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CHAPTER 1 - A NEW HALE

He entered the town of Beacon Hills and tried to contain his frustration. He’d searched so many
towns just like this one with no luck he was starting to lose hope of ever finding him. It had been
nearly a century now with no sign of him.



He knew the Druids were smart and that they would have hidden him away in a place like this.
Somewhere small, without much in the way of supernatural problems, somewhere he would find
boring. Just another punishment he supposed. He couldn’t wait to kill them all. Every last Druid
would feel his wrath eventually, but first he had to find him.

They thought he would just give up, that if he went long enough without any new information
that he would just move on, but they didn’t know him as well as they thought they did. There
was nothing he wouldn’t do for his love; no stone would be left unturned.

If after searching everywhere in this realm he still didn’t find him, then and only then would he
admit defeat. His admission would only be temporary however, for then he would focus all his
attention on those who had taken him away and their families. Any who helped to keep them
apart would forfeit their lives for such an action.

Taking a deep breath he closed his eyes and focused, seeking out all the creatures of
supernatural origins in this town, and surprisingly found a great deal. For such a small town it
seemed to be an epicenter of sorts for the un-natural of all kinds. Focusing more on the largest
concentration of them he found… werewolves. Excellent, they would do nicely as a first stop.

XXXXXXXXX

Talia Hale was supervising the training of the youngest of their pack, newly bitten Scott McCall
among them, when the wind shifted and brought the scent of danger.

“Everyone inside NOW!” She did not recognize the scent as anything she had encountered
before and the added distraction of the young behind her would be too much of a distraction.

Turning to face the coming threat, she did not have to worry about being obeyed the young
knew their vulnerability and when not to push their luck with her, she found a man in his twenties
with dark hair and even darker eyes who looked more than just dangerous. He looked powerful.

“What business do you have here, stranger?” If he was only passing by he could have been
attracted by the noise of their training and let his curiosity lead him, but if he was here to stay
then this could very easily become a challenge fight. One she wasn’t sure she could win. She
had been the dominant force in Beacon Hills since she inherited her Alpha-hood from her father,
but this man could easily overtake her and what was worse, he knew it.

“Be at peace wolf I mean you no harm, well for the moment anyway, how long that remains true
is up to you. I come here seeking something that is lost to me; I will be in this town for some
time until I am certain that what I seek is not here. To remain in a place as small as this without
suspicion I wish for your help. You may grant me your aid and therefore spare your pack or I can
kill you all and use that as my excuse for being here. So am I visiting relatives or burying them?”
He sounded bored as he offered her the choice, as though the answer meant nothing to him. It
sent chills down her spine.



She didn’t know what this stranger was after, she didn’t know anything about him at all really,
but what she did know was that this wasn’t a threat so much as it was a statement of fact. If she
refused to help him then he would help himself it was as simple as that. She really had no
choice at all and they both knew it.

“My name is Talia Hale and you are … welcome here.”

He smiled but it didn’t reach his eyes. The only thing there was death and darkness.

XXXXXXXXX

Stiles was walking towards the school for another never-ending Monday morning of boredom
and nothingness. He didn’t understand why he was always so frustrated with the lack of things
to do here. It had always been that way in Beacon Hills, and he had always been in Beacon
Hills, so he really should be used to it by now. He didn’t understand why he was always restless,
but that was no reason not to do everything in his power to combat that miserable lack of
excitement with every ounce of his strength. First line of defense against his mind shutting down
from lack of stimulation, werewolves. Speaking of which…

“Hey man did you hear the news?” Oh, Scott, good friend, bad conversationalist.

“What news are you referring to?” Sometimes it took a little prompting for Scott to realise that he
wasn’t continuing a conversation, but starting an entirely new one devoid of all information
currently locked away in his head.

“The news about the new Hale!” Wait what? That didn’t make any sense, how was he only now
hearing about this?

“One of the Hale’s had a baby?” Wouldn’t he have heard about it at least once before the due
date. The Hale’s were like Beacon Hills royalty, if someone was expecting a little furry bundle of
joy the news would have spread like wildfire, and everyone would have known about it before
the end of the first day. The Hale family was his only source of entertainment, was he that
unobservant that he didn’t notice a pregnancy or in its place a suspiciously absent female
member hiding away their baby bump? Maybe that was why he was always so bored he just
didn’t notice the exciting things that apparently happened in this town completely under his
radar.

“No, man this guy is a fully grown-up Hale. He’s like visiting from somewhere and stopped in to
catch up with the family or whatever.” Scott seemed to think this was a weird turn of events, like
once a member of a family left they never came back for any reason. Given the current dynamic
of his own family it was an understandable mistake to make. But his bestie’s confusion was not
the headliner of that particular revelation, in fact it was so commonplace as to be unremarkable.
No, the sirens song of his attention was grabbed by one simple fact, there was a new Hale.

How was there a Hale he’s never heard of before? Ever since Scott developed his little monthly
problem and the Hales came out of the woodwork to help he’d made it his mission to know all



about them. As far as he knew the only Hale’s who weren’t permanent residents of Beacon Hills
were Talia’s parents. Even they used to live here all the time until Talia really took over as Alpha
and they moved away to Florida to do the senior living thing so their daughter could truly take
over as the pack leader without everyone looking to them to second guess her decisions.

“Did Talia say why he’d been away?” Did he go voluntarily or was he shipped off? Did he have
problems with his other nature? Did he have an other nature to have problems with or was he
the wolfy equivalent of a squib. Was he friend or foe? Not that the Hale’s would let a threat
stand anywhere near their territory, but the internal debate was entertaining all the same.

“No, man that’s the weird thing Talia hasn’t said a word beyond introducing him to us. After he
left again I heard Talia and Laura arguing because Laura wanted to know why she’d never
heard of him before when she’s in line to be the next Alpha. Talia said she’d forgotten about him,
which really didn’t seem to fly with Laura who accused her mom of not trusting her enough to
tell her or something. Talia was about to own up to something about it when they noticed me
and clammed up.”

Again, with the strangeness of it all. Usually when it came to the Hale family what Talia knew
Laura knew. Even if Laura wasn’t allowed to make decisions on her own yet without consulting
at least one of the adults, if not Talia herself, she was still included in their decision-making
processes for training purposes or whatever.

“Okay so enough with the suspense bro what do you know about this mysterious new Hale?” He
needed all the juicy details. This was his life, invading the privacy of a stranger was the most
excitement to be had on a Monday. So sad.

“Not much really. He’s tall.” That... told him nothing at all. Wow! Absolutely nothing. There was
so little crammer into that sentence he would have known just as much had it never been
spoken at all.

“Yeah but so are most of the Hale men. Height is pretty much their bitch. Next.” Something good
this time man, I’m begging you. Hopefully not centered around his appearance, though he
wasn’t against knowing what the guy looked like, that wasn’t anything he couldn’t find out by
clapping eyes on the guy. Which given the current population of Beacon Hills statistically he
would see him sometime in the coming week, if only from a distance.

“He’s got a thing for leather. Even has this cool leather jacket.” Jackpot! Again, so sad.

“You mean there’s a Hale wandering around Beacon Hills in something other than neutral toned
cotton and non-descript jeans! Kinky, I like.” Finally, a Hale that wasn’t trying to fade discreetly
into the background. In his opinion, the more you shouted don’t look at me the more people
looked. Wear your freak on your sleeve and no one will look deeper to find the real freaky shit
underneath.



“Dude gross!” Watching Scott’s face scrunch up in disgust was so adorable he almost forgot
what they were talking about. Almost. Then the rabid chipmunk that ran his brain perked up and
dragged his attention back to the topic at hand.

“Shut up man, no wait you can’t shut up yet we’re still fishing in that vast dark nothingness you
call a mind for what else you can tell me about the new guy.” At this rate they would be moving
on to eye color next.

“Huh?” God why were they even friends? Oh right, because no one else had the patience to
deal with him on a regular basis.

“What else do you know about the new Hale?” He had to fight not to enunciate each word, that
would only piss Scott off and end the conversation here and now.

”He’s a bit darker than the other Hales.” Okay, they’ve gone from descriptive to vague but still
kind of descriptive. He could work with this, he’s had years of dealing with Scott which was all
simply training for this moment.

“You mean like Cora?” Dark hair? Or darker skin? Maybe he was tanned!

“Well yeah his looks are dark, you know dark hair and eyes, but I meant more like Peter.” Yikes!
The last thing humanity needs is another Peter Hale. That guy was spooky, and not in the fun
the mess with kind of way either, he always seemed to be about one insult away from gutting
everyone in reach. Wait a minute.

“You said darker than the other Hales, so you think he’s darker than Peter?” There was no
darker than Peter, was there? Peter had a sucking black hole where his humanity should be,
what was darker than that. He shuddered to think, and yet he found himself intrigued. At the
same time he quickly reminded himself this was Scott he was talking to, he thought that deer
hunters were the epitome of all evil in this world. He asked him why once and was treated to a
tearful treatise on the importance of Bambi in pop culture and how he would have been so much
happier with his mother around.

“I don’t know man, I didn’t really talk to him, there was just this thing.”

“Thing?” Oh, he so needed to teach his bestie better descriptive words. Thing could mean any
one of a million things, especially when attributed to a Hale of all people. That family had more
things than most.

“Vibe I guess. He just felt off somehow and that’s really all I know.” Huffing out a frustrated
breath through his nose he shook his head. That was about all he was going to get for now.
When Scott got a feeling about a person, he could never explain it well to anyone who wasn’t
inside his brain. He just didn’t have the verbage for it.



“No it isn’t there is still one thing you know about him that I don’t.” Hell, there was probably a
mountain of things he knew that his brain simply wrote off as being either obvious or
insignificant, but pressing him would get them nowhere.

“What?” Come one man! Seriously?

“His name dude! What’s his name?” At least with that he could do his own digging around.
There had to be some kind of record of this guy floating around somewhere, and he would find
it. Because he had genuinely nothing better to do.

“Oh didn’t I say that already?” Obviously not if I’m asking but he decided to keep that less than
kind thought to himself for once and just wait. “His name is Derek. Derek Hale.”

XXXXXXXXX

Talia Hale paced the small confines of the Veterinary Office in agitation. She needed to speak
with Deaton and she needed to speak with him now! Instead she was being made to wait while
he tended to a damn iguana of all things. She had imagined her road to answers being blocked
by many things but a lizard was never one of them. Her family was being threatened and she
had to pretend to everyone around her for the entire day that all was well and that nothing had
changed.

All the adults of the pack were aware of the situation, she had wanted to tell Laura as well but
for all her training she was still volatile and rash in certain situations and she couldn’t be trusted
to behave as they needed her to while they were still gathering information. With her luck Laura
would try to kill this stranger with the dark dead eyes and would endanger them all further in the
attempt.

None of the children were to be informed of the truth, they were all told that this Derek was just
a distant relation they had never before had the opportunity to meet. Thankfully they all bought
it, well everyone except for Laura who knew her methods too well to be fooled by them now.

None of which mattered at the moment, all that mattered right now was getting answers and the
only one that could possibly provide them was Deaton. Speak of the devil, no sooner had the
thought entered her mind than the door opened and in walked the very man she was here to
see. Followed closely by the man she was here to see him about.

“Deaton … Derek.” What on earth was happening here. At first she thought that maybe Deaton
had betrayed her pack in some way, but then she looked closer at her old friend and she saw it.

Fear.

Alan Deaton was afraid of the man standing behind him. They were in even more danger than
she’d originally thought. For an emissary to be so afraid this man had to be someone of
immense power, with a reputation to match.



“I thought you might come to see Deaton here after my arrival seeking answers. That’s fine,
seek all you wish, listen to all Alan here has to say. Know this though, it won’t help you. I know
what they say but in this case knowledge is not power it is only… smoke on the wind. Now I’ll
leave you two to your discussion. I only stopped by to introduce myself to the good doctor and
to let him know what will happen to him if I don’t find what I seek here in Beacon Hills.” He was
threatening Deaton as well? What could possibly possess him to stand against them both?

Without another word he turned and left seeming to take the dark feeling of foreboding with him.
Letting out a sigh of relief she turned to her old friend.

“Please tell me you know who he is. That you know something about him!” She felt as though
she was going into this fight blind with one arm tied behind her back. She needed to understand
the danger before she could work towards removing them all from its path.

“I know … legends, stories, if you like I could tell them to you. But there is a catch.” Deaton
sounded older now than he had in all the years she had known him. Like his conversation with
Derek had stripped him all his energy and life.

“What?” She would do anything to gain the knowledge necessary to protect her family from the
darkness that surrounded that…man.

“I will not tell them to you alone I will tell them only to your entire pack. Any member of the Hale
pack currently in Beacon Hills, related by either blood or bond, over the age of fourteen will all
hear the tale together.”

No! Unacceptable.

“But Alan the children-” She began to protest, only to be cut off before she could finish the first
sentence, something he had never done before. He was truly shaken by this entire affair.

“The children are in just as much danger as you are, maybe even more so, and will need to be
just as prepared. These are my terms Talia, if you wish to know what I know they will know it as
well.”

There was nothing else to be done, she’d known Alan for many years and once he put his foot
down there was no moving him. Normally she saw it as an admirable trait, but normally it wasn’t
being used against her.

“Fine, come by the house tomorrow evening we will all be gathered and waiting. I hope this
information you guard so zealously is at least worth it.”

Slamming the door behind her she heard Deatons response from the other side, a whisper so
soft it could almost be termed as a prayer.

“So do I.”



CHAPTER 2 - THIS OLD LOVE STORY

Scott walked into the Hale house like he’d done a million times before only this time was
somehow different. This was the first “pack meeting” he’d ever been invited to by Talia herself.

Sure the younger generation got together at least once a week to talk about things going on with
them, usually led by Laura, Stiles once told him he thought that she was using them as practice
for when she was finally in charge and graduated to the big boy table. Or something like that
anyway. The grown-ups however never really included him or any of the other “children”, except
for Laura, in their discussions. He would be lying if he said he wasn’t worried.

Whatever this was, it was huge, and he was betting that it had something to do with this new
Hale that just mysteriously popped up out of nowhere.

Honestly, no one seemed to know who this guy was at all. Stiles had discreetly asked old people
before reporting back that no one seemed to remember him ever being in Beacon Hills, and
when pressed they couldn’t name where in the Hale family tree he might fit. It was like the guy
wasn’t a Hale at all.

But if he wasn’t a Hale then why was Talia insisting that he was?

Shrugging it off as something he was sure to find out sooner or later he made his way into the
living room where everyone was starting to gather. Taking his place beside Cora in one of the
oversized armchairs he waited as everyone else found their spot.



