
Chapter 4 

I caught the couch pillow before it hit me in the face. 

“Ack!” 

Laura had a look on her face that dared me to throw it back. 

“What?” 

“You’re still watching TV.  I need to go out and do something.” 

I snorted and slouched back against the couch cushions.  “I have to 

know what happens.  Have you seen this show?  It sucks you in.” 

Laura threw her hands up in exasperation and stormed out of the 

room.  I could hear her muttering in the kitchen.  When she started to slam 

cupboards, I paused my show and sat up to watch her. 

“What?” 

“Huh?  Nothing.” 

“Laura.” 

“Mel.” 

I sighed, flopping back down and pressed play.  “You’d really like 

this show if you sat still for a second.” 

I heard her sigh and slam another cupboard.  The wind outside 

howled. 

“Laura, it’s a blizzard.  We can’t go out in this weather.” 

“I know,” she said.  I ignored her, content to watch the drama play 

out.  Hopelessly romantic declarations of love, an incredibly handsome 
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man in a kilt.  I couldn’t see a downside to just watching every episode 

until the snowstorm stopped. 

There came a loud thump at the front door, the rattling of keys, then 

the door flung open wide.  Snow and howling wind raged into the living 

room. 

“The fun has arriiiiiiived!” Thomb sang, stomping snow off his 

shoes, his arms loaded with groceries.  I peered over the couch cushions to 

get a better look.  He was bundled under a scarf, with big sunglasses which 

fogged up as he closed the door.  Laura squealed with excitement and ran 

for him.  Thomb got the door shut, but only just barely before Laura jumped 

him.  The groceries he’d been carrying exploded around them as he 

dropped them to catch my friend. 

“Oh!” He laughed, then, “Ooohhh, mmm.  Hey, you come here 

often?” He mrowled like a cat, then began to inhale Laura with kisses. 

“Get a room!” I called, as I slumped down again. 

“Should we?  I mean, I’m game if you are?  What time is it?  We’ve 

gone about…” there was silence for a moment while I envisioned him 

sliding up his sleeve to look at an imaginary watch “...  three hours.  I could 

go again.” 

More silence interrupted with giggling followed.  I didn’t heckle 

them.  At least I could get back to my Highland romance.  Losing myself 

in TV or books is always my ‘go to’.  There had been too much to deal with 

recently.  I had chosen not to face it.  How can you face not having a family 

anymore?  My life was over.  Those I had grown up with were gone.  It was 

as if in a single instant, my past had been erased.  Those who had helped to 

give me identity and a place in the world had been a lie, therefore, I was a 

lie.  I lived a fantasy life, retreating to imagination.  I didn’t even need to 

wear the glasses that had been smashed, but I missed them.  I missed the 

mask. 

Ignoring the heavy breathing by the door, I drifted into the kitchen 

to eat all the carbs I could get my hands on.  Nothing mattered anymore.  

Nothing.  I glanced at the paused TV show.  Well, except that Jamie had to 

save Claire from being burned at the stake.  Nothing around me was more 

real than that current episode.  She needed saving, was that what drew me 

in?  She was trapped, like I was trapped.  Would a kilt-clad hottie come 

save me? 
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I puffed out a breath and opened the fridge. 

Unlikely. 

I heard Thomb giggle and watched as he carried Laura across the 

living room, then down the hall to their bedroom. 

Great.  Nothing like listening to another round of love making 

while feeling utterly alone.  I knew I shouldn’t begrudge them their 

happiness.  I grabbed some orange juice out of the fridge, unscrewed the 

top, and drank from the bottle.  I flipped through my phone, looking for 

texts.   Nothing.  I was with Laura, and Tabby… she wasn’t my sister 

anymore.  I threw the orange juice bottle at the sink in fury, then clutched 

my phone as I crossed to the front closet and pulled out my orange peacoat 

and tugged on my knit hat.  I felt in the coat pocket for my Juul, then I 

threw open the front door and slammed it behind me.  The roar of the winter 

storm matched my howling emotions.  I inhaled and exhaled the mango 

vapor as I cried.  I didn’t know what else to do.  I inhaled again, the icy 

wind and nicotine did their best to numb me. 

“What am I going to do?” The wind howled and snow swirled 

around me in response.  No one was out of their houses, even though it was 

early afternoon.  I remembered winter storms like this when I was younger.  

I checked my coat pocket to make sure I had money, then decided I was 

midwestern enough to brave a snowstorm to get snacks at the gas station.  

It would take a while, but at least I wouldn’t have to sit through Thomb and 

Laura discovering how perfectly they fit together. 

I tugged my hat farther down on my head and trudged out into the 

storm. 

By the end of the block I felt foolish.  There were stories about 

people walking out into snow storms and being frozen to death mere steps 

from their front doors because they became disorientated in the snow.  I 

pulled my collar up to protect my neck from the cold wind. 

I kept trudging, mesmerized by the sound of the wind and the 

crunch of the snow under my boots.  That’s how you know it’s cold, snow 

crunches.  I paused at the corner by the stop sign and listened more than 

looked for cars.  The street appeared empty and silent so I dashed across 

the street then turned right, shielding my face.  When I reached the Holiday 

gas station, I wasn’t surprised to see that it was closed.  If someone needed 

gas they could just pay at the pump, but no one should be out in this 
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weather.  I stood for a while at the door, staring at the handwritten, “Closed 

for Storm” notice.   

It wasn’t just telling me that the gas station was closed.  My eyes 

welled up with tears again, it was telling me about myself, wasn’t it?  I 

angrily brushed the tears off my face.  I was closed because of the storm 

within me.  My family was gone, my sister was a monster, Taras was gone.  

I hiccupped and hugged myself.  How long had it been since he’d said he’d 

be back?  Like weeks.  He was a big fat liar.  Next week would already be 

Christmas. 

“He’s probably dead, too.” I gasped and dissolved into dramatic 

sobs.  I’d been watching way too much TV, but it seemed right that I should 

have a breakdown in a snowstorm leaning against the Holiday gas station 

glass door.  I wouldn’t be this upset if Taras was a Highland Scot, who’s 

only reason to live was me. 

“You have to remember that’s just make believe, Melody Grace,” 

I told myself out loud.  “There’s no man in this world like Jamie Fraser.” 

“Who the fuck is Jamie Fraser?” 

The fury in the growled words me made me jump.  I spun to face 

the speaker.  He was blurry because there were new tears in my eyes. 

“If he’s the one who has made you cry, I’m going to gut him with 

my claws.” 

I huffed out a tearful laugh and wiped at my face, doing my best to 

stop crying. 

“Tell me,” he said, narrowing his eyes.  “Is Jamie Fraser why you 

are out in this weather?” 

I shook my head, not able to speak, because he was here, finally, as 

though I’d conjured him.  I looked up at him and saw concern in his bright 

blue eyes.  He frowned and took a few steps to close the distance between 

us. 

