
        
            
                
            
        

    
Eryn Ryans























Copyright Ⓒ 2019 Eryn Rayns & Moonlight Writers Publishing. All rights reserved.
No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.
This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.











To my husband, you were my destiny from the start





My life changed that fateful day, I had come home to find my house engulfed in flames. The newspapers, for days afterward, all reported the same approved cause of the flames. My father had fallen asleep on the couch smoking a cigarette. Nothing out of the ordinary as far as the local authorities were concerned. I, on the other hand, could not be convinced that something more had not happened.
He and I had never seen eye to eye for a moment in my seventeen years. Always pushing me with his biting words I found myself gone any time he was home. That day was no exception, so I was not at our single story shack that barely qualified as a home when the fire started.
We had kicked off the day with another big blowout fight, no surprise there. Knowing I didn’t want any part of his wrath as the day wound on I had opted to leave as I usually do on the weekends and spent the night at my best friend's house. Sam’s house right up the small tree-lined street from my own felt more like a home to me than the four walls of my house ever had.
When I heard the screaming wail of their accent I knew. Crashing down the small two laned street toward the only home I had ever known after I listened in shocked silence as the fire engine’s screeching siren flew past Sam’s window. I can’t explain it I just knew. Those life-saving sounds were headed to my house and something was very wrong.
Leaping up from where I had sat on Sam’s floor lamenting my life I threw myself out of the very same window that I had entered earlier that day in my attempt to get away from home for a few hours. As my feet crunched in the leafy debris beneath the window sill I ran without abandon back the way I had come. Down the small street that had separated my house from the sanctuary that was Sam’s I flew.
Rounding the tree line I was breathless when I took in the sight of the flames licking over the roof line. Everything that I had known to be home glowed in the red-grey smoke of the fire. The small house was surrounded by what felt like the entire fire department. Men were shouting, fighting the flames back as I watched in horror as smoke billowed skywards from the smashed windows. My heart raced in my chest as I crept closer to the source of chaos.
Wait. Let me backup for a bit. That day had started like any other weekend. The sun rose in the east with all its blazing glory every morning. I had gotten up early so I could get in my early morning run. Trekking the empty streets at daybreak is very peaceful for me. I love the smell of the dew on the leaves and the chirp of the animals rising for the day as I race through the blissful neighborhood.
Showering that morning I wallowed in the comfort of my morning rain shampoo and conditioner, those scents always brought out a semblance that everything would be okay, even if it wasn’t right now. The mystic waters body wash rejuvenated my spirit as I dried off. Dressing in a pair of shorts and a tank top I made my way toward the back exit through the kitchen. It may have been early September, but it was still warm even early in the morning and I wanted to get out before it got too hot.
Sliding my ear-buds into place I turned on my Country music line up as I pushed through the kitchen door ready to start the day only to be pulled up short by my father. Weekends were the worst because I was home from school and he was home from work. Taking one look at his rumpled form leaning against the kitchen table I knew he had already started drinking.
“What are you doing up this early?” The slurred words slipped forth like lazy rivers of accusation as I rounded the table toward the door. Maybe he had just kept drinking from last night and that was why he looked like a poisoned raccoon splayed on the wooden table top for balance?
“Going running, just like every morning Dad.” Not holding back the bite of those words I slipped my mp3 into my pocket as I stretched my arms behind my back.
“You are not a normal teenager...” Rolling my eyes at the idea of my drunken father yet again slurring at me about being normal I decided we were done here.
“What would you know about what a normal teenager is?” Holding the snark to a whisper I turned toward the door to leave.
“What was that?” Finding the strength to sway in his chair he shouted at me as I exited the kitchen, more than ready for our chat to be a thing of the past.
“Nothing Dad, I’ll be back after my run.” Shouting over my shoulder as I pulled the door closed behind me I felt that long healed wound at the strike of his words itch again. I had learned at an early age not to argue with my father when he had been drinking, but nothing was going to stop me from running.
The only freedom I got from the loneliness of being an only child to the beat up shell of a person that my father had become was when I flew down the streets in the early morning. Having really only one friend in school wasn’t much of an escape and being stuck in my room all day made me stir crazy. My shoes pounded on the chilled cement as I followed the streets twisting and turning a path through the neighborhood I grew up in.
When I had gotten back from my near mile run, I quickly showered again. Washing all the sweat and grime off of me I dressed for comfort as I would be doing everything I could to stay out of the house while Dad slept off his post-Friday drunken stupor.
Slipping on my soft red t-shirt and my favorite jean skirt, a pair of red bobby socks and my favorite sneakers to complete my outfit I smiled at my reflection in the cracked mirror in my bedroom. One day, when I can buy my own clothes I will dress exclusively in soft shirts like this one I had found in a clearance bin at the local store. Grabbing my book off the stand by my bed I tucked the letter of recommendation I had just gotten yesterday from my English teacher inside its hardcover.
Sam was not going to believe the news I was bringing to him in just a few moments. Having scraped together the application fee over the last few months I had gotten the letter in the mail yesterday just as Dad pulled in from work. The fat envelope rested in my hands as he wandered down the path with his twelve pack in hand ready to binge the weekend away.
Accepted. The words still rang around my brain unfamiliar. I had never been accepted into anything. Not parties, not friends, and certainly not a normal life. Yet in my hands was a crisply folded acceptance letter to an Ivy League school. For me going to a good school was a rag to riches daydream I could only hope would come true.





I knew it was a mistake when I held the letter up to show him. Any other father would have been proud. Any other father would not have cracked open a beer before he got to the front door. Any other father would have said anything other than the words that he spat at me upon reading the neat words written on the manila paper.  
“No daughter of mine is going to go no Ivy League school and become a snob.” His gruff words hit me like a Mack truck. A snob! What?
“Dad don’t be so unreasonable, they are offering me a full ride scholarship, room and board included. Books too! You won’t have to pay for anything.” Spitting at his irate response my ire grew as I hoped to make it clear that my decision was made about the matter.
“I said what I had to say and that is final. You will go to the community school here in town and you will be fine with that.” He commanded as if I would listen to anything he had to say on the topic of my education past high school. Irritation ate me up as I glared at the beaten up form of the man who raised me. The man who shouted at me for trying to better myself. How dare he!
Stomping through the hall to my room I thought of all the days I had spent picking up cans to make the money for this application. All the hours of working on my essay while he drank away his brain functioning with Pabst Blue Ribbon. When I got to my bedroom door couldn’t keep it in any longer. Turning to him I screamed back down the white, cracked lined hallway.
“I HATE YOU!!!!” Slamming my door shut never felt so good. Throwing myself down on top of my creaky old bed the tears started before I could rationalize them away.
Calculating my chances I didn’t wait long before I knew that I could not stay in the same house as my father. He would keep me here with him while he drank himself into oblivion. Grabbing my only large bag I began to make my plan. Shoving it full of clothes and a few knick-knacks I decided that today was it. I was done. At seventeen I had taken all I could take of my father being a grade A jerk. Throwing open my crusty paint-chipped window I let the bag fall like I had done a thousand times before. I was going to go and stay at the one person’s house who truly cared for me. My best friend in the entire world. Sam would understand why I had to get away.
Sam and I had become best friends in the first grade. I had just moved to Ashbourne with my Dad, back then he was just an absent father and not a drunken wreck. I was sitting alone at my new desk, not sure what to do with my hands in my anxious state of uncertainty. Sam walked up and laid a cracker in front of me on my desk. It sounds silly when I think about it now but that cracker was a symbol. Taking a seat at the desk next to mine he smiled his broad grin at me and I knew.
Casting him a weak smile I hoped he would be my friend as I was too shy to go talk to any of the other kids. Then we sat there eating crackers silently. We have been best friends ever since. We spent almost every waking moment with each other, or at least as much as either of our parents would allow us.
Freshly showered I slipped out the window with my book in hand. Grabbing the bag from the ground I vowed that this was the last time. The last straw. My father would no longer command me like I was some child from him to keep at home forever. Marching my way to Sam’s house in the bright Saturday morning light I felt the resignation inside me settle.
“Ally, I’m sure when your Dad is sober, he will see that you going away to school will be the best thing for you.” Sam softly chided me after I had tapped on his window waking him up. His attempts at trying to get me into a better mood were useless. I knew that nothing would sober Dad, he was bound and determined that would never happen.
“You know my Dad Sam; do you really believe those words?” Cocking an eyebrow at my sandy-haired sweet best friend I recalled the time we had tried dating. To say it had been awkward was an understatement. Nah, we were much better as co-conspirators than lovers any day. Resting against his postered wall I watched him rack a hand through his rumpled hair as he thought about my question.
“No, I guess you are right,” breathing out a sigh of disbelief he continued, “so how are you going to get away?”
Pointing at my bag I replied sarcastically “I’ve already gotten away. You're looking at a fresh-faced runaway.” Eyes wide he stared at me like a three toed sloth. “I know, I know but it is the only way I am going to be able to get the education I deserve Sam, and you know it.” The brokenhearted silence surrounded us as we took in the implications of my being a runaway.
Sitting in companionable silence we listened to songs on his computer for a while after that. No one knowing what to say that would make this situation better but not wanting to make it worse by talking about it any longer. It was during the break in songs that I first heard the sirens. First off in the distance, and then getting closer.
“Sam, do you hear that?” I questioned as the guitar to another tune struck up.
“What the fire engines? Yeah, the Rollins’ have probably set their garage on fire again. It’s nothing,” he said nonchalantly.
Making my way to his window I gazed out the opaque glass feeling uneasy. Somehow, I didn’t think it was the Rollins this time. Eyes tracking the engines I began to feel the first pangs of panic when the first red engine rushed passed Sam’s house. Sirens blaring as they whipped by something inside of me instantly knew they were headed to my house.
“Sam, it’s not the Rollins’ house they are headed to. It’s my house!” Panic rang loud in my ears like the boom of a cannon. “I have to go back and check on my Dad.” Quickly gathering my bag I leaped out the window I had entered in just hours before.
Racing down the street I didn’t feel the weight of my bag bouncing against me or the sweat dripping down my back. All I knew was the all-consuming fear that something was wrong. My feet propelled me forward to the only home I had known just as another fire engine showed up. Flames eating the building filled my sight as I wandered forward. Dad! He was still in there. Arms bound around me as I tried to get to the house.
“Young lady you can’t go in there.” Words that sounded reasonable came from the arms around me, but my head was beyond reason.filled with panic, I screeched, “He’s in there, I have to get him out.” Pinning me to a sitting position on the truck the deep voice of the helmeted fireman reached my ears as I gazed in wonder at the crumbling structure behind him.
“If he is in there my men will get him out.” Disbelieve coated everything I knew as he went back to the team shouting commands. Knees weak I watched as the house burnt slowly away.
Feeling every ounce of muscle within me was helpless I watched the fire roar on knowing there was nothing I could do. When the firefighters exited the house with my father’s limp body, I ran to him. Struggling past the hands that tried to stop me I threw myself next to where they lay him trying to resuscitate his pale ashen form.
“Dad talk to me. Dad, please just talk to me.” Tears slid down my cheeks as he lay not moving under the hands of the skilled firemen. Oxygen mask on his face I called to him to come back to me with my very being.
“I’m sorry miss, but your father didn’t make it.” One of the firefighters softly patted my shoulder as I broke inside. This man was the only family I had in the world, sure he was a drunken mess but he was my entire world.
“No that can’t be, he has to make it, give him some oxygen. Get him breathing again. Please do something.” My words echoed hysterically around the gathering of people. In my mind, I knew they had. They had done everything they could but in my heart, I hoped for a miracle.
“There is nothing we can do. I’m sorry.” The words fell on deaf ears as I stood shaking, the ground crumbling beneath my feet as the entire world I had known broke to pieces before me.





