Silverfang: The Sword of the Wolf
Chapter 1

A Knock in the Rain

By Lupercus Whitewolf

Rain pattered on the ground, and wind was blowing cold as a cloaked figure sloshed through the mud. The rain beat onto his cloak and soaked through his clothes to the bone. His sword clanked at his side as he stumbled on, his clothes were cut and torn as blood continued to soak through from his wounds. His wounds were burned around the outside edge and were surrounded by dark brown fur on his skin. His eyelids sagged as his brown tail hung low, his wolf-like head drenched in rain and blood alike. Wounded but determined, he continued to stumble on; his eyes fixed on the ground. He stopped and raised his head and gazed forward; a small house had come into sight, his golden eyes showed a shimmer of hope as a smile came across his muzzle. He started his trek back up as he stumbled on towards the house.


Picking up the pace he started to run towards the house, pain wracked his body as he pushed his cut and torn limbs. Arriving at the door to the house he raised a hand-like paw and knocked on the door while shouting in a gruff voice, “Help…I need shelter for the night…I can’t hold out much…longer,” he panted out before collapsing on the ground. His body lay there, motionless as the rain beat on his body, soon his body started to reform; fur pulled into his skin leaving behind a light tan, his paws shrank and reformed into hands and feet, the claws on his fingers became nails. The muzzle pulled back into his face leaving behind a scruffy beard, his pointed ears moved down onto the sides of his head but remained slightly pointed at the tip, the tail pulled into his skin and disappeared leaving no trace. His body lay limp on the ground as the door opened and light fell onto his body. A balding man stepped out from inside the house and glanced around, his eyes fell on the limp form in front of his house. He kneeled down and looked over the wounds on the man’s body; there was a gash on the man’s chest, his right arm, and his left leg. The man removed the leather cuirass on the chest and looked over the wound on the chest some more. He finally reached down and picked the man up over his shoulder, “Mary, I need you to get some bandages for this fella, he’s been hurt bad.” The man shouted into the house as he carried the limp body and set him on a bed. “What do ya think happened to him George?” Mary questioned, coming out of the kitchen carrying a roll of bandages. Removing the torn shirt she began to bandage up his wounds. “I don’t know Mary, but whatever it was it must have been something awful. I’d hate to be on the wrong side of it.”

Back down the trail a group of fighters ran down the path. The rain beat on their metal armor, the leader of the group held up his hand as the rest of the group came to a halt. The leader scanned around, until he noticed an irregular set of foot prints in the ground. The prints looked a little bit like one foot was being dragged. The leader lifted his head and drew his sword, he motioned for is men to follow. The fighters drew their swords and followed in pursuit, they were getting close.

The limp form in the bed began to stir, he groaned as he opened his eyes. He started to sit up but felt a burning pain sear across his chest, he looked down at his chest; the wound was bandaged up along with the ones on his arm and leg. He looked around at the room he was in; his sword was lying on the dresser along with his cuirass, his clothes were lying on the chair in the corner drying off. He got up off the bed and walked over to his clothes; he slipped on the pants and pulled on his boots. He slipped the shirt over his head and strapped on his cuirass, he attached his sword and cloak and headed for the door. George saw the man walk out of the room and into the kitchen, he moved to intercept the man, “Wait…wait, you shouldn’t be up, you still need to rest.”
“I’m sorry…but I need to get back on the trail.”

“Okay, but I insist that you stay and have something to eat while I get you some rations for the trail.”

The man shrugged and walked over to the table and sat down. George walked into his storage room and walked out with a slab of deer meat on a plate. He set the plate in front of the man and walked back into the storage room. The man picked up the meat and started to wolf it down, tearing at the flesh with his teeth. When George walked back into the room the man had completely devoured the meat. “Wow, you must have been hungry,” George said bewildered as he handed the man a traveler’s pack. George stammered, “by the way, you were cut up when we found ya, what happened?” The man looked at the pack and then at George. In a gruff voice he responded, “I was attacked, for crimes I didn’t commit.”

“Why were you attacked?”

“The town was very untrustworthy of strangers, particularly half-elves like my self.”

“What was the crime?”

“I’d prefer not to say…but it got out that I had been raised by wolves.”

He looked out the window and caught a glimpse of torches down the trail. The man turned and asked George, “How far is it to Kasarak?”

“About half a days walk, why?”

“The men who attacked me followed me out here, make your way to Kasarak and go to the White Wolf Inn.”

He reached into his cloak and pulled out a small bag of gold and handed it to George. “Just tell the owner a friend sent you, she’ll know what to do; I’ll try and hold them off here. If they find out you helped me they’ll kill you, so get out of here while you can!” Mary had walked in during the conversation and stood there awe struck, George grabbed her hand and ran with her out the back door, through the forest and rain they ran staying off of the main trail. The man stood in front of the door; he closed his eyes and breathed deeply, he turned his mind inward and focused until his body began to change. His skin grew a layer of thick brown fur, his mouth grew into a muzzle and his ears rose to the top of his head becoming more wolf-like. Reaching down the large hand-like paw griped around the sword at his side. He drew the sword and readied it for battle. The door started splintering as the men outside bashed against it. The werewolf charged at the door and threw himself against it; the door fell to the werewolf’s massive form. The men outside backed up in fear at the presence of the seven foot tall werewolf. The werewolf’s yellow eyes glared at them until he sprinted fore ward. Slicing his blade at the men, they brought up their shields in defense, but only to be knocked away by the werewolf’s blow. The leader raised his sword and slashed the blade across the werewolf’s chest. The werewolf leaned back barely avoiding the blade. He pivoted on his right heel blocking several attacks from the warriors. He pushed his feet against the ground and plowed through the warriors in front of him. The leader looked around; despite all of the blows the werewolf had dealt none of his men were injured. “Hurry up men…we need to catch this beast, but lets make sure he can’t come back here again.” He grabbed a torch and threw it onto the thatch roof of the house and in minutes the house was ablaze with flame, “Come, we must get going if we are going to kill him.” The leader ran off down the trail in pursuit of the werewolf.

The started to rise on the town of Kasarak; and business for the White Wolf Inn was going slow. The owner, a golden haired woman, sat behind the counter. The door opened and in waked a balding man and his wife, wet from the last nights’ rain. “Excuse…me; we need a room and some food,” he started, “we were told to tell you a friend sent us.”

“Really…so that wolf is still being chased?”

“What do you mean? It was a half-elf that sent us; we don’t even know his name.”

“The man that sent you is a very good friend of mine, I called him a wolf because of how friendly he is to those that help him, and he never lets any harm come someone because of his actions, even if it means he has to sacrifice his life.”
“But who is he? Why do those men want to kill him?”

The owner just looked at them and started to pour a drink for them, “He is the brother of a dangerous murderer and werewolf, and his name is Vall Woodshadow.”
