tissue. “Let’s go, babe, we’ve got a plane to catch.”
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            CHAPTER TWO

          

        

      

    

    
      The flight from St. Louis International Airport to Los Angeles was rather uneventful. Tamara and Shakara spent most of the time serving drinks and snacks. Although it was a short flight, the attendants worked the entire time. The jetliner landed in L.A., unloaded, reloaded and refueled. The only people who got off the plane were those not continuing on to San Francisco.

      Thirty-five minutes later the aircraft was again accelerating down the runway approaching speeds over 200 miles per hour. About an hour or so later, they were descending again. Upon their arrival at SFO the two women checked the airline’s employee app to see their schedules for any last-minute changes made by the airlines. It happened occasionally, and in fact they discovered that a change had been made to Shakara’s schedule. Once they eventually got to Chicago they would have to go their separate ways. It was going to be three weeks before they had a chance to spend some decent time together. That was nothing new. They worked apart more often than they worked together.

      The two had become friends when they met working the same flight five years earlier, right after the crash simulation training. Shakara had been extremely down in the dumps and angry. The previous night had been one of her worst. A man she had been dating for over a year confessed that he was married and could no longer carry on his charade. It hit her like two tons of bricks. That was the second time in three years that she had unknowingly gotten involved with an unfaithful man. She hadn’t trusted men since.

      Tamara had just graduated her training. That flight was her first actual service duty. She was twenty-five years old and recently out of her second long-term relationship. Her most recent relationship of four years to a man who had promised her the world came tumbling down when she discovered that he was no longer interested in her.

      It took her almost a year, lots of counseling and career training to gain her self-confidence back.

      She began dating again, every now and then, but somehow it never seemed to feel right. Certainly not like the first one had. She grimaced with the  introspection that most of those men were married, simply looking for a piece of ass, after which they returned to their wives never to be heard from again.

      When Tamara and Shakara met, an instant bond developed between them. Before any words were spoken, they somehow knew they had a lot in common. From there, the friendship grew into one that only women can have. They talked of every detail and every painful thought. They laughed, cried, shared happiness, sadness and never kept anything from one another. In times of disagreement or opinion of a prospective boyfriend, they had no trouble being honest with one another. Anyone looking at them would think they were sisters except for the difference in their skin color.

      The night in San Francisco was the last one they would spend together for a while. Neither of them felt like going out or spending a lot of money. They stayed in Shakara’s small apartment and talked. Twelve hours from then, they would again be airborne. They decided to get a few hours sleep. Trying to fall asleep, Tamara’s mind wandered back to William. She had been so busy since the coffee shop that she didn’t have time to go over the events of the night before. She’d developed a habit of doing this whenever she met a new guy. She would remember the things he said and how he said them. She looked for little clues that might indicate a fault, flaw or lie. She did that to protect herself.

      More than one man had lied to her before. But then she thought that was the kind of guy she was attracted to, some kind of curse. She could usually tell right from the start, but she would ignore her intuition and go out with him anyway, only to be disappointed again. She didn’t sense that in William though. Had she, she wouldn’t have stayed with him as long as she did. Of course, Shakara didn’t trust him, but that went without saying. Tamara was genuinely looking forward to talking to him again.

      Morning came way too fast and they were back to the grind. Tamara and Shakara worked the flight to Seattle, then over to Chicago. In Chicago, Shakara had to stay on the plane to head for Miami. Tamara had a small layover before going to Denver then back to Seattle. They made sure all the passengers got safely off the plane. Tamara stayed around to help Shakara prep her section, and at the last possible second, took a quick moment to say goodbye.

      “I guess I’ll be seeing you later girl,” Shakara stammered holding back tears.

      “Hey. Three weeks won’t be bad. We’ve endured worse.”

      “I know, I know. I just miss the hell out of you when we’re not together, that’s all.”

      “Listen, I’ll be in New York in three weeks. Thursday I think. You too, right?”

      “Yeah, but only for three hours. It’ll be hard to get any time.”

      “Anytime I get a chance to be with you, I’ll take it. Even if it’s only for a few minutes,” Tamara assured her.

      “You’re a special lady Miss Tamara Gustavson. Don’t you forget that. And don’t go messin’ around where you shouldn’t be, hear me girl?”

      “You know me. I’ll be careful.”

      “That’s the problem, I do know you. Go slow with William. I don’t trust him.”

      “You don’t trust anyone.”

      “Go slow,” Shakara insisted.

      “I’ll go slow,” Tamara stressed. “There’s no harm in talking to him on the phone is there?”

      “No, but keep a clear head.”

      “Yes, Mother.” Tamara bowed with her hands flat together in front of her.

      “Go on and get out of here. I have work to do.”

