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Chapter 1:

​The Calm Before The Storm
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Cut, cut, cut!

Michael threw up his hands, his face a mixture of exasperation and disappointment, as he turned sharply to leave the room. His chest tightened with a familiar ache—a gnawing doubt that his passion might always be a lonely pursuit, unrecognized by those around him. He had spent years pouring his heart and soul into his music, and at times, it felt like he was the only one who cared. Michael always held himself to the highest standards and expected others to put in genuine effort. To him, even trying their best would suffice, as long as they showed commitment. Always trying to encourage them to believe they could do better, though, was beginning to wear on him.

His father taught him when he was young that nothing less than the best would be acceptable. He remembered vividly the day his father made him swing in baseball until he could barely move his arms, staying late at the park to perfect every detail. "If you're going to do it, then do it right," his father had said, a lesson that echoed in Michael's mind ever since. Hearing this all his life set him up to have specific triggers when associating with others. For example, he found it particularly hard to tolerate carelessness or half-hearted effort. One of those things was expecting the best out of everyone else, which is what his father expected of him.

Michael was sitting on his bed with his head in his hands when Lisa walked in, her brow furrowed and her lips pressed into a thin line. She hesitated in the doorway before crossing her arms. "Michael," she said softly but firmly, "do you realize how much your words are affecting everyone?" Her eyes searched his face for a response, a mix of worry and frustration in her gaze.

"What gives, Michael? Everyone’s giving it their all in there, especially Alan. After everything he’s been through with his mother’s death, he’s still holding it together better than most would. He’s living here because he has nowhere else to go. Can’t you cut him some slack? He’s practically a brother to you, the kind of guy who’d take a bullet for you without hesitation."

"Alright, Lisa, enough with the lecturing," Michael muttered, running a hand through his hair. "I already feel awful. I shouldn’t have lost it with him, and I know that. I just... I haven’t been sleeping much lately."

"I’ve noticed," Lisa said, her voice softening. "What’s going on with you? You’re more on edge than usual, like you’re carrying the weight of the world on your shoulders."

Michael sighed deeply, his shoulders sagging under the weight of unspoken thoughts. He stared at the floor, searching for the right words.

"It’s the visions," he admitted finally, his voice barely above a whisper. "They’re back, stronger than ever. It’s like they’re taking over, even when I’m awake. I feel like I’m losing my grip on reality."

"What?" Lisa’s eyes widened. "You mean those end-of-the-world visions? I thought you said they’d stopped."

"They did stop, for a while," Michael said, his voice tinged with exhaustion. "But now they’re back."

"You can’t let your dad find out," Lisa warned, her tone firm. "You know how he gets. Those visions are the reason he pushed you into therapy to begin with. They even broke up your parents. Remember how your mom couldn’t stand the way he treated you because of them?"

"Well, that, and his whole religious meltdown—and the affair."

Michael let out a bitter laugh, though it was clear the memory still stung.

"I'm no saint, but she was twisted on another level," he quipped with a wry smile.

Lisa walked over, perching herself on his lap and leaning close, her playful smile an obvious attempt to lighten the mood.

"How about I help distract you from those visions a little later?" she whispered, her tone teasing.

Michael raised an intrigued eyebrow, her suggestion momentarily pulling him out of his brooding thoughts.

"Sounds like a plan. I could use the distraction," he replied with a faint grin.

Lisa chuckled, brushing her fingers lightly against his arm.

"Oh, I bet you could," she teased, "but you should check in with Alan first. Once you’re back, though, I’ll make sure you’re fully occupied."

Michael smirked, arching an eyebrow at her playful tone.

You’re not helping convince me to talk to Alan.

Lisa laughed again, standing up and tugging Michael to his feet with an encouraging smile.

Go! I’ll still be here when you get back.

Michael stepped out onto the deck, spotting Alan hunched over with a Pepsi in hand, discreetly brushing away tears. Alan’s face tightened with a mix of irritation and resignation. He glanced up briefly, then rolled his eyes, turning away as if to say, 'Took you long enough.'

"So," Alan said, his tone sharp, "are you done being an asshole, or do you need more time?"

"Yeah, I deserve that," Michael admitted, his voice low. "Listen, I’m sorry for how I acted. I shouldn’t have gone off on you like that. I’ve just been so on edge lately—it’s not about you or the band. We’re all in this together, and I know you’re giving it everything."

"So, you admit it—you’re a dick," Alan said with a sly smirk.

Alan's smirk deepened, clearly enjoying the moment.

"I wouldn’t go that far," Michael replied with a wry grin, "but I probably resemble something of the penile variety at the moment."

"Apology accepted," Alan said with a chuckle, "but only if you admit you’re a dick."

