Prologue
Crack!

Conall’s bloodied knuckles connected with the jaw, sending the other guy staggering back. Not about to let such an opportunity go to waste, he immediately delivered a blow under the ribcage, bending the guy nearly in half. Bringing his knee up like an uppercut, he felt the arrogant fool’s nose crack. Upright once more, the punk instantly doubled over as the top of Conall’s foot slammed into his crotch. With a blow that caused even the hardened spectators to wince, Conall slammed his elbow onto the back of the guy’s head and sent the upstart to the concrete floor. He didn’t move, but he was still breathing as his buddies dragged him away by his wrists. A little abrupt. Consider describing a little bit more here. How did he look? What were Conall’s emotions, etc.
Conall looked around the crowd in the old warehouse, bare-chested and sweaty, seeing if anyone else wanted to jump in. This wasn’t the first time he’d been jumped, but he felt that this would likely be the last. The crowd, as he thought, stayed in their loose circle, arguing their bets or simply cheering. Some wanted double their bets for the double knockout while others were complaining that the jumper made the entire fight forfeit. With no one else looking for a fight, Conall finally let his muscles relax.

As he had done the week before, Conall went straight to the organizer to collect his prize money. By this time, they didn’t bother trying to withhold it for one pathetic reason or another. After all, he was their best contender, and drew the crowds. More people meant more money, by simple attendance and bets. Conall, however, didn’t care. The prize money gave him a living.

As he started cleaning himself up away from the crowd, he heard a familiar voice. “Great fight, as usual.”

“Thanks,” he replied absently, beginning to wipe the blood, mostly his opponents’, off his knuckles and elbows. He didn’t care to associate much with Miguel, the leader of the Black Knives.

“Here’s your take,” Miguel said, dropping a small rubber-band-wrapped stack of cash beside him. “As asked.”

Conall had heard that undertone before, and ignored it. If he was going to be used as an income source, beyond his own need for income, he was going to get something out of it.

“You know, if you wanted it, you could actually get a wage if you joined up. You know, make this a job; a career even. Get yourself a real mode of transportation.”

Conall didn’t bother replying, but continued his cleaning, bandaging his knuckles. Miguel had made the offer several times, and Conall wasn’t interested. Stating his refusal was pointless, and so he kept his silence.

“Alright, have it your way. You do good work, and you’re one of us in all but name anyhow.” That was true to a point, though Conall was still technically neutral. Though he dealt with the members now and again, mostly at these fight clubs, he never associated with them too closely. Long looks from officers around town frequently reminded him that he was walking a fine line, but he knew just where the line was and never crossed it. He’d straddled it a time or two though.

Donning his sleeveless and sliding his custom knuckle gloves over his fresh bandages, Conall stood up and walked past Miguel, mindful not to bump him. Out of habit, he combed back his short black hair with his fingers as a final touch to his clean up routine. As he left the old and practically condemned place, he heard the familiar and now almost resented words from behind him. “See you next week.”

Chapter 1
“So, how does it look under there?”

Conall gave another long look at the underside of the Olds 98, scrutinizing his own work on the issue. It was a minor problem, but an annoying one.

“I’ve seen worse. I’ll be done in a few more minutes. What time is it anyway Terry?” Being under Terry’s car, he couldn’t even tell if it was still daylight. He’d been under the car a while.
“About closing time anyway. And by the way, your cell’s vibrating.”

Conall was curious as to who’d be calling. The only person he could think of was his landlord, seeing as how she was one of the only people with his number. Wiping his hands off on his coveralls he called back, “Pass it under here.”

Terry complied, and Conall flipped up the top, not bothering to look at the number. “Hello?”

“Conall, it’s been a while.”

That was the last voice he would have expected. Before he could ask Miguel how he got the number, the answer was obvious: a stolen cell phone. His number would be in the contacts list. He was surprised Miguel would call instead of coming in person.

“Miguel, I hadn’t thought you one for social calls. You don’t call often.” Conall knew that Miguel would get the words unspoken.

“True, but like I said, it’s been a while. Where’ve you been?”

“Working. Why? Is Garret wondering where I am?”

“No, I was wondering. Truth be told, it’s harder to make money without you. You were always a sure bet, you know that.”

