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Kiltron dedicates this book to Micael Sundvall;

His Viking wolf brother in arms. Howl!

I couldn’t do this project without you.

Blood and honour!
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First, I would like to thank my consultant Micael Sundvall, for guiding me on this adventure. Who has made this setting so real! He suggested the areas he grew up in and hung out when he was younger.

“Bro it looks like an apocalypse hit it.”

So, here we are, in Kiruna. I asked about a setting in Sweden, and I got a great one. Although the characters will go to other parts of Sweden and the world, but most of the story telling will be there. Although, Micael does little writing at, the moment and my hopes are he will have more time to do more writing with me, he too, is a remarkably busy man with his work, family, reno, and writing his own book that he has put on hold for a time. He has still found some time to consult me about his country and how people socialize there and what is different and what is the same as Canada. Sweden gets Canadian beer, eh! Fucking A man! His name shall be on the cover anyway because this is a team effort and my knowledge of my brother’s culture, I know next to nothing. Therefore, I need help on this project. He has been a great help and I am grateful for it. Love you man. Thank you so much! HOWL!

“A coming-of-age story about a teen couple that are surrounded by a cast of complex characters that have ulterior motives filled with rich lore, sex, and violence? Oh, it also has werewolves and witches? Okay, I’m in!”

-Jay Crudge

“He has captured the essence of Sweden... but at the same time I was brought into a completely different world, where the characters felt like real people. I love the idea of the Sámi tribe being a focus of the story!”

-Micael Sundvall

“A power struggle in the works. The future fate of a new generation is at stake. Follow the moon phases of this story to completion. May this couple survive the trials ahead of them! I, myself am rooting for Mikael and Melody to overcome the odds.”

-Kiltron
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Pale and bright;

This full moon tonight;

A transformation of fright.

-The Moon Witch

At last, he was out into the night away from the community and his... mother. She was so damned overly protective of him, that it was sickening. So, controlling and overbearing. All the constant training was nerve racking. Understandably she was the leader of their little community and they were her responsibilities, not his. He exhaled a long breath at the thought. He was only glad to have some time to himself. Not to be in a community of bikers. Natt Vargar– Night Wolves.

Mikael Sundsvall was a wild untamed lad, who just hated being told what to do. A reason why he was out and about in the streets in the town of Kiruna, Sweden. This part of the country looked just like an apocalypse had just happened. There were wooded lands all over the place, but the growth was stunted, and in some places sparse. There was a lot of bare rock formations that occurred naturally from the glaciers, also from what, mining had been led to. Did not mean it was any less beautiful. By, all means no, it was wonderous out here in the far northern regions of Sweden. Damn cold in winter that was for sure. Mikael grew up here. He had explored the surrounding areas so much that he was sure he knew more of the terrain than even his mother did. She spent too much time in Abisko. Especially at the research station there.

Well, he just decided to take the number 93 train from Abisko to Kiruna. When he hit the train station, he walked down the main highway E10 which was the road Nordkalottvagen which turned into Lombololeden all being the same road that went the outskirts of town. He turned and walked down Stationsvagen. It led into town. He went down Hjalmar Lundbohmsvagen to Gruvvagen. Up to Adolf Hedinsvagen. He went into the Direkten convenience store to grab some snack food. He grabbed a bunch of junk paid for it then went to the bowling alley in the sports hall next door.

Walked right into grey tiled flooring and the black lights were on making the bowling lanes look so blue. The one wall had lit up bowling pins that moved about. The white chairs were clean, and the vid screens kept score. The bowling balls were a myriad of colours and patterns. It was a real cool happening place. There were a lot of people tonight that mingled about with drinks and food.

There was a commotion near the restrooms. A girl was being harassed by two boys. Mikael shook his head. It was always the same old kind of bullshit with teenage guys. They make a pass at a girl and she brushes them off and the guys act like a bunch of assholes all the time. He really hated this kind of attitude in people. Something that got Mikael into trouble because of his hot temperament. Like the trouble he was about to get into now. He strolled toward the two boys who carried on with their antics, with the girl. The girl had big curly hair trimmed just past her shoulders. Her creamy dark skin glistened with sweat. She had been running. She was fit and toned. She had the classic ghetto booty in the tight black jeans she wore. She was dressed all in black. Her t-shirt was of a band named Blackbriar. Good taste, he thought. She wore a leather jacket for those cool summer nights. Her boots were black with silver buckles strapped up to the knee.

