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Thunder shakes the earth as the withered figure in the dark and damp cell starts to laugh and pull at the shackles that chained him to the wall. “Shut up in there before I kick your ass.” Shouted the Guard that was standing outside the cell. “Oh, but soon you will be dead, and I will be free at last, and this prison tower will be no more.” Laughed the withered prisoner. “That's it you piece of scum, shut it before I come in there and kill you.” Shouted the guard. “HAHAHAHA, come on then and kill me, but first let me tell you a story. You see I wanted to get caught and waited years holding back my true self until this very night.” 

Lightning flashed that illuminated the prisoner as the guard fell to the floor with fear. The withered old prisoner yelled in pain as his flesh tore apart at his face and hands. His fingernails grew into long claws and his fingers expanded to monstrous proportions. The prisoner broke the shackles that held him to the wall and started to tear into his flesh as he grew bigger and bigger. The once withered old man, now stood 10 feet tall, as massive wolf-like creature. The creature let out a roar that made the guards’ blood turn to ice. “You can join me or feed me your tasty meat.” Growled the creature as it ripped the cell bars out of the walls. “I'll join y-y-y-you.” Whimpered the guard. “Just please let me live, I'll do anything for you, Master.” 

“No, I am not Master, I am BloodFang.” Growled BloodFang. “I don't have the need for cowards in my pack.” Blood sprayed across the room as BloodFang tore into the guard with his fangs and claws.

Blood dripped from BloodFang’s mouth as he ripped the heart out and bit down into the heart. BOOM the tower shock, BOOM the ceiling cracked, BOOM the top of the tower exploded as fire rained down onto BloodFang. As the dust settled, there amongst the raging storm was a lone figure standing in a ball of fire floating in the air. He had a long flowing white beard, cloaked in a black robe with a red skull on the front. “70 years I waited for your return to this world BloodFang.” Said the mysterious man. “It is nice to be back and in my true form Lord Valkian. You can let off the storm Valkian. I want to feel the moon on my face.” 

“Of course, sire one moment.”

Lord Valkian raised his arm to the storm and like swatting a fly away he simply swatted the storm away. Valkian descended in a ball of fire, positioning himself beside his king as the flames dissipated upon landing. Both BloodFang and Valkian looked up to see the moon a dark blue and dripping blood. “The Order is ready for you, my king but there was a new prophecy that foretold your demise. A new bloodline will be created as a boy will be born tonight. He will have abilities similar to yours, and he will have the choice between following the path of darkness or light. My best mages have been searching for this boy. At last no sign of him.”  

“Keep looking, either he will join us, or I get to eat his heart. For now, though the Age of the Wolf begins tonight.” BloodFang growled.
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Apollo stared at his target across the tavern listening to the screams of terror and pain. Apollo sat there in the dark corner, watching as the beasts in the tavern tore into the slaves feasting on their flesh. He took in the dim lights, blood-stained floor, and bloody shackles that held the remains of humans. Apollo took in all 10 of the seven feet tall werewolves that stood around the 4 dark-stained tables, drinking the blood and eating the remains of humans. Apollo cursed under his breath “Damn this place to hell.” He looked at the human heads that hung right above the bar where his target sat boasting about his killing of a human family. 

Apollo looked closer at each creature. The werewolves, about 7 feet tall with gray fur and massive claws, loomed menacingly. Their eyes glowed a piercing yellow against soft candlelight and their snarls revealed rows of sharp, glistening teeth. As they moved, their powerful muscles rippled beneath their fur. The alpha of the pack towered above the others, an imposing figure at 10 feet tall with muscles as thick as tree trunks. His piercing eyes stood out starkly against his midnight-black fur. Apollo watched intently as the werewolf's massive claws scraped across the table, carving deep, menacing gashes into the wood.

Apollo, taking one final look around the room stood up. He silently walked to the door and locked it. “I have sat here smelling the stink of wet dog and hearing you brag about killing. Now it is your turn to die.” Said Apollo as he drew the long sword off his back. All the werewolves turned and started to growl at Apollo. “Leave it. This is my dinner.” Growled the leader of the pack. 