Glancing over at the adults, who had separated themselves from the younger generation, he
noticed that not all of them were Hales. Deaton was there as well, if he hadn’t been suspicious
and scared before he definitely was now. There was no way Deaton would be here if there
wasn’t something major going down. He hated major events, they always seemed to involve him
in some way or another. Here’s hoping that whatever this new thing was he would be able to
stay way on the outside of it.

XXXXXXXXX

Talia looked around as all her pups, both bitten and born, made themselves comfortable. She
still wasn’t sure if she agreed with having them involved in all of this but she had been vetoed by
Deaton and since Deaton was the only one with the information she needed she was forced to
go along with his wishes, for now anyway.

Clearing her throat to gain everyone’s attention she began her little speech making sure to keep
her tone firm and her eyes red to discourage the outbursts she knew this would cause. The last
thing she needed right now was a mini rebellion from the younger members of the pack. This
meeting was about gaining the information they were currently lacking no more than that.

“Listen up everyone, we have a situation and now it’s time, apparently, for you to become
involved. You have all met Derek and have been told that he’s a distant relation to you but he is
in fact not a Hale at all.” As expected that got a reaction of monumental proportions, none more
fierce and explosive than Laura.

“I knew it, you were lying to me! What don’t trust me? Then why did you even name me as your
heir?”

“Laura, sit down! Now is not the time for your petty anger and imagined slights! This man, this
Derek, is a threat to our pack and he is the reason we are here and he is all we will be
discussing for the moment.” She paused for a moment to take a deep breath and swallow her
anger before she continued. It would do no good to get angry with Laura, she was young and
her response had been expected. Though the reality of it had hurt more than she’d thought it
might, having her daughter speak in such a way to her was jarring.

“Several days ago when he first arrived I was training the new wolves, I smelled death on the
wind and sent them inside while I investigated. When I turned around there was Derek standing
nearly in our front lawn, he told me that he had come to Beacon Hills seeking something though
he did not tell me what. Then he offered me a choice, to stay in town he needed a
non-suspicious reason for being here so he could either visit with relatives or he could bury
them.” That sent a ripple of emotion cascading through the group. The idea that some stranger
would so casually threaten the pack, threaten the family, was upsetting to say the least.

“He smelled of death and darkness and I had no idea who or what he was so I chose the path of
least resistance. When I went to see Alan to inquire about this new threat, Derek was there
visiting him himself. After he left I asked Deaton what he knew of this man and he said he would
only tell me if you were all present as well. That is why you are here now, no other reason, so



you shall sit there quietly while we try to gain the information we need to keep our pack safe.”
She stared at each one in turn making sure they knew she meant every word. Laura was the
most defiant but even she eventually bowed her head in agreement.

The only one who probably wouldn’t have been petulant would have been Stiles, he seemed to
have an almost adult understanding of situations and she was almost certain he would have
agreed with her reasoning from the start. If anything, it always seemed like he knew her
reasoning already without her having to explain it, but that was generally the case with the boy.
When he had first come to her attention he had been nothing more than the human friend of a
bitten wolf but now he was just as much a part of the pack as any of the rest.

Unfortunately, as a human he hadn’t been included in the meeting, so she was surrounded by
children who only saw that they had been lied to. She had wanted to invite him, but as he wasn’t
a wolf and his only true connection was through Scott so it had been decided that he should
remain as uninvolved as possible for as long as possible.

“Deaton if you would please begin.” Perhaps now they could get the answers they needed, and
she could begin planning how to extricate them all from this mess.

XXXXXXXXX

Deaton looked around the room at the disgruntled faces and willed himself to be patient, telling
himself over and over that soon enough they would all understand why including the children
was necessary.

“First, I suppose I should tell you that what Derek is looking for isn’t a what but a who, his lover.”
More than a lover really but they would get to that in a bit.

“If the guy is as dangerous as mom thinks maybe the girl had good reason to run.” He hoped he
would not have to deal with too many interruptions like that, this story would be hard enough to
tell without the additional commentary.

“Laura, you will remain silent or I swear I will order you from this room.”

“Sorry alpha.” Though her tone and posture screamed the opposite, the words were enough for
now.

Now that, that was taken care of, time to move on.

“His lover was a he not a she and he did not run from him Laura, he was taken from him.” He
gave them a moment to let that sink in because he knew what a shock it would be. This man
who exudes so much power and control that it scared an Alpha as well respected and renowned
as Talia from one conversation, he would seem invincible but here he was telling them that he
had once been bested.



“But, if this guy is bad ass enough to scare Talia, then how did someone manage to take
someone from him so easily?” The belief in their Alpha was heartwarming, but the rest of the
statement worried him.

“Who said it was easy Scott? As to how it was done, the usual way things like this are done,
through magic, betrayal, and deception.” And much more, so much more.

“But why? Why take him at all? And what does this have to do with why he’s here? It’s not like
we took him.”

Sighing, he resigned himself to having to answer questions before he could tell his tale. He had
thought they would let him tell it before making so many inquiries but he should have known
better when dealing with teenagers.

“He is here in Beacon Hills searching for his lover, once they took him they needed to place him
somewhere where they thought Derek would never find him so for the last century or so Derek
has been searching everywhere for him and now he’s here continuing that search he started so
long ago. This is nothing personal, we are simply the next place on his list. And while we did not
take him that does not mean that we do not have him. As for why they took him in the first place
if you would let me speak for longer than five seconds without interruption you might learn the
answer to that.” He knew he was being slightly harsh but he needed to get this done, they did
not have a lot of time and this entire situation was putting him on edge.

While Derek had warned of what would happen to him if he didn’t find his lover here in Beacon
Hills he was more concerned with what would happen when he did find him here. For there
were parts of this story that even Derek didn’t know yet.

“We apologize Deaton, please continue we will not interrupt again.” While he appreciated the
sentiment, he knew it was a promise they would not be able to keep. They were too vocal at
their age to be able to truly sit still and listen without input.

“Thank you, Laura. Now the first thing you need to know before we continue is that Derek will
find his love here in Beacon Hills. The second thing you need to know is that you know his lover
well. Derek’s lover is Stiles.”

“What?”

“No way!”

“Not possible.”

“But, Stiles is just… Stiles.”

So much for not interrupting again, but he supposed he could understand their confusion and
their outbursts. He had turned their world view upside down in the span of a single sentence.



“Silence!” Talia’s roar cut through the questions like a knife and all fell silent. “Deaton please
explain.”

“If you would permit me I would start at the beginning and by the time the tale is done you will
understand everything.”

“Of course.” Her words were simple and polite, but her tone was something else entirely. He
knew if his tale didn’t satisfy her curiosity he would be opening himself up to more than simple
questions. He had pushed her to the edge of her patience, and Alpha’s were not known for that
particular trait on the best of days.

“This all began centuries ago when a group of druids angered Derek by going against his will.
You see back then Derek was not only big and strong as he is now but he was a king in the
supernatural realms and he ruled over everyone human and non-human alike. He ruled alone
for centuries and his word was law, as an immortal being there wasn’t much anyone could do
against him after all, it wasn’t like it was even possible to overthrow him. Then he met Stiles, a
mouthy impertinent human boy who backed down from no one not even the king himself.”

He paused for a moment noting all the smiles and grins at that information. That was definitely
the Stiles they all knew and loved after all.

“It’s written that Derek was smitten right away, that it was love at first sight. Stiles was human
but Derek was an immortal being powerful enough that even that obstacle was easily overcome.
He shared his blood with Stiles every day for a year and on the last day enough blood had built
up in the boys system to grant him longevity at the side of his king. As long as Derek’s heart
beat so would Stiles.

“They ruled side by side for a time and according to the records kept of that era things had
gotten better for them all since Derek found his mate. Stiles soothed his inner rage and kept him
from doing a great many terrible things simply by being near him. It was said that Stiles mere
presence at his side could calm Derek from a killing rage. Most people of the time saw this as a
good thing as a chance for peace and prosperity. The druids however, saw it as an opportunity
for them to gain more power in the world. They saw Stiles as Derek’s weakness, as his one
vulnerability, they saw a way to control the king.”

Pausing again to take a deep breath, he mourned all over again for the stupidity and greed of
his ancestors. His people had seen only their own gain, not the eventual pain their actions
would cause and for that he would be forever filled with both rage and sorrow towards them.

“Back then druids had little power or standing among the supernatural community and they had
even less among the humans. They were seen as belonging to neither realm, not powerful
enough to be fully accepted in the supernatural realm but too powerful to be accepted among
the humans. They thought that if they could control the king who ruled over both realms then
they could do the same and would finally be given the respect they felt they deserved but were
denied.



“First they needed to test just how much sway Stiles held over Derek so they selected a handful
of their brethren and accused them of being in violation of one of the king's most enforced laws.
They accused them of plotting to overthrow Derek and take the throne. While at the time none
thought it was possible to do such a thing Derek like most monarchs was paranoid about even
the plan of such actions and he was smart enough to know that acting as though something is
impossible is just daring the universe to prove you wrong. It was also well known that if anyone
ever did manage to overthrow Derek and ascend the throne they would just be opening
themselves up to being challenged by all the other factions be they supernatural or mundane.

“Derek was well known as the only immortal and the inability to kill him along with his massive
army and even more massive powers was what kept him on his throne. Who would want to
challenge someone who can’t be killed after all. But if someone else were to take the throne the
fact that they took it in the first place would buy them some time when it came to the other
factions attacking, but Derek’s army would attack immediately and his army was so vast that it
would have taken anyone months maybe even years to subdue them, if subduing them was
even possible. The army was created by Derek and therefore loyal only to him. It was rumored
even that his generals were all granted longevity much like Stiles had been making them even
more dangerous than the rest for their loyalty would be absolute.

“The punishment for being found plotting against the king was a gruesome one and one it was
well known Stiles disapproved of. They thought that if Stiles managed to talk Derek into killing
them another way then the rumor of his pull over the king would be true. Once the group was
executed they knew that Stiles was truly the king's love and they planned to use him to control
Derek. They didn’t want to kill Derek, just point him like a weapon at those they felt had slighted
them. They knew they weren’t strong enough to hold the throne even if they did take it so they
weren’t even going to try. They would let the king remain there but as a puppet whose strings
they pulled.

“They planted one of their people inside the castle as a servant to Stiles as a way to get close to
him and earn his trust. Stiles was nowhere near as paranoid as Derek was and he was very
much a people person and he loved to talk to anyone and everyone. One night after a year of
planning the druid who served Stiles had finally earned the trust of not only Stiles but the other
servants in the castle and when Stiles had trouble sleeping while Derek was away for the night
she brought him something to drink to help him sleep. The drink held a potion that when
ingested turned the victim to stone. Stiles became a living statue.

“Feeling that something had happened to his love Derek raced home and upon entering the
throne room he found his lover encased in stone a look of agony on his face and he was
surrounded by the druids who had planned this. The sight of his love in such pain sent him into
a rage that was only stopped when one of the druids threatened to use a spell to shatter Stiles
into pieces. As an immortal being created by Derek he would live through the breaking only to
be in pieces and in agony for the rest of his eternity. Unable to be restored and unable to be
killed.



“Derek demanded to know their price for releasing him and before the leader of the group could
name the price they had settled on, Derek destroying their enemies, his second in command slit
his throat and made a demand of his own. Derek’s blood. You see it had taken them over a year
to get to their goal, a year where some of them had become dissatisfied with the end result.
They wanted more than just an end to their enemies; they wanted more power, enough power
that if Derek decided to come after them they would be able to stand against him.

“Derek relented, giving them the blood they craved for six months, all the while working with his
allies to stop them. At the end of the six months his plan was in place and his people attacked.
His army kept the druids busy while other magical creatures worked to free Stiles from his stone
prison. He was eventually freed though the months without movement had weakened him, his
muscles had atrophied making it impossible for him to even stand. Seeing that it was a lost
cause for them to fight, the druid's leader, a woman named Katherine gave the order for them to
split up. Half of them took Stiles and disappeared while the other half focused their energy
entirely on Derek himself.

“The six months spent taking Derek’s blood hadn’t given them full immortality but it had made
them harder to kill. That edge gave them just enough time to imprison Derek within the walls of
his own castle. His army and allies worked tirelessly to free him while at the same time they
searched for and failed to find Stiles. It took them three centuries or so before they managed to
free Derek from his entombment and another century after that before he’d regained enough
strength to search for Stiles himself. Since he was searching for his lost love he set what was
left of his army on another task, searching out the druids who had taken him in the first place.

“Some say that they had damned themselves that taking Derek’s blood for only six months
made them immortal but they still aged causing them to live for eternity as elderly druids without
much power left to them. Others are of the opinion that they were smarter than that, that the
reason they took Stiles in the first place was so that they could continue to feed on his immortal
blood and that doing so helped them to keep their youth. Though no one knows for sure which
of those is true.”

“But what about Stiles? Why didn’t he ever tell us any of this? Or if it was such an epic love why
hasn’t he ever gone looking for Derek?” Laura’s eyes were filled with tears as she spoke, as
though she thought that her friend had spent the past few years deceiving her. From her point of
view he supposed it looked like he had, but the truth was far more complicated.

“Once the druids took Stiles they didn’t have enough magic left to imprison him again since
they’d left half their people behind so instead of imprisoning his body they imprisoned his mind.
He is no more aware of his past then you were. He comes to a new town every few years and
once he crosses the town line of wherever a druid resides the spell is triggered and all of a
sudden he remembers his life before that moment, whatever it may be, as a normal teenage
boy and he lives that life for a few years before he is compelled to move on and start again
somewhere else. Once he leaves that town all the memories of it are wiped away and he begins
again.” Doing something like that was considered beyond cruel and the fact that his ancestors
had done so on purpose as an act of vengeance made his blood boil.



“But what about his dad? Surely the Sheriff knows he doesn’t really have a son right?” Scott was
nearly pleading, begging for a different explanation, looking for a way around this. He obviously
didn’t want his friend to be this centuries old creature, he wanted him to just be the mouthy little
human that they had all adopted as their mascot.

“The Sheriff I’m afraid is even less real than the Stiles you know. The Sheriff is a golem, a
puppet, an illusion if you will. He is a guardian that the druids made to ensure that Stiles never
went back to where Derek was. The moment the golem becomes aware that Derek is in the
area he will take Stiles and attempt to leave before Derek can find him.” A failsafe, in case
Derek or his army ever drew too close.