Lisa stepped outside, catching the tail end of Alan’s comment.

"No, he has a dick," Lisa interjected with a teasing grin, "and it’s quite the monster, I might add."

Lisa wrapped her arms around Michael, her teasing turning playful as she leaned into him. Alan groaned and turned away, shielding his eyes with exaggerated gestures.

"Get a room, you two," Alan muttered, shaking his head.

Both Michael and Lisa laughed, and Lisa glanced warmly between them.

"Sorry for eavesdropping," Lisa said, her tone softening. "I hate seeing you two fight. You’re so close—it honestly makes me a little jealous sometimes."

"Relax, Lisa," Alan quipped, smirking. "You don’t have to worry about me stealing him away. This ass is strictly off-limits."

Alan glanced at Lisa, a mischievous curiosity glinting in his eyes.

"So, how do you even handle that?" Alan asked, raising an eyebrow.

"Oh, I take it hard and fast," Lisa said with dramatic flair, "and I love every second of it."

Lisa punctuated her words with a playful move, leaning into Michael. He responded with a sharp tug of her hair, pulling her in for a passionate kiss before nipping at her neck. She let out a delighted squeal, clearly enjoying the moment.

"Keep that up," Michael warned, his voice low, "and I might just do you right here, audience included."

"I’m game," Alan shot back with a laugh. "Hell, I’ll even record it—'The Massacre of Lisa’s Ass' has a nice ring to it."

Alan gestured dramatically, framing an imaginary billboard with his hands as he described it, making both Michael and Lisa burst into laughter.

Their laughter was cut short by the sound of Angela, Michael’s mother, clearing her throat from the doorway to grab their attention.

"It’s bad enough I have to hear you two at night," Angela said dryly. "Do you really need to make it this graphic?"

Alan grinned broadly, clearly enjoying the moment, as he’d noticed Angela standing there the entire time.

"Hi, Mom," he said cheerfully, giving her a playful wave.

Alan's wave was casual, as if he truly considered Angela his second mom. Michael and Lisa, however, turned to her with matching looks of shock.

"Mom," Michael stammered, "how long have you been standing there?"

"Long enough," she replied with a raised eyebrow, "to learn more about my son’s sex life than I ever wanted to know."

"Mom, I can explain," Michael began, his voice faltering.

Lisa stood behind Michael, her face flushed and her expression frozen somewhere between embarrassment and disbelief.

"Explain what?" Angela said, her tone light but firm. "You’re eighteen. I assumed you started a couple of years ago."

Alan couldn’t resist chiming in. "Three years, to be exact."

Michael’s eyes widened in horror, his face a shade of deep red. Behind him, Lisa buried her face against his back, wishing she could disappear entirely. Angela shot Alan a sarcastic smile, one that clearly conveyed she hadn’t asked for his input.

"Thank you, Alan," she said with pointed sarcasm.

"Anytime, Mom," Alan replied, unbothered.

"Anyway, as long as you’re being careful, I don’t mind," Angela continued, her tone surprisingly matter-of-fact. "That’s why I told your father to buy you those condoms."

Michael stared at her, his jaw practically on the floor, as if he couldn’t believe what he was hearing. 

"Ahhh! Mom, that was your idea?!" Michael exclaimed, his face twisting in disbelief. "I had to sit through a three-hour lecture on how pre-marital sex is a sin. He’s a priest, for God’s sake!"

Angela waved off Michael’s complaint with a casual flick of her hand.

"That’s not the point," Angela said firmly. "I’m more concerned about Lisa’s parents finding out. You’re both so young."

Lisa’s cheeks cooled as her embarrassment faded. She peeked out from behind Michael, her playful nature starting to return.

"Oh, I talk to them about it all the time," Lisa said with a mischievous grin. "If you think we’re loud, you should hear my mom and dad. They’re in a whole different league."

Michael cringed, visibly recoiling from the mental image Lisa had just planted in his head. Angela chuckled softly, turning on her heel and gesturing for everyone to follow her into the house.

"Dinner’s ready if you’re hungry," Angela called over her shoulder. "And don’t stay up too late—you’ve got school in the morning. That goes for you two," she added, pointing at Michael and Lisa.

"Oh, and Lisa," Angela added with a knowing smirk, "you’re welcome to spend the night. Saves you the trouble of sneaking into Michael’s room anyway."

Angela said this with definitive sarcasm in her voice. Michael and Lisa exchanged a wide-eyed glance before shaking their heads in unison and walking inside, silently agreeing to erase the whole awkward exchange from memory.

By this point, the rest of the band had long since cleared out. They hadn’t felt like sticking around after what they jokingly referred to as Michael’s 'diva exhibition.' Michael knew he’d have some explaining to do at school tomorrow, but for now, he just wanted to relax with his family and enjoy the quiet closeness of being with Lisa.