Two weeks had passed since I was taken away in the white van to Sage Hallow. The long an winding highway taking me from everything I had ever known in the small town of Ashbourne. Every day of the last seventeen years of my life I had spent wishing things would change in the sad days looked now like a dream I was waking up from. 
Fourteen days had flown by as I shuffled from place to place meeting people in nicely pleated suits who determined that while I was nearly eighteen I wasn’t quite an adult yet. Not an adult and with no family to be spoken of I was sent to live with a foster family that would watch over me for the next few months until I aged out of the Child Protective Services case load.
Three hundred odd hours had passed since I had run down the street feeling the panic eating me up inside. Knowing that something was wrong and not being able to stop my life from shattering around me. The fires still light up the back of my eyes every time I closed them. Smoke coated my hair for hours after I was taken away from the smoldering pile of my former home.
Only the roll of stamps in my bag kept me tied to home. Sending letters to Sam as I stayed in motels while the case workers tried to find me a family to take care of me. Pouring my thoughts out onto the paper felt so close to talking to him. Now that I was settled into my foster home I could put a return address on the envelopes and he would reply. Hoping I could read his sloping script any day now I thought about all the time I had spent sneaking off to his house or to the neighborhood just to get away. He was the only one I had left in my little broken world any more, the last link to who I had been when I was just a daughter to the town drunk.  
The family I was staying with seemed to be okay, for a suburban couple who wanted nothing more than to take care of the hooligans they had been given. Pam, the wife was a sweetheart at her core. She had already asked me if I was comfortable here more times than I could count. It was hard to not roll my eyes but I knew she meant well.
Rodger, who spent most of his days at work, was a cool guy. Tall as a telephone pole the guy was everything my Dad had never been. It felt strange watching adults do responsible things like wash the dishes and cook dinner for the group of kids. The two seemed to be really in love, or at least in love enough to put up with the sass their group of teenagers supplied in full force.
When I was placed in a foster family I had envisioned small kids and a dog. What I didn’t think of was five teenagers, three about to age out of the system.
Aaric, who seems to be almost eighteen like me, acts like an outcast. Always standing toward the wall and leaving the room as his first opportunity. I haven't been able to say two words to the guy but that is fine. It’s not like I’m staying here for long and I need to know any of them very well.
Then there was another girl about my age. Brooke, I think they said her name was. She is a bit of an airhead. Always talking Pam’s ear off about some school drama or another.
There was Janie, who is about fifteen, I like her the most. She sits quietly and listens to the others talk. We share smiles when the youngest one, Scotty makes jokes and foolish pranks. He’s thirteen and one fourth. I only know because he told me with in the first few moments of meeting him. For a younger brother he’s pretty cool.
I keep getting this weird feeling though that something has changed within me somehow. That there was something that my dad forgot to tell me about, some reason he kept me hidden away for all those years.
Now here where I knew no one and nothing I feel so desperately alone. Maybe that is why every night in my disoriented and exhilarating dreams I find myself running through the woods. The trees and other shrubbery flying past me without a care in the world. I was finally free every night in my dreams. Feet it the dirt as the trees whip by me.
During the day, I feel as if a part of me wants to escape the skin that surrounds me. As much as I try to fit into this new family that I was thrown into I just don’t feel I fit in.





Monday night, after everyone had gone to bed, I quietly slipped out of bed. Getting dressed in the echoing blackness of the night I snuck out of the house.              I felt bad about it for a few moments, the family here was not so bad that I needed to sneak about.
Slipping silently into the woods behind the house I breathed out the frustration I had been holding with in me. Something just felt right about being out here in the woods.
I wanted to be by myself. In all the hustle and bustle of getting here and settling in I had been surrounded by people nearly every moment. Looking up to the moon past the trees I walked slowly trying to figure out what my dreams were all about. These were the woods I was dreaming about running through every night for over a week. What could it mean?
Then faintly, I heard music. A melodic tone that seemed to call to me as I searched out the source. Quietly following the sound I trekked over roots and downed trees with my ears leading the way.
Finally I was pulled up short by the sight of Aaric alone in the woods. What is he doing here? Sitting against a tree I watched him move about as my curiosity grew.
I could not take my eyes off his tanned skin. In the moonlight, he looked like a chiseled God standing there with his shirt off. Eons away from the stand offish guy I had come to know from the house. Now he reminded me of an Adonis from one of those romance novels that Sam had always teased me about getting so wrapped up in reading. I couldn’t help it. I loved reading and my favorite Genre was romance.
The guys in the books I read may be my fantasy guys, but they were also an escape from the terrible reality I was living in. Sam just didn’t understand that very much since his life was nearly perfect.
I’m not sure what it was that pulled me from my thoughts. Maybe Arric moved again or the music changed. Regardless I sat at the base of the tree completely attuned to what was happening in the clearing before me. All of a sudden my skin rippled with concern, I think he knows I am here watching him like a psycho. Quickly shuffling behind the tree I made a little too much noise in my panicked retreat.
“Who’s out there?” Aaric’s gruff tone called out to the night. I silently cursed myself for being so clumsy to have been caught watching him. How embarrassing?
“It’s me, Allysonn.” My voice rang out from behind the tree as I slumped out of the shadows. I could have sworn he growled a bit when he saw me. Teeth gnashed in annoyance he looked supremely pissed and I couldn’t blame him. He clearly came out here for solitude and I had single handedly wrecked all that.
“What are you doing here?” His short black hair reflected the moonlight that met him through the trees. Focusing on my feet I felt all the awkwardness my body could produce flowing through me.
“I have been dreaming about these woods for the last week,” glancing up at him hoping that would not sound as weird as it felt to me “and I umm… I have never been out here, I wanted to find out what the heck they dreams were about.” Listening silently to my droning on and on I continued without preamble. “I heard the music, so I followed the sound and saw you. W-what you doing out here?”
“Nothing. Go home and don’t tell anyone you saw me.” His sharp words reflected the glower he presented as he turned his back on me dismissively.
I took that as a sign that he was no longer going to answer any of my burning questions. What a jerk, the nerve of that guy. My irritation simmered to a low boil as I pulled open the back door to the house my foster family lived in.
I did not go to sleep easily that night. Questions were now flying through my head as I rested on my pillow. What was he doing in the woods at night? What was with the music? Was I going crazy or did I see weird tattoos on his skin?
Why was I so mesmerized by what he was doing? No mesmerize was the wrong word for it… I was drawn to what he was doing. Ugh! What is going on here? Most of all why did what he was doing make me feel like I should be doing the same thing?
The only thing I knew for sure was that I was going to have to follow Aaric again. To find out the answers to all my questions that ate away at my mind like acid. It is obvious from his grumpy dismissal that he is not going to be willing to answer any of them himself.
Besides, how could I tell him that I felt connected to what he was doing? That was a majority creepy thing to say to someone and I don’t quite understand it in the first place. I lay in my bed thinking to myself when a tired voice spoke out of the dark.
“Are you okay Allysonn?” I heard the whisper from the other corner of our shared room. The voice had really startled me, my heart beat loudly against my chest as I tried to calm my breathing.
“Uh, yeah Brooke, I’m fine. Go back to sleep, sorry for waking you.” I hoped that sounded more even keel than my frantic heart felt.
“Oh, you didn’t, I’ve been laying here waiting to hear for when Aaric comes back in. I do this every night.” Every night huh? Yawning her sleepy response had caught my attention.
“Do you know what he does out there?” My hushed words bounced off the walls around us as we lay in the darkness of the bedroom.
“No, I don’t dare follow him. The woods are dirty.” She responded casually as if it were a natural conclusion. I had to smile at that, Brooke may be an air head but she was every bit a girly girl. If she even got a speck of dirt on her she would run screaming into the house to change her entire outfit.
“How long has he been going out there?” I asked in hope that she would keep the information flowing.
“Every night that I know of. He was here before I got here.” Her words were broken up by a loud yawn. “Will you tell me when he gets back?”
“Sure will, you go to sleep Brooke.” Knowing I would be up for quite a bit longer I thought over all the information he had given me. When I heard the even cadence of her deep breathing again, I knew she was sound asleep. I was alone with my thoughts once again.





As the sun set, I walked out to the clearing in the woods. My usual routine of going out the the to do the ritual that my parents taught me long ago. I set up my small radio, turned on the music. The melodic tune filled the small clearing I came to every day.
Taking off my shirt and my shoes I then bowed to the east. Then the north, south and finally the west, where the sun sets. Feeling the dirt beneath my feet I exhaled into the cool night air as I started the dance.
I could feel the symbols started to heat up and glow as I proceeded through the motions. Smiling I felt all the familiar emotions course through me.
I’m not sure when I felt the eyes on me, but I distinctly knew that there was someone watching me. That is when I found out it was Allysonn. I knew she was going to end up being just like Brooke and Janie.
They both had been following me around like a puppy does it’s owner. I may have spoke to her a bit gruffer than I needed to, but she needed to know that I didn’t appreciate her following me without asking.
After she left, felt strange. As if a part of me had left with her. I’m not sure what that was all about. I went back to dancing and smiled when Abigail showed up and sat there watching me continue my ritual.
My parents had called this ritual giving thanks to the sun for the light it had given us during the day and saying hello to the moon at night. I performed it every night to honor them and will continue to do so for as long as I live.
The dance consists of a series of twirls followed by a dip low to the ground, and then a quick jump into the air. Bending my body with expert precision I then do three flips into the air quickly followed by four somersaults. Ending with a back bend I finish the dance feeling all the joy in the completion of the ritual. Abigail came up and licked my face in approval when I was done. I had to laugh when she did so.





After the night I saw Aaric alone in the woods, I quietly followed him every night thereafter. Walking silently through the forest keeping track of his steps ahead of me in the silent night around us.
Another week had passed before I felt like there were other eyes watching me. That was when I saw them. It was just one at first. I was shocked when a lone white wolf walked out of the woods and right up to Aaric. He didn’t seem scared at all. In fact, from my hiding spot, it looked as though they were having a conversation.
The next night, other wolves were with the white one I had seen. It was fascinating to watch Aaric interact with this group of wolves. His normally gruff features melted to soft warmth when he spoke to them. It was as if the wolves were communicating with Aaric. Their silent conversations seemed almost too private for me to be watching.
I silently snuck closer to get a better look. The gold markings on his skin I had thought tattoos seemed to glow. Then before my eyes he transformed. Aaric the human was no more.
What stood before me was a glorious, pure black wolf. The markings that were on the skin of human Aaric seemed to mark this wolf as the leader of the pack of wolves behind him.
A normal human being would surely scream at the sight of Aaric transforming into a wolf right in front of their eyes, but somehow this felt like a natural occurance to me. I could not explain it, but I just smiled as I watched him. I felt safe with him like I suddenly belonged.
The wolf looked me right in the eyes, then turned his head up towards the moon and howled. Taking off like a rocket he ran away from the clearing with the rest of the pack. All I could do was stand there in awe and wonder at the fascinating sight that had just taken place in front of me.

