Gft

It was a | ate sumrer night. Hot and sticky, |ike nbst sumer nights in Baton
Rouge. My family had retreated to an RV canpsite on the cityefs edge, as they
did every sumrer weekend. It was past mdnight and | was wandering the woods
al one. Not hi ng unusual about that. | suppose there should be sonethi ng unusua
about a six-year-old roanming the forest at night, but nmy parents had a vague
i dea of ny whereabouts, and didneft care about the specifics. So long as |
stayed out of trouble and didneft bother them 1 could do as | |iked.

Sat urday nights at the canmpground were always the same. My parents and their
friends woul d gather at one of the sites, start a bonfire, and drink and talk
until morning. We kids were left to anuse ourselves. My ol der brothers were
supposed to | ook after nme but, as usual, they were with their friends,
enjoying filched beer and cigarettes, and were quite happy to let ne take off
on my own, so long as | hightailed it back to the canpsite when nmy parents
finally whistled us in to bed.

| wandered the wooded paths for a while, but didneft expect to see anything.
Not what | wanted to see, at least. l«fd only seen it once, and when | had,
l«fd ran and not stopped until | was safe with nmy brothers. le«fd cursed ny
cowardice a mllion times since then. Al ny nights of exploring, and when
finally found something worth seeing, I+<fd bolted Iike a baby. Each Saturday
night after that, | screwed up ny courage and ventured into the woods .

and saw not hi ng nmore wondrous than fireflies.

Time was runni ng out. Just yesterday, ny brothers had said there were only two
weeks of sunmer |eft, which meant only two nore weekends at the canpground.
Tonight, | decided I«fd take the next step. l«fd go to the string of cabins
along the front road, see if he was in his, nmaybe catch himheading into the
woods.

As soon as | neared the edge of the woods, | saw him A gray-haired man,
sitting al one behind his cabin, snoking and staring out into the night. |

wat ched fromthe forest, heart hamrering. Finally, the man stubbed out his
cigarette, got to his feet and turned to head into the cabin.

In that norment, | made a deci sion?a decision only a six-year-old child would
even consi der.

| stepped fromthe forest. The man stopped, but didneft turn around.
"Tired of hiding in the trees?" he said.

H s voice was sharp with an accent I+fd never heard in these parts. He turned
then. H s gaze travel ed over me, eyes hooded to bored slits.

"Wel | ? What do you want, boy?"
"I saw what you did."
H s expression didneft change. "How nice for you."

l+fd expected himto deny it, or at |east play dunb, so when he didneft, | was
left standing there, arguments jamred in ny throat.

"I?1 saw you do it," | said finally. "I saw what you turned into. |I know what
you are."

"So you said." He yawned and rolled his shoul ders. "How fast can you run, boy?
Hope itefs not too fast, because, truth is, lefmnot really in the nmood?"



"I want to do it."

He stopped stretching. "You want . . .?"

| stepped closer. "I want to do it nyself. If you help me, | woneft tell on
you. "

"Tel | ??" He threw back his head and | aughed, then | ooked down at ne, |ips
still twitching in barely contained | aughter. "And how do you think I|e«fm

supposed to hel p you? Wave ny magi ¢ wand and poof, youefre a?"

"You have to bite nme." | pulled myself up as tall as | could. "I<fm not
stupid. | know how it works."

H s gaze met mine and, for a second, he faltered. Then he shook his head

sharply. "Well, boy, sonmething tells me l«fmgoing to wake up in that chair a
few hours fromnow, and this will all be part of the strangest dreamle«fve
ever had, but sure, letefs give it a whirl. If somehow | am awake, this is a

hell of a |lot easier than chasing you. Now, you just wait right here while
get ready, okay?"

| nodded.

"I'f you run away, l<fll have to cone after you. Neither of us wants that,
ri ght?"

| nodded.

"Good. Now, itefll sting some, but doneft you worry. Before you knowit,
itefll all be over."

A final nod fromnme, and he di sappeared into the forest.

Long m nutes passed, and | began to worry that heefd cheated nme. Then the

brush rustled. From somewhere deep within ne came the urge to bolt. | forced
my feet to stay still, despising ny weakness.

| turned slowmy. | knew what to expect, but still didneft expect it.

Before me stood a wolf as tall as |I. His eyes net mine, eyes that were

unm st akabl y human. Those eyes and his nonstrous size were the only things
left of the man. The rest was wol f.

The test had come. | felt my body betray ne, armhairs prickle, legs trenble,
a heavy wei ght bearing down in ny groin as if | was seconds away from pissing
myself. | gritted ny teeth and forced myself to neet his gaze. He had to bite
me. | knew what a werewol f was, and how you becane one. My ol der brothers
delighted in scaring me with nmonster stories, never guessing that | wasneft
scared at all, that | listened to their tales and thought only of how | ucky
the nonsters were, that they never had to cower under a bed or hide in a
closet, listening to drunken curses and punches, and knowing if they were
found, theyefd be next. Monsters didneft fear. They were fear. Now | had a
chance to try that for nyself. So | took a deep breath, held out ny arm and
wai t ed.

Sonething flickered in the wolfefs eyes?surprise, shock, maybe even the barest
hint of uncertainty. He growed. | didneft budge. He snapped at ny arm teeth
sinking in. Pain ripped through it. | stunbled back, tripping over ny feet and
falling as he let go. Warm bl ood trickled down ny arm and hot urine soaked ny



jeans. | | ooked at my armand saw bl ood flowing fromtw n gashes in the soft
underside. | struggled to ny feet. The wolf stared at nme, as if confused. His
tongue lolled out, blood-pink saliva dripping fromits tip.

I met his eyes and grinned. | had done it. I+fd been bitten. The gift was
m ne.

He | owered his head, eyes never leaving mne. Alowgrow started in the pit
of his stomach. He hunkered down. Then he sprang.

| should have died that noment. That was his plan, not to turn me into a

werewol f, but to kill ne, to put a quick and easy end to the mi nor
i nconveni ence of ny existence. So what happened? Was | so brave and strong and
smart that | outmaneuvered ny fate? Hardly. | tripped.

| saw himspring. As | stunbled back, ny foot caught on a root and | tw sted
si deways. Instead of |landing on top of nme, the wolf crashed down beside ne,
fur brushing ny arm

Sonehow, | managed to keep enough bal ance to cone out of the tunble running.
Instinctively, | ran for the front of the cabin, for the main road headi ng
past the canpground.

Before l«fd gone twenty feet, | heard a snort and knew the wol f had recovered
fromhis fall. My throat dried up. My brain shut down. My | egs seened to nove
of their own accord, running so fast that slivers of pain shot through ny

cal ves and ny | ungs.

| raced for the road. | heard pounding, either the blood rushing in nmy ears or
his paws on the hard-packed dirt?it didneft matter. | knew he was behind ne.

| heard a scream No, not a scream The screech of tires and brakes. The fl ash
of headlights. A car heading into the canpground.

| tripped over on the curb and sprawl ed onto the road. Someone shouted. |
lifted ny head to see two nen junp fromthe car, arns waving. The wol f
hesitated, then turned and ran for the forest.

"What the hell was that?" one man yelled. "It was huge!"

"Forget it," the other said. "Go call an anbul ance. The kidefs bl eeding."

| wobbled to ny feet.

"Whoa. Hold on there, little guy."

| |1 ooked up, saw them approaching, two |arge facel ess shadows. | bolted for

t he opposite side of the road, heading for the highway across the enbanknent.
Behind me, the nmen shouted. Instead of follow ng on foot, though, they ran

back to their car. By the time they got the car turned around, | was |ong
gone.

| doneft renenber what happened next. | assume there was a search for ne,
maybe my picture made it onto a nmilk carton somewhere. If so, | knew nothing

of it and, in later years, never checked back to see how big a fuss ny
di sappearance had caused. As for ny parents, lefmsure they played up the
tragedy for all it was worth, but stopped searching the nonment everyone el se



stopped caring. If there was a search, | escaped sinply by avoi ding people, an
aversion that becane second nature after | was bitten

O those first few weeks, all | renmenber is the pain. Pain and hunger. My nind
retreated to sone dark hole in ny psyche, emergi ng now and then to spout

ri bbons of gibberish, then muttering away into silence. The world turned to
per manent shadows, even while the Louisiana sun parboiled ny skin. Odinary
shapes contorted into funhouse mrror reflections. Alley cats grew to the size
of ponies, with gaping nouths and fangs that threatened to swall ow nme whol e.
Childrenefs | aughter twisted into the taunting |aughs of the old werewol f. |
had only to hear a human voice and l<fd run scuttling to the shadows. And
still the hunger grew.

Survi val

As a human child, l+fd already begun learning to fend for nyself. Wth ny
transformati on cane the boost | needed to survive. A six-year-old child caneft
live on his own, but a half-grown wolf already has the tools and the instincts
he needs. Instinct made ne avoi d humans and ot her potential predators. Common
sense told nme to take shelter fromthe elements. My sense of snell sharpened
and tuned to the scent of food, |eading me to trash bins and Dunpsters and
road- kil |

| never went home. Never tried to. | could say that l«fd forgotten where hone
was or that | was afraid of howny famly would react, but thatefs a lie.
chose not to return

| doneft renenber the first tinme | changed into a wolf. One night, | passed
out, and awoke to find ny body covered in yellow fur. My brain was beyond
reacting. It took this in stride, as it had everything else in nmy newlife. |
got to ny feet and went in search of food.

As a wolf, | learned to hunt . . . or at least to scavenge. If | managed to
kill the odd nouse or sparrow, it was nmore dunb luck than skill. Even that
added food wasneft enough to feed the fire in my gut.

One day, as the hunger threatened to gnaw t hrough ny stomach, | realized | had
to find something |larger than a nouse or hal f-eaten hanmburger. | left ny bed
of matted newspapers and went hunti ng.

The city was in the mdst of an m d-autumm heat wave. The m dday sun shoved

t hrough the buildings and trees, and broiled the pavement into a stinking
stream of asphalt. Every living thing with a brain had taken shelter, |eaving
me hunting for food in a scorched wastel and.

Fortune let me stunble onto a cat napping beneath a bush. The cat jerked awake
and stared at nme in heat-stupid confusion. | flung nmyself forward . . . and

| eapt cl ear over the cat, which quickly regained its senses and ran away. |

got to ny feet and went in search of new prey, but it was no use. Fortune,

t horoughly disgusted with my ineptitude, left to find a worthier recipient.

| wandered through the all eyways, eating fromthe open trash-cans, and
drooling at the ones sealed tight. In this weather, nost people covered their
cans, so easy pickings were rare. Finally, after what seenmed |ike hours of
searching, a snell hit me, the stink of dirt and decay, but underlain with
somet hing that cut short ny retreat. The snmell of death. O fresh neat.

I followed the stench, rounded a corner and cane upon a pile of rags shoved
under a concrete step. The snell overpowered ny senses, naking ny eyes water,
and prodding me to turn tail and run for cleaner air. But the lingering scent
of meat kept my paws riveted to the pavenment. Buried sonewhere under those



rags was food, and I damed well wasneft leaving until | found it.

| eased forward until | was under the step. Then | grabbed the first |ayer of
cloth between ny teeth and tugged. A filth-crusted bl anket pulled away from
t he heap beneath, and the heap becane a man. A dead nman. A derelict. | doneft

know what had killed him Mybe the heat. It didneft matter. Al that mattered
was that he was dead, and | was starving.

Wth the added strength of a full belly, | was able to roamfarther in search
of food. After a couple of days | cane to the bayou, and soon rmade it mny hone.
My den was probably a cubbyhole in sonme hillock or outcropping of rock. I

renenber it only as a nontage of senses, soneplace warm dry and safe. | was
confortable there, away frompeople. | quickly learned to hunt rats and birds.
VWhile they didneft always fill my stomach, they kept me from starving, and

t hat was enough

One evening, | found myself back in the city. | doneft renmenber how or why I
arrived there. Maybe sonehow | knew that on that day | had to be in Baton
Rouge, at that hour | had to be in that particular park, at that nonent | had
to be beside that pathway, waiting. My Iife pivoted on this point as nmuch as
it had the day I'd confronted the old werewol f.

I was in wolf form This wasneft intentional?it was no |longer a matter of

intention, if it ever had been. | vacillated between forns endlessly, falling
asl eep human, waking a wolf, hunting as wolf, eating as human. l<fd stopped
noticing the difference. The agony of the change becane part of ny life, |ike

the ache in ny gut.

That evening, | lay hidden in a stand of flowering bushes, watching the
passersby. Wen the scent first wafted past, ny hazy brain recognized it as
famliar, bringing to mnd an i mage of the old werewolf whoefd bitten ne.

A growl escaped before | could choke it back. The sound was soft, barely

| ouder than the rustle of dry |eaves, and nobody noticed. Nobody except one
man, dark haired man, maybe as old as ny father, and about the sanme size,
average height and broad shoul dered. He was strolling through the park gardens
with a young woman. When | growl ed, he turned and scanned the area.

| pushed back into the bush. He caught the novenent. Hi s eyes narrowed and his
nostrils flared. He said sonmething to the woman, the sound reaching me only as
gar bl ed noi se. Leaving her behind, he started toward the bush, his |ong
strides devouring the ground between us.

As he approached fromupwi nd, | caught a whiff of scent. It was the sane snell
that had nade ne growl, the snmell that had rem nded ne of the old werewol f.
But this obviously wasneft the same man. My nuddl ed brain struggled to make
sense of it. Finally, some deeper instinct solved the riddle, and | realized
that what l<fd recogni zed was the conmon scent of a werewol f.

As ny brain hit the answer, it freed ny legs. | tore back out of the bush and
didneft stop running until | reached ny den in the bayou.



The next norning | crept fromny den in human form groggy, shivering and
eager to find a warmplace in the sun, so | could go back to sleep. The
nmor ni ngs and eveni ngs had grown too chilly for human form | didneft wear
clothing. The inpulse to cover nyself had died | ong ago under the sheer
impracticality of finding ny clothes each time | Changed.

| stunbled out, still half-asleep, heading for a trail that would take nme to a
warm cl earing. Like any wolf, | had my favorite trails, paths through the
swanp that I+fd wal ked along so many tinmes that they reeked of my scent. It
was a matter of habit and safety, sticking to what | knew. Al the trails led
in sone convol uted way, back to ny den

|«fd wal ked about five feet when sonething grabbed ne around the neck and
hoi sted ne into the air. The panic cane slowy, fornl ess, ny sleepy brain
still trying to decide whether this was another of mny nightmares. Wen
realized it wasneft, | tw sted and kicked, but nmy feet struck only air.

A man | aughed. The grip on ny neck tightened. | struggled harder, tw sting and
flailing. My leg struck the man in the chest, and he cuffed ny ear so hard ny
vi sion clouded. The trees swayed. Wen the spinning stopped, | resisted the

i mpul se to fight. Resistance only nmakes them hit harder. A lesson |ong

| earned, though often chall enged.

As | went linmp, |I caught a whiff of scent. Werewolf scent. It was him The one
fromthe park. Heefd used my trails to track me to nmy den. Instinctively I
started struggling. Again he struck ne, and the world toppled into nonmentary
dar kness.

He said something, a volley of words that nmade as little sense to ne as the
chirping of the birds overhead. lI«fd long since lost the ability to understand
human speech. Wien | didneft respond, he shook me and repeated hinmself. Hs
wor ds sounded clipped, inpatient. Still dangling ne by the neck, he swung ne
around to face him then lifted one brow and said sonething. Wen | didneft
react, he laughed and tossed me to the ground.

| hit the dirt hard, ny head striking a half-buried rock. Wen | opened ny
eyes, he was crouched with his head inside nmy den. | tried to grow, but the
sound came out strangled and ridicul ous. He swiveled on his heels, |ooked at
me and | aughed. He said sonething, then went back to investigating ny den
After a few minutes, he got to his feet, grinmaced and wi ped his hands on his
pants. Then, wi thout so nuch as a glance in nmy direction, he left.

| lay on the grass, listening as the thud of his footsteps retreated through
the trees. When the sound stopped, | lifted ny head, then gritted nmy teeth and
tried to stand. The pain forced me back down. | lay there, panting and trying
to focus. | had to get up, get away. He m ght conme back. My heart hanmered so
hard it drowned out the birds in the trees. | stretched ny legs and rolled
onto my stomach. Waves of agony pul sed through ny skull. | closed ny eyes and
concentrated, got to my knees, started to rise, then passed out.

When | cane to, l<fd changed into a wolf. | couldneft remenber what happened
or why | was lying outside nmy den. The sunlight jabbed needl es through ny
eyes. It hurt to blink, to turn my head, to nove. As | stunbled forward, ny
legs tangled and | fell headfirst to the ground, muzzle bulldozing though the
dirt, nostrils filling. For a second, | couldneft breathe. M ndl ess panic sent
me flying to ny feet. Excruciating pain forced me back to the ground.



Lifting ny head, | saw ny den. It wavered, nirage-like, just feet fromny

nose. | crawed forward, belly to the ground. Tine craw ed even slower. Only
the prom se of my den kept me noving. Finally, | was there. Forcing nyself to
my feet, | made that |ast step. Then, just as | was about to lurch onto ny bed

of leaves and rags, the scent hit ne. H's scent.

| backed away, ny |egs shaking. For the first time in years, old
enot i ons?human enotions?surfaced. Frustration. Humiliation. Rage. Hate.

| mpotent, overwhelmng hate. | threw back ny head and how ed ny angui sh to the
ri sing noon.

| spent days lying outside ny den. My brain prodded nme to find shelter, but ny
t hr obbi ng head woul dneft | et nme nove. The den was soiled for me now. Cold
nights, bitter rain, the fear of predators, nothing would make e take that
final step inside. Sleep brought no relief fromthe pain or the cold. I was
too terrified to close nmy eyes, certain heefd conme back. Once or tw ce, the
hunger and exhausti on becane too much and | passed out. Mre than once, |

t hought heefd returned. | saw himthere, |ooning over ne, but just as ny teeth
were about to graze his throat, heefd vanish into nocking | aughter

One day, | awoke and found the strength to stand. | stunbled to the swanp and
drank the fetid water, coughing half of it back up again. Next, my nose led ne
to the decaying carcass of a nutria and | ate. And life continued.

Days, maybe weeks later, | was sunning nmyself on a rock by the bayou, enjoying
one of the last rare bouts of heat as autum slid into winter. A cloud

ki dnapped ny sunlight, and | shifted ny position. As | noved, | caught sight
of something. It was hin?the werewol f whoefd beaten ne?standi ng downwi nd | ess
than twenty feet away. My heart jammred in ny throat.

He | eaned against a tree, arnms crossed. When | noved, his arns fell to his
sides and his lips curved in a crooked, alnost hesitant, half-snile, nothing
like the arrogant grin of ny nightmares. Al so, | renenbered himas shorter
nore nuscul ar. O der, too. This man | ooked barely out of his teens. But the
dark hair and the shape of his face matched ny nenories exactly.

| began to wonder if I«fd fallen asleep and was dream ng. | rubbed ny eyes and
| ooked around. Everything was as it should be. Everything except the intruder
| shaded nmy eyes fromthe sun to get a better | ook

Yes, this man definitely resenbled the werewol f whoefd invaded ny den
Therefore it nmust be him So why was | sitting here? Was | eager for another
beati ng? My gaze slid fromside to side, evaluating ny escape options. The nman

was still watching ne. Wtching, but making no nmove to approach

Maybe | was wong. Maybe he didneft see ne. | focused on his eyes. They were
bl ack and slightly slanted over high cheekbones. Wien | saw them | knew this
wasneft the man whoefd violated ny den. | had | ooked into the other manefs

eyes and | woul d never forget them

The stranger said sonething. The inflection rem nded me of the other man, but
the tinbre was different, deep and low. He tilted his head and sniled, even
nmore hesitant this tine. He spoke again. | barely heard him M attention was
focused on his body, waiting for the first twitch of nmovenent. | was in human
form conpletely vul nerable.



After a short silence, the nman resuned tal king, his voice | ow and soot hi ng,
the sentences stretching into a nonol ogue. Then his left | eg noved ever so
slightly. | tensed. He stepped forward, nmoving slowy, still talking. I inched
backward. My toes brushed water and | froze. | |ooked fromside to side. The
bayou surrounded me, blocking off all escape.

The man continued his approach. | began to shake. He stopped, now only five
feet away, then dropped to one knee. | watched his hands. He lifted them and
turned them palnms toward nme. Bending down nore, he tried to make eye contact.
H s shoe slipped in the nud. At the sudden novenment | panicked. | |eapt at
him He yanked back, fast, but not fast enough. My long nails raked down his
forearm three rivulets of blood springing up

He inhaled sharply. | fell back, shielding ny head, waiting for the
retaliatory blow Everything in ny early life had conditioned me to recognize
this sinmple cause and effect. | cowered, head under ny arm eyes cl enched
tight. Nothing happened. My heart thudded. | knew this trick. He was waiting.
The second | exposed nyself, the bl ow would cone, a cuff across the head or
shoul ders that l«fd feel for days. | opened one eye, keeping my arm over ny
head. He crouched on his heels, tying a handkerchi ef around the wound with one
hand. Wen he noticed me wat chi ng, he managed a pained half-smle. Then, stil
crouchi ng, he eased backward and stood.

| closed nmy eyes, tensed and waited. When | peeked again, he was gone.

Domesti cati on

Only a few hours passed before he returned. The day was darkening and le«fd
begun to hunt. I+fd changed to a wolf, possibly in a subconscious reaction to
the fear, taking on a formwhere | would be better able to fight himif he
ret ur ned.

I was chasing a nouse when | heard a noi se behind nme and turned to see the man
step into the clearing. He sniled. | wheeled and ran

I ran full out until | was certain he wasneft following. Once | was sure l+fd
lost him | turned around and went back to find him

| crept through the undergrowth, ears perked. As | approached the clearing, |
slowed, crawing along the ground, ready to bolt at the first sign that he saw
me. | slunk into a thicket bordering the clearing. Then | closed ny eyes and

i nhal ed. He was there. | listened, but heard nothing. | crouched, sniffing and
listening, every nuscle poised for flight. After a few mnutes, | worked up
the nerve to peer through the weeds. He sat on the grass, |eaning against a
tree, legs outstretched, arns crossed and eyes shut, as if dozing. | stopped,
confused. I+fd seen humans do a | ot of strange things, but settling down for a
nap in the mddle of the bayou was not one of them

| pushed my muzzle out farther to sniff again. Not a |leaf rustled, but sonehow

he seemed to hear the novenent. Hi s eyes snapped open. | jerked back into the
thi cket. He laughed. No, not a | augh really?a deep chuckle that rippled
through the night air. | heard a rustle and peeked out to see himrooting

around in a paper bag. He pulled sonmething out and threwit. Although |I was
over thirty feet away, it sailed through the thicket and | anded squarely at ny

feet. I bent to sniff it. A piece of cooked neat. | gulped it before | could
have second thoughts. A second piece flewinto the thicket with equally
perfect aim | ate that one, and the next, and the next. He threw each to ny

feet, not trying to entice me out of my hiding spot.

At last, the neat stopped coming. | waited patiently. Nothing happened. |
poked my head out of the thicket and | ooked at him He said something, turned



t he bag upsi de down and shook it. My nose twitched, catching the |ingering
hints of meat in the air. My stonach growl ed. He got to his feet. | darted
back into the thicket. M nutes passed. When | peeked out again, he was stil

by the tree, standing now, hands in pockets. He nurnured sonething under his
breath, turned and vanished into the forest. Once he was gone, | crept to the
crunpl ed bag and tore it apart, frustrated by the scent of meat perneating the
paper. | licked the scraps, but only got enough of a taste to make ny stomach
start growing again. Reluctantly, | left the bag in tatters and went to hunt.

| barely had tinme to pick up another nouse trail when a sharp crack of

undergrowth startled ne. | spun to see a formenerge fromthe trees. Though it
was in the shadows, | could see the outline of a |large dog. | was about to
bolt when it stepped into the moonlight. It was a wolf, a tall, rangy bl ack

wol f. My leg nuscles seized, riveting nme to the ground. Instead of wal ki ng
toward me, though, the wolf loped to the east, circling me while com ng

closer. There was sonething in his mouth, but he was too far away for nme to
see it. Then, a light breeze blew through the trees and his scent fluttered

down to me. Wth a start, | recognized the snell. It was the man fromthe
clearing. | doneft know why it surprised me to realize he was a werewol f, but
it did.

Stayi ng upwi nd, he noved a few steps closer. Then he drew back his head and

t hrew what ever was in his mouth. H's aimand di stance wereneft nearly as good
as when heefd been a man and whatever heefd thrown | anded about five feet
northwest of ne. | stayed still, watching. He backed up, then laid down,
putting his rmuzzle on his paws. Now a second snell shifted to me in the w nd.
Rabbit. Freshly killed rabbit. My stomach overrode ny fear and | raced
forward, finding the rabbit where heefd thrown it. It was |larger than anything
| could ever catch. The throat had been ripped open, but he hadneft fed. |

| owered ny head and ate.

When | finished eating, nmy brain rem nded me that | should escape, but the
war ni ng was buried under the weight of the food in ny belly. Wth the bl ack
wol f still lying less than ten feet away, | stretched out and fell asleep

The next norning he was gone. He reappeared around noon, in human form again
bearing food. | ate it, then crept back into the woods. He didneft follow
That night, he returned with nore food.

Wth that, a pattern was established. Each day, he brought food, he talked to
me, sometines changed form and hunted for ne, but always kept his distance,
never follow ng when | grew nervous or bored and wandered away. G adually his
pati ence wore down mny fear. Although |I still didneft trust him | learned to
tolerate his presence?especially since it was always paired w th generous
hel pi ngs of food.

About ten days later, after lunch, while he dozed against a tree, | screwed up
the courage to approach him | was in wolf formand he wasneft, which
fortified my nerve. | circled around behind the tree, then crept forward, ears
perked and straining for any change in his breathing. Finally, | was behind
the tree. | craned ny neck and sniffed the back of his shoulder. He didneft
nmove. Inching forward, | sniffed his armand shirt sleeve, then his side and

hip. He had a rich natural snell mngled with a nyriad of human snel | s?soap
fabric, car exhaust, processed food and scores nore. | sniffed himthoroughly



and was about to retreat when | noticed a bag at his side. Heefd already fed
me and the enpty food bag was Ilying in the mddle of the clearing. | eyed the
new bag. Something bulged within it. Mre food? Was he hol di ng out on ne?

G ngerly, | snagged the corner of the paper bag with ny teeth, then dragged it
to a safer spot behind the tree. It didneft snell |ike food. But it had to be.
What el se was a bag for?

Grabbi ng one corner, | jerked ny head up and dunped the bag. A shower of

fabric fell to the ground. | tossed the bag aside and pounced on the fabric
before it could escape. | snuffled through the pile. As the fabric spread out,
it revealed its true nature. Cothing. A small pair of jeans, a shirt and
sneakers. | tore through the clothing | ooking for the hidden food. It wasneft
there. Behind ne, the bag tunbled away in the breeze. | raced after it and
caught it just as a gust of wind was lifting it into the air. Tipping it onto
its side, |I thrust my head inside, hoping to find the mssing food. There was

not hi ng there, not even the tenpting scent of neat soaked into the paper.
pul | ed back. The bag stayed on ny head, stuck behind ny ears. | shook mnyself.
It stayed on. | tried backing away fromit and tripped, tunbling head over ass
to the ground. It was then that | heard it. Laughter. Not a dry chuckle or a
qui et laugh, but a tremendous whoop of choking |aughter. | caught the bag
under my paw and yanked ny head out. He stood there, arms crossed over his
chest, trying to stop hinmself fromlaughing and failing mserably. | glared at
him sal vaged nmy | ast shreds of dignity and stal ked off into the woods.

The next day he brought extra food, so | decided, after much contenplation, to
forgive him

Each day followi ng, the clothes reappeared in a fresh bag. | ignored them On
the third day, | was in human form when he brought ny lunch. He fed ne just
enough to stop the gnawing in nmy gut, then produced the bag of clothing.
Lifting each piece, he pointed at the corresponding article of clothing on his

own body, then pantom nmed putting it on. | fixed himwith a cool stare and
curled ny lip. | knew perfectly well what clothing was and what was supposed
to be done with it. | wasneft an idiot. And | certainly wasneft stupid enough

to put them on, which seened to be the end goal of this little denonstration

| laid down in ny patch of sunlight and closed nmy eyes. Then | heard the
crinkle of paper and a snell | knew all too well. Food. | opened one eye. The
man hel d out both hands, a cooked hamburger patty in one and the shirt in the
other. He arched one eyebrow. | closed ny eyes. The scent of the neat wafted
over. My mouth watered. | peeked again. The hanburger was still there. So was
the shirt. Wth an annoyed growl, | got to ny feet, nmarched over, grabbed the
shirt and tugged it on, first trying to pull the armhole over ny head, but
eventual |y remenbering the proper sequence. Then |I held out ny hand. He gave
me the nmeat patty. | ate it, yanked off the shirt and threw it back
Unperturbed, he reached down for the jeans and a second neat patty and we
started again.

By the third day of playing this gane, | surrendered. It was an uneven match
H s patience seened endless. Mne wore out in five seconds. Besides, | was
curious to see what this clothing business portended. | put on the whole

outfit, then followed himout of the bayou. On the edge of the woods was a
parking | ot for weekend fishermen. He wal ked over to the only car in the |ot,
opened t he passenger door and turned to say something to nme. The tail end of
his words floated into the night as | plunged back into the forest.



