
Fiction Writing



Fiction Writing
 This was one of the classes I was looking forward to the most this semester. Fiction is where I shine when it comes

to writing. I enjoy diving into my imagination, pulling out interesting stories, and keeping the attention of the
audience. I enjoyed the writing aspect of this class. It expanded my writing knowledge as well as taught me a lot more

about how to make my stories better, including the writing itself. 
 I learned about the characters and how to get better with descriptions. Characters are a major aspect of writing. You

don’t have a story without the characters. The scene is also very important as well as the exposition. It’s always
important to set up the story from the beginning. I also learned more about dialogue and the proper way to write it.

There were many lessons to learn in this class and it helped me with the book I’m currently writing.
 The four mini-stories I chose are the ones I thought I did the best on. One focuses mostly on descriptions; another

focuses mostly on the characters. Then there are my three major short stories that I had a lot of fun writing. 
 Writing has been my passion ever since I can remember. It hasn’t always been my goal to become a published

author or do anything with the stories I’ve written. I never used to think this is something I could do in the future.
It was just a hobby to me when I was growing up. But as I started college, I realized that it wasn’t an impossible
dream. I could publish my writing and have a career in the writing field. So, I became an English major and took
creative writing classes. I’ll be graduating this semester and moving on to get my bachelor’s degree in English. My
dream is to become an editor and published author. This class was a step in the right direction. I hope you all enjoy

my stories.



The Commotion
Serena was the fourth person in line to check out at the local

supermarket when a commotion by the customer service ensnared her
attention. She clutched her basket of groceries to her chest as she

watched the argument with wide eyes. It seemed to catch the
attention of everyone at the front of the store. Silence fell, allowing

the customers to hear the hateful words an older lady was throwing at
the young man behind the customer service desk.

The lady’s face was turning red as she spat her words. “What do you
mean you can’t return this item and give me my money back?!”

The man visibly took a deep breath and let it out slowly, plastering a
smile on his face. “Ma’am, as I’ve already said, this item has obviously

been well used,” he said. “Besides, you don’t even have the receipt with
you. I’m sorry, but there’s nothing I can do.”

Serena winced as the lady’s voice reached a crescendo that only dogs
should be able to hear. She felt sorry for the young man. He didn’t

deserve to be treated like that by anyone. He was only trying to help
her. She didn’t like how retail workers were treated by rude

customers, especially since she understood first hand, being the
manager of a nearby clothing store. 



“Listen here, asshat!” screeched the lady. “I will get my money
back one way or another. Do you want me to call corporate on

you?!”

Serena snorted softly to herself. “Okay, Karen,” she muttered
under her breath. The customer in front of her coughed to

cover a laugh, overhearing her.

“Ma’am, I’m sorry,” the man said quietly. “If I could help, I
would. I’m afraid anyone would say the same thing, even my

managers. If you continue making a ruckus, I’m going to have to
ask you to leave.”

The lady didn’t like that, her face turning an unhealthy shade
darker. Was she even breathing? Serena took a step forward,

prepared to say something and lay a verbal smackdown on the
lady to get her out of the store. Before she could say a word, one
of the store managers showed up with a frown on his weathered
face. After a few stern words to the lady, she finally huffed, let
out another insult to the young man, and stormed out of the

store. 

Serena let out a relieved breath, glad that was over. It was time
to finish her shopping and go home.



Ghostly Shudders
 The table in Ashewood Manor is the only piece of furniture that was not sold

at the auction before the house was put on the market. It’s a huge, thick,
bulky piece of wood that is nearly impossible to lift even with the help of a
friend. It’s the only thing in the house that I’ve come to steer clear of ever

since I moved in at the beginning of the Fall Semester. There’s a strange aura
surrounding the table that makes me uneasy.

 As the days pass and I begin to get comfortable in my new home, I can’t help
noticing strange things that seem to be centered around the table. Like how

the air surrounding the object is thick with the kind of chill that sends shivers
up and down my spine. Sometimes I swear I can see the ghost of a handprint

on the table’s surface. The other day as I walked past, a chair moved on its
own.

