
  
    [image: Connor and the Wolf City]
  


  
    
      Connor and the Wolf City

    

    
      
        G.D. SAMMON

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2024 by G.D. Sammon

      Layout design and Copyright © 2024 by Next Chapter

      Published 2024 by Next Chapter

      Edited by Graham (Fading Street Services)

      Cover art by Lordan June Pinote

      This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

      All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without the author’s permission.

    

  


  
    
      This story is dedicated to my daughters, Rachel and Jessica, who inspired me to write this fantasy world, based on a belief they held as small children that a wolf was in their bedroom wardrobe, and that monsters lived under their bed.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 1


          

          
            The Wolf In The Wardrobe

          

        

      

    

    
      Connor’s heart was beating fast as he watched his bedroom’s wardrobe door slowly close. A pair of hairy, clawed hands pulled the doors shut, until the clasp snapped. It sounded loud in the silent room, but Connor knew his mum wouldn’t hear it. She never did.

      Moonlight shafted through a gap in the curtains of Connor’s bedroom, alighting on the doors now closed, as if they had never been drawn open to expose the creature within. Connor’s breathing began to slow as the excitement passed. Yes, he was excited, but not very scared. Only a little afraid.

      The wolf in the wardrobe had visited again.
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        * * *

      

      Mrs Meredith, Connor’s mum, shouted to her son up the stairs, for the third time in less than ten minutes, for him to make his sleepy way downstairs for breakfast.

      ‘Connor, I won’t tell you again. Come on down or you’ll be late for …’

      ‘I’m down, I’m down,’ Connor drawled tiredly as he made his way to the breakfast bar that protruded from the small kitchen’s worktop. He was wearing his new school uniform.

      Mrs Meredith gave her only son a quick kiss on the forehead as she placed a steaming bowl of instant porridge in front of him. Connor sighed.

      ‘Thanks, Mum,’ said Connor, picking up a spoon and eating the gooey meal. He was not a great fan of porridge. His mum told him the meal was healthy and that it would keep him going until lunchtime, and it was true, but Connor was getting tired of the oaty cereal day after day. But he knew money was tight in the Meredith household, so he accepted his lot and emptied the bowl after sprinkling a copious quantity of sugar on to the featureless grey mound of congealed oatmeal.

      It was Monday morning and Connor was about to start the second week in the top class in Year 7 of his new school, one of the best secondary schools in the area, his mum told him. After a nervous start he had enjoyed his first week at St Brendan’s, and had made a couple of good friends already.

      Even so, Connor wasn’t looking forward to this day. It was to be interrupted by yet another hospital appointment. And this he dreaded.

      He dreaded seeing the doctor because Connor had a secret.

      Connor was blind. Yet he could see. But only he knew this. And he was afraid a doctor would discover his secret.

      But this was not the reason for Connor’s hospital visits.

      Mrs Meredith was looking at her son concernedly. He seemed tired and unhealthy. She smiled as Connor looked up.

      ‘Don’t forget, I’ll collect you from school at 12.30. We need to get to the hospital at one o’clock so we will need to get a move on. No dawdling, all right?’

      ‘Ok, Mum,’ said Connor. He stood up to put his shoes on and was reaching for his book bag when the doorbell rang. At the same moment, the familiar sound of muffled shouting emerged from the party wall dividing their home from the house next door. The shouting was rising in volume and there were sounds of things being broken. Connor’s mum frowned and shook her head slightly, but she said nothing. Noisy neighbours were just another thing she had to put up with as a widowed single mother starting out in a new home in a new town.

      Connor responded to the doorbell and opened the door. There was his new friend from school, Evelyn. She was in his class and had befriended him on his first day. An instant bond was forged, and they had become the best of friends. She carried an identical book bag and smiled at Connor as she brushed her dark hair from her green eyes.

      ‘Going, Mum, bye’ shouted Connor as the two children made their way to school, slamming the door behind him. Mrs Meredith watched them through a window as they made their way down a tidy path between a neatly trimmed grass lawn, through a shabby wooden gate, which squeaked as it opened and rattled closed, and down the road lined with scruffy, unkempt houses.