      “I’m gone. I love you. See you in New York.”

      Then as a last thought Tamara added, “Maybe it’s about time you met somebody and practice what you preach.”

      “Yeah, yeah.” Shakara watched her best friend disappear.

      Tamara stayed at the gate and waited until Shakara’s plane took off. That was one of their customs. Once the plane was off and away, Tamara slumped into a chair and took a deep breath. She felt alone again. The same way she did every time she wasn’t with Shakara. She knew it was just temporary. That would keep her going. The other thing was that she now had William’s call to look forward to. She kept reminding herself not to get too hung up on a guy she barely knew. Somehow though, she couldn’t help feeling a little bit excited, cautiously excited.

      Time seemed to drag on for the remaining hours before she could board the next flight to Denver. She read a magazine, helped a few passengers navigate the terminal and grabbed a quick bite to eat. Finally her plane landed.

      She watched out the window as the tarmac crew readied the plane for its next leg. The fuel truck tucked under the wing and filled it with jet fuel. The catering truck backed in, elevated to the loading door and replenished the supply of meals and snacks. Soon the conveyor belt rolled into position followed closely by the luggage carrier. The seats at the gate gradually filled and a line started at the gate desk. A short time later the other crew members arrived and before long boarding procedures began. Tamara quickly settled into work mode and everything else went to the back of her mind. Until Denver.

      Then it was the waiting game all over again. She tried to make the best of her time whenever she could. She tried to never sit around and twiddle her thumbs unless the layover time was too short to do anything. Time permitting she would go out and see what there was to do. She knew most of the areas around the various airports she frequented and would go to a museum or nice café.

      This time however she didn’t have enough time to get out of the airport, find something to do and return in time. She decided to hang out in the twenty-four hour coffee shop. A television was on but that didn’t keep her attention. It was a news program, and all the negativity usually depressed her. As she started to pull her magazine from her carry-on she realized that this coffee shop was situated the same as the one in St. Louis. Coincidentally, maybe, she found herself in the same chair as she had been seated when she was with William. A huge smile brought the corners of her mouth up the sides of her face, and she couldn’t help laughing aloud.

      “Somethin’ funny?” A man’s voice interrupted.

      “Huh?” Tamara responded, startled.

      “I asked if there was somethin’ funny.”

      Tamara composed herself and focused to see who was talking to her. There in front of her stood a man that could only be a cowboy. He appeared out of nowhere. He was quite tall and unusually thin for his frame. He was bow-legged and wore a pair of torn blue jeans that covered lizard skin boots. An oversized shiny belt buckle of a steer head and a white cowboy hat from under which hung dark shoulder length, uncombed hair. She presumed this guy to be Mexican, but his accent certainly indicated he could be from Texas. The vision of him made her forget why he was there.

      “I’m sorry. I beg your pardon?”

      “I’s just curious what y’all was laughin’ at,” the man asked gruffly.

      Hesitantly she responded, “I was just remembering a good time, and it made me laugh.”

      His demeanor changed to a more pleasant one. “Hey, that’s great. You know it’s healthy to laugh?”

      “Yes, I do know that. What I don’t know is who you are.”

      “Oh, I’m sorry ma’am.” He extended his right hand. “My name is Peter. I’m here waitin’ for my flight. And you are.”

      “I’m Tamara. How are you Peter?”

      “Not havin’ as much fun as you are. What was that good time y'all was memberin’?

      “Um, that’s kind of personal.”

      “Really?”

      “Yeah, well, I just met this guy, and I remembered something. That’s all.”

      “He must be special if he can bring a smile to a woman as beautiful as you.”

      Tamara half smiled and half chuckled. Modestly, she thanked him. “And yes, I think he is kind of special.” To herself she thought, do I? She caught a glimpse of the crew she knew was headed for Seattle. “I need to get going now, my crew is here, and I have to ready the plane. It was nice to meet you Peter.”

      “Likewise ma’am.” Peter tipped his white cowboy hat. “Where you jet-settin’ off to anyways?”

      “Seattle,” Tamara answered quickly as she collected her belongings and caught up with the rest of her crew. She knew some of them. Jim was the captain, Laura was a flight attendant. The other two she did not know. Their names were on her list but she couldn’t recall them. She greeted Jim and Laura when she caught up to them, who introduced her to Jill and George, the other attendants. Together they readied the plane and eventually started to let the passengers board. Tamara wanted to use the restroom before they took off. Then, while Jill was reviewing the mandatory safety information, Tamara walked the only aisle to ensure all the passengers had their seat belts fastened and the seat backs were upright. She came upon a man whose belt wasn’t fastened. She immediately recognized the belt buckle.