“Why won’t you answer me?” He asked, his Russian accent more 

pronounced as he grew angrier.  Why was he angry?  I was the one who 

should be angry!  He’d told me two weeks ago he’d be back in four days.  

Yeah, what the hell!? 

I bared my teeth at him and hissed, “Where the fuck have you been, 

you stupid wolf?” 
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He growled that frightening Melody-you’re-standing-in-front-of-a-

Werewolf-don’t-test-me growl.  The hair on the back of my neck bristled, 

and I had the impulse to run, but I held my ground and clenched my fists.  

“You heard me, Taras.” 

“Dah, I heard you, but you don’t get to ask me where I’ve been 

when I find you pining away for some other man!” 

He twitched, then put his hands in his pockets.  I sensed he’d just 

stopped himself from grabbing me and I glared up at him, daring him to try 

it.  I was ready for a fight, been feeling helpless in these last two weeks, 

but now with him standing here, I wanted to throttle him.  He said 

something guttural in Russian and usually whatever he was saying in his 

own language would make my knees weak, but I was sick of being weak. 

“Stop it!” I snarled.  “If you have something to say, say it so I 

understand you.” 

He grimaced, then shook his head. 

“Why are you out in the storm?” I demanded, not giving up.  I was 

going to get answers from someone, god damnit. 

“Not before I find out--” 

“Why do you care if I am “pining” for some guy?” 

He growled again and did grab me.  “Who is he?  The one I saw 

going into Laura’s house?  Who is he to you?  Is he your lover?” 

The ludicrous accusation and the frantic delivery, snapped me out 

of my own rage.  I stared up into his bright crazed eyes, his whole body 

tight with tension, like he was just barely keeping himself from tearing me 

apart.  I would be at his mercy, he was more than capable of overpowering 

me.  This wasn’t like him though.  His hair was wild, uncombed, his clothes 

were dirty, even torn in places, and there were smudges of dirt on his neck.  

His big hands were also dirty and to my growing alarm, there was blood 

under his nails. 

Nervous, I laughed at him.  “What’s wrong?  Are you jealous?  

What does it matter if I did take a lover?  You’ve been gone for weeks.  

And don’t flatter yourself to think you were ever a runner-up in that 

category.” 

He was silent as he stared down at me, shocked.  I thought that 

Laura was right, I had been watching too much 18th century drama to say 

something so silly as “take a lover”, like I was a bored aristocrat.  The idea 
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made me giggle, which was probably the wrong thing to do, but I couldn’t 

help myself.  I'd been depressed, numbing myself with Netflix, and now 

that Taras was finally here, I was feeling again.  His grip on my shoulders 

tightened, but I resisted the urge to yip and pull away. 

“Dah.” His growl made me shiver.  “I am jealous.” He released my 

shoulders to encircle my waist and draw me against his chest.  He was solid 

and warm, despite the storm.  “And I am more than a runner-up, Melody.  

Don’t lie.” He tilted my face up with his soiled fingers and kissed me.  His 

lips were even warmer, and I relaxed into his embrace but caught myself 

before I melted.  I pushed at his chest, trying to get away from him. 

“Nyet,” he growled, “you are mine.” 

I sputtered and pounded on him.  Big thick lug, it didn’t even phase 

him.  He didn’t even wince.  I hit him harder.  “Let me go!”  

He ceased kissing me, but didn’t let me go.  He dipped his head to 

breathe me in.  “You don’t smell like another man.  Who is--” 

“It’s just a TV show.” I blushed against my will and tried to get 

away from him, but he held me fast and searched my face, like he could 

see in my eyes if I was lying.  Maybe that was a Werewolf thing? 

“I’ve been watching a lot of this one romantic drama recently and, 

ugh!  I don’t have to explain myself to you!” My struggling made him 

chuckle, not just any laugh either, a stereotypical deep Russian chuckle that 

shook his chest.  I stopped trying to get away, tickled by how silly his laugh 

was. 

“TV show?  You’ve been daydreaming about Prince Charming 

while I have been near death and trying to stop the apocalypse, Melody?” 

“Well, when you say it like that, it does seem like I have my 

priorities out of whack.” 

He chuckled again and squeezed me.  “You do, kroshka.” 

The foreign word hung between us.  It could tell it meant something 

to him, an endearment, something intimate that I wasn’t sure we’d known 

each other long enough for him to say, but he had said it. 

“Listen, Taras.  You’re going to have to let me go and explain why 

you’ve been following me, and not letting me know you’re back.  If you 

have answers about our mission, then spill.  But this jealousy, this "you’re 

mine" stuff has got to stop.  I don’t know you, you’re a Werewolf, etc.--” 

He kissed me to shut me up.  I allowed it, briefly. 
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“You’re right, I have to tell you what I’ve learned.  But, let me walk 

you back to Laura’s and we can talk where you will be warm.” 

Not where we will be warm, but where I would be warm.  I didn’t 

miss it.  He wasn’t fazed by the weather, I was because I was human.  But 

also, it appeared that he cared if I froze to death.  I liked the idea that he 

cared and was still mad that he’d been following me.  He frowned suddenly, 

and lifted a finger to trace around my right eye. 

“Your glasses?” he whispered, the sound sad, as if he understood 

everything just then that I couldn’t voice. 

And just like that, I crumbled.  I told him everything that had 

happened since he drove away that cold night and left me with Tabitha.  I 

haltingly told him about Mom and Dad.  He listened intently, playing with 

a strand of my hair the whole time.  I told him about Thomb and Laura and 

how I was pretty sure Thomb was a supernatural being. 

“I’ll tell you for sure,” he commented.  “I’ll be able to smell it on 

him if he is.” 

It took about fifteen minutes to divulge all my sorrow.  A mere 

fifteen minutes in the snow, in his arms, and I’d suffered for two weeks.  

Once it was all said, it seemed smaller, like I could start to get over 

it...somehow. 

He curled a finger around the chain under my scarf and drew out 

Degaz, my pendant.  He didn’t touch it.  “You called power and destroyed 

the witch?” 

I shivered both from the awe in his voice and from the cold.  “Do 

you really think that I killed her?” 

He sighed and let Degaz drop against my coat.  “No.  She is an 

ancient creature.  I want to tell you that you did.  But I don’t think we are 

that lucky.” 

“You aren’t.” 

Taras and I froze. 

“What?  Cat got your tongue?” 

Taras turned toward Tabitha, not letting me see her, putting himself 

between us.  I didn’t know how to act or what to feel.  I knew she was evil, 

and that all my life she had been manipulating me.  She had even murdered 

my real family when I was an infant, but something in me was relieved to 

hear her voice.  As much as I wanted her to suffer...she was my sister.  That 



 

 

90 K.  M.  KAUFMAN 

 
was so screwed up.  I had missed her?  Taras growled, the sound menacing 

and dangerous.  I reached for him, resting my hands on his back to steady 

myself.  I felt his growl rising again through his body, deeper, furious.  