Another druid could have stopped it, theoretically, but then Stiles would be found and that would
be worse than what was already happening. Everyone knew that searching for Stiles was the
only thing distracting Derek from his bloody vengeance, the moment Stiles was returned to him
he would be on the hunt for those that were to blame for their prolonged separation. For the
druids.

“So what happens if Derek finds Stiles first?”

“All hell breaks loose in our little town.” And everywhere else.

XXXXXXXXX

Derek was wandering around this picturesque little town trying to find some trace of his beloved
when he heard it. Stiles? That was his voice wasn’t it? But that would mean he wasn’t trapped
that he was free. Then why wasn’t he with him? Did he not love him anymore? He was so
focused on his own thoughts that he didn’t register the boy headed towards him with his head
turned from him looking the other way until they collided.

“Oh, man, sorry totally my bad. Hey, do I know you? You totally look familiar, like a dream I had
one time. Not that I dream about guys, or you, or at all. God somebody stop me. I’m just gonna
shut up now.”

He looked into the eyes of his love that held only faint recognition and wanted to kill someone,
preferably a druid. They had taken his mind! His memories! They had taken him away! No, he
would not allow this, if they took his memories there had to be a way to get them back and he
would find it, if it was the last thing he did.

“Hello, I’m Derek. What’s your name?”

“Stiles.”

CHAPTER 3 - COMING TOGETHER



Stiles stumbled through the door of his room with more urgency than finesse, the hands on his
shoulders pushing at the first layer of his clothes making him want to get in the room as quickly
as possible and on to what he was sure would be the main event.

His day so far had been beyond crazy, not only had he finally met the new Hale in town, and he
and Scott were so having a talk about details that are needed when news is given, he so did not
know how hot Derek was before bumping into him and that just wasn’t fair, but now he and the
new Hale were getting to know each other very well indeed.

Oh no, what if Derek started thinking he was a slut, worse even a manwhore, after all they had
only met not even two hours ago and here they were in his room about to get naked. He needed
to stop that thought now before it took root and he became a Hale booty call, not that he would
really mind in this case, in fact he would be ecstatic if this particular Hale decided he wanted to
booty call him, but it was the principal of the thing.

“I don’t normally do this, you know invite guys up to my room, especially guys I’ve just met and
even more especially guys who are so far out of my league even the thought of doing this with
them would send me into a panic attack.” Derek was looking more and more amused by the
second, by the word really, and that was not conducive to the super special naked times he was
aiming to have here.

“You know what I’m just gonna shut up now and count my blessings and if you decide that I’m a
total manwhore and want to booty call me later that’s totally fine too.” Leaning back in to
continue the kissing that his babble had interrupted he hoped and prayed the guy would just let
his awkward moment slip by without comment, he should have known that hope was in vain.

“Stiles I am not out of your league, and we’re only going to do what you want okay. You are in
charge of this, so if you decide you want a booty call later, you’re just going to have to call me.”



He could totally live with that, nodding his head to show he understood he leaned up again
silently pleading for more lip action. The smirk that brought on didn’t even phase him, that’s how
horny he was, how totally and completely gone he was over him and his ridiculously good
looking … well everything.

Damn, finally getting a good look at Derek’s bare chest he now knew without a shadow of a
doubt that there was a god and he was looking at him. His abs were so pronounced he was
sure he could sit his phone on them without any effort. He didn’t even know that was a
possibility! Why had no one ever told him that this was a body type that people, other people
who were not him, could achieve. He hadn’t even seen abs like that in porn before.

“Dude you are so built it hurts me, you make my brain hurt with your hotness.” Oh, why did his
foot have to live so comfortably and snugly in his mouth. If this tanked out he had no one else to
blame for his dying a virgin than himself.

“I’ve been told that a time or two in my life, but thanks for the compliment.” Instead of causing
laughter or ridicule his words seemed to trigger fondness in the greek god currently fondling him
through his clothes.

Oh shit, he was still wearing clothes that little problem needed to be dealt with immediately,
because it seemed like the super power of his mega babble was not deterring Derek at all, he
was so getting laid tonight! This was way better than that stupid secret pack meeting he wasn’t
invited too, if he’d known that this was his alternative he wouldn’t have moped about not getting
an invite for even a second, yeah this was way better.

Now all he could think about was how much he wanted to lick those abs. He might be toeing
over the line into weird sex wants territory, but as long as Derek was fine with it so was he.
Reaching up to pull at his shirt, momentarily forgetting how clothes work in reverse, he tried to
hold eye contact or something so Mr. Perfect Abs didn’t lose interest. If he lost interest now it
would be a real shame, because he would have to kill himself and that would suck when he was
so close to not dying a virgin.

XXXXXXXXX

Derek watched without blinking while Stiles tore off the remainder of his own clothes, in record
time no less, obviously eager, he hadn’t seen his lover in over four hundred years and he would
not miss a moment of their time together now that he had found him again.

He knew he would have to go slowly, carefully, when trying to regain the memories lost to him
but this was something he would not, could not, deny himself any longer.

He had fully intended to keep things friendly and platonic between the two of them, slowly
building a relationship of trust and understanding before even thinking of initiating something
physical between them. He had even thought about foregoing the physical intimacy between
them until Stiles remembered who he was again, but that had all changed when Stiles started
ranting about how unfairly hot he was, he just couldn’t resist.



They had been apart for so long, and he missed him so much, even with the short amount of
time they had already spent together he knew that while the memories were different in all other
ways he was still his Stiles under it all. Same smarts, same rambling, same clumsiness, hell
even the same bravery. He saw it in his eyes whenever he first suggested that they hook up,
Stiles was still the same fearless, insolent, goofy boy he had first fallen for all those years ago.
All he needed to do now was to bring back all the memories that had been stolen from him, the
foundation was there all that was needed was the filling.

“Now might not be the best time to bring it up, but it’s probably better than not bringing it up at all
I think, but I’ve never done this before.” He knew exactly what this Stiles meant, his darling boy
thought he was still a virgin. Oh how wrong he was, he had personally taught him every form of
loving there was between two men and it seemed that for now at least he would have the
pleasure of teaching it to him a second time. Glorious.

“That’s alright, I love being first. We’ll go slow, if you feel uncomfortable with anything that we’re
doing just say so and we’ll stop if you want or just move on to something that you are
comfortable with alright.”

“Yeah, okay.” The relief he saw in his lovers eyes left him feeling both happy and enraged. He
was happy that his words had done as intended and set him at ease, but the fact that he had
expected ridicule and not understanding in response to his admission spoke volumes about
what his life had been in this town.

Or at least what he remembered his life as here. He would soon change that for as long as he
drew breath he would ensure his mate felt loved and cherished as he should have always been,
in his arms.

Reaching for him he pulled his close, their mouths finding each other again as they progressed
closer to the bed. He had missed this so much.

XXXXXXXXX

Stiles knew that the sense of power and euphoria that he was feeling was normal, especially
after a guy basically tells you that you’re in charge, but he didn’t have very long to savor the feel
of it before he was instead savoring the feel of his mattress as it was pressed up against his
back. Derek’s hot breath on his ear nearly made his eyes roll back; he was so overly sensitive to
everything that was Derek freaking Hale at the moment.

“You just lay back and relax, you’ll enjoy this, trust me.” Trust me, two words he wasn’t used to
hearing from anyone he thought actually had good intentions for him at the time, and with the
almost feral look in Dereks now red eyes he was fairly certain that his intentions were less than
honorable too, he just couldn’t make himself care it all felt so good.

Instead of feeling alarm at the new color of his soon to be lovers eyes all he felt was his very
bones melting into useless goo, while at the same time he was tensed so tight he thought he
might snap and shatter with nothing more than a look from those now crimson irises. He knew



he would be asking all the questions he could think of later, about him and why he seemed to be
an Alpha when there was already an Alpha of the Hale pack, but for right now all he wanted to
do with his tongue was lick any piece of flesh he could reach. Not that he could reach any at the
moment since Derek was currently moving away from his mouth, but given where he was
moving to he had zero complaints about the change in positioning.

When he began to work his way down his body, his hot tongue and even hotter kisses
peppering nearly every inch of his skin as he went farther and farther down, laving particular
attention on each and every one of his moles that liberally dusted his shoulders, neck, chest,
and hips, he never once broke eye contact. He didn’t want to be the one to look away first but
the staring contest was making him so hot, that he knew if he didn’t he would end up making
this a very short encounter. Just before he looked away he saw something on Derek’s face that
almost seemed to say he expected nothing else from him, the look was almost nostalgic even.
He didn’t want to think he might be a stand in for someone else, but at the same time he
couldn’t find it in him to be angry if he was. He couldn’t find it in him to be anything but so, so
hot and full of want in this moment.

When he felt his mouth stop on his hip and continue to suck and bite at the flesh there, leaving
marks behind almost like brands he couldn’t stop the whimper of want and need from escaping
his mouth.

“Patience Stiles, didn’t I tell you to trust me?” He both heard and felt the words as his breath
ghosted across his skin. Oh lord.

“I do trust you.” God help him he truly did, he Stiles Stilinski who never once trusted anyone fully
not even his own father, trusted a man he had only met a few hours ago wholly and completely.
What the hell? Before he could think on the absolute weirdness that was his complicated
feelings regarding one Derek Hale he was understandably and totally distracted by what was
being done to his body.

The feel of a hot warm mouth on his dick was unlike anything he had ever felt before, but again
somehow familiar almost as if from a dream he couldn’t quite remember. That was the last
thought he had before losing the ability to think in full sentences, or really think at all beyond the
internal chant of YES. He felt the pressure inside him building and building towards release, ten
no a hundred times more intense than those times he practiced the art of self-love. Right as his
muscles began to tense and his mind began to blur into a haze of want and need meeting
satisfaction he felt sharp teeth almost drag across his tender flesh and that sensation was what
sent him over the edge. The pleasurable pain of it was too much for his already over sensitive
skin, he was coming apart and he didn’t have the strength left to care if he would ever be whole
again.

This was the meaning of Nirvana, he had reached heaven and he never wanted to leave the
clouds again for the rest of his days. The last thing he saw before blissful oblivion overcame him
was two blood red eyes staring up at his face never once blinking.



XXXXXXXXX

“How would Derek finding Stiles be a bad thing? They would be together again and then they
could just both leave together. I would miss Stiles sure, I think we all would, but if it made Derek
leave us in peace isn’t that what we want?” Talia had to agree with her daughter, she too would
miss Stiles but if it was for the good of all involved she would willingly let him go without a fight.
From the sounds of it if Derek were to take Stiles his life would only change for the better, she
knew she was rationalizing her decision but she saw no other path to take.

“Yes Laura it is, and if Derek would merely leave I would agree with you, but that’s simply not in
his nature. He’s never walked away from a fight or an enemy in his life, and once he finds Stiles
and sees his altered state that’s exactly what everyone in this town will become to him. The
enemy. From his point of view we all conspired to keep him and Stiles apart, and once it’s
known that the Hale pack has known him for years and failed to mention it to him when he
arrived he will see you all as complicit in the deceit began by the druids that first betrayed them
both.” How could that be? They were involved in nothing, how could they be to blame.

“But we didn’t even know why he was here, let alone who Stiles was until just now.” Again her
daughter spoke the thoughts they shared, this only reaffirmed her choice of heir in her mind, if
they lived that long Laura would make a great Alpha.

“I’m afraid that won’t matter, without Stiles, his Stiles at his side to calm his temper Derek’s rage
will get the better of him and we will all feel his wrath.” Deaton sounded defeated, as though
their eventual deaths were an inevitability they had no control over. She refused to concede
defeat so easily. She was an Alpha and she would fight to her last breath to ensure the survival
and well being of her pack. What they needed was a plan.

“So what can we do about it? There must be something.” There had to be something, anything
that could save them, her pack her family must not be lost over so unjust a reason.

“We wait, we try to keep them from ever crossing paths.” It sounded simple in theory but without
telling Stiles the truth in a town so small it was nearly impossible. Not to mention the fact that if
Derek would already blame them as it is without them having done anything, if he found them
trying to keep him from his goal then his rage would only increase and their fate would only
become more unfortunate.

It was not a plan she would ever endorse, but for the moment she was content to humor Deaton
as his mind seemed to fill with fantasies of an easy solution.

“And if they should meet what then?” It was becoming more and more likely that they would,
Derek had already been in town for nearly a week and Beacon Hills was not overly large. They
could bump into one another at any time and there would be nothing anyone could do about it.

“We pray.”

“That’s it?”



“That’s all there is.” Like hell it was.

There had to be something, anything, they could do to protect themselves or to at least fight
back. Even if the Stiles they knew and loved wasn’t his Stiles their place in his life had to count
for something. Maybe they could go to Stiles and explain everything they had been told, ask him
to try and intercede on their behalf.

Even if that weren’t an option, they had no idea what the truth might do to Stiles in his current
state after all and the last thing they needed was for Derek to accuse them of deliberately
harming Stiles in some way. They could instead go to Derek and explain everything to him, tell
him how they had only just become aware of his reason for coming to town and offer their
assistance in facilitating a meeting between the two. Derek was once a King who was looked
upon as a fair and just ruler he had to have a sense of fair play about him.

It occurred to her that while Deaton was a kind man who she trusted to always be truthful with
her he was in fact a druid. All that he knew of Derek and Stiles came from stories told by his
own people filled with their own bias about who Derek was and how he would react once
reunited with Stiles. There would be no way to truly know until after the fact, once Stiles was
back with him he could do anything and everything and they would not be able to say if it was in
character for him or not because they simply did not know his character.

Decision made she sent everyone to their rightful place, either home or to bed, and asked her
husband and brother to stay behind with her. They would go to Derek themselves in the morning
and hope for the best. It was all they could do.

CHAPTER 4 - GOOD MORNING, GOOD DAY



Stiles woke up to the amazing sensation of a warm body pressed up against his own. He was
not alone in his once virginal bed. With that one thought everything came flooding back to him
with picture perfect clarity. He was not a virgin anymore, and his virginity had been taken by a
Greek Adonis who was also a freaking Hale. If he’d known this would be one of the fringe
benefits of having a furry friend it wouldn’t have freaked him out nearly as much when Scott had
first turned. Though the fact that Scott kept trying to attack him in those early days would have
still been freak out worthy.

Hearing a low rumbling growl from his sleeping companion he shifted slightly onto his side, just
enough so that he could watch Derek wake. It was bound to be adorable. He was right, of
course, everything that Derek did was bound to look good in one way or another. Be it sexy
good, adorable good, or just whoa good.