      “Hey, Peter, I need you to fasten your lap belt.”

      “Well, hello there Tamara. Is this a coincidence?”

      “I guess you’re going to Seattle too, huh?”

      “Oh no! Is this plane going to Seattle?” he asked horrified.

      “Yes, it is. Are you on the wrong plane?”

      “No,” he replied calmly, then burst into a sickly bout of laughter.

      Tamara started to laugh with him. “You had me going on that one,” she admitted. “I almost had the plane back at the gate.”

      “Anything to make a person laugh. Especially you sweetheart,” he said in an almost domineering tone.

      “Don’t lay it on too thick cowboy. It’s a short flight.”

      Peter’s attitude suddenly worsened. “Would you prefer I make you cry?” he asked antagonistically with a hint of anger in his tone. Tamara had a chill sweep over her body. It frightened her. There was something about this guy that she didn’t trust. Goosebumps covered her entire body. She managed to make light of it, told him that she preferred to laugh and repeated that he needed to buckle up.

      “Yes ma’am,” he retorted. Tamara finished her inspection and returned to the front of the cabin. She told Jill, the other flight attendant, about Peter’s comment. Jill suggested they switch sections. At first Tamara didn’t think that was necessary, but Jill insisted. Deep down Tamara was thankful for it. They landed in Seattle on schedule, and the passengers began to unload. Tamara was bidding them all goodnight at the door. Peter was the last one. He stopped and tipped his hat.

      “Goodnight, ma’am. I wish’d I’da had a chance to make ya laugh s’more. Ya know it’s good for ya?” He stood there as if waiting for a reply.

      “Ahh, you did a great job Peter, thank you. Y’all have a good night now, hear?” She saw his smirk and wondered if he’d caught her sarcasm.

      “Oh, I plan on it. You can count on that.”

      His tone seemed almost demonic to her as he tipped his white cowboy hat again. She got the same chills. It scared her, and she couldn’t hide it this time. Peter chortled as he stepped off the plane.

      After the flight crew completed shut-down of the plane they headed into the airport building. Peter was there, leaning with one shoulder against a wall opposite the gate. Tamara couldn’t refrain from looking at him. He winked at Tamara and formed a kiss with his lips. The crew turned and walked toward baggage claim to get to the shuttle stop. As they stood on the curb bidding each other farewell, Peter walked out. He stopped and again leaned a shoulder against a support pillar seemingly watching them, or at least one of them. Once he noticed they recognized him, he walked up to the group and expressly focused his attention on Tamara.

      Immediately her chills returned. His tall, lanky frame stood a few inches over six feet, but he couldn’t have weighed more than one hundred sixty pounds, give or take a few. These features on their own wouldn’t make the average person consider him a formidable threat. But his dark skin, scarred face, offset jaw, scraggly black hair haphazardly protruding from under his white cowboy hat, and dark brown eyes that were set too close and deep into his skull all conspired to indicate caution when dealing with him.

      “Hello again ma’am. Tamara, ain’t it?” He didn’t wait for an affirmation. “Seems as though we just keep runnin’ into each other like this. You s’pose that means somethin’?”

      Despite her chills, Tamara tried to take control.

      “Actually Peter, yes I do. It means that you and I were on the same flight, and we’re in the same airport. It happens to me everyday. I don‘t see anything special about it.”

      Peter didn’t let it go. “I was hopin’ you would be part of the good time I was plannin’ on havin’ tonight.” He moved closer to her.

      Tamara stepped back immediately.

      “Don’t count on it Peter.” She inadvertently scanned his uncommonly lanky figure with more than a hint of dislike. “You’re not at all my type. You won’t be having fun with me.”

      If his eyes weren’t in the shadows of their own sockets, Tamara could have seen  the immediate dilation of his pupils. She did however detect the change in the tone of his voice to a more menacing one.

      “Well, I do reckon that’s too damn bad,” he barked, sounding scorned. “I have a feeling you know how to treat me just right.”

      “I beg your pardon?” she said, offended as she watched him scan her body up and down admiringly, sucking back a buildup of saliva.

      “Calm down, would you. No harm done.” He smiled broadly, exposing several gold-framed teeth.

      At that point, Jim noticed and stepped in. “Let’s go,” he said, taking Tamara’s arm. “We have a bus to catch.”

      Jim, Tamara, Jill and George walked away.

      Once they were a distance away, Jill commented about how weird Peter was. “I don’t know what to think about him,” she added.

      “I don’t either,” interjected George. “but I don’t like him. Tamara, where are you staying tonight?”

      “I stay with my brother here in Seattle. He lives about a half-hour away. He usually comes to get me but tonight I have to take a cab.”

