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  Preface


This book didn’t exist until I wrote some backstory for “Visions and Illusions.” A mention turned into a paragraph and then a full story. I was so eager to write it that I didn’t want to touch “A Stormy Path” at first. Although it didn’t come together easily, I loved bringing this story to life and sharing it with readers. 
Thank you, MiblArt, for creating another fantastic cover, updating the map, and designing the title page.






  
  Pronunciation Guide


Hanarthar – Haw-nar-thar

Landaro – Lan-dar-oh

Lythannen – Lih-than-nen

Roechellar – Roh-shel-lar

Torrannon – Tor-ran-non

Tyringild – Ty-rin-gild
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  Prologue


Hail’s chest burned with every labored breath. She slowed her pace and dove into a patch of hawthorn bushes. The seer wolf pricked up her ears and, through a blurry gaze, searched the dark landscape behind her. The only sounds were crickets singing, two owls hooting, and her panting. No one was following her. 
She winced as pain radiated from her right side and the back of her neck. Blood stained her silver fur and dripped to the ground. But no pain was worse than the agony in her heart. 
Juniper, the love of her life, was dead.
Hail shook, and her legs folded beneath her. Why did this have to happen to her?

      [image: ]“I’m so excited that I’m going to be a father. What should we call the pups?” Juniper asked as they walked side by side down the road, heading home from a mission. His tail had been wagging nonstop since she’d told him she was pregnant.
“Isn’t it a little early to be coming up with names, my love?” Hail asked.
He wagged his tail harder. “I don’t think so.” 
The mission had been Juniper’s, and Hail tagged along with her gray-furred mate. They had led a young girl home after she’d gotten lost in the woods while picking spring flowers. The trees were full of fresh green leaves, and new life was bursting from its winter dormancy. 
The sun was halfway down, and a chilly wind blew as darkness crept in. They could travel through the night until they grew tired. The mission had been on the other side of the kingdom of Hanarthar, so they wouldn’t reach Lythannen, their forest home, until tomorrow morning. 
“All right, then,” Hail said. “What do you want to call our pups?”
Juniper thought for a moment. “Buckeye, Willow, Brutus. I like those. How about you?”
“Hmm, maybe Rain, Spring, Moonbeam. I don’t know. I need to see them before I decide.”
Juniper rubbed his cheek against hers and licked her muzzle. His brown eyes glowed with joy. “I love you so much. I can’t wait to raise pups with you.”
Warmth filled her chest. Hail opened her mouth to answer, but then there was a clatter behind them, as though a rock had fallen. They both stopped and turned around. Hail sniffed the air and watched. There were no other unusual noises or scents, but something wasn’t right. 
Her mate must have felt it too, because he pinned his ears back and held his tail straight out. He took a few steps toward where the sound had come from. A garter snake emerged from the undergrowth and slithered quickly across the road, as though something had scared it. Long shadows from the trees hid whatever lurked among them.
Hail’s hackles rose. “Juniper, let’s get off the road.”
He looked at her, and then his eyes widened. “Hail, move!”
She didn’t have time to react before a weight slammed onto her back, and teeth sank into the back of her neck. Hail squealed and shook to try to dislodge the black-furred panther on top of her, but it dug its claws into her pelt. 
“Get off her!” Juniper yelled.
Her mate grabbed the panther’s neck in his jaws and pulled. Hail dropped to the ground as hard as she could. Juniper yanked the panther off, and she yelped as lines of pain ripped across her right side. Fur was missing where the panther’s claws had scratched her. 
It fought with Juniper, both growling furiously. Hail went to help when a man with short brown hair, wearing dark-green clothes and a brown cloak, ran out from the tree line on the right. 
He grinned. “I’ve been waiting so long to catch a seer wolf, and now I get two.” He held out a hand, and a ball of lightning formed in his palm. The man was a sorcerer.
Hail snarled even as fear shot through her. “I wouldn’t be so confident about that.”
Juniper yelped. The panther was on top of him. Hail ran to help, but the ground in front of her exploded, throwing up a plume of dust and stones. She coughed and looked back at the sorcerer. He formed another ball of lightning in his hand and extended his arm toward her. She leaped aside to avoid the magic. 
Juniper rushed past her and lunged at the sorcerer, knocking him to the ground. Her mate had a deep gash across his chest from which blood was streaming and soaking into his fur.
She took a step toward him, but Juniper looked at her with fear in his eyes. “Go! Run!”
Hail sprinted toward the tree line, and the panther pursued her. Juniper tackled it, and she stopped. She didn’t want to leave him behind.
“Keep going, Hail! I’ll be right behind you!” 
Hail ran into the woods, but then she heard a loud yelp. She stopped and looked back. Juniper lay still on the ground, a knife sticking out of his side and the sorcerer crouching over him.
“No! Juniper!” Her chest tightened, her legs trembled, and her vision blurred. 
The sorcerer and the panther looked at her, and Hail turned and fled, barely able to see where she was going. There was nothing she could do for Juniper without risking her life and the lives of her unborn pups. Stems scraped her as she crashed through the undergrowth. She thought she heard sounds of pursuit, but then it was quiet.

