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Once Bitten
First Day
Wednesday August 17th 2005, 7:34 am


What is real change? I thought I knew . . . I was wrong, and never expected it to be to this degree . . . 


It all started when something woke me out of my sleep. That happens a lot, for I am easily awoken. Didn’t know what time it was or how long I slept. I checked by reaching up to my watch, in which I hung from the bottom of the top bunk in my room. It was only a little after three in the morning. I laid there, wondering if what had awoken me was a mere fragment of a dream; or likely still: that I was just hearing things. I had only been asleep two hours, not very long. I was annoyed from being stirred from sleep. I tried listening to see what the sound was, but I didn’t give it much thought. I then assumed the feeling was just reminiscent of a dream, and upon not hearing anything else after that. I closed my eyes again at another attempt to get some rest.


The door to my room creaked; at first I thought it was probably Smokey, my cat coming in through the door. I rolled onto my side and arranged myself a bit to give him room at the foot of my bed, in which he usually curls up to sleep.


I heard heavy panting, punctuated with brief inhalations of air, Smokey never made those sounds these were too loud. I opened my eyes on reflex; I felt a looming presence invade the solitude of my room. Someone else was in here with me, an intruder in the sanctity of my den. I wondered to myself if mom was alright, but if she wasn’t I know I would have heard otherwise.


My current concern was for my own safety. I didn’t dare move; I remained where I was—as if that would do any good. 


The trailer park we live in had its share of domestic problems, it’s possible there may have been crime that happened here, but if it had I was never informed or aware of it.

There had been no break-ins reported or any violent intruders here in the fifteen years we have lived here. I hated living here, though . . . I always felt caged here . . . no where to go to release myself . . . releasing myself, I’ll explain that one later . . . can’t forget any of the details of what happened, so I must continue.


There was a presence in my room, one in which I have had no experience in dealing with. I was lying there in bed, realizing how vulnerable I really was. The only thing between me and my intruder was just an old quilt; there wasn’t anything within reach that I could use as a weapon, either.


I had always felt that I was capable of bravery given the opportunity; however, at this time, I knew that that wasn’t entirely true. I was truly frightened, helpless and vulnerable.


I opened my eyes slowly. The room was faintly illuminated by the mild light of the computer’s faintly glowing screen, but a massively large shadow painted itself on the wall I was facing. The shadow grew larger and I realized something was approaching my bed. It had to have been inhuman by the size of it.


I didn’t want to turn to face whatever it was, for if I had, I knew that would most likely be my last action.


A voice in the darkness growled, “I have brought you a gift.”


The voice I didn’t recognize, but neither the words nor the tone was not what I had expected from an intruder. 


I turned to see the face, but it was too dark and I wasn’t wearing my glasses. I felt hot breath on me, and then the size of something large having to stoop low enough for me to see the inhuman red eyes that peered down. Revealing him to me for what he was, and making sure I realized it.  My obsession was there before me, in the . . . flesh . . . or fur . . . or whatever. My sanity did a backwards flip.


I have an extreme obsession with wolves and werewolves. I believe that the spirit of the Wolf lingered within me. I had told only one person about this. I knew if others ever knew about it: they would be either be totally freaked out, or say that I was merely delusional, and shouldn’t be trying to be something that I wasn’t. Deep down inside, in a way I know they might be right, but it’s those feelings I have that sustain me in the past several years; feelings that I felt made me stronger and help me embrace life as I had never done before in my life.


It seemed my obsession had gone too far. This couldn’t have been real, I thought. I closed my eyes; truly believing that maybe I was still sleeping and dreaming, or maybe to dispel the hallucination that was before me. I opened them, its presence was still there, and this time the creature before me was smiling.


I still had believed I was seeing things; it simply could not be real. I pulled one of my arms from under the cover, reaching up to the creature. Still believing he was an image in my mind’s eye; I had expected it to fade as I made contact with it, maybe hoping to dispel its affect by swatting it away.


I felt the fur on its face, the flesh of its nose, its hot breath and . . . My, what big teeth you have, grandma . . . his fangs—It was all real. 


Not real I told myself, not real at all. It had to have been a dream in which was formed from my own delusional mind. I have read a lot about dreams and things can seem so real within them. It can be possibly difficult to tell the difference.


The beastly creature grabbed my arm in his paw; his grip was firm, there was no way I could pull my arm away. I looked into the beasts fiery red eyes, and surprisingly saw no malevolence. Not a dream . . . whatever it was, he was here to bring me the gift, what gift . . . surely it wasn’t what I thought it was . . . Lycanthropy? If so . . . why? How did he find me? I was affected by the sudden benevolence I realized in his eyes and understanding a dream of mine was about to come true: I have always dreamed of an encounter like this, but not in my own bedroom, and never in Reality. What the hell . . . I thought, I stopped resisting . . .


 Then he said words I will never forget.


“I know this is what you desire, but such gifts are never easy.”


“What do you . . .”


I never managed to finish my question; he had brought my arm up to his powerful looking muzzle and bit down hard. I yelled out as I felt the pain from the crushing pressure of his jaws. I felt the bones within crack, and the muscles tightening and then suddenly going limp from the trauma. I felt . . . darkness welling up, I was about to pass out . . . no, I didn’t want to pass out.  I somehow knew the werewolf would see this as a sign of weakness. He won’t let go, his jaws holding tight the whole time . . . I thought at that time he was actually going to start eating me, no, I’ll say now that he didn’t, there’s more . . . obviously . . .


He held on for so long, I don’t know how long, and that was when I finally passed out from the excruciating pain.

***


“Can you hear me?” A disembodied voice said from the fading darkness.


I slowly opened my eyes, and met a stranger’s gaze. Human . . . my visitor had already left . . . and no this wasn’t him in disguise either. Why? . . . that was obvious, she was female . . . I realized she was an EMT when I saw her uniform. Mom must have heard me yell and called an ambulance.


I only nodded, the experience with my intruder still left me dazed, and the pain in my arm throbbed horrendously. I distrusted myself in any attempt to focus on coherent thought and speech.


“It’s alright, you’re okay. Your arm is severely mangled and broken, don’t try to move it. You seemed to have been attacked by an . . . inexplicably large animal.” The concern she was expressing wasn’t entirely overplayed by her bafflement of what she just said.


I let her believe this. I didn’t have a way to explain away what had happened to me, they wouldn’t believe me. I wouldn’t believe it myself for if it wasn’t for my hot throbbing arm. Another EMT, a guy—and no this wasn’t the werewolf either he seemed to only be doing his duty—was putting a temporary splint and bandage on my mangled arm.


“He’ll be alright?” I heard the voice of my mother, still wanting to be assured even after what the EMT had just said.


“Yes ma’am, but he’ll have to be taken to the Emergency Room. There they can set the bone, treat the massive trauma and determine if he was infected with rabies or something.”


Rabies, I laughed inwardly to myself. The EMT was worried about rabies, and it was a werewolf that bit me, if she only knew.


Wait . . . can Lycanthropy be detected in the blood or DNA? Rationalization told me it was a possibility, and now I couldn’t help but wonder . .  . and worry.


A policeman began asking my mom questions after not getting a response from me. She gave them her report of everything she knew. I learned that my yell had awoken her; she went to my room and saw my horrible injury. (I’ll note that she was too frail to run, so she didn’t make it to me in time to see anyone leave) She then had called 911 and explained the situation. The open door was brought up. She explained to the policeman that the front door was open wide before going to my room; she remembered having to close it because the front door when opened obstructs the hallway to my room. The policeman implied that maybe the door was never locked in the first place, but she said she told them that she saw me lock it myself— even made sure for herself for her own personal re-assurance. The police promised my mother that they would watch the neighborhood for the next few days, to placate my mother and reassure her of it being safe.


It had made me wonder how my intruder even got in. I know I had locked the door the night previous, it was almost a compulsive behavior of mine to always make sure it was locked. I honestly don’t know how the creature got in . . . Magic maybe? At this point, I feel that anything is possible . . .


My mom, who I felt would be strong in situations like this, proved me right. She handled the whole situation calmly, but I knew later she would break-down afterwards. Anyways, she knew she’d be too stressed to drive, and she hadn’t driven in a long time. She called my brother who lived nearby, after an exchange of words (I assumed by the length of their conversation that he probably lost his temper. He usually did when being woken up earlier.) Finally mom got him to understand the situation and he mellowed out. He came and got us, taking us to the hospital.


Still not knowing how to explain what happened, I pretended to be in a state of shock, remaining silent.


What else could I do, right? I was so frustrated by the thought that no one would believe my story: I couldn’t just say it was an animal attack; I was inside at the time. How would an animal be able to get inside a locked house? Of course, my cat wasn’t big enough to cause such extensive damage, neither has he been known to be vicious. I can’t say I was outside when it happened, because I was in bed at the time I passed out. Couldn’t say I was asleep either; I knew that was equally as preposterous, because I had yelled out . . .


Then there was what I felt was the universal belief about werewolves trying to keep themselves out of public view, or risk persecution. My intruder meant well, or I wouldn’t be alive to write this now. He trusted me, so I knew I couldn’t betray his existence.

***


At the hospital, the staff did their jobs efficiently: as usual patients higher on the triage list were treated first. They said my arm looked gruesome, but they kept talking about how the injury didn’t bleed as much as it should have. Because I had not lost a great deal of blood, I had a rather long—though admittedly it wasn’t even an hour— uncomfortable wait for my arm to be treated. The staff would never understand why I was silent.



While we waited, my mother had begun pleading with me to say something. I didn’t like remaining silent; I really wanted to share with someone the miraculous thing that happened to me; however, I felt there’d be no one who’d understand it. I needed more time to think before I could explain what happened without sounding like a nut-case. I couldn’t just think of an answer on the spot, for I am slow in direct conversations. I’m not a quick thinker most of the time, sometimes even saying the wrong things at the wrong time, and sounding stupid. I prefer talking over the internet a lot more, it gives me more time to think and focus on my responses, without sounding like an idiot. Remaining silent was the best thing for me, until I had answers to all the questions I knew would eventually get asked. Anyways, I digress . . .


Meanwhile, my brother who had realized it wasn’t a life-threatening injury had to go home to get what rest he could. He had to leave early for work as usual. Before leaving; however, he made arrangements for mom to call his wife to pick us up after they finished treating me. He encouraged me to speak before he left, but only received my silence. Ugh, didn’t like alienating my family like that. I love my family; they are all an integral part of me. In the past year I have grown closer to them than I had for twenty five years of my life. I worried as how each would respond to this, knowing them as I had done then. I felt I would be alienated from them. I couldn’t just prove it to them either, because that would shatter their own faith and beliefs . . . I didn’t want to do that.


The werewolf was right; his gift—if indeed that’s what it was—won’t be easy, this is only the beginning.


We waited about another hour before they finally called us back to the main part of the ER, which was around 5 am. They led me to a patient cubicle, thankfully a private one. There was a bed, and after all that happened; I realized how very sleepy I was. I went to sleep as soon as I lay down.


I didn’t manage to sleep long; a nurse came in and asked me routine questions about my arm. She got no answer from me—much to her chagrin—so it was mom who volunteered all that she knew. The nurse also took a blood sample as well as a saliva sample to check for rabies and other infections. I knew I didn’t have much choice but to allow it; there was no reason for me to refuse without arousing suspicions. A bit later they took me off to get an x-ray, I allowed them, but I hated them messing with my arm like they were, it was hurting enough as it is.


Not much later, an orderly came in, and the two worked on setting my bone. I never had a broken bone in my entire life, but that was only because I was never physically active . . . Anyways, Ouch is all I can say on that matter. The nurse told me I could rest while we waited for the blood tests and x-ray results to return. So I did.

***



A sudden sharp voice grated my sleep, waking me up. The ER doctor was there in the patient room talking to my mom. He showed us both the x-rays. Indeed it was a nasty break, in two places, not to mention the various fragments broken off. The only thing that was probably holding my arm together was just flesh, a very disturbing thought. What power in those jaws. The thought staggers me. They aren’t exaggerating the power of the beasts in those movies, hell no . . .


Right, as I was saying . . .


The doctor had said, “There also was no sign of rabies ma’am, he’s got a clean bill of health, and now he’s ready to go home.”


“He won’t talk, you call that healthy?” Was my mother’s reply.


“I am not an expert on mental health, ma’am. However, I can recommend a psychiatrist for you. Your son is obviously disturbed about this attack, and should seek that kind of help.”


“But what good will it do if he doesn’t talk?” she yelled out through tears in exasperation.


He apologized professionally, saying there really wasn’t anything he else he could do or say to help, other than naming of a few psychiatrists.


Well, they didn’t detect my new “gift”. I had always thought through my research that it could be something with genetics or something. Obviously not, I’ll definitely change that. Whatever lycanthropy is, it isn’t detectable by any forms of medicine. Hell, maybe magic was possible after all . . . okay the thought of possibly being a werewolf is enough to think about already, I don’t need to start wondering about the possibilities of magic right now.


Anyways, now I had something else to worry about as they discussed the psychiatrist. What was running through my mind was a one-way trip to a padded room. No chance I’m going to let that happen to me; besides, I felt like I’d probably end up in an animal exhibit somewhere . . .


Nothing else interesting after that, to make a long story short: Mom called my brother’s wife, she came and got us, she was worried, more questions, etc etc . . . more of the same thing and such.


By the time we left the hospital, mom was now at that point believing that I had totally gone mental and had ranted about indeed calling a psychiatrist the following morning and such. I tried smiling to her to assure her that I was alright, but it seemed to just make her more worried. She vowed to call the psychiatrist first thing in the morning . . . Sheesh . . .

***


We arrived home; it was probably around 7 am. I was so sleepy, but also hungry, I fixed both me and mom a quick breakfast. I had asked her if she was hungry—first words I said in a while—she began to demand answers in which I didn’t have. I firmly repeated myself again, and told her I wasn’t ready to explain yet. She said yes to breakfast, but still insisted I talk to her; she was still worried about me. Begging and pleading to get me to talk again.


As with most mothers, she could be persistently stubborn about her children’s protection. I know she means well, and it’s just the way she is, but I didn’t need her protection anymore: I’m grown up now. I had already severed the metaphoric umbilical cord many years ago, she just seemed to refuse to let go. Yes I know she needed me, but being around her I’m constantly worrying about a lot of things, things I don’t want to deal with, along with the added frustrations of starting my own life. I had felt she’d be better off in more capable hands; there is only so much I can do for her. It just seemed she never wanted to let go of me, but realistically it wasn’t as simple as me just leaving.