      “Not tonight you’re not. Let me take you there,” Jill demanded.

      “No, I’ll be okay.”

      “Jim, you’re the captain. Order her to let me take her home,” Jill insisted.

      “I think that it’s a pretty good idea Tamara,” Jim concurred. “I’ll stay behind to make sure Mr. Cowboy over there stays put. George, would you go with the ladies please?”

      “Of course.”

      “I can see I’m outnumbered here,” Tamara conceded.

      When the next shuttle rolled up, George, Jill and Tamara got on, along with several other people. Peter headed toward it as well.

      Jim wasn’t as tall as Peter, but a pretty hefty guy, likely twice Peter’s weight, with a full, but well-trimmed beard. He stepped in front of Peter. “Peter, is it?” He didn’t wait for an affirmation. “There’s not going to be room for you on this one,” he announced firmly.

      Peter was only slightly stunned at the gall of the man. He looked at the shuttle behind Jim, then directly into Jim’s eyes. “Look like there’s plenty of room.” He stated, no longer talking with an accent. He side-stepped Jim but Jim moved to block him again.

      “The next stop is going to fill it up,” Jim said.

      “I suggest you get the fuck out of my way,” Peter warned.

      “Or what? You’re going to move me?” Jim smirked, looking at the frail body in front of him. Then the shuttle door closed, and the bus drove away. Peter watched it drive by. He focused on Tamara and again threw her a distant kiss.

      Tamara saw it. “That guy’s a freaking creep. I hope Jim will be okay,” Tamara told the other two.

      “Jim can take care of himself,” George assured her.

      The shuttle took the employees to the parking lot where Jill’s car was. The two ladies got in and drove out of the airport. On the way to Tamara’s brother’s house, the two women got to know each other a little better.

      “So Tamara,” Jill asked, “how do you know this guy?”

      “I don’t even really know him. He came up to me in the airport while I was waiting for you all to come back. He seemed like a nice guy at first, but then on the plane he gave me the creeps.”

      “I hate that part of the job,” Jill admitted. “I mean you meet a lot of nice people but there are those select few who either scare you or just pester the heck out of you.”

      “This guy was definitely one of those,” concurred Tamara, “but hey, let’s change the subject. How long have you lived in Seattle?”

      Jill’s response reminded Tamara of herself. “I don’t think I do live here. I have an apartment here. I have an address here, and a landline, but I never seem to be here.”

      “Another one of the things you don’t like about the job, right?”

      “Exactly, except I can’t blame it all on the job, directly.”

      “How’s that?” Tamara asked.

      “My fiancé lives in Denver. I go there whenever I can, usually during the longer breaks. Other times he’ll meet me at the airport. Every once in a while he comes up here.”

      “So when is the last time you stayed with him?”

      “He came to see me at the airport today, but I don’t stay with him.”

      “What do you mean? You don’t sleep with him?”

      “No, of course not,” Jill stated plainly.

      “Wow! How long have you two been engaged?”

      “It’ll be three years this August.”

      “And you guys haven’t slept together?” Tamara couldn’t believe it. She couldn’t keep from almost yelling.

      “No, of course not,” Jill answered again.

      “Hold on…well…never mind. I’m sorry. It’s not any of my business, I shouldn’t pry. It’s just hard for me to believe. I mean, I’m not calling you a liar. I believe you, I just can’t believe…well, imagine…three years? I’ve only been with one guy for over three years. The rest never even lasted six months.”

      “And you slept with them?” asked Jill.

      “Well, yeah.”

      “And you’re not with them anymore.”

      “Well, yeah.” Tamara had nothing else to say. Silence fell into the car for a few blocks. Tamara thought about what should have been so obvious. “Wow. Am I that blind?”

      “You’re young Tamara. I truly believe our abstinence is the reason we’re still together. We’ve taken the time to get to know each other without the expectation of a sexual relationship. Plus,” Jill added with a small twinge of wickedness, “we still have our first time together to look forward to.”

      “You have a good point there. But what if the sex is lousy, or even just mediocre?”

      “It won’t be. You see, we’re already happy when we’re together, so the sex can only make it better.”

      “I don’t know,” admitted Tamara, “I can’t subscribe to that philosophy. Good sex is important to me. It’ll make or break the relationship.”

      “There’s nothing wrong with that. I just think a little time investment beforehand saves a lot of heartache in the long run.”

      “I certainly can’t disagree with you there,” Tamara concurred as she mentally reviewed her most recent relationships, if they could be called that.

      “So are you seeing anybody now?”

      “No, well, yes…no. Not really.”

      “Well, which is it?”

      “I don’t know. No, I guess it’s no.”

      “You just met somebody?” guessed Jill.

