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Prologue
 

The sound of feet running behind him was constant as he ran through the darkened streets.
 
On this clear, summer night, the moon was out and almost full causing his skin to tingle only slightly from the reflected light.
 
It wasn’t as bad as when the other bright light, which caused immediate and intense pain, was in the sky.

He and his pack of seven behind him were out searching for something to eat as they did most every night.
 
He became leader of this pack because of his greater strength and ability to locate food.
 
There was food to be had in plenty, it was just a matter of finding it before the other packs did or had a chance to get away.
 
There was the two-legged and four-legged kind – that was how he thought of them.
 
They had found and chased down one of the four-legged ones last night; large enough for the whole pack to feed.
 
The two-legged ones were his favorite but were becoming hard to find.
 
Plus, they had to be cautious as he had lost several of his pack to them.
 
They were smart and crafty and had to be taken with care.
 
That was another reason he was the pack leader, most of the other of his kind would rush blindly at them in a persistent manner.
 
Sometimes this worked and sometimes they paid for their rashness.

His thoughts did not come to him in the form of words but more in images and smells.
 
He was cunning and could think through situations, finding ways to get food and other things they needed, but it was not a familiar thinking pattern.
 
The pattern consisted of images that were similar to complete pictures that tell a story; both simple and complex in nature.
 
He hunted primarily by means of smell and had become adept at picking up the faint smells of food, sometimes up to a couple hundred yards away if the wind was right.
 
The scent was different somehow than the smell of everything else.
 
It was more like a warm scent, if a smell could have a sense about it, along with a certain sweet mustiness.
 
The smell from the others of his kind was not appealing in a food sense.
 
No, there would not be any form of cannibalism there.

Not that he thought along those exact lines as he ran through the streets.
 
Up ahead, he saw the flash of another, smaller pack quickly cross his path several streets up; vanishing quickly into a side street as he listened to their echoing footfalls diminish.
 
Along with his heightened sense of smell, his vision at night was adequate as he was able to pick out the varying shades of gray relatively well and it seemed to improve almost nightly.
 
The moon certainly helped.

Buildings continued to pass by as he ran through various streets in a search pattern trying to pick up the scent or sight of food.
 
One large building he passed by had two circles around a central dot on it.
 
For some reason this triggered something inside his mind; almost like he knew what that symbol meant.
 
The flash of a memory passed through, the meaning hanging there just out of reach but tantalizingly close; like the name of a song remembered from long ago but forgotten and keeping just outside the grasp of knowing or comprehension.
 
His mind was actually remembering and, for a brief moment, he thought he knew he had been someone or something else before.
 
Then, the brief opening of the mind closed, shutting the memory or even the memory of having a memory off.

The pack stopped behind him as he stopped and were searching the area for the reason.
 
Food was plentiful so there wasn’t any danger of being attacked by competing packs but there were other dangers.
 
Packs of four-legged ones sometimes attacked the smaller packs of his kind so they kept a watch out for them.
 
On occasion, some of the two-legged ones were out hunting and those were the dangerous ones.
 
There was something compelling about the other two-legged ones that caused something inside the pack to want to attack them on sight.

Forgetting why he stopped in the first place, he started his jog once again and, after a short distance, caught the warm scent of life and food.
 
Coming to another stop, he sought to ascertain its direction.
 
The scents in this area swirled around the streets and buildings making it hard to accurately tell exactly where the food was located.
 
This smell was of the two-legged kind and the light intensity of it indicated that there was only one or two of them.
 
He stood sniffing the air and, suddenly knowing exactly where the scent was coming from, started in that direction.

Rounding a building, he saw one of the other two-legged crouching outside of one of its lairs, trying to sneak through the night.
 
Sometimes they seemed so stupid that he could not fathom how they were a danger.
 
Did that one not know he could see him crouching there in the open?

Signaling his pack to spread out with grunts and signaling with his hands, he turned in mid stride toward the two-legged one.
 
Letting out a scream to let the other packs in the area know they had found food - an instinctive reaction he could not help - he launched himself toward the crouched one in ever-quickening strides.
 
The two-legged one turned toward him and let out its own scream and tried to run but it was too late.
 
To his left, one of his pack members launched itself over a fence and tackled the two-legged one in mid air just as the food turned the corner into the yard of one of its lairs.
 
It was over in seconds and the rending of flesh began.

Out of the corner of his eye, the pack leader saw another of the two-legged ones leap a fence several yards away.
 
Giving a signal to several of his pack, they launched themselves after the one fleeing.
 
Several minutes later, he heard one of his give a shriek of finding.
 
It was followed by a couple of the loud bangs that sometimes accompanied the ones who ran on two legs.
 
Those bangs were the danger and were what caused him to lose some of his pack earlier on.
 
The ones he had sent out returned a short time later with another food.
 
He had sent out four but only two returned.
 
He had lost more of his pack but they ate well that night.

They weren’t quite finished with the second one when the glow in the sky indicated the return of the bright light.
 
It wasn’t so much of an actual glow but more of a hint of the sky lightening.
 
The small lights in the sky in that direction started to fade so it was time to leave and head back to their shelter.
 
With this, there was no hesitation with any of them or the other packs.
 
They had all felt the intense burning and heat of the bright light.
 
Those who were caught in even a glimpse or hint of that bright light for more than a couple of seconds died.

And so it was with haste that they retreated to the building where they stayed accompanied by the sound of many packs heading to their own lairs.
 
The night filled with the sound of feet slapping on the pavement; not the paced jogging of the hunt but an all-out run.
 
The streets quickly emptied.
 
The time of the other two-legged ones was coming.
 
They lost two this night but others would come to fill the gap.
 
There were still single ones or in twos or threes running around just waiting for a pack to scoop them up.

Stepping into the broken door to the building where they holed up during the day, he trekked up the stairs and into the darkened room where they slept.
 
He chose this room because it had no place to the outside where the light could shine through.
 
He was tired and laid down with his pack, nestled together for warmth; some nights closer together and others spread out depending on the heat of the day.
 
He kept closest to the entry because he was the strongest, their leader, and that was his place.

As he lay there, a certain musky scent came to his nostrils; a scent that aroused an even more animalistic nature inside of him and one he could not resist.
 
He rolled over to find one of his already trying to couple with the female in his pack.
 
He pushed the one aside with a warning grunt and mated falling asleep shortly thereafter.
 
He felt content but in a slightly different way than we would know or understand.

Island Paradise
 

Leveling the aircraft off at flight level 200, I set a course back to the Azores and turn on the autopilot.
 
I am exhausted from the complete lack of sleep getting over to Kuwait but exhilarated at the same time.
 
Against all odds, Lynn was alive; we had found and rescued her along with a small group of surviving military soldiers.
 
We have enough personnel and weapons to be able to defend ourselves against most chance encounters with the things – we will definitely have to come up with a name for them as they don’t seem to be going away like disco or some other bad fad; I also plan to see that we don’t go away either – however, when they locate us and we are close to a populated zone, we can be overwhelmed easily if we are not properly prepared as Lynn and her group almost found out.
 
Even with a secure location, their numbers and tenacity will eventually overcome us unless we can prepare some form of impregnable fortress.

I am worried about what our arrival back in the Azores will be like seeing how we left it.
 
There is one very irritated general we will have to deal with, but I did say we would head back and will feel guilty if I bypass them over a little unease.
 
Leaving them stranded on the island with no hope of leaving and without supplies would not be cool.
 
Especially after they did help us out with fuel, and Colonel Wilson did stick his neck out for us.
 
No, I will go back for that alone.
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