  In the quiet night of December, 1820 Elvina Mubarak slept soundly under her warm flower print quilt while the howling wind blew soft white flakes past her rattling window.

Patter, patter, came light steps on the snow, nearing the entrance. No one heard the sound except, Mylo the cat, who had found a cozy spot in front of the fireplace to doze. Creek. Slam!  The door swung wide open, and a gush of wind and snow swept through the warm room, and the dim burning lamp went out.

  There was a Click, clack, click on the wood floor, like someone tapping an ink pen on the table...several ink pens. Mylo's body convulsed at the sound, and immediately catching sight of the intruders he dashed for the stairs, whining but too scared to scream.

A elderly man appeared at the top of the stairs, carrying a dim burning lamp in one hand and a loaded pistol in the other. At first he couldn't see them through his sleepy eyes but when he raised the lamp a bit, he caught a reflective glare from below the balcony. 

  The strangers abruptly streaked out the door and he impulsively fired after them. He hobbled down the stairs anxiously and peered out the door as they disappeared into the darkness.

  Meanwhile, the gunshots had disrupted his sleeping guests and soon everyone had congregated to the lounge, where they found Cort Douglas, the innkeeper, wielding a pistol. Some lights were lit, and suddenly everyone was quiet and glared suspiciously down at the old man. 

  “Blasted rats!”, he lied. “Need to set some better traps. Elvina!” he called the maid, his voice betraying his trembling body. 

A petite figure with velvet black hair flew down the stairs, almost tripping on her over sized nightgown. Suddenly, all eyes were on her, waiting for more explanations. 

She leaned on the banister for a moment, her deep green eyes gazing curiously down at Mr Douglas. She could see that the  guests were not satisfied with his story, and some rushed to their rooms to collect their baggage while others stayed for fear of the cold, all of them grumbling in sleepy, aggravated voices. 

  Cort gave Elvina a beckoning wave and the two migrated to the kitchen. 

"Whatever has happened, Mr Doug?" Elvina could tell he was petrified but reluctant. He almost spoke, but something fell from the window outside which caused them both to jump. They ducked impulsively but realizing it was a clump of snow, they resumed. "Wolves." he whispered, hoarsely. 

Elvina looked puzzled but saw the honest fear in his expression. 

"Inside?" Elvina gasped, still whispering. Cort replied with a nod which seemingly was all he could muster. 

He was an elderly man and leaned on Elvina for a lot of, if not all, his small dilemmas. But this was a horror. 

"How did they get the door open? And why? What did they do?" She searched his eyes in disbelief but still curious. He couldn't speak. Either he was loosing what sanity he had or had been dreaming, either way, sleep would be the best cure, she thought.

She fixed him a cup of soothing tea and he went to bed slightly relieved. She watched him disappear up the long staircase and went back to the kitchen to fix everyone tea. She noticed his pistol still lying on the counter and quickly seized it to her apron. 

It was very late and everyone felt sleepy after drinking the tea and one by one, they all went to bed.

The guests slept late after the long, frightful night, but Elvina had not drunk the tea, fearing her dreams more than the possible reality of them. Instead, she busied 

herself tidying up and doing tedious chores, but soon her body felt exhausted and gravity seemed to be weighing her down. Finally, she withdrew to the sofa which seemed enormous and strange like it might swallow her up and though the sun started to peak through the curtained window, she still doubted its security. 

Soon her  imagination overtook her sleepy body, wandering to the night before and the mysterious fear in Mr. Doug's eyes. 

She imagined the vicious creatures with razor sharp fangs and enormous jaws that 

could effortlessly devour a body in seconds.  Their glossy red eyes reflected the 

embers of hell and their nostrills errected strange, poisonous fumes. 

Slowly the beasts crept up the creeking stairs, making their way toward her ajar 

door, infecting the air with their rythmic breath. Her imagination had morphed to a nightmare when finally, sleep overtook her. 

Suddenly, she was awoken by a loud knock at the door and the clock struck 8:00; 

opening time. She quickly moved to the fire and grabed at the mantle, her fingers 

searching for the hidden key. She glanced in a mirror on her way, frowning at her 

untidy appearance, but the knock persisted so she hurried to the door, cautiously 

scanning the peakhole. It was fogged up and she couldn't see a thing, but since 

when did wolves knock? She felt for the hidden weapon and reached for the lock 

with her free hand, her body still trembling from a troubled sleep. She cracked the 

door just in time to see someone striding away at a fast pace. 

Her conscience told her to close the door and bolt it again but the loaded pistol 

satisfied her impulse.  “Hello!” She called, stepping onto the sunlit porch which had been snowpacked but now sloshed with mucky snow. “Hello?” She called again but her voice was soft and she'd caught a cough in the night which stifled it even more. She  sighed heavily and hurried to her room to retreive a pair of shoes which she 

fitted on her tiny feet and dashed for the door. She was almost out the door when 

she heard something crash and shatter in the kitchen. She turned abruptly, almost 

tripping on the doormat but grabbed the edge of the open door and sped out, 

slamming it shut behind her. 

