Don’t miss the beginning of The Pack, Here
For the full listing of stories written by this author, Click Here
I moved about my cluttered apartment aimlessly, hands shaking uncontrollably from my anxiety. What was I going to do? How had things spun out of control so quickly? Was Sam okay? For the tenth time in as many minutes, I stopped in front of the window and pulled the curtain back, looking for any sign of Sam, or danger approaching. I checked the locks on my doors and started pacing back and forth again.
I had to get out of town, but I couldn't just leave without Sam. And was it safe for me to even leave the house? How could this be happening? Vampires were nothing more than a fairy tale, but in hindsight, werewolves were in the same category for most people.
I continued pacing for another ten minutes, checking the windows every time I passed one, hoping to see Sam, or his white wolf form, just outside. I kept pacing as I replayed the events of last night in my head, trying to find something in my jumbled memories that could help me right now.
I thought of Sam and I in the clearing, clothes off and bodies hot as we laid in the tall grass and completed a ritual that would make me like him, a true wolf; not a half-blood that would never be able to join the town Pack. The ritual had worked, but as soon as it was over, my world collapsed around me.
Another pack had surrounded us in the clearing after we had exhausted ourselves. They had warned us to run. Had called us stupid for completing the ritual. We had woken something that should have been left asleep. Worse still was that Sam knew the dangers of what we had just done, but hadn't told me. He'd lied to me and put both of us at risk just to help me.
It was my fault. I wasn't happy being different. My family and friends were all shifters, but I wasn't. I couldn't handle it so I ran away from my home town. I thought about calling my folks to explain what had happened last night in the woods, but this was my problem. I wanted it to stay that way for now. If Sam would just come back, maybe we could figure something out.
Truth was I needed him to come back. I was useless on my own. I didn't have his courage, and my answers to life's problems so far had been to run away. That was what I had done when I found out I would never shift, and that's what I did last night when I smelled them coming. Sure, Sam had told me to run, but I didn't have to. I didn't hesitate. I didn't look back. I had left Sam, the man I loved, who I said I would die for, to face demons in the night. Alone.
And what did I do when I made it back to my house? Did I call for help? Did I try to find Sam? No. I closed the door and fell asleep. I hadn't seen Sam now for nearly ten hours and the sun was now high in the sky. As far as I knew the danger had passed, but I couldn't pull myself together. I hadn't even gotten dressed yet. I had run all the way back here in the nude last night.
I needed to pull myself together. I quit pacing and took a few deep breaths to calm myself. Baby steps. I needed to shower. I needed to get dressed. As I stood there with my eyes closed, my stomach rumbled. I needed to eat. After I had done those things, I needed to find Sam.
I turned the shower head to its hottest setting before I stepped under the powerful spray. Steam filled the small room as the scalding water tore at my skin. I jumped back as the water slipped over my shoulders and slid down my back towards the floor. The water made my scrapes and scratches from our sexual encounter last night burn like the dickens. I needed to clean out the wounds Sam had left in his excitement.
Once I was out of the shower I toweled off quickly and rooted around for something to disinfect the gashes on my back. When Sam had changed last night, mid-coitus, his claws had left a number of shallow wounds along my back. My new healing abilities should have closed up the cuts but for some reason they weren't healing like they should have.
With my wounds tended to, I got dressed. There wasn't time to get all dolled up. I pulled out a simple pair of panties and a mismatched bra before finding a pair of jeans and a pullover hoodie. The more time I wasted inside, the closer it got to sundown and I didn't want to be outside when the stars came out.
I laced my shoes and unlocked my door, grabbing my car keys and shoving them in a pocket before leaving. But as soon as the front door swung open, I jumped backwards and let out a terrified scream. I tripped over the cluttered mess strewn across my floor and fell into a stack of unpack moving boxes. As I scrambled to my feet, a shadowy figure, nearly as wide and as tall as my doorway, stepped into my room.
This is it. I'm going to die.
I reached for anything I could use as a weapon but my hands came up empty. I had landed on boxes of clothes and office supplies. I could make a slingshot out of an old bra and some broken pencils, but I doubted they would have any effect on a vampire. I closed my eyes and waited for the cold fingers of death to wrap around my throat and take me out of this world.
I heard the door close and the sound of shuffling. It had moved past me and into the living room. The creature was moaning. What was going on?
I opened my eyes and looked around. The shadowy figure was no longer in eyesight. I stood up and turned around, letting out a gasp when I saw it standing in my living room. It wasn't a monster. It wasn't a vampire. It was an old man and he was talking to my couch.
"You! You're the Pack master from the forest! Why are you in my living room?"
The old man straightened up as best as he could and stared at me. One of his eyes didn't seem to track properly and in the light, I could see that a long, deep scar ran across his face. His arms were likewise covered in scars. His one good eyes looked at me with an intensity I had never seen in another living creature. My entire body went cold.
"I told you two to run. How you both managed to make it through the night is beyond me. You have no idea what you've done."
I shook my head. "No I don't. I have no idea what we did last night. Sam told me it would make me a wolf, not summon the dead!"
"He knew that the rite did. It is forbidden magic! Now half of my pack lies dead in the forest! The vampires didn't care that you two were not one of us." The man dropped his head and put a hand across his brow. His voice was shaky, and when he spoke again it was barely above a whisper. "I should have left him to die."