The next day, he brought fresh clothes. He al so brought extra food, so once
again, | forgave him To show that | didneft bear a grudge, | even played the
clothing game again. This tine, once | was dressed, he led me not to the
parking lot, but on a longer walk, right to the outskirts of the city. Backing
onto the bayou was a rundown notel. He wal ked to the door closest to the woods
and opened it. | tensed, ready to bolt. Instead of calling to me, though, he
just wal ked inside, |eaving the door open

| hovered on the forestefs edge for at least thirty m nutes. Wen he didneft
reappear, | crept forward. A car roared into the parking lot. | dove for cover
behi nd a bush. Two people stunbled fromthe car, voices too |loud, |aughter too
harsh. Drunk. | knew what that sounded |ike.

| watched themgo into a roomfarther down, then slunk out fromthe bush and

started toward the open door again. Wen | got close, | circled w de, keeping
nmy di stance. A blast of hot air billowed fromthe room | paused, letting it
chase some of the night chill frommnmy bones. Then | scooted around to the far

side and peered through the open doorway. The nan was inside, |lying on a bed,
ankl es crossed, reading a newspaper. He gl anced around the edge at ne, nodded
and kept reading. | inched toward the door, testing how close I<fd need to get
to feel that glorious warnth again. | was just close enough to feel the
tuggi ng tendrils of heat when the newspaper crackled. My nerve snapped and
bolted for the safety of the woods.

| didneft go back to ny den though. It was getting |ate and norni ng woul d be

com ng. Morning meant breakfast. | dinmy remenbered breakfast. Maybe if |
stuck around, I+fd get nore than the two neals a day heefd been providing so
far. So, | crawl ed under a bush and fell asleep

Late that night, | woke up shivering. Louisiana was suffering through a cold
snap that winter and even the clothing the man had provided didneft hel p nuch.
I remenbered that burst of heat fromthe nmotel room For a long tinme, | lay
there, shivering, fear warring with disconfort. Finally, | |leapt up and dashed
for the nmotel. The door was still open. Inside, the man was asl eep on the bed.

| curled up in the doorway and went to sleep

And so, | let nyself be domesticated. In the end, like any stray, | was
conquered by the prom se of continued food and shelter. Trust would take
| onger.

For at least a week, | slept in the doorway, not letting himclose the door no
matter how cold the night got. One day, another man came by. VWiile | hid in

t he bushes outside, the other man yelled at ny man, notioning at the door.
Money changed hands and the other man left. That was the first of many such
exchanges l+«fd see in ny life?cash buying tolerance for ny idiosyncrasies.

After a few days, with the right anmount of food for coaxing, the man convi nced
me to cone inside the room He left the door open, so this seened safe.

By the bed was a huge nmirror with a web of tiny cracks down one side. |
glanced into it by accident and startled nyself so badly | dove under the bed,
provoki ng a spate of laughter fromthe man. Pretending that l<fd sinply fallen



under the bed, | pulled nyself back up and | ooked straight into the mrror
Staring back at me was a puny runt of a kid. Disgust filled ne. If l«fd seen
nysel f somewhere el se, ny first reaction would have been "easy pickings."
Definitely not the dangerous predator | liked to inmagine nyself. | was skinny
and filthy, fromny ragged nop of curls to ny bare feet with gnarled toenails.
Scabs and brui ses covered ny face and bare arns. The clothing?my third set so
far?was already torn and dirty. | glared at ny reflection, sniffed and stal ked
fromthe room

When | cane back that night, the nan had covered the mirror with a sheet. The
next day, he introduced ne to soap, shanmpoo, scissors and nail clippers, along
with a huge bowl of steam ng janbalaya. | deigned to let himdo what he wanted
with the soap and scissors while | ate. Wen he finished, he sniled and nade a
nmove to pull the sheet fromthe mrror. My grow stopped him As long as | was
in the room that sheet was staying up. No anount of personal groom ng was
going to make me anything but a scrawny little kid and | preferred to keep ny
i Ilusions unshattered.

During this tinme at the notel, | was also reintroduced to | anguage. Since it
was nmore a matter of remenbering than learning, it didneft take long for ne to
pi ck up the basics. Soon, | knew enough nouns and verbs to understand the gist
of sinple sentences. Saying the words was harder. After two years of being
asked to do nothing nore than grow and yip, ny voice-box conplained at the
strain of speech. | preferred to |listen and spoke only grudgingly. During one
of our first lessons, | volunteered to speak just once and only because
recogni zed the information was too inportant to wi thhold.

W were sitting on the floor near the door, before the tine when I+«fd cone
farther into the room The man was pointing to furniture and namng it. \Wen |
refused to repeat the words, he changed tactics and would instead say a word
and I«fd point to the appropriate object. After exhausting every itemin
sight, he started opening drawers, |ooking for nmore things. | pointed at him
He paused and lifted his eyebrows. | jabbed my finger toward him rolling ny
eyes when he didneft catch on inmrediately. After a second, he pointed at

hi nsel f and said "Jereny" hesitantly, as if unsure this was what | wanted. |
recogni zed the word as a nanme and nodded. He smiled. Then he pointed at ne. |
opened ny nouth and nothing came out. A surge of panic raced through ne. |
couldneft renenber the answer. Quickly, he turned and started nanming the itens
in the room trying to change the subject. It didneft help. My brain spun
frantically. | had to know this. | had to. Finally, the answer bubbled up from
nmy subconsci ous and came out before | even realized | was speaking.

"Clayton," | said. | jabbed nmy chest. "C ayton."

He stopped. A slow snile spread across his face, lighting up his eyes. He
reached out, as if to touch me, then caught hinself and pull ed back

"C ayton," he said

I nodded. He sniled again, hesitated, then resumed checking the drawers for
nore itens to nane.

While the notel room seened like a perfectly good shelter to nme, it eventually
became apparent that it wasneft Jerenyefs honme. Hi s home was far away, and he



pl anned to take ne there. Figuring this out was a |long, involved process.
VWhile | knew perfectly well what a house was, the concept of honme was too
abstract. For me, home neant shelter and shelter could nmean a house, den, bush
or any conveni ent place. Since this notel was as convenient as any, |

coul dneft understand why Jereny wanted us to go sonewhere el se. On the other
hand, since | felt no particular tie to this notel roomor this city or this
bayou, | had no conpunctions about leaving. l+<fd follow the supplier of food
and provi der of shelter wherever he wi shed to take ne.

However, there was one problemto be overcone. Werever Jereny wanted to take
me wasneft accessible by foot and, so long as | refused to be shut into a
room much less a car, we couldneft go. So, Jereny continued working with ne,
bui l ding up trust.

To pass the tine, he al so coached me on other things that | deened a conplete
wast e of brain space, useless skills like table manners and rules of public
behavior. Stand up straight. Speak clearly. Doneft eat with your hands. Doneft
grow at people. Doneft piss on the furniture. And above all, doneft sniff
anyt hi ng.

Jereny didneft work nmiracles with me. In the end, | think he decided that if
he waited until | was fit to be seen in public, we mght celebrate the com ng
of the next mllenniumin that notel room So, one day, he decided | was good
enough for ny first foray into the human worl d.

I dentity
Before we left the notel, Jereny had spent a lot of tine making phone calls.
Not that | understood what he was doi ng. For whatever reason, | had holes in

my menory such that |l<fd know perfectly well what a car or noney was for, but
objects like tel ephones and toilets were unfathomabl e nmysteries. So, at the
time, it seened to nme that Jereny was spending a lot of time with a piece of

pl astic pressed against his ear, talking to hinmself. Wich was fine by me. W
all have our eccentricities. Jereny liked talking to plastic; | liked hunting
and eating the rats that ventured into the notel room O, at least |I did Iike
hunting and eating the rats, until Jereny caught me, and pronptly ki boshed

t hat hobby. Sone of us are |less tolerant of eccentricities than others.

After much plastic-tal king one norning, Jeremy announced our first nutua
voyage into the human world. The only part | understood was "car" and "out",
but | got the idea. | was okay with the going-out part. It was the conplex
pre-ritual that | objected to?the new cl othes, the dressing, the hand washi ng,
the face scrubbing and the hair combing. As | endured this torture, | decided
there woul dneft be many nore of these "goings-out” in the future if | had any
say in the matter.

The car ride itself was uneventful. | clung to the door handle, closed ny
eyes, screamed now and then, but only sent Jereny swerving into opposing
traffic once.

Past the busy downtown district, Jereny turned onto a sideroad, then slowed.
After consulting a piece of paper, he turned down a wi de alley, navigated
trash bins and parked outside a battered nmetal door

Before we could walk to the door, a thickset man opened it. The man said
somet hing. Jeremny replied. The man | aughed and noti oned us through the door
As we passed him | edged closer to Jereny so | wouldneft risk brushing
agai nst the stranger.

W wal ked into a wi ndowl ess room Across the room under a blinking
light-bulb, was a nmassive desk. Along the far wall, a row of nachinery whirred



and chirped and enmtted waves of some noxi ous stink. Behind us, the netal door
cl anged shut. | junped, grabbed a fistful of Jerenyefs trousers, sticking so
cl ose he nearly tripped over me. He steered us toward the desk.

The machi nery gave a thunk and went silent. A second man stepped out fromthe
bowel s of the beast and shouted sonething at Jeremy. Despite his raised voice,
he was sniling. He wal ked toward us, snmiling and shouti ng.

This was ny first real Iesson in human interaction. Al though Jereny had tried
to teach ne how to act in public, lI«fd absorbed the rules w thout
understanding the | ogic behind them like a child |earning conplex al gebraic
formul ae. Now, watching him | began to pick up tips, though not necessarily
the ones he neant to inpart.

He smiled when the other nmen sniled and | aughed when they | aughed, but no hint
of humor warned his eyes. He shook their hands and accepted a backslap from
the first man, but initiated no physical contact and, whenever possible, kept
his distance. He clearly didneft want to be here. So why was he? Because these
men had sonething Jerenmy wanted. Papers. A small stack of papers, different
sizes, different shades of white and cream each covered w th squiggles that
snelled faintly of the black liquid that coated the nachinery.

As Jereny exam ned the papers, | clung to his leg. At a sound from behind us,
| turned to see three boys played in the corner, hidden in the shadows, their
snell swall owed by the stink of the nmachines. Al three were | aughing at ne,
not with the good-hunmored chuckl es of the two nmen, but with the acid | aughter
of derision, the kind that seeps under your skin and burns holes in your
dignity. The | argest caught ny eye and stuck his thunmb in his nmouth, nmaking a
show of crying. The other two how ed with silent |aughter. | turned away.

Jereny reached into his back pocket and pulled out a wad of noney. He counted

of f nost of the wad and handed it to the machinery man. | gl anced back toward
t he boys. The | eader stood, staring at Jerenyefs back with narrowed eyes.
followed his gaze and saw half a bill sticking out of Jerenmyefs rear pocket.

The boy sauntered out into the open. He wal ked past us and retrieved a soda
bottle fromthe desk. On the return trip, he anbled to the right, bringing him
closer to us. | tensed. As the boy passed, his hand darted toward Jereny. MW
reaction was purely instinctive, devoid of forethought or reasoning. | saw
what | perceived as an attack on ny master and reacted.

I launched nyself at the boy, hitting himfull in the chest and sendi ng us

both soaring across the room W crashed through a stack of boxes. | closed ny
eyes, but kept ny hold on him fists clenching his shirtfront. W slamed onto
the floor. | landed on his chest and righted nyself, pinning himdown. The boy

started to scream not a yell of pain but a high-pitched shriek of panic that
rem nded me of a rabbitefs death throes, which rem nded ne that | was hungry.

Jereny grabbed me by the shoul ders and ripped ne off my prey. The door-opener
man scooped up the boy by the scruff of his neck and shook him shouting at
him The boyefs screans died to whinpers. The man |l et himgo and the boy sl unk
back into the shadows.

Jereny said sonething. The door-opener man | aughed and shook his head. Keeping
atight grip on me, Jereny went back to the desk and picked up his papers. A
few nore words were exchanged, but Jeremyefs pleasantries had turned brittle.
He put a quick end to the conversation and escorted me out, not releasing his
grip until | was safely locked in the car



As the car navigated the city streets, the only sound was the runble of the
engi ne. Jereny kept his eyes on the road. His face was inmpassive. He started
headi ng down the road toward the notel. Suddenly the car skidded to a halt.

Wthout a word, Jereny swung around in a tight U-turn, ignoring a cacophony of
horn blasts. At the next light, he veered north, heading out of the city. |
gripped the sides of my seat, scarcely daring to breathe. | knew what was

com ng. Not a beating?Jereny had never so nuch as raised a threatening hand to
me. Wrse than a beating. He was taking ne back to the bayou.

The neeting with the nmen had been a test. l«fd failed. Now, | was going back
No nore regular neals. No nmore warm pl ace to sleep. He was sending ne back

| sank into my seat and slowed nmy breathing, as if by being small and silent |
m ght convince Jereny that l«fd be no trouble if he kept me. The car conti nued
to zoomaway fromthe city. | closed nmy eyes. | felt the car turn again. Then
again. Any second now it would screech to a stop, the door would open and I+fd
be flung out to fend for nyself.

The car turned again and slowed. | clenched ny teeth and scrunched ny eyelids
shut even tighter. Sonething roared above the car. | cramed ny hands agai nst
nmy ears. The car stopped. The door opened. Snells wafted in. Strange snells,
nmechani cal smells. Not the bayou? Then where? Sonepl ace worse? At | east | knew
t he bayou.

"d ayt on?"

| took nmy hands fromny ears, but kept my eyes squeezed shut. The vinyl seat
squeaked as Jereny noved closer. H's hand went to my shoul der, his touch
tentative.

"d ayt on?"

| didneft budge. He sighed. | opened one eye. He was twi sted around in the
driverefs seat, facing ne, fingers still resting on ny shoulder. He didneft
| ook angry. It was hard to tell with Jeremy. Anger was the slightest
tightening of the lips. Happiness was the faintest ghost of a crooked snile
Wrry was the barest gathering of the eyebrows. Thatefs what it |ooked Iike
now. Worry, not anger. | opened the other eye and | ooked around. Airpl anes.
That was the first thing I saw. Three airplanes behind a fence about a
quarter-mle away. Follow ng ny gaze, Jereny sniled.

"Yes?" he said. "Go?" He pointed to an airplane taking off. "Hone?"

It was a last-minute, now or-never, bite-the-bullet decision. Rather than
return to the nmotel, heefd decided to take ne straight home. It could have
been an act of incredible bravery and deternmination. O it could have been
sheer desperation, fear that if he didneft act now, things m ght never get any
better. The truth probably Iies between the two.

Once we were inside, we had to wait in a line of people. | clung to Jerenyefs
pantl eg, shuddering each tine sone stranger brushed past ne.

Finally, we approached the counter. Jereny talked to a young woman, bestow ng
a generous portion of snmiles on her. She bent down and said something to nme. |



only stared at her. Jereny said sonething and she tsk-tsked synpathetically.
Jereny handed her sone papers from his pocket, then the papers heefd bought
fromthe nman. The woman | eafed t hrough the papers, smling and noddi ng. Then
she handed them back to Jereny along with sone nore papers and we left the
['ine.

Jereny bought some candy bars, drinks and other unidentifiable things at a
small shop in the airport. Then he took me to a phone booth. Wile he tal ked

to the plastic thing, | downed two candy bars and a carton of mlk. \Wen he
finished his phone call, he led me into another area and we sat down.

I finished a third candy bar, then noticed the papers still in Jerenyefs hand.
| pointed at them He Iifted an eyebrow | reached for the papers and grunted.
Anot her raised brow. | grunbled, but gave in.

"See," | said. "want see."

He nodded, cleaned the chocolate off nmy fingers, then handed nme the top paper
| saw only several lines of typed text. | couldneft understand the squiggles,
but if I could, I would have read in themny future. My nane: C ayton Danvers.
My date of birth: January 15, 1962, making the day Jeremy found me ny seventh
birthday. And, if I+«fd been able to read the other papers he had bought for
me, | would have |learned that | was orphaned and under the guardianship of ny
cousin, Jereny Ml col m Edward Danvers. And ny home? A house in the state of
New York, near the town of Bear Valley. 13876 WIlton G ove Lane or, as
Jerenyefs great-great-grandfather had named it, Stonehaven

St onehaven

| doneft renenmber nmuch of the airplane ride. | slept through it, which
probably had sonething to do with the chalky taste in the second mlk carton
Jereny gave ne on the plane. W arrived in New York later that day. Qutside
the airport, a string of cars idled by the sidewal k. Jereny led nme to one,
opened t he back door, and nudged me inside. Then he crawl ed i n behind nme. Just
as | was wondering how he planned to drive fromthe rear seat, | noticed a man
sitting up front. Jereny said something to him The nan nodded, and the car
broke ranks with its brethren.

As we drove, Jereny pointed out sites of interest, which didneft really
interest me. | pretended to be paying attention, partly because it seened to
be what he wanted and partly because it hel ped me forget we were sitting very
close to a stranger, but nostly because | just liked listening to Jereny talk.
When we pulled away fromthe city, Jerenyefs travel ogue slowed, until finally
he turned to stare out the wi ndow and seened to forget | was there at all

| leaned over to see what held his attention beyond the wi ndow. Wen | didneft
notice anything, | | ooked up at Jereny and foll owed his gaze. But he wasneft
really staring at anything. H s eyes were unfocused, black mrrors that

refl ected nothing. Tension vibrated fromhis body. Mre than tension. Unease.
Wrry. Fear. The last startled nme. Fear? \Wat did Jereny have to fear? He was
an adult, a werewolf, ny protector. He took away fear?he wasneft supposed to
feel it.

Jerenyefs anxiety fed ny own subconscious worries, and | reacted with the only

defense mechanism | had. | started to Change. | felt the tingling in ny
fingers, then the throbbing in ny skull, and finally the first licks of white
hot pain. Yet | didneft nmake a sound. | accepted it. If you grow up with pain,

it beconmes a fact of your existence.

As ny heart rate accelerated, ny breathing kept pace. Jereny turned. His eyes
were still blank. Then they focused, |ooked at nmy hands and snapped w de. He



I et out an oath and grabbed the driverefs shoul der. The car veered. The driver
snapped somet hing. Jeremyefs reply was apol ogetic. He said something el se,
forced calm The driver pulled the car to the side of the road. Jereny swung
open ny door, grabbed nme around the chest and bent my head down toward the
gravel, as if | were vonmiting. | barely noticed. The Change had spread to ny
arms and legs. My clothing began to rip. Jerenmy coughed, barely fast enough to
cover the sound, then hoisted me fromthe car, jogged down the ditch and laid
me at the bottom

"Stay," he said. "Yes?"

| could barely understand him much less reply. Jereny bent over ne. He
stroked nmy head, whispered sonething, then scranbled up the enmbanknent to the
car.

Seconds |l ater, Jereny returned. The Change was al nost done. | lay on ny side,
panting. He crouched beside me and gently renoved the clothing tangled around
my arns and legs. Once l+fd caught ny breath, | clanbered to ny feet and
started investigating nmy surroundi ngs.

A trickle of icy water ran along the bottomof the ditch. | |apped a nouthful
t hen | ooked back at Jeremnmy. He was still in human form | ran over to him and
whi npered. He patted ny head, brushed his bangs back with a sigh, then got to
his feet.

Lifting ne in both arms, he carried me to the other side of the ditch, away
fromthe road. The car and driver were | ong gone. Jereny stood there a nonent,
then started walking in the direction the car had been traveling. | sat on ny
haunches and watched. He went a few steps, then turned, and waved ne forward.

| didneft understand. He called ny nane. | yipped back. He whistled. | threw
back ny head and how ed. Apparently, still not the right response, as he threw
up his hands and wal ked away. | watched himuntil he was nearly out of sight,
then ran to catch up

It nust have been a long walk, but |I didneft notice. | had fun boundi ng though
the frost-covered tall grass, hearing it crackle as | tranpled it. Once, |
found a hole in a fence and sent a herd of sheep stanpeding for cover. G eat
fun. Jereny didneft agree and hoi sted ne back over the fence by the scruff of
my neck. | didneft mind. It was a gl orious day, sunny and bright and cold. My
breath snorted out in billows of snoke, |ike the man at the warehouse, except
nmy smoke snelled of nothing but crisp, clean air. For a while, | anused nyself
by runni ng ahead, hiding in the brush, then |eaping out and snappi ng at
Jerenyefs hands as he passed. Geat fun. Jereny even seened to agree, at | east
he did until | got carried away and took a chunk out of his finger

The road was quiet. Wien the rare car did drive by, Jereny didneft seem
concerned. W were on the opposite side of the ditch, and anyone passing woul d
only see a man out wal king a boi sterous dog. O course, | didneft |ook |ike
any dog. | looked Iike a young, yellow haired wolf. But no one expects to see
a man wal king a wolf, so no one sees it.

Finally, Jereny stopped. He picked ne up and carried me over the ditch, across
the road and down a long driveway. | burrowed ny cold nose agai nst his neck
and |icked him He chuckled, the vibration coursing through ne. The fear was
gone. His strides | engthened and he picked up his pace, as if eager to reach
our destination. Wien we were far enough fromthe road, he put ne back on the
ground. | yawned and trotted after him

Weefd barely gone twenty paces when the Change started again. This tine,
Jereny noticed it immediately, seeming to sense it. He |l ed ne behind a massive



pine tree, then waited until I+fd finished, then draped his jacket over ne as
| rested a few mnutes to recuperate.

I nstead of going back to the driveway, Jereny led nme across the treed front

[ awn. We wove through another row of evergreens. Suddenly, the house appeared
before us, as if a mmagician had yanked off the covering sheet and shout ed
"Ta-da!" A two-and-a-half story stone wall spread as far as | could see. If it
wasneft for the wi ndows and gardens and front porch, l<fd have m staken it for
some other kind of building. l«fd never seen a house this big.

When | stopped gawking, | noticed Jereny watching nme. He was smiling, not the
forced smle he used with humans, but the crooked smile that crept up to his
eyes.

"Weefre hone," he said. "Wl cone to Stonehaven."

As Jereny pushed open the front door, his manner changed agai n. Tense now.
Careful. He stepped into the hall, gaze darting fromside to side. H's
nostrils flared, testing the air. | saw a flicker of novement fromthe shadowy
hall. Jereny saw it too. He backpedal ed out the door. A figure raced down the
hal|l and barreled into Jereny, plow ng himbackward and toppling them both off
t he porch and onto the grass.

| saw only a blur of notion. Again, | didneft think. Letting Jeremyefs jacket

fall frommy shoulders, | launched nyself onto the attackerefs back and sank
my teeth into his shoulder. The man yow ed, reared up and reached back. One

| arge hand grabbed nme, lifted me into the air and swng ne overhead. As I
inhaled, | snelled what I«fd come to recognize as the underlying scent of a
wer ewol f .

When | cane down, | found nyself looking into | arge brown eyes. | twi sted, but

couldneft get free. One glance at the man told ne | wasneft getting free unti
he decided to set ne free. He was at | east a head shorter than Jereny but
twice as wide, all the extra weight in muscle. Despite his size, | couldneft
resist one last-ditch effort. | pulled back nmy foot and kicked himin the
chest, hard enough to send shock waves of pain through ny foot. The man
grunted, then started to |augh.

"Big balls for such a little scrap,” he said.
"Serves you right."
That was Jereny. Twisting nmy head, | saw himsitting on the grass, retying one

shoe. He didneft seemthe | east bit perturbed about ny predi cament. The man
set me down. | growed at him then lunged to hide behind Jereny.

"Bully," Jeremy said, tucking in his shirt tails.
"Thatefs the boy?" the man asked.

"I should hope so. l<fd hate to think there was nore than one." Jereny got to
his feet and pulled me up by ny hand. He pushed ne forward. "This is C ayton
G ayton, neet Toni 0?Ant oni o."

The man grinned, flashing white teeth. He extended his hand. | backed up

"He doesneft do physical contact," Jereny said.



"I see." Antonio flashed another grin and | ooked me over. "WId looking little
thing, isneft he? Cdothing mght help. | trust he was wearing sonme on the
pl ane?"

"Doneft ask. Weefd better get inside before he freezes." Jereny prodded ne
toward the door, then stopped. "Heefs not back yet, is he?"

"House was | ocked tight when | got here. | was waiting for your call. You
shoul d have phoned fromthe airport."

"No need."

Jereny led ne into the house. The hall floor was cold stone, marble actually,
though I wouldneft know that. | hightailed it through an adjoi ning door to a
carpeted room A |ong wooden table gl eaned beneath a gl ass candel abra. \Wat
caught ny attention, though, were the plates and silverware set out at each
pl ace. Jeremy stood in the doorway. | reached over and tugged at his shirt.

"Yes?"

| pointed at the place settings and grunted.

"Can he tal k?" Antoni o asked.

"Can, but woneft. Tell ne what you want, C ayton."

| grow ed, stanped ny foot and gestured at the dining roomtable. Antonio
| aughed.

"Doneft encourage him" Jereny said. "Talk, dayton. Say what you want."
| grow ed again, but gave in. "Food. Want food."
"Ah, yes. OF course.” To Antonio, "He likes food."

Antonio grinned. "A boy after ny own heart. Cone on then, scrap. Letefs raid
the pantry."

Sone tine later we were in another room still eating. I+«fd refused to go with
Antoni o al one, so the three of us had gone to the kitchen, where I+fd

di scovered heaven in the formof a massive refrigerator, deep freezer and two
fully stocked cl osets of food. Antonio had fixed the meal, piling nmounds of
cold cuts, breads and cheeses onto a platter so big | could have curled up on
it and gone to sleep. To this, heefd added a second platter of salads, fruits
and desserts. | decided this was someone | could allow nyself to tol erate.

Instead of returning to the dining room weefd gone to another room of equa
size. This one held several |arge padded chairs and a couch. A stone fireplace
filled one wall. Jereny had Iit the fire earlier and | was |lying beside it

now, basking in the heat and stuffing nmyself with food. Paradise.

Jereny and Antonio sat in the chairs. At first, lefd stuck close to Jereny.
But Antoni o kept hogging the food, inching the platters over to his side of
the coffee table. l«fd followed the food and ended up lying on the rug by the
fireplace. | was wearing a shirt of Jerenyefs, which cane down to ny knees,
and a thick pair of woolen socks. I+fd just as soon have gone naked, but



Jereny had a thing about clothes, so | hunored him

The two men were talking. | wasneft paying much attention. Cccasionally I
caught words like "boy" or "child", so | knew they were tal ki ng about me. To
understand them |<fd have to concentrate and at that monent, all ny

concentration was required for the arduous task of filling my belly. Once that
Her cul ean chore was acconplished, | stretched out and listened to themtalk. |
wasneft always sure what they were saying or what they meant, but | |istened
anyway.

"Are his Changes |unar?" Antoni o asked.

Jereny shook his head. "Enotion-based sonmetinmes. Qther tines . . . | doneft
know. Theyefre frequent. Too frequent. Usually two, three tinmes a day."

"Quch. Poor kid. Heefs so small. How old do you figure?"

"l guessed seven for his birth certificate. Heefs probably closer to eight,
like Nicky, but with the devel opnental delays, it seened safer to go with
seven. "

"How | ong ago do you think he was bitten?"

"I doneft want to think about it." Jereny sipped his drink. "Heefs worse than
| expected. l«fmnot sure . . . | wasneft really prepared for this."

"Second t hought s?"

Jereny put his glass down. "No. O course not. lefmjust questioning nmy own .
" He stopped. Shrugged. "Ah, well. Heefs stuck with me now. "

"Itefll be fine. He seens bright enough. Heefll learn fast. And heefs a
handsome boy. Those big blue eyes. Those blond curls. People see that,
theyefll expect a little angel. Thatefll help."

"You think so?" Jereny | ooked up, hopeful

"Sure. Doneft worry about it. In a few nonths, heefll be a normal boy."
"You think so?"

“"lefmsure of it."

Tenper

Over the next few weeks, ny | anguage recognition skills went into overdrive. |
| earned best the way nost children | earn: eavesdropping. Antonio left the day
after weefd arrived, but he returned the next weekend, and the weekend after
that. Days of listening to Jereny and Antoni o hel ped me far nore than
Jerenyefs |l essons could. Thatefs not to say that ny verbal skills kept apace.
| talked when | had to, but | didneft really see the point. My needs were
sinmple, so there wasneft nuch |I had to conmuni cate. Gesturing and grunting
seened far nore efficient than speech. Jereny di sagreed.

By the end of the second week at Stonehaven, he wasneft even content with nere
words anynore. He wanted sentences. Wol e sentences. The nerve. And, in
forcing me to speak when | didneft want to, we both | earned one nore thing
about nme. | had a bit of a tenper.



"aut."

Jereny gl anced over his newspaper and |lifted one eyebrow. | was learning to
hate that particul ar facial gesture.

"aut."

Antonio lay on the floor, surrounded by papers, witing in a | edger book. He
| ooked up. "I think he wants to go outside. Wiy doneft we?"

"I know perfectly well what he wants. And he knows how to ask for it."

"Want out." | planted nyself in front of Jerenmy and pushed down his
newspaper .

Jereny shook the newspaper fromnmy hand. "Ask for it properly, Cayton. A ful
sentence. | want to go out. e<ePleasesf would be nice."

I growl ed and stanped ny foot. Jereny turned the page.

"\Want ?"

"No, Clayton."

| grabbed the newspaper and ripped it from his hands.

"I want to go out! Now "

Jereny plucked the torn paper fromny hands, folded it and laid it aside. "You

doneft speak to me that way, Clayton. Go upstairs, please. You can conme down
for dinner."

| didneft budge. | wanted to go out. It was a sinple request. Al Jereny had
to do was give nme permission. | could open the door and let nyself out. | knew
t he boundaries: the broken statue, the bronze urn, the kitchen wi ndow and the
back door.

For weeks, heefd given nme what | wanted when | wanted it. Now, all of a
sudden, these sinple wishes were granted only when | conplied to outrageous
demands |i ke having to speak in full sentences. The unfairness of it raged
t hr ough me.

| grabbed the newspaper and ripped it in half. Jereny ignored ne and reached
for his coffee mug. | knocked it fromhis hand as it touched his lips. It
smashed into the wall, shards flying in all directions.

"Clayton!" Antonio leapt to his feet.

Jereny put out a hand to stop him Hi s face stayed i npassive, which infuriated
me more. | flung myself in his face.

"Qut!" | screaned, spraying spittle flying. "Want out nowwww "

| threw back ny head and howl ed. | grabbed the nearest thing to ne, which
happened to be an end table, and flung it again against the brick fireplace.
It smashed into sticks and splinters. | swing back to face Jeremy. He arched

one eyebr ow.

" Done?"



| snarled and stornmed fromthe room | strode to the back door, touched the
handl e, then stopped.

| couldneft do it. My fingers refused to turn the door handle. | could not
di sobey Jereny. It was |ike a subconscious override that shut down ny
synapses.

Wth a snarl, | spun fromthe door and stomped up the stairs, making as much
noi se as a sixty pound body can make.

| ran into the first roomon the right, an enpty guest room and threw mnyself
onto the bed. Burying ny head under the pillow, | gulped stale air and felt
the rage dissipated. On its heels cane horror. Sonewhere deep in the recesses
of nmy damaged nmenory, | knew that you never |ashed out at an adult. You did
not argue. You did not shout. And you absolutely did not break things. To do
so was dangerous . . . painful. It was an old | esson, etched in ny brain, yet
one lefd never been able to follow. Now, | had a reason to followit. | had a
hone. Shelter and food. Soneone to protect ne. Yet | seened hell-bent on
screwing it up

| pulled the pillow around ny ears and sobbed, dry heavi ng sobs that racked ny

body until | was too exhausted to nove. Then | lay there, feeling sorry for
nmysel f. After a while, | heard footsteps on the stairs. | lifted the pillow a
bit and listened. The footfalls sounded too heavy for Jereny, but | stil
peered out hopefully. Wen Antonio rounded the doorway, | yanked the pill ow

down over ny head and flipped over, turning ny back to him

"Good, you picked the old room" he said. "Nothing valuable to break."