 My goal is to get to the bottom of these freaky events. I didn’t sign up for a
haunted house. I bite my bottom lip in nervousness as I take a step closer to
the table that suddenly looks a lot more intimidating than it has before. The

air seems to thicken around me and I take a deep breath as I grasp the back of
a chair and slowly slide it out. I plop down on the seat and shiver. Ice cold

seeps through my jeans from the chair and my butt goes slightly numb. I shift
in the seat uncomfortably.

 “Who’s there?” I demand. Or I try to demand. My voice squeaks in an
embarrassingly high-pitched tone. I clear my throat awkwardly. “Who’s

there?” I try again. A whisper ghosts across the back of my neck, causing the
hairs to stand straight up. A puff of breath follows quickly and I flinch. “Who

are you?” I whisper.



“Ghoooosssttt,” a voice hisses in the silence.
 I frown. “Is that your name or what you are?” I ask.

 He doesn’t answer the question. “You’re trespassing.” His voice is barely
above a whisper and I have to strain my ears to hear him.

 “I’m not trespassing,” I argue. “I’m renting this house while going to college.
Now tell me who you are.”

 The chair across from me is suddenly knocked backwards and crashes to the
floor with a loud thud, startling me. My heart races in my chest as I glance

around, trying to see my invisible roommate.
 “We really need to work on your anger management issues,” I state calmly.

“I’m tired of having a conversation with myself. At least let me see you.”
 “No!!!!!!” the voice roars. The table suddenly lifts from the floor and hovers

for a second before toppling on the side with a bang.
 I’m frozen in shock as I stare at the overturned table. Strangely, the only

thing I can really think of is how the hell am I supposed to put that back in its
place? My next thought is, damn, Mr. Ghost is strong. I’m snapped out of my
thoughts at the sound of footsteps coming closer to me. My gaze snaps from

the table towards the sound and I gasp when a form flickers.
 My unwanted roommate is a young man no older than me. His lips are
twisted into a scowl as he glares at me as if I’m inconveniencing his life

somehow. I glance from him back to the table.
 “You’re picking that up,” I say when the silence gets too much.

 His scowl deepens. “You can pick that up,” he snaps. “This is my house.
You’re the one trespassing. And if you don’t move out, I’ll do more than knock

over the table.” With those parting words, he disappears before my eyes.
 I’m left reeling from the events that just took place and all I can think is,

somehow I need to figure out how to move this damn table.



(This is the prelude to shrouded in darkness.)
How I Died

The cabin nestled between several large trees in front of Lake Hudson
belonged to my mother before she died when I was a teenager. I inherited the

property when I turned twenty-one with the request that I leave the
furniture and decorations alone. I had no problem with that because I was
close with my mother and having her things in the cabin felt like she was

there with me still. 

My husband always hated the cabin. He would say it was too girly or too old
ladyish. I got used to ignoring his sneered comments. He wasn’t always like

that. We met in high school. He was a senior and I was a sophomore. I
thought he was so cool. He made me feel special and honored that a senior
would want to spend time with a younger person like me. We started dating

my senior year and I fell hard for him. He was there for me when my
mother died. He was my rock. But after I inherited the property, he changed.

He became violent, first with his words, then his fists. The first time he
slapped me, I was shocked. I was so surprised that I didn’t dodge the second

slap. He ran out of the cabin after the second hit and didn’t return for
hours. Even after the abuse, I was still worried sick about him. I sat on the
couch in the living room, holding my mother’s favorite wool blanket against

my body as I waited for him to come home. When he entered the cabin, he
spent an hour begging for my forgiveness. I had no choice. We made love for

hours and laid on the rug in front of the fireplace, talking until the sun
came up. Just like we did when I was still in high school.

He only got worse as time went on. I noticed he would change little things
about the cabin. Things he probably thought I wouldn’t see. When I’d confront

him, he’d blow a gasket. I learned 



to fear him. The cabin turned into his home. There was nothing left
here of my mother’s. He slowly moved her out. There was nothing I

could say to stop him. He was scary if I tried to say anything.

