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A Different Kind of Person
by RebaK1tten

Summary

Stiles is ten, his mother is dying, his father isn't dealing and he spends a lot of time alone.
Tonight, it's a good thing when he goes to spy on the Hale family.

Notes

See the end of the work for notes
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Chapter 1

He could think of being home alone as boring or scary, but lately it’s been kind of a relief.

Scary is being alone with his mother. Even in the hospital, even when she’s so weak it’s
obvious she won’t be around much longer, she can still be scary. Scary when she yells at him,
trying to push him away from her, or worse when she grabs him, yelling, “You’re a monster!
You can’t be left alive, you’re a monster!” and the nurses have to pull her off.

Or his father pulls her off, pulling her into a hug. Sure, he tells her, “He’s not a monster,
Claudia, it’s Stiles. He’s our son, he’s your son, it’s the illness talking…”

But he’s hugging her and Stiles is left rubbing his arm or his neck where she’s grabbed him.
So yeah, being alone is fine.

 

His father is downstairs asleep in his recliner. Asleep is better than saying he’s passed out
again. Hospital visiting hours are over and he came home and promptly drank his stinky
whiskey until he fell asleep. Home with his father is the same as being home alone.

Being alone means he can wander the town for a bit, be by himself with no one questioning
him. Sure he could go with Scott, but if something happens and they have to run for it, Scott
ends up having an asthma attack. He loves Scott and Scott is a frigging ray of sunshine, but
sometimes Stiles doesn’t need a ray of sunshine. He needs to wander by himself and study
the town and try to figure out why it’s such a strange place.

His favorite place is the preserve, which isn’t that far from his house, not when he’s on his
bicycle.  He’s dressed in black (like a ninja!) and peddles fast, sticking to the side roads and
paths that leads him there as quickly as possible. Tonight he wants to see if he can get close
to the Hales’ house and see what he can learn about them. It’s not just curiosity, not only that.
He needs to watch them because he’s pretty sure they’re vampires. They’re something
certainly. Maybe the monsters his mother thinks about, although if they are vampires or
monsters or something, they seem to be okay ones. He goes to school with one of the Hale
daughters, Cora. She’s tough and feisty and she doesn’t make fun of Scott’s asthma and
doesn’t slam him into the lockers like some people do.

But he’s also seen her angry and one time her eyes went this weird gold color before she shut
them and turned away, muttering under her breath. Okay, she had a good reason, someone
was making fun of her older brother, Derek, talking about how he has all the good looks in
the family and how even the teachers look at him and she got mad. Mad enough to turn away
with a weird growly noise and Stiles absolutely knows he saw her eyes flash gold, which was
weird, but Stiles won’t tell anyone.

Okay, there’s the question about how they can be outside during the day, but Stiles has read a
lot about it and that seems to have started with Hollywood movies, not facts. Okay again,
facts about vampires might be questionable at best, but there’s really nothing that says they



automatically blow up when they’re in the sun. Cora doesn’t run track or anything, so it’s not
like she’s outside during the middle of the day.

It’s all confusing and interesting and now he’s at the Hale house, parking his bike in a small
copse of trees a few yards from the house.

He’s quiet for a moment, trying to get his bearings and then he hears something and smells
something. There’s noises around him and he smells… he smells something that smells like
gasoline or something that shouldn’t be there in the woods.

It’s darker in the preserve, even with the stars and lights shining from the house. Nine o’clock
at night in the preserve is darker than the roads he took to get here. After a minute his eyes
adjust and he can see people creeping around; there’s no other word for it. They’re also in
black, ski masks over their faces as they scurry around the house, dropping something he
can’t quite see behind them.

But the smell of gasoline is strong and he watches as a woman approaches the house holding
what he knows is a five gallon can of gasoline. It’s bright red and stands out in the darkness
the same way the woman’s long, shiny hair does. Everything about her screams, “Look at
me!” and he watches and hates her on sight.

The Hales may be vampires, but that’s no reason to do whatever it is that she’s planning to do
and before he can stop himself, before he lets himself overthink it, he runs out, screaming,
“Hey! What’re you doing? Stop that!” and he throws himself at her, grunting as they both hit
the ground.

He smells the gas as it spills on the ground and on both of them, giving a quick thought that
this might not be a good thing. Generally, when people have cans of gasoline and are up to no
good, they probably have a fire starter with them as well.

“The fuck?” the woman sputters, trying to push him off. “Get off me, who are you, are you
one of their mutts?” She grabs his chin, turning his face towards her and he wrinkles his nose
at the sneer on her face.

“You shouldn’t be here, you’re bad!” he yells, and he knows as soon as he says it that it’s
stupid, but he didn’t have time to come up with a real bad-ass script.

She pushes him off as though he weighs nothing, contempt in her voice. “Jesus, you’re just a
kid!”

Before he can answer, although he’s got nothing original to say (and ‘Yipee kay-ah,
motherfucker’ is the only thing he can think of) there’s someone or something much larger
pulling him away from the woman and Stiles can hear noises all around them.

The thing, and it can only be described as a thing, throws the woman against a tree and Stiles
hears her bones break as she shrieks. She’s not the only one making noises, screams come
from around the house and he tries to watch everything happening around him. He sees
someone running from the house and manages to get his legs under him and he runs after the



figure, jumping on its back, tackling him as the man wiggles and punches him in the ribs and
the head and Stiles shakes his head, trying to clear it.

He smells more gasoline and then there’s a woman at his side, pulling the man off him. The
woman’s face is twisted, like some type of animal, with fangs that bite into the man’s neck
and when she pulls away blood sprays everywhere, and Stiles feels the warm spray on his
face.

He looks away in time to see the man he saw at first with the woman. She’s screaming and
trying to fight him and it looks like he’s playing with her – Stiles thinks of a cat with a
mouse. It’s obvious who will win, but like a mouse she doesn’t give up. She kicks the can of
gasoline and Stiles can see it splash up the man’s leg and sees her smile as she tries to reach
into a pocket.

He knows what she’s looking for, the same thing he has in his pocket, a lighter. He’s not
supposed to have it, but it was ninety-nine cents at the 7-11 and free with his five-finger
discount. He yells “Move!” and hope the man knows he’s calling to him. With claws and
fangs showing, this doesn’t seem like someone with whom you want to have a
misunderstanding.

The man apparently does understand, moving back and Stiles quickly gets a stick lit and
throws it at the woman, praying it works and praying he doesn’t have so much gas on him
that he catches on fire as well.

Surprisingly, it works, one of the few things in his life that does.

He can do nothing but watch as the woman catches on fire. He watches her clothes catch first,
flames red and yellow and then she screams as her hair catches on fire and it’s probably the
worst thing he’s ever seen.

Or smelled.

Before he can think too much about it (and he’ll think about it for a while) the man is next to
him and then in front of him, blocking his view. “Boy? Boy, are you okay, are you hurt?” the
man asks, squatting in front of him, patting Stiles’ arms. He looks like an ordinary man again,
no sign of fangs or claws and if it weren’t for the blood on him, Stiles wouldn’t know he ever
looked any different. He reaches out and Stiles turns his head, watching the man’s hand rest
on his shoulder. It’s nice, comforting, being touched like this. Gently and with such care and
concern. “Can you talk? What’s your name?”

Stiles nods, keeping his eyes on the hand on his shoulder. “Stiles. Stiles Stilinski. That’s not
my real name, but that’s what everyone calls me because my real name is kinda hard and no
one can say it right.” It’s a speech he’s given over and over.

The man chuckles, giving his shoulder a squeeze before he removes it, leaving Stiles bereft.
“Stiles it is.” The man stands, nodding once as the woman Stiles saw earlier approaches.
“Talia, this is Stiles. It seems we owe him a bit of thanks for sounding the alarm.”



She studies him and he tries his best to keep eye contact even though there’s something that
makes him want to bow his head to her. “Yes, we certainly do.” She squats so they’re eye-to-
eye and it’s only the bit of blood on her shirt that makes this seem strange, or perhaps
stranger. “It’s nice to meet you, Stiles. I’m Talia Hale. I see you’ve already met Peter.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he says, thinking of Cora and how these two must be her parents. He can see
the resemblance in the dark hair and eyes from her mother. Peter looks a bit different, hair
lighter and curls around his neck, but they have the same smile – and they certainly had the
same fangs and claws.  “Are you vampires? I mean, if that’s not too personal or
something…” Perhaps this isn’t the right time to ask.

Peter chuckles and glances at Talia before he answers. “No, Stiles, we’re not vampires. Is that
what you thought? And while we’re certainly glad you were here to alert us to… to the
problem, why are you here? Isn’t this a bit late for a young man your age to be out? How old
are you? If that’s not too personal.”

Stiles stands as tall as he can, chin up as he says, “I don’t know what you are, but I saw the
fangs and you, you might be monsters or something. Are you? And I’m ten, I think that’s old
enough to be outside, it’s not really late, not really.”

Talia and Peter exchange a looks before Talia says, “As I said, we’re grateful you were here.”
She looks up as another man approaches, pulling her into a hug. So maybe Peter isn’t her
husband, Stiles thinks. He knows there’s a lot of people living in the house, that’s part of the
rumors in town, so many family members, generations in ways that most families in Beacon
Hills don’t do. “Is everything okay, David? The children?” she asks the man, who has his
face buried in her neck, and Stiles looks down, somehow knowing they deserve privacy.

“Everyone’s okay. I’ve called Laura, she and Derek are on their way. I’ll, um, I’ll get things
cleared up; perhaps Peter can help.”

The three turn away from him, talking quietly and Stiles suddenly feels exhausted, feeling
everything that happened during the day. Getting his breakfast and packing lunch for a long
school day. Visiting his mother at the hospital, doing homework as she mumbled about
people he’s never heard of, and who may not exist. Home by himself for dinner. Father home
and then coming here to watch a family attacked and a woman burned to death – a woman he
set on fire.

“Stiles, are you okay?” Peter asks, kneeling in front of him. “I think I should probably take
you home, don’t you think?”

“He’s the Sheriff’s son,” David says quietly. “I think there’s…”

Talia nods, saying nothing and Stiles knows they know. About his mother’s illness and his
father’s whatever it is. The Stilinski family, falling apart, famous in the way people’s personal
tragedies are in small towns.

“I can ride my bike home, that’s how I got here,” he says, gesturing towards where he thinks
his bike is. “I’m… I’m glad you’re okay. I’m glad I was here tonight. I don’t know what
happened, but I won’t tell anyone, I promise.”



“You know,” Peter says, still on his knees, smile on his face, blood on his cheek. “You know,
we’re not monsters, not at all. We’re just… there’s different kinds of people. But we’re
people, just like you.”

Stiles nods because he knows he’s different, too. A monster, his mother says. And maybe he
is because he set a woman on fire and doesn’t feel bad about it, not in the least. If there’s a
monster tonight, it was her and the people with her. “My mother says – said – there’s lots of
kinds of people in the world and we need to get to know them and understand them. I don’t
know why that lady tried to hurt your family, but she was bad, I know that.”

“What a smart young man,” Talia says and she scruffs his hair and he wants to melt, tilting
his head to follow her hand for just another second. It’s like she knows how much he likes the
touch as she keeps a hand on the back of his head, scratching gently. “Brother, maybe we can
find something he change into before you drive him home. His shirt’s a bit…”

Stiles looks down, smelling rather than seeing the blood and gasoline on the black shirt. No
one will notice when he gets home, but he’s not in a rush if he can spend a bit more time
here. And brother. Peter’s her brother and for some reason this makes him happy.

