Times of change came like a whirling hurricane, things that where left for people never to change, things that where left untouched by humans even the greater of powers. Whipping and turning a skeleton of a boy who was once a young man but never a true man stood on the tallest place. The mental scream that recourse over the population was terrifying, even people of weaker power felt it; the ones of stronger powers felt it shattering their minds eye.  Yet his mouth was set closed, dark brooding eyes half lidded looking out on the city. 

Everyone, they could feel the pain, his pain, the despair that he had felt. It was like bitter rain, he wanted more powers he wanted to more, he wanted to be something more. He should have never let things happen, he never should have loved. Lose clothing than hung about a to small frame whirled and whipped to the wind of a violent and on coming storm. He wanted to control that as well, he wanted to make it rain, he wanted control the lightening, create thunder so great it cause children to weep and buildings to shake. On top of all that his blood lust was returning with greater needs and hungers. He wasn’t even immortal and his blood was back, it was his spirit, which had been abused and crushed, it was crying out with an undead thirst. 

It was consuming him, controlling him now, taking over his will power. Lips parted this time, a mental voice screamed as he lips released an inhuman scream echoing over the city. In away he was lost, in dreams and hopes that had been shattered now laying around broken doors of his mind. He needed what he had lost, his chest pained with a heated cold. He had been abandon and in turn causing him to abandon things that helped his world from shattering. He wanted to shatter all their minds, sleeping or awake he wanted to shatter them completely. The shadows turned and melted, cringing away from the insanity that was leaking from this boy. 

His body felt hot, like his boy was burning screaming in pain. His mind scream violently as he howled, he could feel the shifting the change his body was taking. He could feel his teeth sharpen as he stood on the roof of some unknown building. Everything was changing, he was changing and there was pain, great pain as he howled. His eyes turning a deep golden color. He moved bowing wrapping arms that where sporting midnight black fur all over, curling and screaming both in voice and mind. 

It was terrifying, in all this hate, in all his despair he never managed this would happen. There was so much he never learned about this body he took over. He had become like a parasite, a virus moving from body to body. Yet he stayed in this body he had no idea, how could he, he couldn’t see with in the mind to sleeping changes. He howled again in pain his voice changed with every counting minute, he could feel his body changing. It felt like every bone was breaking and readjusting some unknown new form. He could hear his clothing tearing ripping under the strange. Then the pain faded, he felt things different things. His eyes saw things hidden; his ears heard things he didn’t know what it was. His voice now was a growl, his mind screamed again in panic. 

He no longer moved on two legs, his hands and feet planted on the roof. He was changed and he didn’t know how, he couldn’t see his change. He didn’t see what he had become; yet he was still beautiful, with slick deep black fur that was almost blue. Moving he ‘walked’ towards the fire escape. His mind terrified over what just happened, using his weight to lower the ladders he quickly became accustomed to moving in this strange manner. Then he remembered he could get down quicker, moving he used his shadows to move through and away from this building. Even that world had changed becoming clearer, less shadowed but yet now he felt things crawling in this world that would terrify anyone normal person. Yet he was not normal.

Leaving the world of the shadows he ‘walked’ out into the open, he heard screams they where for a woman who were standing near by. He turned his head towards and had to look up, as she scream running from him. Did he look that grotesque? Moving he turned the corner, ‘walking’ past shops he stopped to look into the glass to see in. What he saw caused a mental scream as he watched as the large blackish blue wolf staring back from the window glass startled as well. Moving he turned fully to the window watching the creature move as well. Standing on all four, its beautiful coat shinnying in the city lights, its golden eyes peering at him. He opened his mouth and watched the wolf open his. HE screamed again in terror this was happening to him. No he couldn’t be this creature. ‘No no no no no no no no no’ his mind chanted over and over again as he moved running from the window and the creature. He knew it was running with him, because it was him. HE screamed again growling and snapping his jaw as people moved out of his way as he ran. He could feel the difference, the speed he now had. 

This couldn’t be happening to him, it couldn’t be happening to him, it couldn’t. He had nowhere to go now, nowhere to turn. His mind panicking and his body quickly following suit, he needed to hid, to get out of the city but he knew no one here. Not a soul. Moving and turning sharply he darted into a alleyway, hiding in the dark and alone he gave of faint whimpers. Curling behind some trashcans he curled his shiny black tail over his muzzle. He knew he was beautiful with the blue-ish black fur but he was alone even more. And he didn’t even know how to change back, he didn’t know he changed in the first time. Then the lightening crashed above him, screaming with his panicked mind as it opened its gaping jaws and flooded New York City with rain. Rain so cold it chilled the bones, the thunder pounded against the sky. The earth cried with the black wolf who was now soaked. His mind giving a mental scream that would cause to anyone with or with out mental powers.

