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They ran swiftly through the bushes, their little feet ghosting over the ground as hunger drove them. The scent of rabbit was in the air, and they wouldn't stop until they found it. Nothing could compare to the wind swishing by their ears, ruffling their fur pleasantly. Their bushy tails flew behind them as they jumped over logs and sticks, their strong legs pumping lightly on the ground as they glided through the air like silent bullets.

The reynard and vixen traded glances, speaking a million sentences through eye contact, and yipped in glee as their prey came into sight. The gray rabbit stood stock still in fear as the two creatures came barreling for it at speeds it could barely comprehend.

The rabbit sped off just as the predators pounced. It ran with urgency, its tiny legs hopping up and down off the ground as it made an attempt to live. The duo gave chase, winding around trees and bushes, not stopping for anything.

The rabbit felt its body shut down. There was no food in its tummy, and it had barely the energy to keep running. It was doomed, and it accepted its fate.

They lunged, and the rabbit was their feast.


David sighed deeply, inhaling the grand scents of the mid-afternoon day. His legs were burning from the long trek, but he moved on through the hot day and wiped away the beads of sweat from his forehead in determination.

He was disappointed that he was making this trip alone. He was scaling a hill that rose at least a few meters high, situated on the outskirts of Haggard, Ireland, a few kilometers away from the hotel where he and his fiancée were staying during their vacation.

David's parents had paid for him and his soon-to-be wife to explore the wondrous land of Ire. They had been excited that they were going to see some of the greatest sights in the entire world before getting married. But his fiancée, Candice Reid – soon to be Carlyle – had seemed to drift off into her own little world as soon as they hit green soil.

He had noticed it once they landed in Ireland. His fiancée had been an energetic woman during their relationship, having fought with him countless times to aid in her morning jogs and nightly exercises. She was a beautiful woman with short, black hair and a thin body with a lithe build, and he had fallen irrecoverably in love with her. But, in the four days they'd stayed in Haggard, she's been a zombie.

They had argued the night before. He was thrilled to hike around the hills and mountains of the Irish country, but she didn't share his enthusiasm. He had wanted to walk the handful of miles out of the village and towards this very patch of hills for the sake of gazing out at the green grass of the fields below.

He had voiced his desire for the trip, and she had denied his wish with a scowl and harsh tone. He felt cross at her manner, and had lashed his tongue back at her, letting her know that he wasn't too pleased with the attitude she's been giving him the past few days. Though his efforts to try and appeal to her the glorious amounts of breath-taking beauty Ireland held were vast and passion filled, she had dismissed him and went to bed.

That morning, David woke up hours before his fiancée. He took his shower, dressed, and had prepared his pack for the trip. As he was about to walk out the door, Candice came to and asked him to bring home more chips and dip. He figured she thought he was just running to the store and back.

Won't she be surprised when I don't return for hours on end? He laughed inwardly as he tried to control his ragged breath.

He found his way to the top, finally, and gave out a loud sigh of exasperation as he stared out into the open blue sky. His legs and lungs were on fire, but he took it in stride and was rewarded with the beautiful landscape of Ireland's grassy fields.

He marveled for a good ten minutes, wondering how great it would have been to live in this place. The fields expanded out for what seemed like miles upon miles, leading out into streams of water that fell over a ledge and down into a combined water body. David could smell the flowing water from where he stood, and relaxed as the fresh scent filled his nostrils.

Yeah, living here would be a dream. The wind picked up, tousling his brown hair over his blue eyes.

Though he loved the sight of Ireland, he could never feel at home anywhere other than Bristol, Connecticut. He and Candice both hailed from New England, born and raised, and were content with returning home once their traveling was done and settling down there to start their family. It was a brisk plan, but one he had once been so proud to have.

He frowned deeply. Had Candice's mood really dampened his vacation? He hated that the love of his life was so weary, but hated more that she used it to bring him down to her decrepit level selfishly. That woman could be so sweet, he believed, but right now she was being a total bitch.

Another sigh left his lips, but this one was out of remorse rather than delight. He eased down to his haunches, and let his rear hit the ground with a thump. He didn't care that dirt was going to stain his hiking pants, or that his fiancée was going to have a fit about it. He just wanted to let his mind clear itself of the cloud his dark haired love had left him in.

Moments passed in silence, and he found himself in a tranquil peace. He watched a number of animals run through the field. A rabbit; a doe and a hare; a herd of sheep being led by a herding dog, all passing by lazily with no agenda other than to be as they were. He let his eyes wander the outline of the landscape before him, his mind and body in a sort of peaceful hibernation. The animals cleared away, and he was left alone to just stare as the wind combed the grass back and forth.