"GCo away."

"Whatefs that? A conplete sentence? Short, but granmmatically conplete. Very
good. " He thudded onto the foot of the bed. "Thatefs a w cked tenper youefve
got there. Great pitching arm though. Wen you grow up, Jereny can send you
down to try out for the Yankees."

| lifted the corner of the pillow "Send ne away?"

"No, no." Antonio shook his head and pulled the pillow away. "I was joking.
Teasing." He studied ny face for sone sign that | understood him "Jerenyefs
not sendi ng you anywhere."

| rel axed. "He cone? Up?"

"ef Fraid not, scrap. Thatefs why lefmhere. |I figured you m ght need sone
hel p."

"Not cone up?"

"No. Heefll call you for dinner, like he said, but he woneft cone up after
you. Hereefs what |<fd suggest. You go downstairs and apol ogi ze. Under st and?"

| shook ny head.

"Go downstairs. To Jereny. Tell himyouefre sorry. Say celefmsorry, Jerenyef.
A compl ete sentence. Understand?"

| nodded. It sounded too easy. | should have known there was a catch



| foll owed Antoni o downstairs and did exactly as he said. | found Jereny in
the study, wal ked up to himand said "lfmsorry, Jereny." He nodded and | et
me hel p himwash the coffee off the wall. And so, | was forgiven. As easy as
that. No lecture. No icy silence. No grudges held. Yet there was sonmething in
his eyes that stung worse than all the beatings in the world. D sappointnent.
No apol ogi es, however heartfelt, could erase that.

The next day, | was in the kitchen with Antoni o. Heefd shanghaied ne on a
"special mssion." He was baking a cake and swore he needed ny hel p.
suspected Jereny needed a break nore than Antoni o needed the hel p.

"Now, you caneft tell Jerenmy about the cake,"
pulling a bow fromthe cupboard

Ant oni o sai d, bendi ng down and

n W]y?ll
"Because itefs a surprise. Itefs for his birthday."
My bl ank | ook nade hi mgasp in nock horror.

"You doneft know what a birthday is? It means our Jerenyefs getting ol der
Tormorrow he will be a very ancient twenty-two. Do you know how ol d you are?"

| shook ny head.

"Seven." He lifted seven fingers.

| pointed at him

"Me? lefmtwenty-four. One foot in the grave. Not enough fingers for that." He
gri nned and poured white powder into the bow . "Next year, when you turn
eight, weefll throw you a party. My boy just turned eight a few nonths ago.

Bet you didneft know that, did you? l<fve got a son just about your age."

| frowned and | ooked around. "Were?"

He | aughed. "At hone, scrap. Wth his grandfather, where he belongs. l<fma
bad i nfluence." Another |augh. "Sonmeday soon youefll neet him Heefd |ike
that. Iefmsure you will, too."

Personally | doubted it, but | didneft say anything. He handed me an egg and
showed me how to crack it into the bow. |I got nore shell than egg in the
bowl, but Antonio only |aughed and handed ne another one. This tinme, | got
nost of the egg in the bow and only one sliver of shell.

"Wel|l done, scrap. At least someone in this house will be able to cook."

Ant oni o continued to chatter. | didneft understand nost of what he said. |
didneft care. | doneft think he did either. Nothing seened to faze him Wen I
knocked over the mlk bottle, he |laughed and threw down sone di shtowels. Wen
I snuck a fingerful of batter, he |laughed and gave ne a cupful. There was no
m st ake that couldneft be wi ped away with a laugh and a wi nk. And best of all,
he didneft make ne speak in full sentences.



When t he cake was done, Antoni o pronounced it perfect. It |ooked a little

| opsided, but | didneft argue. W hid the cake in the toaster oven. Antonio
swore itefd be safe there. He doubted Jeremy knew what a toaster oven was for
much | ess how to operate it. Mst of our neals came straight fromthe
cupboards and refrigerator, cold cuts and fruit, breads and cheese, whatever
could be served with a mni mum of preparation. Dinners appeared mracul ously
on our doorstep everyday, in a cooler, with instructions for reheating.

After dinner that night, Jereny said he was going out back to "practice."
was wel come to come out, but forbidden to sneak up on him Intrigued,
started to follow Antonio caught nme and pull ed nme aside.

"l«fmgoing out, scrap. Jerenyefs birthday present is ready. Want to cone?"
"Wher e?"

"Town. Go. In car. You and nme. Yes?"

| shook ny head. "Go Jereny."

"Are you sure? Jeremy woneft be much fun. Heefs busy."

"Stay Jereny."

"Al'l right then. I+fll see you when |I get back. Jerenyefs out back. Go through
the pati o doors. Make sure he hears you coming. Qur Jereny gets pretty w apped
up in his practicing and he mght not notice you. Be careful. Understand?"

| nodded.
"Can | get you sonething fromtown? Bring sonething home for you?"
"Food. "

Antoni o | aughed and runpled my hair. "Youefre easy to please, scrap. Go see
Jereny then."

I found Jeremy outside shooting pointed sticks. This | accepted as a perfectly
fine hobby, much the same as | had the plastic-tal king. Jereny was ny god.
What ever he did was good and right.

lefd later learn that this hobby had a name. Archery. Not the sort of thing
saw peopl e doi ng everyday back in Baton Rouge. Not the sort of thing youefd
expect a werewolf to do either. Wiy learn to use a hunti ng weapon when you
canme with your own built-in set? For Jereny, though, archery had nothing to do
with hunting. It was all about control, devel oping and inproving the nental
and physical control needed to put an arrow through a target. O course, |

woul dneft know that for years. Right then, it |ooked |like he was shooting
sticks at atiny dot out in the field. Strange, but if it made hi m happy, then
| was happy.

When he saw ne watching, he offered to show ne how to use the bow. Didneft
| ook I'ike much fun, really, but if it meant spending time with himthen, sure,
| was gane.

Jereny was repositioning ny hands on the bow for the unpteenth tine when a
sound came fromthe house. W both stopped and |istened. Somewhere inside, a



door closed. Jereny straightened.
"Antoni oefs ba?"

He stopped in nmid-word. H's eyes narrowed as he |listened. A second |ater,
heard it?a voice inside the house shouting Jerenyefs name. H s back tensed,
but he didneft answer. After a minute, the patio door swung open. Jereny
turned, taking the smallest step backward toward ne.

"I thought you wereneft com ng home until next nonth," Jereny said.
"Thatefs a fine wel cone."

Jerenyefs back blocked my view Al | saw of the newconer was a pair of

| oaf ers bel ow tan sl acks. The voice definitely wasneft Antonioefs, though. A
stranger? Coning into our house? Invading our territory? Qutrage shot through
me and ny hackles went up. | sniffed the air, but the newcomer was downw nd

"Wl come back," Jereny said. Hs voice was stiff. He stepped back again,
keepi ng ne shi el ded behind him

"My, nmy, now !l do feel welcone," the man said cheerfully. "OfF course, an even
better welcome would be to return to find youefve noved out. O perhaps had an
unfortunate run-in with a local hunter. But that would be too nuch to hope
for, wouldneft it?"

Jereny sai d not hi ng.

"Did | see Tonioefs suitcase upstairs?" the man asked.
"Yes."

"Heefs here? My tinming isneft so bad then. Were is he?"
"Qut."

Keepi ng his back to me, Jeremny picked up the bow and adjusted the string. It
was a subtle dism ssal, but the man seenmed in no hurry to | eave

"Still playing with your toys, | see," the man said.

Jereny sai d not hi ng.

"What exactly is the point?" the man continued. "You doneft hunt. Youefre
afraid of everything that noves. But | suppose that bulls-eye is a safe
target. You doneft have to worry about it attacking you, not |ike one of those
vicious little bunny rabbits. OF course, it could give you a nasty sliver."

Jereny plucked at the bow string.

"Well, cone on then. Letefs see you take a shot," the man said.

Jereny didneft nmove. The nan snorted. | saw his |l egs nove as he turned to
| eave. Jeremyefs back rel axed ever so slightly. Then, in md-turn, the man
st opped.

"What is that?" he asked.

"What«fs what?" Jereny said



"Behi nd you."

"Ch. That." Jereny hesitated, then reached back for ny shoul der and pulled ne
out a few inches, still shielding ne. "This is Cayton."

He propelled nme out a bit farther, keeping his hand on my shoul der. | | ooked
up, nmy gaze noving fromthe manefs trousers, to his shirt and finally to his
face.

"Clayton, this is Malcolm M/ father."
It was the werewol f whoefd beaten me in Baton Rouge.

Mal col m

If lefd seen this man a nonth earlier, | would have turned tail and run. But

t hi ngs had changed. | was no longer a frightened castaway defending a speck of
territory. | had a protector and | had a honme. The outrage that had surged a
few m nutes ago flared, fueled by sonething stronger than anger. | | ooked at
this man and felt hate.

| snarled and charged. Jereny snatched nme from behi nd and yanked ne back. |
how ed, lashing out with all linmbs. In md-swing, | realized who | was

swi ngi ng at and stopped short.

"Doneft," Jereny whispered. "It woneft help."

"I see youefre teaching himcowardice already."

Mal col m hadneft noved an inch, even as l«fd been flying at him As | net his
eyes, | knew why. | was no danger to him And, if | attacked him he was fully
justified in hitting back. If anything, he was disappointed to have |ost the
opportunity.

Mal col mturned to Jereny. "What is he doing here?"

"I brought himhere."

"You?" Mal col m | aughed. "Not goddammed l|ikely. Youefre afraid to | eave the
house. You certainly wouldneft cross the country chasing sone brat. This is
anot her schene you dragged Tonio into, isneft it? | told you about the boy and
you got all misty-eyed and Tonio offered to fetch himfor you. A pet for poor

Jereny."

Whi | e Mal col m was speaki ng, Jereny crouched down in front of me, his back to
his father. My heart was still hamering. Jereny rubbed ny shoul der

"Letefs go inside," Jereny said.

"lefmtal king to you," Ml col msaid.

"Youefve upset him Il<fmtaking himinside."
"Youefre not taking himanywhere. Heefs not staying."
"lefmsorry you doneft approve."

Jereny started steering me toward the door. Mal col mstepped in front of us.

"Did you hear me? This is not open for negotiation, boy. You are not keeping
that mutt in ny house.™



"Itefs not your house."

Jereny propelled ne past himand through the patio door. Just inside, Antonio
was | eaning against the wall, alnost collapsing with silent l|aughter. He

t hunped Jereny on the back

"I never thought I<fd hear you say that," he said. "Congratul ati ons. Now, the
next step is to boot himout the front door and change the | ocks. Need sone
hel p?"

Jereny gave a small shake of his head and kept wal ki ng, pushing me in front of
him Wen we got to the stairs, a sigh rippled the surface of his conposure.
He turned to Antonio.

"I should have warned Cl ayton. | kept putting it off and?" He stopped and
turned to me. "lefmsorry, Clayton. |I caneft imagi ne what you nust be
t hi nki ng. "

Antonio runpled ny hair. "Oh, youefre fine, areneft you, scrap?"

lefd just discovered that nmy new sanctuary was the very honme of the werewol f
who had destroyed ny |ast place of refuge. So, no, | shouldneft have been
fine. I should have been frightened, even angry. | should have felt betrayed.
But | didneft. | was confused, maybe a little apprehensive, but | knew Jereny
woul d do nothing to hurt nme. \Whatever was going on here, | was still safe, and
that was all that mattered.

Taking my cue fromthe Antonioefs tone, | nodded, and threwin a "yes" for
good mneasure. Jereny didneft | ook convinced. Antonio grabbed ne around the
wai st and swung me over his shoul der.

"Come on, scrap. | have sonething in the kitchen that should take your m nd
off the big bad wolf. Go wait in the study, Jer. Weefll be there in a mnute."

Wthout waiting for an answer, Antonio carried ne to the kitchen, then put ne
down on the tabletop and cl osed the door

"I suppose that was a bit of a shock. Jereny wanted to tell you, but we
didneft expect Mal col mback for a few weeks." He paused. "Do you understand
ne?"

| nodded. He hesitated, then opened the oven and took out the birthday cake.
"Mal colmis Jerenyefs father. He does live here, but heefs hardly ever around.
Probably just stopped in for nmoney. God forbid the bastard should earn his own
keep. Expects Jereny to hand over?" Antoni o stopped, shook his head and
reached for a stack of plates. "Wth any luck, heefll clear out in a couple of
days. "

Antoni o pulled rmugs fromthe cupboard, then handed ne the cake pl ates.

"Can you manage those?"

| nodded.

He smiled and thunped ne on the back. "Good. Doneft worry about Mal col m

scrap. Just stay out of his way. Heefll curse and threaten but, as long as you
stick close to Jereny, he woneft hurt you. He doesneft dare. Renenber that."



| nodded again and he waved ne toward the door

Jereny was in the study. Wen | entered, he had his back to ne and was
stirring the fireplace enbers. The poker circled slowy, sending up fountains
of sparks. He stopped, shoulders tightening as | wal ked in. He inhaled
sharply. Then he rel axed, turned and smil ed.

"Happy birthday," | said.
Jerenyefs crooked smile w dened. "Thank you."

He gl anced up and | heard Antonio behind nme. As | turned, Antonio kicked the
hal f -cl osed door open with one foot. The overburdened tray in his hands
started to tip. Jereny lunged to grab it, but Antonio righted it at the |ast
second and waved hi m back

"Sit down and relax," Antonio said

Ant oni o poured the coffee, adding a half-cup of mlk to mne and an equal
portion of brandy to the other two. | passed out the filled cups and pl ates,
leaving only a small trail of coffee droplets. Before Antonio sat down, he
took two brightly colored boxes fromthe nmantl e and handed the larger one to
Jereny.

Jereny took the gift, but made no nmove to open it. His eyes were unfocused,
his mind still elsewhere. Antoni o nudged him then | eaned over and whi spered
something in his ear. Jeremyefs gaze flicked to ne and he forced a crooked
quarter-smle.

"Open," | said.

" Hm "

"Heefs eager to get to the cake part," Antonio said. "I told himhe has to

wait until the gifts are opened."
"Ah. le<fll get to it then."

Jereny lifted the box and peel ed off the col ored paper. Underneath was a

hi nged wooden box. He undid the tiny latch and lifted the top. Hi s eyes

wi dened. Smiling, he lifted a strangely shaped pi ece of nol ded netal and
carved wood fromthe box. Although | didneft recognize it at the time, it was
an antique revol ver, one of a pair.

"Beautiful," Jereny nurnured, turning it in his hands so the light glinted off
the barrel

"You said you wanted to try handguns," Antoni o said.

"I wasneft inmagining sonething quite so fancy. Itefs only for target
practice."

"Do | ever do anything by hal ves? Besides, |«fmhoping you mght use it for
somet hi ng nore productive." Antonio tossed the smaller box to Jeremy. "See if
this gives you any ideas."

Jereny unwrapped a velvet jewelerefs box. Wien he opened it, he threw his head



back and | aughed, the sound echoing through the room | scranbled up and over
onto his lap to see what caused such an uncharacteristic outburst. Al | saw
in the box, though, was a polished nmetal chunk with scratches on the side.

Behi nd us, the door opened and a voice said, "Wll, l«fmglad to see everyone
is having such a good tine. If l«fd known ny return would have rmade you this
happy, l|<fd have stayed away."

"Fuck off, Malcolm" Antonio said. "This is a private party."
Mal col m wal ked in and cl osed the door. "And what mght we be cel ebrating?"
"Your sonefs birthday, which youefve obviously forgotten."

"Forgotten? Hardly. | remenber every second of the day that slant-eyed bitch
whel ped him Mich the way one night remenber the day one is diagnhosed with a
termnal illness. Had I known how he would turn out, l<fd have put himin a
sack and dropped himoff the nearest bridge. | should have guessed the
outcome, really, right fromthe nmonent he was born. Any normal child would
cone out into the world bawing his lungs out. My brat? He didneft nmake a
peep. Even as a baby he didneft have the balls to conmplain.”

"Cake?" Jereny said, holding out the piece heefd been cutting through his
fatherefs tirade.

Mal col m i gnored hi m and dropped onto the sofa. Jereny shrugged and gave ne the
pi ece. Antonio rolled his eyes and nout hed sonething to Jereny. The corners of
Jerenyefs mouth flicked in the faintest of snmiles, but he kept the rest of his
face inmpassive.

"Did you bring Jeremy a gift?" Antoni o asked.
Mal col m snorted and reached for the brandy snifter
"Want to see what | got hin®"

Antoni o grabbed the tiny jeweler's box fromthe table and tossed it to

Mal colm A spark of worry passed behind Jerenyefs eyes, but when Ml col m saw
what was in the box, he | aughed nearly as loudly as his son

"Asilver bullet with my name on it,"
subtlety, Tonio."

he said. "One can never accuse you of

"Regul ar bullets may work just as well," Antonio said. "But | thought this one
m ght find a special place in your heart."

Mal col m | aughed again. "Only if you fired the gun, ny boy. That one woul d
never do it. He doesneft have the nerve. Youefre too good to him Tonio. You
i nherited your fatherefs soft spot for weaklings. Your intentions are

adm rabl e, but you should pick nore worthy friends."

"Li ke you? Sorry, Malcolm but |I already have a father. And you already have a
son. "

Jereny closed his eyes, the barest wince, fingers tightening around his cake
plate as if bracing hinself.

"Son?" Mal col msnarled. "Thatefs not a son. Itefs a punishnent. An
enbarrassnent | woul d have abandoned twenty-one years ago if mny father
hadneft ?"



"But he did," Jereny said softly. "And you were stuck with me, as youesfve
rem nded nme every day since." He got to his feet. "I think soneone is getting
tired."”

He | ooked at nme, but it nust have been a m stake, because | was w de- awake and
absor bi ng every word.

"Does he have a kennel out back?" Ml col masked. "Or is he housebroken
al ready?"

"OFf you go," Jereny said, putting one hand behind nmy back and propelling ne
to the door.

Antoni o cl osed the door behind us and followed us up the stairs.

Jerenyefs bedroomwas at the far end of the hall. l«fd been sleeping there
since | came to Stonehaven. Jereny had tried setting me up in a roomof ny
own, but | was having none of that. Now that Ml col mwas here, it would be a
whil e before he started encouraging me to take a separate room agai n, which
was the only obvious advantage to his fatherefs return.

Jerenyefs roomwas furnished as a place to sleep and nothing nore, just a bed,
a night-stand and a dresser. The floor was bare wood, no carpet. The walls
wer e unadorned except for a cluster of small franed sketches by the w ndow
Al the sketches were portraits, Antonio being the only one | recognized. It
woul d be years before | realized Jereny was the artist. Wen I+<fd asked about
them heefd only naned the people pictured and expl ai ned their rel ationshi ps
to one another. It would have never occurred to himto say heefd drawn t hem

Antoni o wal ked in behind us and threw hinself onto the bed. "Paradise |ost.
The serpent has returned."

"Cet ready for bed, dayton. Just push Tonio out of the way."

Antoni o propped his head up on his arns. "I could help you regain that
par adi se, Jer. Just say the word and heefs?"

"That+fs enough,"” Jereny said, jerking his chin at nme. "He doesneft know
youefre joking."

"Am | ? The Pack Laws doneft always apply to the bel oved youngest son of the
Al pha. "

l«fd spent the |last few exchanges standing there with ny shirt pulled up
around ny neck, listening. Jereny tugged ny shirt off and lifted ne onto the
bed. He shoved Antonio to the side, fol ded back the covers and notioned ne

i nsi de.

"Al'l right," Antonio sighed. "Forget the permanent solution. How about just
kicking himout? After all, it is your house." He grinned. "I still caneft
bel i eve you actually said that to him"

Jereny sat on the edge of the bed and pulled off his socks.

"You shoul dneft let himforget that," Antonio continued. "Thereefs a reason
Edwar d passed over Malcolmand left it all to you. Because he knew his son was



a psychotic son-of-a-bitch and he hoped youefd toss himout on his ass the
noment the will was read."

"I doneft think that was quite what ny grandfather had in nind."

Jereny folded our clothing and laid it on the dresser. Then he turned out the
light and crawl ed into bed beside ne. Antonio ignored the hint. He stripped
off his shirt and pants and thudded back on the bed.

"This bed isneft that big," Jereny said.

"I wasneft done tal king."

"Are you ever?"

"Watch it or l«fll take back those revol vers. Now shove over, scrap."

Antoni o wiggled under the covers and knocked ne with his hip. | held ny
ground. lefd been here first.

"I'f you kicked himout, my father would support you."

" Hmm "

Antonio flipped onto his side. "Doneft think you can fool me, Jer. Youefre not
afraid to kick himout, youefre just too damed stubborn. Itefs like the
ultimate chall enge of willpower. If you can survive Ml colm you can survive
anyt hi ng. "

Jereny sai d not hi ng.

"Doneft pretend youefve fallen asleep, either."

"I «fm not pretendi ng anything. You were pontificating so nicely, | hated to
interrupt."”

" g

Silence fell, punctuated only by heartbeats and sl ow breathing. | curled up

between them Waves of heat and scent ebbed out fromeither side of nme. As |
cl osed ny eyes, the anxiety of the last few hours washed away. After a while,
the bed creaked and | sensed Jereny | ooki ng down at ne.

"Heefs asl eep," Antonio said.
" Hmm "
"What«fs wrong?"

"I was just thinking." A pause. "Perhaps | haveneft done the best thing for
him Bringing himhere. Into this."

"You know, | was thinking the same thing nyself. | was |ying here thinking,
what a nonster Jereny is, snatching this poor kid fromthat swanp, hauling him
across the country and forcing himto endure sone senbl ance of a normal life.

| mean, the boy is absolutely nmiserable here. Anyone could see that."
"You doneft need to be sarcastic."

"And you doneft need to be stupid. If you didneft rescue Cdayton, heefd have



been dead within the year, and | doneft nean by natural causes. The whol e Pack
heard Mal col mfs story. How long do you think itefd be before soneone deci ded
it was too risky, having a child werewol f running around Loui siana? No one

el se woul d think of rescuing him Not even me. Youefre different."

"So I<fve been told," Jereny nurnured

"You did the right thing, Jer. End of discussion."

Silence. | was starting to drift off when Antonio started up again.
"You doneft need to worry about him you know. "

"End of discussion?"

"End of your discussion, not mne. As | was saying, heefll be okay. Ml col m
has too much to risk by hurting him He knows you woul dneft stand for it, and
he woul dneft find any synpat hy anywhere el se. My father woneft put up with
that shit. He keeps Ml col m around because heefs useful, but heefs not useful
enough to earn his keep."

Jereny paused, then spoke, his voice barely audible. "If ever | wanted to
throw himout, it would be now. But | caneft risk retaliation."

"I know. Heefd go after the boy. le«fll shut up about it."
"Careful. | wouldneft want you hurting yourself."

Sonet hi ng shot over ny head. | peeked to see a pillow sail clear over the bed
and land with a soft whunp on the floor

"You need to work on your aim™
"It was just a warning shot."
llAh. "

Jereny rolled over. | waited until | was certain | woul dneft be m ssing
anything, then let myself fall asleep.

The next day, the three of us were in the back yard, and had been for nost of
t he afternoon, nanely because Ml col mwas indoors.

Antoni o and Jereny were westling. At first, Antonio thought it would be fun
to teach ne a few noves, but after a flip sent ne skidding to the ground with
a bl oody nose, | was relegated to spectator status.

Personally, | would have continued pl ayi ng, but when Jereny hoisted nme off the
ground and set ne on the stone wall, | knew I+fd better stay there. Watching
wasneft so bad. It was an interesting study of maneuvers and strategies,

possi bly transferable to nore inportant things, |ike hunting. Antonio had the
cl ear advantage of wei ght and rmuscle, but he pinned Jeremy |less than half the
time. Heefd thunder and charge, and Jereny would just dart out of the way,
often slipping around behind himand taking advant age of the nonentum of

Antoni oefs charge to knock himface-first to the ground. Soon Antonio had a

bl oody nose to match m ne, but no one suggested he stop pl aying.



Jereny didneft always get out of the way in tine. Once, when he was a
split-second too sl ow and Antonio had himflat on his back, the phone started
to ring. Now, the phone was over a hundred feet away and inside the house, but
all three of us heard it. Even in human form we share a wolfefs keener senses
of snell and heari ng.

"WIl he answer it?" Antonio asked, taking his knee off Jerenyefs chest.

"Only if heefs expecting a call.”

"Are you?"

"No." The phone continued to ring. "lItefs probably for you."

Antoni o grunted, grabbed his shirt froma nearby bush and w ped the streaning
sweat fromhis face. He | ooked toward the house, hesitated, then headed for

t he back door. Jereny sat up in the grass and rotated his shoul ders, w ncing
as sonet hi ng cracked.

"Hop down, O ayton, and l<fll show you some noves."

W played for a few minutes before Antoni o cane back, wal ki ng out of the house
even sl ower than heefd wal ked in.

"Troubl e at honme?" Jereny said

Antoni o nuttered sonething and dropped onto the grass. "A neeting in Chicago.
My father caneft make it. Somethingefs happened at the factory and heefs stuck
in New York."

"When do you | eave?"

"Tonight. Dam. | hate responsibility."

Jereny smiled. "Youefre good at it. Better than anyone expected."

Antoni o snorted and broke an icy twig off a tree. He pretended to study it.
"My father thinks you should stay in New York with himfor a while. You and
Cayton."

"No. "

"Doneft be?"

"I appreciate the concern, but Caytonefs not ready for that yet, the new
surroundi ngs, the new people. Wefll be fine here."

Antoni o threw down the stick. "No one said you woul dneft be. You have to
i ntroduce himto the Pack eventual ly. Wiy not now?"

"l doneft want to rush him"
"Youefre stubborn.”

"No, lefmrealistic."

" St ubborn. "

"Up you get, Clayton," Jeremny said, lifting me under the armpits. "ltefs
getting cold and | imagine youefre hungry."



Antoni o nuttered sonething under his breath, but followed us into the house in
silence, probably afraid Jerenmy would withhold the food if he continued
ar gui ng.

Canpai gn
That night, after Antonio left, Jereny and | were in the study, where we spent
nmost of our evenings. | lay on the carpet before the fire, eyes hal f-cl osed,

content to doze and daydream Jereny was poring over sone ragged book that
stunk of tinme and poor storage. On top of the book he kept a notepad, and
wote in it as he read, his eyes never |eaving the page.

I know now t hat Jeremy was working, though at the time | just thought he spent
a lot of time reading. To be honest, | wasneft even clear on the reading part,
not remenbering having seen anyone in nmy famly partake of that pastine. Now
realize that nuch of that reading tinme was actually work. Jeremy nmade his
living translating, mainly for academics. It wasneft going to make himrich
anytime soon, but it kept the bills paid, and it was sonething he could do
from home, which suited himbetter than any office job in the city.

Weefd been in the study for about an hour when the door swung open. | snelled
Mal col m and kept my eyes shut, hoping heefd see we were both very busy and go
away.

"Christ," Ml colmsaid, footsteps thudding into the room "Heefs like a
goddamed puppy, curled up at his nasterefs feet."

| lifted one eyelid just in tine to see Malcolmtake a swipe at me with his
foot. H's aimwent wi de, com ng nowhere near nme, but | growed to I et himknow
[«fd seen.

"Doneft grow at nme, you little?"

"Then doneft antagonize him" Jereny said, still reading. "Leave him al one,
and heefll |eave you al one."

"Heefd damed wel| better |eave ne?"

"What did you want ?"

"I need noney."

Jerenyefs expression didneft change. Nor did he glance up fromhis book

"I «fve had some unexpected expenses with Cayton. | can spare a few hundred
now, but if youefll be gone for a while, | can wire you nore when | get paid."

"l «fmnot going anywhere."

At that, Jereny stopped readi ng. The barest reaction flitted across his face,
but vani shed before Mal col mcould seize on it.

"I see," Jeremy said slowy, laying his book on the side-table. "What happened
this tinme?"

"Doneft take that tone with ne."

"I wasneft taking any tone. If thereefs another . . . problem | need to know
about it, doneft [|?"

Mal col m t hunped onto the couch, sprawing across it, a clear invasion of our



territory. | squelched a growl, and settled for inching closer to Jereny.
"Just a dispute with a nutt,"” Ml colmsaid. "A di sagreenent over a |ady. Not
that l«fd expect you to know anythi ng about that. Youefd have to | eave the
house to get?"

"You do nore than enough for the two of us."
Jereny pulled out his wallet, took sonme bills and handed themto Ml col m
"Ei ghty bucks?" Malcol msaid. "How the hell am | supposed to |ive?"

"Thatefs all | have. If youefre staying, then you doneft need nore. Things are
tight this nonth. le«fll be lucky if | can pay the electric bill."

"The trials and tribul ati ons of hone ownership."

Mal colmslid a crocodile grin Jerenyefs way, then stuffed the noney into his
pocket and |left.

So we were stuck with Mal col m

Long before l«fd arrived at Stonehaven, Ml col mand Jereny had perfected the
art of living together without actually living together. Despite what |efd

t hought on ny first day, Stonehaven was no mansion, but it was a roony
five-bedroom house, just big enough that two people could pass their days

wi t hout spending nore than a minute or two in the sane room

Most times, Malcolmignored us. Several tinmes a day, though, heefd corner

Jereny with sone petty conplaint or slamhimw th a sarcastic put-down. Wth
Mal col mthere, Jereny was al ways wary, stiffening at the sound of a footstep,
| owering his voice, scuttling me off to another room when Ml col m approached.

The cure for Jerenyefs disconfort seemed obvious enough. W had to get rid of
Mal colm Foolishly sinple . . . or so it appeared to me. As Antonio had said,
t he house belonged to Jeremy. | understood little of what went on between

Mal col m and Jereny, but the concept of territory was hardwired in my wolfefs
brain. This was Jerenyefs territory, and if Ml col m made Jereny niserabl e,
then he had to go. Foolishly sinple.

