Holy crap, this is long. Haha. But I’ll make my way through it. I’m gonna be a little bit harsher than normal just because you’re awesome and you can handle it. I’ve also noticed that you’ve gotten some pretty positive reviews, so I know this is gonna be awesome.

Forbidden Violets 
By Angel of Death 

Chapter 1: The Chosen 

Night sheathed the world in black, and dusted the sky with countless children of the moon.
 It was cold outside. Not even the shimmery, silver fur that lined my back,
 could keep me warm. We were running for what seemed like hours, traversing through the desolate lands of our kingdom. Above me loomed the forest towers, whose leaves danced hand in hand with the wind. 

Crickets whistled their sweet melody, one that I have loved ever since I was a child. It reminded me of the times when my mother and I would run through the tall grasses in the backyard of our house in the countryside. We'd chase the stars and pass out on the hills just beyond our house. Sometimes, if the nights were magical enough
, she'd tell me stories of our history. My favorite was the one of the North Star. I missed her. If I didn't believe she was staring at the same ivory star,
 then the tears that forced their way to the surface would have freely fallen down my cheeks. 

A howl echoed through the forest, bringing my pack to a stop. In unison, heads varying in color and beauty cocked back and set free a sound similar to the howl before their's. Unwillingly, I pushed my way through the crowd towards the regal creature who
 released the first call. His posture strong and his appearance magnificent. Nobody in the pack had his rich ebony fur or his calm blue eyes. He was unique in every sense of the word. Even though I've seen my father in this form millions of times, I always managed to be awed. 

When he was in touching distance, I bowed to show my respect and then placed my paw on his shoulder. He shrank back, sweeping my mind with confusion. Before I could ask what was wrong, he in return, bowed down to me. This was something that he never done before. 

Already, I could feel the changes. As my cheeks warmed with nervousness, I found my eyes roaming the crowd. Everyone else was bowing before me as well. This wasn't an unusual act, because to me, this was a sign that they respected me. But again, that uneasy feeling took over me. They were no longer bowing because I was their princess, but because, as it was prophesied, I was the Chosen
. 

The silvery shadow touched the crown of my father's head, making
 him transform into a human. Sometimes it was weird seeing my people in human form. Their soft skin wasn't as beautiful as the fur that graces our backs. Their hearts were exposed freely to the world, making it easy for death to take them. It was impossible to think that they once ruled over us. 

My father wrinkled 
with age and his black locks turned a grayish white as time passed. He was an avid runner and
 as the lead hunter, his body was well toned. But as his breathing roughened and his heart slowed, everyone knew that one day his time would come. 

I met my father's proud eyes, fear lining my irises. He was smiling, making his face wrinkle even more. As I slowly changed into human form, he parted his frail lips to speak. 

"On this night, the Goddess, Selene, gave birth to us. She shed love to a species of hungry killers, to create a race of triumph. We are her children and on this night, she will be reincarnated," 

My father's voice wove through the trees, making the leaves flutter. Yells of excitement escaped from the lips
 of so many of my people. They were more excepting of what was soon to come than I was. They truly believed in every word that was delivered to their ears. If I were the wolf I was years ago, I would have too. These legends are nothing but myths painted with useless prophecies. 

I felt the atmosphere change beside me. It was more warm where it should have been cold. Hesitantly, I turned around to find that things do get worse. There, stood Alexandru, the man that I was supposed to marry. His dark bronze hair was pulled back into a ponytail and his ocean green eyes were burning holes through my soul. Light veiled his chest in alabaster, making my eyes peruse his body. It was nicely toned, and firm. He was beautiful. When I noticed I was staring, I quickly averted my eyes and turned away. Through a peripheral peek, I could see a smile playing on his full angel's lips. The amused look in his eyes made the blood coursing through my veins crash against my cheeks. 

"Hello Corina," he said, entwining my hand with his. 

Our hands rose slowly towards his lips, making my cheeks flush even deeper. I wanted to pull away, and run off into the night, but everyone was watching. I could feel their eyes boring into my back. After he released my hand, I tried to politely turn away. But Alexandru wasn't having it. He pulled me towards him , and before I could protest, our lips met. 