“I think maybe a quick wash off and we can find something for him to wear home.”

There’s more lights on in the house and Stiles hears someone call out, “Mom? What
happened, is everything okay?” It’s Cora, standing on the porch and he turns away, not
wanting to see his classmate in her pajamas, bare arms and legs looking so much more fragile
than she looks at school.

“We’re fine, dear. We’ll be inside in a few minutes.”

“What smells?” Cora asks and Stiles can see her nose wrinkled as she looks around. “Mom?”

“Cora, go find something for Stiles to put on. He’s a bit damp and needs a sweatshirt and
maybe pants, too, if you can find something,” Peter says, arm around his shoulder as he
walks Stiles towards the house.

“Stiles? The sheriff’s kid? Why’s he here, what’s going on, Uncle Peter?”

It’s times like this that Stiles wishes he could melt into the ground, that he could be as
invisible here as he is at home.

“We’ll explain in the morning, please do as you’re told.” Peter’s voice is firm, sounding
parental in a way Stiles hasn’t heard in over a year.

Cora nods and escapes into the house and Stiles tries to ignore the mutters and whispers he
hears as they enter through the front door.

“Let’s get you to the bathroom to wash up,” Peter says, directing him down a short hallway to
a large, clean bathroom. Looking in the mirror, Stiles sees smudges of dirt and what might be
blood. He’s not familiar enough to know for sure, but from the movies he’s not supposed to
have seen, the rusty smudges look like blood.



They share the water and pumps of soap and it’s warm and comfortable and close, and Stiles
doesn’t look at whatever it is that swirls down the drain as Peter hands him towels to dry off.

“Here’s some stuff.” Cora shoves a pile of clothes towards Peter and almost smiles at him,
before she ducks out of the room.

Peter turns his back as Stiles strips the rest of the way, pulling on sweats that are just a little
big. He was worried they’d be girl-clothes since he and Cora are the same age, but they’re
just plain and gray, the kind he has at home, although maybe a little thicker and warmer.

“I can wake up my dad if you need to talk to him, ‘cause he’s the sheriff.” He doesn’t want
to, he doesn’t want to share tonight, doesn’t want to share the Hales with anyone, but he
knows it’s ‘the right thing to do.’

“I think we’re okay without that. Will you be okay keeping this a secret, Stiles?” Peter looks
so serious, so adult, even though his hair’s messed up, looking a bit like his father’s hair in
the morning, going in all directions. “It’s important, Stiles. We’re not monsters, but there are
people – people like the woman who was here who think that there’s something wrong with
us. Something… they don’t understand that there’s different kinds of people in the world.
Can you keep this to yourself?”

Stiles nods because he does understand. He’s not like other people and his life isn’t like the
other people in Beacon Hills.  Even if he’s not really a monster, he’s certainly a different kind
of person. “Yeah, I can keep a secret. You won’t tell my dad I was here, will you?” he asks,
suddenly worried because it’s late, nearly ten o’clock and he doesn’t want to worry his father,
not when there’s so many things for him to worry about.

“No, it’s our secret, everything tonight,” Peter says, and Stiles thinks his blue, blue eyes are
the prettiest he’s ever seen.

“Maybe I can come back sometime? If it’s not too much trouble?”

Peter wraps a hand around Stiles’ neck and pulls him close into a warm, hard hug. “Yes. I’m
sure we’d all love to see more of you, you smart, brave boy.” He misses it when Peter lets
him go, misses the warmth and the affection he felt for those few seconds. “Come on now,
let’s get you home.”

Stiles nods and even though he’s too old, he takes Peter’s hand, letting the older man lead
him from the house. He wants to talk with him more, wants to find out about their family,
wants to become friends with Cora and find out who the woman was who hates them enough
to try to burn their house. He wants all of this, but it’ll wait.

He’s been invited back and he can’t wait to find out what kind of person Peter is, and maybe
he can find out what kind of person he is, too.



Chapter 2

Chapter Summary

Stiles plans his day and maybe he will end up with a new friend.

Chapter Notes

See the end of the chapter for notes

Stiles wakes up the next day and things are the same, but everything’s different. He knows
that he’s different and maybe, possibly that’s okay.

He’s a bit tired since of course he had to stay up and research a little. The internet is awesome
and while he knows that everything he reads isn’t true, his mind is full of ideas of
supernatural creatures and werewolves.

The Hales, who live in his home town, are probably (certainly) werewolves. And he knows
them, the werewolves who live in Beacon Hills.

So he yawns and starts the day while his father’s still asleep, which isn’t a surprise. Stiles
likes to get up early and have the house to himself to get things prepared. It used to be time
for him and his mother to get ready for school and to be sure his father had a lunch packed.
Now it’s kind of the same, but it’s different. Different than when it was Stiles and Mom and
different from yesterday with just Stiles.

It’s hard to explain; his mother is not dead, but she kind of is. At any rate, she’s not coming
back and now Stiles has to take care of himself and his father.

 

Step one is finding out what they can have for breakfast and lunch. There’s still a few slices
of bread left, and maybe sandwiches for lunch is more important than toast for breakfast. His
father’ll wake up and need something starchy, so Stiles puts two slices aside. They’re down
to the bottom of the loaf and he looks in the fridge and puts together a quick sandwich for his
dad to take to the office. They’re low on turkey, so his father will have to deal with extra
cheese and he puts mayo on both sides as a peace offering since there’s so little meat.
Groceries shopping after school then.

He wraps up his father’s sandwich and uses the last of the peanut butter on a sandwich for
himself. It’s a tiny act of rebellion to trade the heel of the loaf for one of the inside slices he
put away for his father’s breakfast toast. It’s questionable if his dad will even eat both pieces.
It’s whole wheat, like his mom always buys (bought) and Stiles leaves the butter on the
counter next to it. Maybe that’ll encourage his father to eat it all and not just the soft middle
slice.



Stiles wraps up his lunch and finds a PopTart for his breakfast, one of the non-nutritional
indulgences his mother allowed. He tosses the hot pastry from hand to hand and starts a
grocery list. Thankfully (or not) the local grocery manager knows their family situation and
adds groceries to the credit card left on file,  which, so far, seems to be paid. One of the
things he does is to sort through the stack of mail and find the Visa bill, putting it to the side
to make sure his father deals with it. There’s only so much he can do to keep the house
together, after all. 

He leaves the grocery list next to the bread and butter by the toaster, checking to be sure the
coffee pot is ready so all his father needs to do is push the button.

Breakfast and lunch is ready for both of them. Grocery list done so he can make food for
them for the rest of the week. He’ll probably go to visit with his mother, who hopefully won’t
even know he’s there. Or if she does know, maybe she won’t hate him today. But that’s later
on.

It’s another normal day in the Stilinski household.

 

And another normal day includes going to school. Stiles is used to doing this on his own; it’s
been the routine for several months now. Even before his mother was in the hospital, it was
iffy if she’d be able to drive him to school. He’s used to it, it’s fine. He’s fine.

School is the usual, and there’s times when Stiles looks around wondering why no one else
knows what happened last night and what’s in their city. It’s a little hard to pay attention to
basic social studies when you know that in the preserve there’s a family of werewolves.

 

The interesting thing is going to lunch. He’s at his regular table waiting for Scott to get there
and looks up when he senses someone standing close.

It’s Cora, back to looking like the tough girl he goes to school with. Well, she should be
tough, she’s probably a werewolf, like the rest of her family. Which explains the glowing
eyes and growling.

“Hey,” she says, stepping closer. “I’m going to sit here, okay?”

He just nods because there’s no reason for her not to – except she has other friends and hasn’t
ever sat with him and Scott before. “Sure.”

She seems as uncomfortable as he is, as she pulls out a paper bag with her name written on
the front. Inside is a thick sandwich, an apple and a bag of corn chips. Then she pulls a large,
plastic bag out of her backpack and pushes it towards Stiles. “Cookies for you. They were
made yesterday afternoon, but they’re fresh and real good. Mom wanted you to have them.”

“Oh, thanks.” Even as he reaches pulls the bag open, smelling that nice homemade cookie
smell, he says, “It’s not necessary, but thanks, I’m not one to turn down cookies.”



“Mom told us what happened – maybe not everything, you know how parents are – but she
said that if you hadn’t have been at the house…”

Stiles shrugs, shoving a cookie into his mouth because he doesn’t know the right answer.
Saying “No problem” seems a little small for saving your family from burning alive because
you’re all werewolves. “Glad I was there,” he whispers, looking around the room, confirming
they’re being ignored. Mostly ignored, there’s a few looks, probably people wondering what
cool Cora Hale is doing sharing her lunch with him, just a geek. “Cookies are good, thanks.
Tastes kinda like coffee?”

She sighs and nods with a grin, taking a bite of one along with a sip from her milk carton.
“Uncle Peter would live on coffee, I think. Those are chocolate chip; he makes them a lot.”

“Wow, you’re lucky for that.” His mother used to bake and he would help her, but of course
they haven’t lately. Maybe it’s something he should get back into. Maybe someday.

“He said you should come over and he’ll bake something you want. Mom says you should
come for dinner if you want.” She shrugs, not meeting his eyes. “Maybe we could do home
work together or something. I mean, I don’t know why we need to learn so much about
medieval Europe, but if you want to do the homework together…”

“Yeah, I probably could,” he says, before she has a chance to change her mind. It might take
her a little bit to figure out she doesn’t want to hang out with him, but he’ll take cookies and
dinner while he can. And people in a house in the evening? That sounds like a nice change.

He looks up when he notices someone standing by the table and it’s Scott. He’s a little late,
but that’s never been a problem. “Hey, Scott. Do you know Cora Hale?”

“Um, yeah,” Scott says and Stiles knows his look means, ‘Of course, everyone does.’

“He said he’d help me with my homework.” Cora pulls a book towards them, turning her
head away from Scott.

“Oh. You were gonna help me with my fractions for the test later? Remember, Stiles?”

Of course he remembers. And of course Scott will probably fail the test if Stiles doesn’t help
him. “Yeah, I can help you.”

“Is it okay if I sit down?” Scott asks, reaching to pull out the chair next to Stiles.

Cora’s eye-roll is enough to give Stiles a headache. “Really? You’re really asking?”

Scott’s face falls and he hangs his head, muttering, “Sorry,” as he starts to turn away.

Shooting what he hopes is a death-glare at Cora, Stiles reaches out and snags Scott’s arm.
“Where are you going? She means, what she means is you don’t even need to ask, of course
you can sit down.”

“Oh, good, thanks,” Scott answers, shooting his sunny smile at him and then Cora. “Hey,
cookies, can I have one?”



Stiles pushes the bag over to Scott. “Sure. And after school, we’re going to Cora’s house to
do our homework together and have dinner.”

“We are?” Scott asks.

“You are?” Cora asks, raising an eyebrow. “Both of you?”

“Yes, we are. We’re a package deal, me and Scott. He’s my brother and we do our homework
together a lot.” Stiles raises an eyebrow – he hopes it works, because it would look really
cool – and says, “It’s not a problem, Cora. I can keep a secret.”

She looks between them and shrugs. “Dad always makes a lot of dinner. I mean a lot, and
then we have to eat leftovers.”

Scott nudges Stiles, looking more curious than concerned. “What’s the secret? You guys have
a secret?”