By getting rid of him | doneft nean killing him However dangerous | liked to
i magi ne nyself, | knew | stood no chance agai nst Malcolm For now, |<fd have
to settle for getting himout of the house. To do that, | needed to understand

him The wolf in nme knew this, and told me howto do it. To understand your
adversary, you watched him You studied him You stal ked him

My first opportunity cane a few days after Antonio left. Jereny was out back

practicing with his new revolvers. Usually, | was content?i f not downri ght
happy?to sit and watch whatever he was doi ng. Today, though, | had a nore
i mportant mssion, so | left Jeremy in the courtyard and slipped into the

house to find Mal col m

Mal col m was wat ching television in the back nook, a roomJereny and | rarely
entered. Though | vaguely recalled the delights of cartoons, sitting in front



of a television no |longer held any appeal for ne, probably because it held no
appeal for Jereny, and he was the yardstick by which | now nmeasured the
attractiveness of any activity.

For nearly an hour, | peered around the doorway and watched Mal col mwatch TV.
Finally the show ended. Malcolmturned off the TV. | darted into the hal
closet and waited until he started down the hall, then slid out and foll owed.

Several tinmes he paused, and seemed ready to turn, but only shook his head and
kept wal ki ng.

On to the kitchen. Wien he wasneft |ooking, | ducked inside and crouched

besi de the counter. Malcolmfixed hinmself a sandwi ch. Though |I failed to see
the inmportance of his selection of cold cuts, ny brain told ne it was critica
i nformation. Finally, he finished nmaking his sandw ch, poured a glass of mlk,
and headed for the dining room | scurried after him then watched fromthe
door way.

Mal col m sat down. He took two bites. Then he turned fast and caught ne
wat ching. | raced for the back door

"Jereny!" Mal col m shout ed

"Heefs followi ng nme," Mal colmsaid before Jereny got through the back door
Jereny unzipped his jacket and wiped a |Iine of sweat fromhis forehead.
"Who?" he asked.

"Who? Who? How nmany people live in this house? If itefs not ne and itefs not
you?"

"d ayt on? \Where?" Jereny | ooked around and frowned, then saw ne hovering
behind him H s gaze swiveled to Malcolm "Wat did you do to hinP"

"Do? | didneft do anything. Heefs been following me around for the | ast hour
wat chi ng ne."

"Of course. Heefs a child. Heefs curious."

"Curious, ny ass. Heefs stalking ne."

"Stal ki ng?" Jerenmyefs lips twitched. He coughed and rubbed a hand over his
mout h, erasing all signs of a smle. "Heefs a little boy, Malcolm not an

animal . Heefs playing a gane with you. Spying. Al children do it. If you
ignore him heefll tire of it soon enough."

Before Jereny could | ead ne away, | snuck one |ast glance at Malcolm He
returned a glare. In that glare, | saw ny victory. My stal king had unsettled
him Jereny hadneft forbidden it, which neant | was free to do it as often as
I liked.

This was going to be easier than | thought.

In stal king Malcolm ny only goal had been to gather information, but I



qui ckly learned that the very act drove himcrazy. Wthin days, all | had to
do was slip past a room and heefd be on his feet, stornming into the hall to
glower at me. And all he did was glower. Never said a word, never raised a
hand, never again conplained to Jereny.

Once | | earned how much he hated being stal ked, | stopped nmaking any effort to
hide ny efforts. If he was watching TV, l«fd walk right into the room sit
down and stare at him Heefd scowm at nme, and try to sit it out, but I
outlasted himevery tine.

In Mal colmfs refusal to challenge ne, | read cowardice. Yes, heefd terrorized
me in the bayou, but that was different. This was Jerenyefs territory, and
here, Malcolmdidneft dare touch ne, which nmade ne decide that, in our little
pack, Ml col mfs status was no higher than my own. If anything, it was |ower
because | enjoyed Jerenyefs personal protection

| wondered, then, if Ml colmwas so powerless, why hadneft Jeremy kicked him
out years ago? But the very thought felt like betrayal, so | swept it fromny
mnd. Had | been older, |I would have realized there nust be nore to it. Yet,
at the tine, | was too pleased with ny success to question it.

After two weeks of being stal ked, Ml col m showed the first sign of cracking.
One day, when Malcolmretreated to the back nook to read, | followed, perched
on the chair across fromhis and stared at him Just stared. After ten

m nutes, Ml col mthrew down the nagazine, shot a single scow ny way, and
stornmed fromthe room He gathered his jacket, wallet and keys, then shouted
to Jeremy not to | ock up, and stal ked out the door

I had himon the run

Now all | needed to do was give hima reason to keep running . . . and not
come back.

Again, nmy wolfefs instincts blessed me with a centuries-old plan for handling
this next step of the fight. To keep an eneny running, one had to give hima
reason to believe that staying, or returning, would be bad for his health.

I knew | stood no chance in a fight against any grown werewolf. In a fair
fight, that is. But what about an unfair fight? Strategy, that was the key.
The world of the wolf is heavily dependent on m ght and ruscle, but thereefs
plenty of wiggle roomfor a beast with brains. | didneft need to hurt Malcolm
I only had to make himthink I could. And the only way a pup could take on a
seasoned fighter three tines his age was to catch himoff guard. Attack when
he is nmost vul nerable. When are we nost vul nerabl e? When weefre asl eep

Two nights after |I first scared Mal col mout of the house, | decided to act.
had a plan in mind. l<fmnot sure how | canme upon it, but nost likely had
dredged it up froma hal f-renenbered novie or television show Whatever the
planefs origin, | was certain it would work.

| didneft sleep that night. | kept nyself awake by fantasizing about life
post - Mal col m About how happy Jereny woul d be, and how happy that woul d nake
ne.



When Jereny cane to bed, | feigned sleep. Then | waited and |istened for

Mal col mfs return. Finally his footfalls thunped down the hall. Hi s door
slamed. Jereny started awake, munbl ed sonething, and fell back onto the
pillow | listened to his breathing. It took a while for himto return to

sleep. It always did.

By the time Jereny fell asleep, Ml colnmfs distant snoring signaled that heefd
done the sanme. | reached between the mattress and bedspring, and renoved the
prize l«fd secreted there earlier in the day. Then | slid fromthe bed.

It took a long time for ne to get out of the bedroom noving as slowy as |

could, so | wouldneft wake Jereny. | scanpered barefoot down the hall to
Mal col mfs room eased open his door and peered through the crack. Ml col mwas
on the bed, his back to me. | pushed open the door and | ooked around.

Unli ke Jeremyefs room Malcolnmfs had stuff. Lots of stuff, all in a junble

t hat snmacked nore of carel essness than untidiness. Cothing hung on the chair
back and piled on the seat. Dual dressers, both covered in toiletries, cuff
i nks, watches, paperback novels. \Were Jerenyefs only decorations were
pictures of his friends, Malcolmdidneft have so much as a photograph on his
ni ght -stand. Everything was his: his acquisitions, his hobbies, his life.

| dropped to all fours, crawl ed forward and peeked over the bedside. Ml col m
still faced the other way. | considered ny options. Over the bed or around it?
Havi ng grown accustomed to Jeremyefs fitful sleep habits, | knew the danger of
crawm ing onto the mattress. Better to take the |onger route around the bed.

When | was on the other side, | lowered nyself to my belly and inched al ong

t he hardwood floor. A board sighed. | froze. Malcol mfs snoring continued,

undi sturbed. | crept to the front legs of the bed. My fingers tightened around
my prize. A steak knife. l«fd considered one of the carving knives, but
decided it would be too awkward to carry, and too easily m ssed.

| eased ny head over the mattress edge. A warm puff of Malcolmfs breath
tickled nmy face. | watched his eyelids, tensed for any sign of novenent. Then
| lifted the knife and laid it on the pillow, so it would be the first thing
he saw when he awoke.

Message delivered. Tinme to retreat.

| waited all the next norning for Mal colmto wake. A bloodcurdling scream
woul d be nice, but I+fd settle for a good shout of surprise

Shortly before lunch, Ml col mcame downstairs. He passed the open study door
wi thout so nuch as a glare in ny direction, and headed to the kitchen. He
fixed hinmsel f breakfast and took it into the dining room

Had the knife fallen off the bed? In rising, Mlcolmcould have shifted the
pillow, causing the knife to slide to the floor undetected. How el se to
explain this conplete |lack of shock and terror?

After lunch, Jereny retreated to the study again. Once he was rapt in his

work, | sneaked out and foll owed the sound of the television to the back nook
The door was open. | peered through. The TV was on and the recliner was turned
toward it, facing away fromthe door. | slipped inside.

| tiptoed toward the chair. Wen l«fd nmade it hal fway across the room the



door clicked shut behind ne. | whirled to see Malcol mstanding in front of the

cl osed door. | backpedal ed, eyes darting about for a second exit.
"Rel ax, brat," Malcolmsaid. "l<fmnot going to touch you. lefmjust playing a
gane." He snmiled and tossed the steak knife onto the side-table. "You like

ganes, doneft you?"

| backed up until | hit the wall. Ml colmstayed in front of the door

"I bet | can guess the nane of your favorite gane," he said. "Letefs see

Is it: eeCGet R d of Jerenyefs A d Manef?"

| said nothing, just stayed pressed against the wall, watching his body
| anguage for signs of inpending attack

"Lots of fun, | bet,” Malcolmsaid. "lItefs pretty close to a new gane of ny
own. Do you know what mineefs called?"

| didneft nove.

"eeCet Rid of Jerenyefs Little Beastef. Itefs still in the planning stages,
but Ie«fmquite |ooking forward to playing."

He sauntered to the recliner. | lunged toward the door, but he was in ny path
before | got hal fway there.

"Now, now. Doneft be rude. Weefre having a conversation, though l«fmnot sure
how much of it you understand. Too bad, really. Itefs always so nuch nore fun
to conpete against a willing opponent."”

He | eaned toward nme. "That is what weefre doing. In case you haveneft realized
it. Competing. Who can get rid of who first. O is that eewhomf? Never could
keep them straight."

"Want go," | said, then cleared my throat and pulled nyself to ny full height.
"I want to go."

"Ch, doneft worry. You will. In . " Mal col m gl anced at his watch. "Todayefs
Monday . . . so letefs say by Wednesday night, youefll have your wi sh. Youefl
be gone." He grinned. "Unless you can get rid of me first. But itefll take
nore than a steak knife to do that."

He picked up the knife. My gaze flewto it.

"Ch, doneft worry, brat. | woneft hurt you. Whneft lay a finger on you. That
woul d suck all the challenge out of it. No, | know a better way. R d nyself of
a grow ng inconvenience and get a little payback in the bargain. Teach ny son

a | esson about the danger of picking up strays."

Mal col mtossed the kni fe down and stepped aside.

"Well, go on. Go nmake your little plans. May the best man?or beast?w n."
| darted past himand didneft stop running until | was at the study door. |
peered inside. Jeremy was still engrossed in his work. | crept to ny spot on

the rug, lay down and, set about working on a revised plan of attack

When ny heart stopped pounding, | considered Malcolmfs threat, and disnissed
it. He hadneft even dared box my ears for the knife incident. | understood
enough of his babble to know he wanted ne out of the house, but | wasneft



concerned. He admtted he coul dneft touch nme. So how could he hurt ne?

What | forgot, though, was that it wasneft ne Mal colmwanted to hurt. | was
nothing to him Nothing but a new tool in a canpaign heefd been waging for
years.

Territorial

Though our days at Stonehaven may have seenmed casual and unstructured, there
was a schedul e at work. Jeremy liked order, therefore Jereny |iked schedul es.
Mor ni ngs he devoted to nme, teaching, playing or, nore often, a conbination of
the two. After lunch, he squeezed in a couple hours of work while | napped,
then came a wal k, snack-time, and the dreaded daily speech | esson. Once ny

| esson was done, he took an hour of much-needed personal tine, reading or
doi ng target practice or sketching. Next came dinner, followed by a walk or a
gane, anot her snack, then back to work while | dozed by the fire.

On Tuesday and Friday nights, Jereny went for a run. Although he often Changed
when | did, he spent that time playing with me rather than running or hunting.
Adult werewol ves need nore. A Pack wolf knows that he nust Change at | east
once a week and run off that excess energy, adrenaline and aggression

O herwi se, he risks a spontaneous Change, likely at a very inconvenient

nonent .

So, the day after ny knife-schene failure, Jereny went for his run, as he did
every Tuesday. Leaving ne alone was relatively safe. | was in nore danger of
enptying the refrigerator than sticking sonething in an electrical socket. As
for Malcolm he always |left around dinnertime, and never returned until near
nmorni ng, so Jereny assuned | faced no danger fromthat quarter. Yet, as it
turned out, | wasneft the only one who paid attention to Jeremyefs schedul e.

That night, Jereny left me with a plate of cold cuts and a Nationa
Ceographic. The pictures in the magazi ne fascinated me, not the photos of
humans, but the ones of wilderness and wildlife. | was studying a spread on
[ions hunting gazell e when the side door to the garage opened. Knowi ng it had
to be Malcolm | growl ed and got up to close the study door. Then | snelled
somet hing that made ne stop. There was a human in the house.

No werewol f 1ikes having strangers in their house. Itefs a territorial thing.
They learn to tolerate the occasional repair or delivery person, but nost wll
go out of their way to avoid having a stranger step through their front
door?li ke Jereny having our groceries and dinners left in a cooler on the
doorstep, claimng convenience for the deliverer. Yet, while it only nmade t hem
unconfortable, it drove ne crazy?synapses deep in ny brain went wild when they
scented a stranger on our property. Weefd discovered this |ast week, when a
worman selling cosnetics had rung our bell and Mal colmlet her in, which had
nmore to do with her youth and attractiveness than a sudden interest in
lipstick.

What happened next was as much her fault as his. Jeremy and | happened to be
at the other end of the hall when Malcolminvited her inside. She stepped in,
| snarled. She screaned, | pounced. |If she hadneft screaned, | would have
backed down and retreated to a safer part of the house. But a scream shows
fear and fear shows weakness and weakness shows that | have the upper hand.
So, recogni zing nmy advantage, | acted accordingly. Luckily, Jeremy was right
behi nd nme, and managed to grab me in md-sprint and hustle ne upstairs.

This time, when | snelled the stranger in the house, | junped to the obvious
concl usi on. Someone had broken in. Wth Jereny gone, it was up to ne to defend
our territory. | swung into the hall, prepared to fight to my |last breath.

Then | heard faniliar clonping footsteps.



"Whoops," a fermale voice giggled. "lIs there a light swtch?"

"To your left, ny dear."

Mal colm | stepped back into the study and cl osed the door, not so nuch

| ocking himout as barricading nyself in. After the Avon |lady fiasco, Jereny
had expl ai ned the concept of "invited guest,” and ny brain understood it even
if my body didneft. Although | had little control over ny instincts, | was
learning to thwart themin small ways. As far as | was concerned, Ml col mhad
no right to invite anyone into Jerenyefs house, and doing so was a serious
insult, but l«fd cause Jeremy trouble if | interfered. Better to stay | ocked
in this roomuntil Jereny returned to deal with the matter

"The estate has been in the famly since the eighteenth century,” Ml col mwas
sayi ng. "The current house was built in 1894."

"Ww, thatefs old. Thatefs back in pioneer days, isneft it?"
Mal col m chuckl ed. "d ose enough. ™

The footsteps drew closer. | rapped ny knuckles agai nst ny thighs, eyes
clenched, willing themto nove on

"That is the formal dining room" Ml colmsaid. "The parlor is beyond that."
"Parl or? Like in England?"
"Thatefs right. Now, over here
The footsteps paused outside the study door. | watched the doorknob tw st one
way, then the other. | jamred ny foot against the door base and put all ny
wei ght against it.

"Appears to be jammed," Mal col m nurnured.

"That+fs okay. Show ne?"

"One monent, ny dear. lefll get this."

He knew | was there. He couldneft help but smell nme. He knew how I«fd react to
confronting a stranger in the house. And he forced open the door.

| tried to dart past him but he grabbed ny shoul der, fingers digging to the

bone. Wth his other hand, he tugged the woman into the room | doneft
renmenmber what she | ooked |ike?l never |ooked. She was human and she was a
stranger, and that was all | needed to know.

"Ch!" she said as she saw ne. She waggled her finger at Malcolm "D d you
forget to tell ne sonething?"

"Heefs not mine. Heefs visiting. A very short visit."

Mal col m propel l ed me forward, pushing ne within inches of the woman. | dug ny
heels into the Oriental carpet and cl osed ny eyes.

"Say hello, boy."

| kept nmy eyes screwed shut, concentrating on inhaling and exhaling w thout
snelling the intruder. Mentally, | screamed for Jereny, but outwardly nmade not



a sound, not daring provoke Ml col m

"Say hello, boy." Ml colmfs fingers dug into ny shoul der

"Ch, |eave the poor kid alone.™

She | eaned down, bringing her face so close |I could snell the beer on her
breath. | opened ny eyes and tried to step backward, but | hit the solid wall
of Malcolmfs | egs.

"What a little cutie," she said. "Are you shy, hon?"

She reached out and touched ny cheek. | grow ed and knocked her hand away. She
stunbl ed back, catching herself on the bookcase. Ml col m| aughed.

"Thatefs not funny," she said, straightening up and brushing off her miniskirt
as if l«fd soiled it. "You should have warned nme he was a retard."

"Ch, but he isneft. Quite intelligent, actually . . . in a feral way. |
suppose you could call himsinple, though. A very unconplicated set of val ues
with clearly defined |ikes and dislikes. You happen to be one of those
dislikes."

The wonman bl inked, then made anot her show of smacking i magi nary dust from her
skirt.

"You can take nme home now," she said w thout |ooking up

"May |? Youefre too kind. But | brought you here to teach the boy a | esson and
weefve barely begun.”

She sniffed. "You can teach the brat nmanners when |+fm gone."

"Hardly possible, ny dear. You are the lesson. A hunting lesson.” His index

finger stroked my shoulder, grip still tight. "You see, the boy likes to
stalk. To hunt. A born predator. Gven his size, he hasneft had much
experience with the killing part yet, but | hate to limt such intriguing
potential ."

"I?1 doneft think thatefs funny. le«fmgoing to hitch a ride hone."

She tried to wal k past us to the door, but Ml col m grabbed her armwth his
free hand. She gasped and her eyes w dened.

"Does that hurt? le<fmbarely squeezing."

H s biceps twitched. The wonan yel ped and yanked back. Ml col mrel eased her
arm letting her crash to the floor. Then he pulled ne forward.

"Go ahead, boy. Kill her."

| closed nmy eyes and willed my feet into | ead wei ghts.

"Come now. None of that. She woneft hurt you. Sheefs a woman, and a weak one
at that. Youefre already stronger than she is. | woneft let her escape. Itefs
an easy kill."

"Not hungry."

Mal col mthrew his head back and | aughed. "Did you hear that, ny dear? Heefs



not hungry. No troubling noral barriers there."

"Th?this isneft funny."

Fear seeped into the womanefs voice, draining any confidence fromthe words.
Hol ding the chair, she slowy rose to her feet, eyes |ocked on Malcolm He
waited until she was up, then shot out his | eg and hooked hers. She crashed to
the floor.

"See how easy that is, boy?"

The wonman started to craw toward the door. Mal col m pushed nme toward her

"Yes, | know youefre not hungry, but this is a | esson, for when you are
hungry. Now?"
"No. "

The wonman was at the door. Ml col mreached down, grabbed her by the hair and
threw her across the room She lay still, then her shoul ders convulsed in a
sob. She curled up on the rug and nmade new i ng noi ses.

"Want to go," | said, straining against Malcolmfs grip.
"Youefre not afraid, are you? If you need hel p?"
"No kill humans. Jereny say no."

It was the wong answer. Malcolmfs mouth twitched. He flung nme into the
center of the room | caught myself before | fell and lifted my arnms to ward
himoff. Wien | turned toward him though, he was | eani ng agai nst the door

"Jeremyefs not here, is he?" H's voice was calm the fake camaraderie back in
pl ace. "Even if he was, heefd have to agree. The girl must die. W can hardly
| et her go. Sheefs seen you. She knows about you. A shane, really, but?" He
shrugged. "?what nust be done, must be done. If youefd prefer, we could wait
for himto get back. O course, l«fd have to tell himwhat you did."

"Did nothing."
"You |l et her see what you are.”

"I?1 didneft see anything," the wonman snuffled fromthe corner
Mal col m smiled. "OF course you did. A shame, but one easily renedied."

The wonman pulled herself to her elbows. "No, itefs true. | didneft see
anything. If you let ne go?"

"I'f I let you go, youefll tell what you saw. That the boy is a werewolf." He
paused, smiling at her reaction. "Ch, you didneft know? My mi stake. But, now
that you do?"

He started advancing on her. She lifted her arns and i nched backward.

"I doneft know anything. | doneft believe you anyway. Youefre crazy. Just |et
me go and lefl|?"

He grabbed her outstretched arns and snapped the hands back. Two sharp cracks
and a piercing screech. The worman fell back, chest heaving, |ips nmoving



soundl essly. Malcolmlifted one of her broken wists. Bone pierced the skin.
He filled his hand with blood, then Ilet the worman fall.

"Can you snell this, boy?"
He lifted his hand, letting the blood drip.

"Can you feel this?" H's eyes gleaned. He stepped forward and turned the
bl oody palmtoward nme. "Can you feel it? O ose your eyes and snell it."

| could smell it, the hot coppery scent filling the room But | felt nothing.
Wy would 1? To me, blood only snelled Iike food, and I wasneft hungry.

Mal col m cl osed his fist, then opened it and wi ped the bl ood on ny face.
"Do you feel it?"

H s voice was hoarse, his eyes glowi ng. He | eaned down to | ook into nmy eyes,
gaze searching mne. Then his eyes dimred with sonething |ike di sappoi ntnent.
He strode across the room grabbed the woman by the back of the neck and swung
her toward me. Her lips still moved soundl essly.

| looked in her eyes and | saw the fear of a trapped animal. Ml colmfs free
hand went around the womanefs throat. He started to squeeze. Her eyes went
wi |l d and she kicked at him

| turned and ran to the door. As | touched the handle, | heard the distant
sound of running footsteps. | pulled open the door. The woman yel ped. There
was a crack, |louder than the sound of her wists snapping, then a thud. |
wal ked into the hall.

Jereny skidded around the corner. H's shirt was off, pants undone and feet
bare. H s eyes were black with dread. Wien he saw ne, he stopped. | raced over
to him He put out one hand, as if to pull ne closer, but pushed ne behind him
i nstead, and held ne there, shielding ne.

When | peeked around Jereny, | saw Ml col m standi ng outside the study door
Mal col m bl i nked once, a secondefs worth of confusion passing over his face.

"How di d you??" Malcolmstarted, then shook off the question. "Yousfre too

late. Heefs already done it. Killed a wonan. | brought?"
"No!" | screaned and | unged forward.
Jereny caught ny arm "I know," he said softly. "I know who did it."

He notioned for ne to stay, then wal ked forward, pushed past his father and
stepped into the study. When he came out, there was a look in his eyes |«fll
never forget, a look that made me swear never to kill a human, if only so
woul d never be the cause of such a | ook.

He stood there, caught in the doorway. | thought he was |ooking at ne, then
saw t he bl ankness in his eyes. If he was seeing anything at all, it was
not hi ng out here, but sonething inside his head. His |lips twitched once and he
swal | owed. Then he snapped back. Ignoring his father, he strode down the hall,
gently herding ne ahead of him W walked to the parlor. He notioned for me to
sit on the sofa and headed for the tel ephone.

d eanup
"What are you doi ng?" Malcolmhurried into the room then slowed and tried to



saunter.

Jereny picked up the receiver. Ml colmgrabbed it fromhis hand. Jereny
steered me into the front hall and took our coats fromthe hall stand.

"\Where are you goi ng?" Ml col m sai d.
"To finish my phone call."

"Who are you calling?"

"You know very well who. Doninic."
"For what ?"

"Stock tips," Jereny spat, then inhaled and net his fatherefs gaze. "You know
why lefmcalling. To tell himwhat youefve done."

"To tattle."
"Yes, to tattle."

Jereny helped ne zip up ny coat. Hs fingers were trenbling. He shifted
si deways to bl ock them from Mal col mfs view

"lI«fve never told himanything youefve done," Jereny said. "Heefs asked. He
suspects youefve killed humans, but he needs proof to banish you. lefve always
refused to give himthat proof. It seemed . . . safer.”

"Avoid confrontation at all costs. Thatefs nmy boy. A coward to the very?"

"I told myself | could handle it." Jerenyefs voice was as cal mand enotionl ess
as if he was reading froma book. "Better for you to be in the Pack, subject
toits laws, than living outside it, with nothing to stop you fromkilling
whenever the whimstrikes."

Mal col m stepped in front of Jereny. "I have never killed anyone who wasneft a
threat to the Pack. Domi nic knows that, and if you try to tell himotherw se?"

"That poor girl in there was no threat until you brought her into this house.
You broke the Law even by bringing her here. Thatefs proof enough." He stopped
fidgeting with his jacket, pulled hinself up to his full height and | ooked
down at Malcolm "I told nyself | could handle it. But itefs not just ne
anynore. | have other responsibilities. O her considerations.”

"You nmean this stray?"

"Do you think l+<fve forgotten?" Jereny roared, naking me stunble back
shocked. He advanced on his father. "Do you think | forget what you di d? That
scene in there. Do you think | forget the last tine you killed in this house?
| was nine years old. You told me it was ny fault. Well, it wasneft ny fault,
and this wasneft his fault, and | swear you are never going to do anything
like this to himagain. It ends here."

He took hold of ny shoul der and turned us toward the front door. As his
fingers grazed the handle, Mlcolmfs voice cut through the silence.

"lefll |eave," he said.

Jereny paused, then turned slowy.



"You want to protect the brat fromnme?" Malcolmsaid. "Fine. l«fmnot the one
he needs protecting from but have it your way. l<fll |eave for a few weeks?"

"Ten mont hs. "
"l caneft?"

"Until the end of the year. I+fll give you enough to live on, but | doneft
want to see you again before Christnas."

"And howfs that going to | ook? Me taking off for nearly a year? The Pack wil |
know sonet hingefs up if | doneft go to the Meets."

"Then theyefll know somethingefs up. As for the Meets, conme up with an excuse
and I+fll go along with it."

Wth that, Jeremy led ne upstairs. No parting shot. No final threat. No "be
gone before I come down." He had what he wanted. Mal col mwas |eaving. That was
enough.

Jereny took me into his roomand set nme on the bed, then crouched in front of
me. For several mnutes, he studied my face.

"Are you okay?" he asked finally.

| nodded. Was | okay? | wasneft sure. The death of the woman neant little to
me. lefd say it neant nothing, but | feel | should | eave sone opening for
interpretation on the matter. To admit that |, as a child, felt nothing at
seei ng soneone die shifts me into the real mof unfeeling nonster. So l<fll say
| felt little.

| knew, even then, that | should feel sonething. | saw it in Jerenyefs
expression, the expectation that | should be traumati zed or, at the very

| east, shaken. But the woman was nothing to nme, so how could I nourn her

passi ng? Her death was wong. Unjust. That | understood. The |aw of the wild
is clear on such matters. You kill to survive?for defense and for food.
Thereefs no excuse for anything else. But to feel pity for a stranger? It was,
and still is, beyond ne.

Foot steps sounded in the hall. Jereny stopped, tensed and swi vel ed his head to
track them Along the hall. Down the stairs. Slam Jereny rocked back on his
heel s and nodded.

"Heefs gone." He sw ped his bangs back fromhis face, then met ny eyes.
"Thereefs sonething | need to do now. l<fmsorry, but itefs inportant. It nust
be done right away. l<fll nake sure heefs gone and l<fll be close enough to
hear himif he comes back, but | need to do this. Can you wait here?"

"Go?" | tried again. "Go with you?"

He went very still, then squeezed ny hand. "No, Cayton. lefmsorry. | doneft
want to | eave you right now, but?"

"l am okay."

He blinked, as if startled, then he hugged ne, a spontaneous two-second hug,



br oken of f quickly and hidden under the guise of an awkward back pat.

"Youefre a good boy, Cayton," he whispered as he drew back. "l<fmsorry .
l«fll be back as quick as | can and weefll talk. Ckay?"

"l am okay."

Atwist of a smle, and he was gone.

Just enough tine passed for ne to wonder whether | should go after Jereny,
make sure Mal col m hadneft cone back and hurt him Then | heard the bathroom
taps running full-tilt, water thundering into the basin and down the ancient

pi pes.

| crept to the hall bathroom and inhal ed. Jereny. Good. | turned the doorknob

Wth the sink water running, | knew Jereny wasneft doing anything private but,
the truth is, | would have opened the door anyway. In the transformation from
human to werewol f, sone | earned behaviors slid free frommy brain. Sone, |ike
the proper use of a tel ephone, | recovered. Others, like the concept of

privacy, never returned. Undressing, bathing, urinating, defecating, it was
all a normal part of life. You wereneft doing anything wong, so why did you
need to hide to do it?

| pushed the door open. Jeremy was hunched over the sink, his back to ne. At
first, 1 thought he was throwi ng up, having had sone experience with this
nmysel f only a few weeks ago, after | nmistook a carton of creamfor mlk. |

i nhal ed, but didneft detect the sour taint of vomt.

Jerenyefs shirt lay in a heap on the floor. | stared at it, scrunched up in a
bal |, nowhere near the laundry basket.
"Jereny?"

The rush of water drowned nme out. Jereny |eaned down until his face was nearly
in the bow. Wen he shifted, the |light caught the sweat on his back, the
rivulets cutting through a fine dusting of dirt. He splashed water on his
face. Then he turned off the taps and braced his forehead against the mrror

Even now, | have to renind nyself how young Jereny was when he found nme. He
never acted young, never did the sorts of things youefd expect a young man to
do. He couldneft. Long before l«fd arrived, heefd had to take on adult
responsibility, getting a job, running a household, |ooking after his father
Looki ng back on that monment in the bathroom | can see how young he was. Young
and tired and confused, not yet confident enough to be sure he was doing the
right thing, but trying so hard to do it.

I wish | could have done sonething, said sonething, to make himfeel better

But when | | ooked at himthen, | saw only ny savior, nmy protector. An adult,
with no needs or fears of his own. Standing in that bathroom doorway, staring
down at that discarded shirt, | sawonly a sign that the world was

of f - bal ance, and wanted only to right it again, to get ny Jereny back
"I amsorry," | said
He started, then turned, saw nme and rubbed his hands over his face,

finger-conbing his hair in the sane notion. Then he dropped to one knee before
me, took hold of mnmy shoul ders and | ooked into nmy eyes.