After dinner, Michael and Alan settled into the living room, diving into their music. Michael's voice rose and fell with emotion as Alan strummed the acoustic guitar. Lisa sat cross-legged on the floor, her eyes fixed on the duo with quiet admiration. When they fell into their rhythm, their music transcended, touching something almost legendary. Angela watched from the doorway, a soft smile forming as she caught the look of awe on Lisa’s face. It was clear they were in love, and while Lisa brought joy to her son, Angela couldn’t shake the worry that often lingered in the back of her mind.

There were secrets surrounding his conception that Angela had kept buried for years. With the return of Michael’s visions, she feared the time was nearing when she would have no choice but to reveal the truth. The topic of psychic abilities running in the family had never been discussed. Angela shuddered to think how much more powerful Michael’s abilities might be, given the secret she had kept hidden all these years. How could she tell him the unthinkable truth—that he wasn’t entirely human? Outwardly, he appeared normal, but the reality of his existence was far more complicated.

Angela’s thoughts drifted back to the night of her abduction. She had been driving home from work along a dark country road, cars zipping past her in the opposite direction. Drivers honked and shouted warnings for her to turn back, but she dismissed them as drunken antics. Ignoring the commotion, she pressed on, assuming it was just a group of rowdy teenagers playing pranks.

As she entered a clearing, strange lights appeared in the sky, hovering in erratic patterns and drawing closer with each passing moment. Suddenly, the lights intensified, becoming so blinding that her vision failed, and she slipped into unconsciousness.

When Angela regained consciousness, she found herself strapped to a cold metal table, her body exposed except for a thin sheet draped over her. Her eyes darted upward, and she froze at the sight of two towering figures resembling werewolves, both clad in pristine lab coats. A third wolf-like figure approached, holding a cylindrical object filled with an ominous fluid. Without hesitation, it moved to position the device between her legs. Angela struggled against her restraints, but two massive paws—one white, one black—pinned her firmly in place. They belonged to the wolves flanking her sides. As the device began its invasive process, Angela’s cries echoed through the sterile, otherworldly room.

Her voice broke as she screamed, "Why?!"

The white wolf gazed down at Angela, its wolfish grin unnervingly calm, sending a chill down her spine. Though the wolf didn’t move its lips, Angela clearly heard a soothing voice echoing in her mind.

"It’s going to be okay, child," the voice resonated gently. "We are bestowing upon you a responsibility and a gift. The child within you will one day save the world. Your role is to protect him until the time is right."

The White Wolf placed a paw on Angela’s forehead. Instantly, a wave of indescribable peace washed over her, and she slipped back into unconsciousness.

Angela woke to find herself slumped in her car on the roadside. Her watch read 3 a.m., five hours since she’d last checked it. Groggy and disoriented, she caught sight of seven lights ascending into the sky, vanishing beyond the horizon. Was it all just a dream? The fragmented memories nagged at her, dominating her thoughts during the drive home.

When Angela finally reached home, her husband Matt was waiting, anger etched into his face. He didn’t let her get a word in, launching into a tirade the moment she stepped inside.

"Where the hell have you been?" Matt shouted. "I’ve been worried sick! I called the office—no answer! I even called your parents, and they’re freaking out! Your mother is losing it!"

Angela’s eyes brimmed with tears, the weight of Matt’s accusations compounding the fear and confusion she already felt. He didn’t seem to notice her distress, let alone care. The scent of alcohol on his breath confirmed her suspicion—he’d been drinking again, making him even harder to reason with.

"Goddamn it, answer me!" he roared. "Are you cheating on me? Sleeping with someone behind my back?"

Matt's accusation jolted Angela out of her daze. She stared at him, stunned, unable to comprehend how he could be so heartless, so quick to question her loyalty. This, especially after everything she had just endured—even if he didn’t believe her story—felt like a betrayal. Didn’t he see how much she gave, how tirelessly she worked to keep their lives afloat? Her voice broke as she screamed back, tears streaming down her face.

No! My god, how could you think something like that? I love you! Haven’t I proved that to you enough?

As a devout Catholic, Angela had only ever been with Matt, making his accusation cut all the deeper. With everything else weighing on her, this was almost too much to bear. But he just continued to yell at her.

Well, then, where have you been?!

"I don’t know what happened! One moment I was driving home, and the next, I woke up in my car—five hours gone!"

"What are you saying? That aliens abducted you?" Matt sneered. "If you’re going to lie, at least come up with something believable!"

It wasn’t a lie, but how could she convince him? Even she thought she was crazy.

I’m not lying to you; why won’t you trust me?!