He nods, grinning because he expected Scott to ask. “Yeah we do. It’s the cookies. There’s a
secret ingredient.”

“Coffee, right? My Abuela makes them like this.” He shoves another whole cookie in his
mouth, spitting a few crumbs out as he says, “They’re really good!”

“Yeah they are,” Stiles says and takes a bite of another cookie. “But c’mon, we need to finish
reviewing this stuff for class today. We can do the rest at Cora’s house before dinner.”

Nodding, Scott brushes crumbs off the table and pulls over a textbook. “Thanks, man. I’ll call
my mom from Cora’s to see if it’s okay to stay for dinner.”

“Won’t that… you’ll already be at our house and what happens if she says no?” Cora asks,
screwing up her nose.

Scott chuckles and lifts his hand for a quick fist-bump from Stiles. “That’s true!”

“Taught him everything he knows,” Stiles says and decides it’s okay to wink at Cora. She’ll
either like him or she won’t.

Cora snorts and flips a couple of pages in her book, turning to the pages she needs to study
for the afternoon classes. “I swear, my Uncle Peter is going to adopt you.”

 

Chapter End Notes

Yeah, don't know why this got written, not sure if there's more to this fic or not. Seems
like there should be, but no promises.





Chapter 3

Chapter Summary

Stiles learns more about the Hales and bonds with the family. Fluffy family feels.

Stiles soon becomes a regular at the Hale house. He’s there almost every day after school and
sometimes weekends as well.

It’s fine with the Hales, more than fine. Grandmother Hale (you call me Gramma Laurel, let
me hug you again) is energetic for a Gramma, Stiles thinks. He doesn’t remember his
mother’s parents, and all that’s left is his father’s father who is in some kind of home care.
Most mornings, Gramma Laurel meets some of the other grandmas in town and they power
walk through the state park and then get coffee.

“Mom, you’re such a gossip!” Talia exclaims, shaking her head and giving her a mother a
peck on the cheek as she passes. “I need to get the clothes into the dryer and I’ll be right
back.”

Talia is the oldest child and Stiles learns she’s the alpha and what that means. Occasionally,
she’ll flash her eyes at one of the children and even he feels he should bare his throat.

In between Talia and Peter is sister Miriam. She lives with her wife, Beth, in nearby
Berkeley.

“They’re hippies, but good people, I think,” Gramma Laurel tells Stiles and Scott, one
afternoon as they’re in the kitchen doing homework while she’s making cookies. “I wish they
lived nearer, but I guess it’s college kids that like to drink that strong coffee and teas and eat
whatever egg-free, dairy-free things they make.” She shakes her head and leans down to the
boys, giving each a beater still covered in raw oatmeal cookie dough. “It’s the sugar and the
fat that makes things taste good.”

“Mother, I don’t think they’re supposed to eat that?” Talia’s husband, David, is standing in
the doorway, listening to them talk. “Raw eggs. They’re not good for children,” he says,
emphasizing the last word, in case she doesn’t get it. Stiles does: children means human. But
he shrugs and just tries to eat faster in case the treat’s taken away.

“One time won’t kill them,” Peter says, grabbing a towel from the countertop. “As long as
they don’t get it all over themselves, hmm?”

Scott blushes as Peter scrubs a bit off his shirt and gives the room his sunny smile when Peter
cups the back of his head before he walks away.



The cookie dough suddenly tastes dry and bitter in Stiles’ mouth and he sets the beater, still
dirty, down on the kitchen table.

The Hales in the room, turn and look at him and in a second, Peter’s in front of him holding
his face in both hands. “You… you’re clean or as clean as you’ll ever be.” He stands and rubs
his hands over Stiles’ head, something all the Hales seem to like doing. Leaning forward he
whispers, loudly, “You know, my mother used to be a hippie, too. I’m not sure why she’s
complaining about Miriam.”

“I was not!” Laurel exclaims, shaking a spatula at Peter. “I was an activist.”

“Mom, you made Peter wear a shirt that said, ‘War is not healthy for children and other living
things.’” She gives Peter a sympathetic look and says to her mother, “Call it what you will,
but face facts, Mom. You were a hippie.”

Stiles only kind of understands and Scott’s laughing with everyone else, while shooting Stiles
looks that says he’s not sure what’s funny either.

“My mom likes Cosby Stills Nashend Young,” he says, thinking of summer days in the
backyard, gardening and his father joking about Claudia’s hippie music. “She says she would
have liked going to Woodstock.”

“Your mother would have fit right in then,” Gramma Laurel says, turning back to the counter.
These cookies will have chocolate chips and pecans in them. She also makes ones with
raisins and walnuts, and Stiles keeps away from those. “Miriam’s human, we like humans.”

“Mother,” Peter says, quickly by her side. He pulls her close and whispers something to her,
while Stiles and David are both frozen.

She turns around and looks at Scott, shaking her head. “You worry too much.” She kisses
Peter’s head and pokes him until he moves away.

“Humans are my favorite kind of people,” Stiles declares, grabbing his forgotten beater back
from Scott. “That’s mine and you eating off it is gross. You are my least favorite kind of
people!” He sticks out his tongue and Scott laughs and then they’re having a sword fight with
messy beaters and then Talia sweeps in and takes them away.

Soon, they’re back at the dining room table, with Cora and Derek, doing homework while
eating separate plates of cookies. Because chocolate chips are great and raisins suck.

 

Laura’s the oldest child and Stiles learns she’ll be the next alpha. “It’s passed down to the
oldest child who is wolf,” Talia tells Cora, Stiles and young Davey. Davey is human,
something that happens with a born and bitten wolf. And since Davey’s learning about
structure within a pack, the Hales decide Stiles should, too.

“The alpha picks what we call her second,” Talia continues until Cora interrupts her.

“Like the Vice President, right?”



“Sort of, but the alpha’s second is more than that, in some ways.”

“The second,” David says, “needs to really know the alpha and be able to read them, to see
what they’re thinking. So they can offer suggestions and sometimes, even hold them back.”

“Shouldn’t the alpha discuss plans and stuff with the second? That sounds like it would be
good,” Stiles suggests, thinking of the movies and books he’s read. Don’t go off half-cocked,
which seems to mean ‘have a plan.’

Peter is suddenly behind Talia and David, one hand resting on each of their closest shoulders.
“Usually they do, at least with the second and the alpha’s left-hand.” He gives them both a
squeeze before he moves to the couch, next to the older Hales, who are sitting across from the
younger Hales. And Stiles.

“The left hand?” Cora asks, cocking her head and looking at her uncle. “The left hand
represents justice, right?”

“Oh, I like her,” Peter says to Talia, who keeps a straight face. “Yes, Cora. The left hand is
for justice and protection for our pack. It’s not always pretty and it’s not always popular, I’m
afraid, but it’s needed.”

“It is,” Talia agrees, nodding as she pats her brother’s knee. “The pack watches as people
grow and they all help decide who will be the next second and left hand. In our pack, your
father is my second and of course you know, Peter is our left hand.”

“Does the alpha need to be married to their right hand?” Stiles has a million questions, and
he’s hoping the other two will ask at least some of them; he’s been told he’s too curious
before.

“No, sometimes it’s a spouse, sometimes it’s a sibling.” David smiles and stands up, pulling
down the legs of his jeans so they’re not bunched up. Stiles learned it’s something he does.
Peter rubs his goatee. Stiles likes that better.

“We’ll talk about this more as you grow older, but you need to learn more about how packs
work. You’ll be good betas and we’ll talk about that next time.” Talia kisses each of them on
their heads, tugging on a bit of hair on one and straightening a collar on another, mingling the
scents of their pack.

“I want to be the left hand. Do you think Uncle Peter would train me?” Cora asks Stiles and
Davey.

They both consider it and Davey, who is a baby, only seven to their ten says, “You do seem
capable of killing people.” He’s a Hale of course.

 

Stiles doesn’t spend a lot of time with Laura, which he supposes is natural, because she’s
older. She’s a senior in high school and spends her time studying for finals, getting ready for
college, getting alpha training from the older wolves, all while trying to have a social life.



He finds her one evening in the library, school books spread out on the coffee table in front of
the fire place. She has a mug of coffee next to her and a plate of brownies he and Peter made
earlier.

She sniffles, turning her face away as she blows her nose in a tissue. “I’m fine, go away,
Stiles. I’m fine.”

He stays in the doorway, scuffing his feet on the rug. “Yeah, I’m fine, too. I’m always fine,
you know?”

She turns and holds open her arms and he rushes in, getting hugs and giving them. “There’s
just too much sometime, isn’t there?”

He nods and holds her and he does understand. They’re thinking about different things, but
he knows.

“I’m supposed to pick a second and know who should be the third hand and…”

“Left hand,” he mutters as he rocks the older, bigger girl.

“See, you know more than I do! And I need to have a mate and be able to run a pack! I can’t
run a pack, Stiles! They won’t listen to me and won’t want to follow me and –“

“You have time, Laura, lots of time.” He hopes that’s true and there aren’t more scary people
like the ones who tried to burn them. He knows they can tell his mood by his scent, so he
tries his hardest to think positively; to think of Talia giving the family lessons and Peter
teaching him and Cora how to dodge blows and the best way to defend themselves. “And a
pack who will make sure you’re ready when it’s time.”

She holds him another minute, never long enough for him. The Hales are huggers, the way
the Stilinskis used to be. He stays still, content to get comfort and happy that for once, he’s
able to give comfort as well.

 

It’s hard to get to know Derek. Apparently, the woman who tried to set the fire, the one with
the gas can, tricked him into thinking she liked him. She said he was handsome and different
than other boys his age, more mature and she wanted to be his girlfriend. She was a big fat
liar and Stiles knows that, but Derek’s still having trouble with it.

He was stupid and Stiles understands that, but still he knows about clinging to something that
promises you love. It doesn’t always work out.   

Derek’s full of sadness and guilt and even without werewolf senses Stiles can tell he’s even
more messed than he is himself. They’re both full of guilt – Derek for nearly getting his pack
killed and Stiles because he can’t fix his mom or his dad.

And guilt because he loves it here, among the pack. They’re more of a family than he’s ever
had and sometimes he feels they’re all he’ll ever need.



 

Davey is younger than he is and Stiles isn’t really used to that. He’s baby sat some younger
kids from the station, with him mom supervising. But that’s just a few hours at a time and if
any problems come up, his mom was there to help.

Davey is seven and Stiles is ten and somehow those few years make a difference. The
younger boy looks up to him, which isn’t the worst feeling in the world. He’s in the second
grade and Stiles has no problem helping him with homework. Peter reminds him that he can’t
actually do Davey’s homework, they need to make sure Davey understands so he can do the
math problems himself. Stiles knows his fractions, but getting someone else to understand is
harder; he knows this from home work with Scott.

He likes helping Davey with reading, remembering some of the stories from when he was in
second grade a couple of years back.

 

The best is late in the evening. After dinner, they all go into the living room and sprawl on
the couches, touching at least a little. One of the adults might read a chapter or two of a book,
sometimes ones that are very much over his head, but he doesn’t care. He doses off listening
to Talia read chapter 10 of The Hobbit, leaning against Derek’s chest, while Cora leans
against his.

 

“We’re keeping him, aren’t we?” Talia asks David after the children are all in bed. Some
asleep, some still doing last minute reading for school tomorrow.