Tabitha must have taken a step closer.  I heard her footsteps crunch in the 

snow then took a breath and stepped from behind Taras to face my sister. 

She looked the same, lovely, normal, blonde goth.  She was my 

sister and at the same time she was a horrible monster that had murdered 

my family.  Tabitha stopped in her tracks as she caught sight of me.  She 

looked like she was going to say something, but didn’t.  We faced one 

another, all three of us tense, ready for a fight.  Could I fight her again?  I 

couldn’t get over how normal she seemed.  She wore a long black wool 

coat and tall fuzzy boots.  She had a black Russian style fur hat on her head.  

Her black eyes narrowed as her red lips curved into a smile. 

“Have you told her yet, Taras?  She seems so trusting of you right 

now that I must assume you haven’t.” 

“Told me what?” I asked him, suspicious, ready to be hurt again. 

“That he is a wild beast once again.  But you will know all about 

it.” 

I took a step forward, anger propelling me.  “When it comes to who 

has been lying to me about what and for how long, you take the prize, 

bitch!” 

Tabitha laughed and got close enough for me to slap her.  She 

stepped away from my attack.   

“Oh, I’m the bitch?  But you have betrayed me and that is 

forgivable?” 

“When it comes to who has betrayed who--” 

“Melody Grace, I didn’t betray you.  I cultivated you, and because 

of that you are able to use the Degaz magic, as I knew you would.  But now 

I need your power.  Trust me, little sister.” 

“You’re not serious?” 

“Deadly.” 

“You killed my family!”  

“I am your family.” 

“No, Laura is my family.” 

Something changed in her pale face.  It was subtle, but where 

before she was attempting to sound like the old Tabitha, now that switch 
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had been flipped and her true nature, her true self stood before me.  She 

was evil, pure and simple, and she needed what I had.  She wasn’t going to 

play the sweet sister role anymore.  She was going to take me against my 

will and make me do her bidding, because she could, she knew she could.  

I was weaker. 

When Tabitha struck, Taras let out a bellow that made the gas 

station door rattle.  He charged her, knocking her back from me into the 

snow.  I stumbled away, my heart racing and my limbs tingling.  I had to 

run, or try to help Taras, but when I focused on them, I saw him turn.  It 

was fast, jarring.  One moment he was human, the next, he was a frenzied 

roaring beast.  He was impossibly huge, with thick black claws that glinted 

in the snowy light.   

Tabitha scrabbled back in the snow, hissing as the great beast 

loomed over her.  At his full height, he was easily eight or nine feet tall.  

The arms were powerful, muscled, human-like except for the dense black 

fur.  His face was that of a snarling wolf.  Tall ears lay flat to his head as 

he growled and stalked after Tabitha, who still scooted on her backside 

through the snow.   

I was going to watch him kill her, wasn’t I?  How could anyone 

stand against such power?  I mean, yeah, he said he was a werewolf, he had 

really bright blue eyes like an Alaskan Malamute, but I had no idea… 

“Jesus.  He really is a werewolf.” 

I screamed when Taras attacked.  It was quick, vicious, but Tabitha 

was quicker.  She rolled away and with a shriek of rage, swiped her hand 

at his back.  But it wasn’t her regular hand, in its place were long black 

talons.  She ripped into Taras’ hide.  He howled with pain then rounded on 

her, roaring. 

Next, we were no longer alone.  Dark figures materialized from the 

white snowstorm.  They came into view as if in no hurry, confident that the 

fight would wait for them.  Taras backed up until he was shielding me.  

Beast he might have been, but at least he knew I was on his side. 

“Stay behind me.” I jerked my head up to look at him.  He could 

speak-- 

“Melody, get your back to the building and stay behind me.”  

He sounded...I shivered…like a monster, a supernatural creature, 

ancient and powerful.  I started nodding and backed up until I was pressed 
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to the glass of the Holiday station door.  The figures were close enough 

now that I saw they were just men, eight of them.  They stood in line with 

Tabitha.   

“Uh, these guys think they’re going to take you?” I asked, 

confused. 

Taras growled, the sound so much more now that he was in his true 

form.  It made sense, it was terrifying, it meant that the next enemy to come 

for us would die. 

“Vampires,” he said. 

“W-what?  Vamp--” 

Next came blood and chaos. 

Taras met his enemies, snarling, tearing flesh.  Blood streaked and 

stained the snow.  The Vampires were silent and swift and as they circled 

and fought, I realized that they were going to overpower Taras.  They 

slowly drew him away from me, working together to harry his flanks, to 

make him lash out right and left.  They were tiring him.  Though he was 

strong, dealing out brutal attacks, he was going to lose. 

I had to help him. 

I fumbled for my amethyst.  I clutched the stone, felt the power 

resting within it, and tried to call it forth to protect Taras, protect myself. 

Nothing. 

A man in a green coat dodged past Taras.  When I blinked, he was 

standing in front of me and gripped me by the throat.  I gasped for breath 

and was lifted into the air.  I kicked wildly, trying to breathe, call 

destruction power, not die.  Taras batted the vampire away from me like a 

rag doll and caught me as I fell.  He was wounded and had only enough 

time to set me on my feet before he turned to renew the fight.  One of the 

vampires made a wrong step and Taras snagged him with huge clawed hand 

and crushed his skull.   

POP!  Like giant bubble wrap. 

Blood, brain matter, and teeth exploded around the now crazed 

werewolf.  Taras lapped the blood from his claws as he fought.  Tabitha 

had joined the fight, raking those black talons at Taras’ face.  He held his 

own, but one vampire grew bold enough to jump onto Taras’ back, and 

sank fangs into his neck.  Taras went down.  It was like watching a pride 

of lions pouncing on a gazelle, if that gazelle was a raging monster.   
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I didn’t know how I was going to help, but I knew I had to.  I started 

forward, hand gripping my amethyst, when someone caught me by the arm.  

The grip was strong, the hand warm, steady.  I spun around to look at who 

held me, but I didn’t know him. 

I...would have liked to know him better. 

“Podozhdite.” 

“Huh?” Did I really sound that clueless and out of breath? 

Bright green eyes flicked over my face, over me, the pendant in my 

hand, then back to the fight.  He slowly let me go, while simultaneously 

drawing a wicked looking samurai sword from a sheath on his back.  He 

stepped fully out of the Holiday store, the doorbell chirping as the glass 

door thumped shut.  The sound drew the attention of the vampires.  Three 

of them faced their new opponent.  He didn’t look at me again, just calmly 

walked onto the blood-soaked snow with a raging werewolf, vampires, and 

my witch sister like Yojimbo. 

Fuck.  He was so cool. 