When Derek first opened his eyes he smiled contentedly for a moment letting them drift shut
again like a sleepy kid, before they snapped open again and the small smile turned into a full
blown grin and then morphed almost immediately into a leer.

“Well, I can already tell what kind of morning person you are.” The kind who liked to fuck and he
was completely on board with that mentality. Who knows maybe that’s why those chirpy morning
people exist, maybe they're all getting some on the sly at a ridiculous hour and that’s why
they’re all so happy to greet the day. He might be able to become a morning person if he was
offered this every morning, or really even the promise that he might get this if he would just
wake up a little earlier than he had to. Nah. Who was he kidding, he would never be a morning
person, it was too much fun being a night owl.

“Are you complaining?” His tone said clearly that he was still in charge of this, that if he didn’t
want wake up sex then they would not be having any. Yeah right, who wouldn’t want wake up
sex with Derek? Or really anytime sex with Derek. He would have sex with Derek anytime
anywhere and they both knew it, even if he was being a nice guy and not pointing it out.

“No just observing.”

“Good, now since I showed you a good night, I think it’s time I showed you how to start a very
good morning. Only fair after all.” Oh my Derek! It somehow felt wrong to invoke the name of
any other deity after being shown the one true path all last night, and apparently again this
morning.

“Well, I wouldn’t want this to be anything but fair.”

In a blur of motion his sexy, sexy, bedmate went from lying beside him to hovering above him
with naked hunger plain on his face. He wanted this just as much if not more than he did. There
was just something about the fact that this, unbelievable sex god wanted him that just shot
straight to his dick. It was the most potent aphrodisiac ever devised by man or divine grace. This
was going to be one hell of a good morning.



While he was being slowly turned from his back to lie on his stomach, his companions intentions
clear and slow, giving him time to change his mind and call the whole thing off. All he could think
about was how he couldn’t believe he had ever lived without this.

He kept his body lax and tried to keep from tensing up, while he hadn’t had sex before he had
on occasion done some research into it from both sides of the field and he knew that tensing up
would be the worst thing he could do. Not that he thought Derek would ever hurt him, he knew
he would just help him to relax again if he got too stiff, but he didn’t want to delay this any more
than he had to. While he wasn’t technically a virgin anymore after last night, he wanted to
experience everything he could, and anything beyond the everything too.

The feel of fingers in one of his more intimate places was strange, and a little hard to get used
to but at the same time it felt familiar like nearly everything he had felt with Derek so far. He was
starting to think that he had simply wanted this for so long now he had imagined himself in this
very position so many times he had fooled his own brain into believing it had done this before.
That or his dreams were far more vivid than he had ever thought they were.

He was so distracted by his own thoughts that the feel of something other than probing oil
slicked fingers slowly pressing against him caught him by surprise enough for him to instinctively
tense. The kiss against the back of his neck bringing him back to the present enough to relax
again. He wanted this, and he didn’t want Derek to start thinking he didn’t.

The deep slide of hot hard flesh parting his body so easily was enough to drive the breath from
his body and make him moan in need. He needed something more than this, not that this wasn’t
good, but he just didn’t know what that something more could be. He was being filled so much
the stretch and pull of his flesh was burning in the best way, every twitch bringing a new
sensation out of him. The drag and thrust of each movement enough to pull a moan of near
pornstar levels out of his dry throat.

More. He needed more. He didn’t know how he had lived without this until now but he did know
that he couldn’t live without it again. He felt complete in a way he didn’t know he craved until
now. The stiffening of the body over him followed quickly by the gush and pooling of hot cum
inside him enough to decide it for him. He was in love.

XXXXXXXXX

Scott was freaking out. What was he supposed to do now, how was he supposed to act around
Stiles today? He’d just found out that his best friend wasn’t really his friend at all and that his
friend's dad, the same guy who’d watched him after school back when his dad first left wasn’t
real at all.

Then again this did explain a few things about Stiles. Like how he always seemed far more
mature than any of the rest of them, even Laura. Or how he hadn’t really seemed to change in
all the years that he’d known him. His clothes and hair styles would change sure but his face
and build had pretty much been exactly the same for years. How had he never noticed that?



Then there was how he’d aced pretty much every subject in school since forever. Apparently,
he’d been stuck in school after school ever since it’d become mandatory in the U.S. for kids to
attend. Huh, he guessed immortality wasn’t all perks and up sides then. Eternal high school had
to suck.

Talia had said to just treat Stiles as he normally did, but how could he do that? Hearing the fast
pitter-pat of his friends heartbeat headed his way he supposed he was about to figure it out on
the fly. There was no way to duck away now without it being obvious he was avoiding him.

“Hey Scott man, you will never believe what I did yesterday while you were at your super-secret
meeting of the fur folk. You would already know of course if you hadn’t been avoiding me all day
long, you tool. What is up with that? Anyway you will never believe it, even after I tell you, you
won’t believe it. I know this because I did it and I still don’t believe it.” The whole time Stiles was
talking all he could think was that everything was different now. Hell even his scent was
different. Wait, his scent was different, there was something else mixed in with the natural smell
that was Stiles. What was it? It was almost familiar, but he just couldn’t place it.

“I’m sure I’d believe anything about you at this point.” It wasn’t like anything could top the
revelation from the night before. Then his mind began to fill with scenarios that just might top it
and he had to close his eyes tight to try and banish the mental images that came with that
unfortunate line of thought.

XXXXXXXXX

Stile paused for a minute right before he was going to blurt out the big reveal. Why would Scott
say that, that was an odd thing to say. Did he mean that he’d heard something bad about him?
Is that why Scott and the whole pack had been avoiding him all through school? He tried to
pretend like he didn’t notice, and that it didn’t bother him, but when that many people go out of
their way to ditch you it’s kind of hard not to notice.

Come to think of it Scott looked really pale, almost like he was about to be sick, which was
totally understandable sometimes high school made him queasy too. It was more than that
though Scott had looked almost stricken at the sound of his voice, which was beyond weird.
They were best buds, what could have possibly caused even the smallest rift between them
from one day to the next. What the hell was the pack meeting about.

“Scott?” The tell me, was implied in the tone so he just waited for Scotty boy to get his head out
of his ass far enough to give him a straight answer.

“Stiles, I just – “ Scott never got to finish whatever lame ass excuse he was going to try and
pass off as the truth. With Scott there was always that stutter step before the truth when he was
trying to keep a secret.

“Stiles!” Looking behind him for the source of the sexy, sexy voice that shouted his name he saw
Derek sitting in his car, a Camaro that was just as sexy as he was, out front of the school. The



wicked grin across his face told him more than anything what he wanted, looks like he was done
getting a higher education for today.

“Sorry, man we’ll talk about this later, I got things to do.” He ran towards the car and his lover
leaving a dumbfounded Scott in his wake, not even noticing that he never got around to telling
his best friend about his big news, or getting his answers about the packs weirdness. The
second he’d heard Derek’s voice all of that had faded into nothingness, it wasn’t important
anymore.

He could always get his answers later, it wasn’t like it was something life or death, things like
that just didn’t happen in Beacon Hills.

“Stiles, who was that kid you were just talking to?” Derek didn’t recognize Scott? That was kind
of weird wasn’t it? Then again the Hale pack was rather large and it made sense that he would
remember blood relations over fringe dweller bitten wolves like Scott.

“That’s Scott McCall, my best friend, I’m surprised you haven’t met already?” Well, not really
surprised now that he thought about it. Scott hadn’t really known much about Derek when he
first brought him up so it was very likely that they hadn’t really met face to face yet. There was
also the possibility that Talia just hadn’t gotten around to introducing the two yet, wanting to give
the guy a little breathing room before inundating him with people he wasn’t necessarily involved
with. Just because Scott was being helped by the Hale pack didn’t necessarily mean he was a
member of said pack, Talia had told them that when he was of age Scott would be able to make
that choice for himself.

“Why would you think that?” Derek seemed genuinely confused. Lending more and more
credibility to his theory that he and Scott really hadn’t met yet.

“He’s a part of your family's pack. After he was bitten Scott and I both started hanging around
with Talia and the other Hales. Well it was a bit more complicated than that, and didn’t happen
right away since literally no one involved had all the facts right out of the gate and all but yeah,
simple version Scott is part of the Hale pack.” He tried to keep his mouth shut so that the words
would stop pouring out without his permission but that didn’t seem to be working out for him. He
just wanted to tell Derek everything, it sometimes felt like Derek was someone he’d been
missing his whole life and now he wanted to catch him up on everything he had missed while he
was gone. Which was weird and totally untrue, but that didn’t stop his mouth from running away
from his brain without stopping.

“You don’t say.” For a minute it looked like Derek wanted to get out of the car and introduce
himself or something, he didn’t take his eyes off Scott while he spoke. Until finally he broke eye
contact like he had seen everything he needed to see and now he had no reason to bother with
Scott anymore. “Enough about Scott, you and I are going to have fun together today.”

“Like a date?” He tried his best not to sound desperate at the prospect that Derek saw him as
more than a piece of ass. That he saw him as someone important enough to plan dates for. Not
that he thought bang buddies never hung out together, he was sure some of them did, but he



wanted to be more than just a booty buddy with Derek. He wanted to spend time with him while
they were both fully clothed and for there to be actual conversations and stuff. God, he was
such a girl.

“Yes, Stiles, exactly like a date.”

“Awesome! Where are we going?” There weren’t really that many options in Beacon Hills,
wherever it was he was positive he probably already knew it. Not that, that would make this date
any less amazing, because Derek would be there.

“It’s a surprise, but I swear you’ll like it. Do you trust me?” When he said that his eyes
momentarily shifted from green to red before shifting back again just as quickly. Apparently this
was a very important question to him. He had been meaning to bring up the eye thing, since he
was pretty sure he wasn’t in fact an Alpha wolf, but that seemed rude. Maybe it was a good first
date question. He would play it by ear.

“Of course, I do.” More than he trusted anyone else in his life, which was a strange but at the
same time not an altogether unwelcome feeling. As they began to speed away from the school
he felt like there was a huge weight being lifted from him and he could suddenly just relax and
breathe again.

XXXXXXXXX

Talia turned towards Deaton pleading with him to find them an answer. Scott had called her that
afternoon with news that had left her head spinning with all the possibilities. Not only had Derek
already found Stiles, before they could go to him of their own accord, but he also saw Scott with
him today. They were all about to be in a world of hurt and there just had to be a way to stop it.

“Come on Alan think, there has to be something we can offer the man for our lives, a way to
reason with him.” There was nearly always a way, always something to try.

“He is not a man Talia, he never really was, he cannot be reasoned with. He never changes his
mind once he’s made a decision, he is a big believer in following your instincts. The only person
who would be able to save us now would be Stiles and even then I doubt Derek would listen to
him now in his altered state.”

“That’s it!” She didn’t know why she hadn’t thought of it before, the answer had been staring
them in the face the entire time. Stiles was their salvation.

“What’s it?”

“You said the druids had locked his memories away, well if there’s a lock then there must be a
key correct. If we’re going to survive this then we need to give Derek back his Stiles, we need to
unlock his memories.” Hopefully when Stiles regains all of himself he would still feel enough
affection towards her pack that he would intercede on their behalf. Hopefully.



If they couldn’t give him Stiles in one way, then they would just have to give him back to Derek
in another way entirely. She had no illusions that it would be a simple task, if it were Derek
himself would have done so by now, but it was their only hope. Hopefully Derek would be so
busy with Stiles he wouldn’t have the time to meet out their punishment until after they found a
way around this entire mess. If not she would go to Stiles herself and plead with him on behalf
of the children.

It was an unspoken understanding amongst the adults that if it came down to accepting some
form of punishment that they would do so while the children were kept somewhere safe. It would
not matter if they did not survive, as long as one child was able to live on then the pack would
not die. She needed to contact her parents and see if it was possible to send the children to
them somehow or barring that to inform them so that when the smoke eventually cleared they
would know to come looking for survivors.

CHAPTER 5 - DEVIL’S IN THE DETAILS

Deaton found himself in the Hale den for the second time in as many days pouring over ancient
history. Every bit of written lore about Stiles and Derek was spread out before them all, being
sorted and consumed by the entire pack. As hard as it was to accept, Talia’s plan was the only
viable one they had, if any of them planned to survive their upcoming encounters with Derek
now that he’d found Stiles they needed to help unlock the boys' memories. At least all they truly
needed to do was help in that regard and not necessarily accomplish the task themselves, they
only needed to be able to give Derek a way to do it himself. If all else failed, hopefully being able
to show that they had at least attempted the impossible on their behalf would be enough to
spare the younger generation his wrath.



This had to work, their only other plan, if it could even be considered such was for Scott to tell
Stiles everything and beg for his aid on their behalf. The adults had already agreed amongst
themselves that if it came down to a choice, they would offer up their own lives freely in
exchange for their children being spared. A letter had already been sent to Talia’s parents
explaining the entire situation, and detailing what would be needed of them if the worst befell
them all. More than that it also explained why seeking any sort of vengeance would be a foolish
mistake, no matter what instincts drove them.

“Did these Druid dudes even have a way to bring Stiles memories back?” It was a valid concern,
the idea that the ones who originally cursed Stiles, robbing him of his identity never truly
intended for him to recover.

“It is the nature of magic that every spell has a counter spell. Everything done must in some way
be undone in turn. That is magic. That is balance.” While the wolves busied themselves
searching for clues in the text pointing towards a solution, Deaton busied himself trying to find
similar instances in Druid history and looking for how they were corrected. Maybe a common
thread could be found and used to their advantage.

Unfortunately this type of magic was not only dark but frowned upon by most followers of the
true path, making the use of such spells few and far between as well as closely guarded
secrets. The more they read, the greater their task seemed.

“Isn’t there someone else we could ask? Another Druid? Someone else magical?” He felt the
pain in his temples compound at the mere thought of reaching out for help from anyone on this
matter. The explanation alone would be hard enough to get through, he didn’t want to imagine
the response.

“Normally there would be, however I fear, not in this instance. Any Druid consulted would simply
activate the Golem in an attempt to get Stiles far from Derek so that he would once more be so
distracted by his hunt for his lost lover that his vengeance upon any but those of us residing
here in Beacon Hills would be postponed for at least a short while longer. Him having recently
found Stiles would only convince them that this plan would work, there is no way he would leave
off his search now that he knows for a fact that his mate still lives. My people have been
avoiding this problem for so long now that it’s the only way any know how to behave. Other
magical creatures, those that don’t still feel loyal to Derek, have decided to take a hands-off
approach to this mess, choosing instead to simply step back and enjoy the ensuing fireworks if
you will. It is widely believed that my people got ourselves into this mess with our greed and
overly inflated egos, so we should be left to get ourselves out of it again. They are of course
blithely ignoring the fact that once Derek has dealt with us he will most likely seek his throne
once more putting them all in danger, but that for them is a problem for another day. While some
would feel bad about your pack being caught up in it all, I'm afraid it would not be enough to
sway them to your side.” Allowing the gravity of the situation to sink in he went back to his books
fruitlessly searching for a way out of a mess centuries in the making.