My heart pounded in my chest as I heard his boots stomping up the
wooden porch steps. He was in a bad mood today. His attention

zeroed in on me as soon as he burst through the front door. He
said nothing as he leaped at me in a sudden fit of rage. A scream

left my throat as his huge fist met the side of my head. 

I didn’t have time to defend myself. Pain exploded in my head and I
fell off the couch, landing hard on the rug in front of the
fireplace. The same spot he used to love me on. My fingers

absentmindedly fiddled with the fibers of the rug even as he leaped
over my body and began punching and kicking. For the longest

moment I felt blinding pain. It was the most intense pain I’ve ever
felt and I couldn’t even cry out in misery. But the pain soon faded

away and I went numb. I was numb to everything. I knew this was it.
He would finally do it. Something made him so angry that he will

finally do something there was no coming back from. 

The last thing I saw was my husband’s rage-filled face and I
remembered thinking he used to be so damn beautiful before I faded

away into darkness.



for some context, I wrote this little story for my fiction writing class. The
assignment was that the main character committed a murder and we had to
describe how he saw the world after the crime without actually admitting

what he did. This is the direction I went with it.
Shrouded in Darkness

 It was a beautiful day. The sun was shining with only a few puffy white
clouds in the sky. There was a cool breeze that rustled through the trees

surrounding Lake Hudson. The water was still and sparkling in the sunlight.
It provided a hint of coolness on a seemingly hot day. Birds flitted from tree

to tree, whistling happy tunes without a care in the world. Because they
really didn’t have a care in the world, did they?

 It was a beautiful day. Yet the world seemed so bleak and dark. A small dock
protruded from the rocky beach. A single, small fishing boat was tied to the
end of the dock on the left side. A young man in his mid-twenties sat at the

edge of the dock with his bare feet dangling above the water. His toes barely
dipped below the liquid surface before he yanked his feet up with a small hiss.
The water chilled his skin a little too much. He did this over and over, leaving

his feet underwater longer each time.
 He was an attractive young man. His dark brown hair was thick and wavy,
just barely reaching his shoulders. Thick eyebrows slanted above dark blue
eyes. He had full lips and a square jaw that was currently clenched tight.

He had to be over six feet tall with broad shoulders and a body that clearly
said he worked out often. He would be even more attractive if he smiled. But
there was nothing that could make him smile. Not the singing birds, or the

cool breeze, or the calm water, or the scent of nature.



It was a beautiful day. Yet the world was shrouded in darkness. He leaned
back on the dock a little, resting his palms on the wood as he turned his face
towards the sun, closing his eyes and breathing deeply. His eyes snapped open

as memories filtered through his thoughts. Painful memories. Thoughts he
had no business thinking, yet couldn’t seem to make them go away. What if the
day matched his mood? Why must everyone else be happy and carry on with

their lives as if nothing happened? How dare the world keep spinning? He was
stuck in a daze. A never-ending loop of heartbreak and horrifying guilt. And

he didn’t know how to escape.
 He kicked his feet, splashing the water and startling a few fish who were
brave enough to get that close to him. The water soaked the bottom of his

gray joggers but he continued splashing. He was tired. His stomach turned as
he stared at his surroundings. The sun was too bright, yet seemed dull. The

trees were tall and provided a sense of shade that seemed too dark. The lake
was black. At least it looked black to him. It looked like an abyss of darkness.

A well that went on forever. As he stared into the water, he came to a
decision. And suddenly it was too quiet. The birds stopped singing. His desolate

world was complete.
 It was a beautiful day. A dark, beautiful day that would soon end. He pushed
himself to his feet and leaned over the edge of the dock just a little, staring
deeper into the murky water. This seemed like a perfect spot. He turned to his

side where a bag of heavy weights and a rope lay untouched. With swift
movements, he tied the rope around his waist in a knot that could not be

undone. He attached the end of the rope to the bag of weights and moved back
to the edge of the dock. With one last glance around at the bright world

around him, he was satisfied with what he saw. It was a quiet world. A silent
one. 

 It was a dark day. A desolate world. A day that was ending. With those final
thoughts, he let out a heavy sigh and stepped off the edge of the dock,

disappearing into the water forever.
 And as he vanished from sight, the birds began to sing again.



