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This morning, the air was charged with excitement. I attempted to keep it all contained, but I felt like I was ready to explode. Mahala is on her way today! From the very beginning, Mahala has always been a part of my life! The cherished and most reliable companion of my mother. She and her entourage arrived masquerading as a travelling entertainment group, but I was well aware of who, or rather what, she truly was.




Mahala possessed the gift of foresight. The pack appreciated the King and Queen’s generosity in inviting their troop to perform every now and then. She and the others would fill their days with enchanting magic shows and delightful parlour tricks. As night descended and the vibrant mobile city of wooden caravans and colourful flags drew to a close, Mahala would arrive at the pack house to meet with my parents.




She would unveil the secrets of future events and provide her guidance. And then she would come to see me! We had an absolute blast! She consistently posed the most captivating questions and often concealed a delightful surprise within the folds of her skirts. She shared captivating stories of her journeys, the destinations she explored, and the fascinating people she met along the way. Diverse cultures. She transformed the world into a symphony of beauty! After she departed, I frequently found myself lying down, lost in dreams of my own adventures.




“Amina, hurry up! Breakfast is ready and waiting for you!” My mother’s voice called out to me.




“Coming!” I called out with excitement as I tossed aside my blanket and eagerly jumped into the day ahead.




This time, it was truly exceptional! Mahala perfectly timed her latest visit to coincide with my birthday! And it’s not just any birthday—it’s my sweet 16! There was nothing more fulfilling than the thought of her standing alongside my parents when we finally meet my wolf tonight.




My thoughts quickly transformed. As I navigated my way to the dining hall, I found myself in a state of autopilot. Visions of my wolf twirling through my mind. How would she appear?!? What is her name? How will it feel to see and experience the world from her perspective?




“Amina, darling, it’s time to eat! You need all the strength you can get,” my father playfully urged, as he piled my plate even higher with delicious food.




I took action without a second thought. Perhaps I really should have fuelled up on calories for my first shift. After all, as a lycan, I already had a substantial appetite—who was I to turn down an offer? I devoured my breakfast and headed to training. The day lingered on, heavy and dull, until at last, the most enchanting moment emerged.




Trumpets heralded the grand arrival of Mahala and her caravans. I dashed to the balcony of my room and peered down just in time to witness the first wooden waggon cross the threshold. It was truly a remarkable spectacle! Vibrant flags in shades of purple, yellow, and green danced in the breeze. A group of individuals accompanied them, adorned in vibrant and luxurious fabrics. Some donned exquisite turbans, while others opted for delicate lace shawls. The aroma of spices and earth gracefully drifted in, carried by the winds directly to my senses. It only intensified my joy even further.




I narrowed my eyes as additional waggons rolled into the gathering, their wheels creaking as they approached the pack house. I could barely discern the symbols etched into their sides. I was on the hunt for a specific design, one that featured beautiful Roses with an eye captivatingly placed in the centre. Mahala’s cart. I adored how she infused her personal touch into the decor. In all my travels, I had never encountered roses adorned with eyes at their centre.




Upon catching sight of it, I dashed from the balcony, hurried out of my room, raced down the stairs, and burst through the door. The atmosphere was electric. Their affection for this band of merry misfits was palpable, especially as the joy radiated from them while they approached the pack house at last. I swiftly positioned myself beside my parents, ready to welcome our guests. I carefully arranged my expression, striking a balance that avoided excessive enthusiasm while steering clear of any hint of malice, just as I had been instructed.




I had to suppress a grin as the very waggon I had been eagerly anticipating took centre stage. A charming, round door swung open from the back, revealing a delightful set of wooden steps that followed suit. At last, Mahala made her entrance and came over to us. She lowered herself gracefully.




“Your Majesties, it is truly a privilege to stand before you once more,” Mahala’s voice resonated through the room. As she stood up, she shot me a playful wink.




“The pleasure is entirely ours, Mahala. We eagerly anticipate your visits,” my mother said with a warm smile. As I examined Mahala’s outfit, they started to converse. She donned exquisite boots adorned with shimmering gold coins stitched into the fabric. A stunning layered skirt featuring deep purples and vibrant mustard yellows. Her top was merely a swatch of fabric tied at her back. Her long, raven-colored hair cascaded in a stunning array of spiral curls, perfectly framing her high cheekbones and exquisite features. The sole effort to rein it in was the fabric secured around the crown of her head. Gold coins dangled and jingled from it, adding a touch of allure. Her lips were irresistibly full. Her captivating emerald eyes shimmered with brilliance. With each step she took, a beaded belt adorned with tiny bells chimed and swayed, creating a delightful melody of sound. It brought to mind the charming wooden wind chimes that adorned the gardens. The sound was simply captivating.




“Choose your spot as you like. You’re familiar with the grounds. As our guests, you will receive nothing but respect.” My father’s deep voice broke into my musings.




“Thank you, Your Highness.” Mahala bowed deeply once more before turning to lead her troop with purpose. I was consumed by curiosity, eagerly counting down the seconds until our visit together.




The passage of time felt excruciatingly slow. Before long, I found myself in the dining hall, cheeks flushed as the pack members showered me with attention. A grand three-tiered cake adorned with flickering candles filled the room with warmth, and I beamed with joy at the sight of my cherished ones around me. My crew. My loved ones. My eyes widened just a bit as I spotted Mahala and a few of her guests in the crowd. This brought immense joy to my heart.