Apollo pointed his sword at the monstrous dark Wolf. “I have come for your head and just yours, but I will slay your whole pack without a second thought after I get done gutting you.” 

“Who do you think you are to threaten me, I am ShadowClaw. I will enjoy eating your heart out and watch as my pack will feast on your bones.” Growled ShadowClaw.

“Maybe you should look again.”

ShadowClaw examined the figure that threaten him with curiosity. What he observed caused a small hair on the back of his neck to stand on end. The sword was adorned with intricate runes that extended along the entire length of the blade. Next engraved on the cross guard was a symbol made up of three jagged swords and a purple gem. One sword was going straight down while the other two were crossed, all three swords were behind the purple gem. ShadowClaw saw it was the symbol of the Wolfsbane Wardens, planting a seed of fear in his mind. 

As ShadowClaw moved to the man himself, he was not impressed by what he saw. The Warden only stood about 6 ft with long white hair and a red full bushy beard. Other than the red beard, the Warden had no distinguishing features except for the three large scars across his face. The Warden was in dark leather armor and had a gray, brown, and greenish cloak.

Suddenly something caught ShadowClaw's eye. It was Warden’s eyes. The Warden’s eyes were bright red with golden flakes. Fear crashed over ShadowClaw as the rumors of a werewolf Reaper were true and the Reaper was standing there in front of him.

“No, no, no, you're not supposed to be real you're just a myth” ShadowClaw said with a hint of fear in his voice. 

“Oh, I am as real as you are dead ShadowClaw, for I am Apollo Whitewood the bane of werewolves. Any last words before your doom.”

With that finale word howls filled the air as two white fur paled eye werewolves rushed at Apollo in a flash. Quicker than any eye could see Apollo's sword flashed as blood sprayed across the room, another flash as more blood sprayed as a head rolled on the floor to rest at the paws of ShadowClaw. Apollo was still pointing his sword at the werewolves in the same spot. “Now let's show you what I can really do.” 

In a flash Apollo cut down two more wolves before they could react. As blood sprayed across the bar, claws came slashing down toward Apollo. With a quick cut of his blade the wolf's paw came clean off. Before the paw touched the floor Apollo's blade pierced the heart of the wolf.  Apollo, sensing something behind him, made a quick glance behind him seeing that claws were coming at him. Apollo waited until the last possible second, he quickly sidestepped and turned the blade up and into the head of the wolf.

Apollo moving like a phantom dodged claws and fangs while his sword sliced through the wolves like butter. Blood flew across the already blood-stained floor and walls as Apollo cut down every single wolf.

Apollo decapitated the last wolf as he turned to ShadowClaw, saying “It's just you and me now mutt.” ShadowClaw let out bloodcurdling howl as he began to increase in size, growing an additional three feet while developing significantly larger muscles. His eyes glowed with an eerie light, and his claws became even sharper, gleaming menacingly in the dim light. The ground trembled slightly as he took a step forward, his presence now more intimidating and powerful than ever before. “You haven't seen anything yet, boy.” 

All at once the candles and torches went out, leaving the room in a thick darkness like fog. “Hahaha, you think your petty tricks can protect you, think again.” Apollo said.

Light filled the room again as Apollo waved his hand down the length of his blade igniting the fire runes. White flames danced in the darkness catching a shadow movement behind him. Spinning around Apollo barely defected the claw that came from behind him. “There is nothing petty about this.” Growled ShadowClaw. Another blood curling roar caused darkness to come swooping back into the room. Darkness engulfed everything in the tavern snuffing out the light of the sword like a candle.

Apollo suddenly felt claws tearing through his armor into his flesh. Feeling the blood dripping heavily from his chest, beginning to pool at his feet. Apollo took his blade in both hands and brought it up to his face “Now my turn mutt.” Apollo said.