      The argument next door reaching a noisy climax as Mrs Meredith put her coat on and went to work, carefully locking the front door on her way out.
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        * * *

      

      At the hospital, they waited an hour to see Dr Rothwell, a clinical psychologist who was treating Connor with therapy sessions for what Dr Rothwell described as night terrors.

      To Connor, the doctor seemed stern and unconcerned as he sat behind his desk. He wore a purple shirt and pink tie with his dark grey suit. The doctor’s suit jacket hung limply on the back of the chair where he sat. He flicked through Connor’s file, then looked up and smiled at the boy.

      ‘So, how have your nightmares been this past week, Connor?’

      Connor thought how he should answer for a moment. He knew they weren’t nightmares, but he had to say something.

      ‘The same, Doctor,’ answered Connor.

      ‘Hmm, hmm,’ uttered the doctor. ‘The wolf in the wardrobe? Has it been every night?’

      Connor nodded. His mother sat stiffly beside him, lips compressed so hard they were beginning to turn white. It was upsetting to see her son under therapy for what she could only describe as hallucinations.

      Then Connor found some courage and said, ‘It’s not just the wardrobe.’

      The doctor stopped writing and looked at Connor over the top of his half-moon reading spectacles. ‘Go on, Connor,’ the doctor said.

      ‘They’re under the bed as well. And I see them out of the corner of my eyes, but when I turn to look, they’ve gone.’

      ‘And is it the same wolf every time?’ asked the doctor.

      ‘Oh no. The wolf is in the wardrobe. There are all sorts of creatures wandering around my bedroom in the dark. All sorts,’ said Connor.

      ‘And I have dreams. I dream about my dad. And I dream about battles and monsters.’

      ‘I see, and do they wake you up?’ the doctor asked.

      ‘Well, no, not really. You see I’m not asleep when they appear.’

      Dr Rothwell frowned as he made swift, halting notes in Connor’s medical file. Then he looked up, and smiling at Connor in the way medical men smile in order to convey reassurance, he said, ‘Connor, why don’t you go with the nurse, and she will give you something to drink and a biscuit. I just want a quick word with your mum. To go over a few details, you understand.’

      The nurse led Conor into an ante-room.

      Then the doctor turned his intense psychologist’s gaze on Mrs Meredith, who was looking worried.

      The doctor smiled his reassuring smile again, this time for the benefit of Connor’s mum.

      ‘Mrs Meredith, I think it would help enormously if I knew a little about Connor’s father. Please do accept my sympathies, by the way. But all I know is what I have read in the newspapers. Would you be able to furnish me with a reliable version of the events that led to Mr Meredith’s death?’

      ‘Of course, Doctor. Anything to help Connor.’

      ‘So, according to the newspapers Mr Meredith died in mysterious circumstances in the Wilderness of Ireland immediately after some military manoeuvres?’

      ‘Yes, sort of. Perry, that’s Mr Meredith, was never found. But his blood was found in the area he was seen in last, Wild Nephin Park in Mayo,’ Mrs Meredith’s lips began to tremble with still-fresh grief as she recounted the story.

      ‘We have never had a funeral, you see. So, Connor has never really been able to say a last goodbye.’

      ‘Yes, I see. Can you tell me a little more?’

      ‘Perry was a doctor of veterinary microbiology and genetics. He was leading an experiment with the Ministry of Defence and the Department of Agriculture to reintroduce wolves back into the wild in the Wilderness. But because of the opposition from farmers and locals it was decided to genetically engineer the wolves so they wouldn’t go after livestock or humans. It seemed to be working at first. The first tranche of wolf introductions went well. It was a small sample and the animals seemed to thrive, and the locals weren’t discomfited in any way.

      ‘Perry was over the moon when he arrived home to tell us the good news. It would mean a promotion and a rise in salary in his job as a government vet.

      ‘Problems started with the introduction of the second tranche. The animals began to fight among themselves. They split into rival factions, almost tribal. Perry told me about it in a long phone call from a public call box. That was the last I ever heard from him. The money ran out and the line went dead. Perry was never seen again.’

      ‘Very mysterious. Please do accept my condolences, Mrs Meredith. It seems quite certain that Connor has fixated on the wolves and grown other nightmare creatures in his mind to join them in his psychosis. He has already told me a little about this, and you have just confirmed that this could possibly be the main cause of the problem.’