I have grown confident that I’m more than capable of taking care of myself. In a way I felt like a lone wolf. I had expected that I’d live a life of solitude with my beliefs, even had gotten depressed about it countless times. I felt I wouldn’t find anyone who would accept me for what I was, or accept the strong beliefs I felt about the wolf spirit. But maybe now, after what had happened, I felt there was . . . and . . . that the thought of others like myself, comforted me.


Ugh, again I digress, but that’s the point of my “Thought Depository” that I’m writing in now, to get all my thoughts in front of me to analyze later . . .


Back to the story . . .


I couldn’t remain silent any longer.


“Mom, I wish that I could tell you what had happened, but I honestly don’t know how to explain it to you, or how you would react.”


She started to speak, but I continued, louder, “All I ask is for you too give me time to just think, leave me in peace, and get some rest of your own. You need it more than I. I promise you I will be fine. Please accept that until I’m ready to talk. Then I will, alright?”


Those were the most words I had said all night and all morning, she started crying again, but her tears rung differently, tears ringing of relief. I expected this, I hugged her and told her I’d be okay, she just kept crying. I told her to please don’t cry and get some rest, to do it for me.


Finally my words got through to her; she went to her room—no longer crying. I had assured her in the best way I could. I then went to my room. I had expected her to come to my doorway asking for more assurances, but she didn’t. 


That was when I decided to sit here to write out all that had happened to me.

***


There.


I just went over all that I wrote . . . many times . . . I have been told time and time again that I over-analyze and rationalize things, but I want to make sense of it all . . . Ha ha . . .So far, none of it has made any sense.


Maybe tomorrow, I’ll try to figure out what to do next, but for now I am . . . tired, physically and mentally . . . I must get some sleep, I don’t know what is to become of me now, or what to expect tomorrow. I hate not knowing anything. I just got to know something tomorrow, or I’ll go mad . . . possibly literally.


Wait wait, I’m supposed to be an optimist . . . I will not go mad . . .


Right . . .


Bed now . . . tomorrow’s another day . . .oh wait . . . its still Wednesday . . . and it only just begun . . . Ugh . . .

***

Wednesday August 17th 2005, continued 8:56 pm


Well, I’d thought about writing down some questions I thought of and trying to brainstorm some answers to them. However, I found out some interesting things about my new gift upon waking up. I’ll write that down while that’s the freshest thing in my mind.


I had woken up around 5 pm . . . with Smokey’s help as usual. My big old cat was hungry, seems like he always was . . . actually, I was hungry too, again.


Made me think . . . I was ravenous—even more so than last night. I felt that my appetite would be insatiable now. . . No, I didn’t have the desire to go on a hunting spree for the taste of fresh blood, flesh, whatever. Quite the opposite, actually . . . I felt no desire for raw meat . . .  possibly another misconception in the movies . . . I was still human, in some way or another, so my body had no desire to eat it. I also don’t believe that I have the sudden capability to digest some of the obvious microbes lying within. It’s always enforced about making sure meat is cooked to avoid contamination . . . blah blah. Thankfully raw meat never appealed to me, though I’ll be honest and say I wouldn’t mind trying it—as in medium-rare, duh . . . but maybe that was the lycanthropy . . . who knows . . .


After finding mom still asleep, I then fed Smokey, silencing him for a couple of hours while he ate. I fixed myself a meal of pizza and a salad . . . Yes it was home-prepped junk food, go figure. Food is food . . . yes, what I usually eat would be fattening by today’s standards, but I have a fast metabolism. No, this wasn’t from the lycanthropy, I inherited this from my dad, and it’s the reason I’m skinny like I am. I even been told all I think about was food . . . yes, before pre-lycanthropy. I do get tired of people pointing out how thin I am, and saying I should eat more . . . it aggravates me . . . anyways . . . still, I had planned on eating more nutritious stuff, just . . . not right now . . . too hungry to worry about proper diet . . .


I had checked on mom again, she was still sleeping. So much for the better: I had no answers for her yet, but that gave me the idea to do some brainstorming. I do a lot of that for my stories . . . in this case . . . it’ll be different . . . instead of solving plots, I’ll be searching for answers by analyzing what had happened so far.
1. Who was that werewolf?

Well, I knew no one had told me that they were as obsessed about wolves as I was. Or they would have been my first suspect. The werewolf’s voice I didn’t recognize either . . . but of course not, his voice box and facial shape was different than a human’s. Still, it was amazing he could clearly articulate the English language . . . I just remembered, I’ll note here—before I forget—that some of the common human sounds were in fact distorted due to the differences . . .need to explore that further, because I wonder . . . [Note to Self] Experiment with this once changed, make sure you’re sane when you do it . . .


Okay, okay, back to the questions . . .

2. How did he know about my obsession?

A lot of people knew vaguely that I liked collecting wolf items; they never knew the extent of my obsession to the connection with the wolf spirit. Only one person knew that, and he lives in Portugal, there is NO way it was him, and I trusted him implicitly that he wouldn’t tell anyone. 

3. How did he find me? 

A good question . . . tracking? By scent? Possibly . . .but still wouldn’t explain how the werewolf knew about my interest in wolves. Yet another question without an answer coming to mind . . . sheesh . . . Wait maybe he has been watching me . . . I suppose I wouldn’t notice . . . where have I been lately?

The city park . . . met no one there, I pretty much keep to myself there. I’m not particularly chatty with strangers when I’m there.

Library . . . only talked with the staff there, but I sensed nothing different about them, and they didn’t seem that particularly interested in me 

Grocery store . . . was too focused on getting groceries to worry about others reactions to me . . .

There was the hospital, too, of course . . . but I was just there. Other than last night, I haven’t been to the hospital in a very long time. I don’t believe it’s grounds enough to watch me. Everything that did occur at the hospital was pretty much routine.

. . . Curious . . . possibly didn’t realize I was being watched at any one of those places . . . that sounds like the most logical assumption . . .

4. How did he get into my house?

Well, after thinking about it, I don’t believe in magic. The logical place to start is that he obviously needed a key, the door wasn’t forced. I had a key, mom had a key, and both were inside the house. My sister had a spare key, but she lived in another city. My brother had a key, but it was inside his house, and they don’t carry it with them. Besides, the key at my brother’s house was a back door key, the front door was what was opened. That key for the backdoor is for my use, I had accidentally locked myself out of my house the Friday previous. The only other key was . . . wait a sec . . .

***


Well, that idea flopped. The spare key I had hidden outside was still there . . . 

The question remains, how did he get in . . .


Maybe he had time to replace the key after using it? I don’t think so . . . would he really pause a few minutes to put the key back in the hiding place? If so, why? He could have kept it, but then I’d already know how he got in . . . Well, if he indeed used that key to get in, and had put it back . . . it would mean he was possibly being thoughtful . . . can’t rule that option out . . . of course there is still the possibility of magic, again . . .

Which brings me to the next question:

5. If he did use the hidden key, how did the werewolf know I had put a key outside, let along know where it was?

Well if he was watching me, then the answer to that is obvious.


So apparently, I had to have been watched . . . but for how long and why? There is no way to know. . . 


As for the werewolf’s “gift” I know what it is now. If lycanthropy is what I think it is, then how can I adjust? Can I truly handle it?


Well, I knew the answer to the last question is moot because I’ll find out one way or the other . . . a very disturbing dilemma to think about.


Wait, wait . . . maybe I already changed . . .


Well . . . apparently I have, sort of. I never had put my glasses on since I went to bed the night before the visitor arrived. I just discovered them still sitting on the table by my bed. After what had occurred, and the following rush to the hospital, I didn’t think about grabbing them . . . probably thought I already had them on with how my vision was clear, but now I could see them clearly from my desk.


Wow, talk about one of your friendly neighbor hood you-know-who moments. I then got up from my chair, and looked around, my sight was as normal as anyone else’s. I’m sure I had the same limits as a normal human, nothing big there; however, I had severe nearsightedness, yet here now I could see very clearly without any aid.


My sense of smell seems more heightened, but not as much as I thought it to be, still it has changed, it feels. . . broadened . . . is the best word. As for my hearing; it feels the same, but something seems slightly different. I now listen closely . . . seems like any sound I hear is with complete clarity. It’s like . . . being able to focus on one sound in a noisy room.. . . indeed a fascinating experience that might be interesting to experiment with more later. I don’t understand how this was possible in a logical sense . . . Logic, Ha! As if that matters now?


Anyways, I then look at my arms, no physical changes; I am as skinny as ever, no change there. My sense of touch is obviously normal to, but I feel a faint itching underneath my bandaged arm. It is no longer hurting when I feel it should have be. Is that normal? Surely with as extensive as the damage was, I should feel something. I never had an injury this bad before, so can’t really say what to think of it. I just attempted to move it a bit, even under the restraint of the cast. I can feel the muscles tensing, yet there is only just a dull ache—nothing as near as intense as when it first happened. Werewolf regeneration? No, I’m sure that was only in movies. . . I don’t know . . .there’s no way to find out without removing the cast. I can’t simply hack it off with a knife, I’d probably take part of my arm off with it. I tested my arm once again to be sure . . . again just the itchy dull ache.


Actually . . . an idea . . .


Well, I’m not sure what kind of gift lycanthropy is. I checked my regeneration theory, didn’t have to take my cast off to check that. I . . . well, cut my finger with a knife . . . and to my surprise . . . there was no difference, no instant closing or anything . . . it just happily bled . . . and of course it hurts . . . I can be so stupid sometimes . . . gullible—whatever you want to call it. 


I’m not going to give my arm any further thought, what I believed earlier was probably just the normal pain associated with a broken bone, set, fixed, drugged, bandaged and in a cast, Whatever.


Well, after concluding my little set of experiments, I must say I am fairly disappointed on those changes. They weren’t exactly what I expected, but they were still revealing nonetheless. 


Which brings me to when the real change will occur; I know there will be one coming, obviously, because my visitor had done so. I admit the thought excites me, but it frightens me too. I know the general belief on werewolves are that they are vicious monsters; some even said that the victim has no control whatsoever. I disagreed with that belief in the stories I write, only because it adds more to the storytelling. So, in this case I hope my theory is the right one, for if it isn’t . . . I won’t think about that right now.


Of course! That’s it! There’d be more reports on savage mauling, right? . . . As well as the fact that if my visitor had no control, I’d probably be . . . well, no need to spell that one out.


I’ve got to end this here, mom’s calling me . . . can only guess what she wants. Yes, I feel it’s time to explain to her what happened so far. I suspect I might need an ally of sorts in this . . . or at least someone else’s thoughts on the matter, because maybe I’m overlooking something . . .

Wednesday August 17th, 2005 continued 11:37 pm


I talked with mom, explaining to her all that had happened. I told her everything from what happened when I got woke up, to explaining my senses. It was hard proving anything to her, and most of the questions she asked were the same ones I still am unsure about. Thankfully, she was extremely relieved that I wasn’t crazy: she believed every word of it. She’s open-minded about lots of stuff, I just figured this was way too bizarre for even her to believe. Hell, I didn’t believe it at first, myself. She now understands why I couldn’t just tell her from the beginning.



Anyways, we had brainstormed together what the next step would be. A physical change was expected, and too bad my new friend didn’t stick around to tell me what to expect. So now we both had worried about it. I told her the best thing for me to do was to leave for a few days. She quickly objected, of course I expected this. I had to explain to her that I could potentially be dangerous, and don’t want to be around anyone that I could hurt. Again, being my mother, she argued against it worrying about me, not knowing if I’d be back or not. Admittedly, this thought had disturbed me, but I couldn’t see a  way around it. I told her I couldn’t take a risk of hurting her or anyone else. I had no choice but to seclude myself from everyone. It was only for a few days, I hoped. Eventually she accepted that I had to leave, but she still didn’t like it, of course. I certainly didn’t.


We had then began talking about what plans I had to make for leaving, but then I got a phone call. I didn’t have any idea who would be calling at this time of night. I answered the phone; the caller was feminine and had an exotic accent. She told me to get a pen and paper to write some instructions down about a meeting that will help me. After making sure that I promised I’d come, she hung up. I didn’t know who she was. She didn’t answer any of my questions of her identity. She seemed in a hurry and was quick to make her point.  My instant reaction was that it was a crank call, but she was too sincere on helping me and I bet this has to have something to do with my visitor and his gift. Her instructions were for me to meet her at the park tomorrow (later today, rather . . . as in Thursday), at the same time I had the previous Sunday, at the same place I sat at. Strange indeed, right? Not as strange as recent events have been—to be honest.


Well, I’m going out on a limb here and going to say it is linked to my furry friend. I’m going to further assume that I’ll finally get the answers I want when I go to the meeting . . . maybe I won’t need to seclude myself away after all. I’m sure they’ll help me, they are obligated to.


. . . Wait, where was I sitting at when I went there last week? . . . Damn it, I can’t remember . . .


I forget things too easily . . . probably why she told me to write those instructions down . . . but how did she know I forgot things? . . . ugh, that’s not important right now . . . 


Brainstorm . . .last Sunday . . . where was I . . . the gazebo, of course . . . what time . . . can’t remember that . . . but I usually leave around noon . . . hell, I’ll just go early and wait, instead of taking my chance on guessing . . .


Can’t think any further on that, too anxious about it . . . which might not be a good thing . . . oh, right optimistic thinking: at least I’ll be getting answers . . .


I should go to bed early tonight; a feeling tells me it’s going to be a long day. After I eat . . . I just realized I’m ravenous again . . . even more so than earlier . . . when did I last eat? According to my journal, must’ve been around 5 or 6 in the evening . . . time to eat . . . so hungry . . .
Second Day
Thursday, August 18th 2005 noon?


I am . . . exhausted . . . I just walked for several hours, I don’t know where I am . . . I’m hungry, though I just ate . . .


Should start from the beginning . . . I have to write everything down . . . I don’t feel like it . . . too much going on . . . ***unreadable words***


It is hard to focus . . . but got to try . . .


I got up around 9 am, wasn’t feeling good . . . but only assumed it was because of the food I ate the night before . . . I wasn’t more wrong, but I digress . . . again . . .


Focus, damnit . . .


Woke up . . . ate, fed Smokey, dressed, the usual daily routine. I was hurried; I wanted to leave to the park for that meeting. I told mom where I was going, but told her I wasn’t sure when I’d be back, she didn’t seem too worried. She agreed with me that this might be the help I needed.