Slicing through the darkness blue flames burst forth from the runes on the blade. The blue flames burned brighter and hotter, turning into a mix of blue and white-hot flames. The flames feed off the darkness burning away shadows before revealing ShadowClaw. Apollo, raising his sword toward ShadowClaw burst into action. Slicing left then right and right down the middle before ShadowClaw could blink. Quickly moving around the werewolf Apollo cut towards ShadowClaw’s neck. 

Suddenly the sword stopped moving along with Apollo. Looking up he saw that his sword was caught by ShadowClaw. “No, you don’t.” Growled out ShadowClaw as he lifted Apollo up with the sword that looked small and childlike in his massive paw. Apollo, seeing the massive mouth filled with sharp teeth biting toward him, he raised his free hand. 

Boom, the air ripped with energy as ShadowClaw was thrown across the room dropping Apollo on the ground. “Time to end this dance.” Running at a full sprint, Apollo felt the warm spray of blood on his face as he cut off the limbs of ShadowClaw.

“Any last words before I cut off your head mutt.” ShadowClaw looked dead into Apollo's eyes as his head fell from his shoulders. “Dang, you almost got me with that surprise attack. You were a worthy opponent but just like you I had my orders also.”

Taking a dagger out Apollo sighed as he looked around at the dead werewolves. Going to the first one Apollo cut one tooth out from each werewolf and removed one ear from each wolf. Stuffing both teeth and ears in a bag, Apollo set about cutting out one of ShadowClaw’s massive teeth. After about five minutes of cutting out the tooth that was over a foot long, he started to cut the massive ear. Looking at the ear, Apollo saw that there was an earring attached. Ripping off the earring Apollo saw that it was a moon with rubies and a skull carved into the moon with green gems in the eyes.

Apollo, not wanting to be in that tavern anymore, clenched his hand around the earring. As soon as his fingers tightened around it, he felt a flash of pain from his hand going up to his head. Visions of him turning on the Wolfsbane Wardens and joining the werewolves began to fill his mind. Apollo saw himself going on a massacre full of fury and anger.

Nothing stood in his way as he slaughtered everything that came into his path. At the end of the massacre, he saw himself sitting on a throne of skulls surrounded by fire and mountains of gold. Suddenly a voice crept in saying “Yes, yes, look at the power that I can give you. You can be the most powerful person on this planet with all the riches this planet offers. Join me and you will become a god to the people who pollute this planet. Come find me when you are ready to be your true self.”

Grasping for breath Apollo quickly stuck the cursed earring in his bag. “What the hell was that?” 

Apollo sat down on the blood-soaked floor breathing deeply to catch his breath. He started to think about what the visions could mean. Apollo gradually stood up; his mind was still filled with visions. He instinctively unlocked the door and stepped out into the cool night air. Taking a deep breath to focus on the last task, he turned around back to the tavern. 

Clasping his hands together Apollo took a moment to focus. Slowly he pulled his hands apart as a blue flame formed in the middle of his hands. The flame grew bigger with the more power Apollo pushed into it. Until finally it was the size of a large pumpkin. Apollo, throwing the blue fire ball watched it land in the tavern and splatter across the werewolves and across the blood-stained floor. As the oily fur of the werewolves ignited, the fire rapidly spread up the walls, swiftly transforming into an intense blaze. Dark smoke bellowed out of the tavern as the structure started to burn. Blue and orange flames light up the night as the fire burned hotter and bigger engulfing the small clearing in a bluish light.

Standing there looking around the small clearing he wondered if the Shadowbay residents would be coming to put the fire out. As the smell of burning flesh filled his nose, Apollo turned away from the fire to walk back to Shadowbay and to get a drink to drown out the visions. “What could these visions mean? Should I tell the leader or the healer or no one? I need to find out what all of this means.” Apollo talking aloud, suddenly felt a white-hot piercing pain in his back.

