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 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    Sven looked around. The air felt... different. He didn’t get it, but as he looked into the distance, he noticed Travis there, pacing about. He was always working to lead the shifters to success, but Sven always felt like there was something that he was hiding from the other shifters, something he feared discussing. 
 
      
 
    “What’s the matter?” Travis asked. 
 
      
 
    “Nothing. I'm just… thinking about things, that’s all,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “If you notice something off, let me know at once, Sven. You’re always so quiet, but you seem to have a better grasp of the way our abilities work than I do,” he said.  
 
      
 
    Sven didn’t want to worry about the leader. However, that didn’t mean he didn’t worry about the alpha. He had a lot on his place, and the air felt different these days.  
 
      
 
    He wondered if this meant that another attack was close. For a guy like Sven, this could mean anything from the truth about their abilities getting out, to the possibility that everyone might be in danger.  
 
      
 
    “Tell me, Sven, what is wrong?” Travis inquired.  
 
      
 
    “I'm just… trying to figure it out myself, sir,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “What do you mean?” Travis asked.  
 
      
 
    Sven sighed, looking at the leader with a grimace.  
 
      
 
    “Something is off. I noticed it when Billy brought over that new girl, but I'm not totally sure that there is anything else to be said. Other than, well, that,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I understand. I mean, I know that you have visions of what’s going on, so you know about the future, but if it’s something that we can’t fix, then don’t worry about it.”  
 
      
 
    “Because, Travis, there are many abilities that could potentially fall into the wrong hands,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Sven, you need to stop worrying. I know that you’re a powerful shifter, but it’s probably just your imagination,” he said.  
 
      
 
    Sven looked at him and shook his head.  
 
      
 
    “I'm not imagining anything Travis. The balance of power that we’ve had up to this point has been disturbed. I'm not just imagining this, I can feel it” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Sven, you are going to worry yourself into a headache if you don’t stop,” he stated.  
 
      
 
    Sven looked at him with pure annoyance in his eyes.  
 
      
 
    “You’re wrong, Travis. Trust me on this. I know that there is something deeper there that we are all overlooking. I don't understand it right now, but I’m trying to wrap my head around it. For all our sakes,” he admitted.  
 
      
 
    “And possibly make everyone paranoid about something that they shouldn't be worrying about? You should know by now, Sven, that it’s only going to make everyone upset. You’re not doing us any goddamn favors by worrying the group,” he said.  
 
      
 
    Sven grimaced at him. Why couldn’t Travis understand?  
 
      
 
    “You’re the leader, but you're ignoring all of the warning signs,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “No, I just think that we need to bide our time, wait and see what is going to happen next. I know you saw a vision, but that doesn’t mean it’s the end of everything, right?” he stated.  
 
      
 
    Sven curled his lips in frustration. He didn’t like that his alpha was acting this way, thinking that he was some hotshot guy because he seemed to know his shit.  
 
      
 
    “You’re making a grave mistake, sir. It’s going to cost you everything, but when you realize it, it will probably be too late” he said.   
 
      
 
    “I understand, Sven, but I'm the alpha. I'll keep my eyes open to see if I notice anything, but for now, just… keep it all to yourself,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Alright, sir,” he muttered.  
 
      
 
    Sven was tired of everyone’s shit. He was happy to leave after their awkward encounter. He felt concerned because he knew what he was feeling wasn’t something that would just go away with time. If nothing else, he knew he would have to take action on his own, whether he liked it or not.  
 
      
 
    Sven needed to figure it out, and he would need to do his own research on this. Travis didn’t think there was anything wrong. It had been going on for some time, but at that moment it was the worst it had been in a long time. Furthermore, the fact that his alpha kept describing it as just “acting weird” instead of actively seeking what was causing this disturbance, unsettled him greatly. However, this wasn’t the first time that the alpha just ignored his warnings. He did care about Travis, but the alpha didn’t think things were wrong until he saw them with his own eyes. Maybe just getting away from here would help him.  
 
      
 
    He walked, trying to figure out where in town he could go. He noticed that the library was still open, the sign flipped to “open.” There he’d be able to at least spend some time in quiet. He stepped in, and he took a quick look around.  
 
      
 
    It certainly left much to be desired. The rows of shelves contained books that were probably as old as Sven was, probably even older. That’s why the majority of them couldn't help him with his endeavor. Sven though was determined to find the answers he was seeking before it was too late. 
 
      
 
    He began his research on one of the nonfiction shelves on the left. But, a presence interrupted him. When he raised his eyes from the book he saw that a girl with grey eyes was staring at him. She had her eyes lined with eyeliner, big, red lips, and wore a staid dark suit. Her black hair was pulled back, and she looked quite out of place compared to everyone else who was there. For a moment, Sven didn’t say anything. He remained still, just looking at her.  
 
      
 
    “Yes?” he finally asked her.  
 
      
 
    “Hey, I was just… trying to figure out if you needed some help,” she said.  
 
      
 
    She looked nervous, and Sven lightly ran his fingers through his hair. He let out a deep sigh.  
 
      
 
    “I mean, if you want to help, you’re welcome to,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “What do you need help finding?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    He couldn't explain to this girl the real reason why he was there. Instead, he simply smiled and looked at her with an anticipatory grin.  
 
      
 
    “I mean, it can be whatever it is that I need,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “That doesn’t help whatsoever, but I do think I can assist you with what you’re looking for. I do know the library pretty well,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “I mean, if you want to, go for it,” he said.  
 
      
 
    She blushed, and he could tell that she was definitely not used to this kind of encounter.  
 
      
 
    “S-sorry. Anyway. Do you need any help?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    Sven looked at her. She was pretty cute, he had to admit, and she did have that strange charm that he enjoyed from a woman like that. But still, he definitely wished he could be alone.  
 
      
 
    “I think I'm good for now,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Are you sure? I mean, I can show you books on the history of the town, if that’s what you’re looking for,” she said, pointing at the book on his hands.  
 
      
 
    That was what he needed, and Sven nodded in appreciation.   
 
      
 
    “I mean, that would be appreciated,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “O-Okay! I can do that,” she said.  
 
      
 
    She rushed off, and Sven continued to skim at the shelves. He couldn't believe that this girl was so nervous around him. He wasn’t used to women being nervous around him. Then again, he rarely talked to women, so he was a bit taken aback by her friendliness. After a bit, she came back with some books on her hands. He looked at her with a big smile.  
 
      
 
    “Thank you very much. Can I read these on my own now?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    Even though he wouldn’t mind her presence beside him, right now, he needed all the information he could get, uninterrupted. She looked down, giving Sven the impression that she was disappointed.  
 
      
 
    “Y-yeah. Of course, you can,” she said.  
 
      
 
    He looked at her with a shy grin. As a response, she blushed. She was pretty cute.  
 
      
 
    “By the way, what’s your name?”  
 
      
 
    “V-Vicky. You?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “Sven. Thank you for the help by the way,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, you're so welcome!” she said.  
 
      
 
    She looked red as a tomato. It was pretty cute, and he could tell from the flush of embarrassment she didn’t talk to many guys. She did have that mysterious vibe to her, which made Sven curious. He went over to one of the tables and focused on reading the books that Vicky had brought him. Occasionally, he would look up at her, resuming her work at the counter. Many of the times that he looked over at her, she was already staring at him. He found that cute, but maybe it was just being friendly, and nothing more.  
 
      
 
    Yeah, had to be that. There was no way she’d be interested in him. In fact, he was used to girls acting a little strange around him. However, little did he know that Vicky had a lot more in her head than just a quiet encounter. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Vicky was trying so hard not to act awkward around him. This guy, Sven, was stupid cute. It was probably just the way that he conducted himself, but she couldn't stop herself from staring at him. Whenever he looked over, she would quickly hide her face. The last thing that she needed was him to figure out that she was stealing glances at him. Although, she was sure that she was doing a poor job.  
 
      
 
    His mysterious vibe only added to his attractiveness. Vicky couldn't help but find him charming. She didn't want to scare him off, but she wanted to at least say something.  
 
      
 
    While he was reading quietly at the table opposite her, she took the time to study his face. She couldn't help but lock eyes with him occasionally, the gaze shared between them making her heart thump. He was super cute, and usually, the library was quiet at this time of the night. But, with his long blonde hair, perfect blue eyes, and his slight accent, she couldn't help but feel enthralled by him. She spent a few moments just watching his face, the perplexed, then curious, then calm expression he had. His eyes looked down into the book, nowhere else. She noticed his nose curl at one point at whatever he was reading. He bit his lip, and for a moment Vicky just looked at him, studying this beautiful man.   
 
      
 
    But, she was scared. She had never asked a guy out. She was sure that she would mess up and she also dreaded the rejection. When the stranger stood up, she noted that he had a couple of books in his hands.  
 
      
 
    She mentally congratulated fate for giving her this chance, for allowing her to talk to him once again. She looked over at the man as he brought the books he had chosen over to her.  
 
      
 
    “Do you have a library card?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    She knew that it was protocol, and if he didn’t, she would need to get that sorted out. He simply shook his head.  
 
      
 
    “No. this is my first time here. Could you help me out?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah sure. I definitely can help with that,” she said.  
 
      
 
    She opened up the old system that they had, and Sven scoffed.  
 
      
 
    “That really prints out library cards? Looks like it belongs in the Stone Age,” he said pointedly.  
 
      
 
    “You’d be surprised. I don’t know how, but it still works. I think it’s due to the fact that it’s just used for the cards and checkouts and nothing more. I can’t even use the internet on this. I don't understand why my boss hasn’t replaced it yet,” she admitted.  
 
      
 
    “I see. Well, I guess I should give you my information then,” he said.  
 
      
 
    Vicky awkwardly typed out the information that he gave her. Every now and then she looked at him, and every time he would gaze away before looking back at her.  
 
      
 
    “By the way, are you free at all this coming week?” she said.  
 
      
 
    She reddened at her words, surprised she had it in herself to ask this daring question. She expected him to maybe hesitate, but then, he shook his head.  
 
      
 
    “I'm sorry, but if it’s a date that you're looking for, you're going to be very disappointed. I don’t really do dates. Or rather, I don’t know how to do them,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I understand,” she said, trying her hardest not to feel disappointed. She looked at him again, trying to figure out how to approach him. She knew for a fact that if she kept acting upset and disappointed, it would only make everything worse. But then, she looked over at one of the books that he had. It was about the paranormal, some kind of investigations into the unknown. She never really tried to make a move like this, but it was the only thing she knew that she could do, so she decided to work with this.  
 
      
 
    “By the way, you’re interested in the paranormal, right?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    Immediately, the tone of the conversation changed. Instead of seeming bored by her presence, he immediately looked at her with a quizzical glance.  
 
      
 
    “What do you mean?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    “Well, I do know quite a bit about the paranormal. I definitely could help, if that’s the information you’re looking for. It’s been a personal favorite subject of mine, and I've done a lot of research on it. I do believe in ghosts, and potentially shifters, that can change into animals. So, take that as you will,” she told him.  
 
      
 
    She didn’t know that this would work. She was just being honest towards Sven and expected him to maybe be interested in this. But immediately, his gaze changed.  
 
      
 
    “Would you want to talk about this further? I'm doing some research on it, and I've been dealing with a lot of backlash from the people that I thought could help me, so I'm looking for someone who is willing to at least provide a little bit of help to me, whatever that may be,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I'm not really the best at this, but I can tell you everything that I know,” she said.  
 
      
 
    Vicky knew what he would say next would be the deciding factor. He looked at her intently.  
 
      
 
    “What’s the charge?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    She smiled to him with a coy grin that she hoped would convey everything that she needed.  
 
      
 
    “If you're willing to go out on a date with me, I'll tell you what I know,” she said.  
 
      
 
    He stared at her with a hint of surrender in his eyes.  
 
      
 
    “You’re pretty damn persistent about this, aren’t you?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    “Well, you're a cute and charming guy, and I'm an awkward girl. I don't know if that’s a combination that will work, but I'm willing to try,” she said.  
 
      
 
    She was just being honest. She did find him cute, and she was curious about what he knew. Because he sure as hell did know something, he just wasn't telling anyone about it.  
 
      
 
    “I see. So you've figured it out then. Very interesting,” he said.  
 
      
 
    ”Well, yeah, I know a lot about it. Plus you seem nice, and I want to get to know you.   
 
      
 
    “Well, I guess I can humor you. Anyway, when do you want to meet up?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    “When are you free? I do work second shift most days, but I can talk to my boss, and we can make this work,” she said to him. She tried her best to quell the excitement. She didn't expect such an attractive man to actually accept her offer since he seemed so disinterested until now. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I can do next Thursday, at like 7, or so, if that works,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I can get the time off. That’s perfect,” she said, a smile present on her face.  
 
      
 
    “Alright. Anyway, I'll see you around,” he said to her.  
 
      
 
    She nodded, looking at him with a smile on her face.  
 
      
 
    “I'll see you then,” she said.  
 
      
 
    She noticed he was begrudging about their date, which wasn’t how she wanted him to feel about it, but he at least agreed to a date. It was the first time in a very long time she had been on a date, and with a guy who as about ten times cuter than the ones she dated in the past. But, there was something so mysterious about him.   
 
      
 
    The fact that he was interested in the paranormal, a subject she was mildly obsessed with, was one thing, but there was something deep down that he wasn’t telling her, and she could tell immediately that it was the case. 
 
      
 
    She had grown curious and wondered if he would tell her more about himself and if things would change. She wondered as well if he would ever open up his heart, or if this would be just a formal meeting to discuss information. 
 
      
 
    Of course, the truth was, Vicky definitely knew a lot more than what she was letting on, and she did want to tell him that, but she also feared what might happen if she did say anything. She wondered if things would change between them for the better. She didn't know for sure, but in her head, she definitely had a lot of questions for Sven, and more answers that she craved more than anything else, and she had a feeling that Sven was going to tell her many things.  
 
      
 
    Her face showed a look of excitement, and she wondered just what she would learn from this man, and the truth that had yet to be revealed.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Sven wondered what was going through her head. She had a very mysterious vibe like she knew something she wasn’t telling anyone and was hiding it for various reasons. There was something eerie about Vicky, the way that she acted, the different behavior she had, and the way that she talked. 
 
      
 
    There was something mysterious about her. That was what drew Sven to Vicky, the fact that she knew something he didn’t, and she would have the answers he desired.  
 
      
 
    He felt a strange excitement in his body like he couldn't wait for the date that they were going to have. It was odd because Sven never really felt excitement for encounters such as that, but there was something that drew him to her. Every time it crossed his mind, he would smile to himself.  
 
      
 
    “Why does she seem so friendly and inviting? I know I just met her, but she seems so nice,” he told himself.   
 
      
 
    She gave off an aura of friendliness, and tranquility, something he rarely got from humans.   
 
      
 
    He was definitely curious about this, especially since she was so different from the other women in the past that he had talked to. He wondered if there was something more here, something that was deeper from what he expected. Sven knew the only way to answer this would be to just meet up with her and learn the truth.  
 
      
 
    When the day came, Sven was ready to step over to the doorway. As he approached it, he heard the foreboding sound of Travis.  
 
      
 
    “Where are you going?” he asked.   
 
      
 
    “I'm meeting with someone,” he muttered.  
 
      
 
    “Oh? A girl?” Travis said.  
 
      
 
    “You could say that. I did meet someone at the library earlier. She seemed pretty interesting and I want to talk to her more,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I see. So it is a girl. My little Sven is growing up,” he said with a smirk.  
 
      
 
    “Shut the hell up. I just want her advice,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I see. Of course, you don't care at all about her,’ he said.  
 
      
 
    He blushed. He didn’t really think of her in that regard, but she was cute. In a strange way.  
 
      
 
    “She’s cute, that’s all I'm saying about it,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “It’s okay. It’s how I met Alana. No need to be embarrassed,” Travis said.  
 
      
 
    He grimaced. He hated that this was the case, but he knew for a fact that Travis would give him shit regardless of what he told the alpha. Sometimes he hated how Travis acted. However, he wasn’t going to complain about it, as Travis had helped him a lot in the past, in his own unique way.   
 
      
 
    It was a fact though that Travis was a little overbearing, and that was putting it nicely. Travis always seemed to care about what Sven did. He sighed, realizing that this was a bit awkward, to say the least.   
 
      
 
    “Well, I should get going, she’s expecting me soon,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Do you think she’s the one?” Travis asked.  
 
      
 
    Immediately, Sven looked at him with shock in his eyes.  
 
      
 
    “I'm not worried about that yet,” he said to Travis with a scoff.  
 
      
 
    “I know. I just hope that you end up finding someone eventually. It would be good if you joined the rest of us,” he said.  
 
      
 
    Sven shook his head.  
 
      
 
    “I'm not falling into the trap of having a mate, especially when I don’t even know whether or not they will be able to really deal with me just yet,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I get that Sven. But, it could benefit you just like how it had the others,” Travis said.  
 
      
 
    “I told you, man, don’t pester me about that shit. I'm just trying to get my own life together,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Fair enough. Let me know how it goes,” he said with a wink.  
 
      
 
    Sven tensed, nodding in agreement. He would at least do that, but he didn’t want to worry about falling in love just yet. He knew for a fact that if he did that, things would get complicated and messy. There was a lot on his mind that he needed to find answers soon.  
 
      
 
    For Sven, there was a lot of drive to better himself and to really get everything in order. It didn’t help him at all that Travis was somewhat obsessed with the whole mate situation.   
 
      
 
    He went to the restaurant Vicky and he had decided to meet up at. It was one of the small diners in town, and they would definitely have some privacy there. When they got in, Sven immediately noticed how Vicky make a break for one of the tables off to the side. He was surprised by it but quickly dismissed it, following her to the table. Vicky sat down, looking around before he did the same.  
 
      
 
    “Something the matter?”  
 
      
 
    “No, it’s just, I hate going out sometimes because people stare at me. I'm kind of antisocial, and when they see me out in the open, they immediately notice it,” she said to him.  
 
      
 
    Sven nodded. “Yeah, I can relate to that. People tend to think that I'm the same way, unapproachable and shit,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I get that, yeah. But, I'm glad that you made your way out to her. Anyways, are you doing okay?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I am. But, Vicky, I want to cut to the chase. There is something that I think I need to ask you about. What you said the other night… got me curious,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “You mean about what I know, right?”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. How does someone like you know about the paranormal and crap? I just thought that you were someone who was interested in it in passing,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, I am into the occult. I've been into it for years,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “I see. What do you know about it?”  
 
      
 
    “Well, I've done a lot of research on the paranormal and how it affects people. And not just that... I can feel auras. It’s awkward to explain, I know that, but I'm definitely feeling something strong with you. The presence of the other person’s aura is something that I like to explore,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “I get that. So what do you feel from me?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    She immediately stiffened at his words, trying to figure out what to say. She bit her lip, which Sven noticed. She definitely felt something different from him, and he felt something with her.   
 
      
 
    “I feel calm and happy. Like I can trust you. But also a mysterious vibe.”  
 
      
 
    “I see. So you can kind of pick up on the way that people act,” he said pointedly.  
 
      
 
    “Somewhat. I don't know how to explain it, but when I talk to you Sven, I feel like… I feel like there is a presence nearby that is both intriguing, and strange. Like, I can’t bring myself to explain it well, but I strangely enjoy it,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Well, I'm glad that my presence is interesting to you,” he said to her.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I do feel that way because you’ve grown on me. It’s a strange fondness that I really like. I'm just happy with being around you. You give off that vibe that you do care about others, in your own unique way,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Vicky. That means-”  
 
      
 
    As he uttered those words, he felt a vision hit him, causing him to let out a gasp. When he saw what was happening, he started to turn red. The vividness of the images that were being presented to him made him feel embarrassed. 
 
      
 
    “Something the matter?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, it’s n-nothing,” he said, clearing his throat and sitting up.  
 
      
 
    “Okay… but you totally just noticed something. You can tell me what’s going on if you feel comfortable with that,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “It’s just something that I noticed. Nothing to worry about,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Fine. But you can let me know. I don't know what you’re worried about, but I'm here for you. But, yeah I do feel a lot from you, especially your aura,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “I'm glad that you do. There is a lot that I want to say, Vicky, but I'm a bit nervous about admitting it,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “That’s fine. But, the fact that you’re actually listening to me is quite interesting, and I appreciate it,” she said.  
 
      
 
    He nodded. He was happy this wasn't as awkward as he imagined it would be. He looked at her, seeing the way that her gaze met his own. There was something so strange about her that he liked, and the feelings that he got made his face go red.  
 
      
 
    He looked at Vicky, admiring that she had the courage to talk about what she was passionate about. After a moment, he smiled.  
 
      
 
    “Well, this is quite interesting, if I do say so myself. You do… interest me,” he said to her.  
 
      
 
    “You interest me too. I mean, I haven’t ever really felt this connection with someone before. But, there is one thing that I would like to ask you if that’s okay,” she offered.  
 
      
 
    He looked at her, a bit of concern in his voice.  
 
      
 
    “What is it?”  
 
      
 
    “Have you ever… heard of shifters before? They're something I am interested in, if that makes sense,” she said.  
 
      
 
    He looked at her with his eyes widening. Shit, how should he answer this question? He tried to figure out the best way to approach this, especially since he wasn’t ready to let her know the truth. She did pique his interest, yes, but he wasn’t ready to let her know what he really felt.  
 
      
 
    “I just… I simply know what they are, and what they’re like. I’m definitely curious about them myself. But, that’s all I know, unfortunately,” he said.  
 
      
 
    She looked at him, nodding in response.  
 
      
 
    “I see. Well, I've always been curious about them, and I feel like… like this is something that will be explained with time. I'm just happy to at least have someone like you to talk to. I'm kind of weird, and I don’t really get along with people all that much,” she admitted.  
 
      
 
    He understood that.  
 
      
 
    “I can say the same myself. I grew up with a very strange upbringing, and being a foreigner definitely didn’t help. I'm originally from Norway, but I've lived here for a chunk of my life. Hence why I have an accent,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I see. That makes sense. Well, I’m normally seen as the weird girl, and guys don't want anything to do with me, so it’s been a bit hard to actually find someone that wants to hang out with me,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “I get that. People can be rough to deal with, but I'm glad that we are able to at least kinda make it work, you know?” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I really like you, Sven. I rarely feel connections with other people. For the most part, I'm a loner, but I do like you, and I wouldn’t mind seeing where this goes,” she admitted.  
 
      
 
    He blushed. He didn’t know where this would lead. He had never felt this type of connection until now.  
 
      
 
    “Well, I have to say this date went a lot better than I thought it would. I honestly thought we’d be too weird for each other,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I mean, honestly I didn’t think you’d be interested in me at all. I know that you were hesitant about a date, but the fact that you did… definitely makes me happy. I want to know more about you. I would love that,” she said.  
 
      
 
    He wanted to as well. He definitely saw potential in her, even if he didn’t understand it.  
 
      
 
    “Same. I really like your vibe, Vicky. It’s different from the rest, but I do feel… intrigued by it,” he said to her.  
 
      
 
    She looked at him, a grin of excitement obvious on her face.  
 
      
 
    “Good. I'm glad about that,” she said to him.  
 
      
 
    “I am too,” he replied.  
 
      
 
    The rest of their time together was short, but it was worth it. Sven liked her presence, even though she did have questions that she probably wouldn’t get answers anytime soon. He wanted to tell her though. Strangely enough, it felt right to let her know, but he didn’t.  
 
      
 
    He felt it may be better if they just kept their feelings to themselves for now. It made sense, and he wondered if this would change the way their lives would be forever. For now, he would keep her distance though, and hope that, no matter what, everything would be okay. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    After their date, Vicky was left with more questions than answers. What did Sven know? What would it mean? He definitely had his own personal demons that he wasn’t going to let others know about, but that Vicky wanted to know more about. She wondered if he would tell her everything, and she was definitely curious about what he was hiding. She knew that he was avoiding whatever it was that he was struggling with, but she didn’t know for sure what it might be.  
 
      
 
    There weren’t enough answers and too many questions, that was for sure. But, she was curious about shifters.  
 
      
 
    When she asked that question, she felt the aura change, like it was wrong of her to ask that. She immediately grew curious, wondering just what it was that he was hiding from her. Did it have to do with the fact that she was interested in that, or was there something more here? She definitely wondered, but she felt that, short of asking directly, she wouldn’t get a concrete answer.  
 
      
 
    Sven seemed to be troubled about something, but he didn’t tell her what it was. Vicky wanted to ask what was bothering him, but she feared it might upset Sven, which was the last thing she wanted to do.  
 
      
 
    She went home after they parted ways, and while she was content with how their date had gone, there was something about it.  
 
      
 
    She went home, and she immediately went to her computer. There were a few things she needed to look up about shifters. She believed they existed, and that Sven knew something, especially considering what happened on their date.  
 
      
 
    She opened up a search box, typed in the word shifter, and immediately saw the results. Most of the links were in purple since she had read them many times before. So, she decided to try something else. She tried shifters nearby, or shifters in the city, and pressed enter to see if she would get something.  
 
      
 
    The results were mediocre, to say the least, but she did find a few things. She noticed that there were rumors of shifters in town, mostly from the people who reported these strange events in town. It was all speculation though, and for the most part, it looked fake. She continued looking without success. This only resulted in making Vicky even more curious about it. 
 
      
 
    She figured it may be because of the fact that there were still so many things she didn’t know. That, and when she thought about that time years ago, she wondered if she would ever get the answers that she needed. She remembered what happened back then, how weird she was.  
 
      
 
    It was almost like it was yesterday, even though it happened 10 years ago. She remembered the pain that she felt from whatever that attacked her and the mysterious bearlike creature that saved her. She didn't remember much, other than the fact that it was a silver bear.  
 
      
 
    Silver bears were something of legend though, and she remembered that when she had told her parents about it, they told her she was crazy, and that she was lying. But she knew that she wasn’t lying, that the silver bear was very real. She remembered when she came in, bloodied and torn up, and her parents did nothing more than blame her for what had happened.   
 
      
 
    When she thought about that, and how to this day they didn’t believe her, it made her feel like it wasn’t even worth discussing. But, when Vicky spent time with Sven, she felt a strange sense of happiness, something she didn’t normally feel from another person. It was very different from how she was treated in the past, and a part of her wondered if it had to do with the incident that happened back.  
 
      
 
    The only one who knew the truth was the person who saved her, and the person who had attacked her. She remembered that it was a wolf shifter, something she never expected to ever see, and the one who saved her had the nurturing, caring nature of a bear. She was curious about this, and while she did tell her parents, she remembered how they ignored her claims.  
 
      
 
    It wasn't just a calm “we don’t believe you” response. Instead, they shunned her. If she even dared to bring it up, they would tell her that it wasn’t worth discussing and that she needed to stop bringing it up. She hated that she would be silenced for everything that she said, and she hated that neither of them would ever take her seriously. It pissed her off to no end and she hated that it forced her to move out at a very early age, live on her own, and get away from them. She would rather live on her own than deal with that. She definitely still remembered not just the physical scars, but the mental ones too.  
 
      
 
    She remembered the way that the shifter looked. It was a female wolf, that’s for sure. The bloodlust, the fact that she was killed because of that, all of that left marks on her mind, her psyche, and she wanted nothing more than to forget her past. That was why she hated talking about it, resorting to making every effort possible to change the subject when she needed to. She hated talking about it, but when she talked to Sven, it felt strangely calming.  
 
      
 
    She didn’t understand it. She wondered if there was a reasoning for that, or if she was just imagining all of this. But, she loved the way that it felt, the way that he talked to her, and the comforting words were enough to make her feel better than she did before. She definitely would give anything to feel that way again.  
 
      
 
    The next couple of days were quiet, but she couldn't stop thinking about Sven. It wasn’t even thinking about him in a sexual or romantic way, she just wanted to see him again and again. It made her want more, got her to crave so much more than before, and she was happy to have these feelings whenever she could experience them. But of course, this desire to have him also pushed her to want answers, real answers that could help her.  
 
      
 
    There were a lot of things she wanted to say, but at the same time, she didn’t want to worry him, nor did she feel like it was necessary to tell him. She wanted to wait until the time was right to admit the truth, the truth about her past, and what it meant for them.   
 
      
 
    There were dark secrets, and she wondered if she could talk to him about them eventually. But, she didn't know for sure. She had a feeling that there was a lot that happened, and she figured that it may be explained later on. For now, she just kept herself together and waited until the time was right.  
 
      
 
    About three days later, she got a call from Sven. He hadn’t really talked to her that much before that point, but when her phone rang, she immediately picked it up and held it to her ear.  
 
      
 
    “Hey there,” she said, trying her hardest to quell the obvious excitement in her voice.  
 
      
 
    “Hey, Vicky, it’s me. Say, uh, do you want to maybe go out tomorrow? I don't have anything going on, and I would like to see you,’ he said.  
 
      
 
    “Sure. That would be great,” she said to him. She wondered if the two of them would talk about what was going on.  
 
      
 
    “I was a bit worried about you, honestly. But, I didn’t want to bother you. It was really nice seeing you the other day though. It was nice to just… talk to someone about that, you know?” he explained.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. Do you want to see me this weekend?”  
 
      
 
    “Sure. How does the same time as last time sound,” he said?  
 
      
 
    “That’s fine,” she told him.  
 
      
 
    “Good. ‘Cause I can do that. Anyway, I'll talk to you later.”  
 
      
 
    “Anyway, I guess I'll be seeing you around,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. You will.”  
 
      
 
    She wanted him to say more to her, but she realized that he didn’t want to say anything else. She heard the click, sighing in slight frustrating as she realized he didn’t feel that urge to talk to her.  
 
      
 
    Maybe it was due to the fact that he was worried about talking about it outside of the conversations they had on their dates. But, she did feel slightly disappointed. However, they would talk eventually, and she would get the answers needed.   
 
      
 
    For Vicky, she had a feeling that this was the beginning of something else, something new, and she would experience it when it was right. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    Sven couldn't get Vicky off his mind. He knew for a fact that she was a wonderful woman, and that she was quite sweet, much nicer than he had expected. But, at the same time, he was worried about telling her the truth, mostly because she didn’t seem to be the type that understood just yet, especially in terms of what she did and didn’t know.   
 
      
 
    There was a lot that he was worried about, a lot that he felt concern about, and in truth, Sven wanted to tell her more, but he feared the truth of it, and her own personal response to it. It was something that sat at the back of his mind, eating away at it like it was some sort of mess that he couldn’t escape. It was bothersome, but maybe she would tell him a bit more about herself.  
 
      
 
    He just wondered if she had some other connection to him besides a love for the paranormal. Which was great, but he also felt like there was much more there.  
 
      
 
    This time, they met at a park. He was happy to just be out of the house. Travis was getting nagging again, and he didn’t have time for that. When he got there, he noticed Vicky sitting and reading a book. It was one of the books he had returned the other day. She read it with large, excited eyes, her body turning as she felt his presence.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, you’re here,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “I am. What did you find?” he inquired.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, just this book on shifters of the world, if that makes sense. I actually was a bit curious about it, and I wanted to know a bit more about it, and I was curious, that’s all,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “You seem to really like shifters a lot,” he said pointedly.  
 