Went out to the car . . . and to my utter shock: I found one of my tires had been slashed . . . rage ***unreadable words***


I . . . just lost focus again, it’s hard focusing . . . I can feel primal instincts emerging . . . I know I will be changing soon . . . but how soon? Can’t think on that . . .


One of the car tires had four large gashes in them; nothing human could have done that.  I already knew what it was, could I have done that? Changing without knowing it, so far from being human at that time? I don’t . . . believe I would do that; it couldn’t have been me, why would I attack a car, right? It wasn’t Prey . . . prey . . . hunger . . . ***unreadable words***


FOCUS! I hear my mind screaming at me . . .


No, it couldn’t have been me; there were . . . other potential targets nearby, ones in which I don’t even want to think about . . .


Can’t help it . . .


Wait . . . I am in the middle of a forest, right now. The tree that I’m leaning up against, the dirt beneath me . . . it is a comforting presence . . . I believe I am far enough from civilization to not harm anyone . . . optimism . . . got to stick with it . . . have to, can’t think . . . ***unreadable words***


I have to stop for now . . . can’t focus . . . must eat . . . got to rest . . . 

***

Thursday, August 18th 2005 past noon or early evening. 

I ate the last of my food, and slept, for how long—I don’t know. I’m really starting to worry, it got bad there. I was craving raw meat and the need to hunt live prey was intense. I do not know how much longer I can keep those instincts at bay. My food is gone . . . I should have brought more, I did not anticipate what’s happening to me now, not to this degree. I must not stop to think what might happen next time my instincts surface. I do feel more focused now: the instincts that emerged have subsided after I ate and rested . . . they are still there, though. . . . I feel them, and I don’t believe they will ever leave, but just grow stronger . . . no, I won’t dwell on that.


Okay . . . got to finish how the day started, and how I ended up in the middle of these woods . . . while I am still focused.


I discovered the gashes in one of the car tires, I knew what had made them, but not who.


Then, I did something, I’ve never done before.


I got angry . . . right, everyone would get angry, right?


Not like this . . . it was more like an inexplicable primal rage . . . I . . . then smashed my hand through the back window, hence why my watch is broken. My hand still hurts . . . I don’t believe it’s broken, but it isn’t bleeding as it should be. Wished I knew why. At least I can still move my fingers. 


I never felt angry like that, what would that make me angry enough to smash a car window? I don’t know . . . no, I don’t want to know . . . but deep down, I already know. 


I had briefly lost control. I felt time was short, no time to fix the car, and I had no idea on who to call on for help to get me to that meeting . . . My change was beginning, and  I didn’t want to endanger anyone. No one deserved it. The only thing I could think of then was just to get away.


It was through my own beliefs that possibly one of the reasons werewolves changed was because of the desire to feed. I had prepared a heavy lunch. I theorized that if I ate, it would at least delay the change, I knew it would never prevent it. I also grabbed this journal too; I wanted to write down everything that happens . . . as long as I can stay sane enough . . . shouldn’t think about that. 


Optimism . . . that’s only a new thing to me . . . but I have seen proof that it helps in a lot of things, even false positive thinking is better than pessimism. This . . . situation I’m in right now is putting that to the test . . . can’t help but curse my furry friend for that night . . . but nothing can be done about it now . . .


Wait . . . maybe he was the one who slashed the tires . . . no, I don’t believe that, he didn’t seem the one to toy around with people. He had sounded sincere enough when he gave me his gift . . . could’ve done a less aggressive approach to it, if you ask me . . .


Again, I keep getting side tracked.


I packed a lunch and this journal into a canvas bag. At first I had thought about not telling mom about what had happened, however she’d find out for herself upon seeing the car. Who knows what she would have thought then. I did tell her about the car, but didn’t tell her that it was I who smashed the window. She had suggested that I get one of my siblings to take me to the meeting. I had to explain to her about the questions that’d be asked: ones I knew I didn’t have the patience in dealing with. I had to leave home by foot; I had no other choice.


I wasn’t sure where to go. I had thought about the bit of woods that was behind our trailer, but that was too close to people. I liked being outdoors, though, the park was too far away for me to arrive on time for the meeting—besides I was changing, didn’t want the chance of wolfing-out on the way there . . . not a good thing in broad daylight.


Then a thought struck me—I knew of where to go. It was a bold place to go, but it was the best place I could think of: the nearby military arsenal. There’s lots of wooded areas there, surely far enough away to not risk harming anyone. Granted, I am trespassing, that is definite, but what other choice did I have? It was the closest deep woods I could think of.


So, here I am in a much more expansive forest far enough from civilization. Surrounded by trees, all my senses stimulated by all of what real nature has to offer, and away from humanity. It feels good being here outdoors . . . before I hadn’t gotten out as much as I’d like to: only to the park about once a week. 


I hate being cooped up in that trailer park . . . it’s so . . . confining. But after being out here in this forest . . . I never felt more alive. I think . . . once this is all over with and things return to normal (yes optimistic thoughts are still with me) I think I will actually explore those woods behind my trailer.


That bit of woods was bordered off from the trailer park, but right outside the back of my trailer there’s a hole that was cut in the fence that I can use . . .


Holy shit. . .


Of course, it was obvious . . . damnit . . .


That rage again . . . surfacing . . . I can focus, I know I can, I believe I can . . . ugh, that almost sounded like one of those cheesy lines in a child’s storybook . . .


Going off on a tangent again, I got to stop doing that.


Where was I . . . the hole in the fence . . . I wonder about that now . . . but maybe it isn’t important . . .


Well, seems I done wrote down all the pertinent stuff . . . something about the hole in the fence that eludes me, but what? I will learn in time, and write about it . . . if I’m still human enough . . .


Don’t know what else to do . . .


I know . . . Brainstorm more questions . . . maybe find some answers.

1. Who slashed the tire?


Couldn’t have been me . . . as I already deduced, on my first transformation, it wouldn’t make sense for me to attack a car . . . that sounds rather amusing in a dark way . . . no . . . couldn’t have been me. Period.


Then who? Only other werewolf I know, was my visitor. I don’t believe it would be him . . . unless he had lost control? Maybe control isn’t as easy as I thought it was: that maybe even he wasn’t in complete control. That isn’t a comforting thought . . . maybe another werewolf perhaps? Since he was one, then there would definitely be others. So . . . two possibilities on whom it was . . . both mysterious in their own way . . .

2. Why would it slash my tire?


The obvious is to prevent my meeting . . . I could have just walked, of course, but the distance was far. By the time I arrived it would’ve been too late, I’m sure.

3. Why would it want to prevent my meeting?


I honestly do not know . . . perhaps it was for this very reason? Me losing control? Going on a rampage? Is this what this mysterious werewolf wanted? That . . . disturbs me, seems I have a protagonist . . . can’t help but think . . .

S—one com—g [*barely readable*]

***

Thursday August 18th, 2005 7:32 pm


I am a lot more focused than I was 12 hours ago. I will explain for there is no other way to start describing what happened. My writing is a bit bad, it is hard getting used to writing as I am now . . . but I’ll get to that later, I’ll start from the beginning.


My lycanthropic senses had alerted me by the sound of someone approaching. At first, I had thought that they could have been someone from the military. I had initially thought I was far enough away in the middle of nowhere to not worry about such things.


I heard them drawing nearer, and finally saw them; it was too large to be human. A werewolf, possibly male by the size of him, that’s all he could be. He was on all fours as your typical werewolf would be as if hunting. I didn’t recognize him, he wasn’t my visitor from the other night. This one’s fur was a mottled light brown color and he was much larger, too. 


Upon seeing him, my first impulse was to run. I had suspected he could have been my mysterious protagonist. I didn’t want to take any chances; trying my damndest to not make any sound: I remained as still as I could. I then saw him lower his snout to the ground; apparently sniffing . . . he was obviously hunting for someone: me, of course.


Something shifted within me, I suddenly came out of hiding, ready to stand my ground, and at the time was defending my territory: yet another primal instinct that was surfacing before I could control it.


When he saw me, he told me “You don’t have to run, I’m not here to hurt you.” 


He thought I was going to run. I knew I couldn’t out-run him, especially in the form he was in right now.


I backed up: I felt threatened suddenly. 


He removed a pack that was slung over his shoulder, one I hadn’t noticed until he done so. The pack itself was pretty worn-out, and from the looks of it he had used it a lot. He tossed it to the ground, and right before my eyes: his form suddenly shifted to a human. He then reached into his pack and began to dress, right in front of me. This guy wasn’t modest, that was for certain. I imagine all werewolves were like that though, they shifted so much they’d get used to it, I imagine. Doubt they made werewolf sized clothing anyways . . .


I digress . . .


I had simply remained where I was, waiting to see what he would do next. He made no sudden movements. I have realized he didn’t want to spook that nature of me. He seemed used to dealing with people like myself, unstable individuals in which . . . I was pretty unstable at the time. It’s hard putting into words what I was feeling, but part of me wanted to tear him apart, but the rational part of me told me how foolish that would have been. Here was a creature confronting me in what was a natural element to both him and a certain part of me. That part in which was getting harder to control at the time—I might add.


He began to speak softly but clearly, making sure I understand. “Listen to me very carefully: You’re still human, and you must focus on that part of you right now. Understand?”


At the time, I didn’t know why he said that, only now that I do, but I’ll get to that later.


He continued with, “You talked with Maia last night on the phone, you were to meet her at the main city park, right?”


I nodded yes, watching him closely.


“You never showed up, and we got worried. We had several of our kind looking for you. I’m one of those, and thankfully I found you. Now, I need to tell you that you must trust me as you trusted Eldrew. Eldrew you met the other night.”


Eldrew, the one who gave me his gift . . . at that point in time, I was less as exuberant about his gift than I was at the beginning. I mean, come on, look where it got me at that point? A silent trip to the hospital where the people there thought I had gone bananas. My mom who is probably so worried about me she’s on pins and needles. Eldrew, who had nearly ripped my arm apart, who’s gift had caused me to lose control of my humanity for a brief time to smash a car window. Imagine what I was thinking at the time? And as he was talking to me, that inner rage begin to boil up, and guess what? It nearly made the situation worse. I attacked the guy.


To my surprise he was expecting it, he deftly side-stepped my lunge, lucky for him that I tripped to the ground and he managed in successfully pinning me. I couldn’t wiggle free from under his bulk.


“Listen to me.” He said to me as I continued struggling, “Listen to me, I say! you’re human. You have to trust me for your own sake as well as those you care about.” He said it right in my face, and thankfully he somehow got through to me . . . or otherwise I’d probably not be here writing this, now would I?


After he saw me start to calm down, he finally got off me, though he was tense as if I was about to spring on him . . . and I don’t doubt I probably would have. 


“Let’s get out of here, and then we’ll see what needs to be done next. I’ll need to call Maia.”


He led me out of the woods and to his car, a forest-green Explorer. Making sure I followed the whole time, I did, of course. Nothing better to do right? . . . right, other than attacking him . . .


He told me it’d be best if I got in the back seat, more room back there. Not sure why at the time, but I learned. He got in and started up the vehicle. We headed north on the main road leading away from the arsenal entrance. Also away from the forest . . . I couldn’t help longing for being there again . . . after traveling through it and being emerged in it, I felt the urge never to leave . . . and now he was taking me away from it. I started to protest, but my new friend insisted I be silent and to keep myself calm. 


Keep myself calm? I had thought. After all that happened? It was difficult . . . I suddenly became inexplicably angry . . . I reached for the door.


“No, you can’t leave, that won’t be good.” He actually sounded a little nervous this time, and I heard the faint click of the safety door lock switch being engaged. “You need to calm down. You need to focus on who you are right now.” 


I didn’t argue, he helped me so far. I tried to calm myself, but it wasn’t easy. I tried meditating, but I wasn’t very good at it. It was a new concept to me and I had only recently got a few books from the library about it on the subject, ones which I have yet to read.


He seemed to understand how difficult it was for me struggling with control. He suggested I lie down, close my eyes and rest. It was easier to relax that way, hence why he didn’t want me in front . . . at least I think that was the only reason. He said to let the calm come to me then. I had begun to trust him so far, so I had continued to follow his instructions.


His words . . . were hard to concentrate on at the time, but I realized why he was telling me to be calm so often . . . he knew my focus was beginning to slip away from me again and again . . . something wanted to be released . . . and I knew what that something was, and so did he.


After I was calm enough, he had pulled out a cell phone, and dialed.

After what seemed several minutes of waiting, someone finally answered, from the conversation I learned it was Maia. During their conversation his tones took an ominous quality as he began talking about how close to losing control I was. At that point I was starting to get a little stressed . . . well, little is an understatement. He was clearly agitated about what the other was saying, and was saying that he agreed with her. They were making plans to take me to a place in which they called “the den” immediately and as quickly as possible. Didn’t know what that meant, but in time I’ll explain.


He hung up the phone, and we drove in silence. He was nervous; I was tense and my mind was near chaos: rationalization, the logic on being calm, my intelligence, my humanity, all competing with the simplest primal emotions: fear and rage and now then hunger was starting. It’s a hard feeling to describe what was going through my mind that time. Insanity could be the best way to call it, I don’t know. It is hard to remember. I do remember that he kept glancing back at me, asking how I was doing. I told him I was getting hungry, his only response was to exhilarate the vehicle to near law-breaking rates. That wasn’t a good sign.



He had attempted conversation to help me focus, he told me more about himself. He told me his name was Jonus O’neil, and that he was a computer programmer. He seemed to apparently know a lot about computers. Most of what he said was technobabble, but it was something linked to what humans are. In a way, I believe, that was another thing that helped keep me calm. Strangely enough.


It’s hard to describe much after that . . . I can’t remember a lot about it, even while I was laying down, I could feel . . . those instincts keep rising again . . . not sure how to describe it . . . a . . . presence? . . . No . . . it wasn’t like I was schizophrenic, that is, another personality emerging. No . . . I knew this was another aspect of me: of the self that was me . . . wanting to be released, and only now realizing it . . . not sure how else to explain . . . 


I eventually had fallen asleep, don’t know for how long, but was instantly awake when I felt the car come to a jerking stop . . . seems like my awareness of my environment was a bit heightened by the lycanthropy . . . either that or it was because I’m easily awoken.


Anyways, Jonus opened the door for me as I sat up. I quickly got out . . . I had a feeling of . . . anxiousness and anticipation . . . feelings I couldn’t quite understand at the time . . .


I didn’t know where we were, but it was a large building, one of those . . . ranch-style homes, I guess. Jonus told me this is what they called the den. Appropriate name, now that I think about it. It was surrounded by relatively thick forests, and I suspected there probably wasn’t much civilization around here. I loved that thought.