XXXXXXXXX



Stiles was stoked, as first dates went this one topped all of his youthful imaginings by a mile.
They both sat on a blanket in a clearing having a picnic surrounded by the beauty of nature.
When most people planned a picnic they went to the park or a nearby lake choosing to sit at
tables rather than risk getting grass stains on the clothes or having to fight off an army of ants to
keep their food, but this was so much better than that. Laying across from each other
completely relaxed while lazily snacking on the many offerings, completely lost in the moment
and just being there together. Talking and laughing, gazing at each other in companionable
silence, just letting the day slip slowly pass by.

“Okay, you have to tell me. How did you find this place? Beautiful clearing surrounded by
woods, okay those are easy enough to stumble across if you spend enough time communing
with nature I suppose, but this one comes equipped with its very own wishing well just old
enough to start crumbling but not old enough to just be a hole in the ground now. Admit it you
found the clearing and added the well yourself for ambiance. It’s not even old you aged it up by
hand just for today.” Not to mention that now that the sun was going down the clearing was
lighting up with fireflies that gave the entire area an otherworldly feel to it. Like the stars had
come down to dance around them, and now he was just getting sappy about the whole thing.

“I will admit that the well was a surprise when I first found this place, but you have to admit it
does sort of tie the whole place together.” Stiles could admit if only to himself that seeing Derek
smile like he was now was a new life goal. Had to be seen at least once a day, it was now a
survival must.

When they had first started this “date” Stiles had tried to get a bit more information about Derek
and his past, but he man was stubbornly tight lipped about certain things. He was more than
willing to talk about all the different places he’d been in his life, describing the different places
with such detail it was almost like Stiles had been there before he could see it all so clearly, but
bring up his family even in the periphery and that was it, the end, no more words to be heard. It
was clear to see that Derek didn’t care for the rest of the Hales much at all, which just brought
up even more questions like why he even came to Beacon Hills in the first place. If it wasn’t for
his family then why was he here? Only one way to find out.

“Why are you in Beacon Hills?” He always found that the straight forward approach usually
worked best for things like this, ask it outright and more often than not the answer would come
out the same way.

“What do you mean?” But not always.

“I mean that it’s clear from just our conversations today that you aren’t overly fond of the Hales
in general, I would even go so far as to say that you hate them even. So, why did you come to
Beacon Hills, since it’s obvious that familial ties weren’t exactly tugging on your heart strings.”
He didn’t know why it was so important for him to know, but something about the way he talked
about Talia and the others really bothered him. He had to know what this was all about.



“You’re right the Hales and I don’t exactly see eye to eye at the moment. When I first came here
I was indifferent to them really, but then I found out that they lied to me and that emotion
changed. As to why I came here, I was drawn to Beacon Hills, the place not the pack. They
were incidental.”

“What did they lie about?” That didn’t sound like the Hales, werewolves in general didn’t tend to
lie especially to other wolves, too easy to get caught out at it. They really took the honesty is the
best policy thing to a whole other level. Unless they were Peter, then all bets were off.

“When I came here I was looking for something, something I had been trying to find for a long
time, then I found out that they knew where it was the whole time and never told me.” Even
talking about it seemed to bring out a very manly pout, Derek was brooding, dare he say
sulking.

“What were you looking for?” Was this some kind of inheritance dispute? Like Derek really liked
old uncle Eli’s gold pocket watch, but cousin Vinny took it without permission kind of thing?
While he was an only child the way he understood it, bigger families did that kind of thing all the
time, playing favorites and being a bit fast and loose with ownership. In big families possession
was beyond nine tenths of the law, or so he’d read.

“It doesn't matter now, I’ve found it and no one will ever take it from me again.” So Derek came
to Beacon Hills looking for something that the Hale family had, they didn’t cop to having it and
now that Derek found it on his own he was pissed. Okay. Fairly basic description aside, he could
work with that. At least now he had a starting point.

“Did you tell them what you were here for? Because last I heard the rumor going around was
that you were here out of a longing for familial connections.” Maybe Derek didn’t tell them
thinking they would hide it from him if they knew he was looking for whatever this mysterious
item was. If that was true, how at fault were the Hales? Beyond actually having the thing in the
first place. Can you lie if you’re never asked?

“No.” That was it, no long drawn out explanations simply the truth the whole truth and nothing
but the truth from this man. Not that it was at all surprising, even in just the short amount of time
the two of them had spent together so far he noticed that Derek was a man of few words, which
was okay as it turned out Stiles was very much a fan of the strong silent type.

Back to the current mystery that was Derek’s animosity towards his pack. Or at least that’s
where his mind had been headed until Derek obviously decided that they had talked enough for
today and it was finally time to move on towards the more physical part of this date. Not that he
was complaining, he could circle back around towards this particular knot of contention later…
much later.

The feel of his hands against his neck did things to his higher brain functions that he didn’t think
could be explained by modern science.

XXXXXXXXX



Laura had had enough of this study session they had all sunk into. Research was all well and
good, but sometimes you just had to take matters into your own hands and go with your
instincts. After hours of looking they were no closer to a solution, so it was time to act on what
they did know.

The Druids had the right idea, Stiles was Derek’s weakness, and it was time to use that against
him. If he was going to kill them for working against him no matter what they did, then why not
go against him in truth? Take Stiles and ransom him back in exchange for Derek leaving Beacon
Hills and never coming back.

If there was one thing she’d learned about old school supernaturals in her training to become
alpha it was that their word was their bond. Once given they would rather die than be forsworn.
All they had to do was get Derek to agree to the terms of the deal and they would all be safe.
Simple.

Now she just had to figure out how to do it. Now that Derek had found him it wasn’t likely that
Derek would let him out of his sight for long. The only clear window of opportunity would be at
school, even though he picked him up and she assumed dropped him off he couldn’t simply
hang around the school all day waiting for him. Not only did he have other things to do, but
people would notice and call the cops.

So that left one window of opportunity, all she had to do was tell Scott to lure Stiles out to her,
but where? The woods beyond the Lacrosse fields would be ideal, but she wasn’t sure how
Scott could convincingly get Stiles to follow him there without Stiles getting suspicious. No
matter what else they now knew about him it didn’t change the fact that Stiles was both scary
smart and paranoid beyond belief. If Scott so much as twitched wrong Stiles would bolt and
what was worse he would most likely run straight to Derek.

So, she just didn’t tell Scott what was happening. She could tell him that he needed to get Stiles
to the woods to apologize to him in private. Scott was feeling really guilty about how he had
been treating Stiles and he would go for it easily, and as long as Scott didn’t suspect anything
was wrong neither would Stiles. He would be so preoccupied with Scott he probably wouldn’t
even see her coming. She was brilliant.

Once she had Stiles she would need somewhere to stash him until the deal was done. She
couldn’t bring him back here, her mother would simply set him loose again without offering the
trade, she was so scared of Derek she wasn’t thinking clearly. She couldn’t take him to Deaton
for the same reason, so she would have to find somewhere secure she could keep him herself.
The railway depot was a quiet out of the way place that few people would think to search for her
and no one would think to search for Stiles. There was only one way in or out and plenty of
things to tie him to. It would be perfect.

Only question now was how was she supposed to get him from the woods to the depot? She
couldn’t hit him, if Derek saw a bruise on him he might kill them all regardless of any deal they
made with him. All the stories agreed he was over protective and insanely possessive of Stiles.



Drugs were also a bit of a crap shoot, with the pills he already took for his ADHD anything she
gave him could have unintended side effects of a deadly nature. She could try to bullshit him
into following her there, then once he was at the depot of his own free will she could tie him up
and continue with the plan, no muss no fuss.

If everything went to plan she could have Derek out of their lives in a matter of days, then her
mother would see she was ready to become Alpha. Hell, she might even step down like her
grandfather did and hand over the reins to her early. When she pulls this off she will have more
than earned them.

CHAPTER 6 - PLANS AND BACKLASH

Stiles pulled his shirt on, more than a little unhappy that stupid school time was interfering with
amazing sex time, but it was what it was. If he didn’t go to school then he would be grounded
and if he was grounded than there would be no sex time at all, so all things considered a few
hours of being otherwise occupied was a small price to pay for getting the D on the regular. Not
that three days of sex was on the regular, in fact he was fairly sure that you had to go at least a
month in a sex heavy, steady relationship of some definition before those particular parameters
would actually apply legally speaking.

“You’re thinking too much, come back to bed.” The current sex god of his thoughts mumbled
reaching out for him with one hand to try and pull him back for more cuddle time. Highly
underrated, cuddle time, as good if not better in its own way than sex time. All that hard muscle
and supple skin wrapped around him making him feel special and safe. Unfortunately, he didn’t
have time for that right now.



“Sorry, no can do. I have school to be getting to, if I skip they’ll call my dad and tattle on me then
where would we be.” This had him sitting up at full attention, like he always seemed to do when
it came time for Stiles to go somewhere where he would not be. He was half convinced he
would enroll in all his twenty-somethings glory if he thought he could get away with it and
become his shadow at all times. Strangely enough rather than irritate him, the idea seemed to
both thrill and comfort him.

“Do you have to go?” He purred the question, like he didn’t already know the answer. It wasn’t
fair how much sex he could put just in his voice, the timbre of it turning his legs to jelly without
even trying.

“Yes, I do and no fair trying to use your bedroom voice to weaken my resolve. While I’m gone
though do me a favor yeah. Have a good long think about the Hales and just how culpable they
really are in your own personal tragedy of the day. You told me yourself that you never actually
told them what it was you were looking for, and if they didn’t know what it was how were they
supposed to know that they had it at all let alone give it to you without prompting. I’m not saying
you have to forgive and forget I don’t know nearly enough about this whole mess to be doling
out any advice one way or the other, but I think you’ll know for sure if you set aside all the hurt
feelings and anger and really think about who did what and when.” The guy had looked
mutinous at the start of his little speech, probably thinking it was going to end with a plea from
clemency on behalf of his friends or something, only to start looking thoughtful when he finally
spelled out his reasoning for his request. Leaning down he gave him a quick kiss before
continuing.

“The Hales are my friends, I even like creepy Peter on his good days or my bad days whichever
comes first, but that’s so not the point. I’m not asking you to do this because I like them, I’m
doing it because I think you would like them too if you gave them a chance. I’ll see you after
school lets out.” Grabbing his jacket he bolted for the door, wanting to get started on his day so
that it could end already and he could go back to cuddling with his mister. He knew if he let him
Derek would take him to school but the walk helped him to clear his head and get into the right
kind of headspace for school and all its many pitfalls. He had given up driving his baby for the
foreseeable future, while he loved his jeep it just wasn’t a workable option to drive it to school
have Derek pick him up in the afternoon just to take him back down to the school later to pick up
his baby.

Coming up to the school he found Scott waiting for him, something the other boy hadn’t really
done in a while, not since he began avoiding him anyway. Maybe this meant that the mysterious
calamity that made him persona non grata was finally passing and he would be back in the loop.
That would be nice, he hated not knowing stuff it drove him fucking crazy.

“Hey Scott, long time no talk.” He wasn’t above admitting silently to himself that he was a little
gratified when his best friend flushed and looked down in embarrassment at the call out of his
behavior.



“Yeah, I’m sorry about that Stiles, a lot’s been going on lately and I really want to talk to you
about it, but I can’t right now. We can talk during gym class, we’re doing cross country today and
we can just split off and have a little chat in the woods. I’ll tell you everything I swear, even the
unbelievable parts. Forgive me?” The other boy looked so sheepish about not being able to tell
him about whatever top secret supernatural FUBAR he was sunk into. It was impossible for him
to hold his grudge for more than a few seconds. Damn it Scott, enough with the puppy dog eyes
it shouldn’t be allowed for a werewolf. If anything it was cheating.

“Sure man, I understand we’re totally good. You’ll tell when the time is right.”

Hitching his bag up higher on his shoulder he started to stride towards school, his best friend in
tow, chattering together about anything and everything but the one thing they both wanted to
talk about. Both of them oblivious to the woman standing across the street watching them go.

XXXXXXXXX

Scott walked towards where Laura said to meet up with her, when he told her he didn’t know
what to say to Stiles to explain everything she offered to help him. He knew if he was left to his
own devices he would screw everything up and jumble things to the point that Stiles wouldn’t
believe him about Derek and Laura said they needed Stiles help if they were going to survive
this whole mess. He knew Stiles was starting to get antsy the farther into the woods they walked
away from the trail, but he also knew he would follow him until he stopped. They were bros like
that.

He could smell Laura up ahead, it wasn’t much farther now.

“Stiles, a lot of what I’m going to have to tell you is going to sound straight out of a cheesy
b-movie.” If he hadn’t sat through the whole speech from Deaton and had Talia backing him up
all the way he wouldn’t believe it himself, but he needed Stiles to take him seriously.

“Dude, everything about Beacon Hills sounds that way these days.” He had a point. Ever since
he’d gotten bitten everything he thought he knew about the world had been flipped and turned
every which way. Now he was lucky if he could tell up from down.

“Yeah.” Stopping he turned to face his best friend, seeing Laura behind him. He must have
overshot the meeting place, it wouldn’t surprise him with how nervous he was. He opened his
mouth to start explaining everything that he knew about Derek when Laura lunged for Stiles.

Why was she doing that? That wasn’t part of the plan. Maybe she wanted to make sure he
stayed through the whole explanation, but attacking him from behind wasn’t the way to do it.

The moment her hands landed on his shoulders he was flipping her, hard. She seemed stunned
to find herself on the ground, though he could have told her that trying to physically hold him
anywhere was a bad idea. The sheriff, or really the thing masquerading as the sheriff, was
paranoid about Stiles safety and had taught him defensive moves his whole life. Even with the



added advantage of wolf strength getting the jump on Stiles and keeping the upper hand was
nearly impossible.

“Laura, what the hell?” Stiles sounded more annoyed than angry, which was good because an
angry Stiles was a mean Stiles. He looked to him for an explanation and he quickly put his
hands up in the universal sign for not my idea bro.