Within the tall grass came a speck of orange. His eyes quickly focused on it, his brows furrowing as he watched the odd thing bob around for a second, before a head popped up into his view and he was shocked to see a fox trotting about.

He watched the fox in the field scurry along. It was sniffing around; probably trying to see if it was being tracked or if any human or predator was near. David had never seen a fox in real life, only in books and in short documentaries about the canidae creature. It amazed him to finally gaze over the cautious animal as it trudged through the lushness of the field.

It was bigger than the ones he'd see in the books. Though that could easily be explained away by the fact that books didn't give actual sizes, or because it was so far away. Its fur was a reddish-orange with a black tint over its lower back, he could tell even from this distance. It sniffed around; its head raised high into the air as it searched for something. It seemed to have spotted him, as it stopped and turned its small head in his direction. Its nose was black, with a slightly white maw that receded under the orange of its cheeks and forehead. Its tail straightened, and it turned to run away quickly in what the 26 year old figured to be fear.

“Poor thing...” he whispered sympathetically. Foxes were a great hunt in Ireland, he had learned from his mother who had been quite the fanatic, and had to live in fear every day for its life. Always having to watch its back, always on the guard for the sounds of footsteps of hunters. David pitied the poor creature.

An hour had passed before he decided to make the long trek back to town. He felt regenerated after a quick snack and was up for the walk.

At half past six at night he made his way into town and back towards the hotel where Candice Reid awaited his return with what he hoped to be regret over their petty squabble.


David pulled out his key-card and unlocked the hotel room door. He entered the room and relished in the air conditioning that was refreshing on his sweat soaked skin. He placed his bag down in the corner as he entered the bedroom, and scanned it for his beloved fiancée, only to find no one in sight.

“Candice?” he called tentatively, afraid of what onslaught was to come.

“There you are!” The voice of his beloved came from the bathroom. In a flash she was out the door and in his face with a glare. He noticed that she was just out of the shower, her soggy hair was matted to her face and a few beads of moister was trailing down under her sleeveless white T. Had she not been yelling he would have been aroused. “Where have you been?! I've been worried!”

He sighed as he sat on their bed and kicked off his boots, letting his sore feet breath. “I went to the fields, like we planned.” he said, casting a meaningful glance at the woman standing over him.

Candice stared scathingly at him, an aura of anger radiating off of her. “I thought we decided not to go?” she said, daring him to defy her with her eyes.

He wasn't one to be intimidated. “No, you decided that you didn't want to go. I did. So I went, and had the time of my life!” he shouted, standing a good foot over her. He wasn't going to be controlled by this woman, no matter how much he truly loved her. A love which was dissipating the more they argued.

She was affronted by his tone, and barred her teeth in a growl. “Don't speak to me like that! You asshole!” she yelled.

“I'll talk any way I want!” he shot back, clenching his hands and leaning over her with a glare. Anger was bubbling under the surface, and he couldn't stop himself from falling into her ploy to fight. Normally he'd never yell at his girl, but she really was getting up into his face and he didn't like the disrespect she was showing him.

She balled her fists and slammed one into his gut, forcing him back with a loud groan of pain. He clutched his stomach and cried out “Bitch!” in spite.

“That will show you to speak to me like that!” She grinned in triumph.

David felt indignation rise within him. How dare she punch him! He was her husband-to-be! The urge to hit her back was strong, for instinct told him to retaliate when punched, but his father and mother had raised him right. He could never hit a woman, no matter how angry he was.

He turned on his heel and stomped towards the door. She called out after him, but he ignored her as he opened and slammed the door in what he hoped to be her face. He near ran out of the hotel into the darkening streets of Haggard, his mind racing with vile thoughts about his so called 'lover'.

The town was quiet, he noticed as he trudged down the block towards a destination he didn't consciously know of. The people were having great fun out in the pubs that were located on the other side of the town. He thought about joining the fun and having a drink or two to let loose his frustrations, but he soon realized that he had run out of the hotel bare foot and didn't have a penny on him. He had kept his money in the bag he had so carelessly tossed in the corner.

He checked his pockets once his rationality returned. All he had was thirty-six cents and his hotel key-card. He could at least be thankful he could return to his room once his head was cooled off.

He cursed his luck, for he couldn't buy anything to occupy his time. He wanted to stay away from the crazy banshee in his hotel room for as long as possible, but couldn't so much as do anything worth his time other than walk around the murky city in his socks.

The sounds of his footsteps were all he could hear; the pat-pat-pat echoing off the buildings around him. But he didn't care; the silence was rather welcome at this point in time.