      
 
    It couldn't be because she figured it out, could it? She wasn’t insightful, and he hid it well from most humans. But then, she smiled.  
 
      
 
    “It’s because of what happened ten years ago,” she said.  
 
      
 
    He looked at her, nodding.  
 
      
 
    “I see. What happened then?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    She immediately reddened, and Sven could tell that she was slightly discomforted by the question.  
 
      
 
    “You’re not going to laugh at me, right?”  
 
      
 
    “Course not. I'm not here to laugh at you,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah well, I actually have quite the story,” she admitted.  
 
      
 
    “I've got time if you want to talk right now,” he said to her.  
 
      
 
    She blushed but then nodded.  
 
      
 
    “Fair enough. Well, to start with, a shifter saved me,” she said.  
 
      
 
    A shifter saved her? He didn’t think that was even possible. There were only a few shifters in town, and he didn’t remember-   
 
      
 
    “When did it happen?” he asked her. He needed to know. He wouldn't tell her the truth, because he needed to be totally sure before he said anything.  
 
      
 
    “Well, about ten years ago, I was heading home from school. I remember talking with this guy, about the same age as me, and I got attacked. He made some comment and some wolf-like creature, who I knew was a girl, jumped in, pinning me down and tearing apart my ribs and such. I… I remember it so vividly it’s almost a little sick, but I actually remember, after I was attacked, that someone tried to save me,” she explained.  
 
      
 
    “I see. And that someone was a shifter?”  
 
      
 
    “Yes. A silver bear. I remember it, and the vividness of it is still surprising to this day. It had soft, silvery-white fur, unlike anything I've ever seen. I tried to fight it, but after a little bit, I finally realized this creature didn’t want to kill me. So, I let it help me, in its own unique way. It saved me from the attack. I never got the name, but I ended up back home. Before I could thank the creature, it left. I'm still mad I never got to tell them thanks, because they saved my life,” she said. “I can’t say it made my home life better, unfortunately. My family is a bunch of assholes, and they never believed me. Even though I came in with all those marks from the attacks. I hate it but… that's what happened,” she said to him.  
 
      
 
    He tensed up. He knew immediately this was him and felt slightly sick to his stomach. 
 
      
 
    “What did they do?”  
 
      
 
    “I told them what happened. I was as honest as I could be. But, they thought that I made it up, and I had just been attacked by a wild animal. But I hadn’t. They never believed me. They did agree to let me get treatment, but after that, they tried to throw me into a psych ward. I tried my best to make them believe that I definitely had been attacked,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Shit. Did you end up going?”  
 
      
 
    “Nah. I was freshly 18 at the time, so after a stupid argument with my parents, I ended up leaving them. I was mad at how I was being treated,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “I don't blame you. I mean, I know it’s not something easy for people to understand, but still,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, to put it into perspective, my parents hate anything paranormal. They think it’s stupid, fake, and generally not worth putting time into. Well, I've always been fascinated with it, and even when I try to make it so that I'm not totally focused on it, it’s something I've always felt a connection to. I love the paranormal because I feel like… it connects with me. I have always wanted to meet that person, to thank them for this. I doubt that I will ever meet them. I wonder if they’re listening right now, somewhere, and they want to listen to me, and that’s all that I'm doing,” she admitted.  
 
      
 
    “Who knows? Maybe they are closer than you think. I mean, I don’t really understand it myself, but I do support you, Vicky. I've never had to deal with being attacked, but I do understand how, with that connection alone, you can grow curious about it,” he explained.  
 
      
 
    “Thanks, Sven. Trust me on this, I do like that this is happening in this way,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “I see. Well, I'm glad to make you happy too,” he told her.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I mean, I did manage to leave, but a part of me wonders if, by some sort of luck, there is a chance that the bear is listening,” she said.  
 
      
 
    He looked, nodding.  
 
      
 
    “You never know,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. Anyways, thanks for listening to me Sven. You know, you remind me of what I wish that person was like. You know, what I thought he might be,” she said.  
 
      
 
    He nodded, taking that in.  
 
      
 
    “I mean, I guess we have similar personalities, he said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I just remember that this person seemed to know the wolf that attacked me. Actually, I remember someone from then too that was with the wolf that attacked me. They seemed almost like they were using some kind of magic, like they knew what they were doing when it came to hurting me,” she said to him.  
 
      
 
    He nodded, listening to this. He started to take it in, realizing what it was.  
 
      
 
    It had to be Emilia and Laphy. He knew for sure what was happening next. He knew that it was them, that they attacked her. He knew that Emilia was dead. He knew that Billy took care of her, both him and his girl, but… whatever had happened to Laphy? He only remembered that she was always right behind Emilia, and he wondered if there was some sort of prophecy to be fulfilled.  
 
      
 
    “Do you know anything about this?” Vicky asked, pulling him out of his thoughts.   
 
      
 
    He knew that lying to her would make things more awkward down the road. He understood that, but he wasn't going to tell her right away. He was definitely struggling to realize that there was something else there, that’s for sure.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t think so. I mean, I guess people act the same in some ways, and different in others, he said.  
 
      
 
    He could see the disappointment in her face. He felt bad for this, knowing that she was probably hoping for something else, but he couldn't tell her yet. He was definitely ready for what he would say next, but he wanted to make sure that it was indeed her.  
 
      
 
    “I see. Well, I just wondered if you may know,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “To be honest, Vicky, I don’t. But, if you feel like the answer is closer than you think it is, then it probably is,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “That’s cryptic,” she admitted.  
 
      
 
    “What can I say, I'm a bit weird,” he said.  
 
      
 
    She looked at him, and he could tell that she was trying her hardest to understand what was going on. He wondered if there was something else that was being hidden from view, something deeper, darker, and more mysterious.  
 
      
 
    But, he wasn’t ready to reveal it all yet. He didn’t think it was time, and he wondered if there was anything more here that could be done.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    Vicky walked around the park with him for a little while, surprised that Sven stuck around for so long. She wondered if he was just buying time before he would tell her more about this, or to see if she would say more.  
 
      
 
    She got a strange aura from him, and that presence seemed a bit persistent on sticking around. She wondered if it was maybe because he wanted to know more, but he feared what might happen. But, he seemed a bit determined as well to stay quiet, which did communicate to her that he might be hiding something.  
 
      
 
    Vicky wasn't sure what Sven was hiding under everything. On the one hand, she figured it was something of value because naturally, people don’t only hide things that they’re ashamed of. But, at the same time, Vicky also felt like there was so much more here, so much that he was hiding from her, that she didn’t know for sure. She definitely was curious about this, and she was quite focused as well on her own personal worries and such.  
 
      
 
    The walk around the park was quiet afterward. She didn’t even know why, or even what to do about this, but at this point, she wasn’t going to get too hung up on it. She decided to ignore the feelings, even though she had a nagging sensation that there was something more to it than this, and she was experiencing something else, unlike anything she had experienced before. She wondered if there was something about what she told Sven that was bothering him. She decided to ask.  
 
      
 
    When they got to their cars, she looked at Sven with an apologetic face. He looked at her with concern, and then, she spoke.  
 
      
 
    “There is one thing I wanted to ask you,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “What is it?”  
 
      
 
    “Well, it’s about you, from like years ago. Do you remember anything about my story? Is there something about it which bothers you? Because if you don’t like hearing about that, we can just… stop seeing one another,” she said.  
 
      
 
    She didn’t want that, but she definitely knew that it may have to come to that. It was then when Sven laughed at her with a chuckle.  
 
      
 
    “You worry so damn much, Vicky. Trust me on this, I'm good. You should be fine too. Everything is alright,” he said.  
 
      
 
    She nodded upon hearing those words, but she didn't know for sure whether or not that was the truth. There was a strange feeling to his words, almost like he was lying, but she didn’t want to get involved with that. For now, she figured the best thing to do at this moment was to just wait and see what would happen next.  
 
      
 
    “Trust me on this Vicky, you’re better off not knowing about what is going on in my head. My head is a strange place.”   
 
      
 
    That was bizarre to admit, but she understood that feeling.  
 
      
 
    “But remember that I'm always ready to listen to you and provide advice, no matter what it may be,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Thanks, Sven. It’s nice to have that,” she told him.  
 
      
 
    “Well, I'm just trying to make your life, and my life, a whole lot easier,” he told her with a cheer. He knew that it wasn't all that easy to do that, but he definitely wanted to show, Vicky, that he did care. She could tell that, and after a bit, she then spoke.  
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Sven. It’s nice to have a man like you,” she told him.  
 
      
 
    “Well, I'll say it’s just as nice to have a woman like you too,” he told her with a purr.  
 
      
 
    She flushed, but then nodded.  
 
      
 
    “You’re such a damn flirt,’ she teased.  
 
      
 
    “I mean, I definitely like flirting,” he told her.  
 
      
 
    She immediately turned red. When they parted ways, she sat in her car, realizing just how nice it was to have this in her life. But, she also felt like there was so much more going on, and she wondered if the internet could help. 
 
      
 
    She decided to check to see if there were any sightings of bears, wolves, or any other creatures out there. While there were a couple that seemed suspicious, there was but one article that said that they did exist, we just don't realize it. The whole article discussed how nighttime was best for learning about shifters.  
 
      
 
    “The night has darkness, and while it may seem that it’s easier to just learn about everything during the day, at night you get a sense of vulnerability, and while it does put you in danger, it’s better to look at items under the cover of night, to reveal the truth,” she read to herself.  
 
      
 
    She knew that the night was dangerous. There were reports all over the TV about how, if you go out at night, you’ll be able to see things for what they really are, but if you do choose to do so, you’re also putting yourself in danger.  
 
      
 
    She understood that and tried her best to figure out where to go with this next.  
 
      
 
    What did it mean for her? What would it matter to either of them? What would happen next? For Vicky, there was a lot that she could say about this, and a lot that she could do, but she definitely was excited about this, and she was ready for all of that to happen from here on out. She was ready for it, and she definitely felt pretty happy about the words that were uttered here.  
 
      
 
    After a little bit, Vicky decided to explore at night. She didn't want to do it tonight, because it was late, but she had plans to go the next night after work. She decided to go to the park that she went to yesterday with Sven.  
 
      
 
    Perhaps it was just her imagination, but she had a nagging feeling that something would happen next, and she was definitely ready for it. She was excited about the future of what may happen to them next, and she was excited about it all.  
 
      
 
    She started to look around at all of the stuff that she had. She figured taking a knife and maybe some pepper spray may help her. But, she had a feeling that if she was dealing with animals, maybe a knife would be better. She took the knife but left the pepper spray at home.  
 
      
 
    That night, she left the library with a sigh. She wanted to know. She felt like she was so close to knowing, and that’s what bothered her the most about this. She knew that, if she kept it like this, things wouldn’t be nearly as good, but she definitely was worried about what would happen next. She was definitely trying her best to keep herself together, but there was that lingering feeling of what may happen next.   
 
      
 
    After she got to the park, she felt the eerie presence, like something was there, practically mocking her when she thought about it. She then stepped into the park, walking around. At first, she wanted to use her flashlight, but if she was going to explore she would want to keep everything in the dark.  
 
      
 
    As she turned off the light, she felt a strange sensation in her body. She felt like she was definitely being watched, followed. She was a bit worried about all of this, and about what may happen next, and she was quite curious about what will happen now. She started to step forward, moving about, and going into the park.  
 
      
 
    At first, she felt nothing. She didn’t notice any major differences at all, and she wondered if she was just imagining all of this. But, after a bit, the feeling became more sinister, much worse, and Vicky realized that there was something out there.  
 
      
 
    It was terrifying, to say the least. She didn’t know what else to do or to say at this point, and she wondered as well if there was more here than what met the eye. She did have a few concerns, but she figured it would all make itself known sooner than later.  
 
      
 
    She stepped forward, hearing the snap of a branch, and she let out a small squeak of surprise. It probably wasn't the smartest thing to come out here alone, but she did it anyway. She wanted to face her fears, to know the truth, and to get answers.  
 
      
 
    If Sven was here, it would have something to do with her.   
 
      
 
    As she stepped forward, she heard the sound of breathing. She wasn't alone. She whipped her head around, but she couldn't sense anything. The shadows of the trees obscured everything, making it hard to even be sure that she was in the right location.  
 
      
 
    “Okay, just breathe. You’ve gotta breathe,’ Vicky told herself. She needed to breathe, even if she didn’t want to. She started to look ahead when she felt a small push. It wasn’t a huge push, but it was enough to make her fall forward, and she fell down to the ground.   
 
      
 
    Panic started to flow through her body as this happened. She got up, trying to run away as she did this, but then, she fell down again, tripping over another branch that was nearby.   
 
      
 
    The creature crept towards her, and Vicky tensed, realizing what was going on. They were there, and she realized that the shifter, or whatever this might be, was ready to attack, not leaving her alone until things were done.  
 
      
 
    “Please, stay away,” she cried. She tried to put her hands up into the darkness, feeling her heart beat faster and faster. The wolf-like creature, or whatever it was, started to sneer.  
 
      
 
    “You got yourself into this. Foolish little human,” the creature said.  
 
      
 
    She noticed the light from a nearby lamppost, and as she started to move towards it, she got a better glimpse at who was there.  
 
      
 
    “No way,” she said.  
 
      
 
    She looked at the creature, realizing it was the same one that attacked her all those years ago. She remembered the black, mottled fur, the look of pure hatred and bloodlust in their eyes, the snarl that their mouth had. All of this made her realize that she may be in too deep, that this was indeed not what she should've been doing.  
 
      
 
    But, she couldn't get away she didn’t want to get away. She wanted to stay, to witness whatever would happen next, and to see for herself just what would transpire.  
 
      
 
    “Please… leave me alone, she said.  
 
      
 
    The wolf didn’t listen, instead of attacking her with all its force. She fell to the ground, pushing the throat of the wolf away as much as possible. But, it was biting, attacking her with its strength. She could only keep this up for so long, but she knew that this wouldn't be the end. She had to get out of here. She needed someone, or something, to save her.  
 
      
 
    It was then when she heard a growl in the distance. She looked around, trying to figure out the source when suddenly, she felt the weight get pushed off her body. She moved towards the side, scrambling to get on her feet, and she then looked over at the savior.  
 
      
 
    She gasped. It was the silver bear from all those years ago. She knew that she hadn’t made it up. The fact that this creature was right here, ready to fight for her, made her realize that this was indeed the truth, that she hadn’t made this up at all. She looked at it, noticing how it was lunging at the wolf, trying to attack it.  
 
      
 
    “I'm not here to fight you. I wanted the girl, but it looks like you meddled with our plans again. But don’t worry, I'll be back to avenge Emilia's death,” the creature told the silver bear.  
 
      
 
    Emilia? That had to be the other person that was with this wolf all those years ago. She remembered there being another shifter too, but they were gone, replaced with whomever this creature was. She looked over at the silver bear, and when she locked eyes with him, there was something friendly about them.  
 
      
 
    She didn’t understand why that was the case. After all, she figured it had something to do with the fact that they gave off that vibe that made her feel a little more at ease, a little more at ease. But, as she walked over towards the creature, the bear looked at her with a glare.  
 
      
 
    “S-sorry,” she said.  
 
      
 
    She didn’t know what to do. She just stood there, and she looked at the bear. She wanted to ask how the bear knew about her, how it could save her, but she just stared at it, taking a second to drink in the moment.  
 
      
 
    When the bear changed, she gasped. She felt her eyes widen, shock settling in as she looked at the one who saved her. She had had a strange feeling that it was him, but she hadn’t known for sure that it was the case.  
 
      
 
    Sven appeared, looking at her, and she stood there for a minute. He started to look away.  
 
      
 
    “I guess you needed to know the truth sooner or later,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I did,” she said.  
 
      
 
    She stood there, trying to figure out what to do next. She wanted more information on what this meant, and what their relationship entailed, but she had no idea where to begin, or what to do about any of that.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    Sven knew that if he revealed himself here, things would change between them. He knew that she was the type who was curious, but she wouldn't run away. She was too curious to do that. But, Sven was worried about what this meant.  
 
      
 
    However, he knew when she described the situation back at the diner a couple of days ago, that she was definitely the girl that he had saved. He remembered he felt a connection with her, and while she was only 18 at the time, he had a feeling he’d see her again.  
 
      
 
    The silence between them was palpable. As for Sven, he didn't know where to begin. He looked at her, blushing.  
 
      
 
    “So it was you. I had a feeling it was,” she said. ”I had a nagging feeling you might’ve been the person who saved me those years ago too, but I didn’t know for sure. It’s… nice to say the least. I don't feel like I'm hiding anything anymore,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. You were that girl who was outside, angry at your parents for not listening to you, right?” he said.  
 
      
 
    She blushed, and Sven could tell she wasn’t very proud of that, but it was true.  
 
      
 
    “You could say that. But, how did you know it was me?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “I had this feeling. It was bizarre, that’s for sure. I don't really know what to make of any of this, and I definitely have a lot of questions myself, but I'm just glad that I could help you,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “You have helped me. Twice now,” she said.  
 
      
 
    ‘It’s nothing. Don’t worry about it, Sven said.  
 
      
 
    “Bullshit. It is something worth mentioning Sven. People don’t help me out like this. Nobody cares about me enough to do something like this for me. I appreciate your efforts. A lot,” she said.  
 
      
 
    He tensed, feeling those words hit him like a blow to the face. He then started to sigh, looking at her.  
 
      
 
    “I'm glad that I could help. But, it’s bizarre how this happened. I mean, I know that a few years ago there were attacks. I remember that it was a big mess, and I remember that it was the worst it had been since I moved here, but I didn't expect… this,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I don't think either of us did,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Well, I'm glad that I came forward. I got… a feeling that you were in danger, so I wanted to help,” he said.  
 
      
 
    He couldn't tell her about his power. He kept that mostly to himself. Only Travis knew about his ability to see into the future.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I grew curious. I wanted to know more about this because I could tell there was something bigger here. I just didn’t expect this, you know,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. You were the girl that I saved all those years ago, that I fought for, that I chased off. I also remember telling you to not look for me. So, I guess you didn’t, it just kind of… happened, you know,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “That’s really how it happened. I didn't mean to look for you at all. I just kind of learned that you had something hidden underneath the mysterious and cool facade that you always assume. I'm glad that I finally figured it out though,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “You could say that. I haven’t ever revealed… that part of myself ever,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “You mean being a shifter?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I was worried about what you might happen to think because of this. I mean, not everyone is, well, as nice as you are,” he said. He didn’t think she would even stick around.  
 
      
 
    “Nah, I am genuinely curious about it. Have you always been a shifter? Even after moving here?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I always had this power. I hated it. Back in Norway, people didn't think twice about it, but now, when I'm here, I definitely know people aren’t as nice about it as people were there. Back then, people just kept to themselves. But, when I moved here, I remembered meeting Travis, and he told me to hide my power. It was quite different from what I'm used to, but I'm glad that I listened to him. Not everyone is as nice about this as you think they may be,” he explained.  
 
      
 
    “I get that. I know that people aren’t as chill about it as they could be,” she replied.  
 
      
 
    “That’s correct. I honestly didn’t think I'd ever show you. I wanted to show you, Vicky. For the first time... I actually felt like I’d met someone who wouldn’t run away if they knew. And I guess I was right about that,” he said.  
 
      
 
    He was shocked that he was correct about all of that since he knew how people could be about that. She then started to giggle, laughing at his words.  
 
      
 
    “You’ll need to do a whole lot more than that to scare me away you know,” she told him.  
 
      
 
    He smiled in relief.  
 
      
 
    “Thank you for that. But you’re not… scared, right? Of this form? Of the fact that I do have that side of me?”  
 
      
 
    “Not at all! Trust me on this. I'm actually quite curious about this. I want to know more about you, Sven. I want to know the truth behind you, your powers, everything,” she said.  
 
      
 
    He flushed, realizing that she wasn’t scared of him. It was a novel feeling, that was for sure. He didn’t expect her to stay here, to actually care enough to want something more from this.  
 
      
 
    “Are you sure? I mean, I'm just… not used to this. Not used to showing someone how I feel,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “No, I want to stick around. I'm genuinely curious about this. You have an interesting and very different perspective on life. I mean, I've always expected there to be shifters about, but not like this. I didn't think I'd ever meet one in my life. So thanks for that,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “You’re welcome. I'm glad you’re not scared,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “You will need to do a whole lot more than this to scare me away, you know,” she teased.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, but I don’t expect you to actually stay here and listen to me,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Trust me, I'm happy that you showed me the truth, that you care about this, and that you like me enough to do that. In a strange way, it’s… nice to admit. Nice to know,” she said.  
 
      
 
    Before he could say anything else, he felt a pair of lips against his own. He didn’t know that she cared enough about this to want to find out more. He kissed her, feeling the lightness of her lips, and the chastity of the kiss. She pulled away, blushing as she looked at him with a look of longing.  
 
      
 
    “I want you, Sven, but… I'm nervous. You’d be my first,” she said.  
 
      
 
    He turned red as he heard those words. He wanted this as well, but he didn’t think that it would happen like this. However, he wasn't going to complain. He leaned in, smiling.  
 
      
 
    “Well, I guess that makes two of us. I'll try to give you the best experience possible,” he said.  
 
      
 
    She reddened at his words, which he thought was utterly adorable, but then, she relaxed.  
 
      
 
    “Okay. I trust you. I really do,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Thank you for that. I'm glad that you do. It’s… nice to say the least,” he said to her.  
 
      
 
    She nodded, and soon, he pressed his lips to her own, kissing her softly. The two of them started to dive in, letting their lips move and mingle with soft, sensual touches. He let out a groan as he started to push deeper, knowing full well what he was doing. He had never gotten this close to a human before. He always kept his distance, for fear of what may come about. He also knew that getting involved with humans could be something that may backfire later on, and he was quite happy that she was at least willing to listen to him.  
 
      
 
    The two of them kissed passionately in the forest, moving deeper into there. He wanted to make this special. He knew that this was her first time, and as he pulled away, he spoke.  
 
      
 
    “I know of a place where we can go that’s nearby,” he said.  
 
      
 
    He knew that there was a small hotel about a block away, but then, Vicky blushed and shook her head.  
 
      
 
    “Let’s… go back to my place,” she said.  
 
      
 
    He nodded, following her back to the car and then heading to her apartment. It was quiet, probably because of how late it was, but when they got in, he kissed her again, the two of them drowning in the embrace. He loved everything about this, craving more of this from her, and he wanted to feel this even more than ever before. When he pulled back, he looked over to the hallway.  
 
      
 
    “Where is the bedroom?”  
 
      
 
    “T-this way,’ she said, leading him there. When she got on the bed, he kissed her again. His animalistic instincts took over, and as he kissed down her neck, he lightly nipped at the flesh there causing her to let out a moan of pleasure and surprise at his actions. He stopped for a brief moment, fearing that he might’ve hurt her, but then she shook her head.  
 
      
 
    “No. it’s okay. Trust me, I'm fine,” she said, reassuring him of this. He started to nod, moving downwards, and soon, he started to lightly suck on her flesh, and he watched as she started to let out a cry of pleasure and surprise at his actions. He loved hearing that from her, and he soon started to nibble on her flesh, teasing it softly, enjoying the way that she moaned in response. She looked at him and started to speak.  
 
      
 
    “Y-you can continue on,” she offered.  
 
      
 
    He tensed, looking at her with surprise in his eyes.  
 
      
 
    “Are you… sure?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    “Yes. Please keep on going,” she said, her voice laced with both lust and desire. She did seem a bit fearful, but she was excited about this. He moved his hands to her shirt, lightly pushing it upwards until it got over her head. He kissed down her body until he got to her breasts, nestled within a small sports bra. He pulled it off, over her head, and as he took a moment to drink in the sight of her beautiful body, he realized what he was doing.  
 
      
 
    He wanted her. His body knew that this was it. Was she his mate? He honestly didn’t know, but he was too far gone, too enraptured by lust, to stay here and not do something about it. He started to move his hands downwards, and soon, he started to move his hands right over her small breasts. He cupped them, touching them there. She let out a small gasp of both surprise and shock at this, and he realized this might be her first time experiencing something like this.  
 
      
 
    “If I'm too rough… I'm sorry,” he said.   
 
      
 
    “No, you’re good,” she said to him.  
 
      
 
    He flushed, realizing that she was enjoying this as much as he was. He let his hands move skillfully against there, teasing her breast at first. The small sounds that came out of her mouth, along with the moans that escaped her, also turned him on further, making him want more. He started to press his tongue against the tip, licking the nipple before sucking on it. She shuddered, and he heard the small cacophony of sounds that reverberated through the air. It was so good, almost too perfect, and for a long time, he just continued to do this, loving the sounds that escaped her mouth, and the pleasure that she felt and the desire that escaped her mouth.   
 
      
 
    He continued to do this for what seemed to be forever, enjoying the sounds before he looked downwards. He wanted to make her feel even better. While he wasn’t an expert at this whatsoever, he loved seeing her look at him with that lustful look in her eyes and the desire for something more.   
 
      
 
    He kissed down her stomach, teasing her flesh with little licks and touches. She groaned, letting out moans that were cute to hear. When he finally got to her pants, he started to unbutton them, awkwardly trying to get them off. With the help of Vicky, he managed to take everything off, leaving her naked and blushing.  
 
      
 
    Her body was beautiful. The curve of her hip, her small, creamy thighs, the little tuft of pubic hair that was there, all of that made him smile. She was perfect, and he was so excited to make her feel better than ever before. She looked at him with a blush on her face, feeling embarrassed about what will happen next.  
 
      
 
    “I hope you know I… I'm probably going to be a little bit tight down there,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “It’s okay. I'll take some time to help with loosening you up,” he said with a purr.  
 
      
 
    She blushed, but not before he started to push his fingers against the edge of her entrance, teasing her, and then moving his thumb to the nub there. She let out a small shiver and cry as he did this. He slowly started, rubbing her in circles, watching as her eyes started to dilate with lust, her head falling back, and sounds of pure pleasure escaping her mouth. She looked at him, and for a long time, Sven was just amazed at how good she was feeling. He loved that he could make her feel this good, could turn her on this much and could make her experience something such as this. He felt proud of what he was doing, and he was excited to see what may happen to her next.  
 
      
 
    He pushed a finger into her, causing her to let out a small gasp of pleasure and slight wince of pain. He started to play around with the flesh there, moving it about slowly, his thumb still teasing the nub of her clit. She cried out with pleasure, feeling completely enraptured by the touch, and he could tell that she was enjoying everything about this.  
 
      
 
    He knew she was tight, though. This was her first time, so he would need to take it slow. He inserted another finger, pressing them, moving in and out of her with small, dipping strokes. She started to shudder, crying out, and as he pushed another finger in, he pressed right up against her spot, and as he did that, she started to scream out, enjoying the pleasure of the moment, and the lust that she was experiencing.   
 
      
 
    He looked at her with rapturous delight, loving the way that this felt, and everything about this was enough to drive him crazy. He started to push his fingers in and out once more, giving her another kiss before she had another small orgasm, shuddering in pleasure as he started to push inwards.   
 
      
 
    When he knew she was ready, he pulled his fingers out, licking them, and he looked at her.  
 
      
 
    “Are you ready?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    “Yes,” she said.  
 
      
 
    He fiddled for his wallet, grabbing a condom and pulling his cock out. He wasn’t huge, but he was pretty thick and long. She widened her eyes at his member, and he smiled.  
 
      
 
    “Are you ready?’ he teased.  
 
      
 
    “Yes. I want this,” she said to him. She looked at him with complete and utter desire, the need growing within her as time started to pass. He sheathed his cock, and as he spread her apart, he slipped himself into her.  
 
      
 
    She cried out in pain, but also pleasure as he pushed himself completely into her, shuddering in pleasure as he felt the sudden fullness of his member inside of her body. Her eyes widened in surprise, probably from the sudden feeling that she got from all of this, and as he stayed there for a moment, he looked at her. He wanted to make sure it was okay before he started to push himself into her.  
 
      
 
    When he did so, he heard the cry from her lips, the moan of pleasure that came from her mouth as he pushed himself all the way in. He then started to move in and out of her, moaning in response to the feeling that he was expecting. He started to feel as if he was addicted to her body, loving the feeling of everything that was happening. It was driving him mad, and for a moment, he just stayed there, enjoying the feeling of this. He started to move himself in and out, faster and faster, and it was then when he started to tense up, moaning out loud in pleasure at the feeling he was experiencing. He started to move faster and faster, enjoying the tight heat that she provided to him, and it was then when, after a few thrusts, he felt his body lose it. He pushed his fingers upwards, teasing her clit, and then he kissed her, enjoying the sudden, lustful feeling.  
 
      
 
    For a moment, he just stayed there, experiencing the tightening sensation of his orgasm as he continued to push into her, loving the way that this felt. It was then when, after a few more thrusts, he tensed up, and he soon relaxed, enjoying the feeling of all of this. She pulled away, and he laid next to her after disposing of the condom. The two of them didn’t say anything, and for a moment, Sven thought about what happened. He thought about the orgasm he had, the pleasure that he experienced.   
 
      
 
    The vision that he had during dinner was real. The fact that his visions were real was something that he as quite happy about, but he was also worried. That would mean that the vision that he had in the past of the evil growing closer and closer was real too. There was definitely something there, and while he couldn't put his finger on it, he was just trying to figure it out for himself. He noticed Vicky looking at him with concern in her eyes.  
 
      
 
    “Is there something wrong?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “No. Not at all. I'm just… very happy with everything that just happened,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I am too. I mean, if you ever wanted to do this again, I wouldn’t be against it,” she said.  
 
      
 
    He blushed. He wouldn't mind it at all either, and he definitely would like the feeling of this. He started to relax, feeling a bit relieved at this. It was just his vision. He was just happy that one came true, and that was it.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I'm very happy with all that happened, and everything that came about because of it. It’s… nice, you know?” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I get that. I mean, I guess everything is alright, so there's no need to worry,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “None at all. No need whatsoever,” he said.  
 
      
 
    He told himself that, but deep down in his mind, he still had a little bit of worry in his mind. He didn’t know why that was, and he started to wonder why that was the case. Was there another vision that he didn’t know about yet?   
 
      
 
    He didn’t want to force himself into a state of worry, but it was something that was eating at him.  
 
      
 
    But, as he got up later on to use the bathroom, it happened. It was like a blow to the stomach, and he just stood there, seeing the vision. He wanted to leave it, but the vision was too real, just like the last one, but instead of filling him with arousal, it was with dead.  
 
      
 
    The vision involved Vicky, but it involved her moving away, and she was being forcefully driven off somewhere. She was crying, kicking and screaming, and he watched as she was being taken away by a mysterious force. Who it was, he didn’t know for sure. But, he wanted to cry out, to get her back, but he just stood there, watching the scene unfold.  
 
      
 
    The vision then changed into something else. It was Vicky, but her eyes were different like she was under the spell or influence of someone, and that she had a sword in her hands. What he saw next, almost made him cry out in utter surprise.  
 