      “I just met this guy in St. Louis. He’s really nice. We only just met in the airport, but we sat and talked for nearly six hours. He’s going to call me tomorrow. I can’t believe how much I’m looking forward to talking to him again. Is that stupid?” Tamara wanted to know.

      “I don’t think so,” assured Jill. “So you think it might lead somewhere?”

      “Oh I don’t know. He lives in Vermont.”

      “Holy smokes! That’s what I call a G-U-D.”

      “G-U-D?” asked Tamara.

      “Yeah, it stands for geographically undesirable.”  They both laughed over that one. Jill continued, “If I may, can I offer some unsolicited advice?”

      “Sure, go ahead. You’re the one whose relationship is working.”

      “You’re not in any rush. Like I said, you’re young. Don’t make a decision too soon. Just get to know him for a while and use the intuition God gave you. It’s your best tool.”

      “I know you’re right.” Tamara thought a bit. “I really do want to have kids though.”

      “You’re still young Tamara. If that’s what you truly want it’ll happen. Just make sure it’s with the right guy. Once there’s children, he’s in your life for the rest of it. Be patient, it’ll happen.” Silence reigned again other than Tamara instructing Jill when to turn. Jill stopped in front of a house and let Tamara out.

      “I assume you have a key?” Jill asked.

      “Yes, ma’am. Hey Jill, thank you for the ride, I think that’s what I really wanted anyway.”

      “I’m sure it is. You take care of yourself and the next time I see you I want to know how things are going.”

      “You bet. Goodnight, Jill.”

      “Goodnight, Tamara.” Jill waited until Tamara got inside the house and closed the door before she backed out of the long driveway.
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        * * *

      

      Back at the airport, the confrontation between Peter and Jim not only continued, but escalated. Peter began yelling at Jim, blaming him for missing the shuttle he needed to get on. He accused Jim of protecting Tamara because she gives him blow jobs in the cockpit and Jim didn’t want to share her.

      Jim couldn’t believe his ears. “What?” he asked, not being able to refrain from laughing. He knew better than to take the bait. “There will be another shuttle in about ten minutes Peter.” Jim was still laughing as he began to walk away.

      This time Peter stepped in front of him. “Where the fuck are you going?”

      Jim wasn’t intimidated. “Nowhere for about 10 minutes.” He stared blankly into Peter’s deep set eyes.

      “How ‘bout this?” Peter challenged, elevating his voice considerably. “How ‘bout I don’t let you on the next shuttle?” Peter moved closer to Jim.

      Jim matched Peter’s tonality. “If you think you can stop me, be my guest.” Jim moved closer to Peter. They could feel each other’s breath. Jim waited for Peter to do something. Anything. The corner of Peter’s mouth twitched but he didn’t move.

      A voice behind Peter broke the tension. “Is there a problem here guys?”

      Neither of the two men, standing face-to-face, deviated from their stare.

      Two police officers made their presence known. Each took a stance on either side of the angry men. Peter smiled an evil smile.

      “No problem officer,” Peter stated kindly, without looking away from Jim. “Just a difference of opinion. Isn’t that right, Captain?”

      Jim nodded, also refusing to relinquish his glare at Peter. “Just a difference of opinion, Sir.”

      “Good,” said one of the officers. “Then if the two of you have settled it, you can be on your separate ways.”

      Then Peter did something unexpected. He turned to the officer  and in a heavy Mexican accent, accused Jim of blocking him from getting on the shuttle because he was Mexican.

      “I did no such thing!” Jim said.

      “You no let me on shuttle, no?” Peter pointed out.

      “Not because you’re Mexican.”

      The officer looked at Jim with raised eyebrows. “But you did stop him from getting on the shuttle?” he asked.

      Jim affirmed the question and went on to explain why. Peter, in his best accent and broken English, denied the accusations and pleaded that something be done to punish the captain for being racist.

      “Are you fucking kidding me, right now?” Jim was furious. Peter retorted but Jim wouldn’t hear him out. Jim threw accusations back at Peter without waiting for him to stop talking.

      The two were arguing loudly, neither listening to the other. Bystanders began to collect around the scene. The two officers stepped between the verbal combatants and started to get them apart. Jim acquiesced and backed away as asked. Peter did not. He not only didn’t back down, he got into the officers face. He accused the officer of also being prejudiced and taking the side of the white man in a uniform.

      It took some explaining to get Peter to calm down enough to understand that both men were being treated equally, and all the officers wanted was information. Peter calmed down enough to answer the cop’s questions. He lied through his teeth about everything. Jim told the other officer what Peter really did.