      ‘What can we do to help, Doctor?’

      Rothwell smiled, ‘We’ll get to the bottom of it all, don’t you worry, Mrs Meredith. It may be a long road, but now we have something to go on and we will start with that. I am certain we will stop these waking dreams Connor is getting. These things do happen, Mrs Meredith, and although I have never experienced one quite like this before, we have always had a positive result in the end.’
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        * * *

      

      At home Mrs Meredith sat Connor down on the lounge sofa, gave him a drink of juice and then sat next to him. They were sat across from the television, but the TV was switched off.

      Connor sipped his juice and waited. His mum always explained to him what the doctor told her after he had been asked to leave the room following the weekly consultations.

      ‘The doctor thinks you will need therapy sessions for quite some time, Connor.’

      ‘He thinks I’m a looney, doesn’t he,’ said Connor.

      ‘No, he doesn’t think that,’ smiled his mother, smoothing down Connor’s ruffled hair comfortingly as she spoke. ‘He thinks you are suffering from a sleep disorder. He says it’s called a W-Nightmare, or waking nightmare. It’s a form of sleep paralysis which he says can occur either at the point of waking or at the point of falling asleep. In either case they can result in terrifying hallucinations. It sounds just like the things you’ve been describing.’

      ‘It’s real, Mum,’ said Connor. Tears began to flood his eyes, but Connor fought hard to prevent them from flowing down his cheeks. Connor felt he had to help his mother. His father was missing, believed dead, and he was the only man of the house – even though he was just a boy. Even so, Connor felt he needed to support his mother, despite knowing he couldn’t do very much.

      ‘The doctor says it only seems real. He said it can seem as real as you and me sitting here talking about it now. But he says it is a hallucination. Nothing more. He says he thinks the shock of your father’s death may have triggered it. But he thinks that given time, and therapy, your nightmares will be gone forever.’

      Connor’s father, Perry, had disappeared a year ago in mysterious circumstances and had been declared dead, even though no body had ever been found. All that could be found were bloodstains and a nearby circle of scorched grass. Perry was a trained veterinary surgeon. As a government scientist specialising in veterinary microbiology and genetics, Perry had been closely involved in a conservation project to reintroduce wolves back into the wild. He had vanished in the Wilderness of Ireland as the wild creatures were beginning to be let loose into the wilderness, well away from human settlements. There had been various theories about the disappearance. Some thought he had suffered an accident while out of contact with the rest of the group and lay dead in a gulley miles from anywhere. One of the more outrageous theories that he had been attacked by angry locals who were opposed to the wolf project. But privately, Connor subscribed to the theory that his dad had been overwhelmed by a pack of his own wolves, who had then proceeded to eat him. He had told his psychiatrist this gory theory and this, so said the doctor, was the reason for his fixation with wolves.

      His mother took it very hard at first, but soon realised that life must go on, even as a single mum. Connor had never been able to lay the ghost of his father’s disappearance, and his declaration of being legally dead meant nothing to him. Sure, Connor knew he would never see his father again, and he knew in his heart that his dad was dead. But he felt the doctor was right in his belief that the sudden death of his father had affected him in some way.

      Connor still missed his dad.
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        * * *

      

      After tea Evey called.

      Connor was still in his room watching a nature programme on a too-bright television screen. The brightness didn’t bother Connor. He had no actual sight in his eyes, so the glare from the screen failed to cause any discomfort. If Connor didn’t have his special ability – to see things without actually seeing them – he would be totally blind, a condition that had come about after he heard the shocking news about his father.

      Evey had brought him homework their teacher had given to the class. Evelyn didn’t want Connor to miss out on his education. She walked into his room and handed him a workbook. English Comprehension, Connor noticed. He knew, from his mum, the school was desperately determined to retain its position at the top of the borough high schools league for SATs scores. As a result, Year 7 pupils, the school’s first years, were expected to work hard and complete all homework given out. It was part of the school-parent contract they had agreed to on joining the school.

      Evelyn sat on the bed as Connor flipped through the homework criteria for today. Easy, he thought. Evey looked around the room. Things seemed out of place. Not in an untidy way, as anyone would expect from a schoolboy’s bedroom, but in a strange, unusual way. Books were piled haphazardly on a bookshelf, instead of lined logically on their ends. So haphazardly that they would seem to be ready to topple over with a loud crash at any moment. Yet they didn’t. They were rock solid.