Conall didn’t like to admit it, but it was true. “Sorry to hear that. I’m sure you can still make ends meet.”

“Any source of steady income, no matter how small, is important. So, there’s a big tournament coming Saturday, at noon. I expect you there.” He hung up on that.

Conall had no intention of showing up, and he had no intention of telling Miguel that. After all, he wasn’t part of the gang. They wouldn’t be happy about his “disrespect”, but there wasn’t much they could do about it. This line was awkward and poorly phrased. Consider changing it. If there was one thing Miguel was smart about, it was making sure nothing could be pinned on him. If Conall ever ran across a member or two, they’d know they couldn’t take him; at least not without drawing a lot of attention or ending up battered and bruised.

“So what was that all about?” Terry asked.

Conall had all but forgotten about him once he heard Miguel’s voice. “Just an old acquaintance. Nothing serious.” He meant every word.

“Alright. So, no need for comma what about the car?”

“In a minute,” he called back. “Here, take the cell and set it by my stuff, and be a little patient.”

Terry did, and Conall finished in a few minutes, as he’d said. When he got out from under the car, he found that it was about five minutes from closing time.

“So,” Terry started, “need a ride back?”

“Sure, now that the car’s running fine.”

After cleaning up and changing back into his usual clothes, jean shorts and a sleeveless, I don’t care about this. And what’s more you already told us he liked sleeveless shirts in the prologue. In my opinion, describing clothing is a last resort. he locked up Randy’s Garage. It was a good job, with good pay, and he’d gotten it with few questions asked. He’d never asked Randy just why he offered the job, with under-the-table pay, and likely never would. Shrugging off those thoughts, he got into the passenger side of Terry’s car. 

Despite the car’s age and looks, it was quite reliable, much like Terry himself. He just sat lightly in the driver’s seat, with his ever present smile, short cropped straight blonde hair, and his plain yet practical clothes. As soon as Conall had his seatbelt on, Terry turned the key (the car protesting only briefly) Instead of parenthesis consider dashes. and drove out of the shop.

Conall stared blankly out the side window as homes and apartment houses went by. It was on the outskirts of the city, near the main college campus where Terry was enrolled, though it was little more than a single large building with no dorms of its own. His own home was in one of those apartments, unofficially. The landlord was a friend of Randy’s, so Conall got the place much like his job, with no paperwork, an alternate pay scheme, and few questions asked.  You used this phrase already above. The repetition doesn’t work. Cut it out As far as he knew, at least as far as records went, he was pretty much nonexistent. He wouldn’t be surprised if he was actually presumed dead. Not that it really mattered, not anymore. 

“So,” Terry broke the silence, “who’s Miguel, really?” How does Terry know about Miguel? Conall hasn’t mentioned him to Terry at all.
“Like I said, an old acquaintance,” Conall replied calmly. “Haven’t seen him in a while. He was wondering where I was.”

“Don’t care much to associate with him anymore, huh?”

“You could say that.”

“Any kind of problems with him?”

“No.” He knew there was little Miguel could do. There wasn’t a whole lot he could threaten Conall with, and Conall knew that he could take Miguel down if need be. He could beat Miguel personally, and then turn him over to the cops. He knew where the bodies were buried in the figurative, and even literal, sense.

“If you’re sure,” Terry replied, sounding like he didn’t believe a word Conall said. Conall knew the tone, and wondered why Terry never pressed, though glad that he didn’t.

They were silent the rest of the way to the apartment, of which they were both tenants. That was how they’d first met, Conall recalled. Just a chance meeting, that turned into more regular meetings. The place wasn’t bad, just a simple old two story plain green sided house. It was a roof over his head and a comfortable place to sleep. After getting out of the car, he ended up walking side by side with Terry to the front door.

“So, got any plans for the weekend?”

The thought of the tournament crossed his mind for a moment. “Not really. I take it you do?”

“A friend of mine’s got a little three on three basketball tournament going at the high school hoops. You interested?”

“Sure,” Conall answered, unlocking the front door, “You got a third?”

“Yeah, I got that covered. I’ll see you then?” Terry moved past him and started to jog up the step to the second story.

“Working the late shift?”