The stranger turned to face her when the door slammed, and she halted, awkwardly.

She glanced back at the inn and continued, cautiously touching the pistol. 

  Just then, the sun hid behind a cloud and the bright morning faded to an eerie grey. She could see him more clearly now, as he strode at a good pace. She noticed he 

was wearing a dark trench coat and considered turning back when he suddenly 

called to her 

“Hallo!” He said in a strange accent, “I'm sorry if I disterbed you,” His 

voice was deep and clear despite its foreign edge. “I should have been 

awake to greet you,” she spoke, when they were finally close enough to converse. 

Her eyes focused on his lanky frame, but she couldn't see much beyond his tattered apperrell. The fedora which covered half his face was slightly estranging but his 

easy countenence relaxed her vivid imagination.

“Well I was just hoping you might have an extra room I could take for the night...I'm 

not particular.” He looked hopeful, “Anything will be better than another night in this.” He glanced at the snow clouds, threatening above their heads.

“Oh, we have lots of empty rooms and they're half price this week,” she spoke 

hastily, releived that he would be staying, but devising to detain him longer.

“Really?” He tipped his hat up in astonishment. “I tried a lot of inns and they were all full.” He seemed a little suspicous of her offer, but seemed to change his mind, producing an appreciative smile.  “That's great. I've just got my horse to stall and a bag a little up the road, but Iwould like to see the room first, if you don't mind.” 

“Of course!” she replied cheerily, despite her lingering fear.

It wasn't that she wanted him or anyone else to be trapped in their predicament (whatever predicament it was,) but he seemed such a capable guy. Surely he could protect them if there really was any real danger. Anything else, she was used to dealing with anyways. 

As they walked toward the inn, Elvina learned he came from over the Terrace mountains and was looking for an old friend who lived nearby here. 

They entered and she instinctively locked the door. He didn't seem to notice and walked toward the warm fire in the lounge. she gestured him to sit, and went to the kitchen to get him a drink. As she prepared some coffee, she wondered about his old friend, trying to think where he might inquire. She moved to the sink, absently scrubbing a dish. Then a thud sound of something dropping from the roof or a tree branch outside the window snapped her back to reality and suddenly, she heard the door open and close. 

She remembered the man and grabbed the cup of cold black coffee and hurried to 

the lounge where she had left him. "I'm so sorry! I forgot about the coffee, I..." Elvina 

looked about the room and then checked out the door, but he was long gone. All 

she found was his black leather hat, lying on the couch where he had sat.

  It wasn't long before the guests were up and about, continuously full of demands 

and inquisitions which she had barely a reply, but they all checked out until soon Elvina was left alone in the huge eerie house and couldn't find Mr. Doug anywhere! 

  After dark she sat in her room, arms folded around her slender legs, tightly clutching the strangerss hat, allowing small hope that he would come to retrieve it. 

  She wanted to dash for the door but the creaking floor huanted her raw nerves. 

Every time her eyes darted from the window to the door another creak would errupt 

and a draft tickled her bare feet, as though something was ajar. She knew the man 

would not come back but alowed the fantasy of it.

  The wind finally started to die down and now all she could hear was a seldom drop of slush from the roof and the clock ticking, loudly.

  She thought to light a lamp in hope to quiet her illusive mind, but she still feared it would reveal what she dreaded.

  Just then, she heard something creeping up the stairs so she grabbed the pistol and moved to the door, shakily cocking it and when they reached the top of the stairs, she jumped out and fired, but she couldn't see through the dark and missed. She thought she'd hit it with the second, so she dashed for the door and was about to close it, when someone pulled from the other side “Elvina?” He spoke in a strained voice, but she couldn't recognize it so she kept tugging on the door.

“Go away! Or I'll shoot you again,” she lied, having run out of ammo. 

  She tugged at the door vigorously but it was no use, the stranger overpowered her so she let go abruptly making him trip and crash to the floor. She ran for the back door at the opposite wall but he was on his feet now.

“Wait. I can explain,” he spoke, jogging across the room in time to catch her arm through the open door.

“Get off of me!” She started to cry but wriggled free from his grip. “Elvina!” He called, fallowing her zig zag trail. “I'm just trying to help you!” But she couldn't hear him and gave no reply. 

                                                     ***

  Garren wondered if he'd lost her in this pitch darkness. But trudged on, still hoping. 

Finally, the moon came from behind a cloud and he saw her in the distance, still running in fear. He wished he'd known before that it was her but her description was so off, he couldn't have known her. 