The morning of my eighteenth birthday, I hoped it would just be forgotten. I was not looking forward to celebrating it. My family was dead after all so what was the use in celebrating my birthday?
That was not the case, however, when I went downstairs to the kitchen. Pam, my foster mother, was busily humming around the kitchen and stopped when I walked in.
“Good Morning Allysonn. Happy Birthday!” She cheerfully reached for a yellow wrapped packed that had been sitting on the breakfast bar and came over offering it to me. “This is for you from Roger and myself.”
“Uh. You didn’t have to buy me anything.” I felt enough like a burden to them for the last few weeks of housing me.
“We wanted to.” She smiled he board warm grin in response.
“Do you want me to open it now?” I asked hoping to get it over with. She looked at Roger with a hurt look in her eyes, so I knew I had better open it before I trampled her sweet feelings further. I started to carefully take the wrapping off the box. When I opened the box, I found that there were a set of keys in the box. My eyes glanced between the pair like a ping pong ball.
“Um, a set of keys?” I questioned in shock. 
Pam smiled widely, “Yes we bought you car. Roger would you like to take her outside and show her.”
“Sure, let’s go outside Ally.” Roger said putting a hand on my shoulder. I went outside with him and much to my surprise a nice-looking Blue Honda Accord was parked in the driveway.
“What do you think Ally?” Roger asked as if he had no idea the gift was too much. It was more than I could have ever hoped for, more than I could have dreamt.
“Thank you very much! I certainly was not expecting this.” I nearly shouted as I ran over to the car.
“What else do you have planned?” Roger, my foster dad asked as he leaned against the door watching me fiddle with the controls.
“Nothing much. Just going to school and coming home.” I said and then heard the honk of the school bus. I looked up at Roger.
“I’ll start giving you lessons today after school if you are up to it. Go in and grab your books so you won’t miss the bus.” he smiled his cool smile as I ran to hug him. On my way out I stopped to give Pam a quick hug as well.
“Have a great day!” Pam called out to all of us as we all headed out to the bus.
Janie followed me out the door.
“Are you sure you want to spend your birthday at home?” Her inquiry stuck me as odd. I don’t know any one here and I had nothing to do with my free time as it was.
“Yeah, what else am I supposed to do?” I asked as we reached the bus.
“Oh, I don’t know, don’t you want to go out with your friends from school?” she replied over her shoulder as we got on the bus. I following behind her we took our seats next to each other as I thought it over.
The kids around us were hooting and hollering as it was getting close to Halloween and everyone was talking about what they were going to do and be for the holiday. I had not even given the idea any thought. To be honest, my birthday or Halloween had never been big in my house. No one made any fuss or a big deal. So I didn’t want it to be made a big deal here either, I thought to myself.
I got through the day and got home and went straight to my room. As much I would’ve liked to have started to learn how to drive the car was actually an unexpected surprise and I’m not sure how I feel about it yet. Suprized? Yes but also unsure and concerned. Feigning a headache I slipped away to the solitude of my room. It wasn’t long before Janie knocked on my door.
“Ally, Can I come in please?” Janie’s soft voice asked from the other side of the door. She was pretty okay and I felt like a jerk for turning her away.
“Yeah, come on in.” I grumbled quickly throwing my bag behind me. She opened the door and came in with a purple wrapped box in her hands.
“I know you aren’t too fond that it’s your birthday, but I had already bought this for you, and I wanted to give it to you when it was just the two of us.” She said and laid the box down in front of me.
“What is it?” I asked looking at the box and then up at her.
“You are going to have to open it Ally .” She smiled in mock irritation as I leaned toward her out stretched hands. Sighing heavily I started to carefully unwrap the package. Inside the wrapped box was a necklace with a wolf on it.
“Janie, th-this is so beautiful and so… thoughtful. Thank you so very much.” Taking the trinket out I held it in my hands examining the finely detailed wolf. “How did you know I would like something like this?” I questioned as I attempted to put it on.
“I had gone shopping with Mom last weekend and saw it in the window of The Lucky Rose Boutique. When I saw it, I immediately thought of you… and mom said your birthday was coming up, so I knew I had to get it.” Her sweet reply warmed my heart and paired with the simple but amazing gift I felt the beginnings of an emotional response bubble with in me.
“Thank you again Janie!” I said with a huge smile as I looked down at the wolf hanging around my neck. The would was completely silver with one dark blue eye.
“You are very welcome Ally. I’m glad you like it,” she exclaimed.
“I not only like it. I love it!” I said excitedly and reached over and gave her a huge hug, which she returned gratefully.
When Janie left my room I grabbed my bag then I slipped out of the house. Taking off to the went to the woods to the spot where Aaric would meet with the wolves. When I had gotten to the clearing, no one was there, so I just sat down and took out my journal and started to write about what had been happening since my father had passed.
After a while I looked around not really expecting to see anything, but something caught my eye. I wasn’t sure what it was at first, but when I looked closer, I saw that it was the white wolf staring back at me. I sat up straighter.
“Hello there,” I said softly. I wasn’t sure if it could understand me, but it looked as if it did because it moved closer to me. “I’m not going to hurt you,” I said to it.              
It moved just a bit closer to me. I smiled at it and was amazed when it walked all the way up to me. Its eyes were an amazing clear blue and looked like it could see right into my soul. When I looked into its eyes, I felt like I knew who it was; like I was somehow connected to the wolf in some fashion.
“You know who I am don’t you?” I spoke softly to the gentle beast. The wolf even let me touch it. It’s fur was so soft to the touch.
“Look at that?” A voice behind me spoke out in wonder startling me.
“Aaric, what are you doing out here,” I asked as I quickly stood up.
“Pam went to your room to check on you and got worried when she found it empty. When Janie said that she had spoken to you last in your room, Pam has been frantically searching the house for you. She was ready to call the cops and put out a report on a missing child however I told her I would go looking for you first.” he replied.
“Oh, gosh, she overreacts, so much,” I said with a smile and a roll of my eyes.
“I’ve never seen Abigail come up to anyone like that before,” he said pointing to the wolf at my side. I looked down at the wolf he was referring to.
“The wolf’s name is Abigail?” I asked.
“Yes, she has a name,” he said with a laugh.
“Nice to meet you, Abigail,” I said to the wolf with a smile and another rub on the top of her soft furred head.
“Since you’ve obviously met Abigail, you can stop hiding in the woods and come join in tonight if you’d like,” he said with a knowing smile.
“How did you?” I asked quickly, but then by the look on his face said, “Never mind, I saw you transform you obviously remember that.” I finally put it together with a knowing smile back.
“We better go home before Pam sends the Patrol out after both of us. Tonight, we can meet with Abigail, and maybe answer some of those questions,” he said with a laugh.
“Yes, we better.” I laughed back. Together we walked back to the house. My mind looking forward to something for the first time in a long while.





As we were walking back towards the house in companionable silence I stole a few glances towards Allysonn as we went. I noticed the necklace around her neck.
“The necklace, is that new?” I wondered aloud. Her hand went instinctively and protectively towards the trinket at the base of her throat.                                                         “Yeah, Janie bought this for me for my birthday today. Isn’t it gorgeous?” She responded sounding proud of the present she was given. Taking not of her smile as we walked I couldn’t help myself but to continue.
“She certainly caught your personality in a nutshell…” Her wild earthen eyes nailed me with a glare. I must have pricked a nerve because she shelled up, getting defensive when she responded.
“What is that supposed to mean?”
“I only mean that you are a bit of a lone wolf. You like to do things by yourself, and you like to spend a lot of time by lonesome.” My reply came out like the sluggish ramblings of a weirdo.
“Oh…” Was her only response. After that we walked back toward home in silence once again.





I went back to the house that I had been living in with the rest of the pack and phased back. I had to compose myself before I could enter the house. My heart was racing a mile a minute. It had been so long since I had seen my daughter, and the meeting was a long time coming.
Allysonn was so beautiful, and there was so much I wanted to tell her. The day I left was so hard, and not a day had gone by that I had not thought about the child I had left behind. How I had read her father wrong, I still have no idea.              
I was so sure he would be okay with the fact that I was a wolf, but when he found out after her birth he was furious. He threw me out of the house and said that I could not take Allysonn with me.
I walked into the house I now occupied as I struggled to compose myself. Feeling all the raging emotions of seeing my baby girl again I knew that my state of wild excitement was as good as I was going to be for the rest of the day. Falcon was at the stove cooking dinner for everyone and was the first one to see me.
“Abi are you okay?” he asked. He had this uncanny ability to be able to tell when anyone was feeling off even the slightest.
“Yeah Fal, I’m okay. Where is everyone?” I asked looking around and noticing that he and I were the only ones at home.
“Oh, they went out to patrol earlier and have not yet gotten back. Want to talk about it before they do?” He replied gruffly as he looked back at the pot he was stirring.
I walked over to the stove and looked over his shoulder to what he was stirring, and asked, “Spaghetti and meatballs with your famous garlic bread for dinner, I take it?”
He smiled at me, and kept stirring the sauce, “You can try to change the subject Abi, but I will not forget the look of worry and elation on your face, so spill it…” He knew me so well.
I took a deep breath letting the words flow out of me. “I saw my daughter today.”
He stopped what he was doing and looked at me. “You saw Ally today?” He mimiced my words as if he hadn’t heard me right. I knew exactly the amoutn of shock he was in, it coursed through me.
“Yes, I saw her today. She is so beautiful Fal. I don’t know why I was so scared that Danny would hurt her, but she doesn’t look like she has been hurt at all. Though I have no idea how she got to Sage Hollow in the first place. When I left, she was living in Whitewind.” My disbeleaving whisper filled the small kitchen as I settled into a chair.
“Wow, Abi, this is big. Are you going to tell Kayne?” He asked knowing how many times Kayne had told me to forget about her and move on over the years.
“I don’t know… do you think I should?” Uncertainty coated my mind as I considered the responses I would get.
“He is going to find out she is alive one way or another Abi.” Falcon was completely right.
“Yeah… Aaric invited her to our meeting tonight. So yes, Kayne is going to find out tonight that she is alive and well. It is probably better to tell him before then I guess…” I sighed loudly as the thoughts spilled out.
“Do you know if she has phased?” He spoke the words that had been hiding out in the back of my mind.
“I don’t think so.” I thought about it for a moment. “No, I really don’t think so as today is only her eighteenth birthday and I didn’t transform until a couple of months after my eighteenth birthday.” Feeling confident in my assertion I explained.
Just then we heard a commotion from outside. I looked out the window and saw that the rest of the pack were back. “Time to talk to Kayne,” I said.
“Good Luck Abi,” Falcon wished me luck as he went back to finishing up dinner.
I went out to wait on the porch letting the screen door slap behind me. Sitting on the porch step I waited for him to round the building.
“Hey babe, how was your walk?”
“Fine, was everything okay?” Planting a kiss on my lips I thought about the many ways I could broach the subject of my having seen Allysonn today.
“Yes, it was.” He replied confidently as he took a seat next to me. I chuckled as the rest of the guys were fooling around as they bumbled into the house behind us.
“Hey, sweetie can we talk before dinner please?” I asked pulling Kayne aside.
“Sure, everything okay babe?” We settled into the benches under the trees clumped in the front yard, this would give us a little privacy with the entire pack roaming around.
“Yes, it's just that I met Allysonn today.” I heard him growl under his breath as his irritation bubbled under his skin. “Now wait just a minute. I carried her for nine months and then was in labor with her for almost twelve hours before giving birth to her. You can’t deny me. She is my child.” I ground out my irritation with him through gritted teeth.
“Abi, you know how I feel about this. You are a member of this pack now. Do you even know if she has phased yet?” Kayne’s tone accused me.
“As far as I know she has not phased, but you can talk to Aaric about that because he has invited her to our meeting tonight…” I told him feeling every ounce of ire spike within me. He did not like that in the least bit.
“He didn’t. How dare he?” He retorted with an even deeper growl.
“Kayne Russell, you listen to me and listen good. Aaric is our Alpha now. You knew that the moment you saw those markings on his body the same as any of us. You would do best not to cross him.” Looking at him sternly I arched my eyebrow letting him know in no uncertain terms he was on the wrong side.
“Abigail, yes… I-I know that same as the rest of you, but I also know that I have been the Alpha of this Pack for as long as I can remember. How am I just supposed to stop being the Alpha just because an eighteen-year-old comes in here with those markings?” His sigh spilled forth all the concern he had been holding in for so long.
“Kayne look at me,” I whispered, waiting for him to meet my eyes. “It was foretold that a young one would be returned to us at the same time a Great One would be returned to us. Don’t you see that that is just what has happened? My daughter has been returned to me, at just the same time that Aaric, who has the markings of the Great One has been returned to us?” I said to him. We sat together in silence. Both of us thinking about what I this could mean for all of us.





I couldn’t help but think that Allysonn could ruin everything.
Aaric has no idea what he has done.
Abigail and I have just begun to have a decent relationship and now she is going to side tracked with her daughter.
I don’t want her daughter coming in and ruining everything I have built up. When Abigail got up and went into the house I reached into my pocket and pulled out the ring box that I had been carrying with me for weeks now.
The ring was a 1/10 carat petite twist diamond engagement ring. I was just waiting for the right time to ask her to marry me. I loved Abigail so much and just could not imagine living my life without her in it. Would I have to change my plans to include her daughter now? 





It had been three months since the fire at Allysonn’s place, and she had vanished without a trace. I had asked my mother if she had heard anything, but she just kept saying she hadn’t.
I was trying hard not to be devastated. Ally was my first love, my true love, my only love. I sat down on my bed and held my favorite picture of us to my chest. Why did she have to leave?
Everything was going perfectly for us. I had finally gotten up the nerve to ask her out again, and then the fire happened. She just disappeared after that. Left with no goodbye. My world was left shattered and I didn’t know how to pick up the pieces.
I thought back to when I first laid eyes on her and smiled. I thought she was an angel even back then. She was sitting at her desk all alone, looking uncomfortable, so I walked up to her and laid one of my crackers down in front of her and then sat down next to her. Then she smiled at me and felt my heart leap into my throat even at that young age. I didn’t know what it meant, so we just ate in silence.
We were connected from that moment on. The day she agreed to go out with me I thought I was walking on Cloud Nine. I thought we were doing great as a couple, but she said we should just be friends, so I agreed because I didn’t want to lose her. How stupid was I that I didn’t tell her how I felt then?
“Sam… Sam” I heard my mother yelling up the stairs to get my attention.
“Yeah,” I called back not leaving the solitude of my room.
“Dinner is ready. Come downstairs.” She replied, knowing I could no longer hide away from the world in irritation I got up from the comfort of my bed.
“Coming,” I said as I stood up, putting the picture gently back on my nightstand and then walked towards the door.
I looked back for a moment recalling the last day I had seen her. Whispering to myself I swore an oath. “Ally, I will find you if it's the last thing I do.”