      There was no way of determining who was lying, but, comparing notes, both officers felt as though the captain’s story was more credible. By then, the next shuttle was arriving. Jim made a point to notify Peter that it was, and he should get on it. The officers had a different plan. They told Jim to take the current one so they could further talk to Peter, who could take the next one. Peter flared up again, accusing the white police officers of being discriminatory, although intentionally mispronouncing the word.

      Jim actually argued on behalf of Peter, wanting him to get on this shuttle since Jim did in fact prevent Peter from riding the last one.

      The officers decided that was fine. They agreed that the sooner Peter got out of the airport the better.

      Peter got on the shuttle. Jim and the two officers talked for the few more minutes it took for the following shuttle to arrive. Jim got on it, eager to finally get to his car and head home. When the shuttle stopped at the next stop, Jim saw Peter sitting on the bench. They locked eyes but they both remained in their respective locations. Peter was laughing.

      “He’s not my problem.” Jim said softly aloud as the bus rolled away.

      Sitting on the bench, Peter made a call on his cell. A man answered. Peter asked him if he was on his way. He got an affirmative answer.

      “Got my piece?” Peter asked.

      “Of course,” came the reply. “Going to need it?”

      “I always need it,” Peter told him, then explained where he was.

      Several minutes later a car stopped and Peter got in. The driver handed him a handgun with a silencer.

      “This might take me a while. Go on home, I’ll get there on my own tonight.”

      “Whatever you say, Jefe.” The driver stopped at the next shuttle stop, let Peter out, waited for him to get to the trunk, remove his white hat and change jackets. When the trunk closed the car drove away.

      Peter headed back in the direction he came from, sticking to the walls and shadows until he spotted the same pair of airport police officers that handled the earlier situation.

      Watching them, it was obvious they had a pattern to their patrol route. He found it incredibly easy to maintain surveillance of them without their knowledge, blending in with the bustle of departing passengers crowding the sidewalks.

      Eventually, Peter got the break he knew would eventually present itself. One of the two got a phone call and walked away to a more quiet location. Peter was close enough to hear the other announce he was going to go take a shit. Instead of going into the terminal, the cop headed off the end of the sidewalk, then through a secured gate which he didn’t lock behind him. Peter stealthily followed. The cop stepped into a portable, plastic bathroom. He let the door slam loudly. Peter didn’t hear him lock that door either.

      “This guy is going to get himself killed one of these days,” he whispered to himself, laughing softly. He walked up to the porta-potty, drew his gun and used it to knock on the door.

      “You in there Johnson?” he asked, having taken notice of the officer’s last name.

      “Yeah, what the fuck?” came an echoed response.

      Having observed the cop was wearing a vest, Peter opened the door, knowing Johnson was sitting down, aimed his pistol at Johnson’s head and pulled the trigger.

      Blood covered the wall behind Johnson faster than his head flopped onto it.

      “That’ll learn you to lock the door behind you.” Peter laughed again. He let the door close on its own, walked back to the curb, ensuring the other officer wasn’t in the vicinity, then hailed a cab and took it home.

      Once contently in bed, after getting over himself for the great charade he’d put on that night, he reviewed photographs he’d taken of his new favorite flight attendant with his phone. “Now all I have to do is wait for this brunette bitch to show up for work again.” He closed his eyes and imagined how good she must be in bed.
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      At her brother’s house, Tamara headed straight for the kitchen. She made a beeline for the refrigerator where she found a plate of food covered with plastic. She knew it would be there. There was always one waiting for her. A short note taped to the top read “Welcome home T.  I’ll see you tomorrow after work.” It was signed “L.”

      Tamara and her brother Larry never called each other by their first names when they were alone. They always used the first initial. She put the prepared meal in the microwave after stabbing the plastic a few times with a fork, heated it for several minutes then sat down in front of the television. She seldom went right to bed when she got to Larry’s house. Even though it was not really her home, this was the one place that she felt at home. She and Larry were close, moreso than any other members of the family. Being the two youngest they were the last to leave home. Tamara was a year older. They also shared a room growing up, even after the older siblings moved out. Their father gave them the biggest room to share and converted the others into what he called “Hobby Rooms.”

      There were more than a fair share of awkward situations and explosive disagreements, but in the end it was the cause of their inseparable bond. Their older sister, Megan’ was eight years older than Tamara. She now lived in Phoenix with her second husband and their combined five children. Tamara would visit them if she had a long layover but such visits were far and few between. Other than that, they hardly kept in touch.