Overwhelmed, Angela turned and fled to her room, slamming the door behind her. She called her Mom to let her know she was alright. Her mother was more understanding, though still uneasy about Angela’s inability to account for the missing five hours. Matt slept on the couch that night, a choice that deepened Angela’s sense of rejection. Angela lay in bed, her sobs filling the silence until exhaustion finally claimed her.

The next morning, Angela rushed to the bathroom, retching violently. The nausea persisted, leaving her unable to keep anything down all day. After nearly a week of relentless nausea and vomiting, Angela finally decided to visit her doctor. The doctor confirmed her fears: it was morning sickness. Angela was pregnant.

When Angela shared the news with Matt, his reaction was anything but supportive, sparking yet another heated argument.

Matt’s voice was cold and accusing. "Whose is it?"

Angela stared at him in stunned disbelief, struggling to comprehend how he could be so cold.

Her voice trembled with fury as she shouted back at him.

"It’s yours, damn it! I haven’t been with anyone else!" she cried.

"That’s impossible!" he barked. "I’ve been using the rhythm method!"

"Well, I guess your rhythm was off!" she retorted sharply.

Her words sent him into a rage, and Angela's heart raced. She didn’t think he’d ever get violent, but now, she wasn’t so sure. His voice exploded with anger and venom as he shouted back at her.

"That’s it! I’m done with you and your little accident!" he snarled.

Matt stormed out, slamming the door so hard it rattled the walls. He returned only a few days later to collect his things, leaving Angela to pick up the pieces. Left with little choice, Angela moved back in with her parents, knowing she would need all the help she could get during her pregnancy. Her parents welcomed her back with open arms, their disdain for Matt intensifying after his recent actions. They had always known Angela to be honest and faithful, values they had instilled in her. Matt’s accusations felt both outrageous and deeply insulting.

Angela’s pregnancy was grueling. Morning sickness plagued her for all nine months, leaving her physically drained. Despite it all, she persevered, managing to keep her job as a secretary at an insurance company. She reminded herself that her child would need at least one reliable parent, and that thought kept her going through the toughest moments.

Three months before her due date, Matt called unexpectedly. He apologized for his behavior and said he wanted her back. He insisted on a paternity test and promised to take full responsibility if the child was his. Angela reluctantly agreed to his terms, despite her parents’ protests. She was determined not to raise her child alone if she could avoid it. The delivery was harrowing. At one point, the doctor gravely informed her she might have to choose between her own life and her baby’s. Angela made the heart-wrenching choice to save her child, but miraculously, the doctor managed to save them both.

The paternity test confirmed Matt was the father, leaving Angela both relieved and deeply confused. Could she have imagined everything that happened that night? The question haunted her, refusing to let go. Then, one night, three years later, Michael burst into her room, wide-eyed and trembling, saying he had woken to find wolves that walked like people surrounding his bed. "They looked like ghosts," he whispered. "One of them even talked to me, but I could only hear her voice in my head."

"Mommy," he continued, his voice shaking, "she said, 'Welcome.' What did she mean?"

Angela froze, staring at him in shock. It was all true; it had to be. How else could Michael describe something so eerily similar to her own experience? Matt groaned from his side of the bed, glancing at the glowing clock with irritation.

"Go back to bed," he muttered. "It’s 3 a.m., and I have to be up for work in a few hours."

Angela quietly led Michael back to his room and tucked him in. As she leaned down to smooth his blanket, something caught her eye. Michael’s once vibrant aqua-blue eyes had changed, now glowing with a golden-yellow hue—eyes like a wolf’s. Angela stared into his eyes, her mind racing with questions. Why had they changed? Shaking her head, she dismissed it as nothing to worry about, though unease lingered.

Michael stood before his mother, watching her drift into a distant stare. No matter what he said or did, she didn’t seem to notice him.

"Mom?" he called, his voice tinged with worry.

Michael gently touched her shoulder, giving it a small shake to bring her back.

"Mom, are you okay?" he asked softly.

Angela blinked, snapping out of her trance to find Michael’s concerned eyes locked on hers.

"Huh? Oh, yes, Mike, I’m sorry," she said, forcing a smile. "I was lost in thought. Did you need something?"

Michael gazed down at her, concern flickering in his eyes.

"I just wanted to say good night. It's 9:00, and we’re heading to bed," he said gently.

"Oh, good night, honey. I love you," Angela replied, her smile soft but distracted.

Michael leaned in, wrapping her in a warm hug before pressing a gentle kiss to her cheek.

"I love you too, Mom. I’ll see you in the morning," he said, his voice tinged with concern. "Are you sure you’re okay?"

"Yes, I’m fine," she reassured him. "I’ve just had a lot on my mind."