David nods, kissing his alpha’s head. “It seems we are. I think if you asked the family for a
vote, we’d all agree. Stiles is ours, one of our pack.”

 

 

 



Chapter 4

Chapter Summary

I am so sorry about this. This is a chapter of pain, but maybe you saw it coming.

The pack takes him to the hospital as needed, staying in a waiting room or in the parking lot
while he visits his mother. It’s Stiles’ decision and they’re there to support him however he
wants.

It’s not enjoyable for him, there’s nothing there but a shell of what his mother used to be. Her
hair is limp and greasy, and looks thin plastered against her scalp. She used to be soft and
round and he loved hugging her, smelling the lavender perfumes she used, but now her face is
so thin she looks like skin over a skull. Her scent is no longer of perfume, but of hospitals
and medication and death.

He’s alone with her when she dies. His father is working and even though Melissa calls him,
he stays at the traffic accident he’s clearing. Yes, a woman was injured and yes, she needed
an ambulance. So, yes, Stiles is alone in the hospital room, holding his mother’s hand as her
breathing stops.

“Stiles, honey,” Melissa says, gentle arm around his shoulder. “Do you want to have Mrs.
Hale come in and sit with you until your father gets here? Or we can find a room for you both
to sit, you don’t have to stay here.”

He lets go of Mom’s hand, setting it carefully on her stomach. “I’d like to go someplace else,
please. My momma, she’s gone. She’s gone.”

She gathers him into her arms, letting him weep on her shoulder. After a couple of minutes,
she hands him off to Talia and Peter. There’s quiet murmurs as Melissa leads them to a small
conference room with a table, a couple of desk-type chairs and a small loveseat. Peter carries
him there and holds him while he cries on the older man’s shoulder.

 

The next week passes in a blur. His father finally came to the hospital and they cried together.
Then somehow he’s back in his room with Talia, David and Peter.

He spends most nights at the Hales, and somehow he even has his own room, next to
Davey’s, sharing a Jack-and-Jill bathroom with the boy.

There’s one trip back to house during the week to pick up some clothes and a few things he
wants with him. Talia drives him when they see Noah passed out in a chair, she shoos the boy



upstairs to pack. “Take what you need, love, I’ll wait for you down here.” She stops him with
a soft hand on his shoulder. “Unless you need me?”

He shakes his head and rushes up the stairs. He’s already got shirts and sweaters and
probably some jeans at the Hales. Things that just kind of migrated there, so now he grabs his
PJs, his pillow and some things from the bathroom.

Back in his room, he looks around and grabs a couple of books and after a minute, he takes a
picture frame from the top of his dresser. On one side, there’s a picture of the three of them,
taken on a vacation at Disney Land. They all have on their mouse ears and smiles from ear to
ear.  Mom with an arm around Dad’s waist, his around her shoulder. Both with a hand on his
shoulders. He wraps it in his pajamas and shoves it in the backpack.

Looking around he doesn’t see much else he needs, at least not now. Maybe he can get more
stuff later. Or maybe he’ll come back here, to live with his silent Dad.

 

He waits on the stairs when he hears his father talking quietly with Talia.

“Yeah, you’re the Hales.”

Stiles looks down and sees his father squinting, rocking slightly in his seat. He looks a bit
green, and Stiles has a bad thought – he’s glad he won’t be around later when the vomiting
starts.

But that’s selfish, his father is going through a lot (so am I) and he doesn’t have anyone to
talk to and the alcohol makes things quieter.

“Yes, Sheriff – or Noah, if I may. I’m Talia and this is my husband, David. We just wanted to
let you know that we’re taking good care of Stiles. I know how awful this is for you, so rest
assured, we’ve got him.”

Noah nods at them both and then looks up the stairs, catching Stiles’ eyes. “Yeah, he said he’s
been at your house. Class with your daughter.” He holds out an arm, and Stiles goes into the
one-armed hug, trying to stay balanced in case his father pulls him over. “Hope he’s not too
much trouble.”

“He’s no trouble at all,” David says, smiling at Stiles. “We’re glad to have him, there’s
always room for one more!”

“We can get him to the service for you, if you’d like.” Talia puts her hand on his shoulder as
he steps away from his father. “Or of course we can bring him back here the morning of.”

“Whichever you’d prefer,” David continues. He reaches into his pocket and pulls out a couple
of cards, they look like business cards to Stiles. “I wrote down our home phone, work
numbers and our cell phone numbers for you. I thought you might one for your office and
one for here and one for your wallet?”



Noah takes them and nods, putting them into his front shirt pocket without looking at them.
“Thank you, Daniel.”

“David.” He nods towards the pocket, continuing, “For Talia and I and Talia’s brother, Peter.
Also for our three oldest. Laura, Derek and Cora. Cora’s the one who’s Stiles’ age. They
obviously don’t have work phone numbers, but you have, um, the rest. Of the numbers.”

“Thank you.” Noah rises, shaking his head as he rubs his red eyes. “Thanks for taking care of
him and…” He huffs out a loud breath, stinking of whiskey. “I’ll call you before the funeral
and we’ll figure out…” He goes to scratch his neck and stumbles over a bottle before landing
back in the chair.

Stiles shuts his eyes, feeling his face go hot. Hopefully they’ll still love him after they’ve
seen this. Their family is never like this.

“Let’s go, love,” Talia says, gentle hand on his back.

“Good night, Noah, and sorry for your loss.” David looks at Stiles and whispers, “Say
goodnight?”

It’s an option, not a demand, not this time. “Good night, Daddy. I love you.”

Noah snores. David reaches over and turns his head, so it’s hanging over the side of the chair.
Stiles remembers reading that’s to keep him from choking if he vomits. He’s turned his Dad’s
head, too.

 

On the morning of the funeral, Talia pulls out a small black suit for him. The family fusses
around him making sure he eats a bite or two of French toast and even more important,
scenting him liberally. Brushes against his arm or neck, pats on the head, sitting close and his
favorite, full on hugs that seem to grow from two to three to whatever pack members are
around.

The whole pack is there, for the service from Gramma Laurel down to Davey. Miriam and
Beth are there, baby Lawrence in Miriam’s arms. Stiles can’t help but smile because every
time he sees Lawrence, he thinks of Derek’s eyebrows and how sad it is to have those on a
baby.

Most of the time, Derek hangs out with the family as little as he can. Talia told the younger
children he feels bad because he lied to his family and they could have been hurt. But he’s
feeling better and today, he’s there with them, in a tailored gray suit and blue tie. He takes a
sniff at Stiles and gives him the stink eye. Derek’s sense of smell is second only to Peter’s.

 

Stiles leaves his group and stands next to his Father. He’s cleaned up, and shaved and smells
of coffee and just a faint hint of whiskey. Stiles takes his hand and shuts his eyes while the



minister talks and talks. It’s a fast ceremony; Noah didn’t want a church service so they’re at
the cemetery and it’s nearly over.

He’s a little relieved, which must make him horrible, right? He misses his mother, but the
mother he had when he was younger. She taught him how to bake brownies and ride his bike.
She and his dad taught him how to climb a tree, standing underneath in case he slipped. Mom
played catch with him and taught him how to choke up on the bat. Some nights, they’d dress
in black and she would show him how to sneak around the neighborhoods.

That mom went away almost a year ago. The forgetful mother was fine; sometimes he would
show her how to bake brownies, and they’d both laugh.

The mother at home at the end and in the hospital terrified him. At the end but still at home,
she thought he was a devil and tried to drown him in the bathroom sink. In the hospital, she
was either asleep so deeply he had to stare to see her chest rise and fall or she was awake and
ranting, waving her hands around with no idea who he was and why he was there. She had so
many machines attached to her, it was like something out of science fiction.

 

When his father breaks down, falling to his knees sobbing, Melissa is there, arms around him,
supporting him.

That’s nice, Stiles thinks. He likes her, she’s been like an – an aunt? to him. Scott is still his
brother, slotted in there along with Cora. He’s at the Hales pretty often and sometimes
without Stiles; Melissa trusts them so much she’s asked Talia to let him stay if she’s doing
extra shifts.

Stiles looks up to Talia. She’s dabbing her eyes with a handkerchief and Stiles smiles. She
probably got it from Peter; he always has white handkerchiefs in his pocket, crisp with starch.

“Can we go soon? How long do we stay here?”

Talia, David and Peter exchange a look and Stiles thinks he may be in trouble. The day is to
mourn his mother. But he’s been mourning her since he lost her a year ago. It wasn’t his
mother in the hospital and it’s not his mother in the ground, no matter how much his father
cries.

 

It’s just a short time, a few more minutes before the service starts to naturally break up.
People may love you and your family, but emotions on display make a lot of people
uncomfortable.

“Excuse me,” Talia calls. She’s not loud, not really, but people pay attention to her. “Please
feel free to come to a small memorial at the Stilinski’s house to remember Claudia and what
she meant to all of us.”

Stiles certainly didn’t expect this and Noah and Melissa both look a bit surprised.



“I hope we didn’t overstep,” David says to Noah as they’re walking to the cars. “We thought
it might be appropriate and so we, um… we called some caterers.”

Stiles is with his father, Melissa and Scott. They’re ten, not little kids, but Scott holds his
hand and that’s what makes Stiles cry.

“Is fine,” Noah answers, sniffing loudly, lumbering into the front seat of Melissa’s car.

She nods, making sure everyone is belted up, including the two in the back seat. “Thank you,
that was very thoughtful, David. See you in a few minutes.”

 

It is nice. Stiles didn’t realize how many people his parents know and how many love (loved)
his mother. People from his father’s work, of course. But people from the library where she
volunteered. His teachers are there and he remembers when she did “Class Mother” activities,
herding a bunch of first graders to the zoo. Of course, there’s a lot of medical staff dropping
in, for a quick coffee and sandwich and to say how lovely she was and they know how much
she loved them both.

He’s tucked into a pocket of Derek, Cora, Scott and Davey, nodding when people come by
and say something that’s supposed to be comforting.

“At least she’s no longer suffering,” Cora whispers, with a snort. “Does that help, Stiles?”

He shakes his head, leaning into Scott next to him and Derek behind him. “It’s dumb, but I
guess they’re trying to be helpful.”

“I heard a guy say God must have wanted her back.” Scott shakes his head and whispers,
“God must have never spilled cherry soda on her carpet.”

Derek can’t help but snort and ducks his head into Stiles’ neck. “I’m sorry, that wasn’t nice,
but…”

“No, that’s how she was,” Stiles answers, smiling at Scott. “If she heard Scott say that, she
would have laughed, too.”

“Sometimes I think she might have been laughing at me. Do you think?”

Stiles looks at Scott’s eyes, huge and brown like a friendly spaniel. He thinks of his mother
saying, “Lord, I love that child, Stiles, but sometimes I wonder how he dresses himself.”

He can’t stop it, can’t keep it in. He starts giggling, covering his mouth and manages to say,
“Scott, she loved you! She’d say you said funny things!” By the time he’s done saying that,
he’s got his head down on Cora’s shoulder, and the giggles have turned into laughter. No one
is quite sure why, but it’s infectious and the group holds each other, trying to keep giggles
under control. When Derek snorts and Davey points at him, it’s a lost cause.

The next thing he knows, his father’s there, yelling and pulling him up by his arm.
“Laughing? You’re laughing? You think this is something to laugh about? We just buried



your mother and you’re laughing? Your mother, we … your mother…”

Melissa, Peter and Talia materialize and David gently pulls Noah away from the kids,
murmuring things that Stiles can’t hear. Thankfully he can’t hear.