“She just said she wanted to be here when we talked so she could confirm what I said. You
know, give you multiple sources. I got no idea why she did that.” While they were talking Laura
had gotten back on her feet and was now tackling Stiles again only this time she went lower and
got him around the waist. Bad idea.

Stiles did some kind of twist or something that threw her off him a second time, this time backing
away from her a little more until he was right in front of Scott.

“Grab him Scott!” Again he found himself with his hands up wanting no part in whatever was
going on here. He had no idea why Laura kept trying to grab Stiles but he did know that no
matter what side he chose he would be screwing himself hard, so instead he simply backed out
of the arena and decided to take no side at all.

Stiles looked at him with a shine of betrayal in his eyes, but bro code be damned, he was done.

Stiles was so preoccupied looking at him he was caught off guard when Laura swung the
downed tree branch at his head. He was out cold.

“What the hell Scott?” What the hell indeed.

XXXXXXXXX

Deaton knew that it would be a risk to call on another of his people for aid with this particular
problem, but he had exhausted all of his own sources and still come up empty handed. If they
were truly going to try and convince Derek that they had tried everything to help and failed, then
they needed to try everything before reporting their failure. Picking up the phone he called on
his oldest friend hoping that their connection to one another would be enough to overcome that
long entrenched urge to shift this particular problem around rather than ever actually deal with it.

“Hello.” She sounded wide awake which was good for him, if he’d woken her up regardless of
the hour he would have already lost before he’d even begun.

“Marin it’s Alan, I need a favor.” Metaphorically crossing all of his fingers he began to relate the
story of his latest incident to his oldest friend. He knew she was disappointed in him from the
tone of her silence, before he met her he had never known that silence could be so loud and
clear. By the time he stopped talking he felt almost like a young boy called before a teacher with
a flimsy excuse for why he didn’t do his assignment.



“You don’t want my help, you want my blessing and I can’t give it to you Alan. You know what
you’re doing is wrong, there’s a reason we all agreed to handle the situation the way we have all
these years and now out of fear you’re trying to rationalize something that makes no sense. If
Derek regains what he’s lost there will be no stopping him, he needs to remain distracted if any
of us are to survive. The needs of the one Alan.”

He knew she was right, in fact he had thought much the same every time he heard of one of
their brethren falling to Derek’s rage in the past. He would mourn them for a moment as you
would a stranger you heard about in passing, but he would know deep down that their death
was necessary. He knew it then, but now that it was his town at risk he wasn’t so strong in his
convictions. There were people here getting caught up in a fight they had nothing to do with,
and for once it didn’t seem fair. In truth none of them really had anything to do with it, this was a
mess that began long before any of them ever drew their first breath.

“Alan, you know what you have to do.” She sounded so certain and strong, he wondered in a
small dark part of his mind if she would still sound so sure if Derek was standing in front of her.
Knowing Marin, she probably would.

Thanking her for her advice he hung up the phone and tried to order his mind. Everything had
been so much simpler when Derek was just an abstract concept on the horizon, a maybe one
day danger. Now that he was in Beacon Hills he knew he didn’t have it in him to do what
everyone expected him to do. If it was just his life on the line, maybe it would have been
different, but it wasn’t the Hales were in equal danger now that Stiles had been found.

God, he didn’t know what to do.

XXXXXXXXX

Marin Morrell hung up from Alan and began to pace. Only he would ever truly find himself in
such a ludicrous situation, to not only have gained Derek’s attention but to have him find his
mate within his town as well, it was unfathomable. Then to compound the entire mess he
instead of doing what needed to be done and sending Stiles away, he had begun a desperate
search for a new solution, like no one else had ever tried before. He made it sound like he was
breaking new ground, when that was far from the truth.

Others had tried to find a way to end this standoff in the past and one of two things always
happened. Either they died in the attempt, because they were messing with powers beyond
their scope. Or the druids who started them all down this path found out and put a stop to it,
permanently.

While many of her fellows believed that all of the original group had died out by now, citing their
own hubris as the cause, she knew better. She had met several of them over the years, they
were easy to spot once you knew what to look for and she knew beyond a shadow of a doubt
that while Derek wasn’t to be trifled with neither were they. Each of them had sacrificed too
much in their own opinions and come too far to give up now just because other people were
dying for their mistakes. If that had bothered them none of them would be in this situation.



No this situation was far more difficult to navigate than Alan realized, he was only focusing on
one side of the threat and ignoring the other like the fool he always was. For centuries the
safeguards had held, keeping their casualties down to a manageable number while the search
continued but now, all hope of survival was beginning to slip through their fingers and for what,
because Alan didn’t have the balls to do what needed to be done.

Well, if he didn’t she would just have to help him along, she would miss him of course but no
one life was worth them all. Picking up the phone she called the one person she had hoped to
never have to speak to again.

“Hello.”

“Katherine it’s Marin, we have a problem. Derek has found him.” And may God have mercy on
them all, because no one else will, not after today.

XXXXXXXXX

Kate hung up the phone and tried to keep her hysteria at bay. Derek had found Stiles, they were
together again.  This could not happen, if Derek no longer had to search for Stiles he would
begin searching for her and the others instead. Though they all knew it would be her who bore
the brunt of his rage, she was the one who had led the charge against him and his precious
Stiles in the past. It was her eyes he stared into with so much rage it nearly moved her to tears.

It had all seemed so perfect when they began, all they had to do was keep one skinny runt
under control and they could have everything they ever wanted in life and so much more
beyond it. Then things had begun coming apart, bit by bit, so slowly and yet quickly that none of
them had seen what was coming for them until it was too late and they all nearly died. Now they
were sentenced to this half life of being so close to what they had originally wanted and yet so
far away that the idea of ever reaching that goal now was laughable. Sometimes she wondered
if it was even worth it anymore to continue with this plan of theirs.

No. She had lived too long, sacrificed too much to let her life slip away from her so easily.

Clutching at the crystal hanging around her neck she focused all her concentration, all of her will
power on this one act. The golem would wake, the boy would be swept from his king’s side once
more, and the hunt would begin again. Only this time there would be no more interference from
her meddlesome kin. It was time to make an example of Alan Deaton, and show the entire
supernatural world exactly why the legends of her and her people still persisted to this day.

XXXXXXXXX

Derek sat in his car outside of the infernal high school that continuously took Stiles’ time and
attention away from him and tried not to scowl. He’d done what was asked of him and searched
his memory looking for where to place the guilt for their current situation. He had to admit that
Stiles had a point, then again he usually did, he never had truly given the Hales a chance to be
of use to him, he had grown so used to all others being against him in his search he had given



up on asking for help from outsiders long before he ever stepped foot in this sleepy little town.
Maybe it was time that he changed that.

Glancing down at his watch he tried to reign in his impatience, Stiles was taking longer than
usual but he had seen him talking with that Beta Scott more and more over the last few days so
it was possible he was caught up with him again. He would give him five more minutes before
he went in search of him. Five more minutes.

CHAPTER 7 - PLAN OF ATTACK

Derek couldn’t stop his fingers from tapping against the wheel while he waited for Stiles to
arrive. It was hard enough for him letting Stiles out of his sight but now he was late coming to
meet him and he could feel that old familiar panic starting to crawl up the back of his throat.
Something was wrong, he just knew that something had happened to Stiles. Again.

Jumping out of the car he stormed into the school letting his nose lead him around the building
following the scent of his lover, discarding the older trails until he found one leading away from
the school and towards the fields in the back of the building and beyond. Stiles would not have
followed just anyone away from him, this had to be the work of someone he trusted. Taking a
deep breath he filled his lungs with the scent, his inner rage calming slightly at the tangible proof
that Stiles was nearby, and began to parse out all the other scents surrounding his.

There were older trails circling around and around the field, the tang of old sweat and pain filled
his mouth and made him grimace in distaste. A few headed in the same direction that Stiles had
gone, but those were also older and in a large group each one blending seamlessly with the
others. The only other scent that could not be explained away by the location was of a wolf. This



came from someone older than any of the students here, but younger than the teachers. He
could practically feel the fur brushing against his face as he began to hunt towards the forest.

He would find Stiles and this time he would protect him.

“Hold on my love, I’m coming for you.”

xxxxxxxxx

Laura could feel her head begin to pound as Scott kept talking and talking and talking. She had
been certain he would run himself down eventually but it seemed like he was just picking up
steam the longer he ran on.

“We can’t just do this. It’s Stiles!”

Scott didn’t seem to understand that he was going to lose Stiles either way, this way the rest of
them at least had a chance of surviving this mess. They weren’t the ones who took Stiles away
from Derek in the first place. They weren’t the ones who kept him away from the guy. They had
nothing at all to do with this, but they were still set to pay for it with their lives and that just
wasn’t fair. She was trying to even the playing field a bit.

Derek might have their lives in his hands, but now she had his.

“I know it’s Stiles Scott, I love him as much as you do, but this has to happen like this.”

“Why?” Laura whipped around quickly, she was so focused on Scott she had forgotten about
Stiles. She had tied him to a tree and immediately been distracted by Scott and his whining. She
could smell small drops of his blood, his wrists already rubbed raw and rough from his instinctive
twisting and turning. Now he was calm though, his voice the same curious lilting timber he
always seemed to have when he asked a question. He just really wanted to understand
anything and everything in the world around him. He seemed to think that everything in the
world was simply common place information and all he had to do was ask enough questions
and then he would understand it all. The concept of privacy was simply lost on him.

“Because if we don’t Derek will run roughshod over all of us until there’s nothing left, as long as
we have you we have leverage.” They could use Stiles to get rid of Derek, she knew they could,
she just knew it.

“Why would Derek care enough about me to do anything? Sure the sex is good and the
conversation is even better, don’t tell him I said that, but we just met like a week ago. I haven’t
been around long enough to be leveraged.”

“You don’t understand.” She wished her mother had at least tried to explain things to Stiles
before. If he’d already had a working base knowledge of the situation this entire operation would
have run a hell of a lot smoother.  If she tried to tell him now, alone in the woods, he would



simply think she’d gone crazy. How do you explain an entire forgotten life without sounding like
you should be committed to help contain the voices in your head.

“Of course I don’t understand, you won’t explain.” He sounded so put out by not getting a
straight answer to his questions it made her laugh, which if the look on his face was anything to
go by made her look even crazier in his eyes. Great.

“Because you wouldn’t believe me!”

“You’re a werewolf, my belief bar is fairly high. Why don’t you try me.”

“No, this isn’t the time for a lecture or a story or whatever this would turn out to be. Now is the
time for action not words.” They needed to move Stiles and soon, she wasn’t sure exactly what
Derek was capable of but he had to at least be able to track as well as they did. If Derek found
them before they could make their first offer everything would be ruined.

“Actions without words are usually mistakes.”

“Not this time.”

“Every time.” He sounded so certain it made her entire being pause, her mind stopped racing for
the first time since she came up with this plan and she just stood still. This couldn’t be a
mistake, it just couldn’t be, if this was a mistake then everything would get worse not better and
they couldn’t do worse. She couldn’t do worse, and she shouldn’t have to. They had nothing to
do with this!

“Stiles you don’t get it. This is the only way. We aren’t going to hurt you, you know that, you
know us. What we are going to do though is hide you away for a while. Just until he agrees to
our terms. Which he will.”

“If you’re so sure he’ll agree with you, why do you sound so scared?”

“Shut up Stiles.”

xxxxxxxxx

Derek made his way towards the Hale house, he hadn’t been able to find Stiles in the woods
and so he moved on to plan B. He set his most loyal servants to scouring the area while he
went to the only wolves who would dare to stand against him. He would explain their options
and their response would help to decide their fate.

He had been willing to let them go relatively unharmed. While what Stiles had said to him hadn’t
really lessened their culpability in his eyes it had at least reminded him that his lover was a man
of mercy and restraint. He could show mercy in his name, a gift to welcome back the ways of
old. Then that mercy instead of being recognized and respected was spat on and snubbed. He
would not offer the same thing twice. There would be no more mercy.



Nothing and no one would stay his hand now.

He found Talia, the alpha of this pitiful gathering of wolves and men, standing in her front lawn
much the way she had been the first time he’d set eyes on her. Her back was straight and her
eyes were wary, she knew his rage could likely smell it enveloping her with every step he took
towards her home, but there was also confusion buried deep in her eyes. She knew he was
angry, she even knew he was angry with her, but didn’t know why. If she had been involved in
this plan to take Stiles from him there would be no confusion to be found, she would have been
prepared for his rage. Especially with Deaton whispering old fables into her ear at every turn.

Perhaps there was room for mercy after all.

“One of your wolves has taken Stiles. While I can not place them I have smelled them here on
this property before. This wolf is female and only a few years older than the children she tried to
mask her scent with at the school. You will find her and find Stiles and return them both to me. If
you fail to abide by this order I will move forward with my plans to eradicate your entire pack
leaving nothing behind but smoldering embers. Do I make myself clear?”

“Yes.”

Good.

Turning away from the woman he made his way out of the preserve and towards town. He
would need to find Deaton next, if the mage had anything to do with this latest attack he would
see him skinned and his body displayed as a warning. No one would ever come at him through
Stiles again.

Not ever.

xxxxxxxxx

Talia re-entered her home where she had ordered the rest of her pack to shelter when she’d
sensed Derek approaching. They hadn’t found a way to turn back the curse on Stiles yet and
she had feared that their grace period had run short. She had been prepared to offer herself as
sacrifice for the safety of the children of the pack. The others above the age of twenty-five had
all agreed to serve in reserve should her lone life not be enough to appease him.

In the end their brave sacrifice had been unnecessary. Derek had not come for blood, at least
not yet. It was clear that he would hunt them, and soon, but not today. Today they had another
reprieve and she was terrified that it had been Laura and her strong headed belief in her own
invincibility that had granted them that stay of execution.

She knew her daughter meant well, but she also knew that her little girl would never see reason,
she would see their continued survival as proof that she was right to take this action. She would
overlook that fact that she hadn’t delayed anything at all, but sped everything up. While it was
true that Derek was a threat that would eventually become a true problem for them as long as



Stiles had been by his side and served as their advocate they had time to find a more peaceful
solution to their problems. Now they were targeted and the only thing staying that monster's
hand was the need to find Stiles first.

“We need to find Laura.” Looking into her dear younger brothers too knowing eyes she knew a
hard choice was coming. In the end a sacrifice would be required, Derek was too old and too
powerful to be able be placated by anything other than blood, but it would seem a specific
sacrifice had been chosen and she didn’t know what she could do to stop it.