He didn’t move as quickly as the vampires.  He couldn’t, because 

he was human, like me.  I watched him and hope began to stir in my heart; 

hope that had been dead since my mother diced her arm.  He used their 

speed against them.  It was as if he knew their next moves.  His movements 

were slow, calculated, and with the powerful silent violence of sure death, 

he cut the head off one vampire, pivoted right and did the same to the 

second.  The third stopped short, crying out in shock, pain, and then his 

open-mouthed cry soared with his head and landed at my feet. 

God Damn.  Kurosawa, eat your heart out. 

Four down, four to go.  Taras had gotten back to his feet and was 

quickly getting the upper hand, fending off Tabitha’s attack, swatting a 

vampire out of the air as it pounced on him. 

Yojimbo watched the fight, waiting.  He took a few quick steps, 

and cut down a vampire distracted by Taras.  His sword cut through the 

vampire from shoulder to side, quartering it.  Then lifting his sword sliced 

off the head.  Taras raged, killing the last two vampires distracted by 

Yojimbo’s attack. 

Tabitha stood alone, black talons glinting in the snow, a confused 

look on her face.  Taras bellowed at her and lunged for her throat.  But she 

was gone and Taras came up with a mouthful of snow.  He spun to face the 
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swordsman.  Yojimbo flicked blood off his sword like every samurai movie 

ever, then sheathed it.  He backed away from the furious wounded 

werewolf until he was once again next to me. 

“You have green hair,” I said.   

“Dah.” 

The way he’d said the Russian word was like he’d said yes, but also 

the more apt 90s, DUH. 

“Russian?  Are you here to help Taras?” 

His green eyes flicked to me again.  I was nervous under his gaze, 

like he saw every single flaw in me and when he looked away, it would be 

a dismissal.  He looked up at the beast that stalked toward us.  He squinted 

his eyes, maybe thinking about killing Taras, then he leaned close and 

whispered. 

“If this one is yours, tame it.  Or it dies.” 

“Tame--whoa!  Taras, wait!  He helped you!” 

Taras paused in the act of murder to regard me with his bright wolf 

eyes.  He took a step back, then drew his big arms around himself, as if he 

was in pain.  He growled, looking back at Yojimbo and I. 

“Change back, Taras.  You killed them all.” 

Taras growled again, then went to one knee, panting dog-like from 

exhaustion.  He looked back to me.  “Can’t,” he grunted through sharp 

teeth.  He turned and ran into the snow storm, leaving me with a stranger 

and eight dead vampires. 

“What do you mean, can’t?” I asked the swirling, howling snow 

storm. 

 

 

*  *  * 

 

 

 “This is awkward, but will you walk me home?” I asked. 

Yojimbo twitched one shoulder, the movement was a weird little 

spasm, not really a full shrug.  Twitchy.  Not at all as graceful as his 

swordplay. 

“Dude, are you alright?” 

He looked at me, raising an eyebrow. 
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“What’s this?” I twitched like he had. 

“It’s yes, durachit’.” 

“You just called me something mean, didn’t you?” 

“Nyet.  I’ll walk you home, since you’ll get lost in the snow if I 

don’t.” 

I stepped around as much blood slick snow as I could.  Already, 

new snow was covering the decapitated vampires.  I surveyed the carnage 

and shivered. 

“If you can’t handle violence, you are not worthy of Degaz,” 

Yojimbo said, so matter of fact that I glared at him. 

“Look if you don’t want to help me out.” 

“I don’t.” 

“Right, even though you were willing to help Taras.” 

“That was different.” 

“Ahuh.” 

“You talk too much,” he said. 

I faced him.  “Who the fuck are you?” I demanded, putting my 

hands on my hips and glaring at him. 

He tilted his head, and an amused smile curled his lips.  He was 

charisma and sex, that’s who he was.  He was mystery and power.  But 

there was more to him than that.  I knew there was, because he was hiding 

behind insulting little quips. 

“Who I am doesn’t matter.” 

“I think it does.  You fought vampires and lived.  You weren’t 

afraid of a werewolf in full on beast mode, and my sister ran away from 

you.” 

He took a step closer to me and looked down into my eyes.  The 

lights of the gas station flickered into life.  I watched snow catching and 

melting in his green hair.   

“Sestra?” 

“I don’t know Russian.” 

“Me either.” 

“What?” 

“How are you sisters?” 

His silent intense scrutiny made me squirm and I looked away from 

him.  He reached out a hand and took mine.  I trembled still from all the 
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violence, from the adrenaline, the shock.  His hand was warm, steady.  It 

was impossible that he could be so calm in the face of such brutality. 

“We're not really.  She killed my family.  She told me I had power 

and she wants it.” 

I told him everything, like his gaze was a truth serum. 

“So, not sister, but a tool.  I know something of this.” 

“About tools?  Did you just call yourself a tool?” 

He raised a green eyebrow.   

“I sometimes babble when I’m nervous, and you’re really hot.” 

He frowned and lifted a hand to his forehead.  “Chto?” 

“What?” 

“I’m not warm.” 

I huffed out a laugh.  “You’re sexy.” 

He smiled, his lips curling without showing teeth.  I stared at him, 

the word for what he appeared to be now was ‘cocksure’. 

“Hot,” he mused.  “Is this what Russian means?” 

I shook my head, giggled despite myself.  “It’s a country, a 

language.” 

He nodded, and suddenly I was aware that he still held my hand.  

He gently rubbed his thumb against my palm.  I both wanted to rip my hand 

away from him because I felt the touch too intimate, and at the same time 

I was calming down.  Not just calm, but comforted, protected.  He kept up 

the gentle caress and his sex appeal dimmed.  He was terribly good looking, 

yeah, but the familiarity grew with each pass of his thumb on my palm.  

Not lover, perhaps brother, or friend? 

“Hey, Jimbo, thank you, for helping me.” 

“What is ‘jimbo’?” 

“You are.” 

He tilted his head, confused, like I was speaking in tongues. 

“Like the movie?  I don’t know your name.” I watched him think 

about what I said.  Like my words were filtering through his mind, taking 

time to be translated. 

“Nyet.  What is ‘movie’?” 

“Not important.” 

He looked down at our hands and stopped rubbing my palm.  It 

tingled.  I had the urge to shake my hand to get rid of the sensation, but he 
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placed his hand palm down over mine, not touching me, and I felt the 

tingling grow, and light shimmered between our palms.  I stared at the red 

light, fascinated.   

“So,” he said, interested.  He removed his hand and placed it in his 

coat pocket.  Now that we weren’t touching, I missed the steady warmth of 

his hand, but I felt centered.   

“And the wolf?” He asked, but it was in a quiet musing voice.  He 

was looking past me into the snow. 

“Taras.” 

His eyes flicked to me.  “I’m not going to walk you home.  You’ll 

get there without me.” He turned and walked away from me.  I was so 

confused. 

“Wait, what was that red-light thing?” 

He twitched his shoulder, disappearing into the storm. 