      The girl noticed another unusual thing. There wasn’t an item of Connor’s clothing out of place. Her bedroom had clothes dumped on chairs, on the bed, on the floor. Connor’s were all tidied away in his wardrobe. Not what she would expect from a pre-teenage boy in his first year of secondary school.

      ‘Why did you leave school at lunch?’ Evelyn asked, squinting at the too-bright TV screen.

      ‘Had to see a doctor,’ said Connor, giving his full attention to the screen after putting his homework book down.

      ‘Why, are you ill?’ asked Evelyn.

      ‘No,’ said Connor.

      ‘Why see a doctor, then?’

      ‘Just had to.’

      ‘But if you’re not ill, why …’

      ‘It’s since my dad died,’ said Connor, blushing and embarrassed now. He always got embarrassed when he had to talk about his dead dad.

      ‘Oh, sorry …’ and now Evey was embarrassed as well. Great, thought Connor, feeling depressed. Would he ever have a day when he didn’t have to explain about his father?

      They continued watching television until it got too painful for Evelyn’s eyes.

      ‘You need a new telly, Connor. I can’t watch this one.’

      ‘Why, what’s wrong with it?’

      Evelyn looked at him. ‘Are you blind? The screen is so bright you can hardly see anything on the screen. It hurts my eyes after a bit.’

      ‘Seems all right to me,’ said Connor, wondering what she was going on about. Then he realised, and reaching for the remote control, Connor switched the television off.
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        * * *

      

      It had been the shock of his father’s death that had caused Connor to go blind. Overnight. His sight had gone, but somehow, mysteriously, inexplicably, he could still see in his mind. He could visualise things in his head and see them that way. He didn’t imagine it. He could actually see, yet he was physically blind. No-one knew.

      But he knew. One doctor, in the town the Merediths had lived in before they moved here, had told Connor and his mum his optic nerve had withered away inexplicably. The doctor had left it at that and told his mum that Connor would have to get used to his loss of sight. He offered to give her a list of special schools to send Connor to. His mum gave the doctor a vicious, angry look and walked out with him. Connor knew it had been a vicious, angry look because he felt-saw it, even though the doctor had just told them that he was irrevocably blind. He felt it and saw it at the same time. He felt the anger radiating from his mother, the disappointment, the suppressed rage. All this caused him to see these things too. He knew his mum thought the doctor was nothing but a quack. What a ridiculous diagnosis, she had thought. How on earth could her son be blind? It was plain to all he could see perfectly well, thought Mrs Meredith.

      So, blindness had never stood in Connor’s way. He had overcome it by some mysterious process of empathy, telepathy, insight, who knows what? Connor didn’t really care. All he knew was that he could see as well – if not better – than before.

      And his realisation of this prompted the first wolf appearance.

      ‘Fancy a walk?’ Evey said, studying Connor.

      Connor visibly jumped as Evey interrupted his deep reverie. He had forgotten Evey was in the room with him. His sight ability – or perhaps it should be better termed insight – tended to make him have extended daydreams, although he was unsure whether a lack of sleep was also the reason for this.

      ‘Ok,’ Connor said, and they both headed for the door, down the stairs and out after a quick ‘Bye, Mum.’
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        * * *

      

      They walked to the park. The swings and slide had been removed by the local council because they no longer conformed to health and safety regulations, so all there was at the park were empty, concreted areas where the play equipment once stood, and a few park benches which were filled with youngsters and kids in their mid-teens who had nowhere else to hang out.

      A red-haired freckle-faced boy stood from one of the benches. It was William Lennox, self-style “cock” of the school and hence feared as the school bully. He walked over to the two, finger jabbing at Connor.

      William Lennox was in the same school year as Connor and Evey and lived on the same estate.

      ‘What you doing here, new boy. With your girlfriend too.’ The bully stood face to face with Connor.

      ‘Don’t be stupid, Billy,’ Evey said. ‘We’re just having a walk.’

      Billy-the-bully Lennox remained staring at Connor, face so close they almost touched.

      ‘Do you think I’m stupid too, new boy?’