“Yes we do.” It would likely wound her soul to make this choice, but as the alpha it was her
responsibility to make it regardless.

xxxxxxxxx

Stiles wasn’t sure what was going on, but he knew that whatever it was it had to have a
supernatural influence to it. There was no way that Scott, his best friend practically a long lost
brother Scott would do something like this of his own free will. Laura must have lost her mind or
something, her incoming alpha-ness fried her brain and now she was a pod person. That was
the only explanation he could find.

He watched the two of them argue from across the clearing and tried to calm himself down and
think of a plan that might actually get him out of this. They had tied him to the tree with rope and
the knot was almost navy recruit grade leaving no way to really untie himself easily and anything
he did was bound to draw attention to him and that was the last thing he wanted or needed with
Laura being so out of it.

He had tried every out he could think of already and all he had managed to do was tear up his
own skin and nearly soak the ropes in blood. He was about to start talking again hoping that his
gift of gab would finally start working for him rather than against him when he noticed movement
just behind the still arguing pair. It was his dad, coming to the rescue as always. While he didn’t
want Scott or Laura hurt there was no way on this earth he would ever pass up a rescue from
such mind numbing boredom, they had tied him to a tree like an errant puppy and then just left
him there. Rude wasn’t a strong enough word to describe what he thought of that particular
aspect of the plan.

Watching his dad creep closer he was stunned that neither wolf had busted him yet. While his
father was generally stealthy by human standards in the world of super hearing and superior
sniffer he should have been caught before he ever got out of the car. This was just another in a
long line of reasons why he was sure that something weird was going on there.

He almost called out to them on instinct when he saw the tranquilizer gun go up, but he figured
a good nap might do the two of them good and help them walk back from the balcony of crazy.
Seeing them both thud against the packed dirt floor he knew himself to be a petty, petty man.
There was no other reason why the sight of them slumped against each other on the forest floor
would fill him with such glee.



Seeing his dad's determined face as he strode towards him to cut him loose filled him with both
pride and joy, he was safe and would be home and back to Derek soon. He couldn’t help but
feel this small well of disquiet deep within himself though, and it was growing with every step his
father took. There was something wrong here. Just like with Laura and her behavior something
wasn’t adding up here and if there was one thing Stiles hated when it came to his dad it was
puzzles. He could feel his eyes moving rapidly around their sockets while he searched his dad’s
face looking for some kind of hint or clue of what was wrong, or even if there was something
wrong at all and found nothing.

It wasn’t until his dad was on the other side of the tree untying him that it hit him how odd that
was. His father was an expressive person, heck at times it seemed like he was overly
expressive but he had seen no emotion at all on his dad’’s face when he moved behind him. No
relief, no anger, no stress, nothing but blank nearly dead looking eyes. Whatever had taken over
Laura had obviously done a number on his dad too and that was a violation he would never let
just slip by.

“Dad, what’s up?” Hopefully if he could get him talking he could figure this out. He hadn’t tried
that, or at least hadn’t pushed too hard for it when it was Scott and Laura because not only was
he outnumbered but while he trusted Scott completely Laura was more of a wild card. A wild
card he didn’t not want to set off if he could help it, but this was different. This was his dad.

“We’re leaving.” Still no inflection. That couldn’t be a good sign.

“Leaving where?”

“We are leaving Beacon Hills, you're not safe here anymore.” Not safe? What was this? Had his
dad found out about wolves and this was his reaction? It would explain why his father was
walking around with a tranquilizer gun in his holster.

He didn’t want to leave Beacon Hills, not now when he finally had a friend, and a pack, and a
Derek. It wasn’t fair but at the same time he remembered the epic freak out that followed the
revelation for him and he figured his dad deserved his own reaction, no matter how extreme or
one-sided it might be. If his dad wanted to get out of town for a few days to feel safe again, then
they could do that. It wasn’t like they wouldn’t come back, Beacon Hills was their home where
else would they go?

CHAPTER 8 - SPIRALING DOWN



Stiles wasn’t sure what it was that was worrying him, but something was nagging at the edge of
his mind. He was sitting in the passenger seat of his fathers squad car headed for the edge of
town and something just didn’t feel right about the entire situation.

When his dad had said that they would be leaving Beacon Hills he thought they would go home
first and pack some stuff to take with them, when they didn’t at first he just assumed that his dad
had already packed for them but there were no bags anywhere he could see. Maybe they were
in the trunk but when he asked about it his dad never answered, which was strange because his
dad always responded to his questions even if it was only to tell him to stop asking questions.
The silence was ringing in his ears while his mind raced.

Was something wrong with his dad?

There was enough evidence pointing towards that conclusion beyond the pointed silence. How
he handled the situation with Scott and Laura was almost the exact opposite of how anyone
who knew him would expect John Stilinski to do things. His dad was always preaching about
talking before violence or more likely talking instead of violence. He was not a man who would
just shoot two teens, or one teen and a “young adult” in the back with tranq darts. Sure it was
non lethal but it left no room for explanations or questions, something his dad lived for.

He had dismissed it in the beginning as being a reaction to being recently in the know and being
afraid for his safety, but the more he thought about it the less that added up. His dad hadn’t
hugged him back after getting him loose, he’d hugged him but those strong arms never rose up
to engulf him the way he would every time he was worried about him. He’d brushed that off too
as being a product of anger, after all he did kind of blatantly lie to the man for a while about
something of more than a little significant to his own life. Werewolves in Beacon Hills explained
away cold cases and made the hard to explain crimes easier to understand, but at the same
time he had never known his dad to be so angry he wouldn’t offer comfort. Sure he’d made him



pretty angry in the past, he didn’t exactly follow many rules the first time they were explained to
him, but his dad had always been a strict because of love disciplinarian. Now though, he wasn’t
so sure.

The lack of acknowledgement was startling and the longer he thought about it the more sense
the shapeshifter theory started to make. Or maybe not switched, maybe just influenced. Could
something be controlling his dad? And if it was what could he do about it?

He wanted to run to Derek and hide in his arms. There was just something about him that made
him feel safe, no matter what Laura thought about him. None of the other Hales seemed to have
a problem with him so he was inclined it was more like Alpha envy or something making Laura’s
head turn so far out of orbit. Derek was natural leader material after all, he had the baring to him
that natural strength that came off him in waves. Maybe she thought he might take her place in
the pack and that was why she wanted him gone?

Either way it didn’t matter, he didn’t know where Derek was and couldn’t get to him from here
anyway. That left him with few options.

He could go to the Hales they were near the preserve now and while he wouldn’t be able to find
the house easily in the dark their wolfy senses would tell them he was nearby and they would
find him. All he had to do was hide long enough for them to get to him.

Mind made up, he let his hand drift closer to the door handle, trying to seem casual like it was
just his ADD acting up and making him fidget. He was already out of his seatbelt, he never wore
one in the squad car if he could get away with it, sometimes his dad would insist but only after
he noticed he hadn’t already put it on. Just as they were passing one of the deep ditches on the
edge of the preserve he braced himself before throwing himself bodily out of the door and hit the
ground hard, rolling deep into the trench and farther away from the car.

His dad hit the brakes and jumped out the car, though he didn’t shout his name in concern so
that was another reason to run. This was not his father!

Scrambling to his feet he ran as fast as his long legs would take him, trying to weave a bit and
not take a straight path. He could hear his fathers foot fall not far behind him, but he was far
enough back to not be able to see him clearly.

Running first this way then that, always pushing forward, he hoped his racing heart was loud
enough to catch the attention of any and all werewolves in the area. He definitely needed help
out here.

Tripping forward he managed to catch himself and protect his face but his palms were scraped
raw and his ankle was twisted badly in the large roots that tripped him. There was no way he
was going to be able to put any weight on it for a while, he could already feel the throbbing of
the pain throughout his entire body beating in sync with his pounding heart. His breaths were
harsh in the air but he couldn’t hear anyone coming up on him.



Looking around he saw that the stump he was leaning against had some room under it like it
had nearly been uprooted but had just barely managed to stand its ground against the wind.
Getting low on his belly he pulled himself under the roots and burrowed in as deep as he dared
go, curling his legs up to his chest to try and hide himself completely. He was not coming out of
here until he heard someone he trusted calling his name.

xxxxxxxxx

Alan stared at the phone willing it to ring, but it remained stubbornly silent. Marin should have
called by now with a suggestion or condolences but she hadn’t made any attempt to contact him
which boded ill for them all. He had always known it was a risky choice to involve others of his
kind, there was always the chance that whoever he contacted would turn against him but he had
hoped that his long history with Marin would sway her in his favor. It would seem he had been
wrong.

Picking up the phone he dialed her number by rote. She may have betrayed him but he would
hear it from her own lips before he would believe it. She wasn’t the type to shy away from her
own choices so if she did sell him out she would tell him, then he would know without a shadow
of a doubt. If he had been betrayed he would need to prepare for the coming storm, and so
would everyone else of Beacon Hills whether they knew it or not.

“Hello Alan.”

“Marin, I was concerned when I still hadn’t heard from you.” They both knew it was a lie, but if
she let it pass then he would know her game. If she didn’t then it would still be a mystery, for the
moment at least.

“Don’t play the fool Alan, not with me, it doesn’t work. You know what’s happened just as you
knew what would happen when you picked up the phone to call me before.”

“I do know, I just thought you might prove me wrong.” He had hoped, he had prayed, but deep in
his heart he knew that he wasn’t wrong.

“Why would I do that?” The ache in his heart grew deeper and wider at the proof that he had
been right. His people were beyond saving, they were all too far gone.

“Because of our long friendship? Because this mess we’re in has no end in sight? Because after
me there will be another and that other might just be you? Take your pick, there are any number
of reasons to help me.” There were any number of reasons for her to help herself. This was why
Derek was so unrelenting, because he saw the truth. They weren’t sorry and if they could they
would do it all over again exactly the same, only with more contained fallout. They were like
naughty children who weren’t sorry they behaved badly but were only sorry they had gotten
caught with their hand still in the cookie jar.



“Like you helped Baccari when she called on you for aid? Don’t get pious on me now Alan when
it’s your neck on the line. You know why we do this and you even agreed with it before Derek
showed his face in your office.” She was right, he was just as bad as all the rest.

When Julia Baccari had called on him begging for his help he’d turned his back on her just as
surely as Marin was turning her back on him now. The only difference was that Stiles had never
been under Baccari’s purview so her death was as quick as painless as any death could be at
Derek’s hand. At the time he’d seen her death as an inevitable action, something that could not
be stopped even if he tried so he chose not to try at all. Why do something when you’re only
doomed to failure?

Now he knew better. Now he knew that while it was likely true that he couldn’t have saved Julia
that didn’t mean he was freed of the obligation of trying. She was one of them. She was one of
his people and he had owed her his time and sympathy, but in his arrogance all he had given
her was scorn and the oh so helpful advice to die with dignity. Oh how he regretted his words
now, each one coming back to haunt him.

“Maybe I did, and maybe I was wrong. I have spent nearly a week explaining the situation we
are all in to others in detail and with the recitation came clarity. What we are doing is prolonging
the inevitable and for what? It’s not saving any of us, it’s only making each of us die alone. I
don’t want to die alone Marin.” He had been startled to realise that his fear was not about dying,
all living things must die as a druid he was intimately aware of that fact, but that he would die
alone and be left forgotten in the past. That was why he’d reached out to Marin, not for salvation
but for solace and he was grieved to know even that would be denied him. Though it was no
more than he deserved he’d denied the same thing to others countless times.

“So you would have me die at your side, my Alan these events truly have gotten to you haven’t
they. I have never known you to be so sentimental before.”

“Well, the end brings sentimentality to us all, even arrogant fools like me.”

“Not me.”

“Not yet.” Her automatic intake of breath heard loudly over the phone was all the
acknowledgement he needed to know she not only heard him, but understood what he was
saying. Yes, Derek was going to kill him. Yes, he deserved it. Yes, Derek may even regain his
lost love here in Beacon Hill. No, that would not stop him. No, that would not save her.

“Goodbye Alan.” The dial tone sounded loud in his ear, welcoming him to the end. He had tried,
it was up to the pack now to try and save themselves. He was a lost cause.

He did not deserve to be saved, but they did. He would try until his last breath to help them find
a way out of this mess. He owed them that much.

xxxxxxxxx



Talia wasn’t sure what she would do when she found her daughter, but she knew that none of
her options were good. Derek already knew that Laura was the one who took Stiles even if he
couldn’t remember her name. He had her scent now and that was all that mattered. If he didn’t
get the one he was looking for he would tear into them all and there was nowhere she could
hide her child from him and they both knew it. She didn’t want to use Laura as a sacrificial lamb,
as a mother it would tear her heart into a million little pieces, but to save the others she would
do what she had to do. That was what being an Alpha meant.

Following the subtle pull of the pack bonds deep in her chest she tracked her daughter to a
clearing where she found both her and Scott unconscious on the ground and a loose rope
around a tree that from the scent and small flecks of blood gathered in the braiding once held
Stiles. Someone had gotten to them before she could. It couldn’t have been Derek both Scott
and Laura were still breathing.

It would seem there was another player on the board now and from the faint scent of clay and
magic she could guess which one. She only hoped that the golem didn’t manage to get Stiles
across the town line, there would be no saving any of them if he did.

CHAPTER 9 - REMEMBER WHEN

Stiles was starting to think that it might be safe to come out, he hadn’t heard anything nearby in
what felt like hours. No crunching leaves or snapping twigs to show that someone might be
stalking around his hiding spot waiting for him to pop his head out like a curious gopher. Even
with his mind telling him that there was nothing to be afraid of his muscles wouldn’t unlock, he
couldn’t move even if he wanted to.



At first he thought he was frozen in fear, a ridiculous saying that actually had a basis in reality,
but then he started to doubt his own reactions. He wasn’t afraid, if anything he was starting to
think his mind was numb to all feelings entirely. He felt like he was floating, his body felt light
and warm like he might just cease to be with no warning at all. Even that macabre thought didn’t
elicit any kind of reaction from his sluggish brain.

His body was still frozen, he knew that there was no chance he was moving anywhere, but he
could feel himself moving all the same. Spiraling down and down, sinking deeper and deeper
into something he couldn’t see but wanted all the same. Whatever this was, it felt like something
that was missing from his life, something he longed for and wanted to find again even though he
didn’t remember losing anything.

