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  Fate: A New Beginning


  Dedication


  To Tenchi:


  My most stupendous ‘beta’ who takes a great deal of her own free time, and probably more than a small amount of patience on her end, to help me fix my current blatherings, obsessions and all around bizarre ramblings. Tenchi, you’re the best, never doubt that! It makes things tremendously easier on me knowing I have someone that takes what I do seriously and ensures that I sound the best I can no matter how strange the topic that comes through your email.


  I appreciate you more than you can ever know!


  



  To Grey:


  My wonderful fiancé who was, and is in so many ways, the inspiration for so much of what I do and stories I’ve written. There is so much I want to say about just what that is but I’ll keep it simple...I love you, hun! You are the BEST! Only you would put up with my insanity on a regular basis and just chuckle, shake your head then move on.


  



  To Apollo, DG, Rogue, BW and the rest of the staff of Adultfanfiction.net I work with on a daily basis:


  Y’all take on and do a rotten job, that of making that massive site run smoothly and policing it, something most never appreciate, to give us insane people who write a home to post their blatherings without censorship or judgment. It’s a seriously thankless job on a good day and something that is a nightmare on a bad one. But, all in all, you making having a place like that to post a home for so many of us. For that, and so much more, when it comes to support I get there from y’all, I thank you!


  HEY THERE,

  LITTLE RED RIDING HOOD


  Red’s mother packed the basket silently. She was unable to look at her daughter, who was gathering things for the day’s journey, chattering happily, not seeming to notice that her mother wasn’t talking. Tears shimmered in the older woman’s eyes as she watched her daughter flit about gathering things up. Red was the spitting image of the older woman, Griselda. Both had the same strong features, same willowy figure, same tall, erect form, but the most striking thing about both of them was their long, fiery red hair.


  Once the basket was packed with provisions and a nice lunch, Griselda stood and watched her daughter. She bit her bottom lip to keep the tears from falling. Poor Red had no inkling of what was coming or that this was going to be the last time she saw her mother. The deal had been made when Red was still an infant in her mother’s arms.


  The war between the rival clans had decimated the Darkhearts, leaving a handful of women including Griselda and her newborn daughter. Deathica, Griselda’s mother-in-law and the clan leader’s mate, had made the best deal she could to spare what remained of her clan so perhaps someday they could again flourish.


  That deal was to marry her only granddaughter off to the son of the rival clan to give them the prestige they wanted—a power that most wouldn’t ever be able to attain as an old-world shaman. It was a power that most nowadays no longer wielded and would give the clan a boost in the ranks of clan hierarchy.


  It wasn’t the best deal in the world, but was all that was left to her. Once the deal was struck, Griselda and Deathica had retreated deep within the dense Siberian forest, in accordance with the treaty, to raise Red. Their cabins were within several miles of each other, and this was the only world Red had ever known. She had grown from a chubby toddler, to a gangly adolescent, and finally to the beauty she now was in the forest, without ever having been around others of their kind beyond her mother and grandmother. An occasional glimpse of a hunter was all she ever saw of other beings. If she was curious or wanted for other company, she had never mentioned it.


  Her education was of the old ways passed down from mother to daughter for centuries. The history of her clan was taught to her, but the war, its outcome and exactly what they were was never mentioned. If Red had ever wondered about any gaps in the history, she had never once mentioned them.


  She had been a contented child, always able to entertain herself with her handmade toys. As she grew older, the deep woods had become a source of endless fascination to her. She wandered in them for hours, looking for things for her mother or grandmother. Ever alone, she wandered their quiet solitude singing songs she had been taught. It seemed to her that for some reason she was more at home in the cool quiet of the forest than in her mother’s comfortable cabin. Forest animals never bothered or menaced her. Sensing what she was, they kept their distance. At night, while sitting in front of the roaring fire she could look through the windows of the cabin and see the woods and feel a strong pull from them. The noises of the forest seemed to call her, inviting her to come to them.


  Griselda watched her daughter, her heart breaking. She could have explained everything to Red but had put if off and now it was too late. She hoped what she had taught her daughter would serve her well because time was now up. Today was Red’s birthday and she was now considered an adult.


  It was a tradition with them that she always spent the day of her birthday with her grandmother. Red had always looked forward to these visits. She found her grandmother fascinating. The old woman’s tales had always enraptured her and held her spellbound. In the last year, frequent trips to the old woman’s cabin had become a necessity, for she had grown old and could no longer find her own provisions so Red delivered them to her.


  Before sunrise, her mother had gotten up and laid out new clothes for her that had been made just for this occasion. Red gasped in delight when she saw them and quickly dressed, not understanding the tears in her mother’s eyes.


  Now, everything was packed, and Red was ready for her trip through the woods. She checked all the parcels to make sure everything was there then announced she was ready to leave.


  “Wait a minute, dear. I have one more thing for you,” Griselda said.
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