David took pleasure in the sudden thought that Candice must have been calling his cell phone in search of his whereabouts. He wasn't carrying his cell phone on him, so she must be pulling her wet black hair out as he walked down the dark street alone.

He wasn't worried about being alone in this strange new place. He was a built man, with wide shoulders and a chiseled chest, and was confident that he could take anyone that came his way. Nearly twenty years in karate and kick-boxing has done him good.

Minutes passed, and the sky was now pitch black. The only light that illuminated the street he walked on was the sparse oil-lamps. He started to feel uneasy about wandering aimlessly, and went in search for somewhere to sit and think clearly. He was in no condition to truly fend off anyone in this state of mind. Focus was needed to fight.

Along the corner sat a wooden bench. It was wet from the night dew, and had what appeared to be mold growing on the back of the legs. He sucked up the revulsion he should have felt towards the dirty bench, and sat back with a grunt.

What a mess... He thought tiredly.

How had he let his relationship get so out of hand? It seemed to him that one moment he and Candice were living it up, making love almost every night and exploring their own worlds every day in every kind of way. But then the next they were this awful pair of spiteful people who held nothing but contempt for the other.

What had he done to deserve this?

David thought back to the events that lead them to this. They had met in school, around middle school, and had played tip-toe around one another throughout high school, and had finally gotten together their junior year. They dated for two months before they first made love, taking each other’s virginity. Another few years, and he asked her to marry him. She said yes, and his parents, John and Melissa Carlyle, had decided to give them an all-expense paid trip to wherever they pleased. They chose Ireland by recommendation. His grandfather had traveled all over, and had told them stories which highlighted Ireland as the greatest place to tour.

Needless to say, they were on the plane two weeks later.

They found Haggard as their resort, and settled in to the hotel not even a month ago. A certain kind of black cloud seemed to have formed over her head on the flight over.

Candice's mood had seemed to sour bit by bit every day that passed. Her once adventurous personality died and was replaced by a lazy, angry one that hated his guts.

He contemplated leaving her behind. It would be very easy for him to call up his mother and tell her his problems and then be gone the next morning. Melissa Carlyle was protective of her family, and would most likely come down to Haggard to murder his fiancée herself and then take him to escape the country like some fugitive. He chuckled lightly at the ridiculous thought.

But he was a fair man. David still loved Candice, even if she was a crazy witch from hell, and would not abandon her during their great vacation. He'd return and make amends with her, and then make an attempt to fix the rift that was steadily growing between them.

With a task in mind, and his anger subdued he made to stand and jog back to his hotel room. But as he stood and rounded the bench, he saw something he hadn't expected to see ever again.

The fox.

He stared on in awe at the large fox he had seen in the field earlier. He knew it was the same fox, for it was the same size and exact same texture. Though easily it could have been a different fox, for they all looked alike for the most part, he knew somehow for some unknown reason that this was the same animal he had seen scurrying out by that hill.

It was sitting idly on the opposite corner up the street he was about to traverse. Its bushy tail was wagging languidly back and forth, its piercing amber eyes were locked on with his ocean blue ones, and its large ears were high up in alert with a tilt of its head.

He was sure this fox was bigger than the average fox now. He'd never seen one in person before, but he knew that foxes were supposed to be rather small creatures, if not medium. But this auburn creature was big – huge even. Its long, thin body stood straight out in the air up to about his stomach level, and its head was just as big as his own, but long with its white snout.

He took a slow, deliberate step towards it. It was a marvelous thing to be so close to a fox, he figured. David didn't think he'd ever see one again, and decided to take this opportunity to appease his interest for the beautiful thing not even twenty feet from his position.

“Here boy...” he called softly, putting out his hand in greeting. The fox yipped in a way that sounded as if annoyed. He gave a confused frown, and then tried again. “Here girl...”

This time, the fox complied by standing on all fours and prancing over to sniff his hand. His eyes widened in shock, for he thought the fox would run away in fear of the potential threat to its existence. No, instead the vixen began to rub her head against his palm. Very reminiscent of how a cat does when it wanted to be petted.

He began to rub the fox's head. She replied with a hum of acceptance, and tilted her head so that he might scratch her ears. It was cute, and he fell victim to her charm as he crouched down to run his fingers over the fox's back and sides. She barked happily, and pushed forward to rub her head against his chest.

“You're adorable,” he cooed with a smile. He had always wanted such an affectionate pet, but every dog or cat or hamster he had ever owned or known had been restless and shied away from his touch when he needed it most.

But he couldn't exactly take this fox as a pet. Foxes were strictly wild animals, and belonged in the woods and forests, not in domesticated homes to lounge on the couch and be fed canned food two or three times a day.