The boys he recognized as he came closer. He had an idea that he knew would work without any conflict. He walked right up to the girl grabbed her hand and kissed her cheek.

“Hey gorgeous, we going to hang or what? What took you so long to get here?” Mikael asked. He nodded to the boys. “Hey guys what’s up?” They raised their hands in the air.

“Nothing man,” one said.

“We were just leaving,” said the other. They moved away.

The stunned girl eyed Mikael with raised brows.

“Thank you so much,” she said appreciatively and shook his hand. “Name’s Melody.” Her indigo eyes of a unique purple colour pierced into his blue depths.

“Mikael, Mikael Sundsvall,” he smiled. “like to get the hell out of here?” he suggested. Melody linked her arm in his.

“Sure, before those jerks decide to come back,” she said light heartedly.

“They won’t,” Mikael assured her.

“Oh, and why is that?” she asked doubtfully.

“I had an altercation with them once before and it did not turn out so well for them,” Mikael said with a smile. They walked out of the bowling alley. Into the night air they went and walked down the street for awhile until Melody pointed to a group of trees.

“Let’s go there,” she said. Mikael nodded. They went into Ahos Park. They crossed the street to the other side and entered the park. Melody opened her arms and spun around in glee. Mikael laughed. He pulled out some of his snacks and shared them with her. She gladly excepted and munched away. She just loved chocolate. She was smiling. It had been a long time since she had done that. She liked Mikael. He was nice. Cute too. His long pale blonde hair just reached past his shoulders. He had full kissable lips, not that she wanted to kiss him mind you, well, maybe. She did not know. But she was attracted to him for one thing. Had to think of something different. To distract her from her attraction. She suspected he liked heavy metal music. So, she asked.

“Bet you like all that black and death metal stuff huh,” she teased as she poked him in the chest. He chuckled.

“Nay! Too growly and I can’t understand what they are saying. I like the band you are wearing though. Great band. Zora's voice is like a siren's call and I love the duet with Ulli Perhonen on the song ‘Snow White and Rose Red’,” he through back at her. She was impressed, sly dog that he was. What else did he like when it came to music?

“What else do you listen to?” she asked.

“Oh, are we playing a game of twenty questions I see!” he laughed. “Alright I'll play along. Johnny Cash, September Mourning, a ton of the classic rock from the 60s and 70s. Muddy Waters is my favorite blues artist. Gary Numan is so awesome...”

“Whoa! Alright I get it you like just about anything,” she laughed and gave a playful punch on the shoulder. He grabbed his shoulder and pretended to be hurt. ‘Ouch’! They laughed some more. She liked this one. He had charisma and he was smart. They talked so much about music. She tried tricking him a few times. He caught on every time. She liked matching wits with him. Besides, you had to like someone who was a fan of the industrial band Skinny Puppy.

Suddenly Mikael leaned against a tree and held his stomach. He did not feel well. He grew feverish quite fast as he began to sweat heavily.

“Hey, you alright Mikael?” Melody asked in concern.

“I... I don’t know. Just got this sudden pain,” he answered in a strained tone as he removed his leather jacket. He let it fall to the ground. Another bout of pain hit him. He grunted. She went to his side to help him stand when she was knocked away. She fell to the ground. She looked up and saw the boys from the bowling alley. One had a baseball bat and hit Mikael down. Melody was shocked.

“We are going to have some fun with you bitch,” one of the boys said. Melody looked to Mikael and stared wide eyed. His hand reached out to her as he screamed in agony. His face contorted and rippled. He spasmed on the ground as if he were having a seizure. His limps twisted at odd angles like he was being controlled by a puppeteer. His clothes tore to shreds and were ripped away.

By the Goddess, Melody thought in horror. No way! He was one of those! She had to find a way to get out of there, now! Too late, the boy who spoke to her grabbed her and kept her pinned to the ground. He laughed as he hit her.

“Get away from her,” a roar sounded. It was the most frightening sound Melody had ever heard in her life. The boy who had hit Mikael with the bat went flying through air and hit a tree with a terrible crunch. He fell still on the ground.

“What, the fuck. You are a dead...” the boy who had Melody on the ground never got to finish his sentence as a half wolf, half man creature ripped into him and tore him apart. There was guts and gore everywhere. Melody could only stare in fear as she tried to back away. Mikael stood there with blood dripping from his now clawed hands. Silver fur coated his body and shimmered in the moon light. His canines dripped saliva. His wolf eyes were such a deep blue pool that you could dive into and drown yourself.