Alan and Lisa appeared at the hallway entrance, waving good night with relaxed smiles.

"Good night, Alan. Good night, Lisa," Angela called warmly.

As soon as Michael’s bedroom door clicked shut, Lisa pounced on him with playful ferocity, catching him off guard. He tumbled backward onto the bed, stunned by her enthusiasm. The thrill in her eyes matched his own; they didn’t have to sneak around anymore now that his mom knew. As they tangled together on the bed, their kisses deep and fervent, Lisa locked eyes with him, a fiery, mischievous glint lighting up her expression.

"I want you," she growled, her voice low and demanding. "I want it hard."

Michael, wide-eyed and eager to meet her intensity, scrambled to shed his clothes as Lisa did the same. They surrendered to their passion, moving with an unbridled fervor that left them breathless for well over an hour. Afterward, Lisa sprawled across him, her arm and leg draped lazily over his body as she caught her breath from the most intense session they’d ever shared. Physically spent and a little sore, Lisa felt a deep sense of satisfaction. She was glad for the chance to rest, knowing much more might leave her too sore to walk the next day—a thought that amused her as much as it awed her.

"That was incredible," she murmured, her voice tinged with amazement. "Where did that come from? You’ve never been that intense before. Whatever it was, I hope it sticks around."

Michael smiled softly, brushing a hand through her hair.

"Maybe," he said with a shrug, "it’s because I don’t have to hide anymore."

Lisa shrugged contentedly before snuggling closer, wrapping herself around him as he pulled her in just as tightly. With whispered good nights, they held each other close and let sleep take them.

The night offered little solace for Michael. The haunting visions that had tormented his sleep for so long returned with a vengeance. Each time he believed they couldn’t grow darker, they proved him wrong. He clung to the faint hope that one day, their meaning would reveal itself. As sleep claimed him, the familiar nightmares unfolded once more.

In his dream, he wandered the shadowy streets of downtown, the usual urchins drifting aimlessly through the night.

"Spare change, spare change," they muttered. "Hey, you got a nickel? I know you do."

Michael kept his head down, trying to steer clear. Out of the corner of his eye, he spotted gang members assaulting a woman in an alley and others stealing a car across the street after yanking out the driver. A police cruiser rolled by, its occupants indifferent to the chaos, or perhaps willfully blind. Michael had come to expect this—both in his dreams and in reality. He shook his head, despairing at the inhumanity around him. As always, the ground began to tremble, heralding what was to come. The tremors grew stronger as Michael's gaze turned instinctively to the northwest sky, the source of the impending devastation.

And there it was: a wave of fire, consuming the streets and obliterating everything in its path. As the firestorm approached, he felt its searing heat prickling his skin, growing more intense with each passing second. When the inferno finally engulfed him, it left him untouched. Everything around him burned, yet he remained unscathed. The buildings had transformed into grotesque, twisted shapes. The air reeked of charred flesh, and the agonized screams of a few survivors pierced the chaos.

Then, something new entered his nightmare—a horrifying addition. The sound of marching echoed through the streets as soldiers in skull-faced helmets emerged, their ranks filling the avenues. Terrified survivors fled in all directions, only to be gunned down mercilessly by the soldiers. Black-winged angels and demons swooped through the chaos, joining the brutal hunt with savage glee. The horror was overwhelming, yet Michael found himself unable to look away, trapped by the sheer terror of it all.

A deep, growling voice resonated behind him as a heavy paw rested firmly on his shoulder.

"Sickening, isn’t it?" the voice rumbled.

Turning his head, he saw a towering Black Wolf standing beside him. Michael's instinct screamed to flee, but his legs refused to obey. The sight triggered a memory—the wolves that had surrounded his bed when he was a boy. Was it truly a dream, or something more? The wolf gazed into Michael's eyes, its expression brimming with an unsettling yet soothing wisdom. Then, the wolf spoke again, its voice steady and commanding.

"The time of awakening is almost upon you, my son. Mankind has reached a point of no return—a bottomless pit of despair it cannot escape. What you see here is a glimpse of what lies ahead. It may be too late to stop this entirely, but not too late to save humanity, the children of Gaia. The power lies within you, and others like you. It is time for you to awaken!"

Suddenly, the Black Wolf gripped Michael's shoulder and began to shake him with its massive paw, jolting him like a force of nature.
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Chapter 2

​The Time Has Come
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Michael thrashed violently in his sleep, his movements so erratic that they startled Lisa awake. Concerned, she shook him gently, trying to pull him from his nightmare.

"Michael, wake up!" Lisa urged, her voice firm but filled with worry.

Startled, his eyes flew open to find Lisa leaning over him, her hands gripping his shoulders, shaking him awake.