The fox seemed to be smiling, he jokingly thought as his scratched behind her ears. He had the slight fear the animal would suddenly snap at him, bite him and tear off a chunk of his hand. But he showed no fear; remember when he was a kid when his father had taught him that showing fear to an animal made it more feral.

“I wish to stay with you my new friend,” he said lightly as he pulled back and stood, much to the fox's chagrin. “But I have to go save my marriage before it falls apart before it even starts, if that makes sense...” he trailed off as he placed his hands in his pockets and skulked off back in the direction he had come.

The fox, left alone in the middle of the street, barked at him. He turned his head and gave an apologetic look as he slowed and waved good-bye regrettably. In truth, David could have spent all day playing with the fox. But unfortunately he had a life that needed attendance.

As he walked on, he found that the fox was keeping pace with him. He chuckled, and kept walking with his new friend in tow.

“Why are you following me?” he asked the creature. The fox made no noise, just continued to walk by his side. He smiled at her lightly, watching her strong shoulders rise and fall as she walked. “If you're so willing to stick with me...maybe you'd like to listen to my drama?” he mockingly asked. Though, he did not mock the fox. But himself.

He kept at a slow pace as he told the fox the issue with his fiancée. He didn't know why he was telling this vixen all of his troubles, nor did he understand what the purpose of it was. To get it off his chest? The fox would not hand him advice, which he desperately wanted. He wasn't sure on what to do other than just try and amend his soon-to-be marriage. But how would he preform such an act? With how Candice was acting the only thing that would compromise their arguments would be for him to just roll over and submit.

Not an option.

He spoke his mind to the animal at his side, letting his words trail off to nonsense more than once. It did feel good to voice his worries aloud. The fox glanced at him every few seconds as they made their way back towards the hotel, her eyes intense as if her own mind was churning.

He was intrigued by the look in her near golden eyes. They held a wisdom he had never seen before, an aged look of having seen many things before. She looked about as if analyzing the buildings around her, something brewing in that little fox head of hers.

I'm over-analyzing things. David focused on the street ahead of him, letting those weird thoughts slip away.

It came to pass that he was nearing the hotel room where he was staying. He glanced down at his companion, and was sad to think he'd have to make her go away. Candice wasn't keen on animals, and he didn't think he could take an Irish fox out of the country and into America. The poor girl would probably die on the plane ride back.

As he looked over the length of the fox, he couldn't help but notice how clean her fur seemed to be. It gave a soft gleam in the lamp-light, and he marveled at the elegance of the creature beside him.

The fox turned to catch his eye, and he felt as if caught peeping. Her amber eyes glinted in something he didn't immediately recognize, but soon realized it was something akin to coyness. If the fox was a real girl, she'd be blushing the same color of her reddish-orange fur, he mused.

After a short chuckle, he found that he was standing in front of the hotel building. It was a quaint place, with four stories and a reddish paint. The walls were well taken care of, but he could see the wear and tear of age picking at the bricks that constructed the hotel.

He turned to the vixen at his side, and smiled sadly as he leaned down and patted her head. “Listen, it's time I go inside. I don't think the hotel managers would be happy with a wild fox coming up to my room with me. And my fiancée wouldn't be so happy to have one in the bed with us,” he said, running his fingers over the soft fur over the fox's head and cheeks. “So, as much as I hate to say it: it's time for us to part my dear friend.”

The fox's eyes grew sad, and he felt guilt stab at his chest like a knife. “I'm sorry,” he said, trying to make the lonely fox feel better. “How about this: tomorrow, after I wake up and shower, if you're here, I will come out and we can go explore the fields together! Maybe Candice can come out too, you'd love her...” he said, fighting the urge add or at least who she used to be.

The fox seemed satisfied, and yelped happily with a wag of her bushy tail. “Alright!” he cheered, a wide grin gracing his face. “Now that's a promise, okay? I keep my promises!”

She licked his face affectionately and scampered off into the darkness, seemingly to accomplish whatever task it had made for itself.

Smartest animal on the planet... he thought, standing to his full height to watch it run away. He hadn't really expected the fox to respond to his words.

David didn't know if he'd ever see the female fox again. Though the fox seemed brilliant, he had to question if the fox would even remember him tomorrow. Either way, he'd keep true to his promise and make a brief search for the fox and then return to the fields to admire its beauty for a second time.

Breathing in the fresh air of Haggard, he made his way into the building. Not until his feet hit the carpeted floor of the hotel lobby did he realize that his socks were soaked through and his feet were freezing. He frowned and walked up to his room on the second floor to clean himself up and hopefully save his love life.