      Connor kept quiet, knowing whatever response he made would provoke a violent reaction from Billy Lennox.

      Evey grabbed Connor’s sleeve and pulled him away from the bully. They walked out of the play area, retreating from Billy Lennox’s hoots of derision.

      ‘He’s an idiot,’ said Evey.

      Connor said nothing but felt himself withdraw inside himself a little bit more.

      They walked back to Connor’s house and his mum gave him and Evey a glass of juice and a plate of biscuits. An hour later Evey left for home just as it was starting to go dark.
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        * * *

      

      That night Connor waited for the wolf to appear again.

      He didn’t have long to wait.

      It had gone dark outside. His bedroom was only dimly illuminated by the orange glow of a sodium vapour streetlight.

      Shouts of another argument emerged through the wall from next door, and the low rumble of voices from the television his mother was watching downstairs drifted upwards into his room.

      This night the wolf appeared earlier than usual.

      The wardrobe door slowly opened and two piercing, yellow eyes punctured the darkness. Hairy, clawed fingers gripped either side of the wardrobe doors, opening it wider. The dim form of the wolf’s lean, hairy body was outlined in the gloom. Even Connor, with his heightened inner vision, found it difficult to make out the wolf’s shape properly, but it appeared to be standing upright, like a person.

      Then … it did nothing.

      For hours, it seemed, the wolf stood there, staring at Connor as he lay stock still in his bed, afraid to move.

      The sound of his mother walking softly up the stairs to bed confirmed that he and the wolf had remained watching each other for a number of hours. As the stairs light went out, Connor could have sworn that he saw the long, grey muzzle of the beast crease into an inhuman smile.

      Perhaps it’s going to pounce, he thought. And his heart quickened at the thought.

      Yet the creature remained in its position at the wardrobe doors. Waiting.

      It was definitely waiting, thought Connor. For me? he asked himself.

      Connor threw back the duvet that was covering him, revealing the dark blue sleep shorts and T-shirt with Superman motif.

      Barefoot, Connor walked to the wardrobe doors. The wolf opened them even wider so that Connor could enter easily, then withdrew into the blackness, bowing as he retreated.

      Connor was inside the wardrobe. There was no sign of the clothes that filled it. Instead, there was an infinity of blackness, and the wolf’s glowing, yellow eyes watching him. Connor concentrated to see what else was in the wardrobe which Connor quickly began to realise, was no longer the piece of free-standing furniture in the corner of his bedroom which contained all his clothes. As his inner vision improved, the wolf creature came fully into view. The infinite background was still complete blackness, except for golden strands of light which began to glow like a spider’s web, or like a road map, or a map of the London Underground. Probably, thought Connor, a combination of all three.

      A growling sound began to vibrate from the throat of the fearsome beast before him. Then the wolf did an inexplicable thing. It made a regal bow towards Connor. It was a very low, dignified, and respectful bow, filled with total deference.

      Then the wolf creature spoke. Clearly and concisely. And understandable.

      ‘Welcome, Wolf-Lord. Your shining path awaits.’

      The beast indicated the golden threads behind him, his yellow eyes turned towards Connor again, and that inhuman smile again transformed the creature’s face with an unnatural disfigurement.

      Connor took a step forward, his eyes never leaving those of the wolf.

      Connor’s foot touched one of the golden pathways, and it became an empty road, protruding invitingly from within a network of other golden threads. Connor was whisked along the path at alarming speed, followed by the wolf creature. He stopped moments later in darkness. The wolf stepped forward, his front legs, now great hairy arms, outstretched. The creature pushed lightly, and a vertical crack appeared. The darkness transformed as what became another set of wardrobe doors opened and Connor found himself staring at the sleeping form of his best friend Evelyn in her bedroom.

      Connor found composure after a few minutes, then quietly stepped out of the wardrobe as he looked around Evey’s bedroom. It was very untidy, with clothes strewn around the room, on chairs and on the floor. There was a doll’s house in one corner, a few dolls lying prone around the room, and a TV set on a dressing table near the window. Then, fearing Evey would wake up, Connor retreated back into the wardrobe and was whisked back home.