Two others were there already; I didn’t recognize either of them. One was male; who I later learned was Eldrew. He wasn’t as large as Jonus was. Eldrew also wasn’t exactly fit either. From the looks of him, I suspect he was probably some sort of desk-job profession: accountant, lawyer, or something. He seemed intelligent enough, just by looking at his eyes and the manner in which he spoke and introduced himself. His accent is unfamiliar, I can’t place it. It closely resembles a British accent, but not quite.


The other who was present, was Maia. The one I spoke with on the phone, in person her accent is more pronounced, it seems to resemble a cross between Italian and Spanish, but it is hard to tell the difference: I am not an expert on accents. From the chemistry both Eldrew and Maia have, I suspect they are an item. Thinking back on that incident, it was actually nice seeing two who actually got along as well as they did.


There wasn’t much time for pleasantries after the brief introductions: they quickly hastened me into the house. I didn’t have much time to see the contents, for they insisted to hurry me downstairs into the basement.  Down there, was a massive cage . . . before I had time to react, however, I was caught by surprise when Jonus literally picked me up and tossed me into the cage. Before I could protest, he shut and locked it securely . . . and not just with one little lock, but several and these were those one pound heavy industrial sized locks. I also then noticed the cage’s bars were at least two inches thick. The cage itself stood about 10 feet cubed—a very large prison . . . you can pretty much guess at how exactly I was feeling at that time . . .


Jonus looked extremely apologetic at me; he probably thought I lost my trust with him. Well, considering how I was feeling at the time . . . I wasn’t quite happy with what he just did, and my trust for him was definitely debatable at the time. Before I could say something to him I’d regret, though, he hastily made his exit saying something about other matters to attend to . . . convenient for him, I bet. Glad he left, thinking back on that now. His intentions were well and good, and I pretty much owe him a lot, now.


Both Eldrew and Maia had remained, however.


“The cage is for yours and others protection, but it also serves another reason. I am certain you know what I mean.” Eldrew said as I saw him turn on the over head light . . .  it wasn’t dark in there before . . . Night vision, of course, that is another potential ability granted by the lycanthropy . . . I have deviated, again . . .


“No . . . I’m not exactly sure . . .” I told him.


Maia told Eldrew she would return shortly, before nodding to me and heading up stairs.


He waved at her in acknowledgement while saying to me, “I think you know. What are you in right now?”


“A cage.” The inner rage bubbled up; I hate games he was beginning to play.


“Correct, and how does that make you feel.”


And then it hit me, like a bolt of lightning . . . 


“. . . It makes me angry . . .”


“Right again, and why does it make you angry?”


He’s a cunning one . . . and I knew where this was leading . . . a brilliant idea, if you ask me, this will have to go in my stories . . . 


“I don’t like being caged up.”


“Why is that?”


I remained silent , those questions . . . though they meant well, still annoyed and angered me on a primitive level . . . and Eldrew knew this . . . and I knew this.


“It is safe to release yourself, young one. You can not harm anyone, and trust me to say you can not harm yourself in there either.”


Something welled up inside me again . . . my humanity struggled to push it back down.


“Don’t resist it, you can not deny what you are any longer.”


“Has he begun yet, Eldrew?” Maia had returned . . . and I saw she was carrying something wrapped in a plastic bundle.


He didn’t turn to her, he was still focused on me, “No, not yet.”


My nostrils flared at the scent coming from the bundle . . . blood . . . raw flesh . . .


A burning urge welled up within me


“Young one, you are growling now.”


“Am I?”


“Indeed you are, listen to yourself.” 


Growling . . . me, I had done it before, even before the bestowment of lycanthropy. This was a lot different though, a lot different . . .


“It’s taking longer than it should, that’s a good sign, it means he is potentially capable of good control.”


“Indeed, but he mustn’t resist too much, Maia, you know that.”


They were talking about me as if I wasn’t even there, it seemed, and this infuriated me further . . .


“Yes I know, that is why I got this, I suspected we would need it” said Maia.


She placed the large bundle she had brought down with her, in front of the cage, and unwrapped it.


Inside was a heart.


I was horrified at what was before me. “What the hell is this, what kind of game-“


She cut me off before I could continue, “No, it isn’t what you think; this is a cow’s heart, fresh from the butcher.”


I still wasn’t sure I believed her; I began to feel that all this was not anymore; things were beginning to get out of hand. Things that were what I should have expected, and not what I wanted.


“Let me out, now.”


She stood up, leaving the offering where it was. She looked at me, her face apologetic. “We can not do that, you know it, I am sorry.”


“You can not fight it much longer; succumb to the primal instincts within you.” Eldrew got closer to the cage, where he could look me into the eyes, his gaze was unwavering. “You must trust me. You can not hurt anyone while in there.”


Something at the core of my throat was vibrating.


I was still growling.


“Eldrew . . . he is resisting too much, do something.” Maia was beside him.


Eldrew’s form shifted, his clothing ripped, he was the werewolf again.


“Succumb to it.” His paw reached out and clasped my throat, “You must do it, now.”


Snarling at the threat he presented to me, I reacted on reflex: my hand grabbed his forearm, and to my astonishment . . . my hand had already started to resemble a paw . . . with claws growing longer right before my eyes.


“It begins.” Is all he said after releasing me.


This . . . is where I can only write the parts I remember . . . I felt something within my very gut twist and contort. I felt various parts of my bone structure twist, snap, and shift. I saw the distance from the ground increasing, and realized that I was growing in size. The cast on my arm, unable to take the strain, fell broken to the floor. 


I felt my heart-beat accelerate, and began to actual feel my internal bodily organs shifting and arranging themselves within my own body. Something behind me at the tip of my spine seemed . . . confined . . . then suddenly the beginnings of a tail busted lose from the back of my jeans. I remember hitting the ground around that time . . . the pain . . . oh the pain was so unbearable, I seriously believed that I wasn’t going to survive the transformation . . . somehow though I retained consciousness, but I knew that was because of my more primal instincts. They were busting to break lose from my human confinement along with its physical confinement. 


After the change, I remember regaining my feet, yet not in real control at the time, it was as if something more beastly was operating my muscles. I began ramming the cage . . . the noises coming from me must have been loud; I was snarling and lashing out. I could see Eldrew and Maia. They both remained calm, though Eldrew had picked up the bloody cow’s heart; he held it in front of me.


“Very good. You finally released yourself as you truly are.” I remember him saying.


I snarled back at him, I felt he was mocking me, I began to claw desperately for the meat, I wanted it so badly I could already taste it. He held it just out of reach . . . I was growing more enraged by the minute, I have never felt more out of control in my life . . . and these primal urges . . . to be honest . . . they felt good

“Give it to him Eldrew,” Maia had said, “he worked for it.”


He tossed it in to me; I caught the chunk of flesh in my muzzle. Nothing in my life tasted as good to me, then . . . even though my humanity told me it was raw-meat, my mind was analyzing that it could still contain microbes. I didn’t care though; I savored every drop of blood, every fiber of meat in the morsel. I gobbled it down, licking every last trace of it from my muzzle.


“Now, young one, you need to calm yourself.”


I looked up at Eldrew as he spoke “You did what you wanted to do, now it’s time for real control. You are capable of it, for you had resisted it.”


Didn’t understand what he was saying, at first . . . but then he changed back to human.


“Control and Balance.” He met my gaze


I looked into his eyes.


I pause to recall what I was experiencing at that time. It was as if it two parts of a whole were fighting over one place . . . its difficult to describe into words. Human and beast, existing as one, fighting each other for dominance. Human Morals versus Primal Instincts but both strong with passions . . .


He kept encouraging me, “You are in control, now balance yourself . . . you are not a monster, you never will be. You are not human, you never were.”


I . . . somehow felt . . . I don’t know . . . the words were obvious to me as a human, but how easily they . . . calmed the wolf within me . . . I honestly and truly can not say how that happened. I will try to brainstorm on this later . . . (Note to Self)


Now I was myself once again, but also something different. Different on the outside, at least: A werewolf.


“It is time to let you out now.” He told me as he began to unlatch the locks.


I didn’t like this idea, I told him so.


“It is alright, regardless of what you have learned and think, the worst is over now. We trust you, do we not, Maia?” He looked over at her, she nodded and her smile to me was as broad as ever.

 
I stepped out of the now open cage and looked from one to the other.


I said the first thing that came to mind, I couldn’t help it . . .


“Can I have my journal, now?”


They both started laughing, and Maia quipped “Regardless of what he looks like now, he still has the instincts of a writer.”


After all that had transpired the past couple of days, I couldn’t help but laugh. I then had felt something strange: a presence behind me moving back and forth. My tail was wagging! A strange thing to feel, never having a tail before, and that thought itself just made me laugh harder. My friends must have seen surprise in my expression upon discovering my new appendage, and they laughed even more. It truly was a grand experience, it was a sense of belonging.


We all then began to calm from the hilarity, Eldrew said he needed to change clothes, muttering something about having to buy a whole new wardrobe by the end of the week. He headed upstairs.


Maia told me to follow her upstairs to the living room, at first I couldn’t help but be hesitant. I was now a creature . . . a fairly large creature.


She expected my hesitation, she grabbed my arm and headed upstairs “Don’t worry, there isn’t anyone else here. We own this place just for this purpose, and we haven’t any neighbors around for at least a half a mile.”


I nodded to her and followed.


I sat on the couch there in the living room, the only thing that I felt large enough for me to sit on. Took me awhile to adjust myself comfortably on there, never knew how hard it was getting used to a tail. Then remembering the way some dogs sit on couches, I copied that position, and managed to settle in comfortably.


Maia then told me she would get my belongings from the car. After she returned, she said that she and Eldrew were going out for a bit, to see what information they can get about the werewolf that prevented my meeting with them. Jonus must have told them my story at some point.


I had wanted to go with them, but they reminded me of what I was, and I wasn’t ready to go out yet. Something about learning to change back . . . feeling as I am now, I don’t want to change back!


So they are gone now, and I now finished writing all that had happened, and admittedly, I’m still in a sense of disbelief over it.

***


Well, not sure what to do next. They’re still gone, and I probably shouldn’t prowl their house . . .


Ah, of course, why not take the time to inspect what I have become?


 First thing I note is my fur, which isn’t similar to either of the werewolves I met so far. My fur is pretty thick, just as theirs are, the color is a dark dusky brown; however, some of the tips of fur were patches of dark gray blended in. This was unexpected to me: Before lycanthropy, when I slept and dreamed about being a werewolf, my fur was a dark gray. 


Hmm, I had theorized that hair color determines the color of werewolf fur in my stories. My theory seems to be a bit right, even down to the slight graying. That’s explained probably by my dad’s side, his hair was prematurely white. Anyways, obviously, not all werewolves are the same, and none of them are completely solid. They all have some sort of highlights to them from what I’ve seen so far.


The next thing I’m looking at is my hand-paws, indeed they are padded like a wolf’s, however the palm was padded in three spots—not one like on a wolf’s paw. My digits were longer and broader. The pads themselves felt tough, probably allowing me to stride efficiently on any terrain. I still had opposable thumbs—or the lupine equivalent—so I was still capable of grasping objects: I am capable of writing, for example. My hind paws resemble a wolf’s down to the absence of a big toe. Strange that I retained my opposable thumb, but not my big toe. Probably has something to do with the human/lupine mix . . .


Anyways, the claws on my paws are sharp looking, but not stiletto sharp. No surprise there. Werewolves I felt are individual hunters most of the time, because of society. So they need to be able to grip their prey while attacking, well werewolves have hands, obviously guess they don’t need claws . . . I guess the claws are just an evolutionary remnant of lupines. 


I wonder, would werewolves be considered part of the evolutionary theory? Certainly not, there’s the monkey thing with humans. If werewolf’s ancestor was lupine why would they be able to turn into human, who is basically simian? Intriguing question, unfortunately. . . but I’m not an expert on evolution, who knows . . . I suspect evolution has nothing to do with werewolves, in a way I sure hope not. That thought does make me wonder about the origins of werewolves . . . interesting . . .


Okay, I’m supposed to be researching the present, not speculating scientific theories, yeesh.


All four of my paws are larger than a human’s, that is probably normal. Indeed I am much taller than I used to be . . . hmm, fascinating: I’m not skinny anymore, but not necessarily bulging with muscle like a superhero in a comic book. Yet I can somehow feel the potential power and speed . . . I’ll check on those later. How tall am I, I wonder. Can’t tell that right now, but I know my head touched the ceiling on the way up from the basement . . . my guess is about 7 feet, maybe.


Next thing . . . my senses. My sense of smell seems to be at its highest now that my facial structure is lupine, giving me more room for olfactory nerves. So I feel confident I could track anything . . . yes, indeed there are hundreds of unfamiliar scents just floating in the air about me . . . I’m not yet ready to go down on all fours and track something just to check, right now, though . . .


Hearing has improved, not sure how I can I explain, but sounds are definitely a lot clearer when I chose to focus, even distant sounds. I can actually feel my ears move in reaction to sound, not exactly a voluntary movement.


I wonder if my sense of taste has changed . . . they say taste is based off of smell . . . logically, I imagine my tasting sense has changed for the better. However, they also say canines didn’t have much of a refined sense of taste as a regular human’s. I’d like to test that, but I won’t go prowling in my friends’ kitchen.


Perhaps I’m over analyzing this whole thing . . . I am what I am, right? Don’t have to analyze it, it doesn’t have to make sense . . . it just feels good right this way . . . it’s a hard feeling to describe . . . still I can’t help but be intrigued by all this.


What next, ah yes, according to my notes I should probably take the time to brainstorm how I was able to get in control after my physical change. Thing is, I can’t think of any rational explanation. All Eldrew did was talk me back down to a calm level. How could that tone-down the urge to tear the cage open and rip him apart as I had wanted at the time? The only answer to that, I imagine, is that the physical change was the ultimate release of the bestiality within. Now that it had finally occurred; it was finally satisfied, and my humanity could once again take control without any resistance.


I pause to think, now . . . I never felt better in all my life. I feel . . . not sure how to describe it. Different? Well, that much is for certain, but there’s something more deep to it . . . a sense of . . . natural rightness? I don’t know . . . I do feel renewed in this form, feel almost unstoppable and ready to embrace life in a different way. I don’t think I want to go back to being human, feeling as I do now. . . 

. . . wait, what did Eldrew mean when he said that I was never human?


So many questions I need answered . . . ugh, and they done left . . . I know I won’t remember them all, either. I’ll just write them down here, as I think about them, along with the earlier questions I wrote down. Then when my new friends return they might be willing to answer them.