      
 
    She was fighting him. She wasn’t stopping at all, and as her hands moved towards him, he realized that at some point, down the line, he would need to fight her.  
 
      
 
    He knew that these visions were subject to change and that they weren’t always totally accurate, but that didn't make him feel any better either. He realized at this point that he was definitely struggling with everything that was going on, grappling with the troubles that went through his mind. He knew that he needed to get away from her.  
 
      
 
    But, he just found this amazing relationship, and he wanted something more with her. But, he feared that vision coming true, the fighting between both of them, and that was the last thing that he wanted. He wanted to get away from that, and it made it obvious what he would need to do.  
 
      
 
    After tonight, he would have to grow distant. He didn’t want to worry her, nor did he want her getting hurt. This was a better solution than trying to fight it. He knew that he could prevent these visions. Sometimes, preventing was the best solution as it would prevent the whole mess from getting worse, and whatever would happen next would be something that he would have to face on his own.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    As Vicky laid in bed, waiting for Sven to come back from the bathroom, she realized what had happened. She had had sex with him and she had liked it. She didn’t expect to enjoy this as much as she did, but she certainly wouldn’t mind doing it again. That was if he wanted to.  
 
      
 
    She figured he would though. He was so gentle, so sweet, and it was her first time, so she felt like she was treated like a princess. She wondered if he wanted to try it again.  
 
      
 
    He came back, looking at her for a moment before speaking.  
 
      
 
    “I should probably get going,” he stated.  
 
      
 
    “Why? I mean, you can stay the night if you want to,” she offered.  
 
      
 
    “No. It’s fine,” he stated.  
 
      
 
    “But--”  
 
      
 
    “Trust me, it’s better this way, Vicky. I mean, I had an amazing time and I'm just trying to figure out what I want to do with this. I mean, I definitely do want this again I'm just… trying to figure out what to do now,” he said.  
 
      
 
    ”If you want, we can talk about this,” she said. She thought he would at least have the decency to stick around for a bit. But then, he shook his head again, sighing.  
 
      
 
    “No Vicky. I should head back. I promised the others I would be back tonight, anyway. Sure, I could tell them I was with you but I just… I don't want to deal with that drama right now,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “But-”  
 
      
 
    He gave her one last kiss, pulling away and smiling.  
 
      
 
    “I had a great night tonight. Let’s do it again,” he said.  
 
      
 
    He walked out of the house, leaving her shocked.  
 
      
 
    “For real? He is going to act like that?” she asked herself. She couldn't believe that he would do that. It hurt her a little bit. She didn’t think this would happen, but she wasn't going to let this opportunity go. But then again, maybe it might be best for her to figure out what she should do first before moving forward with any of this.  
 
      
 
    She did like Sven a lot, more then she had liked anyone else in the past, but there was something about this which ate away at her, something which made her senses grow wary. She wondered if it had to do with the fact that he was acting strange. Maybe she was just picking up on that. She wondered about many things, but the best thing for her to do was to just let things go, let things figure themselves out, and work towards improving that.   
 
      
 
    She definitely wanted more. What she had experienced was better than anything she thought would happen in the past, and she was ready to experience it again. She definitely saw potential in their relationship, but she figured taking her time and giving him some space was what he needed.  
 
      
 
    She knew Sven was the mysterious type. He was always like that, and she wondered if this whole thing had something to do with the shifters. She did have a nagging feeling it may be because of that, but she didn’t want to worry him, nor did she think it was her place to ask. It was better to wait for him to come to her, to tell her everything, and to go from there. It would be much easier on both of them.   
 
      
 
    But Vicky noticed immediately something was wrong. When Sven left that night, he didn’t even look at her, and she immediately stiffened.  
 
      
 
    “Everything alright? You’ve been acting strange since we had sex. I hope it wasn't something I did wrong,” she asked him after a few days.  
 
      
 
    “No, it’s not you. I just have to figure out what I need to do next. I have a lot on my mind. Please, bear with me,” he said.  
 
      
 
    She nodded, noticing that he was pained in his expressions. Whatever the fuck he was hiding was something big, and she had no idea what it might be.  
 
      
 
    But, things only seemed to get worse from here. She noticed that Sven was a bit quiet with his messages. She would text him, but he would only give her a one-word message back. She immediately tensed, trying to figure out what to do about all of that.  
 
      
 
    It wasn’t like she hated him or anything, but she felt like whatever he was holding back on was growing more and more annoying in his heart. She didn’t like to see him suffer in that fashion, and she could tell that he was definitely a bit hesitant on seeing her, for whatever reason that might be.  
 
      
 
    She decided to try once again, to talk to him about this. She called him, but the phone went straight to voicemail. She noticed it was off, and a wave of frustration hit her as she realized this.  
 
      
 
    “Why is he being so distant?” she muttered to herself.   
 
      
 
    It wasn’t like she did anything wrong either. She didn't think that having sex with Sven was a bad thing at all, and she wondered if it had something to do with whatever secret he had hiding. She thought that the secrets were already discussed, but there seemed to be more.  
 
      
 
    About a week later, she called Sven once again. This time, he finally answered. Vicky tried her best to keep her anger to a minimum, but that was proving harder to do than she thought.  
 
      
 
    “Where were you?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “Hey, sorry about that. I had a lot going on,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Well, I would like to know what happened. I mean… you seemed a bit off after we had sex. It wasn't because of me, was it?” she inquired once again.  
 
      
 
    There was a pause. So it had to be her. But then, he sighed.  
 
      
 
    “Not really. It’s complicated Vicky. Trust me on this,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “What is so complicated though? Besides your cryptic bullshit,” she stated.  
 
      
 
    “It’s more than that, Vicky. There was something that happened, something I'm trying to understand for myself. I want to know how to fix this,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Well, you can tell me,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “I can't yet, Vicky,” he stated.  
 
      
 
    The anger that flooded through her body made her realize that he didn’t trust her yet.  
 
      
 
    “Why not? I mean, you were so open and eager to have sex with me, but now when you need to open up, you’re scared to do so. What the hell is that?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “It’s a lot, honestly. I'm a bit worried about what to do. I honestly am trying to come to terms with the whole mess myself,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Well, leaving me in the dark is only going to make everything worse,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “I know this, Vicky, it’s just… I'm not ready to tell you yet for a variety of reasons. Because if I tell you, that means you’re going to learn a lot about myself, about my life, and about my fate as a shifter. I'm trying to figure out for myself what to do about any of this, or what I should begin with. There is a lot here that I'm trying to unload, but for now, please give me the space that I need,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “But-”  
 
      
 
    “Please, Vicky. I need to figure out how to keep you safe,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I feel like I will be safe if you just quit beating around the fucking bush and tell me what happened,” she muttered.  
 
      
 
    “No Vicky. I can’t do that yet,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Why not, am I not worthy enough of knowing the truth? Are you holding me in some bullshit regard that’s preventing you from admitting everything?” she said.  
 
      
 
    “It's not that I-”  
 
      
 
    “Come on, quit bullshitting me. Seriously, Sven, this is getting old. I honestly don’t know what to do about any of this, because I feel like... I feel like you don’t trust me at all, and I hate it. I thought that maybe you’d tell me since we you know… we did all of that together. But, I guess that’s something that I don’t think is possible right now,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “I'm sorry Vicky. I really am. I know that you’re a bit upset, but I'm trying my damn best. I want to be with you. I really do. I'm just… struggling, that’s all,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I know you are, but remember you don't have to go through things alone. I'm trying to understand that myself, but it’s hard. But, these fights don’t have to be solo battles. They can be ones that we work together with. I want to work with you Sven, even if this isn't easy for either of us,” she said.  
 
      
 
    There was a pause, and she noticed that Sven hadn’t said anything since she uttered those words. She meant it, and after a bit, he sighed.  
 
      
 
    “You know, Vicky, I want to tell you everything. I don’t want to hide it from you, but I'm not going to yet. I don’t... I don't want you to run away. I'm scared to admit everything to you, to tell you the secrets that I have in my head. I'm just scared, that’s all. I hope that... I hope that with time, you’ll be able to understand, and I hope that with time, we can work through it all, and be something bigger than what we thought we could be,” he said.  
 
      
 
    She listened to his words. He didn’t seem to be blowing her off, but he seemed to be at odds with himself, trying desperately to figure out what he should do. It was a giant mess, that was for sure, and she didn’t know how to feel about it all either, but she was trying her best.  
 
      
 
    “Well, if you’re ready to talk about it, know that I'm always open. I guess for now I'll back off,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I need to… I need to leave you alone for a bit. For your own sake, and for your safety. Vicky, I'm a monster, and I don’t want you to have to experience any of the horrors that I'm going through right now,” he said.  
 
      
 
    Those words alone upset her immensely, making her realize that he didn't want her to get hurt, but was only hurting her more and more.  
 
      
 
    “You do realize that you saying that is just hurting me more, right?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “I know Vicky. I'm sorry I-”   
 
      
 
    “No, it’s fine. I get it. You are trying to protect me in your own way, but it’s definitely not working. I'm hurt, and you don't seem to understand what it is that you’re doing, do you,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “I'm trying to understand, I swear-”  
 
      
 
    “No, if you did care, you’d tell me. You wouldn't give me this runaround, and you’d be honest with me. I'm just… I'm upset about it all, that's all. I'm trying to figure out the best way to get over it, but I think the best way to do so is to just let things go their own way. I shouldn't get upset over this any more than I am. I don’t need your crap in my life,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “It’s not like that Vicky. I'm scared to tell you everything because I know that if I do, it could affect us for the worse,” he said.  
 
      
 
    ”Oh, and you don’t have your priorities straight at all Sven. You only care about yourself, and nothing more. I hate it, and honestly, I need a break from this. It’s only going to hurt me more and more, and I don’t need your bullshit,” she said to him.  
 
      
 
    She felt the anger start to come out of her words, and she knew that she should be a bit nicer, but she couldn’t seem to shake the fact that it was bothering her immensely, and that this whole thing was driving her crazy. He then spoke.  
 
      
 
    “I'll leave you be. When I'm ready to tell you, I will,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, like that’ll happen,” she muttered.  
 
      
 
    She didn’t mean to sound so bitchy, but Vicky was just tired of being led on by him. She was tired of being given the runaround by him, of being led on by this man, and it pissed her off knowing he was doing just that. But, as she looked at her phone after the whole encounter was over, a wave of regret and guilt flooded through her head. She hated that it was happening this way, and Vicky wondered if it was too much, too fast. Maybe she shouldn't have had sex with him.  
 
      
 
     Maybe she shouldn't have been so interested in finding out all of the information about Sven that she wanted to hear. Maybe she should've been better about this. Most of all, she didn’t know what to do about anything at this point. The feeling of regret, of upset, and of betrayal hit her.  
 
      
 
     She hated that it was hitting her like this, and it pissed her off since she knew for a fact that if she continued down this path, it would only make everything worse. Vicky knew that she would need to leave him alone though, and she would need to figure it all out on her own, when the time was right, and by her own volition.  
 
      
 
    She decided to leave Sven alone. If he did care about her, which she hoped that he did, he would come to her. She didn’t need to chase his bullshit, nor did she need to wait for him to come to her, acting like it was nothing.  
 
      
 
    He was hiding something for a reason, and if he didn't want to tell her, then so be it. She couldn't keep holding onto this, getting mad over it. It was her mistake, her fuck up, and she would need to pay for it eventually. 


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    After Sven hung up the phone, a wave of regret washed over him. He didn’t want that to happen. That was the last thing he expected to have happened, but here he was, sitting there with the phone in his hands, and annoyance on his face.  
 
      
 
    “Why couldn't I tell her? Why am I so scared to admit the truth?” he asked himself.   
 
      
 
    He thought about it and figured that he had a few options. Either he would tell her everything, and they would go from there, or he would wait until the time was right before doing anything. He could feel the annoyance run through his body as the thought of telling her ran through his mind. If he told her, it had the potential to affect their relationship in a good way, or in a terrible way. He didn't know how to tell her that he saw a vision of her trying to kill him. The fact that he did definitely bothered him.  
 
      
 
    He went back to the main part of the den, sighing as he curled up on the couch with a book in his hands. As he did so, he heard the sound of a whistle. He looked up, seeing Travis there.  
 
      
 
    “What's the matter?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    “It’s nothing. I don’t know how to explain it,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Sven, I'm the alpha. I can tell when things aren't good and when you need help. You’re trying to figure out what to do about something, but you’re afraid of telling me, aren’t you?” he stated.  
 
      
 
    Sven tensed, trying to figure out how to tell his alpha the truth, how to admit everything that he wanted to.  
 
      
 
    “You could say that. It’s about Vicky,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Is it that new girl you've got the hots for?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah well, I don’t know if we are going to be anything serious at this point. The thing is, I want to be with her, but I'm scared to get her involved,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Why not? I mean, you can clearly tell that the others have dealt with similar, and their mates were fine with it. I mean, even my girl could tell you about what you need to do.”  
 
      
 
    “It’s not just that. It has to do with these damn visions, Travis. It’s hard to explain,” he said.  
 
      
 
    ”Wait, you had a vision about her?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    ”Yeah. I don't’ know how to tell her though. The vision that I had… wasn’t a pretty one. I actually saw her in danger. I saw a vision of her right after we had sex,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Damn, you bedded her already. Good job,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “You don’t have to be that crude. But yes, I did. It was nice, to say the least. She’s a really good girl, just meddles in business that isn’t hers,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I see. Sounds a lot like the other mates here,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I know that. I know that Alana is kind of the same way, but I'm scared to tell Vicky the truth. Vicky is really nice, and I don’t want her to worry about this. From what I gathered, it has to do with the bad feeling that I have going on in my head. I noticed that, right after I had that bad feeling, I started to notice her more in my visions. I actually had a vision that we would have sex. But, I definitely know that the vision I am having about her are those that I don't know how to cope with,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Well, what would be the risk of her learning about who you really are?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    “There’s the risk of her potentially running away, that's for sure.”  
 
      
 
    “Come on, Sven, if she wanted to hightail it out of there, she would've done so already,” he said to him.  
 
      
 
    Sven nodded.  
 
      
 
    “I guess you’re right. But, there is also the fact that she may end up dying, and she might be in danger,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Well, we don’t know for sure if she would be in danger,” Travis admitted.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah but I had a vision regarding it,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Well, your visions have been wrong before, right?” Travis pointed out.  
 
      
 
    “True, but still, that doesn't mean that I'm just going to let it be,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I know that Sven. I know that you're scared. I was the same way. I was scared of telling Alana everything. I know that she wanted to run away when she found out, but she didn’t. If she really does care, she will stay and listen. If you really care about her, you’d tell her everything,” Travis explained.  
 
      
 
    He sighed, listening to those words from the alpha. As much as he hated that Travis was right, he was, well, right. It made him realize that Travis was the alpha for a good reason. He always had that outside view on this crap.  
 
      
 
    “You’ve helped the others with this in the past, haven’t you?”  
 
      
 
    “Of course. Darren came to me a lot when he first got together with his girl. Lisa is pretty sweet, I'll give her that,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, she’s nice. But, you understand the problem. You know where the problems lie, and the solutions to these problems. You’re not afraid to tell others what they need to hear.”  
 
      
 
    “Of course. That’s what I'm telling you right now. I know that you’re worried about this, but the thing is, your powers may help her. It might be better if she does know everything.” he said.  
 
      
 
    “But the others don’t even know about my visions,” Sven said.  
 
      
 
    “They don't have to know unless, of course, you think it’s time to tell them. If not, then you shouldn't have to tell them. You’re not obligated to let a damn soul know about your shifter powers, but I will say that if you want to let them know, I'll make arrangements so that it’s as easy as possible for you,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Thanks, Travis. You know, I'm glad you're the alpha and not Darren. I don’t really think Darren is equipped to handle this crap,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “You're right on that one, Sven. Darren is good as the second in command, but he doesn't understand how to handle women or relationship issues. He still comes to me for help with the whole relationship he has with Lisa. So don’t be afraid and don’t worry about what the others might think. This is your life, your choice, and ultimately, it should be what you want. Don’t worry about what others think, and you should do what you feel is right for you,” he said.  
 
      
 
    Sven nodded, listening to his words.  
 
      
 
    “I know you say that, but I'm still wary about letting others know about this, you know,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I know, Sven. It’s scary. But you should tell her if only to repair the trust you guys once had,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I know. But, what about the visions. I mean, I feel like if I tell her about that, she might freak out. They're hard to explain, you know,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Vicky seems to be the type that's more open than you think. If nothing else, you should tell her. I think she may be more open to learning about you than you may think,” he explained.  
 
      
 
    Sven nodded. He knew that Vicky was the type to understand, but that still didn't mean that he was ready and comfortable to explain it.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I get that, but will she run away if I tell her that I saw her fight me, attack me and that I can see into the future? I don't know, Travis, and I fear that if I tell her, she might get scared, and it may make things worse,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Here’s the thing, Sven, you worry about what others think too much. I know that you care about her, and if you do care about her, you should let her know. She should know by now the truth about you, and if you want to be serious with her, you should be honest. Do you think she’s the one, your mate?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    Sven thought about it. He did like her, but the idea of being a mate with her was still something that he wasn't totally sure of yet.  
 
      
 
    “I don't know Travis. I like her, and I had sex with her, but I'm worried about bringing her in any deeper with this,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Well, you’ll never know if she is until you try to sit down and have a real, honest conversation about it. I know that finding a mate isn’t easy for you, Sven, and I know that you’re not the best at getting along with others. I'm still surprised that you accepted her offer for a date, but I guess that's to be expected. You should know by now that with the right choices, the right ideas, and the right life, you’ll be happier with the results as time goes on. I think you should be honest, even if it is just to find out whether or not she feels the same way,” he said to Sven.  
 
      
 
    Sven nodded, listening to the words that Travis uttered. Why was he always so damn right on the money with this? Why was he so correct? It bothered him knowing that Travis seemed to get it when others didn’t. But, it was nice, that's for sure, and he definitely was quite excited about this.  
 
      
 
    “Fine. I'll do it,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Good. Tell her the truth, Sven, and you’ll notice that things will get easier. I know that at this point, it can be better for you, and you’ll be much better off with time. I think you have an idea of what it is that you need to do,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I do, Travis. I know what I must do. And that is to tell her everything,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Good. You’ll be happier this way. Anyways, I should go check on Alana. She’s been feeling sick recently. Part of me wonders if there is more happening with her than she’s telling me. We have been trying for a kid, but who knows,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Wow. I hope it happens. Congrats, if so,” Sven said.  
 
      
 
    “Don’t get too excited, she may just not be feeling that good ‘cause of the weather. Anyways, I better get going,” Travis said.  
 
      
 
    He went outside towards his home, and Sven looked forward. He needed to talk to her, even if it meant that their relationship would be strained, and things would be awkward.  
 
      
 
    He waited until daytime the next day to call her. He knew that Vicky was off on Wednesdays, and when he called her, he expected her to not pick up immediately, for that was just part of the course with all of this. He then heard her speak after a moment.  
 
      
 
    “You’re back,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I'm sorry for acting the way that I did. I know it wasn't fair to you, and I'm sorry I'm so shit with relationships,” he stated. He felt bad about this, but then, after a moment, she spoke.  
 
      
 
    “No, I probably moved everything too damn fast. I have a bad habit of doing that,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “It happens to the best of us. But, I wanted to talk to you about something else Vicky. I feel like I should say it to you in person though. I'm not comfortable with telling you about it over the phone. That’s because it’s pretty significant to who I am, and it might help with explaining a few things. You deserve to know the truth, and something else that I haven’t told any of the shifters, minus the alpha,” he said.  
 
      
 
    She then gasped. “Wait, there's something else,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. And I'm a little scared to let you know about this, but I think it’s best if we do work together through this. I know for a fact that with the way things are, we should be honest with ourselves, and we should make it so that we’re able to work together,” he said to her.  
 
      
 
    “I see. Well, if you want to talk, I'm willing to listen. Just, don’t hide it from me, please. I'm sick of others hiding the truth of what’s going on. I'm a big girl, and I can handle it. I know the truth about you being a shifter, and I didn’t run away at that point, so why would you think that I'm going to run away with any other bombs dropped,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “You’ve got a point. Thanks for that Vicky. It is really nice to know that,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Well, you’re stuck with me. I was a little pissed about what you were hiding, but I guess whatever you’ve got in the back of your head is something that you should try to figure out on your own, and make it so that you’re able to really make it right for yourself. I know it’s not easy, but you should do what’s right for you,” she said to him.  
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Vicky. It is nice to have someone who kind of understands this, who knows what is going on, and who can help me,” he said to her.  
 
      
 
    She then paused, sighing in response.   
 
      
 
    “I'm going to try to forgive. But I want the truth. I don’t want to hide this anymore. I want to know what goes through your head,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “And you’ll get that. I'll be honest with you Vicky, and I want to be there for you, no matter what the odds might be,” he told her.  
 
      
 
    “I got it. Well, how about later tonight. At the diner,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, just get a spot in the back, if that’s okay,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Fine. Can do.”  
 
      
 
    The phone clicked off, and he was happy that she at least listened to him, but he feared her response when he dropped the bomb on her, and what may happen with their relationship next.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    Vicky listened to his words, and while she did believe him, she also felt weird about what was about to happen. She wondered what may come about next, or even what they would have to do now. But, she followed what Sven asked for, heading to the diner in town and sitting at one of the seats. She waited, hoping that he didn’t end up bailing on her for some reason.  
 
      
 
    After about ten minutes, she saw Sven. She felt that little tingle of excitement that she felt when she saw him, but she also knew better than to get her hopes up. She liked Sven, but she felt a bit scared about what may come about next. What did he have to tell her that was so important? 
 
      
 
    Sven sat down across from her, at first staying silent, but then, he sighed.  
 
      
 
    “Did you get anything yet?”  
 
      
 
    “No, I was going to wait for you,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Thanks. But, you can get whatever you need. I think a cup of coffee would calm me down a bit,” he said.  
 
      
 
    She ordered some food, and after the server left, Sven spoke.  
 
      
 
    “Well, I guess this is it. I'll tell you what’s really going on,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “You don’t have to go into detail,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “No, I want to. I want to let you know everything. I talked with the alpha and he told me that I at least owe you that,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “You really don’t have to go into details,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Well, I'm going to. The truth is, Vicky, is that I'm a bit different from the other shifters. Most of these shifters that are in existence might have a power or two, but we just rely on our bear forms. But for me, I get visions,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “You mean like, you can see into the future?”  
 
      
 
    “Correct. I don’t know why this happens, if I'm going to be honest with you. I just… can see what’s going to happen to people in the future, whether it be a few days into the future, a few weeks, or a few years. I have been wrong before, but for the most part, I'm generally right,” he said.  
 
      
 
    She nodded, listening to those words.  
 
      
 
    “I see. So did you… foretell our meeting?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “Sort of. I kind of got a vision in the middle of our first date of the two of us having sex and well… it came true,” he said to her with a blush.  
 
      
 
    She immediately turned red as well, and she then spoke.  
 
      
 
    “Have you ever… gotten visions like that before?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “Nope. That was definitely something that I honestly never experienced before. I was definitely happy with that, and a little aroused, and it’s kind of why I went the way that I did with the visions. Because I know for a fact that you do care and you matter enough to actually mean something to me. Most of the time, my visions are of significant events, and I guess you were significant enough to be a part of them,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Wow. I guess I feel honored,” she joked.  
 
      
 
    “Don't worry though, they won't always happen,” he said.  
 
      
 
    She nodded, taking all of this in. she didn't think it was weird per se, but she was quite curious about this as well.  
 
      
 
    “So, Sven, there is something about this which is bothering me, and I would like to know about it,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “What is it?”  
 
      
 
    “Can you foretell… like really big events. Like when you saved me,” she said.  
 
      
 
    There was a pause, and she wondered if Sven was trying to figure out how to put this nicely. Shortly after, he nodded.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I did foretell that. When I saw you getting hurt, I followed the clues of the vision to where you were. The only reason you didn’t die that night was due to my visions, so I guess you can say they saved your life,” he said.  
 
      
 
    She immediately gasped, realizing that he was telling the truth. He did save her all those years ago, and not just because of the happenstance situation.  
 
      
 
    “That would make sense. I mean, you were in the right place at the right time. I almost felt like that was the case,” she said to him.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I also have seen visions of others. Like, when I was young I saw a vision of my sister falling off a cliff. I managed to save her life that night, before well... I got changed and she ended up passing,” he said.  
 
      
 
    She nodded. “I'm sorry for that,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “No, you need to know the truth too. I was ten when I got changed. I was always gifted with telling the future, but I never let anyone know about this, other than my sister. She was the one person that I could trust. I came from a very small village, one that didn’t have many people, and when it was attacked, they had no means to defend themselves. So they were all slaughtered,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Holy shit. So you’re the only one left?”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. Cause of my damn visions. As a child, I followed what they said, and I went to the elder. The elder said to take this crystal, hold it against your heart, and say the magical incantation, and it would help. I did that, and well… that’s how I ended up here,” he said to her.   
 
      
 
    Vicky nodded, listening.  
 
      
 
    “So did they know...about the visions?”  
 
      
 
    “Kind of. The elder took pity on me, and he listened to my story. He found out about the visions, and he was one of the few who understood. I guess I could thank him for everything that transpired. But, when I got the vision that the village would be attacked, I told him about it, but he didn't believe me,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Damn. I see how that could be frustrating,” she admitted.  
 
      
 
    “You’re telling me. I wish I… sometimes I wish that I could’ve convinced them all to listen to me. I know that it’s kind of stupid to want to inform people, but come on, I’ve done so much already, and I just want to tell people the truth,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “You're a kind person Sven. Trust me on that,” she said.  
 
      
 
    She looked at Sven, and his eyes widened.  
 
      
 
    “You think so?”  
 
      
 
    “I know so. I can tell. See, I wouldn't say that I have the same powers you do, but I can tell when others are being honest with themselves, and when they have good intentions. I sense that from you,” she said to him. She flushed as she uttered those words, realizing that it was the truth.  
 
      
 
    “You’re right. Thank you for that Vicky. It’s nice to be reassured every now and then,’ he said.  
 
      
 
    “Well, I'm being honest with you. I want to see you do well, Sven. I know that’s not easy for either of us, but I think if there is something there, we should take heed and watch out for this,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “You’re right. We do need to. I honestly wanted to tell you something else, something I might’ve come to the conclusion about earlier. When I got the visions,” he said.  
 
      
 
    She listened with curiosity. What did Sven learn? After a moment, he spoke.  
 
      
 
    “You know what mates are, right?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    “Kind of like a life partner for shifters, right?”  
 
      
 
    “You could say that. You don’t have to get married, but they’re the person you connect to the most. I don’t know much about what it’s like, or at least I thought I didn’t until you came around,” he said.  
 
      
 
    Vicky flushed as she heard those words.  
 
      
 
    “So you think I’m your mate?”   
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I honestly think so. When I think about you, I feel warm and fuzzy inside. I feel like I can trust you far more than I have others in the past. Which is, to say the least,” he said.  
 
      
 
    She nodded. “I can relate to that,” she said to him.  
 
      
 
    “Right. I can’t completely confirm or deny you’re my mate yet. I just… kind of hope you are, you know,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I kind of hope as well,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “And honestly, I’m willing to take on the responsibility of being a shifter, and being your mate, if that is the case,” he explained.  
 
      
 
    She nodded, taking that in.   
 
      
 
    “So what did you see in the vision exactly?”  
 
      
 
    “It looks like you were brainwashed. I didn’t see what happened after that, but I remember you being possessed and attacking me,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Oh geez. So I’m guessing a lot happened during then. That’s insane. .”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I’m a little worried about this myself, but I’m glad that I could tell you. It’s… a relief, that’s for sure,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I’m glad that I know. I’m a little scared honestly. I mean, I do know that it is possible to get brainwashed by others, or even possessed, but I am pretty strong and pretty logical. And I can detect auras, so maybe I’ll be okay,” she explained.  
 
      
 
    Vicky was usually correct about other people, whether they were friends or foes. He nodded and she could see the slight relief in his eyes.  
 
      
 
    “I’ll take responsibility for whatever happens. Just stay safe. For me,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I will try to. I promise that I’ll keep an eye out on what's going on so that we can fight whatever shows up,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Good. I knew that I could trust you,” he replied.   
 
      
 
    She smiled, feeling appreciative of that. Vicky didn’t do much, but she was happy to make him feel good.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. We’re in this together now Sven. You don’t have to hide anything from me. You’re kinda in this mess, and I’ll help you out of it,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Thanks for that. It is nice to have someone like you to rely on. I’ve been a little worried that you’re going to run away, so I’m going to tell you everything, even if it troubles me,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. You have to do a lot to make me want to leave, you know,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “I know that. But, you’re not like others in the past. In truth, I’ve been fearful of telling others about myself, or even my time as a shifter. I’ve never told anyone about my visions, other than Travis, but he’s an alpha. He deserves to know. So it feels good trusting someone. And I hope we can reverse the vision,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I think we can. Trust me on that,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Thanks for that. I’m glad that… that you haven’t run away yet,” he said to her.  
 
      
 
    She smiled, feeling reassured by the way he spoke. Everything about that made her feel better about herself, more secure, and it made Vicky want to help him even more.   
 
      
 
    She could tell he was acting funny, and that there was something on his mind. However, Vicky was scared to ask about it, and she figured it would be better to just wait for him to tell her.   
 
      
 
    Vicky and Sven spent the next hour or so together, talking and catching up. She did like spending time with him, and there was something about him that made her realize that even if she did have to face something terrible, he was with her, so everything would be okay.  
 
      
 
    The next day, Vicky went to work in the library. It felt like your average day, but something was off. She worked hard, but she couldn't shake this feeling that there was something bothering her. She looked around, trying to find this, but she couldn't. It was like there was something hidden from view, that she needed to find for herself.   
 
      
 
    She put some books away, but every time she turned around, she felt as if she was being watched. Was she? She couldn’t tell for sure. She went back to work, filled with tension. After about an hour or so, she heard the sound of the door opening up, and when Vicky looked over, she smiled.  
 
      
 
    “Hello there, how may I help you?” she said.  
 
      
 
    The woman didn’t say anything, instead of looking at her for a moment before she walked off.  
 
      
 
    “Okay, that’s odd,” Vicky said.  
 
      
 
    She didn’t want to think about the encounter too much, but it irked her. What was this person’s problem? Why did they act so off-putting? She looked around, trying to entertain herself for a bit. She talked to Sven for a while, but she kept watching the doorway, to see if the figure had left yet. After about another hour or so, the mysterious woman came forward.  
 
      
 
    She was dressed in all black, black robes, with a hooded face, black gloves, black shoes that she could tell from under the long robes. Their obscured face already put her on edge, but this whole encounter just felt off, like it was wrong to have this figure here. The person looked at her, and she could tell that they were here for something else, but whatever it was, she wasn’t sure.  
 
      
 
    “So, what do you need? Here to check out a book?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “No. I’m here to warn you,” the figure said.  
 
