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Choking, the werewolves stood on weak legs by the broken stone. 
A fever-dream had brought them here, a nightmare so terrible that they 
knew it must be true. The dream vision had been true, but also incomplete. 

The dream did not have the scent. 
Not animal. Not plant. Not living, not unliving. Not rotten and not fresh, 

but horribly, horribly wrong — the smell of something that was never prey 
and not even predator. Something that came before clean flesh and warm 
blood. It was a scent that would claw its way into a scent-blind human’s 
skull and trigger a primal fear. To a wolf nose — madness. 

The scent was at its strongest at the small pools — some form of 
liquid, fallen from the bulk of the thing that had writhed free into the 
clean night air, under the insane gaze of Mother Moon. The reek was un-
speakable, impossible to tell whether it had dripped like sweat, fallen from 
a wound or simply pooled from some monstrous deformed mouth.

With all their hearts, the werewolves hoped it was blood. They hoped 
that the thing could bleed.