- Why did they chose me for the gift?


- How did they find me?


- How did Eldrew get inside my house?


- How long were they watching me?


- How did they decide they can trust me?


- Why did Eldrew suddenly leave as he did?

- Why did he invade my home to give me his gift? Why didn’t he talk to me about it in person?


- Why did he take such a big risk, just to give me the gift?


- Who were the first werewolves and how did they come into being?


- Who slashed my tire?


- Why was it slashed?


- Why was I prevented to go to the meeting?


Going to stop here, seems that my friends have returned.  I guess I killed enough time for their arrival, now maybe I’ll get the answers I need. Wished I had time to write down more questions that I have . . . don’t want to forget any important ones . . . too late now . . . 

Thursday August 18th, 2005 10:39 pm


I am human once again for this entry. The process to return back wasn’t as hard as I expected, but it made sense in a way. To turn into the beast I had to succumb to the instincts of it, but I resisted at the time. There was no reason for me to resist turning to human, so my change was extremely easy. Maia also told me that changing back to werewolf won’t be as hard as the first time. I’m not so sure . . .


Maia was the only one who had returned: she told me Eldrew is with their kids. She had come back to help me settle in.


Still, they have kids? That’s . . . interesting to know . . .


Anyways, it seems tomorrow there are plans for a meeting . . . Not a meeting, but more like a social gathering at about midnight tomorrow. I’m really looking forward to it. Maia told me there would be three others there, besides me, her, Jonus and Eldrew.


Oh, I also learned Maia was a journalist for media television. It was an interesting thing to know. She even gave me a tape recorder along with an idea. She knew I had a lot of questions so suggested that I “interview” Eldrew to make it easier for me to write it out in my journal. It was something I never thought about using before. I am pleased she has an interest in my writing . . .


. . . and she doesn’t look too bad either, human or werewolf . . . why’d I write that? she has a family for Christ’s sake . . . note to self, write with an erasable pencil next time . . . she belongs to Eldrew, that’s definite, now.


Anyways, she suggested I help myself to some food in the refrigerator before going to bed. I wasn’t about to argue, with how famished I was at the time. That hunger though, was just a normal hunger, nothing extreme that would trigger another change, of course.


As for now, I must rest . . . it has been another long day, and there is still tomorrow . . . which I am looking forward to . . . hope I can sleep . . . too much on my mind . . . . . . I will sleep.

Day Three 

Friday August 19th, 2005 12:17 noon

I slept better than I ever have in the past several months. That was possibly due to the different surroundings . . . or something more deep than that. I imagine it was the peace of mind I got, not just from the relief of not becoming something I feared. Maybe it was because I was away from home, and not having to worry about the responsibilities there. I imagine it was also the fact that I made new friends, before I never much socialized now, and this time it was pretty much forced on me—something that I’m grateful for. 


I got up around 8 in the morning and Maia was already awake. She told me she had to go to work. Before leaving, though, she told me where I could find a change of clothes, and again insisted that I help myself to whatever was in the kitchen to eat. They really kept that kitchen stocked, but that’s no surprise with all the guests they probably get with voracious appetites.


She also told me to practice more of my shape shifting because I will need to when I go to the gathering tonight. Also suggested that I get more used to what I am: to go outside and test my new self. I liked the sound of that, and I plan on doing it here in a bit. She told me not to worry about people seeing me; we are secluded far away enough for that. I didn’t worry.


I now plan on calling mom, no telling what she is thinking right now. Then I think afterwards I’ll begin testing my physical limits, because I’m highly curious about them.

Friday August 19th, 2005 9:27 pm

We are currently going to that gathering. I have been looking forward to this all day. I was told it would be a long trip so I brought my journal and tape recorder with me, to occupy myself and take note of the different events that happened today. Neither Eldrew nor Maia seemed to mind.


I had spoken with mom, told her what had happened, that I did physically change. She began asking me if I was certain, possibly believing that it couldn’t be possible. That of course was a logical reaction, one in which I can prove wrong, now. But now I think . . . is it wise to share something like this with others?


Maybe it is, I have an idea. How about using this journal as a way to share my experiences with others I trust? It might give them a whole new idea of what werewolves really are, and dispel a lot of stuff that happens in the movies. Maybe once werewolves are accepted as a normal part of society, this journal can be used as a means of reaching out to those who wish to know us better. I don’t know . . . too soon to know, and it’s not certain that they ever will be considered “normal”. One must have hope and be an optimist, those are words I live by.


 . . . Anyways . . . I did promise mom that I would show her at least, guess I owe her that much. I had worried her so much, I should at least show her why I had to do what I did.


The next thing that I’ll record that happened today is the experimenting with my new form.


After going outside and finding a nice secluded place in the nearby forest, I began. I had to transform first. I knew I had to be careful: I had to let those instincts out to transform, but not to the degree where I lose control of them. The problem was: I wasn’t hungry, angry, territorial, or being threatened. There was no reason for me to transform. Didn’t know where to begin to change, and neither of my friends told me about that. Maybe this part was something I had to discover for myself. They did say it would be easier.


I then thought back on what all that happened while trying to change. I remembered falling to the ground and the pain, that much was for certain. I began the steps of changing, but sitting down to avoid any unnecessary damage, from falling. Next I thought about the actual steps of transformation, obviously a part of me didn’t want to be blood-thirsty, so I didn’t change at first. 


That, I learned, was the solution: I had experienced a first change, and even though I felt vicious before hand, I eventually realized that afterwards I wouldn’t be. I knew then I could do it again and not worry about that. This time the transformation was just a matter of balance, will, and control. The instincts were there, yes, but they were controllable, for I had done it before. So now the change was indeed easier: my humanity allowed me to shift, knowing that I wouldn’t be hostile afterwards. So in fact it really was easier to change. The pain and discomfort was still a part of it, just not to the same degree as it was the first time. I theorize that the pain is part of the resistance, a sort of mechanism to discourage the change. Now that the factor of resisting isn’t involved, the pain will continue to lessen.


After transforming, I didn’t know where to start testing my form—there were so many things I wanted to do. I then decided to start by testing my strength. To my surprise, I found I was stronger than I had thought. There wasn’t much around to test that, and I wasn’t about to attempt uprooting trees or knocking them down, I felt that would be . . . desecration. Besides, I didn’t feel superhuman, I doubt I could have even if I wanted. I did manage to find a nice large boulder, but didn’t know how much it weighed. My guess was about the weight of a large TV, but the thing is, it didn’t cause me as much effort to pick it up as it would have if I was human. I thought about hurling it, but again I didn’t feel that would be right. I placed it back where it was.


I then decided to test my agility and speed. My leaping ability was quite impressive, I averaged about 13-16 feet—I suppose—each time. I tested my speed and I wasn’t expecting it to be as fast as I imagined, due to size constraints. But I seemed to fluidly run through the woods, my estimate is about 20 or 30 mph if I really pushed my limits . . . it felt like gliding . . . I recall the feeling I had when doing that . . . it felt good . . . I can’t help imagining a pack of werewolves running through the woods, silently yet swiftly in pursuit of prey. . . a writer’s mind never stops . . . I should in this case, or I’d get lost in the moment.


I tested my sense of smell, now, being human for 27 years I never smelled a lot of things that a wolf would, so most of the new scents were very unfamiliar to me. I just selected the most intriguing one and followed it for a ways. I found a buck not too long after that, but I was still a bit clumsy in my new form and it bolted as soon as it felt my presence. I bet if I untapped my primal urges I would’ve been able to catch it . . .and . . . well . . . you can guess what else . . . where’d that thought come from . . .


Well, here now are my thoughts on my experimentation. Werewolves aren’t superhuman as they are often portrayed in the movies. I seriously don’t believe I can bend bars, or outrun a car or anything as farfetched as that. Still, my limits were quite impressive none-the-less. I look forward to using these abilities more, would make arranging house furniture easily, at least . . .


After testing my limits I returned to the ranch-house, Eldrew was home. Someone must have brought him home, for it was Maia who had the only car. He had brought some fast food, which we both ravenously ate. Kind of amusing though . . . we were both animals, yet we still enjoyed what humanity had to offer. 


That reminds me, I was still transformed at that time, I learned that the differences in taste are non existent. That is, the food tasted the same to me as it would if I was in human form. Apparently the sense of taste is dominant during change. Just like in human form, I could see hear, see, and smell slightly better than a normal human; those factors being dominant at the time. Seems both forms involve the best of both aspects, an intriguing notion.


Anyways, after we ate, I then asked him about the interview. He was willing to do it, even glad I asked—happy to answer any questions that I had. He said he would also tell me about my slashed tire. So the following is the transcript of the conversation I had with him. I learned a lot about who and what I am, to say the least.

Transcript

(Note to Self) Recorded on Tapes 1 and 2 at about 3:30 pm on Friday August 19th, transcribed in journal at 9:43 pm the same day.
Eldrew: I should probably tell you about your slashed tire, before we begin.

Me: Please do.

E: It was merely a misunderstanding of sorts. One of our pack indeed slashed your tire, the individual admitted to it. He has been reprimanded for it, I assure you.

M: Oh . . . okay . . .

Note: That wasn’t what I expected. I had expected the worst, and yet Eldrew told me it was simply a misunderstanding. Anyways, I had also learned that I will be meeting this individual at the gathering we’re going to. I seriously don’t know what to expect when I arrive.

E: Now then, you are full of questions, I know. Feel free to ask me anything, I will answer them the best that I can.

M: Well, I guess the most important question to start with is: Why me?

E: We wanted to help you find your real nature, we could tell you wanted it so 
passionately.

M: What do you mean by my “real” nature?

E: You feel connected to a lupine spirit of sorts, do you not?

M: Well, yes I do . . . but how did you know?

E: Jonus had discovered some of the fiction you wrote while online. He notified us after realizing how avidly written it was, we felt the need to investigate you further. We had learned a great deal about you by your online presence.

M: Okay, I’ll accept that part, but it still isn’t enough to verify my . . . obsessive beliefs.

E: That is true, however, we did not just watch you online, but in reality as well.

M: Yes, I thought so. How long was I watched?

E: A little more than a year now.

M: I guess enough time to learn about my obsession, but I’m not exactly open about it in public.

E: Please stop calling it an obsession, you are not obsessed.

M: Yes, you’re right, I realize that now.

E: Good, I am pleased. As for your beliefs, you are correct, we could not tell that about you in public, but we still had to know for certain . . . so . . . one of us used the key you had hidden outside and went in your house while you and your mother were gone.

M: Wait, you used the key to get in?

E: Do not get angry, please.

M: I’m not angry, just . . . surprised you went that far . . . in broad daylight?

E: It was a risk worth taking, as I said we had to know for certain. We then
 understood fully that we could trust you after seeing your wolf collection. It is one of the signs of therianthropy, they seek out ways to see what they can’t be outside. It is a comfort for them, a way for them to help connect with their inner animal. That, along with your passion for writing about wolves and werewolves, made us decide to take a chance.

M: Yea . . . I see, now . . .

E: Of course, we returned the key upon completing the final task. There was no need for us to keep it.

M: Yes . . . uh . . . thank you, but why didn’t you talk to me first? Would have been far less trouble for both of us . . .

E: We did try, but we could not just come to you in person, we knew you would not believe us, regardless of your ‘obsession’. We had given you an invitation, but you did not see it as such.

M: An invitation?

E: Yes, we saw that you noticed the hole in the fence to the forest outside your home. Twice we thought you were going to go through it, and then you would have met one of us in person and saved us a lot of trouble. Did you not ever wonder how that hole got there in the first place?

M: Okay, I get your point; you guys put the hole there for me. I can’t believe I never thought about it that way . . . 

E: Do not worry about it, the task was completed either way, and you are what you were meant to be.

Note: I owe a lot to my new friends, it is amazing they would go through all that trouble just for me. No one ever has at any time of my life. I need to repay them back somehow, I feel, and I vow that I will in someway.

M: Now, how did you know that I could be trusted not to tell anyone?

E: Think about it, you were, by your own terms, ‘obsessed’ with our kind. If someone such as you suddenly saw proof of what they desired, would they truly want to expose us?

M: No, I guess not.

E: What other questions do you have?

M: I am thinking; give me a bit of time.

E: Well, maybe you have questions about what you are now?

M: How many others like us are there? 

E: Between 6 to 100 or more to each city—depending on how large it is.

M: That isn’t as much as I expected.

E: That is true, we are a rare race, it must be so.

M: Why?

E: It can be hard trying to maintain our identities in public; you saw what it was like changing, and what things can trigger it.

M: Yes.

E: It can be difficult trying to maintain control sometimes. Thankfully it is only the first change that causes the most trouble. But the cage you were in helps solve a lot of problems.

M: I suspect I know what they are, but humor me: What problems?

E: Well, most importantly you could not harm yourself or others in there. That way nothing was preventing you from changing, you were not restrained by your human morals. 

M: A good idea, I might add. However, I still resisted the real change even while inside.

E: True, resistance such as that is a rare quality. It normally does not take as long for the average therian werewolf to change.

M: There’s that word again, therian?

E: I admit I am surprised you have not heard of the term, it refers to a person who has spiritual connections with an animal or even has an animal spirit within. In your case it is wolf, timber would be my guess.

M: A good guess, most of my dream-shifts take place in the northern regions, where the timber wolf is the most common. So, before lycanthropy, I was a therian?

E: Yes. Still are, too.

M: Well, I’m willing to accept that explanation. I’ll have to learn more about it, but it still doesn’t explain why I resisted so much.

E: No, it does not, but those who have high resistance are known to have the most control.

M: How is that?

E: Because you resisted—that is, your human morals refusing to become blood-thirsty—you were preventing your instincts from surfacing. You were controlling your instincts, but in human form. That is hard to do.

M: So those who don’t resist—those who want to be bloodthirsty—change the fastest.

E: Not exactly. Those who do not resist are not strong enough as a human to fight those instincts at first.

M: Now I see.

E: These types, if not confined as you were, would have run amok on a killing spree until their instincts were satiated. They would then eventually realize what they 
had done and either feeling remorse over what they done, kill themselves. Or they would enjoy what they did, continue doing it, and become totally out of control—and eventually be hunted down and killed by law enforcement or hunters of our kind . . .

M: That is a disturbing thought. Hmm . . . there have not been any killings on the news like that to my knowledge.

E: Right, everything is done to prevent the public from knowing about us, you will not believe some of the risks our kind must take to keep from being exposed. The cage is one of them, and we also control which therians we help release by the measures I told you about.