      He almost staggered back into his room and collapsed on to his bed. The wolf, still smiling its toothy smile, quietly closed Connor’s wardrobe door and disappeared.
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        * * *

      

      The next night, Connor again entered the wardrobe at the wolf’s beckoning. This time he chose a different golden thread.

      Of all the paths to chose, Connor thought to himself, as he found himself in the bedroom of Billy Lennox. There was hardly a book in sight in the bully’s room, which was filled with toys and teddies. Billy was fast asleep in bed, sucking his thumb as he slumbered. Connor let out an involuntary laugh, causing Billy the bully to move in his sleep. Connor retreated, chuckling to himself. Billy the bully was really a big softie.

      Connor awoke after having one of the best night’s sleep he could remember. He walked downstairs for breakfast, smiling and in a cheerful mood, even before his mum could shout him to come downstairs.

      ‘Well, you’re in a good mood,’ said Mrs Meredith as Connor tucked into his gooey porridge.

      With a mouthful of oatmeal, Connor said, ‘I had a good sleep.’

      Mrs Meredith smiled. Maybe the therapy was working at last, she thought.

      The doorbell rang, Evelyn came in, and both she and he left for school. Even Evelyn noticed the sudden spring in Connor’s step as they walked to school.

      ‘What’s up?’ asked Evey, unable to contain her curiosity at Connor’s change in mood.

      Connor laughed. ‘You wouldn’t believe me if I told you,’ he said.

      ‘Try me,’ challenged Evelyn. Connor looked at her for a long moment, then decided to trust her. It was a mistake.

      ‘Tell me, Evey. Have I ever been inside your bedroom?’

      ‘No, you know you haven’t. You haven’t even been to my house.’

      Laughing and smiling, Connor then proceeded to describe Evey’s bedroom in minute detail.

      Evelyn was silent for a long time.

      ‘Well?’ asked Connor eagerly.

      Evelyn looked at him. She had grown angry during his description and livid during her long silence.

      ‘You freak!’ she shouted. ‘You’ve been spying on me. Why would you do that? Why?’

      ‘W-w-wait, it’s not …’ Connor wasn’t able to finish his defence. Evelyn continued with her attack.

      ‘I thought we were friends, Connor Meredith. You’re just a big freak. A big sneaky freak. I thought you were different, but you’re just like all the other boys. I hate you, Connor Meredith.’ Evelyn stormed off and left Connor standing on the corner. Slowly, miserably, Connor made his way to school alone.

      

      The most important thing in the world to Connor was to regain Evey’s friendship and respect.

      He knew long-winded, and admittedly poorly understood explanations of how and why he knew the details of Evey’s bedroom, would not help. How could it? He didn’t understand it himself. There had to be a practical solution, but it was also a drastic solution. A make-or-break solution. It could ruin his friendship forever. But it would be ruined anyway if he did nothing.

      So that Friday night, Connor contrived a plan that would either kill or cure his friendship with Evey.
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        * * *

      

      The wolf’s cruel-looking clawed fingers opened the door and Connor once again stepped out of the wardrobe into Evey’s bedroom. He took a quick look around. Connor could see quite clearly in the darkness of the girl’s bedroom. Some items of clothing were in different places. The dolls, however, had not been moved since his last visit.

      Quietly, Connor walked over to Evey’s sleeping form. On a bedside table stood a glass of water and a book with a bookmark a quarter of the way into it.

      Nervous laughter tried to break out from his chest, up through his throat and out of his lips. He fought down the urge. Instead, he knelt beside the sleeping girl and gently shook her shoulder.

      Evey woke, rubbing her eyes.

      ‘Sssh!’ hissed Connor.

      She turned her head and looked at the boy in disbelief.

      A look of fear swam across her face as she recognised Connor.

      ‘It’s all right, Evey. I just wanted to explain. I can get into people’s rooms.’

      ‘But how,’ asked Evey, confused. She frowned, suspiciously. ‘Why?’

      ‘How is a little complicated,’ smiled Connor, scratching his head thinking of an explanation. ‘As to why? Well, it was by accident a couple of nights ago. My friend in the wardrobe led me to you.’

      ‘What friend? There’s someone else in here with you?’ asked Evey, looking around in a semi-panic. But Connor pointed to the open wardrobe door, and just glinting out from the darkness were the wolf’s bright eyes. Evelyn caught her breath in fear.