“Melody what is happening to me?” Mikael growled and whimpered. He fell and tried to crawl to her. He roared in pain in the full moonlit sky. Again, his face contorted and his body malformed and twisted. He pleaded for Melody to help. She watched and waited as Mikael’s transformation finished. He was once again human, a man. Melody snapped out of it, scurried over to his jacket, and brought it over to cover him. She grabbed him and held him. She had no idea why she stayed with him or why she felt a connection to him, but there was this tug. She could not explain it. She could just get up and run, right!   For some reason she did not want to leave him. He had helped her out twice now. She shivered at the thought what would have happened if those boys had their way with her. It made her sick to think about it. Crazy thought! She would of rather of been eaten by the werewolf. No! Michael would not have hurt her, she knew this. Not sure how, but she felt it to be true. 

FUCK!

What was she going to do? She had to get him and herself out of here. She had to get him up. She tried lifting him, but he was too heavy for her. She even did her best not to admire his nakedness. He was so damned yummy in her eyes. She gave her head a shake. They were in some deep shit right now and she was thinking some very dirty thoughts.

“Come on Mikael wake your hunky ass up,” she said with a heave as she tried to drag him along the grass. She managed to drag him a hundred feet before collapsing to her knees out of breath.

Damnit! A real live werewolf. Both cool and scary. She thought a moment. He did not know what was happing to him. How was that possible? How could he not know what he was? He looked so peaceful lying here. She touched his face. How was she to get him out of here in this state?

Melody looked up and saw an old woman dressed strangely. She held a staff with some, sort of items dangling from it.

“You have finally found one another I see,” the old crone cackled, and mist swept in around Melody and Mikael and the park became empty.
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I banished his fury;

with my fiery light!

-Aila

Mikael groaned in pain as he awoke. His whole body ached. He was stiff and could barely move. He tried to rise but soft hands rested upon his chest.

“Easy Mikael,” a familiar voice spoke. “Lie still. You need to rest awhile longer,” Mikael looked up into purple eyes that had more the shade of violet in the light, they were the most beautiful eyes he had ever seen.

“Melody?” he questioned. “What happened... and where are we?” He winced and did his best to sit up and look around. The young girl Melody helped him up. A jolt of surprise shot through him as he realized that he had no clothes on. Mikael looked Melody in the eye with embarrassment. His cheeks turned red. Melody for a moment wanted to play on it but changed her mind. It was not the appropriate time.

“Nothing intimate happened. We were not drunk,” she assured him.

“Then why does my head feel like I have a hangover?” He groaned miserably. “Where are my clothes anyway?” He rubbed his temples.

“About that...” she spoke slowly. “I have your jacket anyway,” she said quickly as she held it out to him.

“Thank you. My clothes?” He asked again.

“Yeah, like I said before. About that... what do you remember, Mikael?” Melody resisted the urge to touch his face.

My goodness he is so handsome, she thought. She risked a glance down at his lap and let that, particular... memory, invade her mind. There was humour in her eyes that Mikael was just too tired and sore to explore. Melody sat on the makeshift bed, too close for Mikael’s comfort. Melody smiled knowingly. She even rested a hand on his leg. He stiffened. His one open eye widened.

What was that smell? It came from Melody. Oh, she smells so good, Mikael thought. He gazed at her.

“I just remember us at the park and pain, a red haze, I think. You were in trouble...” he paused. He looked at her and saw the bruised eye. He reached out and touched her cheek. She winced. His hand on her cheek felt so right. Yet she was afraid.

The door burst open and the old woman came in.

“Ah!” She screeched. “Handsome boy is awake. So, is girl. Boyfriend and girlfriend, together again. Good! Good!” The old woman praised. She then handed Mikael clothes. He took them.

“Thank you,” he said slowly, confused. “Is anyone going to answer any of my questions?”

“Come. Come,” the old woman said as she grabbed Melody by the arm. She waved her hand to Mikael. “You dress. Talk later.” Then her and Melody left the room. Melody closed the door slowly and watched Mikael. He sat a moment longer alone with his thoughts.

The old woman brought Melody to another room and pointed. “Look. Look.” She grinned. Melody let out a sigh. The old woman moved a picture on the
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