“I think it’s a good idea if you stayed at our house tonight, baby,” Talia says, gathering the
children in her arms, kissing each of them on the head before releasing them.  

“Maybe Scott can stay as well? I think maybe I should watch Noah tonight,” Melissa says.

Peter glances over at David, who is moving Noah into the kitchen. “That’s fine, there’s more
than enough room for everyone.”

Melissa is checking for him as well and asks, “Is that okay with you Scott? You’ve stayed at
the Hales before. Stay with Stiles tonight and I’ll keep Noah company.”

Scott nods, holding Stiles’ hand. “I’m sorry if we were loud and …”

“We were talking about Mom and how Scott made her laugh.” Stiles rubs his eyes, brushing
away a tear. “I wasn’t trying to be bad and I am sad.”

“We know, and talking about good memories is always a good thing.” Peter helps everyone
stand up, straightening up shirts and smoothing down Derek’s hair. And leaving his scent on
him, Stiles knows that now. He wishes he could smell their scents as well.

David and Melissa change places giving each other looks that parents all seem to
automatically know about.

“We’ll check with you in the morning,” Talia tells Melissa as they escort the children to the
door. “There’s enough clothes in the house, I know there’s something that will fit him for PJs
and to wear tomorrow.”

There’s still a few people around, whispering and watching the drama unfold. People’s lives
falling apart, better than prime time television.

Stiles leaves and at least for tonight he doesn’t look back.



Chapter 5

Chapter Summary

Stiles and Noah try to get back to normal (or whatever) and the Hales are still there to
back him up.

Chapter Notes

See the end of the chapter for notes

The next day Talia drives him home. Melissa is still there and she straightened up the house,
so there’s no dishes left in the sink and it’s generally tidier than it’s been lately.

The house smells almost fresh, the lingering scent of whiskey nearly gone, replaced by the
cloying scent of flower arrangements from the funeral home.

 

Stiles holds Talia’s hand as he enters the house, unsure how he should feel. This is his home,
the only home he’s ever known. But it’s changed since his mother got sick and now it feels
even worse. His mother has been gone long enough that he can’t smell her perfume any
longer.

He’s mad at his father. His father was supposed to take care of him and be there when his
mother wasn’t. Yes, he knows Dad works and he’s always worked extra hours. All the extra
hours that left Stiles at home with his mother getting sicker. He doesn’t blame her for when
she yelled at him or the time she locked him out of the house in the rain. She was sick and
thought he was a demon. His father, though, his father should have been there. When he
finally got home, he let Stiles in and went to hug his mother, leaving Stiles dripping and
shaking behind them. Okay, so Dad did take him upstairs and run a tub for him to help him
warm up – while reminding Stiles he shouldn’t upset his mother when she’s ill.

Talia stops him, squatting in front of him. “Are you okay? You seem nervous – or anxious,
I’m not sure which.”

Before he can answer, Melissa is behind him, her kind hand on his shoulder so familiar to
him. She’s been at his house dropping him off or picking up Scott ever since the boys became
friends. “Hi, Stiles, I hope your night was okay,” she says, smiling at Talia.

“Yes, Ms. McCall.” Hot chocolate and Peter’s warm cookies and then wrapped up with the
whole family in the living room for an impromptu sleepover. He wishes he were back there
now.

“How’s Noah?”



Melissa’s smile is perfunctory, there one second and then gone. “He’s…still a little under the
weather. It was a rough night. Perhaps he could stay with you another night?”

Talia nods, her eyes fiery but human. “That sounds like it might be best. We’d love to keep
Stiles until his father is feeling up to parenting again.”

Melissa wipes her eyes and crosses her arms. “I’m angry and I’m sad and I’m disappointed
and…” She crouches down and pulls Stiles into a hug. “I’m sorry sweetie, you deserve
better.”

“I’m fine,” Stiles answers, the automatic answer that usually stops these kinds of discussions.
“I’ll just go and stay at the Hales until Dad feels better.”

“He can stay as long as needed; we have plenty of room.” Talia waits until Melissa lets him
go and then the women hug before they leave his childhood home.

 

He’s not back for the rest of the week.

 

“Stiles, dear, I just heard from your father. He asked if we could bring you home.”

He looks up from his place at the dining room table, and everyone stops their aggressive
game of Uno. “Oh. When?”

Talia’s smile doesn’t seem to reach her eyes. “As soon as you’re ready. I spoke with him for a
few minutes and he really does want you home. He’s off today and says he’s making dinner
for you two tonight.”

She rests a hand on his shoulder and he looks up at her, aware of how he’s baring his neck to
her; it feels natural. “Was he drinking? You can tell because he talks slower. More carefully.”

Peter and Talia exchange a look and she says, “No, he sounded perfectly sober. And a bit
embarrassed.” She sits down next to him, aware that Peter, Cora and Davey are also part of
the audience. “Stiles, I told him that if he wasn’t ready, we’d be fine keeping you. And that if
there was a problem, you should call one of us – any of us – and we’ll come and pick you up
right away.”

“If it’s alright with you, I’d like to drop him off.” Peter has a slight lisp and Stiles knows his
teeth want to come out. It makes him happy to know Peter cares, but he knows they all care.

Talia smiles again and this time it’s real. She scrubs her hand through the short scruff on his
head, tidy now because she got clippers just to make sure his hair was trimmed. “Yes, Peter, I
think it’s a great idea for you to drop him off.”

They pass a look back and forth, and Stiles wishes he could tell what’s going on by scent or
telepathy or something so all this adult stuff would be easier.



“I don’t think you need to pack everything, because I’m sure you’ll be back here for dinners
or overnights. Are you okay with that?”

“Yes, alpha,” he answers, grinning. Calling her that is just natural, same as scenting the rest
of the family – his pack mates.

“Okay, let’s get this over with,” Peter says, grabbing his jacket and keys.

Talia grabs Stiles and pulls him in for a long hug. “It’ll be fine and you know we’re here if
you need us. Or just want to talk.” She squats in front of him, cupping his face in both hands.
“Call when you can, just so we hear from you. So we know you’re having fun back home
with your father.”

He chuckles and says, “I’ll be over for homework and all that stuff as usual. You can’t get rid
of me this easily!”

He holds on to each of them as long as he can.

 

Peter drops him off, going inside long enough to say hello to Noah, and obviously check
around the house. The living room is still clean and there’s a pleasant scent coming from the
kitchen.

“I made spaghetti. I got this cookbook, Stiles…” he scrubs his hand through his hair and
grins sheepishly. “It’s called The Single Guy’s Cookbook, but you just double the recipe
and… Melissa got it for me and suggested some that we might like.” He gestures towards the
table where their settings are where they always are; just one less that is so, so noticeable.

Peter says goodnight and leaves with a hug to Stiles and a handshake to Noah. “Call if you
need anything – either of you.”

“Thanks for taking care of him and for driving him over. Have a good night,” Noah says,
shutting the door behind him.

“Ready for dinner?” he asks his son.

 

Dinner is good, if just a little awkward. The spaghetti is tasty and Noah takes a few minutes
to explain that it’s pretty easy, just a bottled sauce, but with chopped sausage and onions and
a lot of cheese.

“Maybe I can look at the book and make something? If it’s easy enough.” Stiles shrugs and
says, “I helped with cooking at the Hale’s. We could do stuff together. If you want.”

Noah nods as he picks up the dishes, carrying them to the sink. “Yeah, we could do that. Do
you have homework or anything to do tonight?”



“I’m done with everything I need for tomorrow. And the next day.” He looks around the
room, longing to go upstairs alone and hating that he feels this way. “I could work ahead,
maybe here at the table, like I used to…”

“Sure, if that’s what you want to do, that’s probably good.” Noah sighs and shakes his head.
“I’m sorry I don’t know how to do this exactly. It’s all…”

“It’s new. We’ll figure out what we both need. Even if they’re not the same things,” Stiles
says and steps towards his father, wrapping him into a hug. It’s different than any of the
Hales’ hugs; his father is slightly stiff and pats his back, like you would with a friend. But it’s
his dad and a Stilinski hug and Stiles is happy to get it. He’s missed this, his father loving
him. And when Stiles doesn’t let go, his father gets with the program and squeezes him tight.

They spend the evening watching reruns on television, Stiles doing a little bit of reading
ahead for school because around here, you never know when school becomes secondary.
When he’s tired, he moves to sit next to his father in his recliner.

“What are you doing, Stiles? Is there room here for the two of us?” his father asks, but he
does move over and Stiles settles himself under a stiff arm.

“Just for a minute.” Noah doesn’t scent him or cuddle quite like any of the Hales (even Cora),
but it’s good and he lets himself drift off.

 

Stiles hopes he’ll be able to say good night to Peter and as he expected (hoped), the wolf is
there, sitting on the roof outside his bedroom window. “It sounds like everything went well,”
Peter says, swinging into Stiles room. He looks around and then takes off his shoes, settling
onto the foot of the bed. “You should sleep. I’ll stay here and keep watch.”

“There’s no need to keep watch, Peter. Nothing is going to hurt me.”

“Not while I’m here,” the wolf says, curling up much like a real wolf would. His eyes flash
blue as Stiles gets into his Hulk pajamas and gets into the bed. He’s back asleep in a minute
and Peter stays awake just a few minutes more. The pack is safe.

 

The next couple of days are fine, just a little tricky. There’s the giant shadow of his mother
hanging over the house, embedded in every room. Stiles tries to remember her as she was
before she became ill – playful, happy, sometimes even silly. Her garden always grew and it
seemed like the birds and other creatures loved and trusted her. He cleans out the bird feeder
and fills it with some leftover seed from the garage. It looks skimpy, so he rips up a piece of
bread and goes inside to sit at the window and watch the birds fighting and a fat squirrel
nearby waiting for his chance to sneak in.

He writes ‘bird seed’ on the grocery list, hoping his father’s picked it up before and knows
what to get. If not, he can ask one of the Hales – they’ll know.



His father goes back to drinking after a few days – not as much, just a beer with dinner or
he’ll nurse a glass of scotch while watching television.

“I’m sorry I wasn’t around more when your mother was ill, Stiles, but you know – “

“Work, sure, Dad, I know.” Stiles answers quickly. He’s heard variations of this before.

“Work doesn’t give you kisses!” his mother would say and then his father would hug her and
kiss her all over her face, while he and his mother laughed.

“Yeah. But I’ll try to do better, promise. With that and…” he raises his glass, the one he’s
been sipping for the last couple of hours. “With this. I am watching it, you know.”

Stiles nods, going back to his homework. He glances at the bottle on the china cabinet, noting
how full it is by checking against the label. It’s probably not right to do that, after all, his dad
said he’s watching it.

 

But work calls for him and Noah goes back to a few extra evening shifts. Stiles doesn’t want
to admit it, but his father looks relieved when he leaves. And he doesn’t want to admit he’s
relieved as well.

Scott’s been over when Stiles’ dad has been home, but he’s clearly a little uncomfortable until
they go upstairs to Stiles room to do homework. Which is kind of annoying as it means Stiles
has to keep running up and down the stairs with more sodas or chips. But then again, he’s got
soda and chips, probably some that one of the Hales dropped off.

When Cora or any of the pack come over, they always bring ‘snacks for the evening’ which
means enough to keep the fridge and cupboard filled. Maybe he needs to tell them about the
birdseed?