Found Family
 I remember the day I found out I had a younger brother. I was fifteen years old and a
sophomore in high school. My sixteen-year-old brother was my biological brother. We

were adopted together into the same family. It was a closed adoption, so we knew
nothing about our biological family. That was how we grew up and we were fine with it.

Until everything changed.
 We came home from school one day in the Spring to find our mom on the front porch,

crying. She was on the phone with someone. She hung up when she saw us. 
 “I need to tell you something,” she said, wiping the moisture from her face. “CPS just
called me. They asked me if we knew anything about your biological family.” My heart

began racing in my chest as she continued talking. “When I said no, the woman on the
phone told me you have a younger brother who needs an emergency foster placement.
His name is Austin. He’s twelve. She asked if we’d like to meet him.” She fell silent and

watched us digest this information.
 I wasn’t sure how my older brother, Dwayne, was taking the news, but I felt light-

headed. I was feeling so many emotions. Excitement, disbelief, and fear warred with
each other to be the dominant emotion. Fear was winning.

 “What do you think?” Mom asked. “Do you want to meet him?”
 “I guess it wouldn’t hurt,” Dwayne shrugged, sounding very unsure of himself.

 “Yes,” I answered. “I’d like to meet him.” I knew if we didn’t take the chance, I would
regret it for the rest of my life. We watched as Mom called the CPS lady back and told
her we agreed to a meeting. After a few minutes of back-and-forth chatting, a date and

time was set. It was official. We were meeting our little brother. And I was suddenly
terrified.



That Friday, we were released from school early, only missing the last class of the day. It
took about an hour to drive to Valley of the Moon Children’s Home. It was a gorgeous
Spring Day. The sun was high in the sky. There was a nice breeze flowing around us.

Ironically, the children’s home was right across the street from the local prison. I
wouldn’t have noticed if Dwayne hadn’t pointed it out. 

 We met up with Lucinda, Austin’s social worker, in the parking lot of the home. My
heart began racing even more and I was afraid I would start hyperventilating as we got

closer to the entrance.
 The walk from the parking lot to the front door of Valley of the Moon Children’s Center

seemed to take forever. My breath continued to pick up the closer we got. My older
brother, Dwayne, shot me a side-eyed glance with a raised eyebrow, silently checking to

see if I was okay. I nodded slightly in response, but that didn’t stop me from nearly
hyperventilating. A social worker named Lucinda was leading us inside the building. She

turned to me as we finally entered the meeting room.
 “Are you okay?” she asked, concerned.

 “Yep,” I answered a little breathlessly. My head jerked into a nod. She looked skeptical
but took my answer for the truth.

 “He’ll be down in a minute,” she assured us. “He’s very excited to meet you all.”
 The room descended into silence.  The quiet felt thick and heavy as we waited, full of

uncertainty. I glanced around the meeting room. It looked like a family waiting room at
a doctor’s office. Magazines littered the rectangular wooden coffee table in front of a
cloth-covered couch. A couple of leather chairs sat scattered across the table. A small

square table was in the corner of the room with a small box of blocks and Legos sitting
on it. Before I could continue studying the room, a buzzer sounded, and a metal door

across from the wooden door we came through swung open. My breath hitched when a
young boy, twelve years old, stepped through.



I couldn’t stop staring at him. This moment felt surreal.
 “You’re definitely the missing link,” Mom’s voice suddenly broke the silence. Her gaze
darted back and forth between Dwayne, the newcomer, and me. “Dwayne and Britany

don’t look much alike, but you bring the three of you together.”
 Lucinda stepped forward with a gentle smile. “Austin, meet your siblings,” she said

softly. “Dwayne, Britany, this is your younger brother, Austin.”
 The moment Austin smiled at us and greeted us, I formed a connection with him. We

bonded almost instantly. We chatted and laughed, getting to know each other. After
several minutes of hanging out, Mom and Lucinda thought it might be fun to go to a

nearby park to spend some more time with each other. So, we played basketball together
and laughed and chatted some more. It was the best day of my life; the day I met my

younger brother.
 And to this day, Austin is my closest family member, the one I’m connected to the most.