      
 
    Her eyes immediately narrowed. She felt her hands right over the phone, holding it there as she looked at the figure.  
 
      
 
    “What are you talking about? This is a library. I’m here to help you find the information you need. What are you doing here?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “Again, to warn you. I need you to know your place,” the person said.  
 
      
 
    “What the hell are you talking-”  
 
      
 
    “What I’m saying is you need to stop messing with that boy unless you want a repeat of what happened the last time,” the figure said.  
 
      
 
    “Boy? What are you-”  
 
      
 
    Then, she realized it. She realized who the boy was. It was Sven. This person knew Sven or at least made it seem like they knew. She stiffened, realizing that this person was definitely serious.  
 
      
 
    “What are you talking about? Why does it matter what I do?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “Because, if you want to live, you should stay away,” the figure said.  
 
      
 
    “Live? You’re clearly making no sense. Why does it matter to you? It’s not like you’re some sort of guardian for him or anything. He’s my boyfriend, or at least that’s what I think we are. We haven't worked out the details and-”  
 
      
 
    “I know what happened ten years ago,” the person said.  
 
      
 
    The tone of their voice immediately put her on edge. Ten years ago? Did that mean that they knew about... the whole mess that happened? How she nearly died.  
 
      
 
    “What are you talking about? What about ten years ago?”   
 
      
 
    “Don’t play dumb. Here, maybe this will jog your memory,” the person said.  
 
      
 
    She looked at them as they grabbed something from their pocket, holding it out and giving it to her. She looked at the rope, her eyes widening as she realized what this is.  
 
      
 
    “Hey come back here, I wasn’t done asking-”  
 
      
 
    “Stay away. Stay away, or both of you will die. It’s fate, and his visions will come true if you’re not careful,” the person said.  
 
      
 
    Before she could say anything else, the figure walked away. When she looked at the rope, she remembered what happened ten years ago.  
 
      
 
    The choking, the feel of this rope around her neck, how Sven had saved her life by cutting it. She remembered seeing part of the rope go missing, but it was because this person took it, the person who tried to kill her.  
 
      
 
    And they just came into the library.  
 
      
 
    In a panic, she immediately called the cops. She didn't know what else to say, but she needed to figure out what to do. After a little bit, a man appeared, this time a policeman, and when she talked about what happened, he nodded.  
 
      
 
    “So you’re saying someone covered in all black tried to kill you?” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Yes. I need help, sir. I know that this probably sounds utterly strange to you, but I know what I saw. It was that figure,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “I see. Well, I’ll put a report in, and from there, we’ll take that to our investigations department. In the meantime, you should probably be careful going home late at night. Get yourself a security guard or something,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “You’re not going to look for them?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “Nope. I know that you probably were expecting a full-on investigation, but we have very little to work with, so we can’t really help you,” he stated.   
 
      
 
    She looked at them, shocked that even the cops won’t help her with this mess.  
 
      
 
    “I see. Well, thanks for that. At least there’s a report, so if someone does come here, we can do something about it. Guess I need to be killed or something for the cops to take me seriously,” she muttered.  
 
      
 
    The officer didn’t hear her words, instead, he left shortly after. She sighed, realizing that there was someone out there actively trying to kill her. She decided to call someone, anyone, and after a moment of thinking, she decided on Sven.  
 
      
 
    After a couple of rings, he picked up.  
 
      
 
    “You alright?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    “Been better. Something happened today. I need to talk to you in person about it, however. I don’t feel comfortable telling you over the phone,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “I get that. I think we can meet up sometime tonight if that works,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, the sooner the better,” she said.  
 
      
 
    The phone clicked off, and she sighed, realizing that this wasn’t good. Whoever was trying to attack her definitely wanted to see her dead for some reason. She didn’t know why, or even the reasoning, besides Sven, and it bothered her that it was happening like this.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 11 
 
      
 
    Sven went to the library as fast as he could. He found Vicky looking downcast, her body shaking slightly.  
 
      
 
    “You okay?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    “No. I’m not,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Tell me, please, what happened?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    “I got… someone came in today to tell me to leave you alone,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Who was he? I mean, if it’s someone who is causing trouble or trying to hit on you, you should tell them to stay away.”  
 
      
 
    “No, it wasn't like that at all. They gave me this,” she told him.  
 
      
 
    She gave him the rope, and immediately, his eyes widened.  
 
      
 
    ”Wait, is this-”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, it’s from when I got attacked, ten years ago. I don't remember what happened to the second half of the rope. Well, not until now that is. They gave me this and told me to stay away. When I tried to call out to them, they were gone. I tried calling the cops but the police are really shitty here, I learned,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, unfortunately, the cops aren’t going to help with any of this. They just don’t care enough. But, this isn’t good. I don’t want you to feel uncomfortable here,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t either. I’m scared though,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Don't worry, I’m going to work on this, to figure it all out,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Sven. But you don’t have to do this alone,” she said.   
 
      
 
    He shook his head. “I never said I was. In fact, I’m going to figure out the person behind this shortly. I know that the alpha knows something about this case, and I think he can help me,” he said.  
 
      
 
    She nodded. “Okay. Thank you, Sven,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “You’re welcome. Stay safe,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Could you walk me home? I’m a little shaken up,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Course,” he said.  
 
      
 
    She smiled at him, and he could tell that, for the first time today, she felt secure. It made him happy knowing that he could help her with this. He had a feeling that this incident was linked to Emilia somehow, and he needed to talk to Travis about this. He got Vicky home, and before he left, he heard Vicky speak to him.  
 
      
 
    “You’re too good to me,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “No, I just don’t want to see you suffer,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” she replied.  
 
      
 
    “I’ll get to the bottom of this. Even if… even if it kills me,” he said.  
 
      
 
    She smiled, and he could feel his heart race slightly at the sight of that. He needed to protect her.  
 
      
 
    Sven made his way back to the den, going straight to Travis’s office. After knocking, the door opened.  
 
      
 
    “Everything okay?” Travis inquired.  
 
      
 
    “No, sir. We need to talk,” Sven stated.  
 
      
 
    “I see. Well, let’s talk then,” he said.  
 
      
 
    Travis closed the door behind him, and the two sat in the office.  
 
      
 
    “I found out whoever attacked Vicky ten years ago is harassing her once again,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “She was attacked before?”  
 
      
 
    “Yes. She was attacked, and I ended up saving her. That’s probably why we are so close right now. She apparently was harassed by someone who attacked her back then,” he said to Travis.  
 
      
 
    “That makes sense. But, why do you think he did it?” Travis asked.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t know, but they have to have a serious grudge against me, and her as well to continue this kind of harassment,” Sven said.  
 
      
 
    Who could be so mad at both of them that they would continue this jealousy spree? Who would care enough about her? He wondered all of this, but then, Travis spoke.  
 
      
 
    “I have a feeling I may know who did it, but none of us are going to like it,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Who do you think?” Sven asked.  
 
      
 
    “Remember Emilia? The one that Billy disposed of?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I remember that. Billy changed that night, and I know that girl that’s with him did as well.”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, well, they killed Emilia that night. And I know for sure that she’s dead. I sense that… she passed from this world a little while ago. But, I can still sense evil afoot. The type of evil that makes my own hair stand on end,” Travis said.  
 
      
 
    “I’m guessing it has something to do with the bad feeling I had as well,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Perhaps. I don't know for sure yet. I know that there are still many things that none of us know, and a lot that we’ll need to figure out with time. But, Sven, if you know what’s good for you, you will take some time and figure out how to keep her safe,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I will try to, but I’m not even sure I can do that,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Trust me, you can and you’ll want to. I know how it can be. You care about her, and you want to see her be safe. You know that the solution to everything is to keep her safe, so you should do that,” Travis said.   
 
      
 
    “I’m trying, sir, it’s just hard, because I know that there is something going on here, but I can’t put my finger on it,’ he said.  
 
      
 
    “Well, you should watch her movements. You should get a feel for what is happening to her. I mean, I don’t know if being all over her is the best idea, but you should be diligent about what’s going on,” Travis said.  
 
      
 
    “I will try to be,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, and let her know that you are going to spend time with her and that you’ll watch her. I know it seems weird, but it’s the best way to keep her safe,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I will Travis. But thank you. For everything,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “No problem. If it is someone that has to do with Emilia, then we need to be careful,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Why is that?”  
 
      
 
    “Because Emilia was one of the strongest foes yet. And I don’t think her ideals are dead either. I think there are others, and they are trying to start a war with us,” Travis said.  
 
      
 
    “So you think that she’s in danger, and we all are in danger,” Sven said.  
 
      
 
    “You're correct. I do think you should tell the others about your visions sooner or later, it can help all of us,” he said.  
 
      
 
    Sven stiffened, realizing that he might have to.  
 
      
 
    “I will try to in the future when things aren’t as worrisome, or maybe when the time is right,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Alright. Be safe. Keep your eyes peeled,” he said.  
 
      
 
    Sven nodded, calling Vicky moments later to explain everything.  
 
      
 
    “So you’ll basically be watching over me?”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I mean, we can make a cover or something. I can help in the library if that works,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Sure, I wouldn’t mind that,” she said.  
 
      
 
    He didn’t want to do that for the rest of his time, but he had to keep himself focused because he knew that, his presence would determine their fate. He knew that if someone was attacking her, or if there was a more powerful adversary there, he would need to be on top of that. He needed to protect her, and he would stop at nothing to keep her safe. This adversary had the gall to confront her in person, but the fact that they weren’t going so far as to physically assault her was quite surprising.  
 
      
 
    What did they want? What was their end goal? Just to scare her, or was there something more there?  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 12 
 
      
 
    Vicky didn’t mind spending time with Sven at the library. The next day, he came in with a perfectly doctored resume, saying that he would like to work at the library. Her boss agreed to it, and Sven asked for the same shifts as Vicky, since she was his ride home. It was a total lie, but it worked, and the two of them managed to get the same hours together.  
 
      
 
    For the next week, Sven enjoyed her presence. He would go in, talk to Vicky a bit, and then get to work. He would file the books while he kept an eye on Vicky since he knew that there was something else lingering in the shadows, waiting to strike.  
 
      
 
    “You don’t always have to get the same hours as me. I should be fine,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “No, I want to. Because I want to spend time with you,” Sven said.  
 
      
 
    She appreciated the sentiment, but Vicky felt stifled by the presence a little bit. She expected it to not be so bad, but she felt like he was always hovering about, waiting for something to happen.  
 
      
 
    While she did appreciate the company and was happy to have him by her side, she wished that he would give her a little more freedom every now and then. Sven was always hanging around her, and while she didn’t mind it at first, it started to get annoying after quite some time. She knew that he meant well, but she didn’t like how he was basically being a helicopter parent when it came to her.  
 
      
 
    “You don't have to walk me home every day, you know,” she said to him.  
 
      
 
    “You should know by now that I can’t let you stay here alone. You know how it is,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah but, you’re being a little overbearing, babe,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Sorry. I’m trying not to be. I just want to make sure you’re safe,” he said.  
 
      
 
    She nodded, but it was frustrating to hear those words. She knew that Sven wouldn't give this up, period, and she knew that he was definitely adamant about all of this. She didn’t know what the hell was going on, and it pissed her off a little bit. She figured that after a while he would give up, but nearly two weeks later and he was still relentless.  
 
      
 
    It only soured her mood further. She wanted some freedom, but she realized that it wasn’t going to happen like that. She liked Sven, maybe more than she was letting on, but dammit, it was a little excessive at times.   
 
      
 
    One night, when she was about to leave, she saw Sven there, waiting for her.  
 
      
 
    “You can go on ahead. I’ll be okay,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “You know better than that, babe. I want to stay by your side. I know that it’s not easy, and I get that it’s a little annoying, but I’m here for a reason,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, which I understand, but you’re almost like an overbearing parent,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “I'm not trying to be that way, I’m just trying to keep you safe and sound,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Listen, Sven, you don't have to follow me around to do that. I’ll be fine on my own,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “But-”  
 
      
 
    “Listen, Sven, I need some space. This is getting a little excessive, you know,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “I’m trying to help as best as I can babe. Trust me on this,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, well, your help is becoming too much. I need a break,” she said, moving him out of the way a little bit in order to leave.  
 
      
 
    “So you’re saying you don't need me to walk you home anymore?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    “No, I’m saying let me walk home every now and then so that I can be more independent. You’re treating me like a child, and I don’t like that,” she said.  
 
      
 
    He looked at her, and she felt a little bad for telling him that. She knew that he meant well, and he was just trying to do what's right for both of them, but she was getting sick of being coddled like this.  
 
      
 
    “I see how it is. Sorry about that,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “You don’t have to feel bad. Seriously, I just need a little bit of space, and you’re not giving that to me. It’s annoying,” she said.  
 
      
 
    She then walked off, and Vicky knew that she had probably upset him, but she needed to make some strides on her own. She wondered if he would follow her at all, but he didn’t, and it made her feel relieved, but also a little unhappy. She did wish he would back off a little bit, and it would be better for both of them if they ended up making things right. But for now, she needed to figure out her own personal issues, and get a feel for herself. She needed to have a little bit of freedom.  
 
      
 
    But, what she didn’t know was that a small price for freedom was the loss of her own free will, which would come sooner than she thought.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 13   
 
      
 
    Sven felt terrible for what he had done. He hated that he was being so damn overbearing toward her, but he didn’t want to leave her alone. He walked inside, slumping down on the chair and sighing.  
 
      
 
    “Everything okay?” Darren said.  
 
      
 
    “It’s fine, don’t worry about me,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “If it’s about a girl, you need to learn that, sometimes, you may think what you're doing for them is best, but it’s not,” he said to Sven.  
 
      
 
    Sven turned his head around, looking at the other shifter.  
 
      
 
    “What do you mean?”   
 
      
 
    “I have a feeling it has something to do with Vicky. If you’ve upset her, you need to realize that over time, it will become easier to let her live, and you will want to give her some freedom,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “It’s somewhat about that. I thought I was doing what’s best for her, but that isn’t the case,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “True. But, you’re definitely coming on a little bit strong,” Darren said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah but I don’t want her to die, you know?” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I know that, but you’re only going to make others upset if you continue down this path. You’re better than this,” he said.  
 
      
 
    Sven sighed, listening to him.  
 
      
 
    “You know, I hate it when you’re right,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “He is right, Sven. I know for sure that you want the best for her, but she’s probably just put off by the fact that you’re always asking her what she’s doing, and hovering over her when you could just let her live her life, you know,” Travis said.  
 
      
 
    Sven took their words with a nod.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. Maybe I’m being too tough on her. And maybe a tad bit overbearing,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “You are, Sven. You could be better than this, and you could make it easier for all of us. Remember, she’s a human, and she probably just hates how you’re all over her. It’s probably making things hard for her, and she needs space,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I’m trying, I swear,” Sven said.  
 
      
 
    “I know that you are, but you have to trust her. If she needs help, she’ll let you know,” Travis said.  
 
      
 
    Sven was trying to learn to let her live, but it was proving to be quite hard. He did care so much about her, and he wanted her to be safe, but sometimes it proved harder to achieve than he thought. He wondered if there was a chance that he could potentially get her to come over, maybe even live with him, but he felt that might be asking for too much, especially since they were still new into the relationship.  
 
      
 
    He just had to trust her.   
 
      
 
    Things were a bit tense between Sven and her for a while. It took about a week for the tension to finally fizzle out, but that didn’t mean things were easy for either of them. Sven would catch her giving him a dirty look, and he felt bad. He wondered if there was something else that she wanted to say. Perhaps she was waiting for whatever would happen next.  
 
      
 
    Their relationship didn’t change all that much, it was just hard for Sven to let her go sometimes. It was probably because he cared so much, but he also didn’t want to see her get hurt. He wondered if he would get a vision eventually.  
 
      
 
    One night, when Vicky was getting ready to leave, Sven looked at her with an expectant gaze.  
 
      
 
    “You’ll be fine...right?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I will be. What about you though? I can tell that you’re worried sick,” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I’m worried, but I’ll live,” he said to her.  
 
      
 
    “I know you're scared. I understand the thought, but you don’t need to worry. I’ll be okay,” she said with a smile.  
 
      
 
    He wanted to believe her, he really did, but he definitely still wasn’t convinced that everything would be alright. But, he gave her a small smile of reassurance, trying to convince both himself and her that it would all be okay.   
 
      
 
    “I’ll be fine. It’s been over a week since I started going back on my own. No need to get so worked up,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “I know, but it still doesn’t sit right with me, you know,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Sven, you need to remember I am not some fragile little girl. I’m strong enough to face whatever I need to on my own,” she snapped.  
 
      
 
    “I know but-”  
 
      
 
    “But what? I’ll be fine,” she said.  
 
      
 
    Sven sighed, watching as she left. He had to trust her. He went back to the den, seeing most of the clan there. Travis was looking at him with a smile on his face.  
 
      
 
    “You okay there, lover boy?”   
 
      
 
    “Yeah, she’s just mad about what happened. I got a little bit clingy again.”  
 
      
 
    “It’s okay. Happens to the best of us. You just need to learn your place, my friend,” he said.  
 
      
 
    Sven nodded. “I know but-”  
 
      
 
    Sven immediately got a vision. It wasn’t Vicky, but instead, it was a ruby-haired woman with big green eyes. She had large breasts and a smile of pure hatred on her face. It was then, when the vision snapped completely back to reality, that Sven looked at Travis with fear in his eyes.  
 
      
 
    “Shit,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “What’s the matter?” Travis asked.  
 
      
 
    “I got a vision. Of Laphy,” he said.  
 
      
 
    Travis looked at him with widened eyes.  
 
      
 
    “Laphy? You mean the-”  
 
      
 
    “Yes. Emilia’s right-hand woman. The one who wanted to get rid of every shifter out there,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, lovely,” he stated.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, lovely is right. So they’re still there. What do you think we should do? Should we attack?” Travis asked. 
 
      
 
    “No, not yet. We still don’t know anything, really. I’m worried though. I know that Vicky is strong, but this is the right-hand person to Emilia, one of the worst enemies that we have. She wanted to get rid of all shifters and-”  
 
      
 
    As Sven said this, he started to get a vision again. He practically fell back, holding onto the armrests and his eyes glazed over. It was practically too much to bear, and for a moment, he just stood there, looking at the sight.  
 
      
 
    There was smoke, and suddenly, a blonde-haired figure came into vision. It looked like Emilia, but she was different. She was looking right into his own eyes with a look of pure hatred. He tensed, realizing what was going on, and who that actually was.  
 
      
 
    “Um Travis?” he said.  
 
      
 
    “What is it?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    “I just got a vision. The person that showed up though wasn’t Emilia. It was some ruby-haired woman, and her gaze was piercing. I’ve got a bad feeling about this,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “That’s Laphy,” Travis said.  
 
      
 
    He immediately turned pale.  
 
      
 
    “How do you… know,” he asked.  
 
      
 
    How did Travis figure that out? He never even met that person!  
 
      
 
    “I know because I remember hearing a long time ago that Emilia had two sidekicks, one of them a blonde woman, the other a brown-haired shifter. They were both out for blood in terms of our own wellness and survival, and they aren’t going to stop until they get what they need,” Travis said.  
 
      
 
    “Lovely,” Sven muttered.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. But, I do know for a fact that what you saw could put everyone in danger if you’re not careful, so please do what you feel is right,” Travis said.  
 
      
 
    He nodded, listening to those words and sighing.  
 
      
 
    “I’m just worried about this, that’s all,” he admitted.  
 
      
 
    “You can either let this continue on like this, or you finally do something about it, Sven. You should know by now that the best thing to do in this situation is to take things into your own hands, and to do what’s right for you,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Right. I’m just worried, that’s all,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I know that you’re worried, Sven, but the best thing to do in this instance is to trust your gut, and do what you feel is right. If you need to step in and follow your heart, please do it. I have a bad feeling about all of this,” Travis admitted.  
 
      
 
    He had a bad feeling about this as well, but he wasn’t going to let Travis know that just yet. He had a feeling that, with the decisions that were made, things would change in their lives, and he would need to make the right choices at that. After a bit of debating, he finally got everything figured out, and as he thought about what to do, he sighed.  
 
      
 
    “Has anyone heard from Vicky by the way?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t sense her,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I guess it’s just my imagination then. I think I need to tell the clan the truth, about my powers and all,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “That might be for the best, Sven. I know you’re scared, but the clan won’t leave you. They won't hate you if you choose this path. In fact, I’m pretty sure most of them will be happy to hear about this,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Right. Thanks, Travis,” he said.  
 
      
 
    Sven was worried about what will happen next. On the one hand, he was happy to finally make the decision to leave his old life behind, but on the other hand, he also feared what getting Vicky involved might do for everyone. There was a lot that he didn’t understand just yet, but he felt that, if needed, he should tell everyone about this. After a bit of time, he finally made his way over to the den where the other shifters were. They were all sitting around, and when Sven got there, he looked about, trying to figure out how to start this.  
 
      
 
    “It’s okay. Trust me on this, none of them are going to leave,” Travis said.  
 
      
 
    “I know that you say that, Travis, but I’m scared,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “There is nothing to be afraid of, Sven. It’s better to be honest with your brothers than to hide the truth from everyone,” he said.  
 
      
 
    Sven nodded, realizing the situation he was in. He would have to tell them, for everyone’s sake.  
 
      
 
    “There is something that I feel I need to tell everyone here. It’s about… myself,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “What do you mean?” Darren asked.  
 
      
 
    “Well, the truth is I… I can see visions,” he said.  
 
      
 
    They all listened, nodding in response.  
 
      
 
    “I had a feeling because I could tell that, when you started to think about things, you'd space out. I knew that you probably had some sort of power you just weren't ready to tell any of us about yet,” Darren said.  
 
      
 
    “Kind of. I didn’t want to burden any of you. But, I got a vision recently, it’s about Laphy, the right-hand woman to Emilia that has always caused trouble, coming back. I know that we’re trying to avoid any more confrontation, but I know that Laphy has other ideas. I feel like we need to be aware of what’s going on, for our own sake, and for the sake of others,” he said.  
 
      
 
    They all listened.  
 
      
 
    “I’ll help out in any way that I can,” Billy said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I will assist however I can,” Darren said.  
 
      
 
    “Thanks, everyone. I’m worried about the future of our clan, but I think with everyone here working together, we’ll be okay, he said.  
 
      
 
    “That’s right. You should check on Vicky though. I’ve got a bad feeling about this,” Travis said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I don't know where she is. I want to go look for her,” he said.  
 
      
 
    Darren nodded. “We’ll prepare our own forces if there is a bigger escalation than what we think will happen. For now, you should go to her, and figure out what’s happening,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I will, sir. Thanks,” Sven said.  
 
      
 
    He left, heading over to his car. He immediately drove over to the library. He partially regretted being so cold to her that night, especially with the worry of what might be about to happen. He tried to call her a few times, but he didn’t get any response, which made him wonder just what was going on. He went to the inside of the library, but after checking all the rooms, it was obvious she already left or wasn’t there in the first place.  
 
      
 
    “I’ll check her house,” he said to himself.  
 
      
 
    He then went over there, scoping the place, trying to figure out what to do. But, he didn’t find anything. He couldn't find any evidence that she had been at home either. He tried to look high and low, in every single place she might be, but he didn’t hear or see her anywhere.  
 
      
 
    Worry started to course through his body. He felt apprehension because if what he saw was true, she would be in danger! He immediately called Travis, and after a second, he spoke.  
 
      
 
    “Travis, it’s me. Listen, we need to start patrolling, I can’t find her anywhere,” he said.  
 
      
 
    There was a pause, and then, Travis spoke.  
 
      
 
    “Very well. I’ll do what I need to do. For now, you should look around to see if you can find her anywhere,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Will do, sir,” Sven said.  
 
      
 
    He heard the phone click off, and he wondered if she might’ve gone to the park or something. He had no idea where she might've ended up, or if she was even safe at this point. The fear of all of this washed over him, and Sven didn’t know where to begin. The fact that she was missing worried him to no end, and he feared what might happen next.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 14 
 
      
 
    Vicky felt upset with everything that had happened between her and Sven, but she wasn’t going to let it get in the way of her own personal feelings. He was being stubborn and hovering all around her. She was a big girl, and she didn’t want to worry about that right now.  
 
      
 
    She did like Sven, but he had a bad habit of being almost too overbearing for her taste. She hated it, but at the same time, she understood why that might be. It made sense in a strange way, and she wondered what might happen next.  
 
      
 
    He was quiet, almost too quiet. She wondered if he had given up trying to win her heart, or if he was giving her space for other reasons. She didn't know, but she did appreciate that he had chilled out, even if it was only for a little.   
 
      
 
    As she locked the library up behind her a feeling of dread ran through her body, and when she looked out of the corner of her eye, she could sense someone there. It was a person, that was for sure. She tensed, wondering if it was Sven sticking around. However, after a moment or so, she noticed the figure approach her, giving off an air of dread as it got closer. She tensed, realizing what was going on.  
 
      
 
    There was definitely something there, and this person wasn’t good.  
 
      
 
    She watched as the figure, whoever they might be, approach, the air growing heavier as it got closer. She wanted to ask who the hell this person was, ask why in the world they were approaching her, but she felt strange like she didn’t know how to use her mouth or anything else for that matter. She wanted to say something, to let them know she was armed, but she just stood there, watching as the figure came closer.  
 
      
 
    It had the same feeling as the one that approached her randomly in the library. Were they the same person? She didn’t know what to say, but she simply looked at the figure as it came in front of her.  
 
      
 
    “There you are. I’m glad that you’re alone,” the figure said.  
 
      
 
    “Who the hell are you? And why do you need me alone?” she inquired.  
 
      
 
    “It’s for personal reasons,” the figure said.  
 
      
 
    ‘I’m not going anywhere with you, especially if you're going to be cryptic like that,” she muttered.  
 
      
 
    “Well, I’ll say right now that you are very important to me. I know what happened 10 years ago, and I would like to talk to you about that,” the person said.  
 
      
 
    She listened to the figure, wondering if this was the same person who approached her in the library. She wanted to know, but she wasn’t sure.  
 
      
 
    “Are you… the same person from before?” she asked the figure.  
 
      
 
    ”No. I’m different. I do know what happened to you all those years ago. How you were nearly killed,” the person said.  
 
      
 
    “So you do know. But why me?”  
 
      
 
    “Because you're special, Vicky. You may not realize it, but you have the power to save everyone,” the person said.  
 
      
 
    The power to save others? She wondered if this person was bullshitting her, but judging from the way that they spoke, she didn’t get that vibe.  
 
      
 
    “What's in it for me?” she inquired.  
 
      
 
    “Simple, you’ll come with me, and we’ll talk to you about your powers, and how you can… help us, you know?” she said.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t really know, but I’m listening,” she stated.  
 
      
 
    ”If you come with me, Vicky, everything will be explained. Trust me on this,” the person said.  
 
      
 
    She listened to this person, unsure if she should trust them. She was scared because they gave off the bad vibe that the person that talked to her the last time had. But, she also knew that they could just be telling the truth and her mind is playing dirty tricks on her.  
 
      
 
    “Where are we going?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “You need to come with me to the park,” the figure said.  
 
      
 
    “Alright. I’ll bite,” she said.  
 
      
 
    Vicky kept her eyes alert, wondering if Sven would come over and help her out. She imagined he was around, but she didn’t know where. For now, though, she decided to humor this person. She went to the park, which was a familiar place, but also a place that made her feel ill at ease when she was here.  
 
      
 
    “Why are we… here?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “Because, I think it’s time that you knew the truth, and we finally took care of business,” the figure explained.  
 
      
 
    “What kind of business?’  
 
      
 
    “Vicky, do you know your role in any of this? Do you know how much of a part you play in what happened ten years ago,” the person said.  
 
      
 
    She shook her head.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t, but you clearly seem to know,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “That’s because I am very close to the person who tried to kill you. Vicky, your presence has the potential to get rid of some of the worst people in this world. You have the power to change fate, and I have a feeling that, if you don’t learn it now, someone not as nice as me will tell you, and you'll be used,” the figure said.  
 
      
 
    “What does that even mean?” she said.  
 
      
 
    “What it means Vicky is... I want you to trust me,” the person said.  
 
      
 
    Trust them, she barely knew them! She looked at the person, but then, she felt a strange change of feeling.  
 
      
 
    “You’re being honest… I can tell from your aura,” she said.  
 
      
 
    "Correct. You can read auras, something most other normal humans can’t do. I know for a fact that you have powers that a lot of people dreamed they could have. But, it seems like you’re definitely smart in your ideas. I like that about you, Vicky. I really like that you’re not just another person. You have the strength, the core ideals that the person who is able to help save everyone should have,” the figure said.  
 
      
 
    “I guess. But, what do you want from me?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “I want you to trust me. I want you… to follow me, so I can show you the truth of your powers, and your ability to change fate,” the figure said.  
 
      
 
    Change fate? What the hell was she talking about? She had no idea what was going to happen next, nor did she have a feeling this would all make sense with time. She was worried, that’s for sure, and she feared what might come about because of this, but she decided to just listen. Even when things were rough, she would listen to this person, and she felt a strange pull towards them.  
 
      
 
    “You intrigue me, strangely,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Because I know the truth, Vicky. I know about your power. Come with me, and I’ll make sure that you've taken care of,” the figure said.  
 
      
 
    She trusted them. She really did. She stepped forward, seeing the extended hand that was there. Why did she trust this person so much? What did they have that was pulling her in? She didn’t understand it, almost as if she was being used in some way, but she wasn’t going to stop. She wasn't going to rest until she got what she wanted, until she finally achieved the goals that she had.  
 
      
 
    She took the hand, holding it there, and she looked over at the figure. But then, she saw it. She wanted to get away from them, but she realized that by the time she started to do anything, it was too late. Her psyche was betraying her, and when the mysterious figure turned into the person who tried to kill her all those years ago, her eyes widened.  
 
      
 
    “Holy… shit,” she said to the other person.  
 
      
 
    “You are so stupid. This has been fun, though. I’m glad that I could use you like this. It’s a shame that you didn’t figure it out sooner I think this would be even more fun if you did,” the person said.  
 
      
 
    She looked at them, feeling the anger in her body, the hatred. She was being used by this person, in ways that she hadn’t expected. She hated that this was happening, but she couldn't escape.  
 
      
 
    It was like she had been put under a spell. But, she wasn't possessed. She still had the ability to think, but it was like her body didn’t want to listen, instead of remaining still, betraying her conscience, and it pissed her the hell off.  
 
      
 
    “No...” she said to herself. She couldn't get out of this mess, nor could she do anything else besides stay there, at the mercy of this person.  
 
      
 
    “There we go. I finally caught you. Now, I can’t wait to bring you to Sven. I know that this will be fun,” she said to Vicky. Vicky started to tense up, and after a bit, she couldn't fight it any longer. She relaxed, and soon, the person smiled.  
 
      
 
    “There we go. You’re now under my control. I wouldn't say you’re possessed, let’s just say that I brainwashed you so you can’t do anything out of hand. You’ll be the perfect puppet for everything,” the figure said.  
 