 

“Peter thought we should have both chocolate chip cookies and caramel cookies? And how
many dozen is this?” Stiles shoves a cookie into his mouth looking from Cora to Derek. “Are
you moving in? Because these could last for a while.”

“We eat some now, you give some to your dad, you take some to school, and Scott eats
anything within his reach,” Cora answers, shrugging. “Shut up and tell me the answer to
number eight.”

Having both Cora and Derek over isn’t unusual. The Hales do travel in packs (hee hee) and
so one time it’s Cora and Davey or Derek and Davey or Cora and Peter. Or any combination
of any of the Hales. It’s nice and he’s glad they’re around. It’s like he can scent them, maybe
more in his head than in his nose.

Cora has her head down, trying hard to look like she’s studying. “So how is your dad doing?
You know, with the…” she points at her glass of Pepsi and wrinkles up her nose.



Yeah, of course he knows what she means. “Okay, I guess. He has one drink a night,
probably. Maybe two on the weekend.” He nods towards the cupboard and says, “He’s been
working on that bottle for a little over a week.”

“Okay.” She looks down at one of the drawers and says, “What about the bottle in there?”

“What bottle?” Stiles kneels on the floor and pulls open the drawer, rifling through the stacks
of table clothes, napkins and placemats his mother used for holidays. He shuts that down and
keeps digging.

There it is, in the back. A bigger bottle than the one on the cabinet about a quarter gone.

Stiles shuts the drawer and sits back down at the table. He’s not sure what to think, or what
this means and what, if anything, he can do.

“Do you want it?” he asks Derek. “I mean, if it’s not supposed to be there, and I’m not
supposed to know about it, what could Dad say if it were gone? He can’t blame me for taking
something that wasn’t supposed to be there in the first place, right?”

Snorting, Derek grins, rubbing his big hand on Stiles’ arm. “I’ll take it if you want me to.
Werewolves can’t get drunk. Our metabolism is too fast, we’d have to drink like, a gallon
every fifteen minutes or something.”

“I heard Mom talking with Uncle Peter about how there’s something you can put into alcohol
– I didn’t hear what – that lets us get drunk,” Cora states. She’s moved her chair over just a
little, just enough so that she’s almost in front of the offending cabinet and its bottles. “I
guess Uncle Peter used to smoke something, too, when he was in college!”

“Really?” Stiles asks, fascinated by the idea of an adult who did something like that. “You
mean like…” he makes the gesture like someone smoking a joint – or at least he hopes that’s
what it looks like, he’s copying from the older kids at school, who probably don’t know
either.

It must be right because Cora grins and says, “I think so! Gramma laughed about it, and
called him Mother Nature’s Son, whatever that means. Anyway, so I guess we could get high
or drunk or something. You know, if we were older and wanted to.”

Derek gets that pensive look on his face that Stiles hates; it means he’s feeling guilty, Stiles
can tell without smelling. “I guess he’d need to, I mean, with his job and all. Being the left
hand, that can’t always be fun.”

“What do you mean?” Cora snaps at her older brother, crossing her arms over her flat chest.
“It’s not supposed to be a fun job, but it’s necessary and important.”

“It keeps us safe,” Stiles confirms, nodding at both of them. “Yes, it’s a tough role, but
nothing to feel bad about. He keeps the family safe.” He reaches over and puts his hand over
Derek’s. “He keeps the pack safe from threats and he doesn’t regret it or avoid it. It’s pack
and family, Derek. I hope whenever I’m needed, I can help keep the family safe and together.
I want to be there for the pack.”



Faster than he realizes, Derek’s there, on his knees, with a rib crushing hug. “Family,” he
mutters, nose buried in Stiles’ neck. “You’ve always treated us like family and like pack
and…”

The front door opens, interrupting them, and Derek pulls away as Noah walks in, stopping in
the living room to watch them. “Everything okay?” he asks, coming slowly into the house,
looking at the Hales at the dining room table, Derek standing slowly.

“Yeah, Dad, everything’s fine.” Stiles gives Derek’s arm a squeeze before he moves in front
of him and gives his father a quick, one armed hug. “You’re home early, everything okay?”

“Yeah, I just forgot a folder I need,” Noah says, going back to a stack of papers and things by
his chair. Stiles knows not to touch the pile, his father sorts it so it makes sense to him. “I
can’t stay long, sorry, Stiles. I’ll be home around eleven.” He looks at the two Hales and asks,
“Do you two need a ride home? It’s not out of my way.”

“No, Dad’s going to picks us up in a bit,” Cora says, ducking her head. Stiles isn’t sure what
the scent in the air is like, but it can’t be good.

“Well, Stiles should be going to bed soon, so maybe call and see if he can pick you up?”
Noah says, sitting down on the sofa, and flipping through the file.

“It’s only nine o’clock Dad, I don’t usually go to bed so early and…”

Derek nods and pulls out his phone, “Of course, Sheriff, I’ll call and we can get picked up
now.” He dials, waiting for an answer and turns to Cora. “Pack up, it won’t be long ‘til Dad’s
here.”

“Dad?” Stiles asks, looking around as Cora shoves things into her backpack and stacks up
Derek’s school books, too.

“My Dad’ll be here in just a few minutes.” Derek loads up his bag, zipping it quickly. He
moves the bags of cookies and other snacks to the center of the table, smiling quickly at
Stiles.

“Thanks, guys.” Noah stands and nods at the Hales, tucking the file under his arm. “You’ll
see each other at school tomorrow.” He turns to Stiles, and nods at him as well, but he also
gets a warm smile. “I’ll check on you when I get in; I’ll see if Parrish can come in a little
early.”

“Okay, Dad,” Stiles says and turns to the Hales, as they gather in the doorway. “See you guys
tomorrow, right? Hug to the folks and all…”

“Sounds like your ride is here,” Noah says, and opens the front door so the three can step out.
“Good night, kids. Be right in, kiddo”

 

Stiles sighs and looks around the room, quickly cleaning up while his dad is seeing his
friends out. At least there’ll be less to do in the morning. But what was that about?



Later, after his father he’s gone to bed, he opens his window to get his good night hug from
Talia and David. If his scent is off, they don’t say anything. It’s weird, but that’s becoming
par for the course.

Chapter End Notes

Hey! I actually finished this fic! Will be posting as I get it edited.



Chapter 6

Chapter Summary

Stiles finds out why his father was upset with Derek. And there's fighting and bad stuff
and I'm sorry.

He and his father don’t discuss anything the next day or the day after that. At school, Cora
agrees it was strange, but she’s nice enough not to just come out and say, “Your Dad’s weird”
even though he is and the entire thing with Derek was truly weird.

His dad is home a bit more than usual and more than Stiles is used to. Scott comes over as
well and they usually sit upstairs and play video games as much as they study.

“Cora says she hasn’t been over to your house in at least a week, and you were at their house
only a few times the last couple of weeks.” Scott takes off on a side quest, glancing at Stiles
with that side eye that means he’s watching you, but doesn’t want you to know he’s watching.
Bless him, he’s not as sneaky as the Hales. And he’s going to lose any minute now. “Aren’t
they allowed to come over? Why not?”

“Dunno,” he says grinning as he kicks Scott’s ass again. Playing against Cora and Peter, has
made him a lot more aggressive.  “He’s got an extra shift on Thursday night, so I’m thinking
I’ll tell him I’ll go stay there for the night.”

“Huh,” Scott grunts and tosses away his controller. “Yeah, I guess. But, I mean if he doesn’t
want them here, he probably wouldn’t want you there – especially not overnight.”

“I know.” Stiles turns off the controls, tossing it towards the console. “So he’s either
completely gotten over it and it’ll be one of those things we don’t talk about.” He pauses, as
the highlight reel runs through his head. “Or he’ll want to have some kind of big discussion
about what he’s worried about – maybe they have more money than we do or like Talia’s
trying to take over being my mother.” Stiles shrugs, thinking that she’s not quite his mom;
honestly she’s nothing like his mom. His mother loved playing and being silly and
experimenting with recipes. They made stuff together that they had to throw out and not tell
his father, substituting Chinese food for the planned/un-planned dinner disaster. Maybe
there’s a recipe somewhere for chicken with bananas, but they certainly didn’t find it.

“I mean, I guess he could just say I can’t go over there ever again and not tell me why.” He
thinks for a minute about their family arguments and his parents bickering. Law and Order
marries a free spirit and sometimes there’s quarrels. He always sided with Mom, even when
he wasn’t supposed to know they were fighting or when he really didn’t know what they were
fighting about.



Like he’ll always side with Melissa, unless she’s trying to restrict access to Scott.

And now, he’ll always side with Talia. She’s the alpha and what she says goes. Maybe his
mom used to be his  alpha?

“Yeah maybe that’ll work. Do you want me to phone you or something on Thursday night?
Like I’ll call you after ten and by that time, you should be in bed somewhere. Either here or
at the Hales’.”

He’s the best bro, Scott is.

“Maybe send a text after 10,” Stiles suggests. “That way if there’s something going on and I
can’t text back, you’ll know to… I don’t know…”

“If I text you at 10 and you don’t text back, I’m calling in the Hales!”

 

Thursday at school he feels a little anxious. There wasn’t anything special about dinner last
night or breakfast this morning. His dad’s whiskey glass was washed and in the drainer. Stiles
doesn’t check his secret bottle; the man deserves some privacy, probably-maybe. Now that
he’s thinking about it, Stiles has noticed that sometimes he seems a little more tipsy than his
beer and one drink should make him. Or maybe it’s not the drink, maybe it’s those times that
he stands by the fireplace staring at the wedding picture and the photo of the three of them
when Stiles was three. In kindergarten he framed the picture with gold spray-painted
macaroni shells and gave it to them for Christmas.  They both acted like it was something
that belonged in a museum. He was so happy he almost forgot his junior chemistry set.

“You still gonna talk to your dad tonight?” Cora asks, glancing towards the window. Derek’s
out there in his flashy car, just driving by everyone’s school during his lunch hour. He needs
to stop doing that, it’s freaky. Peter would never be seen. “Maybe you can tell him there’s a
creepy high school kid that lurks around our school.”

“You don’t want any of us there?” Scott asks. He’s been pulling Stiles’ lunch bag over, inch
by inch as through it won’t be noticed. Peter made peanut-butter-kiss cookies.

“Nah, I think maybe he’ll talk more freely with just me. I hope.” He shrugs and grabs the bag
back. “Maybe you can talk Laura into making you cookies. Or Cora,” he suggests, grinning
and fluttering his eyelashes at him.

The smack on the arm certainly isn’t as hard as she can do, thank goodness. “Not likely.
You’re okay, but…”

“You like girls, I know,” Scott says, shrugging and grabbing the bag of cookies back. “That’s
cool. Did you know Sean Hayes is gay? There’s lotsa real cool gay people. And you’re one!”

Cora looks down at the table and Stiles can hear her swallowing hard. She brushes a hand
across her check and Stiles has to put his arm around her. “You okay, Cora? Sister mine, are
you okay?”



“Yeah, I just didn’t expect…” she leans over and punches Scott, and then grabs him around
the neck giving his cheek a thorough scent right there in the middle school cafeteria. “And
everyone knows Sean Hayes is gay. And you’re okay? Are you Stiles?” she asks, butting the
side of her head against his.

He turns his head and makes sure she’s looking at him, right at him. “You, Cora Marie Hale,
are perfect. Perfection.” He does that French chef kiss-your-fingers thing because neither of
them are totally comfortable with emotions. Emotions, ew.