“Yeah. I’ll see you Saturday. Two o’clock,” he called down the stairs. Three seconds later, Conall heard a door shut. He shook his head a bit; playing ball with Terry sounded like a good idea. It could even test his skills, in ways he hadn’t tested them yet.

Making his own way up the stairs, two at a time, he reached his apartment and turned the deadbolt. The place, as the landlord had put it, was about as plain and sparse as it could get without being empty. Conall didn’t much care; it was a place to stay, and was an improvement to the old van he used to live in at the junkyard. Seeing as how it was already late in the evening, he decided he’d make a simple dinner and get to sleep early.

*
*
*

A crash woke him up Sunday night, just in time to see the flash light up the far wall. The heat was more than enough to tell him what happened, but still he turned around to the window. Half his apartment was already on fire. More crashes of glass told him that this wasn’t the only firebomb. There was no time to throw on any clothes; the place was going to burn to the ground.

Damn him! He’s going to pay for this! Miguel wasn’t simply burning Conall’s room; he was burning down the entire apartment.

Another firebomb landed on the floor as he pushed himself off the futon. Conall could already hear the wood cracking as he yanked open the door. Miguel must have put some kind of accelerant in. One way or another, the apartment was going to burn to the ground. The first thing Conall did was to pound on Terry’s door across the hall, which was still closed and locked.

“Come on Terry! Get the hell out of there!”

The crack and crash of a wood beam behind the door meant things were getting worse fast, and Terry was likely trapped. Why is Terry’s room burning? The firebombs were only thrown into Conall’s room, right?
“Son of a…” Conall muttered under his breath. He took a few steps back, managing a few paces into his own burning room, and rammed the door with his shoulder. It stung, but he hardly felt it, having dealt with far worse. A couple people passed behind him, all but panicked. Good, he thought, not wanting any more on his conscious Conscience than he had already.

Again he backed up and slammed the door, feeling more heat against his shoulder and hearing a crack near the lock. One more charge and the door broke at the deadbolt.

Conall grabbed the doorknob to stop himself before he managed to charge straight into the flames. The room was already becoming shrouded in smoke and burning fiercely. Terry was under one of the beams, his clothes already on fire.

“Terry!” Without another thought, Conall ran through the thinnest flames to Terry. A quick check of Terry’s neck told Conall that he was alive. I don’t think Conall would waste time doing that. No one thinks that clearly in a disaster situation. The only thing on Conall’s mind should be getting Terry out of the building, dead or alive. He had to lift the broken beam first, his muscles only moving the piece through sheer adrenaline. The adrenaline also allowed him to ignore the searing pain in his hands. Shoving it aside, Conall ripped off Terry’s shirt and threw it away. Fortunately, the jeans hadn’t caught yet.

There were clearly broken bones, but there was nothing Conall could do about them, especially not there. Instead, he simply put Terry’s arm around his neck and grabbed his other shoulder to carry him out.

“Hang in there Terry” he said, knowing Terry couldn’t hear him. A crack overhead got his attention and he whipped his head to the ceiling. A beam started to collapse, fast enough to be inescapable, slow enough for him to realize that.

No… All he could do was brace himself. The beam hit him high on his back, slamming right onto his shoulder blades. Conall screamed in pain as he felt the crack of bone, and was silenced as his head hit the floor.  Why?
Chapter 2

Conall groaned as he slowly regained consciousness. Something registered in his mind that something “Something” used twice. Cut and/or find a different word was different. At the moment, he lacked the mental capacity to figure it out. He couldn’t even figure out what his senses were telling him.

As more of his senses and sense refer above. “Sense” used twice. returned to him, he tried to figure out where he was. It was cool, so he put that down as a good sign. He thought it was odd that he was lying on his stomach, but maybe the doctors were checking his back. There was certainly plenty there for them to look at for sure.

But, wouldn’t they have made sure I was still out? Then again, the medics or doctors probably didn’t want to sedate him while he was out. Conall tried to figure a few more things out, unable to open his eyes. He heard a faint rustling, possibly leaves, and it was cool because of the slight breeze. Leaves and breeze? Something was wrong. A breeze he could understand, if they were treating him on site. But, then again, with his injuries they should have taken him straight to the hospital, and why wasn’t he being moved?