 

 

*  *  *  *  * 

 

 

I didn’t remember choosing to go to Melody, but I found myself on 

Laura’s doorstep and banging on the front door.  I had watched Melody for 

the last few weeks, aching to be by her side, wanting to let her know I was 

back, but scared that I would not be able to control my beast.  It would 

scent its mate and demand her, and I didn’t want to hurt her.  But now, 

crazed from battle and wounded, I was here, because Melody was here. 

I pounded on the door once more and a man opened it.  I was about 

to claw him, but I heard Melody call my name.  The sound of her voice was 

enough for me to pull the beast back and regain control.  I was human when 

she pushed the man before me aside. 

“Taras?  Are you okay?” 

I shook my head, words not available for how relieved I was to see 

that she was alright.  I slumped against the door jam, then was lifted, 

Melody on my right and the man on my left. 

“Help me drag him to the couch, Thomb.” 

Thomb grunted.  “Yeah, drag is the right word.  If he faints and 

falls on one of us--” 
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“Thomb, please.” 

They got me out of the cold wind and into the warmth of Laura’s 

home.  Next, I was on my back staring up a Melody who held a first aid kit. 

“I think we need more band aids,” Melody said. 

Thomb laughed and Laura hit him. 

“Don’t, he’s really hurt.” 

“I’ll heal,” I said.  “Need rest.  Stay with me.”  

She nodded, taking my hand.  “I promise.  I’m not going 

anywhere.” 

Blessed sleep took me. 

 

Lord, you gave me a rare woman. 

I agreed with the sentiment.  Melody was a rare woman.  I inhaled 

the honey scent of her, she was close.  I opened my eyes to see she was on 

the floor in front of me, back against the couch.  She had her hair tied up 

on her head, which I liked, because her neck was elegant, her shoulders 

small.  She was wrapped in a blanket and staring up at the TV.  That’s what 

I’d heard. 

And God, I loved her well. 

I watched the scene play out.  Melody was entranced, and it took 

me a moment to realize that she was clutching the TV remote to her chest 

and silently crying.  I frowned, then lifted my hand to smooth it across her 

little shoulders. 

“It’s just a show.” 

She hit pause as she jumped and wiped her face.  “You startled me!  

I thought you were still asleep.” When she turned to face me, she knocked 

over a bowl of popcorn and cursed.  I smelled the butter and salt. 

“Sorry.” 

“No, don’t be sorry.  I just got sucked in there at the end.  But I 

can’t watch her go back and leave him, so.” She turned off the TV.  “It’s 

been hours, you feeling better?” She lifted her hand to my face, searching 

for cuts and scratches that I knew had been there when I arrived, but 

wouldn’t be there now.  Her eyes widened.  “So, you really can heal 

yourself.  That’s handy.” 

“It proves to be.” I lifted my hand and brushed tears off her cheek.  

I didn’t like to see her cry, but I knew it was just her sappy TV show and 
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she was soft.  Now that I was getting a good look at her though, it wasn’t 

just the series she’d been watching, there was melancholy.  She wasn’t 

herself.  Everything seemed different, apart from her scent. 

“What’s wrong?” She asked me, concern in her voice. 

“Nothing.  I was just thinking the same about you.” 

“Oh,” she said.  “Same ole, same ole.  Watched my parents die and 

no longer have any family and it’s almost Christmas.” She was quiet, 

looking at the darkened TV.  “And the world is ending.” 

I chuckled despite how sad she sounded.  “We can figure that out.” 

“Yeah?” 

“I found a stone tablet in a fairy ring.  I don’t know what all of it 

means, but it’s something.” 

I told her about the adventure into the Minnesota forest.  I liked 

how she leaned closer as she listened.  I liked how her face and blue eyes 

were lit from a kitchen light behind us.  She was radiant.  Her scent 

intoxicating.  I looked away to get control over myself.  I had to be careful, 

because I no longer had control of my beast.   

“You were cursed?” She asked in a whisper. 

“That’s not the most important part of what happened.  We know 

when this is all going down.” 

“But what kind of curse?  Fairy magic is really hard to break isn’t 

it?” 

“Melody, you’re not hearing me.” 

“I am.  I’m just worried about you more than the apocalypse, I 

guess.” 

Warmth spread through me as she said those words.  She cared 

about me?   

“Don’t look at me that way, Taras.  I just lost three people who 

were my life.  I’m not keen on losing anyone else.” 

“You have Laura.” 

“Yeah, I have Laura.  But she’s got Thomb.” 

“He is supernatural by the way.” 

Melody nodded.  “I thought so.  He knows more than he’s telling 

us.  But I think that he’s a good guy, like you, so.” 

I smiled and lifted my hand to gently pinch her chin.  “I like that 

you think I’m a good guy.” 
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“Aren’t you?” 

“Dah, but I like that you--” 

Melody leaned down and kissed me.  She wasn’t wearing her 

glasses anymore so her face pressed more closely against mine.  It felt so 

good, so right, but I told myself to stop while I still could.  I could feel the 

rested beast within me stir at her touch.  It was only a matter of time before 

it sensed its mate and demanded her.  I didn’t stop her.  I knew the danger, 

but the reward was rapidly outweighing the cost.  She made that little sigh-

whimper noise and before I realized I was going to, I’d pulled her up off 

the floor over my body and held her, kissed her.  One calculated turn, and 

I’d have her under me where she belonged.  I growled at the thought, 

feeling her shiver against me as I did. 

Melody broke our kiss and looked up into my eyes. 

“Taras--” 

“You’re the only one who calls me that,” I said, distracting her just 

in case she’d been about to say we should stop. 

She smiled.  “Why?  Isn’t that your name?” 

“Yeah, but my pack calls me Taz.” 

She giggled, and I felt it this time, against my chest.  I squeezed her 

and she giggled again.  I found the sensation thrilling.  I could get used to-

- 

“Why?  Like the cartoon?” 

I frowned, not remembering the reference.  She laughed again, then 

made a weird little growling blathering noise.  She raised an eyebrow.  

“No?  Tasmanian Devil?  From Looney Toons?” 

When I shrugged, she sighed and rested her head on my chest, 

snuggling against me.  “Why Taz then?” 

“My name, first letter of each.  Taras Artur Zaitsev.  Taz.” 

She nodded her head, smoothing her hand down my torso.  I caught 

my breath as her hand paused at my hip.  “Do you want me to call you 

Taz?” She whispered. 

I involuntarily lifted my hips to thrust against her, to will her hand 

lower.  “Dah, moya kroshka.” 

“What does that mean?” She breathed and slid her palm between 

us.  My mind blanked.  She’d asked me something, but I wasn’t sure how 

to respond other than in a guttural grunt.  She asked the question again as 



 

 

DESTROYER  101 

 
she slowly began to stroke me.  What did she want to know?  I could tell 

her that she was my mate.  We had been fated and I’d known it the first 

time I’d seen her, smelled her.  I’d known I’d find her since I had been a 

pup.  But I was fearful that should I claim her, she would not survive it.  I 

could tell her that I needed to bite her and leave my mark on her.  It would 

be a magic, binding us, making her a part of me, but also a part of my pack, 

who would not accept her until she underwent the trials. 

