Treter: Tus

I stand in front of the canine entrance white gates; staring inward into the street standing before me. I gave an exhaled of a sigh and frowned, closing my eyes afterwards before opening them up again. Thus, staring back onto the street in front of me. I take a step forward; but a voice stopped me and I instantly turned around. Spotting my packmates; the Hourans. “You should not go do this on your own, you know.” Wyott smiled faintly onto me. Everyone else gave their agreement with that statement, just as I had stared back onto them in response. But said nothing more than a given nod back towards them, “Fine.” I started, “But you all know where to go in accordance to the clues and condition that our client had handed to us?” Another nod had came from each of them and before I knew it, we all stepped forward through the gates before us. Entering once into the realm of the canines.

It had taken us some time before we had arrived onto our destination. An party upon the square. Loud music echoed through the silence of the surrounding while flashing light blurred into the midnight hours. Hiding behind the white brightest of moon. I find myself staring back onto it; but shake my hed afterwards. Shortly before returning to the square in front of us. Two buildings make up the entrance of the block party; but to our surprise, there were no entrance gates like the white gates that protect the canine realm from any visitors that want to kill Rannar. Onto the mention of that name had me unknowingly clenched my own paws as I had found myself snarling. It was then that someone placed a paw onto my own shoulder that had stopped me from making any sort of sounds. That I was reassured that I was fine. We entered in immediately.

Once we were in; the block party’s music was loud. Blurring into our ears that I thought there would be blood leaking out of it due to the loudness that had came. I turned to the side; gazing towards Wyott, Wovan and Wivina all covering their ears and frowning at the same time. Their snouts pouted upon the mention of the mental rock hard music that was playing in the background; drowning any sort of noise from the inside and outside of the block party. Immediately shifting my attention towards my packmates, they each gave a nod to me. Shortly before peeling themselves off from me and heed into their own direction. Wyott headed South; Wovan headed west with Wivina heading in the opposite direction of him. Thus that only leaves me with the north as my head was raised towards the horizon before me.

Thoughts were upon my mind; I lingered onto them for a short time before shaking my head and moved onward. Resuming my walking down the block party that we were upon; squeezing and squishing myself through the countless numbers of wolves, coyotes, dholes and jackals that were here. I glanced around upon the party itself; staring down onto the things that were a bit interesting here. Such things like the huge fountain that was not working; connected with a faulty wire that looked like it would catch on fire soon enough. A couple of tip over mailboxes that were laid upon the grounds, scattered across the block party. And of course the single light post that was hanging above a couple that were making out with one another. I said nothing as I watched these; continuing making my way through the thick crowd. Towards the first of the many things that I had saw. The fountain.

First of all; it was not running at all which was a surprise. Even for me. As I stepped over towards it; I had immediately stopped and blinked for a moment. All the while tilting my head to one side; staring down onto the fountain in question. Up close; it was not that big surprisingly. It was as normal size fountain; nine holes surrounded the perimeter of the circle; yet the hole that the center was not used at all. It was rather odd, however. But I had dismissed it and shake my head; I take a step towards the fountain in question. Grabbing hold onto the edges of it and leaned myself forward whereas my paw was not hitting upon the hole in front of me. I grabbed onto the center hole and pulled myself forth towards it.

I feel half of my heel was over the edge and I had taken a fear of drowning inside the poolside behind me. Yet my attention was drawn towards the center hole of the fountain itself. Something there was plugging the hole; or rather covering it up completely. It was not purely black as I had thought it might be however and I just shake my own head upon it before knelling down. Grabbing onto the edges of the hole and pulled it out. It was the first of the many items that our client was looking for: a gold bar. It shines dimly against the moonlight while my eyes admired upon the beauty of it however. A small smile formed upon my own snout as I stared onto it for a moment; before putting it away upon the furcoat that I was wearing and hopped out from the fountain. Down upon solid ground.

My attention was drawn towards the party canines that were here. All minding their own business, although few of them were kept staring onto me. Something as if they had taken interest onto the item that I had taken from the fountain itself. I soon grew nervous, mentally upon seeing the stares of the canines that I just turned my gaze away from them. Speedrunning through the grounds; hitting against some of the coyotes and dholes that were upon my own path. Until I was far away from the stares that I start to slow down.

I felt my own heart beating against my own chest; I tried to eased my nervousness down. Yet somehow it was rather impossible due to those stares that I had kept getting. I glanced around upon the right side of the block party; gazing upon the party animals again in hopes of not seeing them. I was rather glad that I had not saw anyone glaring or glancing upon me. I relieved that sigh and just closed my own eyes; calming myself down before reopening my eyes again and turned my attention back Northward. Getting farther away from the initial block party here.