      
 
    She wanted to fight it. She wanted to get away from this person. But, they laughed.  
 
      
 
    “You're in no position to get away my dear. This is the end, and you’re going to be stuck this way forever,” the person said.  
 
      
 
    She wanted Sven to find her, but she knew that they were in the middle of the forest. She then noticed a patch on the ground, one that was out in the open. As her body moved, she struggled to move her hands over to her neck, grabbing the locket and pulling it off. She then tossed it onto the ground, sighing as she looked at it.  
 
      
 
    “Here goes nothing,” she whispered to herself.   
 
      
 
    She felt her body move on its own at this point, falling into the arms of the kidnapper. She couldn't extricate herself from it, remaining at the mercy of this person, but instead of doing anything about it, she simply stood still. The person then smiled, looking at her with a smile on their face.  
 
      
 
    “This is so cute. You look so used, so tarnished, and I love seeing that,” she said to her.  
 
      
 
    She looked at the figure, and then, she felt her body jerk forward once again. She couldn't get out of this. She was a mess, a mess that couldn't extricate herself from whatever it was that this bitch was doing.  
 
      
 
    She then found her body moving, and after a little bit, she was on her way over to whatever this person was going to do with her. She just hoped that Sven could find the locket so that she could be saved, but even then, she wasn't going to hold out for that, and instead, she kept herself quiet, hoping that things would be okay.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 15 
 
      
 
    Sven rushed around, looking in all of her favorite spots. He had the other shifters keep an eye out for her, but it was no use. She wasn't here anymore, almost as if she vanished into thin air, and he wondered where she could've gone. He had a feeling that Laphy had something to do with it, but he couldn't find the exact place where she was, and that frustrated him further.  
 
      
 
    He decided to check the park again, not because he thought that she might be there, but he got the feeling that a clue was there, and when he got into the area, he noticed that the place felt different, a little bit more relaxed. He could sense that she left something here, or that a trace of her was here. He looked around, smelling for it.  
 
      
 
    Then, he noticed it. Her scent was here, and it was kind of recent. He quickly followed it, trying his best to figure out where the hell she was. After a little bit, he noticed something shining very slightly in the dirt. He went over there, picking it up and holding it in his hands.  
 
      
 
    “A locket?” he said to himself.  
 
      
 
    He opened it up, and it was a picture of Vicky and him. His eyes widened. They took this silly picture as a joke the first date they went on, yet here she was. She kept it on her because she cared that much about him.  
 
      
 
    He felt his heart race. He had to find her, even if it killed him. He held the locket up, trying to figure out what to do. He sniffed it slightly and looked ahead. This had to be her.  
 
      
 
    He waited a bit and, finally, he followed the scent. He noticed that the scent was getting stronger the more he smelled it, and that’s when he realized that she did this on purpose. She did this so that he could find her, and he was thankful for that. He wondered if she was thankful that he even had the power to do something such as this.  
 
      
 
    He looked about, trying to figure out what to do about the next fork in the road. It was then when he got a vision, one that made him stagger.  
 
      
 
    It was a forest, and it was a familiar locale. Vicky was there, but her eyes looked dilated like she was under someone’s sell. He realized where he needed to go. He quickly followed the scent, moving towards that location.  
 
      
 
    It was then when he realized the truth of this place, and why it looked so familiar.  
 
      
 
    This was where he saved her all those years ago. Back when he had stepped in to save her, it was here. He wondered what this might mean. He wondered what might come next, but he had a bad feeling about this.  
 
      
 
    He went towards the cluster of trees and looking forward. When he finally got there, he noticed Vicky was there, and he soon started to notice another familiar sight.  
 
      
 
    Laphy.  
 
      
 
    They were together. He looked at her, and she simply smiled.  
 
      
 
    “There you are. I’ve been waiting for you Sven,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “This is...”  
 
      
 
    “Correct. This is where you saved her, all those years ago but don’t worry, she’ll make quick work of you this time around,” she said to him.  
 
      
 
    “No, leave her be,” he said to Laphy.  
 
      
 
    “You really think I’m going to just do that? That’s cute, but you’re wrong Sven. This is payback for everything that you've done, for all that you’ve created,” she said to him.  
 
      
 
    “No… but why are you alive? I thought you died with Emilia,” he stated.  
 
      
 
    He could've sworn that she had died. Laphy laughed.  
 
      
 
    ”Wow, you must really be stupid to think that. No, I’m here. Unfortunately, Emilia didn’t come back to life in the way I expected her to. I thought that she may live, but that little shithead friend of yours did too much of a number on her to keep her alive. So, she perished, but her name lives on. She entrusted me to make sure that I took care of all of the shifters making my life a living hell, you included. In fact, I’m starting with you, and then, I’m taking care of all of the other little bastards that come with this, because I don’t have time for your shit, and I’m ready to take care of everyone here,” Laphy said.  
 
      
 
    He looked at her, and then, he looked at Vicky. She stared at him with a blank expression, as if she didn’t even know who the hell he was. He sighed, realizing that she had been brainwashed or something.  
 
      
 
    “Vicky, can you hear me? It’s me, Sven,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “That’s cute. Do you think she’s going to listen to you? She’s under my control, and she will stay there, inactive until I tell her what it is that I need her to do. Until I tell her to kill you. Which is going to be so much fun! I can’t wait to see your dead body there, and her being the one who destroyed on you. Oh, it’s just going to be amazing!” she said to him.  
 
      
 
    “That's where you're wrong, Laphy. I’m going to save her. This was the place that I met her all those years ago, back before… before I realized my potential. I’m here to help her, no matter what the odds,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I would love to see you try. I can’t wait to get rid of the first little rat,” she stated to him.  
 
      
 
    Sven wasn’t going to be killed. He would save Vicky, and he would make sure that she was safe and sound. He changed his form, lunging at Laphy, expecting her to not counter his attack at all, but she did, and a beam of light came out of her hands. She then changed into her own form, which was like a werelion sort of shifter, but she was much stronger than the other shifters he had to fight in the past.  
 
      
 
    He was pushed back by the beam of light, a small growl escaping his lips.  
 
      
 
    “What the hell was that?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    “That was my special attack. I had a couple of hidden magic powers, courtesy of some extra training. I've been waiting for the day to use them on someone, especially some stupid shifter that doesn’t stay out of affairs that he should know better than to get into,” she said.  
 
      
 
    He grimaced, realizing that this was happening, that he was going to have to fight this overpowered shifter. He tried to swipe at her again, but then, she tossed him back, causing him to get tossed right against the wall. He hit it with a thud, and he whined slightly. He couldn’t believe she was this strong. However, instead of moving forward, Laphy just laughed.  
 
      
 
    “Look at you. Pathetic. I knew that shifters tended to be weak, but you're the weakest I’ve seen,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “That’s what… you think,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, it’s what I know. You’re pathetic Sven, and honestly, I don't think I should even bother finishing you off. I think I’m going to let my little friend here do the honors,” she said.  
 
      
 
    He looked over at Vicky, who soon came to life. Her eyes were shining, and he definitely knew something was wrong. He looked at her as she came closer and closer.  
 
      
 
    “Vicky, it’s me, your boyfriend. Snap out of this,” he said to her. He hoped that she might listen, but then, she moved forward, punching him in the gut. The force of it was stronger than what he thought she would ever give to her. He looked at her, and then, he sighed.  
 
      
 
    “So I’m going to have to beat you without hurting you. Fuck. You need to snap out of this Vicky. You’re a mess right now. Don’t listen to this person. They don’t care about you. They only told you those lies so that you could be used by them,” he said.  
 
      
 
    She started to march forward, moving much faster than in the past since she was under the control of Laphy. She continued to race towards him, a punch hitting him in the arm. He winced slightly as he felt the force of it, his body shaking slightly. How strong was she? How much power did she have due to Laphy possessing her?   
 
      
 
    She knew some shifters could transfer their power, and she was definitely doing that to Vicky.   
 
      
 
    Sven moved backward, trying to figure out what to do about Vicky. He didn't want to hurt her, but he knew that if things kept going this way, something was going to happen. He looked at her, his eyes wide and pleading.  
 
      
 
    “Vicky, stop, it’s me. Remember, I rescued you. I'm here for you. I love you,” he said.  
 
      
 
    But, she didn’t listen. She only moved forward, punching, kicking, and throwing her whole body at him with every attack. She had much more power than usual and that worried him. He didn’t want to have to hurt her, but Sven knew that if he didn’t find a way to make her snap out of it, things were about to get worse.  
 
      
 
    He blocked every single attack, hearing Laphy laugh at his misfortune. He wondered if there was any way to snap her out of this. Would he have to fight her? He figured that may be the case, and with every attack he was forced to block, he could see the lifeless look in her eyes. She wasn’t in control.   
 
      
 
    He looked at Vicky, noticing her dilated eyes, her lack of resolve, and her body becoming more and more relentless. She wouldn't be stopping anytime soon, and that’s what worried him.  
 
      
 
    He looked around to see if there was anything he could use. She was moving her body like it was on automatic, hitting him, kicking him, punching him. He fell back, feeling her hands on his chest, punching him like there was a wall there, one that he was unable to get away from.  
 
      
 
    “Vicky, stop!” he cried out.  
 
      
 
    “No. I can’t stop,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, you can. You don’t have to do this-”  
 
      
 
    It was then when he looked in her hands, seeing what she was holding. She had a knife in her hands, and immediately, Sven felt his body shift on instinct. He wasn't going to die here. He started to move his body back, changing into his bear form as he pondered his next move. 
 
      
 
    “You can't kill her, Sven, you don't have the guts to. You would never kill your precious little girl,” Laphy said with a sneer.  
 
      
 
    That’s what she thought, but if he needed to stop her, he would do whatever it took, and save all of them. He looked at Vicky, who was still not in control of her body whatsoever. If he needed to fight, then so be it. He would fight, and he would do what he needed to do.   
 
      
 
    He grabbed her arm, twisting it, and she cried out, but it was enough to get the knife out of her hand. He then watched as she bared her teeth at him, fighting Sven’s grip. He could feel his own resolve slipping. He knew he was hurting her, but he couldn't die here. He wouldn’t let her do this. He wouldn’t die by her hands.  
 
      
 
    He cared about her far too much to let that happen.  
 
      
 
    “Vicky, stop. You know better than this,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “That’s what you think! I can’t wait to kill you,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “And throw all of this out the door?” he said.  
 
      
 
    She was about to grab his throat, to choke him, or at least try to, when she stopped. She looked at the locket, snapping out of her state.  
 
      
 
    “Yes Vicky, you know who I am. You don't have to listen to her,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I can’t… I can't win!” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, you can. You’re better than this, Vicky. You're strong, and you have good resolve. You need to realize when to give up. You can beat her, you don’t need to continue this fight. It’s not worth it, at least for you,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “No… I must… I must fight,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Remember what we had together. Remember our relationship,” he said.  
 
      
 
    She grabbed his chest, and he could see the look of disdain on her face, the bloodlust in her eyes, but then, she started to snap out of it, and he looked at her.  
 
      
 
    “Yes Vicky, fight this person. Fight their control,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “You won't win, Sven. Not with those words. She is still under my control,” Laphy snapped.  
 
      
 
    “Quiet. I'm trying to help, and you’re in the way,” Sven said.  
 
      
 
    The figure looked at him with a shocked expression, but he held Vicky, touching her face.  
 
      
 
    “Come on Vicky, it’s me,” he said.  
 
      
 
    She groaned, and he looked at her, feeling the fear of the moment grip his own being. The only thing he could do was survive, to dodge her attacks. He needed to figure out how to snap her out of it, and as he got closer, he looked into Vicky’s eyes, hoping this would work.   
 
      
 
    “Just let go. Don’t let her take control. She’s not the boss of you Vicky,” he stated to her.  
 
      
 
    He could see the grip on her consciousness starting to fade, and Sven knew that he was watching her slowly dissipate. He could see the signs of struggle. He didn’t know how much longer she could hold on, but suddenly, she fell unconscious. The control in her psyche was enough to knock her out. Sven held her tightly, checking to make sure that the force was gone.  
 
      
 
    “Sven...” she murmured.  
 
      
 
    “It’s okay. You didn’t know,” he said to her.  
 
      
 
    “I'm… sorry,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Just stay put for now. You were under a spell. I'm sorry that it had to happen like that. For now, you should… you should stay put,” he said.  
 
      
 
    Sven felt his heart wrench as he muttered those words. He did care about Vicky, and a part of him wondered if she heard his outburst, the confession of love that he made earlier. She didn’t show any signs of understanding that, and while he was a little upset by that, he understood that she wasn't in the best mindset to respond. He felt bad that she had to suffer like this, but then, she smiled.  
 
      
 
    “Thank you... Sven,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “You're most welcome. I care about you a lot, and I only want what’s best for you,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I know. I'm sorry that I was such a mess,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Just rest. I'm going to take care of this mess. Don’t follow me,” he said.  
 
      
 
    She was about to get up, but Sven stopped her. He needed to do this on his own, and Vicky was still recovering from the effects of the brainwash. He sighed, trying to figure out what to do next. He knew that if Vicky did want to find him, she could, but for now, this was his fight.  
 
      
 
    He looked forward, ready to face his adversary.   
 
      
 
    “Alright, Laphy, if it’s a fight that you want, then it’s a fight that you're going to get. I'm going to take this somewhere else though. Because she doesn't need to be in this mess,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “How sweet. I guess you do really care about her. I definitely was expecting you to leave her, and show that you don’t care about her. How interesting,” Laphy said.  
 
      
 
    “She’s not a part of this fight. You’ve got a beef with the shifters, right? Then come with me. We’ll take care of this on our own. She needs… she needs to not be involved in our fight,” he said to her.  
 
      
 
    “Very well. Follow me,” she said.  
 
      
 
    She went into a maze of rooms and Sven followed her. He heard the sound of laughter behind him, and Sven knew that she had put guards up. It would be a fight between just the two of them, and she made it so that Vicky couldn't interfere.   
 
      
 
    The stakes were much higher. He knew their future, not just as people but as a clan, was based on what he did next, and that alone was what kept Sven moving forward, and what propelled him to move in the direction he was supposed to go.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 16 
 
      
 
    When Vicky came to her senses, she expected Sven to be there, but he wasn’t. She felt like a truck had hit her, and when she got up, she groaned.  
 
      
 
    “What the hell… happened?” she said to herself.  
 
      
 
    She wondered where he had run to. Suddenly, everything came back to her.  
 
      
 
    “Oh no,” she told herself.  
 
      
 
    She couldn’t believe she did all of that. That she attacked Sven like that. She blushed, realizing her foolish mistake. She wondered if there was any way to make it up to him, or if she was basically doomed to remember this mistake forever. She had screwed up, but at least she was realizing her mistakes.   
 
      
 
    “Fuck, I knew I screwed up,” she said.  
 
      
 
    She couldn't believe that she had been so weak, that she was at the mercy of whomever it was that had brainwashed her. She remembered trying to fight it, her own consciousness working overtime in order to beat it, but it still wasn’t enough. She was still far too weak for everything.   
 
      
 
    She sighed, realizing her own weakness was going to be the death of her. She felt foolish like she would never make it to the same level as Sven and the others. She felt like she was holding him back, but she didn’t know for sure if that was the case, or if it was her own personal doubt hanging over her like that. She wondered many things, but the biggest thing she needed to do right now was to find Sven.  
 
      
 
    She saw a note there, in his writing nonetheless, and when she picked it up her eyes widened, a frown ghosting her face.   
 
      
 
    “I am going to take care of things. Don’t follow me. It’s dangerous,” she read.  
 
      
 
    Bullshit. She wasn't going to just sit there and hold onto these feelings of doubt. She was just happy that she wasn't brainwashed by whomever it was that she was brainwashed by. She tried to get up, feeling the effects of her experience, and when she tried to raise her body up once more, she cried out in pain.  
 
      
 
    “Fuck, what did she do to me?” she said to herself.   
 
      
 
    She looked around for anything that might help her. She tried to move once again, but her body was too weak, from her exertions, and she fell down once again, crying out in pain.  
 
      
 
    She didn’t want to be useless. She felt like she already was pretty useless in the grand scheme of things, and she felt like if she continued to feel this way, it would only get worse. She needed to get out of this funk, to figure it out for herself, and to get out of this hellish environment.  
 
      
 
    She thought about what she needed to do in order to get to Sven. She tried to picture where he was. That was probably how he found her, right? When he focused on Sven, she saw a vision of him, and then she saw that he was fighting in the inner part of this forest. She immediately gasped, realizing that she could see where he was. Was this some sort of weird shifter power that she picked up? Or maybe, maybe it was because they were mates?   
 
      
 
    A blush crept up on her face as she realized that might be the case. She wondered what it might mean for them if they were indeed mates. Would they have to have children? Would she be tied down, or anything? She would follow her heart no matter what, as there was a connection there between Sven and her.  
 
      
 
    She decided to follow him. She tried to stand up, struggling for a second, but then, after she suffered from another onslaught of vertigo, she managed to finally get up. Her head was spinning, but at least she wasn’t possessed by any sick bastards anymore. She looked about, sighing in frustration at her own weakness, unsure of what to make of anything, and then she realized that she couldn't fight in this state.  
 
      
 
    She could barely keep herself upright. It was so weird, but then, she looked over at the corner, noticing in the ground were two things: her locket and a small knife that she didn’t remember using before, but had a strange pull to it. She looked at it, feeling the slightly foreboding nature of it as it touched her hands. She then got another flashback, when she held the knife and had almost stabbed Sven with it.  
 
      
 
    “Oh my God!” she cried out.  
 
      
 
    She didn’t mean to do… that. She didn't want to kill him, but she knew that she was under a spell, which prevented her from thinking rationally. She grasped the knife, a tear falling down her face.  
 
      
 
    “I'm so… so sorry, Sven. I'm sorry I attacked you like that. I'm just… so sorry,” she said.  
 
      
 
    She cried tears, letting them fall onto the knife. She hoped that maybe it would cleanse the object of all of her sin. She then looked at the knife, realizing that it changed colors. Instead of having a dark, evil hue, it radiated a light color that was different from the contrasting darkness it used to have to it. It was a warm red, and it also had white undertones. She held it in her hands, but instead of feeling regret, she felt… power.   
 
      
 
    Power was so different from what she was expecting, and in truth, she wondered if this was the beginning of something else, something that… even she didn’t understand. She wondered if she could take on Laphy, and when she looked at the knife, while it wasn’t that strong, she could see that there was a potential for power from it.  
 
      
 
    When she held it in the correct fashion she was supposed to hold it, instead of feeling fear, she felt the power. It was a nice feeling, a different one from what she expected to feel, and out of the corner of her eye, she could see a rat here. She didn't know if it had anything to do with Laphy and the fight, but she definitely wasn't going to let this feeling go away.  
 
      
 
    She decided to see how powerful this was. After all, it was given to her for a good reason, right? She then held it, moving forward, and almost as if on instinct, she stabbed the creature directly in the chest. It cried out once before it perished, and she gasped.  
 
      
 
    “So this knife can… it can take down anything basically,” she said.  
 
      
 
    She didn’t have combat powers, but for some reason, as Vicky held the knife in her hands, she felt like it was telling her to use it, to go in the direction of where Sven went, and to defend him. Vicky always wanted to fight, but she didn’t know how to. However, this knife was teaching her something, whatever it might be, and she realized that this would be the answer she was looking for. She moved forward, seeing something small at the doorway.  
 
      
 
    It was a guardian wolf, one that probably belonged to Laphy’s coalition. She moved towards the side, and the guard wolf looked at her.  
 
      
 
    “What are you doing?” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, I just… I noticed something over there,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “What are you talking about?”  
 
      
 
    “I don’t know, my eye just caught something. You should go over there to take a look at it,” she said with a soft voice.  
 
      
 
    The wolf looked at her as if she had three heads, but then, he started to turn around, heading in the direction of the imaginary object that she made up. This was her chance.  
 
      
 
    With one movement, she pulled the knife out, stabbing the wolf in the back. He cried out once before falling to the ground. Vicky looked at the dead wolf, immediately realizing that she had the power to kill strong wolf shifters. This knife wasn’t just any old knife, but it was probably one that was meant to kill shifters.  
 
      
 
    And she almost killed Sven with it.  
 
      
 
    She shuddered, trying to get her head out of that place. She didn’t need to worry about that right now. She wanted to save Sven, and she now had a means to.  
 
      
 
    She looked at the dead guard, seeing a pair of bloodied keys nearby. She took them, realizing they might be useful later on. She also noticed there was a small trap over in front of him, and when she used his body to activate it, she jumped back, the explosion echoing through the forest.   
 
      
 
    Suddenly, she heard the sound of howls. She knew that was probably not the best decision, because it attracted every guard in the area, but Vicky had an idea.  
 
      
 
    She would sneak around. She held the knife in her hands, moving behind the trees, watching as the other wolves came from here.  
 
      
 
    “What was that?’  
 
      
 
    “I don’t know, but Clayton is dead and the girl is gone,” the other wolf said.  
 
      
 
    “Shit. Laphy is going to be pissed. Don’t let her go to the northern part of the forest by the pond, that’s where Laphy’s fighting that damn bear, and she has the upper hand, even if things aren’t going smoothly,” the other wolf said.  
 
      
 
    Shit, not Sven! She immediately tensed up, knowing that she needed to find him immediately, but she didn’t know where the hell he was. But, the only clue that she had was the northern pond.  
 
      
 
    If she went to the north, she would make it. She looked up at the sky, noticing the darkness, but also the North Star. She saw it after a moment and figured out where north was, traversing that way. She kept her head level, hoping that Sven would be safe.  
 
      
 
    She came across two shifters hanging out over near one of the clearings. She needed to be careful, and quiet. She moved towards the one on the left, letting her knife move straight to the shifter’s throat, slitting it. He fell instantly, and when the other turned to his fallen friend, he immediately gasped.  
 
      
 
    “What the-”  
 
      
 
    It was too late for him too. She slit his throat as well, the sound of the shifter gasping for air echoing through the forest for but a moment before he fell down, dead in front of her.  
 
      
 
    “Well there’s two of them,” she said to herself.  
 
      
 
    She kept her head level, trying her hardest to figure out what to do. She looked about, trying to avoid any gazes from shifters. She needed to make it to where Laphy was, and this would be the only way to do it.  
 
      
 
    Vicky slithered about, moving from the one cluster of trees she was behind to the next cluster of trees. She looked around, trying to spot any of the shifters. But then, she spotted one right in front of her. It locked eyes with her for but a moment, racing over to where she was, and immediately Vicky took this as an opportunity to try out a new move.  
 
      
 
    It raced towards her, but as it did, the knife collided with his chest, causing him to gasp, cry out, and make a little howling noise before it fell to the ground.  
 
      
 
    She took her knife out again, the bloodied tool becoming stained with red. She knew what she was doing, and she would stop at nothing to save Sven. She knew she was getting close, since the guards were more prevalent, but then she noticed that in the corner was a small outline of blue water. She knew that had something to do with them, and as she moved closer, she then heard the sound of a man’s voice.  
 
      
 
    “Hey, what are you doing here?” the shifter said.  
 
      
 
    She whipped her head around, and soon, two shifters transformed right before her eyes, two wolves. She knew they were the bad guys, because they had an aura of bloodlust, and they both looked at her like she was their next meal, and that they would take pride in ripping her apart.  
 
      
 
    “Get out of my way. I don’t have time for you,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “That’s what you think. You think you can win, human?” one of them said.  
 
      
 
    “Yes. I do believe so,” she said.  
 
      
 
    The two wolves laughed, each of them rushing over to attack her. She wasted no time getting out of the way, whipping to the side as they tried to hit her once again. She then moved towards one of the trees, hiding her body so that the shadow of it helped obscure her a little bit. The two shifters looked around for her.  
 
      
 
    “Where did that little bitch go?”  
 
      
 
    “Right here,” she said with a smile on her face.  
 
      
 
    She held the knife up, stabbing both of them, one by one until their bodies fell down to the ground. She looked at them, knowing that they were dead, and she listened for more sounds of others.  
 
      
 
    She wondered for a moment whether it had anything to do with the new-found powers that she had, but she felt stronger like she was able to do so much more than she thought possible. While Vicky didn’t want to get involved in fighting, and she didn’t want to hurt others, these people were out for blood, and they had probably been given the okay to kill her, so it was only fair. She then noticed Laphy out of the corner of her eye and there were sounds of struggle nearby. She knew where they were, but she stood behind the trees, waiting for the moment to strike.  
 
      
 
    “You’re Vicky, aren’t you?” a voice said.  
 
      
 
    She turned around, holding the knife, and then the person put their hands up.  
 
      
 
    “Don’t stab me. I'm not here to kill you, I'm with Sven. We’re part of the group. You should wait a bit for your moment to shine. Right now, let Sven fight his battle, and we'll take care of the rest. Help him when you need to,” the voice said.   
 
      
 
    She nodded, listening to the strange man’s words. She trusted him, even though she didn’t have a damn clue who this guy was. She had a feeling this was the alpha, but she couldn't make him out. But, she knew to listen to this man.  
 
      
 
    “I will. I'll wait,” she said.  
 
      
 
    ”Smart. I'm glad that you know when to wait,” he said.  
 
      
 
    She did trust Sven, and she would help him no matter what. There was a chance that she could get to the enemy, and beat her. Laphy was strong, yes, but she would fight for everyone and help Sven in any way she could. 
 
      
 
    But, why did she have this bad feeling in her bones? Why did this whole mess bother her so much? She didn’t know for sure, but for now, she just needed to wait and see.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 17 
 
      
 
    Sven went over to the pond, ignoring the worry that he felt. He had communicated to Vicky that, whenever she came to her senses, she should find him. He didn’t want to endanger her, but he knew that the knife that she had could kill shifters, and as long as she was logical in her judgment, everything would be fine. For now, he had his own things to deal with.  
 
      
 
    “Alright, so you’re ready to go, right? I made accommodations to fight you here on your own request,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “You have guards around, don’t you?” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Of course. Why would I leave this place unguarded?” she said with a sneer.  
 
      
 
    “I expected as much. Well, I guess here goes nothing,” he said.  
 
      
 
    He shifted, looking at Laphy, and she shifted as well, into a beautiful werelion form. She growled, and Sven let out a noise too. He would kill her, no matter what the odds may be for him.  
 
      
 
    At the moment, he didn't have to worry about Vicky getting in the way and he was thankful for that. He loved Vicky, and they could discuss those feelings when the time was right, but for now, he needed to focus on whatever was about to happen between them.  
 
      
 
    “Come get some,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “I will,” he said.  
 
      
 
    He immediately lunged forward, swiping at the lion, and she smiled, falling back and looking at him.  
 
      
 
    “You know what? I won’t even fight you with my other power. I'll kill you in this form, and I'll make sure to bring your dead carcass to your little shifter friends, and I'm sure that your alpha will love that,” she said.  
 
      
 
    He grimaced, knowing that Travis wouldn’t have any of this. He looked at her with a glare before speaking.  
 
      
 
    “That’s what you think,” he said.  
 
      
 
    He immediately attacked her once again, and soon it was a fight of varying blows, each of them being dealt with by a force that shocked him. Sven didn't realize Laphy was so strong. He knew that she had powers, but not like this. Every single blow she landed rattled his teeth, making him shudder in pain. He didn’t want to die, but her actions were making it hard to get a clear advantage.  
 
      
 
    She then pushed down on his throat, swiping at it and a trail of red immediately followed. He howled, falling back and clutching his throat. It was red with blood.  
 
      
 
    “You… bitch,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Come on, you really think I'm going to hold back. Come on, you pathetic bear,” she stated.  
 
      
 
    He could feel the anger in his body, and his form shifted once again. He grew bigger, and his silvery-white fur glowed in the night sky.  
 
      
 
    “I can't wait to kill the legendary silver bear. I didn't get a chance to do so ten years back, but I finally will now,” Laphy said.  
 
      
 
    “I'm not… going to let you win,” he said, his throat red with blood.  
 
      
 
    He wouldn't let her win. He would give it his everything.   
 
      
 
    He raced at her, his body acting on autopilot, stabbing and slashing at the other lion. She took a couple of mean hits, including one deep cut across her chest, but she also got a couple of similar blows to him as well. She looked at him with a smile, and Sven knew that he was struggling. He knew that if she continued this, he would die anyway because the loss of blood was far too much.  
 
      
 
    “I'm not… letting you win,” he said, spitting out the blood.   
 
      
 
    He closed his eyes, remembering the conversation he heard from Billy and Darren. It was a shifter power that he heard about that he knew he had within him, the one that he heard both Billy and Darren tapped into. Suddenly, a horde of strength hit his body, and his fur became whiter than before. While it was stained with red, he was ready to deliver the final blow, or at least what he thought would be.  
 
      
 
    He raced at her, pinning her down. Soon, both of them were jabbing at one another, their powers growing with every passing moment. Sven wasn’t going to let her win. He would fight until the end, even if it meant death for him.  
 
      
 
    He managed to finally bite into her neck, a deep wound that was enough to make the lion cry out, throwing him back with a force that was greater than anything he imagined.   
 
      
 
    He fell to the ground, shuddering as he tried to get up. He wondered if she was as beaten as he was.  
 
      
 
    But then, he saw her get up, a sneer on her face.  
 
      
 
    “You really think this is the end, Sven? That’s cute. I'm not going to let you win though. I'm going to kill you, and it’s going to be so much fun seeing your dead body there. Oh, how I've waited for this day. Me and my shifters will kill you. We’ll make sure that this is a sign to others that we are a force not to be reckoned with. You’re going to pay with your life for what you did to Emilia, for the fact that you killed our leader. You think killing her would’ve been the end, but it wasn’t. I'm so much worse,” she said.  
 
      
 
    Sven could feel his body tiring, and in the corner of his eye, he saw a bunch of wolves and lions, along with other cats. Shit, she actually brought her whole clan here, or at least the suckers who believed the words. He realized that if she finished him off, his body would be left for them, and they would stop at nothing to get to Travis and the others.  
 
      
 
    He needed to hold off Vicky for as long as possible, and when he realized this, he definitely had a bad feeling about this.  
 
      
 
    But then, he heard roars. They were roars that were all too familiar, and he realized that, in front of him and all over the boundaries of the trees, were his own brothers, his own clan, and he also felt her presence. Vicky was here, and he knew that she had that knife.  
 
      
 
    “That's where you're wrong, Laphy. You think you’re going to win, but I have this in the bag. My brothers and I will defeat you,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “That’s quite a positive mindset. I knew that you were pretty stupid, but I didn’t expect this,” she said.  
 
      
 
    Sven closed his eyes, realizing that Travis and the others were nearby. When he opened them, his shifters all came forward, attacking hers. Laphy’s eyes widened at the sight of this.  
 
      
 
    “No… no way,” she said to him.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, we’ll win. And we’ll make sure that you are left to rot, just like Emilia. Don't underestimate us,’ he said with a smile.   
 