"You didneft do anything wong, C ayton. Absolutely nothing."

"CGet rid?" | stopped and restarted. "I try get rid of him Scare him He not
like. Say he get rid of ne. Want me kill her. Make you mad."

Jereny took a noment to assinmilate this, then sighed, dropping his head
forward. "So that was his plan. | thought?" He shook his head. "It doesneft
matter. You had absolutely nothing to do with what happened tonight. It
wasneft your fault. Do you understand that?"

| nodded.

"What he did, dayton, was wong. Killing that woman was wong. You understand
that, too, doneft you?"

"No kill humans. You say that. | remenber.”

"Good. Thatefs a good boy. lefmsorry you had to . . . to see that. It was
wrong. Very, very wong. | should have been there. | shouldneft have left you
al one. | should have known heefd?" Another shake of the head. "I should have

made sure fromthe start that he never got that chance. Heefs gone now,
G ayton. Do you understand that?"

| nodded.

"Gone for a long tinme," Jereny said, pushing hinself to his feet.

"WIIl cone back."

"Thatefs for me to worry about, not you. Itefll be a long time before he cones
back and, when he does, l+fll work sonething out. You doneft need to worry
about him Ie<fll make sure of that."

| looked up into Jerenyefs eyes, and | knew, if | hadneft before, that what
happened toni ght had nothing to do with me, and everything to do with him
with hurting him As he vowed that | woul dneft need to worry about Ml colm |
made a vow of my own. Soneday, heefd never need to worry about Ml col m again.
|«fd nake sure of it.

Domi nance

Spring deepened into sunmer and Mal col m stayed away. Weeks passed |ike a | eaf
floating downstream unconcerned with progress or destination. | gave in to
the equally gentle but unrelenting force of Jerenyefs will, and learned to

speak properly and behave with passable normality in public.

| didneft need to worry about public behavior very often. Jereny rarely went
out. Everything we needed was here?food and shelter, conpanionship, land to
run on and endl ess diversions of our own devising. If we wanted sonething, it
cane to us. Food was delivered. Banking and | egal affairs were conducted by
tel ephone and mail. Jerenyefs work also came and went by the mail. Antonio
drove up fromNew York City every few weeks to visit. W had no reason to

| eave.

Over that spring, Jereny taught me nore than just |anguage and nanners.

| earned to shoot an arrowwithin ten feet of the target, to swmin the back
pond, to read the Sunday comics (even if | didneft understand the hunor) and
to sneak up on a rabbit (even if | couldneft catch it). An idyllic spring,
whi ch gave way to an equally idyllic sutmer. Then | went and screwed it up



Jereny and | were in the backyard replacing a section of stone wall that had
crunbl ed over the winter. Actually, Jerenmy wasneft so much fixing it with ne
as in spite of ne. l«fd already knocked two stones out of the fresh nortar
one of which had | anded on Jerenyefs foot. But | wanted to hel p, and

ent husi asm al ways overruled ability with Jereny. He woul dneft di scourage ne
even if it meant wasting half the day and breaking a few toes.

"Pull it back," Jereny said as | put a stone in place. "Not so nuch. A bit
nore. Now toward ne. Perfect."

It wasneft perfect, but |I knew that once | turned ny head, it would
mraculously find its way to the right spot. |I bent to lift the next stone.

"Hel | o?" a voi ce shouted fromthe back of the house.

| dropped the stone. Jereny yanked his foot out of the way, then straightened
and brushed his bangs back fromhis face, nortar streaking his black hair with

gray.

"There you are." Antonio strode around the back wall. He skirted Jereny and
runpled ny hair. "You areneft getting any bigger, scrap. Isneft Jereny feeding
you enough? Itefs past noon and | didneft see anything on the table."

"W wereneft expecting you," Jeremy said.

"So you doneft eat when youefre not expecting company?" Antonio grinned, but
avoi ded Jerenyefs eyes. "Are you hungry, scrap?"

| looked up at Jereny. He was watching Antoni o, his eyes narrowed ever so
slightly. | recognized the look. It was the sane one | got when he caught ne
sneaki ng back into ny new bedroomlate at night, smelling faintly of cold
roast beef.

"So, you just happened to be in the neighborhood, thought youefd pop by for
[ unch?"

"What? | caneft make a surprise visit?"

Jereny didneft answer. He scraped the trowel off in the bucket, then laid it
on the wall. "I suppose we should go in for lunch.”

"Before we do, 1?"

The creaking of the distant back door cut Antonio off. | tensed, inhaled and
caught the scent of a stranger. The hairs on the back of my neck rose.

"Dad?" a voice called

"Just a sec, Nicky," Antonio called back

"I thought we agreed to wait."

Jerenyefs voice was low, his tone even and calm | shivered in spite of the
warm sun. | recognized this too?the voice | got when Jereny went downstairs

the next norning to discover that not only was the entire roast gone, but the
fridge had been left open and the m |k was spoil ed.



"Itefs been four nonths, Jer," Antonio said. "Stop fretting about it.
He cl apped Jereny on the back. Wen Jereny stiffened, Antonio pulled his hand
away and shoved it into his pocket.

"Heefs not ready,"
wait."

Jereny said in that sane neasured tone. "| asked you to

There was nore to the discussion, but |I didneft hear it. I+fd tuned out,
concentrating instead on listening for sounds fromthe house. A child. A boy.
In ny house.

Tension strunmmed through ne. | strained toward the house |like a bird-dog on
point, waiting for the word of release. Every second seened interm nable. A
boy in ny house. Strange adults were one thing; | was learning to deal with

that indignity. But children? Sneaky, sneering boys |ike the ones at the
print-shop? In nmy house? That was beyond tol erating.

"C ayton?" Jereny said, laying a hand on ny shoulder. "l«fd |like to speak to
you. Come around to the garden and?"

The back door swung open, then slamred shut. Jerenyefs hand tightened on ny
shoul der. A boy bounded around the corner and stopped short on seeing us.

"Hell o, Nicky," Jereny said.

Jereny said nore and the boy responded, but | ignored themas | sized up the
boy. So this was Antonioefs son. He had his fatherefs dark wavy hair and dark
eyes, but was built slender and tall, already outstripping me by at |least a
foot. He had a good twenty or thirty pounds on nme, too. The first prickling of
fear zinged through ne. Then | noticed ny advantage. He was unprepared. As he
talked to Jereny, his eyes darted over to nme, but they held nothing but
curiosity.

"Clayton," Jereny said. "This is N cholas. Antonioefs son."

The boy extended a hand and a wide grin. | knew it was a grin, but the bared
teeth still nade ny hackles rise.

"Heefs |like you," Antonio said quickly, stepping forward. "A werewolf. O, he

will be, when he gets older."
The boy said something. Ignoring his words, | stared into his eyes and saw
not hi ng but open trust. | sniffed the air and caught only the barest

undercurrents of werewol f scent, heavily overlain with the stink of a human
child. Like ne? This boy? Not likely. At least | had the sense to be wary of a
stranger. | sniffed and turned nmy face away, not quite willing to turn ny
back.

Qut of the corner of my eye, | saw the boy step toward ne. | turned, slowy,
and net his gaze. He smiled at ne with that affable smle that nade ne curse
hi m doubly a fool. | bared nmy teeth. He seenmed to think | was returning his

smle and grinned broader.

“"Man, | thought | was never going to get to neet you," the boy said. "Dadefs
been tal king about you all the time and then he said maybe you guys were
comng to the Meet last nmonth, but then you didneft and | kept buggi ng Dad and

He kept talking. | stopped listening.



As he spoke he noved closer. His shadow fell over nme, naking nme feel suddenly

very small. | clenched ny fists at ny sides and pulled myself up straighter. |
still only came up to his chin. | inhaled. The werewolf scent was stronger
now. So this was a werewolf child, was it? Well, if so, sonething had to be

done and quickly. You only get one chance to establish dom nance.

I lunged without warning. | hit himin the stonmach, knocking himback to the
ground. As | held himdown, he didneft struggle, but just stared at ne, eyes
wi de. The acrid scent of sonething vaguely famliar floated up. | felt a

danpness seep through the knee of ny pants and | ooked down to see a dark patch
creeping outwards fromthe crotch of his trousers. As | winkled ny nose and
pul | ed back, Jeremy hauled ne into the air.

The next few minutes blurred past in a series of images. Jerenyefs face,
shuttered and hard, not |ooking at me. The stink of urine. Antonio bending to
hel p his son up. The boy jabbering sonething. Then, as | was being carried
into the house, | turned ny head and caught the boyefs eyes. | saw no anger
there, no lingering fear, just conplete bew | derment. Any struggle for

dom nance had existed only in nmy head. Then |I felt sonething I<fd never felt
before. @uilt, regret and nore than an inkling of shane.

After a few hours of being left in ny bedroom Jereny brought up ny bel ated

[ unch. He explained, calmy, that as Antonioefs son, N cholas must be treated
with the sane respect | would accord Antoni o. Although N ck wasneft a

full-fl edged werewol f, he woul d be when he grew up.

There were no others like ne, no child werewolves. There never had been. There
were other children of the Pack, Iike Nick, who would grow into werewol ves,

but not until they becane adults. These would be nmy Pack brothers. No matter
how | felt about them | would have to learn to get along with them

| offered to apol ogize, but it was too late. Antonio and Nick had already |eft
St onehaven. I+fd blown ny first chance at fitting into the Pack. Al though
Jereny never said this, | understood it. Deep down, | sensed his other fear
too. That le<fd never fit in. | was determned to prove himwong. O course,
l«fd al so been determined never to raid the fridge again, never to attack
strangers again, never to

As summer passed, Jereny began steering ne into situations where l«fd be with
other children. After the fiasco with Nick, | was eager to please him so
did ny best to tolerate the little nonsters.

Twi ce a week, for an entire nonth, he took ne to a playground in Bear Valley,
the nearest town. | behaved perfectly. | sat notionlessly on a sw ng, watched
the children and gritted ny teeth until the ordeal finally ended. Wenever a
child ventured too close, a covert grow always sent himor her scranbling to
find another piece of playground equi prment.

| was so busy congratul ating nyself on ny nodel behavior that | failed to
realize the obvious?that these excursions were |eading up to sonething. Had
known, | woul d have kicked and screanmed and thrown ny finest tenper tantrum
each tinme | so nuch as saw a swing-set. Instead, | behaved so well, that at
the end of the sunmer, Jereny pronounced ne, with no small anount of



trepidation, ready for the next major phase of my integration into human
society, a torture worse than anything I would have thought hi m capabl e of
devising. | was to go to school

School days

The school secretary escorted us into a snmall roomthat |ooked as if it had
been carved inside a tree. Everything was wood, fromthe floor to the
baseboards to the desk to the chairs. Two |lights shone overhead, but even

t heir combi ned power was not enough to win the battle against the

al | - enconpassi ng darkness of the wood. Al the lights seenmed to do was
illuminate the oily, |enon-stinking sheen on the wood. Jereny sat down am dst
the cluster of chairs. | touched the seat beside him The wood felt as greasy
as it looked. | |ooked at himand curled my |ip.

"Sit," he said.
| sat.

A door opened on the other side of the roomand in wal ked a sour-1I ooking
nm ddl e-aged woman who snelled like fruit left on the tree to rot. Jereny
stood, tugging me to ny feet, and extended his hand. She ignored it and
skewered ne with a snarl masquerading as a snmile

"So this is dayton,” the woman said. "Wl conme to Hardi ng Acadeny, C ayton."
"Thank you, ma'am" | said, renmenbering the response Jereny had taught ne.
"Your cousin here has already taken care of all the enroll nent arrangenents,
and | doneft believe in protracted good-byes, so letefs take you straight to
M ss Fishtonefs kindergarten class."

"Ki ndergarten?" Jereny said. "Ch, thereefs been a nistake. | know he | ooks
smal |l for his age, but heefs seven?eight in January."

"Wth no formal education, am|!l right?"
"Yes, but heefs been hone-school ed?"

"By whon®?" She snatched a paper and pen fromthe desk. "You shoul d have
provi ded the reference when you enrolled him The instructorefs nane, please."

"lefve tutored himnyself."
"Ah," she said, lips twitching. "And your credentials, M ster Danvers?"
She said the formal salutation with a nocking lilt that made nmy muscl es tense.

Jerenyefs hand gripped my shoul der, restraint disguised as an affectionate
squeeze.

"I doneft have any formal qualifications," he said. "However, | can assure you
that Cayton is well beyond kindergarten |level. Heefs an extrenely bright
boy~?"

"lefmsure you think he is.”

The hand on ny shoul der tightened, then relaxed. "Perhaps you could test him
He knows basic addition and subtraction, and he reads at a grade three |level."

"I believe you nentioned socialization probl ens?"



"Problens? No, | didneft say problems." A slight hitch in his voice here,
undet ectabl e to anyone who didneft know him "I said he | acked socialization
experi ence. There was some early trauma, before he cane to live with ne. |
have, however, been taking steps to correct this and heefs been naking
progress."

"I«fmsure he has. However, given the conbination of no formal schooling and
soci al i zation eeissuesef, lefmstanding by nmy decision. He will go to

ki ndergarten and if he proves hinself ready, he will progress to the
appropriate level. Cayton? Come with ne."

"May we have a nonment?" Jereny said.

"As I+fve said, | doneft believe in protracted good-byes. Children caneft have
their parents hovering over thenP"

"I would like a nmonment," Jeremny said, nmeeting the headm stressefs gaze. "And
will escort himto his classroomnyself."

They | ocked gazes. The headm stress broke first. She muttered directions to
t he ki ndergarten room then shooed us out of her office.

"W only have a nonent, C ayton,"
what | told you? Where will | be?"

he whi spered as we wal ked. "Now, renenber

"On the other side of the playground. In the forest."

"Right. So when you go outside for recess, youefll be able to snell ne, but
doneft come over or l«fll have to |eave. Just renenber that I<fmthere for
you. If you caneft handle it, absolutely caneft, you conme to me. But try,
Cl ayton. Please try. Itefs very inportant that you go to school."

| nodded and he |l ed ne down the hall.

"Ch, this nust be dayton!"

A young worman with bright red Iips and a high-pitched cheep of a voice flew at
me. | ducked. Jerenyefs hand tightened on ny arm pulling ne up straight and
propelling nme into the classroom

| squinted agai nst the brightness, not only of the sun stream ng through the
wi ndows, but of the screamingly vivid colors that assaulted me from every
direction. The classroomwalls were painted in bright primary colors, the
tones so overwhel ning they made nme cringe. When Jereny had decorated ny
bedroom | ast nonth, heefd asked what color I<fd wanted, and l<fd picked two:
bl ack and white. Thatefs what | |iked best. | didneft mnd colors, so long as
they wereneft too . . . colorful

"l«fm M ss Fishton, dayton," the wonman chirped, then turned and fluttered her
hands at the gaggle of children behind her. "Class, this is our new student.
Can we say hello to O ayton?"

"Hell o, Clayton," a dozen voices chimed in nonotone.

"Youefre just in time, Clayton," she said. "W were just getting ready to sing
A d MacDonal d. Do you know A d MacDonal d?"



| | ooked up at Jereny.

"I doneft believe he does," Jereny said.

"Ch, thatefs okay. Weefll teach you, woneft we, class?"
"Yes, Mss Fishton," the class intoned.

"And then, after we sing, weefll do sonme finger-painting. | bet you |ove
finger-painting. Now just cone on in, Cayton, and weefll join hands and sing
A d MacDonal d. You can be the pig. Do you know what a pig says, Cayton?"

| looked up at Jereny. He rubbed his hand across his chin, then bent down and
whi spered. "le«fmsorry." A quick pat on the back, one |ast apol ogetic gl ance,
and he hurried fromthe room | watched hi m go.

By the end of that week, | hated school as I+<fd never hated anything in ny
life . . . except nmaybe Malcolm | knew | was here to |l earn, but |earn what?
How t o sing songs about farners? How to distinguish red squares from green
circles? How to build towers of blocks? After a nonth, weefd only begun the

al phabet, and | could already read every book in the teacherefs story library.
Yet nobody seened the least bit interested in noving ne to a higher grade.

So, Jeremy continued nmy academ c | essons at honme and instead stressed the

i nportance of other lessons | could learn at school, nanely howto fit in.
This | understood. | needed to know how to pass for human. Unfair, to be sure,
but necessary. Jeremy could do it, and he was very good at it, so | resolved
that I would learn to be just as acconplished an actor. So | studied ny
classmates. | watched them | stalked them | learned howto imtate them

The wat ching and stal king portions of these | essons pronpted many a
parent-teacher interviewin those first two nonths, but Mss Fishton could
never quite pinpoint exactly what | was doi ng wong, just vague concerns about
me "maki ng the other children unconfortable,” which Jereny disnissed as an
obvi ous consequence of putting a seven-year-old with five-year-olds.

Devel oprental ly, | was |ight years ahead. Yet another reason, he argued, to
bunp ne up a grade or two. Still they refused.

At hone, Jereny decided to distract me frommy boredom at school with | essons
that | deemed | ong overdue. Though I<fd hunted with Jereny for nonths, he
preferred to do the killing. He insisted that this was because | needed nore
practice with the pre-killing parts of the hunt?stal king and chasi ng?but |
suspected it had nore to do with ny killing nethod, which basically consisted
of chomping on ny prey until it stopped nmoving. Once | did manage to catch a
rabbit while out running by nyself and, after | changed back, | proudly showed
nmy acconplishnent to Jeremny. He took one | ook at the unrecogni zabl e mangl e of
fur and bone and declared he would handle all future kills until | was ready.

In late Cctober, he finally deemed ne ready. To ny surprise, these new | essons
were conducted, not in the woods, but in the kitchen. For the next two weeks,
Jereny produced dead speci mens of every small wild animal found at

St onehaven?rabbits, opossuns, raccoons, squirrels, even a skunk. He then

di ssected them and showed ne where the vital organs were |ocated. For the
skunk and raccoon, he pointed out their defense systems, how to avoid getting



sprayed or clawed. For the prey animals, he showed ne how to kill them quickly
and what parts were edible.

At school, our classroomhad a snall rodent zoo consisting of two rabbits,
three hanmsters, a litter of baby gerbils and a guinea pig. At first, lefd

t hought the teacher was raising snack food, which inpressed ne, being the
first sign of intelligence sheefd shown. Soon, though, I<fd figured out the
ani mal sef true purpose and |left them al one, though I woul d never understand
t he appeal of petting and coddling perfectly good food.

Once Jereny began ny killing | essons, | began to see the classroompets in a
new |l ight. Maybe | couldneft kill them but | could study them just as I
studied the children. |I began to spend nmy free tine sitting near the rodents

and watching them studying how they nmoved, their weaknesses and blind spots,
and how they could be nost easily killed.

My newfound interest in the classroompets was a great relief to Mss Fishton
who had probably given up hope of interesting ne in anything. The next tine
she Jereny stopped in after school to discuss ny behavior, her report was
near - gl owi ng.

"He just loves the animals,"” she said. "He could sit and stare at themfor

hours." She beanmed at nme. "I think we mght have a little zool ogi st on our
hands. "
Jereny gl anced down at nme. | adjusted the clasp on ny |unch-box and pretended

not to notice the | ook he gave ne.

M ss Fishton continued. "Heefs absolutely enthralled by them Itefs just so
cute. Have you considered getting hima pet? | have a friend whose cat just
had kittens."

| stopped playing with the |unch-box clasp

"Wuld you like a kitten, dayton?" Mss Fishton asked.

"Yes." | looked up at Jereny. "I would like a kitten."

"lefmsure you would," Jereny said. "But you know we caneft have pets in the
house.” He turned to Mss Fishton. "Allergies."

"Ch, thatefs too bad. But itefs good to see himtaking such a keen interest."”

"Yes, it is.

After we left the classroom Jereny bustled nme out to the car wi thout so nuch
as a "how was your day." Once heefd pulled fromthe near-enpty |lot, he | ooked
over at ne.

"I know you nust get hungry at school, Cayton. Itefs not easy, getting
t hrough the day wi thout as much food as youefre accustoned to. Perhaps | can
slip in another half-sandw ch into your |unch-box. Wuld that hel p?"

"l would |ike another whole sandwich,” | said. "O two."

Jereny sighed. "Yes, | know, and | wish | could give it to you, but you caneft
eat so nuch nore than the other children. Are you getting enough to eat at



br eakf ast ?"
| shook ny head.

"Then l«fll start nmaking you nore."

| smiled.
"Now, about these animals," he said. "I know theyefre a tenptation but?"
"lefmnot allowed to eat them" | said. "I know"

" Good. "

He | eaned over, popped open the gl ove conpartnment and handed me a candy bar
"Two?" | said. "lefmvery hungry."

He gave ne two.

"So weefre clear on this?" he said. "No eating the pets in your classroom" He
paused, then added. "Or any other classroom" Another pause. "Or any pets

anywhere at all." Still another pause. "No killing themeither."

I nodded. "No killing and no eating any pets. | understand.”

" Good. "

So, as Jereny continued his dissection | essons at home, | continued ny live

ani mal studies at school. The rodent that interested ne the nost was the

gui nea pig. l+«fd never seen one in the wild, but it |looked Iike the idea
prey, much fatter than a nouse and nmuch slower than a rabbit. This one was
probably slower than nost of its kind. It was dying. | could tell by the
snell, and the fact that the teacher seemed oblivious to this only proved her
intelligence was about as high as that of the birds she resenbl ed.

The nore | studied the guinea pig, the nmore | becanme convinced that I«fd found
the ideal food source for a young wolf. There was, however, one problem |
didneft know where its vital organs were. | could guess, based on the
simlarities between the guinea pigefs anatony and those of the other rodents,
yet this was, at best, an inprecise science and Jereny had taught ne that

preci si on beget accuracy. For a swift kill, you needed to know exactly where
to strike.

The answer, of course, was very sinmple. Jereny had forbidden me to kill the
gui nea pig, but I didneft need to. It was already dying. All | had to do was
wai t .

One day in md-Novenber, the guinea pig clinbed into its house and di ed.
could tell by the snell that it was dead, but Mss Fishton paid no attention
knowi ng the creature wasneft the nost active of the classroom pets. Wen

recess canme, | went out with the rest of the children, then slipped back in
and went to ny lunch-box, where l«fd been secretly transporting a knife in
preparation for this nonent. | took the knife, opened the guinea pigs cage,

dunped its body out of its house and set to work

By the time the grade one teacher snuck in to swi pe sone chalk, | was so



wrapped up in ny work that | didneft hear her, even as she wal ked up behi nd
me. | did, however, hear her scream. . . as did everyone else in the
bui I di ng.

"You wereneft ready," Jereny said as he drove nme honme, his hands gripping the
steering wheel. "I was too eager. | wanted to get you in right at the start of
t he school year and | should have waited until you were ready. Thereefs no
rush. No rush at all." He exhal ed and gl anced over at me. "I think weefll
stick with home-schooling for a while."

So our lives settled back into the old confortable pattern, and I was gl ad of
it. There was nothing a school could teach nme that Jereny couldneft. As for
soci alizing, the only people | needed to socialize with were those in the
Pack, and lI<fd be doing that soon enough. Wth the end of Novenber cane a
quarterly Pack neet. After the school fiasco, | think Jereny woul d have
preferred not to rush me into yet another new experience, but the Al pha,

Dom nic, insisted. He wanted to neet me, and so he would. Al Jereny could do
was prepare nme and hope for the best.

Fr eak

The Sorrentinos lived on an estate about fifty nmiles north of New York City.
Al three generations of the famly lived together, as was Pack custom The
fam |y was headed by Dom nic, who had three sons, Gregory, Benedict and
Antoni 0. Benedict had left the Pack several years earlier, having noved to
Europe with his two sons. Gregory had al so fathered two sons, but the el dest
had been killed in a dispute with a mutt five years ago.

Dyi ng young wasneft unconmmon for werewol ves. Under Dominicefs rule, fifty
percent of Pack werewolves didneft live to see their fortieth birthday, and
nost of those deaths were at the hands?or jaws?of another werewol f, usually a
mutt, but sometinmes a Pack brother. This was an inprovement over previous

Al phas, whoefd often seen at |least two-thirds of their Pack dead by forty.
Dom nic hinmself was close to seventy and had been Al pha for nearly two
decades, an al nost unheard-of |ongevity, both in age and length of rule.

| learned none of this fromJereny, of course. On the drive to the Sorrentino
estate, he tal ked about the Pack, but not its problenms. Instead, he rel ayed
facts. Most inportantly, he told ne who would be there, how they were rel ated
and their place in the social structure. Hierarchy is very inportant for
werewol ves, as it is for wolves. Jereny didneft attach meanings like beta wolf
or onega wolf or outline a rigid structure of who topped whom He sinply told
me whom | had to respect, and whom | had to obey, and fromthat ny wolfefs
brai n assessed st at us.

Jereny expected nost of the Pack nenbers to show up at the Meet. Those woul d
i ncl ude Dom nic, Gregory, Antonio, Nick, and G egoryefs remaining son

ei ght een-year-ol d son Jorge. The Santos fanmily would al so be there, the el der
generation, brothers Wally and Raynond, and Raynondefs three sons,

si xteen-year-ol d Stephen, thirteen-year-old Andrew and seven-year-ol d Dani el
Along with the Danvers, the Sorrentinos and the Santos conprised the three
main famlies, their ancestors having been nenbers since the Anerican Pack
began. O the periphery nenbers, Jereny expected Ross Werner, Ciff Ward,
Peter Myers and Dennis Stillwell to attend, plus Dennisefs son,

twel ve-year-ol d Joey.



The Meet was scheduled to run fromFriday to Sunday. Jereny and | arrived at
noon on Saturday, not because weefd had nore pressing business, but probably
because Jereny hoped that by reducing the length of nmy first visit, he could
reduce the possibility of disaster

For the |l ast hour of our trip Jereny ran through the doefs and donefts. Mbst
of them were donefts. The sinple act of dining now cane with even nore rules
than M ss Fishton had for the kindergarten sandbox. | couldneft raid the

i cebox. | couldneft ask anyone except Jereny for between-meal snacks. | had to
eat with utensils. | had to chewwith ny mouth shut. | had to sit with the

ot her Pack youth. | couldneft touch any food before everyone ol der than | had
taken their share. | couldneft take seconds until everyone older than | had

t aken seconds. | couldneft eat other peopleefs scraps. | couldneft eat food
found on the floor. Wth all these rules | began to fear | might have to
starve, rather than risk disobedience. | hoped itefd be a short weekend.

Finally, we arrived. The Sorrentinos house was a sprawling Italianate nanor
set amdst fifty acres of forest. The house was probably three tines as |arge
as Stonehaven, but the grounds were | ess than half the size of our property,
whi ch convinced me that we had the better deal. Better to have nore roomto
roamthan nore roons to vacuum The mnute we stepped fromthe car, though, I
di scovered that it was unlikely N cholas Sorrentino ever had to do vacuum ng
duty. The place stunk of human. Wen | asked Jereny about the snell, he told
me that the famly enployed a part-tine housekeeper. We woul dneft see her
since she cane only during the week, while the Sorrentinos were out of the
house, at work and school. Still, given the choice between letting a human in
t he house or vacuuming a few carpets, l+fd stick with ny hated househol d
chores.

W wal ked from behind a row of cars and al ong a wal kway t hrough the gardens.

At the front door, Jereny didneft knock, he just opened it and wal ked i n. That
was normal Pack etiquette. Knocking or ringing the bell would inply you
didneft think you were wel cone, which would insult your host. Instead, you

wal ked in and shouted a greeting. Jereny has never shouted a greeting in al
the years l«fd known him |Instead, he does what he did now, stepped inside,

cl osed the door, and paused to see whether anyone heard himenter. Wen no one
cane to greet us, he followed the scent of his host toward an open door, then
paused again and called a soft "hello."

There was a scuffle of nmovement fromw thin the room Then a large man with
grayi ng dark hair wheel ed around the corner, grinned and enbraced Jereny.

"Finally!" the nman boonmed. "I was about to send Tonio upstate to drag you
here." He turned and shouted toward the front of the house. "G egory! Jorge!
Cone! " He turned back to Jerenmy. "Now where is this trouble-making pup of
yours? The one who attacked ny Nicky?"

| stepped back, slowy, and | ooked over ny shoul der, measuring the distance to
t he door.

"I's that hin? Hiding behind you? That little runt?" The manefs | augh boonmed so
loudly it hurt ny ears. "Cone here, boy. Let ne get a better |ook at you."

| tried to take anot her step backward, but Jeremny put his hand between ny
shoul der - bl ades and propell ed nme forward.

"Clayton, this is Domnic."

| hadneft needed the introduction to know this was the Pack Al pha. Dom nic



Sorrentino was one of the biggest nen |<fd ever seen, as tall as Jereny, yet
as stocky and muscul ar as Antonio. O course he was the Al pha.

Dominic | ooked nme in the eye, his gaze so fierce | could barely hold eye
contact. At |east two excruciatingly |Iong nminutes passed. Then | had to drop
nmy gaze. Dominicefs |laugh roared through the hallway and he cl apped one huge
hand agai nst ny back.

"Did you see that?" he said to Jeremy. "Did you see how long it took himto

| ook away? Tonioefs right. The boy has balls. Heefll nake a good playnmate for
Ni cky." Wth his hand still at nmy back, Dominic steered ne past him "Head
down that hall, turn left, go downstairs and youefll find the other boys in
the baserment. Nicky will do the introductions."

"Perhaps later," Jereny said. "Heefs quite shy?"
"Al'l the nore reason for himto go. You and | need to catch up, and I<fmsure
Clayton will be happier playing with the other boys."

"Yes, but perhaps | should make the introductions. Heefs not entirely
confortable with other children?"

"Heefll be fine. You worry too nuch, Jereny. Cayton? Of you go now. Find the
others."

| | ooked at Jereny.

He hesitated, then forced a smle. "Go on, Cayton. Just . . . be good and
l«fll see you soon."

| stood there as Doninic prodded Jereny into the room then closed the door
behind them | hesitated, torn between wanting to obey Jereny and wanting to
just sit on the floor and wait for him Fromthe front hall | heard footsteps
com ng down the stairs and remenbered Dominic had called his son and grandson
down. Better not to be caught challenging the Al phasfs authority quite so
early in ny visit. | turned and hurried down the hall to seek out Nick and the
ot her boys.

l«fd forgotten the directions Dom nic had given for reaching the basenent,
havi ng been too disturbed by the prospect of being separated from Jeremnmy to
pay much attention. | still remenbered N ckefs scent, though, and although it
perneat ed the house, | was able to find and follow the nost recent trail to

t he basement steps.