No. 

I shook my head, trying to clear my mind.  She deftly unzipped my 

jeans and slipped her delicate little hand into my pants.  The skin to skin 

contact shattered whatever I’d been trying to resist or say.  I babbled 

incoherently in my own language.  Melody rested her head on my chest and 

breathed with me. 

“Maybe it’s just that I’ve been through a lot, but I really missed you 

while you were gone, Taz.  And I guess I need you to know that I don’t 

want you to leave me again.” 

“Whatever you want,” I said, breathless.  Light, like I was a boy 

being touched for the first time, not sure what to say, but quick to agree to 

make sure it doesn’t stop.  I dropped my head back and rode a wave of 

pleasure. 

“Zhenshchina, this is dangerous.” I gulped, then clarified before 

she asked.  “Woman, if you don’t stop.  I’m going to roll you over and have 

my way with you till you can’t stand and don’t know your own name.” 

“Promise?” 

She’d purred the word so seductively that I looked down at her.  

She had her chin resting on my sternum, her eyes were bright with lust.  

Beautiful mate.  Her blonde hair lit up by the kitchen light.  She closed her 

eyes as I sucked in another breath from the pleasure she gave me.  This was 

a scene out of my fantasy, not real life, wasn’t it?  She held my gaze.  I felt 

her jolt slightly with surprise, but also excitement as I allowed my eyes to 

turn.  I watched her watch me, intrigued, her little hand still gently rubbing.  

I made the decision that any wolf in my position would. 

I curled my arm around her and turned her into the couch.  She 

huffed out a breath and I carefully lifted my weight off her.  She wiggled 

to get more comfortable and found my lips with hers.  I grabbed her thigh, 

aware that my claws were lengthening, curling, wanting to tear into her soft 
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flesh.  She pressed her whole body to mine as she arched into me and 

wrapped her arms around my neck.  She breathed my name into my ear like 

I’d always dreamed she would.  I pushed her shirt up to display soft 

supple-- 

Thomb turned on the hallway light and yawned as he walked 

through the living room and into the kitchen.  His bare feet padded softly 

on the tile as he made his way to the fridge.  Melody went still.  I could feel 

her heartbeat against my lips.  The strength of the pulse demanding me to 

keep going, but her modesty willed me to stay still.  That heartbeat was 

more than I could stand.  I pressed myself against her, demanding.  She 

arched to me, biting her lip to stop a moan.   

“Light, don’t stop on my account.  Laura is always saying you need 

to get some, Mel.” 

Like he’d thrown cold water in her face, her eyes cleared.  She 

tugged her shirt down.  I watched, trying to catch a glimpse of what it 

covered.  Damnit!  I’d been so close. 

I sat up, allowing her to wrap her blanket around her again.  I turned 

my attention slowly to the man sitting on the kitchen island dangling his 

long legs and drinking orange juice from the bottle.  He smiled at me and 

raised the juice. 

“Cheers.  I’ll be gone in a second.  Didn’t mean to interrupt.” 

“Sure, you didn’t,” I snarled, politely.  I’d gut him later, after I had 

Melody at least a dozen times and she was soundly asleep.  He tilted his 

head like he’d heard me promise him a painful death.  Maybe he had.  I 

hoped he did.  I wasn’t sure what kind of supernatural creature he was, but 

he smelled old.  He probably could kick my ass, but I was willing to risk it.  

Melody got up off the couch and stole down the hallway to the bathroom. 

“Shit.  Sorry, man,” Thomb said.  “I just worked up a thirst.  I didn’t 

realize--” 

“Yeah.  You didn’t realize.  Go the fuck back to bed.” 

Thomb laughed.  “Momentito.” 

“What are you doing here?” I asked.  Thomb innocently pointed at 

the orange juice bottle.  “Nah, what are you doing in this house?” 

“I’m doing Laura.” 

“Right.  Why did you choose her?” 
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Thomb lifted one hand and the orange juice to his chest in a cupping 

motion.  “She has a great personality.” 

“You’re such a dick!” Laura laughed from the hallway. 

“But the kind of dick that you like!” Thomb called back.  I heard 

Laura giggle then knock on the bathroom door and then Mel’s voice telling 

her to come in.   

“Now that they are gossiping about us.  We can gossip about them.” 

Thomb told me. 

I scented the air in the kitchen, trying to figure out what he smelled 

like, what he was.  “Trickster?” I asked. 

His smile never wavered.  “Not quite.  Did Melody tell you about 

the prophecy?” 

I nodded. 

“Then what is most important right now, is why did I feel 

compelled to come get orange juice?” 

“You’re a pervert?” 

“Or thirsty,” he countered.  “Try again.” 

“You wanted to break this up.” I waved at the couch. 

He shook his head.  “I sensed magic.  Old and powerful.” 

“Coming from where?” I asked looking around the room.  Maybe 

he was sensing Tabitha.  Maybe she had come for Melody.  Thomb shook 

his head and lifted his hand to tell me to calm down. 

“From there,” he said pointing at me on the couch.  “Between you 

two.” 

I grew silent.  Then glanced down the hall to be sure Thomb and I 

were alone.   

“She is my mate,” I admitted. 

He shook his head.  “I know that.  This is more than that.” 

I was shocked.  “How is there anything more?” 

“Did she tell you about green hair guy?” 

I shook my head. 

“Ask her.  Put the pieces together.” He jumped off the island and 

threw away the orange juice bottle.  “Once you know that, we can make a 

plan.” 

“Or you could just tell me?” 

“And ruin the fun of the discovery?” He asked.  “Never.” 
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“Taz?  Will you come to bed?” Melody called from a room down 

the hall. 

“Yes.” I called back, getting up too fast, too eagerly.  Thomb 

laughed at me. 

I was down the hall and in Melody’s room before Thomb could ask 

me anymore confusing questions.  Melody was in a little sleeping shirt with 

an orange cat on it that said ‘Mondays’.  I went to her, slipping out of my 

jeans.  She pulled back the covers for me and we curled together. 

“Can we pick up where--”  

I cut her off, putting my mouth to hers.  Light, she tasted like 

peppermint.  I drew back slightly and smiled at her. 

“Yeah, I brushed.  Is that weird?” 

I shook my head and gathered my mate into my arms.  She wrapped 

around me like a blanket, willing and warm.  She was so soft and petite, 

giggling when I smoothed my hand up under her night shirt.   

“What?” I asked into her mouth.  She giggled again, exciting me.  

I tugged the shirt higher and finally curved my hand gently over one perfect 

breast.  She gasped, the sound thrilling because it was one made for me.  