I weaved myself through the sea of canines. Some of them bumped into it. Others had grabbed onto my paw and ‘danced’ with me. Though I had known for certain that all of them were drunk. It was rather plain as day to see them all harboring that dazed stated and narrowed eyes as if they never cared. Their bodies was tilting forward and backward that it seems they were falling over in whatever side that maybe. As I find myself staring down onto the other drunk canines, far from where I was standing, I had noticed some gazing and ongoing looking from some of the wolves. Along with them was a dhole it had seemed. A Jackal or two were adjacent to the wolves; though they were preoccupied with something. I was not sure what. But I had known it cannot be good at all.Picking up the pace, I raced through the sea of canines surrounding me. Getting farther away from the initial entrance behind me and towards a spot where I had believed is the next spot of that rare item. I was rather surprise that the block party extends further into the park which is where I had found myself upon. I glanced around. Staring onto the park in hopes of finding the item that I had need.

The park itself was smaller than what I had suspected however. As there were only a few things here that could potentially entertain the kits. From the horses to the playground that was planted upon the center of the park. I was rather surprise into seeing the pair of horses here; attached themselves upon the ground. The horses in question were smaller that it would definitely fit a kit or a hatchling at best. I faintly smiled upon remembering these back in the day; but my head shake upon this thought. Having remembered that I had needed to grab something from the park at once. Thus, I had started my investigation around the place.

Initially, I started with the horses. I grabbed hold onto the two poles on either side of the hose and tilted the ‘horse’ backwards. I was rather surprise to see that the horse was fragile that it snapped from the silver spring upon the ground. At this loud snapped had forced some canines to look my way; squinting their eyes in an attempt to wonder what I was doing here. Perhaps it had taken not that long for them to noticed and recognized it at once? I sheepishly just smiled upon them in response, raised a paw adjacently to my head and motioned for them in an attempt of innocent. Yet it never done any sort of good since they had realized the crime that I had committed.

‘Vandalism.’ It really was not the worst of many crimes however, considering that the such ‘broken’ items can be fixed by a maintenance or something. But the horses; if I had recalled, were antiqued and fragile. Just a simple tilt; forward or backwards, would snapped them off their stem and it would cause a loud creaking sound that everyone within the vancility would be able to hear. It was rather something that I never wanted to screw around with. Yet, upon my own mistake, it had indeed happened. I frowned; realizing the initiative and just turned tail and sprinted across the park. Down towards the other entrance that awaits for me there and quickie hid inside one of the tires awaiting for me.

For upon first looked; I had noticed that the next area of interest was indeed the tire area. There were many tires here; all of them were a common color. Yet the designs for each of them were different compared to the others. I never popped out of my hiding spot; and just kept to the silence while listening to the sounds of rapid footsteps tearing through the grounds. Racing across the tire area; fading at the distance. For when everything was once more silence, I gradually popped out from the hiding spot that I was upon and hopped out of the circle. Upon the ground I reached and raced back into the park; quickly and rapidly looking for that item that I had needed.

I had indeed, looked everywhere for it. But it was not in the park at all. Something that was rather surprising, but not really actually however. An exhaled of a breathe was my answer before I suddenly shift my attention back towards the tire area adjacent to the park. For a sense of dread seeped from my own fur; having remembered that the jackals, dholes, wolves and coyotes were all searching for me there. As a sudden thought popped upon my own mind, I decided to take the chance and instead of searching for the item within the next area, I had decided to backtrack and head back into the party. It was indeed what I had done, as somehow I felt pretty happy with that choice however.

I returned to the party without delay and hesitation; the music continued being loud and a nuisance. But I had indeed chose to just ignored it and walked about. My eyes already searching for my packmates; hoping that they had at least found something worthwhile within the party itself. It had taken a while before I had noticed them however: Wovan and Wivina, both of which were sitting upon the bench. Eyes already peering out into the horizon; staring absently within their own silence. Though their tails were wagging at the time, they seem preoccupied with their own selves. Joining them was Wyott whom bought his own drink at the time. He began smiling towards the two other coyotes; both of which gave their nods back towards him in response while the silence hovered above them once more.

Without hesitation, I joined them too. Wyott and Wovan were the first to noticed me. Following them were Wivina, just as I had questioned them with a whisper. Wyott, Wovan and Wivina gave their respective nods towards me, and each of them exposed the items that they had shone. A golden ticket, a silver car and a miniature golf trophy. “What does the trophy had anything to do with being a ‘rare’ item?” I questioned Wyott who raised his shoulders, frowning onto them as if he was unable to answer that at the time. I just shake my own head upon him and exhaled a breath. Thus, remembering something in the back of my own mind, I spoke back onto them. “We should move. The wolves, coyotes, dholes and jackals have already taken notice at us. Either they were suspicious of us wondering about upon their block party or something else.” At their nods, we all escaped the block party.