At the bottomof the stairs, | stopped and inhaled. | could pick out five
separate scents?the five Pack sons Jereny had told me to expect: the three
Sant os boys, Nick and Joey Stillwell. These five conprised the Pack youth, al
the sons who had yet to undergo their first Change. Jorge Sorrentino had made
his first Change the year before, so he was now considered an adult, and woul d
be upstairs with the nen.

O the five boys |I snelled, one was taking on the distinctive odor of a
werewol f. This would be the ol dest Santos boy, Stephen. Although werewol ves
doneft nake their first change until their late teens, itefs only the end of
the I engthy process of maturation. Wth puberty, a werewol f begins devel opi ng
his secondary traits, primarily the sharpened senses and increased strength
necessary for life as a wolf. Right now, Stephen Santos was the only one of



t he Pack youth who had begun this process.

The baserment was a series of roonms branching off a central corridor. Most of
the doors were closed. O those propped open, only one near the end led into a
roomthat wasneft dark. | started down the hall. Halfway to the end | heard

Ni ckefs voice

"Can | have ny radi o back, Steve?"

"What+fs the magi c word?" an ol der voice said.

"Come on, Steve," another voice said. "Doneft be a prick."
"You calling ne a prick, Joey?"

| peeked around the doorway. Inside, a tall teen with long red hair was
approaching a sl owy backpedal i ng acne-pocked boy. N ck stood beside the

t hreat ened boy, hovering there, as if wanting to stand with him but not sure
he dar ed.

Across the roomtwo other red-haired youths | ooked on, wearing tw n
t oot h-bearing grins. The youngest wasneft nuch bi gger than ne.

lefd drilled Jeremyefs litany of nanes into my head, understanding the

i mportance of knowi ng who was who in this new world, so now | could | ook
across the faces and identify all the players. The boy backi ng away was Joey
Stillwell. The boy bearing down on himwas Stephen Santos, and the two on the
sofa were Stephensfs younger brothers, Andrew and Dani el

"You think | should give this back?" Stephen waving a |ight-blue transistor
radi o over his head. "Cone on and take it then."

St ephen held out the radio. Joey didneft nove.

"Can | have ny radio, Steve?" N ck said. "Please."

"Why? You doneft need it. Your daddy and your granddaddy can buy you fifty of
them" He turned to his youngest brother. "I think Danny would |ike a radio.
You want a radi o, Danny-boy?"

Dani el junped fromthe sofa. "Sure."

"Then hereefs what weefll do. Danny gets the radio, and Nick tells his daddy
he gave it to him as a gift." He turned to Nick. "Got that?"

"No. "
St ephenefs eyes narrowed. "Wat did you say?"
"N?no. Itefs nPmine."

Stephen started to advance on Nick. |I felt an urge then that surprised ne, the
urge to protect Nick. | recognized the unfairness of this assault, perhaps
nmore than a human woul d. Stephen was doubl e the young boyefs size and
quadrupl e his strength. Though | coul dneft inagi ne why anyone woul d fight over
aradio, it did belong to Nick. It was his property. You had to protect your

property.

So, in this dispute, N ck was, by every reckoning, the wonged party. Jereny
had told me to be nice to Nick. Getting his radi o back woul d be ni ce,



woul dneft it? On the other hand, Jereny had told nme not to attack anyone.
was allowed to defend nyself with reasonable force?Jereny had al ways been
clear on that. Did this apply if | was defendi ng someone el se? Wefd never
di scussed that scenario. Should | take the chance? Wi ch was nore inportant:
that | be nice to Nick or that |I not start a fight?

"You want your radio?" Stephen said, holding it up out of Nickefs reach

"Yes." N ck paused. "Yes, please.™

St ephen turned and whi pped the radio at the brick fireplace beside the
doorway. It shattered, pieces scattering across the orange shag carpet. No one
seened to notice the broken radi o, though. They were all staring at ne.

| stepped inside the rec room reached down and scooped up the biggest pieces
of the radio, then wal ked over to Nick

"Yours," | said.

Ni ck snmiled and took the pieces. "Thanks." He turned to the others. "CQuys,
this is dayton, the boy whoefs living with Jereny."

"The werewol f," Joey said, smling at ne.

"OF course, heefs a werewol f,
all werewol ves, stupid."

Andrew said, getting up fromthe sofa. "Wefre

"I mean heefs a full werewolf. My dad says he can Change al ready." Joey | ooked
at ne. "Thatefs so cool."

"Itefs not cool," Stephen said. "ltefs freaky."

"So that makes hima freak," Daniel piped up. "Right?"

"Heefs not a freak," Nick said. "Heefs just different."

Dani el met ny eyes. "Freak."

Stephen tousled his little brotherefs hair. "Thatefs right, Danny." Then he
turned to me. "Heefs worse than a freak. Heefs a nutt." H s eyes gl eanmed and
knew heefd | obbed what he considered the worst possible insult. Wien | didneft

react, disappointment darted through his eyes.

"Heefs not a mutt," Nick said. "Heefs Pack. Poppa says Jereny can keep him so
heefs Pack."

"Maybe, but he was a mutt," Andrew said. "Once a mutt, always a mutt. Thatefs
the rule.”

"Doesneft count," Joey said. "Heefs a kid. A kid caneft be a nutt."
"So does that mean heefs bitten?" Daniel said, lips curling back

"Thatefs right, Danny," Stephen said, runmbling his brotherefs hair again.
"Heefs not even hereditary. A total freak."

"Stop that," Nick said.

"Ignore them" Joey said, turning to nme. "Theyefre being stupid."



"We areneft the stupid ones," Stephen said. "Look at him He doesneft even
know what weefre tal king about. Call hima mutt and he doesneft even flinch
Qur dad was right. Heefs a retard."

"Heefs not a retard,” N ck says. "He just doesneft talk nuch.”
Stephen |l owered his face to mne. "Retard."
| stared himin the eyes and sai d not hi ng.

"See?" Stephen said, straightening. "Heefs a retard |like Gegory and a freak
like Jereny."

My head whi pped up, gaze going to Stephenefs.

St ephen | aughed. "Ch, ho. He didneft like that. Freaks stick together, boy.

Everybody knows that. The minute ny dad heard Jeremy brought some wolf-cub

hone, he said ceat last, that idiotefs done sonmething so stupid Dominic will
finally kick himoutef."

"Jeremyefs not an idiot," N ck said.

"No, heefs just . . . different, right?" Andrew said from across the room "If
he wasneft your dadefs friend, heefd have been bani shed after his first
Change. "

"No, not banished," Stephen said. "Executed. Put down |ike a dog, before he
enbarrassed the Pack."

| clenched ny fists, every ounce of w |l power going into keeping themstill.
Jereny had warned nme about this. Heefd said |I mght hear things, things about
him | hadneft known what heefd neant, and he hadneft el aborated, just forbade
me to start a fight over it.

"Jeremyefs fine," Joey said. "My dad says he has some interesting ideas?"

"H s own fatherefs ashaned of him caneft stand to be around him" He turned
to ne. "You think Jerenyefs special? Ask himhow many nutts heefs kill ed.
None. Not a single one. Only time he ever fights themis when heefs cornered.
He woneft even go on a hunt?"

"He hunts," Nick said. "He hunts with nmy dad all the tine."

"For what? Rabbits? | nmeant the real hunts. Jereny never goes on the nutt
hunts. "

"That because he doesneft believe in them" Joey said. "Jereny thinks we
shoul dneft kill mutts unless they do sonmething wong, and my dad says thatefs
okay, everyoneefs entitled to their opinion, and if Jereny doesneft want to
fight mutts?"

"Doneft give me that eeopinionef crap," Stephen said. "Everyone knows the
truth. Jereny doesneft fight nmutts because heefs afraid of them Heefs a
freak. A freak and a coward. A yellowbellied coward who hi des behi nd the Pack
for protection?"

I launched nyself at Stephen, knocking himoff balance. W hit the floor. Al
t he defense | essons Jereny and Antonio had taught me flew fromny head, and
acted solely on inpul se, kicking, punching, claw ng, and getting kicked,
punched and clawed in return.



Dimy | heard the shouts of the other boys, Stephenefs brothers egging himon
and Joey yelling at Stephen to | eave ne alone. Though | got in a few good hits
at the onset, when | caught Stephen off guard, soon | was receiving nore than
| was giving. A seven-year-old werewol f versus a sixteen-year-old werewolf is
as uneven a match as the human equival ents, and all the rage-fueled energy in
the world wasneft going to even the odds.

Just as ny initial fury cooled, and | began to realize that Stephen wasneft
going to let me off without a good thrashing, a hand reached down, grabbed ne

by the back of ny shirt and hauled nme into the air. | twisted to see Domnic
hol di ng ne. Nick stood beside him panting fromrunning to get help. Jereny
rounded the corner. | couldneft see his expression, and was pretty sure

didneft want to.

"Looks like you bit off nore than you could chew, pup,"” Dominic said with a

[ augh. "You need to put on a few nore pounds before you try that again." He

gl anced over his shoul der, voice hardening. "Raynond, | expect you to have a
talk with your son about this."

"But he started it," Stephen whined, w ping blood fromhis nose. "He attacked
me. | was just standing there and he jumped ne?"

"Youefre wereneft just standing there," Nick said. "He attacked you because
you were naking fun of ?"

"OF him" Joey cut in. "He kept making fun of C ayton, and he woul dneft stop."

| looked at Jereny and | could see in his eyes that he knew the truth, that |
woul dneft have attacked Stephen if I+fd been the one heefd insulted. | tensed,
waiting for that dreaded | ook of disappointnent, but it didneft conme. Instead,
Jereny took ne from Dom nic, stood me up and checked me over, his expression
neutral, neither approving nor disapproving of what |<fd done. When he didneft
find any major injuries, he patted me on the back, murnured a soft "letefs get
you cl eaned up,"” and steered nme fromthe room

H erar chy

Nick came with us to the bathroom While Jereny cleaned ny bl oodi ed nose, N ck
told himabout the broken radio, naking it sound as if the radio incident was
anot her reason for ny scrap with Stephen. Jereny said little, but | could tel
by his expression that he considered defending Nick a nmore acceptabl e excuse

t han defending Jereny hinself. So here was the answer to ny earlier question
Fighting to hel p a weaker party was an acceptabl e use of force.

Afterward, as further proof that my actions hadneft been too objectionabl e,
Jereny left me alone with Nick. He told us that |lunch would be ready soon and
we shoul d wash up and head for the dining room

"Man, itefs about tine we get to eat,"” Nick said, sw ping his hands under the
runni ng water then wi ping themon his jeans. "W were supposed to eat hours
ago, but then Poppa said we had to wait for you guys to get here and youefve
been here for what, an hour already and we still haveneft had | unch."

| finished drying nmy hands and we headed into the hall.

"Do you get to eat at the grownupsef table?" Nick continued. "I bet you do,
because thatefs where you eat after your first Change and youefve had | ots of
Changes, so | think you get to eat with the grownups, even if you areneft old
enough. "



| shook ny head. "Jereny said | eat at the kidefs table."

"Whoa, bummer. So how do they know when youefre ready to join the grownupsef
table? Do you think theyefll pick an age? Like sixteen? Thatefs ki nda young,
but Poppa had his first Change when he was sixteen, so | hope | do too. Maybe
theyefll let you join the growup table when | do. Then if | Changed at

si xteen, youefd be fifteen?"

"Hey, Nicky?" Stephen said, wal king up behind us. "Does that nmouth of yours
come wi th an OFF button?"

"I wasneft talking to you." N ck glanced at ne. "Do you think | talk too
nmuch?"

| shook ny head. Nick flipped his mddle finger at Stephen, who shoul dered
past us, knocking N ck agai nst the wall

"Asshole,” Nick muttered. "I caneft wait until heefs sitting at the grownup
table, away fromus. Wien we sit down, you sit with ne, away fromhim If
yousfre beside him heefll sw pe your food."

"No one swi pes ny food."

Ni ck grinned. "Hey, maybe we should sit next to him then. See what happens.
You al nmost took himdownstairs. Just a few nore mnutes and | «fm sure?"

A |l augh sounded behind us. Before we could turn, Antonio scooped us up, each
under one arm

"Whatefs this | hear? Poor C aytonefs only been here one hour, youefve already
led himinto one fight and now youefre tenpting himinto another? Shame on
you, N cky."

Antoni oefs | augh belied his words and he twi sted us around in nidair, then
t hunped us down on our feet.

"When did you get back?" N ck asked.
"Just this very minute."

"And youefre done working now? You doneft have to go back to the plant after
[ unch?"

"I fixed the problemand I«fmhome until Mnday." Antonio glanced down at ne.
"So whereefs Jereny, scrap? Doneft tell me you left himat hone."

"lefmright here," Jereny said, stepping through the next door. "Just waiting
for Clayton so | can introduce himto the others."

"I's everyone here now?" Antonio asked.

"Everyone except Peter."

Antoni o wi nced, then caught Jerenyefs | ook of concern and thunped himon the
back. "Doneft worry. lefmsure heefs just been busy with school. Once he
graduates, heefll start conmng to Meets again. Now letefs get some |unch

before we all starve."

Everyone except Dominic was already in the dining room mlling about,
tal king, as they waited to uncover the cold food platters. Jereny introduced



ne to the adult nenbers of the Pack

Al though it alnpbst certainly wasneft intentional, Jereny performed the
introductions in order of rank. First came the remnaining two nenbers of the
Al phaefs fanmly: eldest son Gregory and his son Jorge. Jorge was a quiet,
sol emn young man who took after his grandfather and uncle Antonio in

appear ance only.

Jorge stayed close to his father, always hovering, ready to get whatever
Gregory needed. At the time, | mstook this closeness for a |ack of

sel f-confidence, the boy preferring to stay under his fatherefs protective
shadow even after heefd becone a man. l<fd eventually realize the situation
was reversed. It was Gregory who needed his son nearby.

On the drive to the Meet, Jereny had expl ai ned about Gregoryefs condition
Gregory had been brain-damaged in a fight with a mutt six years earlier?and it
was this fight that had led to his el dest sonefs death when that son had gone
seeki ng revenge. \Wen Jereny introduced me to Gregory that day, | saw nothing
wong with him. . . nothing nore than a slightly unfocused | ook in his eyes,
as if he wasneft quite paying attention. That is how | remenber G egory best,
a vague man who never seenmed to be fully present. Though |<fve never been
clear on the full extent of his injuries, | believe they affected random areas
of short and | ong-term nenmory. He coul d debate politics, discuss globa

econom cs, predict stock market trends, and yet, if Jorge wasneft there to
help him heefd forget where to find the bat hroom

The next Pack nenbers Jeremny introduced nme to were Wally and Raynond
Sant os?t he Santos boysef uncle and father?two red-haired men who barely |et
himfinish the introduction before Raynond cut in.

"Whereefs Ml col n?" he asked.

"In Tanmpa," Jereny said. "Heefs been chasing a nutt who showed up at
St onehaven | ast year."

"I'n other words, heefs doing your job," Wally said. "If a nutt shows up on
your territory, youefre supposed to take care of it."

"Jereny does?" Antoni o began, but Jereny silenced himw th a | ook

Wally continued, not noticing the interruption. "Ml col mhas enough to do,
hunting nmutts for Dominic. He doesneft need to clean up after you, too,
Jereny."

| looked fromJereny to Antonio, waiting for one of themto correct Wlly, to
tell himthe real reason Malcol mwasneft at the Meet, that heefd been bani shed
by Jereny. Fromthe | ook on Antonioefs face, he was biting his tongue to keep
from sayi ng sonet hi ng. Another warning | ook fromJeremy, and Antoni o stonped
of f, muttering about stubborn sons-of-bitches.

"Tell Malcolmif he needs any help with that nutt, he can give us a shout,"”
Wally said. "Anything we can do for him we will. He knows that."

"le«fmsure he does," Jereny murnured.

Jereny steered nme over to Joeyefs father, Dennis Stillwell, a small nan who
greeted me with a warmsnile. Then Ross Werner, who was at |east Dominicefs
age. Ross clapped ne on the back, proclainmed nme a "good-I|ooking young man" and
commended Jereny for doing "a fine job" with me. Finally Jereny introduced ne
to diff Ward, a young man no ol der than Jeremy, with an insincere smle and



eyes that always darted on contact.

Adiff also asked after Malcolm proving that Jerenyefs father had a higher
standing here than I+<fd anticipated. Yet | hadneft heard Dom nic or any of the
other Sorrentinos ask after him It was Jereny they obviously wanted to see.
That had to count for something.

"Whereefs Poppa?" Nick asked the nmoment Jereny finished the introductions.
"He had to take a call fromthe office," Jereny said.

"Worki ng?" Nick fell into a chair with a groan. "Everyoneefs al ways worki ng.
When | grow up, l<fmnever going to work."

"No?" Antonio said. "Then | guess your Poppa and I will have to work harder,
so you woneft have to. Cone on and take Clayton to the kidsef table. Poppa
will be down any nonent."

"Heefd better,” N ck said. "lfmstarving. | hate these rules. Wy do we have
to wait for himbefore we eat?"

"Because heefs the Al pha,"”
need to beconme Al pha."

Antonio said. "If you want to eat first, then you

"And do all that extra work?" N ck said. "No way."

Dom ni ¢ wal ked in then, and the chatter died down as everyone swuing into their
pl aces at the table and started uncovering the food. Nick led nme to the
childrenefs table, which was in the far corner of the room N ck watched to
see where Stephen sat, then picked seats for us on the opposite side of the
tabl e.

"See how far away we are fromthe grownups?" Nick whispered. "They do that so
we caneft hear what theyefre tal king about."

"l can," | said.

He hesitated, taking a noment to figure this out, then grinned. "Thatefs
right. Youefve got the super-hearing already. Cool."

As we settled in, | |looked at the main table. As | expected, it was arranged
by Pack hierarchy, with Domnic at the top, his sons on either side of him
then radi ating down the table to Ross Werner and Cliff Ward at the end. Jereny
sat beside Antonio. | nust have | ooked pretty satisfied with this arrangenent
because Stephen foll owed nmy gaze and sneered.

"You think that means heefs something special ?" Stephen said, voice |lowered to
a whisper. "Jereny only gets to sit there because heefs Antonioesfs best

friend. Itefs bullshit. Look who sits at the old nmanefs right hand. Gregory. A
fucking retard.”

Ross and Ciff, sitting at the end of the adult table and therefore closest to
us, both turned and | knew theyefd overheard. Ross gl owered and shook a finger
at Stephen, but when the older nman turned away, Ciff shot Stephen a grin.
"Now boys," Domi nic booned fromthe head of the table. "I think we may have a
pr obl em down there."

"S?sir, 1?1 didneft?" Stephen began



Dom ni ¢ continued. "Ross put out the food, but | doneft think he knows how
much Cl ayton eats. From what Tonio tells nme, those dishes on your table are
just barely enough to feed Cl ayton alone." He | ooked at ne. "Is that right,
boy? Can you eat that nuch?"

| 1 ooked at the uncovered pl ates and nodded.

Dom ni ¢ threw back his head and | aughed. "You think so, do you? Well, then
maybe we shoul d do sonething about that. We doneft want you boys scrapping
over the food. Grab your chair and come on up here, Cayton. You can eat with

me today. Weefll see which of us eats nore.”

From t he ot her boys, | caught a wave of disgruntled |ooks, ranging from
Joeyefs mld envy to Stephenefs outright fury.

"Lucky," Nick nmouthed and shot me a grin.

| searched his expression for any trace of envy, but saw none. He was sinply

happy for ne. Had the situation been reversed, | knew | couldneft have been so
unsel fish. | took ny chair, carried it to Dominicefs side and asked hima
guesti on.

He | aughed. "You doneft want to sit up here alone with the old men? | doneft
bl ame you." He craned his neck to see the childrenefs table. "N cky?"

"Yes, Poppa?"
"Bring your chair on up here. Youefre keeping C ayton conpany."

Ni ckefs smile Iit up his face. He grabbed his chair and scranmbled to the head
of the table.

Dominic out-ate nme by a half-sandwi ch and a banana.
"He woul d have beaten you," Antonio said. "But he knows a good Pack memnber
al ways lets the Al pha win. Heefs a smart boy."

"So | hear," Dominic said. "Tonio tells me youefre able to read already." He

| ooked out across the table. "Can you believe that? Less than a year ago, this
boy was living in the swanp. He couldneft talk. He couldneft control his
Changes. He could barely even wal k upright. And now heefs going to school
School! Can you believe it?"

| waited to see whether Jeremy would correct Dominic. He didneft. | decided
Domi ni cefs statenent was close enough to the truth to be an acceptable
facsimle. | had been in school . . . for a while. And I<fd be returning to
school . . . eventually. In the nmeantine, Jereny was giving ne daily |essons
so, technically, |I was still being school ed.

Dom ni ¢ continued. "Wen Jereny told me he brought this boy hone, nost of you

know how | felt. | was against it. | thought the boy woul d be dangerous. |
t hought heefd have to be locked up in a cage and if he ever escaped, heefd put
us all at risk of exposure. | thought we shoul d?" He gl anced at ne and stopped

short. "Well, you know what | thought should be done. But | trusted Jereny. |
told himhe had one year to show ne that the boy could be controlled." Dom nic
| aughed. "Controlled? Look at him This boy could wal k around New York City
and heefd be no nore an exposure risk than you or ne. | have a lot of faith in



Jereny, but lefmstill amazed by the job heefs done."

Jereny murmured a thank-you as the rest of the Pack pitched in wth
congratul ati ons of varying degrees of sincerity.

Dom ni ¢ continued. "Jereny, | know thereefs still two nonths to go on that
yearefs probation, but l<fve made ny decision. The boy is yours, and heefs a
menber of the Pack."

"Thank you," Jereny said.

From Jeremyefs other side, Raynond Santos cleared his throat. "Shouldneft we .
gi ve the boy sone kind of test. | agree Jereny appears to have done a good
j ob?"

"Appears?" Dom nic said, skewering Raynond with a glare. "C ayton, cone up
here. Jorge? Grab nme todayefs paper."

Dom ni ¢ pushed back his chair and lifted me onto his lap. The boys at the
childrenefs table took advantage of the break to pull their chairs close
enough to hear. Wen Jorge brought in the newspaper, Dominic laid it in front
of us.

"Can you read the headlines for ne, d ayton?"

| nodded.
"Well, you go ahead and read what you can, then."
| selected the first article, a piece on the VietnamWr. | stunbled over a

few of the place nanes, but nmanaged to get through the whole article. Wen
fini shed, the roomwas silent.

Dom ni c | ooked at Raynond. "How about you ask Daniel to read the sane piece?"

Fromthe end of the table, diff said, "Hey, Jereny? Think while yousfre
teaching himto read you can teach himto speak. Kid sounds |ike a goddamed
hillbilly."

A few chuckl es greeted this. This was the first time anyone had nentioned ny
accent?l talked so little that it usually wasneft apparent. | suppose it makes
the sense that when | regained nmy | anguage skills, lI+fd speak as I+fd al ways
had. Jereny had certainly never comented on it.

"He sounds just fine," Dominic said, patting ne on the back. "Nothing wong
with being different. As for the reading, lI<fll be the first to say

school -smarts areneft everything. No one in ny famly ever went past

hi gh-school and we do just fine. My point is that the boy can learn, and |l earn
qui ckly. Jeremyefs taught himvery well, and | have no concerns about

C aytonefs future with this Pack."

"Nor do I," say Antonio.

Gregory and Jorge added their agreenment, quieter but equally firm Dennis

Stillwell and Ross Werner chimed in with their support. The Santos brothers
and diff Ward said nothing. That was fine; they were permtted to disagree.
Their votes didneft matter either way. Only the Al phaefs decision mattered.

"Now, " Domi nic continued. "Speaking of the Pack and the future, I<fve been
consi dering sonmething for a while, and seeing how well Jeremy has done with



Cl ayton has only confirned nmy feelings on the matter. As you know, when Jorge
cane of age, | allowed Jereny to nmentor him guide himthrough his early
Changes. That was Jerenyefs idea and, although I«fll admit | didneft see the
need for it, Jorge thought heefd like to try it. The transition froma boy to
a full werewolf is never easy, but Jereny nade it smpother. Jorge | earned
control much faster and his Changes come easier.”

Jorge nodded. "I renenber what Peter went through, and | had a far easier tine
of it."

"Everyoneefs transition is different," Wally said. "Peterefs was tough. M ne
wasneft. There are a mllion factors. You caneft take one exanple?"

"OfF course you caneft,"” Dominic said. "And thatefs why I«fmthoroughly testing
this theory of Jerenyefs by having himtry the sane with the other boys as

t hey cone of age."

"What ?" St ephen squawked, but his father shushed him

"Furthernore,"” Dom nic said. "Last year Jereny asked for permi ssion to tutor

t he adol escent boys, so theyefre better prepared for their first Change. |e«fm
granting himperm ssion to do so, starting today. After |unch, Joey, Andrew
and Stephen will go with Jeremy for a few hours. Theyefll do the sane at each
Meet until they reach their first Change."

"Cool ," Joey said.

St ephen and Andrew shot Joey | ooks that said heefd pay for his enthusiasm
| ater.

Raynond cl eared his throat.
"Yes, Ray," Dominic said, his voice heavy wi th warning.

"I, uh, doneft entirely disagree with the idea of soneone prepping ny boys for
their first Change. But Jereny . . .?"

"And what is wong with Jereny?" Dominic asked, infusing the words with a
near - gr ow .

Raynond gl anced at Wally for support.

"Jeremyefs very young," Wally said. "Not only to be taking on a position of
this responsibility but, doneft forget, he only went through his own Change
four years ago?"

"Which is exactly why heefs the right person for job. He still remenbers what
it was like. I«fve made ny decision. End of discussion."

Domi ni c picked me up off his lap and plunked me on the floor. "Youefve done
wel |, Clayton. Now go play with Nicky and Daniel. Jereny, take the rest of the
boys into the living room Antonio, you can help Jereny if you like. Everyone
el se, anuse yourselves until dinner. l<fll be in ny office.”

Bef ore anyone coul d say anot her word, Dom nic wal ked out. Antonio rnurmured
sonmet hing to Jereny, then rounded up the three ol der boys and shepherded t hem
fromthe room Jereny foll owed.

"What do you want to do?" N ck asked ne.



"Can we go outside?" | asked.
"Sure. Letefs go."

As we headed for the door, | glanced over ny shoulder to see Daniel trailing
al ong behi nd us.

"Doneft worry," N ck whispered. "Weefll ditch himas soon as weefre out of the
house. "

And, with that, we |eft.

Snitch
W pull ed on our shoes and coats, and went out the back door. Daniel followed.

"Once we get to the path, run,"” N ck whispered. "Just keep running until he
gi ves up."

As plans went, this one sounded sonmewhat primtive, but N ck had the
experience in this matter, so | went along with it.

The path led into the forest behind the house. It started behind a wooden
shed, which neant that by the time we reached it, we were out of view of the
house, so no one woul d see us abandon Dani el

When we reached the path, N ck took a quick [ ook around, then whispered,
“Run! "

I quickly discovered one drawback to the plan. A werewol fefs special skills
are intended to i nprove our chances of survival. Yet Mother Nature is
selective with her gifts, apportioning no nore than necessary. She gave us
additional strength for fighting off our enem es, so that was what we were
designed to do when faced wi th danger: fight, not run. In wlf formwe run as
fast as a wolf and in human formwe run as fast as a human. So N ck, who had a
tall, long-1egged build, was a whole lot faster than Daniel . . . and a whole
ot faster than ne.

After a quarter-mle of enduring Daniel panting at ny heels and Nickefs
i npatient waves for me to catch up, | stopped and turned to face Dani el

"CGo away," | said.

He | ooked past nme to Nick who was jogging back to us. "Your grandpa said
youefre supposed to play with ne."

"I didneft hear that," N ck said. "You hear that, d ayton?"

This didneft seemlike a good time to becone tal kative, so | kept my nmouth
shut .

"Your grandpa said?"

"He said O ayton was supposed to play with you and nme. But l<fmnot playing
with you, so Cayton caneft play with us both, can he? He has to pick." Nick
st epped up beside nme. "Who do you pick, Cayton? Me or hinP"

One could point out that this was a pivotal nonment, and had | refused to

choose one boy over the other or suggested that we all play together, | would
have saved myself a whole lot of pain twenty-five years later, m ght have even
saved the lives of two people | cared about. Call it denial, but |I doneft see



it that way. | honestly believe that, had | acted differently, things would
have turned out the same, that there were too many other factors that built up
over those twenty-five years to blame it on something as sinplistic as this.

The truth is that | was incapable of making any other decision. Even to cal

it a decision inplied a choice between two options. For ne, there was only one
answer. N ck had been nice to me; Daniel had not. | have zero capacity for
political insight?l cannot |ook at a situation like this, nentally play out
both sides and nmake a consci ous choi ce based on what mght be the "political"
thing to do, what might earn the best long-termresults. | couldneft do it any
nore then than | can now

"Nick," | said. "I want to play with Nick."

Anot her boy mi ght have flaunted his victory by grinning at his opponent or
sticking out his tongue. Nick just nodded, waved for me to follow himand
raced down the path. | tore off after him As for Daniel, | doneft know what
he did. It never occurred to ne to | ook back

Nick led ne to the middle of the forest, where Antonio had built hima tree
fort. It was no nore than eight feet off the ground?hi gh enough to be fun, but
not hi gh enough to be dangerous. W clinbed up and Nick took two bottles of
soda and a bag of beef jerky fromhis secret stash

"I know, | shouldneft be mean to Danny," he said as we opened our bottles.
"Pack brothers and all that but, man, he is such a sneaky little shit.
Sonetimes | play with him because |+fm supposed to and thereefs no one el se
nmy age, right? And l<fmnice to him share ny stuff and everything, and he
pretends to be really nice back, so | think, okay, heefs not so bad. But then
| ater, when his brothers get going, making fun of ne, saying I<fmstupid and
spoi l ed and stuff, Dannyefs right there with them |aughing at their jokes,
calling me names."” N ck chanped off a piece of beef jerky. "You know any kids
i ke that?"

| shook ny head.

"Well, youefre lucky, then. You know what el se about Danny? Heefs a sneak. A
sneak and a snitch. Nothing worse than that, is there?"

| had no idea what Nick was tal ki ng about, but | nodded because it seened |ike
what | was supposed to do.