It was the right thing to say. The three friends sit back down, staring at anyone who has dared
to look at them.

“Hope you’re at our house tonight, Mischief,” Cora says, shoving a cookie into her mouth so
she won’t have to say anything else.

“Me, too.” Stiles lets his crunched up cookie spray across the table like the little a-hole he
knows he is.

 

Thursday is not a good day. His father actually has a double shift and had a few hours in
between to come home, clean up, have something to eat, a nap, and apparently have his
nightly share of bourbon or whatever it is before work. Stiles isn’t sure exactly how he plans
to go back to work, with his breath smelling like that, but maybe a good tooth brushing and a
lot of mints might cover it up. As long as no one gets too close. Stiles tries to think about
what’s in the fridge or freezer that has onions or garlic.

He doesn’t want to think what will happen if this becomes a habit. Either for his father’s
health or if there’s a real emergency. Or if someone decides employing him is a danger to the
other deputies. There’s just too much to think about and right now, he has priorities. He needs
to get back to his pack.

“Dad, since you’re not going to be home tonight, I thought I’d go stay at the Hales’. There’s
people around and stuff. Like I’ve done before, you know? Okay?” It seems like a really long
speech and he’s standing by the kitchen door, just in case he needs to escape. Not that he’d
ever need to escape his father, that’s ridiculous (his mother too, but…)

Sighing, Noah stands and looks at the cabinet and Stiles can feel he’s thinking about the
bottles there, but maybe he doesn’t plan to have more before work. “Sit down a minute, son,
want to talk with you.”

“Okay, good,” Stiles says, sitting down at the dining room table, where they hardly ever
really dine. Dinners are back in the living room in front of the television. “What do you want
to talk about? You know the Hales, but you were… I don’t know, you were upset the other
day?  I don’t know why.”

Noah looks at him like some of the kids at school do – like he’s saying something weird. “I
know you go over to the Hales a lot. They’ve been… helpful,” he says, and the expression on
his face is almost pained.



Stiles would like to think it’s guilt because he’s been ignoring his child and the Hales have
picked up his job, but he’s not sure if that’s it. Or if it matters, it doesn’t matter, it’s all fine.
All fine.

“Yes, they are. They really like me and Cora’s in my grade and all, so we help each other
with homework and stuff. There’s lots of them and, I dunno.” He shrugs and turns away when
he says, “They’re family.”

“Family?” Noah takes a breath and says, “They hug you like family, stuff like that? Like
what I saw with Derek?”

“Yeah, I guess so,” Stiles answers. He really has no idea where this is going now. “They’re
all pretty huggy, they’re just a real close family.”

“Stiles. Stiles.” He heaves a heavy sigh, and scrapes a hand through his hair. “Stiles, you
remember when your mother and I, we talked with you about ‘bad touching’ and how some
people could do that?”

Of course they had this conversation and more than once. When your father is in law
enforcement, it’s kind of mandatory and mandatory to be suspicious of everyone. “You think
the Hales? Or Derek in particular?” He chuckles and shakes his head. “No, Dad, no. None of
them are like that. They’re just a real nice, cuddly, huggy family. Nothing bad or creepy at
all. I know what to do if that ever happens.”

The relief on his father’s face is obvious and Stiles has to try not to laugh – both because he’s
relieved himself and just the idea of the Hales hurting anyone like that. Everyone tells Derek
that what happened with Kate wasn’t his fault, she took advantage of him because (as much
as Derek hates it) he’s a child and the adult is always the one who did wrong. They wouldn’t
betray another like that and he knows that no one would ever hurt him like that.

“No, no, Dad, they’re not like that. I’m glad that’s all you were worried about, because
there’s no reason for you to worry.” This he can talk about, he loves when he gets to talk
about the Hales. “They’re really great, Dad. We make cookies together and they like to play
card games and board games and sometimes we just play and run around outside. The
youngest kid, Davey, he’s just a kid and he thinks I’m really smart and stuff. At least he does
now, maybe he won’t when he gets used to me.” He takes a breath and continues, “And
Gramma Laurel! She’s Talia and Peter’s mother, so she’s Cora’s grandmother. She said that
since Peter’s birthday is coming up, I could help her make Shepherd’s Pie, which is his
favorite and her mother used to make it for his birthday.”

While he’s been talking, Noah walks into the dining room and Stiles watches him looking at
the bottle and glass on the cabinet. Like he hasn’t had enough, Stiles thinks. He’s a little
deflated, but finishes, “So yeah, they’re okay, like family, you know? So I’ll go over there
tonight since you’re working the night shift. Okay?”

“They’re not your family, Stiles. Hell, your mother barely knew them to say hello at the
grocery store.”



He’s quiet because that’s what the Talia told him, too. She wishes she had been friends with
Claudia. From the stories Stiles has told her, she says she thinks the two women would have
had a lot in common.

“Well, that doesn’t mean I can’t be friends with them, does it?” He stops and thinks about
how his life has been since his mother got ill and his father got…distracted? Busy? Drunk
and too busy for him. “They’re nice to me, Dad, and they want me there. You can talk with
Talia about it if you want, she’ll tell you that she doesn’t mind me being there. I have my own
room and everything and –”

His father wheels around, hurt and anger on his face. “She’s not your mother, Stiles! They’re
not your family and she’s not your mother, your mother is gone!”

Stiles can’t stop himself. He’s been holding it in and being a good boy and saying he’s fine
and now it comes out as though someone else is controlling his mouth. “You think I don’t
know that? I was here while she was getting sicker and sicker and until she didn’t know me!
Until I didn’t know if she was going to ignore me or… or…” He takes a breath and hates that
his voice is shaking, but he can’t stop it. It’s shake or start to cry. “Sometimes she’d hurt me,
Dad, she’d hit me or throw stuff at me. But I still went to see her at the hospital, I was there
every day, every day, and you weren’t! You weren’t there, you weren’t there for her or for me
and you weren’t there when she died and I was and I held her hand and you weren’t there!”

By the end he is crying, and feels his chest getting tight like he’s going to have a panic attack,
another thing new since his mother got sick.

And it’s because of the tears and trying not to go into a full panic attack that he doesn’t notice
his father picking up the bottle and throwing it. His mother used to throw things at him, but
she was sick and now his father throws his bottle of whiskey at him, the same way his mother
used to throw things at him.

Before either of them can say anything, Peter’s there. It’s like he just appeared like some
avenging angel from upstairs to stand in front of Stiles. Plus he’s wolfed out and snarling at
Stiles’ father. Claws and teeth out. Blue eyes of the pack’s protector.

And his dad? Dad clutches his chest, mouth opening and shutting like a fish as his face turns
a strange shade of gray. He reaches out, perhaps to balance himself, and he grabs the cabinet.

Stiles and Peter watch him fall to the floor and watch the cabinet fall across his chest.

 



Chapter 7

Chapter Summary

Stiles decides what will happen and the pack accepts. Because they do.

“Holy shit!” Peter turns to Stiles and back to Noah, looking more confused than Stiles has
ever seen him. “Okay Stiles, I’ll move the hutch off him and you call 911. Tell them you
think he’s had a heart attack.”

Peter takes a step towards his father and Stiles grabs him by the elbow, stopping him. “Wait.
Peter, wait. Just for a second.”

Peter turns back, kneeling in front of him, more graceful than Stiles will ever be. He reaches
out, and brushes a hand on Stiles’ cheek. Stiles reaches up to where it hurts and then looks at
the streak of blood on his finger.

“Stiles, darling, what are you saying?” He glances over his shoulder and cocks his head.
“Your father’s heart is still beating, but it’s… If we’re going to save him, we need to call 911.
Now.”

“What if – what if we didn’t?”

“If we didn’t? If we don’t call for an ambulance in, oh a minute or two, I’m afraid it’ll be too
late.” Peter moves and Stiles can see his father (his father’s body) unmoving on the floor of
the small dining room.

“Could I live with you? You’ve been my family, especially lately. That’s why he’s dead you
know, because I told him that,” Stiles says and he wraps his arms around himself to keep
from trembling.

“Of course you can, Stiles, you always have a home with us. And that is not why this
happened to him – he tried to hurt you, he did hurt you, Stiles, and I’m sorry, but I couldn’t
allow that.” Peter scoops him up like he weighs nothing and directs Stiles’ head until they’re
practically nose-to-nose, his father unseen behind him. “What do you want to do, Stiles? Call
or not?”

“It means I’m awful, doesn’t it?” he whispers, because sometimes it’s better to whisper the
truth.

Peter shakes his head, and brushes his lips over Stiles’ forehead. “It means you’ve had
enough and you’re actually able to do something about it. If you want.”

 



“Talia, you and David need to get to the Stilinski’s immediately.”

Stiles is still in Peter’s arms, and from Peter’s phone he can hear the alpha’s voice, but not her
words. Even so, the tone is caring and comforting.

“I’m here and I’ll call David’s phone and update him while you’re driving. I think you should
hurry. Alpha.”

Peter carries Stiles into the kitchen and sets him on the counter, next to the landline phone on
the wall. “Stiles, listen to me. Call 911 and tell them that you were home alone and heard a
noise downstairs.  You came downstairs and found your father as he is now. If they ask you
anything else, just cry and tell them to hurry.”

Stiles nods and makes the call. Beacon Hills is a small town and he’s not really surprised
when he recognizes the voice on the phone. He doesn’t have to fake crying. “Tara? Tara, you
gotta send someone now, Daddy’s hurt and… Tara, it’s Stiles, send people, ‘kay?”

Peter helps him hang up and says, “I’m so sorry, Stiles, but one more thing. You need to call
my phone. We’ll hang up after a minute.”

Doing what he’s told, Stiles dials the number posted above the phone, the list that Talia gave
to his father. Stiles, of course, knows it by heart. “Now what?” he asks.

Peter answers his phone and sets Stiles down. “I’m sorry, dear, I’ll be right back with you.
You can go sit outside if you want.”

Shaking his head, Stiles watches the wolf grab ahold of the cabinet in various spots, acting
like he’s trying to pick it up. Stiles knows he could, he’s seen all the wolves lift up items
heavier than that. Derek was showing off, and lifted his mother’s van by the front fender and
only put it down when she yelled at him to stop showing off before someone got hurt.

Stiles lets Peter pick him up again and they go outside and sit on the front porch, waiting for
what’s next.

 

With Talia and David kneeling in front of him, Peter gives them a quick update. Then he nods
to Talia and says, “I’m getting a plan, we don’t have much time. Tell me what you think.”

Talia puts her arms around Peter, which means her arms are also around Stiles and she
whispers, “I’m thinking… Stiles heard a noise, a loud noise, and came downstairs and found
his father.”

Nodding, Peter continues, “Good, that’s where I was going, too. He called 911 and then me
and then I got here and called you.”

They all look towards where the main road is and Stiles can hear the sirens getting closer to
his house.

“We tried to lift it off him, but –” Talia looks at her husband and he jumps in.



“I think we were worried we’d hurt him more. Like if you pull a knife out of an injury?”

“That works,” Talia says. “Maybe we’re stupid, but we were also panicking. And only
human.”

Stiles buries his face deeper into Peter’s neck and finds his hand getting near his mouth. He
hasn’t sucked his thumb in years because he’s certainly not a baby, but for some reason,
chewing on his knuckle suddenly seems comforting. “Do I have to go in?”