He wasn’t lying on a bed as he’d first thought, or even a stretcher; he realized that he was lying on grass. The smell of it was clear, as was the feel once he noticed it, as were other fragrant scents reaching his nostrils. What the hell?
Now he forced himself to open his eyes, difficult as it was, to see where he was. His left eye saw little more than grass, and his right saw the trees of what had to be a forest. What the? He thought again, with a bit more force. This was beyond wrong.

It only took a few more moments for him to realize that he was naked. What the hell is going on? Where’s the apartment? Where’s Terry?

Conall forced himself to his elbows, fighting the pain, and looked around. Sure enough, he was in a forest. He couldn’t comprehend how he got there, as there weren’t any forests anywhere near his apartment.

Slowly, his strength returned, at least some of it, and he forced himself to stand. Every muscle and joint protested, but that was low on his priorities list. He couldn’t recognize anything, except the trees, which looked like the trees someone could find just about anywhere. Everything else was unremarkable foliage. But he could not figure out just where he could be. Looking to the sky, it seemed to be about midday, which meant he had been out for several hours. The passage of time was another mystery, making him feel no better. Another bit of breeze reminded him of his current circumstances.

Well, I might as well start moving. Staying put’s not going to help at all. Annoying internal dialogue here. No one thinks this. It’s contrived.
The sun started getting low, and Conall was getting hungry. Walking had only shown him more forest. Not a single car horn heard, no distant lights, no sign of any kind of civilization. As he looked around, he knew that he was in trouble. He could easily survive on the streets, but this was another story. He hardly even knew what was poisonous and what wasn’t. It seemed that he’d have to live off nuts and fruits, at least in the short term. He wasn’t looking forward to it, but it was either that or starve to death. Fresh water was also a concern, but that should be easier to find. Why would he assume this so quickly? Any normal person would assume that they would find civilization soon enough and/or someone would pick them up. No one immediately switches into doomsday mode.
“Well, here’s an odd sight.”

Conall whipped around and nearly fell onto his back as he recoiled in his shock. In his mind, he had thought nothing could startle him, nothing could shake or rattle him. But the sight of what his mind could only call a werewolf stood before him only a dozen feet away or so.

Much of its fur was pitch black, with some seemingly random small patches of dark grey. Its eyes, some shade of brown from what he could see, stared at him with calculating intelligence. He’d seen that look rarely, but he knew never to underestimate one who could look with those eyes. The beast also stood taller than him by a few inches. In a strange way, Conall found that with its sleek and muscled body, the thing could, in its own way, be considered handsome. At the same time, the word dangerous could describe it, even without its natural weapons.

The thing looked him up and down as Conall stood motionless, trying to figure out what to do. Running didn’t seem smart, since it would likely only provoke the thing and it wasn’t like he was going to be able to outdistance it even if he were in prime condition. Staying still didn’t have much appeal to it either, but it actually seemed the better idea. In the back of his mind, he decided to wait and react to what happened. That had worked for him all his life.

“You’ll do,” the werewolf said. Conall suddenly found himself grabbed from behind. Instinctively he tried to break out. When his arms remained firmly gripped and kept at his side, he brought up his heel back and slammed it into his assailant’s crotch. That got him nothing but a menacing growl, a snap of teeth at his ear, and claws puncturing his skin. Conall gritted his teeth, trying to avoid showing his pain, and stopped resisting.

“Enough,” the one in front of him said sternly, and Conall was strangely relieved that the other’s grip loosened, if barely. 

“It wouldn’t do to kill him, not after this stroke of luck,” the black continued. “It could be quite some time before we find another suitable candidate.”

That last loosened the grip further, but it was still more than firm enough to hold him. Somewhere in the back of his mind that wasn’t being used, he wondered just what the thing was talking about, but from what he’d heard already, he didn’t think the answer had any relevance to his getting out of this bizarre situation.

“I am curious,” the black addressed Conall, “just how did you come to be here like this?”

Conall kept his silence. Starting a conversation with someone who he was pretty sure was going to kill him, or at least wasn’t going to let him go, was useless, despite what the black werewolf said. He decided that if this was how he was going to die, he would at least do it with his pride and dignity intact.