That night he dreamed of two foxes running through the forest after a rabbit.


The following morning, David found himself slightly sedated from his marital problems. Upon his return to the room, he had found Candice bawling her eyes out on the bed. She thought he had left for good, and that she'd never get him back. But he was back, and made sure to let her know he was never going to leave.

They made love, and fell asleep soon after. He hadn't been able to take a shower, so he made it his first priority once he was on his feet awake.

As he stepped out of the shower and began to dry off, he thought of the fox from the previous night. How odd it had been to have the vixen following him around the city, for he didn't know of any animal to do as such unless owned or in need of food. Maybe the fox was hungry and thought he'd have food on him?

The image of the poor, starving fox roaming around on its own made him frown. David loved animals dearly, and made a note to donate to the local pet shelter when he got home.

He dressed and exited the bathroom with a trail of steam following him overhead. He stepped over to the bed where Candice lay still fast asleep, and sat down to place on his socks in preparation of the day ahead.

“David...?” she moaned from under the covers. The light from the bathroom was shining directly in her eyes, and she was now slowly awaking.

“Oh, baby, sorry, I didn't mean to wake you.” He turned and smiled at the groggy woman lying in the bed behind him.

She reached out to him in a daze, still reeling from consciousness. “Come back to bed honey...it's too early...” she beckoned.

He furrowed his brows. “Babe, it's nearly ten-thirty in the morning. I think it's about time to get up,” he said, crawling on the bed so that he sat next to her.

She rested her head back down on the pillow and stared up at him through half-lidded eyes. “No...” she whined. “I want to stay in...to sleep...”

“Candice,” he said patiently, even though he sensed something brewing. “You’ve been sleeping the past week. I thought it'd be nice if you came with me to see the fields! It's gorgeous out there!”

She shook her head slowly. “Please David...I don't want to go anywhere...” she pleaded.

He now realized that she was being lazy again. As much as he didn't want to argue yet again, nor force her into anything against her will, he knew that if he was to get her out of this funk he had to persist on having her accompany him to the fields and other places in Ireland.

So, like the man he was, he breathed out in resignation and voiced his worries concerning her attitude.

Big mistake.

“What the hell is that supposed to mean?” Her tone was dangerous, and David suddenly felt very aware of how short life can be.

“I...I think you've been very lazy lately, and that you should get out more with me!” he said, trying to appeal to her what he was saying. “We're getting married! And we're in Ireland! But all you've done is sleep, eat, and fight with me.”

Candice propped herself up on her elbows, now very much awake, and narrowed her eyes at him. “I don't very much like you calling me fat and lazy, Carlyle.” she seethed.

He felt nervous now. Candice only used his last name when she was extremely angry. But he kept strong, and kept with his argument. “I didn't say you were fat, baby, just that you haven't come out with me to see Ireland's beauty! You know last night I met a-”

“A woman?!” she blurted out accusingly, making him give a start. “You met a woman last night huh?! That's why you were gone so long! Not that whole 'fields' crap! You son of a bitch!” she yelled, slapping him hard across the face.

David tumbled back off the bed in shock, smacking his head against the floor with a thud. He groaned and held the two bruises now staining his face and head, curling up on the floor to try and regain the sense that had been knocked out of him.

“That hurt!” he spat, slamming his hand on the bed to help steady his balance as he stood.

“I hope it did!” The dark haired woman growled, now standing on the other side of the bed with her hands on her hips. She was wearing a see-through pink nightgown, and had her hair pulled back into a loose ponytail. She looked almost picture perfect for a woman just waking up after a night of passionate love making, but the snarl her lips were set in, and the way she glared at him with such hate ruined the whole visage.

David returned the glare. “I am not cheating!” he defended. “I would never, ever cheat on you! I am not that kind of man! You know that!”

She seemed to consider this, as her expression eased and she remained quiet for an extra second too long. She did know, and could never accuse him of any kind of adultery. But, he could see that she wasn't done with her front as she set her lips in a thin line and squared her shoulders.

“Bullshit! You're a man, and men can easily cheat! No matter what way they were raised!”

“What the hell?!” her soon-to-be husband shot back, bewildered. “Why do you think I am cheating? How the hell did it come to this?!”

Candice crossed her arms, as if superior to him in this argument, as if she was the one who was right. “You were about to say you met a woman last night, huh?” she retorted. “Don't deny it! You did, didn't you?!”

“I would never do such a thing!” he protested, waving his arms about in exasperation. She huffed, her fingers tapping a no rhythmic tune on her forearm. “You know I'd never hurt you like that. I'm not a despicable cheat.”