      
 
    Laphy moved back, raising her paw and looking at the other shifters on her side. A group of different cats and some wolves were still there. But, Sven had a feeling that they were no match for his team.  
 
      
 
    “Get them!” she said.  
 
      
 
    Sven then turned to the other bears, knowing that his comrades would hear him. He knew that he could count on them.  
 
      
 
    “You know what to do!” he cried out.  
 
      
 
    Suddenly, he saw the shifters come together, fighting and striking the entire battlefield. Sven knew what he needed to do, and that was to defeat Laphy. He trusted in his bothers to handle the rest of the carnage.   
 
      
 
    But, where was Vicky? He had no idea where she had run off to, or even if she was safe, which worried him, but then, he heard the sound of crying, and then a stabbing motion. He then turned to her, noticing the blood on her hands.  
 
      
 
    “Vicky,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Hey. I wanted to help. I know this knife kills shifters. I'm… sorry for what happened. But thank you for saving me, before I made things worse,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “You’re welcome. Let’s attack them, though. We have not a moment to lose,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Right. Got it,” she said, grasping her knife.  
 
      
 
    Sven looked at Laphy, who had eyes red with anger.  
 
      
 
    “You’re telling me you’re alive?” she spat.  
 
      
 
    “Yes. She’s stronger than you think, Laphy,” Sven said.  
 
      
 
    “Hmm, I guess I have to hand it to you. You might be a stupid little worm, but you know something,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, and this worm is about to defeat you,” Vicky said, holding the knife and racing towards Laphy.  
 
      
 
    “No, let me take her out first. You deal the final blow,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “No, Sven. I have an idea. I think I know what I need to do,” she said.  
 
      
 
    He looked into her eyes. As much as he hated this, he had to trust her. He did love Vicky, and he knew that, even with everything that was about to happen, he did trust her.  
 
      
 
    “Fine. I trust you,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Good, I'm glad that you do, because I'm about to make our lives even easier,” she said.  
 
      
 
    She moved forward, with Sven right behind her. Laphy looked at Vicky with a chuckle.  
 
      
 
    “This is so cute. You’re standing up for your big shifter boy. What, you think this will be enough to defeat me?” she snapped.  
 
      
 
    “Yes. I know your secret, Laphy. You gave me this knife with the intent to kill, and I know that this has one secret to it that you made sure to keep from me, but I figured it out,” she said.  
 
      
 
    Sven looked at Vicky, unsure of what she meant by this, but he had to trust her. 
 
      
 
    Vicky then pushed a button, making the knife appear. 
 
      
 
    “I know what I need to do. I can use a little bit of my life force to make sure that this blow lands. At this point, I need you to help me out, Sven. I trust that you know how to do that,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “But Vicky, that’s dangerous,” he cried out.  
 
      
 
    He didn’t want to see her die. He knew that if she stayed in this form for too long with the blade, she would end up perishing, but then, Vicky shook her head.  
 
      
 
    “I know it’s dangerous. But trust me on this,” she said to him.  
 
      
 
    “Okay,” he replied.  
 
      
 
    She then held the blade up, pushing the button, and she soon cried out as the force that was being utilized with this started to suck out a little bit of her energy.  
 
      
 
    “Hah, you think you can wield that, but I can see right now that you’re weak. You’re a pathetic fool who thinks she knows what’s good for her,” Laphy said.  
 
      
 
    “I know what’s good for me, but I'm not a fool about it,” Vicky said.  
 
      
 
    Suddenly, Sven watched as her eyes changed color, and she soon started to move. Her speed was on par with that of Laphy, moving out of the way every time Laphy would reach forward to deal a blow. Sven couldn't believe it. What was in that knife? He wondered what might happen next, or even what would start to come about.   
 
      
 
    But, Vicky was relentless in her motions. She managed to step forward, throwing the knife towards Laphy, and although Laphy was able to parry the blow a few times, that didn’t mean it wasn't working. It sure was, and Sven simply watched with shocked eyes as she managed to beat every single blow that came with this. Laphy looked at her with desperation in her eyes, her pupils becoming blank. Her body was struggling however, trying to maintain composure, but she could barely stand up.  
 
      
 
    “But… how?’ she said.  
 
      
 
    “This knife has connections to shifters, and I know it can kill them. I planned to use it on you, to get rid of you and save everyone. I have the power to kill you, I don’t know why, but I do,” Vicky said.  
 
      
 
    Laphy continued to dodge the blows, but it was proving to be much harder for her than what she was letting on.  
 
      
 
    “You little...bitch,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “I know that I am. You’re not going to win though. I know my power, and I just need the right moment,” Vicky said.  
 
      
 
    Laphy continued to go on the defense, but what Sven saw next was too amazing to behold. He saw Vicky start to move slightly, grasping the knife, and in two movements, it was almost all over.  
 
      
 
    She stabbed Vicky in the side, moving her body slightly, pirouetting out of the way. Immediately, Laphy tried to lunge to attack, biting Vicky in the shoulder. She cried out, but then she stabbed Laphy in the eye, causing the shifter to fall back, howling in pain.  
 
      
 
    “How is she not dead?” Vicky asked.  
 
      
 
    “I think Laphy is only partially shifter, and she merged her body with another magical being’s power,’ Sven said.  
 
      
 
    “Correct. I merged my body with a necromancer, so even your knife won’t kill me,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “It may not kill you, but I can,” Sven said.  
 
      
 
    “What are you-”  
 
      
 
    Before she could attack, Sven moved towards her, his hands on her chest. He looked at her, seeing the half-opened eye that Vicky injured, and a look of pure, utter shock in her eyes.  
 
      
 
    “What are you doing?”  
 
      
 
    “Doing what I should've done in the first place. Kill your ass,’ he said.  
 
      
 
    He closed his eyes, imagining the power of the shifter. When he did this, just like how Travis imagined it, he also thought about Vicky, how she saved him in the nick of time, how she became powerful through the use of this attack, and how the powers haven’t completely overtaken her. He then moved forward, pushing his hands towards her neck, and with closed eyes, he delivered four swipes to her body, each of them cutting deep, and stabbing her completely in the heart.   
 
      
 
    He watched as her eyes widened once more from the shock of the blow, and when he punched her through her heart, pressing against her and pulling up, he could feel the beat of it as he ripped it out, tossing it to the side. He finished up, the vision that he had before going from white to normal, and when he looked at everyone, his vision came back, and he saw that her form was now there, dead on the ground.  
 
      
 
    Sven felt partially guilty for doing this. On the one hand, he knew that she was an enemy, and needed to be disposed of, but seeing the body there, it made him shudder with worry.  
 
      
 
    “You okay?” Vicky asked.  
 
      
 
    He turned around, seeing the knife in her pocket, worry present in her eyes.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I'm good. I'm just shocked that this all happened in this way, that, well… we won,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I honestly didn’t know this knife was so powerful. But she looks dead. I think we won,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “I think it’s not a toy that should've been given to you, but I'm not going to complain. I think the purpose of it was originally to dispose of shifters, but I guess it can work to get rid of the bad guys, right?” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. Right,” she replied.  
 
      
 
    “Anyways. It may be best if we leave that somewhere. Are the other shifters around gone?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t know,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “We captured two because they said they would tell us everything, and begged for their lives, but I do say we should probably bury the bad ones too,” a man said.  
 
      
 
    Sven turned around, and there was Travis. He had dirt on his arms and legs, but he had a small smile.  
 
      
 
    “Well, I guess it’s time for you to meet everyone, Vicky,” Sven said.  
 
      
 
    “You mean like… the shifters?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “Correct,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “You must be Vicky, right?” Travis said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. Who are you?”  
 
      
 
    “Travis. I'll explain everything in a much better place. For now, let’s clean up our mess. Sven, you know how to bury shifters, right?”   
 
      
 
    “Yeah. You bury them deep in the ground, and cover it with natural dirt, and also put something on top so that they can’t be resurrected,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Good. We’ll take care of the rest. You should also bury that knife too,” Travis said, pointing to the knife in Vicky’s hands.  
 
      
 
    “W-why?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “Because that knife is incredibly dangerous to have out in the open. Bury it about six feet deep, and make sure that not a trace of it is left for anyone to find,” he said.  
 
      
 
    He walked away, and Sven looked over at Vicky for a moment.  
 
      
 
    “You want answers, don’t you?”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. Who was that? He seemed smart but also very… unapproachable,” she admitted.  
 
      
 
    “That’s the alpha. Travis. He’s always like that. We don't normally get along, but I think it’s safe to say that he likes you, at least in a sense,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Really? He kind of acted as he hated me,” she pointed out.  
 
      
 
    “Nah, that's how he is. Travis is a bit rough around the edges, but don’t mind him. He is just trying to do what's best for the group,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Right. Anyways, what should we do with her?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “We need to bury her,” Sven said, his voice hollow as he uttered those words.  
 
      
 
    “You mean like… move her and stuff?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “Yes. I'll show you how to do it. I might need your help, I might not. For now, though, trust me on this,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Right. I will,” she replied.  
 
      
 
    He dug a hole in the ground as deep as Travis said to make it. He thought about the shifter he killed, the one who was trying to continue the legacy that Emilia left. Why did he feel like this wasn’t the ending though like it was the beginning of something more, something bigger, and something that he didn’t want to think about? He wondered if it was just his gut feeling acting up or something, because there was something almost wrong about all of this, and he couldn't figure out why. When he looked down, Laphy’s body seemed to be there, but there was something about that which bothered him. However, he shook his head again, trying to shake the bad feeling.   
 
      
 
    “I must be dreaming things,” he said to himself.   
 
      
 
    She was stronger than the other mates the guys had, so why was that? What did she have that they didn’t have? He wondered this, and he was quite curious as well.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 18 
 
      
 
    Vicky held the knife in her hands while he buried the body, realizing she had powers that weren’t like other humans, and she began to think about why that was. She hadn’t ever taken a martial arts class in her life, and it was beginning to bother her.   
 
      
 
    After Sven finished burying the body, he looked at the knife.  
 
      
 
    “I can bury it if you want me to,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Sure, but are you sure? I don’t think you should touch it,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Good point. I know how powerful that knife is. I'm still curious about it, and would almost consider letting you take it because it may help us later on, but I don’t want to go against the wishes of the leader,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I get that. Maybe I should know where it is, so that in the future if someone needs it, I can grab it. I think I might be the only one who can wield it, though,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “True. Do that. It’s probably for the best,” he said.  
 
      
 
    She put the knife in the hole that Sven created, taking a small twig and putting it there. She then grabbed one of her rings, putting it onto there, and then laying it there.  
 
      
 
    “It isn’t much, but I'll remember where it goes with this,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Good. But, do you think anyone else will find it?”  
 
      
 
    “Nope. They can't see it. I can make out this ring immediately, so if someone does mess with it, I will know,” she replied.  
 
      
 
    “Fair enough.”  
 
      
 
    After finishing the burial, there was one extra issue on Vicky’s mind, and when she looked at Sven, she spoke.  
 
      
 
    “Say, Sven, do you think that… that Laphy will stay dead?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “What do you mean? I ripped her heart out,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I mean like in general. I feel like there is so much that I don't understand, and a lot less than I do, and I feel like maybe she might come back to life. Since she was a necromancer.”  
 
      
 
    “Doubt it. You worry far too much. But, I am a bit worried about what this might mean for us as shifters. I did get the vision of her, but I haven't gotten any as of yet since we defeated Laphy,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I see. I guess it’s my imagination then. We should probably head back to go see the alpha. Travis, right?”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. Travis. He does want to meet you,” Sven said.  
 
      
 
    “I want to meet him as well. He intrigues me,” she replied.  
 
      
 
    He nodded, taking a moment to process everything that happened. He knew that she had an impact on his life, in ways that even he didn’t quite understand. When they finally finished up here, they went out of the forest, and Vicky looked back. So much was out there, so much had happened, and Vicky still wondered about the true powers.   
 
      
 
    When they got to the place where Sven lived, he looked at her.  
 
      
 
    “Well, this is where I live. This is where the shifters are. They want to meet you, and I think it is also a meeting to discuss just who you are,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Right. Why I have all these powers. Why the knife reacted to me,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Good. Let's head in,” he said.  
 
      
 
    She followed him, closing the door behind her. When she got there, four guys and three girls were there, all of them sitting around the table.  
 
      
 
    “There she is. Our lovely savior,” Billy said.  
 
      
 
    “Yep. Billy, this is Vicky. Vicky, that’s Billy, the friendly one. The one who is quiet over there is Darren, the one you met earlier is Travis, and the one who is trying to balance a form on his nose is Benjamin. He’s the newest one,” Sven explained.  
 
      
 
    “Hello there. I'm Vicky. It’s really nice to meet you. I've heard a bit about you all, but I never thought that I would get a chance to meet you,” she admitted.  
 
      
 
    “The feeling is mutual. I'm Travis, the alpha. If you have any questions about anything, you’re welcome to ask,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I'm Alana. That’s Lisa, and the other is Nikki. We’re the mates for our respective shifters,” Alana said.  
 
      
 
    “H-hello there. Wow, this is impressive,” Vicky said.  
 
      
 
    “It is. We all live together in a tightly-knit clan. The shifters that were working for Laphy back there weren't like that. They were all rogue shifters, all with one intention, and that was to do the job that they were given. I know that it all probably sounds complicated to you right now, but hopefully… once the dust settles, you’ll fit right in,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “No, it’s fine. I'm surprised. So you all can become… bears right?”  
 
      
 
    “Correct. We are all bear shifters. I kind of picked up every single shifter here when they were in a time of need, and I helped them understand their powers. Sven was probably one of the luckiest out there. We worked together, and I was helping him with his visions since he used to get them a lot,” Travis said.  
 
      
 
    “Oh yes, the visions,” she replied.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, well, you don’t need to worry about that at the moment. If you want to stick around and talk for a bit, we can. We should also discuss everything that happened. I was surprised by your powers, Vicky. They aren't unheard of, but they are unique, to say the least,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “R-right. Yeah, I guess you can call it that,” she replied.  
 
      
 
    “I would definitely say they are unique. You’re the first person I've met with this type of power, and I'm quite curious about it,” Darren said.  
 
      
 
    “Well, if you’re all fine with me sticking around, I'll stay,” Vicky said.  
 
      
 
    She sat down, talking with the other girls. Apparently, Alana was the alpha’s wife, and she was super sweet. The other two were nice as well, and Nikki was quite spunky, while Lisa had a strange cunning nature to her. It felt nice to talk to women, especially since Vicky didn't really have many female friends.  
 
      
 
    “So you’re his mate. That’s quite interesting,” Nikki said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I didn’t really expect things to go this far, but here I am,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Well, you’ve definitely picked a good one. Sven is a bit strange, but he definitely seems perfect for you,” Lisa said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I'm just happy to… have helped him in the ways that I did, you know?” she told them.  
 
      
 
    ”Right. Well, you've definitely done quite a bit,” Lisa said.  
 
      
 
    The girls all talked, but after a bit, Vicky looked up to see Sven.  
 
      
 
    “Hey, so the alpha wants to see us. He would like to talk about what happened, and where we are going next,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Right. I'll tag along,” she said.  
 
      
 
    She got up, bidding farewell to the others as she followed Sven over to the small office nearby. When they got there, the door was closed, and they sat down across from Travis. He sighed, looking at the duo and then speaking.  
 
      
 
    “I'm very sorry for what happened to you Vicky,” he stated.  
 
      
 
    “It’s okay. I mean, I know that it’s something I couldn't really have prevented, but I'm glad that I could help, she said.  
 
      
 
    “I see. So you know a little bit about us then,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Sort of. I know that you're all shifters, like bear shifters, and you've lived here for a while. I know that some people call you guys weird, but I don’t really see it,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “You’re correct on that. We have lived here for a while, probably for as long as we could remember. We are here to protect the down from others, and to help keep the balance here, but we’re all very surprised at what happened with you and that other shifter,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “You mean Laphy… right?”  
 
      
 
    “Correct. That’s the right-hand woman to Emilia, one of the worst shifters to have graced our world, and the fact that you were strong enough to defeat her is something else. Do you have any ties to the paranormal Vicky?”  
 
      
 
    “I don't know for sure. I mean, I've been able to read people’s auras for a long time,” she said.  
 
      
 
    ”I see. Well, Sven picked up on your presence long before, so it is indeed very interesting to note,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “What's going to happen to me now, by the way?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “That’s for you to decide. I don't choose what happens to the people that I save. Do you want to stay with us, or would you rather go with Sven, or just leave everything?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    She thought about it. If she left, she could go back to a normal life.  
 
      
 
    “I'd have to get my memory wiped or something if I left, right?”  
 
      
 
    “Perhaps, or maybe you’ll just forget about everything once you leave.”  
 
      
 
    “I don’t want to forget. I care a lot about Sven, sir. I know that probably sounds very strange since he is a shifter, but that’s the way that I feel,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “It doesn't sound strange at all. In fact, I respect that,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “So what should I do now? Since like… everything is happening in this way?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “The best choice for you at this point is to stay here. If you're willing to leave your home, you’ll have a place in our pack. I think you might be the woman that the legends talked about,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “The woman?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “Ahh, so you don’t know about that. I'm surprised Sven didn’t tell you. There's a legend that, when a woman with powerful energy meets a shifter, that person will help them keep the balance of the world in order,” Travis explained.  
 
      
 
    “I don't think I'm anything special,” she said.  
 
      
 
    ”But you are. You know that knife you used, right? That isn’t an ordinary knife. You have some ties to it,” he said.  
 
      
 
    She listened shaking her head.  
 
      
 
    “I don't know how, sir. I hate to sound rude or anything, but I legitimately don’t know how in the world I relate to any of that. I feel strange even saying that” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Well, the best thing for you to do at this point is to figure out for yourself what works for you. Listen to your heart. I do believe you play a major role in our future battles. The darkness draws near, and I think you’ll play a part in it,” he said.  
 
      
 
    That cryptic bullshit made no sense, but she wasn't going to get onto him for that right now. She turned to Sven, who smiled.  
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry about him. Do what you feel is correct for you,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “That’s easier said than done, you know,’ she pointed out.  
 
      
 
    “I know that, but I also know that you can't continue on like this Vicky. You need to make a choice.”  
 
      
 
    She listened to Sven, and while she hated that he was correct, she knew that this was what she had to do. Making choices wasn't always her forte, and she hated doing it a chunk of the time, but upon hearing Sven there, telling her all of this, and explaining it to her, she knew deep down that this was what she had to do.  
 
      
 
    “Fine. I think I'm going to stay. So like, what role do I have to play in your battle? I feel like I don't even understand that yet myself,” she admitted.  
 
      
 
    “We don’t know. The shifter balance has been out of sorts, ever since my fight with the local shifters here. Something about this place keeps drawing power, and I think it has something to do with whatever might show itself later on. I thought Emilia would be the last of it because she’s caused us far too much trouble for what she’s worth, but I don’t think that’s the case. I think... I think there is something more here, something greater than what any of us know. We don’t know for sure yet, but you do remember the location of the knife, right? Just out of curiosity because we may need it later on,” he pointed out.  
 
      
 
    She nodded. “Yeah. I know exactly where I buried it. Hopefully, it’s enough,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “It should be, Vicky. I know you’re worried about what this means for all of us, but the thing is, we don’t know. The future is in an unknown state, which could mean both good, and bad things. I know that it’s not easy to figure it out, and I get that you’re worried about what will happen now. But, being knowledgeable in your endeavors, and working towards the future is the essence of our clan. We want to make it so that our world is a better place,” he said.  
 
      
 
    She nodded. “Alright. Then I'll stay,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Are you sure?” Travis asked.  
 
      
 
    She nodded. She looked at Sven, and then at him.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, if Sven is here, then I'm staying. End of story,” she said.  
 
      
 
    He smiled. “Smart choice. I like a lady who knows what she wants. I knew Sven made the right choice. He and I don't always get along, but I only want what’s best for my boys,” he said.  
 
      
 
    ”Right. Thank you,” Sven said.  
 
      
 
    “Not a problem. Anyways, I'll let you two go. I'm going to do a little bit of research on that knife, by the way, so if you could potentially tell me what it looks like, I'll do my work,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Alright. It looks like this.”  
 
      
 
    After Vicky explained the knife, Travis’s eyes widened.  
 
      
 
    “Woah. It was a real knife that could kill all of us. I've heard of it, that only those with strong hearts can wield it due to how powerful it is, but I never expected it to be real. Very well, I'm going to head out anyways. I miss Alana, and she misses me too,” Travis said.  
 
      
 
    “I see. We’ll be going too,” Sven said.  
 
      
 
    He grabbed Vicky, carrying her bridal style out of the office, eliciting a slight gasp from her mouth. He laughed, and Vicky blushed.  
 
      
 
    “You didn’t need to do this, you know,” she muttered.  
 
      
 
    “But what if I wanted to?” he said.  
 
      
 
    He brought her to a strange house near the rest of them, and when they got inside, it was about the size of a small apartment, but there was a modern look to the whole place. She marveled at the granite counter-tops, the siding, the floors, and the electronics that were all in the living room. However, he stopped in the bedroom, one that had beautiful cream furniture and blue walls, and for a moment, Vicky just took a second to drink in the sights.  
 
      
 
    “Wow,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “You like it?”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I'm glad that… that you brought me here,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “You’re welcome. I'm glad I could make you feel good as well,” he said.  
 
      
 
    He sat her down, looking at her as he then spoke.  
 
      
 
    “What you said back there, are you sure about it?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    She knew what he meant. It was about sticking around here.  
 
      
 
    “You’re stuck with me, Sven. You can't get rid of me that easily,” she laughed.  
 
      
 
    “Good. I'm glad to have you around, and you do anything but bother me, you know,” he teased.  
 
      
 
    “I know, I'm just glad that I can finally have a say in something. This is the first time I've stood up for myself, and told others what is really going on. This was also the first time that someone actually believed me,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “You mean like...”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, about the whole seeing shifters and auras and such. My family never did, and it’s always been a sore point for me. But now, now that I know people will believe me, I feel happier, and I feel much better about myself. So thank you. For that,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “You’re very welcome Vicky. I want you to be happy,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I want to stay here. I am so happy to be here. When I first met you, I knew that there was some sort of connection. I just… I know what my heart wants. I don’t want to be left alone anymore, and I hope that makes sense,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “It does. Trust me on that,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Okay god. I was worried for a brief second. But, I know what my heart desires, and it’s to stay here, to be with you, no matter what happens next,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “That is what I want too. To be with you,” he told her.  
 
      
 
    “Good. Honestly, there was one thing that’s been sitting in the back of my head, something that has been aching for a bit,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “What is it?” he inquired.  
 
      
 
    “It’s about all those years ago. When I think about it, I feel like it’s a whole different world. I was hurt back then, but now, when I think about all that’s happened, I feel better. I'm glad that I met you. You helped me seize my full potential, helped make me stronger, and I feel so glad that you saved me. It’s a lot to take in, and a lot to really think about, but Sven, I'm not going anywhere. You’ll have to drag me away to get away from me,” she teased.  
 
      
 
    “Good. That’s all I want. To see you happy, and to make you feel good,” he said.  
 
      
 
    She smiled with butterflies in her heart. She did know what she wanted, and the words that escaped her mouth were truer than anything she ever said before. The kiss that they shared was something magical, and for a long time, the two of them just pressed their lips together, both of them unable to leave the other.   
 
      
 
    The time they spent together, the little kisses, the little touches, the feelings of adoration that they had for one another, it was too perfect. As he kissed her, she felt that growing need within, and when he pulled away, he looked at her with a questioning glance.  
 
      
 
    ”Do you want to… do it? He asked her.  
 
      
 
    She nodded, blushing. “I want to.”  
 
      
 
    He smiled, pushing her down, causing her to let out a surprised glance as he started to kiss her harder and harder, the excitement growing within her body. She could feel her heart racing, her mind spinning, and the desire growing within her body. She loved everything about this, and she could tell that he was enjoying this as much as she was.  
 
      
 
    The aching desire for him started to become more and more intense. She could feel the growing need, and when he started to press his tongue against her mouth, asking for entrance, she quickly responded, letting him in. The desire for more, the raw need for this man, the hunger in her body and mind, everything was driving her wild.  
 
      
 
    She knew that her body couldn’t resist his touches. He started to move his lips harder against there, and she gripped his back holding her hands there as they made out. The raw, aching desire, the passion that erupted between their bodies, the raw, whole need that grew within her, everything was driving her mad. She could feel his cock hardening against her leg, and she knew that he was just as interested in continuing this as she was.  
 
      
 
    When he pulled away, a little sting of saliva connected their lips. He looked at her with a devilish grin.  
 
      
 
    “I'll make you feel amazing tonight,” he said.  
 
      
 
    He started to move his lips downwards, causing her to let her body relax, tensing up against his own, and she could feel her heart beating faster and faster. This felt like the first time all over again, but it felt different.  
 
      
 
    There weren’t any awkward questions about their relationship, about what this meant for them, or the future of what they wanted, there was just the desire for one another, the growing need to make the other person happy, and the raw pleasure that made her shiver with delight.  
 
      
 
    He began to press his lips against her neck, lightly pushing a bit harder than he did before. He sucked on her flesh, causing her to let out a moan as he left a mark against her neck. The lips moved away shortly afterwards, but she remembered the way that this felt, the aching need for more as he started to smile at her.  
 
      
 
    “Feel good?”  
 
      
 
    “Y-yeah,” she said to him.  
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry, I'll take it nice and gently tonight,” he told her with a purr.  
 
      
 
    She blushed, but he soon descended down her neck, peppering her with kisses. She shivered, moaning in response to everything. He was making her feel things she normally didn’t feel, and she liked it. She knew that he wouldn't give up until she felt satisfied, and as he got to where her collarbone was, licking and sucking on the flesh there, she cried out, moaning in response to his actions.  
 
      
 
    She wanted more. She craved more from this shifter, and he wouldn't let her go. His lips then moved towards the side, nibbling on the flesh there and eliciting a moan from her lips. She then felt him pull back, and she could feel the beginnings of a bruise start to form.  
 
      
 
    “It’s my way of saying that you’re mine,” he said, smiling at her.  
 
      
 
    “I… I like it,” she told him with a smile.  
 
      
 
    ”Good, because I want to hear those sounds from you again,” he said with a low, rumbling sound.  
 
      
 
    She moaned in response to his words, the aching desire growing within as he started to press his lips towards the edge of her shirt. His hands moved to each side, pulling the garment off, over her head. She gasped as she felt the cold air hit her body, her nipples hardening from her bra. He then moved his lips towards the outer crevices of the small mounts, teasing the edges of it, making her shiver with delight.  
 
      
 
    “Ahh,” she cried out.  
 
      
 
    “It’s okay to make sounds, my dear. I like hearing them,” he said with a purr.  
 
      
 
    The way he uttered those words turned her on more than it should've, but she loved hearing it, and everything about this moment was driving her to the edge. She knew that he was the one for her and that this was what she needed. He moved his hands to the back of her bra, undoing the clasp like it was nothing. She shivered as she felt the underwear fall to her hands, and she soon tossed it aside. Sven looked at her, his eyes glazed with lust as he started to move his hands up to her nipples, touching them slightly, causing her to let out a small moan of desire. It felt so good, the pleasure of all of this driving her to the very edge of it all. 
 
      
 
    He was teasing and pushing his fingers to the tip, pinching the two little nubs and making her cry out. Vicky immediately started to cry out, feeling the aching need growing within her. Everything about this made her heart race, and she could feel her entire being start to change.  
 
      
 
    She wanted to just stay in this moment forever. The sheer force of his hands against her nipples, the touch that was there, all of this was enough to drive her insane. She craved more, and as he continued to tease them, letting his hands move about, followed by his lips against her nipples, she could feel her eyes rolling back, the growing need in her body, and the desire to just cry out in pleasure there starting to envelop over her.  
 
      
 
    He continued to tease, lick, and suck on the two little buds, making them hard, and she could feel her own body starting to grow needier with every single touch. She could feel it starting to take over her own being, everything making her want more. She craved this, her body aching for more of this, and then, after a brief moment, he pulled back, but it was then when Vicky realized just how overcome with desire she was. 
 
      
 
    She pushed Sven down, causing him to let out a small gasp of surprise.  
 
      
 
    “Let me take care of you,” she said.  
 
      
 
    She soon moved towards where the obvious bulge in his pants was, pulling them off without a second thought. Sven just looked at her, his eyes widening as she finished getting them off his body, revealing his large, aching cock. She could see the beads of precum there, and she licked her lips in desire.  
 
      
 
    She hadn’t done this before, and the fact that Sven was looking at her with such anticipation, such need, made her shiver with delight. She definitely wanted more, and she could feel the desire growing within her. She definitely could feel her body aching for more, for him, and she soon started to let her lips move forward, pressing her tongue against the tip of his member. She flicked her tongue there, moving it slightly with every single moment. He groaned, making a face of pure, utter arousal. This was fun, and she was loving every minute of this.  
 
      
 
    She started to press her tongue against the edge of this, moving her lips until they were around his cock. He let out a groan as she started to push herself deeper and deeper downwards.  
 
      
 
    He was big, and she only managed to get about halfway down before she could feel her throat gagging on his member. She moved back, and for a moment, she looked at him, her eyes widened with shock.   
 
      
 
    “Oh. I didn’t expect to go that far,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “It’s alright. Trust me, you did well,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “T-thanks,” she said to him with a flush.  
 
      
 
    “You can keep going if you want,” he said.  
 
      
 
    She looked at his cock, standing at full mass and leaking precum. She wanted to continue, and for a moment, when she looked at him, she knew for a fact that she was definitely excited about this. She then pushed her lips further downwards, getting to the point where it was right against the very base of his cock, and while she did feel like gagging, she didn’t do that. She wanted to prove herself.  
 
      
 
    She then pulled back, moving her lips up and down against his cock, using her hands to help stimulate him. He groaned, his body aching for more from her, and the drive, desire, everything in between was making her hot with pleasure. She wanted to see just how far she could take this, and then, after a couple of moments, she then felt him groan. He pushed his hands to her hair, pulling her up to look at her.  
 
      
 
    “I-I can’t wait anymore,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “You mean like-”  
 
      
 
    “Yes. I want you, Vicky. I want to be inside you,” he said.  
 
      
 
    She flushed, but she quickly nodded.  
 
      
 
    “I want to get on top,” she said.  
 
      
 
    She moved towards where his cock was, pulling her pants and panties off. She blushed as she felt her slick heat right up against his aching member. When she moved downwards, she let out a small gasp at the tightness that she felt, but then, after a brief moment, she simply waited there, getting adjusted to the size of his member. He was big, and while she had it before, it felt different this time around, like she was not used to it. It almost felt like it was their first time once again.  
 
      
 
    As she started to move up and down against his body, she started to look at him, seeing the aching desire in his eyes, and the craving in his body.   
 
      
 
    He held her there, his hands on her hips as she started to move up and down against him faster and faster, everything making her shiver with delight. She could feel her body going crazy with pleasure, the aching need for so much more making her moan in pleasure. She was definitely feeling it, and every single movement, every single plunge into her made her want to just cry out.  
 