“Just like everyone else it seems. It really doesn’t matter who you are I suppose, you will serve your purpose one way or another. I will make sure of that. Now, let’s see if you are even worth the trouble.”

The werewolf proceeded to examine every inch of his body minutely. He squeezed every muscle, felt them delicately, eyeballed them, and made the occasional strange hand motions and mutterings. This examination continued, to the point Conall felt he might snap. Though, that wouldn’t do him much good, since the one holding him now had his legs secured as well.

“It seems I do not need to look farther,” the black werewolf stated. Now Conall was sure that the black was some sort of leader. “You should do nicely. Now, for the simple part.”

Faster than Conall could keep track off, the black werewolf bit him in his left shoulder. This time Conall screamed without restraint; he had never felt this much pain. His heart struggled to beat as he felt blood steadily trickling down his bare chest. In moments, his muscles loosed to unresponsiveness, and his heart continued to struggle. The intake of breath after the scream was the most laborious thing he had ever done, and only his captor kept him upright.

As Conall’s vision began to fade, he was amazed that he was even still alive. The beast’s fangs must have punctured his heart. After two more struggling, ragged breaths, the beast released. Though he was weak, Conall realized that it didn’t feel like he was bleeding anymore. Then again, he might have just lost feeling there.

“In time,” the black began again, a light laughter to his voice, “you will be one of us, and you will see the truth. But, I cannot afford you trying to undo what is done, futile as it is. When you awake, you will remember nothing of this.” He put his hand Conall’s head, placing the heel of the palm in the middle of Conall’s forehead.

“In time, we will meet again. I will be your mentor, and you will be my soldier. You will be the elite of an army that will see that this world be returned to what it should be. In time you will understand. But for now, you shall be ignorant, and you shall learn. Now, be at peace, rest, and dream.” The werewolf’s voice had slowly begun to soften, and at the last line, Conall slowly faded to sleep.

The weather was perfect, a warm day that wasn’t oppressive, just the gentlest of breezes, and a slight drizzle. The water felt good against his naked skin as he jogged along under the trees. The wolf, with whom he was matching pace, seemed to enjoy it as well. Every now and then, they would catch each others eyes, look a moment, and turn their attention back to the woods.

A time or two Conall tried to go to all fours as well, but that didn’t work out so well. He was sure the other found it humorous, but Conall didn’t really care. He knew that he must have looked ridiculous.

After more time than he could comprehend, they both slowed down, and eventually stopped. Conall plopped right onto the ground, right onto his back. The grey wolf came over to lick his face before lying down next to him. The tongue was rough, but it actually felt pretty good.

Conall threw his arm across the wolf’s body. It was so soft. Conall scooted across the ground, resting his head on the wolf’s flank. The wolf didn’t seem to mind. It was so soft, and so comfortable. Conall stared up at the crescent moon, admiring the beauty of it’s soft, pure white gleam. It had been so, so long since he had been able to rest like this, and he wondered why he didn’t do so more often. It was so peaceful.

The wolf let out a light woof, and Conall looked over to where the wolf had craned his head around to look at him. As he watched, the wolf’s eyes slowly turned from a light, brownish yellow to a deep blue, much like his own eyes. The wolf smiled at him then, and Conall returned the smile.

Yeah, things were peaceful. He felt the wolf’s body beneath his relax, and he decided that he should do the same. Nesting his head onto the wolf’s fur, he got as comfortable as he could, and thinking kind thoughts about the magnificent animals that were wolves, he drifted off.

Conall awoke to realize that he was alive. Heaven would have felt better and hell worse, so he must be alive he thought. His throat was dry, and he was sore everywhere, but other than that, he felt reasonably comfortable. Being in a hospital was a relief, as he hadn’t even thought he could have survived.

“How are you feeling?” A strong, feminine voice asked, putting cool fingers on his forehead.

To hear someone else speak was of great relief. Finally, he was completely awake. He thought on that thought You used “thought” twice. Ew. Find another word. Why did he think on how he was finally awake? He couldn’t remember anything since he saw the beam.