  She led him through a dark alley and he sped his pace, worried what might lie ahead. They could be here by now, he thought. He felt for the dagger which hung at his side and then he heard it. That mournful sound which haunted his dreams and drove him here. Suddenly, he stopped, frozen in fear but then another sound stung his ears and he knew what he had to do. He reached for his boot and slid a finger under the flap, producing a match and his other hand pulling a enormous torch from his pack. He lit it and it blazed furiously as he raced down the narrow alley, his dagger glistening in his right hand, the torch in his left. 

  The sound which had scared him before, now only enraged his fury and he ran faster than he'd ever run.

                                                   ***

  Elvina grew tired and breathless, so she stopped to lean on the cold stone of a building. It was a strange night, with the dark clouds and the brilliant moon. One minute it was like daylight and the next, like walking into a dark cave. She glanced about her and wondered if he was really still following her in this darkness, and why? Who could he think she was? She gripped the stranger's hat and dreamed again that he might come to search for it, though the reality was obviously silly, she still felt some strange comfort in it. 

  She slid to the ground, trembling from fear and the cold, damp air which she gasped excessively. The moon moved from behind a cloud and shone brightly on her path. She'd just started jogging on when a shrill howl broke the still air and she dropped to her knees again, holding her folded legs and hiding her face in them. “What do you want with me?” she whispered, crying bitter tears. 

  She glanced at the moon and a huge, dark cloud swallowed it up, leaving her in empty darkness. Snow started to fall again, gradually increasing and soon her hair was damp and she felt dizzy from the cold. Her eyes grew heavy and her limp body threatened sleep but she jumped at a sound, coming from far behind her. She knew it must be that guy though she was sure she'd lost him by now and she would have jumped and ran away but when she tried, her body was so stiff and cold, she had to lean on the wall. Its no use, she relented. The crazy man, or the wolves. Who knows? Maybe they are one and the same. A Werewolf.  She could only hope the moon would hide her with its dark clouds. She shook her numb hands and tried to go faster but it was so dark and when she looked back to see the man, now wielding a torch and dagger, she tripped on a protruding rock. She tried to move but her head hurt too bad to think, and right as she was fading to unconsciousness, she smelled something terrible.

                                                      ***

  Garren almost skidded to a stop as he reached her limp form. He lifted her gently and hid her behind a barrel just in time to meet 5, vicious wolves. At first all he could see were their red, glossy eyes through his torchlight but the cloud finally moved and the moon shone on their snow white fur and muscular frames.

They just stood for a minute, evaluating his abilities. He raised the torch and one stepped back a little, indicating at least a small fear. Garren was unusually fearless, despite his obvious disadvantage. He stepped closer to them and one more stepped back but just then another leaped at him and knocked his torch to the ground, leaving them in darkness again. He fought valorously with his dagger but was out numbered and they jumped at him continuously. The fight was quick but every second counted for Garren. He thought of his original plan and scowled, slashing another blow to the wolves. One wolf suddenly dashed into the darkness, fallowing a scent. He discovered Elvina and dragged her body out, triumphantly, and they all began howling in their morphed, polluted voices.  

  Garren clutched his arm which had been torn and stung with their venomous saliva. He'd forgotten how much he hated that smell. One wolf approached Garren and stood directly in front of him, its chalk white teeth gleaming a distorted smirk. He'd already become infected and was losing consciousness fast but he surprised the wolf by a last effort and stabbed his dagger through its heart. It fell limply by his side. The other wolves were preoccupied and didn't seem to notice, or care if they did. One wolf rested his paw on Elvina's shoulder and howled up at the bright moon. Garrens mind was almost faded completely when suddenly flames burst around them and the wolves screamed in horror, and jumped through the circle of flames, running ablaze down the long alley until Garren couldn't see them. He looked over and could see Elvina, still lying limply but he couldn't even speak. His mind was so far away and soon he was unconscious and only dreamed of her.

  Elvina woke, choking on the smoke and felt half thawed and cooked at the same time. She almost gave up trying to move but she saw the barrel next to Garren was on fire and he looked almost dead. She scooted close to him and with her head on his chest, lay motionless, unable to move but felt safe, though death waited anxiously. 

Finally, refuge came. The moon hid behind a huge snow cloud and the sky rained heavy, moist slush onto their bodies and they slept until the morning sun warmed them.

When they were able to, they went back to the inn and Mr. Doug was waiting at the door to greet them. “Hello!” He called to them, entering the snow in his slippers and robe. “Is everything alright, Elvina?” He looked wearily at Garren. “Who is that with you?”

Elvina started to reply but realized she didn't really know who he was herself and looked curiously at Garren.

Garren smiled and nodded “Everything's fine!” He assured him, concealing his burning pain. Elvina nodded in agreement but she could see Cort's disbelief and knew there would be talk later. “Garren's looking for a place to stay tonight.” she schemed to detain him. Cort looked satisfied and motioned his approval. They went inside.