      The oldest brother, Ted, was three years older than Megan. Once he finally moved out, no one in the family ever knew where he was or had been until the eventual call to one of them to report that he had just been released from jail or prison. He always needed to stay for a short time to get his feet back on the ground. Whoever it was he called would usually help out since he had a good record of not getting in trouble while visiting. He never stayed long either. He’d spend most of his time on the phone then announce he was off to some other part of the country. He wouldn’t be heard from again for several months or even years. Tamara always wondered what kind of trouble he was in. The police had never come to the house when he lived at home. Nonetheless, she remembered the day he moved out because it was a joyous occasion to she and Larry. There had always been a lot of tension between them.

      Tamara’s mother never allowed their father to punish Tamara in any way, so the corporal punishment that should have been applied to her for misbehavior or wrongdoing transferred onto Ted. Ted tried to parent her and was able to cover up for her, not for her benefit but for his own. Dad would scold and warn Ted to keep her in line but eventually the inevitable straw would break dad’s back and Ted paid for it. He took a few good beatings from time-to-time. When that happened Ted waited until they were alone then slapped Tamara around pretty good to make sure she knew that she stepped too far out of bounds. He’d always say the same thing, “I’ve had enough of your bullshit Tamara. Mom’s not here to protect you,” or “Shape up or I’ll ship you out.”

      From time to time Ted got too rough with Tamara so Larry would come to her aid. He never stood much of a chance against Ted’s twelve more years of physical development and fighting experience but repeated encounters taught Larry to give it all he had and never let up. He was effective in accomplishing his task of defending his sister in that he took the brunt of the punishment and was only rarely lucky enough to get a good damaging blow to Ted. For the most part Larry sustained the majority of the bruises. Tamara would pull Larry away and beg him to stop. Sometimes he would and sometimes he wouldn’t. More than once he ended up wishing he had. Ted never stopped either until he was victorious.

      Their father never interfered in any of those violent encounters. In fact their dad pretty much ignored both Tamara and Larry. She could never figure out why and finally stopped thinking about it. She just knew dad would always have Ted punish them and that would lead to the confrontations between the two brothers.

      Megan had had enough of that. She left for college right after high school. With Megan gone, their dad and Ted grew even closer than they had been. Dad let Ted live at home until he was 23 but finally grew tired of the late-night calls from jail asking to be bailed out. Since they were always drug-related charges, either possession, or possession for sales, he flatly refused to do so after the third time in two years. Ted was last seen riding off on a Harley-Davidson, and no one knew where or how he’d gone. Dad grew angry and although he never hit anyone, he could sure yell loud. He did a lot of that. It was the only time he didn’t ignore Tamara and Larry

      Her mom was the complete opposite. For the amount of time their dad refused to acknowledge the two younger kids, mom paid twice as much attention to them to make up for it. Tamara could remember times that her mom rested their heads in her lap for hours at a time and ran her fingers through their hair or read them American classics like Charlotte’s Web, Tom Sawyer and Huckleberry Finn, Moby Dick and others. She would wrestle with them and tickle them until they were out of breath or about to pee their pants. All of Tamara’s memories of her mom contained immense amounts of laughter. One thing her mom made clear was that she loved their father very much and would never leave him. Once Tamara and Larry were out on their own, the parents moved to England to be with his side of the family. So it was that Tamara and Larry were the only ones that kept in touch on a regular basis.

      Tamara sat in front of the TV, ate and watched “Cops” and “America’s Most Wanted,” two of the few shows that she watched. After the shows ended she went to bed. She looked forward to tomorrow for more than one reason. First, she hadn’t seen Larry for over two months, and they had a lot of catching up to do. Second, William was supposed to call.

      It wasn’t raining, but the humidity was heavy. Normal for Seattle. The thick air made breathing more difficult, and the sounds of the nearby woods kept the sandman away for hours. When she finally fell asleep, her mind led her into an unknown wilderness, to the edge of a pine forest in a valley surrounded by snow-capped mountains…

      
        
        In the distance she could hear wolves howling to one another. She was alone, as in most of her dreams. In this one she was walking aimlessly through thick brush and shrubs that should have torn her transparent white silk nightgown. The air got colder as the sun set much too fast behind her. Her nipples hardened as the increasing cold wind rubbed the soft gown against them. She found herself in an open field that abruptly became a riverbed. There wasn’t any water, just the well-rounded river rocks that showed where the water should be flowing. Her eyes followed the vacant stream as the howling of the wolves grew louder and closer. They sounded as if they were right next to her. She turned  to spot them but did not. On the verge of panic she turned back to the river and then she saw it: one lone wolf.

        It stood off in the distance between her and the full moon that peeked through a sucker hole in a mostly cloudy sky. The wolf, darkened by the back lighting, looked at her. Her anxiety calmed, given its distance. She didn’t relinquish her sight of it though and in watching it she noticed its eyes glowed red. It remained motionless, like a statue. They stared at each other, not breaking eye contact. Then it tilted its head like curious canines do.