The day had quickly turned into night, leaving behind the bright blinding and giving away to the dark and shadowed. It seemed the same it never changing either way you couldn’t see into the shadows weaving and melting, holding something darker than human minds could comprehend. Thanks to those he had met gave him the ability to understand a few things, such as this wasn’t a dream it was real. It also taught him smells, okay well mainly the smell of him self and other few smells that he liked as a normal kid but he loved them know. They where very intoxicating, though he felt he had wronged him self by a few of his acts with Bryce.

Staying with Bryce he realized Lore was never coming back to him, he had to give up and put his love aside. It was breaking his heart even more, and the will to try and set Lore aside was very difficult for him to even do. He wasn’t going to speak to Hazard of this matter, he doubted the man had felt pain like had. With golden eyes watching over the city he flexed a black paw listening to his nails scrape against the contrite walling he sat atop. It was the only movement he had made in the last few hours, his sleek bluish black fur glistening in the night. Golden eyes watched people pass him startling when they realized something was there. He was perfectly still and watchful as he grinned inwardly due the terror he was causing people. Bryce was right being a wolf was fun, well scaring people at lest. 

He was making go use of the fact he was very quite and the face he had telepathic abilities, with those two hand and hand he could whisper into unaware minds and tell them to look at the wall. Yes he was laughing inside his mind, he loved it more when people get a little too nosey and try to pet his fur to see if he is real. He ends up drooling all over them rolling his pink tongue out on them. That was very amusing to him, to watch them yelp and run away. He was having a grand time with this; then again it was starting to get rather boring just sitting like this. Moving slightly he flexed his paws and moved his tail, soon people wouldn’t be wandering around and past anymore. The night was getting rather late, he knew he should get back before it got too late. Hazard would kick his butt if he didn’t.  Not only that he naked he figured it would be easier with all the shifting he was doing.

He found he liked to stay in this form more and more, anyone about the house saw him less and less in just his human from if they saw him at all. He tried to keep to him self to keep away from everyone but Bryce. Mostly because Hazard was an asres and he didn’t want him yelling at him for doing drugs, which thanks to Bryce he still had a nice supply of. Giving a small sigh he looked around watching anyone who passed, he felt like he needed to be in a collar. Grinning to him self he wondered if Bryce would get him one.

I'd seen Ophelia to bed and am just about to rest myself, although I'm taking my early morning stroll down the streets and alleys where we live, David, Merrick and I. Of course, there has been no sign of David or Merrick, lately, so I assume they have found other diversions, things to entertain them. And that leaves Louis. I have not seen Louis in months, and the only news I have had of him is about this "madness" that seems to have enveloped him. We all experience it, but I would have hoped my precious Louis would have been protected from it.

For all I know, he has found a place underground to sleep several centuries away. It is a pity, too, what with Marius missing and all.

So much to do, so much to think about, so much time. That is our curse.

I walk down the alley quietly and my nose picks up the faint scent of canine. I think briefly of the dog I had taken under my wing in New Orleans, and only hope the woman I had passed him onto has taken good care of him. I miss my beast. I continue to walk further into the darkness there, seeing the thing soon formed within my preternatural eyesight.

A large dog, a wolf, even and I smile to myself, remembering a mortal night so long, long ago. I stop and stare at it with my blue-violet gaze, waiting for the animal to move or make some sort of noise.
Once the ‘beast’ caught site of Lestat he did move, but only slightly shifting his weight onto his hind legs. Golden eyes watched with soft whisperings against minds, listening to what they thought. Lucky it was no one but Lestat and he; the wolf seemed to shift again narrowing its golden eyes. Who was this, it was a vampire and familiar to him. Maybe he had seen or met this vampire in passing, it was hard to tell he met so many. 

Non-the less it was a vampire and he had to be guarded more his mind than anything else. He knew of the powers some vampires had and what could happen if some found out what his mind could do. Moving he shifted around looking behind Lestat then to the man again. There was a soft whispering voice gently touching Lestat's mind, it was sweet light and that of a boy or young mans. ‘Who are you?’ and where have I seen you before? It was clear to see he was a wolf, a beautiful one with sleek black hair. There were some spots of silver but only on his underbelly, other than that he practically blended into the shadows. 

He wondered as he watched Lestat why was he the one the attracted vampires all the time. But he also remembered Bryce’s words about vampires and his kind, some times they mix some times they didn’t. Grinning inwardly he wondered how sweet his blood would now taste if not before to a vampires. It was his curiosity that was getting the better of him, but the satisfaction was the prize in this game. Moving he trotted slowly towards Lestat to get a better if not closer look, though the shadows had no home to his vision any longer due the change he had undertook. He liked this form it was more familiar to him, he too had a lovely beast a black wolf dog, and he finally had understood why he had been able to understand the animal. 