      
 
    As she rode him, losing herself in the moans of pleasure, he let his hands move upwards, snaking over to her nipples, making her shiver as he started to push his fingers there, and he let one of his hands move downwards to between her legs, lightly touching her clit as she started to ride him harder and harder, crying out in pleasure as she felt her body moving faster and faster. She loved everything about this, and she could feel her whole being change. She knew that she was close, so damn close, and she didn’t want to stop.  
 
      
 
    It was like a drug. She was addicted, but she knew that she was making the right decision in life. She didn’t want to leave this shifter’s life, and she knew that he didn’t want to leave her either.  
 
      
 
    After a few more thrusts, she could feel her body started to tense up, and his fingers started to find their way to where her clit was, touching it there. It was like a switch, charging her entire being, making her shiver with delight, cry out in complete lust and pleasure, and she knew that she was going to lose it at this point.  
 
      
 
    She then started to scream out, the pleasures of the moment driving her crazy. He moved her off as he came, but then, Vicky moved between his legs, sucking up the seed that escaped his cock.  
 
      
 
    The two of them looked at one another, both of them enjoying the other’s company. She then smiled, and for a second, she simply looked at Sven, smiling.  
 
      
 
    “That was… amazing,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “It was. It was better than last time, if I do say so myself,” he said to her.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. It was better than last time. I want to… I want to do that again with you,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “We’ll have all the time in the world to do that, then,” he said with a smirk.  
 
      
 
    She blushed, but she then moved to his lips, kissing them slightly. She felt happy about what happened, and for a moment, she simply stared into his eyes.  
 
      
 
    “By the way, Sven, would it be weird if I told you that I love you? Because, I love you,” she said.  
 
      
 
    She blushed, realizing that this was definitely different from what he probably normally heard. But he simply smiled, nodding.  
 
      
 
    “I'm guessing you didn’t hear that one time then,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “You said it before?”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. When you were brainwashed, I said I loved you. I know that wasn't the best time, but it came out at that moment. Maybe it did help get you out from under her control, I'm not sure. But I said it once, and I'm glad that I was able to tell you,” he said to her.  
 
      
 
    She nodded.   
 
      
 
    “I'm glad that you told me too,” she said to him.  
 
      
 
    “Good. I'm glad that I said something. But I love you a lot, Vicky. I've never felt this way before, and I know it’s scary, but let’s see where life leads us. I know that we’re not fully out of the woods yet, but I would love for you to stay with me. You’re under no obligation to, but I want to be with you,” he said to her.  
 
      
 
    “I… I want to,” she said to him.  
 
      
 
    “Good. Then that settles it. When you’re ready, we can get everything squared away,” he said.  
 
      
 
    She smiled at him, realizing that she was about to start a new life.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I can’t wait to not live alone. I like my apartment, but I feel like this is the beginning of the life that I've been wanting, the one that makes me happy,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “I know. I'm going to make sure you’re taken care of. And I'm going to make sure that nobody bothers you ever again,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Sven. You’re… amazing you know that?” she stated.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I know you think that I'm just a shifter though, but I hope I can continue to be amazing,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Good. I'd love that,” she replied.  
 
      
 
    They kissed once more, making love a couple more times that night. Everything felt so right, so perfect, and for Vicky, she had a feeling that this was the beginning of a brighter, better future than she thought possible, and she couldn't wait to see what the future had in store for both of them from here on out.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 19 
 
      
 
    As Sven laid there next to Vicky, admitting his feelings that he had for her, he knew this was right. Even in his heart, he knew that telling her this was the correct thing to do, and what was needed.  
 
      
 
    It was so different to feel happy about life. Sven usually kept to himself, mostly settling for his life as a shifter, not getting involved in much else, but having Vicky around changed everything, and Sven loved that about her. She was perfect for him, and he loved everything about this.  
 
      
 
    Still, there was something about this whole mess which sad oddly with him. He wanted to know what it was exactly, but couldn't pinpoint it. He wondered if it was just his imagination, and he began to wonder if he was just overthinking things.  
 
      
 
    The next morning, he got up, seeing that Vicky was there. He looked at her, and for a moment, both of them just stared at one another.  
 
      
 
    “You okay?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I think it’s safe to say that last night was exactly what I needed, and I'm happy things transpired in this way,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I am too. I love you, Sven. We should see what everyone else is doing,” she replied.   
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I do have a couple of questions I would like to ask Travis personally. Just about you, if that’s okay,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, that’s fine. I'm going to head out to the library right now anyways. I have a shift there today that I totally forgot about, and I think I should head in so I don’t get fired. I don’t know of anyone who can cover for me either,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Very well,” he replied.  
 
      
 
    They parted ways after giving one another a kiss, and Sven felt a warmth inside. He was so happy to have Vicky in his life, and everything about her made him smile. However, there was still that dark cloud hanging over him, looming as he left his home.  
 
      
 
    He went to the main house, and when he got there, he saw Alana in the kitchen with Lisa.  
 
      
 
    “Vicky isn’t staying?”  
 
      
 
    “Nah, she’s busy today. She’s taking one of the shifts at the library. She’ll be back later on,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “You sure it’s okay to let her go like that?” Nikki said.  
 
      
 
    “She’s strong, and plus we don’t have to worry about Laphy or anyone else for now, and I think we’re safe,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Alright, whatever you say,” Nikki said.  
 
      
 
    She always had a bitchy vibe to her, and Sven didn’t really like her. But he tolerated her because she was Billy’s partner. After eating breakfast, he turned to Travis.  
 
      
 
    “By the way, are you free to talk right now?”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I am. What’s up?”  
 
      
 
    “There's just a few things I'd like to ask you. About Vicky,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Alright. Is it okay if Darren hears about this too? I know he’s not the alpha, but he’s my second-in-command and-”  
 
      
 
    “Darren should be here to hear this. I want to pick his brain for answers too,” Sven explained.  
 
      
 
    “Very well,’ Travis said.  
 
      
 
    After a bit, Darren followed the two of them to the back room. It was a small conference room that they only used when they needed to discuss larger matters involving the group, and this was definitely a much larger matter. When they got inside, Darren sat down in the middle, and Sven took his left side. The three of them didn’t say anything for a bit until Darren looked at Sven, prompting the discussion.  
 
      
 
    “So, I wanted to know if either of you knew a little more about Vicky, and her powers,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I've been trying to research it, but no dice. Apparently, she’s got powers that even we don’t understand,” Travis said.  
 
      
 
    “I have a theory I know what she is, if we’re going to be honest here. But, I do think you’ll need to meet her parents to fully confirm it,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “What do you mean?”  
 
      
 
    “Do you know about those humanoids that are extremely skilled in fighting, but are actually beings with powers? I think that’s the case with her. She’s at least a medium, but I think it runs in her family, but don’t take that as something set in stone. I don’t know, but you’d have to know for sure from her parents,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, like that’s gonna happen. Vicky told me that she hadn’t talked with them in forever,” he stated.  
 
      
 
    “Fair enough. That’s just my guess,” Darren said.  
 
      
 
    “Regardless, whatever happened to her in the past is connected to us, now. I fear that something much bigger is about to come along, but I don’t know what it is. I've been trying to patrol around the area, but since Laphy was killed, there’s been nothing. Not a single soul has caused issues related to the clan, and I'm quite confused,” Darren explained.  
 
      
 
    “I mean, if we don’t know anything right now, the best thing is to wait right?” Sven said.  
 
      
 
    “Correct. We should work on our skills. Do you know the power yet? The one that makes us stronger in the presence of our mates, or when they’re in danger?” Travis asked.  
 
      
 
    “I think so. I remember feeling worried about Vicky, and I suddenly got stronger. And I was able to see where she was. Was that really due to the power though?  
 
      
 
    “Perhaps. We don’t know for sure how it works per se, but we do know that it has something to do with what we sense our mates are doing. So, keep that in mind when you’re trying to figure out how to increase your power. Think about her, for she plays a big role in this,” Travis explained.  
 
      
 
    “Right. I will. I guess if I get any visions, we should all meet up once again,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I think that’s for the best,” Darren said.  
 
      
 
    “Correct. You should be careful though Sven. I'm… I'm sorry for not listening to you before, but you know how I am with that. I'm a stubborn fool, but I hope you can forgive me,” Travis said.  
 
      
 
    “It’s okay. You didn’t know, and I guess this is just a lesson to learn,” Sven said.  
 
      
 
    “Correct. Which I guess is a good enough lesson for all of us,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Right. Anyways, we should all be on guard,” Travis replied.  
 
      
 
    “I plan to be. Lisa has been checking through different journalism outlets too, seeing if there was anything. And Billy told me his girl was also listening to patrons to see if there was anything funny, but she’s been pretty useless for the most part when it comes to information,” Darren said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, we don’t exactly get along,’ Sven said.  
 
      
 
    “I noticed. I guess you don’t like the fiery types?” Darren asked.  
 
      
 
    “Nah, I like mine weird, but persistent,” Sven said with a laugh.  
 
      
 
    The guys all laughed, and after a bit, Sven got up, bidding farewell to both of them. As he left, he wondered if what his mind kept thinking about was just his imagination, or if it was something more.  
 
      
 
    He had a feeling it was the latter, but he didn’t want to worry anyone yet. He still couldn't shake that nagging feeling, but he wondered if things would dissipate with time.  
 
      
 
    After a little bit, Sven went back to his place. Vicky got back, and the two of them spent some time together, kissing and cuddling. Vicky turned to Sven, and she looked at him.  
 
      
 
    “You’re worried about something,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “It’s nothing. Don’t worry about it,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “No, don’t give me that shit, Sven. Tell me,” she replied.  
 
      
 
    She was acting like Travis, but instead of feeling defensive, he knew he needed to at least let her know a little bit about the feeling in his heart.  
 
      
 
    “I'm just thinking about things, you know? Like how we managed to defeat others, and how we managed to win. It feels nice knowing that I could do that,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I get that. I'm glad I could help too,” she replied.  
 
      
 
    “There is something that I would like to ask you, Vicky. Do you know if your family was versed in any kind of magic or the occult? Travis told me that might be the reason why you could wield the knife with such control,” he explained.  
 
      
 
    Vicky shook her head.  
 
      
 
    “Not to my knowledge. I think I just learned from my own practice of magic and the occult. It was something I was honestly obsessed with for years, like in a very unhealthy way, but nowadays, I just kinda wait to see what happens instead of seeking out the spirits or practicing séances to find out,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “That makes sense. Thanks for letting me know,” Sven said.  
 
      
 
    He trusted her. He did believe her, and he wondered if maybe her diving into that subject was the reason why she had all this power. He figured it was a subject best left for the future, and best left for another day.  
 
      
 
    About three days passed, and Vicky didn’t leave. It was very relaxing to have her around, and for the first time in a very long time, Sven felt happy. He was relieved to know that she was here with him, no matter what they needed to face next, but Sven had a nagging feeling in his body, one that kept bothering him.  
 
      
 
    One night, after they made love, Sven laid there, his eyes staring up at the ceiling. It lasted only a moment, but it changed everything.   
 
      
 
    Sven saw it happen, and as he saw the sky grow red, he saw a large, imposing figure. It was huge, and it destroyed the land around him.   
 
      
 
    The vision then changed from the fighting to Travis losing his head and the figure that was resurrected laughing in response.  
 
      
 
    “Foolish to think you’ll win! I defeated all of you,” he said.  
 
      
 
    Just like that, the vision went away, and Sven looked over at Vicky, who had widened eyes and a look of fear on her face.  
 
      
 
    “What just happened?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “I… I don’t know Vicky. I'm trying to figure out myself just what happened, and what I saw. It was a little scary to say the least, but I definitely don’t like the way that it felt,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, your aura changed a lot at this point. It was like… like you were dying. It was a bit scary, and I almost thought that I had to get Travis or something,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “I think we need to see Travis. I need to tell him. We’re all in danger,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “How though?”  
 
      
 
    “I don’t want to explain here. It’s better if we talk to Travis about this,” he explained.  
 
      
 
    Vicky nodded, following him out of the house and over to where Travis’s place was. He knocked on the door, and moments later, Alana showed up, looking at them.  
 
      
 
    “You guys look like you've seen a ghost,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Kind of. Listen, Alana, we need to talk to your partner. There's something going on, and we need to discuss it with him,” Sven said.  
 
      
 
    “Very well. Let me grab him,” she replied.  
 
      
 
    She called out for Travis, and moments later, he trudged over there. When he saw both of them, his eyes widened, and Sven could tell he knew something was wrong.  
 
      
 
    “This is serious,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I think we need to talk with Darren about this too. I saw something. He needs to know,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I see. I'll go let him know. Go to the conference room that we were in the other day, and we’ll go from there,” he said.  
 
      
 
    Sven nodded, taking Vicky’s hand and heading over there. As they were about to leave, Travis spoke.  
 
      
 
    “She’s going to be there too, right?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, Vicky was around when I had the vision. She has a right to know,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Very well. I expected nothing less,” he said.  
 
      
 
    The two of them went over to the conference room, an anxious air around all of them. Sven didn’t know what was going to happen next, or what Travis would say. It worried him, that’s for sure. He didn’t know what to do about any of it, other than to hope for the best and expect the worst. He sat with Vicky, both of them not saying a word. She knew better than to ask about this right away. He wondered if she was as worried about this as he was.  
 
      
 
    After a bit, there was the sound of footsteps coming in, and the door opened up. Sven saw Travis and Darren there, both of them looking at him with expectant eyes.  
 
      
 
    “This better be good,” Darren said.  
 
      
 
    “It is, sir. I had a vision,” Sven said.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, lovely. Of what?”  
 
      
 
    “I got a vision. It’s not over. I don’t know the details, but the vision that I got showed me a large shadow, one that was bigger than I ever saw before. I also saw flames everywhere, and it was like it triggered a demon or something. But that’s honestly not the worst thing I witnessed either,” Sven said.  
 
      
 
    They all looked at him, and he soon sighed.  
 
      
 
    “What I witnessed was… the downfall of our clan,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I know that soon real battle will begin. That's what I saw. Now Travis, what I'm about to tell you might be a little bit surprising, but I had to. I can't lie to you, and you deserve to know. Plus, you’re more mature than others if I mentioned this to them,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Tell me. I must know,’ he said.  
 
      
 
    Sven felt a pang of guilt as he was about to utter these words, but he knew what he had to do.  
 
      
 
    “Travis I… I saw you beheaded in my vision. Whatever it was that is trying to kill us, and it succeeded with you. I didn’t see anyone else die, but I think it’s safe to say that we do everything in our part to keep the clan safe from whatever is out there,” Sven explained.  
 
      
 
    Travis nodded, listening to him.  
 
      
 
    “I see. Is there anything more you can tell me,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Not right now sir. I don’t have much else, but I think Vicky needed to hear this too,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I'm sticking around by the way. I want to stay here. You all make me feel welcomed, and I'm happy to help in any way that I can,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Very well. So you do know a bit about magic and the occult, right?” Travis said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I didn't get any other information, other than the aura that Sven had,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Really now? What aura?” Travis asked.  
 
      
 
    “It was like… like he was dead. I don’t know much about what is happening, Travis, but I think we should stay on guard until we can figure out exactly what it is that’s going on,’ she said.  
 
      
 
    “I see. Very well then. I guess this is the decision we’ve made,” Travis explained.  
 
      
 
    “Correct,’ Darren said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I know this potentially puts everyone in danger, but we just have to be on our guard,” Sven said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. There is a big risk here. We don’t know what we are up against. Normally, I’d say let’s just ignore it but you weren’t wrong in the last couple of instances. I trust you, and I know that you're telling the truth, Sven. For now, I think we should all stay in the same location and not venture out too much, unless we’re going to our jobs. There is trouble brewing somewhere, but I can’t figure out where, and that's what annoys me the most about this,” Travis said.  
 
      
 
    “You’re telling me. I hate that I don’t know either,” Sven said.  
 
      
 
    “Well, your job is to keep her safe. She has powers, more than my mate, and more than Darren’s mate. You might be onto something, Vicky, and while it is very strange for a human to know all of this, you don’t really know for sure yourself, so I believe it’s just coincidence,’ he said.  
 
      
 
    ”Yeah. I want to help you, sir. I think it may benefit all of us. I know that I'm not strong, but there is something about me that is different from the rest, and I don’t want to stay here without assisting you with this, which is part of the reason why I'm sticking around too,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Very well. Thank you for that by the way. You’re a good person,” Travis said.  
 
      
 
    Vicky blushed, and Sven thought it was cute. However, he did want to talk to Vicky about something once this was all over. She wanted to stay here, and a part of him wondered if that meant living with him. He would figure it out later.  
 
      
 
    After they all agreed to keep watch over the area and everyone safe and near, they parted ways. Travis looked at Sven, and Sven looked back at him, wondering what the alpha wanted.  
 
      
 
    “Sven, keep her safe. I have a feeling the enemy might want her. She’s powerful,” Travis said.  
 
      
 
    “Indeed. Should we tell anyone else about this?”  
 
      
 
    “No. We need to keep them out of the loop for as long as possible,” Travis said.  
 
      
 
    “Got it. Thanks, Travis,” Sven said.  
 
      
 
    “You’re welcome. Anyways, I gotta get back to Alana. See you around,” he said.  
 
      
 
    He walked back, and Sven felt happy that he told someone about the vision that he had. He was happy that Vicky was safe, but he did feel apprehensive about the future. However, there was something else that he wanted to ask Vicky, and when they got back to the house, he turned to her, blushing as he uttered his words. However, as he was about to do so, a force attacked, pinning Vicky to the ground.  
 
      
 
    “Ahh!” Vicky cried out.  
 
      
 
    “Vicky!” he screamed.  
 
      
 
    The figure came out, bloodied and looking at Sven with a smile on her face.  
 
      
 
    “Pleasure to see you again Sven,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Laphy...”  
 
      
 
    “Isn’t it funny how things happen? I expected this to be a heartwarming experience for all of us, but now, I get to see all of you die by my hands. And I even brought a little present as well,” she said.  
 
      
 
    In her mouth was a sword, one that glowed a bright yellow color, and when Sven stared at it, he immediately jumped.  
 
      
 
    ‘But...”  
 
      
 
    “It’s over, Sven. It really is,” she replied.  
 
      
 
    She then lunged at Sven, but before he was attacked, Vicky held the knife up, parrying her attack.  
 
      
 
    “But… how?” Sven said.  
 
      
 
    “I had it on me. Stay back, Sven,” Vicky said. She brandished her knife and   
 
      
 
    Sven watched as she started to fight Laphy. They each dealt blow after blow, every single one of them getting closer to their vital points. Could Vicky win? He thought she killed Laphy, but it was probably just a mere wound.   
 
      
 
    Vicky saw the sword coming at her, and she blocked it, but the force of the blow was enough to send her back.  
 
      
 
    Laphy laughed, moving forward and then holding the sword at her neck.  
 
      
 
    “I can’t wait to see all the blood,” she said with a snarl.  
 
      
 
    Laphy slashed at Vicky, and as Vicky tried to run away, she felt it graze against her hand. She screamed, but it was like there was no sound coming out. She needed to win. Sven was trying to help, but she looked back at him.  
 
      
 
    “This is my fight. She’s got a means to kill you. I think… I think I know how to kill her,” she told Sven.  
 
      
 
    “How?”  
 
      
 
    “Come closer, but not too close,” she said, skirting away as the knife cut her a second time.  
 
      
 
    She saw Sven amble closer to her, and Vicky smiled.  
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry about me. I’ll be okay. You need to come here and help me grip the knife,” she explained.  
 
      
 
    Sven listened, but that didn’t mean he would be able to do so easily. He moved over there, moving towards the knife, but Laphy then cackled, stabbing Vicky in the leg.  
 
      
 
    “How pathetic! You fight his battles ‘cause he can’t fight his own. How cute,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Ahh!” she screamed out.  
 
      
 
    “Vicky, please!”  
 
      
 
    “Sven, don’t, you’ll die if that knife touches you. Just come over here. I have an idea,” she replied.  
 
      
 
    Vicky was serious, and while Sven hated to see her get hurt, he knew he was in the range of her knife. He followed her words, dashing over.  
 
      
 
    Vicky closed her eyes, hoping she could win, but then she felt a hand on the handle of her knife, gripping it with her.  
 
      
 
    “Sven?” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Hey. Let’s finish her off. Together,” he said to her.  
 
      
 
    She looked at him, immediately turning red. He then moved upwards, taking the knife and with his help, they both leaned forward, stabbing her in the heart. Vicky helped brace him, even though she was coughing up blood from the attack. Sven kept her strong though, holding her arms. It was a deep wound, and she even cried out, but Sven watched as she fell back, blood pooling out of her chest.  
 
      
 
    “I guess… this is it,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “It is. It’s over,” Vicky said.  
 
      
 
    “That’s so funny. The fact that you think you can beat me. You won’t win. The prophecy will come true,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “How much do you know about the prophecy?” Sven asked.  
 
      
 
    “Enough that you don’t need to know the details,” she said with a smile.  
 
      
 
    Vicky and Sven both held the knife, the power of both shifter and human commingling together to form a different kind of power. Vicky knew why Laphy had come back to life, it was because she was a part necromancer. The fact that she could manipulate her body to live on.  
 
      
 
    “We need to figure out a way to kill her. She’ll just revive herself, like last time!”   
 
      
 
    “I know, but how?” Vicky asked.  
 
      
 
    He saw Laphy getting up again, and despite Vicky stabbing her in the heart multiple times, she was tenacious. Sven never encountered an enemy like this before, let alone one that could regenerate. He looked about, when suddenly, a voice interrupted them. He looked out of the corner of his eye, and he noticed Alana, Lisa, Travis, and Darren there, each of them ready to fight and in their shifter forms. However, Alana had something in her hands, and she then threw it over to Sven, crying out.   
 
      
 
    “Here!”   
 
      
 
    Sven caught the bottle, looking at the contents.  
 
      
 
    Alana had given them both a vial of something, and when Vicky held it in her hands, she realized it was holy water.  
 
      
 
    “Dip the knife into that,” she said.  
 
      
 
    Vicky looked at Sven, and Sven helped uncap it.  
 
      
 
    “You need to deal the final blow,” Vicky said.  
 
      
 
    “No. We are doing it. Together,” he said to her.  
 
      
 
    “But what about-”  
 
      
 
    “Vicky, I can’t do it alone. I’ll help keep your body balanced and braced. But we need to do this together, in order to get rid of this damn necromancer.”  
 
      
 
    He looked over at Vicky, who was ready to argue, but then, she nodded.   
 
      
 
    “Alright,” she replied.  
 
      
 
    They both held the knife there, the shining dagger glowing in the light. A little sparkle of holy water trailed down the side of the knife, and when Vicky saw the hue it possessed, she knew immediately what to do. She would have to kill her with this, to put an end to it. Sven would help her in whatever way he could, hoping that the knife wouldn’t touch.   
 
      
 
    As he saw Laphy resurrecting herself, Vicky let out a cry, plunging the knife into her chest and holding it in there. Laphy let out a bloodcurdling scream before finally dying. She felt the pain this time around. Sven could tell that this was the end, and she wouldn't come back to life.  
 
      
 
    “You did it,” he told Vicky.   
 
      
 
    However, before Vicky could even look down, Laphy started to slowly fade away.  
 
      
 
    “Jesus,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. It’s her fate I guess,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. Anyways, we should probably get back,” Vicky replied.  
 
      
 
    Sven nodded, and he moved behind Vicky. They looked back at the others, and Alana quickly tended to Vicky’s wounds, which thankfully weren't deep. Sven looked at her, and when he felt the footsteps behind him, he turned.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, Darren,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “You two need to talk about the future. It’s not my place, but I see it in your eyes,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I will, Darren, thanks,” he stated.  
 
      
 
    Darren walked away, and soon, Sven was alone with Vicky. She hobbled back, and finally, they got to the house. He could see the look in her eyes, the desire to explain something, something that she wanted to say before they were interrupted.  
 
      
 
    “What do you want to tell me?”   
 
      
 
    She moved back, and after a brief second, she sighed, turning to him and speaking.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 20 
 
      
 
    “You want to stay, right?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    Vicky looked at him, realizing what he was asking.  
 
      
 
    “You mean with… you guys, right?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. You mentioned it to Travis, but I was a little surprised myself,” he admitted.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I want to. I realize that being with you is nice. I don’t feel like I'm lying when I say that I love you and that I want to be with you. It’s relieving in all honesty,” she admitted.  
 
      
 
    Vicky didn’t think this was the end for them either. She thought it was the beginning of something beautiful.  
 
      
 
    “Really?’  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I know it’s different, especially for me. I'm used to being a loner, but this is nice. I feel like I have something going for me now.”  
 
      
 
    Vicky felt better than ever. She wasn’t going to worry about the past anymore. Nor was she going to hold herself back. Sven smiled, taking her hands.  
 
      
 
    “Good. I'm glad that you could finally overcome the trauma that you had,” he explained.  
 
      
 
    “I am overcoming it. I'm getting stronger by the day, and I'm excited about that,” she replied.  
 
      
 
    She looked at him, giving him a long, passionate kiss. The two of them stayed like that for a bit before she pulled away, grinning.  
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Sven,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “For what?”  
 
      
 
    “For being there for me. It’s appreciated,” she said.  
 
      
 
    He blushed, and then, he spoke.  
 
      
 
    “You think I'm just going to leave?”  
 
      
 
    “No, it’s not like that. See, I've always been the type that struggles with feelings. Ever since the mess with my parents, I never opened my heart to anyone. But, when I think about you, I feel better. There is some kind of attraction to you that makes me happy,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “Good. I feel the same way. I am glad that you’re able to understand yourself a little bit better,” he admitted.  
 
      
 
    “I do. I feel like I'm stronger than ever before, and I guess if they ever come to me, I will forgive them, but for now, it’s best to not worry about that. I found someone that understands me, that gets my issues, that wants to help me in any way possible, and I appreciate that,” Vicky said.  
 
      
 
    She didn’t feel weighed down by her past anymore, which was different from what she was used to, but she certainly was happy about this. When she looked at Sven, she saw the happiness in his eyes, and she felt so much better about it all.  
 
      
 
    “I'm glad you’ve made the change, Vicky,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I am glad too. I couldn't have done it without you though,” she said to him.  
 
      
 
    He nodded.  
 
      
 
    “I know that I played a big part in this, but it’s still surreal how much I've helped you,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah well, I normally don’t seek out help, so this is different for me,” she said.  
 
      
 
    She was stubborn, and she knew this. Vicky was known for not letting her emotions get the best of her in the past, and to not let them seep out, for fear of others judging her. But now, now that she knew Sven wasn’t going to leave, that he understood her trauma and struggles, she felt ready for action and ready for whatever would come about next, her parents be damned.  
 
      
 
    “Do you think you can move out relatively soon?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    “Depends. I forget when my lease expires, but I'll see if there is a way for me to get out of it early,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “If not, it’s fine, we can go there from time to time so you can get your mail and stuff,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Thanks, Sven. It’s really nice that you’re willing to help me and all,” she said with a flush.  
 
      
 
    “It’s nothing,” he said to her.  
 
      
 
    She nodded.  
 
      
 
    “It is something to me, that’s for sure,” she told him.  
 
      
 
    “I know, but you don’t have to worry about anything happening from here on out. I'm here for you, no matter what,” he said.  
 
      
 
    She nodded, knowing he was serious about that. He wasn't going to leave her, and she was happy about that.  
 
      
 
    “That makes two of us. I have no desire to leave, and I didn't want to let you go either,” she told him.  
 
      
 
    He nodded, listening to her.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I'm glad that you don’t either. I would be a little sad if you did,” he said to her.  
 
      
 
    She nodded.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I would be too. I'm glad this could work itself out, even if it’s a little different from what we both expected,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, well, I'll help you move, and I'll make sure that if anything happens, you have someone strong around,” he said.  
 
      
 
    She smiled, knowing he was being honest about that.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I feel the same,” she replied.  
 
      
 
    She went to the leasing office the next day, only to find out her lease expired at the end of that month. She was surprised that they hadn’t told her about it, but they had figured she would stick around. Vicky was a little shocked, but she wasn’t going to let that get in her way. She planned on moving out, and as she put her things away, she looked at the empty apartment, feeling a bit sad that she would have to see it go, but also a little relieved.  
 
      
 
    This place held memories, memories of the past that she wasn’t ready to keep around yet. She needed time, time to get away from it all, to work on living her best life.  
 
      
 
    After she finished packing the last box, she texted Sven, telling him that if he wanted to get the truck today to start moving things, that would be fine. She then went out to the balcony to get some air, and that’s when she heard a knock at the door.  
 
      
 
    “Who could that be?” she asked herself.  
 
      
 
    She looked behind her, and then at the door. Was that Sven.  
 
      
 
    “You know you could just come in, Sven-”  
 
      
 
    As she opened the door, she dropped her box that she was about to bring out to the truck, looking at the person that was there.  
 
      
 
    “Mom?” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Hey, Vicky,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “How did you-”  
 
      
 
    “I found out that you lived here from a friend. Your dad and I moved back to the area,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “I see. But how did you figure out I live at this complex?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “I found out through some of your posts on social media, and I know that it isn’t much but… is it okay if we could talk?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “Sounds a little bit creepy, but fine,” she said, looking over at her mother with slight frustration.  
 
      
 
    She knew that her mom meant well, but the fact that she was so adamant about seeing her made her feel on edge. She wondered why that was the case, but as she sat down, looking at her mother, she wondered what might happen next. There was an awkward silence, and then, she spoke.  
 
      
 
    “I'm very sorry. For everything,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Mom, you literally tried to put me in a mental asylum. I don’t know why you think I can just forgive you for that,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “I know, but there was a reason for it. It was because we were afraid that you’d figure out the truth,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “What do you mean?”  
 
      
 
    “Have you realized that you have powers yet? Powers to talk to the paranormal, to control your emotions and various items in your life?” she said.  
 
      
 
    “You mean like… auras and such?”  
 
      
 
    “So you can sense them,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Mom, you’re not making any sense. You need to explain this to me. Because… because this is pretty fucking important,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “You deserve an explanation. Alright, here’s where it begins. The truth is dear, you’re actually born from a family that is very deep in the occult. Both your father and I have strong powers, and we are both very attuned to them,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “No way,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “I guess you’ve experienced this?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “Sort of. I mean, I don’t know how to explain it without it sounding weird, but mom, you don’t understand. I've been feeling this all my life, and when I got attacked a while back, you made it seem like I was crazy. Why did you do that?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “Because I was afraid of what telling you would bring about. The thing is, my dear, that there is a lot here that you don’t know, a lot that I'm scared to tell you about, but I think it’s time that you learned the truth.”  
 
      
 
    Vicky felt a little anxious as she heard those words. How come she was now telling her this? Why did she wait so long? Vicky didn’t know what her mother had planned, but then, her mother took a deep breath, speaking.  
 