        Suddenly a second one appeared. Then a third and a fourth. They all looked exactly alike, each with a pair of gleaming red eyes. More and more continued to mysteriously appear. As the numbers increased, they also got closer without any of them taking a step. She noticed then that the howling had stopped. But the increasing numbers of them did not. She felt a deep chill sweep swiftly across the landscape. She shook at the frigid attack that penetrated to the core of her body. She wanted to run but her feet would not come off the ground. Sweat ran down her forehead, along the sides of her nose, over her lips to her chin. It dripped off and trickled between her freezing breasts, solidifying the droplets instantly.

        The wolves continued to get closer. Now she could see they were walking. She heard them panting and felt the tremors all their feet made on the riverbed. They stopped a few feet in front of her. Their tails hung motionless, many tucked between their hind legs. Others tongues dropped out the sides of their mouths. Hot breath steamed out between their slightly opened jaws.

        Tamara looked frantically for someplace to gain refuge. The edge of the brush was now 30 feet away and disappearing rapidly into the distance. She knew better than to try to outrun these wolves. She tried slowly backing away but her legs felt as if they were cemented to the ground. By now there was easily over 30 wolves in front of her in a ragged formation that spread out before her without passing beyond her. For what seemed an eternity they stayed and stared at her.

        The moonlight got brighter as the clouds vanished from the sky. The sky itself became a swirling sea of dark blues and purples. Behind her, Tamara could feel the breeze getting even stronger. It quickly turned into a full-force wind that caused her gown to flap wildly about. She could feel herself being pushed toward the pack of wolves. Now she couldn’t prevent her feet from moving. She had nothing to grab hold of, nothing to prevent her from being blown into them. At that moment, the entire pack began running directly at her.

        As they approached she could see saliva dripping off their pink tongues and lips pulled back to show snarling mouths of vicious, deadly teeth. Again she wasn’t able to lift her feet to try and escape inevitable death. She even tried to scream, but no audible sound made it past her lips, at least nothing she could hear over the canine thunder of barking and growling. The predators were running at full speed but it took forever for them to get to her. Then all at once they were airborne.

        Several of them hit her simultaneously knocking her to the ground. She heard her head hit the riverbed with a crack that echoed throughout her skull. She was too scared to close her eyes but at the same time too terrified to see what was happening. Teeth and tongues were everywhere. She was sure they were tearing her to pieces. She assumed she was in shock, which explained why she felt no pain. Growling and snapping jaws, the squabbles amongst themselves, and the cries of pain from those bitten by another’s set of razor-sharp teeth were the only sounds audible to her. She began to cry. She felt herself lose control of her bladder and the hot urine flow between her legs into the riverbed beneath.

        Some of the wolves started licking her tears and lying down beside her. Soon she was surrounded by a bunch of them, panting heavily and bleeding from various spots. The noise continued and the pack of wolves surrounding her sporadically traded positions. One would get up and run away to be immediately replaced with another that needed a rest and showed serious signs of battle.

        Only able to move her head, Tamara looked around. The sky had become tinted red like a camera filter. The moon, still glowing full, appeared as if Mars had replaced it. Her gaze wandered to the top of the pine trees now behind her then down the trunks of them toward the ground.

        Not twenty feet away was an immense grizzly bear fighting for its life against the pack of black wolves. Her view of the battle wasn’t upside down as it should have been. She watched as five or six or more wolves clung to the standing bear at once, sinking long, sharp teeth deep into it. At the same time constant attacks from all directions tormented the lone grizzly. It showed no signs of giving up. It swung its huge paws and sent several wolves plummeting to the ground to remain there in a heap of motionless death. Still others were sliced open by the unretractable claws. Several wolves laid on the ground dead or unable to continue, their insides were out.

        The bear was only one though, and the wolves were many. Eventually, the bear weakened and fell to all fours, a green light for the remaining pack to converge onto it at once. Unable to protect itself any longer, it tried to escape. The wolves only attacked it more viciously and without mercy. The noise was intolerable. The bear had all it could take. It fell to the ground crushing a wolf not able to escape the pull of gravity.

        Except for a few who clung to the grizzly’s throat, the wolves abandoned the attack but circled it as if daring it to get up and fight some more. Silence prevailed, except for the irregular and interrupted breathing of the dying bear. Tamara never knew or thought a bear could cry, but that’s exactly what it sounded like. The howling returned as if a victorious announcement to the world.

        Some of the pack began to devour the bear before it was even dead while others began to attack each other. The seriously wounded had no chance of getting near the food. They were viciously put out of their misery by other wolves of the pack. Small fights broke out amongst themselves as the alpha-male and female made sure they got first choice and the
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