“How am I supposed to know that?” 

“We've been together since high school!”

“So? Men can change easily. Especially when in a different country.”

He groaned, running his fingers through his hair. “You're not making any sense in this argument.”

“I'm making perfect sense!” She stomped her foot, like a small child.

He shook his head. “What has happened to us...?” he whispered to himself, closing his eyes and sighing.

“What has happened to us,” she began, her eyes watering slightly. “is that you spent the night with another woman, and now you're trying to project it on me because the guilt is too much for you and is tearing you apart!”

His eyes widened in shock as he looked back up at her. “Whoa, whoa! Where the hell is all this coming from?” he inquired, staring in confusion at the woman opposite the bed of him. The look in her eyes told him everything, and his whole body shook with realization. “You...you didn't...”

“It was a mistake!” she cried, tears forming at the corners of her eyes, her angry facade replaced by sorrow. “I was drunk! He was drunk! We were out at the bar, and one thing led to another and we had sex!” she wailed, the tears now flowing freely from her eyes down her cheeks. “And now...now...” she sobbed, trying to say the words she's been dreading the whole week.

His heart began to beat faster as everything pointed to one thing. “Are you pregnant?!” She couldn't even speak. She nodded her head in shame and fell down to her knees as sobs rocked her body. She placed her face in her hands as she let loose the tears that begged to be freed. “But...but how do you know it's not mine? That one of my condoms broke?” he said. The two of them had been having sex for years now.

“Because...” she breathed, her voice coming out in a hoarse whisper. “We didn't even use a condom...”

David felt his world shatter. His beloved Candice, the woman who he had asked to marry him the night of the full moon in front of both their families, had crushed his heart into bits. In her stomach, lay the bastard child of another man.

“You...” he rasped out, chocking back the tears that threatened to take over. What could he say at this moment? What did anyone say when they found out their beloved cheated on them? There was blind rage and hitting in most movies he'd seen, but there wasn't any anger in him. Just unending sadness that wrapped around his heart and squashed it like a bug.

She cried out in despair. “I'm so sorry! I...I couldn't help myself!”

He shook his head to try and retain control over himself. It explained everything – the mood swings, the distance between them, her sluggishness. She hadn't wanted to go out, because her body was tending to another.

He was about to lose it, to explode in a whirl of senselessness and agony. “This isn't happening...” he whispered under his breath, trying to deny reality.

“Please...help me! I can't take care of this baby alone! And I can't get an abortion! My parents would freak out if they knew what was happening!” she pleaded with him, taking away her hands to beg with bloodshot eyes. “We can tell them it's yours, and then we can raise it as yours! Then we'll have one of your own! Even two or three! Just please!”

He felt numb. Her words fell on deaf ears as he stared on at the wall behind her. The world melted, and he stood alone in a state of unawareness.

“David...?” Candice called to him, afraid. “Dave?”

His legs moved on their own. He turned, grabbed his cell phone, key-card and wallet. He snatched up his shoes and slammed the door behind him, letting the hinges rattle and leaving a restless Candice behind to weep.


Outside, David didn't know what to do. His heartbeat was all that he could feel, and it felt more painful than the last with every lup-dub, lup-dub, lup-dub.

He began to walk along the sidewalk, trekking through the sparse crowd of people walking to their jobs or dropping off their children somewhere or just out for a walk. His legs were in control of him now, and he gave them the trust they deserved to take him where he needed to go to regain his logic so that he could call up the necessary people to help him get the hell out of there.

He soon found his way down the street, passing by what felt like a hundred buildings, and back to the bench he had sat on the night before. With the idea that sitting on the bench would help him yet again; he raced towards it.

Once seated, he stared ahead dully. He breathed in, and then out, letting the scent of late morning Haggard fill his nostrils to calm his nerves. It helped, he noticed, but didn't quell the rumbling within his chest that was stirring around the heart break which was to destroy him. If not today, then tomorrow, or the next day. David didn't think he'd ever live this down. He would become sullen, be the guy that everyone hated to be around. And even as he knew this would occur, he knew that nothing he would do would ever stop it from happening.

He leaned back, throwing his head up to the air as it finally hit him.

He started to cry.

It was embarrassing to be balling his eyes out in the middle of public like this, but he didn't care. He needed the release. He couldn't hold it in, for he knew that it'd eat him up for however long it'd choose to. Crying was the best way to win over the grief, his grandmother had told him once a long time ago, and he'd heal over time thanks to the action. Though, after this one time, he would never cry in front of anyone ever again. His pride forbade him to ever cry in public.