      [image: ]Hail stayed in the hawthorn bushes all night—awake, alert, and missing the warmth of her mate. She’d licked the wounds she could reach, and they stopped bleeding. Fortunately, there was no damage to her belly. Burrs and thorns littered her coat, but she didn’t care to remove them right now.
As the sun rose, she couldn’t muster the strength to stand. How could she go on? But she had to think about the pups inside her. They weren’t safe out here. It was time to go home.
Reluctantly, Hail stood and stepped out of the bushes. The warm rays of the morning sun should have felt comforting, but they weren’t. Hail scanned the area to make sure there was no danger nearby. Then she looked in the direction she’d run from. 
“I love you, too, Juniper. I was so excited to raise pups with you.” She walked home through the vibrant springtime woods with her tail drooping and her thoughts filled with anguish. 






  
  One


Omen wobbled to the entrance of the den he shared with his family. His two-week-old puppy legs still needed to get stronger. A warm breeze ruffled his black-and-gray fur. He inhaled the rich scents of the springtime forest of Lythannen and marveled at the lush green foliage. 
The den site was filled with seer wolves. They chatted with each other, groomed, shared prey, or napped in the sun. The middle was a flat clearing, and the land rose around it, forming a small hill on all sides. Fifteen dens were dug into the slopes. 
Omen hadn’t seen the smaller sites on either side yet, where there were just as many dens in each one, although not all of them were being used. Climbing the hill was his next big challenge. The older wolves bounded up and down with little effort. Soon, that would be him. A gust of wind unbalanced Omen, and he sat with a growl. 
He kept watching, curiosity filling his amber eyes. Two larger pups, who were a month older, ran around the clearing, chasing each other and wrestling. Omen wished he could join in, but he was too little. 
If only he had littermates. He was the sole survivor of his litter. From what he’d heard, his mother, a forty-five-year-old black wolf with green eyes named Clover, had been sick almost the entire time she was pregnant. She hadn’t eaten well for weeks and was so thin that her ribs showed. She’d gone to the spring near the dens for a drink.
His littermates had been Sable, Winterberry, and Warrior. Omen wasn’t sure if he had any memories of them in the brief time that they’d been alive. His father, Echo, had three littermates. His mother also had three littermates, as well as two younger sisters.
Omen spotted his father, a forty-year-old gray wolf with brown eyes, trotting down the hill on the opposite side of the clearing. Then the older wolf ran toward the large, smooth-topped rock formation that jutted out from the hillside to Omen’s right. His father leaped and landed nimbly on the rock. 
Echo was the pack leader. Normally, Omen would be in line for the position after both of his parents, but his mother had no interest in it. So, as their oldest pup—actually, their only pup—he would be the next leader one day.
His father looked down at him, wagged his tail, and had a soft, loving expression on his face. Then a brown wolf named Alder bounded down the hill and headed straight for the rock, his hackles raised. 
“A sorcerer attacked me on my way back from my mission,” he said, his yellow eyes flashing with anger. “It was only by luck that I escaped through some blackberry bushes. I’ll be picking thorns out of my fur for the next few days. Why do we bother with humans anymore?”
“No matter the danger, we cannot shirk our duty,” Omen’s father said.
Alder narrowed his eyes. “I say we stop going on missions, and let the humans figure out their troubles by themselves. You have to see that that makes sense. How many more of us will have to die carrying out this duty? You should be doing more to protect us.”
His father’s hackles rose. Omen shifted his paws and trembled.
Chestnut, a light-brown wolf with yellow eyes, came to stand by the rock. He growled at Alder. “You can’t speak to my brother like that.”
Omen’s father stood tall. “Being Clover’s brother does not grant you authority over the pack, and you will not sow dissent. Do you understand me?”
The wolves at the den site had stopped what they were doing and stared at Alder and Echo, their ears pricked forward. Some exchanged nervous glances. 
Alder glared at Omen’s father for a moment before lowering his head. “I understand.”
Omen let out a breath. This was the first time he’d heard of sorcerers attacking his packmates, although he didn’t know what a sorcerer was. 
His father looked at the rest of the wolves. “I know these are dangerous times with sorcerers hunting us while we do our important work in the kingdoms, but we must honor the visions we receive at the full moons and carry out our missions. We will make it through this as long as we stand united. Our courage and our strength are what will help us prevail. And we must continue looking after one another, even if only one wolf howls for help alone.”
The warmth of pride filled Omen’s little body, and he sat up straighter. One day, he would be a brave leader like his father.
Omen’s mother came around the rock. “Come on, little one. Let’s go back into the den.”
“Mother, what are sorcerers, and why are they hunting us?”
She sat. “They’re humans who wield a different kind of magic from ours. You don’t need to worry about them right now, though. Remember that most humans don’t approve of harming us, and we stay away from any that do.” 
He puffed out his chest. “When I’m the leader, I’ll make sure that any sorcerer who dares to hurt us regrets it.”
His mother licked him on the head. “I’m sure you will, but first, how about a nap?” She yawned.
“As long as you rest, too. Then maybe you’ll feel better.”
“All right, then.”
Omen curled up next to his mother’s belly and stared out the entrance of the den. He would do everything he could to protect the pack. But if he planned to fight sorcerers, he needed to climb the hill first.
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