During those three months since Allysonn had been gone, I had been trying to figure out how to tell my son about our family. Some way to clue him into what his destiny really is.
The timer went off signaling that dinner was done, so I pulled the lasagna out of the oven and yelled up the stairs for Sam. After he had replied I went to start cutting and plating dinner. The poor kid was heartbroken his friend was gone. I felt like shit for with holding the information from him.
What I had not told him was that Allysonn had written to him, I am assuming to let him know where she was. I had gotten the first letter and just returned it to the sender. I didn’t even bother to open it. I knew what she was, and she would not get in the way of my son’s destiny if I had anything to do about it.
There were others that had followed, and I had done the same. Marked them ‘Return to Sender’ and sent them back. Never opened and never mentioned them to my son. Nothing was going to derail him from his true destiny especially not a damn wolf.
I had thought back to the day that I had realized what Allysonn was. The two of them had been about ten at the time, and she had come over to play those incessant video games that my son had come to love that summer. Allysonn was wearing a cute white tank top and short, blue shorts as it was hot outside.
I had come into the living room to offer them some snacks when I had seen the birthmark on Allysonn’s shoulder for the first time. I am glad that neither of them had seen me enter the room, so they had not seen my shock.
Not knowing what to do I quickly left in search of my husband who had been home working. When I had told him about the girl I explained how I wanted to break their friendship up.
I had not wanted our son to have a werewolf as a friend, but my husband insisted that we allow them to stay friends. ‘What’s the harm?’ he had questioned my gut feeling. If we keep her close, then we would have an advantage if it ever came to us having to fight them.
Over the years Allysonn freely spoke to us and it was obvious that she had no idea she was a werewolf. I did see his point of view after a while, so we never spoke to either of them of what I had learned that day. Never cluing the children in to what the adults knew and now that she was gone I was not going to allow her to derail Sam’s true destiny with her letters.
I was pulled from my thoughts as Sam came bounding down the stairs. “Sam do you always have to come down the stairs like that?” I asked in irritation.
“What do you mean?” he asked with a shrug of his shoulders, as he came around and kissed my cheek. “Is dad going to be coming for dinner tonight?” He questioned looking around.
“Not tonight son, he got stuck at the office again,” I replied knowing full well that his father was busy getting the ceremonial hall ready to induct his son into our Coven of Vampires on his eighteenth birthday, which was a little over a month away.
“So, your birthday is coming up. What do you want to do?” I asked as I set a plate in front of him, then sitting down next to him with my own.
“You know Mother, we never celebrate around here unless Ally is with us.” He said after taking a bite.
“Well, we can start making new traditions without her you know that right.” I said taking my own bite, a bit irritated that he would insist that we not celebrate this most iconic birthday of his because that wolf was not here.
“It just won’t be the same without Ally, Mom and you know that.” he said taking another bite.
“Come on Sam, you only turn eighteen, once. Let’s do something as a family.” I said looking at him softly, encouragingly.
“Fine, I guess, as long as Father comes along.” he said with a sigh.
“Wonderful, I’m sure we can think of something.” I said with a great big smile on my face. I knew exactly what we were going to be doing that night. Sam was going to be inducted into the Tempest Dragons. He will then be training alongside his father to be their next leader.



 
Everything had been arranged. This night was going to be perfect. Sam would soon be inducted into the Tempest Dragons and would be one of us. He would begin his training and would fully understand why his father spent so much time away from us.
“Mother, Father is going to be late.” Sam said looking at his watch for what must have been the hundredth time that night. I could tell he was getting a bit irritated, but it would all be worth it in the end. I just knew it.
“No son, he will not be late, I am sure of it,” I said looking at my watch. The phone rang, which was my signal to get Sam into the car and drive him to the hall. I went to the phone and said, “Hello?” I listened intently to the caller’s instructions and then hung up. “Son, that was your father, he has given me instructions on where to take you. Let’s get into the car.” I said candidly.
“Mom, you said we were supposed to all go together.” Sam tried to argue.
“Sam, you listen to me. You are eighteen years of age now, do not argue with me like a two-year-old would. Stand up and walk yourself out to that car right this minute.” I said sternly.
“Yes ma’am…” he said quietly and just went and got into the car. He mumbled something under his breath, but I let it go as I knew that everything would be explained shortly. I drove the three miles to the Banquet Hall that our Coven had chosen to use for such ceremonies and parked the car.
“Let’s go, Sam. Your father is waiting inside.” I eagerly shuffled him toward the door.
“He’d better be,” Sam said gruffly and got out of the car and slammed the door shut a little harder than was needed.
When we entered the hall, the darkened, candlelit entrance was perfect for the evening's festivities.
“Mother, what the heck is going on? Why are all the lights out? What are with all the candles?” He asked quickly.
“Samuel Matthew Drake, please enter the Hall.” a loud voice echoed the hall entrance. Sam looked around for who had called his name and then looked back towards me.
“Go ahead son, I will be right behind you.” I said to him. He took a few cautious steps forward unsure of what he was walking into.
“Sam you need go.” I said giving him a little more of a push ahead.
I then followed him further into the hall a great big smile on my face.
“Samuel Matthew Drake, it’s with great pleasure that tonight we induct you into the Tempest Dragons, please step forward as we begin tonight’s ceremonies.” His father said to him with an outstretched hand towards our son.
Sam took his father’s hand with a huge grin and went to sit beside his father as the ceremony began. The night that I had waited for since I found out I was pregnant was finally here. My son was becoming one of us. His father and I had such high hopes for him.





When I walked into the front doors of the hall I was greeted with a darkened room. I felt chills go up and down my spine as this place always felt a bit creepy to me even with all the lights on.
When a voice came out of nowhere telling me to enter the hall, I really got spooked and I jumped into the air. I started to look around to see who had spoken my name but saw no one. My mother told me to go on ahead and that she would soon follow me. I honestly felt like a small child and suddenly did not want to go any further without her and was stuck where I was.
My mother then gave me a gentle push which got me moving. I’m glad she did because once inside I was met by my father who welcomed me by name and outstretched hands. I walked to him and sat down next to him. I was amazed that my mother was able to keep tonight a secret from me as she was famous for not being able to keep secrets.
The ceremony started with one of the younger Elders, who was the Master of Ceremonies, saying. “Good evening ladies and gentlemen, The Tempest Dragons have been around for thousands of years as the Elders can attest,” he stopped talking as laughter ensued for a bit after this statement. When it settled down, he continued with, “We are a sacred coven that has protected our own for that same amount of time. As we induct a new member tonight, in Samuel Matthew Drake. Let us remember that the leadership of our coven is usually passed down from father to son, and once Sam is inducted and begins his training, he will take on this same role when his Father deems he is ready. Robert would like to do the honor of reciting the Tempest Dragon’s vow of loyalty to your son?” asked the young looking man who referred to himself as an elder.
“Yes, I would, thank you Phillip.” Robert said as he stood up, shook hands with the young Elder, then took the microphone. “Samuel would you please come and stand next to me.” I got up and went and stood to my father’s right-hand side nervously as I had no idea what I was getting inducted into. Then my father started speaking.
“Do you Samuel Matthew Drake, vow your loyalty to this Clan, the Tempest Dragons from tonight and forevermore? To train under me, your father and learn our ways in order to one day lead in my stead. To never turn your back on another vampire and always fight for them?”
I quickly answered with a direct and powerful, “Yes I do.” Once I answered, my father handed me a chalice filled with a red liquid. I thought it was a deep red wine, but when I took my first drink of it, I found out it was blood. I looked up towards my father, and he just motioned for me to keep drinking, so I did. I didn’t much care for the bitter taste, but if my father told me to do something, I had learned at an early age I had better do it. When the Chalice was empty, I handed it back to the Master of Ceremonies and then turned back towards my father.
Then came all the Elders wishing me longevity and a life filled with love, family, honor, and most importantly Trust. Through this, I couldn’t help but wish that Ally could be here to celebrate this with me. She was the one I wanted to be by my side. The sound of a Gong being rung brought me out of my thoughts of Ally. I looked up to see my Mother standing up at the front of the Hall and I was surprised. I had not seen her move from her seat in the audience at all. I watched her so intently.
She stood tall and Proud next to my father before saying loudly, “Tonight, not only do we induct my son into our prestigious coven, but we also begin his training to become your next leader.” The hall erupted into loud applause and hollers it was so deafening. I quickly went and sat down just staring at my parents, in shock, in wonder, and completely overwhelmed. I was
really starting to wonder what they were getting me into. I'd never seen myself as a leader of anything, even though I had just pledged to become one. I couldn’t help but think that Ally had always been the leader.
She could convince anyone of anything. There had been a standoff at school, and she was able to defuse it like it was nothing and I was so proud of her. Me? Become a leader? Never in a million years did I ever think I would a be a leader of anything. I quickly got up and walked out of the hall because suddenly, I couldn’t breathe!





After the induction ceremony ended Sam and I went home. “I guess you have a lot of questions don’t you,” I said when we finally made it home. Sam was quiet for a long period.
“Yes, I do mother, but not tonight. Let me go inside and sleep on it. We can talk tomorrow.” He kissed me on the cheek and walked into the house looking a bit taller than when we left the house earlier in the evening.
I was a bit worried about my son. When I had seen him walk out, I wanted to follow him, but he needed to work through these things on his own now. I followed him into the house and got ready for bed. Hopefully, tomorrow would be a better, brighter, new day. I said to myself before I grabbed a book and began reading.

The next few days ran together and nothing much changed. Sam basically was not talking to me, which is not like my son, but I had resigned myself to let him work through this on his own.
By Thursday though I could not take the silence any longer so when he came down for breakfast I tentatively asked, “Sam can we talk please?”
“What about mom? How you and Father basically lied to me about what I am, who I am for basically all my life?” he said looking at me with his accusation in his eyes. My heart just about broke. I quickly sat down next to him.
“It’s not like I wanted to keep it a secret from you, it’s just the way it had to be.” He scoffed at that.
“The way it had to be? No, you could have told me plenty of times. Now I am expected to become a leader of a Coven I have only just been inducted into and have only known exists for a few days. That is a lot of pressure to put on me.” He said and then immediately stood up and slammed his empty plate into the sink.               “I've to go to school unless that’s no longer expected of me,” he said with his back to me. I hung my head and tried to keep my voice calm before responding.
“No, you’re still expected to go to school. Your father will meet you after school to begin your training.” I said. He didn’t say anything just grabbed his book bag and walked out of the kitchen.





I have been eighteen years old for a couple of months now, and the birthmark that I thought was insignificant has begun to throb and ache. When I touch it, my skin feels hot to the touch, as if I am running a fever. The birthmark itself looks like it could be glowing at times as well.
I am unsure what that is all about. It is an unusual birthmark, some would say so anyway. My birthmark is in the shape of a Phoenix. Yes, it is the shape of a bird. I have never met or known anyone else with a birthmark of this shape. I had asked my father about the unusualness of the shape and he dismissed it and wouldn’t talk about it. I have tried to research the shape of my birthmark but couldn’t find anything and there is no one I can ask either.
Aaric and I have gotten closer since we started meeting in the woods. It’s like we have this connection that no one else in our family does. I can’t exactly explain it.
Meeting with the wolves have been cool as well. Though I do get the feeling that one wolf does not like me. This one is gray in color and always stands close to Abigail as though he is protecting her from me. I have tried to ask Aaric about him, but he laughs off my suspicions and told me not to worry about Kayne.