“No, baby, no, we’ll handle it,” Peter tells him, inching his way over on the porch so there’s
more room on the steps for the police and ambulance attendants who are now parking all
around the house. “Hopefully that’ll work, Talia.”

She nods, and ruffles Stiles hair, before turning to face the officials coming up the sidewalk.
“Hello, thanks for coming so quickly. Please come through here,” she says, leading three
ambulance attendants and two deputies into the small house, past the crying child on the
steps.

 

Between Peter, Talia and David, questions are answered and the authorities leave after just a
couple of hours. He turns his head when they carry out the stretcher, the zipper on the bag
done up. Stiles hears some whispers of “He hasn’t been dealing well,” and “We all hoped
he’d remember his responsibilities” and things he’d rather not know about. This is not the
sort of thing he wants his father – or himself – to be known for.  Tragedy after tragedy.

General consensus seems to be the sheriff’s heart was so broken he crawled into a bottle
ignoring his son. And with the stress of work and whatever (me, he thinks. I’m stressful) his
heart gave out.

He doesn’t hear all the conversations, clinging like a monkey to whichever Hale isn’t talking
with the deputies. The end result seems to be good, at least for tonight. He’ll go home with
the Hales and other details can be worked out later.

 

When they get to the house, Stiles curls up on the couch, pulling on the blanket that’s always
on the arm. Gramma Laurel knitted it as a gift for Talia’s wedding.

There’s a lot of action, with Hales running up and down the stairs and whispered conferences
in the kitchen. At least it’s the kitchen; those aren’t as bad as office conversations.

Stiles can’t hear all of it, but enough. “I’ll call Melissa, she should hear from a friend.” “I’ll
send an email to the school – I’ll keep it factual.” “Email the attorney, too.” “Same funeral
home as Claudia, I guess?”

This sounds like a lot of work, and suddenly he thinks that maybe he’s expecting too much.
After all, he was too much for his mother and his father. Especially for his father.



He barely hears Talia whisper, “Peter,” before he’s wrapped up in the wolf’s arms, warm and
secure and loved and just right.

 

Peter carries him upstairs, setting him down on the closed toilet seat. “Okay, can you wash up
while I go and get your pajamas? We thought it would be good to all sleep in Alpha’s room
tonight. Is that okay with you?”

“If she doesn’t mind,” Stiles answers. He stands and makes his way to the sink, not looking at
himself as he gets his toothbrush and toothpaste out of the cabinet. There’s a special little
corner for his things, his comb and aspirin and other human-necessary items. Anything he
doesn’t have, it seems Davey does. Two humans in the pack.

He brushes, humming the Sesame Street tooth brushing song, when Derek comes in and
stands next to him, holding his pajamas. “Here, Peter said you needed these. Do you need
help or anything?”

Stiles tries a smile and says, “I’m ten Derek, I can put on my own pajamas.”

“Without hurting yourself?” Derek asks, cause he’s sarcastic, like the majority of Hales. He
waits, looking away while Stiles strips down, pulling on the Spiderman set. “How can you
sleep in long sleeves and stuff?”

“I get cold easy, okay? Just a fragile human.”

Derek puts an arm around him and directs him out of the bathroom down the hall to his
mother’s room. “As if.”

 

The family is there, even Gramma Laurel, in her thick, flannel nightgown. It’s white with
yellow flowers and coordinates with the scarf tied around her head to keep her thick braids
from tangling.

Derek’s in his boxers and a t-shirt from the Beacon Hills High basketball team. Peter’s in
boxer briefs and a v-neck; it’s a clean one, not the one he wore earlier which probably stinks
of worry and whiskey.

They gather around him and each other, not bothering with pillows or blankets. Peter’s bicep
is good pillow for Stiles and Talia’s leg works for Peter. Curled up together should be too
warm, but it just seems to make everyone feel content and drowsy.

It’s hard for everyone to completely relax and no one is snoring yet (yes, Derek, you snore)
and Stiles says, “I don’t feel bad. I mean, I’m sad, you know, but I don’t feel bad.”

Peter just ‘hmms’ into the back of his head, moving his hand from Stiles’ arm down to
Cora’s, where she’s tucked in front of him.



“This woman I talk with – well, she’s a therapist. She’s my therapist,” Derek says haltingly.
“Yeah, my therapist says you can’t rush feelings. You’ll feel what you need to when you’re
ready.”

“Really?  Derek, you hate feelings.”

“Shut up, Cora,” he grumbles, and reaches out to pat Stiles’ head. “If you’re not feeling bad,
it’s okay. Maybe you will and maybe you won’t.”

They’re silent for a minute, but Stiles doesn’t think anyone’s fallen asleep yet, waiting to be
sure everyone has said what they need to.

“Stiles,” Peter whispers behind him. It’s quiet, but the Hales – other than perhaps Davey –
can hear him easily. “Do you know what my role is in the pack? Do you remember?”

“Of course. You’re the pack’s protector.” He sighs and leans back against Peter, feeling the
others shift around him, getting closer to each other and getting ready to (maybe) sleep.

“Yes. And it makes sense that in order to protect your pack, your family, you need to be able
to protect yourself, right?”

Stiles thinks about this for a moment. It does make sense, but is that what he’s done or what
he can do? “I’d protect you, if I could. All the Hales. You’re my family.”

“You did protect us, Stiles. We wouldn’t be here without you,” Talia says and her hand, when
she scratches his scalp has sharp claws. But he’s not worried, she’d never hurt him. She won’t
throw a bottle at him. He’s safe now.

David is somewhere here, probably protectively behind Talia, within reach of at least one
child. “You can, if you’d like, have a discussion with Derek’s therapist – or another if that’s
more comfortable for either of you.”

“I might,” he says, knowing that his heart beat is probably giving him away. Definitely, based
on the gentle touches from hands and feet and whatever is near him. “Maybe when I get to
feeling bad. If I do. Like Peter said before, maybe I’m just – different.”

No one holds it against him. Pack protects their own.

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 8

Chapter Summary

Excerpts from Investigation into the death of Noah M. Stilinski

Chapter Notes

See the end of the chapter for notes

Excerpts from Investigation into the death of Noah M. Stilinski

 

Deputy Tara Graeme interview with Miecyzslaw (Stiles) Stilinski. Also present is temporary
guardian David Hale

TG: And you said you were upstairs, Stiles?

MS:  Oh, yes. I was upstairs and heard a loud noise. So I went downstairs and…

TG: I’m sorry, Stiles, just a few more minutes. What did you see when you went downstairs?

MS: Dad. He was on the floor and the hutch was… It was on top of his chest.

TG: I know this is hard, Stiles. What did you do when you came downstairs?

MS: I called 911 and spoke with you.

TG: Stiles, when you came downstairs, did you see anything else unusual? Or smell anything
else?

MS: Smell? No, not really. I mean, it smelled like Dad’s whiskey, but that wasn’t unusual.

TG: Did you see the broken bottle by the wall?

MS: No?

TG: Is that a question?

MS:  No. I didn’t see any broken bottle.

TG: Okay, you didn’t. Stiles, can you tell me how you got that cut on your cheek?

MS: I must have gotten hurt. I’m very clumsy and I get hurt a lot.



TG: Oh, Stiles.

**

Deputy Tara Graeme interview with Peter Hale

PH: Yes, he phoned me. I reconfirmed that he’d dialed 911 and then went to their house.

TG: And what did you find?

PH: Same thing that I told you before, Deputy Graeme. Stiles was inside by the front door.
The house had a strong smell of whiskey. Stiles grabbed my hand and pulled me towards the
dining room. Sheriff Stilinski was lying on the floor on his back and the china cabinet had
fallen over on top of him.

TG: And you checked his pulse?

PH: Yes, and then I tried to lift off the cabinet, but it was too heavy and the – the angle was
wrong and it was too heavy.

TG: After that?

PG: I phoned my family and told my sister to come over. And I took Stiles and we sat on the
front porch and waited for the ambulance.

TG: Did you see anything unusual in the house?

PH: I wasn’t really looking, it was… quite surprising what was there. The house was…
messier than usual, much messier than when we brought Stiles back after he’d been staying
with us. It smelled strongly of alcohol, I assumed because of the broken bottle.

TG:  Did you see anything else?

PH: Do you mean the cut on Stiles’ cheek? I don’t know how it got there, but it was fresh
when I arrived and still bleeding.

TG: Did Stiles tell you how it got there?

PH: No. He didn’t tell me, but honestly, Deputy, I don’t think either of us are stupid.

 

**

Deputy Jordan Parrish interview with David Hale

JP:  And who phoned you?

DH: My wife’s brother, Peter. He was at the Stilinski’s and called Talia to come over.

JP: What did he say when he called you?



DH: I didn’t talk with him personally, but I guess he said it was urgent or something like that.
I did hear him say that 911 had already been called.

JP: And Stiles is staying with your family now?

DH: Yes. Yes, he’s stayed with us before. After Claudia’s funeral, Noah, um, he wasn’t doing
well and Stiles was with us for, oh almost a week, I think?

JP: Do you know if he has any other family?

DH:  Talia said Melissa McCall said that Claudia has family – cousins I think? In Detroit or
Des Moines or someplace like that. We’re going to the house, probably tomorrow, to pick up
some of Stiles’ things he might want and see if we can find anything like a phone book or
letters or something.

JP: I know the Sheriff’s father is still alive, but I think he may not be well.

DH: So I’ve heard. Alzheimer’s, I think, I understand he’s in long term care.

JP: Tara said you keeping him will keep him out of the foster system. I guess until there’s
paperwork or legal stuff, or…

DH: Yes, we’ve contacted a family attorney and we’ll be filing for custody. And make sure
he talks with a therapist.

JP: Sounds like a good idea.

 

**

Deputy Tara Graeme’s interview with Talia Hale

TG: I’d like to thank you and your family for your help, Mrs. Hale

TH:  No problem at all, Deputy. We certainly understand that in these circumstances (pause)

TG:  Agreed. If you need anyone to vouch for you or write letters or anything, please let me
know.

TH: That’s so sweet, and I’ll take you up on it if it’s needed. I’m selfishly hoping that
Claudia’s cousins will be willing to let us keep him. But when we do the official filing, I’m
sure it wouldn’t hurt to have one of the sheriff’s deputies in our corner.

TG: Of course.  It’s (pause) I agree, Stiles is going to have a hard-enough time, there’s no
need for any rumors about what might have happened, which is nothing we can prove
without witnesses. And I think the autopsy will show that the cause of death was a heart
attack.



TH:  No, it’s no use sullying anyone’s reputation. If there’s nothing else, Deputy, I’d like to
go. David and I are going to go over and pick up a few things that Stiles might need right
away.

TG:  No, nothing else, thank you again, Mrs. Hale. If he’s comfortable with it, maybe you
can bring Stiles by to say hello? Only if he’s okay with it.

TH:  I’m sure he’ll want to say hello. Maybe not right away, but after he’s had

(tape ends)

Chapter End Notes

This is it, the end. Thank you all for reading and commenting, I appreciate the
encouragement.

I don't know if there's any more to this, I don't know what happens next. Happily ever
after, I guess.



End Notes

Don't know where this came from, just wanted to write not-quite-right Stiles. I was trying to
work in something where he moves the mountain ash circle without touching it, but it
wouldn't fit in. Oh well.

Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work!

http://archiveofourown.org/works/17750966/comments/new
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