Then he caught the sound of a bird chirping, and the snort of a horse. No, he wasn’t in a hospital, unless he was in a veterinary clinic. Where am I?

His left shoulder was feeling sore, only a little more so than the rest of his body. He tried to move his arm, but that sent a minor jolt of pain through his arm and upper body, so he immediately stopped the motion.

“Take your time,” the woman’s voice continued. “You’re safe with us.”

That wasn’t much of a reassurance. Conall opened his eyes to see who was quite easily the most striking woman he had ever seen. Clad in leather armor with a strong featured face framed by short cropped brown hair, she was stunning. Where the heck am I?
“Well, you certainly look better,” the woman continued. “Do you think you can you stand?”

Conall managed to push himself onto his elbows and lean forward a bit, determined to see what was going on despite the pain. The horses were either tied to trees or handled by riders, most of whom were packing various items onto the animals or banking the two fires a few yards away. Well, at least they’re people. Yet, there was something, different, about them. He couldn’t put a finger quite on how, but there was something.

The woman smiled at him. “You are stronger than you look, I must admit that. But we need to get going. Here, I’ll help you.” She easily helped him to his feet, and he noted that she didn’t seem to feel his weight at all. While he did his best to walk, she guided him to a horse, which she all but put him on herself. She certainly had some strength.

Noting the fresh set of clothes he was wearing, he took the time to examine them. They were leather, or hide, but relatively soft. They weren’t adorned with anything, simply being brown, and looking rather worn to his eyes.

Then the fact that everyone was wearing leather and riding horses struck him, right before something stranger caught his eye. Strapped at some of their sides or strapped to some of the horses were swords, bows, arrows, and other metal weapons that he didn’t know the name of. Who are these people? Where the heck am I? 

As everybody else mounted their animals, he heard the woman ask, “So just who are you stranger?”

He took a deep breath before replying, his mind trying to make sense of what was going on. “Conall.”

“Conall? Odd name. Anything else?”

He took a moment to think about it. There was something wrong, he knew that much, but what he didn’t quite know. “Not that I can remember.”

“I suspected as much, with how we found you…” That simple sentence, though unfinished, sent a minor chill down his spine. How did they find him? Where did they find him? But that wasn’t where the chill came from. Trying to think about it, he couldn’t satisfactorily explain why he had the tingle.

“Carmela!” Someone called from the front.

“I have to go. Just stay on the horse, and take it easy.”

She was gone before he could utter a word, and his throat was still dry. Now his hunger decided to make itself known as well. As best he could he brushed the thoughts aside. They could wait. What he needed was to know just what was going on.

Camp that night was a quiet affair. Here, you’re moving things along too quickly. Take some more time to describe this new world you’ve thrown both character and reader into. As much as they tried to conceal it, Conall could tell that most were purposefully avoiding him. Everyone except the woman who had helped him out, Carmela. She at least tried to be friendly, or acted like it. He wasn’t sure which.

“So you don’t remember anything? I would think something like what you’ve been through would be hard to forget.”

Conall stopped eating his stew to look at her. He knew the tone all too well; she thought he was hiding something. Now he had to figure out how to convince her otherwise, since he wasn’t hiding anything this time.

“I know my name; the rest is patchy and vague at best. The only thing that’s clear is waking up to your voice forward.” He looked around again at the forest. “I have no idea where I am, or how I got here. Or even where here is for that matter.”

For a moment, he thought she looked almost, intrigued. Then she smiled. “Do you know who we are? Or even what you are for that matter?”

“What do you mean by that?” he hedged, thinking a direct answer could cause problems. There was something about the phrasing that caught his attention.

Again she smiled. “We are known as the Crimset Conall, and you are a Grelis. I’m sure you’ve noted some differences already.”

“Physical ability?”

“That is certainly the most notable I suppose,” she said with a small smile. “There are other differences between you and I, but now is not really the time to discuss it.”

“Is that why everyone else is more or less keeping their distance?” Conall wanted that to be in the open. It appeared that racism was indeed a universal constant among intelligent beings. Though, it takes a narrow and stupid mind to be racist. The classic catch-22.

“So you noticed,” she said, looking away from him. “Yes, that is part of it. There have been, shall we say, disagreements between us and the Grelis.”