We fled and put in some distance from ourselves and the block party in question. We raced across the streets; exchanging them rapidly and instantly that we had looped in within ourselves, resulting in us getting ourselves lost along the way. Yet it did not matter however considering that we had gotten away from ‘them’. We had found ourselves upon the alleyway and an abandoned block that was upon the end of the ally. A trashcan was behind us when we had taken referred here. Staring upon the grounds, catching our breaths while we stretched our ears outwards and listened to the sudden peering silence looming overhead. It was pretty short considering that it was replaced by Wyott laughing. It was joined by Wovan, Wivina and myself. Though I was not sure why we had started laughing in the first place however.

When our laughs died down, we all glanced back towards the artifacts that we had stolen from the blocked party: the golden watch, golden ticket, silver disk and the miniature trophy. Taking a second look onto that trophy; we were a bit surprise into seeing how small it was and how easy of a fit compared to Wyott’s paw. As I blinked momentarily to that miniature trophy before us, I started frowning and flattening my ears upon my skull before responding; breaking the silence in the meantime too. “Was our client something of a small prey? Like a mouse, mice, or rat or something?” The thought tickled our brain momentarily as a low hummed echoed through our snouts. Though no one had an answer, I just shake my own head and frowned. Regathering the items once more, “We should just give this to the client then.” “Where did the client ask us to gather?” Questioned Wovan, perking up upon how our mission would be ending soon.

We all turned our attention towards the block. The part that was adjacent to us. We glanced upon one another in silence, before popping back into the view from the alleyway behind us and straight towards the park in front of us. It was empty apparently; something that we were surprise about however. But we had remained here for a while until we had noticed something in mid air. Something that was snatched by Wyott who had immediately grabbed onto it and pulled it closer towards himself as he went to opened the small piece of paper. We turned our attention towards Wyott just as he had opened the paper in question; and read the contents that was written onto the surface of it. Then raised his eyes up towards us, “We are to meet at his place. Northeast from where you are right now. About somewhere in the northern section of canine realm.” “Then lets go there.” I suggested, Wyott halted me immediately as I had turned towards him afterwards. “There is more. Just watch out for the Jackals and Dholes, I had imagine that they had not taken liking to their ‘objects’ being stolen.” “Great…” Exhaled Wovan with a frown, while the rest of us just faintly smiled onto Wovan.

So we started walking, down the road that was adjacent to the park. Straight towards the crossroads ahead of us which we had stopped and glanced towards the roads that were available to us. Three different paths; each of them leading into different destinations, I had imagine. But the third path over to our right was a bit different compared to the other two however. The third’s destination; showed a set of buildings in front of us and at the distance far from where we are. I had found myself staring at the distance in silence, though it had occurred to me what that place was however. “That is reptile realm; Vastertown.” I heard Wyott remarked, and raised his paw high into the air. Pointing straight into the white line that cut through the canine and reptile realms, “That is the border apparently. No canine or reptile was to cross that except for factions; major and minor alike. Unless if there is an emergency.” I gave a silent nod upon that, before returning my attention back up north; the road that was in front of us.

For suddenly, I find myself walking forth. Crossing the road in front of us and onto the road that was opposite of the road that we were standing on. As the other coyotes looked onto me with surprise upon their faces and silence hovering over them however, I just gave a small smile back onto them and immediately returned my sight back up north, up towards the horizon in front of us and continued walking then. I was soon catch up with the other coyotes; they were nervous and afraid. Pondering and thinking about the consequences that would happen and the worst case scenarios that might come up. Though everyone was silent and despite the ringing that echoing into our own ears, we continued onward.

Many eyes were onto us; The majority of them were fiction however. Fake, imaginary and just to cause and induce fear and anxiety upon our bodies. We were calm and collected; moving on forward from one road to another. Crossing some intersections that were in front of us and among other things. Yet during our path forward; we were met with eyes. Eyes that had came from the dholes and jackals; just as the words on the paper had said. “Ignore them.” I muttered to my packmates as they had silently nodded back to me, saying nothing more while we walked on. Yet the continued sight was continuing to become a problem. For I felt sweat falling down my own fur; so did everyone else I had imagine. As my ear flicked, I continued to ignore them and walked on forward; up towards the next road that was in front of us. Though for sure, I was uncertain of how long did we had to go before we were able to catch up towards our client. As the continued gazes were gradually draining our ability to continue to ignore them, it was becoming more harder to gaze away that we often catch ourselves looking and glancing to them in question.