I felt nothing but disgust. Although the heat from the friction our lips created
, made me want to kiss back, I didn't. There were no fireworks going off behind my eyelids. I didn't love him. 
As I kept my mouth as still as stone, Alexandru began to force me to join in the embrace. Soon, I found my lips moving in synchronized fashion with his. 

Tears burned in my eyes. I did not want to be forced to marry someone I could never love. There were millions of women in my pack who would love to have him because of his mysterious charm and good looks. But I was different. I believed in love. 

Cheers heightened the longer we kissed each other. Love was sacred among my people, but it was excused when the prophecies got involved. If we looked like we were in love, then people would trust us to lead them. A butterfly gave birth to millions of wings in my stomach. I didn't like lying. 

Alexandru released me, his eyes filled to the brim with pleasure. He moved a strand of hair from in front of my eyes and then gently pushed my head up to the moon. 

"Beautiful," he whispered, staring intently into my eyes. 

* 

The night was lined with goblets of wine and meats of delicious variety. Music moved with our feet, attuned with the beat of the forest's heart. Ilonea, my father's seventh wife, danced with me, but only because she thought I was lonely. Out of all of my father's wives, Ilonea was the only one that I really admired. She listened to me when I needed someone to listen. Unlike my father, she cared about what I wanted. So when I told her I didn't want to dance with Alexandru, she gladly took my hands and twirled in the delightful aroma of the feast. 

"Besides his looks, he is very strong and respectable," Ilonea whispered, averting her eyes. 

I slowly followed her gaze over towards a group of people who were dancing on a hill. Among them was Alexandru, his ponytail now free from it's
 hold. He was dancing with my promiscuous cousin, Ana. They seemed to be having fun but Ana was really into it. She tried coaxing Alexandru closer but he kept a discreet distance. Then, his eyes locked with mine, sending chills down my spine. Embarrassed, I looked away and continued dancing with Ilonea. 

"Yeah, he's a keeper
," I said, sighing. 

Ilonea smiled, making her rosy cheeks even more rosy
. Her brown eyes laughed, beckoning a smirk to form under my nose. We continued to dance, laughing at our sloppy steps. I was just about to dip Ilonea, when I found myself pinned down to the ground by something heavy. 

The smell of fresh pine tickled my nose, making the blood boil under my skin. Blond hair caressed my cheeks, shimmering white in the moon's shadow. 

"Hello cousin," Daniel said, smiling. 

Furious, I shrugged him off of me and let him get a two second head start. He took off, grass crunching under his feet. Adrenaline pounding through my soul, I sprinted towards him. As I changed, I felt freer than I did before. It was as if all the chains that bound me to the prophecy was
 cut. 

I could still see Daniel's golden tan fur bouncing along in front of me.He was quicker than me, but I knew that once we stopped, he'd be mine. 

We ran along our lands, careful not to touch those of the humans. The last time someone didn't follow the boundaries they were killed. Out of breath, I stopped and howled, ordering Daniel to stop as well. Even though he was older than me, my rank was more important than his. He had to listen to me. 

"So, when's the wedding?" he asked, teasingly. 

He was already in human form, and as always, he was utterly annoying. The stars beat down on my back, guiding me as I changed. My dark hair fell like a veil in front of my face. I shook my head and waltzed over towards Daniel, who was sitting down on the ground. 

"I'm not getting married," I replied, sitting beside him. 

"Really? Then how come he..." Daniel started. 

I growled, which pretty much shut him up. 

"Remember the story of the North Star?" he asked, touching my shoulder. 

"Yes, its my favorite," I retorted. 

"Well, legend has it that its the North Star that guides us home but what about the Moon?" he continued, standing up. 

"What about it?" I asked, confused. 

"Exactly," he replied, walking away. 

I looked after Daniel confusedly, then got up and ran to join him. His gaze was intent as he stared at the soft brown soil that squished between his bare toes. In tired curls, his hair fell around his face, bouncing with each step he took. Unlike his sister, Ana, he was gorgeous. His almond shaped eyes blazed a fiery brown, matching the shade of honey or burning oak. Under his fireplaces, sat a straight nose, that set the structure of his jaw and full lips. When I looked at Daniel, I sometimes questioned my own beauty. 
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