The dinner hour passed swiftly. I quickly settled into the plush embrace of the oversized lounge chair in the waiting room outside my father’s office. My mother, father, and Mahala had gathered there shortly after dinner. My thoughts surged with excitement at the possibilities of the incredible conversations unfolding. I was eager to embrace my role as Queen Luna and discover the incredible secrets and marvels of our pack.
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The door swung open, and I surged ahead, unable to contain my excitement. I caught sight of the serious expressions on my parents’ faces. They effortlessly refined their expressions and beamed at me with radiant smiles. Yet, I witnessed the tears glistening in my Mother’s eyes…




However, Mahala quickly captured my attention. She wrapped me in a cosy hug. “My beloved Amina, you must halt your growth! Before long, you’ll surpass me in size—and beauty too!” She laughed softly as she pulled me closer by the shoulders. “Wow, you are truly blossoming! It’s hard to believe how much you’ve changed!”




I returned her smile with a radiant grin. She often expressed these thoughts, and unlike many, I truly believed her when she did. She softly grasped my hand and guided me back to the lounge. Before long, we were engrossed in a profound conversation, and I found myself completely captivated by her realm of adventure and exploration.




“It’s time,” my mother’s voice whispered softly in my thoughts. I halted mid-sentence as her words resonated within me. Mahala flashed me a knowing smile. She rose to her feet and started navigating through the pack house, with me closely following behind her. She quickly guided me through the back doors and into the awaiting night. She halted beside my parents, and together they stood, ready to witness my transformation.




I paused for a moment. I was fully aware of what was coming, and I had gotten ready for it just like every other Lycan pup before me. Knowing it was going to hurt didn’t lessen the pain one bit. I shot a cautious look in their direction, and they all wore gentle smiles, their eyes sparkling with understanding. “It’s alright, sweetheart. It will be over before you realise it,” my father reassured me. With my mother’s reassuring nod, I found the confidence to move ahead, and my feet instinctively began to take me forward.




The full moon cast shimmering silver shadows across the landscape, enchanting the night with its glow. The grass resembled sharp, glimmering shards of a mirror, and I couldn’t resist smiling at their captivating beauty. I kicked off my shoes, relishing the delightful sensation of the soft ground beneath my bare feet. In front of me lay a pristine circle crafted from smooth stones. Every piece featured engravings that glimmered brilliantly in the moonlight. This is the legendary location where generations of the Gipsy Gail pack have welcomed their wolves. Those stones held an enchanting allure. Until tonight, I never truly believed it. But now, as I gaze upon them, their ancient script and symbols reveal an undeniable magic in all of this. At first glance, they appeared to be just ordinary stones, blending seamlessly into their surroundings…




I approached the perimeter of the ring and started to remove my outer layers, revealing my bra and panties. I chose to wear a set I was okay with parting ways with, knowing my body would transform to embrace the other half of my soul, ultimately rendering them ruined. As I entered the ring, a wave of transformation washed over me. A palpable static filled the air around me. I sensed delicate tendrils weaving their way across my skin. It sent shivers racing down my spine. I greeted with a warm smile. My mum had mentioned this to me. The moon goddess is getting me ready for my wolf. She is gazing deep into my soul, seeking the perfect match for me.




I opened my arms wide, inviting her gaze. My head tilted back gently as I felt my face enveloped in her radiant glow. Fear no longer resided in my heart. I was brought up to give her nothing but the highest admiration, and so I fully embraced my openness to her. My heart raced as I closed my eyes, bracing myself for her choice.




“My dearest Amina, I have longed for you for what feels like an eternity…” A melodic whisper danced through my thoughts. I beamed. Behold the Moon Goddess! I’ve just had a conversation with Selene herself! What made me realise it was her? I wasn’t sure of the how, but I felt it deep within me. “My beloved child, you are destined for greatness. You have been equipped for this journey. You will make a significant impact on the world, Amina. To support you in achieving your dreams and fulfilling your purpose, I am presenting you with a remarkable wolf—one that holds a special place in my heart. Tonight, my dear, I am entrusting you with Artemis.” The sense of honour that washed over me was immense. Having her speak to me and receiving a wolf so precious to her was truly a blessing!




Soft fingers caressed my face, urging me to open my eyes. Right there, just inches away from me, stood Selene. She softly held my face, her gaze locked onto mine, a tender smile playing on her lips. I was captivated. Her beauty was beyond what words could capture. Her skin resembled fine porcelain. Absolutely flawless. Her face was framed by cascading strands of silver hair. Her eyes contained entire galaxies. Countless stars twinkled and swirled within them. Her delicate nose and full lips, resting above a subtle cleft in her chin, created an ethereal beauty that was both captivating and charming. A crescent moon rested gently between her eyes. Rather than a halo of flowers gracing her hair, she sported a striking pair of translucent blue bull horns atop her head. A delicate, translucent blue line traced her nose, stretching elegantly from cheek to cheek. She was unlike anything I had ever encountered.




“Always remember, Amina, I am by your side. Have faith in me and understand that you are cherished. In this world of shadows, you are my most precious blessing. You, Amina, will be the brightest beacon. Illuminate the path for those who are lost and weary. Follow your heart. And place your trust in Artimus.” She murmured gently.