Walking in the woods has gotten to be quite therapeutic for me. The smell of the cool, crisp air, the freshly fallen leaves, the bark on the trees, the aroma from the many different plants and flowers that are growing in the woods are all quite soothing. The rushing sound of the waterfalls or the babbling brooks are also quite pleasing to the ears. Listening to Aaric talk about Sage Hollow and the history behind this sleepy little town is interesting and calming as well. I feel like I can ask him anything.
“So, were you born here?” I asked on one of our walks. He smiled when I asked him that question.
“No, I wasn’t born here. In fact, none of us were. Pam and Roger have adopted all of us.” He said and stopped walking and looked at the waterfall that we had come to.
“I’m sorry I had no idea,” I said looking down at the water falling below us.
“No need to apologize,” He said looking over at me. “My parents were killed.” he started to say, then stopped and picked up a rock then tossed it into the water below.
“I’m sorry,” I said looking up at him. “How may I ask?” He looked down at me with a smile.
“The town I was born in and started my childhood in had come to know that my parents were wolves and condemned them to death by stoning.” He said quietly.
I thought about what he had said then asked, “May I ask why you were spared then?” I thought I had seen a look of sadness come across his face for a split second before his face became the look of stone, I had become fond of.
“I was a child, and no one wanted to kill a child.” I must have had a look shock on my face because he also said, “don’t be so surprised, people can be mean to adults but be the sweetest people in the world to children while thinking they will ship them off to be other adult’s problems. Turns out Pam and Roger believe I have been a blessing and so adopted me, then Brooke, Janie and Scotty.”
Then, he turned back to the waterfall and we both were caught up in our own thoughts for what seemed like hours before he replied.“You have heard that the symbols on my skin make me the Alpha of The Phoenix Warriors, which is the Pack in this area, but do you know that the birthmark that you like to cover up so much makes you one as well.” he smiled at my gasp when he mentioned my birthmark as I had not told anyone about that.
“How….how...how did you know about that?” I stammered out as my hand instinctively went to it and grimaced in pain when it came in contacted with said birthmark.
“It has been aching and throbbing has it not?” he asked in response, not answering my question.
“Yes?” I responded.
“How long has it been hurting like that?” he asked.
“I don’t know, a week, maybe. I haven’t really been counting…” I said with a shrug of my shoulders. I turned away from him then because I really wasn’t sure how he had come to know about my birthmark. I never showed it to him.
He gently laid his hand upon my shoulder with the birthmark and it instantly cooled. This got my attention and I turned back to look at him.
“Allysonn, you are a descendant of one of most Ancient Great Ones known to our world. Your mother is one as well…” he said walking towards me. I had to take a step back from him, not understanding how he knew about all of this.
“Aaric, I don’t know what you are talking about. I can’t be a wolf. I am a human being.” I said stumbling backward, finally stumbling, falling and twisting my ankle. I tried to stand back up and flinched when the pain grew and went up into my leg. Aaric crouched down and checked on me.
“Looks like you twisted your ankle pretty good,” he said and then began looking around us.
“What are you looking for?” I asked curiously. He got up and went to a group of what looked like weeds to me and started picking them. When he came back, he started applying what he had picked up to my ankle and surprisingly enough the pain started easing up.
“What the heck did you do to me?” I asked when he had helped me to my feet.
“The plants and flowers you see growing around here can be used for medicinal purposes if you choose to learn what your ancestors have passed down among them throughout the years, you can learn what each plant and flower can help with as well.” he replied and then started walking back the way we had come.
I just stood there looking at his back unsure of what he had said. He stopped and turned around and asked, “are you coming? It’s getting dark and Pam will be worried if I return without you.” He said with that incredible smile of his. My heart started fluttering and I had butterflies in my stomach. I had never felt this way about any guy before. Not even when I had dated Sam. Was, I falling for Aaric?





When Allysonn moved in with us I totally hated the idea. I thought she would be another bratty, teenaged girl that would fawn all over me like Brooke and Janie did when they first moved in, but she turned out to be cool. In fact, turns out that she is more like me than I would have ever imagined.
I knew it the first night I caught her watching me in the woods. When she left that I felt as if a part of myself had left with her. I had never had a feeling like that before.
When Abigail first came and started talking to me, she told me of what the Pack had been foretold. My mother and father had told me about the symbols I had on my body, that all the other boys and girls had made fun of, that set me apart from them.
I missed my parents, but having Abi and the other wolves now, I knew I had a family again. I know that Pam and Roger meant well, but they just never felt much like a true family. 

My life changed drastically, after Allysonn moved in with us. Not only did I transform into the wolf that my parents told me I would become, but I was now the Alpha of a wolf pack. My first job as Alpha was to inform Allysonn that she was a wolf just like her mother and that her mother was Abigail.
We have had many after-school walks in the woods for me to ponder how to do this. Then one-day Allysonn came upon me talking to a female that she did not know or at first thought she did not know.
“Aaric, oh excuse me,” Allyson said as she walked up to us. The woman I had been talking to turned and Allysonn immediately saw the birthmark in the exact same spot as hers and curiously it was in the exact same shape as hers.
“Allysonn…” the womans voice cracked with emotion as she stared at the increasingly confused girl.
“Do I know you?” Allysonn replied.
“Allysonn, I would like to introduce you to Abigail. Abigail Mortigan, she’s… uh… she’s your mother.” Standing in the quiet between their breaths I waited for the shoe to drop.
Allysonn just stared, open-mouthed, not moving. Abigail took one step towards her and that got Allysonn moving,
“I’m sorry Aaric, but I have to go…” Allysonn said and turned and took off running. What her mother and I saw next was so beautiful. Allysonn became this silver colored wolf, that when running looked so much like a falling star streaking across the dark night sky.
She was like a vision I had seen in my dreams that was finally coming true. Then it came to me, she had turned into the same exact wolf that was like the trinket that she had on her necklace except for the fact that Allysonn had brown eyes and the wolf on her necklace had blue eyes. I was pulled away out of my thoughts by Abigail’s cry,
“Allysonn, wait!” Abi cried out but Allysonn was too far for her to hear her mother’s pleas.
“Abigail, hey. Allysonn will be okay. She has just phased into a wolf for the first time and she must be very scared. She has not only found out that her mother is alive, but she has turned into an animal that she never knew she was. You need to go back to the pack house and get Falcon.
He is the only one who can stop her now and you know it. She will not listen to either you or I at this point in time.” I said to her.
Abigail was not looking at me, but at where her daughter had disappeared too deep into the woods. I turned her to me and shook her shoulders to bring her attention back to me.
“Abigail, did you hear me?” I questioned.
“Uh, what did you say Aaric?” she said questionably.
“You need to go and tell Falcon what just happened and get him to go after Ally. He is the only one that will be able to get her to stop and listen to him at this point in time. Allysonn has just gone through a huge shock, and if you or I go after her at this point in time, we just may push her even further away.” I said as I looked deep into her eyes to make sure she understood me.
“Yes, yes you are right. I should go and tell Falcon. She phased and she is just so beautiful, isn’t she?” Abigail replied with tears flowing down her face.
I had to smile, “Yeah Abi, Ally is truly beautiful inside and out.”
“Okay you stay here in case she comes back, and I will go and get Falcon to go in search of her.” she stated before turning and phasing herself and running off into the opposite direction.
I couldn’t help but think to myself that Allysonn was going to make a very good addition to the Pack once she was trained properly. From everything I already knew of Allysonn’s personality, she was fiercely loyal, she would protect those she loved with everything she had, and she would give her own life before she would allow those she loved to get hurt.
That is what the Phoenix Warrior’s needed in an Alpha Queen. I smiled at my thoughts. Yes, Allysonn was finally home. She has been looking for a place where she belonged, and I do believe she can finally stop looking.





All I could think about was getting as far away as fast as I could and about how much my birthmark burned and hurt. I took of running as fast as I could. My entire body felt like it was on fire, but I didn’t let that stop me from getting away as far as I could. I didn’t even take the time to look around at where I was going.
I was so angry at the woman that Aaric had said was supposedly my mother that I just kept running, not paying any attention to where I was going. The scenery was flying by me so fast, then suddenly, a voice in my head tells me to stop.
When I stopped, I looked around and I didn’t recognize anything around me. I also realized that I was no longer standing on two legs, but I was closer to the ground and I had four paws. “What the heck?” I thought to myself.
Once again, the voice in my head says, “It’s okay, stay calm, Allysonn.”
“Who are you?” I asked back.
“We have not yet had the pleasure of meeting, but I am a member of your mother’s pack. Everyone calls me Fal which is short for Falcon. I am close. Stay where you are and let me come to you.” Falcon said.
“Please hurry. I’m scared.” I said as I had finally calmed down enough to really be scared instead of angry.
“Turn around,” he said in return. I turned around and there was a wolf the color of a reddish brown.
“Falcon?” I asked.
“Yes, Allysonn, everyone is worried about you, especially your mother.”
“She has no right. She lost that right the day she walked out on me when I was a baby.” I said angrily baring my teeth, once again very angry at the woman who was supposedly my mother.
“You don’t know the true reason she had to leave, do you?” he said gently.
“My dad said she didn’t love me,” I said.
“That is so not true. You owe her the chance to tell you her side of the story,” he replied.
“Never!” I said once again baring my teeth. “Why do I owe her anything. She left me and never looked back. Never even reached out to see how I was doing while I was growing up.” I asked.
Instead of answering my question he said, “Fine, at least come back with me so I can show you how to transform back.” he asked.
I thought about that for a moment. “Fine, but only because I am getting hungry, and don’t think I want to remain a wolf forever,” I said and started walking towards him. I didn’t know how I could trust this new wolf as I had never met him, but something in me knew I could trust him, and he would never lead me astray and so I followed him.

Falcon was true to his word. He led me back to the house where the pack was staying and showed me how to transform back into a human. I did, however, do my best to stay as far away from the woman who claimed to be my mother, until it became impossible. It seemed that the entire pack was against me and had vanished leaving the two of us alone.
“Allysonn, please can we talk?” she asked quietly.
“Why should I talk to you or let you explain anything after all these years?” I asked angrily.
I could hear her sigh but she continued on. “Leaving you behind was the hardest thing I have ever had to do.”
“Yeah right!” I said with my teenage attitude.
Still, she continued. “Your father and I loved each other at one time, however when he found out I was a wolf, he couldn’t handle it. He banned me from living in the house and then said that I had to leave permanently.
When I tried to take you with me, he got so enraged that he threatened to kill us both. To give you a chance at life, I chose to leave you behind with your father and to find my pack again and hope they would take me back, which as you can see, they have.” she said. I looked at her with my eyes wide.
“You are trying to tell me that the only parent who ever seemed to care about me wanted to kill me because you wanted to take me with you. Somehow I don’t believe that.” I said through gritted teeth. There was nothing this woman could ever say against my father that would ever make me believe the lies she was saying. My father may not have given me the best life, but he was still my father and the only one who cared enough to stick around and raise me.
Just then the one they all called Kane came out with a bunch of letters that seemed to be tied together and softly called her name “Abigail.” She looked up and smiled and took them from him and then said to me,
“If you won’t believe me, maybe you will after you read these.” She then reached her hand out to me with the envelopes in them.
“What are those?” I asked.
“I have written you a letter every week since I have left. Of course, your father has sent them back marking them return to sender. Please take them and read them. Then maybe we can talk some more.” she said with a smile. I tentatively took them, looking at the top envelope and noting the date was marked a week after she left.
A tear came to my eye. Maybe she was telling the truth. How could my father keep me from my mother? I just couldn’t understand it? I wanted to run anywhere and hide and have a good cry because I had one parent again who said she didn’t leave me because she wanted to but because she was made to and one parent who could no longer explain his reasons for making her leave and not letting me get to know her.
Just then Aaric interrupted, “Allysonn, I hate to interrupt, but you know the ‘rents.” he said with a smile.
“Yeah,” I said wiping the tear from my eye. “May I take these with me?” I asked Abigail. “Yes, of course,” she replied. I stood up and walked over to Aaric.
We walked back to the house in complete silence.
Me, lost in so many confusing thoughts. The day had certainly been a long one. One that I would certainly not forget for a very long time. Aaric interrupted the quiet, just before we left the clearing, when he said, “So, want to talk about anything?”
“How long have you known Abigail was my mother?” I asked him.
“She told me who she was when she recognized your birthmark, but asked me not to say anything to you, until you were ready. I’m sorry,” he responded.
“So, what am I supposed to do now?” I asked. “I mean I just found out that not only is my mother alive, but I am a wolf all in the same day and I’m so unsure of what to do with this information.” He laughed and I just looked at him.
“No worries, the whole pack will help you, myself included,” he said with a smile. He had no idea what his smile did to my insides, but I hope he never stopped smiling at me like that. 