His mind was getting fuzzy and slow as he felt the darkness creeping across his eyes. He was
so tired, he just wanted to sleep and never wake. There was something about that thought that
should worry him, but he couldn’t remember what. His eyes drifted closed as the images rose up
all around him.

xxxxxxxxx

Talia felt her heart start to break as she stood before her child. She had come upon the clearing
only a few moments before Derek himself. She would never be sure if he had found them
himself or if he followed her without her knowing. Laura was looking at her like she was
expecting a scolding, like she had been caught coming home after curfew and thought that
looking sorry and pitiful would get her out of trouble. Didn’t she understand? Her punishment
was no longer in her hands, only Derek had the power over her life now. This had been what
she’d been trying to avoid when she’d given the orders for the pack to stand down, now it was
too late. Because Laura was so eager to prove herself a leader she had led them all down a
path they could not step away from without blood being spilled.

“Where is he?” Derek’s voice was low and soft, a sign that there was nothing more dangerous
than him in that moment. Never trust a predator that acted kind.

“We don’t know!” She wanted to reach out and silence her daughter. She understood the
frustration that came with being asked a question more than once in the span of minutes but
now was not the time to let her anger guide her. Instead she held her tongue and stayed in her
place at Derek’s back. Maybe if she could prove that she was willing to follow his lead he would
not feel the need to take his vengeance out on all of them.

“That is unfortunate.” Derek sounded more tired than sad to her, but she might be projecting.

Scott was standing behind Laura looking between them all his eyes darting around at a speed
that looked like it should be painful. The boy knew he was in danger but even that instinct wasn’t
enough to clue him in as to why. The longer they stood there with the two of them ignorant of the
only possible ending of this night the more Talia felt her own failings as a mother and an Alpha



coming back on her. If she had taught them better maybe this wouldn’t have happened. If she’d
been better maybe they would have been content to follow her word and be safe at home.
Maybe.

But this was no place for maybe. This was a place for action.

“How long ago did he leave?” If they could track his scent and help Derek retrieve him maybe
he would be moved to mercy. If nothing else, it might sway him to make the deaths quick.

“Ten minutes maybe? We’re not sure, someone shot us with tranq darts.” Laura was grumbling
like the shooting was just rude and uncalled for.

“Someone?” Didn’t her daughter scent the golem on the air, even now his stench was all around
them.

“Yeah. Whoever it was I didn’t hear them or even see ‘em.”

“It was the Sheriff, the scent of clay and magic gives away the golems' presence. I can’t catch a
direction from the scent; he must have laid several trails to keep anyone from following.” She
tried to think things through, many times when her wolf senses weren’t enough human logic
helped, but she couldn’t find a solid lead. Each direction that had a trail led to somewhere
plausible for the creature to take Stiles.

Stiles!

While it was true that the scent of clay went in many directions Stiles scent only when one way.
She berated herself for almost missing it, the smell of the magic was cloying and distracting,
burning her nose.

“This way. Stiles went this way.” Unfortunately that way was the road and most likely a waiting
car that was long gone. Moving along the trail she did the only thing she could think of, she
called out to the boy. If anyone could sense something was wrong and make a break for it it
would be Stiles. Hopefully he was still close enough to them to hear them.

“Stiles! Stiles!”

xxxxxxxxx

Stiles could hear his name being called but it seemed to be from far away, it was echoing in this
dark place he seemed to be stuck in and he couldn’t find where it was coming from. He couldn’t
find his way out. He didn’t want to admit it but he was starting to get scared.

“Stiles.”

Hearing his name again only closer he turned to see Derek standing behind him, only this
wasn’t the Derek he knew all decked out in leather and attitude this guy had his face but he was
dressed kind of medieval or or before. All flowing fabrics and homespun looking coverings.



“Derek?” He was so confused, but the burning in his chest was getting even more intense with
each breath. He felt like he was having a panic attack, only he couldn’t figure out why he would
be so afraid of seeing the man of his dreams in his actual dreams. This had to be a dream,
there was no other explanation.

“Stiles.” His name tripped off the man's tongue again like he’d said it a million times already and
would be happy to say it a million more. Nothing had changed from the first time hearing his
name and this one, same tone and inflection. It was like he didn’t hear him answer him at all.
Like he was waiting for Stiles to move the conversation along.

“Derek.”

“Stiles.” Okay this was getting old. Why wasn’t he answering him, even if this was a dream he
would expect it to be a bit more interactive or at least not stuck in one spot like an old VHS tape
or something. Maybe his answer was wrong, he had never heard of a dream coming to
someone in code before, at least not like this, but since the last thing he remembered before
sinking into this void of nothing-ness was being chased through the woods by his apparently
psycho father there were obviously things about the world he was still in the dark about.

It should work though, Derek was simply saying his name to him returning the favor should get
them both on to the next phase of this little dance. Greetings done and dusted and all that.
Maybe it wasn’t the word that was wrong but the tone? Every time Derek said his name it was
the same way so maybe the emotion behind the name return was wrong? Well so far he had
given him confusion and deadpan sarcasm, his two leading emotions, so what else was there to
try?

“Derek.” He knew repeating himself wouldn’t work, but maybe if he could hear the way Derek
said his name again he would be able to get a clue from him about how to move forward. Derek
would never leave him hanging, he was sure of that.

“Stiles.” He could hear warmth and familiarity, no surprise or negative emotions, just a simple
greeting, an intimate hello. Kind of how he could remember his mother saying his dad's first
name every time he came home from work at the end of the day. Closing his eyes he could
remember that scene so clearly, but he moved on from it quickly thinking about Derek instead.
About how it felt to be with him, to be able to touch him and kiss him but more than that he
focused on what it felt like to just sit next to him and talk. Their date in the woods laid out on a
blanket just talking about their lives and the feel of his eyes on him even when he looked away
to get something new out of the picnic basket. How it felt to bask in the warmth and glow that
was just being together. That was just-

“Derek.”

“Good morning sleepyhead.” It worked.



His little dance of success was short-lived. The dark nothingness that surrounded him began to
fade so quickly it was disorienting. The colors and shapes flying around him at speeds that
would never be achieved outside the realm of dreams.

A room was taking shape around him, a room he was sure it had never seen before but at the
same time he could feel a pull inside of him almost like nostalgia. What was going on?

“Welcome home.” This wasn’t his home. Was it?

xxxxxxxxx

Derek knew he should have wiped out the Hales the moment he realised that they had been in
contact with his beloved but he had let Stiles stay his hand. It had been a familiar scene, one
played out again and again over their years together. Him wanting to kill someone and Stiles
telling him all the reasons why it was a bad idea even if this time the boy had no idea of the fate
he was advocating against.

Now he was trekking through the woods with three of those same Hale’s looking for Stiles trying
to keep his temper. The only reason he hadn’t indulged in his blood lust yet was because doing
so would fill the air with nothing but the scent of death and blood making it harder for him to find
Stiles. It didn’t matter though, he was a fairly patient man he could wait. Their fates were already
sealed, even if the Alpha seemed to be the only one who noticed.

Talia Hale was a strong leader and an intelligent woman more than enough reason to spare her.
If she did the smart thing and turned her back on the members of her pack that were beyond
saving.

He was in the middle of a fairly vivid daydream about the things he was going to do to the
insolent Hale betas when a new scent caught his attention, one he hadn’t scented in far too
long.

“Come out Kate, unless you’re scared.”

CHAPTER 10 - HELLO AGAIN



Derek hadn’t caught even a whiff of Kate’s scent since he’d woken, she had been avoiding him.
Now she was either bold enough or desperate enough to not only put herself in his path but to
put herself between him and Stiles. He could just make out the shape of his feet on the other
side of the large tree stump behind her.

“Hello again Derek.” She spoke as though they were long lost acquaintances or worse, friends.

She looked much the same as she had when he saw her last, to most it would look like she
hadn’t changed at all but he knew better. He could see the subtle signs of her aging, she might
have succeeded in slowing her inevitable crawl towards death but she hadn’t stopped it
completely. A fact that must eat at her.

“Finally come to die?” He started to slowly move to the side hoping to get her to instinctively
move farther away from Stiles to keep him in sight.

“Not hardly. I simply came to retrieve my little fountain of youth that’s been misplaced. The fools
I employ seem to be incapable of doing a job right.” A snarl tore from his throat at the
insinuation that Stiles belonged to her in any way.

He was done talking, it had never been his strong suit anyway. Tensing his muscles he prepared
to launch himself towards the arrogant little witch. Before he could move the young Hale
she-wolf sprang over him and into the fray. Huh.

Deciding to see where this went he stood back for a moment and observed. If the youngling
wanted to show him what Kate would do when attacked far be it for him to stop her. The “fight”
didn’t last more than a few moments, the wolf pounced and the witch tossed her away like she
was nothing. Still he did learn one thing, the witch didn’t use her magic against her opponent
she used her body. While the throw would have been impossible for the witch he’d once known



she did it now like it was of no consequence which meant they weren’t just syphoning off Stiles
life force but his strength as well.

That would make this interesting indeed. Cracking his neck from side to side he growled his
fangs extending to fill his mouth. Game on.

She easily dodged his first swipe, but he knew she would. She’d seen him fight before and knew
his ways but it did have the desired effect of forcing her away from Stiles' prone form. He would
worry about why he wasn’t moving once the threat was handled, he couldn’t worry about it right
now. He couldn’t be distracted. That was what put them in this mess in the beginning. This time
he would prevail.

Lining up for another attack he was surprised by a handful of powder that was blown into his
face. Was she trying to blind him? Shaking his head he tried to clear his vision and regain his
bearings but he couldn’t, he could feel his optic nerves expand and contrast quickly and
painfully. Whatever this powder was, it was persistent and mystical.

He could hear her light laughter, she thought she’d won so easily. For all that she used to know
of him time must have dulled her wit considerably. To think something so simple and mundane
could defeat him, not hardly.

He let his eyes become less focused and reached down within himself to the monster that
rested at his core. The beast rose to his call and he could feel the powder in his eyes begin to
sizzle and burn away under the heat of his now red gaze. The world became a landscape of
reds and pinks and blues. He could make out the shape of Kate already making her way back
across the clearing and towards Stiles. Scott and the Hale’s were on the other side of him but he
could sense their movements as they began to charge the threat.

Giving himself more time he let them have their chance, seeing how Kate dealt with a threat she
likely hadn’t been expecting would tell him more about her than anything else. The first wolf
likely Scott was easily thrown back, his impact with the tree leaving him prone and likely
unconscious. The second wolf was just as reckless and was likely Laura, it stupidly charged
head on into the fight. She was dealt with just as quickly as the first, a swift punch to the jaw
enough to put her down.

The final form was standing between Kate and Stiles, keeping a more cautious distance from
her opponent. Letting the two occupy each other's attention he silently began to circle around
the clearing. Now was his chance.

Feeling his claws lengthen and sharpen he curled his fingers slightly inwards and prepared to
pounce. Tonight he would have his vengeance for all the suffering this creature had wrought on
his world.

xxxxxxxxx



Talia watched Derek as he stood over the body of his fallen enemy, his shoulders shaking with
his heavy breaths. She knew that this would be the moment, the one that would either be their
salvation or their doom. While they had helped him, though given his powers the need for their
help was debatable, they had also defied him and put Stiles in unnecessary danger. If Laura
and Scott hadn’t taken Stiles to begin with then when the Golem came for him he would have
been with Derek and safe instead of being forced to flee into the woods on his own.

The fact that Stiles still hadn’t woken was going to be another strike against them she was sure.
Making sure to keep both children behind her, no matter what Laura seemed to think about her
no longer needing an Alpha’s protection, she waited for his verdict and their fate. If it was
necessary she knew she would step aside but she also knew it would break her.

When he turned back to her his eyes were still glowing in the dark filled with his inhuman rage,
his teeth were stained with the blood he had consumed and small bits of flesh were clinging to
his lips as he snarled at them. No one who looked upon his visage in that moment would ever
think him even close to human. He was a demon made flesh and given a fragile human soul to
treasure and keep.

They held one another's gaze while he weighed the value of her life behind his eyes. She would
not flinch and she would not drop her eyes. Not at this moment that might well be her last. From
one moment to the next he turned away from her and his eyes went back to Stiles prone form
only a whisper of his voice could be heard on the wind.

“You are pardoned. Leave.” She needed no more encouragement than that. Gripping the arms
of each teen she quickly dragged them away back towards the safety of home, shushing any
protest they tried to make along the way. They had much to discuss.

XXXXXXXXX

Stiles tried to shake himself awake but all that did was make his head hurt even more. There
was a new pressure behind his eyes that had never been there before, but he supposed that
gaining an entire lifetime's worth of memories in a few hours would do that to anyone. He could
feel soft sheets and firm muscle beneath him, so he wasn’t in the woods anymore. If he was a
betting man he would bet that Derek had come to get him, he was good like that.

It was so weird knowing so much, yet so little about the man he loved. He now had years worth
of memories about a man that probably no longer existed. It was a proven fact that experiences
and time changed everyone, and these kinds of life altering experiences were sure to have left
their mark on everyone involved. Especially Derek.

What was he supposed to do now? Treat him the way he had before he knew the truth? Treat
him the same way he had when Derek had been king? Was Derek still king?

“I can hear you thinking from here.” The warm baritone and familiar vibration of the chest
beneath his ear was enough to bring his thoughts to an immediate halt. For a second. Then the
thoughts and insecurities were back with a vengeance.



Leveraging himself up he looked into the eyes of the man he’d loved for centuries even if he
didn’t remember him for most of it that ache had always been there.

“Hey.” He wanted to bury his head under the pillow until he smothered himself. After everything
that was the greeting he went with. What was wrong with him? Could he be any more lame?

“Hey.”

Looking into eyes that shined with love for him he decided to let everything go for the morning.
Settling back down he put his head back on the rock hard chest that housed a heart that beat
just for him and listened to the steady thump as a smile tugged against his lips. Burrowing
deeper he snuggled closer savoring the sound of the laughter he hadn’t truly heard in far too
long.

Everything else could wait.

This morning was for them.

For this.

THE END

A/N - I can’t write fights and I know it so this happened instead. I know some of the reviews said
you wanted to see something in the final confrontation that justified everyone being so afraid of
Derek (and I did show a bit of what he was). But really the whole point was that they’re afraid of
him because he can’t die and holds a grudge. Pretty much the same reason people are afraid of
the Originals in The Vampire Diaries. Other than being able to compel other vampires they can’t
really do anything other vamps can’t but the fact that they’re older than everyone else and
there’s NOTHING you can do to kill them while they can do everything to not only kill you but
everyone you care about along with you makes them scary. That’s why the Hales fear him. At
first it was just animal instinct telling Talia that Derek was a predator and the natural caution that
comes with dealing with an unknown in your space so close to your kids. Then as she learned
more it went beyond that and into panic mode.