"You |like school ?" N ck asked, passing ne another strip of jerky.
| shook ny head.

He grinned. "Good. | hate it. Especially math. Do you guys have to do
mul tiplication yet?"

| shook ny head.

"Lucky. What grade are you in anyway? OCh, wait, youefre a year younger than
me, so youefd be in grade two, right?"

| considered this, but felt conpelled to honesty. "Kindergarten. They nade ne
go in kindergarten."



Ni ck scrunched up his face. "Wy?"
"Because | didneft go to school before," | said.

"Ch, right. Yeah, | guess that nakes sense. Man, so they put you in

ki ndergarten? Wth the babies? Bumer. But theyefll nmove you up soon, right?
eeCause youefre smart and all. You read better than ne, so they have to nove
you up, nmaybe even into grade three. Maybe theyefll do it after the Christmas
break. Thatefs when they change stuff at ny school, after the Christmas break
and after the spring break. | caneft wait for Christmas break. W get al nbst a
whol e month of f, because some of the kids live in other countries and stuff.
How | ong do you guys get?"

Again, | felt conpelled ne to set the record straight. N ck had called Daniel
"a sneak and a snitch.” | wasneft exactly sure what those terns referred to in
the | exi con of preadol escent boys, but | suspected some form of dishonesty was
i nvol ved, and | was determined not to follow in Daniel+fs footsteps.

"lefmnot in school now," | said. "I got kicked out."
Ni ckefs eyes went wi de. "Kicked out? Ww. Thatefs so cool." He paused, seeing
nmy expression. "Hey, doneft worry, | woneft tell anyone. l<fmreal good at

keepi ng secrets. Wiat did you do?" Another pause. "You doneft have to tell ne
if you doneft want to."

| could tell by his expression that if | didneft tell him he wouldneft hold
it against me, but he would be disappointed. So far l<fd seen nothing to

i ndi cate he was anything less than trustworthy. | was also, l«fll admt,
somewhat eager to explain what had happened, to get another childefs opinion
on why sonething as innocent as a scientific experinment had warranted screans
of horror and swi ft expul sion

So | told himabout dissecting the guinea pig. He listened with rapt
attention. The last words had barely left ny nmouth before the bushes near the
base of the tree erupted, and Daniel flew out fromhis hiding spot and raced
for the house.

"Heefs going to tell!"™ Nick said, junping up so fast he bunped his head on the
| ow ceiling. "Cone on! W have to catch him™"

As he clinbed down and started to run, | hesitated, wondering what Daniel was
going to tell, and to whom Then | figured it out, |leapt up, spilling soda
onto mmy jeans, and vaulted out of the tree-house. That was a m stake: junping
down instead of clinbing. It was an easy leap for a werewolf, and | | anded on
my feet, but it shocked Nick enough to race back, thinking I<fd fallen. By the
time he started running again, Daniel had too nuch of a head-start. W tore
fromthe woods just in tine to see the back door to the house closing behind
hi m

As we ran across the lawn, | told nyself the situation wasneft as bad as it

m ght be. Wen weefd left the house, Jereny and Antoni o had been teaching the
ol der boys and Domi nic had been in his office. Daniel would undoubtedly blurt
his news to his father and the others first, leaving ne tine to find Jereny
and warn him Then Jereny could tell Dom nic about my school nishap before
Daniel did. | knew Jereny could find a find a way to put a | ess daming sl ant
on the story.

Ni ck pull ed open the back door. Down the hall | saw Daniel dart into the
living room and heard his father call out a greeting. Exactly as | thought.
Heefd run to his father rather than Dominic



Ni ck sprinted down the hall. | stopped and sniffed the air, searching for
Jereny. Then | heard Dom nicefs voice . . . coming fromthe living room He
asked Dani el where Nick and | were. Then, before |I could react, | heard Jereny
second t he question

Everyone was in the living room

"No!" | shouted, nearly tripping as | stunbled forward.
"C ayton got kicked out of school," Daniel announced, his voice ringing down
the hall. "He killed the class guinea pig and cut it up."

I lunged past Nick, nearly knocking himflying as | swung around through
[iving room doorway.

"Heefs lying!" | said. "It was al ready dead!"

Apparently, the state of the guinea pig before the dissection was not the
i ssue. Cetting kicked out of school was. And | suspect they were a little

concerned about the dissection part, too. Killing the animl they would have
understood; cutting it up after it was dead just seemed . . . strange.
Al t hough Jereny hadneft asked ne to lie about still being in school, heefd

really hoped Dom nic woul dneft learn the truth, and for good reason. At |unch
Dom ni ¢ had said hesfd given Jereny a one year probation period with ne. It
woul d be several years before | fully understood what that meant.

When Dominic | earned that Jereny had brought nme home, heefd eval uated the
situation, based on what Ml col mhad said about ne fromthat first encounter
i n Baton Rouge and what Antonio reported fromhis first visit, taking into
account that Mal col m had exaggerated ny w |l dness to enbellish his story and
Antoni o had downpl ayed it to help Jerenyefs cause. Wth these quasi-facts in
m nd, Doninic made a decision. Jeremy could keep nme for one year. If at the
end of that year, | was not civilized enough to wal k down the streets of New
York without raising eyebrows, Jereny could keep me. And if Jereny failed?
Then | had to die.

That expl ai ned why Jereny had been so eager to get me off to school, sending
me as soon as | had ny Changes under control. Socially, I<fd been far from
ready for daily interaction with other children, but Jereny had been
desperate, seeing the end of the year only a few nonths away and ne stil
growming at children in the town playground. Jereny had been determined to
give me a permanent place in the Pack by proving that | could be a norma
child. What better way to do that than to have ne successfully enrolled nme in
school, like every other normal child.

So when Doninic found out otherw se, what did he do? He | aughed it off.

As Domi nic pointed out, ny early interest in anatony mght put sone question
marks in the psychol ogi cal fitness section of nmy school records, but it
wasneft as if l«fd been caught tearing the aninmal apart with ny nails and
gul pi ng bl oodi ed chunks. No one was going to read that report and think "oh ny
god, the kidefs a werewolf!" And, really, that was all Dom nic cared about.

wal ked upright. | could speak enough to be understood. | rarely grow ed at
people. | was no nore likely to piss on a tree than any other seven-year-old
boy. | could pass for human, and that was all that nmattered.



If | couldneft pass for human, would Domi nic have really ordered ny death?
Yes. lefmsure of it. That never bothered nme, never altered ny opinion of him
Nothing in ny life had ever given nme reason to think that | had a God-given
right to live. Werewol ves doneft have the luxury of sentimentality. Like a
wol f Al pha nmal e, every decision a Pack Al pha makes comes down to one question
how does it affect the safety of the Pack? A feral child whose Changes are
uncontrollable is a clear exposure risk for all werewol ves. Were Dom nic
failed, though, is where Jerenyefs wi der vision succeeded. When Domi nic

| earned of my existence, he did nothing?he left ne out there in the bayou
where any human coul d have found nme. Why? Because Dominic wasneft able to see
the larger picture. Had | been on Pack territory or had | been bitten by a
Pack wol f, he would have handl ed the situation. As it was, | was on the other
side of the country, having no connection to the Pack, so he didneft see the
threat. Jereny sawit.

Jereny knew that if | was found, the effects of that discovery would ripple
back to the Pack. It was not, however, in Jeremyefs nature to elimnate the
threat by killing me. To the other Pack wolves, | was a mutt?verm n werewol f.
To Jeremy, | was a child werewolf, as entitled to protection and to a norna
life as any Pack son

As for nutts, if the Packefs view of them seens harsh, one nust renmenber that
i ntegral question: how does this affect the safety of the Pack? Mitts are a
threat. They are always a threat. No matter what kind of lives they |ead,
whet her they kill humans or not, their existence threatens the Pack because
they are beyond the control of the Pack and they are beyond safety net that

t he Pack brotherhood suppli es.

Dom ni cefs approach to handling nutts was the sane as that of every Al pha who
cane before him He inposed rules of engagenment that every Pack wol f was
supposed to obey. If a mutt steps onto your territory, kill him If you
encounter a nutt off Pack territory, kill him And if youefre feeling

restl ess, have sonme excess aggression to spend, then go find a mutt, and kil
hi m

As a plan of action for dealing with the nmutt problemthis was about as

sophi sticated as Nickefs nethod for getting rid of Daniel and, not
surprisingly, Jerenmy sawthe flaws in it. He hadneft yet come up with a

sol ution?or not one that anyone would listen to. In the nmeantine, he bowed out
of Pack-organi zed nutt hunts and, since he rarely left Pack territory, he
didneft need to worry about killing any he bunped into while traveling. This
di d, however, |eave one problem If a nutt canme near Stonehaven, Jereny was
supposed to kill him So far, in ny year with Jereny, this hadneft happened.
Jerenyefs luck, though, couldneft hold forever, and the next spring | had ny
first encounter with a trespassing nutt.

Due

Wnter cane and went, and spring returned. It was later this year, but by
early May snow was a nenory and the ground had hardened enough that Jereny no
| onger handed nme a nmop and pail each tinme | raced into the house w t hout
renovi ng ny shoes.

Littl e had changed at Stonehaven. Mal col m came back in | ate Decenber, but his
week-1ong stay was uneventful. He paid no attention to us, we paid no
attention to himand, before we knew it, he was gone again, having scarcely
sent a ripple through the cal mof our day-to-day life.

Wth spring cane a fresh litter of baby rabbits under the ol dest, biggest pine
tree in the front yard. A group of rabbits had made their warren here years



ago, and lived under the shadow of werewolves in relative safety. Jereny had
decreed the warren off-limts. Having it there was like having a food factory
on our front lawn. Jereny didneft use those exact words, but | got the
picture. Adult rabbits bore baby rabbits?l ots of thenPand the warren was
smal |, so those baby rabbits had to find a new place to |live. Mst noved
around to the back of the house, into the woods of Stonehaven. Once there,
they were fair gane.

One day in May, as late afternoon stretched into evening, the baby rabbits
ventured out to explore their new world, and | was using the opportunity to
practice nmy hunting skills. | was in human form which added chall enge. The
gane was to see how close | could get, both upwi nd and downw nd, before the
not her rabbits noticed me and herded their babies back into the warren. After
they went into hiding, I«fd back off and wait for themto return, then start
over. Being wary aninmals, they often waited a hal f-hour or nore before
venturing forth again. | didneft mnd the wait. It was a warm spring eveni ng,
nmy | essons were done, Jereny was sitting on the front step, working, and | had
all the tinme in the world.

As the light faded, Jereny crept over near ny hiding spot, being careful not
to disturb the rabbits, and notioned that he was going to take his work
inside, then return and join ne in ny gane. | grinned and nodded, and he
slipped off to the house.

Al most as soon as the door closed behind Jereny, | heard the runble of a car
sl owi ng near the house. Fromwhere | sat, | couldn't see it. The Danverses
built the existing house at the turn of the century, and built it to suit
their needs in every way. The house itself was over two hundred feet fromthe
road, with a winding driveway and a front |lawn strategically dotted with
evergreens. Fromthe road, you could barely glinpse our roof. The world
couldneft see us, and we couldneft see them

The car died. A door opened, then shut. Fromthe distance of the noise, the
driver had stopped either on the road or just at the end of the drive.

tensed and |istened. Footsteps crunched along the gravel drive. Heavy steps. A
man. A sal esman? Stonehaven didneft see nany door-to-door sal espeople, and
l«fd recently overheard Jeremy joking to Antonio that the one upside of ny
incident with the Avon | ady was that he hadneft seen an encycl opedia or vacuum
sal esperson i n nonths.

O course, Jereny hadneft known le<fd been listening or heefd never have said
that, putting a positive spin on negative behavior. Wen | overheard things
like this, though, it only confirmed ny suspicion that, when it cane to such
matters, what Jereny told ne was not always what heefd like to tell me. He

m ght say it was okay for sal espeople to cone to the door, but the truth was
that he didneft like trespassers any nore than | did. That neant | had all the
nore reason to scare themaway. | just had to be sneakier about doing it.

So, now, with a stranger on the property and Jereny in the house, | knew what
| had to do. | had to get rid of the interloper before Jereny knew he was
there. | pinpointed the manefs | ocation and | ooped around the tree. | noved
downwi nd. Wth humans, | knew this was unnecessary, but it was second nature
to ne. As | crept around behind the man, | spotted him He was short and
stocky, maybe ten years ol der than Jereny, with a brown brush-cut. Before
could take another step, | caught a whiff of the manefs scent.

He was a werewol f.

| stopped short and tried to get a better |ook at the man, see whether he
resenbl ed any of the sketches in Jerenyefs room If so, heefd be one of the



Pack wolves | hadneft net, naybe this "Peter" that Jeremy was so concerned
about. Yet the man had his back to me and in the waning light | could see no
nore than his build and hair color.

| decided to scoot back into the shadows, zip around himand get Jereny. le«fd
just turned when | heard the swi sh of Jerenyefs loafers in the grass. | |ooked
to see himon the front lawn, a few yards fromthe stoop. He stood hidden by

t he shadow of a pine. He was upwi nd of the other werewol f, which neans the
newconer should have scented him but he didneft notice Jereny until he was
less than a few feet away.

Jereny opened his mouth, then blinked, probably catching the other manefs
scent for the first tine. He hesitated only a split-second, then said, "My I
hel p you?"

"Sure," the other man said, his voice grating with a strange accent. "You can
get your daddy for me, boy. Tell himCarl Pritchard wants to talk to him"

"My father isneft hone," Jereny said. "And not likely to return any tinme
soon. "

For several minutes, neither man spoke, but just stood there, watching one
anot her.

"Thatefs a shame,” Pritchard said at last. "Course, itefd be even nore of a
shane if | canme all this way for nothing. le«fmthinking maybe | could have
that talk with you instead."

"If itefs ny father you wanted, l<fma poor substitute."

Pritchard rocked on his heels. "Maybe, maybe not. Your daddy does have a
dammed fine reputation, but a rare opponent is just about as good as a fanous
one. Caneft say le<fve ever nmet anyone who fought the el usive Danvers Junior."

"That doesneft nean no one ever has. It just neans no one ever returned to
tell the tale.”

Pritchard barked a laugh. "Nice try, boy, but fromwhat | hear, I+fll wager
the real reason is yousfve never stuck around | ong enough to |l et anyone throw
a punch.”

Jereny tensed, but quickly hid it with a shrug. "Believe what you like. If
thatefs true, then, it woneft gain you anything to bother with me, will it? So
| woul d suggest that you return when ny father is honme and take up your

quarrel with him™"

The man | aughed again. "Another nice try, but you areneft going to weasel out
of it that easily. lefmthrowi ng down the towel."

"Youefre giving up? Caneft say | blame you."

Pritchard scow ed. "l«fm chall engi ng you."

"Ah. Well, in that case, for future reference, the correct phrase in
eethrowi ng down the gauntlet.+f And, you know, thatefs a fine idea, so why
doneft you just go out, find yourself a gauntlet, and when you have one, bring
it back, throwit down and weefll talk . . . or fight, though |I nust warn you,

lefma nmuch better tal ker."

For the next couple of mnutes, Pritchard said nothing. | think it took him



that long to process Jerenyefs words, and even then, when he did speak, there
was an air of hesitancy.

"I«fmchal |l enging you to a duel."

"Right then. A duel. At dawn? Does that work for you? Pistols or rapiers? W
swordsmanship is a bit rusty, but | could probably rmake do."

Again, Pritchard hesitated, dull brain whirring. "I doneft think youefre
taking this seriously."

"No? Real | y? Perhaps thatefs because the situation itself is so ludicrous I
find it inpossible to take seriously." Jereny stepped forward. "Youefre here
because you want to challenge my father to a fight. At worst, you could die.
But even at best, if you kill him what have you have gai ned? A better
reputation as a fighter. Wiat will that get you? Mre challenges. Mre
chal | enges equal s nore chances that you areneft going to live to see forty."

"Yeah. So?"

"Itefs stupid,” Jereny said, nmeeting Pritchardefs eyes. "Is that obvious to no
one but ne?"

"Whatefs stupid about it? This is the way it works. The way itefs always
wor ked. | come here. I<fmon your territory. You have to kill ne."

"No, | doneft have to. That may be the practice, but itefs not the Law "
"Dam, " Pritchard said with a laugh. "Youefre as yellow as they say."

Jerenyefs cheek twitched, and Pritchard tensed, obviously expecting that would
goad Jereny into a fight. Instead, Jereny turned his back and began to wal k
away.

"You think about what | said," Jereny said. "l«fll give you one hour to get
off ny territory. Then I<fmcom ng after you."

"Whooo. |efm scared now. "

Jereny just kept wal king. Pritchard waited another mnute, then snorted in
di sgust, turned on his heel and stornmed back down the drive. At the front
door, Jereny turned and peered into the night. Seeing Pritchard gone, he
hurried over to where | hid in the trees.

"Come on, Clayton," he said. "Into the garage. W need to follow him™"

Jereny followed Pritchardefs car, driving as far back as he dared, and keepi ng
his lights off while in the countryside.

"I know you m ght not understand what you heard,"” Jereny said after a few
mnutes. "lefmnot sure even | can explain it, not in any way that nakes sense
to ne."

"Heefs a nmutt, isneft he?"

"Yes, and they areneft supposed to come on our territory, but they do. W say
they caneft, but the Pack doesneft always nmean it. Itefs . . . difficult to



explain. The point is that nmutts think if they hurt a Pack wolf, itefll make
theminportant, and the best way to get a chance to do that is to cone on our
territory."

"Because youefre supposed to fight them"

"Yes. But | didneft, and I<fmsure youefre wondering about that."

"Itefs like you said about him If you win, nmore mutts will come. Theyefl
want to fight you, too."

Jereny blinked, as if surprised that l«fd picked up on this. Then his lips
curved in a quarter-smle. "Smart boy. Amazi ng how that can nake sense to you,
yet no one el se seens to see it."

"What if he doesneft |eave? WIIl you fight hinP"

"I said |l would. | have to follow through.”
"But at the Meet, Wally said . . ." | let the sentence trail off.
Jereny gl anced over at nme. "He said | doneft fight rmutts. That | let Malcolm

do it for nme. Thatefs what he believes?what nost of them believe?and | see no
reason to enlighten them If they know | fight trespassing mutts, theyefl
expect ne to fight nore, perhaps even chall enge ne."

"This mutt . . . wll you kill hin®"
"Not if | can help it. Usually a fight is enough."

"But if you killed him then he couldneft come back. And he coul dneft tel
other mutts he fought you, so they wouldneft cone either."

"I'f only it was that easy. Before nutts cone here, they tell other nmutts what
theyefre going to do, who theyefre going to challenge. Thatefs part of the
gane. If Carl Pritchardefs friends never see himagain, theyefll know he | ost
the fight. Theyefd probably think Malcolmkilled him and thatefs fine with
me, but it doesneft solve the problem The higher ny fatherefs reputation is,
the nore nutts will cone |ooking for him And, nore often than not, they find
nme instead."”

"You need to stop themfrom coning."

"I'f I knew how to do that, Cayton, believe ne, | would."” Another small smle
"Maybe sonmeday you can figure it out for ne."

For ninety mnutes we crouched in the woods behind the Big Bear Mtor Lodge,
wat ching Pritchardefs notel w ndow, hoping to see the light turn out and hear
the roar of his car engine as he beat a hasty retreat fromBear Valley. It
never happened.

Finally, Jereny sighed and shook his head. "Looks like | need to finish this,
Clayton. | want you to go back to the car and wait." He handed ne the car
keys. "Do you renenber where we parked?"

| pointed into the woods. "On the other side. Behind the warehouse."



"Good boy. Now, you need to stay in there and be quiet. Doneft |et anyone see
you." He reached into his pocket, took out sonmething, then undid his watch
band. "Hereefs two dines and ny watch. Listen carefully, okay?"

| nodded.

"Itefs just past ten thirty. Wien itefs eleven osfclock, if | haveneft cone

back yet, then you |l eave the car, and run to the gas station across the road.
Itefs closed. Go to the phone booth and put in a dine. Call Antonio collect.

Do you renenber the nunber?"

Jereny had drilled me on this nonths ago, teaching me Antonioefs phone nunber
even before our own.

"Call himand tell himwhat happened. Heefll?" Jereny faltered. "Heefll | o0k
after everything. Ckay?"

When | nodded, he had ne repeat back the instructions, then sent ne off.

| wal ked back to the car, got inside, waited just |ong enough to ensure that
Jerenmy would think I<fd obeyed him Then | headed back to the notel. This was
not a sinple matter.. Even opening the door handle was a nmonunental struggle.
There was not hing wong with the door; the problemlay w thin ne.

My wol fefs brain was wired to obey ny | eader without question. Domni nic may
have been Pack Al pha, but Jeremy was ny al pha, and | doneft think he even
realized how nuch sway his words had over ne.

Yet, as much as | was hardwired to obey, there was now anot her equally strong
instinct conflicting with that one: the need to protect Jereny. \Wen obedi ence
runs counter to protection, the protective instinct always w ns.

So | made ny way back to Jeremy. | never reached the nmotel, though. By that
time, Jeremy and Pritchard had noved into the mddle of the patch of woods

bet ween the car and the notel. | stopped short the nonent their words reached
ne.

"How do | know youefre not going to attack me while |I Change?" Pritchard
asked.

"Easy," Jereny replied. "Wefre not going to Change."

They kept their voices |ow, so no one outside the woods woul d hear them |
left the path, got downwi nd of the pair, and crept through the brush until I
coul d see them

"But we have to Change," Pritchard said. "Thatefs the rule."

"Are you a better fighter as a wol f?"

"Well, no, but . . ."

"Then I«fmnot taking advantage of you, am1? Since yousfve nmentioned the
possibility of nme attacking you while you Change, | caneft hel p but suspect

youesfve consi dered doing the same thing."

"Hey! | know the rul es?"



"Then you know that Changing formfirst isneft one of them Wefre barely a
hundred feet from humans. Either you fight me like this, or you doneft fight
me at all."

"Ch-ho, so thatefs what youefre hoping, is it, boy?"

Jerenyefs right hook flew out so fast that all | saw was Pritchard stunble
backward, and wondered whet her heefd stunbled. Then | saw Jerenyefs arm
retract fromthe bl ow

"Does that answer your question?" Jereny said.

Wth a roar, Pritchard charged. Jereny feinted out of the way, swung around
behind Pritchard and slanmed a fist into the side of his head. Pritchard
reel ed.

"Any tine you want to stop, you say so," Jereny said.

Anot her roar. Another charge. Again Jereny feinted, but didneft have tinme to
land a bl ow before Pritchard wheel ed, fists sw nging. Jereny backpedal ed fast,
catching only a glancing blow in the side. He | anded another strike on
Pritchard, but couldneft avoid a hook to the jaw. As Jereny recovered, he spat
bl ood. Pritchard barreled toward him but Jeremy recovered in tine to feint
and stri ke from behi nd.

And so the fight went. Jereny avoided roughly two-thirds of Pritchardefs
attacks. O those he coul dneft dodge, at least half resulted in glancing bl ows
that didneft even throw himoff balance. In contrast, Pritchard felt the ful

i npact of most of Jerenyefs hits.

|+fd seen enough of Jereny and Antoniosfs westling matches to recognize
exactly where Pritchard went wong. Jeremyefs fighting style was largely

def ensi ve. Antoni o knew how Jeremny fought and he adapted accordingly, changing
tact as soon as he picked up on Jerenyefs pattern. There Jeremy woul d change
pattern, and Antoni o would adapt to that, and so on. Both nen had very
different styles, but neither was significantly better?one just suited each
better than the other. What Jereny and Antoni o both excelled in, though, was
adaptability. | didneft realize this until | saw Pritchard losing to Jereny.
He may have been stronger, and he may have been nore experienced, but he
couldneft adapt. No matter how nmany times Jereny dodged a charge, wheel ed and
| anded a blow, Pritchard never stopped charging.

Finally, after one of Jerenyefs lightening-fast blows to his head, Pritchard
went down and stayed down.

"Enough?" Jereny wheezed, wi ping blood from his nouth.
Pritchard nodded.

Jereny strai ghtened and turned away. Heefd gone no nore than a yard when
Pritchard pulled hinself up, nmoving slowy enough not to nake any noise. H's
narrowed eyes were on Jereny and | knew what he was going to do. | opened ny
mouth to shout a warning, but before |I could, Jereny slowed. H's head turned
just slightly. Then his nouth tightened, and | knew heefd sensed or heard
Pritchard nmove. He didneft turn around, though. He kept wal ki ng, his gaze was
fixed to the side, as he listened intently.

Pritchard pushed hinself to his feet, then charged. Jereny swng around and
dodged easily, but this tinme wheeled at the very nmonment Pritchard passed, and



threw hinself onto his back. Both nen went down.

From ny vantage point, | couldneft see what happened next. The nmen hit the
ground. There was a sharp crack. And everything went still. A long nonment of
sil ence passed, then Jereny stood. Pritchard stayed on the ground, his head to
the side, dead eyes fixed in a | ook of disbelief.

"Goddam you," Jereny said, his voice infused with cold fury. "Goddam you."
He stood there a nmonent, staring down at Pritchardefs |ifeless body. Then he
turned and strode back toward the notel. | scanpered to the car

About ten minutes after | got into the car, the trunk clicked open. The car

di pped as Jereny lowered Pritchardefs body in. He would have to be buried at
St onehaven. That was Pack law, that nutts killed on our territory be buried on
the victorefs land, not as a trophy, but as a safety precaution, so they

woul dneft be dug up by plows or bulldozers or hunting dogs. Every nenber of

t he Pack knew how to di spose of a body. It was part of the | essons young

wer ewol ves received as they approached the time of their first Change.

The trunk snapped shut. Then driverefs door opened and Jereny slid in. |
| ooked over at him

"Itefs over," he said softly. "Thereefs nothing to worry about."

But | knew there was. That night, | had ny first glinpse into a problemthat
had pl agued Jereny fromthe nmoment heefd becone a full-fledged werewol f, and
one that would continue to plague himfor the next decade. As long as mnutts
continued to treat Pack territory as a gladiatorial arena, our honme would
never be a true sanctuary. Soneone needed to stop the mutts from coning

Jereny had half-jokingly invited ne to cone up with a solution. It would take
nearly a decade before |I did, but |I never forgot that it was a problemthat
requi red solving. Over those next ten years, Jereny had to bury too many nutts
in our back woods for me to ever forget that. Since l«fd arrived at

St onehaven, |+fd seen Jereny forced to di spose of two bodies in those woods.
Less than a year later, another would join those two, and this one would be
the nost difficult for himyet.

Dar e

For nmost children, fall neans school. For me, it only neant cool er weat her
which | always wel comed after two nonths of sweltering heat. Conpared to
Loui si ana, New York m ght not get that hot, but when youefre racing around the
woods in a fur coat, anything over seventy is hot.

As for school, Jereny and Dom nic had decided to keep ne out until high
school. Shortly after ny expul sion, Jereny had started nme on a formal

hone- school i ng program which satisfied the state. | was happy at hone, Jereny
was an excellent teacher, and | was well ahead of my public school peers, so
there was no need to hurry me back to institutionalized |earning.

Bei ng hone-school ed, though, did nmean | m ssed out on a convenient form of
peer socialization. To conpensate, Jereny enrolled ne in extracurricul ar
programs in Syracuse. Bear Valley did offer sonme recreational prograns for
children, but the Pack has al ways counseled its nmenbers to limt their
participation in the |ocal social scene. People in Bear Valley knew us enough
to say hello, but little nore than that. So Jereny drove ne in to Syracuse for



ny weekly prograns.

Choosing activities for me proved a test of Jeremyefs intuitive abilities.

First, he tried soccer. | put ny foot through the ball. Then he tried
nodel - bui I di ng. After two weeks gluing plastic bits onto a nodel of the
Titanic, | decided to stage a historical re-creation?using the classroom wal l

as ny iceberg. By this point le<fmsure Jereny gave up trying to pick a program
to suit me, closed his eyes and randomly pointed at one in the recreation
guide. The result? Drama. And, to Jerenyefs surprise, | liked it. Not that I
enj oyed perform ng?l |oathed that part, and managed to contract an

i nexplicable case of laryngitis every tine famly perfornmance day rolled

around. What | |iked though, was the opportunity to |learn howto play a role.
For me, that was a far nore useful skill than knowing how to kick a ball or
build a ship.

So Jereny kept ne in drama cl asses one season a year, and for the other three
we tried different things. He quickly | earned what worked and what didneft.

Team sports, |ike baseball, didneft. |ndividual sports, l|ike swi mmng, did.
Purely artistic endeavors, |ike nusic, didneft. Functional skill-building

cl asses, like cooking, did. Yes, | enjoyed honme ec, even if | was the only boy
there and the girls fell into fits of giggling every time | wal ked in. Cooking
was a useful skill. And, living with Jereny, who coul dneft heat canned soup

wi t hout scorching it, cooking was an essential skill.

Wth these classes, | learned |life skills and basic socialization. | also
| earned that children could rival Ml colmfor sheer malicious cruelty. Despite
Jerenyefs hopes, | never nade a friend in those classes. | was different, and

ot her kids sensed that |ike a Pack wolf can sense a mutt. Not understanding
what made nme different, the children seized on the differences they could see.
They nocked ny accent. They nade fun of ny height, being still a head shorter
t han nost boys my age. They ridiculed ny interest in cooking and drama, which
nost the other boys considered "girlie" classes. On a slow day, theyefd even
make fun of my hair, which was either worn too short or too |ong, depending on
their nood. | knew there was nothing | could do or say to win their favor?and
| had no desire to, which didneft help matters. When Jereny was around,
gritted my teeth and made nice with the other kids. The rest of the tinme |

i gnored them and did ny own thing.

As for friends, | had ny Pack brothers. Wiile | never did befriend Dani el

Joey and | got along fine. As for Nick, after that first Pack neeting, when we
wer e together, we were inseparable.

The October after Jereny killed the nmutt Pritchard, Antonio and N ck came down
for a weekend, as they did at | east once a nonth. Saturday norning, N ck and
wer e out back, having sone troubl e deciding how best to utilize our tine

t oget her.

"No way," Nick said, slumping cross-legged onto the ground. "Youefre not
hunting ne again."

"But | need nore practice."
"Yeah, well | doneft need you giving ne another black eye."
"I didneft give you a black eye. You tripped.”

"And you pounced and slamred ne face-first into a rock."



| leaned against a tree trunk. "Thatefs because you need nore practice."
"At what? Getting the crap beaten out of nme?"
"At escaping. If you let me hunt you, then | can teach you how to do that."