Later that night when I was alone in bed, I pulled out the stack of letters that Abigail had given me and pulled out the letter that she had written a week after she left. I carefully opened the envelope and pulled out the letter. This is what it said.


“My Dear Sweet Allysonn,
I have only been gone a week, and it already feels as if I have been gone an entire lifetime. I need you to know that you are and have always been loved by me. If I could have taken you with me, I would have. I know you are way too little at this point to understand why I left in the first place, but I just hope that by the time you are old enough to read this, you will have forgiven me. I trust your father to take are of you completely. Despite what your Father may believe I did and still do love him very much.
Well they are calling me for dinner, so I must end this for now my beautiful daughter.
Love Always, Your Mother”
When I had gotten done reading this first letter, I had tears in my eyes. I went on to read the second letter:
“My Dear Sweet Allysonn,
It has been just two long weeks, since I have had to say goodbye to your beautiful face. I find myself looking out the window at the sunrise wondering if you woke up to it this morning, or if you have started sleeping all through the night yet.
I long to hold you in my arms, cuddle you to my breast, sing lullaby’s to you, smell the sweet baby smell that only you can smell like, but alas that has been taken from me because your father could not handle what I am. What I do ask of you, is not to blame your Father. I should have told him well before we were married. It was such a shock to him. He reacted the only way he knew how. He thought he was protecting his daughter from a monster, and as your father, he had that right.
I love you baby girl. I love you to the moon and back and always will.
Love Always, Your Mother.”


I looked at the clock on my nightstand and saw that it was already after midnight and as much as I wanted to continue reading, I knew that Pam was going to be getting us up early in the morning, so I put the letters back in their envelopes and put them in the chest at the end of my bed so I could read them later. I crawled back into bed and said a silent prayer to whoever was up above for bringing my mother back into my life.
Life had certainly taken a turn that I never expected. After that day that I transformed, life at home with the ‘rents as Aaric and I began to affectionately call my foster parents became even stranger, as I now had this other side of me that I had to keep from them. Since the weather had gotten nicer, and I was in my senior year of High School and the year was almost over, I had more free time, or so I thought.
Pam and Roger kept questioning me about what college I was going to go to. I had to keep dodging their questions by saying I had homework to catch up on or applications to fill out. I knew this would only last for so long, but I didn’t know how to tell them that I had no aspirations of going to college. As often as I could, I would sneak away and spend time with my newly founded Pack family. As much as I was glad that my mother was back in my life, I was still unsure if I could trust her, but I wanted to learn everything I could and needed to about my ability to become a wolf, so that meant spending time with the wolf pack and of course time around her.
I was happy when I learned that Falcon would be the one to train me. I liked him. He reminded me of my dad at times. Falcon could be friendly and playful but stern and serious at others.
“Straighten up and keep your feet planted on the ground, Allysonn or you will never learn this stance.” He said to me during one of our training sessions. It had been a long hard day and I was getting tired, not understanding why I had to learn to fight as a human when I had heard we were so much stronger when we were in our wolf forms anyway.
“Why is this so important anyway?” I had said under my breath in my teenage attitude.
He responded in a nice even tone. “If you can’t protect yourself in your human form, you won’t be able to protect anyone in your wolf form Allysonn, now let’s practice it again.” and set himself up again so I had to follow his lead. 

Three weeks later, Falcon was finally satisfied that I could protect myself in my human form and began my next phase of training, this I found more fun. I got to transform and train as a wolf. Though I have to say I still was unsure of having another voice in my head.
Growing up, Sam and I had heard all the stories of those who heard voices and how they were crazy and that we needed to stay away from them and here I was a wolf, who when I was in my wolf form, had not one voice, but the whole pack which consisted of Falcon, Aaric, of course, my mother, Kane, and twelve others. That is a lot of voices to get used to hearing especially when everyone is talking at once.
I was pulled from my thoughts when Falcon said, “Allysonn, you have to be aware of your surroundings, your enemy can and will use anything and everything to do harm to you. If you are not on constant awareness you could be the one that we are paying our last respects to.” He sounded exasperated as he had once again been able to get to me without me being aware of it.
“How am I supposed to be aware of what is behind me when I am looking for the enemy to come from the direction I am looking?” I asked him. I mean I was a teenager, who was new to this. I thought to myself.
“That comes from knowing your surroundings and being able to discern what direction your enemy is coming from,” he responded.
“What do you mean, discern what direction my enemy is coming from?” I asked right away.
He smiled and replied to my question with, “Okay, let's try something. Close your eyes and tell me what you hear.”
I must have rolled my eyes because he said. “Allysonn you know how I feel about that,” sternly. “Do you want to learn how to fight and protect yourself as a wolf or not?” he asked.
“Yes, I do,” I replied.
“Then just do as I asked. Close your eyes and tell me what you hear.”
I did as he asked and listened for a bit and then responded with, “Birds in the trees to the east, and a snake slithering in the grass just to the west of me.”
“That is what I mean. If you can really take the time to know what direction your enemy is coming from you can be ready for anything.” he said, “let’s try this again with that in mind shall we?”
“Yeah, I think I can do this now,” I said. He left and I closed my eyes and readied myself, giving myself a pep talk in the process, “Ally, girl you can do this. You are strong and can do anything.” I then heard him approaching and right before he was able to attack me, I was able to turn the tables on him and attack him first, just the way he had taught me.
Then suddenly, I heard a voice I never heard before, “Allysonn, I do believe that the student has surpassed her teacher.” I looked around to see who was talking to me and saw a black and gray wolf. Falcon straighten up and bowed before this new wolf and said, “Dakota, I had no word that you would be gracing us with your presence.”
I was confused and didn’t know what to do. I looked from Falcon back to the new Wolf and asked, “Who is this?”
“This Allysonn is Dakota, who is the Chief Alpha of the Group Pack as a whole. You should bow to him.” Falcon responded.
Looking at Falcon, I saw he was serious, and immediately bowed, saying “Pardon me, sir, I had no idea.”
“You are forgiven Allysonn. I have heard lots about you and wanted to see you for myself.”
If I had been in my human form I would have blushed at his comment, but as I wasn’t, I didn’t dare look at him, but said instead, “Thank you, sir.”
“You both may rise now,” Dakota said patiently, and I heard a rustle and ventured a look and he had transformed back into his human form. I looked at Falcon, who just shook his head signaling that we should do the same. I transformed back and hugged my arms to me as I was nervous.
We sat in awkward silence for what seemed like forever before Dakota said, “So Allysonn have you thought about what you are going to say when you are made Alpha alongside Aaric?”
I was blown away and looked at Falcon who just looked away. “What do you mean I am going to be made Alpha?” I asked.
Dakota just smiled, then said, “So your mother has not told you.”
“Told me what?” I asked in return.
“Falcon, I believe you should take your student home and tell her mother that she needs to tell Allysonn everything about why I am truly here, before I do,” he said, then stood up and walked away.
I looked at his retreating back, then looked at Falcon, my teacher, and mentor. “What is he talking about?” I asked when we stood up to leave.
“Best leave that to your mother, Allysonn, we better be getting back now anyway.” was all he said before he started walking in the opposite direction himself. I just stood there in disbelief. The one man I thought would never keep anything from me, had done just that. Is there any adult that I could trust to not keep anything from me?





The weeks seemed to fly by since Allysonn had found out that not only was I alive but a wolf. Then came her own transformation into a wolf, and her training. Falcon had kept me apprised on how Allysonn was doing and he seemed impressed at how quickly she picked everything up.
“What were his words?” I had asked out loud to no one that day while I was alone doing dishes. “She is just like Dakota was said to have been when he was young.” he had replied just a week before. I had to smile at that. We had all heard the stories of how Dakota was when he was still growing up after he had transformed. To have my daughter compared to him was amazing.
Though, I had not had the chance to tell her the reason Falcon had started her training so soon and why it was so imperative she pick it up so quickly. Word had come to us, that the vampires had started an army and were getting close.              
War was imminent and Allysonn had to be ready to help Aaric lead the pack. It would be best if they were husband and wife, but we would take it one step at a time.
I heard some rustling outside and looked out the window just in time to see Falcon walking back but didn’t see Allysonn with him. Usually when they went out to train, when he came back, she was right beside him, with him quizzing her on the ways of our Pack. I walked out onto the Porch and asked, “Falcon where is Allysonn?” He looked up and I could see something wasn’t right. “What happened?” I immediately asked walking up to him.
“He is here, and he wants you to tell her everything or he will,” he replied then walked on into the cabin without another word. When he had spoken the words, “He is here,” my hand immediately flew to my mouth. We had had no word that he was on his way. Dakota had probably planned it that way, to catch us off guard. Whenever he had come around, he never kept quiet about how he had wished that I had agreed to marry him, instead of Allysonn’s father.
Allysonn finally broke through the woods, and she looked none too happy. I tried to get her attention, but she in her teenage wisdom walked right past me without another word. I followed her inside and went to my room to decide how to tell my daughter that her life had been planned out the moment she had been born, and there wasn’t anything she could do about it.





I made camp, just south of their training grounds with my guards and the few pack members who chose to travel with me. I looked around and marveled at that land around us. This was supposed to be my land. Abigail was supposed to be my wife. How she had agreed to marry that human I will never know but knowing that she and her daughter were finally back together, the pack was finally whole again and would be stronger than ever before I couldn’t be happier. Maybe now Abigail will agree to marry me.
“Sir, there is word again.” one of my guards had said interrupting my thoughts.
“Fine, tell me what the word is now?” I said.
“The vampires are getting closer to this area. They seem to be picking up speed and in followers.” the guard had said.
“Okay send word to the Phoenix Warriors Pack, that the ceremony must take place soon, and that I would like to meet with Abigail, Allysonn, Aaric, and Kane as soon as possible afterward,” I said quickly.
“Yes sir,” he said, nodded and was quickly off.
I wanted this war to be over and the Vampires to be done with so that we werewolves could once again rule this area! I started shouting out orders to tear down the camp that had already been set up. We were going to move closer to the Phoenix Warriors pack, and once the War was won, I was going to make sure that Abigail became my wife and she and I would rule over the Packs together as it should have been from the beginning.





When word came from Dakota’s Guard, plans for the ceremony quickly started taking place.
Kane went to Abigail and said, “You must tell her now. We have no more time to wait dear.”
“What if she says no?” she asked concerned.
“You will just have to convince her not to sweetheart,” he said and then kissed her forehead, leaving the room quickly.