What had we done? Sam had warned me that if the ritual went wrong, I could die, but he had never mentioned anything about vampires. Now people were dead because of me. Why had the man come here? Who had he been talking to on the couch?
"I'm sorry Mr..." I paused and my cheeks grew red."I don't even know your name."
The man raised his head and when his hand fell away from his face, his good eye was pink and puffy. He'd been crying but I pretended not to notice. Alphas didn't cry.
"My name is Gregory McNaire, Pack master of the Elk Head wolves. We were fifteen strong yesterday. Now we are..."
I cut him off before he could finish. "Mr. McNaire I'm sorry. I didn't want any of this! Sam didn't tell me much about the ritual and we never would have gone through with it if we'd known."
He just shook his head. He started chuckling which caught me off guard. "You would have. They all do."
Now I was just confused. "Who are they? I swear I never wanted to hurt anyone!"
"They are every star crossed couple who have to be together forever and ever!" His words dripped with sarcasm. "You are his Sun and he is the Moon! Reality will bend and fate will bring you together! The world exists only to acknowledge your love for each other!"
The hatred in his voice tore through me. "That's not fair!" I yelled back. "We aren't like that! I just wanted to be normal!"
But in my heart I knew he had every right to hate me. I couldn't blame him. I'd hurt him more than I could imagine. The Pack was his family and he was their protector. Sam and I had come into their backyard unannounced and called down doom.
McNaire just snorted. "You are like that. The blood rite wouldn't have worked otherwise. And your boy toy knew the dangers. He dismissed them like every couple has done before. History has no beginning or end. We are doomed to repeat the same mistakes over and over."
"How do you know? I'd never even heard of the blood rite thing until last night. How are you such an expert?"
His head dropped again and his voice became soft. "Because I was young and in love once too."
"So?"
"You aren't very bright are you. Look at me you stupid girl." He raised his head and held out his arms. "You think I cut myself shaving one day and ended up like this? You know we heal quickly. How do you think I got these scars?"
The light bulb clicked in my head. "You performed the ritual when you were young! That's why you knew what was going to happen!"
He nodded slowly.
"So? What should I do? Help me Mr. McNaire. Please."
"Calm down child. I'll help you, but first you have to do something for me."
"Anything!"
He smiled, but the grin clashed with the cold look in his eye. "First girl, I need you to heat some water and get me some towels. Do you have any tea?"
"Earl gray and green tea."
"Good good. Bring me the tea. Doesn't matter which one, it's all the same. Save one for a cup of tea, but bring me the rest of the packets. And towels. Lots of towels."
What was he up to? I eyed him curiously. "Why?"
He pointed to the couch. I'd completely forgotten that he had brought someone in with him.
"Because girl, if you don't, your boyfriend will die."
*****
The kettle was whistling as I ran from room to room grabbing supplies for Mr. McNaire. As soon as he had mentioned Sam, my heart dropped. I had nearly jumped over the couch to get a glimpse of him, and nearly passed out when I saw him.
Sam was a mess. His eyes were closed and he was breathing shallowly. The breath seemed to catch in his lungs with each inhalation. His was face hidden behind his matted hair. His left leg was mangled and his chest was covered in a hundred tiny cuts, each slowly leaking ruby red blood onto my leather couch.
I brushed back the hair covering his face and gasped when I saw the damage his hair had hidden. Four large gashes ran diagonally, from right to left, across his face. It looked like they missed his eyes, but I wouldn't be sure until he woke up. His nose was broken and part of his right ear was missing towards the top. When I turned his head to look at the ear, that's when I noticed the puncture marks that ran down his neck all the way to his shoulder. He'd been bitten.
Now that I'd gathered the supplies, there was nothing left to do but watch as Mr. McNaire worked to save Sam. He bit open half a dozen steeping bags of my tea and poured the contents over the wounds on Sam's neck. Steam began to rise from Sam's skin while black bile bubbled from the tiny holes along his collarbone.
I looked up at Mr. McNaire with tears in my eyes but a smile on my face. "You saved him didn't you? In the forest? They were feeding on him and you brought him back to me."
He sprinkled more packets across the wounds on Sam's chest and face. The wounds stopped bleeding, but didn't ooze like the neck wounds. He wiped away blood with a towel as he answered. "I didn't mean to. I told you both in the forest that I wanted no part in your war. But the damn vamps hit my pack as we were leaving."
He grabbed Sam's nose between his palms and twisted. A loud pop and some small crunching sounds and his nose was straightened out. I was glad Sam was unconscious. That sounded like it hurt.
"So what changed your mind?"
"Nothing. My pack scattered as the bloodsuckers landed. I doubled back and found the vamps on top of your boy here. Thought he was one of mine and ran the vamps off." He looked up at me, his good eye burning brightly. "Got one of them before they scattered. Not used to being attacked. Crushed his head like a grape."
McNaire's warm smile as he talked about killing sent shivers down my spine. It was the first time he looked genuinely happy since I'd met him.
"After that, I had no choice. You don't get to kill clan and get away with it. They'll hunt me as long as the rite is active."
"What is the blood rite? Sam seemed to know but he didn't bother to tell me."
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