
“Lucien,” he addressed the man who was the blood of Alaric. “Take the child. Do not stop until
you have crossed the river and are out of Alaric’s territory. I will take the dagger and ensure it
finds her hand when the time is right.”

“Sir?”

“No time for questions, Lucien, go before they arrive. Change and stop for no one.”

The man nodded. He stripped his clothing off. Rover took the discarded shirt while the man
dropped to all fours and began his transformation from man to wolf. Rover used the shirt to
wrap the child safely. He used the discarded trousers for a makeshift basket that Lucien could
carry the child with his teeth. The wolf approached, his muzzle nudging Rover to let him know
he was ready. The old man cradled the child carefully into the makeshift basket and held the
handles for the wolf. Lucien took the basket between his teeth.

“May the Gods be with you,” Rover wished him luck then turned to the Goddess. “Will you
stand with me long enough for him to reach the river?”

“The sake of my revenge lies with a bastard wolf,” the Goddess replied. “I will stand as long
as he runs.”

The wolf took off into the night. He could sniff out his enemy closing in on the cave he had just
departed from and knew he had to remain downwind of them. They could not find his trail. He
had to have faith in the Goddess and the old man to keep them busy until he reached the
river. His trail would end as soon as he crossed the river.

There were quicker ways Lucien could take through the woods and down the mountain but
they were risky. He knew the paths were blocked by large boulders he would have to leap
over, and risk losing the child from the insecure basket. He had to stay on the beaten path. He
couldn’t risk the child falling from his teeth and losing her life on the rocks and roots of the
forest. He could still move quickly, but the road was longer.

Lucien ran on. The sounds of the wolves howling in the distance grew further away. There did
not  seem to  be  anyone  pursuing  him but  he  would  not  allow  himself  to  slow his  pace,
regardless of the sweat building in his fur or the froth forming at his mouth. He could catch his
breath once he crossed the river. It wasn’t far.

The moonlight shone down on him, illuminating his way through the woods and leading him
towards its reflection on the water. With it came the bright flash of light that he had been
raised to know was the entrance or exit of a God or Goddess leaving their plane. Bestia would
have left Rover which meant Lucien was at the river. His front paws splashed into the water.
The cold spray woke the child, startling her to tears. In his mind, Lucien was shushing her as
a comforting parent might have but the sounds exiting his muzzle were more of a whimpering
cry.



He crossed the river and set the basket down so he might change back to his human form.
First, he pressed his cold nose against her and licked her soft skin, hoping to provide comfort
and cease the crying. Then he changed back. The transformation was exhausting. Bones
broke and reformed beneath his skin and that same skin stretched to cover the change. It was
painful. It left him winded. He could not dawdle for long. Lucien untied the basket to return his
trousers to his body then picked up the child wrapped in his shirt.

“Shush now, I’m going to get you to safety,” Lucien assured her though he knew the infant
could not understand his words.

He ran on, jostling the child in his arms. The motion seemed to soothe her back to sleep.
Wolves howling grew fainter. They would not follow him beyond the river. The river marked
the end of Alaric’s territory. Though there was no law saying the wolves could not leave his
territory, none ever had. There was no reason for them to leave. Alaric provided everything a
man and wolf could want at Moonacre. Lucien was the first. He did not desire anything Alaric
had to offer.

Falconhurst wasn’t far now. He had to descend the mountain and the city would be before
him.  Nestled  into  the  base  of  the  mountains,  it  was  the  closest  human  settlement  to
Moonacre. He didn’t know if the child would be safe there. He only hoped Alaric would not
learn of  her  existence.  Lucien would watch over  her.  Should any wolf  stray from Alaric’s
territory and get too close to the child, Lucien would take care of him.

He reached the outskirts of the city wall. Beyond it were a few homes that had been deemed
unnecessary to protect. A single roomed cabin came into view. Lucien’s hope grew as he
watched a woman move back and forth through the window. This place would do, for now. If
the child was not safe here, Lucien would find her another home. He approached the cabin.
The steps creaked beneath his feet. With the child carefully tucked into one arm, he lifted the
other to knock on the door.

“Please,” he said when a red-haired woman opened the door. He uncovered the child. “Can
you take her?”

He knew nothing of these people as he set the small girl into the woman’s outstretched arms.
What he did know, by seeing into their small home, was they already had one child. Surely a
couple with one child had enough love for a second. Surely this girl would be safe and loved
within their care for as long as he needed them to guard her.

“I’ll  explain everything when I return,” Lucien added for he knew he would be returning to
watch over her. “She has no one else.”


