
The first memory I have of her is a fleeting one. She was running -- fast. Dashing through the woods as if 

there was no tree that could stop her. Now that I know her, I understand there never will be. She pauses 

for no one, she halts for nothing. When she runs, she is a gray blur passing through the verdant greens 

that surround us. Within seconds, she is gone. 

I longed to know, then, who she was. Sometimes I wish I had never found out, yet at the same time I am 

grateful for having had the luck to meet her. 

She is everything, but nothing at the same time -- everything to me, and nothing to herself. She is 

fantastic, she is terrifying, she is forsaken and she is destruction. To herself, to me, and to everyone that 

meets her. But I cannot live without her anymore. I must be with her. 

I cry to the moon on this starlit night, the desire high in my throat, clouding my sense of reason. She 

runs, majestically -- it almost seems as if she's flying -- across the plains below, and I bolt, after her, after 

the she wolf that captured my heart, my love, my thoughts, my pride, and everything else that I ever 

dared to call my own. 

She is wild. She cannot be tamed. I tried, even though I knew better. 

When I first met her, she stared at me with a gaze so fierce I fully believed she hated me -- and I had no 

idea how I had wronged her. Possibly the simple fact of my existence bothered her, as she is a being of 

instinct, and something about me may have set her off. It took a long time before her behaviour towards 

me changed. It took even longer for me to understand. 

Later I learned that upon seeing me, for the first time in her life, she had felt lust. Not recognising the 

sensation, it had disgusted her. I disgusted her. If she had been any other creature, it would have been a 

compliment. With her, of course, it was not. Nothing was the same with her as it was with others. She 

longed to be different, and did anything in her power to be so. Perhaps not consciously, no, it was 

simply an... urge she could not resist. 

As her behaviour towards me changed, I dared closer to her -- I, the strong, protective Jared, brought to 

my knees by a she wolf, with eyes so powerful they could lead an army. She would never be interested 

in leading a pack, but if she was, she would be followed blindly. Her presence demanded obedience, 

although she didn’t ask for it. Nor could she stand obedience from anyone, either. Needless to say, she 

confused me, from that first fleeting memory to the day I lay with her now. 

I do not consider myself strong, by any means, but I cannot deny I am protective. My siblings, Anya and 

Junior, I must protect at all costs -- I would give my life for them, and do it the moment it is asked of me, 

without hesitation. And now, for her, too. I never thought there would be another for whom I would feel 

this strongly, and yet I do. I do not even trust my love for my siblings to prevail over my love for her.  

I fall asleep, my nose nuzzled in the nape of her neck, and as I take a deep breath, I draw in the smell of 

her, in the forest at night. I dream of her, and her alone. Zavidri.  

-x- 



He. 

That creature.  

My memories of this life start with him, and I cannot seem to figure out why. Why him? He disgusts me. 

What is this feeling in my stomach, this tickling? I do not recognise it. I look away, distracted for a 

second, as I hear something move in the forest behind me. I sniff, but only the usual scents draft in from 

the growth. If anything, it was something familiar, and therefore, it is nothing that has ever managed to 

kill me before, and therefore it does not threaten me. 

I feel restless. He looks at me, briefly, and I see recognition in his eyes. I do not understand what he 

wants from me. His smell seems vaguely familiar, but in a way that differs from the rest of the wolves. I 

feel I must leave. 

 

There he is again. The tickling, too. I glare at him, willing him to go away so the feelings that make me 

uncomfortable leave with him. I try talking to others of my kind, but it does not help me any -- though, I 

suppose I do not really have enough patience to wait for them to finish. The restlessness returns.  

I run.  

I must run.  

I think about what he is, and what I am, and what we mean to this world. I do not understand -- I have 

never understood, but lately there have been rare moments where, before falling asleep, I think of him, 

and the world seems to calm down a little. It is soothing, and addictive. It is not good for me, I know this 

instinctively. Why? I do not know.  

The feeling of disgust lessens every time I see him. Am I growing weak? Is this his doing? Caught up in 

my thoughts, I for the first time do not realise something has caught sight of me. Something bigger, and 

more dangerous. I recognise its presence after some time, and know I am in danger. He is nowhere near. 

I hide.  

 

They have found me. My nostrils flare, and I smell them. The smell of sweat. Human sweat, a memory 

from a distant past passing through my head. I was human, once, and now humans will kill me. This is 

why I am one of them no more. I could, if I wished, but these creatures.. No, I am not of their kind. I 

reject it. With a jolt, I realise he is like me. That must be why I feel the desire to be so close to him.  

These thoughts haunt me as I try to get away from the beings that are after me, but with their lingering 

presence in my mind, the humans catch me off guard. For the first time, another new experience, I am 

terrified. I recognise the threat posed to me. I know I am in danger. They have not seen me yet, but they 

know I am here. They may, or may not know what I am, but I hardly think they care. I do not see any 

path to flee.  



I hear a yelp from behind a rock formation. An impenetrable rock formation, I had thought, on first 

glance. It is him. I am too scared to move, afraid they will use their weapons to take me down. The yelp 

comes again, and fades away. I am alone, alone amidst a group of hunters out to get me. I expect this is 

the end for me, I expect I will die.  

I am falling to pieces. 

Then, a male voice, loud, commanding, yet gentle and kind. This is not the voice of any of the hunters. 

He says something I cannot comprehend, having been away from the human tongue for much too long 

to clearly understand. One of the hunters responds, angrily, and the male denies whatever it is the 

hunter asks. I do not understand what is happening, and I do not understand where the male came 

from.  

Is it.. him? The scent is vaguely familiar, again, but I cannot be sure. And even if it is him, what then? 

Does he intend to kill me, too?  

But his voice.. His voice, so caring, so.. I mustn't get distracted from the situation. If any opportunity 

arises, I must flee, and it will be my only chance. I wait, and I listen intently.  

More hunters approach, sounding agitated. I sense a break in their pattern, near the seemingly 

impenetrable group of rocks, and with the tiniest amount of courage, I crawl closer to it. The space 

between the rocks is small, but I might be able to get away. The voices sound distant, echoing off the 

rock wall on the opposite side.  

I bolt. 