      
 
    “Vicky, your history and lineage comes from strong spiritual mediums, and your ancestors have always had connections with bears. Do you like bears?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I do,” she replied.  
 
      
 
    “Then that may be why. If you have a strong connection with them, that’s probably the reason. We were scared when we found out the truth, and we knew you had a bit of a different mindset compared to the other kids, and we were scared of what this may mean for you. But, I think it’s safe to say that you’ve figured out a little bit of this on your own,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “So you didn’t tell me because you were afraid of what I may do?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “Correct. I know it’s a pitiful excuse, but that’s the reason why we kept everything secret up until now. Why we didn’t tell you everything,” she admitted.  
 
      
 
    “I get that. I wish you were more honest, mom, but I'm not going to get mad about it. There is no sense in getting upset over the past. It’s the past, and right now is the future,’ she said.  
 
      
 
    “Correct. Which is why I'm here. I came here to try and make amends. For everything. I'm sorry that I was so scared to tell you everything. And if you ever want to discuss this, I am free to listen. Hell, if you ended up with a shifter, I would be very happy,” she said.  
 
      
 
    Vicky blushed, and then, as if on cue, she heard the sound of someone behind her.  
 
      
 
    “Vicky?”  
 
      
 
    “Hey, Sven. This is my mom,” she said, her eyes filled with tears.  
 
      
 
    “Oh my gosh,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “So you’re her partner. And I can tell you’re a shifter,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, mom. This is my boyfriend, Sven. He is a shifter. And he helped me through a lot,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “So you’ve figured out my daughter has powers,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “I have. But, what does that mean for her?”   
 
      
 
    “It means that she needs to learn to harness them, and if they show up, then that’s fine. I would rather she understands herself then subject her body to nothing more than hatred and disdain,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “I see. Well, I'm glad that I met you then,” Sven said.  
 
      
 
    “I am too. Take care of my daughter. I trust you,” her mother said.  
 
      
 
    Vicky looked at Sven, who was just as shocked as she was. She then looked back at her mother, who was smiling.  
 
      
 
    “So, Vicky, do you want to stay in touch? I know that I wasn't the best parent, but I feel that it might be best for us,” she said.  
 
      
 
    Vicky pondered this. She did have a lot of feelings involving her parents, and she did have a lot of anger still, but the fact that her mother was trying to fix this, in her own strange way, was enough for her.  
 
      
 
    ”You promise not to kick me out of your life again, right?”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I promise,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Then I'll keep in touch. I'm sorry that things happened this way,” she admitted.  
 
      
 
    “You did nothing wrong, Vicky. It was mine and your father’s mistake. We were scared to tell you everything, and we realize now that it was foolish of us to do that,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “I know. But, I'm sorry that everything kind of happened in this way,” she admitted.  
 
      
 
    “You’re fine. We learned our lessons. That’s the best thing that you can do, right?”  
 
      
 
    “True. It is the best that we can do. I'm just glad that we both realized this,” she admitted.  
 
      
 
    “It takes a lot to realize this, but I'm glad that we have,” she said.  
 
      
 
    There was another set of footsteps, and then, her father showed up.  
 
      
 
    “Dad?”  
 
      
 
    “Hey, Vicky. So I guess your mother explained everything,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “Kind of. So you know about… my powers then, right?’  
 
      
 
    ”Yeah. I was the one who was scared to say anything, but I'm glad that I finally got to see you again. I know it’s not that easy, but I hope that one day, in the bottom of your heart, you can forgive us. We want to be better parents to you, and to make up for not believing you or listening to you all those years ago,” he said.  
 
      
 
    She felt like crying as he uttered those words, and it made her feel warm and fuzzy inside. It was amazing to hear this, and she was so shocked by everything that happened that she didn’t know what else to say. Tears fell down her face, and she realized that she did have a family again, even though it wasn’t always the easiest to deal with.  
 
      
 
    “I forgive you, dad. I really do,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Thank you. I'm glad that you can have the heart to forgive. It makes me feel happy,” he said.  
 
      
 
    ”There's is no sense in holding onto the past. I am going to move out of here though. I'm moving in with Sven. I feel like that’s where I belong, that’s where I'm destined to be, and I'm glad that I have your support,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “You do. You really do,” he replied.  
 
      
 
    “I love you guys,” she said.  
 
      
 
    She gave them both hugs, feeling happy about everything that transpired. She knew for a fact that no matter what happened to her in the future, she would be able to see them again. She was worried about what may happen next, or what she would need to do to make everything right, but for now, the fact that she didn’t have to worry about their relationship sinking again was nice.  
 
      
 
    Her dad and Sven helped her move everything to the truck, and as Vicky said goodbye to them, she also looked back at the drab apartment that she had in the past. The apartment that held a lot of memories, mostly bad, but occasionally good. When she heard the sound of Sven next to her, she sighed.  
 
      
 
    “You know, I didn’t expect it to happen like this, but I'm glad that I did. I feel like I'm in a much better place now,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “You are. You have people that love you, and you handled your parents in a very mature manner. I'm proud of you,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I'm proud of myself too. Now, I can begin my new life, my new world, and even if things get rough later on, I think everything will be okay,” she said.  
 
      
 
    “Of course. Don’t worry about the visions or any of that crap. I think it’s best to keep that to ourselves, and if something happens, we’ll deal with it then. For now, there's really no sense in getting upset over it,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “You're right. Thank you,” she replied.  
 
      
 
    “You’re most welcome. I'm glad that I have you here,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “I am too. You make everything worth it, and you make it easy for me to forgive and move forward with my damn life,” she said with a smile.  
 
      
 
    “I try,’ he replied.  
 
      
 
    They kissed, and for the first time in forever, she felt at ease. She didn't feel stressed out about her past, about her family, about the shifters, or whatever. It felt relieving, that’s for sure, and for Vicky, she knew that they would be okay. They would succeed, and the shifters would all live happily ever after.   
 
      
 
    She wanted to have the best life possible, and she knew that with Sven, that would be possible. She would only worry about the potential that tomorrow had for her, and would try not to get hung up on the bullshit of life.    
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 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    It was already a quarter to five and Chrys would be late for her shift, this was already her sixth time being late. She couldn’t afford to be fired. Since college life wasn’t for her, she had made a promise to her sister, Harmony, that she would get a job and put in a little more effort. Harmony had gone on honeymoon with her husband Roan, and Chrys told her that she could handle it.   
 
      
 
    Harmony would be blowing her top, if she found out. Chrys thought to herself as rushed around the corner, almost bumping into a man talking on the phone.  
 
      
 
    “Hey, watch where you’re going!” He shouted at her.   
 
      
 
    Chrys, while still running, turned back around and shouted back, “sorry, sir!”  
 
      
 
     Then, again she wouldn’t be too keen if she knew what it was I was doing to make me late.   
 
      
 
       
 
      
 
    For the past two years, after discovering that she came from a line of Hunters, humans that hunted down Shifters and supernatural creatures, she had taken up the family business – except she wasn’t hunting or killing them, but bringing rogues in for questioning.   
 
      
 
    Harmony rested on her hands and knees, taking long deep breaths. “T-Thank, goodness, I-I made it.” Her breathing was erratic, and her chest heaved up and down. She stood up and pushed open the glass door to the ice cream parlor. The cold rushed over her skin and she shivered, she knew she should have worn long sleeves.  
 
      
 
    There were already customers in line and they turned their attention to Chrys. Immediately heat began to rise off of her skin at being the center of attention and she saw her boss at the counter.  
 
      
 
    “Miss Ashur, late again, are we?”   
 
      
 
    Carl Webster pushed his wire-rimmed glasses on top of his straight nose. He had a sideways bob haircut and his dark brown eyes narrowed at her in disapprovement. 
 
      
 
    “Er, sorry, about that Carl,” Chrys mumbled. Some of the customers grumbled in frustration at having to wait. “I just slept through my alarm... Again.”   
 
      
 
    Carl Webster grunted.   
 
      
 
    “It’s your responsibility to be on time, I told you that. If you’re late one more time, you’re fired, now clock in and then assist these customers. Connie’s in the back organizing, I’m going to my office.”   
 
      
 
    Chrys sulked to herself and walked behind the counter and walked through the silver swinging doors that read ‘Employees only’. Once she made it to her locker she took her uniform black hat out, that read ‘Icee Freeze’ and sat it on her head. Then, she removed the black apron and wrapped it around her waist.   
 
      
 
    “I really hate this job, I should have taken the antique job Harmony had worked at,” Chrys mumbled. She approached the time slot machine against the wall by the door and put in her ID numbers to clock in.   
 
      
 
    “Time for work. I hope Connie gets done with inventory soon.”  
 
      
 
    When she left out of the backroom, Carl was finished making someone’s order, but when he turned around he handed the ice cream scooper to Chrys.   
 
      
 
    “Get to it.”  
 
      
 
    Chrys grabbed the scooper and Carl walked around the counter and to his office that was against the wall.   
 
      
 
    “Hello, and welcome to Icee Freeze, what kind of topping can I get you?”  
 
      
 
    ***  
 
      
 
    After Chrys had dealt with the orders and the last customer left out of the store, the back doors swung open and the brush of air from the momentum brushed across her neck.  
 
      
 
    Chrys turned around and noticed a girl with medium length orange hair wearing the same uniform that she was wearing. She leaned against the counter by the cash register.   
 
      
 
    “So how was inventory?” Chrys grinned, knowing that no one liked going into the freezer to count over one hundred boxes of ice cream products.  
 
      
 
    Connie stuck up her middle finger, where Chrys could see she was still wearing gloves. She was also wearing a red long sleeved shirt under a black shirt.  
 
      
 
    “Anyway, I heard Carl yelling at you again. That was kind of brutal, but it isn’t like he’s not right,” Connie said looking at Chrys from the corner of her eye.   
 
      
 
    Her elbows leaned against the counter. “Why don’t you just get Kai or something to compel Carl so he can never get mad at you for being late? Didn’t he say one more time and you’re fired? Harmony is not going to like that you failed something else. She gave you the benefit of the doubt with flunking college.”   
 
      
 
    Chrys sighed and used the scooper to put chocolate ice cream into a small cup. “Yeah, thanks mom.” Chrys rolled her eyes. “And technically, I did not flunk, it just wasn’t my thing,” Chrys said as she at the small cup of ice cream with a small plastic spoon she grabbed from the counter.  
 
      
 
    Connie snorted. “Right. That’s pretty much the same thing.”   
 
      
 
    “Hey, then why aren’t you working at the diner anymore?”   
 
      
 
    “Because men are grabby and I was tired of the sexual harassment. They didn’t even pay me enough, I lived off of tips and that was not paying my rent or my subscriptions. You know I can’t live without my Netflix and HBO.”  
 
      
 
    Chrys playfully rolled her eyes and finished the last scoop of her ice cream. “Well, I don’t want to take advantage of Kai, Connie. This is on me, as my sister would say.”   
 
      
 
    Connie leaned her elbows off of the counter and rested her hip against it, crossing her arms over her chest. “Yeah, dating the Beta, who is crazy in love with you, would not do anything for you? Okay. I don’t think he would take that as taking advantage.”   
 
      
 
    The bell chimed on the door, announcing another customer had come into the building.   
 
      
 
    “I just need to be more on top of things if I’m going to continue Hunting,” Chrys whispered to her as a young woman wearing joggers pants and a tank approached the counter. “Hi, welcome Icee Freeze, what can I get you?”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, can I have your Strawberry Sherbet?” She asked, taking out her ear plugs and letting them hang off her chest.  
 
      
 
    “Sure, cup or cone?”   
 
      
 
    “Cup, please, one scoop.”  
 
      
 
    Chrys grabbed a cup from the side and opened the freezer part of the ice cream drawer where she scooped out the tub of rainbow color ice cream.  
 
      
 
    “One scoop of Sherbet ice cream.”   
 
      
 
    She handed the cup to the lady and then she walked to Connie who was at the register.  
 
      
 
    “That’ll be $3.57, ma’am.”   
 
      
 
    Once the woman had handed Connie four dollars and received her change back, she left the ice cream parlor, so the two women could return back to their conversation.  
 
      
 
    “Alright, fine… So, that begs the question, are you, Jonah, and I going out Hunting tonight, then?”   
 
      
 
    The door to Carl’s office opened and he pushed his glasses up on his nose with his fingers, glaring at them.   
 
      
 
    “There shouldn’t be just talking, you two. What do you –”  
 
      
 
    “When there are no customers, you must clean, clean, clean,” Connie and Chrys simultaneously said.   
 
      
 
    Carl glared at them a moment longer, but closed the door.  
 
      
 
    Chrys and Connie burst out laughing at Carl’s reaction. Chrys looked at her and winked, indicating that they would be hunting, again.   
 
      
 
    ***  
 
      
 
    When it was time for their break, they knocked on Carl’s door to let him know. Chrys and Connie went to the back room to change out of their work attire, but when they left the back room to leave out the store, Carl spoke,  
 
      
 
    “I hope you won’t sleep on your break, Chrysanthemum,” Carl Webster snidely said as he stood behind the counter.   
 
      
 
    Chrys gave her a wide smile and said, “Of course, not Carl. It won’t happen again.”   
 
      
 
    Carl glared at Chrys sensing that she was being sarcastic, but Connie grabbed her friend by the arm and pulled her out outside.   
 
      
 
    “Are you trying to get fired?”   
 
      
 
    But Connie was laughing as they walked down the street. There weren’t many people outside, especially in the morning.   
 
      
 
    “So, where’s the next group of rogues located?” Connie asked, bringing her voice to a whisper as they rounded the corner.   
 
      
 
    Ever since her sister mated with the Alpha of the newly named, Shadow Moon clan, and finding an enemy in Roan’s brother, a newly named rogue, there had been more rogue attacks and interventions in the last two years. Since Roan was indisposed at the time, the decision fell to his Beta, Kai.   
 
      
 
    “I did overhear when Kai was speaking with some of the Shadow Moon clan that rogues have been gathering around Sydney, specifically a bar there, that could be where they mainly hang out.”   
 
      
 
    They stopped at the corner and crossed the street where a small outdoor eatery was located. They hurried and rushed across before a blue drove by.  
 
      
 
    “A bar, classy, definitely seems rogue-like.” They stop at the counter and ordered their food.   
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I’ll have your friendly dog special,” Connie said, pulling her wallet from her purse. “And what are you having?”  
 
      
 
    “Ooh, get me two corn dogs, with cinnamon on it.”  
 
      
 
    Connie made a face. “That is so disgusting, babe. You know that?”  
 
      
 
    Chrys stuck out her tongue. “So, what? Kai doesn’t think it’s weird.”   
 
      
 
    Connie rolled her eyes.   
 
      
 
    “Yeah, that’s not a good example. He eats your pussy, nothing will ever be weird to him. Matter of fact, I need someone that will eat my box now and then.”   
 
      
 
    Chrys’ face blushed a deep shade of red from embarrassment. “Connie, seriously?” Chrys exclaimed and darted her eyes over to the sixteen year old boy at the counter whose eyes were wide and his jaw went slack.   
 
      
 
    “Pl-please continue – that was really hot.”  
 
      
 
    Connie shook her head.  
 
      
 
    “You’ve got three years left, dude, before you can even hit this.” Chrys seductively batted her eyes at him. “Now you got two corn dogs?”  
 
      
 
    The young boy slowly nodded, still stunned by their conversation.  
 
      
 
    Chrys placed her hand onto her face and shook her head. Connie turned around and shrugged her shoulders.  
 
      
 
       
 
      
 
    “So, back to the rogues, and tonight’s plan, how do we apprehend them? Since it’s a bar, I could have Jonah play my boyfriend who acts really douchey, and they’ll come to “comfort me” but I’ll kick their ass when I get them cornered.”   
 
      
 
    Chrys shrugged her shoulders and nodded in approval. “That’s an excellent idea, rogues always have some kind of inferiority complex, and have to feel like the big man.”   
 
      
 
    Connie snorted. “Isn’t that why they went rogue anyway? They wanted dominance and power for themselves.”   
 
      
 
    The girls sat down at the nearest green table with a striped blue and white umbrella.  
 
      
 
    Connie continued, “The only thing I’m questioning about this is Jonah might not fit the role.”   
 
      
 
    Both girls laughed at this, and imagined their friend, though he was training under Kai, he had a shy exterior about him that wouldn’t seem threatening.  
 
      
 
    “They’ll probably think you started it,” Chrys said as they climbed the stairs.   
 
      
 
    “You know we could always ask Kai? He’s went on one or two missions with us and he could definitely pull of that look we need.”   
 
      
 
    “Hey!” Chrys laughed, hitting Connie playfully across the table, who grinned like a Cheshire cat. “But he’s probably busy anyway, training the Younglings, but we probably couldn’t argue on cue like that anyway.”   
 
      
 
    Connie wiggled her brows and casually spelled out love in a sing song way. Chrys blushed at the comment and the fiery feeling that grew in her chest when she thought or talked about Kai expanded throughout her body. She was so preoccupied by her feelings that she didn’t see the boy in front of them with the food in his hands.   
 
      
 
    “The, uh, dog special and two corn dogs. It comes with two value drinks too.”   
 
      
 
    “Thanks.” Connie exclaimed and squeezed a ketchup packet into her tray. The boy still stood near their table. Chrys stared up at the boy, but it was Connie, who spoke,  
 
      
 
    “Boy, you better not be pre-coming in your pants, get out of here!”  
 
      
 
    The boy jumped and scurried away from their table.   
 
      
 
    “Well, that was harsh, Connie.” Though Chrys couldn’t help but laugh as she ate.  
 
      
 
    “Picking on little kids? Well, that’s a new low for you.”  
 
      
 
    Chrys knew who that voice was automatically and she rolled her eyes.  
 
      
 
    “Really, Kathy? You’re still here? I thought you left after we graduated high school”   
 
      
 
    Kathy was the school’s head cheerleader, and two-timing running student body president. She still looked the same despite two years having passed, except her long straight brown hair was cut short making her look a little bit older, but she still carried herself like a primadonna.   
 
      
 
    Fortunately, unlike in high school, she no longer had her two cronies following behind her.   
 
      
 
    “I can say the same for you, Chrysanthemum. What, you have no accomplishments in life?” Kathy snapped at Chrys.   
 
      
 
    “I really don’t think you want to run this game with me,” Connie said. She stopped eating and stepped toward Kathy, she growled under her throat. “You don’t have your cronies now to stop me from knocking the bitch out of you.”   
 
      
 
    Kathy’s eyes widened and stepped back.  
 
      
 
    “Not worth it, Connie,” Chrys called back.  
 
      
 
    Chrys had wanted to kick Kathy’s ass all through their high school life. She got up from her seat and held her friend back with her arm. As much as she wanted to scare the piss out of Kathy, she couldn’t let the Shadow Moon clan be exposed this way.   
 
      
 
    Kathy, regaining her snooty mentality, laughed, seeing that Connie wasn’t going to attack.   
 
      
 
    “If you think you sending your body guard to fight your battles again like you did in high school will keep working, you’re sadly mistaken. My father will just get your ass fired from whatever rat ass job you’re working at and then whatever other job you choose in the future. Your life will be finished.”   
 
      
 
    Chrys smiled and winked at her, catching Kathy slightly off guard.   
 
      
 
    “And I don’t need anyone to help me kick your ass, I can do that just fine by myself. Now get out of here before you ruin your plastic surgery.”   
 
      
 
    Connie brought up her middle finger and stuck out her tongue. Chrys hooked her arm through Connie’s and dragged her back to their table. Kathy’s face turned red with anger and stomped away furiously back to her car.  
 
      
 
    “Gosh, what a bitch,” Connie mumbled under her breath as they kept going. “I have no idea why she’s even still here, I heard her father went bankrupt and now she can’t go to her little high priced college.”    
 
      
 
    Chrys chuckled and shrugged her shoulders. “Maybe you should have said that, that would have shut her up.”   
 
      
 
    “Damn, right? And maybe she would have started crying. I could have taken pictures and posted it!”   
 
      
 
    Chrys’ phone vibrated in her pocket and she stopped moving to remove it. The text message was a picture of her sister and Roan at the beach, she had her arm around neck, and he kissed her as they both looked at the camera.   
 
      
 
    Chrys grinned at the photo, glad that her sister was having fun, but there was a pang in her chest, she missed her sister and after giving her such a hard time, after finding out the reason why she moved them around, made her want to be a better sister.   
 
      
 
    “Who’s that?” Connie said, she craned her neck over the table. “Is that Harmony and the Alpha? They look good, like they’re having fun.”   
 
      
 
    Chrys put her phone back in her pocket and looked up at the oak wood door of the classroom they stood in front.   
 
      
 
    “Yeah, they do, but it’ll be time to head back soon, let’s walk with our food?”   
 
      
 
    “Yeah, sure come on.”   
 
      
 
    The two girls grabbed their food and headed back to the ice cream parlor.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2  
 
      
 
    They rounded the corner and headed back to the ice cream parlor, the line was pretty long, but Chrys automatically noticed a guy with spiky brown hair in the line. He was wearing a black leather jacket and had his face in a book.   
 
      
 
    “Can you take over at the register for a moment? I want to speak to Nathan real quick, I haven’t seen him since we graduated.”  
 
      
 
    Connie nodded and headed for the back.  
 
      
 
    Chrys slowly crept toward him and pounced on his back, but Nathan didn’t seem the least surprised as he turned around to face and looked at her with bright azure blue eyes, smiling down at her from his height.  
 
      
 
    “Chrys? I can’t believe you’re still here. How have you been?”   
 
      
 
    Chrys rolled her eyes and nudged his shoulder, but she was smiling wildly.  
 
      
 
    “I know it’s been so long, I haven’t seen you since our school year,” Chrys said. The line moved an inch. “I’m just working here now, college wasn’t for me, but how have you been? Last time I heard, you said you were taking over the family business with your dad and brother?”  
 
      
 
    Nathan grinned. “Yeah, we were supposed to go to California, but plans changed and now we’re here.” He closed his book and shifted it off to the side.   
 
      
 
    “But Wuthering Heights, though? Impressive, I won’t lie, I can’t get past the first chapter… Or the first page, really.”   
 
      
 
    “We could have a book club, if you like, it would give us an excuse to hang out again. I’ve missed you and our days hanging out.”   
 
      
 
    There was a sullen look in his eyes as Nathan looked at her. She wasn’t sure what it meant or what he was feeling, but she didn’t have time to think about it because Nathan continued speaking again.  
 
      
 
    “Anyway, you pulling all-nighters again, like back when we were in school? You look like you haven’t slept in a few days.”  
 
      
 
    Chrys’ eyes widened and touched her eyes with her fingers. Damn it, I hope I still don’t look that way. She dropped her hands and stretched her lips into a tight smile, quickly thinking of a lie.   
 
      
 
    “Yeah, kind of. Sometimes I just don’t get enough sleep. My boss almost threatened to fire me too.”   
 
      
 
    Nathan chuckled under his breath. “Maybe I should be your designated driver from now on.”   
 
      
 
    “Yeah, thanks but I’m good. But guess who I saw? Freaking Kathy Dimico.”  
 
      
 
    Nathan laughed. “Really? I thought she swore up and down she was, and I quote, “leaving this dump” for the big city. I don’t suppose she still has her resting bitch face?”  
 
      
 
     “Major one, and she still thinks she’s “head cheerleader” making major tremors like it’s high school again.”   
 
      
 
    Chrys smiled, again, and she unconsciously placed a strand of her dark blonde hair behind her ear. She felt comfortable speaking with Nathan as if they were back into school. She started to feel butterflies in her stomach, like they did a few years ago.  
 
      
 
    “Major tremors? That is so corny, but at least she’s getting her just desserts.”   
 
      
 
     “Chrys, I’m not paying you to chit-chat! Get your ass behind this counter now.”  
 
      
 
    Chrys rolled her eyes. “Talk later?”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I’ll wait right here and we’ll talk when everyone leaves.”  
 
      
 
    ***  
 
      
 
    Once they had concluded their work day, Connie and Chrys put their things back into their lockers, and clocked out. Chrys noticed Nathan was not waiting at the table but he was outside talking to an older gentleman with ear length dark brown hair and a full beard. The expression on his face was angry as he was yelling something at Nathan.  
 
      
 
    Chrys frowned, wondering what was going on. She didn’t recognize the man, but assumed it was his father.  
 
      
 
    “Hey, Chrys, Connie!” A guy with a dyed blue Mohawk hair called out to them when he entered the ice cream parlor. “Y'all are just getting off?”  
 
      
 
    “Yes but let’s get out of here before Carl makes us stay longer?” Connie said. She and Jonah started to make their way toward the door, but as Chrys followed them out the door she stopped halfway out the door.   
 
      
 
    “Guys, hold on...” Chrys said. “I’ll catch up.”  
 
      
 
    Connie and Jonah nodded and started walking, leaving Chrys behind so she could overhear the conversation with Nathan and his father.  
 
      
 
    “...Yeah, I know, father, I was only just stopping for a break. That was it.”   
 
      
 
    There was a tension that hung in the air that Chrys could feel. She leaned against the brick wall of the ice cream parlor and took out her phone as she pretended to scroll through as she listened to their conversation.   
 
      
 
    “Was that her? The girl?”   
 
      
 
    Chrys furrowed her brow as she stared at the screen of her phone. Does he mean me?  
 
      
 
    Nathan didn’t say anything for a moment and he looked down at the floor awkwardly.   
 
      
 
    “Nathan, answer me! Did you forget what you were supposed to do?”   
 
      
 
    Chrys jumped at the harsh tone in the man’s voice and she wondered what it was that he was referring too and what he meant by what Nathan was supposed to be doing.   
 
      
 
    “...Don’t worry father, I won’t let you down.”  
 
      
 
    The moment Chrys looked up at Nathan and his father, both men turned to look at her. Chrys’ eyes widened and she quickly turned away rushing down the street to catch up with Connie and Jonah.  
 
      
 
    She didn’t understand the conversation that Nathan was having with his father or what Nathan was supposed to do, or why it had anything to do with her.  
 
      
 
    Am I thinking too deeply into this? Why did it seem like that his father didn’t like me?  
 
      
 
    Chrys didn’t think much longer because she saw Jonah and Connie at the end of the street.  
 
      
 
    “Hey, guys!” she shouted and waved to them, rushing to meet up with them. “...So, did you tell him the plan?” Chrys asked, catching her breath. Both of them stared at her with an odd look on their face.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, we’re driving to Sydney, but...We have no way of getting there because someone scratched his dad’s car, and now he can’t use it.” Connie slowly turned her head and gave him a look.   
 
      
 
    Jonah, sensing that he was on trial, turned to look at Connie and gave her an incredulous look. “What? That’s not my fault, that person drove way to close.”   
 
      
 
    “Or,” Connie stretched out her words. “Maybe you should you’re your own car? Now, how are we going to hunt?”   
 
      
 
    “Hey, well, what happened to your car?”  
 
      
 
    While Connie and Jonah bickered with one another, Chrys felt pressure on the back of her neck. When she turned around in her seat, she noticed Nathan walking toward them.   
 
      
 
    It was like he completely dismissed the fact that she had seen him and his father arguing. He stretched his lips into a smile, revealing his teeth, and waved.  
 
      
 
    “Is that Nathan?” Connie asked, looking in Chrys’ direction.   
 
      
 
    “Yeah, looks different.” Chrys quickly said, which made Connie raise her brow.   
 
      
 
    “Mmm… yeah, he barely showed up in school. And now he’s suddenly back? What’s up with that? And what’s up with that peculiar smell coming off him.”   
 
      
 
    Chrys’ face turned beet red, forgetting that as Shifters, both Connie and Jonah, had keenly sensitive noses.   
 
      
 
    “It’s probably nothing. I mean, I don’t know what was up with all that, but he’s always told me his dad was a bit hard on him.”   
 
      
 
    “Sounds like a ruffian to me,” Jonah chimed in.   
 
      
 
    Both Chrys and Connie narrowed their eyes at him, but it was Connie who spoke first, “ruffian, really?”   
 
      
 
    “Hey, everyone? It’s good to see everyone after these past two years.” Nathan said when he approached the three. Connie’s attention pulled away from Jonah as her eyes narrowed at Nathan, suspiciously.   
 
      
 
    “Uh, shouldn’t you be elsewhere? And what was with you two arguing?”   
 
      
 
    Chrys glared at her a look to signify her rudeness.   
 
      
 
    “It was nothing, you know, parent kind of stuff. I was supposed to lock up the shop and stay overnight, but I came here.” Chrys nodded at his explanation. She didn’t know if she fully believed it, but Nathan had never lied to her before.  
 
      
 
    “So, what you guys up too? I heard that you all were going out tonight, like how you all did in high school.” He winked in Chrys’ direction and she shyly smiled.   
 
      
 
    “We’re trying to figure out how to get to Sydney,” Jonah blurted out without thinking. Chrys smacked him in the arm and so did Connie.   
 
      
 
    “Ow, what the hell guys?”  
 
      
 
    “Oh, cool. What’s there? I could probably drive you guys if you need it. I could use a break from my family.”   
 
      
 
    Knowing there wasn’t any way of it, Chrys knew that it would be pointless to try to hide anything.   
 
      
 
    “Are you sure that your dad won’t get pissed again?” Connie chastised him.  
 
      
 
    Chrys rolled her eyes. “It’s a bar there, Reggie’s Surf Lounge,” She told him and quickly made up a lie on the spot. “... My ex was a douche bag and we were going there to set up a prank on him.”   
 
      
 
    “You and that guy broke up?” Nathan curiously said, Chrys noticed a gleam in his eyes. She knew he was referring to Kai, since he had seen him a few times before.   
 
      
 
    “Yeah, say no more, I’m in. Anyone who would dump you is a real ass hole.”   
 
      
 
    Nathan looked to her and his eyes were fixed on her, it was like Chrys was forced to stay there. It felt different when Kai looked at her, she felt wrapped in a warming embrace, but with Nathan, she felt oddly constricted.  
 
      
 
    Thankfully, her cell phone vibrated, and it pulled her attention away.  
 
      
 
    Her smiled enlarged and saw that it was a text message from Kai:   
 
      
 
    Hey beautiful, are you just getting off of work? I hope Carl isn’t being too much of an asshole. But, anyway, I wanted to check on you, see if you wanted me to pick you up and we can go out to eat?  
 
      
 
    She was about to tell him yes, but then remembered that they had prior engagements after work. She frowned slightly and texted back.   
 
      
 
    Can’t. I made plans to go out with Connie, Jonah, and Nathan is our driver. I’ll call you tonight or if you want to come to the ranch and sleep over?  
 
      
 
    As Chrys waited for the text message, she could feel the heavy pressure on the back of her neck again, and from her peripheral she saw Nathan looking at her from the corner of his eye.   
 
      
 
    Her phone vibrated again, and she saw his message:   
 
      
 
    I love you. To the moon and back.  
 
      
 
    She replied and her heart hammered in her chest as the fiery feeling ignited inside of her.   
 
      
 
    To the moon and back. And forever.  
 
      
 
    This Book will be Live Soon!    
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