“That’s likely understating it.”

“Indeed it is. You are quite intelligent it seems, in your own way. A sharp eye and mind such as yours would be very welcome by some people.” She looked him over, and Conall again noticed that look in her eye and the ghost of a smile at the edge of her lips.

“They are also traits of one who can, or perhaps has survived on their own for some time.”

Well, she got that right. He just shrugged after a moment and went back to the stew. He was hungry, and he needed anything he could get.

“And I suppose you need to eat to survive,” she said with the lightest chuckle. They were both silent for a time as Conall made his way to the bottom of the bowl.

“Would you care to know how we found you?” She asked as Conall scrapped out the last remnants.

Conall had to consider the question. Did he really want to know? That was a stupid question he realized. How could the knowledge possibly hurt him? If anything, it would give him some idea as to just what had happened. Slowly, he nodded his head.

“You were lying not far from the path, completely naked, looking as though you had been wandering the woods for days. Sound familiar?”

As he thought about it, only vague feelings came to mind. Something had happened before he woke up to Carmela’s voice he realized. But what, he had no idea. Absolutely nothing came to mind other than the feeling that something had happened.

Slowly, he shook his head. “Not a word. What happened?” The question was more to himself than to her, said softly as he tried to figure out his growing unnerve.

“I’d like to know, but I suppose it is not like I can ask you. You also had quite a fever, and there were a few here who thought we should leave you rather than risk infecting one of us.” Conall knew the smile following the remark was meant to put him at ease. “Being a healer, I could not simply leave you to die. To tell you the truth, for a time I was uncertain if you would live, for your fever was high and even with my skill I could not determine what was wrong. But you have pulled through, and it seems I need not have worried. Perhaps you were born and raised in the wilderness. That would explain things.”

“I can’t even imagine what could have happened to put me in that state.” When he looked at her, he could see in her eyes that she had something to say, but was holding back. A theory?

After a few moments she continued, “Perhaps it is actually best if you do not remember. Don’t worry about it. Once we reach the city, we will guide you to the nearest Grelis settlement and from there get you settled. It is not every day one gets a chance to start over. Perhaps it is for the best.” With that, she stood up and walked away.

Conall thought about the last. Could he start a new life? Come on. This internal dialogue is cheesy and contrived. Especially this early on in the story. Take it out. Did he really have a choice? Still, he wanted to know what had happened. Even if he couldn’t go back, having already accepted that this was not the world he knew, he at least wanted to know what happened. And what happened to Terry? Was he here? Was he dead? He clearly hadn’t been found by this group. With a heavy sigh he set those thoughts aside. They were nothing but distractions. For now, all he could do was go with the flow and see where it led him. At least he was getting somewhere.

Darkness was settling in, and Conall was looking forward to a peaceful night’s sleep. Rarely did he dream, so he wasn’t too worried about that. That thought brought a flash of memory. He’d dreamed recently, and a strange one at that. But he could remember no more than that, and he wondered why that fact frustrated him.

Actually getting to sleep was more likely to be a problem, since the night was becoming chill. He had slept in worse conditions, so he wasn’t going to complain at all. Instead, he settled himself on the ground under a tree as comfortably as he could, propping his head against a protruding root.

He was mildly startled when something soft and heavy landed on his chest as he closed his eyes. Reflexively he grabbed it and looked at what it was. It was some sort of blanket.

“It’s likely to get cold tonight, so you’ll need it.” Carmela stood above him smiling. He hadn’t even heard her approach.

Conall was about to counter the remark, but kept silent instead. There was no reason to argue, as the heavy blanket would certainly make things more comfortable. “Thanks.”

“You’re welcome. Get some sleep; we have a long way to travel tomorrow.”

Conall made himself as comfortable as he could on the ground, and quickly fell asleep as fatigue finally caught up to him.
This is an interesting premise. Certaintly unique. However, I feel you’ve jumped into things too quickly. You need to take more time to describe setting, in both the modern world and the werewolf world. By describing setting better it will give us more of an insight into Conall’s personality, who, at the moment, is only a disillusioned tough guy. Spend some more time with this guy in the real world. I want to know more about him. You’re moving things along a little too fast.


Still, it’s a nice start.