There was so much going on, and I didn’t understand the meaning of it all, so I went to the one person I had been trying to stay as far away from as possible. I knocked tentatively on the door jam, not sure if my mother had heard me or not. When I knocked the second time, Abigail turned around and motioned for me to come in.
“I need you to tell me what the heck is going on. I was training earlier today with Falcon and this strange wolf appears like out of nowhere declaring that I would become Alpha alongside Aaric and that you were supposed to tell me. So, tell me.” I said quickly before I lost my nerve. My mother took a deep breath and sighed.
“Yes, when I conceived you, it was said that when the time came you were to be wed to the Alpha of the pack and help him run the pack as his mate and co-leader,” she said without looking up at me. I sat down quickly as if my feet could no longer hold me up. I had no idea what to think.
After some time when I had not said anything, my mother continued. “There is to be a ceremony tonight, where you will be named Alpha as well. You will then help Aaric lead our Pack, alongside the Alpha’s of the other Packs who have come to help us in the War that is brewing.”
“War, what war?” I finally asked.
“We have tried to keep this from you as long as we could, but we werewolves have an enemy that is threatening our way of life and the lives of the humans in the town surrounding this area, that we must protect no matter the cost,” she responded.
“What enemy and why can’t we just talk to them?” I responded back.
My mother let out a long sigh, “Please understand that usually, you would have learned all of this over time.” She sat down across from me and continued. “The enemy we have to protect the town from are Vampires.”
I just looked at her as if she had spoken a strange language for a bit then when I felt I could speak without sounding like a child, I said. “Vampires, you mean they exist?” My mother had the decency to smile at my question.
“Yes, Allysonn, as we are here today living and breathing, Vampires do exist.”
I sat straighter in the chair I was sitting in. “Okay, I understand, but why do I have to marry Aaric. Why can’t I just be Alpha next to him?” I asked. My mother looked down at the floor as if she was hoping the floor would give her the answer to my questions.
“Allysonn, you have to understand that you were destined for this even before you were born. There is nothing that either you or I can do to stop it. I know you are still new to all of this, but this is your destiny.”
I just looked out the window after she said what she had to say. There were way too many questions floating around in my head, and I could tell I was not going to get the answers I wanted to hear. I didn’t know my mother well enough to tell her how I was beginning to feel towards Aaric since I still didn’t really understand it myself. I mean yes growing up I had boyfriends, but did I love any of them, at least not that all-consuming love that would last a lifetime love. That was what I wanted. Now I was being told that I was destined to be married to a man and it didn’t matter if I loved him or not. What was I supposed to say to that?
After a bit, Kane came back in and spoke quietly to my mother. After he left, my mother turned to me and said,
“Allysonn it’s time for you to get ready for the Ceremony. The clothes and ceremonial jewelry that you need to wear have been placed in your room. Would you like me to help you get ready?” I looked up at her, and somehow it looked like she had aged in a very short period. As much as I did not want to do this, I knew that this was my destiny. “Yes, I would really like your help,” I stated as I stood up to leave.
When we had gotten to my room and I had seen the clothes and jewelry that I was to wear, I was so glad that I had agreed to have my mother help me get dressed. The dress I was to wear was a tan color, covered in a multitude of multicolored beads in patterns that could almost be said to be like the Native American Art that I had read about in books in school. The collar of the dress was rounded, while the sleeves were covered in what felt like soft white fur of some sort. The bottom of the dress was cut jagged but was hemmed perfectly just above my knees. The jewelry complemented the dress perfectly. The necklace was not overwhelming fancy but was made of simple shells, with a huge Silver Dollar as the main piece at the middle of the necklace. The bracelet matched the necklace and the earrings were miniature silver dollars. I had missed having my mother help me get ready for dances growing up and this kind of made for that. Kind of.
We didn’t speak just quietly got me dressed as I believe we both had too much we needed to say to the other and just didn’t want to ruin the moment. At least I had so much I wanted to say to her. My hair was done up in a French Braid with a band of shells holding it together and shells woven into the braid as well.               When I was all done up, I kind of felt like a beautiful Indian Princess.
Just as my mother finished with my hair there was a knock on the door jam. We both turned around and it was Aaric.
“Wow, you are so beautiful Allysonn?” Aaric said to me.
I blushed at his compliment, “Thank you Aaric, you don’t look to bad yourself,” was my response.
“Abigail, do you mind if I speak with Ally alone for a few minutes before the Ceremony.” he asked my mother.
“No of course not Aaric,” she said, she then leaned down to me and whispered in my ear. “Ally I will be right outside if you need me.” Then she left the room quietly. I turned around to face Aaric who was standing by my bed looking so handsome in the outfit he had on. His was sort of like mine. The shirt and pants were also tan in color and covered in multicolored beads in a different pattern than on mine. He also wore jewelry, however, his had feathers instead of silver dollars. He was silent for a good bit.
“Aaric was there something you wanted to say?” I asked him.
“May I sit down?” he asked at first.
“Yes of course, please do,” I replied.
“Ally, has you mother told you about your destiny?” Confusion whipped through me at his words.
“That we are supposed to be married?" My answer was whispered as I sat there uncertain of where this was going.
“Uh, yeah.” Running his hand through his short black hair he leaned to his elbows as if uncomfortable.
“Yes, she has, and I understand if you don’t want to be.”
“That is actually what I want to talk to you about.” Crushed by his words I tried to keep my face from reflecting the emotions my mind was cartwheeling through.
“Oh,” I whispered not knowing what else to say.
“Yes, I care for you a great deal.” His brown eyes laid into mine like he was bearing his soul to me.
“Oh... wow... Aaric, I care for you a ... a great deal as well.” I bumbled the words back to him as if they weren't the truest statement I had ever let slip from my lips.
“Okay, so we could possibly talk about it in the future.” He questioned tentativly feeling out where I stood on the subject.
“Maybe... but not tonight...I just learned about it and we haven’t even kissed yet...” I jokingly pushed at his muscular shoulder as I laughed off the situation.
“Right.” He replied and the there was a knock on the door and my mother said through the door. “It’s time to head down to the Ceremonial Grounds.”
“Well I guess we better head on out.” I said.
“Yes, May I escort you?” he asked standing up and offering his hand.
“Yes, thank you.” I said taking his hand.

When we finally made it to the Ceremonial Grounds, I was amazed at how extravagant the Grounds looked with all the fragrant flowers and lighted with all the tiki torches, and that they had less than a day’s time to put this all together. I saw Falcon standing like a proud father next to the stage where Aaric and I would become Co-Alpha’s of the Phoenix Warriors.
I was glad that Aaric had come to talk to me before we came down here. It had at least put my mind at ease about marrying him at least a little bit. These last few months, we had really gotten close and if I was being totally honest with myself, I just can’t imagine my life without him now.
“Excuse me Allysonn, the ceremony is about to begin.” my mother said to bring me out of my thoughts.
“Oh yes, let me get into place,” I said with a smile to her. She kissed my cheek gently and I turned towards her and hugged her for the first time since I had found out that she was alive and whispered in her ear, “I love you, Mom.” I then turned and walked towards the stage where Falcon helped me up the stairs and handed me off to Aaric. As soon as I was in place, the Ceremonial Leader began with this:
“We are gathered here today to not only honor our Ancestors, and their Wise Counsel, but to make one of our own a Leader in her own right. Allysonn Rose Blackwood has only recently become one of us but has shown great progress in her training as well as it is her destiny to become the Alpha of one of the greatest Packs that has ever been formed.” the Ceremonial Leader stated before turning to me.
 “Allysonn Rose Blackwood, today you are vowing to lead the Phoenix Warriors as Alpha alongside Aaric Jaymes Layton, until the day you die. The life of an Alpha is one of service, not of self. Do you swear on all that we hold sacred, on the bonds that forged by our pack and the blood that unites our bond to protect it with all that you are? To give the best of yourself to the pack and for the pack that you may lead and be worthy of the mantle entrusted to you? Do you also promise to help protect the humans around this Pack, who do not know what we truly are and protect our way of life with your own?”
I couldn’t help but smile and look into Aaric’s eyes the entire time the Ceremonial Leader was stating what I was to vow to, before I stated loud and clearly for all to hear with a resounding and strong.
“Yes I do!” Nearly shouting my acceptance I beamed with pride.
“Then I gladly pronounce you Co-Alpha alongside Aaric Layton of the Phoenix Warriors!” he replied. Then a small headband of shells was placed on my head. I smiled at Aaric, but to my surprise Aaric pulled me to him, then leaned down and kissed me softly.





To see my baby girl up on the Ceremonial Stage, about to become the Alpha that she was destined to become has been a dream come true for me.
I couldn’t stop the tears that were freely flowing down my face. Kayne, who was sitting beside me handed me a box of tissues, that he so graciously remembered to bring.
If I had had any worries about the Ceremony going off without a hitch I didn’t have to worry, because nothing bad happened. The Ceremonial Leader was picked of course by Dakota and did the job he was picked to do wonderfully.
When the time came for Allysonn to take the Vow needed to become an Alpha, the whole Grounds were so quiet, we could probably have heard a pin drop.
When Ally was announced the Co-Alpha, and the Ceremonial Leader raised his hands up over both of Aaric’s and Ally’s heads, the Grounds erupted in applause and laughter and a whole lot of congratulations. Then to my wonderful surprise Aaric leaned down and kissed my beautiful daughter. I once again started crying. I wrapped my arms around Kane, which he took as an invitation to kiss me then, I didn’t care. I was beyond happy. My family was finally complete.              
Kayne then took this moment to get down on one knee and say to me, “Abigail Jane Mortigan, will you do the honor of becoming my wife, and joining your life with mine?”
Before I could think to answer him, I was in his arms kissing him deeply.





After the Ceremonial Leader had pronounced us both Alphas of the Phoenix Warriors and everyone started clapping and hollering, I was smiling widely, I was completely caught by surprise when Aaric leaned down and kissed me gently.
Though it was not my first kiss, I had wished it was because his kiss was so perfect. I wanted to kiss him again when he pulled away but all I could do was look at him. The look in his eye made me feel as if he and I were the only two people in the world at that time. Then suddenly, we were swept off the stage into the waiting crowd below. I had only caught glimpses of Kane kneeling in front of my mother before we were swept up in the crowd and taken further away from them.
Laughing, and clapping each of us on the shoulder we were brought to the reception area of the Ceremony. We were both placed at a high table where we could see everyone who had attended. I had never seen so many people in one place. In fact, all I wanted to do at this point was to be alone with Aaric so we could talk about that kiss. 
Of course, what was expected of me now was to sit there next to Aaric, listening to the many speeches by the numerous people who had attended the Ceremony, many of which I had no idea who they were. Aaric, however, reached under the table and took ahold of my hand and gave it a squeeze to let me know he knew what I was thinking, or at least I think that was what he meant by it.





When I had gone to her room before the ceremony, I had meant to kiss her then, but I soon came to realize that it wasn’t the right time. She had just been told of her destiny and she was still not sure about it. If I had kissed her then she probably would have slapped me and pushed me away. So, I took my chance after the Ceremony was over and I did not even think about it, I just leaned down and kissed her and boy am I glad I did. Now I cannot stop thinking about that kiss, and I so want to kiss her again.
Throughout the many speeches that were given by the oh so many well-wishers I would steal glances at Ally. I had thought she was beautiful before tonight, but tonight she absolutely glows with beauty. I decided to reach under the table and give her hand a squeeze, just to have some contact with her and to see if she would look my way. She smiled at me when I did, and my insides felt like it went to jelly.
I knew at that moment I would have to find the right moment to ask her to marry me. I would not be able to live my life without Allysonn Blackwood in it.





In the months since I was inducted into the family coven, I had been busy training and learning from my own Father. I had spent more time with him in the last few months than I ever had growing up.
Being a Vampire was harder than it looked. Learning to feed properly, which if I was being honest with myself was getting easier. I really liked the sweet taste of blood now. I also had to learn how to fight properly, and then learning all the ins and outs of the Coven had me spending hours at night after I had finished my homework from school, working on it.
“Sam, come on put your weight into that punch, if you don’t your enemy can get behind you and rip your head off and then where will we be?” my father yelled at me during one such training sessions after school. I just shook off what he said and tried again.
“No, No, No. Like this,” and my father showed me how I should be punching using my entire body to throw the punch and not just my shoulders, arm and hand.
“Okay, father, I think I have it now,” I replied and set myself up in front of the punching bag yet again and punched as hard as I could just as he had just showed me. The bag burst completely in two with concrete dust flying everywhere.
“That’s my boy. I knew you could do it,” said my father beaming. Later that night over dinner, I finally found out what all the whispered conversations had all been about. 
My father had appeared just as my mother had announced dinner was ready. We had barely sat down and started eating my mother’s famous chicken cacciatore with marinara sauce when my father stated, “Son, it’s time you learn what you are training for, as you will be leading us in this adventure.” I just looked at him with surprise.
“What is going on Father?” I had asked.
He responded with a smile and said, “Son, our Coven is about to face an old enemy that is destroying our way of life. The humans around us are so very unaware of their existence, and this enemy also threatens their way of life.” He had my interest peaked at this statement. What enemy could be so vile, was the question floating around in my head.
“What is this enemy, Father?” I asked.
“Son, have you heard of werewolves?” he replied looking at me. I gulped down the bite I had just taken because if I hadn’t, I would have choked on it.
“Werewolves, Father?” I asked as a question.
“Yes son, these werewolves are shape shifters, who are determined to destroy everything that Our Coven has worked so hard to build and destroy the humans with us.”
I sat there thinking about what he had just said. “How are we to destroy them instead Father?” I finally asked.
“Well Son when you head over to the Headquarters tomorrow, our strategy will be laid out, and you will be able to determine where you think the best possible place for our attack to take place is.” He said quickly ending the conversation, by turning to my mother and engaging her in another conversation.