M: The close watching and such.

E: Yes.

M: Where does the blood-lust come from?  It’s been portrayed in movies at how mindlessly feral werewolves are, however, regular wolves aren’t like that . . .  yet I felt it during my initial change.

E: We believe that started between the 14th and 18th centuries. That was when werewolf attacks were the most common in Europe. During this time there were your normal stable therian werewolves like you and I. Also at that time, the lycanthropic mental disorder had begun: that is normal humans believing they were animals, and viciously attacking people at random. Some of these may indeed have been actual therians, who were twisted by the lycanthropic disorder. Sometimes though, and shameful to know, some of us real werewolves had bitten a few of these. The bloodlust developed from the mentally unstable individuals. So not only did these individuals believe they were animals, they actually became animals, increasing their feralness, and the attacks becoming more gruesome. These lycanthropes gave us true werewolves a bad reputation. Unfortunately, that aspect has carried on through the bloodline. Now, it is pretty much common. Thankfully, though, there are ways around that problem: Modern humans are of stronger will and are less susceptible to mental instability. You yourself proved capable of good control and resistance.
M: That actually makes sense. Now I ask about the origins of the race?

E: That I’m not so sure about, I am no expert in the field. However, there is a term our scientists use called “binary evolution”. Are you aware that both humans and wolves have a common bond more than 140,000 years ago? Both humans and wolves literally evolved together. That seems to be an interesting coincidence. We believe something happened at some point in time during that period that has caused both species to somehow become fused into becoming today’s werewolves. No, humans and wolves never had the capability to mate, however something mysterious happened for a wolf or human to shift physical between one another. Also you would be interested to know, that some of us are capable of transforming completely to wolf.
M: Really? That definitely explains a lot of the myths and legends I personally heard about. Very interesting information that you are sharing with me. It does seem more than a coincidence . . . are you capable of turning to wolf?

E: No, I have yet been unable to do that. However, with the control that I have seen in you, I would not be surprised that you could eventually. However, it is a long process taking extended amounts of time and focus.

M: I didn’t expect that . . .

E: Yes, there are a lot of aspects to us that may seem farfetched to some, but believe me when I say that there are a lot of mysteries in relation to our kind.

Note: There was a long pause as this new thing sunk in. Turning completely to a wolf? I could actually be capable of doing that? Wished I knew more about it . . . need to find out more.

E: Next question?

M: Give me a moment, I am a bit slow.

E: Not a problem, take your time.

M: Okay, what is lycanthropy? It isn’t an infection, the hospital didn’t detect it . . .

E: You are correct, lycanthropy—to use your own term—can not be detected by scientific means. It is a mystery why, even to us. It is interesting to know, that some gifted individuals are capable of detecting it, however.

M: Oh, who?

E: Spiritual advisors, those like psychics or mediums. They can detect werewolves by looking at you. However, it does not happen at first glance, they have to be able to focus their gift to detect it. We know better than to let them discover us, we try to avoid them. We do have a couple of them allied with us, however. Because of the fact that science can not detect it, but mediums can: we believe that lycanthropy is a spiritual aspect manifesting itself into the physical realm.

M: I’m not sure I get that . . .

E: That is the spiritual body influencing the physical body. I can not really tell you more about it. In time you will meet with one of our mediums and she will tell you more.

M: I look forward to that. My next questions is: who are susceptible to it? Obviously there aren’t any immunities.

E: You are correct: there are no real immunities, but non-therians are not normally susceptible to it. Wolf therians are the only ones with a chance of becoming a werewolf after being bitten. We still were not sure if you were a therian or not. That is why I had to do such extensive damage to your arm, to make sure the gift would carry over if you were. I apologize if this discomforted you, but as you see (he reminded me of my now healed arm) you are as well as ever.

M: Can’t argue with that one. Is their an explanation on why it is contagious?

E: There is a possible explanation, but I am not sure how to word it, I will try of course. We believe it is a sort of defense mechanism. A wolf therian who can not shift is missing a vital part of who they are inside: that is the physical aspect, the physical manifestation of their inner self. When a therian wolf gets bitten by another werewolf, the inner animal sees it as a threat, and the only means for them to fight back, is to turn into one themselves. The bite of a therian werewolf helps encourage the physical form to occur. Of course, human morals makes it difficult, hence why it does not happen instantly. Only when the human allows the shift, will it happen.

M: I think I understand that. That also explains the spiritual/physical influencing.

E: Indeed it does, but it is still only a theory, there is not a way to prove it right now.

M: It does make sense.

E: There are other ideas on the matter, but that is the one that makes the most sense—to me anyways. Do you have anymore questions?

M: Yea, I’m curious as to why you left me injured like you did? I understand you not staying around, but not why you didn’t tell me what to expect after the bite.

E: There was no time, and I knew you would regenerate eventually, so my work there was done. We also wanted to see what you would do with your gift. We predicted correctly, you were worthy of the gift by proving your trust by not exposing us at the hospital keeping it secret.

M: You mentioned regeneration a bit ago, what is up with that? I experimented with it, and it didn’t work as I thought. Yet my arm is fully healed in only a matter of days.

E: Well, to begin, did you notice how hungry you were after your injury?

M: Yea, I remember that . . . but what does that have to do with regeneration?

E: I am getting to that, your body was using up its resources to mend your bones. Did you also notice you did not lose as much blood?

M: Yes, those at the hospital couldn’t figure out why . . .

E: Some resources, like the blood, were sacrificed hence why it was not bleeding as much. You needed to eat to replace those resources used to regenerate tissue, hence why you were ravenous. Our metabolisms are fast, allowing us to break down food quickly as needed for regeneration and replace the lost resources.

M: Loss of too much blood is deadly though, it’s common knowledge.

E: You did not lose enough blood to cause you any harm, and it was not the only resource used.

M: What other resource is there?

E: Body fat, of course.

M: I am not fat, though.

E: Yes, I know. You already have a fast metabolism before being blessed; your metabolism did not change much afterwards. Maybe because of your unique metabolism, not many resources were needed for your regeneration.

M: I had tested the regeneration by cutting my finger . . . yet it didn’t heal quickly like my injured bones did. Why was that?

E: Because it was a small wound, not even worth the resources of regenerating. It can regenerate naturally as any normal wound of a human over time. Resources only get used for severe injuries.

M: Why can werewolves regenerate, then? Why not others, too?

E: Another mystery I am afraid, however regeneration is not as rare as you think. There are many creatures that have some sort of regenerative ability such as lizards, starfish, and worms.

M: Can lost limbs be regenerated?

E: Whole limbs do not regenerate. The resources required for such a loss would be extensive much more than our bodies can compensate for. Also, the body reacts to a missing limb as not being there, so no reason why it would attempt to regenerate it.

M:  That makes sense. I’m going to move on to a few questions relating to how werewolves are portrayed in movies, and how they relate to what we really are.

E: That is fine, ask away and I will try answering them.

M: Is there a real connection between werewolves and the moon?

E: It is primarily instinctual, we do not necessarily howl at the moon. We desire to sing to 
each other at night, rather the moon is full or not.

M: What about changing during the full moon?

E: The moon has been around the whole time the werewolves been in existence. Most werewolves do not shift on their first time during a full moon. Those that DO, have a tendency to be more aggressive and hostile, and that is probably because of the blood-thirsty lycanthropic bloodlines of the 14th-18th centuries. Also over hundreds years worth of legends and myths relating to mental conditions during a full moon have been psychologically embedded within each of us. That might have something to do with it, as well.

M: What about the myth of silver?

E: It is not a myth, we are affected by silver, and researchers of our kind have indeed checked on that.

M: Werewolf scientists?

E: Yes, Werewolves who have pursued careers in the sciences.

M: Of course, living normal human lives.

E: Correct. Anyways, from their research; it appears that we are not entirely vulnerable to silver. In fact, it is the nickel used in silver alloys that causes the vulnerability. Together, the two metals cause a more extreme degree of a normal human’s reaction to the silver-nickel allergy. Silver is a soft metal, not very sturdy, so other metals are added to it to strengthen it. Nickel is the most common. As for why the alloy harms our kind so badly, it is still a mystery.

M: Interesting. The next question isn’t relating to movies. In all honesty it is in from personal curiosity. Are there other types of therian-weres, I mean, other than the lupine version?

E: Indeed there are. I personally know a panther shifter, and had a brief encounter with a bear. The second did not go to well.

M: How come?

E: Well, bear’s are more independent, they do not typically interact with other were-kind.


M: And the panther?

E: He is a close friend of mine, he’s independent to, but he understands that other shifters are just as much human as he is. He enjoys meeting others, I will introduce him to you some day.

M: That will be interesting.

E: Any other questions for me, young one?

M: Actually, I think that is all.

E: I apologize that there were some I could not answer, but there are individuals you will meet who will be able to.

M: Thanks, I appreciate the time you did take with me.


I learned quite a lot of things from our conversation. Some stuff I never expected. It seems there is a lot more to our race than I had initially imagined it to be. There are still questions to be answered, but those will be answered in time, I’m sure. 


Anyways, after the interview there wasn’t that much to note afterwards. We had to wait for Maia to get home from work before leaving for our meeting. I practiced my shape-shifting a bit more. The pain lessened each time I changed. I asked Eldrew about this. He told me it takes getting used to the pain and discomfort associated with it. He said that it isn’t much different than your muscles getting used to strenuous exercise the more you use them. He also said meditation helps lessen the discomfort as well. That’s definitely something I’m going to research.


Just asked them how much longer to the meeting, they said about half an hour. I’m just going to stop here for now. I’m having mixed emotions right now: excitement at meeting others, nervous at what exactly to expect, and then there’s the encounter with the one who slashed my tire. I don’t believe my new friends would put me in harm’s way, that is, meeting someone who had admittedly caused trouble for me. However, I trusted them with this much so far . . . so obviously nothing bad can happen there, right? 

Friday August 19th, 2005 11:42 pm


It’s amazing . . . it’s dark out, yet I can see my paper and what I am writing very clearly. Definitely can get used to this . . . 


Anyways, I’m here at our gathering spot, it hasn’t started yet, though. We are currently waiting for two other werewolves to arrive. So, I probably should write down everything up to this point now, not sure if I’ll have time later or not. Don’t know what they do at gatherings like this. 


Anyways, we had arrived at a hotel, not what I expected for a group of werewolves gathering. Then I learned that our destination wasn’t the hotel. That was just the closest place that had a parking lot. Our real destination was about a couple of hours walk from the hotel.


We had supplies to carry with us, items that Eldrew and Maia knew we needed. One was a big canvas bag—those things that athletes carry their gym-stuff in—but this one was empty. The only other thing was a large, heavy cooler. I asked them why we needed these items for a werewolf gathering, and they told me the large bag was for our clothing for when we changed. The cooler contained food . . . he didn’t give me the details, so now I can’t help but suspect what’s in it.


“Not much longer, now.” Eldrew had said after what had seemed several hours, though wasn’t probably more than thirty minutes.


“It’s time to change, then.” Maia had said as she suddenly started taking her clothes off, as did Eldrew.


My chin nearly hit the ground when they did this, granted I should have expected it. Not sure I’ll get used to it . . . I understand that it’s part of who they are, and they’d hate to ruin such nice clothing . . . then I realized they wanted me to do the same thing.

“Are you going to change?” Maia had asked me as she shape-shifted into her werewolf form.


I hesitated of course, I was supposed to strip down past my skivvies, nude, in front of two strangers I barely even knew . . . Imagine what I was feeling. Of course, I understood the need for it, but sometimes my humanity gets in the way. Something which will better change in the future, that’s for sure.


After much coaxing from them, I removed my clothing . . . I know I wasn’t very attractive, but Eldrew and Maia said nothing—bless’em. After undressing I also shape-shifted into a werewolf.


After that, the three of us hiked through the forest. I took over the duty of carrying our bagged clothes, while Eldrew still carried the cooler without effort. The two of us couldn’t run like we wanted to, with our burdens. Maia remained by our sides, instead of sprinting ahead. I liked her character . . . seemed the more I interact with her, the more I wanted to spend time with her. However, of course she’s already spoken for. Then why do I keep thinking about her? That’s one thing I shouldn’t brainstorm . . .


After about another ten minutes of us traveling, Eldrew announced that we have arrived.


The place we are at is beautiful. It is a large clearing in the surrounding forest. There’s a beautiful waterfall, which flows into a crystal clear lake. 
Many flowers and plants are scattered about. I could’ve sworn the way I felt about this place, that it was the very heart and soul of nature herself . . . a truly enchanting experience.


There was only one thing that really didn’t belong, and that’s what I’m in now. It is sort of like a tent, but not quite; its more closely resembles one of those lean-too structures. That is, wooden logs tied together to form a large plank, supported by to braces on either end. It leans forward a bit, offering slight shade during the day, but allows me to still see the present night sky.


Anyways, upon arriving, there were two other werewolves here. One was the biggest I’ve seen, even bigger than Eldrew and myself: it was Jonus, of course. The other one reminded me of a timber wolf, the various shades of gray and brown fur. However, he seemed a bit “rough”; not sure how else to describe him. His fur was mangy-looking, he demeanor from looking at him was off  . . . not sure how to word it . . . I learned later what it was; youthful arrogance.


Neither one of them were talking to each other, not something I expected. Jonus’ ears were back, and his head seemed to be lowered. I felt something may have been wrong, but wasn’t sure. Don’t know if Eldrew or Maia had noticed, but if they had they said nothing. Eldrew then brought the cooler here—where I am at now—around that time. 


I already knew Jonus, so Maia just introduced me to the other, his name Sloane. I then attempted to be sociable with him but he was disinterested. However, Maia had other plans.


“Don’t you have something to say to him, Sloane?” she had asked him.


“Nope, can’t say I do.”


“You know what I mean, you already agreed that you would. Do I need to get Eldrew over here?”


He sneered at her, but didn’t respond. Instead he turned to me and said, “I apologize for slashing your tire. I lost control while watching you, your car was the nearest target . . . ”


Yea, that explained his behavior; I can see this individual slashing my tire.


Well, I knew his apology wasn’t very sincere, but I knew Maia and Eldrew had arranged it. I didn’t want to cause any further problems for them, so I accepted his apology, and told him so. He just shrugged.


I decided then just to avoid him, I spoke with Jonus for a few minutes, but he seemed oddly nervous. Not quite sure why . . . oh, I did manage to finally thank him for all he did for me. I owe him a lot—Eldrew and Maia, too.