No one else got to hear that note, only me.  She was mine.  Melody drew a 

leg up and wrapped it over my hip.  I reluctantly released her breast to reach 

for her thigh, squeezing and holding her to me.   

She lay back, breaking our kiss and stared up at me.  The room was 

dark.  Street lights sifted in through the curtained window highlighting her 

cheek bones.  Light my mate was beautiful.  I settled my weight gently on 

top of her.  She spread her legs so I could rest between them.  I watched 

her as she lifted a hand and traced my mouth with her finger tips, next my 

cheeks, nose, and forehead. 

“You are so handsome, Taz,” she whispered. 

I smiled.  “Spasibo.” 

“What does--” 

“Thank you.” 

She traced my lips again, her touch light.  I touched her fingers with 

my tongue.  She smiled, it was slow, it made her eyes wrinkle at the sides.  

I leaned up close to her.  “Kiss me.” 

She did.  I wondered if she was beginning to feel the connection 

like I was.  I could feel her heartbeat like it was my own.  When she took a 
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breath, I felt it rush into my lungs, though I hadn’t inhaled.  I ran my hand 

up her arm and felt the caress on my own skin.  I shivered. 

“Taz.” 

“Chto?” 

“Is this what it’s always like?” 

I smiled down at her. 

“I mean with a werewolf?” 

“Should I say yes so you never leave my bed?” 

She giggled. 

“No, Melody, this isn’t what it’s always like.  This is what it is like, 

with you.” 

She hugged me close.  “Why?” 

That was the question she had to ask, wasn’t it?  Why did it feel 

right, more than right, fated?  She was my mate, my heart.  If she had been 

Garou she would know, as surely as I knew.  It would be instinct.  Melody 

wiggled, then shimmied out of her panties and dropped them on the floor.  

I watched those little white panties float to the ground then turned to her.   

“Why, Taz?  Tell me.” 

Yeah, just tell her.  It wouldn’t terrify her at all.  She’d understand, 

she felt it too.   

“Krov’ moyey krovi,” I whispered, taking the easy way out.  She 

didn’t know my language.  I whispered the words again, reveling in the 

truth of them and took her mouth again before she could ask me what I had 

said.  She was responding more quickly, her heart racing.  I could hear her 

blood singing through her body.  I could smell her honey lemon scent, but 

also the warm salt of her skin, and the maddening delicious hot scent of her 

lust. 

There were no more words between us, only breath, kisses, hands 

exploring.  Melody threw her night shirt to the floor.  She tugged at my 

underwear and I bit her lip as she dragged them down.  I paused, poised 

over her, listening to her rapid heartbeat.  She braced a hand on my chest 

to stop me from joining us. 

“Tell me,” she panted. 

“Krov’ moyey krovi,” I leaned down to her, holding her chin as I 

kissed her.  “Blood of my blood,” I whispered. 
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She dropped her head back, moaning as I slid into her.  I bit her 

neck, echoing the sound she made. 

That’s when the magic died. 

No, really.  The glamour failed. 

I’m a fucking idiot. 

I thrust again, despite what lay under me.  I didn’t have any control 

over my body at that point, in my defense.  Tabitha stared up at me with 

black eyes and the most wicked smile stretching her red lips.  She sat up as 

I sat back, keeping our connection.  She gripped my bicep with black claws. 

“She is your mate, Taz?” 

I tried to pull away, but the witch held me fast.  She was bright with 

excitement, giggling, mocking me.  Unfortunately, her breasts bounced 

with her mirth and they drew my eyes.  She quirked an eyebrow and 

sensuously moved her hips.  She pulled me easily against her and before I 

could push away, she sank her little fangs into my shoulder.  I bucked to 

get away.  It stung, her bite.  I felt warmth leaving my body.  I struggled, 

but it made her bite me harder. 

My beast rose to protect me.  Reliable wolf, it clawed through the 

pain until it took the brunt of it and let me escape the feeling of my Light 

being drained out of my body through my blood.  I’d been right.  Tabitha 

was evil, she was ancient.  In all my long life, I’d never encountered a 

creature that drained Light.  We all have Light and Darkness within us, it 

is these energies that become the soul, and Tabitha was draining mine.  It 

was like my heart shattered, dissolved, then was drawn out of me into her 

greedy mouth.  I threw her off me with powerful wolf strength, roaring.  I 

wasn’t scared of her, in her way she was like a succubus, which I had 

encountered before.  I wasn’t afraid for myself.   

What had she done with Melody? 

I howled with rage and advanced on her.  She laughed in my face, 

even as I turned into the towering Garou, all teeth and claws.  She blew me 

a kiss and ducked as I attacked.  She snagged the little nightshirt from the 

floor and shimmed into it. 

Light came on in the hallway.  Then the door was thrown wide and 

I faced another set of vampires.  I released my rage and slaughtered the two 

vampires as they rushed me.  I chased Tabitha through Laura’s house, 

tearing apart what furniture got in my way.  Tabitha laughed and taunted 
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me.  I followed her out into the snow, under the moonlight, and when I 

thought that I would finally catch her, she vanished. 

 

 

*  *  *  *  * 

 

 

Have yourself a merry little Christmas… 

 

I walked slowly through the storm, drawing my scarf up over my 

nose to hide my face as much as possible from the icy wind.  I tried to keep 

alert, watching and listening as best I could.  Where there had been eight 

vampires, there surely could be more.  Tabitha had just disappeared.  I 

stopped crunching through the snow and listened.  She could reappear and 

now I was alone.  I kept walking home and would defend myself if I had 

to.  I was still angry enough with her that I thought I could call the 

destruction magic down on her if I tried.   

 

Let your heart be light… 

 

There was a cluster of cars at the intersection I needed to get 

through to get back to Laura’s house.  Four regular humans were out of 

their cars cussing at each other.  One hadn’t seen the other.  Another 

couldn’t stop because of the icy roads.  Another had just been trying to get 

home after a long shift at work.  Why didn’t anyone know how to drive in 

Minnesota winters anymore?  How do you just forget how to drive 

cautiously?  It’s not like ice stops being icy if your car is more expensive.  

I laughed as I turned down the street and left them behind me and heard 

sirens in the distance as one driver called for another’s insurance.  Humans, 

just being themselves, not knowing that a mini hoard of vampires had just 

been slaughtered by a werewolf a block from them.  They probably would 

never know.  Their worlds were too small, consisting only of dinged 

bumpers and deployed airbags.   

 

From now on your troubles will be out of sight… 
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I wanted to go back to that world, I mused.  I wanted to know 

nothing of werewolves, their hotness notwithstanding, and I wanted my 

parents to be here again.  I knew in my heartsoul that I wanted to forget 

they’d been Tabitha’s puppets.  I’d been happy with them and had an 

excellent normal life.  I’d shelved books, been annoyed by my coworker.  