"You were having a nightmare," Lisa said softly. "I’ve been trying to wake you. You were thrashing so much, I thought you might hurt yourself."

Michael reached for Lisa, pulling her into a tight embrace as tears slipped silently down his cheeks.

"What did he mean?" Michael murmured, his voice trembling. "He said, 'The time of the awakening is upon me.' It doesn’t make any sense."

"Who?" Lisa asked gently, brushing a hand against his arm.

"The Black Wolf," he replied, his voice barely above a whisper. "From my visions."

As if on cue, a soft knock echoed from the door, followed by his mother’s voice.

"Michael, honey? Can I talk to you for a minute?" Angela called from the hallway.

Michael glanced at the clock: 3 a.m. He turned back to Lisa, his expression clouded with confusion.

"I hope she’s okay," he murmured, then called out, "I’ll be right there, Mom. Just let me throw something on."

When he stepped into the kitchen, he found Angela sitting at the table, cradling a cup of coffee. Her face was etched with concern.

"You know that stuff’s going to keep you up all night," he teased, gesturing at her cup.

Angela glanced down at her coffee, a tired smile tugging at her lips. The dark circles under her eyes betrayed her sleepless night.

"I haven’t been able to sleep," she admitted. "There’s just so much on my mind. I couldn’t help overhearing your conversation—especially the part about the Black Wolf."

"Oh, Mom, it’s nothing," Michael said quickly. "Just a dream. Please don’t mention it to Dad."

Angela shook her head, a faint laugh escaping as if the thought amused her.

"Don’t worry, I wouldn’t tell that fruitcake anything," Angela said with a wry smile. "But I do need to talk to you about something—things that happened before you were born. I’ve been struggling with how to tell you."

Michael let out a heavy sigh, the kind that suggested he was bracing himself for a story he thought he already knew.

"Mom, does this have anything to do with Dad calling me your little accident?" he asked, his tone edged with irritation.

"Not entirely," Angela admitted, her voice softening. "There’s more to the story—things I didn’t tell you for your own protection."

Michael’s brow furrowed, his concern growing. He pulled out a chair, sat across from her, and leaned in, his curiosity now fully piqued.

"Mom, what do you mean?" he asked, his voice wavering slightly. "You’re starting to scare me."

Angela began recounting the events of the night she was abducted. She described the wolves in lab coats, their unsettling presence, and the mysterious tube filled with fluid. Michael’s stomach churned at the mention of the tube, a wave of nausea washing over him. By the time she finished, Michael sat frozen, his face a mixture of disbelief and astonishment at the incredible tale his mother had just shared. In the bedroom, Lisa sat on the bed, her eyes wide and her mouth slightly agape as she listened intently through the crack in the door. Michael pushed his chair back abruptly and rose to his feet, frustration radiating off him. The weight of what he had just heard left him teetering on the edge of anger.

"My father said I was crazy!" he exclaimed, his voice sharp with sarcasm. "Good to know it runs in the family."

Angela reached out, her hand trembling slightly, but Michael stepped back, avoiding her touch.

"Michael, I’m telling you the truth!" Angela's voice cracked with desperation.

"Come on, Mom," Michael said, exasperated. "Do you really expect me to believe alien wolves abducted you and that I’m the result of some weird experiment? For God’s sake, go to bed. That’s where I’m headed—I’ve got school in a few hours."

Running his fingers through his hair, Michael shook his head in disbelief as he walked away. Behind him, Angela hung her head, silent tears slipping down her cheeks. When Michael entered his room, he found Lisa sitting upright, her expression a mix of curiosity and concern.

"Did you hear any of that?" Michael asked, his voice tinged with frustration.

Lisa’s wide eyes and furrowed brow made her shock evident.

"Uh-huh," she murmured, nodding slowly. "Every word."

"And to think," Michael muttered, shaking his head, "the whole time my dad had me in therapy, she was the one who needed it."

Lisa’s expression turned contemplative, her gaze distant as she processed Angela’s words.

"But what if?" she whispered, almost to herself.

Michael tilted his head, curiosity flickering across his face.

"What do you mean, 'what if'?" he asked, his tone skeptical.

"What if it’s true? What if you really are some kind of alien wolf?" Lisa smirked, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "I mean, you are an animal in bed."

Michael ran his tongue over his teeth, smirking as though he should have seen it coming. Amused by Lisa’s jab, he thought to himself, "Paybacks are a bitch."

"That’s it," he growled playfully. "Now you’re gonna get it."

Lisa shrieked in surprise as Michael tossed aside his sweats and pounced. His relentless tickling soon dissolved into laughter, passionate kisses, and tender touches. Their playful antics carried on until the first rays of dawn nudged them to prepare for the day ahead.