Unfriended Movie Scene
 I stare at the Skype message as my friends fall silent on their ends. Everyone is staring
intently at their computer screens. They see the same message I do and are wondering

how to respond.
 Tonight, we’re going to play a game. – billie227

 I can see Adam starting to get worked up again. He shakes his head violently and begins
pacing in his living room. Jess can’t stop crying and seems to be frozen with fear. My

boyfriend, Mitchie, says nothing as he glares into his laptop. I’m not sure what to do. I’m
about to respond when another message pops up.
 We’re going to play Never Have I Ever. – billie227

 Jess twitches in her seat and sits up a little straighter. Her voice comes through the
speaker of my laptop, timidly. “Like the drinking game?”

 Exactly. But instead of the loser drinking, the loser is going to die. – billie227
 Is everyone ready? – billie227

 Adam swears as he plops back down in his seat and Jess lets out a short cry. My heart
begins to race with terror. But there’s one thing that crosses my mind. “Wait, how do you

play?” I ask quickly. “How do you play?”
 Will someone explain the rules to Blair? – billie227

 Jess breaks the silence to quickly explain the game to me, but it confuses me even more,
so I demand to know why this cyberstalker is doing this to us. That’s when I learned the
disturbing truth. The stalker is here for revenge because of a video that was uploaded a
while ago resulting in a classmate’s suicide. I admit it was a horrible video, but we don’t

deserve to die over it!! We had nothing to do with that after all!! 
 Jess continues to cry and begins shaking her head and saying no over and over. Another

message pops up.
 Jess, would you rather die right now? – billie227

 I decided for all of us because I refuse to watch any more of my friends die. We’ll play the
game for now, but we won’t go down without a fight.

The movie scene I chose to write was from Unfriended. It’s one of my favorite horror
movies that came out several years ago. The point of this scene is the beginning of the

end for the rest of the main character’s friends. The stalker is trying to turn them against
each other and reveal their secrets with this game as a revenge tactic for being the cause
of the student’s suicide. The main character seems like a good person, strong and caring

for her friends, on the outside, but there are deeper secrets within her. It’s a very
interesting movie.



Love Breaks Free
 “Where were you last night?” Father’s deep voice echoes through the dimly

lit living room as I slip through the front door, trying to remain
undetected. 

 I freeze at the foot of the stairs, my left hand gripping the banister so
tightly that my knuckles turn white. I keep my gaze firmly planted on the
floor. My heart races in my chest. I hate the effect he has on me. The fear

that threatens to choke me every time I’m in his presence. “Out,” I answer,
trying to sound flippant. The shakiness in my voice betrays my emotions.

 “Out,” He repeats flatly. He sits in his favorite armchair in the corner of
the living room, facing the foyer. His body hides in the shadows of the room.
A small lamp on a little glass table next to the couch is on. I don’t hear him

rise, but a shift in his intense energy tells me he’s coming closer. “I know
where you were.” His voice drops to a menacing whisper.

 A shiver travels up and down my spine but I remain stiff, trying to hide the
anxiety rising in me. “Then why did you ask?” I demand.

 Father stops behind me. “I wanted to hear what you’d say,” he answers
quietly. “You’re not to see that boy again, Jadis. You know the rules of the

coven. Wolf shifters are our sworn enemy. We stay away from them.”
 I spin around to face him. His black eyes are an abyss of darkness and cruelty,

but I force myself to maintain eye contact. “I understand you have issues
with them after what that rogue did to Mother,” I say as calmly as I can.

“But not all of them are bad. It isn’t fair to hold onto a grudge like this.”

Father’s eyes narrow and his hand snaps forward in a blur, wrapping around
my throat. He squeezes enough to cut off my oxygen and my body stills,
recognizing the grasp of a predator. “We do not speak of your mother,” He
hisses. “Ever. You know the rules and you chose to break them. I forbid you
from seeing that boy again. Now go to your room and remain there until I
call for you.” He squeezes harder for a second before shoving me away with
enough force to knock me over.