As he sat there, crying his troubles out, he couldn't help but notice that the street was slowly becoming empty. The people gave him odd looks, and then carried on out of sight, and then at a steady rate; the number of people walking by diminished to zero. The area was deserted, and he was alone.

Perfect.

He was happy to have been left by himself on the bench. His shame could be hidden, even if only for a few minutes.

His tears died down after time. The ache in his chest wasn't going away at all, but at least his control was returning. He could call his father to arrange his return to Southington, and avoid Candice for the rest of his life. He could take the job at the Carlyle business his father had offered him and be settled with recovering from this tragic heartbreak for some time before moving on.

A second passed, and he felt a fresh wave of tears fall from his eyes.

What a stupid man I am! He berated himself. How could he ever get over this? Candice was the woman of his dreams! She had been the light of his life, the one person he could trust with his whole being! She betrayed his trust, his respect, and had left him emotionally scarred.

“Dammit!” David cursed, digging his fist into his knee painfully, cursing his own weakness.

“You alright?” a voice startled him.

His head snapped to his right in shock. The streets of Haggard were cobble, and even a bare footed person would make noise as they took steps on the murky colored ground. So the fact that he hadn't heard this person come close, or even feel the bench creak under their weight, was very surprising.

“Uh...” he said dumbly, unsure of what to say.

The person sitting next to him was a woman in maybe her mid-twenties, with long red hair cascading down over her thin shoulders. Her body was lean, with a bust the size of any man's desires, and was dressed in a casual red dress that flowed down just above her milky smooth ankles. She looked at him with concern, her beautiful features etched into a delicate frown. What really got David's mouth hanging open were her eyes. They were a bright, brilliant amber that stared directly at him, as if through his very soul.

He flushed as he caught himself staring. He must have been a sight compared to this goddess sitting beside him. His eyes were puffing red with streaks running down his cheeks to his chin. His mop of brown hair was still soggy from the shower he had taken not even an hour ago, and his clothing was rumpled from not being straightened yet. A fact he had overlooked when yelling with Candice.

“Why are you crying?” she asked with an Irish accent. It wasn't one of those over-bearing accents that shrouded every word with mystery, but was just a light touch to her speech. It was cute.

David stumbled over his words, embarrassed to being confronted about his breakdown.

“Is everything alright?” she pressed, leaning closer to him in worry.

“I'm...just going through some issues with my...fiancée...” he said apprehensively. Calling Candice his wife-to-be was unnerving, and it made his heart quicken painfully.

The woman gave him a sympathetic look. It made him angry to think she pitied him, and didn't even know him. “Well I'm sorry to hear that. Must be a crazy girl to not see what a special guy she has indeed. Or had I'm assuming.” she said, smiling at him with a full set of white teeth.

David blushed bashfully. “Ah...yeah, I guess. You don't need to concern yourself over my crap.” he said, trying to ease the tension.

“It's no trouble. I am a kind woman, and had no choice but to come over when I saw you here,” she said, shrugging.

A light smile shaped his lips, and he could feel the grief being lifted ever so slightly just from the action. She had an aura about her... “Heh thanks, I guess.”

“There's a smile,” She beamed.

He averted his eyes and began to wipe away the moister from his face. The crying was done, now came the healing. “Thank you, miss...?”

“Call me Jane,”

He nodded... “That's a nice name,” he complimented, trying to steer away from his embarrassment at having been caught crying like a little girl.

Jane giggled. “Well thank you very much,” she said cheerfully.

“You’re welcome,”

They sat there a moment, her smile radiating off of her. He looked up and down the street, finding no one present other than the two of them. He frowned, only now wondering where everyone had gone. “Must be a slow morning,” he offered.

She looked around, as if just now noticing the absence of others. “Oh, well look at that,” She shrugged. “Guess it is a bit slow. Odd though, since this town is usually bustling with mothers in the mornings.”

He thought of the women he had seen just minutes before. “This place wasn't as empty a little bit ago,” he noted.

“Odd,” she said, then smiled at him again.

He decided that now was the time to move on, and to make the call to his father to go home. “I appreciate you coming to talk to me, Jane, but I guess I should be going. I've embarrassed myself enough for the day. And it's not even noon yet.” he joked weakly, trying to retain a sense of dignity, even if only for himself.

“Wait,” Jane reached out and took his hand as he stood and turned to leave. Her eyes shone with desperation, and her brows were furrowed.

“What's wrong?” David asked, taking her small hand in his much bigger one out of instant.

“I...” she fought to find the words, tightening the hold over his hand. “I don't want you to go...” she said slowly.