Michael hugged his mom tightly and kissed her cheek before heading out to catch the bus. Crazy or not, she was still the center of his world. On the way to school, Alan muttered to himself, shaking his head as though lost in thought. Michael exchanged a puzzled glance with Lisa before turning his attention to Alan.

"Dude, what’s your problem?" Michael asked, raising an eyebrow. "You look like a total nutcase."

Alan glanced up, catching their confused stares.

"Huh? Oh, sorry," Alan said, snapping out of it. "I was thinking about this crazy dream I had. I was... well, with a bunch of hot naked strippers, and then out of nowhere, someone started yelling about alien wolves doing experiments on people. Then I woke up. What do you think it means?"

Michael blinked, utterly dumbfounded and unsure how to respond. Thankfully, Lisa stepped in to save him.

"It means you need to stop eating junk before bed," Lisa said with a smirk. "Now hurry up, or we’ll be late for school."

Alan chuckled and nodded in agreement.

"Yeah, you’re probably right," he admitted.

Lisa looked up at Michael with a warm smile, and he leaned down to kiss her softly.

"That’s why I love you," he murmured.

Lisa squeezed Michael’s hand, her smile growing brighter.

When they arrived at school, the band members were already waiting on the steps. Michael knew it was time to swallow his pride and apologize. Jason was the first to approach him.

"So, what was up with last night?" Jason asked, a teasing grin on his face. "Are you two good now, or should we call Dr. Phil to hear your sob story?"

Alan grinned, puffing out his chest theatrically.

"Nah, we’re good," Alan said with a smirk. "After you guys left, I kicked Michael’s ass, he gave me head, and we were all square."

Lisa wrinkled her nose, her face twisting in mock disgust.

"I knew something was going on between you two," she teased.

Michael gave Alan a light shove, rolling his eyes.

"Yeah, well, I remember it being the other way around," Michael quipped.

Jason grimaced, holding up a hand as if to ward off the conversation.

"TMFI! You two are seriously messed up," he groaned.

The bell rang, and the group began to disperse toward their classes. Jason lingered for a moment, turning back with a question.

"So, are we still good for the concert tonight?" he asked.

"Absolutely," Alan said enthusiastically.

"Alright, just checking. See you all after school," Jason said, waving as he headed off.

The group exchanged waves as they split up for class. Michael and Lisa shared a quick kiss before parting, her fingers brushing lightly through his hair.

"Don’t let all that stuff your mom said last night about wolves and test-tube alien babies get to you," Lisa said softly. "She’s just under a lot of stress."

She spoke in a hushed tone, hoping no one else would overhear. Unfortunately, Alan, returning with a question for Michael, caught the tail end of her comment. His eyes widened, and a mischievous grin spread across his face.

"I knew I heard something about that last night!" Alan exclaimed. "I wasn’t dreaming!"

Lisa’s face fell as she turned to find Alan wide-eyed, pointing at them dramatically. He sidled up beside Michael and gestured for him to lean in. Reluctantly, Michael obliged, bracing himself for whatever Alan was about to say.

"Dude, you’re a test-tube doggy," Alan teased, a wicked grin spreading across his face.

Michael lunged to grab Alan, but he was already sprinting down the hall. Michael and Lisa chased after him, laughing as Alan darted into his classroom and slammed the door. Through the window, he stuck out his tongue and made goofy faces before retreating to his seat.

After school, they hurried home to get ready for the concert. Michael kept stealing glances at Alan, half-expecting him to crack another joke. He trusted Alan wouldn’t spread rumors, but he knew this revelation had armed him with enough material to tease Michael for weeks. Lisa, who lived next door, told Michael she’d see him in an hour after freshening up. Meanwhile, Alan and Michael rushed to get ready, even though they had four hours until the concert. Neither wanted to risk running late. Angela prepared dinner at five, knowing they had plans later. The meal was quiet and tense, the weight of the morning’s conversation still lingering in the air.

Angela glanced at Michael from across the table, her expression soft yet hesitant.

"I’m sorry for dropping all that on you last night, Michael," Angela said quietly. "I know it’s a lot to process."

"It’s okay, Mom," Michael replied, his tone uncertain. "I just didn’t know what to say. What were you expecting?"

"I wasn’t expecting anything," Angela said. "I just thought you deserved to know."

Alan wandered into the room, towel-drying his hair as he sat down at the table.

"Know what?" Alan asked, looking between them.

"Nothing, man," Michael said dismissively. "Mom was just upset about some things my dad said when I was born. Stuff about me being her little accident."

Alan turned to Angela, his expression softening.

"Oh, Mom," Alan said gently, "don’t let it get to you. We all know what an asshole that guy is. He can’t hurt you anymore."