Looking down at his chest Apollo saw an arrow sticking out. Feeling already exhausted from the fight with ShadowClaw he turned around to see where it came from. Apollo’s sharp eyes quickly glanced around the clearing and saw nothing. Moving his eyes to the forest Apollo saw a figure in the trees holding a bow with another arrow nocked. Feeling adrenaline from pain and anticipation, Apollo drew his sword and rushed toward the figure. As Apollo ran toward the figure who shot him, he felt his toes, feet and then legs go numb.

As his legs went numb, he fell right on his face and skidded to a stop right by the tree line. “What the hell? I can’t move my legs; wait I can’t move anything.” Shouted Apollo to the figure. “What did you do to me?” 

Pain racked Apollo's body as he lay there paralyzed. Screaming in pain his vision started to darken, fighting the darkness Apollo looked up as the figure stood over him. Apollo was taken back when the figure came into his view. Standing over him was a beautiful girl with long dark hair and bright blue eyes wearing oversized leather armor and she had a look of terror on her face. “Oh no, oh no, I am sorry; I am so sorry. That was not for you. Do not worry, I have the cure; I am going to make you better, I promise.” Intense pain surged through his body. Apollo attempted to resist the overwhelming darkness but succumbed as it enveloped him. Leaving him unconscious.
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Apollo opened his eyes to hear the girl talking to him. “Oh, you are awake, that is good, sorry about the arrow and the poison. I thought you were something else. I need to get the arrow out soon, so you are going to feel a big pain in your chest, on three ok, one, two, three.” Pain shot through Apollo as he felt something get yanked out from his chest. Blackness took over him again but not before he heard the girl say “Oh shit that was not supposed to happen. Hold on I got this; shit that's a lot of blood.” Apollo opened his eyes again, feeling cold and nauseous, and struggled to prevent himself from vomiting. “It's okay, you lost a lot of blood and now you have a fever from the poison. Don’t worry though I can heal you. Just rest, and you will be up in a jiffy. I am going to have to put you in a deep sleep while I drain the poison again, sorry for this.” A warmth spread over Apollo's body as he gently fell back to sleep. 

Apollo woke up to the beat of drums and the sounds of swords cutting into flesh. Howls of wolves and cries of men echoed through the air. The scent of copper or iron was heavy in the air, so much that Apollo could almost taste it. Opening his eyes he saw a soldier getting his head cut off right in front of him. Feeling the spray of blood across his face, Apollo looked down at his arm. Blood coated both his arm and the sword that was in his hand. 

Coldness creeped into Apollo as he realized he was the one who killed the soldier. Looking around he saw chaos; Solders and farmers were running for their lives as werewolves were striking them down and feasting on their flesh. A flash of light and Apollo was now in a castle with the King and Queen begging for mercy. Apollo felt his body move forward and swung his sword, cutting the heads off both the King and Queen. Apollo tried to fight back, but he had no control over his body. Another flash of light and this time he was standing in a massive throne hall. Next to him was a massive white werewolf with dark red eyes and mouth stained red with blood. 

“Brothers and sisters, I am pleased to tell you we finally got the boy from the prophecy. Please give a roar to our newest member Apollo.”  Roars and howls rang throughout the throne hall vibrating the floor and walls. Looking around Apollo saw that the throne was made of human skulls with blood dripping off. Apollo hearing a chilling sound of pained moans. Looked up and saw hundreds of bodies hanging from the rafters. Blood dripped down from the bodies to the hundreds of werewolves.

Apollo felt nauseous, bile rising in his throat. The only problem was Apollo still didn’t have control over his body. “This can be all yours if you just leave the cursed Wardens. You can have power and if you look behind you, see the riches that can be yours. Join us Apollo, you can do great things if you were to join me.” Whispered the white werewolf.

Looking behind him Apollo saw gold coins, jewels, and bars of gold stacked nearly to the ceiling. Looking back at the Werewolf he noticed a figure in a black robe with a red skull in front of it and a heavy hood covering his face. “Sire we still have much to do.” said the robe figure. 