Normal stuff, stuff I’d thought at the time was horrible and I would have 

given anything to escape, but Yojimbo and Taras fighting vampires in a 

snowstorm...so much blood and violence.  Yeah, it was thrilling, but it was 

also mind-blowing terror.  I couldn’t go back to the way I had been.  My 

family was gone, my job, my sister.  And then the red light in my hand that 

Jimbo thought was so interesting.  You want to be a hero, until you are 

called to be one and you realize that you’re weak and not cut out for any of 

this shit.  And the shit is real, intense, and everyone is going to die if you 

don’t figure out how to use your magical runestone in time. 

 

Have yourself a merry little Christmas… 

 

I turned down Laura’s street, shoes still crunching in the snow.  I 

was letting my fear get the better of me.  I knew it, but it was so seductive 

this idea of being powerless, unable to protect myself or lend protection to 

Taras or Laura.  Wouldn’t it just be easier to give up and say I’d had 

enough.  Tabitha, you win, use me for your spell and destroy the world.  I 

clenched my fist then, annoyed.  She didn’t get to win.  That wasn’t fair.  If 

I was the hero, then she was my antagonist and I was going to kick her ass, 

sister or not.  I heard glass breaking in the distance and was snapped out of 

my thoughts.   

 

Make the Yuletide gay… 

 

Had someone gotten hurt?  A door slammed as I walked past a 

black truck, covered in snow.  I slowed my pace and saw a werewolf run 

out of Laura’s house.  It stood silhouetted by a street light and turned its 

face up to the sky and howled.  It was an eerie sound, mournful.  I sped up 

my pace, knowing it was Taras.  Well, not really knowing, because he 

wasn’t the only werewolf in the world, but he was the only one I knew of 

here.  He’d been watching me, so he would know where Laura’s house was.  
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Had he slammed the door behind him?  Maybe Thomb had taken exception 

to a big shaggy bloody werewolf in Laura’s living room.  If Taras had 

shown up in his wolf form, Laura probably didn’t know it was him. 

 

From now on your troubles will be miles away… 

 

Before I could call out to him, he loped off into the storm.  I stopped 

at Laura’s driveway, the cold winter wind freezing the tears that welled up 

in my eyes as I saw blood in the snow.  I walked up the drive and picked 

up a scrap of bloody cloth.  It was shredded, torn by vicious claws.  A piece 

of Laura’s night shirt.  I knew it.  I knew what I would find when I walked 

into the house. 

 

Here we are as in olden days.  Happy Golden days of yore… 

 

The house was wrecked.  The couch torn, everything that had been 

in my werewolf’s way was destroyed.  I didn’t even attempt to call her 

name.  Why?  So, I could cement the reality more quickly?  The TV in the 

living room was on its side, a blue screen shining eerie light onto the space.  

Laura wasn’t in the living room torn to pieces, I found her face down in the 

hallway, in a perfect dark circle of her own blood.  I closed my eyes, 

clutching the scrap of her nighty and silently wished I’d never come back, 

that it wasn’t her lying dead in the hall.  She seemed peaceful, at least there 

was that.  He hadn’t crushed her skull like he had the vampires.  I knelt 

beside her, her blood still warm on my knee.  I turned my friend over, 

gathering her into my arms. 

 

Faithful friends who are dear to us.  Gather near to us once more… 

 

Laura opened her eyes and looked up at me.  She was torn, her chest 

and throat shredded.  It was awful that she was still alive.  She began to 

tremble, perhaps from the chill of death.  Not pain, I couldn’t bring myself 

to think of her in pain.  There was too much damage for her to even feel it 

anymore.  She blinked her eyes a few times, tears running down her cheeks, 

same as mine.  Laura attempted to open her mouth to say something, but I 

shook my head, shushing her. 
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“You’re dying, hunny.” 

She closed her eyes, still shuddering, gulping for air that would not 

come. 

“I’m right here.” 

Laura opened her eyes again, held my gaze, tried to reach for my 

hand, and died. 

 

Through the years we all will be together.  If the fates allow… 

 

She was gone.  Just like Mom and Dad.  Tabitha had killed Mom 

and Dad and now Taras had killed Laura.  Taras who I loved and trusted.  

But what did I expect?  Laura and I were just human.  We were just 

collateral damage in these supernatural wars.  There was an apocalypse 

coming, maybe it wouldn’t be zombies, or maybe there was still room for 

zombies, but we wouldn’t survive.  I scolded myself as I held my best friend 

knowing I shouldn’t have gotten her mixed up in this adventure.  It was all 

fun and games until your bestie gets her heart ripped out of her chest.  I laid 

Laura down on the floor.  She stared up unseeing.  I looked into the dark 

bedroom to see if Thomb was there, but he wasn’t.  I stood up, numb, 

broken, defeated. 

 

Until then we’ll have to muddle through somehow… 

 

I saw Thombs feet from the hallway.  He was lying in the kitchen.  

I walked to his side.  His face was white, bloodless.  His throat torn out.  So 

maybe he’d been supernatural, but he hadn’t been a match for a raging 

werewolf.  I remembered how Taras had said he couldn’t change back, that 

he no longer had control of his wolf, he was dangerous.  How could I love 

someone who was that dangerous?  Someone who had murdered my best 

friend and her boyfriend?  He’d literally just destroyed what scrap of new 

life I’d been trying to make for the last few weeks.  I went to the couch and 

pulled two blankets from the wreckage.  I went back to Laura and wrapped 

her up tight in her favorite purple fleece blanket.  Then back to Thomb to 

do the same.  They had both been so alive once, and now the utter stillness 

of the house made me sick.  I staggered to my feet and threw up in the 

kitchen sink. 
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I heard footsteps coming up the driveway from the front door I’d 

left open. 

“If it’s you, Tabby.  I don’t want to fight.  I just want you to kill me 

too.” 

Yojimbo stuck his head inside the door.  His face was grim.   

“I should have walked with you.” 

“You’re too late.” 

He came to my side, taking in all the carnage.  “For them.” 

I nodded, starting to lose it.  Tears blurring my vision.  He reached 

out a hand to me and I took it.  Why not trust him?  What did I have to lose? 

“Taras...killed…” 

“Dah, he is werewolf.” 

I nodded as he led me out of the house, away from Laura. 

“But he was provoked.” 

Maybe he had been.  “How could Laura have provoked him?” 

“Don’t be stupid.  This smells like a trick.” 

I cried harder as we left.  I didn’t know where we were going.  It 

was still snowing. 

“My world is ended.  Maybe I should just go to Tabitha and let her 

use me.  What does it matter?” 

Jimbo tugged on my hand to get me walking at his pace.  “Nyet, 

little fool.  We fight.  We always fight.  No matter what we lose, or what 

we stand to lose.  We fight.” 

I looked at him, wiping tears out of my eyes so I could see him 

more clearly. 

“We fight,” he repeated, squeezing my hand gently, “we win.” 

 

And have yourself a merry little Christmas now... 

 

To be Continued…. 


