SHAPESHIFTER #3
WOLF

During a long restless night, she tossed 
between waking and dreaming, like the sea 
against the rocks, and she thought about her 
sanctuary, her private place nestled safely between rocks on the beach, invisible to all and opening only for her.  Inside her cove, it was cozy and comfortable with a chaise filled with pillows, an arbor of roses and a shelter with a cushioned window seat, fireplace, drawing table books and a sleeping nook.  Her dog and cat were there, now that they could no longer live in the ‘day’ world.  It seemed the right place to be on this emotionally stormy night, she could settle there.
But tonight, as she stepped inside, she was not alone.  There, beside her dog and cat, a wolf stood, waiting. Shocked, she started toward the animal but it moved toward the sea, where she saw a whole pack of wolves playing in the water.  She started to leave but stopped as the wolf’s shape shifted into a tall man in gleaming copper robes. Without words, he gestured toward the beach and the wolves shifted shape too.  Now there were people there, waiting.  Uncertain, she stepped forward and he said, “It is time, now, for you to come and join us. Dance.”