After meeting Sloane, I now understood the behavior of Jonus when I had first arrived. Though, I’m still not sure why Jonus would be silent around Sloane. I also had gotten the impression that Sloane doesn’t like me much, but I am unsure why. Oh well, that’s alright with me. Eldrew suggested I avoid him, which I am, of course. Probably to keep the peace in the pack, but advised that I tolerate his presence, for he is one of us just as I am.


After the introductions a few things happened. Maia received a call on her cell phone [guess she carried it everywhere with her, in a pocket, in her clothing, which was in the bag I had carried, of course] Seems the others had arrived at the hotel, and Eldrew had to leave to help them out. So he’s gone now.


I took the time to get to know Maia and her family a little better.  She and Eldrew were indeed, married. They had two children [learned they are capable werewolves just as we are, an interesting notion: Werewolf pups.] Hmm . . . I wonder . . . no won’t brainstorm that right now. Their kids would have attended this gathering, but unfortunately they couldn’t. Why? A school night, of all things. Imagine that.


To continue: I learned that Eldrew was something like a professor of linguistics as well as an amateur historian, that probably explains his more refined vocabulary and speech. Still, it doesn’t explain his strange accent, and Maia even said it wasn’t familiar to her, nor would Eldrew tell her about it. That is definitely interesting, why would he hide something like that, I wonder? She also told me that he wasn’t bitten like I was, he was born with lycanthropy. It seems to run far back in his ancestry, according to what Maia told me.


As for what she told me about herself. She works “behind-the-scenes” she said at one of city’s TV stations. The main reason: to keep an eye out for any reports that could relate to werewolves. She has worked there for over 10 years now, and hasn’t come across anything more serious than “bizarre animal attacks” nothing that would expose us. That is pretty good, it seems their system of keeping things secret is working well so far—at least in the city I live at. Well, she did tell me there were only about eight known werewolves living there, and each one has a good control of their lycanthropy, so no chances of any occurring.


This is rather interesting: Werewolves capable of living relatively normal human lives. We have a computer specialist, a linguistic historian, and a journalist: all werewolves. Who knows what other professions they work in? Just out of curiosity, I wonder what Sloane does. Of course I’m not going to ask, I’m sure I’ll find out in time, one way or another.

For once, I’m not sure what to write about now. Not sure what to do either. I think I’ll just stop here and explore the area. Though I don’t know how to swim, the lake looks rather inviting. Maybe I’ll just soak and relax in it for the time being . . . hmm, just noticed I’ve been itching a lot since arriving . . . I wonder . . .


Jumping Jehosaphat . . . I got fleas . . .this has to be some practical joke by whatever higher being there is. This is insulting . . . okay, now I understand why the water sounds appealing right now. Too bad I haven’t any flea bath, ha ha . . . right.


Into the water I go . . . at least until the newcomers arrive, anyways.


Damnable fleas.
Day Four
Saturday August 20th, 2005 1:23 am


It’s late, I’m very exhausted and need to sleep, but I think I should make a journal entry, anyways.


It wasn’t long after I got out of the water when the others arrived. [Oh, the water helped a bit with the fleas, but not much . . .] My first impression of the first one, was that she was very wild . . . no, not wild in the modern way: not a party animal, heaven’s no. She . . . Tala is her name . . . I learned has a pack of her own. For Tala . . . is a wolf.


Well, not exactly that, she’s a werewolf, too. Eldrew did mention there were those who could turn into wolves. Apparently Tala is the first one for me to meet. 


Anyways, turned out she has turned away from most of what humanity is, can’t really say I blame her for that matter, but I won’t stop here to talk about that. Maybe some other time . . .


She didn’t exactly despise humans, though, she was elderly—nearly seventy years old—and she wanted to die as a wolf would. So she sought out to be with those she felt the closest to. So why would she attend a gathering like this? That is obvious, she’s a werewolf too. She comes to these not just to catch up on human matters, but also to meet new werewolves: in this case that would be me. I suspect she is happier as a wolf, heck, I also learned that she hadn’t turned human in about 4 years now.


I suspect she might be native American, but I’m not that familiar with which clan. She didn’t mention anything about it. I’m also uncertain if it would be wise for me to inquire on such a thing, I understand some cultures may not be open about themselves. At least that is my understanding. 


Anyways, she is the only one who had attended who had the capability to turn into a wolf. So she did have to take on the werewolf form . . . what she had called the liarugre form. That way it was easier to communicate with others, because everyone else was in that form. 


I probably should note “to communicate” doesn’t necessarily imply “comprehension.” I had never heard the language she spoke before, where did it come from, I had wondered at the time. Then I learned why Eldrew is a linguist: to discover just that. Apparently he had; for he was the one translating for her, but even he seemed to have a bit of a problem. I had learned that Eldrew only recently unlocked the secrets of the language. He told me what he knew about it, and mentioned a paper he had written: one that is only available to us werewolves . . . or liarugres, or whatever it’s called. 


He keeps teasing my curiosity, there is so much . . . knowledge to be gained about the entire lycanthropic race, I’m just dying to learn more. In time, though, in time, I’ll be sure to write whatever I can whenever I do: To help others understand who we are.


Back to Tala: She had turned to the werewolf form [for simplicity’s sake, I’ll just stick with that term for now] She was rather friendly, and seemed to have a grandmotherly wisdom and affection, too. She greeted me with open arms, literally, and spoke in that language again. I had no idea what it meant until Eldrew said that she was saying “hello” and “welcome” to put it simply.

Now for the other individual . . . Selina, she . . . 


Hmm, well . . . I could go off on a rant about how preposterous “love at first sight” is, but then I’d have to be force-fed my words, most definitely.


She is far much younger than Tala . . . and . . . very attractive . . . can’t believe I just wrote that, sounds like the words of a love-sick puppy . . . oh, ha ha . . .


I worry . . . is this such a good idea . . . writing a journal that someone could possibly read? Especially after what I just wrote? This will definitely have to be edited if it ends up going public in the werewolf community. Maybe I shouldn’t? However, I can see this journal being a form of guidance in a way . . . If it is to be public, it might be necessary to edit out some of the more . . . personal details . . . that would be most wise . . .


Okay, fine, I’ll just write my thoughts about her. She is very attractive to me . . . silvery white fur, sleek and slender, yet . . . also graceful and strong in her own way. She is indeed a fine specimen of her breed . . . and, unfortunately, already spoken for.


Sloane was the first to welcome her when she had arrived. She was thrilled to see him. Him. I still can’t believe it . . . Yes, I guess I am jealous, but . . . I felt she deserved better. I mean . . . Sloane . . . he was an obvious Jerk-with-a-capital-J . . . what in the bloody blue Abyss does she see in him? 

What luck I have, right? Any person I end up being interested in always ends up being spoken for, it is so blastedly frustrating. What can I do, right? Could step in and fight for her, but what does that really accomplish? If she loves him in return, it could alienate me from her. I don’t want that. If she is indeed happy with him, doesn’t she deserve to be happy? Is she happy with him? I am uncertain . . . she does seem to like his company . . . she’s even still with him now. Didn’t seem much interested in me, that I could tell.


Love is frustrating . . . women are confusing . . . Lessons to learn.


Okay . . . where was I . . .


Right . . . Selina, she was friendly enough, but something seemed to be bothering her: she seemed uneasy around me. Obviously she preferred to be with Sloane.


Anyways . . .


After the introductions it was time to start. I didn’t know what to expect, but it seemed the main function of the gathering was to socialize. However, I learned that our gathering was traditionally started with an initial wolf-pack song begun by those who were just blessed. In this case, I was the one to start the song.


A song right? I can’t sing, never could, what song? I had no idea which one to sing . . .


Then I realized, they didn’t want me to sing . . . they wanted me to howl.


I was . . . honored, excited, nervous . . . every feeling one experiences when they go on stage.


Even as a therian, I had bottled up my inner wolf: I never howled as much as I wanted to before lycanthropy. Even before then I wanted to howl . . . to me that was a form of release. I always had gotten the urge when the responsibilities of being human in a human world get almost too much to me, where I wanted to just go outside, get away from it all, and cry out to the moon. Being in that damnable trailer park though, I knew I couldn’t. Oh, how I wanted to so badly! And when mom was home, what would she think if I did that? At that time, I was worried what’d she think. 


I had confined those urges for so long, and that time was the best opportunity to let it all out. I learned it was lot easier to howl than I thought . . . I started to howl . . . and found myself unable to stop. I felt someone’s paw on my back, a comforting presence. I learned later that it was Maia’s. Her voice joined mine . . . it was a soft almost mournful howl, and it enhanced my own, as mine enhanced hers. Eldrew sat beside Maia’s, taking her other paw, and joined in. The others had added their voices to our song as well. The song we were singing then felt as if it coming from each of their spirits as much as it was mine. There are no choirs or operas that could reproduce what we were letting out. All of us were releasing all our pent up instincts; all of us were letting out the desires to sing together as a pack. I don’t know how long it lasted, nor did I care . . . the feeling . . . the emotions were so intense . . .


Howled again . . . strange that my inner wolf was touched by something I just wrote . . . anyways, it did feel good. I’m even amused that some of the others joined in for a brief time. After I stopped they looked over at me nodding or smiling, each of them with a different sympathizing or understanding expression. The only exception was Sloane, of course.


Then there was Selina’s reaction . . . I received an odd look from her . . . not a bad kind of look . . . not sure how to explain it, but maybe I was just imagining it? Yea, probably so, just wishful thinking that’s all . . . right, then why did my tail just wag? It seems adamant at betraying my emotions, the bloody thing seems to have a mind of its own. I’m not sure I’ll ever get used to it: Most of the time, I have to reach back and make it still myself, like just now . . . what was that look she just gave me?


Maybe I should take a risk and at least speak to her tomorrow. Get to know her better, no harm in that right? Just being friends and all? . . . Again my tail wags . . . Egads, will I ever get used to that?


I think it would probably be best if I just sleep now . . .
Saturday August 20th, 2005 11:33 am


I am calm.


I am focused


I won’t succumb to my current rage, no matter how tempting it may seem.


I am so angry at Sloane right now, I wished I could just rip his throat out. The son of a bitch attacked me for no fucking reason. Damn him to hell . . .


I’ll just write down what happened, maybe it’ll calm me down . . . ha, I doubt it.


I was woken up around 10 in the morning, thanks to the damnable fleas . . . who are still bothering me! Never felt so irritable . . . so many . . . just so . . . angry! 


Anyways, at least the day started out nicely. There was a hunt planned, yes that kind of hunt . . . a primal one. When I was first told about it; I was uneasy, as would anyone be. However, Eldrew stated it was another way to help appease the animal instincts. So a hunt it was, and I couldn’t argue with that logic.


I pause here to clarify something: normal wolves are pack hunters. A wolf pack usually focuses on one target to feed the pack . . . that nature remains with us werewolves. However, a pack of werewolves targeting one creature for prey . . . that is a bit overkill. I mean, we are all [to all extents and purposes] brutes . . . that is, just one of us could take down a healthy buck ourselves if we chose to. The problem is: with werewolves hunting as a pack, there has to be a large source of food. For example a herd of dear . . . So the logical thing was for each of us to take our pick from a herd, right? Well, in this case there weren’t any herds of any creature where we were at, Eldrew had said so.


So, question is, what are werewolves to do? Actually not much different than what human hunters would do. They would split up, until one of them targeted and killed their prey then rejoin the rest with food. Well, that’s what we planned. Me, Jonus, Eldrew, and Sloane . . . the four of us split up and went into the woods. We were to hunt for prey and return it to our encampment for the entire pack to feed on.


I had honestly thought that I wouldn’t be the one to find prey first, however tapping into my natural instincts actually helped. Tracking it was a bit difficult at first, but it just took a bit of time getting used to the different scents and trails. Eventually I found my buck . . . and nearly passed it . . . hey, that gives a whole new meaning to “passing the buck” . . . that’s amusing need to use that in a story somewhere.


I’m calming down some, I’ve noticed . . . that’s good to know . . .


Anyways, I had found my prey he was about thirty or forty feet from me. I could smell it, live prey which sounded appealing to my nature. I had to make the kill, though, without actually feeding on the creature. Not yet, my duty was to bring the creature back to the rest of the pack. Naturally, I had hesitated, here I was about to out-right slaughter a helpless animal. A part of me told me to leave it be, but another said it is prey, nothing more. It lives to die, we hunt to live.


I have a one track mind, I was so focused on tracking my prey I didn’t realize I was being followed. Any other creature would have noticed . . . that mistake could have cost me my life . . .


Right when I was about to spring on the buck: Sloane came at me from behind. I was caught surprised. The bastard had me pinned, his paw clamped around my throat, and he snarled in my face “You better stay away from her. Remember it was I who was watching you. If you tell anyone about this, those you care about will suffer.” 


He then emphasized his threat with his other paw and punched me square on the side of the muzzle. I blacked out for a bit. Don’t remember how long . . . but he was gone . . . as well as the buck.


The bastard had attacked me for no reason. Stay away from her he said, referring to Selina. Damnit, though, that’s what I had been doing. What the fuck was his problem? I barely interacted with her.

Damn him.


I took his threat to heart, no other choice right? Blast him . . . he’ll get what’s coming to him.

 
Well, after the attack, I returned to base camp afterwards . . . only to discover that it was Sloane who had returned . . . with the buck that I had trailed. Damn that Sloane, taking the prey I was supposed to bring back. 


I said nothing to no one, after what all had happened I didn’t feel sociable. I was hungry though, but the prey was already gone. All that remained of it was a few bones, the other six of the pack finished it off rather quickly, and none was saved for me. Obviously not enough for the buck to fill us all . . . Eldrew told me to help myself to what was in the cooler, but that wasn’t fresh kill . . . which would be more appealing to me for obvious reasons . . .


Now I’m sitting here, gnawing on chicken bones, wishing that they were parts of Sloane’s rib cage. That would be nice, quite nice indeed.


I hate that son of a bitch.


It’s a mild relief to know that I have something to keep my mind off my rage. Writing helps . . . but not by much


For once I don’t want to control these instincts, I just want to tear into him as a wolf would a hare, with nothing but a tuft of fur left over from his tail. Oh that would also be nice. Most definitely . . .


Why is Selina coming?


Blasted tail, not now damnit.

Saturday August 20th, 2005 7:37 pm

We’re on our way back to the den now. Tomorrow it’s time for me to go home. I look forward to it . . . but in a way, I’m going to miss being with my new friends . . . my pack, and especially Selina . . . Me and Selina are friends now . . . possibly even more, and now Sloane is no longer a threat, I feel.