I fall onto my back, landing painfully on the edge of the stairs. With a
burst of wind, he uses his vampire speed to disappear. I sit on the step for a
second, catching my breath and rubbing my neck. It will no doubt leave a

bruise. Tears threaten to fall as I hurry up to my room where I collapse on
my bed. I’m older than the oldest human, yet my father treats me like a

child. As if I was still a baby vamp.
 I suppose I can’t really blame him for his actions. I understand where his

anger comes from. I was just a little fledgling vamp when a rogue attacked
my mother. We were in the woods behind Blackthorne Manor when the

rogue came out of nowhere. My mother pushed me out of the way,
protecting me. She was mauled to death while I ran to get help. Watching

my father tear the rogue apart was both satisfying and terrifying. He
became a different man after that. He was the vampire clan lord, the leader
of the Hale Coven. Up until then, he was a very fair and kind leader. After
Mother’s death, he became controlling and cruel. No one was safe from his

ire.
 I never really had a problem with obeying his rules before. I never thought

they were unreasonable. Until I met him. Kalix Jones. The Alpha of the
Ashe Valley Pack. He was my fated mate, the one person that I was meant to
be with. He was everything I ever wanted in a mate. It wasn’t unheard of for
the fates to pair a couple from two different supernatural factions. But I
knew my father would flip his shit. So we kept our relationship hidden for
weeks. For the first time in my life, I don’t care about my father’s rules.

For the first time in my life, I want to break free of his control and
leadership.



My head turns to the window as I hear a mournful howl. My heart skips a
beat. It isn’t the howl of my mate, but it is a cry for help. And I suddenly

know who’s responsible. Anger fills me as I rip open my bedroom window and
leap out, landing softly on my feet. I zip into the woods, using my vampire
speed. I reach the outskirts of the packlands where a wolf lies in a pool of

blood, its guts spilling from a deadly wound in the belly. The stench is awful
and I slap a hand over my mouth and nose to keep from losing my last meal.

Tears slip from my eyes. This is going to devastate my mate. It has my father’s
mark on it, but his scent is nowhere to be found. He covered his tracks well. 

 A twig cracking is the only warning I get before three large wolves suddenly
burst from the trees, entering the clearing and circling me and the body.

They snap, snarl, and growl at me before the bigger one growls at the other
two, effectively shutting them up. He turns and trots, hiding back in the

trees as he shifts into his human form. The other two wolves watch me
warily, keeping guard.

 Alec Sawyer, my mate’s beta, steps back into view wearing a pair of jeans.
“What happened, Jadis?” he asks, concerned.

 I hesitate, but why? Why should I care if I betray my father to the wolves?
At that moment, I make my choice. My father no longer has my loyalty. “My
father,” I say in a clear voice. “He found out about my mating with Kalix. To

say he wasn’t happy is an understatement. I’m so sorry.” My voice cracks on
the last words.

 Alec frowns. “Does your father want a war?” he demands harshly.
 “I don’t know anymore,” I whisper. I realize it’s true. I really don’t know my

father anymore or what he wants. I can’t let him continue hurting the
wolves. “I have to go back. I have to get him to stop. Tell Kalix I’m sorry.”



I turn and run before they can protest or call me back. My father is back at
Blackthorne Manor by the time I reach my bedroom window. I can feel his energy
throughout the mansion. I sail back through my open window, landing on my soft

carpet with a light thud.
 “You disobeyed me again,” Father says.

 I flinch in surprise. How did I not sense his presence in my room? He sits on the edge
of my bed, holding my diary in his hand. His eyes scan the pages slowly. “I didn’t go

meet him,” I protest weakly.
 Father keeps his eyes on the pages of the notebook. “But you still ran to the wolves,”

He replies. His tone is cold enough to freeze the air. “And this book holds some
interesting information.” He finally glances up at me, his gaze frigid.

 I try to swallow around the suddenly large lump in my throat. My lips open and close
several times, but I can’t seem to make a noise or say a word. Fear leaves me frozen in

place. I watch him stand and glide over to me. He grabs my wrist and slaps a silver
manacle around it, locking it firmly in place. I groan, instantly feeling my vampire
power drain away, leaving me weak and tired. Is this what it feels like to be human?