When I was finally in bed later that night, I laid awake thinking about everything I had learned from my father at dinner. I knew the responsibility that my Father and Our Coven were giving me was humongous and I did not want to do anything to disappoint them.
When I had finally fallen asleep, I dreamt about werewolves attacking us and wiping out my entire coven because I wasn’t able to protect any of us, I screamed out “Ally, where are you???” and woke myself up drenched in sweat.





I had heard Sam scream out and went running towards his room and knocked on his door. “Sam, Sam are you all right?”
“Yes, Mother, I’m fine go back to bed. Sorry for waking you.” he responded from behind his closed door.
“Are you sure you are okay?” I asked again.
“Yes, Mother I am just fine. It was just a nightmare, please just go back to bed. I will talk with you in the morning.” he said just a bit harsher than he should have.
“Oh, okay,” I responded and went back to my room sullenly, thinking the little boy that would run into my room at night when he had nightmares was all grown up now, and won’t talk to me about his nightmares. Besides, he had called out for that wolf, and that was no good, I thought to myself. When I got back to my room, my husband asked me what all the ruckus was about.
“Your son just screamed out asking where that Wolf was at.” I informed him.
“You are kidding me.” He replied.
“Why would I joke about something like that? I told you I didn’t want them being friends way back when I found that birthmark on her Robert, so if Sam proves to not be able to be the leader that he needs to be because of his friendship with that wolf, it will be your fault.” I said and crawled back in bed.





After the Ceremony where I became an Alpha of our Pack, alongside Aaric, things started moving even quicker than they had before. Dakota had sent for not only Aaric and I but my mother and Kane as well. During this meeting, Dakota told us his plans for the “War” that would soon take place. It was Dakota’s wish that the Vampires and their followers would be completely wiped out and destroyed so that we werewolves could then rule this area like we were meant to. 
Somewhere during Dakota’s droning on and on about what he wanted to have done, I started thinking that Aaric and I were really going to be the ones leading the charge, so why weren’t we the ones coming up with the plan. I also felt that if the Vampires were doing as much damage as Dakota was saying they were doing then yes, we needed to do something about them, but ruling the area, not so much.
My mother nudged my side which brought me out of my thoughts only for me to notice that everyone had stood up and was now staring down at me. I quickly stood up apologizing. My mother, Kane, Aaric and I said our goodbyes to Dakota and then went back to our Pack Cabin.
While we walked back, Kane said, “You two need to get to work figuring out our Pack’s plan of attack. The rest who have agreed to help us will fall in according to what the two of you come with.” I was surprised that he had said what I had just been thinking only minutes earlier.
“Oh, okay,” I said looking at Aaric.
“We do need to be getting back to the ‘rents’ we both maybe 18 now, but technically we still live there. I also want to talk to Allysonn about something.” he said to everyone and then smiled at me. I was surprised about this question he wanted to ask but didn’t say anything. We said our goodbyes to my mother and Kayne as we got back to the pack cabin and started walking back towards the house we share with my foster family. We were both quiet for a bit. I was not sure what he wanted to talk about and completely not sure where to start in coming up with a plan of attack against the vampires. Aaric then said, “a lot has happened in the short few months since you moved in with us.”
I smiled and chuckled. “That might be the biggest understatement of the year Aaric, but you are right it has, and I am still trying to wrap my head around it all, to be honest.”
He shook his head in understanding. “I totally understand that I just wanted to let you know that I have grown to care for you a great deal and am so glad that you came into my life when you did.” I couldn’t help but smile at what he said.
“I feel the same way about you, and can’t imagine my life without you now,” I said in response.
He stopped at my words. When I stopped as well, he pulled me to him and gently kissed me yet again. This time I had time to react, as my arms went around his neck, pulling him closer to me and I returned the kiss with a bit more fervor than his initial kiss. When we came up for a breath, we tilted our foreheads against one anothers, our breaths coming in ragged and fast.
“Aaric, I don’t know what I am feeling, as I have never felt it before, and I am so totally sure this is not the time for feelings such as this, but I do not want to lose this feeling or you.” His response was to kiss me yet again, deeper and longer than before. No more words were needed that night, as everything that needed to be said between the two of us was said in that one kiss!

The next few days Aaric and I spent as much time with each other as we could. Our secret spot was by the rushing waterfall where I had sprained my ankle a few months prior. On one of our rendezvous Aaric had been so sweet, he had made me a ring out of wild pink orchids and had gotten down on one knee and proposed to me. I was so surprised but said yes anyway. We both agreed to wait, however. I put the ring on my necklace and wear it near my heart.

We had finally gotten word that the Vampires were approaching, so we all set out to take our places. Aaric and I were in the front. He and I had decided that none of us would transform into our wolf form unless we absolutely had to.
We stationed everyone in the wooded area around another clearing just on the outskirts of town. We had determined this area was safer because of the area of sight that we had from the wooded areas around the clearing. The town of Sage Hollow was behind us approximately four miles and if any vampires did make it through our ranks, we had wolves stationed throughout the woods to stop them.
We didn’t have to wait long before the caught sight of the first of the Vampires. Aaric gave the word to attack and off we went. My training kicked in instinctively as soon as I encountered my first Vampire. She looked like a normal human being except for the red eyes and the fangs, and the abnormal speed. Once I ripped off her head, I went towards my second vampire, this one a younger male. Before long, I gave the word to transform and did so myself. All around me werewolves started bursting forth, killing any Vampire that chose to come at us.
Amongst the chaos, however, I was soon spotted a Vampire that seemed familiar to me. While I continued to attack other Vampires around me, I started inching closer to him. I chose to kill vampires that would get me closer to him. When I got close enough to look into his eyes. I just stopped dead in my tracks. We locked eyes, and I was hit with a surprise.
The eyes were redder than I remember them ever being, but there was no mistaking who those eyes belonged to. He had gotten a whole lot stronger and faster than I remember him ever being as well. He also looked as though he had been working out daily. I felt as if I was stuck where I was, thinking that there was no way that this Vampire was who I thought it was, even though everything I saw in his eyes proved otherwise.
After what seemed like forever, his name crept into my mind. The vampire stopped lurching forward towards the wolf he was going after as if he had heard his name echoed from my mind. He cocked his head at me as if he was trying to figure out how he had heard his name. I quickly transformed back into my human form. There I stood before him, hoping he would recognize me. We stood there for so long I didn’t know if I was imagining things. I then took the first tentative steps toward him, reaching out for him.
“Sam, it’s me Allysonn. Please tell me you recognize me.” Somewhere to the left of us, I heard another male Vampire growl at us. When I looked toward the vampire, I recognized Sam’s Father. I could only think to myself, “How could I have not known they were all vampires?” I looked back to Sam again and said.
“Sam, say something please.” We stood there once again for what seemed like forever before he finally spoke.
     “Allysonn, is that really you?”
     I had to chuckle, then responded, “Yes Sam, it’s me.” I took the chance to close the final distance between us. As soon as I was close enough, he pulled me into the fiercest hug. I could feel the tears that I had held in for so long finally fall.
     Behind us, I heard a throat clearing, so I pulled away and looked behind me. Aaric was standing there in all his glory.
“Who is this Ally?” he asked.
“Aaric, do you remember my best friend that I had told you about. The one I had known since we were little?” I asked. He just shook his head, yes, but his eyes were locked with Sam’s. “Aaric this is him. This is Sam. Sam this is Aaric. He along with myself are the Alpha’s of our Pack.”
While I introduced the two of them, we were surrounded by vampires and wolves alike. I looked around at the scene around me and started laughing. Aaric just looked at me as if I had gone crazy. “I’m okay, just laughing at the sight we all bring,” I said with a smile.
Sam was quiet for the longest time after he had pulled me into the hug.
“Ally, why did you not contact me after you left? The night of the fire at your house, you just disappeared.” I looked at him surprised at what he said.
“Sam, I did try to contact you. I sent several letters that all got returned to me unopened.” He stared at me wide-eyed.
“I never received any letters…” he stated calmly, then his eyes narrowed, and he turned around to look behind him. When I followed his gaze, I saw that his mother had come up to stand behind him. “Mother do you know anything about these letters that Ally said she sent me?” He asked her so quietly that I wasn’t sure even I had heard him right. I just looked at her waiting for her to respond.
“Sam, now you have to understand that she just up and left without a goodbye, she was supposed to be your best friend, but didn’t have the decency to tell you she had to leave,” she said finally.
“Mother that is not what I asked you,” he responded, the anger in his voice scared me a bit.
She sighed and then said, “Yes Sam I sent them back labeled Return to Sender.”
He growled so loud, that I took several steps back from him. “Mother we will discuss this at home.” He then turned back to me and said, “Ally, I can assure that my coven will never bother you or your pack again. I believe I have been lied to and I am so sorry we attacked you.”
I looked up to Aaric, before saying, “It’s okay Sam, and thank you.” Sam gave the order for them to leave.
“Sam, you can’t possibly mean that we have to leave without finishing the mission we came here to complete” his father yelled at him.
“Yes, I do father. You put me in charge of this mission remember. It is my order that we go home. Ally, and her Pack have done nothing to us, and I will not hurt her or them and neither will any of you. If you do, I will have no choice but to kill you myself. Oath or no oath.” Sam replied.
“You wouldn’t dare,” his father said with fire in his eyes.
“I wouldn’t try my father, now please go home.” Sam said patiently, then turned his back on his father. His father would not stand down however and turned towards me.
“You turned my son against me and everything we believe in and I’m going to kill you,” his father said to me and then he lunged at me. Before his father could even get a finger towards me, Sam had his hand around his father’s throat and was squeezing.
“Father, I told you if you even attempted to hurt Ally or her Pack, I would have no choice but to kill you myself.” Sam said right before ripping his father’s head completely off. Off in the distance we could hear his mother’s cries.
“Once again I am very sorry Ally. My family is done hurting you. This I promise you.” He once again turned and started walking away. I stood where I was, watching the retreating Vampires. Nothing could have prepared me to have been confronted with my old Friend.
Sam hesitated. “Ally, I would love to be able to catch up sometime. That is if you have the time.” I once again looked up at Aaric, not sure how to respond as I was still new to being a wolf. He smiled down at me and shook his head stating that it was okay.
“I would like that too Sam.”
I watched him turn to leave at that moment and I wrapped my arm around Aaric’s back and watched along with everyone else until we could no longer see the last vampire.

When I had finally got back to the Pack House, I sat on the porch thinking about the events of the day. Yes, I was sore, and tired, but I was also amped up and totally filled awe at what we had accomplished. The rest of the Pack was inside talking amicably about the war we just fought and the fact that we had won. I heard footsteps come up behind me, and then Aaric was sitting down on the stairs next to me.
“You did good today Ally,” he said with a smile.
“Thank you, I don’t think I did all that much,” I responded back. The truth was it was a mutual decision to stop fighting. I didn’t want to take all the credit.
“No, you did well. You kept your cool, even when faced with an enemy who turned out to be an Old Friend. Not everyone could have done that.” Aaric said.
“Thank you. It was just such a shock to see him after all this time.”
“When do you think you will see him again?” he asked me.
“I’m not sure. I am still getting used to the fact that I am not only a wolf, but an Alpha, when only a few months ago I was what other people could say was a normal eighteen-year-old teenager. Now just a few hours ago I find out that my best friend is a vampire to boot is a lot to take in.”
He had the decency to laugh, “Yeah I would agree with you there.” We sat there on the steps of the porch until the light faded in the sky then went in to join the rest of the Pack.





It has been a month since we fought the vampires and I had come face to face with the one person I thought I would never see again, my best friend Sam, who is a vampire now.
Sam and I have not had a chance to get together yet, but we have begun to write letters back and forth to each other. Aaric and I have been able to work together with Sam to create a treaty where the Phoenix Warriors and the Tempest Dragons would work together to ensure the safety of both Ashborne and Sage Hollow and the territory between the two towns were safe from enemies and evils that would choose to come after any of us.
Sam and I have decided that we need to sit down and talk about what has happened since that fateful day when my house burned down. It turns out my life was not the only one that has changed. His did too. In ways that neither of us knew would when he came and sat down next to me when we were both in first grade.
Aaric and I, well we are still Alphas together and are both looking forward to what comes next. Who knows what life has in store for us!
 


 


 


 
The End
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