He returned to his seat and knitted his brows in concern. “I won't go, but is something wrong?”

Jane hesitated, as if scared. She looked as if a deer caught in the headlights of a car. “You promised...” she whispered dishearteningly.

“I, what?” he said incredulously. Had he met this woman before? He didn't recognize her in the slightest. He would definitely remember running into this gorgeous woman.

She looked away coyly, biting her lip. “Last night...you promised to come back and we'd play in the fields together.”

David was quiet for a second, trying to register what she was saying. Had he said that? He had, but not to her. He had said that to-

His eyes widened as realization hit him. “No way...you're-”

Jane cut him off by leaning forward and pressing her lips to his. He stifled a gasp as she wrapped her arms around his neck and held him close; disabling him from pulling away if he had wanted to. But he didn't, her lips were intoxicating. He could smell the sun on her skin, feel the grass from her hair, and taste the life of the woman he kissed. His whole body quivered from the warm sensation of her being pressed against him.

Something came over him, and his hands moved around her instinctively. It didn't matter that he was kissing this woman now just after breaking up with his fiancée, what mattered was the fact that bliss was in the shape of a red haired Irish woman.

“You want to leave this place?” Her voice washed over him like water from a stream. She wasn't speaking from her mouth to his ears, but from her heart to his mind. It was relaxing, and he could feel all his problems being washed away by this stream. It was glorious, and he basked in its glow.

“Yes...” he answered without thinking, cracking open his eyes to stare into the familiar amber he had seen the night before.

“Come with me, David Carlyle. We belong together, as Mates for all eternity. It's fate.” David watched as a stream of light beamed into his face, blinding him. The world melted all around him, and all that existed was Jane and he. Was that even her name? Did she have a name? He found that he didn't really care.

“I will...” he whispered, letting the light engulf him.

He felt his body itch, and then patches of fur began to grow. His skin was raw, and little pores opened to let the reddish-orange hair grow out and cover his body from head to toe. Muscles and bones began to rip and tear, reforming into new shapes that made him stronger, faster, and more agile. A snout pushed out from his face, and his arms turned into legs. A tail grew, his hands turned into paws, and he was changed.

The world came to him in a new perspective. Colors were more vivid, smells were more prudent, and the sensation of the grass under his paws was more serene.

He briefly wondered what would happen now. What of his parents? What of his friends and job? The worries of a normal man fizzled away soon enough though, and he didn't care about any of that. He'd one day return, that was a promise, but right now he was content on running through the fields alongside his mate after gray rabbits.

David Carlyle was anew.


Weeks passed, and Candice never stopped crying. David had left, and she never saw him again. The guilt was too much, and she couldn't stand being in Ireland anymore. She needed her mother and best friend Alex for comfort. She'd say the baby was his, and that he was the one who left because she told him. It wasn't a sound plan, but it'd work. She wasn't a bad person, she swore.

Her eyes held bags under them, her stomach empty from that morning's heaving. She felt empty; a sickness spreading through her veins to make her feel more and more disgusted with herself. She sighed, trying to clear her mind of all things David, and continued on outside.

As she carried her things out of the hotel, she noticed something out of the corner of her eye. She turned, and gasped in awe at the two foxes lying together off in the alley. The female fox was lying affectionately in the male's lap, his head draped over her neck, their tails mingled together.

They both looked at her with alert. Their eyes were cautious, and she noticed their muscles coiled as soon as they spotted her.

“Hey...” she called softly. She's never seen a fox before, and it was a treat to find a couple just across the street. “Come here little guys...I won't hurt you.” she cooed, leaning down and beckoning with her splayed out hand.

The foxes jumped up and ran away together, disappearing around the corner to return to wherever they lived.

Watching them go with a frown, she felt something stir inside of her. For some odd reason, Candice placed her luggage down and ran after the two foxes. Something about them gave her an odd feeling in her chest, and something told her to chase them down. They wove between buildings, dashing on all fours out of town and into the grassy knolls of the hills. She kept good pace, a few strides behind them. Her leg muscles were cramping quickly, for she hadn't really used them since arriving to Ireland. Her whole body felt like dead weight on top of feet that carried her after the reynard and vixen. She nearly tripped three times, catching herself and mumbling curses at her own lack of energy. But now adrenaline kept her moving; and move she did.

The foxes were nearly out of her sight by the time she raced up a small hill that stood high over the sinking canvas of the field. She panted, her lungs on fire, and had no choice but to stop and kneel down onto her knees to catch her breath. She lifted her head, her heart, for some indistinguishable reason, sinking as she caught sight of the two mated fox dancing with one another in the midst of the extravagantly beautiful field.
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