"How about you teach me how to hunt? You play the helpless victimand lefll
chase you?"

"Youefre not a werewolf yet, so you doneft need to know how to hunt. You need
to know how to run away."

When he didneft answer, | sighed. "COkay, how about westling then? Jereny
taught nme this new nove?"

"Which you caneft wait to try out on me. Uh-uh. No hunting. No wrestling. No
ganes where N cky gets the shit beat out of him okay? Think up sonething
el se?"

| thought about it. And thought about it sone nore. Wiile | continued to
think, Nick stood and stretched his | egs. He wandered to a nearby oak and
peered up into its nearly bare branches.

"Bet you caneft junp fromthat branch," he said, pointing up to one about
twenty feet fromthe ground.

Nick loved testing the limts of my werewolf abilities. Not a pastine that
| acked chal | enge, though it ran a distant second to hunting-and-stal ki ng
ganes.

"I'f I can, will you let me try ny new westling nove?"
"Only if it doesneft nake me bleed.”

"Itefs not nmy fault you bleed easily."

"I'f I bleed, I«fmnot sneaking you any extra food tonight."

"Fine, you woneft bleed." | grabbed the |lowest tree linmb and swung up onto it.
"Conme on."

W clinbed to the branch. Nick tried to stop hal fway, but | egged himon unti
we were sitting side-by-side on the branch heefd chosen for his dare.

"You really think you can do it?" Nick asked, |ooking down. "Seens pretty
hi gh, you know. " He slid a tiny smle my way. "I wouldneft blame you if you
chi ckened out."

| flexed my |l egs and neasured the distance to the ground. It was too high. Not
that I+«fd ever chicken out, but | had to be careful how | |anded. The | ast
time we played this gane, lefd mscalculated nmy leap and twi sted ny ankle,
then had to tough it out for three days so Jereny woul dneft know what [<fd
done.

| was visualizing nmy junp when a car pulled into the driveway. | cocked ny
head, l|istening. The engine died. A car door slammed. Neither noise sounded as
it cane fromany car | knew. | junped fromthe tree, hitting the ground hard

enough to send pain stabbing through ny cal ves.



"Whoa," N ck called down. "That was?"
| dashed off toward the house.
"Cay?" A nonentefs pause. "Clayton! Doneft |eave ne here!"

| kept running. l+fd return for Nick later. He could wait; this intruder
coul dneft.

| tore fromthe woods and around the side of the house, scrambling over the

| ow fence and heading for the front yard. | was certain I+fd be too |late, that
the trespasser woul d al ready have made it to the door and di sturbed Jereny,
but as | rounded the house, | saw a figure still standing by a car. It was a

young man, nmaybe a year or two younger than Jereny, with red hair past his
shoul ders. He stared up at the house, chewing on his lower lip. One whiff and
I knew he was a werewolf. My first thought was "nmutt," but then | saw his face
and recogni zed himfroma sketch in Jeremysfs room This was the el usive
Peter, the only Pack menmber | hadneft net.

When | slipped fromthe hedge, his nostrils flared and, scenting ne, he
turned. He blinked, then offered a tentative snile

"Hey, you nust be dayton. Hello."
| returned the greeting with a nod and took a few cautious steps closer. Yes,

this was a Pack wolf, but | didneft know the man, so | wasneft going to rush
out and hug him OCkay, even if | did know him | wouldneft rush out and hug

him but the point is, | had reason to be wary. Al | knew about this guy was
t hat whenever Jereny nentioned his name, there was a note of concern in his
voice. | moved closer to the front door, putting myself between it and him

"I's Jeremy here?" Peter asked, enunciating each word slowy, as if speaking to
someone of limted nmental capacity.

| nodded.
"I's Mal ?is Jereny . . . alone?"

| shook ny head.

"Ch, okay, then." Peter turned back to his car. "Well, nmaybe I«fll come back
later."
"Mal col mfs not here," | said. "Just Antonio and N ck."

Peter blinked, as if surprised that | could speak. "Onh, ummm well, maybe
shoul d still come back. Heefs probably busy with Antonio?"

"Heefs not," | said, then pulled open the front door. "Jereny!"

Peter winced at ny shout, then gave one |ast |onging | ook at his car, and
pocketed his keys. Jereny appeared at the front door. Seeing Peter, his lips
curved in a tiny smle.

"Peter," he said. "This is a surprise. Good to see you. Cone on in."

As he ushered Peter inside, his gaze went to me. Then behind nme. Hi s brows
arched in a look I knew only too well.

"lI«fll go get Nick," | said.



"CGood idea."

Ni ck had managed to make it down fromthe tree easily enough. The trouble was
finding his way out of the forest. Youefd think that anyone who had been

vi siting Stonehaven since he was old enough to toddl e woul d know hi s way
around the woods there, particularly when that someone had werewol f bl ood, but
Ni ck often had trouble finding his way out of the forest at his own house. He
obvi ously needed nore practice, but no matter how often | abandoned hi m out
there, his sense of direction never seened to i nprove. That, of course, only

i ncreased ny resolve to keep | eaving himthere. Wat were friends for, if not
to help you overcone your weaknesses?

Antonio met us as we exited the forest.
"I was just coming to find you boys," he said. "Jerenyefs going to be busy
with Peter for a while, and they doneft need us buggi ng them so how about we
take a ride into town? Pick up dinner, maybe grab an ice cream cone?"

| glanced at the house. As tenpted as | was by Antoniosfs offer, | had a
responsibility here that outwei ghed any duty I owed to ny never-satisfied
stomach. If Antonio went into town, Jereny would be alone in the house with
anot her werewol f. A Pack wolf, to be sure, but ny experience so far hadneft
led me to decide that Pack nmenbership meant a werewolf could be trusted. Unti
| knew nore about this Peter, | wasneft |leaving himw th Jereny.

"lefll stay," | said.

| expected Antonio to tease me about turning down food, but he just gave ne a
long, hard | ook that led me to suspect he knew exactly why | was staying. His
gaze traveled to the house, then back to me, and his nouth opened, as if to
say sonething. Instead he only patted me on the back

"Just stay outside, okay, scrap? They need to tal k. N cky? You com ng?"
Ni ck shook his head.

"Al'l right, but behave yourselves and doneft bother Jeremy and Peter. l<fll be
back soon."

W did as we were told, staying outdoors, and not bothering Jereny and Peter
Yet that could be done while sitting outside the study w ndow, where we could
listen to the conversation within. Kids who doneft eavesdrop on adult
conversations are dooned to a chil dhood of ignorance.

O what | heard that afternoon, | understood only one key point: that Peter
was | eaving the Pack. Why he was | eaving, what that nmeant for his life, how
difficult that decision was for himto nake, all that | wouldneft fully
understand for years to cone. Fromthe tone of the conversation, though,

knew that this decision marked the end of a long personal struggle with the

i ssue of Pack-hood. | knew too that this was a decision Jereny had both known



and feared was comi ng.

Roughly half of all Pack youth left the group in their early twenties. It was
i ke nenbership in any regi nented segnent of human society?children stay with
t he group because they have to, then when they hit adulthood, they realize
that they have a choice. Some, |ike Antonio, chafe at the rules, but not
enough to consider |eaving. Some, |ike Jereny, disagree with many of the
principles, but believe in the institution itself enough to stay and try to
ef fect change fromw thin. Qthers | ook around and say <e" doneft bel ong here"
and this was the case with Peter

In the tight-knit Pack, famly is all-inmportant?not just the figurative

br ot herhood of the group, but the literal bloodlines. The Sorrentinos, the
Santos and the Danvers were the founding famlies of the American Pack. Being
part of one of those famlies automatically el evated your status. Peterefs
father had brought themto the Pack when Peter was little nore than a baby,
the new responsibility of fatherhood having nmade hi mdecide that he wanted a
nmore secure life for his son. Yet heefd never really been accepted, and Peter
had grown up seeing and feeling that ostracism Wth his father having died
five years ago, there was nothing to tie Peter to the Pack. Now, halfway

t hrough a col |l ege degree in audiovisual technol ogy, heefd been offered a job
on the road crew of a band.

When Peter had told Dom nic of the job offer, the Al phasfs answer had been
clear. A twenty-year-old werewolf, barely old enough to control his Changes,
could not | eave the safety net of the Pack and go off roaming the country with
a rock band. If Peter took this job, he would be bani shed fromthe Pack. That
was just the excuse Peter needed. Jereny argued with him offered to intercede
on his behalf with Dom nic and negotiate a conprom se, but | could tell by the
tone of Jerenyefs voice that he knew his offer would be refused. Peter hadneft
cone to discuss the matter. He cane to Stonehaven to see the only Pack nenber
who cared whet her he stayed or left.

Finally, his arguments at an end, Jereny wal ked Peter to his car. N ck and
sl i pped around the house to watch and listen

"Say goodbye to Antonio for ne," Peter said as he clinbed into his car

Jer eny nodded.

"Youefre doing a great job with the boy. Really great."

Jer eny nodded.

Peter started his car, and | eaned out the window. "I<fll call you when le«fm
settled.” A weak smile. "Send you cool postcards fromthe road, show you what

youefre mssing out there."

Jereny nodded, but | could tell by the ook in his eyes that he didneft expect
to ever get that call or see those postcards.

"If you ever need anything," Jereny said. "Anything at all . . . "

"I know where to find you," Peter said. "Doneft worry about ne, Jer. l«fll be
fine."

Jereny nodded, then watched the car back down the long drive.



The next day Antoni o decided N ck and | needed new wi nter boots. Jereny bought
al nrost all our clothing by catal ogue, which was fine by me because | knew of
few tortures worse than spending an afternoon cramred into a dressing room
whi |l e sone mi ddl e-aged woman tried to persuade Jereny that a blue shirt would
really bring out nmy eyes so much better than the plain white one |I<fd chosen
When it came to footwear, though, it was safer to make the trip to the store
and find a pair that fit properly. Wth winter com ng, Antoni o saw the perfect
opportunity to get Jereny out for the day, with a conbi ned boot - buyi ng,

| unch-eating and novi e-wat chi ng excursi on

Qur first stop was lunch. Then off to the shoe store. | found a pair of boots
within mnutes. N ck took longer, insisting on a brand that "all the other
kids had." To me, that would have been the very reason not to buy that brand,
but Nick was already growi ng particul ar about such things, and Antoni o al ways
went the extra mle?or block?to get Nick what he wanted. So it was off to the
department store down the road, a five-story nonstrosity that sold everything
from washi ng machines to hamers to childrenefs boots.

Once Nick had his boots, Jerenmy wanted to take a quick look in the appliances
section. W needed a new toaster. le«fd broken ours by stuffing two pieces in
each slot at once, trying to speed up the process. Since the toaster was one
of the few cooking tools Jereny could reliably operate, we needed a new

one?f ast.

Few departrments hold less interest for young boys than the small appliances
section, so Nick asked whether he and I could go to the sporting goods area

i nstead. When Jereny hesitated, Antonio pulled the "you worry too nuch"

routi ne, which usually worked?Jereny hated sounding like a worrywart. He told
us we could go, so long as we waited there for themand |I didneft touch
anything. Jereny pointed us in the direction of the store nmap, and we t ook

of f.

According to the map, the sporting goods department was on the first floor. W
were on the fifth. That left us with a decision: elevator or escalator. For
me, there was no choice. l<fd pick zoom ng down notorized stairs over waiting
for a crowded el evator car any day. As we raced past the el evator, though, we
saw that we didneft have a choice after all. The el evator was out-of-order. W
ran past the sign, then Nick stopped and wal ked backward for a better |ook

"Cool ," he said. "Clay, cone here. Check this out."

He di sappeared around a rack of girlefs dresses. | backtracked and found him
stepping over a cord that roped off the elevator area. After a quick | ook
around, | followed.

The el evator door was open. There were tools scattered around the opening, as
i f soneone had been working on it, but the serviceman was nowhere to be seen
| wal ked up beside Nick and we | ooked down the el evator shaft.

"Whoa," Nick said. "Wereesfs the el evator?"

| |1 ooked around, then pointed up. It was just above our heads.

"How far down you think that is?" Nick said, peering into the inky black of
the shaft. "Twenty feet?"

"Maybe thirty," | said, though | could barely see the floor through the
dar kness.



"Bet you couldneft junp down that."

"Bet | could."

"Bet you couldneft.”

"Coul d."

"Coul dneft."

| looked up at him meeting his eyes. "How nmuch?"

"Al'l the novie popcorn. You do it, you can have mne. You chicken out, | get
yours."

"Youefre on."

At a | ow murnur of wonenefs voices, | tensed and notioned for silence. W
wai ted. No one appeared.

"You stand watch," | said.

Ni ck nodded and wal ked back to the dress rack. As he went, | squinted into the
darkness. Thirty feet? That didneft seemright. If it was five floors, and

each floor was at least? | stopped calculating. It didneft matter. lefd taken
the dare. | stepped up to the edge, bent ny knees, counted to three . . . and

j unped.

Br oken
The first thirty feet of the drop went fine. It was those |last twenty that did
me in.

By the time | reached the second floor, I<fd picked up so much speed that when
nmy el bow gl anced of f the side of the shaft, my arm whi pped up over ny head,

wr enchi ng nmy shoul der, and whacked agai nst somet hing protruding fromthe wall.
| heard a crack, but didneft have time to register pain before my feet struck
bottom 1 hit hard and, had | not positioned nyself exactly right, lefmsure
woul d have broken nmy legs . . . or worse. As it was, | slamed onto the floor
of the shaft with ny knees bent, absorbing the shock, but the force of the
sudden stop pitched nme forward. My head hit the wall and | blacked out as pain
ri pped through nmy right arm

| doneft know exactly what happened next. Being unconsci ous does that to a
person. | assume N ck realized something was wong, and went to get Jereny and
Antoni 0. They probably wanted to get me out of there without alerting anyone,
but I«fmsure the noment Jereny had realized | was Iying at the bottomof a
five-story elevator shaft, unconscious, heefd decided this wasneft a tine to
worry about calling attention to ourselves. Wen | regai ned consci ousness,

was |lying on the floor outside the el evator door, being exam ned by

par amedi cs, and surrounded by what | ooked |ike every custoner in the store.

The paranedi cs declared that | had mracul ously escaped serious injury, which
they chal ked up to a childefs resilience. My armwas the worst. Wen | cane
to, the first thing | felt was the pain in ny forearm Though the paranedics
instructed me to lie still, | managed to twi st around and get a | ook at ny arm
before they could cover it up. My forearmwas bent above the wist in a way |
knew wasneft natural. Just above the el bow was a gash at |east two inches wide
and an inch deep. My first thought was "hmm that caneft be good." | suppose
the sight of nmy own insides should have been nore disturbing, but living in
the world | did, where | saw flesh and bl ood every time | caught a rabbit, it



didneft bother ne. The pain did bother ne. | woneft say | sucked it up and
toughed it out. | was eight years old. l<fmsure | cried.

The paranedi cs wanted to take ne to the hospital. An obvious step when a boy
fell down an el evator shaft. Not such an obvious step, though, when that boy
was a werewol f. Pack werewol ves didneft go to hospitals. Even nbst nutts knew
better, and had been known to die frominfection rather than risk a hospita
trip. Fortunately, the Pack had devised a better system

The Pack has always relied on the power of greed when it comes to finding
services it doesneft dare accept fromregul ar sources. If youefre willing to
pay a premum you can always find a doctor?even a good one?whoefs willing to
set broken linbs and perform m nor surgery, no questions asked. Domni nic had
found such a doctor in New York, a well-respected physician who ran a side
busi ness offering nedical services to the Mafia and other crimnals. Domnic
insisted we go to himand paid all our bills. And if the doctor ever wondered
why he saw a lot of ripped flesh and very few bullet holes, he never said a
word, just took our money and stitched us up.

The problem was that our doctor was over four hours away, and | had a gapi ng
wound on my arm plus a good blow to my head. Jereny and Antonio tal ked it
over ?out of earshot of the paranedics, but close enough for ne to hear
Antonio wanted me to go to the Syracuse hospital. Pack wolves are allowed to
do this in energencies, using the ruse of religious beliefs to prevent the
staff from anal yzi ng our bl ood or doing anything el se that mght lead themto
suspect we wereneft quite human.

When Jereny hesitated, Antonio pulled the "you worry too nuch" routine again,
but it wasneft necessary. Had Jereny hinmself been lying on the stretcher, the
deci si on woul d have been a sinple one. Heefd have et Antonio drive himto New
York, and if heefd suffered as a result of the delay in treatnment, so be it.
But this was ne. If | needed i nmedi ate nedical attention, | would get it

i mediately. So we went to the hospital

The paranedi cs gave ne sonething for the pain, so nost of the anbul ance ride
was a blur. Next thing | knew |l was in white room bei ng exam ned by a
white-haired man in a white |lab coat. After a few seconds of drowsy confusion
during which | feared the fall had affected ny ability to see colors,

recogni zed the setting froma nmovie and knew | was in a hospital. | assuned
the man exam ning me was a doctor, which a glance at his name tag verified.

"So," the doctor said, holding open one of ny eyelids and peering through a
silver instrument. "Wy areneft you boys in Vietnan®?"

| was about to answer when ny fuzzy brain cleared enough for me to realize
that although the man was | ooking at me, it was unlikely he was directing the
guestion at ne.

"Haveneft been called up yet,"
left.

Antoni oefs voice said from somewhere to ny

| tried to glance at Antonio, but the doctor wenched ny head back so I was

facing straight. At Jerenyefs touch on ny shoulder, | swallowed a grow and
kept ny head still. Both Jereny and Antoni o noved behind the doctor so | could
see them

"The recruitnent offices closed shop?" the doctor said, shooting a glare



Antoni o fs way.

He shot back a rueful frown. "I wish | could. | really wanted to sign up, but
now that nmy brothers are gone, I«fmthe only one left to work on the farm
After the heart attack last year . . . well, ny dadefs just not the sane. And,

of course, Jereny has the boy to | ook after. But when they call us up, weefll
go. CGotta fight for your country. Caneft argue with that."

Jereny made a noi se of assent and the doctor seened pl acated. Neither Jereny
nor Antonio would be called for the draft. No one in the Pack would. Like
sai d, the Pack had | ong since | earned how to take advantage of human greed,
and theyefd had two Wirld Wars with which to perfect their system of buying
draft passes for their menbers.

"You giving these guys a hard time, Doc?" said a young dark-haired nurse as
she wal ked around Jereny and handed the doctor a chart. She flashed a
too-friendly smle at Jeremy and Antonio, then w nked. "You want ny opinion, I
t hi nk they should stay out of that hellhole as | ong as they can."

"When | want your opinion, lefll ask for it," the doctor said, snatching the
chart.

Wiile he read it over, the nurse nouthed "
Jereny, and rolled her eyes.

grunmpy ol d bugger" at Antoni o and

The doctor thrust the chart at her. "Take himdown for x-rays."

"Umm sir?" Jereny said as the doctor turned to wal k away. "Do you think
hesfll need surgery?"

The doctor seened ready to snap somet hi ng back, but noticed the concern in
Jerenyefs eyes and softened his response. "W can probably do this wthout
operating, but let me see the x-rays first."

"Thank you."

W picked up another nurse on the way to the X-ray room | didneft think ny
situation required a second one, but when we passed a young blond nurse in the
hall's, our nurse notioned to her, she saw Jereny and Antonio, and seened to
deci de our case was nore inportant than whatever she was currently working on

Al t hough there was nothing wong with ny legs, the nurse insisted | be
transported on a rolling bed. That neant as | was bei ng wheel ed down the hal
by Jereny, everyone else could talk literally behind ny back. Everyone except
Ni ck, that is, who wal ked beside nme, |ooking mserable. Jeremy had told him
the accident wasneft his fault. lefd told himit wasneft his fault. Even
Antoni o, after a brief tal k about "peer pressure" had, seeing how upset he
was, agreed it wasneft entirely his fault. But he was still mserable. So he
wal ked besi de ne, gaze on the floor, and said nothing.

The nurses said plenty, nost of it seeming to have very little to do with ny
nmedi cal condition. They seened very inpressed by Jereny taking guardi anship of
hi s "poor orphaned cousin," and al nost equally inpressed by Antonio treating
his nephew to a day in the city. Antoni o always introduced Nick as his nephew.
That was al ways easi er than having peopl e cal cul ated how ol d?or how
young?Ant oni o had been when his son was born, and giving their opinion on the
subj ect of teen parenthood.



For werewol ves, itefs comon to tangle the linbs of the famly tree when
dealing with humans. Not only is it an added | ayer of protective fal sehoods,
but it solves one problemw th our del ayed agi ng. Werewol ves age slowy.

Whet her this means we can live |onger than humans is debatable, since few

wer ewol ves live | ong enough to test the theory. It does nean though that we
stay physically young | onger. Like nost of our special abilities, this is al
about survival ?the |longer we stay healthy, the |onger we can fight off

attacks. \When dealing with the human world, though, it can be tricky. Al though
itefs not inpossible for a fifty-year-old man to look thirty-five, it does
call attention to him and no smart werewol f wants that. So we fudge our ages,
and |lie about our famly relationships. The sl ow agi ng doesneft kick in unti
one becomes a werewol f, so at Antonioefs age, the difference was stil

unnoti ceabl e. No one would | ook at himand say "Twenty-six? My god, he
doesneft | ook a day over twenty-four!" Yet in twenty years, when Antoni o woul d
be forty-six and Nick thirty, theyefd have a hard tinme passing thensel ves off
as father and son. By then theyefd | ook cl ose enough in age to be brothers. To
make t hi ngs easy, theyefd played uncle and nephew right fromthe start.

The next few hours were unpl easant. Fortunately, the doctor had taken

advant age of my earlier drugged state to put in my IV and stitch up the gash
on nmy arm so | didneft need to suffer through that. Next they x-rayed the
break, which they called a dinner-fork fracture, one that could be treated
with or without surgery. Jereny spent a half-hour in consultation with the
doctor on that, and though | heard none of the conversation, | can imagi ne
what it was about. If Jereny let nme have surgery here, heefd be in serious
trouble with Dom nic. Yet he wasneft about to accept hal f-measures that m ght
| eave me without the full use of nmy arm For a Pack werewol f, such a handi cap
woul d condenm ne to omega status?the bottom of the heap

After much di scussion, the doctor convinced Jereny that ny armcould be fixed
just as well without surgery. Then cane the gas, which knocked nme out while
they put ny bone back in place and casted my arm For the next couple of hours
| floated in and out of consciousness. Jereny stayed by ny side, as did

Ant oni o and Ni ck

During one of ny nore lucid periods, | overheard Antonio arguing with an
orderly about bringing food into the room Seens it was against the rules on
that ward. Yet Jereny and Antonio had to eat, so Jereny whispered to ne that

if I woke up and he wasneft there, heefd be back in a few m nutes. Wile he
was gone, | surfaced to groggy hal f-consci ousness only once, when someone in a
white coat poked my uninjured left arm | assuned they were fussing with ny
IV, which theyefd prodded several tinmes earlier

By the time we headed hone it was el even PM The hospital had wanted nme to
stay overnight, but Jereny knew that a | onger stay neant an increased risk of
trouble, so he discharged nme as soon as | was alert enough to make it to the
car.

Once back at Stonehaven, Antonio and Nick grabbed their bags and prepared to
return home. Antonio had offered to stay overnight, but Jereny argued that it
wasneft necessary. Dom nic expected Antoni o hone that night, and at work the
next norning, and Jeremny didneft want to nmake the situation here seem worse by
havi ng Antoni o extend his stay.

Ni ck signed my cast before leaving. | wasneft sure what the point of that was,
but it seened to make himfeel better, so | nmade a big deal out of it. He



persuaded his father to I et himcone next weekend to entertain me while |I was
sem -imobilized

After Antonio and Nick left, Jeremy herded ne off to bed. Between yawns,
tried to argue that l«fd already had at least a full-nightefs sleep, but he
insisted I needed nore rest.

Jereny opened the door to my roomand switched on the light.
"Do you need hel p getting undressed?" he asked.

| shook ny head. He watched for a nmoment as | funbled one-handed to undo ny
shirt buttons. Wen | didneft ask for assistance, he sighed and shook his
head.

"Let me rephrase that. | will help you get undressed." He unbuttoned ny shirt
and | ooked at the right sleeve, which theyefd cut off to exam ne nmy arm
"Looks like we can throw this one straight into the trash.”

That was fine by ne. | hated button-down shirts. Never saw the point, really.
Why fuss with buttons when you can buy one that you could pull off over your
head? And the button-down variety always felt Iike theyefd been dipped in
starch, stiff and scratchy. On the other hand, | never saw the point of
clothes in general, unless the weather required them but apparently lefmin
the minority on this.

Jereny was tugging ny shirt off my uninjured armwhen he stopped. | followed
his gaze to a bandage-covered cotton-ball on the inside of ny el bow.

"Ch, right, the IV," he said, nodding. Then he froze again and his gaze
travel ed down ny arm "l thought they put the IV?" He | ooked at the bandage on
nmy hand. "?there." He blinked back a flicker of fear, and gently tugged the
bandage from ny el bow. Under the cotton ball was a single blood-crusted

pi nprick. H's eyes shot to nmine. "Did soneone draw bl ood from you?"

"l doneft think so."

"When | left for dinner did anyone?no, you were asleep, you woul dneft know.
Did they nmove the 1V? No, | would have noticed?"
"Someone came in when you were gone," | cut in. "I was pretty sleepy. | felt

somet hing, but | thought they were fixing that other thing."

"Ckay, " Jereny said, standing and inhaling deeply. "lItefs okay. Itefs only

been a coupl e of hours. They woneft have touched it yet. | can call the
hospital, tell themthey drew bl ood agai nst ny wi shes and demand?" He paused
and shook his head sharply. "I have a better idea. Just wait?no, let nme get
you into bed?no, lie down and rest and I<fll be right back."

| tried to answer that | wasneft tired, but | knew he was too caught up in his
own thoughts to hear me . . . just as he was too distracted to notice that I
foll owed hi m downstairs.

| watched fromthe study doorway as Jereny rooted around for a phone book. He



called the hospital and asked for the phone number of their |aboratory, then
hung up. For a few m nutes, he stood there, as if thinking, then he gave a
curt nod and nmade a second call.

"This is Doctor Lawson," he said, using the name of the doctor whoefd attended
to us. Hs voice took on a clipped, authoritative tone. "l+fve just been

i nforned that soneone took a bl ood sanple fromone of my patients?a patient
who was not supposed to have any bl ood-work done."

Pause.

"d ayton Danvers."

A | onger pause.

"Yes, of course | know his fam |y requested no bl ood-work be done. Thatefs the
problem isneft it? Someone drew his bl ood against his famlyefs wishes and if
his famly finds out, we could face a |awsuit."

Pause.

"Yes, thatefs the correct room but the boy was in bed B, not D."

Pause.

"I doneft want to know how it happened. My only concern is making it

un- happen. Take that sanple and di spose of it imediately, then shred any
acconpanyi ng paperwork. Can you do that?"

Pause. Then Jerenyefs hand tightened around the receiver.

"I doneft care if youefve already started analyzing it?"

Pause.

"I doneft care what that tests showed, his fanmly was very clear?"

Pause. A line of sweat trickled down Jerenyefs forehead.

"This is a matter of religious freedom do you understand that? If his parents
doneft want bl ood-work done, we caneft do it, even if we find something

al arm ng?"

A pause. A very |long pause, during which Jereny went pale. He argued with the
person on the other end for a few nore mnutes, but it becanme obvious that
what ever that lab tech had found, he was determned to report it.

"Yes, well, perhaps yousfre right," Jeremy said at |ast, the words coning
slow. "Let ne contact the hospital administration and they can have our |ega

experts look into it. In the neantime, this stays between us. Have you told
anyone el se?"

Pause.

"Youefre the only one on tonight?" Jereny said, his eyes closed. "I see.
That+fs good. And your shift ends at . . .?"

Pause.

"Why doneft | meet you there then, and we can di scuss your findings, so | know



exactly what le<fmtaking to the hospital board."

They arranged to neet in just over an hour, and Jereny hung up. Wen he
turned, he didneft seemsurprised to see nme there.

"W need to go back to the hospital,"”
whi sper.

he said, his voice barely above a

| nodded and went to find my shoes.

| doneft know what Jereny did to the tech. Wll, yes, | do know He killed
him Itefs the "how

that | caneft answer. This time when he told nme to stay in the car, | did.
After all, he was just going to speak to a human | ab technician. That didneft
require nmy protective eye. It would be years before | figured out that heefd
had to kill the man and destroy the test results. Al | knew at the tinme was
that | fell asleep in the car, and when | awoke, he was driving us home. |
asked himhow it went and he only nodded, eyes fixed on the road.

Jereny didneft sleep for three days after that. Knowi ng he never slept well,
l+fd grown accustomed to waki ng and checking on him For three days after ny
hospital visit, each time | went to his roomat night I found it enpty.

On the fourth day he made a phone call. That night, he slept for a couple of
hours, and the sanme for the few nights follow ng. Then, just over a week after
the Iab tech incident, a package arrived. It was a box of medical texts. That
ni ght Jereny stayed up dusk-to-dawn reading. Then, with each night after that,
he read for a few hours and slept for a few nore.

By the end of the nonth, he was satisfied enough with his progress to sleep an
entire six hours. Though he could never fix an armthat was fractured as badly
as mne had been, he now had enough know edge of energency medicine that he
coul d have evaluated the break and nmy head injury, stitched the gash on ny
arm and given ne the first aid | needed to make the trip to our doctor in New
York. And that was what he needed to let hinmself sleep?the know edge that
heefd taken every possible step to ensure that what he had done that night, he
woul d never need to do it again.

That broken arm and the fallout fromit, marked the end of what | considered

nmy chil dhood. l<fd still be a child for a few years, and those years were far
fromuneventful, but when | |ook back on ny life, | see this as the dividing
poi nt between feral child and Pack wol f. Though | wasneft in school yet, |
was, by Pack standards, "civilized" . . . or as civilized as lI+fd ever be.

Thereefs another reason why | see this event as a turning point in ny
life?because it marked a turning point, however subtle, in Jerenyefs. The Pack
qui ckly I earned of his new medical skills, and Dom nic, shrewd as ever, saw

t he advantage to having a Pack medic. Wth this, Jerenyefs slowy rising
status in the Pack junped, and the others took notice, including Mlcolm who
began, for the first time, to suspect his son might have a higher goal in

m nd, one he hinself coveted. And when that happened, you can bet Mal col n? But
thatefs another story.