I realized I probably should have told one of the others in the first place about Sloane’s threat. I guess I was too used to handling my own problems that I didn’t want to rely on others for help . . . I need to learn to get out of that habit: I’m not a lone wolf anymore. I have friends that I can rely on, now. Well, either way, things worked out for the best. 


Anyways, should write down what brought all these changes, that is the most interesting.


Selina had come to talk to me.


“Something is bothering you, what is it?” She had asked me.


At the time I didn’t want to talk to anyone, I would’ve liked to talk to her, but then Sloane’s threat kept me silent. Besides, at the time . . . I wanted to brood about the situation, alone . . . that’s just how I am . . . or was.


“Why won’t you talk to me?” She finally asked after realizing I wasn’t going to say anything. She then sat down beside me, intending not to go anywhere without an answer.


“It’s Sloane, isn’t it?” she said after a few minutes of watching me.


At first, I wondered how she would know, but it was an obvious thing. I’ve learned later that he has pulled these stunts before . . . but no longer, that much is for certain. 


“How did you know?” I asked her.


“This always happens, I can’t get close to anyone without him having a say in it. He gets so jealous of me.”


Indeed that was obvious, at that point I wondered where he was at. I knew if he saw me with her, things would get bad again, knowing him . . . 


“Where is Sloane, dare I ask?”


“He is relieving himself, I wanted to talk to you . . . I want to be . . . friends.”


“That’s alright with me.”


“Thanks, I hope to get to talk to you more again. I should go before he returns.”


“There probably won’t be a next time if you leave, now.”


I was angry after what she just told me about Sloane. It definitely made a lot of things clear, for example it was the reason he wanted to slash my tire, to prevent my meeting with her . . . why would he go that far, though, we barely knew each other? Maybe there is more to it than I thought . . .  well, if she is attracted to me—heaven forbid—she hasn’t told me about it . . . however, “Actions speak louder than words.” As my mom would say . . . right, back on my train of thought . . .

“What, what do you mean?” she asked me.


I had sighed, I didn’t think she understood what he was doing, “He’s obviously trying to control you; to keep you all to himself. He won’t let you near me again if he knew we’ve talked.” I told her flatly.


“But he won’t find out, I promise.”


I shook my head, “You can’t keep ‘secret’ friendships from him for long. If you ever want to have any friends . . . or relationships: You are going to have to stand up to him.”


“That’s not a good idea, you don’t know him like-“


“I don’t have to, I know his type—I’ve seen it before. Stay put . . . if you really want to be friends with me or anyone for that matter. You’ll stay here, make your stand against him, and tell him off yourself.”


“I don’t know if I can . . .”


“You can and you will.”


It was a bold thing for me to say, but I knew I was right. I prayed she would see it the same way I did. As for Sloane . . . I don’t know how he would react to her . . . I didn’t believe he would hurt her, and I thought surely he would see the rationalization in it . . .


As if on cue, my protagonist approached . . . his eyes glaring a dangerous red, and his ears back . . . he was pissed to say the least . . .


I never considered myself to be the valiant type, and a part of me believed I had gone past insanity to arrange something like this. I was taking a risk that Sloane wasn’t so far unstable that he would actually attack Selina. Needless to say, I’d have to defend her if it came to that, right? Indeed . . . I’m sure the others who were around would help out, as well. I wasn’t too worried about it.


“What are you doing talking to him?”


“I’m just trying to be friends with him, why do you have such a problem with that?”


He remained silent, The look in his eyes at that time was . . . disturbing. He was in less control of his instincts than I thought . . . that explains his jealousy. Then I realized . . . it was worse than I thought: it wasn’t about him controlling her . . . it was about seeking a mate. He had chosen her as his mate . . . his instincts was causing him to do such drastic things to try keeping her. His instincts were in full swing and his instincts told him: wolves mate for life. That was his intention with Selina. I didn’t know him like I had thought . . . he was too far enraged by that time, after all that had happened, and all his plans failed, that I could tell he was losing it, or already had. I tried something Eldrew said to me, hopefully trying to keep the situation civil and rational . . .


“Sloane, control yourself, is it not reasonable for her to be allowed friends? She’s human just as much as you and I. I assure you I’ve no-”


I pause . . . I am so glad I didn’t get to finish that line . . . I almost said I had no intentions of being Selina’s mate . . . thank the gods I didn’t, or things wouldn’t be as good between us as they are now. If I said that in front of her, like I was about to . . . it would’ve been extremely stupid . . . and was an obvious lie, which I would’ve regretted later . . .I am so relieved I didn’t say it . . . words can’t describe . . .


Anyways, I didn’t continue, obviously, for he swung out his paw and I then felt four hot channels of pain across the side of my muzzle. 


Right . . . I knew what that meant, of course. He was too far out of control, that there would be no further reasoning with him. He was wanting to fight for his mate . . . and simply wasn’t going to let me walk away.  I knew I couldn’t even if I tried . . . besides, I was tired of his bullshit. I wasn’t going to take any more of it . . . even if it meant the end of me.


A confrontation was an absolute. I was doubtful about the fight’s outcome, for I knew nothing about fighting. However, that was the old me speaking, the skinny weakling. The new me had control of something different inside me . . .  the animal instincts. I knew combat would come naturally, then. I tapped into those instincts, quoting Eldrew’s words Balance and Control  praying that they would be sufficient enough in at least defending myself.


Our gazes locked. I was furious. I still felt in control, but wanted those primal instincts of fighting, to surface. I struck him back, twice, one blow after another. I leapt backward after the blows to give me more space while he recovered and to watch him to see what he would do next. He then had gone down on all fours, he was getting ready to spring at me. He was snarling, and his hackles were raised. 


Selina called out for help. The others heard, Jonus saw what was happening and was going to come and assist. However, Tala, barked something at Eldrew and Eldrew restrained Jonus . . . They were allowing the fight to occur . . . I didn’t know about this part until Selina told me later . . . 


Anyways, I snarled back at him and then Sloane suddenly leapt at me. Following my instincts; I lashed out with both sets of claws extended, I was planning to gut him right there. When he struck, his fangs dug into one of my arms.  He had me at an awkward angle, so only one set of my claws managed to get him, but not where I intended, they had dug into his side. I held tight there and clawed with all my might. Fur and gore flew off, and blood started to seep down through his fur. He roared out in anger—releasing me—and clamped down hard on my neck. I snarled in response, tried shoving him away with my free arm. His grip was tenacious . . . I felt myself weakening from the grip, I had to do something or it would have been the end.  


Jonus, meanwhile, I heard was trying to break lose of Eldrew’s grip.


“They’re going to kill each other!”


“It’s not over yet, Jonus, you know the laws of the pack. We must wait.”


Jonus snarled, but stopped resisting . . . each one in the pack just watched.



I was desperately clawing at him, even managed to get at his throat. I raked at the flesh I found, scratching him, it bled . . . but wasn’t life threatening. Things started to get dark for me, but then I did the only last desperate thing I could do: I clenched my paw into a fist and smashed him in the head, once, twice . . . the third time got his eye. The last impact made him lose his grip. I struck him again with my other arm—mangled and bloody. The pain was intense, but I could feel my regeneration kicking in, my wound had already stopped bleeding. 


Use your fangs, they are weapons too my instincts told me. After my blows, and while he was mildly gazed; I went down on all fours, balancing myself to leap forward. I knocked him to the ground where we tumbled briefly. My instincts then told me where to go for the killing blow: his throat. My jaw clamped down around the front of his neck. He snarled and wretched, he clawed at my face and my chest, yet I held on tight. I knew if I let go, I might not have the strength or resources for more fighting. I had to hang on. The pain from all my wounds was collectively driving me into a more feral state that even I couldn’t control. I don’t remember much after that. I do remember the taste of Sloane’s blood, and I remember his heartbeat slowing. I know I was killing him, his regenerative ability wasn’t compensating quick enough for the damage I continuously caused to his neck and the blood he was losing.


Then suddenly, someone grabbed the scruff on the back of my neck. He began to tug at me, “That is enough. You have won, let him go.” It was Eldrew.


I didn’t let go, my instincts wanted to finish off this threat, and my instincts I simply allowed them to.


“Damnations . . . Jonus help me out here! Maia and Selina, get some food and those medical supplies, quick!”


Yes, I learned later they prepare for everything . . . didn’t know they had brought medical supplies until I saw them later.


Anyways, I heard movements, but didn’t care. Sloane was almost dead, but I waited for him to die . . . my wounds weren’t completely regenerated, and I was beginning to get ravenously hungry. I had the sudden urge to begin feeding on Sloane, my humanity had no control at the time. The primal urges for survival were in full swing. Food was needed.


I then felt two massive arms grabbing me from behind, another pair from the side: both Jonus and Eldrew were pulling me away from Sloane. Eventually they succeeded, but I know I took a mouthful of Sloane with me.


Next thing I know, something large, meaty and bloody was shoved in my face. Food never tasted so good at that time, the bones, the meat, the tissues, all of it. I gnawed on the bones until there was nothing left but splinters. Not a bit was wasted . . . I was still hungry, they left more raw meat there in front of me. I paid nothing else any attention by that time, I was focused solely on my food. I learned that they were doing the same for Sloane as well, but had to force feed him. His resources were probably nearly spent. I didn’t care less, he challenged me and lost.


Selina was there beside me, tending to what little minor wounds I had, stopping the bleeding and wrapping them up. I never felt so sore in my life, but her touch was gentle. She even tenderly licked my wounds for me . . . another instinctual behavior surfacing in our kind, I imagine. Not one I’ll say that was unpleasant . . .


I’ll also note that Jonus seemed to have changed a bit, or maybe he was still himself. I did notice how he himself tended to Sloane’s own wounds, even though earlier Sloane had intimidated him. Jonus had compassion and pity for Sloane, a very admirable trait. I suspect the two are close friends, but I still don’t understand how Jonus could put up with him.

Anyways, after we both were tended to, calmed down, and in relative control; Eldrew came over to me and asked exactly what had happened. I told him about what Sloane had done during the hunt, and then my thoughts about him controlling Selina, and having her stand up to him. He mentioned that Sloane was, indeed, a bit uncontrollable, but didn’t believe that he would actually endanger a pack member. He was very upset upon learning these circumstances. After speaking with me; he went over to Sloane, displeased with him. Sloane had obviously gone too far. Sloane was still a bit dazed from the fight . . . don’t know if he ever established full control or not. Eldrew spoke with Jonus some and I believe to Sloane as well, probably to calm him. He did mention “punishment,” “breaking pack law,” and “hope you learned your lesson,” but I still wonder if any of that got through to Sloane. For his sake: I hope so. He was pretty much beaten . . .


After all that occurred, I was told to get enough rest for the trip home. They had decided it was time to end the gathering after what had happened. Before leaving though, we exchanged contact information. Jonus left with Sloane almost immediately after his recovery. . . not really sure what is to become of him . . . well, as long as he isn’t a threat to the pack . . . I could care less. I did manage to score Selina’s telephone number, email address and an instant messenger nick. Hallelujah!



It’s about 9:30 pm now. My estimate would be about another hour or so . . . before we get to the den. I’m still a bit achy, most of my serious wounds have already healed. Probably should eat a bit more, though, for just in case. 


Can’t stop thinking about the possibilities with Selina, though . . . but that’s one thing that wouldn’t be . . . appropriate to brainstorm in this journal.


Anyways, I eat . . . 


Saturday August 20th, 2005 11:12 pm


Well, I’m back at the den again and tomorrow I go home. I called mom a bit ago, letting her know. We had talked a lot, I told her about the gathering [not the fight of course] and the others I met. She knew I wasn’t sociable before, but now: not only do I have new friends, but possibly a girlfriend as well. She was extremely excited about that. She then started telling me how things are at home. She told me not to worry about the car, that my second brother came over to take care of it. She’s doing okay, she spent a day or so over at my brother’s so she wouldn’t be alone and someone could care for her. Of course, my brother had to ask where I was at, but mom covered for me—bless her heart. She told him that I needed time away and had chose to stay at a hotel for a few nights; just to be alone and be “myself”. She’s really good, that’s pretty much something I would do. He accepted it, though with a bit of temper. He didn’t like finding out at the last minute, but he’s been known to do the same with me when it was time he needed me to baby-sit . . . 

That reminds me, is it good for me to baby-sit now, with what I am? Not that I wouldn’t mind being called an over-grown “doggie” by my nephew, but . . . how would my brother react if he found out? My nephew wouldn’t be able to keep a secret like that . . . yes I could stay human while doing so, but where’s the fun in that?


Actually, should I let my family know what I’ve become? Is it wise? How would they react? I did promise mom I’d show her at least . . . but can she in her health handle it?


Never had the chance to ask Eldrew for his advice, he isn’t here, just Maia and she’s asleep already. Still so many things I need to learn, better write down some of my questions while I’m thinking about it . . .


Should I explain what I am to my family?


What are the pack rules? 

Definitely need to know those if I’m to avoid any “punishments”.


What became of Sloane? 

Sloane . . . that is a good question, I can’t help but worry. After what he did, all he got was a lecture? What is up with that? He lost control . . . didn’t Eldrew realize that? What kind of punishment will Sloane get, I wonder . . . whatever it is, I hope it keeps him out of Selina’s hair . . . or fur or whatever . . .


Oh yea, then there’s that paper that Eldrew mentioned. Oh also his two friends: the medium and the panther. Can’t wait to meet them.


Krimeny, now I’m getting too excited that my tail is wagging, blasted thing.


Oh there’s another question: How in the name of the abyss do I control my tail?


I suspect with my luck, it’ll have to be something to get used to. Just like the fleas . . . Ah yes, fleas . . . I’m human right now, but they’re still bothering me, just not as badly. No matter, their time will come once I get the necessities to deal with them when I return home, oh yes.



So many things to get used to, and I’m sure there are so many things yet to be discovered about what I am. I look forward to learning more. For now, however, I should go to bed. Tomorrow it is time for me to go home; to restart my human life once again. However, my new pack will always remain in touch with me: I’ve got their telephone numbers and email addresses; they already had mine. With the exception of Tala, who tends to avoid humanity. 


I think that that this should be my last journal entry of my old life, everything after this will be totally different. I feel it is only fitting for me to begin from where my new life starts.


At any rate, so closes this journal, in its place a new one to be made, one made from my new life, where it starts, and where it is headed.


I look forward to the new possibilities . . .


Think I’ll start with calling Selina tomorrow, first thing . . .