 “It seems I can’t trust my own daughter,” Father sneers. “So I guess I have to take
matters into my own hands. You’re grounded until I can take care of this little

problem permanently.”
 His words cause a shock to travel through my body. What does he mean by that? Does
he plan to kill my mate while I’m sitting here powerless? He grabs my arm in a vicelike

grip and drags me down the stairs and towards the basement. I dig my feet into the
carpet in an attempt to stop him, but my newly founded weak state is no match for his

strength. The basement is a cage where we lock new fledglings who can’t control
their bloodlust. It hasn’t been used since Mother was killed. The basement door is

metal and lined with silver. The walls of the basement have silver mixed in it. It’s the
perfect prison. Father doesn’t hesitate as he opens the door and tosses me down the

steps.
 I land on the musty floor with a grunt, pain jarring my spine. “Father, please!” I cry

in a hoarse voice.
 “I’m going to pay your mate a visit,” Father says with a cruel chuckle. Then he’s

gone, slamming the door behind him.



I’m not sure how long I’m in the basement, but it seems like days have passed.
I can feel my hunger reaching a crescendo. Vampires can go weeks, sometimes
months, without blood, but with the silver on my wrist and surrounding me,
I’m not sure how long I can last without nutrition. I haven’t moved from my
spot on the floor except to change position when I get too uncomfortable.

It’s pitch black with no windows. The silver has dimmed my senses so I can
hardly see anything. It feels like I’m lost in a black well, swimming in

nothing with no escape. And then the door swings open and my savior comes
to my rescue.

 I think I’m dreaming when Kalix rushes down the steps and drops to his
knees beside me. “Oh baby,” he breathes. “Thank the gods I found you. Your

house is so big I never thought I would. We have to hurry. My pack is keeping
your father and coven occupied, giving us time to get you out of here.”

 “Are you real?” I ask, daring to hope.
 He chuckles sadly and tucks a stray lock of dark hair behind my ear. “Yeah,
sweetheart, I’m real,” he says softly. “Now let’s get you out of here.” He

slides a key out of his pocket and unlocks the chain on my wrist. Sliding his
powerful arms under my body, he lifts me up and hurries up the stairs and out

of the basement.
 My vampire power rushes into my body instantly, allowing me to relax

slightly. With the power comes my hunger and my fangs slip out of my gums,
my mouth watering and my stomach rumbling.



“Feed quickly,” Kalix says, offering me his wrist. “You need your strength.”
I latch onto his arm, my fangs easily breaking his skin. I gulp down his sweet

and metallic blood greedily. “As I said, my pack is distracting your father for
the time being. It will be enough time to pack your shit and run. We’re

leaving this town and our families. We’re going to disappear and go
somewhere no one will find us.”

 I pull away from his wrist, licking the skin to heal the bite. “But you’re the
alpha,” I argue.

 He shrugs. “Alec is more than capable of taking over,” he replies. “I won’t
ever put you in the position to be imprisoned like this again. No arguing. We

have to go.”
 I follow him up to my room and we pack as much as we can into a duffle bag.

We finish just as we hear the front door open and the sound of footsteps
running as well as several voices chattering. My breath hitches as fear fills

me again. I won’t be a captive again. We make no noise as we leap out of my
bedroom window and head into the woods. As we run, I hear my father’s rage-
filled roar. We reach the pack lands where Alec stands on the road next to

an SUV and another duffle bag at his feet.
 “Your bag, Kal,” He states. “No one can track the vehicle. The asshole

vampire won’t be able to find you. And neither will anyone in this pack.” He
hesitates for a second before embracing my mate firmly. “You’ve been a great
alpha and friend. I’m over the moon that you found your mate. Don’t worry

about us. We’ll be fine. Just be happy and enjoy your lives together.”
 “Thank you,” I say seriously. We put our bags in the trunk and climb into

the vehicle. I watch Alec disappear in the mirror as we drive off. As we leave
town, I finally allow myself to relax. For the first time since my mother

died, I’m free. Free to live and free to love.