“Yes of course Lord Valkian. Send Apollo away so we can discuss business.” Said the werewolf.

“Of course, BloodFang, one moment.”

Lord Valkian is the person in the robe, and the werewolf is BloodFang. Apollo thought. “Goodbye for now, I hope you will consider my offer to join us.” Blackness suddenly took over Apollo as feeling came crashing back into his body.

Bolting straight up Apollo screamed out in pain as his wounds on his chest tore open. “Shhh, it's okay.” Said a quiet voice as a gentle hand pushed him back down. “I have to redo everything again since you tore out the stitches and reopened your wounds.” Said the voice. Only then did Apollo realize that it was the girl that shot him in the first place. Trying to sit up again to fight, Apollo couldn’t move yet again. “What have you done to me witch; I will slay you when I can start to move.” Threatened Apollo. 

“Look, we got off to a bad start when I shot you with an arrow, but let me make up for it. My name is Isabella, and I must put you into a deep healing sleep which also causes you not to move. Now for the bad news, it's been about 3 days of me trying to heal you. The poison I had dipped my arrow in affected you in ways I didn’t foresee. For example, did you know that you have some wolf blood in you? In fact, I would say that you are a quarter of a werewolf. That's why the wolf’s bane is not letting you heal.” 

“Wait what the hell are you talking about? 3 days no that's not possible I should have been healed by now. Especially after magical healing.” Apollo said to Isabella. 

“Well, I know that the poison is not letting you heal. So off you go to sleep now, oh don’t be frightened when you wake up strapped down. Just don’t want you to tear out the stitches again.” With that said Isabella put her hand on Apollo’s head. A yellow soft light gently warped around Apollo's body causing him to gently fall to sleep.

Bright light poured into Apollo’s eyes as he slowly opened them to the smell of roasting chicken and soft music playing. Once his eyes adjusted to the brightness, Apollo began to look all around. Apollo saw that he was outside the Wolfsbane Wardens tower and in the courtyard. But instead of the practice dummies and apprentices practicing, everyone was just enjoying the day. “Hello” called out Apollo to the Warden that walked by him. The Warden just walked right by Apollo without a second glance. Apollo blinked, and suddenly the courtyard was filled with bodies of Wardens and werewolves.

“We should have told him who he was then maybe we would still have won this war.” Said a bloodied figure limping forward with another figure covered in blood. 

“There is nothing to do. It's already too late for him; there were three choices that he could’ve made and we picked for him. It's our fault that we lost.” Said the other figure. 

Apollo blinked again and this time he was in a small cabin with a mother and a baby boy. Apollo could see that there was a short sword on the mantle over the fireplace. In the fireplace there was a small fire warming up a large pot. Apollo watched as the mother put the baby down on a crib and walked over to the pot. The baby started to cry hard as soon as he was put down. Giving the pot a stir the mother walked back and picked her boy up. "Hush now love, you have a great destiny to fulfill little one. Just know that you have more power than you realize. You will have choices laid before you. I know you will choose the right one if you are allowed.” 

The cabin shook violently as the door burst apart. Splinters shot everywhere in the small cabin striking the baby's mom as she threw herself over her baby. Heavy footsteps entered the cabin. Apollo looked and saw that it was ShadowClaw with Lord Valkian, still wearing a heavy hood that covered his face. “We are here for the baby, not your life.” Lord Valkian told the mother. 

“NO, YOU CAN'T HAVE HIM!” The mother screamed while throwing her hand out toward the kidnappers, lighting shot from her fingertips. 

Lord Valkian simply held up his hand and the lightning disappeared. Clutching her baby to her chest she pulled the sword off the mantle and pointed it toward ShadowClaw and Lord Valkian ready to fight. While pointing the sword the mother gently set down her baby and moved the crib behind her. 

ShadowClaw rushed forward, the mother sliced deep across ShadowClaw’s chest. For a moment the mother was holding her own against ShadowClaw. She fought with such pain and terror of losing her baby that she blocked the claws coming at her, slicing the werewolf across the chest, arms, and face. 