      ‘It’s all right, Evey. He looks scary, but he’s a friend.’ Connor held out his hand and Evey took it, hypnotised by the goings-on in her bedroom. ‘Follow me,’ said Connor.

      He led Evey into her wardrobe. Although the wolf could be clearly seen by Connor, Evelyn could just about make out the fearsome shape, the sharp white teeth and the baleful-looking eyes. She began to shake with fear. Connor held her hand tightly, then addressed the wolf creature.

      ‘Mr Wolf, may I introduce you to my very good friend, Evey.’

      The wolf creature bowed low, directing his predator’s gaze at the young girl, but then spoke with equal deference to her.

      ‘Mistress Evey, your presence with the wolf-lord is miraculous. The legend is true.’

      Evey just stared in disbelief at the talking creature. ‘Do you see this golden pathway?’ Connor asked. Evey nodded dumbly. ‘Put your foot on it when I do. I’ll show you something really funny.’

      They both landed their feet on the path simultaneously and were whisked into a dark space. The wolf opened the wardrobe door from inside and both Connor and Evey emerged into Billy Lennox’s bedroom. There lay Billy-the-bully Lennox, thumb in mouth, his bed covered in teddies and other soft toys, a slight, low snore rumbling from his lips.

      Evey started to giggle. Connor tried to shush her into silence, but she couldn’t help it. The giggle became full-blown laughter as they stood in Billy-the-bully’s room, watching as Billy-the-bully slept with his baby toys.

      It was then that Billy-the-bully woke up.

      Billy’s thumb shot out of his mouth and the boy sat bolt upright in his bed, launching soft toys in every direction. He swore loudly, using a bad word.

      Connor and Evey stood dumbly in front of Billy’s wardrobe doors. The monster had awoken, thought Connor. A trace of the same nervous laughter still curled around Evey’s mouth, despite the knowledge of what violence Billy Lennox was capable off.

      Billy-the-bully swept his legs from bed to floor. He stood and advanced towards them, fists contracted into tight balls of pain, his face a mask of ugly intent, despite his comical Transformers pyjamas.

      Connor tugged at Evey’s sleeve and pulled her back into the wardrobe. Unthinking, Billy followed. In the darkness, Billy raised his right arm to strike at Connor … then froze. His arm lowered as the yellow wolf eyes darted towards him, followed by the rest of the wolf creature. Its vicious-looking claw reached out for Billy’s throat, a low growl of bloody pleasure filling the inside of the wardrobe. The creature was preparing to rip Billy’s throat out.

      ‘Wait,’ shouted Connor. The wolf creature halted in mid-swipe. It breathed heavily, waiting, and hoping for Connor to order the destruction of the red-haired human who had followed them into this secret domain.

      When the order failed to materialise, the wolf creature turned his head towards Connor, tilting it as he asked, ‘What is your command, my wolf-lord?’

      Billy Lennox stood frozen in terror. It was the real terror of someone with a lifetime ahead of him, knowing that it could end in horrible, painful death at any moment. He looked pleadingly at Connor as he suddenly understood that this nightmarish creature would kill at Connor’s word.

      The wolf creature asked again. ‘My wolf-lord. Mistress Evey …’ Billy Lennox then looked at Evey. She had been the butt of many of his cruel jibes in the past. Could he expect mercy from either of these two?

      ‘… WHAT DO YOU WISH ME TO DO WITH THIS HUMAN CUB?’ The creature roared in anticipation of its own blood lust.

      Connor stood upright and held Evey’s hand. ‘Take us to your world,’ he ordered, ‘And let no harm come to Billy.’

      The wolf beast looked disappointed, but immediately relinquished its aggressive stance towards Billy Lennox.

      ‘Master Wolf-Lord, Mistress Evey. It is as has been written., I am honoured to guide you on the shining path that is your destiny for evermore,’ said the beast. ‘Follow me.’

      With that the wolf stepped on to a golden path and vanished into the distance at the speed of light. Connor and Evey did the same, disappearing in the same direction. Connor’s last words as he vanished – ‘Come on, Billy’ – echoing in the empty wardrobe as Billy-the-bully stepped on to the golden thread and into the biggest adventure of his life.
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