Alan placed a hand on Michael’s shoulder, his smirk growing wider. Michael closed his eyes, bracing himself for the verbal jab he knew was coming.

"All forms of logic are alien to that guy," Alan quipped, his tone dripping with mockery.

Angela managed a halfhearted smile, squeezing Michael’s hand for reassurance. Michael shot Alan a glare and growled under his breath, met with Alan’s ever-mischievous grin. The sound of the front door knob turning drew their attention, and they turned to see Lisa step inside.

"Mmm, smells amazing. What’s for dinner?" Lisa asked, inhaling deeply.

Angela gestured to the pot of spaghetti on the table.

"It’s spaghetti. Want some?"

"No thanks," Lisa replied. "We’ve got to get going. It’s an hour to the concert, and there’ll be a line."

"You sure? There’s plenty," Angela offered.

"You know I love your spaghetti, but we really have to go," Lisa said with a regretful smile.

Michael and Alan wiped their mouths and carried their plates to the sink. Angela waved them toward the door.

"Just leave the plates, guys. I’ll clean up," Angela insisted.

OK, Mom.

Michael walked over and wrapped his arms around Lisa, lifting her effortlessly. She giggled, wrapping her legs around his waist as their lips met. He pulled back, his eyes scanning her outfit with a playful, hungry grin.

"You know how much I love it when you dress like a rocker chick," he murmured. "Maybe later, we can put those spiked cuffs to good use."

"You know I wear it just for you," Lisa teased, her voice low and sultry.

Michael kissed her again before gently setting her down, a satisfied smile on his face. Meanwhile, Alan, who had been watching the entire exchange, was now grinning as his eyes lingered conspicuously on Lisa’s outfit.

It looks like it's cold outside.

Lisa leaned forward, her playful demeanor unmistakable as she batted her eyes at them, a teasing smile playing on her lips.

"Mmm, I know," she teased, her tone dripping with mock seduction. "Who wants to help keep me warm?"

Michael and Alan exchanged amused looks, though Michael quickly slapped Alan’s hand away when he reached out jokingly.

No! My job!

Ah man, you’re no fun, but it's okay; you’re still my DOG.

Lisa and Angela burst into laughter. Michael shook his head, muttering under his breath about Alan's never-ending jokes. Angela gave each of them a hug before they headed out the door, waving goodbye.

"You kids be careful tonight," Angela called after them.

"We will," Michael assured her.

They arrived at the concert just as the line began forming. Though it wasn’t particularly long, the biting cold made every minute feel slower. As they neared the entrance, Alan noticed a group of guys across the street pointing in their direction, their crude comments about Lisa clearly audible. He tugged on Michael’s shirt, catching his attention. Michael turned to Alan, who pointed across the street where the group of guys had stood, their posturing and crude remarks making their intentions clear.

They’ve been pointing over here and saying some disrespectful things about Lisa.

Michael's expression darkened as he glared across the street, his protective instincts flaring at the sight of the rowdy group.

"Wait here," he growled, already starting to move toward the street.

Before he could step off the curb, Lisa grabbed his arm, stopping him in his tracks.

"Don’t waste your time on those jerks. Besides, I can handle myself," Lisa said confidently.

With a smirk, Lisa strutted to the curb, turned sharply, and slapped her hip with a playful defiance.

"You losers want this, don’t you?!" she taunted, her tone dripping with mockery.

She spun back around, taunting further with exaggerated gestures, her confidence unshaken.

"My guy’s got more in his pants than you could ever dream of!" she shouted, eliciting laughter from the onlookers.

The crowd in line erupted in laughter as Lisa sauntered back toward Michael and Alan, her grin triumphant. One of the punks slammed his beer to the ground and stormed toward them. Michael instinctively stepped forward, but the bouncer intervened, holding him back. The bouncer seized the punk by the collar, effortlessly shoving him back before turning to usher Michael, Alan, and Lisa inside.

"Don’t worry, I’ve got this. You three go enjoy your night," the bouncer assured them.

Lisa glanced up at the bouncer and flashed a grateful smile.

"Thanks," she said sincerely.

"Don’t mention it. I’ve been itching for some action tonight," he replied with a grin.

The bouncer cracked his knuckles menacingly and stepped toward the punks, who were still shouting and gesturing at Michael and Lisa. Michael chuckled, shaking his head as he draped an arm around Lisa and led her inside.

The concert was electrifying. While the opening act, Limp Bizkit, left much to be desired, Five Finger Death Punch brought the house down. Michael hoisted Lisa onto his shoulders, her laughter infectious as she waved enthusiastically at the lead singer. She sang along, occasionally running her fingers through
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