Apollo looking at the scene could tell that even though the mother was fighting for her life, ShadowClaw was just toying with her. ShadowClaw, being done with his game of cat and mouse, swatted the sword aside and tore into the mother, clawing her stomach spilling her guts. Apollo watched the mother fall and reached toward her baby. “I will always love you my boy.” The mother said with her last breath.

“Let's go before the Wardens come.” Lord Valkian said as he lifted the baby out of the crib and stepped outside into a small meadow. Apollo, looking around, watched as a raging rain came down soaking the grass. In the dark clouds lighting flashed. As the lighting flashed, Apollo could just make out the outline of trees surrounding the meadow.

ShadowClaw smelled the air, “We are too late, the Wardens are here.” Lighting flashed as arrows rained down on Lord Valkian and ShadowClaw. Apollo watched as 20 wardens came rushing out of the tree line with swords ready. ShadowClaw, having already tasted blood and flesh, went into a blood frenzy. He ran toward the first Warden he saw and tore him limb from limb. Moving on to the next one, ShadowClaw howled in rage that sent the Warden into a state of paralysis. With one swipe of his massive paw, he tore off the head of the paralyzed Warden. 

The smell of burning flesh and hair was in the air as ShadowClaw and Lord Valkian fought the Wardens. ShadowClaw fought in a blood frenzy striking with tooth and claw. Lord Valkian was harnessing the lighting of the storm and shooting the lighting out his hands and into the Wardens. Between Lord Valkian and ShadowClaw 20 Wardens laid dead or dying.

Thunk, thunk, thunk, thunk, Lord Valkian and ShadowClaw got hit with two massive arrows each. In a flash of lighting, Apollo saw the outline of two figures both holding a bow. “Damn it we need to go, or we will end up dead, grab the baby.” Lord Valkian said as he summoned a massive ball of fire that engulfed him, ShadowClaw and the baby. As the ball of fire started to rise in the air the baby started to glow with blue light as a bubble formed around him. 

Turning to ShadowClaw, Lord Valkian said “Damn the Wardens, we don’t have time for this. I will give the baby the gift in the hope he will find BloodFang and join us.” Grabbing a small vial of dark red liquid, Lord Valkian fed the baby with it. “Come find us and fill your destiny of being powerful beyond your wildest dreams.” Swoosh the ball of fire flew away leaving the baby floating gently to the ground in a blue bubble.

One of the figures that Apollo saw holding a bow stepped out of the woods and walked toward the baby. When the Warden got to the baby, Apollo saw that it was his father that raised him in the Wolfsbane Wardens. “Come Apollo, we are your destiny.” said the Warden. Apollo felt his blood grow cold as he came to the realization that the woman was his mom, and his father was not his father. Blackness took over Apollo as he felt everything, he knew was a lie.
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“No Ma!” screamed Apollo as he woke up hitting his head on something hard. Apollo grunting in pain reached up to rub is head found that his hands were bound, and he was bouncing around. Looking around he saw that he was in the back of a wagon covered in bars. “Good, you are awake, so tiny minor problem here. But first the good news is that you are fully healed, but you might be sore for the next few days. Bad news as I was tending to your wounds, I had to go into Shadowbay for supplies. I might have let it slip that you are the one who killed all those werewolves and burned down the tavern. I was only trying to give the slaves hope. I didn’t know that the werewolves were listening.” Said a soft familiar voice. 

Turning toward the voice Apollo saw that it was Isabella speaking. Seeing her fully for the first time in the bright sun, he saw that she had dirt covering her face. She had a cute little button nose with full lips underneath. She had long deep brown almost black hair with beautiful bright blue eyes that you could get lost in. She was wearing oversized deep brown leather armor with a long cloak that was dark blue and dark gray with streaks of brown in it. It reminded Apollo of an older style Wardens cloak. He also noticed that Isabella carried a pouch with herbs that stuck out of it.
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